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CHAPTER ONE


"Ohhhhhh, tie it tighter! Oh, yes, more, more!"
The lithe blonde widow tossed her head frantically on the crushed pillow behind her, her legs kicking out, while the big, black haired stud kept his head buried in her cunt muff. The sounds of her frantic wails mixed with the slurping of his tongue and lips while his hands gripped the woman just above her knees. Ropes had been tied to her wrists, the hemp chafing the woman's flesh as she pulled her arms and drew the rope taut.
"Ohhhhh, Gods tight… oh, please, please, do into me! Oh, please…"
Monica LeFevre whipped her naked, shivering legs against the bed, drawing them closely together to rub the insides of her thighs against the big man's head. It was wonderful, the most beautiful thing she had ever felt before is her life! Those thrilling sensations of his tongue scouring her pussy were increased by the pulling pressure of those ropes around her hands. Rubbing her ankles against the wrinkled sheets, Monica shook the long blonde hair from her eyes and peered heavy-lidded at the handsome stud servicing her pulsing cunt.
"Oh, please… please, don't tease me anymore. I can't take it," she panted, dropping her head back to the crushed pillow and letting out a soulful moan.
"Sure you can take it, Monica. You want more, more of the teasing, more of this shit!"
"Oh, please, Jack… oh, God, do it, do it to me!" the woman cried frantically, arching her back, wallowing her shoulder blades against the creaking bed, and drawing her knees up against Jack's head. The headboard rattled against the wall, leaving small hairline cracks in the blue plaster.
Just outside the bedroom door stood someone, someone who shouldn't have been there, someone who had tip-toed into the house and was now watching the man and woman. "Ohhhhh, Mother!"
Arlette LeFevre stood there, leaning heavily against the molding, her body damp with perspiration as she watched her mother twisting and turning on the bed. It was hideous, the most awful thing she had ever seen in her life!
Arlette had told her mother that she was going to the school football game tonight. She was going to be home no later than midnight. Everything seemed normal as before – well, as normal as things could have been after her father's desertion four years ago. The perky blonde teenager had come back home after having lost her wallet. Those strange sounds in her mother's bedroom had attracted her attention after she had trotted into the kitchen and poured herself a glass of milk. Now she stood there by the partially opened door, the glass trembling in her hand, milk spilling onto her gripping fingers as she watched her mother and that man go crazy together on the bed.
"Oh, please, more, more! Ohhhhh, it's so good when you eat me out! Ohhhh…" Arlette blushed a deep red, closing her eyes and feeling a wave of nausea sweep over her as she watched her mother arching her back once more, hunching her spit-slicked cunt up to that stranger! Who was he? Naked, hairy, thickmuscled, he was hovering over her mother, holding her down to the squeaking bed while he had his mouth on her… on her thing! "Ohhhhh…" the girl moaned. Absolutely nothing had prepared the trembling girl for something like this. Her mother, she knew, was terribly lonely. There had been talk about her going out on dates or something. But nothing ever seemed to materialize. In a way, Arlette was glad her mother was always at home, always dependable. She was a rock, something the teenager could count on in her life! But now she saw the cock cracked, shattered as her mother twisted and jerked and writhed on the bed. Tied roped like that, her mother's arms were stretched high over her head, the backs of her fingers pressing against the headboard, while her thighs gripped that young stud's head.
"Oooooooh! Oh, yes, oh, yes!" Monica gasped, her face streaked with perspiration, her eyes closed while a pulse leaped in her throat. "Yes, when you touch me… touch me there… oh, God, I think I'm gonna die! Oh, yes, yesssss!"
Arlette dropped the glass of milk, shrinking, thinking the couple in there would hear the dull thud of the glass against the hall carpeting. But it would have taken a bomb to have aroused them. They were too intent on one another, too much involved in this sick little game to overhear something like the fallen milk glass.
"My God!" she whispered.
Arlette drew one hand up to her chest, fanning out her fingers and pressing them against her throat as she watched her mother grow hotter and more involved in this horror. Monica was like a writhing fish, her body snaking over the bed, her arms taut, the muscles and tendons pressing out against her flesh while the big, handsome stranger licked and slurping his way up and down the woman's cunt crack. That smacking sound! It made Arlette's flesh crawl with something she couldn't quite understand. Her knees were trembling, threatening to give way as she watched her mother go wild on the bed.
"Uuuuuuhhhh!" the woman growled. With one kick, Monica knocked off the covers completely, straining her head back, the cords bulging at her neck, her eyes glazed over and rolled back into her head. There were strange, strangled sounds coming from her mouth as her chest rose and fell mightily. The big stud was still between her shivering thighs, still slurping his tongue up and down, still holding her spread open with his big, paw-like hands. Arlette thought she would faint watching his black-haired head bobbing up and down, listening to that awful sound of his wet mouth against her mother's cunt.
"Fuck me… oh, God, fuck me good… ohhhhh, my God, fill me up! Oh, yes, yes, I want to feel your cock in my cunt!"
Arlette could have died! Her mother, her own mother talking like that to a stranger! It was enough to make her sink through the floor in horror. Yes, it was her mother, but not the woman she knew. Pressing her fingers harder against her chest, Arlette realized she was having difficulty breathing. Her heart raced so hard that she thought it would burst! Now she couldn't tear her eyes off the couple, watching them writhe together, watching that man called Jack eating out her mother, his hands roaming freely over her thighs. And all the time, her mother was begging him to fuck her, to do all sorts of things to her as she lay there, her arms roped to the clattering dark wooden headboard.
"Okay, you wanna get roped, wanna really get fucked, huh? Okay, baby, you're gonna get it all!"
Arlette gasped as Jack pulled his head from between her mother's thighs. She saw his blood-heavy prick swing as he crouched there on all fours, staring at the wet blonde curls in front of him. He was so… so big! And that cockhead, that double-lobed mushroom shaped crown was so purple. It looked so hot! Arlette shivered, hugging herself now with both hands, feeling strange, itchy spasms start to gather around her pussy. Of course, she had seen pictures of men like that. In all those dum sex education books, Arlette had studied how guys were built, measuring the supposed average six inches of prick from her pussy up to her belly, and wondering how something that big could crawl all the way up a girl's cunt without hurting her.
But this… this thing Jack had was huge, much bigger, Arlette thought, than anything she had seen in the books! And those balls! They were like coconuts – hanging low, swaying with every move he made.
"It's gonna be real good, real good to have you tied up while I fuck the shit outta you. That's what you want, right? You want the shit fucked outta you, right? You wanna feel my prick squeezin' up there, pushin' up past your clit right into your guts, right?"
The words came out in a hiss as the big stud teased his fingers up and down the insides of Monica's thighs. The woman was frantic, beyond rationality as she twisted helplessly before him. Yes, she wanted that, wanted anything that would ease the aching, itching, pulsing lust that burned her cunt right now! Oh, for his prick, for that cock pushing into her hot little fuckhole. It had been so long, too long since Monica had slept with a man. Now she wanted it bad!
"Yes, oh, yes!" she gasped, her eyes wide with desire.
Jack grunted something, then crawled off the bed, padding to the dark mahogany dresser to the right, then pulling the drawers open. Monica was moaning softly, rocking her body from side to side, savoring the subtle rub of her cuntlips against one another and against her clit. She tugged her wrists against the ropes, seeming to enjoy the cutting sensation of the hemp against her flesh. Her eyes were on the big man's muscular back and ass. Jack went fishing around in the drawers, looking for something to tie her up with, something to make her more helpless while he pinned her to the bed with his body and fucked her mindless!
Arlette stood there by the doorway still, unsure if she should run back to the game and let this scene play itself out, or watch. Then the girl realized that she couldn't move. She was frozen to the spot, trapped by her own lust as she watched, wide-eyed. Leaning more heavily against the doorway, the girl also began to feel something strange and wonderfully terrible happening to her body. She was beginning to feel her flesh glowing, her cunt becoming very sensitive, and her nipples thickening, growing turgid, itching against the cups of her bra. She was turning on to her mother's degradation and bondage. The more she watched, the more she heard Monica panting and gasping, the more she studied Jack and his ten-inch cock with those blue rope-like veins pulsing against his pink prickskin the more excited she became.
Her mouth was growing dry now, and her chest tightened. Arlette found herself breathing with wheezing sounds, and she again worried about her mother and that man called Jack overhearing her. And again, she dismissed that possibility. Mother and her new lover were too interested in one another and what they were doing to each other to be concerned over her. No, they were going to go through with this sick little scene even if the police were kicking down the front door with guns blazing!
"Oooooohhhhh!" Monica moaned. Arlette started to breathe harder, having slipped one hand under her white, cotton short-sleeved blouse. She was rubbing her warm, naked belly flesh, her hands slowly working lower, beyond the waistband of her panties. It was a little hard to squeeze her fingers past the skirt. Reaching around with her other hand, the girl unfastened the slide button, then half unzipped her skirt, loosening it enough so she could slide her hand down, down into the blonde cunt thicket of her pussy.
"Mmmmmm…" the teenager sighed. Arlette stiffened, her fingertips now touching the stiff, red little clit. It was as if someone had touched her with a live electric needle. Standing there, her knees knocking together, her body damp with perspiration, Arlette began fingerfucking herself.
"This oughtta do it." Jack pulled out a pair of nylon pantyhose, then another pair, examining them closely, then slamming the drawer shut.
"Get ready, baby, really get ready!" Jack snarled, crawling back on the bed. Monica's eyes widened, her nostrils flaring as she sucked in a lungful of air to feed her twisting body. "I'm gonna fuck you so hard, you won't be able to walk for a week!"
"Oh, yes, yes," she gasped, eying the pantyhose, then moving her gaze back up to the handsome man's sweat-streaked face and smiling. "Tie me up. Oh, God, do it, do it to me!"
Jack moved quickly, first tying her ankles together with a double figure-eight knot with one of the pantyhose, then bending her knees and pushing her feet back under her ass. Monica groaned in the awkward position, her face slackening at the beginnings of pain.
"No, don't, oh, it hurts! You're hurting me with that," Another spasm of pain cut off her sentence with a gasp.
Arlette stopped her fingers, feeling a chill of fear rush through her body. Was that man going to torture her mother? Somewhere, sometime Arlette remembered reading something about people like this, people who enjoyed not only tying one another up, but inflicting pain, as well. She gasped, wondering if she should barge in, wondering if she should back away and call the police. The small crisis passed. Monica's body relaxed again as Jack began fingering her clit, sticking his right forefinger into her clutching fuckhole, then corkscrewing it back and forth, a soft, sucking sound filling the room.
"Ooooohhhhh!" Monica whimpered.
The big stud began pushing her feet back, keeping the toes of each foot pressed against one another while shoving her ankles under her ass. Monica grimaced, her breath catching when her toes scraped over her asscheeks. Arching her back, pulling away for a moment, the big-titted blonde bent her knees. In a moment, she was in a half-lying, half-squatting position, her arms still roped behind her, her knees fully bent, her feet and lower legs shoved back under her asscheeks. Now the blonde could feel her toenails scraping against her lower back.
"To keep 'em there…" Jack muttered. He took another pair of pantyhose, forming a loop at one end with a double slipknot, then roping both feet with it before snugging it tight against her flesh. Monica winced again, feeling the circulation being slowed to her toes. Jack was pulling that second pair of pantyhose back, attaching the free end to a position just below where the ropes holding her arms were cinched. Monica found that she couldn't move. He had tied her well.
Jack stepped back, crawling around her, then driving his fingers back into her cunthole, twisting them around and around. Monica stiffened her back, the cords sticking from her throat as Jack touched all the right places between her legs.
"Please, fuck me… please!"
Jack sucked in his lower lip, biting down. He rubbed his cock with one hand, greasing down the long tube with flowing pre-cum.
"Yeah, gonna fuck you good. But first, gotta warm you up… gotta have you beggin' for it, beggin' so hard, you're gonna be cryin' when I stick this mother into your cunt."
Arlette watched in amazement as the stud stood up carefully, his knees bent slightly, his shoulders stooped as he held his cunt-splitting cock in one hand. Monica watched him, too, her head tilted back, her eyes wide open. It was absolutely awful seeing her mother like that bound, hog-tied like some dumb animal while she rutted there shamelessly. For a moment, Arlette thought of running away. But something kept her there, something that made her touch herself again when the big stud slid his feet closer to the bound woman and dipped his fat prickhead down toward her lips.
"Here, man, it's the best way to train a fuckin' bitch," Jack muttered, moving one hand behind Monica's head and drawing her up toward his lowering hairy crotch. "This and ass-fuckin'. Man, there ain't no better way to make a Goddamned slut know you mean business. Take it! Take it and wrap them lips around it… yeahhhh, I wanna feel your tongue movin' around it, movin' real nice and slow."
Arlette let out another gasp, staring wideeyed at the grotesque scene unfolding in front of her. Her fingers plowed teasingly through her wiry blonde pussy curls, the tips spreading her virgin cuntlips stickily apart, squeezing the juices from them. Her legs were shivering, and her nipples felt as if they were roasting in some horribly sticky juice.
Her head was feeling so buzzy that the room seemed to be spinning around and around crazily! Crying out softly, Arlette closed her eyes and breathed hard, trying to catch her breath as the tension grew more and more intense. It was a fiery butter melting between her legs, making that itchy pulse down there even worse as her mother continued to go wild in front of her.
"Oh, yes, yes, let me suck your prick!" Monica cried in a frenzy of lust. "Oh, yes, oh God yes, let me take your cock in my mouth!"
Jack laughed softly, bending his knees a little more, while fanning out his fingers behind the woman's head. Monica was beyond anything called reason. She wanted his cock any way she could have it. The nylon cutting her ankles, the awkward tugging of those bonds against her legs, the ropes chafing her wrists – everything was driving her insane with lust.
"Then take it!" Jack sneered.
He was rubbing the tip of his prick over her lips. Monica moaned, closing her eyes. Arlette stood there, licking her lips, wondering what something like that would taste like if pressed against her mouth.
Opening her mouth, Monica felt his smooth, silky cockhead pushing over her tongue, filling her mouth, making her cheeks puff outward. This was something that she had needed for so long, so very long! She was a woman once more, desired, sought-after. She prayed this would never end. And, unknown to her, Arlette was almost praying the same thing, less than ten feet away, as she watched with growing arousal.



