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Chapter One

Butch tripped and fell on the way up the three steps leading to the back door, and that set a dog barking somewhere in the outbuildings. Max swore and looked at Butch in a threatening way. Pete was trying not to laugh and, at the same time, was looking a little pissed off himself at Butch. But it was really no use getting pissed off at Butch, any more than it would be worthwhile getting pissed off at a six-year-old kid. Butch looked a little ashamed of himself (as always when he'd done something stupid) and picked up the gun he'd dropped. He wiped it on the leg of the pants he'd taken off the body of the fat guy who had stopped to give Pete a ride.
Max tried the door just in case, but, of course, it was locked. Anyone living this far out in the boonies would have the sense to lock the doors at night. The dog stopped barking, and Max listened. There wasn't a sound from the house. He laid his shoulder against the door and pushed a little. It wasn't like a Greek Orthodox church, but it wasn't ready to buckle at a sneeze, either. Max beckoned to Butch, and the big gorilla leaned close to him.
"See if you can open it up without waking half the county, will you?" Butch nodded and put the gun in his pocket. A gun never looked very impressive in his hands. It always looked like a toy. He put one hand on the knob, completely obscuring it, and with the other he got as good a grip as he could on the door frame. He pushed on the door a few times, each time a little harder than the last. The door made a grating sound as metal rubbed against metal. The house was old and the wood was probably more than a little rotten.
Butch looked at Max and grinned and leaned down again and put a little of his back into it. The door went in a little further this time and stayed that way. Another shove and Butch forced the lock apart. There wasn't a chain, and if there was a latch the owner hadn't thrown it.
Inside it was like any old fashioned farm house. They walked from the service porch to the kitchen, and then into a hall that led the length of the place. There were two bedrooms to the right of the hill, and a dining room and a living room to the left. Between the service porch and the dining room was a single bathroom, and at the other end, clear across the front of the place, was a screened-in porch. There wasn't anyone in the place.
Naturally Butch started to turn on a light as soon as they had made sure no one was there. Max stopped him with an impatient gesture. "We keep the place dark," he said. "The owners will be coming back sometime tonight, and we want them to walk in without suspecting anything. Right?" Butch thought that one over for a moment.
"Oh, sure. Sure, I didn't think o' that, Max," he said apologetically.
They sat in the living room with their guns across their laps. Max made a search of the closets first and found a shotgun and a rifle in one of them. There was some ammunition, too, and he loaded the two weapons and gave the shotgun to Pete. Pete liked a shotgun. He had used one in all of his jobs.
While they were waiting, Max turned on an old-fashioned radio, and they listened to the bulletins about themselves. The bulletins would have been encouraging if they had been trustworthy. The trouble was, you could never believe them. The State Cops were cagier than that.
About one o'clock in the morning a car turned down the long, graveled drive that led from the highway. Pete sat up a little straighter with the pump action shotgun ready in his hands, and Max reached out with one foot and nudged Butch, who had been snoring softly for a half hour. He turned off the radio and hissed to Pete, "Go around to the back door, just in case they come in that way. If they see the busted door they may try to get out of here. Don't let 'em."
Pete nodded in the dimness and headed through the dining room to the bathroom. Butch looked at Max and smiled that crazy-kid smile of his that always give Max the creeps. He had his gun in his hand. Max motioned to a place beside the double doors leading from the living room to the screened-in porch. "Put the gun away," he ordered. "If they come in that way, you knock the man out of action, if there is a man. If there's a woman with him, and she starts to make noise, cool her too."
Butch grinned, put the.38 back in his pocket and walked over to the place beside the door. There was another door, a regular-sized one, leading into the hall from the porch, and Max decided to cover that one from the back bedroom. He cocked the hammer of the lever-action rifle and kept his finger light on the trigger. The dog started barking again just as the car pulled abreast of the house. It moved on to the back of the place, and Max heard the emergency brake rasp to a locked position. So they were probably coming in the back way. Max headed down the hall at a fast walk, motioning to Butch to stay where he was. He made it to the kitchen just as the doors were slamming on the car. A couple of people got out and started toward the back door. Max could see them through the window. It was very dark, but he could tell that the figures were a man and a woman. Voices reached him, too soft to be understood, but the voices sounded young. The woman laughed, a silvery sound he hadn't heard in three years. It made his bowels turn over and his cock stiffen.
The couple had closed the door after coming in, of course, as well as they could close it. They came up the stairs and the man started to fit a key into the lock, then stopped. Max could almost hear the puzzlement in his silence.
"That's funny." The words were incredibly clear at this distance.
The woman answered with a question. "What, darling?"
It was impossible to see them now because of the angle of the wall.
"Let's go back to the car," the man said, and there was a grimness in his voice. He was a sharp son of a bitch, Max thought. That would be something to remember. He moved toward the service porch as the thought took shape in his mind. He reached it just as Pete came out of the bathroom with the shotgun in his hands, and Max motioned him toward the door. Pete yanked it open with one hand and stuck the shotgun through and out into the night.
"All right, folks," he said, "just step right in."
Max was in the service porch now, and he could see the man, still standing on the stoop with his keys in his hand. He looked as though he was thinking of trying something with Pete, but then he saw Max and the rifle and apparently decided not to fuck around with two armed men. Max pointed the rifle in the direction of the woman. "You heard the man. Come in. Both of you."
The woman looked at her husband for a moment, and then they both came in. The woman was carrying some kind of a bundle, and it took Max a moment to realize that it was a child all wrapped up and asleep. Pete pointed the shotgun at the woman and baby, and Max put the rifle down against the wall and frisked the guy.
"We don't have any money," the man said.
"That's all right," Max told him. "We're not after money, friend. We just want some hospitality for a while."
"My God," the woman said suddenly. "Jim, they're the�" She broke off. Max smiled at her.
"That's right, sweety. We're the escaped convicts. You two hear about us on the car radio?" He waited for her to answer, but she just stood there in the darkness, and Max asked again, "Did you hear about us?"
"Yes," she said. "Yes, we heard."
"Well, then, you know we're nobody to fuck with." The language made her start a little, and the guy looked pissed off about it, but of course there wasn't anything he could do. Max switched on the light and looked at them. They were squinting in the sudden brightness.
The woman was a real looker. She was blonde and in her early twenties, Max guessed. She was about five-four, and she had a shape like a bathing suit model, with legs to match. Her face was something you could see on the cover of a magazine, and she wore her hair long, down around her face. She was more than pretty, he decided. She was a real beauty, and that would make things pleasant for however long it was necessary to stay in this Goddamn place.
The guy wouldn't make things so pleasant. He was a big son of a bitch, with a set to his jaw that made Max want to kill him right then. But he decided to wait. The bastard might be some good around the place. He looked like he was in his middle or late twenties.
"Come on in the house, folks," Max said. He picked up the rifle and backed into the kitchen, snapping on the light there too. The guy came on in, followed by the woman, still carrying the kid. Pete followed them with the shotgun trained on the woman's back. She looked like she was about to shit her pants she was so scared. The guy looked scared, too, but he was better at handling it. Max wondered whether he'd been in a tight squeeze of some sort before. He told himself again that this was someone to watch.
"YOU got any rope in this place?" Max asked.
"No."
Max came in fast and drove the butt of the rifle into the man's gut. The guy was hard as rock, and he only doubled. Most men would have gone down. He almost looked like he was going to come back at Max for a moment, but Max was already out of reach, and he had the rifle leveled at him again.
"Don't forget about the little woman, friend," he said. "If you try anything, Pete there won't swing the gun on you. He'll cut your family to pieces with the first shot, and then he'll worry about you. It's just good sense to eliminate as many as possible when a magilia starts."
The guy looked at Pete and glanced at his wife, who was crying by this time. The baby was still asleep, though it had stirred at bit at the noise when Max hit its old man. "Now I'm going to ask you again for some rope. I know you got some. No one keeps a farm with no rope."
The guy could hardly talk yet, and he looked like he was going to be a little stubborn. Max got ready to convince him some more, but the woman chimed in.
"There's some clothesline under the sink," she said.
Max got the line out. It was thin nylon rope, strong enough to hold a bull. He gave it to Pete, laying his rifle against the wall and taking the shotgun.
"Tie the hero up."
Pete yanked the guy's hands behind him and tied them together. He did a good job, of course. That was one thing about Pete. He always did a good job. The guy winced a little at the tightness of the ropes, and Max laughed.
"Cut off the circulation? Well, that's good. That way you won't be so tempted to try something." Pete got a knife out of one of the drawers and cut the rope and used another piece to tie the guy's ankles together. Then he started toward the woman. "Don't tie her up yet," Max said. "I have plans for her."
The guy twisted his head around so fast he almost fell down. "You touch my wife and I'll�"
"You'll stand there and watch," Max said. "Because that's all you can do. You're in no position to make threats, buddy." He walked up to the man and hooked the butt of the shotgun behind his feet. One little tug and the guy went down, landing hard on his ass and then bumping his head on the linoleum floor. The woman screamed, and the baby woke up and started to howl.
"Please," the woman said, "don't hurt him. Please."
"Well, I'll go easy on him just for you," Max said over the baby's crying. "Considering how much you and I are going to be to each other."
The woman's husband swore and pulled stupidly at the ropes on his wrists, and Pete laughed.
"Shut that little bastard up," Max said. "Or I'll shut him up for you." She started to rock the baby in her arms and croon little sounds to it, and after a moment the crying stopped. Then the woman looked up and almost screamed again. She had to bite her lip to cut it off. Max followed her gaze to the door and saw Butch standing there with a dumb grin on his face. "Don't worry, sweets," Max said. "He won't hurt you. Unless I let him off the leash. Then he'll probably eat that kid of yours between two pieces of bread."
"Don't talk like that to her," the guy said from the floor, where he was sitting up now. "We know you're in the driver's seat. You don't have to scare her to death."
"That's where you're wrong, Farmer Brown. I do have to scare her, because I don't want any trouble, and the more scared you two are the less likely you are to pull something stupid. As long as the two of you do as you're told and don't try something, we'll get along. But the first time either of you tries anything at all, no matter how little a try it is, I'm going to kill the kid first, and then the woman and then you. Now I hope you've got that straight."
He didn't answer. He just looked at Max for a moment, and then looked at the floor. "Get him in the living room," Max said to Butch. Butch bent over the guy and hauled him to his feet with no trouble at all. Max could see the effect that had on the two of them. The guy was big, and it was an impressive demonstration of strength on Butch's part.
"I can't walk with my feet like this," the guy said.
"You can hop." Max jerked his head toward the hall, and the guy started to hop in that direction. He almost fell down three times before he got there. Max told Butch to carry him. Butch picked the man up like a baby in his arms. He didn't even grunt. The woman looked more frightened than before.
"He was the one who opened your locked door," Max said with a grin. "He didn't have to use his shoulder at all. Just his hands. And he can break your legs just as easy."
They got the guy into the living room and put him on the floor against the front wall. "Now, you, sweety," Max said. "I want you to show me around the place. We'll start with the master bedroom."
"Goddamn you," her husband shouted, really losing his cool now, "you leave her alone, you son of a bitch! I'll kill you if you so much as�"
Max walked up to him and kicked him in the side, good and hard. His wife let out a gasp that would have been a scream if she hadn't bitten it off. The guy rolled away just as the kick landed, but it was still solid enough.
"Put something in his mouth," Max said. "I'm tired of listening to him. Now, cutie, let's go."
"Please," the woman said. "I�"
"I'm tired of listening to you, too, cunt. Now move!"
She started off, her legs a little wobbly under her. Max gave the shotgun back to Pete and told Butch to go get the rifle. "If he shows any signs of getting loose, or I yell at you from the bedroom, kill him."
He looked at the woman as he spoke. She bowed her head, as though resigning herself to what was about to happen. Something in the gesture excited Max more. He hadn't seen a woman since they'd locked him up, three years ago, and this was where he did some catching up.
She led him to the bedroom and put the baby into a crib. It was still asleep. The trim on the crib was pink, "A girl?" he asked. She nodded. "I wouldn't hurt a baby. No sense to it. But the geek in there likes to hurt people and things, helpless things. Did they say over the radio what he was up for?" She shook her head, and he had the feeling that she didn't want to be told. Max smiled. "Torture murder they called it. Rape, too. He got a hold of a young girl and held her in a drain pipe for two days while he had his fun with her. He'd love to do the same thing to your baby, except for the rape, of course. He'd just like to make her cry. And he knows all kinds of ways to do that."
"Oh, sweet Jesus," the woman said, and started to cry again.
"Now, don't get to worrying about it, baby, I'm not going to let him hurt the little bastard. As long as you and I are friends, why should I?"
"All right," she said. "I understand. You've made your point. If I don't do what you want, my baby will be tortured to death."
"You get an A for the day's lesson. Just keep it in mind."
"HOW could I possibly forget it?" He, words were hard to understand, she was crying so hard. Her body shook with sobs. Parts of it jiggled very nicely. Max stepped forward and took her in his arms. She felt better than he had thought possible. He had forgotten, in three years on death row, just how great it felt to hold a woman. Her body warmth and fragrance were incredibly exciting. Max felt a sudden urge to throw her on the bed, rip her clothes off and pop the dick to her right now. But he held back. After a three year wait it made sense to do it right.
He let her go and stepped back to look at her. Her face was smeared with makeup, and her eyes were red from the tears, but she was still a beautiful thing to look at. He couldn't believe his luck in walking into the one house where this woman lived. It was an encouraging omen. The break had to work out all right with luck like that going for him.
"I'll bet you've got the prettiest little pussy in the county," he said. She didn't look at him, but there was a stiffening of her shoulders. Max grinned. He was enjoying her discomfort. "That right?" he prodded. "Do you have the prettiest pussy in the county?"
"What do you want me to say?" she cried. "I don't know."
"Well, then, I'll just have to judge for myself. Undrape it."
She bit her lip again, and her body began to tremble more violently, but she raised a shaky hand to the back of her dress. She unfastened the top of it and then wrestled with the zipper. It finally came down with a whisper of sound. She looked at him pleadingly for a moment, as though hoping he would change his mind. Max grinned tightly.
"Keep at it," he said. She pulled the dress forward and off of her shoulders, then pushed it down over her hips. She moved very slowly, stalling no doubt, but the halting actions were exciting to Max. He let her go on at her own pace.
She was wearing a slip and nylon stockings and high-heeled shoes. She stepped out of the shoes now, and then looked around the room for a moment, as though she expected to see some means of escape. The removing of the dress hadn't revealed more than a few inches of skin, of course. But the next step, the slip, would leave her nine-tenths naked, and she was having some trouble working up the nerve to take that step.
