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CHAPTER ONE


"Martin, please, watch where you put your hand!" whispered Katherine Sherbourne, as she felt the man's hand slowly edging up under her skirt. She glanced around nervously to see if any of the others in the elevator had noticed this liberty he was taking with her body.
"I'd love to watch it, but you've got a lot of skirt covering up that pretty little rump of yours."
She squealed as he pinched her bottom. She twisted and tried to turn so that she could get him to stop. Instead, he goosed her, his thumb pressing all the way up into the white cotton panties she wore. She blushed furiously. This wasn't the way she expected a boyfriend to act. He was embarrassing her in public.
"Stop that!"
"Stop what?" he said innocently, his hand never stopping. He felt the smooth warm flesh of her firm inner thigh and then moved up to her snatch. The girl might have been protesting, but the man realized that she was getting a real thrill out of him copping a feel in the public elevator. Her panties were almost totally drenched with her love oils. It took all of his control to keep from using his other hand to run the zipper of his fly down the track and let his prick leap out so that he could fuck her.
Martin had never fucked Katherine. They'd done a lot of things together but they had never fucked. He suspected she was still a virgin, and was too uptight over it to say so.
He wanted nothing more than to be the one to cure her of this sexual perversion. He'd never seen anyone more attractive than this eighteen-year-old. She still carried a lot of the naive ways of a high school girl, but she was maturing rapidly – and she had blossomed out physically a long time ago. The man could peer down into her cleavage and see the succulent twin mounds of her tits swaying enticingly.
Katherine didn't wear a bra – she didn't have to. Her tits were firm and high off her chest. He loved running his hands over the milky white flesh and feeling the gooseflesh that formed under his fingertips. The way her nipples sprang totally erect and pulsed hotly against his thumbs told him the full measure of the passion of which she was capable.
If the lustrous brown hair, the chocolate, limpid eyes, or the tits thrusting impudently against her thin blouse weren't enough, the rest of her turned him on in a big way. He felt almost greedy wanting it all. Her trim waist and her flaring, womanly ass made him hard every time he was with her.
Most of all, he loved her slender, tapering legs. He was a leg man. He could watch the white flash of her legs moving all day long. And he wanted nothing more in the world than to have her wondrous legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper and deeper into the sexy swamp of her seething pussy.
They'd been going together for almost two months now and he hadn't fucked her.
"Marty, not here," she said again, in a slightly louder voice. He watched as she blushed furiously. The red formed around the tops of her boobs and then spread all the way up into her neck and face. He worked his fingers under the band of her panties and started pulling them off.
The marble smooth flesh quivered and she tried to make him stop. He kept on until he managed to pull the panties over the bulge of her perky ass. The panties started to drop down her lovely legs when she widened her stance. She was acutely uncomfortable and it showed.
"Don't do this," she pleaded. "Not here, not in public. Let's… let's go somewhere and…"
"Here," he said firmly.
"I'm going to a job interview. Please, Marty, you can't make me do this here. Not in public!"
"So it won't be totally in public," he said, reaching over to the small control box as the only other passenger in the elevator got off. He quickly opened the panel and pulled the stop lever. The elevator jerked to a halt between floors, neither moving up nor down.
"Why'd you do that?" she demanded.
"So we could be alone for awhile." In the distance an alarm bell rang, but he ignored it. He couldn't think of anything else but the warm and willing girl in his arms. He pulled her close and crushed his lips to hers. For a moment, she resisted. Then she melted like snow in the morning sun.
His tongue teased her lips, dancing and darting around until he could finally force them apart and push his tongue inside her mouth. Their tongues collided and began to duel erotically. Soon they both gasped for air, their bodies pressing harder and harder against one another.
"I love you so much," he managed to mutter. "And I want more of you. I want all of you!"
"Please, Martin, please, not here!" she begged. But her words were contradicted by the way her body responded. He could feel the flood of her cunt juices. Her nipples had sprung out hard and erect and threatened to poke holes in his chest. He knew she wanted him. He managed to fumble out his prick. "No, Marty, not here, not like this!"
"Then let me eat you out!"
She didn't say anything, nor would it have done her any good. He was already going down on her. He had stripped off her panties. Now he lifted her skirt and exposed to the light the lustrous auburn triangle of her pussy mound. The sight of her cunt was appealing to him.
Tiny droplets of cunt juice dotted the auburn bush and her pink, puffy cunt lips were trembling, waiting for his mouth. He quickly pressed his face into her bush and thrust out his tongue.
She sobbed and almost collapsed. She pressed her back against the wall of the elevator and her legs drifted open in wanton invitation to his tongue. How she needed this! She had been deluding herself into thinking that sex was something done in the darkness of a bedroom. It was good anywhere.
In fact, this might be even better than ever before for her. She realized the possibility of them being discovered. This thrill added to the impact of his tongue swirling all over her snatch. He dragged his rough, pink tongue along her tender slit and tasted all her juices.
He worked his tongue into her cunt and released a flood of her fuck oils. She was almost at the point of coming, he realized. This made his tongue work even faster against her pussy lips.
"Marty, oh, God, Marty, this is too much!"
She felt electric surges throughout her belly. They spread like wildfire and robbed her of all her strength. Her legs turned weak and watery and she hunkered down just a little more, her back firmly braced against the elevator now. This opened her legs to the point where his tongue finally surged all the way up into her cunt hole.
She shrieked in joy. Her entire body began to shake like a leaf in a high wind and she realized that she wasn't far from coming.
"Faster, oh, sweet Jesus, tongue fuck me faster!" she cried out. The words burned in her ears. She didn't usually talk like that.
She was turned on by the fact that her boyfriend obeyed her command. He tongue fucked her with enough speed to send his tongue slithering deep into her cunt and cause friction against her softly yielding pussy walls. She shuddered deeply once, and then bit her lip as she came.
The pleasant feelings mounted and then smashed into her like a fist. She cried and moaned and felt tears of joy running down her cheeks. That didn't matter. All that counted now was the way his rough, pink tongue parted her cunt lips and thrust far and fast into her pussy.
He slurped loudly, lewdly, and this turned her on even more. She didn't understand what it was about having her pussy eaten out that made her into such a limp, drained wreck. The feel of his tongue was sensuous to be sure, but it had to be something more than that. Perhaps it was the intimacy involved. There was no way that they could be more into each other's body than having his tongue reaming out her pussy.
The girl realized that there was one other way they might be closer, but she was still a virgin and intended to remain that way until she married. She had discovered, with Marty, an infinite number of ways of having a lot of fun sexually without actually fucking.
Like now. Her body trembled again, and the seething insides of her cunt convulsed in orgasm once more. A flood of frothy juices poured from her cunt and drenched the lips and mouth of her lover. He continued to obscenely suck and lick all over her cunt lips until she came still another time. He left her feeling drained and totally weak.
He looked up at her saying, "Now it's my turn to get some kicks. Go on. Suck me off!"
She looked down at his prick, still hard and throbbing with virile life. The feelings of arousal inside her body increased instead of dying down after her repeated comes. She knew that sucking his prick would be one way of helping to quell the rampaging feelings inside.
He stood silently as she dropped to her knees. She cradled his balls in the palm of her hand as if they wore the most precious things in the world – and to her right now they were. She hesitantly touched just the tip of his prick with her ruby lips. The man groaned and involuntarily jerked his hips toward her face.
She took just the purpled knob of his cock into her mouth. She used her lips all over it to caress and tease and incite. The way his cock bounced and jerked told her that he was having a hard time controlling his ejaculation. The balls she held tenderly in her hand throbbed and boiled, lurching inside the hairy little bag of his scrotum. She knew the lead-heavy jism trapped inside wanted out.
And she was the one who was going to sample his tasty jism.
"Go baby, go!" he cried as her lips tightened around his fuck stick. "I love the way you give head!"
She pursed her lips into an 'O' ring and then used her tongue. She tried to force the agile pink tongue all the way down his piss-slit. They both knew this wasn't possible, but just trying made them both even hotter. She slowly circled the head of his cock and then teased the tiny flap of skin dangling down under the cleft head. She felt his cock stiffen in lust even more than it had been.
The thick rod of cockflesh filled her mouth now. She sucked even harder on it and pulled another inch into her mouth. Her cheeks went concave under the intense suction she applied. The man hopped from one foot to the other in excitement.
"That's the way I love it!" he called out to her. "Give me another great blowjob!"
She began slowly eating his entire cock. She was no Linda Lovelace, but he had taught her how to get his entire length down into her throat, if only for a moment.
The rubbery tip of his cock bounced off the roof of her mouth and she swallowed hard. She felt his prick slip past her tonsils and down into her throat. She held back the gag response and allowed his prick to rest for a moment in the tightness of her throat. She swallowed a couple times. Then she had to back away or suffocate from lack of air.
"Shit, I can't take much more of this!" he moaned.
She smiled around the thick plug of prick in her mouth. She still burned brightly in her cunt where his mouth had worked its magic. She loved being eaten out and she loved giving head. She loved everything about sex that she had experienced so far. Everything but fucking was neat, and that was being saved for her wedding night.
She rolled her tongue all over the very tip and then worked the bumpy pink organ over the sides of his quivering cock. The girl didn't stop even when she felt his cock begin to tense for the come. If anything, she increased the roughness of her licking and sucking.
Kissing along the side of his cock, she came eventually to his hairy bag of balls. Pressing her tongue against the side of his balls, she could feel his nuts inside tumbling and boiling in desire. She bounced the entire little bag on the tip of her tongue, and then rolled it around until he was constantly groaning in need.
"More," he begged, "Give me even more of that mouth of yours! God, it's fantastic! Tongue me all over! Eat meeeee!"
She tried. Her mouth sucked and she managed to pull in the entire bag of his balls. Gently gnawing, she had him gasping and moving constantly. The teenager's mouth didn't let him go. She pressed her tongue against the side of his balls and ran her teeth over the sensitive flesh. Finally, he cried, "Gotta come! Just gotta!"
She backed off and let him recover some of his control. This was too much fun for her. She loved the salty, tangy taste of jism as much as he got off on her woman-wine from her pussy, but she wasn't going to rush this. She wanted to prolong it as long as possible.
"Doing better?" she asked. "Think you can hang on for a few more minutes? I really get off on this! I don't want you coming too fast."
"I don't either! I love the feel of your mouth all over my balls!"
She went back to the task. Breathing hotly, she saw the effect her gusty breath had on him. The tiny curls of his matted pubic bush stirred and she knew the stimulatingly hot air went all around his balls.
She sucked even harder on the tip of his prick. She tasted the bitter drop of pre-come and then she was aware of another sound.
The ringing alarm of the elevator's emergency system had stopped. Heavy footsteps sounded on the roof of the elevator. Startled, she looked up and saw the escape hatch on the roof begin to lift.
She pointed and Marty hastily tucked his prick back into his pants. It made a terrible bulge, but his erection was hidden by the time the men dropped down into the elevator.
"Can't figure out what stopped this damned thing," the repairman said. He took a second look at Katherine – and smiled broadly. "If you got to be stranded in a Goddamn stuck elevator, she's the one to do it with," he said. He turned to the controls and opened the door. He frowned for a moment and then turned the switch back to "start".
He looked back at the two and shook his head. He knew that they had turned the elevator off but he couldn't quite figure out why. Katherine saw her panties on the floor where Marty had discarded them. She hastily picked them up and stuffed them into her purse.
"You two should be okay now," the repairman said. "Can't figure out how that switch got turned off – unless you did it."
Marty shrugged. "Why would we want to do a thing like that?"
She brushed against his still-throbbing erection as she left. "This is my floor," Katherine said. Glancing down at Marty's crotch, she wondered how long it would be before his painful hard-on vanished.
Or maybe he'd go into the john and beat off. She sighed. She wished she could go in with him and do it for her. Jerking him off was almost as much fun as sucking him off. The girl turned toward the personnel department, wondering if she would, be late for her interview, and not really caring. She'd already had a fun day.