CHAPTER TWO


"Ohhhh, yeahhh, move your tongue around my prick like that, baby, get that hot suckin' mouth to work on my cock!"
Arlette watched as her mother sucked his ten-inch prick, her cheeks puffing out, her lips stretched thin around his poling cock while spittle oozed from the corner of her mouth. She felt sick at heart as she watched Monica's head bob back and forth, her blonde hair falling over her narrow shoulders. Jack was flexing his thigh muscles rhythmically now, his fat balls squeezing up against the woman's chin while he pistoned deeper and deeper down her throat. The pantyhose cut hard into Monica's ankles, and her arms tugged backward with every jerking motion she made.
"Oh, my God!"
Arlette whispered out her disbelief once more, finding it difficult to stand. She gripped the molding, still keeping one hand moving back and forth over her cunt bush. She could feel her moist, soft pussymeat trembling with excitement, could feel her outer cuntlips swelling up with excitement as she watched her mother being degraded. Fucked in the mouth! Really fucked in the mouth! She saw that Monica was enjoying this. She heard the moans and knew instinctively that they were sounds of delight, not horror. And her mother was swallowing even more of his prick. Nearly three-quarters of it had disappeared between her lips, and Jack was throwing his head back, demanding that Monica take more.
"Come on, baby, take the whole thing. Sure you can do it," he panted, shaking his head violently to rid it of the sweat, then opening his eyes and cupping both hands behind her head.
Monica stopped for a moment, her eyes rolled up at him. Jack grunted out something, then tensed his leg and thigh muscles. There was a moment's hesitation. Then he shoved forward, burying all his cock in the blonde woman's mouth.
"Mmmfmmfmmfffff!" she choked. Arlette watched her mother's body stiffen, watched as a bulge appeared in her throat. Monica was making strange, strangled sounds while her body jerked and twitched spasmodically against the squeaking bed. Her cheeks reddened and beads of sweat dotted her wrinkled forehead. Monica's fingers straightened, tensed, then curled, clawing wildly at the headboard. She was making strangled sounds as her eyes bulged and her nostrils flared. Her mother was choking to death, unable to draw in a breath because of his big prickhead lodged down her throat! And Jack was still flexing his asscheeks, fucking Monica down the throat, then rotating his fat prick around and around so the woman could feel it more. Arlette was on the point of screaming out something to stop this horrible ordeal when she heard Jack let out a sigh, then saw him pull his prick slowly from Monica's mouth.
"Ooooohhhh!" the woman sighed.
"Nice, baby, nice to feel my cock down all the way," Jack whispered, wiping his sweaty forehead with the back of his hand.
He pulled back slowly, stopping at midpoint and giving Monica several quick thrusts before withdrawing a little more. In what seemed an eternity, Jack now had only his double-lobed prickhead between the woman's lips. Even from where she stood, Arlette could see her mother's lips working, gumming his cockhead, sucking at it as her tongue moved back and forth over the sensitive groove just under the knob. Jack liked it! Yes, Jack really loved having his cock sucked this way. And for one mad, utterly insane moment Arlette envied her mother. Standing there, rubbing her fingertips over her juicy cuntcrack, feeling the ticklish hairs under her fingernails, Arlette wished she could be tied up there on the bed, her head tilted back, her mouth filled with that hunk of cockmeat.
"What am I thinking of?" she whispered to herself, closing her eyes and biting down hard on her lower lip. She had to regain control of herself. No, she would never let herself become as humiliated as her mother. Sucking a man's cock! Jack was right. There was no better way to control a woman than having her take that degrading pose. Arlette shivered, rubbing her fingertips over her clit, then curling them in and sliding them over her cuntlips. Control. Control. She had to regain some control over what she was thinking and feeling!
"Want my prick up your cunt now, honey? Want me sawin' the fuck outta your pussy?" Jack asked, pulling his cock out all the way. Taking Monica's spit-slicked chin between his thumb and forefinger, he pinched it hard.
"Yes! Oh, God, yes, fuck me, fuck me hard!" the woman pleaded shamelessly. "Man, you're pantin' for it… you really want to have that cunt fucked."
He reached down with his left hand, sliding his fingers over her cunt crack, then scooping up some of the juices flowing from her fuckhole. Sniffing his hand, he raised his eyebrows and wrinkled his forehead in pleased amusement.
"You got it comin' outta you real bad. Women who've got it comin' outta them that way gotta get fucked hard and a lot, or they go kinds nuts, understand?" Jack said, squeezing her chin so hard now the woman winced. "Ohhhhh!" Monica gasped.
Arlette watched as Jack backed away from her mother once more, bending over for his red-and-white checked, flannel shirt tossed carelessly at the foot of the bed earlier. He was fishing around in one shirt pocket, pulling out a crumpled pack of cigarettes and a lighter. Tapping the opened end against one hand, the big stud pulled out one bent cigarette, shoving it in his mouth. Then he flipped open the top of his Zippo lighter. The orange flame flickered in the draft created by the partially opened bedroom door. Flicking the top down, he tossed the lighter atop the shirt, took a drag, then blew the smoke into Monica's face. She coughed, jerking her head to one side, tears welling up in her eyes from the irritation.
"But women who get fucked real hard aren't good women, baby. I mean," he said, his smile turning into a menacing frown, "they gotta be punished for what they feel and do. You understand?"
"No! What are you talking about?" Monica gasped, peering through several blonde hairs that had fallen over her eyes.
"You'll find out soon enough," Jack said off-handedly, shrugging, then taking another drag.
Monica knelt there, her muscles straining from the awkward position, her pussy burning and throbbing from the oral caresses it had received. Flexing her thighs, Monica spread her knees a little farther apart, feeling her cuntlips rubbing together with every move she made. It was terrible, hanging like this, suspended between a world of rationality and one of madness! Climax was only moments away. Monica felt every nerve ending straining toward it. If only she could strain a little more, inch up a bit further, she would tumble down into that wonderful, dark abyss of orgasm!
"Gettin' eager, baby? You keep lookin' at my prick, and you'll start going nuts. You want it real bad, don't you?"
Monica looked at the big man kneeling in front of her, pulling out his cigarette yet once more, then blowing that gray stream of smoke into her face. Her nostrils and eyes burned from the assault as she felt her throat choking with the harsh, raspy coughs she made. But nothing, nothing could take away the pulses in her cunt that were getting worse and worse. She rocked her hips a little slowly at first, and as the subtle friction of her inner cuntlips rubbed against her clit, the woman moved faster, then faster and faster. Her body was growing hotter and hotter, and she wished Jack would put out that cigarette and take care of her pussy as he had been doing earlier. "Huhhhhhh… aaahahhhhh!" the woman groaned.
Oh, it was good, too good. It was almost wrong to have it so good. One part of her wanted to stop. Monica knew what she was doing with Jack was wrong, terribly wrong. But how could she stop a flood of emotion? It was impossible.
"Like movin' around like that, huh, baby? It's kinds like jerkin' off, right?"
"Ohhhhh, fuck, fuck…"
Monica was going out of her mind. She dipped and wiggled her ass, the weight of her asscheeks adding to the sensations around her cunt. She was moving so fast that a sweat broke out on her upper lip, and that damned headboard was clattering wildly against the wall. She was feeling a kind of hot, itchy dampness under each tit, and a streak of drool oozed from the corners of her mouth. God, she was going to cum, going to cum without his prick in her!
"You're gonna back off now, baby." Monica opened her eyes just in time to see him stretching out one hand toward her. At first the woman thought he was going to touch her pussy once more, and she flashed him a dreamy, relieved smile. Then her smile faded quickly as she realized he had a cigarette in that hand. "No!"
Monica jerked back, her hair splashing over her shoulder blades while her fingers gripped the ropes holding her arms back. Her eyes widening, the woman saw the red, burning tobacco, the smoke curling up toward the ceiling as Jack held it inches from her right knee. It moved closer, the warmth reddening her flesh. Monica began to whimper, tears flooding her eyes.
"Ohhhhh!" she whined.
Arlette sucked in a ragged breath, her fingers plowing into the wet furry cunthole pulsing against her hand. He was going to burn her, going to burn her mother with that cigarette! The young teen felt her heart beating more wildly than before, and her rushing blood scorched her veins. Monica was jerking her thighs up and down now, her plump asscheeks bouncing off her feet. Jack was telling her something about how much she was going to like having that cigarette on her skin. Arlette doubted that. How could that much pain be pleasurable?
"Oh, please, please, don't, don't do this to me," Monica begged in a small voice.
Arlette let out a shivery moan when she heard her mother's strained voice. The sound of Monica's helplessness, her pleas, the way she was bound, and the way Jack was treating her somehow turned the young girl on. She moved her fingers more slowly up and down her fuzzy outer cuntlips, keeping the tips away from her clit for the moment. She had fingerfucked herself several times, but never with such a powerful sexual scene going on in front of her.
"Oh, no, no, no!"
Jack paused for a moment, the burning end of the cigarette an inch from her flesh just above her right knee. Monica peered down, horrified, her lips moving in silent prayer while her chest rose and fell mightily. She could already feel the burning tobacco, could feel her flesh singeing under the touch. And then…
"Agghghghghhhh!"
Monica thought her body would explode from the burning agony! Jack had dropped the cigarette to her flesh, leaving it there for a moment as the fire burned into her skin. There was an incredibly cold sensation for a second followed by the mind-bending feeling of fire slicking through her flesh! Monica jerked her hands wildly, the ropes cutting into her wrists. Her legs tried to straighten, those big muscles cramping as the stretched-thin pantyhose held and kept her prisoner. The blonde was thrashing as much as she could, her muscles bulging and pressing against her sweaty flesh, while her head snapped from side to side. "Noooo, oh, no, no, no!"
Monica was wild, her long blonde hair splashing over her face and throat, and her ruby-tipped tits slapped wetly together on her chest. Her nerves sang as that horrible cigarette burned into her flesh. There was the acrid aroma of her skin dissolving under that smoldering weapon.
"Ohhhhhh!"
Then he slid it up, up along one tendon, the tobacco burning the fine blonde hairs on her body. Monica whimpered, her jaw tight and drawn back while her eyelids fluttered and a pulse leaped at her throat. Staring back up at Jack, she saw he was wearing an almost amused expression, one corner of his mouth screwed up in a half-smile while his eyes twinkled. His prick was still sticking straight out, the head dark purple, juicing with precum as he pulled the cigarette up, up toward her cunt!
"Uhhhhhhh…" she growled frantically. Monica clenched her teeth together, the pain making her brain rattle with agony. Sweat coursed down the sides of her face, dampening her hair. It was as if he had dumped burning gasoline all over her body and was working it into the pores! And still, the cigarette stayed, trailing a long, red line along her flesh up toward her crotch. Monica jerked her head back, staring tearfully at the ceiling, begging God to let her faint, to lose consciousness rather than submit to this horror any longer.
"Ohhhhhh, yeah, baby, gonna make your cunt a lot warmer than it is," Jack taunted. He was humming some nondescript tune as he pulled that awful thing up closer to her pussy! She curled her fingers even more, digging the nails into her palms as the pain traveled higher and higher, up to her cunt. "No, ohhhh, no, no, no!"
He was going to burn out her pussy! He was going to ruin her, scar her for life with that awful cigarette! Monica went wild, tugging crazily at the ropes holding her arms, trying to straighten her legs once more, feeling the pantyhose cutting cruelly into her ankles. The bed rocked and squeaked madly as the woman thrashed.
"Oh, my God!" Monica gasped.
Arlette thought she was going to retch when she watched her mother moving around like that! She had never seen anyone thrash around in the same way, except maybe in horror movies or something. But this was real! This was no cinema fantasy! Her mother was going nuts, jerking and snapping her body from side to side while Jack was burning her with that cigarette. The girl could almost feel the pain, the heat as the burning white weapon inched closer and closer to Monica's cunt. She should interrupt or something, kick open the door, stop this horror. But something kept the girl from saying a word. She moved her fingers around, letting one touch the tiny bead of her clit. Another small shock cut through her thighs like the blade of a rusty knife. She took in a shuddery breath, licking her dry bottom lip. She felt wrong, terribly wrong, letting this thing happen in front of her while she was touching herself in this horrible way. But it felt so good, touching herself like this, touching herself and wondering what it would be like to be roped and branded like her mother was, threatened with that prick only inches away from her pussy!
"Mmmmmm…" she sighed.
Arlette felt her thighs ridging with tensed muscles, and her toes cramped until they hurt her terribly. She gasped in large breaths of air, following with shallow ones while her fingers steadily worked at her cunt. She could almost hear her hand as it slipped in and out of her virgin pussy. Her cunt was swollen with lust as that awful pulsing, itchy feeling grew more and more concentrated.
In front of her, the torture continued, Monica was sobbing and jerking her body around, howling as the cigarette moved closer to her cunt.
"Now, baby," the big stud hissed.
Jack changed tactics. He raised the cigarette from her inner thigh, moved it up several inches, then brought it down slowly, ever so slowly over her blonde pussy hairs.
Monica thought she was going to disgrace herself, going to piss from fright and pain when she heard the whispery crackle of her cunt hairs burning and curling back, blackened under the smoldering cigarette. And the heat! She felt it curling into her pussy, touching her clit, making that tiny sex spindle somehow more hot, more itchy. What was happening to her? Bondage was one thing. But this was sadism, simple and pure. Was she turning on to pain, enjoying the agony that was increasing her lustful pleasure? Monica shook her head violently, unable to analyze what was happening now.
"Ahhhhhh!" she screamed.
The burning tobacco was dropped into her cunt slit suddenly. It was an act she couldn't believe at first. Monica knelt there, her eyes wide, her mouth open as the cigarette hissed and went out in her wet pussy. A mindless cry tore from her throat as agony pulsed through her cunt. Something else happened, something that overrode the pain in an instant. That was an orgasm, a powerful climax that swept over her body and turned Monica into a rutting fucking sex machine. She bucked and jerked, her mind shattered into fragments by the combination of searing pain and burning lust.
When it was over the blonde sank back against the pillow behind her, the wet cigarette laying uselessly between her spread knees. Jack looked at her cunt with interest, smoothing his fingers over the burned path on her thighs, then rubbing his prick once more while staring hotly at the woman.
"You're ready, baby, ready to fuck a whole Goddamned football team. But you're just gonna fuck me."
"Fuck," Arlette whispered, the word burning on her lips. "Fuck," Monica whispered, her brain half addled by the ordeal.
"Yeah, fuckin'," Jack repeated, tucking his body under hers while adjusting her cunt directly over his prickhead.
The woman was still floating on waves of orgasm when she felt his cockhead pressing up against her cuntlips. That subtle touch, the feel of a man's prick rubbing life into her pussy after so long set her off once more. She stiffened, tugging at the ropes, her mind a whirlpool of color as Jack grunted and thrust his fat prickhead into the drooling slit of her pussy.
And all the while, young Arlette watched by the bedroom door, her fingers busily rubbing the fuzzy edges of her cuntlips together.



CHAPTER THREE


"Ohhhhh… it's so big, so very, very big! You're going to kill me with that thing!" Monica gasped, throwing her head back.
Forgotten was the pain from the cigarette, the slapping, the bonds. All she thought of now was his wonderful prick corkscrewing into her, shaving apart her seepy, itchy, slick cunt walls and tunneling deeper, deeper into her body. How her stomach convulsed! How her muscles cramped while her asscheeks bounced frantically against the heels of her feet! Nothing, it seemed, could be this good in the world! She gasped, her mouth open and sucking in oxygen to feed her twisting body as Jack's prick burrowed into her.
"Ohhhhhh, baby, yeahhh, you're good and hot and tight and fine down there," he groaned, reaching around and holding her around her hips.
How she loved that touch, the feel of his fingers cutting into her muscles, keeping her in place while his prick fucked in, slicing her body in two like a surgeon's scalpel. "Oooooohhhhh!"
More whimpery gasps exploded from Monica's tightened throat as her head fell back and her eyes closed! Up and down, up and down her body bounced, lowering more and more onto his rodding prick. Her belly muscles rippled with excitement, and her tits jiggled and bounced from her rocking movements. The smell and sound of fucking filled the room. And Jack was doing things now to make her hotter. Was she sore from that cigarette? Monica didn't know. All she could feel was one callused fingertip tracing around where her cunt flooded juice. He was sliding it around the tensed, aching muscles guarding her pussy. Then he moved his hand back, the finger barely touching the supersensitive ribbon of flesh between her asshole and her cunt. She could feel the jagged fingernail touching her wrinkled asshole flesh!
"Mmmmmmm…"
Surely there couldn't be any feeling in the world comparable to this! The woman was going wild with lust, bouncing like a puppet on Jack's cock. She rode him up and down, up and down, sweat trickling down her throat and oozing down both bouncing tits. How her nipples itched and burned, while her clit rubbed continually against the big man's hard, hot prick.
"Ohhhhh, mama…"
Arlette felt herself teetering on the brink of orgasm. Her clothes stuck damply to her aroused flesh. Her mother was getting fucked, fucked right there in front of her! She watched as Monica rutted like some barn animal in front of her, watched her mother's big tits bounce and jiggle as that stranger fucked her harder and harder. Two fingers twisted around and around in her virgin cunt, the tips pressing against her cherry, threatening to break through the thin barrier.
"Uhhhhhh, fuck me, fuck me harder!" Monica cried desperately.
"Fuck you 'til your brains bubble," Jack promised in a tense voice.
The big man slid his hands up her sides, tracing her curves, stopping at her tits, where he began squeezing and milking them. The touch was like a wild electrical fire in Monica. She cried out again, screaming the walls down when she felt Jack take her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and begin squeezing and twisting them. Oh, how they burned with that torment! And all the while, Monica felt her insides stretching out around his huge prickshaft. The woman tensed, waiting for that flaring cockhead to reach bottom! Still it plowed through, slurping over her slick cunt walls, trenching out her fuckhole. His cock was deep, so very, very deep. Monica trembled and shivered, feeling so good, hearing the slick noises of his prickshaft sliding past her cuntlips.
"Oh, God, I can't take much more," Monica gasped, feeling the world crashing down around her. More electrical sparks of sexuality showered into her cunt, drawing yet more strength and will from her. "It feels so huge inside me… so huge and hot and…"
"You're tight, baby," Jack interrupted, fucking the final three inches into the woman and holding tightly onto her. "You're real hot and tight. You ain't… uhhh… ain't had a man inside you for a long time, have you, bitch?"
"Oh, no, no, noooo!"
Arlette trembled. Was this her fate as a woman? If she didn't have men often enough, would she become like her mother, a mindless fucking machine who did these kinds of things with strangers?
"Uhhhhhh, fuck it out, fuck it out, baby, 'cause I'm gonna blow my balls in a sec'," Jack said, his voice strained and high.
"Cum, cum, cum!" Monica cried back, bouncing more frantically on his thighs. Monica was rocking back and forth, her hips grinding as best they could with the restraints holding her body captive. She could feel her cunt muscles tightening, milking at his fucking prick. Monica was making gurgling sounds in her throat, her mind burning with increased lust. Jack was hammering her clit now, drawing his cock halfway out, then slamming it back in, his balls squeezing up against her jiggling asscheeks. It was going to be the end, the end now!
"Oh, God!"
Arlette felt her body coming unglued as she watched her mother fucking herself. Instinctively, the girl knew Monica and her sadistic lover were close to the brink. She held off her fingering, waiting for the moment when the two would climax.
"You're gonna bring me off, baby… oh, yeahhh, you're gonna make me cum, bitch!"
"I can't stop… can't…"
Monica's ass was moving like a wild animal. Her spasming cunt was making rhyhmic, hard, milking movements around his prick, the circles tightening, releasing, then tightening once more. Oh, how her body needed Jack's prick there, needed it hammering into her pussy, touching her clit. She would surely lose her mind if she couldn't have his hot, heavy cockshaft, buried in her cunt. Oh, and how his fingers were straying up to her asshole, touching her shitter lips again! She didn't care where he touched her now! He could fuck her in the ass if he wanted with those fingers! Everything was good, so good! His prick up her cunt, his cock up her ass, it didn't matter! All Monica wanted was the final delight, that exploding sensation of her mind shattering. Cum! Cum! Yes, she wanted to cum! "Ohhhhh!" Arlette quietly gasped.
The teenager thought she was going to fall forward as her strength failed her. Monica was rattling off in some very private tongue of her own, while Jack kept swearing at her. Their bodies mashed and ground together. "Cummmmmm!"
It was her mother, screaming like a wild woman! That moment of madness was upon her! She was screaming and twisting, bouncing and jerking, and her tits jiggled and danced.
"Blow it out, baby, come on, blow it… ughhhhh!"
And then it was Jack's turn. Monica felt the jetting wads of cum spattering against her cuntwalls. That sensation sent her up higher, made her climax all that much more intense! She bounced and babbled, her orgasm more devastating than anything she had ever felt before in her life!
"Ahhhhhh, fuck, man, fuck!"
Arlette couldn't believe what was happening both to her mother and her. She watched the couple grinding against one another, heard her mother's desperate screams of delight as she rode Jack's spurting prick. And then her own climax swept over her like a tidal wave, smashing all restraint in the rutting teen. If the others had listened, they could have heard her crying out and gasping for air as she carne only a few feet away from them. But both Monica and Jack were trapped in their own private heaven. The teen was gasping, her one hand pumping at her swollen-open cuntlips, thrilling spasms of lust tearing apart her body. She swayed like someone who had drunk too much beer. She was drunk, drunk with a strange kind of lust she couldn't understand. Her body leaning heavily against the bedroom door molding, Arlette giggled with pleasure, feeling both ashamed and proud of herself. In a moment, she forgot everything around her as the pounding rage of her lust reached its peak. Her knees trembled, buckled, then gave way completely as she sank slowly to the floor, tears of delight straining her cheeks. Her fingers reached in deeper, plowing through the mushy heat of her cunt.
"Nooooo… ohhhhhh, it's so good, so very good… it's going to kill me!" the girl whispered through her sobs as a fire storm raced through her pussy, the flames encasing her body in flashing thrills.
How long Arlette was squattering in that awkward position by the bedroom door, she didn't know. When she came to and opened her eyes, she found herself near the crack leading into her mother's room. She shook herself into consciousness, grasped the doorknob and shakily stood up. It was quiet inside. Biting down on her lower lip, still feeling the aftershocks of her incredible climax, the young teen peered cautiously into the bedroom.
"Ohhhhh, God!"
Monica was untied, her arms at her sides, and her legs had been unbound, as well. Jack was on top of her, kissing her belly, squeezing her nipples while still humping his prick into her cunt. The woman was muttering something, rolling her head slowly from side to side, her eyes closed tightly. Yes, Monica was in a world of bliss still, oblivious to everything except that licking tongue and the prick slurping in and out of her fuckhole.
"No, oh, no."
Arlette mastered herself, backing away from the door, stumbling over her own feet and cursing her clumsiness. She had to get away, had to leave this horrible place for a while. She felt shame and confusion as she raced through the livingroom, bumping her shin on the coffee table and nearly overturning the heavy piece of furniture. Stopping behind the sofa, the young teen gripped the back, hanging her head down, trying to catch her breath. Horrible! Just horrible! She had witnessed something few children see – her mother fucking her brains out, and in such an obscene, perverse way! How could she ever face her mother again, look her in the eye without feeling a little sick?
Sounds! Footsteps! The bedroom door creaked open! One of them was getting up, perhaps padding over to the kitchen for something to drink. They would see her. Arlette shook off the thoughts settling on her brain, and she moved quickly to the front door, opening it, then slipping outside.
It felt good to be in the fresh air. Walking quickly to the sidewalk, Arlette avoided the streetlamp, afraid her mother or that stranger would see her leaving. Folding her arms across her tits, the young teen walked slowly toward Santa Monica Boulevard, her sandals scraping over the cracked concrete. Who was that man? Again, the question came to her mind as the cool air lifted her hair from her shoulders. Traffic was heavy on the boulevard tonight, row upon row of bright headlamps beading the broad avenue, and gaudy neon lights invited the curious into various bars.
Arlette looked at the scene, then closed her eyes and felt a delightful shudder pass over her cunt. Could she accuse her mother of something she also felt? She had witnessed something horrible. Yet she had done nothing to prevent it. She had enjoyed watching that man tie her mother up, had loved seeing Monica bound, then slapped and burned, and finally fucked out of her mind in that wild, perverse position! Even now, Arlette felt her flesh burn as she thought of that big man. Was he fucking her mother now? Did he have her between his powerful arms and legs, feeding her his massive cock, giving her one last fuck before he had to leave?
"My God!"
Glancing down at the blue face of her digital watch, the girl saw it was nearly ten. One more hour, and she would go home, pretending nothing unusual had happened. But how her world had changed. Turning south, the young woman walked back past her home, seeing the bedroom lights were still on. Fucking! All the girls in school talked about it, giggled about it, fantasized about it. Arlette laughed along with the rest of them, certain her time would come sooner or later. She had never felt particularly aroused with any of the guys around school or her neighborhood – certainly, nothing like what she had just experienced!
The side streets of West Hollywood were quiet tonight, a gentle breeze whispering through the tall eucalyptus trees lining the streets like soldiers. Behind her was the steady rumbling of city traffic down the boulevard. Yes, she had been living in a side street all her young life, away from the mainstream.
These and other similar thoughts swam through the girl's head as she walked back and forth, glancing nervously at her watch, wondering when it would be safe to come home. Shortly after eleven, she turned the corner and walked briskly toward her house, squaring her shoulders, feeling her heart beginning to beat wildly once more.
No car, no lights in the bedroom window! The man had gone. Arlette let out a sigh of relief, yet felt somehow disappointed at his disappearance. She almost wanted him to be there, wanted to surprise her mother and her lover, perhaps to be drawn into their filthy little game of S amp;M.
Opening the door, the blonde teen peeked into the livingroom. All was quiet, as before. The magazines she had accidentally knocked from the coffee table had been picked up and stacked neatly on one corner. Closing the door and locking it, Arlette began climbing the stairs.
"Is that you, Arlette?"
It was Monica, her voice drifting in from the other room. The girl shivered, remembering the thrill cries her mother made when she came with that stud. Her fingers gripped the wooden handrail as she struggled for some kind of control.
"How was the game?" her mother called. Monica came into the livingroom, a modest, dark-blue bathrobe wrapped tightly around her body. Arlette blushed furiously, glad only one light had been left on in the frontroom. The gathering darkness was masking her discomfiture.
"Oh, all right," she said with affected boredom, yawning and drawing her arms over her head. With that move, she remembered how her mother looked, her arms slung back, the ropes tugging hard at her wrists. She dropped her arms immediately, feeling a flash of embarrassment, the shame of someone who has accidentally seen a forbidden event and who can't relate it to anyone. "The other team… won," Arlette said haltingly, realizing that she had forgotten even who they were playing.
"Ohhhh, too bad. Well, perhaps next time," Monica said, tilting her head to one side and studying her daughter. There was something wrong, something strange about the way Arlette was behaving suddenly. Monica wanted to go further into this conversation, but the teen was already climbing the stairs, yawning and telling her mother she would talk more in the morning.
"Good night, Mother," Arlette called down, feeling the ceiling would collapse in on her if she were to stay down there any longer. Fucked! Yes, that's what her mother was fucked hard and long by that wonderful, horrible young stud. And now natural, how normal she looked now, so matronly and sedate. No one seeing her now could possibly believe she had been screaming the ceiling down, fucking her brains out while tied up in that grotesque fashion.
"Oh, God!"
Arlette didn't even go into the bathroom to shower and change. She was too confused, too exhausted, too drained by her experience. Making her way into the bedroom, the young teen fell across her bed.
"Oh, this is horrible, awful," she kept repeating in a whisper, closing her eyes and still seeing her mother and Jack fucking, coupling like two wild animals in the woods. Who was he? Would he come back? How had her mother landed someone like that? "God, God!" The girl draped one arm over her eyes and felt herself falling into a deep sleep. The last thing Arlette saw in her mind's eye was that fat prick, loaded with jizz, disappearing between the fur-edged lips of her mother's cunt.
In the morning, Arlette awakened with a start. Bright sunlight streamed in through her bedroom window. Turning to one side, she saw it was nearly eight o'clock. Rising quickly, the girl stripped off her clothes, showered quickly, then pulled on a white halter and matching tennis shorts, and she padded barefoot down the steps. She could hear her mother clattering around the kitchen. There was the pleasant aroma of bacon in the air.
"Morning," Arlette said sleepily, scooting behind the breakfast table and dropping a white paper napkin in her lap.
Monica had dressed earlier in an outfit similar to Arlette's a tight-fitting halter to show off her high-riding tits and a tight pair of shorts. She knew her body was still good, as finely tuned and attractive as most teenagers', including that of her daughter. Men still paused and did double takes when she walked by.
Jack. Monica bit her lip, pausing for a while while, stirring the bacon in the pan. That had taken her by surprise. How could she ever explain her reactions to someone like him? He was her husband's friend, had come over several days ago suddenly to see if there was any handy work that could be done. Jack Finney had been laid off his job at the Kaiser Steel Plant in Fontana earlier last month and was drifting through L.A., searching for work. Things had happened that day, things Monica couldn't explain to herself. It was as if some wall shattered the moment he stared hotly at her over that late-afternoon cup of coffee. Arlette wasn't at home. The house was quiet. In a moment, she found herself gathered in his arms, begging him for…
"Mother, someone's at the door. Should I get it?"
Monica nearly dropped the fork.
"Yes, dear. It's the handyman. I'm just finishing up here. Invite him in and see if he wants a cup of coffee."
Arlette finished her orange juice, dabbing her lips with the napkin, then rose from the table.