"You need some help?" Max asked quietly. Her eyes widened, and she shook her head. She bent over and took the lacy hem of the pink slip in her hands. Pulling the hem up was a slow job, because the slip was tight fitting. Static electricity cracked as thigh and then panties came into view. She was crying again, no doubt from nervousness as much as fear. The slip came over her head, disarranging her hair. Strands of gold stood out from the body of it, weaving like cilia from the static electricity.
She was a fine-looking woman. Her legs were just fantastic. How Farmer Brown out there had managed to land a doll like this was something Max couldn't imagine, but he was grateful to the man for having her here. She looked at Max for a moment, misery written all over her face, and he winked broadly. The stockings were held up by a garter belt under the wispy panties. She reached down now and pried open the garters one at a time. The hose withered and fell in a puddle about her ankles. She bent and pulled them off, tossing them away.
"So far I like what I see," Max said with both desire and amusement in his voice. "Now I'd like to see the rest. No more stalling, honey. I'm getting horny, and I want you to strip right now, or I come over there and do it for you."
She reached behind her and worked feverishly at the clasps of her bra. Max felt his cock standing stiff against his pants, and he turned to face her fully, standing up as straight as he could, so that she would be able to see the bulge. She saw it, all right, although she tried to ignore it. Max laughed. "That's all for you, baby."
That started her crying again. She was like a Goddamn sponge, Max thought. All he had to do was say the right words or look at her the right way, and it was like squeezing the tears out of her.
The bra came away, revealing perfect, generous tits. They were like something in a kid's dream, or something from an old calendar. Absolutely flawless, each peaked with a pink nipple as bright and perfect as a little cherry. She must have heard a difference in his breathing or something, because suddenly she looked up at him, and there was a panicky expression on her face, a look different in degree from the way she had looked before. She looked too frightened to live. The expression sent a surge of desire through Max stronger than he had felt at the sight of her nearly naked body.
"Come on, come on," he hissed. "Drop your pants."
She closed her eyes tightly, as though to block out his presence by refusing to look at him, and pushed the panties down over her hips. They slid down the length of her legs and landed at her feet. Max looked at her for a long time, savoring the clean, feminine lines of her, the roundness and the softness, and the golden patch of hair at her cunt. She was more than he had dreamed of all those nights in the row. She was more than he had ever dreamed of.
He had to open the top of his pants before he could get the zipper down, he had such a stiff. He had been saving it for a long time. In a few moments he was naked, his hair-covered body glistening in the overhead light. The woman stood trying to look at anything but him. She was shaking with sobs, and shivering at the same time. When he touched her skin it was icy, and he realized that she had gone into a state of shock. She seemed almost unconscious with it.
Max grabbed a fistful of hair and spun her head around to face him. He slapped her across the cheek with stinging force, and her eyes suddenly focused on him. Her mouth popped open and he could tell she was about to scream. He jammed a hand across the lower half of her face.
"You don't want to wake up the little bastard, do you?" he hissed. She got hold of herself. He could actually feel the stiffening of her body as she forced herself to calm down.
Max smiled at her and took her in his arms again. If she had felt good before the feeling of her naked body against his was indescribable. He almost came standing up just at the touch of her. Her skin was warmer now, but still cool and smooth. He held her close and laid his face alongside hers, relishing the smoothness of her cheek, the fragrance of her skin and hair. She was shaking again, but he could feel her fighting for control. He let his hand slide down the small of her back to cup one cheek of her ass. A fresh quiver moved over at the intimacy, and she gasped aloud.
Max slid his hand over the smooth, round flesh, letting his fingers stray into the crevice. She shivered some more, but she made no effort to escape him. He could feel her struggle against the urge. His prick was so hard it was painful.
"The bed," he whispered, unable to speak aloud. She followed him with reluctant docility and lay across the bed at his direction. He looked down at her there, naked and lovely and absolutely available, and once again he had to tighten himself against spewing his come into the air.
He lay with her, half covering her body with his own and wedging a leg between her thighs. She struggled for just a moment, trying to close him out, but it was reflexive. She caught herself and pulled her thighs apart. He could almost hear her joints creak with reluctance.
The heat of her crotch was a goad, a welcome to him. The reluctance of the welcome made it all the more delightful. He embraced her for a moment, holding her upper torso against him, then cupped both her breasts in his palms, feeling the superb warmth of them as her chest heaved with terror.
Then he took his prick in one hand and centered it on her pussy. She cried softly and bit down on her lip again, clamping her eyes shut and turning her head to one side. Max pushed into her a little way, savoring the experience, then pushed into her all at once, clear to the root.
She twisted her head around and cried out in a sharp, tight voice. Max's arms stole around her again, and he cradled her against him, not moving his hips yet, just savoring the connection of their bodies. But he knew that couldn't last. He had been a long time without a woman, and she was a lot of woman. He began to move, pumping slowly, and the pleasures were more intense, more superb, than he remembered. A fine thing, he thought, when a man forgets how a piece of ass feels.
He kept the movements slow and deliberate, in and out, thrusting and pulling, and all the time he moved his lips over her face and neck and shoulders. He could smell her body now, the perfume she was wearing, the clean flesh and hair, the mild tang of fresh sweat. Her thighs lay heavy and torpid beneath him, and her belly met his in a slow slap-slap as he fucked her. She hadn't opened her eyes for a moment since he began his entry. She was lying beneath him, trying to keep herself apart from the act, allowing it but not sharing it. Later, he thought, he would call her up for that. But now it was enough just to have his prick in something warm and soft and pretty.
He accelerated his in movements and wrung a fresh cry from her. Her eyelids fluttered for a moment before she clamped them tight again. The sensations were streaming through Max in waves. His heart thudded against his chest, and his breath was ragged and short. He threw his hips into a great, last burst of speed, and flooded her with come. She cried out more loudly than before, and her joints stiffened suddenly. Then the climax filled Max's being, and he heard his own grunts, loud and harsh in the room, and then it was over.
He lay atop her for a long while, half because he wanted to make sure she didn't try an escape, and half because he enjoyed the feel of her.
When he was in control of himself fully, and all the sensations that had weakened him were gone, he rolled off her onto his back. He waited for some movement from her, but there was none. She wasn't even crying any more. Max looked over at her and saw that she was staring at the ceiling.
"I'm sorry if I wasn't as good as you hoped," she said. "But you're the first man to-to possess me, other than my husband."
"No shit? You're really an old-fashioned type, aren't you?"
"Am I? I guess so."
"As for performance, I really didn't expect any better under the circumstances. Not the first time, that is. You'll get better."
"I wouldn't be too sure of that."
"Well, I am sure. So sure I'm not even going to threaten you. I'm not going to tell you that if you don't come alive pretty soon I'll turn your brat over to Butch. I'm not going to tell you that hubby out there, all tied up and very handy, could end up hanging in his own smokehouse. I'm not going to tell you that because I don't think I have to. You see, you're just a naturally good fuck. A man who's been around a little bit learns to spot them. Don't get me wrong. I don't mean you're a tramp or anything like that. You're not a woman who'd let a man fuck her if she didn't care about him, unless she didn't have anything to say about it, of course. But when the fucking is taking place, you're going to put out because you just can't help it. That's a fact about you. Maybe you never learned it because you've never crawled into the feathers with anyone but Farmer Brown out there, but now you're going to learn it."
She looked at him for a moment without speaking, then returned her gaze to the ceiling. Max stood and walked to the window. He looked at the opaqueness of it for a while, then pulled down the shade. That had been a stupid stunt, he thought. Leaving the shade up. What if someone had come by?
"Just the two of you live here?" he asked, and turned to face her. She was still lying on her back, her legs spread as he had left them. She turned her face to him and looked as though she were considering her reply. "Don't lie to me� Say, what the fuck is your name, anyway?"
"Julie. Julie Bradford. Mrs. James Bradford."
Max grinned. "Well, don't ever lie to me, Julie, unless you're certain I'm not going to find out. And don't hold any information back, either, because that kind of thing pisses me off royally. If you try to shaft me, I'm going to shaft your family, husband and baby."
"We live here alone," she said. "Just the three of us. But someone is coming here tomorrow."
Max was suddenly alert. "Who?"
"My sister. School is out, and she's coming to spend the summer with us."
"Sister? How old is she?"
"Sixteen."
"Oh, well, that's all right. We can always use some extra poontang around the hacienda."
Julie sat up suddenly. "Please don't hurt her. She's under my care. My parents have sent her here under my care."
"Shit, I'm not going to hurt her. As long as she cooperates."
"Oh, God! Please." She got up and came to him. If it was possible to grovel in a standing position, Max thought, she was doing it now. He liked the feeling it gave him. "Aren't I enough?" she asked. "I'll do anything you want, only please don't hurt Sally."
"You're going to do anything I want anyway, aren't you?" he asked casually, and then, when she didn't reply, he repeated, "Aren't you?"
"Yes, yes, of course. Only�"
"Only shit. I don't have to make any extra promises, sweets. I'm already giving you your husband and your baby, and that's all you get for your ass. I'm in the bargaining position here. Is your sister coming alone?"
She nodded.
"Speak up, Goddamn it."
"Yes, she's coming alone."
"What time?"
"On the one o'clock train tomorrow."
"How will she get here from town?"
"We're supposed to pick her up. She's going to phone from the station."
"Okay. When she calls tomorrow you tell her the car's fucked up. You tell her to take a cab. And that's all you tell her. I'll be there, and you'd better keep to the script or I'll make you sorry."
"Why don't you let me send her away? She'll just be another person to cope with while you're here."
"Two reasons, baby. First, there isn't any way you could send her away without arousing her suspicion. And secondly, there are three of us here and only one woman. We've been cooped up a long time, Julie, and we need recreation. Your sister can provide it."
He waited for further objections from her, but she didn't say anything.
"Now I want you to get your ass in the kitchen and fix us something to eat."
Julie turned and plodded to where her clothes lay. "Don't bother with that." Max ordered. "Just put on a robe." She walked to a narrow closet and took out a thin cotton robe. It looked cheap. He wondered again how such a woman had come to settle for a husband like that asshole in the living room. He'd have to ask her about that sometime.
She shrugged into the robe and started to tie the sash. Max walked over to her and pulled the sash out of the loops. He dropped it on the floor.
"That'll give you something to do with your hands," he said. "It ought to help keep you out of mischief."
"But if I'm going to cook for you�"
"You'll have to let it hang open, won't you? And won't that be too had?"
"Please, I can't go out there in front of those other men like this. And my husband."
"I'll bet you can if you try real hard." She started to say something more, but Max laid a finger softly across her lips and shook his head. She pulled the robe tightly about her body and walked out the door. Max saw her turn sharply toward the kitchen, trying to keep the men in the living room from seeing her. He laughed. She was going to be a lot of fun. And this sister of hers was something else. He hoped she was just half as pretty as Julie, just half. It made him feel all hot and tight inside�

Chapter Two

There had been a few times when she thought she was going to pass out. Wondering whether she could really stand it. Wondering whether she could survive it as the same person. Julie still wondered about that. Had she remained the same person? She seemed to be. Things were a little out of focus right now, and she supposed she was in shock to some degree. Still, she seemed to be the same Julie who had walked into that bedroom a while ago.
So she had been raped. She had been possessed by an ape of a man who cared nothing about her except as a piece of flesh, an organism he presumably found attractive. It wasn't the kind of experience she would have chosen for herself, and it wasn't something she would recommend to other women, but she had lived through it. And her husband and baby were still alive. That had been her choice: whether to hold onto her honor, to use an old-fashioned term, or to let her family hold onto life. There hadn't been any contest. They were all in for a rough time, of course. And maybe this crew intended to kill them no matter what they did. At any rate, every extra moment they stayed alive was worth something. And those moments might lead to something.
They might lead to escape, or rescue. It was their job to stay alive, now, for as long as possible. And to help each other stay alive. If that meant that Julie had to go to bed with that slimy bastard then she'd have to find some way to live with herself afterwards. And with her husband, of course.
She found some bacon and eggs in the refrigerator and put on a pot of coffee. The man who had just raped her, Max, sat in the kitchen with the rifle across his lap, watching her with a smile. The others remained in the living room, standing guard over Jim.
It was awkward, trying to work with one hand, while she held the robe closed with the other. Max sat and grinned at her attempt, and finally said, "I just fucked you, honey. And I'm going to fuck you again. Isn't it a little silly to be coy with me?"
He was right, of course. It was silly. But it was a link with decency, something that allowed her to hold on with her fingernails to the woman she had always been.
While the bacon was frying in its own fat, she thought about Jim. It had been rougher on him than on her, probably. No, she told herself. That was maudlin sentimentality. It hadn't been rougher on him than on her. But she had no doubt that it had been rougher than hell for all that. A man like Jim wasn't built for this kind of thing, this helplessness.
He was built for action. And right now action wasn't called for. That was why she had helped them, telling them where the rope was. Jim would have let them beat him to a pulp before he'd have bent that much. And that was foolish because they were in the driver's seat at the moment. The only tack that made any sense was to follow orders and offer no resistance until a chance came, if it did. Resistance at this point would only cause them all to be killed. And so, no matter how hard it might be on him emotionally, Jim was better off, they all were better off, while he was tied up and under guard.
She set the table, very much aware of his threatening nearness while she did it. It just wasn't possible to perform that job with one hand. The robe hung open, and Max grinned his appreciation at the sight of her body, exposed in front. It made her blush for a moment, but then Julie felt a surge of defiance. She walked back to the stove, and continued to work, leaving the robe to its own devices. But it was a poor way to show defiance. The bastard was enjoying it, and he knew how embarrassed she was. What kind of man was it, she wondered, who could enjoy a woman's embarrassment and humiliation, her disgust, the way a normal man would enjoy her pleasure?
Whatever kind of a man he was, he was better than the animal in the living room, with the body of an orangutan and a brain to match. It wasn't a very good position to be in, but Max was her White Hope. Her protector, and the protector of her baby.
"Do you want me to take the food in there to them?" she asked when it was ready. She had set the table without thinking.
"No, they can come in here. It's been a long time since any of us have eaten at a real, honest-to-God table. You go tell them it's on."
She closed the robe about her, holding it at waist and throat, and went into the living room. The big one grinned at her like a dumb animal, and the other didn't look much better.
"You better bring asshole here," he said to his anthropoid friend. Then Butch got up from the couch and hauled Jim to his feet. He picked him up again, the way he had done before, and they all went into the kitchen.
"Sit down, guys, enjoy yourselves," Max said.
"Our little hostess here is very generous. You wouldn't believe how hospitable she can be."
Julie thought she would die of humiliation. She felt the flush creep up from her neck, and she had to fight to keep from looking at Jim, Butch set him on the floor near the table, and in plain sight. They took places at the table and speared food from platters to their own plates. Butch ate like an animal, and Pete wasn't much better. Only Max, of the three of them, seemed to have been taught some kind of manners. He seemed a little more cultured than the others in a lot of ways.