CHAPTER TWO


Katherine walked into the personnel office with butterflies dancing around in her stomach. She was still more than a little excited and flushed from the sexual acrobatics she and Martin had been doing in the elevator. But now, she was beginning to feel the strain of actually applying far a job. She'd had a few summer jobs while she was in high school, but never a real job, a full-time job that would allow her to make enough money to go out on her own. She felt that was really important right now. Katherine had to prove to herself that she wasn't a child and could operate in the adult world.
She wanted this job more than anything else in the whole world.
"For the clerk's position?" asked the bored secretary. "One second and I'll buzz Mr. Bennett."
Katherine looked with apprehension at the door with the nameplate signifying this was Ronald Bennett's office. He was the one who'd be hiring, who would decide whether she got the job.
"Go on in. He'll see you." The expression on the secretary's face was unreadable, but Katherine felt the waves of hatred boiling out. She didn't understand that as she knocked and went into the office.
Her first impression of Ron Bennett wasn't a good one. The man almost dropped his teeth out on the desk when she walked in. Not once did he look her in the face – he was too busy openly eyeing her luscious tits. She began to feel a little self-conscious about it, and tried to hold in her breath and not allow her nipples to poke so prominently against the cloth. If anything, all she succeeded in doing was emphasizing her ample tits.
"So that's how it is," Bennett said. "I do need a new clerk, but I'm not sure you're the one to hire. Experience could count for a lot in a job selling ladies' lingerie."
The way he licked his lips and devoured her with his eyes made Katherine suspicious as to what sort of experience he referred to. She had never really believed the old cliche about a man undressing a woman with his eyes. She did now. She felt naked and helpless in front of the man.
What was worse, she felt a little panic at the thought of not getting the job. It had been perfect. The same department store where Martin worked, a good salary that would let her leave home and find an apartment of her own, plus all sorts of benefits that she could certainly use.
"What sort of experience are you referring to, Mr. Bennett?" she asked, her voice almost breaking.
"I need someone who's been around, who knows the lay of the land, so to speak."
She couldn't mistake his meaning now. He was putting it as upfront as he could. Either she put out for him or she didn't get the job. Katherine's mind raced. Was it worth it? Her independence was on the line. She had been scrounging around for jobs for almost two weeks, and this was the closest she had come to finding a permanent job.
"I understand what you mean," she said slowly, her shoulders shrugging just enough to make her tits bobble around. She saw the man's gaze lock firmly onto her tits. She shoved her shoulders back and willed her nipples to grow. They did when she began thinking about Marty and the oral sex they'd enjoyed in the elevator. She even felt a little twinge in her pussy as it began to grow damp.
"No calls for a half hour," Bennett said into his intercom. He let the switch flip up as he looked back to Katherine. "Could I see your assets for the job?"
Katherine knew that she should stand up and run like hell. No job was worth this degradation. But she didn't run. She slowly stood and turned around for him. She could almost feel his eyes burning into her flesh.
"Yeah, you got the assets, all right. Could I see a bit more of them? Without the fancy packaging?"
She slowly unbuttoned her blouse, his eyes never leaving the deep valley between her huge tits. When she pulled the tails out of her skirt and threw them back, the man caught his breath.
"God-fucking damn!" he said. "Those are the tastiest looking tits I've ever seen. All nice and white, and your nipples are already hard. They look like cherries perched on top of a pile of ice cream. But I bet that titflesh of yours is nice and warm, isn't it? Come around here so I can see."
She felt her feet moving as if they had a will of their own. She wanted to scream inside as he put his hands around her waist and pulled her closer. His mouth closed on her left nipple and he sucked for all he was worth.
Katherine almost passed out from the shock wave passing into her chest. His mouth was so demanding and she loved the feel of his tongue working against her aroused nipple. But this was wrong! She shouldn't have to put up with this to get a lousy job.
She shoved her chest a little closer, trying to get more of her tit into his mouth. The movement was entirely involuntary on her part. It seemed as if her body had a mind of its own. She might not be sure, if she should do this, but her body wanted more of the delightful stimulation it got from the man's tongue lashing her turgid nipple.
"Ummm," she moaned. "Please, no, don't do this!"
He licked down the slope of her tit and into the deep valley between her tits. His tongue swirled like a tornado as he licked and lapped at her tender flesh.
She felt herself growing even wetter in the crotch. She had put her panties back on, and now they were soaked with her cunt juices again. The teenager was too confused to know what to do when the man unhooked the snaps on her skirt and pulled it down around her legs.
"Step out of it," he ordered.
"Please, don't do this!" she begged. "I… I'm a virgin! I'm saving myself!"
"A virgin?" he asked, shocked. He quickly pulled her panties down off her flaring ass, his fingers lingering on the smooth bulges of her asscheeks. Then his finger parted her wet cunt lips and poked around inside. Finally finding her cherry, his face lit up.
"Goddamn but you are!" he exclaimed. "I can't fuck a virgin. That's something to savor and think about for a long time. I'll pick your cherry later. I think instead that I'll just fuck you up the tailpipe."
For a moment, she didn't understand what the man meant. When he bent her over the desk and his hands pulled strongly at the doughy mounds of her ass, she knew then that he intended on stuffing his prick all the way up her asshole.
"No! No man's ever fucked me before! Not up the asshole!"
"Listen to the naive little girl spew out all those filthy words. Well, little girl, if you want this job, you're going to take my cock all the way up that tight little shit chute of yours and like it!"
He pulled harder at her asscheeks and her legs spread wide in response. She was crying openly now. She didn't want him fucking her ass, but her body was too weak. It wanted what her mind denied her. As she felt his legs rubbing against her naked ass, she cringed. She found herself pinned hard against the edge of the desk, her legs widespread and the man's thick cock driving down toward the tightly puckered star of her anus.
"Don't, I beg you. I've never done anything like this. I… I'll do anything else you want! I'll suck you off! You can eat my pussy, if you want. But don't do this!"
"I see what I want. It's right at the end of my old fucking stick," he said, ramming his hips forward.
The teenager almost passed out from the pain and shame as the heavy knob of his cock rammed into her tightly clenched asshole. She felt his cock probing and trying to surge all the way up into her rectum. Tensed as she was, there wasn't a chance in hell that she would let that cock up her tightest passage.
"No good," he muttered. "Got to grease my cock a little and then I can fuck that sweet, lily-white ass of yours."
He pulled back and the release of pressure from her anal sphincter was almost enough to make her pass out in relief. Then she felt his prick aim lower. He shoved forward again and his cock raced along the parted lips of her pussy. Stroking easily, he moved back and forth between the puffy lips of her cunt. The juices flooding her snatch dribbled onto his cock and oiled it for the trip up her back passage.
The effect of this back-and-forth sliding against her most sensitive tissues was remarkable. She felt her entire body coming alive. It was as if she actually wanted him fucking her. Desire flared and tried to drown her. She fought, and it did no good.
Collapsing totally onto his desk caused her tits to mash flat. This made her nipples drive down into the marshmallowy soft underpinning of her titties. She was quivering with stark lust by the time the man had finished getting his cock ready to drive all the way up her asshole.
"Here it comes, kid. This is going to be great. You're gonna love the hell out of getting your ass reamed out."
She felt the hot ring of her anus contract as his cock pressed into it again. The girl knew that he would rip her to bloody shreds if she didn't relax. The more she tried to relax her asshole, the more tense she got.
"Don't hurt me," she pleaded. "I don't want to do this. I'll suck your cock! I'll give you the best head ever!"
"Shut up, you dumb bitch. I know what I'm doing."
He shoved forward a little harder. Katherine screamed as the ponderous head of his mighty cock sank into her body. The ring of muscle finally gave way and allowed his cock inside her rectum. The pulsing head of his cock sent ripples of delight throughout her. She felt as if he had melted something in her belly and it had begun to puddle.
"Here it comes!"
He slammed all the way into her tightly-held ass. She felt his legs pressing into her butt and the hot rod of his cock drilling deep into her virgin body. She screamed and screamed and screamed. The teenager was positive he had ripped her apart inside. The pain drove her out of her mind. She thrashed around, trying to escape.
There was no escape. She was firmly impaled on the spike of his cock.
"I'm burning up inside! Why are you doing this to meeeeee!"
"Shut your mouth and enjoy this. Too much screaming and that asshole secretary of mine will barge in here. Now let me fuck this sweet ass of yours. God, is it ever tight!"
She felt as if he had shoved a white-hot poker into her guts. The entire length of her rectum burned like acid had been dropped on her tender flesh. She cried and moved and this stirred the cock inside her. Slowly, her resilient flesh expanded to take the thick girth of his prick and she felt a little less filled to overflowing with his prick.
When he pulled out of her, this was worse than the entry. His cock and her bowels formed a perfect vacuum seal. As he withdrew, it formed an intense vacuum inside her that threatened to pull her guts out along with his cock. She screamed again. When the head of his prick finally reached the tight ring of her anus, there was a lewd sucking noise as air rushed back into her body.
"Goddamn," he muttered. "That asshole of yours feels like a hangman's noose all around my cock. I thought you were cutting me off at the roots!"
"Don't fuck me any more. Please, please let it go at this!" She knew that begging wouldn't achieve anything, but the words seemed necessary. Her body gave her all the signals of intense pleasure, yet she felt degraded. He was using his position to humiliate her. She didn't want this man fucking her up the ass.
She wanted a job, nothing more.
She got a hell of a lot more.
He rammed back into her ass, using a corkscrewing motion this time. He hammered into her softly yielding body and fucked the merry hell out of her ass. She felt his prick sliding faster and faster in the tight, clutching sheath of her rectum. The friction mounted. She panted and sweat ran down her face. She was getting off on this greeking in spite of the humiliation involved.
"Fuck me more," her voice said, while her heart denied it. "Fuck me good! Butt fuck me till I come!"
"Baby, you're gonna get just that!" the man panted. He speeded up even more. The friction against her delicate inner membrane burned with the intensity of a raging forest fire. And then she exploded.
It might have been a stick of dynamite reaming her out from behind. She felt the heat ignite a fuse deep inside her. It burned faster and faster and then her world exploded and blew apart. "Aieeeeeeee!"
She thrashed around, the pole of his long cock all the way up into her bowels. The feel of his cock rubbing sensuously against the insides of her asscheeks turned her on. The sensation of his upper legs rubbing her naked ass meat made her into a sex demon. She couldn't get enough of his prick then. Tensing her muscles, she tried to hang onto his cock, to keep it buried all the way up her ass.
"Shit," he muttered. "Trying to cut me off. Damned asshole feels like a surgeon's glove filled with lava. Gotta fuck more. Just gotta!"
And he did. He pulled out the stops and drove his fiery spike of cock into her tensed asshole. The muscle ring around her asshole tensed and tightened even more on his prick. He grunted and kept ramming into her demanding interior. Hot. Tight. The sheath of her rectum gripped down on him with demonic fury. And still he fucked more. He kept fucking her butt until she wanted to die. Then came the white-hot rush of his jism. It flowed into her greedy asshole and filled her up.
The liquid surge made her come again. She hated herself for responding like that. The man was raping her. But she needed the job. She had to do whatever he wanted or he would hire someone else.
"God," he moaned, "This is super! Never felt an ass this tight. Love fucking it. Just love spurting off into it!"
And the man's cock began to deflate after a few more pokes in and out. As it dribbled limply from her butt, the girl fought to hold back the tears. She had enjoyed it. She had enjoyed it immensely, and at the same time, she hated herself for allowing him to greek her.
The only consolation was that she was still technically a virgin. She could carry her cunt cherry to her wedding bed.
"The job?" she muttered. "I get the job, don't I?"
"Hey, baby, whoever said if you put out for me you'd get any job?"
She turned and looked at him. Virtually naked, she felt vulnerable and helpless, more so than at any other time in her life. She knew she had a stricken look on her face. And the man laughed at her.
"Hey, kid, what's the matter? Can't you take a joke?"
"Oh," she said in a weak voice.
"Get dressed. It won't do to have a chick standing around in the personnel office half naked like this. Bad for morale if any of the other employees see you." He leered at her as she carefully climbed back into her panties and pulled them up her slender legs, wiggling her well-fucked ass into them. She patted out a few wrinkles and pulled up her skirt, hiding her legs.
He continued studying her like a bug under a microscope as she buttoned up her blouse. The girl resisted the temptation to button it all the way to her neck. That would be silly. The man already gotten what he wanted from her. Hiding her precious body made no sense at all. He had seen her almost completely naked.
She sat down and crossed her legs. She felt her heart hammering away, but she tried to look cool and collected. Even moving on the seat sent tremors into her body. Her asshole burned like fire from the fucking she had received.
"Okay, kid, you go to work in the women's lingerie section. Be sexy and sell a lot of that frilly stuff. And I'll be around to check up on you from time to time, if you get my meaning." He winked lewdly at her.
Katherine wanted to puke. Instead, she grimly nodded her head and started filling out the forms he shoved across the desk to her.



CHAPTER THREE


Katherine hardly knew where to look without getting embarrassed. All around her were dummies dressed in frilly nothings of panties and lacy bras that revealed more than they hid. A few of the dummies were cloaked in sheer nighties that barely came down to their plaster rumps. She shivered thinking how sexy that would look on a flesh-and-blood woman.
How it would look on her.
Katherine's mind wandered a little as she thought of seducing Martin, wearing some of the fancy lingerie on display. To have her body barely hidden by the fluffy mounds of nylon and lace, to twist and turn and reveal just a touch of nudity here and there, perhaps a turgid nipple about ready to pop or a dewdrop-laden bush peeping out from between her thighs. That would be a real turn-on to seduce him like that.
Then she remembered her first real experience with fucking – Ron Bennett. The man's cock had drilled deep into her flesh and her soul. She still couldn't think of how she got this job without feeling a lot of shame. She had humiliated herself to get this job. She had turned into a whore to get money.
Still, outside of her and Bennett, no one really knew what had gone on in his office. Katherine knew that the secretary suspected, but this type of hiring practice probably occurred all the time. The department store version of the Hollywood casting couch. She rubbed her trim buttocks, remembering the feel of his hat, rock-hard cock fucking her up the ass. It had been degrading, yes, but it had also lit fires of desire inside her that she hadn't recognized before.
But why did it have to be a slimy bastard like Ron Bennett who did this to her?
"What's wrong, Katherine?" asked Anne, the other clerk. "You look like your dog died and didn't even mention you in his will."
"What?" she said, startled. She hadn't realized the blonde woman was anywhere near. Glancing around, she saw that their department was completely empty of customers at the moment. That was rare, but it did give her a chance to talk to the blonde. Anne seemed like a sympathetic person.
"You look like you maybe did something to get this job that doesn't sit too well with you. Did that motherfucker Bennett make you put out?"
Katherine was stunned by the woman's forthrightness. All she could do was nod in assent.
"I figured as much. He puts the make on everyone applying for a job. Maybe even the males, too. I won't put anything past that son of a bitch. God, do I hate him!"
"Why? Did you have to… you know?" Katherine could hardly believe the trim, almost fragile appearing woman had been required to spread her slender legs for the manager's huge prick. It seemed horrible to her.
But then again, remembering what he'd done to her was a living nightmare that she didn't want to repeat.
"Sure I did! We all did! Bennett's fuck squad! All of us! Horny bastard," she said again. "But look, it's not so bad. Or is it? You weren't a virgin or anything, were you?"
The woman sounded so concerned that Katherine found herself opening up to her and telling her everything. "So I'm still a virgin, I guess. I do want to save that for my husband on our wedding night. But my behind! He really fucked my ass good!"
She blushed as she said the last words. Katherine wasn't as open as she would have liked others to think. The words turned her on, but they were "bedroom words", and not for use in polite company.
"A genuine virgin, what'll they think of next?" laughed Anne. "I think that's an old and outdated morality, Katherine, but that's your thing, not mine. But to have to submit to the likes of Bennett, no matter if you wanted to save your cherry or not, is a crime. And I think he's keeping you on ice. He comes around and chooses from his little harem occasionally to keep us all in line. I figure he's saving you for something special. Like the anniversary of the sinking of the Titanic. The bastard!"
"Isn't there anything we can do about this?" Katherine asked. "I don't want him to be feeling me up all the time. That's not right."
"We've tried to come up with something. No go. It'll always be his word against ours and he has one hell of a fine sales record. The owner would keep him on just for that. They'd say we were plotting to get him because he works us so hard or something. No, we've got to put up with him if we want to keep our jobs."
"Has he ever fired anyone for not submitting to him?"
"Lots of chicks aren't here any more. Most of them told him to fuck off, and he fired them. I tell you, if I didn't need the money so badly, I'd be tempted to cut his balls off with a pair of pinking shears."
"Speak of the devil," muttered Katherine. She turned just in time to see Bennett strutting down the aisle.
"You there, Miss Sherbourne. I'm going to need you for a special demonstration. We have a big buyer from New York who wants to see the complete line. If he likes it, he'll place a huge order with us. You're going to model."
The evil sneer on the man's lips turned Katherine cold inside. She managed to ask, "What do you mean? I'm a clerk, not a model."
"You're being promoted. There's even an extra twenty bucks in it for you – if you sell him."
Katherine looked at Anne, hoping for a little support. The blonde only shrugged her shoulders and said, "We all do what he says, or no job."
"Right. Now get into the main studio. It's a private showing."
"But I don't know what to do!" she protested. "I've never modeled anything in my life."
"Time to start." With that, he turned and strutted off.
Katherine felt her feet slowly move after him. She felt as if she had been dipped in molasses, she walked so slowly. But eventually, she got to the main salon and went in. Only two chairs were set up along the runway where the models displayed the latest fashions.
Bennett hurried over to her and said, "You'll find the garments to be modeled inside. All are marked. And don't disappoint me. This is a big sale for the store."
Katherine went into the small dressing room. On the chair were several garments. If they could be called garments. The revealing nightie she had been fantasizing about was the first garment she was supposed to wear. For a moment, Katherine wondered if she should go ahead and wear her beige bra and white cotton panties under it. Then she decided that this would be distracting from the nightie.
It would he even more distracting to the buyer to see her naked flesh under the nightie.
"Damn it, hurry it up. Get naked and get into that thing. Mr. Atkinson is already here. And he doesn't like to be kept waiting."
"You mean I should strip down and not wear anything underneath?" Katherine said, her voice trembling a little.
"God, a dimwit! Damn it, yes, that's exactly what I mean! You don't wear anything but skin under a nightie, do you? Be natural and hurry it up!"
Bennett turned and left Katherine alone. For a moment, she almost rebelled against the idea of strutting along that raised walkway in the beige nightie. Then she remembered back to high school and how all the girls had talked about being models. Any kind of model. One had even said she'd do beaver stuff for men's magazines if it got her picture printed. She was crazy to be a model.
Here was Katherine's chance, if she didn't blow it. She might be able to tell Bennett to stuff his lousy job as a clerk if this buyer liked the way she modeled the clothes. It was a big chance for her – if she did it right.
Quickly, she stripped down to bare skin and stood shivering in the cold blast of the air conditioner. She looked around to see if she could turn the air off. There wasn't any way she could see, and she didn't want to run around bare ass naked too long. Still, the cold make her nipples spring erect just as if she had put ice cubes on them.
She donned the short nightie and pirouetted once in front of the full-length mirror on the wall. Katherine decided that she looked pretty damned sexy. Maybe too sexy. Yet, the thought that she might be able to get a high-paying model's job out of this lurked in the back of her mind.
The teenager quickly went to the side of the stage and peered out between the hanging curtains. She couldn't see the audience at all. The stage was brightly lit. She self-consciously pulled the filmy negligee around her and looked down. She, could see her bush clearly through the thin material and her tits thrust out boldly, the coppery rings around her erect nipples a dull brown color.
"The first of our line," she heard Bennett say, "Is the baby-doll type of night wear."
She took a deep breath and pushed her way through the curtains. She was immediately blinded by the light. Stopping, she wondered what she should do.
"Down the walkway!" came the sharp command.
That convinced her. She might not be able to see the man in the audience, but she knew that he could see her clearly. Walking on the balls of her bare feet, she hoped she moved like a model.
There was a sharp intake of breath from the darkened arena and she heard a deep voice say, "Goddamn, but she's pretty. Have her really model this outfit. I like it."
She swelled with pride. Katherine turned around for the man and held the material firmly against her body so that not too much of her bare skin would show through. This wasn't good enough, though.
"Bend over. Show us every side."
Startled by the command, she did as she was told. Bending over, she thrust her perky ass into the air. The thin fabric strained against her meaty asscheeks. She almost lost her balance and widened her stance a little bit. From the darkness came the words, "That's more like it. Have her take it off."
"What?" she cried. "What was that?"
"Take it off. Slowly. Very slowly so that he can see every single piece in the nightie."
Katherine wanted to protest, knowing that something was wrong. Then she began to feel angry, belligerent. She might be showing off the nightie to a buyer, but she suspected that Bennett was also running a skin show for the benefit of the hidden man.
As her eyes adapted to the dim lighting, she saw that she was correct. The man in the front row was all alone – and had his hand curled around his meaty cock. He was beating off. The expression on his face as he looked up at her was one of stark lust and longing.
She was angry. Then Katherine cooled down a little and decided to give him a real show. Her anger made her tits rise and fall faster now, and this aided her. She thrust her tits out impudently and literally strutted along the platform. She made sure the light caught and reflected off her trim legs as she walked.
Then she slowly undid the string ties holding the front of the nightie together. Like a stripper she had seen once in a movie, the teenager took her time getting it loose. She shrugged from the small jacket and spun around, slowly lowering the garment to the floor. Then she got the front of the nightie entirely opened and turned to face her half-seen watcher.
"Here, all for you!" she cried.
Her tits tumbled forth, bobbing and dancing in front of her chest. The nipples were firm and red as cherries. The coppery disks around them were throbbing with anger – and desire. In spite of herself, Katherine couldn't hold down the feeling that this was fun.
She had been used. Now it was her turn to taunt the man in the audience. She quickly slid from the remainder of the nightie, the panties falling down the slender white pillars of her legs. Standing gloriously naked, she said, "Let me go get the next outfit!"
Walking quickly, she rolled her ass back and forth in a circle that was sure to give the man's cock a real twinge. She, didn't know whether to laugh or cry when she got back to the dressing room. But she didn't hesitate. She quickly got into the see-through bra and the panties that were more string than fabric. A piece of string and a postage stamp would have provided more coverage for her naked flesh.
She returned to the center of the platform. This time she could see the man clearly. He licked his lips and his face was sweaty from the strain. His hand worked constantly on his prick and his eyes never left her lush, young teenaged body.
"No one needs this!" she cried, taking off the bra and flinging it toward the man. It dangled over one of his shoulders. He didn't remove it. He kept his hand moving swiftly up and down the thick stalk of his cock.
She cupped her tits in both hands and slowly caressed them. She felt the thrill of sheer desire lance into her chest. She was turning herself on! The girl knew she was being exploited and no longer cared. She could get her rocks off playing with both Bennett and his voyeur friend.
Her hands moved slowly to her nipples. The rock-hard little points slipped easily between her thumbs and forefingers. She rolled them around in small circles until she was panting heavily. Then she shoved down hard on the tips and gripped her tits, one in each hand. Twisting her right tit clockwise and her left tit in the other direction, she tried to rip those doughy mounds of titflesh from her body.
The stabs of desire made her pussy begin to drool. She slowly ran her hands down the sides of her body and slid agile fingers under the strings on either side of the panties. Wiggling sinuously, looking more like a snake moving, she worked the panties off. The cold air from the air conditioner hit her bush and raked across her cunt lips. The dampness there gave her a chill. She shivered, and gooseflesh sprang up on her once satiny skin. She loved it.
She continued bending over, then glanced up chastely and smiled. Turning her ass to the man, she continued to let the panties slip down her legs. She quickly stepped out of them, making sure her cunt lips were widely exposed to the spying man in the audience.
Turning around, she said, "It's so chilly up here! How I wish I had something nice and warm inside me!"
"God," the man said faintly. His hand worked even faster on his prick. Katherine was beginning to enjoy the feeling of power she had over the man. She knew that he wouldn't dare come up on stage and try to rape, her. She was perfectly safe and could do any damned thing she wanted to tease and torment him. If it made her feel good while she did it, well and good.
"Don't go away," she said in a sultry voice. She licked her lips and turned, her ass swaying even more this time. She rubbed one hand over the curvy flesh of her left buttock before vanishing from sight and going back to the dressing room.
There was only one piece of lingerie left. Katherine almost blushed when she saw it, but she put it on anyway. The panties fit snugly and made her pussy mound appear to bulge much more than normal. She steeled herself for this one last performance, then sighed.
It felt good doing this. She was no model, but she was certainly turning that guy on in a big way. And she was giving herself a real treat, too. She considered this as cheating just a little on Bennett, making him pay for what he'd done to her. The teenager knew that he wanted her to be embarrassed and uptight over all this. That was how he got his rocks off. By appearing confident – and enjoying the hell out of this strip tease – she was really getting back at him in a big way.
She made her way back onto the stage dressed in nothing but the crotchless panties. She made sure that her tits rolled properly. The feel of them banging together as she walked turned her on and made her pussy begin to dampen even more. The teenager wasn't sure what she was going to do, but she realized it would be something that she wouldn't have dreamed of doing before she'd taken this job – and had Bennett fuck her up the ass.
Stopping in the middle of the spotlight, she spread her legs and said softly, "And this is for those intimate moments when neither of us can wait." She bent down, squatting, her legs wide apart. Her auburn bush poked gently through the slash in the crotch of the panties.
"Why, look at this! It's just perfect, isn't it? What we both wanted!" Her fingers drifted down, slowly crossing the domed plain of her belly, hesitating for just a moment at the very top of her bush, then moving lower until she came to the slit in the panties.
She kept her knees wide apart as she crouched down and then parted the frilly flaps of the panties. She sighed blissfully and drove her fingers all the way up into her cunt.
"This is what we wanted, isn't it?" she cried. She began masturbating, using her fingers. She reached in far enough to touch the rubbery sheet of her cheery, then backed off. The sensation ripping through her body made her breath come in harsh, short pants.
Tits rising and failing faster, she finger fucked herself until she was sweaty and dripping onto the stage. She dropped forward onto her knees, making certain her cunt was still aimed directly at the man in the audience. She opened her eyes enough to see his hand working fiercely on his cock – she knew it wouldn't be much longer before the man came. It couldn't be much longer, not with the show she was giving him.
Her fingers worked against the slippery walls of her pussy and pressed into the puffy flaps of her cunt lips. She drew one finger slowly along the edge of her pussy lip, the frilly fabric of the crotchless panties teasing her aroused flesh. When she came to her clit, she teased it fully erect. The tiny pink erectile organ poked all the way out of the panties.
She didn't care if the man witnessing this saw it or not. She felt it! She stroked along the side of the tiny clit until she came. Then the flood of frothy cunt juices drenched her hand and turned the panties into a soggy mess. She didn't care.
The girl slowly lifted one cunt juice-soaked finger to her lips and sucked on just the tip. She smiled. More of her wet finger went between her ruby lips. Soon, she was sucking noisily on her finger.
She slowly fucked her face using that finger.
Katherine blinked as something wet spattered into her face. She tossed the mane of hair out of her eyes and felt the thick gob running down her cheeks. She didn't have to wipe it away to know what it was. The man had come, his cock spitting a huge gob of jism all the way onto the stage – and into her face.
She heard the man say, "Shit, Bennett, this is the best damned show I ever saw. You know that order for fifty thousand? Make it a hundred thousand. And I'll be back next month to talk about a more permanent contract with the store. If… if you can supply models like this one again."
"Yes, sir, no problem."
They both stood and left Katherine crouching in the middle of the stage. For a long time, she didn't know what to do. The elation she had felt was gone. The sexual thrills she had built up in her body had vanished. She felt drained, used, degraded.
What had seemed so worthwhile before now seemed sordid to her. She went back to the dressing room to get her clothes – and to cry.