CHAPTER FOUR


Arlette thought she was going to hit the floor! That man! That same man, the one who had been fucking and hitting and roping her mother last night, was standing right there in the doorway, toolbox in hand. She stared stupidly at him, tempted to slam the door in his face and rush back into the kitchen.
"Can I come in? I've got some jobs to do here, girlie," Jack said dryly, his eyes taking in the girl's lithe body.
Arlette blushed furiously, knowing exactly what must be going on in Jack's mind. She stepped back, still searching for her voice, half expecting him to take her roughly in his arms and rape her there on the spot.
"Mother's inside," Arlette said in a choked voice, turning and walking stiffly back into the kitchen. Monica peered out around the doorway and smiled a little uneasily at Jack. Arlette saw her embarrassment and thought she would faint. She wolfed down the bacon, watching Jack and her mother as Monica poured out some coffee and handed it to the stud.
"Gotta take care of some of the tiles in the garden," Jack muttered, the cup to his lips, his eyes drifting from Arlette to Monica, then back to the frightened teen once more.
"Of course," Monica murmured, noticing Jack's attention, and feeling a slight twinge of jealousy mixed with fear. No, she couldn't let her daughter know about this, couldn't even let her suspect what had happened last night and what would possibly happen in the future. Her fingers trembling and cold, Monica steadied her coffee cup, feeling her asscheeks resting against the sink counter and wishing with all her heart that Arlette would go somewhere and leave her and Jack alone.
"I… think I'll go outside and get some sun or something," Arlette muttered, putting down her glass of milk and wiping the white mustache from her upper lip.
Jack muttered, finishing his coffee, his eyes following the teenager as she rose from the table, then trotted from the kitchen.
"Nice little filly you got there," Jack muttered, putting down the cup and pushing himself away from the table. Folding his hands behind his head, he tipped back on the chair, stretching his legs out in front of him. He looked so certain of himself, so damned cocksure of the woman shivering with excitement in front of him.
"She's not for you," Monica said, her voice unsteady.
"Oh? We'll see. Anyway, you think about what I said last night? You wanna go further? You wanna be my mare, baby? You wanna feel how it's like to do the whole bondage scene?"
Jack's black eyes glittered with amusement and lust all at once, and his feet shuffled under the table. Monica knew that she was on the brink of something that could be rewarding, as well as terrifying. She had heard about some of the S amp;M scenes. Stories of girls who had been kidnapped and tortured by their rapists somehow appealed to a dark force stirring in her. Jack had mentioned all sorts of leather harnesses and certain acts that made her flesh ripple with goosebumps.
"I don't know," the woman confessed haltingly, putting the coffee cup and saucer down with a clatter. The sound of the front door slamming shut nearly made her jump fromher skin.
"Sounds like the kid's gone. That leaves us alone… for a while. Bet she don't come back 'til lunch," Jack said, his voice dropping a tone. He was sitting back against the table now, his hands folded in front of him, his forehead wrinkled, one shock of hair hanging over his right eye. Monica felt her heart pounding, beating hard against her ribcage. What she was thinking was awful, almost unbelievable? How she hated one part of herself for giving into that stirring, dark force, making her palms so sweaty with excitement. To think she was considering letting Jack touch her like that, to do things to her when Arlette could come bouncing in at any second and discover them. And then it occurred to her that the possibility of her daughter discovering them added a pepper to her arousal. Shame, fear of discovery, a desire for punishment, a desire for prick – everything was mixing together in a heady brew as she stood there against the sink studying the big stud.
"All right," she whispered, hardly able to get the word out.
"It's in my toolbox," Jack said, kicking the large, gray-metal container from under the table.
"Oh?" Monica answered with interest, studying the large container. Her eyebrows raised, and she felt her pulse race a little more. It was nearly three feet in length, one foot wide, one foot high, with two metal holders on either side. It was the sort of thing handymen carried with them all the time. Apparently, what was inside was far from what a repairman would normally tote about.
"Let's go downstairs. Less chance of her findin' us down there, in case she does come back early," Jack said, pushing back from the table and standing straight.
Monica felt herself drawn to this man, this animal who was bent on mastering her. There was time, still time for her to run from him. But something made her turn and move to the kitchen door, open it and begin descending to the basement. She gripped the rotting handrail, hearing Jack's boot-heavy tread behind her. There were all the familiar appliances around her – the washer, the dryer, the waterheater, the double sink for rinsing out clothes. There were all the things she had used so mundanely before. But now it was all changed by this stranger who had touched some forbidden chord in her soul only a few days ago.
"Oh!" she gasped.
Jack had dropped the toolbox with a heavy clatter on the concrete floor.
"Strip!"
The command was simple, direct. There was almost a military edge to it as Jack pulled off his dirty, white cotton t-shirt, exposing the hairy expanse of his developed chest. Monica shivered a shudder of lust as she reached back with numbing fingers to unhook her halter. She felt the broad straps loosen around her shoulders immediately, the garment falling over her tits, then slipping to the floor. She could feel Jack's eyes burning her flesh as her fingers hooked around the waistband of her shorts and pushed down. Something like this was going to happen today. She had not known that, suspected it strongly, anyway. That's why she had worn no panties. The woman felt the sexy rub of the soft cotton against her thighs, felt her cuntlips swelling as she stepped from her shorts and finally stood there near the rinse basin, completely naked. Jack was bending down, having already opened the heavy top of the toolbox. Monica watched with growing curiosity as he fished around, finally pulling out what appeared to be several long pieces of black leather strips haphazardly fastened together at various points by rusty studs.
"Turn around."
Again, the military command tone; again, the immediate obedience. Somewhere in the distance, she heard several dogs barking. The sounds of children playing filtered in through the dirty, small windows at ground level. No one would peer in, see what was happening in this modest, two-story, wood-frame home. "Around your shoulders."
Two straps fell across her shoulders, the remainder of the harness-like device falling forward. A metal ring lay flat just between her jutting tits to which the two straps over her shoulders were attached. A longer third strip hung down toward her cunt from the ring.
"Now, gonna jockey this mother around to make it right. You're gonna be a good horse, baby, a real good horsie!"
His cutting words excited her imagination more, made her pussy cream and her clit pop up, red and stiff, from the surrounding moist flesh. It was such a strange device. Two more straps were attached laterally just below the top ring. These Jack fastened quickly like belts around her chest and hipbone, snugging them so tightly that her white flesh bunched up under the leather.
"Now for these. You're gonna dig havin' this bitin' into your pussy," Jack whispered, his fingers brushing over her cunt as they searched for two narrow strips of leather buckled at the end which dangled from the bottom belt gripping her hipbones. Jack took each strip, tucking it between her legs, making sure it was just on the edge of her drooling pussy groove. Monica threw her head back at the cool, comforting touch of the slick leather. Such a feeling of delight, of hot pleasure coursing through her bound body! The big stud tightened the crotch strips, pulling them around between her legs, then attaching the buckles to two positions on the rear of the lower belt. She was harnessed completely, her body encased in the soft, pliant leather.
"On your fuckin' knees, bitch!"
Jack put both hands on her shoulders, forcing Monica down to the floor. She complied, feeling the leather tensing around her shoulders and hips as she sank down into a doggie position. Her hands were stretched in front of her, her head hung down, her long blonde hair touching the floor and sweeping over her whitened knuckles. Jack smoothed his hands over her asscheeks, tugging on the leather, watching the woman wince at the increased pressure.
"Oh!" Monica choked.
He had slapped her hard with the back of his hand, long red stripes appearing on her right asscheek from the sudden, sharp smack.
"Get your hands back here," he said, lightly kicking the bottom strap around her hipbones with the tip of his boot.
Monica didn't want to anger her so-called master. Quickly sliding her arms back, she pressed her elbows against her sides while drawing her wrists together at the base of her spine. She crouched there like that as Jack moved back to his opened toolbox and pulled out a set of fleece-lined leather wristcuffs. Opening them all the way, he slipped one around each wrist, buckling them tightly, then hooking them together with a small set of rings attached to the small leather restraints. Next he fastened the linked cuffs to a small iron clamp in the rear center of the lower belt, thus preventing the woman from moving her arms as he had done the night before.
"Oh, God, God! This is… is hideous," she whimpered, tugging at her wrists, feeling a flash of moral guilt at what was happening to her.
"Right, and you dig every second of it, bitch. That's what you are," Jack said, pulling out what appeared to be a black latex tube with two small straps attached to either end. The big stud took the tube and jammed it deep into Monica's mouth, scraping it over her teeth and pulling back until it was pressing hard and painfully against the junction of her lips. Her jawbones arched as he drew the straps around her head, fastening them firmly together. It was now impossible for her to speak as she knelt there in that awkward position, the leather harness rubbing wonderfully and painfully against her flesh.
"Leather bitch," Jack muttered, moving around and smacking her naked ass hard with his hand.
"Mmmfmmfmffff!"
Monica let out a muffled cry, her eyes wide, her hair sweeping over the floor as his fingers burned into her bare assflesh. A burning tingle teased at her clit, and more pussy cream seeped from her fuckhole, wetting down the crotch straps.
"Bitch! Stupid, shit-bitch, I know your type," Jack hissed through his clenched teeth, striking his hand against her plump asscheeks twice, his fingertips leaving small, red marks where they bit into her white, jiggling flesh. "Trot that bitchin' ass around, then keep that pussy to yourself. That's what your old man used to say – you teased the shit outta him before you finally put out! Man, he should see you now," Jack said, snorting out a degrading laugh. Monica gasped through the gag when she felt him sticking one finger up her asshole, jamming it in to the second joint. "You can't get that butt up high enough for me," he added, pulling out his finger, wiping it against his Levi's, then raising one foot again and pressing the filthy sole against her ass.
"Ohfhfhfffff!"
He straightened his leg quickly, forcing the terrified woman forward, her forehead striking the floor. Monica cried out in pain and fear, losing her balance and toppling onto her right side.
"In the dirt, baby, that's where you belong, crawlin' around in the fuckin' dirt."
Jack was getting excited, his voice trembling more and more with each passing second as he looked down at the helpless, leather-bound, gagged blonde. Moving his foot up, he ground down on her spine, making Monica gasp through the gag and work her fingers against the restraining cuffs. She tried crawling forward, her nose scraping against the concrete, her tits pillowing out under her body, and her knees pressed down against the floor. The leather straps were cutting into her flesh even more, now that she was prone. And how those strips felt, cutting into her pussylips! How it felt when one of them slipped up on her juiceslicked flesh and rubbed over her clit!
"Huhhhhrrrrr!"
"Buy it, bitch, go on and buy it," he growled, pressing the toe of his boot down against the base of her spine, nearly cracking the small bones with the pressure. Monica thought she would surely break, perhaps be paralyzed for life when his foot snapped through her back. Then slowly, gradually, Jack moved his booted foot up, scraping the filthy toe up over the bumps of her discs until he was pressing down on her neck. Monica let out another cry, chomping down hard on the resilient latex gag. Spittle frothed from the corners of her forced-open mouth. His mare, his slave. Yes, Jack had made it apparent what he liked, what he wanted from a woman. And it was becoming clearer and clearer to Monica just what she wanted – a man like him, a master to her perverse passions.
"Ain't nothin' that you won't do. So crawl, baby, come on, crawl on the floor! Show me what kinda proud bitch you are now," Jack muttered, kicking Monica lightly on the back of her head.
Grunting, every joint in her body aching from the leather restraints, the woman wrestled to her original kneeling position, adjusting her arms behind her to ease the pulling pressure from the wristcuffs attached to the waiststrap. Jack was shoving his boot against her ass again, threatening to knock her back down onto the floor if she didn't move quickly. Shaking the hair from her eyes, Monica began – one knee forward, then the other, then the first, her kneecaps cracking from her bound position.
"Uhhhhh…" Monica moved.
She was a horse, his horse. And now Jack was straddling her, one leg on either side of her ribcage, his thighs pressing against her. There was the rubbing sound of leather against cloth. His belt. God, he was taking off his belt. Monica knew what he was going to do. Twisting her head around, she saw him looping the thing, swinging the makeshift whip over his head.
"Come on, baby, come on, move it!" There was the whistling sound of the leather hissing through the air. And then came the heated smack, the crack of the belt against her moaned as she ass. "Uhhhhhh!"
Monica jerked forward, her body shuddering under the brutal attack. Again and again, the belt sliced through the dark shadows of the cellar, smacking against Monica's asscheeks, reddening her flesh until it glowed, while more juices frothed from her cuntslit and wet down the leather restraints. Monica grunted like an injured animal, crawling one knee forward at a time, her head bent low in defeat, her jutting shoulderblades pressing against the horrid restraints as Jack followed her, his knees even with her shoulders.
"Come on, baby, gimme a good ride… come on, move it faster."
The belt swung over his head once more, crashing down this time on her side. Monica let out a loud hiss of air, nearly blacking out from the surprise injury. Her flesh felt singed by the fires of hell as that belt slammed first on her asscheeks, then against her ribcage! "Uhhhhhh…" she growled in pain. "Ohhhhh, yeahhhh!"
Jack was rubbing his crotch against her back, reaching down with his free hand to pull open his zipper while still beating her ass regularly with the looped belt.
"Uh! Uh! Uh!"
Monica cried out with grunts each time the belt chewed into her flesh. Tears of pain and humiliation welled up in her eyes, rolling over onto her burning, flushed cheeks as she kept crawling. The woman could go no farther! Her strength seemed drained by all the blows. With a sigh of defeat, Monica stopped her crawling as she neared the rinsing sink, her muscles growing relax.
"Too much, eh, baby? Maybe you need something that's gonna spruce you up." Jack slipped off of the crumpled woman, pulling down his jeans, then stepping out of them. Peering through the hair covering her eyes, Monica saw that prick, that cock she had become a slave to. God, it was so long, so very long and thick. Her cunt spasmed as she studied it. Yes, that wonderful fuckshaft had pumped out her hole last night. And was she ready to be mastered by that thing again!
"Want my prick in you, huh, baby? Can you feel it slippin' in, already, shoving down into your gut? Good, 'cause that's just what's gonna happen to you… only not the way you think."
Monica shivered. She could only guess what Jack had in mind.