They had her fetch and carry, and she had to cook more food for them. In the course of things she had to forget about modesty. The robe hung open, and she noticed Pete and Butch staring at her body as they had stared at the food when they first sat down. She made a half-hearted attempt to hold it closed again, but they had her jumping too fast, and she had the feeling that they meant it that way.
"You know," Pete slid when he had finished his third helping of bacon and eggs, "speaking of hospitality, I could use some of it myself. When are you gonna put the little lady up for grabs, Max?"
Julie felt something icy dash through her belly, and down into her legs. She had known that this moment would come, of course, but she had managed to keep from thinking about it so far. She stood stiffly, waiting to hear what Max would say.
"I'm not going to," Max said. He said it calmly, and with a touch of humor in his voice. Pete looked at him for a moment, and Butch even stopped eating and stared at him, too.
"Would you mind running through that again, old buddy?" Pete asked.
"I'm not going to share the blonde with you guys," Max said obligingly. He was smiling, apparently having a good time. But Pete didn't think much of his idea.
"We both been in stir as long as you have and longer, Max. If there's a woman to be had, I figure we're entitled."
"So do I."
"Talk sense, will you?"
"If there's just one woman available, I figure you're entitled to share her with me. But there's going to be more than one woman available. And since I'm the guy who planned this whole thing, I figure I've got a right to one of the women all for myself. I happen to like Blondie here."
"That's just fine. Now where's the other woman?"
"She's coming tomorrow." As he spoke Julie couldn't help looking down at Jim, sitting on the floor. He stared up at her for a moment in surprise, and she thought she saw a touch of disgust in his expression. She wanted to say, I hod to tell him. I had to. What good would it have done to hold out on him? But of course she couldn't say anything to him. She looked away, at a blank spot on the wall.
"Blondie's little sister," Max went on. "She's coming to spend the summer here. So nobody is going to miss her. Not as long as we're going to be here, that is. I figure Blondie is mine, and the little sister is yours to share."
"You wouldn't shit your old buddies, would you, Max?" Pete asked quietly. "This wouldn't be something just so's you can keep the blonde all to yourself, would it?"
"Fuck no, I'd be stupid to pull something like that. We've got away clean so far because we've worked together on this escape. We've worked smoothly, you think I'm going to jeopardize something that important just to get private fucking rights with this cunt?"
"Okay," Pete said. "I guess you wouldn't at that. When did you say the new broad is comin'?"
"Tomorrow."
"I guess I can stand to do without a piece of ass for one more night," Pete said.
Julie started picking up the dishes. There was a strip of bacon left on the platter, and Butch grabbed it in his fingers and gobbled it down. He grinned at her like an ape. The sight of him made Julie queasy. And the conversation between Max and Pete sent a surge of panic through her. Rape would be horrible enough for Sally. But to be subjected to this animal! Sally was a young, sweet kid. She wouldn't be able to tolerate something like that. She'd lose her mind. Something had to be done to stop that from happening.
Don't kid yourself, Julie thought as she piled the dishes in the sink. What can you do to stop it? Sally is just going to have to take her chances.
"Don't bother to wash the dishes," Max ordered when she started to run hot water into the sink. "You can do that tomorrow. The night was made for other things."
Julie felt like crying, but she had cried enough tonight. There was a time to stop crying and learn to adjust to conditions. She nodded mutely, ignoring the snickers from the other two men. She kept herself from looking at Jim. He was still trussed up and in the same spot. He was looking at his own legs now, and she had the impression that he had withdrawn into his own mind a little.
Hugging the robe about her, Julie preceded Max from the kitchen to the bedroom. She turned down the bed at his command. Apparently they were to sleep together all night. She felt a weakness in her knees at the thought. The first encounter had been a brutal rape, in which she had been coerced into cooperating. This was too much like having an affair. It made bile rise in her throat to think of it, but, of course, she wasn't going to try anything. She was going to do as she was told.
She slipped under the blankets and slid over to the side of the bed against the wall. Max lay next to her, blocking her with his body. "If you have to get up for any reason during the night," he said, "you just tell me. If I catch you trying to get up while I'm sleeping, I'll slap the shit out of you. Understand?"
"Yes, sir."
He slipped his gun under the mattress on his side, where his weight would bear on it. As he put it there he looked at Julie meaningfully. The thought that she would make a try for the gun was such a weird thought it almost made her smile. She wouldn't know the first thing a out using it, and even if she could kill him with it, what good would it be? She wouldn't be able to get past those other two. And Max was her only protection from them.
Her belly was as tight as a drum now. She could feel the heat of his body next to her in the bed. She could feel little tickling sensations from his body hair as he moved against her in the normal course of settling down. Then he turned toward her and suddenly snapped the covers down, baring her clear to her knees. She gasped and started and lay completely still. She felt as though she would vomit from fear and embarrassment. Max grinned. "Come here," he said, holding out his arms.
It took her a moment to work up the nerve, but she slid toward him, coming to rest against his body. Their forms interlocked, and she could feel his bristly face against her cheek at the same moment that his belly, hard and muscular pressed against hers. Julie's breasts flattened against his massive chest. This was it. Now it happened again. His cock was stiff and erect against her, prodding one thigh.
Max kissed her, delving into her mouth with luxurious slowness, deliberate insolence. It was as though he were using the kiss to tell her that she was his property. His arms were around her, and his hands moved up and down her back and over her shoulders and her ass, squeezing and patting with pleasure.
It wasn't that she didn't still feel fear and disgust. She did. And it wasn't that she wouldn't have given almost anything to be able to get out of that bed, because she would have. But it was a physical sensation after all, Julie told herself, and something she couldn't help. She couldn't be blamed for that. You couldn't blame someone for a physical sensation over which she has no control.
It was a heat in her loins, a softening inside of her, as desire seeped through her body with the insistence of an underground spring finding its own path. Her thighs became warm and heavy, and she felt a weakness fill her muscles. Her eyes grew heavy-lidded.
He could tell what he was doing to her, of course. She knew that. There was no use trying to hide that from him. He was an experienced man, and he had told her that she was the type who wouldn't be able to help feeling pleasure. "A good fuck", he had called her. She had denied it then and had fought against the realization in her own mind that she was just that. But it was true. It was true, but so what? It had nothing to do with her. Nothing to do with the collection of beliefs and ideas that made up her personality. It was physical, nothing more. Any man, in these circumstances, would have been able to excite these feelings in any normal woman. It was something she couldn't help.
His hands continued their movements, slipping around to knead her breasts and slide with familiarity over her belly and down into the tangle, of hair at her cunt. She felt little thrills, little sharp pleasures that wouldn't be denied, and she tried to hide them at first, but it was no use. He was kissing her at the same time, moving his lips over her face and neck and shoulders, licking her skin with his tongue like a cat. The dampness of his spit on her was cool and exciting. Her legs writhed in a spasm of involuntary motion. Max laughed, deep in his throat, and rolled over her, pressing her to her back. She realized that her legs hall parted for him, automatically, without her knowledge. It was almost as though they had shared a bed for years. The thought hammered at Julie's mind like a horrid battering ram.
They were good together!
No. No, that couldn't be. She wouldn't accept that.
It was just a physical sensation, something she couldn't help, something that had nothing to do with her as a person.
Max took his cock in his hands and centered it on her slit. Julie closed her eyes tightly waiting for him to push in.
When be did the sensation sent a thrill over her frame, a quick fit of motion. She gasped and almost cried out.
The connection made, Max lay on her, his weight pressing her body into the mattress. Julie felt a submissive feeling that he couldn't help liking. She felt pinned down by his weight, owned by it, possessed. He was much heavier than Jim.
Oh, God, why had she thought of that?
It wasn't like it was with Jim. It wasn't something you could even compare. One was a love act, the other was rape, something she submitted to out of fear for herself and those she loved. How could you compare the two things. There just wasn't any way. She banished the thought by throwing herself completely into the sensations that were beginning to sweep over her as Max started his movements. She didn't hold back this time, as she had the first time. She let her hips have their way, moving in unison and counterpoint with Max's, and she embraced him, holding him tightly against her. There wasn't any use trying to pretend that he wasn't getting to her. He obviously knew better. And allowing the pleasures to fill her and wash through her might make it a little easier.
The pleasure, the tingling and tickling of joy in her loins grew stronger, and spread up into her ribcage and her breasts, and even in her arms, and down into her thighs and calves. Her knees locked, and her ankles tightened as she thrust her feet down and curled her toes with the power of the pleasure. Their bodies accelerated, the slapping of their bellies filling the room.
"Oh, God!" Her own voice assailed her ears, and she didn't care about it, didn't care about hiding her feelings any longer. "Oh, Jesus," she shrieked. "Yes! Oh, God, yes!"
Then it was like an explosion in her head, so powerful she lost all contact with the room and the world and anything outside of their two bodies, and the stiff organ massaging her insides with insistent force. And she felt his seed boil into her, and she bit down on his shoulder for a moment, and raked her nails across his back, and then she cried out again as the peak give way to a greater peak, an intensity she had never known before.
She lay next to him quietly, too shocked by her own reaction to his lovemaking to cry about it, even. This was more than he had expected from her, surely. It was more than she had ever had with Jim. She had to admit to herself now. She had responded to this son-of-a-bitch in a way her husband had never been able to bring about.
"You're better that I thought," Max said, stroking her thigh lightly. "I think you're better than you knew, huh?" He laughed.
"All right, you bastard," Julie hissed. "So I liked it. But that doesn't mean I didn't hate it, too."
"No, it doesn't," Max agreed, amusement heavy in his voice. "But as time goes by, sweets, and you get more used to it, the hating is going to get less and the liking is going to get more and more."
He knew how to hit below the belt, she thought with grudging admiration. If he was trying to humiliate her with his statements, he was good at it.
"Thanks a lot," she said, and started to cry.
"Oh, shit. Face it baby. We're all animals. We like to eat and we like to fuck because that's the way the nerves are strung together. It's no different with us than it would be with a couple of dogs. Better, maybe, because we're more sensitive animals than dogs are. But not really different. The sooner you face up to that the better you're going to come out of this."
"You're enjoying humiliating me. And my husband. Would an animal be able to enjoy what you're doing to him? Making him sit in there knowing what's going on between us?"
"As I said, we're more sensitive than the other animals. We enjoy some things they don't." There was a touch of anger in his voice, as though her reproachful words had stung him a bit. "Now, I'm going to enjoy something the animals don't do at all, sweety. Just to show you who's in charge of things here."
"I know who's in charge," Julie said. She felt a surge of panic. She didn't know what he had in mind, but it had to he something particularly unpleasant from her point of view, if he meant it to show her he was boss.
"I don't think you do. I think you need a little lesson, Julie. A little something to teach you not to be critical. Tell me, just how good a sex life have you had with Jim or whatever his name is?"
"I don't know what you mean. We've had a good sex life."
"I mean what have you done for him? Anything special?"
"No." She regretted the denial as soon as it was out of her mouth. It was too quick, too vehement. It told him just what he had meant to find out.
"Well, you're going to be a better wife when I get through with you, sweets, because I'm going to teach you a thing or two about pleasing a man. Farmer Brown in there ought to thank me for what I'm going to teach you."
"Please," Julie began, and then, realizing the futility of it, she asked tiredly, "what do you want me to do?"
"Haven't you guessed? You seem like a pretty hip chick. You must know about things even if you've never done them. I want you to French me, sweet-heart."
She closed her eyes a moment. This would take about everything she could muster. But, of course, she had expected it to come sooner or later. A man like Max couldn't be expected to forego something like that when he had a woman at his disposal.
"I don't know anything about doing that," she said. "You'll have to-to teach me." She almost choked on the words. Max laughed with obvious enjoyment.
"Nothing to it, baby. I can teach you everything you need to know in a couple of moments. After that it's just a matter of practice. And I'll be sure you get plenty of that." He had been leaning on one elbow while he talked to her. Now he lay back, lacing his fingers behind his head. "Scoot down there, sweety."
Julie moved reluctantly, placing herself on a level with his abdomen. The organ was already beginning to stir and stiffen. He was a bull, she thought. But she supposed most men would be, after spending years in prison. At his direction she took his prick in her hands, holding it gingerly. Touching a man's prick had never seemed particularly unpleasant when it was Jim's, and it didn't seem particularly unpleasant with Max, except that this time she was facing it, looking at it. This was something different from anything she had ever done before. Different and dirty. She uttered a short prayer for strength to do what had to be done. She felt clammy with nervous sweat.
"Now you lean down and lick the head of it," Max told her in an elaborately casual voice. "You lick it all over, ending up on the crown because that's the most sensitive part. Then you lick the shaft, too. There's no particular order of things. You just do everything you can to turn me on. You kiss my belly and my balls, you lick my crotch, you do anything you can think of. Then, when you figure you've brought me far enough alone, you move your lips over the head of my cock, back and forth, until I'm about to come. Then you take the whole thing in your mouth, or as much of it as you can, and you suck and lick until I go off. When I come, you swallow it. All of it. Understand?"
"Y-yes. I understand."
"Good. Then stop stalling."
She bent down and forced herself to touch her tongue to the tip of the organ. It was salty tasting, so much so it almost burned her tongue. She felt a gag reflex, but it wasn't bad yet. She choked it down and touched her tongue to the erect cock again. The taste didn't seem quite as bad on the second try. She tried to turn off her mind as she moved the tip of her tongue over the head of the prick, covering it with saliva. Max began to make little grunting noises, so she knew she was doing something right. Disgust welled up in her, and she had to exercise all her will power to keep from stopping. She licked and licked, until her tongue began to feel sore. She moved to the crown, as he had told her, and worked on that until she had him pitching and clenching his jaws with little fits of pleasure. Then she worked her way down the side of the shaft. She remembered what he had said, and paused to kiss his belly and his balls and lick his crotch. Tears flooded her eyes and ran down her face, but she managed to keep at what she was doing, working by touch. She couldn't see any more. She licked his crotch, tasting sweat there. The hair of his thighs scratched her face.
She detected a pitching in his belly, and she knew that he was nearing his climax. She steeled herself for the final indignity and pursed her lips, moving them over the head of his cock. She rocked her body slightly, working her lips over the head of the cock until the pitching in his belly and his cock reached the point that told her his orgasm was imminent.
The cock was large, and expanded now to its full, erect size. Julie managed to get most of it in her mouth, but it pressed against her throat, gagging her. She fought down the reflex and sucked and licked for all she was worth. The sooner she could get him to go off, she realized, the sooner it would be over. Then he came in a giant glob that almost choked her. It happened fast, and she swallowed automatically, before she had time to think. Max let out a yell and his body went through a giant spasm as he hit his climax, and then he lay still.
Julie sank from her kneeling position to her side, lying quite still. She felt emotionally drained and disgusted with what she had done. She'd had no choice, she told herself. She kept telling herself that over and over again.