CHAPTER FOUR


"Aw, come on, Katherine, all I'm asking for is a date. It's not like I wanted anything more," said Martin, almost pleading. He couldn't understand what was wrong with the girl. For the past week, she had been distant and acted as if he was going to rape her at any second.
The thought had occurred to the man, but he had decided it would be a lot more fun if she would cooperate. Screwing wasn't his sole reason for wanting to be with her. But the way she was acting, it might as well have been.
"I want to see you. What say I pick you up around seven and we can… What's wrong, Katherine?" he asked, exasperated. Women could be such a pain in the as at times.
"Nothing."
"Say more than one word at a time. Tell me. I'm supposed to be your guy. I'm supposed to be the one you can come to if you've got problems. Is it work?" He looked around the deserted department and asked: "Is it that there aren't all that many customers and the boss is blaming you? Goddamn it!" he yelled. "What's wrong?"
"Nothing, Martin. I just don't want to go out with you tonight. Maybe some other time."
"Is it that time of month or something?" he asked, searching for some clue to the teenager's strange behavior. Before, she had always been eager to go out. This was the second time in two days that she had turned him down. Maybe her period was messing over her mind. Maybe, but he had begun to doubt it.
"No, nothing like that. I just want to be alone." The girl floundered for the proper words. How could she tell Martin what was going on inside her head without really insulting him?
She couldn't.
No matter how she worked it all over, she couldn't do it. The way she had been treated at her job was terrible. Bennett came around pinching asses and fondling tits all the day long. She had seen him come up behind Anne, hike the woman's skirts and pull down her panties and fuck her behind the counter. A quickie, he'd called it.
Rape was more like it, from Katherine's point of view. But she had asked Anne why she'd put up with it. It was just as she'd thought. If the woman didn't allow Bennett to do what he wanted, when he wanted, she would be fired. Not on a pretext of not fucking, but because she had come in late for work once or he didn't think she was working hard enough. With too many people looking for too few jobs and inflation tearing everyone's budget apart, they had to put up with a lot of shit to keep their jobs.
Katherine was lucky. Since she had been required to strip before the barely seen man, Bennett had left her alone. She had the feeling, however, that he was savoring her like a fine wine. He was drinking in her beauty with his eyes and preparing himself for the day when he really sampled her charms.
She didn't think her precious virginity would last too much longer.
Men! She hated them all. They were all like Bennett. Even Martin. He was a little better, but fucking was all that he had on his mind. They were all the same and she refused to go out with her boyfriend because of that.
Martin stamped off, mad. She watched him go, her heart hammering hard in her chest. She felt her tit actually shake under each impact of her beating heart, but it was no good. She couldn't even raise her voice enough to call him back.
"A fight with him?" asked Anne.
"No, nothing like that. It's just that I don't want to see anyone. No men, at least. Not right now. I've got so much thinking to do, so much to get clear in my head."
"I think I understand," said Anne, moving closer to her friend. A soothing hand rested on top of the girl's. "Bennett's got you all bent out of shape, doesn't he? You can't stand the sight of any man because of what he's doing to you."
"I guess that's right," Katherine admitted. She found it hard even to talk to Anne – and Anne was putting up with the same crap that she was.
"What has he made you do? He comes around and fucks me about three times a week, I'd guess he would be exhausted, but I hear from the other clerks that he screws them regularly, too."
"He doesn't do that to me, at least," she sighed. She almost wished he would and get the suspense over with. The sight of the man coming down the aisle made Katherine tense up. Would this be the time that he ordered her to get her skirts hiked up and those tender thighs of hers parted for his hard prick? Would this be the time he popped her cherry and fucked her? The strain of not knowing was driving her out of her mind.
"I guess he's saving you for something special. I heard you put on one hell of a show for that guy last week. A real striptease, from the sound of it. You sure have the body for something like that," the woman said, her eyes drinking in the teenager's trim curves.
Katherine smiled. "Thanks, but you're just saying that. You're the one with the real body. I bet all the men chase after you."
"Can't stand men," the other woman confided. "Always have hated the bastards. So many of them are like Bennett. You, you're not the same, are you?"
The gleam in the woman's eye should have told Katherine what she really meant. She missed that – and the added pressure on top of her hand.
"No, I don't guess so. But I'm getting that way. You saw the way I was nasty to Martin. He's a good guy, really. I don't know if I love him, but he's good and kind and exciting to be with, if you know what I mean."
"He turns you on."
"Yeah," she said, remembering back to when he'd eaten her out in the elevator. Then her mind worked forward a little in time, and she remembered the degradation Bennett had inflicted on her as he'd fucked her butt. What thrill there had been with Martin was lost in the shame of having a man's cock reaming out her ass.
"Ever thought you might turn on women, too?" Anne's hand moved to Katherine's waist and stroked along the line of her skirt. The hand came to rest on the girl's spine. "And you might get turned on by them," she added, almost under her breath.
Katherine turned, surprised. She knew then what the woman was telling her. "I… no! I don't swing that way. I'm strictly a girl for some guys. I've never made it with a chick." She looked into Anne's shining green eyes. The redhead moved a little closer, the tips of her boobs brushing lightly against Katherine's.
The touch of tit to tit was electric. The teenager couldn't explain what happened to her, but all of her frustrations with men were forgotten. She felt herself being drawn toward Anne in a way that was wrong. Women didn't have other women as lovers.
And why not? She couldn't think of a good reason at that instant. The attraction between them was intense and she felt it fully. There wasn't the sordid, dirty feeling that she experienced whenever Bennett walked by. And she was beginning to feel that way with all men. But not with Anne.
"I… I don't know what's happening, Anne. I find myself thinking thoughts that I shouldn't be thinking at all."
She felt the redhead's hand work lower on her body. The hand cupped her left buttock and squeezed playfully. She moved an inch closer and knew she was lost in a forbidden land of sexual desires.
"Let's go into the storeroom. There aren't any customers and if any come, one of the clerks from the other department can handle them."
"Okay." Katherine wanted to say no, but her lips wouldn't form the word – she was going along with this request for lesbian lovemaking. She was going to offer her body to another woman!
Somehow, she wasn't as repulsed by the idea as she'd thought she would be. Men wanted one thing and one thing only – to stuff their pricks all the way up a juicy cunt and fuck like hell. That was all. What did another woman want of her body?
Not her cherry, that was for certain. Katherine found herself getting wet in the pussy just thinking about how it might be.
"What are we going to do?" she asked as they went into the storeroom and locked the door from the inside. "I've never done anything like this before."
"You're a woman. I'm a woman. We both know what turns us on the most. Use that knowledge to turn me on and I'll turn you on, too!"
The way Anne's hands moved gently, soothingly over her arms made Katherine relax a little. There wasn't the harsh, driving electricity that was when a man caressed her. This was more subtle, gentler and infinitely more exciting because of it.
Anne carefully undressed Katherine until the girl stood stark naked before her. The way the woman's eyes widened in appreciation made Katherine glow all aver.
A man – any man – would get turned on by the sight of her naked body. It was a special thing that another woman would be aroused by it. After all, if she dug naked bodies on women, she could look in a mirror.
Anne's mouth closed on Katherine's. For a moment, the teenager resisted. She soon melted and relaxed. The other woman's tongue immediately thrust into her mouth, their saliva's mixing like fine wines. Katherine felt a growing urgency inside her. She had to devour the other woman. It was something she didn't even try to understand. She just did it.
Her tongue met Anne's. But this wasn't enough for the young girl. The driving needs raging inside her body demanded ever more of the other woman's body. Hands flashed out and started undressing Anne, slowly, sensually, using all the right moves, the moves she loved having used on her.
By the time the other woman was stripped naked, they were both panting in stark lust.
"I've wanted you since the very first day," panted Anne, her tongue slowly moving around the rim of Katherine's ear. The girl tensed and shoved her body closer to the other woman's. The feel of the hot breath in her ear and the thrusting of the tongue turned her on more than she really wanted to admit.
Somehow, Anne knew that the skin around the girl's neck was extra sensitive. Her rough, pink, probing tongue stroked and stimulated every square inch of that tender terrain. By the time she had gotten down to the hollow of Katherine's throat, the teenager felt her legs drifting apart in wanton invitation for even wore mouth love.
She wanted her cunt eaten out.
Anne's rough tongue dragged down between the shivering breasts but did not linger. Katherine's excitement mounted. A man would have tongued those boobs until his jaws ached thinking the fleshy part was sensitive. Only the nipples were responsive to a real sucking. And Anne recognized the fact that Katherine didn't need any more stimulation there, that she was ready for the heavy stuff.
"Oh, yes, Anne, eat my pussy! Lick all over my cunt and eat me out as good as you can!"
"No," the woman said. "We don't do anything unless both of us do it." She quickly spun around, their legs tangling in an array that momentarily confused Katherine. Then she saw what the other woman had in mind.
Their legs scissored together, their crotches erotically touching. The slightest back and forth motion dragged pussy against pussy. And Anne did just that. Somehow, she made her cunt lips flutter and open to lewdly kiss Katherine's. The younger girl felt a surge of desire such as she'd never experienced before in her life.
This was living! This had to be better than having a man stuff his prick all the way up her twat!
And it didn't end there. Anne trapped her slender ankle and pulled it into her chest. Ankle resting firmly between the tits, Anne started to lick and suck at Katherine's toes.
The girl started to complain, to say how silly that was. Then she came.
There was no real sexual tension mounting inside her. A quick jerk and she was moaning and thrashing about on the floor. The feeling of the other woman sucking on her toes was unique. And she got off on it again.
She tried to make herself think it was having her pussy pressed so intimately against Anne's juicy cunt. Or perhaps the idea of having her foot between the other woman's boobs did it, or any of a hundred other things. They might have contributed, but the sucking on her toes did set her off. Big.
"Wh-what happened?" she asked humbly, "I came!"
"Sure you did. Ever notice when you climax that your toes curl up? It works the other way, too. A good sucking on the toes will set you off. Don't ask me why. That's just the way it is. Try mine!"
Katherine ground her pussy firmly into Anne's and pulled hard on the leg pressing need fully between her tits. The feel of that foot sent needles of desire lancing down into her chest. And this gave her an idea for returning the sweet sensation of orgasm to her friend and lover.
As she began sucking on Anne's toes, licking along them, driving her agile tongue between each and every toe, she used her own toes in a different manner. She managed to work her foot until she could curl her toes on the other woman's nipples. Squeezing and tweaking with her toes was difficult, but from the way Anne tensed, she was responding.
"Ummm, God, I never felt this before," the other woman moaned. "I knew you were a natural, Katherine. Keep doing it to me! And don't stop moving those hips of yours against my cunt! The pussy lips are on fire!"
Katherine had her mouth filled with curling toes. She ran her tongue along the underside of the toe-ridge again and then licked across the sole of the foot. This set off Anne in a jerking, quivering orgasm.
She lost her toe-grip on the other woman's tits. Not that it mattered. She was still able to hang on and pull tightly, grinding crotch to crotch. She felt her pussy become soaked with cunt juice. But was it her own pussy juice or Anne's? And did it really matter?
Their pussies were slippery now and glided across each other. She twisted and turned and managed to get her cunt lips parted enough to engulf Anne's. Then she tensed. She had heard all her girl friends' stories in high school how they could do strange and wonderful things to their boyfriends' cocks by tensing and relaxing their cuntal muscles.
Anne used her cunt lips to lightly flutter and torment. Katherine had discovered the secret of boldly pressing down with intense, loving force. She clamped her labia around the other woman's and then they both soared on the winds of divine orgasm.
"Aieeeee!"
She couldn't tell if the cry of desire came from her own lips or from Anne's. Their bodies merged as one, their reactions mingled and they were lost in the paradise of each other.
Not content with this, Katherine began using her other foot to stroke up and down Anne's back. With her toes, she traced out each and every bone in her spine. By the time she came to the flaring ass, she knew exactly what she was going to do.
"Roll onto your side," Katherine commanded. She had been the novice at this illicit love. Now she was the one innovating and giving them both even more enjoyment than either thought possible.
Anne obediently obeyed. And felt the other girl's foot parting the thick, meaty slabs of her asscheeks. Anne convulsed in orgasm as Katherine's probing toe found her asshole. The big toe wiggled in and started working around in the tight ring of anal muscle.
She started butt fucking the woman with her toe. It drove Anne wild with pleasure and set up a shock wave of lust in Katherine's body. Anne came again and then moved away. Even the grip on her leg didn't hold her in position.
"That was super, Katherine," the other woman panted harshly. "And I want to give it all to you in return." She dove between Katherine's tapering legs and parted her thighs, pressing her face into the teenager's auburn bush. The lashing tongue worked miracles on her cunt lips, setting the girl off repeatedly.
And then she felt that tongue leave her cunt hole and work down her body toward her asshole.
"No, Anne, no, not there! Not like this!" She cried out but the other woman didn't hear her. Anne's mouth kissed and licked and sucked to the asshole. Her tongue flashed out and drove mercilessly into Katherine's asshole.
Katherine came. The wracking shudders of orgasm smashed her tender young body and made her shiver like she was freezing to death. Her muscles locked for a moment and she shook all over, then she drifted down. She could feel every single inch of that fucking tongue working its way up into her asshole.
The teenager felt nothing but revulsion in the midst of such great physical pleasure, she felt terror and even horror at having the other woman use her tongue on the same hole that Bennett had fucked with his cock.
She tried to pull away from Anne's eager mouth, but the woman thought she was getting tensed up for another come. Fingers like iron hands clamped on Katherine's legs and held her firmly. The tongue surged and reamed out her asshole until she felt weak and drained.
Only after she had gotten off a final time did Anne release her. For a moment, they both looked at each other. Anne might have sensed something was wrong, but she said nothing about that. Her only comment was, "That was super, Katherine. You're a natural."
Anne didn't hear her teenaged lesbian partner mutter, "More like unnatural. God, what have I done!"