CHAPTER FIVE


The big stud had mounted her from behind, holding her asscheeks apart with one hand while sticking his prickhead against her shitter. Monica saw stars, her head whirling around and around. She sucked in air rapidly. Panting, wheezing, the terrified woman felt the pressure increase against her asshole as Jack grunted like a stuck pig behind her. "Nooooofffffff!"
Monica shook her head in a silent plea, the pain from her asshole edging down to the rounded curves of her asscheeks and down her thighs. It was so awful, so horribly painful. He was going to fuck her in the ass, drive his fat, long cock down into her bowels! Her husband had tried that once or twice unsuccessfully. Always, Monica had pushed him away, feeling the pain she had endured initially couldn't possibly be worth any pleasure she would get later. But now the woman had no choice. The restraints held her in place while Jack had no choice. The restraints held her in place while Jack squatted down a little more as if he were taking a shit, pressing his cockhead harder and harder against her violated asshole.
"Uhhhh… man, you're real tight… probably ain't been fucked there," he mut tered, pulling back and rubbing her asshole with one finger. Monica winced, sighing, grateful for the temporary relaxation of pressure against her body.
"Ooooohhhhhhh!"
"Gonna take care of that right now. Gonna make you loose enough so I can take you in the butt," Jack muttered.
Monica felt him getting down on his knees, felt his big hands gripping her asscheeks, forcing them apart, exposing her cunt and shitter. The woman groaned, feeling the cool air wafting against the moist, hot meat of her peeled open pussy. Why couldn't he fuck her there? Why couldn't he be sanding his prick back and forth, rubbing that hunk of cock meat over her tingling clit as he had the night before? No, he was teasing her, purposely not touching her cunt as her pussy lips swelled and fluttered with excitement, keeping his fingers well away. She could feel his panting breath now against her asscheeks. And then… and then he was drawing his tongue over her asscrack! Yes, she could feel it sliding up and down the deep split while his bushy mustache tickled the sweaty, sensitive flesh. Monica curled her fingers until they cramped, biting down on the gag as wild feelings coursed through her body.
He was moving down, down toward her shitter, his callused fingers holding her asscheeks apart. It was wild, obscene! And then his tongue was working on her asshole, sliding back and forth, lapping up and down, messing up her shitter. And what was even more amazing was the other feelings resulting from his tonguing, hot, spicy feelings radiating down to her unattended clit! Monica groaned, chewing on the latex gag, wishing she could tell Jack how much her cunt burned and ached for attention. How she wished she could have something good and hot and stiff sinking into her pussy, forcing out the juices as it tunneled into her body. Instead, he was licking her shitter, caressing the pink, wrinkled skin with his tongue while her cunt seemed to be forgotten. "Uuufuufffffff!"
Jack increased the pulling pressure, tugging her asscheeks yet farther apart, then sticking his tongue all the way in! Monica let out a gasp around the spit-slicked gag, her eyes widening at this new violation! She could feel his tongue scraping along the silky slick lining of her outer bowels, Jack's moustache tickling her assflesh. He was growling like some kind of wild animal as he kept licking and sucking at her asscheeks. Already, his spittle was dripping down her asscrack and oozing into her pussy slit! The woman groaned loudly again, wagging her ass from left to right. It was so good, so wonderfully good having his warm, wet mouth sucking on her ass, that tongue curling in, licking up and down while his teeth pressed in against her soft ass flesh.
"Ooooofoffffffff!" the blonde gasped. Monica felt another powerful series of spasms scorch her cunt. Tensing her muscles until they cramped, the woman pulled at the leather which restrained her arms, yanking at the cuffs, feeling that move tighten the two belts encircling her body.
"Ready now for it, baby. I can tell you're ready for anything!"
Jack pulled back, wiping his mouth with the back of one hand while he studied the round, spit-slicked globes in front of him. Spitting down into one palm, the big stud greased down his prickhead. Then he put his big hands on either side of the woman's asscheeks and positioned himself for the initial insertion. Monica knew what was going to happen. Taking in a deep breath, she held it, closing her eyes, wishing she could somehow faint and escape the pain she knew would inevitably follow.
"Leather bitch," he muttered, hunkering down like a dog and moving forward. Monica felt his prickhead again, pressing up against her asshole. Only this time, she was more ready for the attack than before. She gasped and wheezed the moment she felt pressure being applied. She could feel her asshole puckering in, could hear Jack panting and gasping behind her while his fingers tightened around her asscheeks. "Oooooooohhhhh!" she moaned.
The dull pain became sharper, concentrated as the big man behind her kept on shoving down and in. For a moment, Monica thought Jack would never get his cock into her body. She could almost feel his prick bending in the center, unable to force its way through. Then gradually, slowly, she felt her sphincter giving way, relaxing under the constant, steady pressure of Jack's cock.
"Aggghhhhhhh!" Monica screamed, snapping her head back as a particularly sharp jolt of pain from her ass shot through her body.
"Take it, bitch! Come on, you're nothin' but shit, and I'm gonna feel your shit on my prick! Come on, relax that ass and take my cock," Jack grunted, closing his eyes and tensing his hip and thigh muscles once more.
Monica screamed again, louder than before, chomping down again and again on the latex gag. Sweat oozed down her cheeks and forehead. It was as if someone were branding her shitter, sticking a red-hot poker into her bowels, then twirling it around and around. Her thighs ached, the joints in her legs felt as if they were going to pop as Jack kept on shoving his cock against her asshole. He would tear something in there, would destroy her with that horrible prick if he kept this up. Again and again, the frantic blonde tried to jerk her hands free. Her wrists pulled at the cuffs, her violent moves making the chain-links rattle and clank as that horrible agony grew worse and worse.
"Uhhhhhhhh…"
Jack eased his pressure for a moment, letting the woman relax. Monica dropped her head, panting heavily, wishing again that she would faint. Instinctively, the woman pushed outward as if she were taking a shit. Monica then felt one of Jack's hands leaving her asscheek for his prick. He was holding his cock rigid, bracing it for another attack. The blonde gasped, trying to let her ass muscles relax. That was the only way. The more she fought him, the more it would hurt her. Relax, relax, Monica told herself as she heard Jack suck in a deep breath, then hold it.
"Take it, bitch, you're gonna be here all fuckin' day 'til you take it!"
Like a rock, his prick jammed up against Monica's asshole. There was a moment's pause, then his cockhead slipped all the way into her bowels.
"Unnfnnffffff!" she cried.
Her mind exploded, shocks of pain shooting up and down her spasming arms and legs. He was shoving more and more into her asshole now, slapping her asscheeks in wild abandon, calling Monica all sorts of vile names.
"Slut! Goddamned cocksucking bitch! Man, take that prick up your ass! Yeahhhh, gobble up my cockmeat with that hungry ass you got! Fuck, it's so Goddamned nice and tight and hot down there, baby, almost better 'n that juicin' pussy you got."
To emphasize his point, Jack reached down with one hand, and he began rubbing her cuntlips together, at times touching the red tip of her clit and making the woman frantic with delight.
"Uhh! Uhhh! Uhhhhh!"
The leather, the restraints, his prick up her ass – everything was conspiring to make her a rutting slut! Yes, that's all she was, a rutting bitch, her cunt running with lava-like juice while that man was filling her asshole with all his prickmeat. Monica closed her eyes in defeat, loving the sensations now radiating from her asshole, making her cunt even hotter than before.
Jack let go of her hip, reaching around to one of her tits and squeezing the nipple. Monica went wild, squirming, moving her ass back toward the big, hot belly pressing up against her and wagging frantically. He was touching all the hot spots of her body, turning her into a fucking machine!
"Man, that's it, baby! Ohhhh, yeahhhhh, let of Jack turn you on, make you feel real good with his chuggin' prick."
Monica was turning on to the game. She moved her ass as sensuously as she could, that slow invasion of her ass hurting her terribly as well as exciting her. It was so good. But it would be that much better if Jack were only to touch her cunt again. His fingers tweaking her nipples made her feel so hot! But it would be even better if he would touch her cunt! "Uhhhhhh…" she sighed.
Another thick inch of his prick speared her gut. His cock was splitting her wide open! Monica spread her legs apart a little farther. Jack was tugging up on the top leather strap now, choking the wind from her chest, then letting her go as she panicked from lack of oxygen. Leaning forward, he jerked his hips forward a little more, the force of that fucking motion lifting her knees from the basement floor. Monica grunted, the widening head of his prick seeming to go on forever. Would it touch her belly, fill her stomach with jizz when it finally went off deep inside her? Monica tossed her again, salty tears burning into her nostrils as the slowness of his fucking brought her feet off the floor once more.
"Uhhhhhhhhh!"
Now both his hands were slipping under her hips, kneading her tits cruelly, pinching her nipples until the woman cried desperately through the latex gag. His fingers seemed to threaten to tear off her tit tips as he twisted and hurt them so badly.
"Gonna go for it now, honey! Yeah, you fuck-slut, gonna go for it all the way!" Monica then felt a sudden easing of the pressure in her ass. That forward chugging motion had stopped. Jack half lay over her, panting against the back of her neck, his legs pressing against the backs of hers while his cock jerked around in her bowels. It was so weird, so strange having something that big stuffed up her tight ass.
And then he started pulling out, slowly withdrawing his prick from her rectum. Monica's eyes rounded, bugging out as she felt that obscene suction on her shitter! It was as if he had sucked out all her bowels! Her arms and legs were spamming. Curling her spine, the woman snapped her head back, growling and grunting from the sudden change in direction of that horrible fucking. Monica bit down harder, going wild with the movements of his unpredictable cock. She shoved her asscheeks toward him, feeling her sphincter closing down on his withdrawing prick as her body tried to stop that strange vacating feeling.
"Yeah, baby, you want it in you now, right? Before, you couldn't take it. And now… now you wanna have my prick shoved in all the way! Fuck it, little fuckin' slut, you're nothin' better 'n some Goddamned Hollywood slut!"
Monica felt completely torn. Guilt, humiliation, and mind-blasting pleasure shot through her. She wrestled her tits against his hands, feeling the squeezing pain from her nipples driving more and more concentrated heat into her crotch. The round mounds of her ass flexed against Jack's belly as he stopped, the swollen lobes of his prickhead barely in her asshole.
"Uhhhhhh!" she gasped.
He was sliding it back in, burrowing his cock into her body, his balls tight, tense and eager to cut loose into her shitter.
"Ooofoofffffff!" Monica panted as Jack kept going, going past where he had stopped before. Her eyes glazed over as she felt another series of spasms ripple through her body. She kept thinking that surely he would have to stop. There couldn't be much of his prick left to stick up her ass. But he was pushing more and more of it up her ass. Ohhhhh, how much more sensitive her rectal nerves seemed to be than she had ever thought! It seemed that the thick bar of prickmeat pistoning in and out of her ass was growing, growing until it was the size of a baseball bat! He was impaling her, tearing her body in half with his big cock. And still it kept going in, in, spreading apart her asscheeks.
Again, that steady pressure eased. Monica felt Jack's belly against the tops of her asscheeks, and she thought he must be in all the way. The woman let a long sigh escape from around the latex tube gagged in her mouth. Then Jack began pulling back a second time. And again, Monica groaned, her body shivering from that obscene vacuuming. Surely, she felt, he had to be pulling her bowels inside out!
"Nice, good ass, good fuckin' butt," Jack muttered, slapping the backs of her legs, then pinching her asscheeks hard until the woman squealed through her rubber gag.
Monica was going wild as he fucked her hard, pressing her ass back against him. She arched her back like a cat, the odd fullness inside her bowels starting to arouse her more and more. It was a different kind of heat from the one in her pussy. But it was powerful, strong enough to take her breath away! The woman gasped and squealed, wiggling her ass from side to side, feeling her body spread more and more as Jack grunted and fucked behind her.
"Uhhhhh!" she kept moaning.
Monica writhed against the leather restraints, the strips around her cuntlips rubbing steadily and slickly now against her clit. The feel of that leather knifing into her pussy, rubbing against her dark-red, wet cuntmeat was too much! The woman began flexing her thighs, bouncing them up and down and from side to side in a rhythm that insured constant rubbing against the leather strips. Juice frothed from her fuck hole, dribbling down her tendon-ridged thighs, wetting down the strips more and more. Her tits rocked and jiggled against Jack's massaging hands. It was a sexual feast! Everything was exciting her, turning her on! How much longer could she go on without collapsing entirely?
"Huhhhrrr! Huhhhrrr! Huhhhrrr!" he growled behind her.
Jack was getting close to cumming. She knew he was close to dumping his load into her ass. Monica squeezed her ass muscles tight around his cockshaft, trying to drag out more and more sensation from his prick. She didn't care how much he was hurting her now, how much the pain mixed strangely with the pleasure. She just wanted all of his cock hammering into her now, wanted to feel his balls slapping again and again against her asscheeks until the spinning ball of heat in her pussy exploded.
"Oooooohhh, God!" Monica gasped. Jack was going for it, shoving back and forth, gradually speeding up his cockstrokes until Monica thought her ass would explode from the fiery heat. The ramming length of his fucking increased the heat slicking into her pussy. And then he reached down with one hand, screwing two fingers into her pussy while creasing her clit with his jagged thumbnail. That was all the woman needed. Yelping like a kicked puppy, straining against the leather restraints, Monica felt herself topple over into the abysss of climax, jerking, twitching, writhing wildly.
"Yagggghhfhhfhfffff!" she screamed. There was another sensation now, the feeling of hot jizz spattering into her shitter. It was Jack's cum blowing up in her, spilling his jism, shooting it down into her guts while she screamed with incredible fury. How long Monica spasmed and groaned, she didn't know. The fiery jolts in her ass and cunt seemed to go on and on for an eternity. But end, it did, and the woman found herself crouched completely over, her forehead resting against the floor as her arms jerked in their restraints.
Jack rubbed his hands slowly, rhythmically up and down over her back, his prick jerking in her ass for several more minutes. Then, shrunken back to normal size, his fat cock slipped on its own grease of cum from her fuckhole. Shivering, Monica felt reality begin to trickle in. What about Arlette? She would come home soon.
And there she was in the cellar, trussed up like a mare, with Jack stark naked!
"I'm beat, baby. But this ain't the last time we're gonna play," Jack muttered, pulling the latex gag from her mouth and starting to unhitch the leather harness confining her body.
Monica spat to one side, licking her lips to rid her mouth of the foul rubber taste still there. What a horror she had endured. And worse yet, what a horror she had loved! Yes, there was no doubt about it, she enjoyed it very, very much! What on earth was wrong with her? The more Jack insulted her, hurt her, degraded her, the more she wanted him!
"And keep your little daughter clear of me," Jack warned, pulling the harness off Monica, then dropping it carefully into his opened toolbox. "Bet you she's just like you, baby, and I don't leave things like that alone if I get a chance."
I'll kill you if you touch her, Monica vowed to herself as she watched his fat, limp prick disappear under Jack's upsliding Levi's.