"That wasn't bad," Max said. "For a first time. But there is one thing. From now on, keep your head tilted up this way as much as you can. I like to watch your face while you do it."

Chapter Three

The phone finally rang at three in the afternoon. It was a relief to Max. Pete and Butch had begun to look at him as though they thought he was trying to pull something on them.
And things hadn't been made any easier by the little blonde. She kept begging him to let her take the gag off her husband and feed him. Finally he had slapped her face a couple of good ones, and she had fallen silent, staring at him in shocked surprise. He wondered whether she had ever been slapped in the face before. Probably not.
"Your old man's better off without food," he told her irritably. "A couple of days fasting, and he'll be less likely to try something stupid."
"When's the little sister coming?" Pete asked a dozen times during the day, and when Max told him that the blonde had told him she was coming and that was all he knew, Pete finally asked, "What if she's a dog? I just happened to think of that."
"Yeah," Butch said from the couch. He was staring at Julie and grinning. "What if she's a dog?"
"Why would she be a dog?" Max demanded, "She's Blondie's little sister."
"Yeah, but what if she is?" Pete asked insistently.
"Yeah, what if she is?" echoed Butch.
"If she's a dog, we share Julie, the way you wanted to last night."
That seemed to satisfy them for a while. Then they started to get fidgety again, as the day wore on and there wasn't any little sister. They'd been without a woman for a long time, and they obviously couldn't see why they should wait any longer. Max couldn't really think of a good reason. He was on the verge of letting Pete take Julie into the bedroom when the phone rang.
They all stood looking at each other for a moment after the first ring. Julie clenched her hands, wadding the front of her robe. Pete grinned, and Max felt relief, because a little thing like this could have caused some real trouble, and trouble they didn't need. The phone rang again. Max grabbed Julie's arm tightly, making her wince.
"All right, you're on, Blondie. Now, don't forget, this is your big scene, and if you fuck it up you're going to stand here and watch your family get wiped out."
"I'll do what you want." Her voice was shaky.
"You'll have to do it in a better voice than that." He led her to the telephone. There was a pad next to it, with a ball-point pen stuck on by a built-in magnet. Max picked up the pen and nodded to Julie. Just as the phone started its third ring, she picked it up and inserted the earpiece under her hair. Before she could speak, Max twisted the phone in her hand and stood close to her, their bodies lightly touching, so he could hear the other end of the conversation. Then he nodded to Julie.
"Hello?" Her voice was surprisingly steady. A supreme effort, he guessed.
"Hi, Sis!" A perky girl-voice came back from the other end of the wire. "I'm here, waiting."
Julie waited a moment before she answered. Max was afraid for a moment that she was going to blow the whole weenie, but, of course, she had more sense than that. "Why are you so late, Sally?" There was a touch of annoyance in Julie's voice. The wait had been nerve-wracking for her, too. "We've been worried." That was a nice touch, Max thought. She was really doing very well.
"The train got held up, Sis. We tried to call you, but all the trunks to this burg were busy." The "we" brought Max up smartly, and he saw a startled look on Julie's face.
"Are you with someone, dear?"
"Yeah. Connie's here."
Julie looked at Max and shook her head, signifying that she didn't know what was going on any more than he did. "Connie?" she asked.
"Connie Winslow. The girl I met in school. I wrote you about her."
"But you didn't say anything about bringing her here."
"I didn't talk her into it until yesterday. It's just for overnight, Sis. That's all right, isn't it?"
"Well, I don't know," Julie stalled, while Max scrawled a question on the pad. Then she read verbatim. "Do her parents know?"
"They don't expect her home. She was going to stay in school on her the vacation, but then her grades got better, and she decided to go home and surprise them, and I talked her into coming this far with me and staying overnight. Gee, what's the trouble, Sis? She can bunk with me. It won't be any trouble." The girl sounded surprised, and a little hurt, that her friend wasn't welcome. Julie looked at Max helplessly, and he nodded, coming to a quick decision.
"All right," she said. "Bring her on out."
"Bring her? I thought you were going to�"
"No, dear, we can't pick you up. The car broke down last night. You get a ride out here. Is Mr. Lister's cab there?"
There was a pause. "Yeah. It's here."
"Fine. Do you have money?"
"Well, sure. You don't think I'd take off across two states without money, do you?"
"Good. Take the cab out here, and we'll reimburse you for it."
"Sis, is something wrong?"
There was a real tension then, in Max and in Julie too. He could feel the stiffening in her body. "Why, no," she said in a very matter-of-fact voice. "Why do you ask, darling?"
"Well, you just sound kind of funny."
"It's just the worry over you, Sally. And Diane has a little cold. You hurry out here. I'm just dying to see you."
"Sure thing. So long." There was a click, and the line went dead.
Max took the phone out of Julie's hand and placed it on the cradle. "That was a nice piece of work, sweets. You showed good sense, and stage presence too." Julie looked at the floor. She looked like she was about to cry.
"Is the little sister comin'?" Pete asked.
"Better than that. We got two new pieces of poontang on the way. Little sister was nice enough to bring along a friend."
The cab showed up a half-hour later. It was an old Chevy with one bumper tip missing. They saw it clear out on the road, and then it turned down the driveway and plowed along through its own dust cloud toward the house. It pulled up close to the service porch in back and the doors opened. An old guy with what looked like a telegrapher's hat got out of the front seat and went back to the trunk. He took out some bags. Two girls got out of the back. They were both small, dressed in miniskirts and both damned good-looking little chicks. One had brown hair and the other had red. The redhead was so heavily freckled Max could tell it from this distance, and through the window screen. She was still cuter than a button, though.
"Which one is your sister?" he asked Julie.
"The one with brown hair." The one with brown hair was really the better looking of the two. He looked at her for a moment before the similarity hit him. It was uncanny. Julie saw his reaction, and she looked at him in apparent alarm. "What's the matter?"
"Nothing."
"But you�"
"I said it was nothing. Shut up." He grasped her arm and pulled her into the bedroom. The baby was lying in her crib, awake but quiet. He picked her up. Julie got the fidgets. "I'm not going to hurt her," he said. "As long as you do what you're told. Now get out on the service porch."
She went, reluctantly, and he walked along behind her. "Get them in the house, and see to it the old asshole stays outside. Don't you go out there, I want you where I can hear every word you say. I'm going to be right inside the kitchen door with the baby." He cradled the kid in one arm and took out his.45. "One little slip on your part, and you've got half a baby. Understand?"
"Oh, please."
"Shut up anti get out there."
She hugged the robe about her and stepped out onto the porch. The girls were still outside. The one with brown hair was paying the old cab driver.
"Come on in, girls," Julie called. "I'm sorry I can't ask you in, Mr. Lister. I'm not dressed."
"Howdy, Miz Bradford," the old guy said, touching the bill of his hat. "I'll just give the girls a hand here." He picked up the bags and carried them toward the door. Julie looked panicky. The door was shattered, and if he saw that the old asshole might start to put two and two together.
"Oh, that's all right," the redhead said, grabbing one of the bags. Trying to be the good guest, Max supposed, and thought, Baby, you don't know how good a guest you're going to be. The girl with brown hair grabbed the other bag, and they both headed for the door. The old geezer shrugged and got back in his car. He waved and put it in gear and pulled away, making more dust than a windstorm.
"Sis, this is Connie," the girl with brown hair said. Max couldn't see any of them now, but he could hear them very clearly.
"Come on in, girls," Julie said.
"Hey, what happened to the door?" This from Brown Hair.
"Oh, an accident. I'll tell you about it when we get inside." Max heard light footsteps across the service porch, and then Julie came into the kitchen, clutching her cotton robe about her. She walked right past him without glancing in his direction, and the two girls followed her like sheep into the slaughter house. Each of them was carrying a suitcase, leaning to one side from the weight. Of course they saw him the moment they were in the kitchen, but Max had shifted the gun behind his back, so they just turned and smiled uncertainly at him, still holding their bags.
"Hi, girls," he said. "I'm a friend of Jim and Julie. Just visiting." Julie nodded when Brown Hair looked at her.
"Let's go into the living room," she said.
They knew they had walked into something when they got to the living room and saw Jim Bradford trussed up on the floor. Brown Hair dropped her bag and clapped a hand over her mouth to keep from screaming. Her friend just stood there rigidly. Julie had taken the baby on the way in, and now Max stepped up behind the girls and gave them a hard shove toward the middle of the room. They both let out a yelp of surprise and fright.
"Sis," Brown Hair said, turning to Julie, "what's�"
"You got any questions, baby, you direct them to me," Max said. He pulled the gun into sight, and the two girls huddled together staring at the weapon. The sight of the pistol in his hand seemed to affect them more than the rifle and the shotgun in the hands of the other two. "Now, I guess you girls are wondering what kind of party you've wandered into. My name is Max. That's Pete. And the intellectual looking gentleman with the rifle over there is Butch. We're staying here for a few days, until some people who are looking for us get tired and go away."
"Oh, God," the redhead said suddenly. "They're the�" She broke off, and Max smiled his best smile.
"The escaped murderers. That what you were going to say, Red?" He paused, smiling again. "You know, you're right? We're the three who made history yesterday by escaping from death row. And if we're caught, we're going back to death row. So we really don't have anything to lose if we shoot holes through a couple of teenagers.
"Now, you're going to be our little guests for the next few days. You'll have to earn your keep by working around the place and by furnishing us with a little entertainment now and then. Mrs. Bradford can tell you all about that if you have any questions. But as long as you do as you're told, you won't get hurt. One little bit of bullshit, and we start using you for target practice. You got that?" They didn't answer in words, but he could see from their faces that they understood the situation fairly well.
"I want the one with brown hair," Pete said. He came forward and grabbed her by the arm. She tried to pull away, in a panic, and he cuffed her a good one alongside the head. She gasped and stopped fighting. Pete pulled her toward the hall, and the front bedroom. She looked around in a pleading way, as though she expected help.
"Just a minute," Max said. Pete stopped, eyeing him suspiciously. "I want to talk this over with you, buddy," Max went on. "I want that little gal myself."
"Yeah?" Pete's gun was suddenly in his hand. He didn't point it at Max, but it was there, and ready. "Well, how do you figure you got a right to two dames and me none?"
"I don't figure that."
"Then what you got in mind?"
"A trade. I'll give you the blonde. I'll give you Julie." Julie looked at Max sharply, and then at Pete, to see what he would say to the proposition. Pete looked at her for a moment, and then at the young twat next to him. They were both lookers. The younger one was a little more slender, less lush, than her sister, but she had a kind of fragile beauty that a slob like Pete probably wouldn't appreciate as much. Max stood waiting for him to make up his mind. Finally, he shrugged.
"It don't make a fuck to me, boss. One woman or another. As long as she's good-lookin'." Max could see that Pete thought he had gotten the better deal. Well, let him think so. Maybe he had. Pete shoved the girl toward Max. She was crying. Max took a close look at his acquisition.
She had a small, finely-chiseled face, and her brown hair was shoulder length, framing it nicely. She had on a red minidress, nylon hose or panty-hose, and black pumps. Her eyes were wide and blue, giving her an innocent look. Yes, the resemblance was striking.
Her friend was still standing in the middle of the room with terror written all over her face and bearing. She was short and slender, like Sally, and while not beautiful like her friend, she was certainly more than ordinarily pretty. She was heavily freckled, with a clean-cut, girl-back-home took that was attractive. And exciting.
"Well, Red," Max said, "Connie, whatever your name is, it looks like you belong to Butch over there." He walked over to her and gave her a shove toward Butch. She gave a little squeal and tried to stop herself. She fell on the floor, banging one knee so hard it made Max wince a little. Butch gave his gorilla laugh and reached down and pulled her up by her hair. Her grey minidress had hiked up fair enough to reveal the bare beginning of white panties. Now it fell back into place.
Butch pulled her toward him and perched her on his lap like a ventriloquist's dummy. She made an effort to get up and he pulled her back. He must have given her one a hell of a squeeze, because she let out a squeal of pa in. But she didn't try to get up again.
"I wouldn't try anything if I were you," Max said to the girl. "Butch isn't much of a deep thinker, and he might just hurt you badly, without meaning to. Sometimes he forgets his own strength. He's the one who opened the back door last night. And he didn't use his shoulder, either. Just his hands." Max held up his own hands and pantomimed the manner in which Butch had forced the door. The girl's eyes grew even wider. "I'm not saying he won't hurt you anyway. Butch is just about the meanest man I've ever met. I'm no St. Francis of Assisi myself, but sometimes he makes me shudder. Still, if you're very nice and don't give him any shit, maybe you'll get through this period without any broken bones."
She was crying, but she sat still, as though she were afraid that moving itself might break her bones. Butch grabbed a thick handful of red hair and jerked her head back. It must have looked like deliberate cruelty to the other women, and to Julie's husband, but Max and Pete had been around Butch enough to know he was just being playful. He grinned at the girl's discomfort. As long as Butch could be supplied with playthings like Connie, there really wasn't much to fear from him.
"That sure is a pretty dress Connie's wearing, isn't it, Butch?" Max said with a laugh. "Only thing is, it's too long. Covers up too much of her." The dress was a mini, of course, almost a micro. Connie looked at Max with a startled expression. Max laughed again. "I think it would be much improved if it had a slit up the front, don't you?"
"Sure," Butch said, but he was smiling vacantly. He was the only one in the room who didn't understand what Max was getting at. Sometimes, Max thought, it was hard making yourself remember how stupid the big lunk was. "Don't you think you ought to make a slit in it, Butch?" He pantomimed a tearing motion with his hands. The smile grew broader as Butch realized finally, what Max was suggesting.
"Oh, sure. Sure," he said. He took the hem of the dress between his hands. It was a good, expensive-looking dress, tailored from sturdy material, but Butch tore it like a piece of Kleenex. He tore it all the way up to the girl's waist, revealing the white panties again. They were lace and brief, bikini panties, and a little of her belly showed above the elastic. Connie gave a shriek, and her hands waved in the air, wildly, like a terrified child's. She was sweating.
"Yeah, that looks a lot better," Max said. "Looks more comfortable, too. Now what do you think of those boots?" Her boots came up almost to her knees. "I think those cover up too much of what everyone would like to see, don't you, Butch?" This time it didn't need any explaining to Butch. He had the idea. He reached down and took the right boot, wedging his thumbs between the front and Connie's shin, and laying his fingers flat along the outside of the leather. The boot was tougher than the dress had been, of course, but the difference was hardly noticeable. Butch had to give it a couple of tugs, but once it started to give, it went clear down to the instep on one rip. Threads of leather stuck out of the ripped part, and the lining, a pale white, showed through. Butch gave the boot's foot a twist, turning Connie's ankle in the process. She cried out with pain, and turned her whole body, but the boot was off. Butch turned his attention to the other boot.