CHAPTER FIVE


Katherine avoided Anne for the next couple of days. She felt guilty about what they had done together. Or rather, she felt guilty because she had enjoyed something that she had always considered to be filthy and perverted. The girl was having a hard time convincing herself all sex wasn't dirty.
Bennett came around a few times and leered at her, making suggestive comments and once had even fucked Anne so that Katherine couldn't possibly avoid seeing what was happening. She hated the man as much for what he did to Anne as for the way he was treating her. The anticipation of waiting for him to come and tell her to spread so that he could pop her cherry was becoming unbearable.
And Anne.
Katherine understood her. Having Bennett around all the time would drive any woman away from men. They were such pigs. Or were they?
Katherine couldn't come to grips with that. Martin had been around a couple of times, and she had chased him off both times. But he wasn't that way. He was a lusty, normal human being who enjoyed sex. But she couldn't get the thought out of her mind that it was only her body that he was after. He didn't really care about her as a person.
He wasn't any different than Bennett or any other man. And still, she considered this better than fucking Anne again. The girl trembled at the thought of them going into that filthy back room to eat each other out. Or to do any of the things they already had done. Anne was right in some respects. A woman knew her own body and was able to give more than any man could, but it was different.
It was perverted.
Katherine was pulled out of her deep thoughts by a timid cough. She turned and saw a mousy man standing in front of her counter, looking embarrassed as all hell. She smiled a little at his discomfort. This was better, to her way of thinking, than the macho types who blustered to cover their embarrassment at having to come into a lingerie shop.
"What can I do for you?" She almost bit her tongue when she realized what she had said and how someone like Bennett would have responded. Nothing of the sort happened.
"Uh, I don't know. I, uh, I'm looking for a present for my w-wife." The man was at the point of stuttering. Katherine felt a perverse glee at the discomfort. She was able to lord it over the man.
At last, a man she could feel superior to!
"So what's she like? Physically, I mean. Describe her to me," the girl prodded. She watched the man turn red in the face and thought he would turn around and leave. Katherine almost laughed out loud when the man took a deep breath and tried to calm his nerves.
"Yes, I suppose you do need to know that type of thing. Well," he said, eyeing Katherine's trim form, "She's about your size. Not as well developed in the, uh, chest area!" His hands reached out in front of him, indicating tits. "And her behind is a trifle smaller, I think."
"I really need to know," she said. "Come around behind the counter for a second."
"Why?" the man asked suspiciously.
"Do it," she snapped. The man almost jumped around the counter. She felt her heart begin to flutter in excitement. This was fun!
He approached her as if she might bite him. She pointed to a spot next to her and said, "There. Now, give me your hands." He did as he was told. Katherine pulled them around her and placed them firmly on her asscheeks. She could feel the man's palms sweating even through her skirt and thin cotton panties.
"Is this about the right size?"
The man tried to pull away. She held him firmly in place and pressed his hands down even more securely onto her buttocks. She liked the feel of his hands. She liked the feeling of power she had in dominating him. The girl wondered how far she would be able to go with him.
Katherine decided to find out.
"Please," the man said. "I don't want to do anything that's not proper."
"You're not doing anything that's improper," she primly told him. "Is my ass larger or smaller than your wife's?"
"L-larger," he stuttered.
"How much larger?" she goaded him, snuggling just a little closer. She brushed her tits lightly across his upper arm and pressed them into his chest. She knew the thin bra she wore allowed her nipples to press rock-hard into the man's chest. She dragged herself up and down a few times to give the man an added fright.
She felt her heart beating more strongly and the blood rushed into her jugs. They were pressing hard against the cloth prison of her bra and begging to be let free. Even her pussy was turning a little damp. Katherine didn't understand this. She was just having a little fun with this timid man, and she was getting all turned on by it.
"Y-yes, much larger. And her t-t-tits are s-smaller, too!"
"Hmmm, well, I suppose you want something nice and frilly – and intimate?"
He only nodded, not trusting himself to speak. He tried to pull away from her again, but she held him too tightly to easily break out of her gasp. He looked around frantically, as if to see if anyone was looking. There was a small look of relief on his face until Katherine dragged him along to the dressing rooms.
"Come on," she said. "If we're going to find just the right thing for your wife, you're going to have to see what we have in stock. What's her favorite color?"
"Red," the man said, thankful for an easy question that didn't require him to put his hands on this young woman's succulent body.
"Got it," Katherine said, snaring a pair of the crotchless panties as she walked. She grabbed again and got the revealing nightie she had been forced to model for Bennett's unseen buyer. That had turned her on just thinking what it would be like modeling it for Martin.
She was going to see if it had the effect she thought it would on this guy.
"I… I'll wait here," the man said.
"Why? Don't you want to see how these look?" Katherine demanded. "Come inside and close the door. This is all part of our customer service. You're not going to see anything you haven't seen before, are you?" she demanded.
Before the man could answer, she was slipping out of her blouse. She carelessly tossed it to one side and turned her back as she started to undo her bra snaps. Then, she suddenly said, "Damn, I can't get this thing unfastened. Unhook me, will you?"
She felt the man's fingers fumbling on her bra strap. It took him almost a minute to get it undone. When it snapped around her body, all she said was, "Thanks." But she knew that the man had to be sweating now. The power she felt grew by leaps and bounds. She was naked to the waist and he didn't dare touch her unless she asked him to.
She undid her skirt and stepped out of it. With one liquid movement, she got out of her white cotton panties. Climbing into the nightie, she turned, and faced the man in the tiny dressing room. She hadn't bothered to tie up the front and her tits spilled out of the frilly material in a white, aroused flood.
"Oh my," she said in a mock-surprise voice. "I forgot something, didn't I?"
"Y-yes," he stammered.
"Do you want me to tie it up or just leave it like it is?" She felt a wicked glee at the man's discomfort. She glanced down and confirmed her suspicions. His prick must be of enormous size now. It pressed hard against his pants and she could see it visibly pulse. The teenager wondered what sort of a cock this guy must have. He was timid and didn't say much. And when he did, he stuttered. What size prick would a man like this have?
"Just leave it alone," she said, almost as an afterthought. "Now is this the right size for your wife or not?"
"I don't know. It… it's nice!" he blurted.
"Well, here," she said, grabbing his hands again and pulling them in to her body. "Feel! See if the material is taut enough on me so that it'll be just right for your wife's size!"
His hands tensed on her tits. She sighed and felt the delicious surge of desire race through her. But it couldn't be desire, she knew. Not for this wimp of a man. She allowed him to paw her tits for a little while, even taking her nipples and rolling them in tiny circles. Then she reached out and pulled his hands away and demanded, "Well? Is the size going to be all right?"
"Yes," he said. "But the rest. I… I don't know." His gaze lowered and took in the smooth expanse of her milky skin covering her taut belly. The furry mound of her pussy was barely visible in the cramped space between them.
She pulled his hands around her and placed them on her as. He squeezed down more firmly this time. His hands ran up and down the smooth curves of her ass and her ass cheeks slightly.
"Yes, this will be just right for her," he said. "You're just a little larger in… in all areas. You pull the material out and fill it entirely. She'd be able to wear this nicely."
"Good," said Katherine primly. She removed his hands from her ass and started to strip out of the nightie. She felt the same power over the man as she had before. But there was something else starting to build up inside her. She recognized it, and tried to deny that this was happening to her.
She was getting turned on in a big way by this entire scene. She didn't understand it. This mouse of a guy wasn't going to do anything to her. She had complete power over him. If he tried anything funny, she could always yell "Rape!" and a dozen people would stop him.
She dropped the nightie and tried to cover her pussy mound from his sight. The tiny drops of her cunt juices beading there were picking up light and refracting it back in all the colors of the rainbow. She hadn't intended to get herself this turned on by the "modeling" she was doing for him.
"Can I see the crotchless panties?" he asked in a firmer voice. "I think red is such a lovely color. And your hair is much the same as my wife's. I want to see how it looks on you."
She felt her power slowly fading. He was coming more and more into command of the situation. She flashed back to the time that Bennett had made her model the undies for the faceless buyer. She had thought it was funny to masturbate on stage. It had been about the only way she could get at them for what they forced her to do.
Katherine didn't understand her feelings or motives at all now. All she really knew was that the itch deep in her cunt was becoming unbearable. Virgin or not, she knew she was hungering for cock and lots of it.
She stepped into the panties and stood in front of the man. The cool air blowing across the top of the dressing room contrived to dip down and slither between her legs. Her hot pussy was drooling openly now and she no longer cared.
"Are these hot enough?" she asked.
His hand reached out immediately and cupped her entire pussy bulge. As he squeezed down, his middle finger parted her puffy cunt lips and thrust deep into her pussy. He wiggled the finger around in her tight, hot tunnel of love until she felt weak and watery in the knees.
She had to lean back against the wall of the booth. She nodded that she was ready for anything he cared to do to her. To hell with saving her cherry for her wedding night – she had turned herself on and now her cunt demanded that a long, virile prick sate her desires!
"Come on, fuck me good," she moaned. His wiggling finger was driving her mad with lust. "I need it so! Your cock! Your sweet, fucking prick. Give it to my cunt!"
Her fingers were as agile as the man's had been when he tried to get her out of her bra. She fumbled and struggled – until she finally got his cock out. She had to gasp in surprise when she saw it. She thought he was a mousy, insecure man – and that his prick would be only a couple of inches long.
It was a couple inches long – four times over! His eight-inch cock bucked in her hand. It was as eager as a stallion for what was about to happen.
"Oh, God, no, nooo!" she moaned.
He moved closer, his other hand moving her legs apart. She stood spread-eagled, her back against the dressing-room wall. "Guide me in," he said. "Take my prick in your hand and show me where you want it."
She didn't want to do this. She felt one part of her mind rebelling against losing her virginity in this sordid little dressing room to a man she didn't even know. That was one part of her mind.
Her body screamed for all the cock she could get.
Her body won.
Her hand trembled and shook, but she pulled strongly on the long, virile cock. She wondered how she had ever decided that this guy couldn't be well hung. She didn't have that much experience, but she knew that his prick was enormous. All her girl friends in school had talked about their boy friends' cocks and the sizes. None could compare with this huge cock.
She moaned softly as she felt the hot tip of his cock press between her oozing pussy lips. She shoved her hips down slightly and said, "For God's sake, do it fast! I need it so baaaad!"
"I'll do it as I see fit," the man told her. "This is going to be slow and gradual until we are both really hot."
"I'm ready, oh, sweet Jesus, I'm ready." She pulled even harder on his cock and felt some of the skin slip around her fingers. His cock stayed in the same position. She tensed and relaxed her cunt lips in an attempt to entice him into her pussy.
The teenager was too confused to figure out what was happening. She had started all this as a joke. The man had seemed so timid that she figured it would be easy to lord it over him. But things had changed. Now she couldn't stop. She was going to lose her cherry – and she wanted to fuck!
"Please be gentle," she sighed. "I'm a virgin."
The man laughed at her. "Some virgin – seducing customers like that!" He moved a little closer to her and jerked his hips upward. The head of his cock parted her cunt lips and vanished into the seething interior of her pussy.
For a moment, the man stood still. Even his breath had ceased. She worried at the pain she was feeling now deep inside her pussy. The head of his prick nudged into her rubbery hymen and pushed it hard. She just knew he was going to tear her apart inside.
"My pussy," she moaned. "It hurts inside – oh, ohhhh!"
"I don't believe it," the man said, his voice low and intense. "You are a virgin! I never…"
For a moment they held the position and then he began pressing even more intently into her cunt. She felt her cherry begin to stretch. It hurt like hell. She thrashed around a little, not in pleasure but from the growing pain in her guts. He continued to press. She knew he was going to rip her apart all the way to the chin and she'd bleed to death right there on the floor of this dingy little dressing room.
She thought she had been so cool seducing this man. She had modeled the panties and nightie for him. When she had put on the crotchless panties, she hadn't figured that either of them would be able to control their rampaging passions. She couldn't place the blame on the man. She had openly tried to seduce him.
The girl hated herself for being so weak. And now she was going to pay the full price. She was going to lose her cherry. But she knew that his huge cock wasn't made for a virgin cunt. He was going to drive that meaty spike of cock all the way up to her tonsils and kill her with it.
"No," she moaned softly, "Not here, not like this, I…"
The pain grew. She tried to push him away. His hips felt more like a part of a machine. His cock was a piston working away at the tender shield of her cherry. And then he popped it.
She might have passed out for a second. The girl didn't know what happened to her. The pain was like a red curtain passing over her eyes and blanketing everything. Then she came alive to the gnawing, searing pain in her pussy. The tender walls of her cunt had been ravaged by the man's hard driving cock. He was still intent on destroying her virgin cunt.
She felt her insides begin to expand a little to take the thick girth of his cock. Her pussy relayed all sorts of new and excitingly different messages of pleasure to her mind. She had a hard time figuring them all out. Not pain, but joy came to her cunt.
"God in heaven," the mousy man grunted. "I can't believe any cunt – even a virgin one – can be this tight! It's crushing my prick flat!"
She tensed up at the man's words, then relaxed as much as she could. The way her pussy clamped down on the buried cock told her that more and more of the pain was vanishing and was being replaced by joy and excitement. She could feel every contour of the man's prick.
The teenager loved eating cock. She could run her tongue all over the big blue vein on the top of the prick, rim all over the purpled knob of the glans, and then stroke up and down the sides of heavy, throbbing cock. That was with her tongue. She suddenly realized that her cunt walls were even more sensitive and tender. The girl's pussy tensed around the buried pillar of cock and felt everything she ever had with her tongue – and more.
The electric sparks of desire radiating from her cunt wore brand new to her. She had never let herself go in quite this way before. She could feel the huge vein on the top of his cock pulse and throb with desire, desire she was causing him. The heavy arrowhead of his glans tried to spread her cunt walls out even more.
Tensing and relaxing on that knobby tip gave her a carnal jolt that started a chain reaction inside her that wouldn't slow down or stop.
At first it was like melted butter puddling in her belly. Then she noticed a growing tension, an insistence to be noticed. It was orgasm building, but building up in ways the girl had never dreamed possible.
She came. She came hard, screaming and shouting and thrashing around, still impaled on the man's heavy prick.
She felt a heavy hand pressing into her mouth to stifle her. "Not so loud, damn it," the man said. "You're not content with mashing my prick flat with that virgin twat of yours. No, you gotta try to melt my fucking pecker off with all that heat boiling out of your cunt. And now this! You're going to get me arrested for rape."
She felt his cock do a delightful dance inside her clutching cunt. The man wasn't about to lose his erection over this, but she realized that he would if she kept on behaving like this. She might have been a virgin, but this wasn't the first time she'd ever gotten off.
Like hell it wasn't. The teenager instantly recognized the difference in comes. All the ones before had been pallid and weak compared to this. She had been a girl before he had taken her cherry. Now she was a woman and women have monstrous orgasms – she knew she'd just had one that lifted the top of her head off.
And it didn't die down rapidly like the others she'd experienced. The sexual tensions inside her were mounting again to the breaking point. She managed to pant out, "Sorry, but it was sooooo gooood!"
The girl worried that the man might take offense. If anything, he seemed pleased. And then he started pulling his prick out of her clinging, recently deflowered cunt.
She screamed again. The pain of his exit was almost more than she could stand. She'd thought the worst was over. She'd been wrong.
And then his prick broke the incredible suction inside her impossibly tight twat. The sucking noise filled the tiny room and made her cringe. But her cunt begged for cock again. It had tasted real manhood for the first time, and nothing less would do now.
She thought of her brief fling with Anne and how that lezzie stuff had thrilled her. NO more. She had discovered the real thing now. She couldn't imagine how she had been so stupid for so long. This was great. She loved the feel of cock pressing lustily into her juicy cunt walls.
"Fuck me! Give it all to me as hard as you can! I need you so muuuuch!"
Her fingers clawed at the man's shirt and back. He didn't seem to notice that she left bloody ribbons behind. He looked down and saw his red prick vanish into the frilly flaps of her crotchless panties. That turned him on in a big way. Almost as much as the softly yielding cunt squeezing down so erotically on his fuck stick.
He shoved hard into her virgin twat again. And again he felt as if she were sucking him all the way up into her belly. The man grunted as the heat tried to melt his cock. He felt like the virgin. It took every ounce of his iron control to keep from jetting out his sperm into her sucking, hot little cunt. That cunt was more than he could stand. He fucked faster. His crotch ground hard into hers until he was moaning in cadence with the girl.
She felt his prick begin to expand and press even harder into her cunt walls. The juices from her newly-reamed pussy squirted out around the thick plug of cock and dribbled down the insides of her tender thighs. The girl realized these panties were probably ruined. Her love juices soaked them totally. And she didn't give a damn.
She was a woman now. She was getting the cock she had been missing for so long. She damned herself for delaying having a man fuck her. And now the girl felt she had to make up for lost time. She drove her cunt down onto the up-thrusting pillar of the man's cock to get it even deeper into her needy cunt.
"Christ, you're gonna ruin me," the man said. "Wet, squash, twist me off, you're gonna fuckin' destroy my cock."
"Fuck me," she said. "Fuck me as hard and deep as you can. Make me feel what it's like to be a woman!"
She let the electric tingles mount and jolt through her body again. She shuddered, every muscle going rigid. She came even harder than the first time. His bush ground hard into her clit and his cock strove to reach every single nerve along her untried cunt. He fucked slowly at first, while she was still recovering from the come, and then speeded up until the friction burned away all her love oils.
The heat melted her inside. Her tensed cunt walls tried to hang onto her cock, but the speed in and out of her aroused flesh was too much. She came again and again. And then there was a hot surge of his jism spewing into her cunt. She blasted off for a sexual high that refused to die down.
By the time the girl had recovered her senses, she discovered that she was propped against the wall of the dressing room, squatting so that his jizz leaked out of her crotchless panties. The man stood, a stupid look on his face. His prick was limp and dead now, melted by her seething hot pussy.
"I'll take the nightie – and the panties," he said, wiping sweat off his forehead. "And you're one hell of a salesman."
"Salesperson," she corrected.
"Salesperson," he replied. "Call it what you like but you can fuck like hell!"