CHAPTER SIX


Three days had passed since Monica's ordeal in the cellar. Arlette hadn't returned from the outdoors until later that afternoon, more than enough time for Monica to wash and try to compose herself. As she sat there in the livingroom, her back stiff, fingers clutching at the wide armrest, the woman tried to think why on earth she was turning into a… a perverted slut! That was the only word for her behavior! Occasionally sleeping around, even promiscuity could be explained, was even partially acceptable in her mind. But this? No, nothing in her upbringing could explain why she enjoyed this kind of humiliation and degradation. Her life was turning upside down, and Monica had no explanation for it. All she knew was that Arlette had to be kept free from it! She wouldn't allow her daughter to be dragged down into the sane sewer in which she wallowed with Jack. And he had said something about Arlette, had told Monica he was interested in her daughter!
Monica groaned, placing one hand over her stomach as she gazed into the big fireplace across the way. It had been so difficult raising Arlette after her husband had run away. Thank God for the stocks and property her mother had left her, giving Monica the freedom to raise her daughter without drudging out a nine-to-five living. And now it would all go to waste, all become ruined if Jack were to put his filthy hands on her daughter. Just the thought of it, the idea of Arlette suffering one tenth of what she had had to endure made Monica tremble with rage and terror.
All these fears, however, remained unspoken when Arlette came in the door, smiling rather wanly at her mother. She looked so innocent, so fresh standing there in the foyer, her blonde hair fanned back over her narrow shoulders. The attractive appearance of her daughter nearly took Monica's breath away as she stood there admiring the girl. Yes, Arlette was a young, beautiful girl, hovering on the edge of womanhod, but still retaining that delightful aura of innocence. Why did she have to grow up, to face the same problems Monica felt herself facing? How she wanted to enfold her daughter in her arms and tell her everything, begging her forgiveness. Instead, she spoke stiffly about menial things, her heart breaking as she watched Arlette climb the stairs to her private room.
Three long days passed. On the fourth, Monica was in the livingroom, her mind focused on one thing only. Cock! How awful that she, a college-educated young woman, could now only think of prickmeat, of that long, thick cock that hung from Jack's crotch. He hadn't been around for the past few days, and that absence was making Monica very, very nervous. She was a mature woman, wasn't she? She could control her emotions. But more and more, Monica found herself fixing drinks, swallowing the burning liquor to quiet the rioting emotions in her body. Now, standing there alone in the livingroom with the darkening shadows of evening drawing across her legs, Monica thought of Jack and trembled, the ice cubes rattling merrily against the glass. It was awful, terrible. The feeling of her cuntlips swelling over the swollen nub of her clit took her breath away. She shivered, closing her eyes, trying to push that feeling away. But it just wouldn't disappear. Even just standing there, Monica felt shamefully close to a climax.
Damn!
She took another swallow, then guiltily put the glass down as she heard Arlette come in through the back door into the kitchen.
"It's a beautiful sunset, mother," the girl said, pushing her fingers through her hair. Monica said nothing, stepping in front of the glass, afraid her daughter would think she was turning into an alcoholic if she saw the vodka tonic. Monica had seen her daughter's disapproval several days ago when she downed two glasses of red wine for dinner. And people talked about how immoral the younger generation was!
"Oh, yes, very lovely," Monica gasped, wondering if now was the time to find out about her daughter, about how she felt about… certain things. Arlette walked past, bending down to flick on a table lamp, then throwing herself rather carelessly onto the wide sofa. Picking up a magazine, the girl thumbed through it slowly, tucking her long legs under her ass. With the short skirt she wore, Arlette was exposing her asscheeks in that position. Monica eyed the girl with disapproval, wondering if she should say something about her daughter's dress.
"Something wrong, Mother?" the girl asked, noticing Monica's stare.
"Oh, nothing, nothing. It's just that… I hope you weren't wandering around in that outfit. It's very revealing, Arlette."
The girl frowned, closing the magazine, then laying it on the table. They had had this kind of discussion before with poor results.
"Mother, I'm capable of taking care of myself. Besides, some of the girls at school would call this modest," Arlette retorted, affecting a bored expression. Then her face cleared. "Where's Jack, that handyman? I haven't see him around here for the past few days. Is he through?"
Monica felt a shudder ripple through her body. It was some time before she could compose herself and answer Arlette's question. Was her daughter studying her? It felt as if those clear blue eyes had suddenly become sharp, inquisitive. That was silly. What on earth could Arlette possibly suspect?
"No. He's been… ill, I believe. I'm sure he'll be back. I… I haven't heard from him, though." Her words came out haltingly, strained. Monica saw her daughter's forehead wrinkle, and she felt her breath coming in shorter and shorter pants. Dear God, she had to get away from here, or she would surely give herself away.
"Oh," Arlette commented softly, sighing, then reaching forward for the magazine. Monica collected herself, feeling another craving for a drink, yet afraid to fix one in front of her daughter. The mall down the way. Yes, she would drive to the mall, do some late afternoon shopping, then perhaps stop in for a cocktail to steady her nerves at a respectable restaurant. Surely not to look for a man. Oh no, not that! Just a drink, something that would cool down the aching, pulsing itch that was driving her out of her mind.
Arlette shrugged at her mother's sudden announcement, saying she would fix something for both of them for a late dinner. In a way, she was glad for the absence. Something had happened the afternoon she had left her mother, she was sure of it. The way Monica acted, Arlette was certain that Jack had been there once more, fucking her mother. As the front door slammed, the girl stretched her legs over the coffee table, staring at their fullfleshed whiteness, wondering if Jack would enjoy taking her to bed! Yes, she was certain he would. He was a horny man, a big man, a man who enjoyed beautiful, vulnerable things, exactly what Arlette felt she was. "Oooohhhhhhh…"
Closing her eyes, the girl lightly traced her fingernails up and down her bare thighs. Just that light touch sent shivers of delight racing straight for her clit! Arlette tensed her thigh and ass muscles, rubbing her heels over the coffee table. Yes, just the thought of that big man bent over her mother, whipping the blonde with his belt while driving his cock into her cunt made Arlette whimper through her nostrils with excitement.
"Ohhhh… Jack," the teenager sighed. She could see the ropes now, could see the pantyhose cutting her mother's flesh while he drilled her pussy, his fat, high-riding balls slapping noisily against her asscheeks. How Monica had twisted and moaned, squealing with unspeakable delight with each forward driving, clit-splintering move of his prick. There was the sound of her mother's car backing from the drive, then squealing forward on the street heading toward Santa Monica Boulevard. Was she really going to the Galieria Shopping Mall, or was she heading for a secret rendezvous with Jack?
"Damn!"
Arlette curled her fingers into two tight fists, pressing them against her thighs. She felt left out, abandoned by those two. She was a mature woman… or nearly so. Why didn't Jack come on to her? Why didn't he take her in his arms, throw her to the bed and… and… do things to her.
"Oh!" she gasped.
Arlette flushed beet red, pulling her legs from the coffee table and bolting upright. What could she be thinking of? She was a good girl, a decent girl. Those kinds of thoughts would surely get her into a sort of trouble from which she would never escape! What her mother did was one thing. But she had a chance, a chance not to slip into that filthy hole that…
The phone! Standing up, Arlette walked to the hall, wondering if her mother had suddenly had a flat or something, and needed help. Once the receiver was against her ear, however, Arlette knew it wasn't Monica at the other end of the line.
"I'm comin' over to fix the drain in the back garden," Jack said before Arlette even had a chance to speak. She found her voice, clearing her throat. How her fingers grew cold and numb around the receiver!
"My… my mother isn't here right now. Maybe you could come over a little later… or tomorrow," she said, surprised at how low her voice had become.
There was a long pause, broken only by the steady, heavy breathing of the stud. Arlette felt that awful rushing tingle between her legs, that concentrated mushy heat in her furry pussy while her cunt walls trembled under the rising excitement.
"I'm comin' over anyway. They're talkin' about rain tomorrow. The place'll flood unless the drain's fixed. See you in a bit."
A clattering sound was followed by the dial tone. Arlette stood there transfixed by her own private horror, still holding the phone in one hand. No, she couldn't be alone in the same house with Jack. She couldn't trust him, couldn't trust herself. What would happen if something did go on between them, then her mother walked in and found them.
Arlette's mind whirled around like a merry-go-round. Finally placing the receiver back in the cradle, she simply stood there. Arlette couldn't have been more terrified. She wanted to rush outside, leaving the door open for Jack while she searched for her mother. Instead, Arlette stood there, then slowly walked into the livingroom and waited for Jack.
He came in ten minutes, his now-familiar heavy tread growing louder outside the door. The bell rang, the jangling sound making the girl nearly jump out of her skin. She hesitated, then opened the door.
"My mother's…"
"Yeah, kid, I know. Just let me do my work," Jack said gruffly, stepping past her with a quick, but steady, hot look.
Arlette closed the door, putting one hand to her chest and breathing with some difficulty. She watched as Jack disappeared through the kitchen doorway. There was the sound of the back door opening. And then she could hear the sounds of work in the rear patio. Arlette sighed with relief and disappointment. Jack paid little, if any, attention to her. Monica was the only thing he was interested in. Pouting, Arlette shuffled her sandaled feet over the thick piling, her hands clasped loosely behind her. All her wild fantasies fell apart in that one moment. Was she attractive? Would Jack notice her? As dangerous as it was, Arlette felt she had to know. Prudence told her to remain in the house until her mother came home. Something else told her to stop outside and do what she could to arouse that dangerous young man.
If I were a man, I'd go after me, Arlette thought to herself, glancing at her reflection in the big hall mirror as she walked briskly from the livingroom into the kitchen. The sounds of his working grew louder. Pausing in the kitchen only for a moment to gather what little courage she had, Arlette stepped outside, spotting the bent-over shape of Jack near the border of the garden. He was tearing up some tiles, his t-shirt soaked with perspiration. Arlette held her breath. She could hardly swallow, and her heart felt heavy as it pounded against her chest. Jack stopped his work in a moment, aware suddenly that someone else was in the patio area. He turned around, staring up at her with those hooded, sexy black eyes. Arlette turned to butter.
"I thought, since you were working so hard, you might want a lemonade or… or something."
Her voice trailed off to a whisper. Arlette could hardly believe the hunger she felt. It was like a small, wild animal gnawing away at her insides. She wanted Jack to grab her, hold her the way she had seen him hold her mother. She wanted him to overwhelm her, smother her with his body while ropes… oh, it was too much for her to think about right now.
"That's okay, kid. Arlette, ain't it? That's your name, I mean," Jack said, brushing off his hands on his Levi's and standing up.
He was so tall, nearly blocking out the sky in front of her! He seemed easy, relaxed as he smiled at her.
"Y-yes."
Jack rubbed his nose, that same dirty smirk on his face she had seen several nights before. Had she started something she couldn't finish?
"That's good… knowin' your name, I mean. Don't like to start these things without knowin' a broad's name."
Arlette felt the ground moving under her. She closed her eyes, her heart stopping. No, it was starting again. She clenched and unclenched her fingers. She could run, rush out into the streets and wait until her mother returned. But instead, she stayed as Jack brushed off his pants, then approached her.
"I…"
"You don't have to say nothin', kid. You want it… like your old lady does. All in the Goddamned family," he muttered, circling one hand around her small neck. Arlette pushed back against the feeling. She was shameless, as shameless as her mother!
"Please, I don't want to…"
It was a lie. It was all a lie. Yes, she wanted to experience what her mother had, to have the feeling of being roped and raped. Her virginity, her innocence, her reputation – nothing mattered to her now as Jack caressed the nape of her neck, then drew her closer. In a moment, she felt his lips touching hers, soon crushing her lips back against her teeth while his tongue wiggled down deep into her mouth. Never had she been kissed like that! The world exploded and spun around in a kaleidoscope of bright colors as Jack hunched his crotch against her.
"Baby… you're a hot little thing… and I'll bet you ain't been tapped yet."
"What?"
"You still got your cherry," Jack explained, rubbing her ass with both hands, gathering up the soft material of her dress until the girl could feel his fingertips rubbing over her asscheeks. She felt the hot bulge of his cock pressing out against the front of his jeans and let out a little gasp of delight. It was going to happen, and happen with him.
"Come on. I'll leave my stuff here. I live a couple of miles down the way. Don't want to do nothin' here 'less your old lady comes in and finds us," Jack said, breathing hotly into her ear.
It was wrong, terribly wrong! She was giving into this man, going away with him. But excitement scorched her veins, making her throw prudence to the winds. She was panting like a bitch dog as his hands moved up and down her body. Nothing mattered at all. She didn't care. Sucking in a deep breath of air, Arlette followed the big man, Jack guiding her with his hand loosely on her neck. They walked around the house to a van parked in front of the house. She slipped into the passenger's seat, feeling her hot little cunt pressing against the cool vinyl, the juices dampening the narrow nylon crotch panel of her briefs.
"Gonna make it quick, baby. You got me real hot," Jack said, touching her bare thigh for a moment, then turning on the engine. The subtle rumbling of the engine stimulated her pussy even more as they threaded their way quickly through the dimly illuminated streets of West Hollywood. Arlette didn't pay any attention to where they were going. She stared straight ahead, unable to believe she had taken this tremendous step. Going out with this strange man, her mother's lover! And yet why was she smiling there in the dark as Jack guided his car to a stop in front of a small, onestory house on Romaine Avenue?
"Okay, out."
Everything for the next few moments was a blur. Arlette was so excited that she could hardly breathe normally. She was walking up a path, standing before a door, then finding herself inside the house. Jack was telling her to move forward, one hand pushing between her shoulderblades. There was the smell of stale tobacco in the house as she walked past a darkened kitchen, a bathroom, and finally into a back bedroom. The shutting of the door behind her brought the girl around.
"Oh!" she gasped.
Rings hung on the wall to either side of the small headboard. An image of her mother, her arms stretched over her head while Jack hunched over her, flashed through Arlette's mind with an accompanying fear. Somehow the stud seemed bigger than before. When he approached her, Arlette felt suddenly terrible vulnerable and terribly afraid. She flinched back, shrinking against one wall and half turning around, raising her right shoulder protectively up against her chin.
"Little girl find herself biting off more than she can chew, huh?" Jack said, guessing her thoughts. "Maybe so. But we're gonna find out about that now."
Arlette watched with big eyes as Jack slowly began unbuttoning his Levi's. Perhaps, she thought hazily, this wasn't such a very good idea after all.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"Uhhhhhh…"
Arlette groaned through the jockstrap Jack had stuffed in her mouth and attached in a tight knot around the back of her head. The odor and taste of sweat mingled with her spittle was nearly overpowering, making the girl heave dryly, fighting down the desire to drown herself in her own vomit. Things had taken a decided turn for the worse.
Jack was truly a master of the obscene and sadistic. Having forced her to the floor and on her belly, the big stud had first gagged her, telling the trembling girl he would kick her head in if she tried working the jockstrap out. Next came the worst part of all! Two leather cuffs were attached to her wrists, small clamps on each side of the devices linked together, making it impossible for Arlette to draw her hands apart. She lay there like a beached sea animal, her tits pillowed out under her chest, her arms pulled back and fastened together at the wrists, another two-inch-wide leather strap wrapped around her arms just above the elbows to keep her quiet.
"That's not all, baby. We're gonna work this one out so you can really get the feel of gettin' roped," Jack muttered, moving behind the girl and pushing her legs up at the knees until the heels of her feet were touching her fingers. There was the sound of him fishing through that horrid bottom bureau drawer of his, with more devices, more things to frighten her.
"Uuufuufffff!" she gasped.
Another strap! This one was slipped around both ankles, fastening them together. Jack was pushing her legs back a little farther, fumbling for something around her feet, then attaching the ankle strap to her wrist cuffs!
"There you go, baby, helpless like a fuckin' newborn," Jack said as he rubbed the toe of his boot against her knees.
Arlette could well see he was telling the truth. She was belly down on the floor, her arms drawn back and linked to her ankles. Jack was panting heavily now, bending down and grabbing her by the hipbones. With one movement, he turned her over onto her ass. The strain of that position, with her feet and ankles cramping under her ass, made the young girl wince with pain. She let out another muffled groan through the jockstrap pouch jammed in her mouth. With terrified eyes, Arlette looked searchingly up at Jack, waiting with growing excitement and terror at what would surely follow.
"Now, gonna pop that fuckin' cherry. It ain't no use to you, anyways. Gets in the way of havin' all that fuckin' fun. And of Jack don't mind a little dirty work, 'specially if he's the first one inside," the big man said, getting down after having shoved his Levi's down to his ankles and freeing his prick. His cock looked even bigger than when she saw it through the bedroom doorway several days ago. And this time, he was going to fuck her, going to tear away her cherry while her arms and legs were bound together in this awkward position. How her shoulders and thighs ached from the leather straps.
"Uuufuffffff!" she whined.
He put his hands on each of her knees, spreading them apart until her cunt muff was completely exposed. She felt his fingers pressing against her thigh muscles as he leaned forward, his cockhead sliding through her wiry cunt hairs. She should be squirming in terror, crying out through her gag in horror! But soomething had happened to her that fateful night when she saw her mother with Jack, something that led inevitably to this madness. Now, as she lay there bound and gagged, her body about to be violated by this animal, Arlette waited almost with a kind of impatience.
It felt so good having his big cockhead touching her cuntlips. She felt them peeling back stickily, spreading under the gradually increasing pressure of his prick. He was shoving down, rocking his hips slightly from side to side, squeezing his hefty hunk of cockmeat into her pussy. Arlette arched her back as best she could, working her fingers against her ass, feeling her thighs muscles cramp as excitement made her heart race wildly. A pulse leaped at her throat! If only she could stop the moans coming from her tightening throat. It would be less shameful, less embarrassing! But it was impossible. She just couldn't help it. The leather restraints, the way he was working his prickmeat into her made Arlette babble and moan as she clawed her thighs and asscheeks with her fingernails.
"Man, love fuckin' virgins… nice and tight… super hot, too, 'specially the curious ones like you, ones who like to try shit out like this," Jack said, nodding at the bonds holding Arlette prisoner.
"Uhhhhfffff…" she moaned in response.
Jack slipped his fingers down, digging them again into the soft flesh of the girl's thighs. She groaned with joy as he pushed them back and out until she felt his hands covering her, cunt area. His big cockhead was working back and forth, teasing her clit, rubbing sensuously over that narrow band of flesh between her inner and outer cuntlips! Arlette closed her eyes, sparks of incredible excitement blasting into her cunt. It was good, so good! "Yeahhhhhh…"
He slapped her ass with both hands, his fingers leaving red marks on her asscheeks. It was just as it had been with her mother! Again, he whipped her with his hands, the dry smacking sound mixing with her muffled cry and his uneven, shallow breath. And all the while, his cock was squeezing into her pussy. "Uuufuufffff!" she panted.
He was shoving down, down, his prickmeat touching virgin territory. Arlette gasped and groaned, each movement of his heavy, greasy cock meat sending sharp jolts through her overheated pussy. The girl was making continual moans of delight by the time Jack's cockhead was near her cherry. When it touched that sensitive membrane, the girl's eyes rolled up, her body tensing.
"Yeah, gotta bust through, baby. Gotta tear it out," Jack said, gritting his teeth.
Arlette thought she would surely die as the aching pain between her splayed thighs grew more intense, more concentrated. It was a pinpoint now, burning into her brain as Jack shoved down harder. She felt him shuddering against her body, his breath panting against her face. Slowly, gradually the young teen felt her cherry tearing. His prickhead was making progress, penetrating her body, ripping her cherry from its anchorage.
"Take it, baby, take my big, fat cock all the way up your fuckin' cunt!"
"Oooohofoffffff!"
Tears rolled out from under Arlette's long blonde lashes as her cheeks flushed from the fucking pain. Her nostrils flared, burning with the air she sucked in with wheezing, whistling sounds. Jack was twisting his body around a little more, his spongy cockhead working around and around, digging down harder. The girl could feel more of her juices oozing out, slicking down his balls and prick.
"Arrrfhfhhfffff!" she screamed helplessly. Jolts of pain knifed into her brain, knocking the wind from her body. Arlette didn't think anything could have possibly hurt her as much as this! It was like driving a dulled spike through a wall of flesh. The blonde teen shrilled again and again through her jockstrap gag, her fingers digging into her asscheeks as Jack's cockhead ripped past her cherry and fucked down deep into her pussy. Finally, with a shuddering grunt, the big stud had every inch of his prick rammed into her hot cunt. His body ground down onto hers. He lay on her tits, his breath coming in labored gasps, sweat dripping off his chest and wetting down the groaning girl.
"Yeahhh, man, yeahhhh, that's good, real good! I can't remember the last time I fucked a virgin. But she wasn't as hot as you. And, baby, I didn't mess around with this kinda shit back then," Jack said, running his fingers over the leather strap holding her upper arms together.
Arlette struggled, her fingers touching her toes, the big muscles in her ass cramping from the horrible invasion of her pussy. She was broken, defeated as much as her mother had been that horrible night. He was all the way in her. She could feel his cock throbbing around her tight cunt sheath, beating against her body, almost taking her over. It was so weird, so strange having something like a live animal that deep inside her!
"You still wanna get fucked bad and hard, don'tcha? Yeah, you wanna get reamed out 'til you can't see straight, right?"
Arlette was ashamed of herself. Was it that obvious? In the short time that had passed since he'd torn her cherry, the girl found herself wanting him once more, wanting Jack to fuck her, drive her crazy with his prick! Arlette let out a muffled groan, one she knew he would understand.
"That's what I thought," Jack said, smirking down at the bound young girl.
He spread her legs a little wider apart, pushing his hands through her hair and tugging at the strands until he could hear her yelping through the gag.
"Gonna fuck you now, baby. Gonna give it to you good now, slut," he whispered in one ear, tugging harder at her blonde hair while slipping his prick into her hot fuckhole faster and faster. His iron-hard cock was going in like a hot branding iron through a tub of butter, burning a tight passage. His hips worked up and down, up and down, his prick a piston trenching out the moaning girl's pussy. Arlette was going crazy, jerking her body from side to side, chewing down on the gag and trying to pull her arms up from her feet. Yes, she wanted to hold him, to throw her arms around his body and draw him tightly against hers while he fucked his prick into her pussy.
"Huhhhrr! Huhhhrrr! Huhhhrrr!" he grunted.
The leather restraints pressed more firmly into her arms and legs, the cuffs chafing her wrists cruelly as Arlette wriggled and writhed on the bedroom floor. She felt dizzy with the sexual heat scorching her brain. A dull throbbing between her legs had turred into a hard, itchy ache, that same kind of itchy ache which she had felt when she had watched Monica and Jack fucking in the bedroom. She felt the pit of her belly melting, flowing down into her pussy while his cock rubbed harder and more frequently against her clit. There was no more pain, no more fear about her cherry. All that was gone. Now she was a woman, a woman who could take care of herself. Arlette arched her back, sliding her shoulderblades over the stiff carpeting as she felt his cock knob teasing her inner cuntlips. He had nearly pulled all of his prick from her pussy, letting her cunt sheath shrink itchily back to its original size. Arlette grunted like a pig, hunching her cunt in the air, looking frantically with widened eyes at the handsome man over her. She wanted him, wanted him down all the way inside her. "Uuuuuufffff!" she gasped.
Jack shoved back in all the way, the scratchy, wiry hairs tickling her outer cuntlips, teasing her clit, while his balls flattened against her crotch. Arlette swiveled her ass, shoving her belly up against him, again tugging her arms against the restraining leather and rubbing her thighs against his hips. Shameless, a slut. Yes, that could describe her as she dripped sweat, the salty stinging in her eyes and nostrils adding to her lewd excitement.
"Jesus Christ, bitch, you're good, good and hot and fine!"
"Ufhfhhhfff!"
The mass of sexual tension rose in her belly, seeming to take over everything. Jack had pulled and yanked on her hair in a frenzy before. Now he was back down to her asscheeks, his fingernails digging into her asscheeks, scratching the soft, round globes. The insides of her thighs were chilling, then flashing hot now, while her body seemed to be turning into a clinging fluid. A whirling ball of sexual hunger began coming apart. She was going to cum, going to make it. The girl tossed her hips around as best she could. Jack was on her tits now, his mouth sucking in her hard, rubbery nipples, his teeth chewing down on the resilient flesh. Arlette let out another scream as she felt his tongue lashing wildly against her tit tips. This was too much, far too much! She could hardly think straight! His prick was going in and out like a triphammer, and his mouth sucked hard and long at her nipples. "Uuuufufuuffffff!" she whined.
The firestorm began, more ferocious and furious than any brushfire Southern California had ever seen. It started at the mouth of her cunt, incinerating her clit, then rushing through her veins. Arlette's entire body seemed to bulge with cock, then explode into flames as Jack grunted on top of her, fucking her cunt again and again.
"Arrgghfhhfhffff!"
It happened! Arlette exploded, her mind shattering into millions of pieces. She wept and struggled, her wrists twisting around in the cuffs and her toes curling until they cramped. Her cunt muscles cramped down, cinching onto his big prick, holding it there while her spasms became more and more intense.
"Fuck it out, bitch!"
Jack cried out something else, then fell on top of her body and held on. His fingers were bruising her shoulders as his prick began shaking and jerking inside her. Yes, yes, he was cumming! Arlette let out another gasp, her eyes glazing over and rolling up into her head. He was shooting his load, spattering her spasming cunt walls with his hot jizz! She could actually feel it happening inside her! It was like having a firehose spraying inside her! The girl cried out again and again, chomping on the jockstrap, jerking and twitching as if someone had attached an electric generator to her. Never, never before had Arlette felt something like this!
"Unnnnffffffff!"
Arlette's cum went on and on, the furious blast of jism slowly dying deep inside her pussy. She could have stayed like this all day, having her cunt filled with Jack's prick, having his cock spraying all that white-hot jizz in her. The girl didn't care about her friends, about her mother, about anything except the hardest, longest, thickest cock in the world that was shoved down all the way in her pussy!
"Nice, nice," Jack panted, stroking the side of her face.
Arlette sighed, her mind fading in and out as the spasms slowly died away, her cunt still gripping his greasy hunk of jerking cock meat. She had done it! She had actually done it! Arlette had let a man touch her, had let this sadist bind her up in leather, make her helpless, then let him rape her. And, oh, how good it had felt! How wonderful it was, having that leather holding her down, making her feel completely helpless while his prick had slipped into her fuzzy, hot fuckhole and broken through her cherry. Why was she feeling this way? The girl shook her head, fine hairs wafting over her face. She couldn't understand the feelings then, and couldn't understand them now. All Arlette knew was that they were so good… so damned, wonderfully good. Sighing yet again, the young blonde teen felt dreamy as a warm, encasing sensation washed over her flesh.
"Whew! You're a hot bitch, baby. I wanna get in you again… but it's gonna be a while," Jack said, hunching back and pulling his cock out slowly.
Arlette shivered, feeling her cunt walls shrinking back together behind his retreating prickhead. She felt the juices dribbling freely from her fuck hole, oozing over her asshole as the big stud slipped his cock all the way out. Standing up a little shakily, Jack looked up at the ceiling, stretching one hand over his head toward an eye hook screwed into one of the three beams crossing the room. Arlette blinked her eyes, focusing them on his movements. What on earth was something like that doing in that heavy beam? Then again, what were those rings doing in the walls to either side of the small headboard. Everything in this room had something to do with Jack's kind of sex, his brand. He had converted his bedroom into a kind of wild playroom. Arlette wondered if her mother had ever been here, or if she were the first member of her family to attend.
"Can't have you on the floor, baby. Where's my manners? You should be sittin' or something."
Crouching down, Jack stretched his hands under the bed, and he pulled out a narrow metal chest, opening it and taking out a long piece of half-inch line. He stood up, placing one foot under Arlette's right side, then nudging quickly, the movement forcing the girl to roll over onto her belly.
Twisting her head around, Arlette watched as Jack attached one end of the heavy-duty line to the clamps attaching her bound wrists to her ankles with several square knots. "Used to be in the Navy. Always figured the chiefs were full of shit when they were teachin' us knots. Never guessed I'd be usin' the knowledge like this. Good ol' Navy," Jack muttered, laughing to himself as he drew a chair up to the side of the bed, stood on it, then threaded the free end of the tine through the eye bolt. Stepping back down, Jack gripped the rope, and he began pulling on it. In a moment, Arlette felt the tension increase around her wrists and ankles. "Uhhhhffffff!" she moaned.
Her arms began to pull back, the tension becoming a sharp ache in both shoulders. The girl groaned through the spit-slicked gag, her eyes closing, her forehead wrinkling, and the blood rained from her cheeks. Behind her, Arlette could hear the rope groaning from the weight of her body.
"Gonna get you off the floor my style," Jack said, slowly pulling the rope a little more. Arlette's legs straightened a little, her arms pulling back as her body began to form a U-shape. Her spine began to pop, curving downward as the rope slowly started hauling her up off the floor.
"Noooofoooffffff!"
The pain was hideous. After that wonderful fucking, there was this horrible agony! It felt as if her body were going to snap in half lengthwise! Her head hanging down, her hair falling over her face, Arlette groaned as she felt her knees and tits rising up off the carpeting. He was hanging her up like a piece of meat, and there was nothing she could do about it!