"Please, I'll take it off," Connie begged, but Butch ignored her.
"You wouldn't want to cheat Butch of his fun, would you, sweetheart?" Max asked. Butch tore the second boot more easily than he had the first, since he had learned the strength of it. It came off and fell to the floor, torn and ruined, like its mate.
"You know," Pete said, getting into the game, "I don't think I like the dress that way. I think it would be better if it was open all the way up the front." He laughed with irrepressible glee as he said it. They were all feeling good now. After the tension of waiting for the girls to arrive, the place was filled with a kind of party air. They were chums again, having a good time together.
"You really think so?" Max asked. "I don't know. I liked it this way. I still do. But I guess it can't do any harm to try it your way. Why don't you open it the rest of the way, Butch? Let's see how it looks."
Butch grinned and then chortled. It sounded like a gorilla's roar, and sent a chill over the women. He took the front of the shattered dress between his hands and ripped it all the way to the neck. Connie's bra was white and lacy, too, and brief. It matched the panties. Her breasts weren't the biggest Max had ever seen, but they were nicely formed, and the bra was light enough in construction to let them jiggle as her tiny body shook with sobs.
"You really like it better that way?" Max asked. "I don't think so. I liked it better the other way."
"Yeah," Pete agreed. "I guess you're right."
"In fact, I don't like it this way at all. I think you ought to take it all the way off, Butch."
Butch took the dress in his hands and tore it back off the girl's shoulders. She screamed and kicked her feet in a fit of terror. Butch laughed. The remains of the dress hung down over his lap, draped there like a doily. Connie had nothing left but her panties and bra, and they didn't leave much to the imagination. The panties were thin enough so Max could tell that she was a genuine redhead. Connie looked around like a caged animal, as though still expecting someone to take pity on her. Sally looked at her for a moment, and then at the floor. She was as helpless as Connie, and she knew she was likely to get the same kind of treatment before long. She looked as though she were trying to blank out her mind.
Julie was leaning against an old upright piano that stood against the wall near the door to the hall. She was watching, as though she felt it her duty to watch. She didn't look as shocked at Connie's treatment as Sally did. No doubt because she had had a night to get used to the idea of rape, a full night to get used to the idea of being owned by three men who weren't bothered by civilized restraints. Her husband was still trussed up, of course, and in no shape to help anyone. Twenty-four hours without food hadn't weakened him yet, but would get to him soon. He looked at the girl and then, as she looked to him for aid, he looked at his legs, stretched out before him.
Connie even looked at Pete and Max for a moment, her face a pathetic plea. The two men just grinned back at her.
"You know," Pete said, "I think that's the best combination we've hit yet. She's lookin' better and better."
"I wonder if she's freckled like that all over?" Max threw out.
"She seems to be."
"No, I mean all over. I wonder if she has a freckled ass?"
"I doubt it. I never saw a freckled ass."
"And never hope to see one?" Max and Pete both laughed. "I wonder if Butch would be nice enough to let us see his girl's ass?" Max said.
Pete laughed like someone having too much fun to hold it in. "How about it, Butch? I'll let you see my girl's ass if you'll let me see your girl's ass."
Butch grinned back at them uncertainly, not quite sure he understood what they wanted him to do. "Go ahead," Max said. "Let's see what she's hiding under those panties, Butch. That is, if you don't mind showing us your girl's poontang."
Butch threw his head back and laughed like hell. He hooked his sausage fingers over the wispy panties at the girl's hip and gave a tug, hardly more than a flexing of his hand really. The panties parted in a couple of places at once and fell away. Connie screamed and threw her hands across her eyes and turned her head away.
The patch of red hair winked out at them. She held her legs close together, trying to hide herself as much as possible. Butch placed his hands on her knees and pushed her knees apart. Connie tried to resist the opening of her thighs to the crowd of people looking at her. Max saw the trembling along her thighs that betrayed the muscular action. He laughed at the pathetic tightening of those muscles against Butch's strength.
"I wouldn't give Butch any bullshit, Connie," he said. "As I told you, he doesn't know his own strength. He's likely to break one of those pretty little legs, and getting fucked by a man who weighs as much as he does can't be fun when you have a broken thigh-bone." She hung her head, still covering her face, and allowed her pussy to be opened to their inspection. "Turn her around, Butch," Max suggested. "Let's see about that freckled ass."
Butch picked her up and spun her around so quickly it wrenched a gasp from the girl. She was whipped about like a rag doll, and bent over Butch's legs. Her ass, pulled tight, was on display.
"Let's get a close look," Pete said, and walked over to where Butch was sitting. Max followed him. They looked at Connie's ass from a distance of a couple of feet. "By God, you're right," Pete said. "There are some freckles on it."
Connie's body pitched, as though she were struggling to keep from vomiting. The position she was in, and her fear and humiliation, were probably as much as the girl could bear.
"Why don't you show her how it's done, Butch?" Max suggested. "Sweet little thing like that probably doesn't know a thing about sex. Do her a favor." Pete looked at Max, and Max saw a surge of excitement in his eyes. A blue show was just what the party needed, of course. Max had had a hard-on since the first tear had been made in the dress, and he could see, on the periphery of his vision, a bulge in Pete's pants, too.
Butch picked Connie up again and set her on his knee in the original position. He reached up and gave her bra a tug. It tore instantly, both in front, between the cups, and in back, near the clasps. What had been a dainty garment an instant before was suddenly just a handful of lacy cloth.
Lovely breasts, young and creamy, with just a few freckles on them, jiggled invitingly. Butch got up and threw her to the couch. There was no gentleness in his actions now. The big bastard was horny, and when he got horny, Max knew, he just got meaner. Connie landed on the couch belly down, but she scrambled into a sitting position a second later. She looked around the room with a dazed expression on her face, as though the jar from hitting the couch had knocked her brain loose.
Butch was already polling off his clothes. He yanked the top button of his pants loose and yanked the zipper down so fast it came off the track. Max had to laugh at his impatience. He looked like some kind of rutting gorilla, bigger than any man had a right to be, and all hairy. The scars on his legs were livid and white, and showed through the thick black hair in a very uninviting way. He yanked his shirt over his head, ripping it, and sending buttons flying like shrapnel. They made tinkling noises as they hit the floor. Connie looked at the huge, hairy body coming into view before her, and a look of panic spread across her face. What had been imminent a moment before was now here, and she looked like she still couldn't believe that such a thing could happen to her. Butch tore off his undershirt, and then ripped away the boxer shorts he had taken off the old fat guy the night before. They gave with a kind of scream, a ripping sound that seemed to fill the room.
Max had seen Butch in the shower a lot of times, and the sight of his cock was always startling, even when it was soft. Even soft, it looked as if it weighed two pounds. Now it was hard and erect. It stood out from his woolly belly like something that had been sunk there in cement. You could have hung a steel helmet on it. To a young, tiny girl like Connie it must have looked ten times bigger.
She drew back into the couch for a moment, then made a crazy go for the double doors leading to the screened porch. She didn't even make a whole step, of course. Despite his bulk, Butch could move with the deceptive speed of in alligator. He was in front of her before her ass cleared the couch, and he shoved her back down so hard she bounced three times. The springs in the couch groaned, and it slid back hard against the wall.
Naked, Butch was an impressive sight, maybe a disgusting sight, depending on your point of view. He towered over the couch, six feet six inches of meat and muscle and stupidity � plain, vicious orneriness. His eyes were fastened on Connie, and he was smiling that empty smile again, but with a difference. He looked like a man who had set a course that couldn't be changed by anything less than his death. Max felt excitement fill his own body, and he saw Pete back up a little, licking his lips.
Connie looked around again. "Please," she sobbed, almost incoherently. "Please, isn't anyone going to help me?" The words showed that she really hadn't been able to accept the fact that this was going to happen. She was probably a pampered little thing who had never undergone anything really unpleasant in her useless, youthful life, Max thought. Well, this would be a good lesson for her, just before that life ended. A few days before it ended.
Butch threw himself on her, covering her, blocking her from view for a moment, before he rearranged himself on her. She screamed again, and then she was struggling, trying to fight him off. It was like a mouse struggling in the jaws of a panther.
She tried to keep her legs together, but one of Butch's massive thighs drove between them, and he was suddenly right there, ready to get into her. She was still fighting, but it was all hands sliding over his shoulders now, and a useless flexing of her body under his, as she tried to squirm loose. Butch crossed a forearm over her throat and leaned on it, cutting off her wind and pinning her to the cushions beneath, and with the other hand he grabbed that impossibly large cock. He pushed his other leg in between hers, forcing her to spread wider. Then he centered his cock on her pussy and brought his weight down on it all at once.
She almost passed out, of course. She must have been a virgin, Max decided, and the pain had been almost too much for her. Her eyes glazed, and she went as rigid as a plaster statue for a moment as Butch's oversized prick ripped into her, stretching and tearing tissue in one short, ripping thrust.
Butch's voice came out in a grunt of pleasure, and the smile on his face went even more vacant than before. His eyes closed for a moment and then opened halfway. He started to fuck, his big hams moving up and down over the girl, and Connie screamed with pain, the humiliation of the act probably not meaning anything much to her now. It would return later, but at the moment she was going through more pain all at once than she had felt collectively up till now in her whole life. The pain was doubtless all she could cope with without the embarrassment she had known a moment before.
She spread her legs wider now without any prompting from Butch. She was trying to open herself a little to relieve the agony that was filling her crotch. She screamed constantly, just stopping long enough to fill her lungs.
As Butch reached his climax his hands covered Connie's tits and clamped down hard, and the screaming came even faster for a moment, even more intense. His meaty fingers buried themselves in the soft flesh, almost disappearing.
Connie's face was a mask, a picture of agony. She twisted her head back and forth under the big, empty face above her, screaming out her pain, and then she just laid her head back against the cushion and clamped her eyes tight. The screams subsided, finally, as her voice grew more and more hoarse. She whimpered, as though she had given up the screams, given up caring, and just wanted the pain to end.
Butch was as strong in the, gonads, apparently, as he was in the muscles. He kept up the fucking for a long time. Finally, he let out a big grunt, his body stiffened, and his big, bare belly quivered, and spilled his load into the girl. A different sound escaped her throat at the same time, a sound of surprise, as the come flooded hotly into her belly, and then she turned her face to the back of the couch and sobbed quietly.
Butch climbed off her and looked around the room with a grin, as though he had done something particularly clever. Connie didn't move, except for the quivers that passed over her from time to time. Her crotch, and the couch under her ass, were covered with blood. Max walked over to the couch.
"All right, get up," he said.
"Leave her alone," Julie demanded, and when he looked at her she blanched only slightly. She was horrified that Max should expect the girl to move, more horrified than she had been by the rape itself. Or maybe it was just that Butch was such an animal no one expected anything but animal behavior from him. Max walked over to Julie very calmly anti slapped her across the face. He brought his palm across her face in a vicious swiping motion, and then, before she could recover, he backhanded her.
"Just what the fuck makes you think you're giving the orders around here?" he asked quietly. Julie's hands had leapt to her face, and her robe was hanging open. Now she pulled it closed. Max grabbed her and shook her hard. Her blonde hair stood out in a swirl about her face. "Who the fuck do you think you are, you little bitch?" he demanded. He slapped her again, and she cried out.
"Please. I'm sorry," she sobbed. "I didn't mean�"
Max turned away from her and walked back to the couch. Connie still hadn't moved. He grasped one tiny arm and pulled her halfway to a standing position. She let out a squeal of pain. Her crotch must be on fire, he thought.
"Go clean yourself up," he ordered, pushing toward the bathroom. "Pete, go with her."
"Piss on that," Pete said. "I want to fuck my girl."
"We all want to fuck. This'll only take a moment. She looks disgusting." Pete looked at him with a wry grin, as though amused by his squeamishness, and shrugged. He followed the limping, sobbing girl into the bathroom.
In a moment they were back. While Pete stood with his gun trained on the women, Max opened Connie's suitcase and tossed clothes all over the floor until he came to a yellow quilted robe. It had buttons instead of a sash. He yanked the buttons off and dropped them on the floor. "Here, put this on. Just don't hesitate to take it off when you're told to."
Her eyes were red-rimmed from crying, and her face still showed a lot of pain, but she seemed grateful for the chance to put some kind of garment on her body. She hugged the robe around her, covering herself.
"Butch, you and your little sweetheart here stand guard over him," Max said, pointing at the man on the floor. Then he looked over at Sally. "It's Pete's and my turn now," he said with a grin.

Chapter Four

Sally didn't make any fuss. The sight of her little friend getting the shit screwed out of her by Butch seemed to have taken out whatever starch she still had in her sails. She carried her suitcase, as Max ordered, and walked into the front bedroom. Pete took Julie's arm and ushered her into the master bedroom. Julie didn't make any trouble, either. She looked back over her shoulder at Max and Sally just disappearing through the doorway, but that was all. No doubt she couldn't quite get used to the idea of her darling little sister getting raped. Well, she'd just have to get used to it.
The front bedroom was just off the hall, right behind the screened porch. It had one window on the side of the house. Max pulled the shade down and swore to himself over Pete's carelessness in not pulling it down by now. He half-expected Sally to make a break for the door and the porch while he was at the window. When he turned back to her, she was still standing in the middle of the room with her suitcase in her hand, leaning slightly to the side from the weight of it.
"Why don't you put that down?" Max said with a laugh. "You're going to stay a while, and it might get in the way of things." She put the suitcase down and stood looking at him. Her hands worked at her sides, her fingers rubbing at her palms.
Max sat down on the foot of the three-quarter size bed and lit a cigarette. He had found a carton of them that morning, in a drawer in the kitchen. "You're a little cooler than your friend, aren't you?"
"I guess so." She had a hard time looking at him while she spoke. Her long, light brown hair hung like a halo about her face, setting off the face's beauty. She looked like an angel, or a Madonna.
"It must run in the family. Your sister was as cool as ice last night. Until we got to the fucking, that is. Then she warmed right up." The statement, and the language, drew a shudder from her, but that was all. Max had to hand it to her. "Watching Butch out there giving your friend the works really got me turned on. Isn't that the term you kids use nowadays? Turned on?"
"That's right."
"Well, I don't usually go for stag shows. I prefer doing it to watching it. But I appreciate watching a smartness kid get her comeuppance. And that's what Connie got just now."
She looked surprised, as though it hadn't occurred to her that there might be anything other than ordinary, sexual desire behind his actions. "You don't like young people?"
"I've got nothing against them. Not the boys, anyway. It's you smart little bitches, I don't like. Don't get me wrong. I like you physically. I just don't much like you as people."
There was a shift in her expression. She looked like something had just occurred to her. "There's some reason you wanted me instead of Julie, isn't there? I mean, it isn't just that you think I'm prettier. It's something else."