CHAPTER SIX


Katherine could hardly believe she'd done such a thing. But the pain still lingering in her newly drilled-out pussy told her it was the, truth. She had seduced the man, thinking he would be vulnerable. And she had lit the fires of desire so hot inside her body that she couldn't bank them when the time had come.
She wasn't a virgin any longer.
That thought kept gnawing away at the young girl's mind until she wanted to scream. What had possessed her to do such a thing? Katherine couldn't believe it had happened so swiftly. She had been feeling superior to the man until he had responded. Then things had fallen apart for her. She wasn't the one in control of anything. And she had wanted him to fuck her. And he was a complete stranger. She'd never seen him before and would probably never see him again.
She leaned against one of the counters and rubbed her pussy mound. The pain inside was more like a dull ache now. But it had been singing a song of stark desire when they had been in that tiny dressing booth together. The man had had a monster of a boner, and she hadn't been strong enough to tell him to stop.
The feeling of that huge prick driving all the way up into her belly had been unique. She had never experienced anything quite like it before. There had been pain and blood and discomfort, sure, but the pleasure she got from the fucking more than offset that. She had thought that she knew all about fucking and sex and the delights it could give.
The teenager vaguely realized now that she had just scratched the surface of her own sexuality. Fucking was a lot more complex and fun than she'd ever thought it would be. The sensations created inside her pussy as his prick had fucked her were exciting, exciting in ways tongue fucking wasn't. She didn't know how to put the subtle – and not so subtle – feelings she had experienced into words.
She had been saving her precious cherry for her wedding night. It seemed like the best possible gift she could give her husband, or it had seemed that way. Now the girl wasn't so sure. It might be better to take a full range of experience into that wedding night bed. Who wanted to fuck a virgin who didn't know how to properly pleasure her man?
She had denied herself the thrill of fucking for too long. The girl hardly understood her motives for doing that, now that she had tasted the sweet thrust of a cock.
Still, she felt confusion. She wanted all the cock she could get. She wanted to learn the ways of fucking and become expert, both to pleasure her partner and to get the full measure of desire possible for herself. But guilt remained. She had tried to use that timid little man. Power had been her sole reason for trying to seduce him. That was tacky and she hated herself for it, but the end result was so pleasant.
Who could tell? She was too messed up in the head to know what her body really told her.
"Miss Sherbourne," came the cold voice. "I want to see you in my office. Right away!" Ronald Bennett's voice lashed across her mind like a whip.
She looked over her shoulder, startled. Hand slipping guiltily away from her pussy, she said, "When? When do you want me?"
"Now, damn it, aren't you listening!"
He turned and walked away from her. She didn't miss the swift act on his part as he removed one of the displays and took it with him. Katherine slowly followed, a dull dread filling her. This wasn't the time or place for her to fool around with Bennett. She was too fucked up in the head trying to sort out the way she felt.
Still, he was the boss. He controlled her employment. If she wanted to keep on earning good money, she would have to do whatever he wanted. She just hoped it wouldn't be too bad this time.
"In," he said, pointing to his office. Katherine noticed that the secretary was gone. Whether she had been tired or was just out of the office for the time being she didn't know. She suspected the woman refused to put out for Bennett and had been fired.
"What can I do for you, Mr. Bennett?" she asked, immediately regretting her choice of words. The manager only had to pass close by her, and his prick jerked and tried to turn cartwheels in his pants.
She didn't have to look behind the desk and at his crotch to know that he was sporting a hard-on right now. The way he had walked down the aisle out in the store told her he was acutely uncomfortable. The only thing that could do that to Bennett was a raging boner.
"Put these on. I want to see how the new look appears on a flesh and blood model." He held out the lingerie he had taken from one of the display dummies. For a moment, Katherine froze in fear – she didn't know if she really wanted to put on the frilly black garter belt and black net stockings or not.
"Wh-where's the rest?" she stuttered.
"This is it. What else should there be?"
"A bra," she said slowly. "And maybe panties. This is a mighty skimpy outfit."
"You don't say," the man leered, enjoying this little confrontation with the girl.
She got mad then and took the garter belt and black mesh stockings. "I suppose you want me to change right here."
"Of course. No need going all the way out to the department when you have all the privacy you need right here – my secretary's got the day off and no one will disturb us."
She began undressing slowly. She turned her back, but the man didn't seem to care. She knew what kind of a perverted thrill he could get out of this striptease. While she wasn't sure, she suspected he had been jerking off when she was "modeling" the nightie and crotchless panties for his mysterious buyer.
Shedding her blouse, she carefully folded and draped it over the back of the chair. Her bra followed. She stepped from her skirt and glanced down at her white cotton panties. A tiny blood spot remained on the crotch, the last reminder of her lost virginity. Katherine almost wanted to laugh. Bennett thought he was getting unused merchandise. Little did he know that she'd given up her cherry just hours ago to some man she didn't even know. Better to a stranger than to this stinking son of a bitch!
She wiggled out of her panties. She heard the sharp intake of breath as her naked buttocks were exposed to the man's lascivious gaze. The teenager felt a surge of embarrassment and she flushed. She knew that this was only adding to the man's enjoyment and she hated herself for allowing such a show of weakness. She hated herself for not being strong enough to tell Bennett to go fuck himself.
"Very good. I like seeing you naked. You have such a fine body. Good tits. Ah, the nipples are growing harder, aren't they? With lust? For me?"
"It's cold in here. Especially if you don't have on any clothes, Mr. Bennett."
He laughed harshly. "It'll get a lot hotter. I've been watching you for a couple of days now, wondering what it would be like fucking that virgin twat of yours. I decided the time was ripe to find out. Hurry and get into that garter belt. And put the stockings on slowly."
She looped the garter belt around her trim waist. She felt the frilly band pull inward against her flesh and shuddered involuntarily. She didn't want to do this, yet she knew she had little choice. Perching her rump on the edge of the chair, she scooted one foot into the sleek black stocking.
"Slowly," he commanded. "Draw your fingers along your leg very slowly. I want to see that stocking cover your creamy flesh inch by inch."
She glanced up at him, hating him more and more. Then the teenager did as she was told – she pulled the stocking onto her foot and slowly unrolled the silk all the way up over her calf, patting out wrinkles, pulling to insure tightness. As the silken stocking came to her fleshy thighs, she tugged just a little bit to make sure it was taut the entire length of her tapering leg. Glancing up at Bennett, she wondered if the man had creamed in his pants. The look on his face was one of stark arousal.
Trying to keep her pussy hidden from his lustful gaze was difficult when she sat almost facing him. The teenager finally gave up the attempt. The sooner she got the man off, the sooner she could leave here.
The other stocking flowed like liquid onto her leg and stayed there as a second skin. She sighed, enjoying the feel of the silk stockings against her cool flesh. In spite of herself, the brunette teenager had enjoyed dressing in the mesh stockings. They were sexy, sensual, a real turn-on.
"Very good. Now clip the stockings to the straps on the garter belt." She did as she was told. "Now stand up and turn around. I want to look at you."
Katherine stood, her legs parting slightly as she did so. Glancing down, she knew she was one hell of a sexy looking woman. The black of the garter belt and the stockings made her cunt appear to be even more delectable. She felt the dim stirrings of passion deep inside. She knew this was a turn-on for a man. And she wanted cock, lots of cock.
Turning slowly, she felt his hot gaze caress her skin. The man studied the flowing acres of skin on her back and drifted down to devour the sight of her white buttocks rimmed in black silk. Those asscheeks jutted impudently and made his cock turn and dance inside the prison of his trousers.
He couldn't stand it any longer. He almost ripped off his clothes. When his prick managed to spring free, he almost came. The relief of it was more than he could take. Only the promise of driving his prick into seething hot, virgin-tight cunt allowed him to keep from jetting off his jizz.
He rounded the desk and moved up behind the teenager. His hands stroked along her ribs and pulled her closer. She felt the thick tube of his cock pressing between her fleshy asscheeks. His hands worked upwards and cupped her tits from behind. He squeezed down hard and she knew then that she was lost.
No longer a virgin, no longer afraid of what a man's cock could do to her, she wanted it all. But not Bennett. Any man but Bennett. She hated him with a passion that threatened to consume her.
And then it didn't matter. She felt his hot, demanding prick pressing upward against her puffy cunt lips. Already engorged with excited blood, those flaps protecting her delicate inner pussy walls trembled with desire. The tiny trickle of cunt juice oozing from between her labia soon increased until it was a river of lust.
"You want me, don't you? Admit it."
She tried to answer with a vehement no. She found she couldn't do it. That would be lying. She hated the man with all her heart and soul – and she still wanted to feel his prick reaming out her tight little cunt. Her body demanded cock.
"You're wet," he said in approval. "That makes it easier for me to do this to you!" He straightened his legs and sent his cock shafting upwards between her turgid cunt lips. The girl grunted in surprise at the sudden entry into her pussy.
"Shit, you're tight. This is as good as I thought it would be. Now to let me find that cherry of yours and pick it for you!"
He slowly entered her, his cock penetrating inch by slow inch. The girl unconsciously widened her stance to allow the man's prick an even better entry into her body.
"Where is it?" he asked. "I couldn't find your cherry. Don't tell me someone's beaten me to it!"
"Yes," she cried out. "They have and I'm glad. I didn't want you to be the first one to fuck my cunt! And now you're not! Not by a long shot!" She added the very last sentence in spite. She didn't want Bennett to know that there had been only one to fuck her.
"Dammit, you stupid cunt! I'll show you. I'm going to fuck you like a bitch in heat. No tenderness, no mercy. I'm going to make you pay for robbing me of your cherry!"
His body pressed down into hers. The teenager didn't know what to do – with his cock buried up her cunt, she couldn't dodge to one side or the other. She allowed him to push her to her hands and knees on the floor. The entire time he was putting her into position, his pecker never felt her pussy coming.
And he cried. Taking his prick and thrusting into her pussy. And pulled out till only the thick purple knob of his glans remained, parting her cunt lips. Now he surged into her tight hole. She gasped and, for a moment, thought she would pass out.
Losing her virginity hadn't widened her cunt one little bit. Her fuck tunnel was stilt tight and gripped down at the man's cock. She felt his prick entering her like a runaway freight train. It pulled and stretched and made her delicate cunt walls expand to take its thick girth. She thought she would lost her mind.
The pain wasn't as bad as when the man had broken her hymen, but it was still bad. Then her softly yielding cunt started to expand. The membrane flowed all around his cock and soon it rested in a firm berth, but one that gave pleasure to both of them.
The man's hands moved restlessly along the girl's flanks. "Shit," he moaned, "Never felt a twat this tight. You can squeeze me flatter than a pancake. Goddamn, but I love it!"
She was sobbing silently. She felt the tears leaving salty tracks across her cheeks and didn't care. She supported herself on her hands, her tits dangling down under her chest, in spite of her vow not to get turned on, she felt her heart pumping blood into her tits. In this position, all the blood went down into her nipples and threatened to make them explode.
"More," she begged. "I need every single inch of that prick of yours. Don't stop! Fuck me gooooood!"
"So the little bitch likes it, eh? I figured as much. Going around putting out for anything with a cock. I bet it was your dog that picked your cherry, wasn't it? Or maybe a horse. I hear they got huge dongs. Did you bend down like this under a horse and let it fuck you? Were you fucked by an animal?"
"No, no! It was a man. And I can't stand you simply resting like that. Your cock's dancing around inside me, but I want it fucking my little pussy!"
"It's little, all right," he grunted.
The man's balls tensed into a hard little sphere and he could no longer restrain himself. The heat boiling from the girl's insides worked its way down the length of his cock, like fire burning down a fuse. When the heat reached his tumbling balls, it took every ounce of exertion he could summon to keep from spewing out his jism.
The girl knew it the instant the man started to pull out of her cunt. There was a lewd smacking noise that filled the room. Her heart raced at the sound. Her cunt lips fluttered uselessly against his thick cock, kissing it in the most obscene and erotic way possible. And her need for a hard fucking was magnified by the way his hairy thighs rubbed her tender ass. She lifted her feet off the floor and locked them around the man's calves. This insured that he couldn't go off and leave here. He would have to fuck her now.
And he did. His body slammed back into hers so hard that she last her balance.
The teenager tried to itemize all the exciting sensations ripping away at her body. The way her boobs hung down was a turn-on. She felt her nipples throb and pulsate with every beat of her frenzied heat. The mans hands gripped her hips and snaked around to diddle her clit. The sensation generated inside her by his finger lightly flicking her clit was enough to bring her off. But she tried to hold it all inside. She felt the delicious sexual tensions mounting faster and faster. She wanted to save them all up for one big orgasm. She wasn't about to squander the wondrous feelings on a series of tiny comes.
"More, give me more of that fucking cock. My cunt needs it!"
The sound of the words ringing in her ears made her even hotter. She felt her cunt grip down fiercely on the hidden prick. Her cunt lips flapped wildly and drooled lewdly on the man's incoming sock. She rubbed her ass into the tops of his legs to the fullest possible stimulation from his hairy legs.
Most of all, the sensual feel of the cool silk against her smooth legs and the garter belt cutting into the top of her ass and across the slight dome of her belly got her off.
She came, harder than ever before.
The girl decided she liked being fucked like a dog. The position gave her a lot of freedom to move around, but not so much that her writhing and thrashing would cause the man's prick to fall out of her pussy. She needed that cock. She wanted it more than anything else in the world.
It didn't even matter that it belonged to a man she hated with all her soul. That it was a cock and it was rock-hard and it was fucking her cunt was all that mattered to her.
He drove in and out of her gently yielding cunt with quick, shallow strokes. The friction mounted along the entire length of her pussy. It felt as if he had poured molten lead into her guts.
"More. Fuck me as deep as you caaaaan!"
He continued to fuck her with the rapid strokes designed to build the carnal friction in her pussy. Then he seemed to lose control of his hips. The strokes lengthened and he plunged deep up her fuck tunnel.
She screamed as she came. The feel of his cock so far up into her cunt drove her over the brink, orgasm clutched fiercely at her body. The frenzy of sex was upon her and she shook all over, like a piece of paper caught in a hurricane. Unable to control herself, she allowed the gusty winds of passion to blow fervently though her.
As the sexual high slackened, she felt drained and used. This wasn't right. It felt good, damned good, but it wasn't right that she had to put out for her boss.
Katherine wasn't sure she enjoyed being used like this. She was nothing more than a juicy, hot, tight cunt for the man to fuck. The girl knew she wasn't a person to the man. Not at all.
And she wanted more of his cock! She hated herself for being so weak, but these sensations ripping through her body were new and wonderful to her. She simply couldn't get enough of his prick stuffed up her twat.
"Ride me, ride me hard!" she begged. "Give it all to meeeeee!"
His fucking had turned to long, firm strokes. Now, as her cunt tensed and relaxed around his cock, he fucked faster, with less rhythm. He drove his cock mercilessly into her, their crotches grinding together in a carnal mixing bowl. She grunted and then came again. The feel of his motion made all the skin around her cunt lips pull tense. This caused her clit to sing a song of stark enjoyment.
She shivered and shook through another come, and then savored the sweet, hot rush of his jism as he pumped hotly into her cunt. The lightest touch of the steamy jism sent her spinning off into a wonderland of sexual desire once again. She came and came and came. She felt like a human string of fire crackers.
He continued pumping into her sucking cunt until his balls were drained. She kept tensing and relaxing her pussy walls in an attempt to get even more from his cock. When she tensed and felt his prick begin to turn to cooked spaghetti, she knew it was over.
In a way, Katherine was glad that it was. She had been dreading this meeting with Bennett for a long time. She didn't have to worry now when he might spring out and take her, virtually raping her. She had felt the sweet thrust of his cock and loved it.
She may hate the man, but he fucked her when she needed it the most. Her body was deliciously tired and drained. She felt tiny rivers of sweat running down her tits and gathering at the still-hard points of her nipples. This tickled and kept her aroused.
Most of all, she liked the feeling of being a well-fucked woman. Gone was all pretense to childhood. She was a woman – and a complete woman.
"Goddamn," he said, "That was the finest cunt I ever fucked, so damn tight I thought it would break me off. I liked it. I really did."
His hands moved over the smooth curves of her ass, still jutting up in the air. She unlocked her feet from the backs of his legs. There was no longer any need to hold him close to her body. His cock was sleeping now and she didn't even like the man.
She fell forward, enjoying the afterglow from the fucking when she hear him dialing his phone. Katherine looked up and heard Bennett saying, "Best ever, Joe. Get your ass down here for the finest piece of ass you ever had! Sure, I mean it. Move!"
Katherine went cold all over. He was offering her to his friends!