CHAPTER EIGHT


The rope groaned more as it vibrated from Arlette's swinging movements. She was bent completely now, her spine aching, threatening to snap in two as the leather wrist cuffs and ankle restraints cut into her flesh cruelly. Sobbing, choking through her gag, Arlette prayed to God she would somehow pass out, faint, to get some respite from her ordeal. But something kept her awake, something that made her feel every twinge of pain, every shock of agony… and made her enjoy it.
"Yeah, more comfy that way instead of being on the floor?"
"Uufufuuffffff!"
Arlette thought she could feel her shoulders popping as she hung there face down, her tits pulling sexily at her upper chest. At times, Jack would pluck the rope as if it were a harp string, making her body shudder from the resulting vibration. The pain then seemed worse, making the girl gasp for breath through the gagging jockstrap.
"Gotta make this more interesting," he muttered, reaching down to slip back into the opened metal chest. Through her curtaining hair, the girl saw him pull out a riding crop. The black leather handle gleamed under the yellowish bedroom light as Jack curled his fingers around it and brought it up against her asscheek. Arlette shuddered, feeling her flesh crawl the moment that hideous thing touched her. He was going to hit her with it! Yes, he was going to beat her with it, whip her as if she were some kind of disobedient animal! And yet if she was so terrified about this, why was her pussy creaming again? Why, after such a painful, powerful fuck, was she feeling heat between her thighs? Why were those small muscles quivering, producing such tense, itchy thrills racing through her pussy?
Arlette shuddered again as Jack moved the head of the crop around to her asscrack. He was pushing down, sliding one end of the instrument into her asscrack. In a moment, she felt him screwing the thing around and around, pressing the knobby head against her asshole!
"How would you like having something like this rodding your shitter, baby? Wouldn't it be real nice having this riding crop squeezing down into your asshole? It'd just be like a prick fucking you in the ass. Wouldn't that turn you on?"
In the ass? He had to be out of his mind! And yet Jack was doing it, pressing that riding crop down, down against her pink shitter lips, spreading them apart. Arlette's eyes widened, her body straightening slightly as the girl tried desperately to stop this horrible invasion. "Nooooooo!"
Again and again, the teen screamed through the gag, jerking her body around, bouncing it painfully on the overhead rope. Once she managed to curl her spine until it nearly straightened, kicking her legs backward, drawing her arms with them as she squeezed her sphincter tightly together. She forced that horrible thing out before it made much headway.
"Don't dig it, huh? Maybe you'll like havin' a little warmer, then."
The crop was gone. Then it came back with a fury, slicing into the flesh just below her right lower rib.
"Yagghghffffffff!"
It was as if someone had touched her there with a live branding iron. Again, the crop came down, whistling through the air like a guided missile. Arlette tensed, inching her eyes shut tight, waiting for the pain. It came with a vengeance, this time on her left side. The young woman let out her breath with a whooshing sound, her body shaking and jerking on the rope like a puppet's. Tears fell from her eyes, staining her cheeks as the girl sucked in air to feed her body.
"You didn't want it up your asshole. Gotta have this thing some way, baby. I went through a lotta trouble bringin' it up from the chest."
And now he was moving around, pausing for a moment as he rubbed the cool leather crop over the backs of her legs. She could hear him laughing softly as her muscles tensed at that light touch, the tendons bulging out against her sweaty flesh. Then the touch was gone. A warning! He was going to hit her again, going to hurt her with that horrible thing. The girl gasped, closing her eyes once more as another cramping ache raced through both thighs.
"Yaggghghhhhhh!"
The arch of her foot was the target now. Arlette screamed, her ankles exploding into pain. Then came other blows on various parts of her body. Jack slowed his beating, timing his stokes to strike just when the girl didn't expect it. She twisted her face up into a mask of concentrated pain, feeling those restraining cuffs cutting off more and more circulation to her fingers. The girl struggled helplessly against that rope. Then the crop changed direction, beating at the backs of her knees, then her thighs.
"Ughhh! Ughghhhhhh!"
Jack had become more and more savage as the seconds ticked by. The bedroom was filled with Arlette's pained, muffled cries and the dry smacking sound of that riding crop biting into her young, white flesh. She could hear the big stud's breath whistling and wheezing as her ass caught fire.
"Yeah, move that butt… oh, yeahh, baby, gonna have a nice red ass for Jack." Arlette thought her skin was splitting under those savage blows. Her asscheeks heated and jiggled to the beating rhythm of that horrid crop. It reddened to scarlet as the blazing agony of her plump ass radiated to her cunt. Yes, it was all connected somehow. Juice ran from her cunt mouth, oozing onto her thighs as long, red stripes appeared on her ass where the crop cut into her. Arlette yammered for mercy through the jamming jockstrap. But Jack kept on, calling her filthy names, loving every cry she made.
"Uuuuuuhuuufufffffff!"
Jack was concentrating on lashing her ass. But there was no part of her body that was safe from his attention. Arlette squeezed her asscheeks together until they ached, trying to protect her sensitive asshole. Jack beat her farther up, hitting her shoulders, then the back of her neck. God, what was he trying to do, cripple her as she hung there from the ceiling? "Ooooohhhhhhh!" she moaned.
Her arms and legs spasmed again, pulling and tugging at the leather restraints cramping them. For a moment, Arlette remembered those stories she had read about the Nazi concentration camps, about how the Nazis peeled the flesh off their hapless victims to make lampshades. Yes, that's what was going to happen to her if she hung there any longer. There would be no skin on her body if Jack kept up with that awful crop!
Arlette swung forward, her knees jerking with painful, cramping spasms. With complete despair, Arlette let herself dangle, her head falling forward, her asscheeks opening. That's what Jack had been waiting for. With one killing, slashing overhead stroke, he tore the end of the crop down the valley of her asscrack. The leathered instrument lashed like a knife against her shitter, the tip of that thing catching the base of her asshole. It felt as if he had torn out part of her body!
"Noooayaggghghghhhhh!" she screamed. Arlette saw stars popping out behind her eyes. The pain was a blazing agony. Jerking convulsively, the young woman thought she would pass out from the intense beating. There was another pause as she hung there, twitching on the ropes. The throbbing agony of her injured asshole went on and on, not seeming to diminish as Jack slapped her asscheeks gently with the crop.
"Argghghfhhfhfhfffff!"
Another savage blow, this one near her cunt! The impact just above her clit sent a shower of spark rushing into her pussy. Jack laughed more loudly behind her, stopping the whipping long enough to jab the end of the crop into the narrow zone between her cunt and asshole. Arlette screamed through the gag, shoving her ass back, trying to get away from the blunt thing pushing at her. The tip of the crop slid roughly into her cunt, forcing the wet, hot flesh open. The instant clenching of her rippling cunt muscles around the weapon almost dragged it from Jack's hand. He looked down and sneered, his eyes narrowing.
"Fucked, and already you want another fuckin'. That's almost bein' a nympho, baby. You gonna turn into a nympho right here for of Jack? That'd be a first," he said, twisting the crop around.
Jack tore the crop away from her pussy. Arlette arched her back yet again, her hands rubbing against one another, her fingers cutting into the beaten soles of her bare feet. Jack moved up a little farther, jamming the end of the crop against Arlette's shitter again. Her rubbery shit muscles felt as if they were being driven up into her belly, tearing the lining loose. The girl screamed, tossing her head wildly from side to side, the tendons and ligaments ridging her flesh as she tried clawing backward in her bonds. Her arms and legs knotted with muscles she didn't know she had, and her tits swung madly with the jerky movements she made. A strange kind of fire began in the rim of her asshole as Jack moved the crop in and out. Her hips were moving from side to side as if she were actually wanting more!
"Uuuhuufuufuffff!"
"Should fuck you in the ass… just like I… never mind," Jack said, catching himself at the last moment.
"Unnfnnffffff!"
Shaking the hair from her face, Arlette opened her eyes now that the beating had stopped. Jack was hard, real hard once more! How long had she hung there like this, her body a victim to his riding crop? She didn't know. But it must have been long enough for him to recuperate his sexual powers. His prick was standing straight up, his cockhead big, fat, bloated, dark purple, filled with jizz. Was he going to fuck her again? Was he going to drive her wild once more with his hard, long cock?
Jack unfastened the rope from the corner of the headboard, then slowly lowered her to the floor. Arlette sighed with relief when she felt the carpeting touching her tits, thighs and knees. In a moment, the pulling, aching tension around her shoulders and hips was gone! Jack was unfastening the rope, pulling it from the wristcuffs. In a moment, she lay prone on the floor once again, her body warmed by the riding crop, her asscheeks burning from the savage attack.
"Gotta get you back home… but gonna finish you off. You got me hot again, you little bitch… and I can tell you're hotter 'n hell for my prick again. But you're gonna take care of me in another way."
Jack picked her up roughly from the floor, jerking her back against the bed. Arlette's head snapped back, her long blonde hair washing over her shoulders as her knees slid over the carpeting. He pinched her chin between one thumb and forefinger, tilting her head up.
"You're gonna suck prick… gonna take my cock in that pretty little mouth of yours and suck away 'til I fill you up with my spunk again… this time, down your gut!"
Arlette stared at the fat prickhead bobbing in front of her. She could smell his crotch, smell her juices smeared with his, and smell the stale sweat. That combination of aromas triggered her into high heat. When Jack reached down again to pull the jockstrap from her mouth, she smacked her lips, licking them, then parting them for his fat cock.
"Man, you can't wait to get that mother down your throat, can you?"
Jack sneered, then grabbing a handful of her hair, he jerked her head back. "Uhhhhhhh!"
Arlette felt her throat tighten as his prickhead brushed over her lower lip. He was smearing her mouth with cockjuice, watching her face tense and redden as he played with her mind. Slowly, Jack moved his cockhead up, rubbing it over her front teeth, then slipping it into her mouth.
"That's it, baby, wiggle that tongue around the base of my prick. Make me… uhhhhhh… make me feel real good… good 'n hot, good enough to blow my load down your fuckin' throat."
Arlette did as she was told, twisting her wrists around in the cuffs once more to ease the pressure around the veins and arteries. He was filling her mouth gradually, the rope-like veins rubbing against her compressing lips as her tongue wiggled and squirmed under the sensitive cum-tube of his cock. Jack groaned appreciatively, his fingers rubbing over her skull and through her thick blonde hair. He was fucking her mouth now, thrusting only an inch or two of his prick in, then pulling it out. Resting his heavy lobed cock head on her lower lip, he chuckled as the weight made her mouth pout.
"Ohhhh, baby, if only you could see yourself," Jack groaned. "You look like somethin' else – all tied up in leather, kneeling down in front of me with your fuckin' mouth opened, filled with prickmeat. Yeaahhhh," he hissed, closing his eyes and arching his back as particularly enjoyable, powerful spasm passed through his cock. "It's real good seein' you like this. Wanta see you like this more often, chick."
Jack hunched back in, this time sliding about four inches of his cock down her throat. Arlette swallowed hard, her nostrils filling up with the acrid aroma of his crotch once again. The hot flesh throbbed against the moist insides of her cheeks while the salty, bleachy flavor of his cum made the girl swallow even more. He pulled out, then shoved back in, bouncing his cockhead off the roof of her mouth. Again, the girl strained in her leather bonds, tugging and yanking as more and more hot pre-cum spurted from his piss-slit and coated her tongue.
"Fuckin' A, baby… fuckin' A. Ain't had head like this for a long time, not since me and a couple of the boys went to Tijuana for a weekend," Jack said, his fingers caressing the sides of her skull now. "Whip that head on me, baby. Whip a little skull," Jack cried, his voice thickening and straining with emotion. Arlette felt her brain spinning around and around as she slipped her head back and forth, back and forth, filling her mouth with greasy prickmeat. She flicked her tongue around the sensitive base of his cock, curling it over the top while sucking so hard that her cheeks caved in. Yes, she wanted that thing shooting inside her. The thick streams of fuck oil running out of his fat prick into her mouth sent her into higher plains of arousal. How her cunt burned! Oh, if only she could have his mouth on her cunt the way she had her mouth on his prick!
"Ughhhhh," Jack groaned, moving his hips from left to right, revolving his cock around in her sucking mouth.
"Lick it, baby, suck on it. Get it good, baby, get my prick. Get my cock meat, take it down your fuckin' suckin' throat," he groaned.
Arlette felt his cock head shoving back down, down over her tongue, past her tonsils, touching the back of her throat, then easing down, making it very very hard for her to breathe! Her nostrils flared as Jack's hands held her tightly against his crotch. He was throating her, flattening her nose against his groin as his big prick filled her mouth and throat. Arlette groaned, wriggling her tongue frantically around and around his throbbing cock, holding her breath, waiting for Jack to shoot or pull his prick from her mouth. "Ohhhhh, man, man, man!"
He pulled back, giving his hips several sharp jerks. There was a sudden increase in the flow of jizz coming from his prickhead. Arlette felt her flesh glowing once more, and her clit trembled on the brink of crisis. She was going to cum, she thought, blow up with his deepthroating prick blowing at the same time! "Take it, bitch!"
Jack cried out something. Then the spurts came, squirts of jizz spattering against the back of her throat, then sliding down into her belly. Again and again, the globs of cum shot out, filling her mouth, making her swallow harder than before, until she no longer could. A mixture of spit and jism frothed around the corners of her stretched lips as Jack finished taking her in the mouth.
"Uhhhhhh, good head, baby… and now it's time to finish you off."
"Oooooofff, please, please…"
Was she begging for more? Was she begging him to leave her alone? Arlette couldn't tell any longer. She felt his strong arms gripping her by the legs, then pulling her down. Once more, he was on top of her, his hands pulling her knees apart. Her clit burned like a glowing lump of charcoal. And then she felt his lips on her pussy. He raked his tongue over her clit until the excruciating pinpoint of her climax overwhelmed her! Arlette grunted, her arms stretching against the leather restraints, her body jerking and twisting. Again and again, powerful spasms raked over her bound body, each series of convulsions more powerful than the last. And all the time, there was Jack's mouth, drawing more and more pleasure from the depths of her body. He had her knees as far apart as he could get them while the girl thrashed and grunted, her shivering asscheeks jiggling as he ate her cunt completely. "Ooooohhhhhh!" she gasped.
And then it was over. Arlette sighed with exhaustion, her body crumpling to the floor. Jack pulled his mouth from her pussy, and he wiped his face with the back of one hand.
"Gotta get you back home so your old lady don't find you gone. But this ain't the end of it, baby. This ain't the end of it at all."
As Jack began unfastening the leather cuffs and straps, Arlette thought back to the conversation between him and her mother. He had gotten near her, had raped her the way he had raped Monica. There was a sense of shame. But also, there was a sense of triumph, the feeling a woman gets when besting another, even if the rival was her own mother!