"You're younger. That's something."
"That's still not all of it."
"Bravo. If you were in a class of mine, I'd give you an A for that little bit of logic. Sure, there's something else. You remind me of someone."
"What did you mean about being in a class of yours? Are you a teacher?"
"Didn't you hear about it on the news? I'd think they'd be giving profiles on all three of us by this time. Sure, I was a teacher. A college professor, in fact."
"Was it one of your students? Whoever it was who made you hate young girls?"
"There's another A. It sure was."
"And I remind you of her?"
"Right. You remind me of her. You're sixteen, aren't you?"
"Yes. I'll be seventeen in six weeks."
"If you're alive in six weeks." That made her blanch, but she recovered in a moment.
"You want me to be scared, don't you? You want me to hurt inside from fear."
"Sure. Does knowing that make it any easier?" He smiled. "You're good at hiding it, but you're scared as hell right now."
"Well, of course I'm scared. Wouldn't you be?"
"You're scared, and you're going to fuck for me, aren't you, Sally?"
She looked away from him. "Do I have a choice?"
"Sure. You can fuck for me, or you can fuck for Butch out there."
"Okay. I'll take you. Is that what you wanted to hear?"
"Glad to know I'm number one on the hit parade," he said, smiling. "She was a little older than you."
The quick change of subject confused her for a moment. She looked at him with a puzzled expression.
"The student," he explained. "The one you were asking about a moment ago."
"I assumed she was, if she was in college."
"She was nineteen. Are you a virgin?"
The question brought another quiver along her spine. "Yes," she said.
"She wasn't. Not when I knew her. But she was nineteen. If you hadn't run into this situation, I doubt you'd have been a virgin by the time you were nineteen. You're too beautiful, and there are too many guys around who are happy as hell to relieve you of your hymen. And girls nowadays don't place that much importance on virginity. She didn't."
"What did she do to you? It must have been something pretty bad, to make you want to�"
"She's the one who put me in the death house, sweets."
"I see. You mean she testified against you, and you were innocent or something like that?"
"No. I mean I was guilty under the law. And she didn't testify against me. She could hardly do that since she was deader than hell at the time."
"My God, she's the one you killed."
"That's right. As I said, I was guilty under the law. But the law doesn't take as much into consideration as it should. She deserved to die."
"And you had a right to kill her?"
"I sure as fuck did. She ruined my life. She came into one of my classes and decided to have a little fun with the stodgy old prof. Maybe it was a bet with her little friends or something. I don't know. Maybe she just wanted to be sure she got a good grade in the class."
"Maybe she found you attractive."
"Sure. Maybe. Anyway, she put the make on me. I didn't have to do any chasing where she was concerned. All I had to do was stand still and let myself be caught."
"You didn't have to be caught, you know. You could have told her you weren't interested."
"No man would have told her that. She was beautiful. Like you. And she knew it, like you. She liked the things the sight of her body did to men. She liked to feel their eyes on her. She loved it when pricks were standing at attention, and they were yearning for her the way a man in the desert yearns for a drink of water. It amused her." He took another puff on the cigarette, saw that it was burned almost down to the filter. He dropped it on the carpet and crushed it with his toe.
"And she had to die for that? Because she liked being beautiful and attractive to men?"
"It was the way she used that attractiveness. There's no excuse for a bitch like that, I was a happily married man. I had children. She made a little game of breaking up my life. She swayed her hips in my face, and when I was helpless and she knew it, she started to take the candy away from baby. She made up little excuses, little reasons why she couldn't spare the time to bed down with me that day. She liked to hear me beg her for it. And I begged. Jesus, how I begged."
"You don't have to tell me all this," Sally said, looking at the window shade with embarrassment all over her face.
"Sure I do. I want you to know what she did, because you're the one who's going to pick up the tab for her fun. You might as well know what you're paying for."
"Didn't she pay enough?"
"Hardly. When she was dead, I� No, I'm getting ahead of the story. Let me tell you how it happened. She started to play with me, as I said. And she started to get bored with me. I knew she was taking up with someone else. She was too damned sexy to do without it. If she wasn't getting her sex with me, she had to be getting it with someone else."
"And that made you jealous."
"Sure it did. You're damned right it did."
"So you killed her?"
"Her and her fucking partner. I followed them one night. He was another student at the college. I followed them to a place where the students went to fuck when they couldn't afford anything better, and when they were together in the back of the cock-sucker's car, I walked up and shot him, right through the window. That was when she panicked. She scared easily, like you. And she lost her cool. Isn't that the term?"
She didn't give him an answer, but when she saw that he was waiting for one, she nodded mutely.
"Well, she lost her cool. She opened the door on the other side of the car and started to run. Naked as a Goddamn egg, running across the landscape. I shot her through the leg. One of those slender, lovely legs. And then I went up and fucked her, while she lay there writhing in agony. And then I killed her. I shot her through the belly, and listened to her beg me to get a doctor. She took fifteen minutes to die."
"How horrible."
"Really? I thought it was pretty nice. What was horrible was what she did to me, to my nice, orderly life. To my marriage. My wife is divorced from me now, and married to another man. A guy I've known for years. They've got my kids with them, and she's had another one by him. Isn't that horrible? I think it is. And that little cunt back on the campus was the one who made it possible. She started the whole thing."
"You're kidding yourself," Sally said with surprising boldness. "You did it. She couldn't have hurt you if you hadn't been ready for her."
"Shut your mouth," Max said. "When I want psychological help, I'll ask for it. She was the one who made it happen. And you know, the moment she was dead, I was sorry. I wanted to bring her back to life. Not that I was sorry I had killed her. I was just sorry she was out of my reach, and I couldn't hurt her any more. She deserved a lot more hurt than she got." He looked at the girl, a slow grin spreading across his face. "And you remind me of her. You could be her twin sister. Does that give you any idea of what's in store for you, sweetheart?"
She licked her lips, but he had to admit she was showing some guts. Well, he'd see how much guts she had when it came down to it. "I guess it does," she said. "I guess I'm in for a bad time. How bad a time do you plan to give me?"
"I'll make it up as I go along. First, I want you to strip down. Right now." He said it with no shift in the tone of his voice. She didn't react right away. It took a moment for the meaning of his words to sink in, and then she looked at him with widened eyes. Something in the flatness of his voice, he guessed, had sent a shiver of fear through her greater than she had felt before. Besides, this was it. This was more than talk. Sally's hands moved aimlessly, in a soft fluttering gesture. He could see the rapid pitching of her breasts, and her breathing became audible. He was about to repeat the command, more firmly, when she raised her hands and began to work at the fastener behind her neck. She had trouble with it.
"Come here," he said. "I'll do that for you."
"No, I can�"
"Come here," he said again. His voice wasn't any louder, but there was a firmness to it, and she got the point. She moved closer to him and turned her back. "Bend your knees a little." He was still sitting on the bed, and she had to move down a little so that he could reach the top of the dress without stretching. He opened the hook-and-eye fastener, then pulled the zipper down her back, as far as it would go. It jammed once, and he had to place a hand on the top of the dress, holding it taut, to get the zipper moving again. It opened all the way down to her ass. She was wearing a slip underneath the dress. It was pink, and it felt soft and smooth. It made his prick stand a little straighter. He could smell her, and it wasn't exactly an unpleasant smell. There was a mingling of soap and shampoo, and nice perfume, and good, clean girl.
"That ought to help," he said. "Now go back where I can watch you." She walked back to her former position, faced him, and pulled the dress over her head. Her hair, long and shining, swirled about her shoulders. The dress, just a piece of cloth now, dropped to the floor.
She was breathing with a steam-engine quickness now. She looked as though she was trying to keep from crying, and trying hard. Her eyes were filled with tears, and she gnawed at her lower lip to hold back. Max grinned at her and waved a casual signal to proceed.
Sally bent at the waist and took the lacy hem of the pink slip in her hands. She pulled it up to the level of her waist, then made a little hip-wiggling movement to work it higher. She pulled the slip up over her head as she had the dress, and threw it to the floor quickly, as though having it in her hand made her more naked.
She was down to pantyhose, bra, and shoes now. She was really an exquisite little thing. The best he'd seen since � well, in a long time. Her skin was like silk, and her fine, aristocratic lines were enough to make a man come standing up. Max grinned even more broadly at her, and, with the air of a Roman emperor signifying his preference, he pointed to the bra.
It was pink, like the slip, but otherwise it was much like the one Connie had worn. Brief, covering her breasts only halfway up. It was soft and thin, almost sheer, not hard and thick. She did not need an uplift model.
For a moment she looked as though she were going to plead with him, but then she steeled herself. He could see her taking hold of her courage, and it was amusing. She reached behind her and worked at the clasps of the bra. She had to work at it for some time, and Max didn't offer to help as he had with the dress. This was too enjoyable. She jiggled invitingly, and the bra wasn't restrictive enough to keep her tits from taking part in the movement.
Finally she got the clasps open. She crossed her arms over her breasts, holding the bra in place for another moment, then let it slide down her arms and drop to the floor. Her tits were lovely, firm and fragile with rose tips. She stood before him, naked from the waist up, looking like she was going to die from embarrassment any moment. Max leaned back on one arm and looked her up and down, letting his eyes rest on her nipples, one at a time, for several seconds. She squirmed and started to cry, unable to hold back any longer. She closed her eyes, and the tears leaked out under her eyelids and ran down her cheeks. Max laughed softly. This was almost worth it all, the months in court, the years in prison, all of it.
"Come here," he said. She opened her eyes and looked at him with panic, but she did not refuse. She forced her legs to carry her forward, coming to him in a jerky, slow movement. Her knees looked as though they were about to give way under her.
Max reached up and took one tiny, slender hand. He gave her a tug, and she sprawled on the bed next to him. Their bodies touched, and he could feel her hair on his arm. She looked terrified now, more afraid than the guys Max had seen heading for the gas chamber. He laughed again and reached forward, slowly, letting her see his hand coming, to cup one of her tits. It felt as good as it looked, soft and warm in his hand, fragile and vulnerable. A shiver passed over her body.
Max drew her close, embracing her with the gentleness of a man who is in command of the situation and needn't be rough. There was no need to hold onto her tightly because there was no chance of her even attempting to escape. She got the message. Her body was tense, poised for flight, but she managed to hold herself still.
He pulled her close and kissed her. She kept her lips together for a moment, then he pressed his tongue between them, and she allowed them to part reluctantly. She seemed about to gag with disgust, horrified at the situation, and her position of helplessness. Max probed the inside of her mouth, tasting her tongue sliding over her teeth and the roof of her mouth, exploring freely. She had the sweet, clean taste of toothpaste and astringent, and young, healthy girl.
Max broke off the kiss and moved his lips over her face, her neck, her throat. She was having a difficult time keeping herself from resisting, he could tell, and that made it all the more enjoyable. He let his right hand slide down the smoothness of her body to the elastic of her pantyhose, and dipped his fingers under it. She squirmed hard then, and tensed, her body stiff and still. He pushed the panties down a half-inch, and repositioned his hands and pushed it down some more. He could feel the beginnings of hair now, and the beginning swell of her pussy.
His hand moved around behind her, to cup one fine, firm cheek in his palm. Her frame trembled and she made a little mewing sound, less than a moan because she was keeping her mouth closed tightly.
Max worked the panties down past her hips with a quick motion of his hand and moved away from her a bit to look at her body. His eyes moved up to her face. She looked terrified and miserable, and he let her see his eyes boring into her own before he moved them down to her pussy.
It was bare. The panties had been pushed down around her thighs, a tangle of nylon that restricted her, pinned her helplessly where she was. Max laid his hand on her belly and slid it down to her pussy, tangling his fingers in her hair and sliding one of them between her thighs to nestle in her crotch.
A moan escaped her now, and she started crying again. Max felt his cock swell to the painful point, throbbing with desire. She was perfection, a soft, warm, clean bundle that pulsed with life and desirability. He pushed the panties down to her knees and then pulled them down over her feet, letting them flutter to the floor.
He stood beside the bed and pulled his shirt and pants off. His undershirt dropped after them, and he was just about to shuck his shorts when he decided to have her do it. He took her hand and pulled her to an upright position on the bed. She had been lying with her eyes closed, waiting for the inevitable. Now she opened her eyes in surprise and looked at him. She looked away quickly. She had probably never seen a nearly naked man before, and his cock was making a very unsightly bulge in his shorts. Max smiled down at her and felt his own body quiver with excitement and desire.
"When two people think a lot of each other, and they're about to screw," Max said, "they usually undress each other. I just did that much for you, now it's your turn." He had to laugh at her expression. She swallowed hard, and her hands shook like hell as she reached out toward him.
The shorts had snaps in the front, and she had trouble pulling the first one open, she was so nervous. She got control of herself and yanked it open, then turned her face away at the mat of hair that was revealed. She pulled the other snaps open at once and withdrew her hands, to let the shorts fall of their own weight. Max held his beefy thighs together, keeping them in place. "Pull them down, sweety," he said. He had trouble controlling his voice. Emotion, desire, excitement, were taking their toll.
Sally took the shorts and pulled them down. Her face came within a few inches of his cock at one point, as it jutted out from his belly. Max couldn't remember ever being more ready than he was now, even last night when Julie hauled his three years' accumulation of ashes.
He was naked now, completely naked, and he lowered himself to the bed again, beside Sally. She lay back without being told, resigned to what was coming, ready for her part in things.
Max took her in his arms. Her body against his was unbelievably exquisite now, with nothing between them. He could feel her hair down below, against his belly. His prick was stiff and ready, and he knew that he didn't have much time for preliminaries. That was too bad because she had the kind of body that was made for preliminaries, and he was enjoying himself. And the longer he could stretch things out, the longer he could keep her in torment. But that was all right. This was just the first of many, and next time he'd able to eke things out better.
He rolled over her, half covering her body with his. She cried out in fear and panic, knowing that things were about to come to their logical conclusion. Max wedged a heavy leg between her slender thigh, nuzzling it against her pussy. He could feel his prick getting ready to spit out its load, and there just wasn't any holding back now. He pushed his other leg between hers and held his prick in his hand, centering it over her slit.
She was tight, of course, and when his prick touched her cunt he could barely keep from coming all over her. She cried out as he forced his way in. She went all rigid with pain, and her hands tightened on his shoulders reflexively. He caught a short glimpse of her face, twisted and taut, and he could tell that she was in real pain. His cock was only halfway in, and her cherry was one of the tough ones. It hadn't given yet.
With a thrust that was even painful to him, Max forced his way through the membrane. He felt it give, and her body tautened even more. She screamed once, and he was all the way in, all the way to his balls. She opened her legs wider as though trying to relieve the pain, but the reaction that passed over her body made him think it must have had the opposite effect. The friction inside of her must have been painful.