CHAPTER SEVEN


Katherine rolled over and sat up, stunned. She knew exactly what Bennett had in mind and it frightened her. She hated dressing up like this for his depraved tastes, but she didn't want to parade around for someone else. And yet, he was going to make her put out for this Joe.
Bennett hung up and looked down at the girl on the floor, a smug expression on his face. "Joe's going to be here in a few minutes. Get dressed in the rest of the outfit." He motioned toward a box containing a variety of clothes.
"What do you want from me?" Katherine demanded. "I'm not your personal plaything. You can't toy with me. Push me too far and I'll quit!"
"Quit or be fired, it doesn't matter to me. But it you want to quit now, you walk out that door dressed exactly as you are. You wouldn't make it to the lobby before you were arrested. And then try to find another job in this town!"
She looked down at the skimpy clothing she wore. She knew the man was right. Wearing only the slinky stockings and the garter belt didn't make her fit for public viewing. Her bush was matted with sweat and cunt juices.
"Well?" he said. "Are you leaving or are you going to put on that outfit? I want you to model it just for us."
She silently rose and went to look in the box. She felt his eyes on her and shivered a little, the sweat beginning to cool on her smooth flesh. The girl fumbled out a couple of the garments and she stared at them in disbelief. They sold kinky things in the lingerie department, but nothing like these!
One blouse was cut so that her nipples would poke through, exposed and totally naked. One skirt had cut-outs in strategic places, if she wanted to have cock drilling into her front and rear. Other garments were hardly less revealing. She finally chose one blouse which was cut open all the way to the waist. Putting it on made her feel more naked than dressed. The sides of her tits bulged out and threatened to spill from the neckline. The girl ignored that and slipped into a short micro-miniskirt that had gone out of style ten years prior. It barely covered the flare of her ass. Still wearing the net stockings and the garter belt – no panties – she looked and felt like a two-bit hooker.
"Yeah, I like that a lot."
"So do I," said a voice from the doorway. "You sure as hell can pick 'em, Ron, old man." Katherine turned to see the tall, handsome man in the door. Under other circumstances, she could have gone for him in a big way. Not now. Not like this.
"Model for us," commanded Bennett. "Make sure we see everything we're supposed to."
Katherine began walking around the room, rolling her ass and posturing for the two leering men. She hated both of them, but there wasn't a damned thing she could do. If she refused them their little show, she would be out on her ass in an instant. Besides, she needed the money.
Bending forward, the girl exposed the sides of her tits to both men. Turning from one side to another made the mounds of titflesh sway seductively. She knew exactly the effect it had on the men. She could see Joe's prick slowly jerking erect under the expensive suit he wore. Bennett's cock was still limp and would probably stay that way for some time.
"Up on the desk," said Joe. "I want a good view of… everything."
She did as she was told. Standing with her legs spread apart, straining at the fabric of the ultra-short skirt, she presented an enticing picture to the man's lecherous gaze. He was staring directly up and under her skirt at her pussy.
She slowly stripped the tiny skirt off and draped it over Bennett's head, saying, "Like it better now?" There was a little sarcasm and hatred mixed into her tone, but a good deal of stark lust entered too. She hated the idea that she was beginning to get turned on by this modeling assignment. The girl was loving it!
"Yeah, love it to death," Joe said, his hands running up the inside of her leg. He stopped just short of her pussy, a tiny peck of come on his fingertips. "Hell, I don't take sloppy seconds from no man," he declared.
"Hell, Joe, you're too picky. She's got a tight one. Tightest cunt I ever fucked. But if you don't like the idea of my jizz being in there, I guess I'll just have to do something about that."
She watched in stark horror as Bennett stood and came over to her. His hands went around her body and cupped her asscheeks so that he could pull her closer. His mouth worked on the tender inside of her leg and worked up toward her snatch.
"Wh-what are you doing?" she demanded suspiciously. "I don't want to do this. Please!"
Joe laughed and Bennett began using his tongue to outline the threads in her stockings. His tongue played with the elastic band holding her stocking up and then his tongue was all aver her well-fucked pussy. She gasped and tried to back away. His hands held her still on the desk as she was, she didn't dare get too fancy. She might fall and hurt herself. His hands parted her ass cheecks and this made her move her legs further apart.
This was all the opening the man needed. His tongue flashed out, pink and quick. She shuddered and moaned softly as his rough, agile tongue worked along her cunt lips and finally parted them to dive into her cunt hole.
She might have screamed. The girl was never certain. The sensations ripping into her belly again made her weak and rubbery in the legs. She knelt down, her knees on Bennett's shoulders. This allowed him to tongue fuck her pussy until she was sobbing out loud.
"See what I mean, Joe?" Bennett called from his post at the girl's pussy. "She's a hot bitch and can't get enough."
"You want some real cock up that pussy of yours, girl?" Joe asked.
"Please, no, don't do this to me. It's so humiliating!" she cried.
"Bullshit, she loves it. She'd leave if she didn't. Tell the man how much you love the feel of cock reaming you out. Tell him!" Bennett punctuated his demand with a tongue slithering all over her cunt lips. He parted them and dove into the pink wetness underneath. Then he started a slow, methodical tongue fucking of her pussy.
"Yes," she whined, "Yes, I love it. Now leave me alone!"
"Hell if I will!" said Joe, leaping to the desk top. He jerked down his fly and let his cock snap out to rigid attention in front of his groin. He rapidly moved behind the girl and ran his hands around her waist. "I'm going to fuck that shit chute of yours while my good buddy down there continues to eat you out. This is going to be a fucking you're not going to forget any time soon."
She felt his thick cock press hotly between her meaty slabs of ass. He drove down until he came to the bottom of that humid canyon. Seeking out her anus, he probed around until she was crying openly. The effect of the mouth moving all over her pussy turned her on in a big way. And now this other man was going to cornhole her. She couldn't take all this! She'd go out of her mind for sure!
Joe's prick found the tightly clenched ring of muscle guarding her tightest passage. He pressed forward, trying to get into her rectum.
Her anal sphincter had other ideas. It clamped down tightly and refused entry. The heavy male invader refused to quit. His prick mounted more and more pressure until Katherine couldn't take it any more. In spite of everything being done to her, she managed to relax her ass just enough. His cock shot in, buried balls deep.
She screamed in agony. That heavy bludgeon of cock twisted and tore at her insides. Her guts churned as they tried to stretch and accommodate this monstrous cock.
"Shit!" Joe moaned out. "You were fucking right, man. This is more than I can take!"
"Shut up and fuck her silly. I'm having fun licking her pussy. Together, we ought to be able to get the frigid bitch off!"
"Frigid?" laughed Joe. "Not from where I stand. Her asshole is going to melt me down to slag! She's damned hot!"
"Stop, stop it!" she pleaded. "I don't want this at all. I hate it! You're both killing meeee!"
The girl's voice rang out, distant and alien to her ears. She hardly realized that she was the one saying those things. Her body was loving every second of this unique dual fucking. The tongue working all over her cunt lips and occasionally dipping into the seething well of her pussy made her come. When the man sucked her tiny clit into his mouth and used his tongue on the very tip, she came again. And again and again. She felt like, a human machine gun, firing at someone else's wish. That clit was the trigger and her insatiate lust as the ammunition that they used on her.
Even the huge girth of the fuck pole rammed up her back made the woman feel more excited than she thought she should have been. After all, this was almost rape. They were using her body for their own ends.
Then the teenager realized there wasn't a reason in the world that she couldn't enjoy what they wore doing to her. After all, the tongue working in and out of her juicy twat was thrilling. The probe and twist of it against her most sensitive tissues made her come fully alive. Even dressing as Bennett had ordered her made the girl feel a lot more sexy than normal.
She was standing with her legs spread wide, her legs clad in smooth, silky-material and held up by a garter belt that outlined her most obvious charms. The loose blouse she wore only barely hid her ample tits. She was damned sexy.
The girl already relaxed enough to take the man's prick all the way up her shit chute. It hurt like hell and she felt as if she were being filled to overflowing, but the heat spreading into her belly and up her spine made it worthwhile. She sighed and shoved her ass back a little.
"Yeah, baby, that's the way I like it," the man behind her said. "Help me fuck that sweet little ass of yours!"
She had to put her hands on the top of Bennett's head for support. There was no way she could hold herself up otherwise. Weak and feeling drained, yet excited, the girl let the men do whatever they wanted. And she enjoyed it. She enjoyed the feel of a tongue working all over her cunt. She enjoyed the steady fucking motion in and out of her ass. Most of all, she enjoyed fucking a woman at last.
"Okay, kid, you want cock coming fast and furious. You're gonna get it. You're gonna get more than you bargained for!"
"I doubt it," she sighed, feeling his prick begin the long retreat out of her butt. When he slammed back into her body, she shuddered, holding back her come. The girl wanted this to be a big one. Huge. She wanted it to rip the tap off her head. And it did.
The combined work of the cock reaming out her butt and the tongue working so sensuously on her blue-tinged, cunt-juice-drenched pussy lips did the trick. She moaned and cried and tried to ram her ass back onto the spike of cock impaling her.
And as she did, this pulled her pussy away from the tongue slithering into her seething cunt. The girl reversed her movements and found that she had to shove her twat down into Bennett's face for him to give her all the mouth love she wanted. This caused Joe's prick to slip from her asshole.
The girl couldn't get it both ways. Finally, she found a halfway spot where she got both tongue and cock. The tongue didn't work all the way up into her pussy like the berserk tornado it had been. Nor did the cock drill quite as deeply into her clinging hot rectum. But she was able to get the best out of both types of love.
"Shit, man, I don't fucking believe this," cried Bennett. "I can actually feel you fucking her. Though her guts, I can feel your Goddamn cock! This is really kinky!"
"Is that what the snake slithering around against my pecker was," Joe said. "I figured she had tapeworms or something. But it got to me. So keep doing it."
The lewd noises of the man butt fucking her made Katherine respond as much as anything else. Her tits were billowing up, filled with blood. She simply knew her nipples would explode with lust at any minute. She lifted one hand off Bennett's. He jumped off the desk and came around to watch. The sight that met his eyes was one which made his limp cock stir restlessly. He almost wished he could get another boner then and there. He'd show this chick what it meant to have a real cocksman fucking her!
Still, it was sort of kinky watching Bennett eat the girl's pussy. He seemed to be doing a good job. Not as good as Joe would have done, but not bad.
The girl still had her knees on the man's shoulders. His nose pressed firmly into her pussy mound and his tongue roamed along her cunt lips. When he found the deep hole of her cunt, he dipped into it again. She used her feathery touches on her clit to get off again.
Finally, Bennett had to pull away. He stood, pussy fluid coating his lips and running down his chin. The man smiled and said to Joe, "That's one hell of a tight pussy. You should have tried it. As tight as any asshole."
"You ought to know."
Joe turned and looked at Katherine. The girl had sunk to her knees on the desk. He walked over to her and peered down into her eyes, still glazed by sexual desire. Her tits heaved up and down in an enticingly direct manner and her cunt was spread wide open for any man with enough starch in his prick to make use of it.
He glanced down at his own cock. It still remained dead after the eager fucking of her butt. He enjoyed greeking a chick, especially one as sexy as this one. But it took a hell of a lot out of him. More so than fucking a cunt. He almost wished he hadn't been so squeamish about sloppy seconds. He could have shown her what a real stud could do, and then fucked her ass.
Katherine's eyes finally focused a little bit, and she realized that both men stared at her. She straightened and pulled the front of her blouse together in a chaste, prim movement. It hid nothing.
Getting off the desk, she picked up the miniskirt she had discarded before the butt fucking had started, and wrapped it around her. With great dignity, dignity she didn't feel inside, she said, "Excuse me. I probably have customers waiting out on the floor."
"Baby, you can sell what you got to me any time!" said Joe.
She walked out, not looking back at either him or Bennett. At the moment, she hated bath of them with an intensity that matched the terror of her fucking.



CHAPTER EIGHT


"I'm glad you finally agreed to have lunch with me," said Martin, looking at Katherine across the small, round table in the cafeteria. Glancing around, he saw a fair enough crowd milling at the very edges of the room. For the most part, they were alone in a sea of people. That was exactly what he wanted.
"Don't be like that, Marty," Katherine said. "It's just that I've been so mixed up lately. I don't know what's happening to me."
"It's the job, isn't it? I can tell. Every time I mention it, you tense up and look like I'm going to hit you. What's wrong with clerking in a ladies' lingerie department, for Christ's sake?"
"The manager," she said in a voice almost too soft to hear.
"He's bugging you, huh? Just tell him I'll smash his face in if he even tries to touch you!"
Katherine looked at her boyfriend and decided he wasn't kidding. Martin meant what he said. She'd never thought of Marty as being the physical type before. At least not the type who got into fights. The tiny details she saw now made her change her opinion. Scars on his knuckles might have come from a lot of things; she guessed now that they came from fist fights. And the muscles rippling under his skin weren't small. He was strong for his size and weight.
The girl had begun to tell all, then stopped. She couldn't have Marty fighting her fights for her. Besides, he might go too far and actually harm Bennett. She would get fired and there might be a real scandal as a result. She wasn't sure she could bear the shame involved in something like that. Her parents would never understand her motives for wanting to go out on her own or her motives for putting up with the shit dished out by Bennett.
For that matter, Katherine wasn't sure she understood why she took whatever her manager did to her without complaining loud and long.
The girl knew that embarrassment was part of it. She didn't want to admit that she had actually done all those lewd, awful things. Seeing the one buyer jack off had been bad – modeling the skimpy costumes to make him do it was even worse. And the bout with Bennett and his friend, Joe, the prior day had sapped her will power.
"I've just been working too hard, Marty," she ended up saying. She hated herself for lying to him, but it was all she could do.
"I have just the recipe for hard work," he said, a smug look on his face. "It's called hard play. Let's take off this weekend and go up to the cabin in the woods. We haven't been up there in months and months."
"All weekend?" she asked, startled.
"Sure, why not? We're all grown up now," he laughed. "You're able to vote for President, heaven help us all, and you're much too pretty and much too old to remain a virgin."
She bit her lip again. She had been saving her cherry for her husband – and that could have been Marty. She shook her head slowly, indicating that she was thinking. He took it to mean that she didn't want to go into the woods.
"You're all uptight over my suggestions. Hell, Katherine, loosen up. Enjoy yourself. You only have one life and you should grab all the enjoyment from it you can." He wiggled forward a little on his chair. She frowned at the awkward gesture, then jumped when she felt a hot foot pressing in between her legs.
"Marty! What are you doing?"
"Just wait and see. And don't let on that anything's out of the ordinary."
She felt his toes wiggling upwards toward her snatch. She sighed in sheer pleasure as his toes caressed her pussy lips through the thin white cotton of her panties. She wished she'd worn a pair of those crotchless wonders or even nothing at all! "You're wet," she said.
"For you," she almost whispered. She writhed around on the chair as his toes worked up and down her drenched gash. The girl leaned back in her chair and let her legs drift even wider apart so that he could press into the soggy material of her panties and almost get his toe up into her cunthole. She moaned louder and finally said, "Can your toes grip down tight?"
"Huh? Sure, I guess so. Why?"
She smiled back at him as she lifted her ass off the chair. She reached down and got the back of her panties moving down over the curve of her buttocks.
"Carry on," she said.
And he did. He pulled and stroked and yanked and finally got her panties off her. She was stark naked under her skirt and only the two of them in the cafeteria knew it. The teenager shivered as the cold metal of the seat worked into her flesh. The curve of Marty's foot pressing into her thigh kept her plenty warm though.
She almost came when his toe managed to slip all the way between her turgid cunt lips and into her pussy. She felt his toe wiggle back and forth inside against her liquid twat walls. Being fucked by a guy's toe wasn't as good as having a cock up her snatch, but it was better than nothing. And the possible threat of discovery made this exciting.
"M-Marty," she stuttered, "Would you mind it terribly if you found out I wasn't a virgin?"
The surprised look on his face almost made her wish she hadn't said a word. He needn't know. Not really. And now she was going to ruin everything. She wanted to cry.
Then he really surprised her by answering, "Hell no, honey. I love you. That doesn't matter to me. Really."
She read in his eyes that it didn't. The girl didn't figure out what was in the man's head. She'd always thought a cherry was the most precious possession she could offer. If she'd had the nerve to ask, he would have told her that stupid little piece of membrane had been holding them both back from a hell of a lot of good fucking. Now that it was no longer between them, they could get on to more exciting things than just talking about fucking.
"Fuck me with your toe. Do it fast and do it good," she said.
He didn't answer. He started moving his toe in and out of her cunt and felt the ring of pussy lips crush down on his toe. He looked up, startled, then smiled broadly. This was more like it; she was responding. And to have his prick buried all the way up that juicy cunt would be nothing less than sheer heaven for him.
He slid free of her cunt and ran down the length of her pussy lips, lightly caressing just the edges. This made the girl suck in her breath hard. He knew she was almost at the point of orgasm. He worked harder to get her off. His entire foot was drenched with her pussy fluids now. He knew she was turned on and wanted her to beg for his prick by the time he was through with her.
He found the tiny little button of her cunt. Her clit poked out of the folds at the front of the vee of her pussy lips. He caught it up and stroked with smooth motions. The girl made a sound halfway between a cough and a scream as she came.
Guiltily, she looked around the room to see if anyone had seen her come. Not a single person had so much as turned to see what had made the strange noise. That pleased her. Her passions were still a secret shared only with Marty.
"I got to stop," he told her. "My leg's getting cramped."
"Is everything tired, or just your leg?"
For a moment, he didn't know what she meant. He had grown accustomed to a shy young girl who would never come right out and say what she wanted. Now that she had grown up and wanted cock, it took him totally by surprise.
"I think there might be something a bit more deserving of that fine hole than my toe."
"I don't want just anything stuffed up it," she said primly. "This has got to be round and hot and hard – and long. Very long – otherwise, it's not worthy of my time."
"Shit, the kid's got delusions of grandeur!" he said. "But why not try me? We can go to my office."
"Here. Now."
And she swarmed up out of her chair and plopped herself firmly into his lap. The man was too surprised to protest. She rearranged her skirt so that it hung down over his knees and left her bare ass sitting on his lap. The teenager reached under and managed to get his fly open. His prick leaped out, as eager as a racehorse in a starting gate.
"Look, Katherine, this is going too far. Not here."
Her lips pressed hungrily into his and her tongue shot into the dank cavern of his mouth. Their tongues tangled, erotically until the man was gasping for air.
"Like this?" she asked.
"God, what a change! This is not the shy girl I've come to love! Hell, this is one aggressive chick, and I love her even more!" He wiggled uncomfortably under her weight and said, "Are you going to just sit on my lap or are you going to do something we both might enjoy a lot more?"
"Like this?"
She lifted her butt and spread her legs slightly, the motion concealed from prying eyes by the length of her skirt. She lowered her ass and the man's jutting prick drove between her legs. The girl shuddered as the hot tip of his prick raced along her well-greased sex slash. She bounced up and down a couple times lubricating the shaft and then lifted up again.
"Ready?"
"Christ, yes," he moaned. "I've never been readier!"
He was wrong. He wasn't ready for the hot, clutching cunt that suddenly enveloped his cock. He was thinking of all the other chicks he had balled. Their pussies seemed loose and floppy compared to Katherine's. She might not be a virgin any more, but her cunt wasn't well reamed. Not yet. But he would change that!
"You're sweating," she said. "Do I do that to you?" She playfully tensed her pussy muscles and massaged the entire length of his buried cock.
"God, you're no virgin, that's for sure. No virgin ever knew tricks like you're using on me now!"
"Tricks?" she said innocently. "What tricks? Not something like this or this, maybe?" She began tensing and relaxing her pussy walls around his prick. She gripped down with feverish intensity, then released him. Coupled with this, she added a little twisting motion that tried to rip his prick out by the roots.
She know she'd gotten to him by the way his prick swelled up even more inside her tight fuck channel and the way his cock danced and bucked.
"Go on, honey, move. Up and down. Fuck yourself. I don't know how long I can stand this!"
"And I thought you were the great cocksman," she chided. "What happened?"
"Every time I balled a chick, I found myself thinking what it would be like with you. Every time I jerked off, I did it with your sweet face in my head. And now it's happening, I can't control myself!"
"Other chicks, huh?" she said. "I'll show you!"
"Do."
She began bouncing up and down on his prick faster and faster. The lewd squishing noise coming from her pussy couldn't be heard due to the muffling of her skirt. But they both heard it. And they both felt the effects of the fucking too.
She moaned softly and buried her face into his shoulder as she continued to screw herself on his impossibly long, hard prick. The way the knobby head drove all the way up into her cunt, she thought that she could open her mouth and have his prick leap out. The head of his pecker actually touched the softly padded neck of her cervix. She hadn't believed any man's prick could sink that far into the boiling hot flesh of her pussy.
His hands gripped her around the waist, supported her, guided her in the motion he wanted most. She felt his swollen prick deep inside lurching hard against the tender, juicy walls of her pussy. Tensing and relaxing her belly muscles no longer gave her the thrill it once did. She was totally filled with cock. Any more and she would go wild.
His hand crept under her skirt and found her clitoris. Using slow movements, coordinated with her self-fucking motion, he managed to drive her out of her mind with lust. She came, bellowing like she was mad rather than in heat.
Heads turned and stared at the couple. She kept fucking, faster now that the need was mounting so fast in her loins.
"You're going to have to stay quiet," he cautioned her. "You'll get us arrested!"
"Do they have beds in the jail cells?" she asked.
"I guess so. Why?"
"As long as we're in the same tell, I don't give a flying fuck if we get arrested or not!"
He had to laugh. Then she really took his breath away. She spiraled down the length of his prick and hung on for dear life with her cuntal muscles. She then tried to lift up and away from his cock. She was strong enough to pull him up off his seat.
When his weight became too much to support using just the gripping strength of her cunt muscles, he slid free and landed hard on the seat. He was totally drenched in sweat now. He'd never felt a cunt this tight before, nor one so strong around his entire prick. His balls tightened up in anticipation of spurting out the lead-heavy come in his balls. He fought the white tide of his passion back down.
He didn't want to come. Not yet. He wanted to enjoy this first excursion into the girl's cunt. And it was so delightful that he wished it could go on forever and ever.
"Harder," she, urged. "Drive it in as I come down. I want to feel every single inch of that wonderful fuck stick of yours. It's so big and swollen and wonderful. I can't get enough of it."
"You're going to be filled to overflowing before I finish with you," he said, but it was a boast he knew he couldn't really keep. Using all the tricks he could, he drove his prick up and into her softly yielding cunt as it plunged down and around his pecker. But the man knew he was fighting a losing battle. His body demanded release. And it came.
He jetted out his white-hot come into her eagerly awaiting pussy. The fist-clench around his prick told him that the girl was getting off too. Together, arms locked around one another, they came. And when they were finished with their mutual orgasm, they simply stared into one another's eyes for a long time.
Katherine kissed him on the lips again and said, "I'd better finish my lunch." They carefully put his prick back into his trousers and she stood and swiftly moved to her chair.
"This is the strangest lunch I've ever been to," he commented. "I got dessert before the main course!"
She laughed with him, then asked, "Can I have them back?"
"What?" he said innocently. "What are you talking about?"
"My panties." Her voice was almost a whisper.
"What?" he asked again. "Speak up. I can't hear you."
"Dammit, give me my panties back," her voice this time was louder than normal. A couple people turned and looked curiously at her. The teenager blushed, then laughed with Marty.
This was fun. Sex was fun. Fucking could be a hell of a lot of fun. She had simply had a lousy introduction to it. She sighed and finished eating her lunch, sharing the secret of her naked ass with Marty and Marty alone. Somehow, that little thing brought them even closer together.
And she didn't even jump when she felt his toe working its way toward her pussy again.