CHAPTER NINE


Two more days had passed since Arlette had lost her cherry in that brutal fucking spree. On the third day, a Santa Ana desert wind blew through Los Angeles, clearing the hazy air and raising temperatures into the hundreds. Arlette sat in her bedroom, watching the tall eucalyptus trees near the house bending and swaying in the steady breeze. At times, the windowpanes rattled from the blasts as leaves and twigs scattered through the area like straw. School would start in one week. She would be going back to Hollywood High, going to classes, smiling at her friends and trying to explain why she hadn't been around for the past two weeks. All the phone calls that were unanswered or unreturned, all her friends who came by to find her "ill" or uninterested in talking – yes, she would have to come up with some sort of explanation.
Arlette smiled, drawing one finger over her pouting lips while she rubbed her thighs together, feeling that tingly, itchy electricity rippling over her cunt once more. What would they say if she were to tell them the truth. She was fucked, fucked good and hard. More. Not only did her mother's lover seduce and fuck her, but he had beaten her and tied her up.
And even more than that! She had loved it! Yes, she had enjoyed having those ropes and restraints cutting into her flesh as the riding crop smacked her again and again! She had cried tears, but tears of pleasure as well as those of pain. What would her friends say then? What would all those so-called fast girls think of her? Surely, they had never crossed the lines she had!
"Ooooohhh…" she sighed.
Arlette turned from the window, her hands in her lap, rubbing over her sensitized thigh flesh. She was wearing her shorts and halter, rubbing her bare feet over the bedroom rug. It had been two whole days since Jack had seen her, touched her. He had come over once or twice, but Monica had been there, and there was no communication between them. Had he tired of her? Did her mother offer more to him than she did? Arlette sighed, kicking her toes against the side of her bed, screwing her eyes up and wondering about that. What did her mother have that she didn't?
"Oh, this is so wrong!"
Arlette bit her pouty lip. Standing up, she started to walk to the door. Maybe a glass of warm milk would settle her confused young mind. Stopping by the doorway, she turned and caught her reflection in the long glass mirror fastened nearby the bathroom doorway.
Yes, she was attractive, damned attractive. Turning sideways, the girl ran her hands up and down her naked belly, feeling the tiny hairs tickling over her fingers. She sucked in her stomach until her ribcage was showing a little more. Yes, she understood why Jack had wanted to squeeze between her thighs. And now a chilly fire raged between her thighs, a fire only Jack, she felt, could put out.
But Jack wasn't around. Her fingers slipped off the doorknob, and they slid around her shorts, pulling them down, then sliding her halter off. Yes, she was attractive. Arlette stepped from her shorts, twisting first to the right, then to the left, admiring her cunt bush, her firm, red-tipped tits, her boyish hips. She felt something between want and shame.
"Oh, it's so good… so very good," she whispered, her fingers sliding down to her cunt thicket. Arlette felt dizzy, felt her body rocking from side to side. Her fingers were doing strange things to her, making her feel so hazy and dreamy, yet terribly aware of every sensation in her body. When her fingers touched her slit, then spread her sticky cuntlips apart, the girl made a small animal sound in her throat, feeling another feverish tingle sweep through her belly.
"Ohhhh!" she gasped.
Arlette couldn't stop the feeling. She knew she could bring herself off. But somehow that wasn't the same, wouldn't quench the raging fires between her white, shivering legs. No. She would have to see Jack. Opening her eyes, the girl saw her body, saw the flush across her chest and belly, saw the glistening juices dampening her thighs. Yes, Jack would know how to help her, would know how to take care of the pulsing ache down there between her thighs.
"Fuck…" Arlette whispered.
Monica was gone for the afternoon, at the doctor's or something. Her mother had told her that she would return at five-thirty, and it was only three now. Yes, she would go to Jack's. As shameless as that was, as much as it would make her sluttish, Arlette felt she had no choice. She was a young woman driven by passions of which she had little understanding. The teen knew that only someone like Jack could satisfy her.
"I shouldn't go."
Arlette pulled her shorts back on, gasping as she felt the material caressing her feather-soft pussylips. Zipping up the sides, then sliding her halter carefully back over her tits, Arlette adjusted the top, barely covering the red areolas that had by now become so sensitive. Yes, she was a young woman in heat, in high arousal. She could almost smell herself as she twisted the doorknob and walked into the empty corridor. Behind her, the windowpanes rattled again as the Santa Ana winds increased.
Jack's. I'll find it. I think I can find it, Arlette thought to herself as she walked slowly down the stairs, feeling the itchy walls of her cunt rubbing together slickly.
Some distance away, Jack was finding himself well involved with another woman. "Ooooooohhhhhhhh!"
"Slut! You came crawlin' over here practically on your hands and knees for a fuck. And now you tell me you don't want it," he nearly shouted in a hoarse, broken voice.
"Not like this! Oh, God, not like this!" Monica had gone to the doctor's, rushing over to Jack's house after a quick phone call. Like Arlette, the woman had felt the itch in her cunt became unbearable. Perhaps it was the Santa Ana winds making them restless. "Like hell, you don't wanna get fucked around with like this!" he countered, a sneer crossing his face. "You couldn't take a man normally now if you wanted!"
The statement cut through Monica like a guillotine blade. As she stood there, rubbing the red spot on her cheek where the big man had just slapped her Monica knew what he was saying was true. Something inside her had snapped, had broken the first time Jack tied her up and fucked her. Sex and pleasure was somehow related to pain, to the kind of sensations she could draw from the ropes and restraints he fastened to her.
Monica drew back from the big man standing spread-legged in front of her, adjusting the straps of her light, pink dress. But perhaps this wasn't the time to satisfy her lusts. Even though she was so very hot down there, she had Arlette to consider. Her daughter was at home and acting extremely strangely. Perhaps she should get back early and have a heart to heart talk with the young girl. After all, they hadn't been close for such a long time now.
"Now take off those fuckin' clothes, and we'll get down to partyin'."
Jack was unbuckling his belt, opening the front of his Levi's. Lowering her eyes, Monica could see that bulge between his legs, pressing up against the front of his jeans once more. His prick was hard – hard and thick, ready to ream into her after some foreplay. And Monica knew only too well what kind of foreplay Jack wanted. She trembled, backing away, her hands crossed over one another, then gripped her narrow shoulders.
"Gonna play games, huh? Still can't get over that shy stage. Dumb bitch," he muttered, wiping his nose with one hand, still smirking down at Monica. "Okay, I can play the same stupid game, baby."
Monica let out a small cry as Jack lunged for her, catching the woman by the wrist, then spinning her around. She screamed again as he twisted her arm back and up, her knuckles pressing against the space between her shoulderblades and her knees buckling from the pain. How her elbows and shoulders ached as Jack twisted her arm up and around a little more, one knee jammed into the small of her back. Tears sprang out from under her lashes as the woman began sinking toward the floor.
"Okay, baby, we're gonna go all the way now… all the way. I've been buildin' somethin' special downstairs for you in the basement. I think you're gonna like it."
"Oh, no, not down there… no!" Monica had never seen Jack's cellar, but he had intimated several things about it that made her shudder with something between hot curiosity and fear. Now he was pushing her out of the livingroom, her feet stumbling over one another, her head hanging down and her long blonde hair washing over her face. They were in the kitchen now. Jack let go of her wrist, pushing her hard between her shoulders.
Monica slid forward, stumbling, her hands striking the sink and refrigerator as she fought for her balance.
"Ooooohhhhhhh!"
Crashing against the stove, her hands knocked over the burner plates, the black cast iron clattering to the tiled floor.
"Stupid slut!"
Jack slapped her hard across the back of the head, then grabbed her hair and yanked back. "Aieyeyeyyeyeeee!" she screamed.
Monica thought he had sheared off a hunk of her scalp. Pulling her head back even harder, Jack then let go and shoved her forward once more, sending the screaming blonde against the cellar entrance door. Her nose flattened against the wood, and her hands clawed the molding for support.
"Down you go."
Monica eyed Jack suspiciously, brushing the hair from her face. Would he push her down the stairs, laughing as her body rolled and bounced over the steps? That thought made the heat rise once more in her crotch. Her pussy quivered in anticipation of… of what?
"Come on."
Grabbing her hand, Jack moved down past the woman, pulling her down, down into the cellar. Monica descended the steps reluctantly, pulling back at times, her feet sliding dangerously over the steep steps. If only she had a weapon, a knife. Surely, that would be the only way she could escape this man, this style of life that had entrapped and entranced her!
Monica shivered as she reached the bottom of the stairs. A damp draft wafted up between her warm thighs, making her shudder once more. The woman hugged her body, closing her thighs and bending one leg in to warm her chilling cunt. The draft continued wafting over her pussy hairs, raising gooseflesh underneath. Monica knew she was going to be tortured. "Come on."
Again, Jack gripped her shoulders, his voice making her cringe. He gave her a push, sending her stumbling forward toward a water heater.
"What… what are you going to do to me?" Monica asked haltingly.
Jack said nothing, swaggering over to her, that cold, cruel gleam making his eyes hard and glassy like those of some hideous doll. Monica backed away, her heart sinking with terror.
"I don't want this. Whatever you may think, I don't want… this," Monica whispered, shaking her head slowly, her hands still crossed and covering her tits.
"Sure you do."
With that, Jack grabbed her shoulders, knocking her hands away. Monica let out a squeal, snapping her head back, feeling her brain grow numb with fear. He was tearing the straps from her shoulders, reaching around and opening the zipper. She felt the dress loosening around her thighs and bodice, sliding down, down toward her feet. Twisting around in his grip, Monica looked into Jack's hard, glittering eyes and saw he could sense her arousal.
"Don't want it huh, baby? You want it so bad, you can hardly stand."
Monica felt her dress slide off completely, then her panties, then her bra. With a quick, savage movement, Jack slashed the back of his right hand across her jaw, sending the woman reeling back, one foot tangling over the other. Monica fell backward, her ass striking the cold concrete floor and half knocking the wind from her.
"No!" she cried.
Jack smiled grimly at her. He seemed about to say something, then changed his mind. Reaching down, he pulled violently up with one arm, dragging her across the floor. Something popped in her shoulders. Monica half slid, half crawled, begging him to stop, asking him to let her go.
"Shut up," he snapped, dropping her hand, then slapping Monica hard across the left cheek. The woman screamed out, her arms flailing to either side as, once more, she slipped back onto her bare ass, barely keeping herself from falling over.
Jack satisfied himself that Monica wouldn't be moving around for a short while. He walked over to a large, scratched green-metal tool cabinet, unlocking the doors, then opening them. Monica stared at the large box, seeing what she thought were chains and other similar devices laying on the six shelves within. There were the tell-tale sounds of metal against metal. Jack pulled something out, then turned and walked over to her. Cuffs! Again, the cuffs, again, the trappings of mastery over her.
"Oh, no!"
Monica tried crawfishing away, her asscheeks sliding uncomfortably over the cold, cracked concrete floor. Jack moved forward, raising one foot, then cracking his heavy black leather boot on her ankle. Monica's face slackened and blanched, a scream dying in her throat as she looked tearfully up at the big man. No, he would get no cries from her, no moans of mercy. Those sorts of things made him only more savage, more brutal, more unforgiving. The small bones in her feet were threatening to crack and break under the force of his foot. Meekly, Monica offered her hands to the big man, turning her face away to hide her tears.
"Better," Jack muttered.
Pulling her arms behind her, he once again cuffed her wrists, linking the two leather loops together so the woman wouldn't be able to escape. It had been difficult for Monica to keep her chafed wrists from her daughter's eyes. Long dresses and high collars had managed to hide some of the other marks of Jack's affections.
"Uhhhhh…" she moaned.
Monica felt her pussy starting to cream the moment she felt the leather tightening around her small wrists. It was happening again. The restraints, the bondage, the savagery was starting all over. And how she looked forward to it as much as she dreaded it!
"Come on, Monica, come on."
Jack picked her up, leading her forward, making her keep her face lowered to the ground while his hands rubbed familiarly and lustfully over her rounded asscheeks. At times, she felt his fingers pinching her smooth, white assflesh. Again, a cry came to her lips, but she managed to swallow it, her feet scraping over the cold basement floor.
"Here." Jack made her stop by a double sink, telling Monica not to move as he slid a chair over to her. The scraping sound made her cringe. "Just a sec, and I'll have things ready for you."
He was standing on the chair, reaching up into the rafters for something. There was more clattering, then the sound of metal rubbing against wood. Dust and chips of wood filtered down onto her shoulders and hair. Looking up, Monica caught the sight of heavy chain uncoiling from a position above her, then falling down fast to each side of her body. An inch either way, and her shoulders would have been crushed by the iron links!
"Oh God! God! This is savage," she whispered, her eyes widening at the two strands of chain jiggling and swaying to either side of her body.
"I'd gag that fuckin' stupid bitch-mouth of yours, but I wanna hear you scream, baby. I wanna hear you yellin' your fuckin' head off. And nobody's gonna hear outside. Soundproofed," Jack said, rapping one cinder, blocked wall with his knuckles.
"What's going to happen?"
Monica eyed the two strands of heavy link chain on either side of her body and had an idea even before Jack began linking one of them to her wrist-cuffs. She heard the sound of a clamp being opened then snapped shut around the links.
"This side's to pull down on, baby," Jack said, gripping the length of chain and rattling it. "Right above you, I've got a pulley, nice, heavy-duty one I picked up down near the train yard in Pomona. Got this idea from readin' one of them mags at the Book Circus a couple of days ago. Thought you'd dig it."
Jack pulled down on the chain. Almost immediately, Monica felt the chain opposite her tugging up at her bound wrists. Her arms moved back, back, both of them now parallel to the floor. Monica was starting to feel an uncomfortable tension in her upper muscles and shoulders. She bent forward slightly at the waist, spreading her legs apart to ease that pressure.
"Ohhh, don't do it… please, you'll snap my arms off!" she wailed.
Jack pulled a little more, the chain rattling over the eyehook, sending shudders through the naked woman's body. Monica groaned, her arms pulling up behind her a little more, her body bending forward. Her long blonde hair curtained her face once again as the chain rattled overhead.
"A fuckin' piece of meat. That's all you and your fuckin' daughter are, meat."
Monica's heart stopped.
"Arlette! Oh, no, you… you animal, you… touched her?" Monica gasped, her eyes wide with horror.
"What do you think?" Jack sneered, yanking the chain hard at least a foot. Monica screamed a scream of the damned as her arms snapped backward at least a foot. The ordeal had begun once more.