Max felt like lying still on her for a while, just enjoying the connection of their bodies, but he knew he was about to come. If he was going to do any fucking, this was the time to do it. He ground his massive hips into motion, working up and down, thrusting and receding, and Sally began to cry out as his cock moved over the inside of her pussy. Her movements served to make the pleasure in Max's prick all the more intense, and then he was shooting his come into her. He accelerated his movements, pushing and pulling with desperate speed, trying to get as much out of the act as possible. The pleasure was intense, of course, but it was short. He had been too excited going in, and now he spewed his cream into her before he was ready. With a grunt of pleasure he went limp over her, his weight driving her into the bed. His cock was as flaccid as the rest of him.
Gradually, he became aware of her fighting for breath under him, and her body shook with sobs. They were both covered with sweat. Max buried his face in her hair for a moment, then rolled off and sat up.
"So," he said. "Now you're not a virgin any more. Feel any different?" He scratched his belly and stood. He felt drained of desire, and better, more peaceful, than he had expected. It would be better next time, better physically, of course. But this had been a taste of revenge. And even if it was revenge against a girl who had been dead for three-and-a-half years, Sally was enough like her for the revenge to taste sweet.
"Get up," he ordered. "I'm hungry, and I think you women had better start earning your Goddamn keep around here."
She got up slowly, stiff and sore. She looked as though it was an agony to walk, or even move. Max put on his shorts and his pants and walked to the suitcase, still sitting where Sally had left it in the middle of the floor. He opened it and rummaged through, tossing clothing all over, until he found a robe. It was a diaphanous one, thin to the point of sheerness, almost transparent. The sash on it was in two pieces, each piece sewn to one side of the robe at the waist. He was afraid to pull them off because the robe might tear, so he found a pair of manicurist's scissors on the dresser and snipped through them. There was a small button hidden inside the robe, and he yanked that off.
"Here."
She took the robe and shrugged into it, holding it about her body with both hands. It really was translucent. He could see her skin through parts of it, and the patch of brown hair at her pussy showed through clearly. Max grinned. "Now get in the kitchen. I'm coming with you."
As she moved ahead of him, he looked with enjoyment on her ass, flexing and bunching with each step, dimly visible through the sheer material of the robe. She was really something. From his point of view, she was even more attractive than her sister. It had been a stroke of luck, finding this place. A stroke of unbelievable luck. It meant things were going right for them, or at least for him. And it meant that in a day or two, when things began to cool off, and the TV watchers began to forget about the "escaped murderers on the news", he'd be able to move on to his next task. The reason, after all, that he'd made the break in the first place.

Chapter Five

When the thin, wiry man was through with her, he fell asleep, and she looked at the window at the other end of the room. It was a means of escape if she cared to try it. But that would leave her husband and baby here, and now she had the girls to worry about, too. No, this wasn't the time to try to escape. If the time was going to come, it would be later, when she had a good chance of making it, of getting help. Just to run off kind leave the others here would be desertion. Besides, she wasn't sure the man next to her was really asleep. He could be testing her. If he was as smart as he looked, as crafty, then she didn't think he was likely to be taken unawares by a dash for a window, and an open field beyond.
So she lay still, looking at the ceiling, thinking that until last night she had only known the love-making of one man, and that had been her lawful husband. Now she had been ogled by three men, and had slept with two of them.
"Slept with." That was a fraudulent term, she thought, a euphemism. And this wasn't the time for polite euphemisms. This was the time, for being honest with herself. She had been screwed by two men while her husband sat on the living room floor, tied and slowly starving to death. She had � had blown one of the men. And the other would, no doubt, get around to ordering that particular service. She would provide it when that time came. There was no way out of it.
Her thoughts moved on to the girls. Poor little Connie. It would have been bad enough for any woman, being straddled by that animal. But for a girl like her, innocent and young, and without anything to go on, any prior experience to help her through, it must have been unbearable. She wondered whether the girl would ever recover. Julie had read about cases where the girls never got over the experience, never learned what sex really was, what it could and should be.
Then she thought about Sally. She supposed Sally was � had been � a virgin, too. The girls were giving it away early nowadays, she had heard, but that was something she doubted in Sally's case, and anyway, sixteen was really early.
So she had gone into that bedroom with Max as a virgin, in all likelihood, and she would come out minus her maidenhead and girlish illusions.
Well, it wouldn't be as bad for her as it has been for her friend, Connie. At least Max looked and sounded human. He hadn't really been cruel to Julie, and there wasn't any reason to believe he would be cruel to Sally. In fact, if a choice had to be made, Sally had done better in the trading than she had. Pete was a virile man, but he was no Max. He didn't have any imagination. To him the sex act was just a matter of climbing on, banging away for a while, and climbing off.
The import of her own thoughts suddenly hit her, and she almost came upright in the bed with shock.
My God, she thought, what's happening to me?
Had she become so inured to rape that she could lie here in her bed and compare the men who had violated her as though she were paying them a stud fee?
There was a knock at the door, and the man next to her, Pete, answered instantly.
"Yeah?" The quickness of his answer told Julie what she wanted to know. His slumber had been simulated. He wasn't a man to be fooled easily. She made a mental note not to underestimate him when the time came to escape.
"You all through, lover boy?" Max's voice came through the door, muffled and thick. "I'm taking my little cunt into the kitchen to get something to eat. Why don't you and yours join us?"
"Yeah. I could use something to eat, at that." Pete swung his feet over the edge of the bed and stood. He looked down at Julie meaningfully, and she got up and put on her robe, holding it about her with one hand while she pulled the covers up with the other. "Fuck that," he said, pulling on his pants. "Get your ass in the kitchen."
Sally was already there, staring into the refrigerator at the food. Julie walked up beside her, thinking to comfort the girt, and laid a hand on her shoulder. Sally looked at her for a moment, and then reached into the refrigerator and pulled out a quart of milk. Julie was surprised at the clear, focused expression in Sally's eyes. She looked as though something had happened to her, but the shattered, lost expression Julie had expected wasn't there at all. Her sister seemed quite in control of her faculties.
They started to fix some pancakes, and Pete went into the living room to get Butch. The two of them came back a moment later, Pete carrying the two guns and Butch carrying Jim in his arms like a baby. Connie was with them, clutching the robe around her neck and waist. She had the kind of expression Julie had expected from Sally. She looked lost, as though the fabric of her mind had been torn to shreds. Butch had the same grin on his face, and she wondered if the bastard had been at her again.
They prodded Connie, and finally Max slapped her, and she came out of her shock enough to help set the table. She moved slowly, and her coordination was poor. Her eyes were vacant.
They all ate like field hands. Julie found, with a feeling of annoyance, that she was hungry. The smell of the food set her stomach to growling, and Max and Jim looked at her and laughed. Butch laughed, too, but he was probably only doing so because they were. His face looked like a huge swollen baby's, except for the beard that was sprouting there. He sat at the table and speared the first stack of pancakes for himself. Pete looked annoyed, but Max laughed.
"Hell, let him have them. He's bigger than we are. He needs more. Besides, there's plenty for everyone." Julie couldn't resist throwing a look toward Jim, trussed on the floor. He hadn't eaten anything since the party the night before. And that damned gag had been on him for � how long? She tried to count back, but her bran wouldn't function.
When the men had eaten their fill, they sat back and lit cigarettes. Jim's cigarettes, she thought, and hers.
"Okay," Max said. "Now the ladies can have a bite. Sit down, girls." It was a big table, with room for everyone.
"I don't want anything," Sally said. Max looked at her with a languid expression.
"I think you'd better eat something, sweety. You're going to need your strength for the night ahead." Sally flushed a deep crimson, but nothing more. Julie felt a sense of disappointment at the girl's lack of reaction to the situation, to what had happened to her. It must have happened. And a decent girl just didn't take things that casually.
"What about my husband?" Julie asked. "He hasn't had anything to eat since last night."
"Yeah, I know." Max seemed to consider the request for a moment. "What do you think, Pete? How was Julie in the sack? Did she do her duty? Was she a nice girl?"
"Yeah, she was all right."
"Well, then, maybe we can spare some food for Farmer Brown here. We'll make that our standing procedure. If wifey is nice in the sack, hubby gets a meal. If she gets high and mighty, he goes hungry. How does that sound to you?"
Pete laughed aloud, almost choking on cigarette smoke.
"Shit, Max, you can sure come up with the good stuff," he said, and laughed again. This time he did go into a fit of coughing. Max turned to Julie.
"How about you, baby? You're the one who wants us to feed the guy. What do you think of my idea?"
Julie felt her throat constrict painfully. She didn't think she could manage to answer Max. She knew Jim was staring at her back, and she didn't have the nerve to turn around and look at him.
"Well?" Max asked, obviously enjoying himself. "What do you think? It's up to you."
"All right," she said. The words came out in pieces, broken and jagged.
Max simulated a frown. "Now, what do you mean, all right?" He smashed his cigarette in his plate and shoved the dish aside. "Do you think it's a good idea or not?"
"Yes, sir." Her voice was even more uncontrolled this time.
"Yes, sir, what?"
"Yes, sir, I think it's a good idea."
"You going to do your best to see that hubby eats regularly?"
"Yes, sir."
"Well, you'd better. Because I'm going to keep posted with Pete here. And maybe he and I will trade off from time to time if he's willing, just so I can see that you're doing your duty." He beamed at her for a moment, grinning with delight at her humiliation, then waved his hand toward Jim. "Go ahead. Two pancakes. Nothing more. I don't want him to get to feeling too good, and think he should try something. That would be too bad for him. And for your kid. Besides, food isn't inexhaustible in our present situation, and I don't want to run out because he's got the appetite of a growing boy. Pete and Butch and I come first. You and the girls come second, because you have a useful purpose."
"That's no shit," Pete said.
"If there's anything left over, Farmer Brown gets it. Understand?"
"Yes, sir."
"Okay, go ahead."
Julie took a clean plate down and put two pancakes on it. She buttered them and took a fork and sat on the floor beside Jim. His expression was unreadable. Julie took the gag out of his mouth and held up a forkful of pancake. Jim kept his month shut and turned his head away. Julie was between Jim and the others, and they couldn't see the turning of his head. She felt tears well tip in her eyes at the rejection. Leaning close to his ear, she whispered, "Please, darling. If we're going to get away from these people, we have to keep up our strength as much as we can."
He looked at her with an expression of surprise, and, she thought, just a bit more respect. He took the pancake this time. While he was chewing, Julie noticed his eyes sliding to the front of her robe, and she realized that it was slipping down. She had pulled it closed before sitting on the floor, and had tried to assume a position that would tend to hold it in place, but it was hard. One breast peeked out, pink-nippled, and she saw the look of pain in his eyes at the reminder of what she had been doing for these men. Hastily, she pulled the robe closed. She took the fork off the plate then, and gave him another bite of food. Julie heard a chair scrape, and Max came over in front of Jim and squatted down. He had his pistol in his hand. It was a huge thing, like Jim's Army gun, and it frightened her just to look at it.
"I don't think you two ought to be together like this without a chaperon," Max said, grinning. "You might get into mischief. And we wouldn't want that." He laid his hand on his knee, with the gun pointing in Jim's direction. "I sure do want to thank you, buddy, for being so generous. We were hungry, and you gave us your food. We were cold, and you gave us your house. We were horny, and you gave us your wife and these two very pretty girls as prick fodder."
"How long do you think you can get away with this?" Jim asked coldly. Julie had to admire the steadiness of his voice. He had always been a brave man. Much braver than she was. Now she had to be the one to make certain that bravery didn't get them all killed.
"Well, now, I suppose I'll just have to wait and see how long we can," Max answered. "We seem to be doing all right so far. I don't think the cops can come searching through every farmhouse in the county, or the state. We've crossed quite a few counties."
"I wasn't thinking of the cops. People are going to start to miss us, you know. You can't keep us here forever without someone getting suspicious."
"No, I guess we can't. But the thing is, we have this lovely little wife of yours, and she's just too fucking cooperative for words. And she's going to head people off, baby, because if she doesn't we're going to start whittling down the numbers in this house, starting with your baby and working up in age until we reach you. Now, your sexy blonde wife knows that. That's why she's so cooperative. You better learn to be just as nice, pal."
Jim had turned a little pale at the mention of the baby, but now his face hardened, "If you hurt that baby, I'll�"
"You'll sit there and watch, and either cuss at us or make noises in your gag. That's what you'll do, papa, so the time to protect your baby is now, not later. Even if you manage to get loose, which isn't very likely, we have guns. Do you have a gun? Do you have anything besides your two good, strong hands? Now, I just don't think all your indignation and noble intentions, and the face that you have right on your side, is going to do much against a two hundred and thirty grain slug from this, or a blast from that shotgun. That's a very nice shotgun, by the way. Pete is grateful to you for it. It's his favorite weapon, a twelve gauge. He can make one talk, he tells me. I've never seen him use one, but I suppose he'd be happy to give me an exhibition any time I give the word. Shall I do that now?"
Jim just looked at him without saying anything. Max took the plate out of Julie's hand. "You're a little too sassy, friend. I think you need a few more days fasting to calm you down."
"Oh, please," Julie said, "he can't hurt you, tied up like that. What kind of a man would he be if he didn't get mad at you now?"
"It's what kind of a man he is that worries me, Julie, baby," Max said. "I think he's a very brave man, and maybe a smart and tough one, and I can't see any reason to take chances on him."
"Neither can I," Pete said from the table. He had been sitting with the shotgun across his lap, and now he got up, the gun moving to cover Jim. "I can't see why we need him around at all. The women, sure. But not him. I say let's blow him in two, and that'll show everyone else we mean business."
He moved closer, and his thumb moved something on the shotgun with a click. Julie felt her breath quicken, and she got up, struggling with her robe. She tried to move between the gun and Jim, but Pete swept her to one side and leveled the gun at Jim. Jim looked up at him, and there was a tightening of his face and a quickening of his breathing, because it was obvious that Pete meant what he said. Max dropped the plate of pancakes and put his hand on the barrel of the shotgun. He pushed it toward the floor.
"Not now," he said.
"Why the fuck not?" Pete tried to pull the gun out of Max's hand. "He don't serve no purpose here. He's just something we have to watch, something that could fuck us up if we're not careful."
"He serves a purpose," Max said.
"Yeah? What?"
"You just saw. Blondie here was willing to fuck herself into a coma just to get him something to eat."
"She'll fuck anyway, just to keep from getting her own ass blown apart."
"Maybe she will. Maybe. But how do we know that? And even if she will, she'll have less reason to be cooperative with us when he's dead. We'll have one less hostage. Understand?"
"Bullshit. We got the guns, we got the muscle. Nobody's gonna try nothin' while we're in a position to blow their asses off."