CHAPTER NINE


"That's just about the kinkiest fucking I've ever done!" exclaimed Marty. "I knew there was some reason I loved you so much."
"Just that?" teased Katherine. "Not my fantastic body or great tits or tight ass or my itsy-bitsy pussy?"
"Those, too," he laughed. "But look, we've still got a half hour. Let's find someplace more private where we can really get it on. I got off on you fucking yourself on my lap, but we were both a little, uh, hesitant to really cut loose with all those people around."
"Okay. Whatever you say."
"Good, and then maybe you'll tell me some of the shit that's been dumped on you to make you so grumpy lately. You've been a real bitch, and that's not like you at all, Katherine," he said.
She looked at Marty and wondered if she really could tell him the truth – would he do anything to Bennett if she told him how the man had butt fucked her when she'd applied for the job? The teenager sighed, thinking about the other things the manager had required her to do. She had rushed into losing her cherry just so that he wouldn't be the one to get it. The girl didn't even regret having done that.
Other things, yeah, she regretted. Allowing Bennett to force her into the last scene had been so degrading that she still blushed thinking about it. The man had really thought he was going to get a virgin piece of ass. The small satisfaction she got out of knowing he didn't was hardly compensation for him fucking her like a dog or eating her put while the other man raped her up the ass.
"What's on your mind?" Marty probed. "I want to know. Really – I might even be able to help."
His hand pressed into the curve of her ass and squeezed. She knew how he could help her, and it wasn't by doing anything to Bennett. She needed to know that all men weren't monsters intent on raping her. The girl realized that Bennett and his friends were probably not normal, that Marty came a lot closer to the usual man. Bennett and his cohorts were all semi-crazed and intent on nothing but their own pleasure.
She was finding out that a man could get a hell of a lot more kick out of fucking when she was willing to give as much as she got. And with Marty, she would do her damnedest to make sure that he experienced the peak of desire. Anything he wanted, she would willingly do.
No, all men weren't like Bennett and she need not turn to women like Anne for her sexual pleasures. She shivered lightly at the thought of the lesbian stuff she and the other clerk had done. It had seemed so good at the time. While Katherine hardly regretted it like she did some of the awful things Bennett had done to her, she knew that it wasn't right. Not really. Men and women fucked. Women didn't fuck women.
"Here's a nice deserted little room," said Marty, holding open the door to a storeroom for her. A single bulb burned brightly above, casting a grim, harsh light throughout the room.
"This is tacky," she said. "Let's just take the afternoon off and go somewhere else."
"This isn't tacky," he corrected. "Come along and see. We keep all the bedroom stuff here and some of us have a little setup in the back, behind some crates, which might interest you."
He was right. The cartons formed a high wall, insuring privacy for the bed they had assembled. The bed was huge and round. Soft lights strategically placed allowed the people on the bed to see themselves in mirrors placed around the edges of the bed itself.
"Wow, Marty, I never knew this was here!"
"Nor do a lot of the big boys. And we intend to keep it that way. They get their ass in their offices." He stopped, feeling the girl stiffen in shock. He said, "That's it, isn't it? That son of a bitch Bennett has been putting it to you."
"Oh, Marty, please don't!"
"Son of a bitch!" he repeated. "He was the one who got your cherry. Is that all he's done to you?"
She could only shake her head no. How could she possibly tell him Bennett had eaten her out and fucked her up the shit chute and made her strip and forced her to model skimpy clothes for his friends?
"I'll kill him!"
She hung on to Marty's arm and dragged him back to the bed. They both crashed down onto the protesting surface, the springs squeaking loudly under their combined weights. "No, please don't do anything. I need the job. If you attack him, he'll take it out on me. I need the job. I do!"
"You don't need any job where you have to put out to keep it."
She shut off his protests in the only way she knew how. She kissed him. His lips were tense and pursed. Her tongue rimmed them several times, flicking lightly across them and finally parting them enough so that she could worm her way into the dank cavern of his mouth.
Soon the man was moaning softly. She pressed him back flat onto the bed, her tits mashing down on his chest. Her hands started roving around his body, undoing his buttons and stroking his hairy chest. When she brushed across the thick bulge at his crotch, she knew he wasn't going anywhere. At least he wasn't going anywhere she didn't want him to go.
Hastily pulling down the zipper, she freed his prick. The hot and hard rod of prick leaped into her hand. When she started stroking up and down the aroused length of cock, the man finally broke off the kiss to say, "Let's get naked."
She couldn't have put it any better. Although it was hard giving up the sexy handle she had found, she did so. In record time, two sweating, passionately naked bodies were locked together on the round bed.
Katherine rolled on top of Marty, her pussy spreading wantonly for his cock. She shoved her hips down and felt his prick slithering along her pussy. His prick parted her cunt lips and dipped into the flood of her cunt juices leaking from her insides.
"Fuck me now! Don't wait! I don't need the foreplay to get hot! I need you now!" she told him.
"I can feel that," he said. "Guide me in and show me the way. This is still sort of new for both of us. Besides, I like watching what's going on."
He raised his head enough to peer into the mirror directly behind Katherine. He could see both their crotches perfectly in the mirror. His cock was jutting up, virile and strong, and resting in the cradle between her pussy lips. The pinkness of her twat made his cock stir and buck in desire.
The man saw her hand reach down and grip his prick. She pulled on it as she lifted up her hips. He almost came when he saw her cunt hole gaping dark and inviting for his cock. She shoved him up until the purpled knob of his prick was just inside her pussy lips.
Then he felt as well as saw what was happening. The intense heat from her pussy boiled out and threatened to sear his delicate flesh. He looked up and saw the most delectable sight in the world.
He hardly knew what to do with his hands. Her tits danced around like captive balloons in front of her chest, the nipples red and hard and inviting. But to take those wondrous mountains of titflesh in his hands meant he would have to give up the treat of reaching behind her and cupping her asscheeks in the palms of his hands.
There was her clit too. He could see the auburn bush part and give way to the tiny pink spire of her clitoris. Simply reaching out and lightly flicking that erectile organ with his finger would get her off. And what pleased the girl was sure to give him one hell of a sexual thrill.
And just running his fingers over her smooth flesh was enough to give him a kick normally. What to do?
His hands gripped fervently at her tits, and he began rolling those luscious mounds in large circle. He knew that she thought he was trying to rip them off her chest. He didn't care. The feel of her boobs was too good to stop. The hard points of her nipples pressed firmly into the palms of his hands. He crushed those buttons down into the fleshy foundations until the girl was moaning in stark arousal.
"Marty, darling Marty, this is too much! Let me move! Let me fuck again on your sweet prick. My pussy is drooling for it. Let me do it!"
He got under her tits and pushed her upwards. In the mirror at the foot of the bed, he could see his cock slipping out of her cunt. Her cunt lips looked as if they were lewdly kissing his prick. The entire length of his cock gleamed a silvery color, caused by being soaked with fuck juices.
As soon as his arms were locked straight, he relaxed. The girl fell back down. His prick shot into her flaming hot twat, and they both gasped. She began grinding her crotch into his. The man fought to keep from coming. The action of her cunt walls was nice, but the feel of her body grinding forcefully into his was almost enough to make his balls convulse and erupt in orgasm.
"Too much," he said. "I can't take too much more that way. You're too hot for me, bitch."
She thrilled at the way he said that. She didn't mind Marty calling her a bitch at all. That was the way she felt! The girl hated Bennett and everything he did. When he called her a bitch it was a put down. The way Marty meant it, it came out a compliment. She knew what to do too.
The girl lifted her hips again, tensing her cunt around the hidden length of his prick. The man's hips were lifted off the bed by this action. She found she couldn't hold him firmly enough because of the slippery love oils inside her pussy. His cock slowly drifted out of her cunt. But, before it could get all the way out, she shoved her hips back down. She felt his balls smash against her as she rammed down so hard.
His cock penetrated deeper into her cunt than any man's cock ever had before – she thought it was a thrill fucking in the cafeteria. Now he knew that that was only the opening round. This was the real thing. They could both struggle and cry out and move all they wanted. There weren't a lot of people around to stare at them. This was fucking as it should be.
"Just can't put up with it this way, honey," the man said. She felt his hands reaching behind her to cup her buttocks. He lifted with a surge of strength and twisted. The girl fell backwards and her legs went up into the air. She was surprised to find that his prick never left her pussy the entire time.
"Ummm! I like that. Especially the way your cock felt when it was moving around inside me!"
"It gets better," he promised her.
Looking down into her hazel eyes, he knew it would get a lot better. He supported himself on his hands, her legs wrapping themselves around his waist to pull him in even more powerfully. He rammed down and into her snatch. He enjoyed watching his red prick vanish between her trembling cunt lips. There was a lewd squishing noise as he reamed her out, then he pulled back slowly. For a second, he thought the tightness of her would bring him off. Then he was positive that the suction in her cunt would pull his guts out through his piss-slit. Nothing of the sort happened. He felt his cock stiffening even more. He could hardly believe that she was doing that to him.
But it was true. He felt his balls tumbling wildly in the thick stew of his jism. The hairy little bag holding them had tensed up to the point where it was a half sphere dangling under his long cock. He felt like a pressure cooker ready to explode.
"Faster, Marty, fuck me faster! My poor little cunt needs your big, swollen cock in it. Please! Ride me, ride me haaaaard!"
She bucked and thrashed around at the end of his prick. He bent forward and kissed her lips, then moved slowly across the tender flesh of her throat and worked his way down to her tits. As he planted a juicy kiss on the tip of her left tit, she came. She came hard.
Writhing around, impaled on his cock, she would have tumbled off the bed and taken him with her if he hadn't braced his arms. She screamed and moaned and cried. And her pussy tortured his cock.
He felt the powerful young muscles of her cunt wash down hard on him. The man thought he might get broken off as her cunt lips tensed and closed around him.
She massaged his cock until he was sweating hard not to come. He wanted more from her than a simple in-out fucking. He wanted to show her what a stud he really was. They had fooled around, eating each other, licking and caressing and using their hands, but never before had she allowed him to really fuck her.
He owed her his best. He pulled out of her clinging interior and immediately slammed his body back into hers. His cock slipped easily all the way up her cunt. The fuck fluids oozed out around the meaty plug of his prick to dribble and run down his balls. He wanted to laugh and cry at the same time.
Her legs held him firmly, as if she feared he might stop. He fucked harder. He corkscrewed out of her and then fucked even faster back into her steamy depths.
"More, give me more!" she bellowed. Her fingers raked at his shoulders. Neither noticed the bloody track she left. They were too engrossed in the frantic fucking to stop now.
He found he couldn't put words to the emotions rampaging through him. He fucked faster, harder, deeper. Each thrust should have split her apart. Her resilient young body took his best and demanded more.
He gave it.
She came again, sobbing, tears running down her cheeks. The wracking shudders that possessed her this time wiggled them toward the edge of the bed. The man continued to fuck hard and straight and fast into her convulsing cunt. They slid together to the edge of the bed and she started failing off.
He didn't stop his fucking. This gave him a brand new angle to drive in his prick. She was propped up so that her shoulders were on the floor and her ass was still on the bed. Her cunt sucked and pulled even harder at his prick. The man grunted and thrashed and kept fucking.
Then he couldn't stop. His hips exploded with a frenzy of motion and the hot tide of his jism rose. He whitewashed the insides of her cunt with his come. They rocked together, his cock jerking and bucking hard inside the tight sheath of female flesh. Then it was all over. Panting, he relaxed and managed to pull her back up onto the bed.
"Hmmm, that was soooo nice," she cooed. "And I want more of it. Now!"
"Greedy bitch," he sighed. "You might want more from me, but it's not going to happen. Look."
He nodded in the direction of his cock. It had slithered from her pussy. She immediately seized it and started working it over. He groaned in delight, but knew it wasn't going to get hard again for some time. He was only human, even when faced with such a willing young woman.
"I could do this all day," she said. "I love the way your cock feels inside me. I hate Bennett's. I wish…"
"You mean that he has actually fucked you?" raged Marty, sitting up in the bed as she tugged at his cock and pulled him back down beside her.
"Yeah, he's done it to all the clerks. I hate to say this, but I let him fuck me up the ass just to get the job. And he's eaten me out and, well, he's done a lot of things. Please, Marty, don't do anything. I need the job!"
For a long time, Marty sat there. Then he had the answer. Slowly, he said, "You hate him. Are you willing to go along with a plan to get even with him?"
"Sure! Anything."
"It might be risky. Damned risky for you. You might even have to let him fuck you again."
Katherine thought about it for a moment, and stroked Marty's slowly hardening cock. This was the only prick in the world she wanted fucking her from now on, but the chance to get even with Bennett raged like wildfire through her mind and soul.
"I'll fuck that prick if I get the chance to really fuck him over."
"Okay, I thought so. Here's what I want you to do…"
And after Marty had outlined his scheme to the girl, he found he had another boner. Rather than waste it, they fucked again. And it was even better than the time before. This time it was fueled by lust and the knowledge that soon they would be rid of Ronald Bennett.