CHAPTER TEN


"Ooohoohohohhhh!" Monica groaned. Her arms were all the way back and up now. Monica's body trembled with pain. Snapping and popping sounds vibrated through her shoulders. The woman screamed again and again, her mind flashing between thoughts of her daughter being violated by Jack, and thoughts of her own plight. The pain was awful, perhaps the worse she had had to endure under his reign. Jack kept pulling up, telling her awful stories about how hot Arlette had been, how she had cried when he'd finally stuck his prick into her after having beaten and bound her much as he had done to Monica.
"Yaggghghhhh!" the blonde screamed. Another pull, another foot, and Monica found her body swaying an inch off the floor. Curling her toes, she couldn't touch the concrete. He had hauled her up all the way, her muscles twisting and straining, the nerve endings parting from the pressure of her body pulling down. The frantic woman twisted to the left and right, her wrists popping, her shoulders threatening to tear loose from her arms. And all the while, those awful chains rattled, clattering from the jerky movements her body made.
"Nothin' but a fuckin' hunk of meat. And you shouldda seen the way she was jumpin' and jerkin' around when I stuck my prick into her," Jack sneered, attaching his end of the chain links to an eyehook in one of the basement pillars. "Man, she couldn't keep down… just like you, baby, she just kept movin' around and around, beggin' me for more."
He was almost pressing his face against hers, sneering at her, watching with unholy glee as his awful words destroyed her pride.
"Oh, no, no, not Arlette… oh, God," Monica groaned, feeling her life collapsing into a pile of ruin all about her.
"Maybe you two can take turns – you know, alternate days or something – or maybe both of you come here, you know? Yeahhhh, that'd be even better," Jack said, running his fingers through his hair.
"Stop it! You animal! Oh, God, God, you'll pay for this!" Monica screamed, feeling the circulation being cut from her wrists.
"You gonna do somethin' to me, baby? Like that?"
Jack pushed her body backward, letting it go and laughing as she swayed from front to back. That movement made the crushing weight against her wrists even worse. Her arms felt as if they were going to pull free from her body, and another bone-shattering shock of agony raced up and down her spine. Monica's face alternately blanched and turned red, her fingers clawing wildly at the cuffs and her toes curling until they cramped. This was awful, the worst it had been. And Jack was getting more and more excited!
"You gonna call the cops on me or somethin'? That wouldn't be real smart." Jack moved his fingers up and down her shivering thighs, smoothing the backs of them over her flesh, then turning them around suddenly and sliding them through her thick cunt bush. Monica trembled. In spite of the killing agony of the chains pulling her body up over the floor, she gasped at the sensations his fingers could draw from her cunt. His hands were rubbing over her swollen cuntlips, the knuckles barely brushing over her clit. Monica threw her head back in utter abandon, feeling shamed at her own lust, embarrassed at her weakness. No, she couldn't fight him, couldn't fight the raging feelings in her that were controlling her. The pain, the bondage, the sneers, even the knowledge that this horrible man had done things to her own daughter added to the excitement coursing through her veins now. Sucking in a ragged breath, Monica felt her body grow strangely light as more pulling pain shot through her arms. Yes, he could do to her anything he wanted. The more he hurt her, the more she loved it! She had finally come around completely to Jack's twisted way of sexual thinking!
"Uhhhhhhh…" she moaned.
Reaching around, the big stud grabbed a handful of her cunt hair, yanking back, pulling and tugging until he tore it from her pussy. The fires of a thousand hells raced through the woman's cunt as she snapped her head from side to side. The chains rattled as her body swayed, tears springing to her eyes. She tried folding one leg over the other to protect herself. But Jack simply knocked them apart, slapping her thighs hard, then grabbing her knees and swinging Monica back more than before. As her body swung forward and stopped, the woman thought surely her shoulder sockets would crack under the pressure.
"Yaggghghhhhh!"
Monica kept screaming, her body swinging less and less until it finally came to rest. She sagged in her bonds, her head bent down, her hair nearly covering her tits. Jack stared at her, then walked over to that metal cabinet to the right.
"Oh, please, let me go… please…"
"Why? I ain't fucked you yet, baby. And that's the whole end to this… fuckin'. But this is just the foreplay. There's lots more to go."
"Oh, no, noooooo!"
Twisting her wrists in the cuffs, Monica felt her shoulders popping once more. Her flesh alternately chilled and burned. What a horror, what a terrible horror he was forcing her to endure. And now he was coming back with something in his hand. What on earth was it? Shaking the hair from her eyes, Monica strained her vision, focusing in on what appeared to be small, brightly colored cylinders grasped in his fingers.
"I've got something here that's gonna warm you up… something that'll take you by surprise, baby, because I don't think you ever thought anybody could do something like this."
Firecrackers! He had firecrackers in his hand!
"No, no!" she screamed.
Jack smiled more broadly at her cries, the corners of his mouth twisting up, fine wrinkles lining his face. His eyes almost sparkled as he took one green and white cylinder, twisting it around and around between his fingers, then stretching out his arm and holding it up to Monica's face. The woman sniffed. Gunpowder! Yes, she could smell it! The aroma was overpowering! Monica snapped her head back, her long hair brushing over her shoulders as she begged Jack yet once again to stop this madness before he killed her. "Why should I kill you, bitch? You're too much fun. But this is gonna be real good… real nice havin' you blown up at both ends." With that, the big man walked around to a position behind Monica, bending down and grasping her asscheeks with both hands. "Your daughter's got a nice ass… not as big and round like yours, but real nice… kinda pink and pretty," Jack taunted, hearing the woman crying out in indignation at the remark.
"I'll get you for that! Oh, God, Jack, I swear I will!" Monica cried through her tears as she felt his fingers sliding into her asscrack. He was spreading her open back there, sticking his tongue into her crevice, then tickling her shitter with it. It wasn't enough that he was hurting her. He had to degrade her at the same time, drag her through the gutter while whipping her.
"Ugh!"
Monica felt the cylinder twisting between her asscheeks, pressing past her sensitive pink shitter lips and edging into her bowels. Then another slipped in, pressing against the second. Two firecrackers jammed into her spit-slicked asshole! Monica groaned, rubbing her knees together, wondering how much damage they would cause when they finally exploded!
"Now for the best part," Jack muttered, walking around to the front.
Monica eyed two red and white cylinders left in his hand, the white wicks curling out of the top ends. They would tear her cunt apart. They would cripple her for life! Bawling in terror, Monica again twisted her body helplessly on the restraining chains, the cuffs cutting cruelly into her wrists.
"No, no, no!" she shouted.
"Oh, yeah, baby, my bitch! It's gonna happen. It's gonna happen whether you want it or not. And the way your cunt's creamin', you can't tell me you don't wanna have those damned things in you."
"No!"
In spite of her protests – or perhaps because of them – Jack jammed one firecracker into her pussy, watching her face wince with terror and pain. He twisted it around and around, sliding it through the juicy crack until it rested at the bottom junction of her cuntlips.
"The way you're juicin' I hope you won't put out the Goddamned fire."
The second one went in, harder than the first. It was a little longer, the papered sides tickling her cunt walls itchily! Monica drew her knees up slightly, letting her legs come back down when Jack slapped her thighs at that protective movement.
"Uh… ughhhhhh…" she whimpered. This time, Jack slipped the firecracker up until it was touching her clit. The woman cried out, her body shuddering at that contact. Her cunt was stewing, broiling with lust.
"Now…"
Reaching into his shirt pocket, the big stud fished out a lighter. Monica watched as sparks flew and a blue flame appeared. She trembled, her eyes widening, sweat beading on her forehead and trickling down from her stretched armpits. He was moving it toward her ass. In a second, she heard the sharp crackling sound of the small white fuses burning.
"God, oh, God, no, no, take them out! Oh, God, Jack, I'll do anything, just take them out!"
He said nothing more, moving around to the front and lighting the bottom firecracker. Monica jerked and swayed, tugging at the bonds, feeling her spine curling so much she thought it would snap in two. The woman could smell the burning wicks, could hear the fuses crackling as the sparking fires edged closer and closer to those dreadful firecrackers! The flames were teasing her flesh, pricking her cunt and asshole like thousands of tiny hot needles.
"Nooooooo!"
The dual fires were approaching now. The heat became stronger and stronger, the fires leaving small singe marks on her ass and cuntlips. Monica cringed and held her breath as she waited for the final explosions. Pulling maniacally on the chains, she caught sight of Jack smirking cruelly at her. There was nothing she could do. Tensing every muscle in her body, quivering as the heat sliced into her cunt and shitter, the terrified woman waited for the inevitable.
It came with a vengeance. The room was filled with a double explosion. First came the firecrackers stuffed in her ass. A waterfall of fire rushed into her bowels, sending the woman arching forward, her body jerking and bouncing on the chains as the explosion ripped past her asshole lips, puckered them inward, then burned her bowels. It was as if she were given an enema of lava.
"Ygaaggghghhhhhh!"
Then the firecrackers in her cunt exploded. Thousands of tiny, fiery knives sliced into her cunt as both cylinders went off. The force and agony of the blast smashed the woman back. She jerked her hips and ass, the fires and explosions scalding the woman. With another cry, Monica jerked, then fainted, her body hanging limply from the chains. But this moment would pass. Jack was not about to let her escape her fate. As the cylinders smoldered between her asscheeks and cuntlips, the man was about to splash water on Monica's face when he heard creaking above him. Someone was in the kitchen. His face turned upward, its blankness turning quickly into a knowing smirk. Yes, this would be an interesting day, better than he had thought it would be the moment Monica had crossed his threshold.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


"Uhhhhh…" the blonde woman moaned.
Monica jerked her head from side to side as Jack threw water over her body. She had passed out from the double-edged pain of the exploding firecrackers. Blinking her eyes open, she felt the burning sensations in her cunt and asshole. And something else had happened, something besides the blast. Yes, she climaxed, had cum! As odd as it may have seemed, Monica realized she had reached orgasm just as those awful firecrackers went off! Her cunt muscles were sore from the tension, and her clit was still throbbing gently against her injured flesh.
It was also then that Monica realized she and Jack were no longer alone in the room. "Oh, my God! What have you done? Why have you done it?"
Arlette! She was there on some bicycle type of machine. Her hands had been roped to the handlebars. Cuffs of some sort were attached to her ankles and the pedals. She had been stripped naked, her smooth, white body sporting several red marks, indications of a recent beating.
"She came here on her own," Jack said, shrugging as he checked her bonds. Arlette couldn't look at her mother, keeping her face turned away. Tears came to Monica's eyes as she saw her perversion and the damage it had done. Yes, it had swept her daughter in with her!
"Let go of my daughter. She hasn't done anything to you," Monica pleaded, feeling shame at having had her weakness exposed to Arlette so dramatically.
Jack laughed, shaking his head and snorting.
"Man, lady, you ain't heard me. I said she came over here on her own. I've had her here once, and the little slut remembered where I was. Heard her creepin' around upstairs just after you passed out. Went up there and she said…" Jack interrupted himself with a laugh. "And she said she was so hot, she had to come here. And you know what else? Man, she saw us that night in your bedroom."
"What?"
"Yeah, baby, she saw us fuckin' around in your bed, and it turned her on. She came on to me, not the other way around!"
Monica was horrified. She turned toward her daughter, her breath coming in short pants. Arlette had finally found the courage to look her mother in the eye.
"Oh, God, Arlette, is that true?"
Tears stained the teen's face as she lowered her gaze in guilty admission. Monica thought she would die from shame.
"But it's no time to worry about shit like this, man. We gotta be movin' along. I told you I had a surprise for you, though I didn't figure on this little shit showin' up. With a few changes, I think you're gonna dig goin' through this."
Jack moved quickly, standing up on the chair again, then slowly lowering Monica to the floor. Detaching that chain from her cuffs, Jack held her up, pushing her toward the bicycle device that her daughter was strapped to.
"Stop this insanity… stop…" Monica felt weak, injured from the beating, the hanging, the exploding firecrackers in her cunt. But Jack was undaunted. Sliding first one leg, then the other over the bicycle, he positioned her onto a seat facing her daughter. "Just keep your feet there."
He was strapping her ankles to the pedals, her wrists still cuffed behind her back. Monica shook her head to clear it, seeing now that both she and Arlette were sitting on a kind of exercycle she had seen in the gyms. Only this one had two seats, each facing the other. Wires lead from the forward wheel of each to a small gray box some three feet away, where other wires stretched.
"This is something like a generator," Jack explained, getting up from the floor, then moving over to the box. He picked up the wires to which, as Monica and Arlette now saw, were attached small metal clamps. Jack examined two of them quickly, then attached both to Monica's outer cuntlips. The woman stiffened at once, her thighs tingling at the touch of those tiny, cold metal teeth sinking into her soft cunt flesh. Picking up two more wires, Jack attached them to Arlette with much the same reaction from the young girl. Her fingers tightened around the handlebars. "Stop this!"
"When she pedals, the current she generates is going to go into your body, baby," Jack said, picking up two more clamped wires, then attaching them to each of her nipples. Again, he repeated the same action with Arlette. Both women trembled, the wires shaking. Monica chewed on her lower lip, refusing to make a move.
Jack waited, then slapped Arlette hard across the ass. The blow startled the young teen. Her feet jerked, pushing the pedal down and turning the wheel. The resulting current of electricity shot through Monica's body. It was a warming, licking tongue into her cunt, making her clit quiver and stand up once more, while her nipples tingled. And then it was gone. The attractive blonde almost felt sorry. "Now it's your turn. Come on, baby, don't be shy. You gotta make your daughter feel real nice," Jack said, threatening her with a raised hand.
"I'm so sorry, Arlette," Monica whispered tearfully, tensing her thighs and pressing down on the pedals. Her wheel ground forward. Immediately, the girl stiffened in front of her, her spine straightening and her eyes popping open. A small gasp escaped from her lips as her nipples reddened and began stiffening under that delightful tingle. It was then Monica realized that her daughter was indeed like her.
"That's better. Now come on, start… both of you, or I'll beat the shit…"
He had to say no more. Biting down, Monica began to pedal, sending out streamer after hot streamer into her daughter's pussy and nipples. Arlette followed suit, at first pushing the pedals slowly, around and around, the grinding wheel producing electricity that shot into her mother's cunt and tits.
"Uhhhh… Mama!" the teenager groaned.
Arlette felt herself growing high over what was happening to her. The itching force of an oncoming climax was hurried by the hot tingles of electricity coursing through her body. Her mother was tearing her cunt apart with those shocks of electricity. And she didn't care. Lust was starting to boil in her, her clit stung again and again by those prickling jolts of electricity. Staring heavy-lidded at her bound mother, Arlette smiled dreamily, leaning forward and increasing the speed of her pedaling. Yes, she would give her mother the same pleasure that she felt searing her body.
"Ohhhhh!" Monica cried out, her fingers fanning out while her body trembled. There was increased electricity now! She stared at her daughter with curiosity, seeing Arlette's eyes glazing over and widen. Spit dribbled from the corners of her mouth. Her daughter was in heat, in heat over this jolting electricity. And she was pedaling faster, sending the current harder into her body. Monica shivered, her pussy and tits aching. Her temples throbbed, and she heard a ringing sound. Her nipples swelled and ballooned out against the chewing clamps, while her belly knotted and her clit nearly exploded. Jack saw pussy oil bubbling over each woman's thighs, and he shuddered, pulling out his prick and working his fingers over the fat shaft. Monica let out another cry, tensing her legs and pedaling faster.
"Oooooohhhh!" Arlette screamed, falling forward and nearly striking her chin on the handlebars.
What smashed into her cunt and tits was like a fist. The shock felt like blunted glass shards scratching her nipples and clit. Her belly recoiled from the increased electrical torment. Her bowels contracted and, for a moment, the girl was afraid she would shit on herself. Peering at her mother, the girl growled, increasing the speed at which her legs went around and around.
"Yaggghghghhhh!"
Her daughter was tormenting her, hurting her purposely, making her aroused intentionally! Monica was struck with a force that made it difficult for her to breathe! Her cunt and tits were ripped apart by fiery knives. Her bones seemed to rattle, and her head was filled with the blinding noise of a thousand screams. Her own cries were choked down by her tightening throat.
"Ohhhhhhh!" the teenager gasped.
Both women were pedaling maddeningly fast now, their legs barely visible from the speed they were at. Arlette jumped and writhed on her seat, her lips turning purple as cunt oil speckled her thighs. She felt a tearing pain inside her, while her clit threatened to explode. The whirling, grinding sound of the two wheels mixed oddly with the pants and screams of the electrified women. Looking at her mother, Arlette saw that Monica's face was a blur as her body lurched and jumped from the increased voltage.
Jack watched both women, then could take no more. Just as he had ripped the wires from Arlette's cunt and tits, the girl had started to cum, her asscheeks prancing on the seat. Jack took her like an animal, throwing her shoulders down, then holding her in place while he stabbed her pussy with his prick. The girl retched as the double torment of the electricity and this brutal fucking tore her apart. "Ohhhhhh!" Arlette cried.
She kicked and bawled, the backs of her feet slamming against his kidneys as his hips drove faster and faster. He was forcing his cock in deeper, stinging her cumming clit.
"Goddamned little bitch. Cummin' hard and fast, huh? Yeah, blow it out, blow it out," Jack panted, the itching force of her orgasm driving him out of his mind.
"Fuckin' ruttin' bitch," he growled, pulling his purple, lust-bloated prick from her pussy. He hadn't cum. Leaning forward from her half of the torture device, Monica could see he hadn't cum! "Now for you."
He took her as brutally as he had taken her daughter, tearing the black wires from her body, then throwing her to the basement floor. In a moment, she felt his cock fucking her insides, the bruising ramming of his prick tearing at her clit, driving her over the edge. Mother and daughter, fucked together in sight of one another by the same man after torturing one another! She felt herself cresting like a tremendous ocean wave, the white foam splashing over her mind. Jack shoved down, stiffened, then boiled over in her cunt. The two of them yelped and thrashed together while Arlette watched, tears streaming her face. Once again, she had been left out, just as she had the first time when she had seen Jack and her mother involved in bed.
"Ohhhhhh…" she whined.
Jack pulled his dripping cock from her cunt. Monica still felt her pussy trembling and jerking. Slowly, he dressed, smirking down at the two lifeless women. Finally, as he stood over her, Monica felt her spasms ending. She looked up at him, eyes full and tear-swollen, lips quivering. Her daughter. Oh, God, her daughter!
"Go on and get the fuck outta here… both of you. I ain't runnin' no hotel," he said, unfastening her wrist-cuffs.
With that, he strode upstairs, laughing softly to himself. Arlette drew herself closer to Monica, her face showing her confusion. Monica drew away slightly, ashamed of her embarrassment at once.
"Oh, come here, Arlette," she said, gathering her sobbing daughter into her arms. "We'll get out of here and talk. Jack won't bother us again, I promise."
"But… but that's the awful thing, Mother. I want him to… I want…" She couldn't finish the sentence because of her sobs.
"Hush. We'll talk about this at home, away from here," Monica said, petting her daughter's soft blonde hair with one hand. Yes, away from here, away from Jack. Perhaps they would have a chance if they banded together, mother and daughter against him, the savage. But did she really want to do that? How her mind raged, whirling like the Santa Ana winds blowing outside. She would have to think this over, away from here, away from Jack's savage influence.
"Mother?"
"Yes, we'll go now," Monica said, slowly and painfully gathering herself up and wondering if… and when… she would return to this horrible, wonderful cellar.
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