CHAPTER TEN


"Are you sure you want to go along with this, Katherine?" Marty asked anxiously. He looked at the girl intently. The gleam in her eye told him she was wholeheartedly in favor of carrying out his devious plan.
"I'm ready for it," she said. "Honest I am. Just don't you be too long getting in there. I don't want him fucking me unless it's really necessary."
"I don't think I'll have any trouble, unless his secretary gets back early from her coffee break. But that's pretty remote. Secretaries don't return early from breaks. I'll be in as soon as I see the button on the telephone light up."
"Let me make sure I understand, Marty," she said. "All I have to do is take the phone off the hook and press the second button on the bottom, and that lights up the same button on the secretary's phone?"
"Right. And I'll be in there in a hurry." He patted his pocket and said, "I just hope I can keep from killing him."
Katherine kissed him. "This is going to be much better revenge."
"I agree. Now move that perky little ass of yours in there and offer it to that slimy cocksucker. If we stand here much longer, I might get ideas about how to better spend our time together."
"Me, too," she agreed, her lips brushing across his. She made sure her hand lightly touched his crotch. She gripped down a little harder than she normally would have, feeling incredibly sexy and really up for the confrontation with Bennett.
She didn't know if this feeling came from the nearness of her revenge or from the afterglow of the fucking with Marty. Her pussy still sang from the fucking. And it ached, too. She was stiff and sore. This was one part of losing her virginity that no one had ever told her about.
She was going to get even with the man who had raped her up the ass and perpetrated all sorts of other horrors on her. She saw Bennett walking along one of the aisles, like some animal seeking its prey. Katherine guessed the man was looking for some convenient cunt to fuck. He had that look about him.
"Mr. Bennett!" she called out. "One second, please. Can I talk to you?"
"Yes, babe, sure, any time." He raised his eyebrows slightly as she pressed in close to him. Her tits brushed feather-light across his chest, and she shoved out her pussy mound in an invitingly wanton manner.
"I've been thinking, Mr. Bennett. Why should I get so uptight over what we've been doing together? I mean, wouldn't it really be better for both of us if I went along?"
"What do you mean?" he said suspiciously, looking around as if someone might be overhearing them.
"You know, you and me – and the fucking we've been doing."
"Let's go into my office," he said. "I don't like discussing private matters out in the open."
"Anything you say," she said, her hand slipping into his back pocket. She squeezed down on his asscheek and made him look at her funny, as if she had gone crazy. She only smiled winningly in return, then soundlessly said: "I love you."
The man almost jumped out of his skin. In the office, he closed the door and pointed to a chair. She ignored him and flowed into his arms, her hands running though his hair. She made a point of shoving her body as close to his as humanly possible.
"Why this big change in attitude?" he asked, backing up against the door. He seemed to be looking for a quick exit if she turned nasty.
"I figured it all out," she said, her hands moving down the front of his chest, unbuttoning buttons as she went. "Why struggle when we could both enjoy our little sessions even more if I cooperated?"
"You want something out of me," he accused. She had his shirt off now and tossed it aside. She fumbled at his belt buckle, but soon had that undone, too. By the time she was ready to answer, she was working him out of his trousers.
"Everyone wants something. I've got what you want right between my legs, or maybe just a little head is more your speed, eh?" She dropped to her knees and pulled his prick out of his shorts. His prick was throbbing with life. Katherine had to strain not to make a face as she greedily stuffed it into her mouth and nursed his cock.
"Shit, this is too much! God, I love the feel of your tongue working on my cock like that. But why? What do you want out of this?"
"What else?" she said. "I'll put out whenever you want, however you want, in exchange for a little bigger pay envelope."
"That's all?"
"I need the money. And you're not an ugly man," she lied. "You and I could make sweet music together. And more." She went back to sucking on his cock. Her tongue rimmed the broad arrowhead of his glans, then teased the tiny flap of skin dangling down beneath the cleft head. The man jumped from one foot to another in his excitement.
When her cheeks went hollow under the suction she applied to just the tip of his prick, the man said, "This is great, it really is. But I want to fuck you. I want to fuck that tight little pussy of yours again."
"The money?" she prompted. Marty had been explicit about this. He'd told her the only thing that would ever convince Bennett that she was telling the truth and not trying to trap him would be the insistence on the money. The man would believe her capable of anything if she got money for it.
"You'll get it. Shit, you know, I never had you pegged for the whore type. You mean just for a few lousy bucks a week more, you're going to do anything I want you to?"
"I doubt if it'll be a lousy few bucks," she said. "A man so well hung is probably also really generous. Besides, it's not your money. You just need to put me down for a promotion or whatever it is to justify the added money. No one else need know of our agreement."
"If I'd only known it was this easy," he sighed, feeling her mouth working down the side of his cock and finally licking his hairy sac of balls. She gently chewed and nibbled at them until he was sure he was going to come.
"To the desk," she said before he could stop per. "Let's consummate our agreement on your desk." She nimbly moved away from his groping fingers, stripping as she went. This was the hardest part of the whole scheme for her. She had to give Marty enough time to get ready outside the door, and yet keep Bennett from thinking too hard about what was happening.
He wasn't stupid. He might even figure out that this was a trap for him if she didn't keep his mind on fucking.
She tossed away her blouse and shed her bra like a snake shedding an extra skin. By the time she had wiggled out of her skirt and showed him she wasn't wearing any panties, the man's cock was dancing lustfully in front of his crotch. She wondered if he might not jet out his jizz before he even got over to her. If so, that would be fine with her. The slightest touch from his hands or cock made her skin crawl.
"Come on, lover boy," she said, holding out her arms to him. She took a deep breath.
"God, this is more than I can believe," he said, moving toward her, his feet leaden. "And this is going to be one hell of a good fucking. I've raped you before. With you cooperating, baby, we can really do it up right!"
"I want to do everything right," she said, her meaning not the same as his. She held her legs out straight from the edge of the desk, forming a white vee with her auburn snatch at the junction. "Come on in, the fucking is fine!"
He didn't have to be asked twice. He moved into the vee of her legs, his cock thrusting ahead of him. His hands closed around her back and pulled her forward a little on the desk for a juicy, deep kiss.
She almost gagged as his tongue shot all the way down her throat. She fought back the urge to shove him away. A million thoughts raced through her mind. Had he locked the door? If he had, how was Marty going to get in and stop the man before he finished? Or was the secretary still on the job, hammering away at her typewriter? That wouldn't do. Marty couldn't just barge in without spilling everything.
The girl worried and worried and worried as Bennett had his way with her. Then she remembered she had to signal her boyfriend that all was as it should be inside. Without that signal, he would stay outside forever!
Katherine leaned back and broke off the kiss, breathing heavily. She took the phone off the cradle and said, "I don't want us to be disturbed." And then she punched the button Marty had told her to. The light went on and she hoped that Marty would see it and come in.
He didn't.
For a moment, Katherine panicked. She started to push Bennett away from her, then stopped. That wouldn't do at all. She had lured him into his office on schedule and Marty would be here as soon as he could. The girl would just have to play along with Bennett until Marty broke in on them.
"What's wrong?" the man demanded. "You went tense all over as if you got an electric shock."
"I did get a shock of sorts," she said. "From you. From this!"
She reached between her legs and gripped hard on the man's cock. It took all her will power to do this, but she pulled his cock toward her widespread pussy lips, urging the man to fuck her.
"That's more like it," he said. "You cooperate with me all the way and we'll both get one hell of a charge out of fucking."
Her body jerked as she felt his cock press into her damp pussy lips. The teenager didn't understand it, but she was getting hot just thinking about the man fucking her. It was a little bit sick of her to do so, because she hated the man with all her heart, but she couldn't keep her cunt from getting wet and hot at the lightest touch of a prick.
"You're getting ready for me, huh?" the man said, running his cock up and down her pink sex slash. "I like the soft feel of it. And juicy, too. God, that is great!"
She shivered and couldn't tell if it were lust or revulsion at the man and his cock. It didn't matter. He rammed home his prick, sending it surging all the way up her cunt. She felt like she had been torpedoed. His thick cock spread her tight membrane and stretched it. For a split second, she felt nothing but pain. Then it eased, and the joy of having a cock – anyone's cock – in her tight little pussy was all that mattered. She began to respond to his cock, moaning and crying out.
"Yes, yes, it's so big! It fills me up. Your huge prick is going to split me apart!"
"I won't do that till I get to fucking hard," the man boasted. "Just now, I'm content to let my cock roast inside your oven. Shit, baby, that is the tightest, hottest cunt I ever felt wrapped around my cock. I love it! And when you tense up like that – it makes me feel like a teenager getting nooky for the very first time!"
The girl closed her eyes, and braced herself on her hands and leaned back. The sensations ripping into her tender body possessed her totally. She expected Marty to burst into the room at any instant. When he didn't she realized that she was going to have to continue giving this beast of a man all he wanted. She was powerless to stop him from fucking her.
Knowing that Bennett was the one fucking her silly didn't help her any. She began to fantasize that this wasn't Bennett's cock inside her tight pussy at all. This was really Marty who was fucking her so strongly. She sighed and smiled a little as she imagined that was exactly what was happening. The fantasy was necessary to keep her from screaming and running from the room.
She knew that if she did that, Bennett would really make her pay. She was the one who had lured him into this fuck fest. Now she was going to have to hang on until Marty could finish it off.
"Lift your legs," the man commanded. "Swing them up and down. I love the way your cunt tightens up when you do that. Do it!"
She did as she was told. She rocked back and forth on the desk, almost fucking herself on the man's prick. The motion made his cock slide in and out of her clenched cunt in lewd, wonderful ways. In spite of her hating the man, she was starting to get off in a big way on his cock. It was swelled up and firmly rested against her pussy. The feel of his crinkly pubic bush against her clit sent tremors of desire through her belly. Soon, orgasm would be ripping all the way up her spine and into her brain.
Soon. Just like Marty was going to come to her rescue soon. The girl felt the man's prick sink another inch up into her gooey twat and wondered when this was going to stop. Where was Marty? Had the man deserted her? Was he getting some sick kick out of watching her being fucked on the desk?
The teenager couldn't believe that. Something had happened. Something had delayed him, and put her in this horrible position.
"Oh, God, I can't take any more of your cock – it's too big. It's tearing me apart inside, my cunt can't stand it!"
"Wanna bet?" the man cried. His arms went between her legs and he caught her up, his arms under her knees. He bent her double on the desk, forcing her down hard. This exposed her pussy even more to his driving prick.
She screamed as she felt her upper thighs pressing down into her tits. His cock seemed to dig all the way up into her womb. Never had she felt such penetration. The man's cock grew steadily as he fucked her faster and faster. The girl was about to go out of her mind when she came.
The climax lingered and haunted her. She didn't want to get off on this man's raping cock. But she did. Her cunt convulsed. She wanted his cock! She wanted every single inch of it shoved deep into her drooling cunt!
"Fuck me good!" she begged. "Give it all to me! My cunt needs it so baaaad!"
The man laughed and fucked even faster. The friction of cock against cunt wall threatened to melt her down into a pile of slag. The man seemed to be a tireless fucking machine. He pistoned in and out with increasing speed and didn't seem to wear out.
She came again.
The girl began to doubt Marty would ever come to her rescue. She simply knew that she was going to be trapped here on the desk forever, being fucked by a tireless Bennett until her pussy was worn out and bleeding from his thrusts. She was still bent double and unable to move. This, more than anything else, added to the intensity of her comes.
She loved to be able to move around, thrash about, writhe passionately, when she came. He had her pinned firmly to the desk.
His cock shot in and out of her tight little snatch with the rhythm of a metronome. In-out, in-out, smooth and regular. It built her passions up to the breaking point again.
"No, no moooore!" she begged. "I can't stand it any more!"
"Hell, you can't," the man gasped. "This is what we both want. You asked for it, kid, and you're getting it. This'll show you what a real stud I am!"
She felt her nipples poking into her thighs and her clit was brushing across her bush. She came again, feeling more drained emotionally than ever before in her life. The girl had lost her virginity and now was leaning what a real fucking was all about.
Just as Bennett's cock drove mercilessly into her tight pussy again, she felt the man stiffen. She thought he must be coming but his prick didn't act like it. There wasn't any of the swelling that occurred just before a come, nor did he shove harder and deeper into her as he would have if he'd come.
He straightened, a dazed look on his face. Then he crumpled and fell to the floor, unconscious. For a moment, Katherine didn't know what had happened. She slowly unfolded her legs and draped them over the edge of the desk. Her cunt suddenly felt empty.
"It's okay, Katherine," came Marty's voice. "I had a hell of a time getting rid of his secretary. She came back early and refused to leave her desk. I finally had to get another secretary who's a friend of mine call her away. And then that son of a bitch had locked the door!"
"God, no! I thought he did, but I wasn't sure."
"I had to use a credit card to spring the lock. Good thing he didn't have a dead bolt on the door or you'd still be in here alone! With him!"
Katherine started to cry then. Naked, vulnerable and helpless, she pressed her face into Marty's strong shoulder.
While the fucking with Bennett had been bad, she knew that they were just getting started on their little scheme. The worst, most dangerous part was yet to come. She rapidly dressed, her hands shaking. Katherine wondered if they would get by with this or if it would all blow up in their faces.
She looked down at the knocked-out Bennett and hoped that he would burn in hell for what he'd done to her. And if she had her way, he would. Soon. Very soon.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


"Jesus, I don't know how you chicks ever get dressed up in this stuff," complained Marty, struggling with the garter belt. He cinched it up like he would a saddle around a horse, and looked down at Bennett.
The man was no longer naked. Marty had gotten silk stockings and the garter belt on him, while Katherine worked a bra over his shoulder and fastened it behind his back.
"It's a lot easier when you're not doing it on all this dead weight. It's a huge hunk of meat and nothing more when he's out like this. Did you have to hit him so hard?" A goose egg had already been raised behind Bennett's ear where Marty had struck the man with a sock filled with sand.
"I could have killed him when I saw what was happening. Sorry, but the sight of him fucking you got to me."
"Never mind that now. Help me get these panties on him. Christ, they tore. Get another pair. Fast."
He looked over the selection Bennett had in his display case and finally said, "How about these crotchless ones? His cock would stick out nicely then."
"No," said Katherine firmly. "I've got to do this right. Get the largest pair of silk panties you can find. Yeah, the red ones will do. Wow!"
They managed to lift up Bennett enough to slide the panties up his legs and get them draped lightly over his ass. His cock and balls pressed out in a huge mound in the front. He was almost ready for what they wanted to do with him.
"The wig, the lipstick," said Marty. "You'd better put them on him. I'd just get everything on crooked."
"This isn't going to be the best job I've ever done, either," said Katherine. "Go check and see if his secretary's back yet. We're going to have to really get a move on." She expertly guided the lip gloss over the unconscious man's lips and then put the wig on his head, tucking strands of his hair under the band.
She stood and looked down at Bennett. The man looked totally different dressed in women's undies. His hairy chest was ludicrous with the bra over it and the garter belt and stockings were the perfect touch. Katherine just wished she had the time to search out a pair of high heeled shoes to complete the costume.
"Coast's clear," said Marty. "Let me get his arms. You pick up his feet. And then off we go!"
They lugged the man out through the almost deserted department and to the bank of elevators. Marty pressed the button on the center one and the door opened. "Good thing I gimmicked this elevator to wait for us. Otherwise, we might have had to explain to a lot of people what was happening."
Katherine laughed. That would be a scream. The man all dolled up in women's clothes stained slightly. She dropped his feet and Marty moved him around until he was in a sitting position in the elevator. Marty waited a second until it appeared that Bennett was regaining consciousness, then pressed the button.
The doors closed and the elevator descended to the lobby. Marty smiled broadly and said, "Let's take one of the other elevators down and see what we've accomplished."
"You're sure that that elevator won't open on any other floor?"
"Positive. I rigged it just right. The only floor that elevator will open on is the lobby floor. And I called Mr. Chambliss, too. He should be waiting."
"The owner!" cried Katherine. "Oooh, this is going to be fun!"
The elevator opened, and closed behind them as they dropped down to the lobby. As soon as they stepped out, they saw the commotion around the center elevator.
"God damn it, I don't give a flying fuck who he is, get him out of my sight!" raged the owner of the department store.
"But sir," said one of the guards, "This is your womens' wear floor manager."
"Nothing like getting into your work, I always say," a voice from the crowd rang out loud and clear. The laughter almost drowned out Bennett's weak voice.
"Where am I? What's happened? This is… oh, sweet Jesus, no!"
"On your sweet ass, it is!" bellowed Chambliss. "You're Goddamn fired, Bennett. I can't have queers running around my store! Out!"
Katherine and Marty watched, smiling, as the guard threw Bennett out into the street, dressed exactly as they'd made him up. The man was out of a job and as soon as word of this got around town, he would never find another job again. Big department store owners didn't dare have even a hint of scandal. They were supposed to run establishments where an entire family could safely enter. Word of a transvestite working in the building would have ruined Chambliss overnight.
The man pushed his way into the elevator with Marty and Katherine, grumbling the entire time. "Damn shame, a man going out of his head like that. Can't have it. Can't."
"Right, sir," agreed Marty.
Chambliss looked at him for a moment, then said, "You're up in sporting goods, aren't you?"
"Furniture, sir," Marty corrected.
"Right. You take over the women's wear department. Do a good job managing it for a month and it's yours. God, how did I ever pick Bennett?" Chambliss left the elevator, still mumbling to himself.
For a moment, Katherine and Marty stood there, stunned. Then they let out a whoop of joy and hugged each other. "What a break, honey!" cried Marty. "Imagine getting the job! We can be in the same department!"
"Let's celebrate," she said, pressing closer. "This time I won't mind my boss sticking it to me."
"I bet you put out for all your bosses," he teased, his hands running over her smooth skin and reaching down the front of her blouse to grip one of her tender tits.
"Just for the ones who turn me on," the girl said. She hiked up her skirt a little and said, "Let's fuck right here. We almost did once. Let's actually do it now."
"Good," said Marty. He made a few quick changes inside the circuit box, and they rose to the top of the building. Katherine felt her knees buckle slightly under the force. At the top, the cages dropped all the way to the lobby and she felt her tits floating upwards, pressing into the thin blouse she wore. And at the bottom, the elevator started up again.
"The doors won't open until I want them to. And we'll be rising and failing all the while yet fucking!"
"It's my turn," she said, lifting her skirt up, showing her crotchless panties that she'd decided didn't look good on Bennett.
Marty saw them and laughed. "This is going to be great. Shit, I can't wait!"
She ran the zipper down on his trousers and instantly was rewarded with a handful of hot, hard prick. Just as the elevator reached the top of the building, she moved closer to the man, spread her legs wide, and lowered her hips just a little. She wanted to ease his prick into her aching pussy. Instead, she felt as if she was going to fly away from the sudden drop.
But, when the cage got to the bottom, she discovered that she couldn't ease his prick into her pussy at all. The added weight she felt from the rising cage made her snatch jam down hard around the cock. That pillar of cock drilled deep into her cunt all the way to the top of the shaft.
"I don't have to do a darn thing," Marty said, smiling. "I just stand here and let the elevator do all the work." He wiggled his hips a little and ground his bush into hers, then she was moving up and away from his cock, the entire length sliding into her gripping cunt.
They slammed back together at the bottom of the shaft. She moaned softly and said, "That's nice, but it's too slow. I need that cock filling me up a lot faster. Fuck me. You, you fuck me. Don't wait for the elevator to do it for you. I need your prick!"
He began fucking her with short, slow strokes every time one of the floor-indicator lights went on. They gasped and panted and fucked madly until the very top of the line, then they clung to each other to endure the long drop down the shaft.
"Marty, I… I don't know how much more of this I can take," she moaned. His prick had driven in deep as they had gone up, in spite of his attempts to make short strokes.
It wasn't that long ago that she'd lost her virginity, and now she was fucking Marty again and again. And she'd had Bennett fucking her. She was sore and tired and achy – and still she wanted more!
"This is a celebration," he reminded her. Then he really started fucking her, not paying any attention at all to the motion of the elevator. The rise and fall added an extra dimension to the fucking that the girl could barely understand. She floated and soared and had the cock driven impossibly deep into her juicy cunt, and still she clung to the man's body and demanded more from him.
"Yes, give it all to me," she groaned.
And he did. And she came. The girl's body was wracked by desire as she climaxed.
Shuddering and shivering though the come, she remembered back a couple of weeks to this very elevator when she'd gone down on Marty. And he had eaten her out. She'd been unemployed then. She hadn't even met Bennett. But her aching asshole reminded her of what that interview had been like. And all the terrible things he had done to her. But she had come through it and had learned what it really meant to be a woman.
She had seduced a man and had found out that her sex drives were very strong, that she shouldn't attempt to hold them inside. And now she didn't. With Marty, everything was perfect.
She sighed and pressed her body even closer to his, his prick slipping all the way up her well-greased cunt. Bennett was gone and she was truly living for the first time in her life.
All was well. And all would continue to be that way as long as she could convince Marty to take the elevator!
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