"Maybe not, but how about the other stuff? Julie told me about her sister coming. She'll play ball with us all we want, but we have to have something to hold over her head. This is her husband, and she'll do whatever she has to keep him alive. Won't you, sweety?" he asked, turning his eyes to Julie.
"Yes," she said quickly. "Anything. Please, Pete. Please listen to Max. Please, I�"
"Shit," Pete said, and wrenched the barrel of the shotgun loose. He pointed it at Jim again. Julie saw his finger tighten on the trigger as though she were watching a close-up in a movie. Then Max reached forward and knocked the barrel up toward the ceiling. The gun went off with a deafening roar. It left Julie with her cars ringing. She screamed, and heard Sally and Connie scream too. Plaster fell out of the ceiling.
"Goddamn you, you son of a bitch," Pete yelled. He jumped back and swung the shotgun around, bringing it to bear on Max. It was a pump action shotgun, and he pulled the slide to the rear sharply, throwing out the empty shell. Max brought his pistol up level with Pete's belly. It was rock steady.
"Close that action and you're a dead cocksucker," he said. His voice was raised to penetrate the din of screaming and the ringing in everyone's ears. But it was calm, too. There was no mistaking the earnestness in his tone.
The two men stood looking at each other for long seconds. The shotgun could only be fired after the slide was shoved forward. That would take a fraction of a second, long enough for Max to pull the trigger on his pistol. It was a tableau, a frozen, dramatic picture as the two men regarded each other coldly.
"Put the shotgun down," Max said coolly.
"It looks to me like we got a Mexican stand-off here, old buddy," said Pete.
"Not quite. All I have to do is press the trigger. Old buddy. And you'll be deader than shit. You know that, and I know it, so don't try any bluffs. Just lower the shotgun, very carefully."
Pete looked at the pistol. It hadn't moved a centimeter since coming to bear on his belly. He lowered the shotgun, pointing it at the floor. "You got me, Max. But how long you think you gonna be able to keep me?"
Max smiled, and, surprisingly, it was a friendly smile. "I won't have to keep you, Pete. You just cool off, and you'll realize I'm right."
"Bullshit. And even if I did, I don't like people pointing guns at me. Especially when they're supposed to be on my side. That really pisses me off, because I like to know which way all the guns are pointing."
"You didn't give me any choice, Pete," Max said. "I would have preferred to talk sense to you, but you weren't willing. You were ready to blow the man apart with that shotgun."
"Yeah, and I still am. I still think that's the best way to do it."
"When we were planning this thing, you agreed that I was the brains. Why don't we leave it that way." Max lowered the pistol in his hand and stuck it into the waistband of his pants. It was a casual movement, but it must have taken some thought on his part, because it reversed his position as compared with Pete's. If anyone had the edge now, it was Pete, who still had his gun in his hands at least. Pete looked at the gun and then at Max, and then he grinned.
"You got guts, Max. I'll give you that."
"It isn't guts. It's just that I know you're too smart to go breaking up the gang when we need each other to keep everyone in line." Pete shook his head in a gesture of admiration.
"I still think we oughta blow his balls off, but I'll go along with you, Max. For now."
Julie felt her knees go rubbery. The tension had been like a crouching panther, and now she felt a sudden weakness all over her body. She felt gratitude to Max, too, and even a touch of gratitude to Pete for giving in. He still looked disgruntled, as though he were choking down the gall of having been bluffed out. Julie went to him and kissed him. He jerked away for an instant, then, when he was sure what she was doing, one hand moved under her robe to slide down over her ass. Their tongues met, and she could feel the stirring in his body.
Pete broke off the kiss and looked at her strangely for a moment, puzzled at her deliberate sexual approach. Then he grasped her hand and pulled her to the hallway. Julie felt her husband's eyes boring into her back for the moment it took them to get out of sight. She wondered with a sinking feeling if they would ever be able to regain a decent marital relationship again. Then she reminded herself that the first concern was that they be alive when it was over. Then they could worry about things like loving and respecting each other. Jim should be able to understand that, she told herself, if anyone could.
Pete dragged her into the bedroom, and without pause or hesitation, yanked her robe down off her shoulders. The sleeves were still on her arms, and they pinned them to her sides. She looked at the man for an instant, helpless and a little panicky before he crushed her against him and covered her mouth with his own. His tongue moved into her month this time, as hers had moved into his in the kitchen. He held her so tightly she could barely breathe, but she made no effort to fight him. This was what she had wanted, she told herself, what she had intended, when she had set out a moment ago to take his mind off the smarting defeat he had suffered. Let him take his frustration out on her instead of her husband, or her sister, or her baby.
She could feel his gun, the pistol thrust through his pants, digging into her bare belly. It was cold and hard, and full of edges that bit her skin. She knew her hands were near the gun, and that if she tried, and if she was strong enough, and fast enough, she might be able to get it out and use it on him before he could stop her. But she couldn't be certain. And he still had the shotgun. It was in his hand, behind her now, pressing into her back. She had seen what a shotgun could do to living tissue when Jim had taken her on a duck hunt. It made her shudder to think of that gun going off in her face. She would make no grab for the pistol.
Pete broke off again, and this time he pulled the robe all the way down her arms. It ripped a little from the frantic haste of his movements, then it was off, and he dropped it on the floor. He stood back and looked her up and down, his eyes deliberately insolent. Julie stood still, suffering his gaze, letting him own her with his insolence if that was what he wanted. She couldn't deny that at the moment, for practical purposes, she was his property. Until the time came to do something about it, she was his.
"You're really something," Pete said. "You know that?"
"Thank you." Her voice was breathless, broken and uncontrolled, and he grinned at the sound of it. Then he walked to the spare bed in the corner, the one they were planning on using for Diane when she was too big for the crib, and tossed the shotgun on it. He pulled the revolver from his waistband and tossed that next to the shotgun, then turned and smiled and began to take his clothes off.
Julie walked to the double bed and sat on the edge of it, looking away from Pete. Out of the corner of her eye she saw that he was stripping down to his shorts and undershirt, then to his bare skin. She swallowed hard. Her mouth was dry, and her throat constricted. Why, she wondered, wasn't it easier this time? She had thought that the thing they called rape would become easier after the first shock. But this was almost worse than the first time he had taken her, and much worse than the same thing had seemed with Max. She supposed it was because she had deliberately initiated things this time. She was wondering, now, whether it had been such a good idea, whether it had been necessary.
Well, she thought with a mental sigh, it probably didn't matter much. In the long run, she would be possessed by this man as often as he wished to take her, and she probably wouldn't be able to remember this time except as part of a hodgepodge of memories, a fuzzy blur of images of chest hair and sweaty body and hard, big cock.
Pete was completely naked now, and while he folded his pants in half he stood with his profile toward her, giving her a good look at his cock, already as hard as iron. He had a grin on his face, and he was humming a tune to himself. He looked like a man who had been separated from his wife for a while and was about to make love to her again. For a moment there seemed no malice in his demeanor. He just seemed happy, ecstatic over what he was about to do.
But then he looked at her, and she saw his eyes and shuddered. She had heard of men who liked sex only if they were forcing it on a partner who didn't want them. She didn't know whether Pete was that far out, but she had a feeling that for him sex was at least a little more interesting under those conditions. This was his heaven. He had found himself in a perfect situation, with an attractive woman at his disposal, a woman who would do anything to get rid of him, but who didn't dare to offer him resistance. A second shudder passed over Julie's body.
"Spread out, sweetheart," he ordered as he came toward her. With leaden tiredness, Julie lay back on the bed and scooted to the center. She spread her legs wide for him, and flushed as his eyes went straight to her pussy. She looked straight up at the ceiling, hoping he would get it over with in a hurry. That was the one blessing in this trade, she thought. He wasn't as much of a love play artist as Max. He was virile enough, that was certain. Just as virile as Max. But he didn't have much imagination. And he wasn't interested in exciting his partner.
He came down on the bed hard, bouncing a bit, and took her in his arms. Julie allowed herself to be held, and responded automatically by placing her own hands on Pete's shoulders. He was hard and knotty, like Jim, and if she closed her eyes, she thought, she might be able to pretend it was her husband atop her.
She felt the bed shift under her weight, felt the heat of his body as he hovered over her for a second. Then he lowered himself onto her, and she had to work a little harder to breathe. His weight drove down upon her, shoving her into the bed, and she wound her arms about his neck. His chest, bristly and hard, crushed her breasts, and his cock was stiff between her thighs.
Then he raised his hips, and she knew it was coming, the moment of entry. She shut her eyes tight and held herself stiff, waiting. She didn't have long to wait. Pete's hand guided his cock partly into her, and then he thrust home, all the way in. His cock was a big one, and it sent an almost painful sensation through her at the same time that it sent the automatic thrill of pleasure through her loins.
She tightened her arms about his neck as he embraced her and began to pump and thrust, going into his dance of pleasure, fucking her with obvious relish. His breathing was loud in her ears.
Julie felt herself moistening below, felt the pleasure flowing through her, and she ground her own hips into motion, answering his actions with her own, pumping and thrusting in reply to him. The pleasure was fairly strong, though not as intense as it had been with Max. There had been no foreplay, nothing to excite her, and she had to work at seeming enthusiastic. She didn't know how much pride a man like Pete might take in his ability to make a woman enjoy his lovemaking. It was possible that he might get an additional sadistic thrill out of forcing a girl to like what she wanted to hate. So it was best to act out passion even if she didn't feel it. There was no telling how angry he might get, or how he would take out his anger if she disappointed him or made him feel inadequate.
Julie wound her arms more tightly about his neck and raised her legs about his waist, crossing her ankles behind him to lock him into the recess of her crotch. She worked the muscles of her lower belly, pumping at him, milking him even as her hips continued to move. Her actions succeeded in wringing a grunt from him, and then he was moving faster, accelerating his hips, thrusting and receding, driving into her with greater speed and force, until she could feel his belly begin to churn and tremble, and she knew he was about to come. She wasn't anywhere near a climax of her own, but she knew she should pretend one, so she let out a howl, a simulation or delight that she hoped would be convincing. Then his voice answered hers, and he came, flooding her all at once, and she let out another cry as he topped off his fucking with a last burst of motion.
When it was over, she lay beside him for a long moment, breathing hard, and staring at the ceiling, Julie let the feeling of self-disgust wash over her. It was compounded by the frustration of nearing, but not reaching, a climax. She felt soiled by Pete, as she hadn't felt with Max. She wasn't able to decipher the feeling, but it was there, unmistakably there, and she wished that Max had kept her.
A flood of shame filled her at the thought. If Max had kept her, Sally would have gone to Pete. At least, she thought, it might be easier for Sally with Max. And then she remembered how Sally had looked in the kitchen. It had gone easy with her, all right. She hadn't looked as though she found the experience particularly harrowing.
What did you expect of her? Would you he happier if she'd been broken by it?
Yes, she thought, she probably would be happier if Sally had been broken by the experience, or at least if she had been bent a little by it.
Pete's even breathing told Julie that he had fallen asleep. He could have been faking it, she thought, but she was certain this time that he wasn't. He was asleep, all right.
She looked across the room at the single bed, with the pile of clothing on it. Under that clothing were the guns, the two guns he had put there, loaded and ready to be used. She wondered if she could reach them in a dash, Pete was really out, from the look of him. He hadn't slept this soundly last time. Probably the tensions of the escape had finally left him, and he was exhausted. Yes, she thought, she could probably reach the guns if she really tried it. She would have a very good chance of picking up the shot gun and spinning and firing. She would hardly be able to miss at this range. The shotgun would gut him like a cleaned fish, and then she would be able to pick up the baby and run for the window.
But of course that would leave the rest of them to the tender mercies of Max and Butch. It occurred to Julie for the first time that Max was keeping people apart. Even when the adults were all in the kitchen, the baby was kept in here. And when she had the baby with her, to feed it or something, he would keep the others somewhere else. No one would be able to escape without leaving someone else behind. So he had managed to hold them all prisoners, and at the same time, make them all hostages to each other. Julie felt a flood of admiration for his cleverness. He hadn't made a public statement about the policy. He simply kept them apart, at least one person apart from the others, all the time he'd had them. It was a smart policy. She had to hand it to him. She looked at the bed against the far wall one more time and lay back again. There would be no trying for the guns. Not now, anyway. Not until there was an error, not until Max made a mistake. And that, she thought admiringly, might be some time.

Chapter Six

The run-in with Pete had been a gut twister, Max thought as he walked back to the bedroom. Sally walked along in front of him, holding her robe closed with her two hands.
Things were getting tough now, and he knew they would get tougher. Pete and Butch were necessary for the time being, unless he wanted to kill everyone in the house. And that could lead to greater trouble later. Even a farmhouse in the sticks might hive visitors from time to time. And that meant he needed someone here who belonged here. Someone who could greet visitors and shoo them away without arousing suspicion. The only one he could count on at all was the wife, Julie. And he could only count on her, of course, as long as he had something to hold over her head. Start killing off the others and she might decide to make a try the next time someone came along.
Of course, eventually it would be time to leave the farm altogether and head out for � well, out. But that was in the future. In the meantime it would be best, and safest, to hang out here. And as long as he had this many people to hold captive, he needed the help he could get from Pete and Butch. That meant that he would have to watch them. They were dangerous, both of them. He had known that all along, of course. He had selected them on that basis. Dangerous men were a benefit when you were breaking out of stir, and when you were making your way across the countryside, trying to keep the heat from catching you. They were even a benefit now, keeping three females and a healthy farmer in line. But they were still dangerous, and that meant they were a threat to him as well as to his prisoners.
When he was in the bedroom, with the girl right in front of him, he raised his foot and kicked her in the ass as hard as he could without knocking himself over. She let out a yelp of pain and surprise and fell in a sprawl across the carpeted floor. Max laughed and slammed the door behind him.
"What was that for?" she asked, when she looked up at him.
"Just for fun, sweety. That was the beginning of what you're going to be getting from me from now on."
She sat up, wincing at the pain in her butt. She looked up at him with something in her eyes he hadn't seen before, a fear that was immediate and acute, as though it hadn't occurred to her before this moment that she was really at the mercy of a man who planned to make her life horrible.
"Get off your ass," Max said, delighting in the power he held over her. The time to relish the power was over, he decided. It was now time to start enjoying it more directly. It was time to start taking things out on her. Maybe, he thought, if he could take it all out on her, it wouldn't bother him any more. Maybe he could forget the little twat who had gotten him into all this if only�
Sally climbed to her feet, her eyes still wide with fear. "Look, please," she said, her voice unsteady. "Please don't hurt me. I didn't do anything to you, Max. It wasn't me who�"
Max slapped her across the face. He gave it a good swing with his free hand. It stung his palm, and he felt the concussion of the blow clear up in his shoulder. Sally's head snapped back on her spine, and she let out a little cry of pain and stumbled backward, almost losing her footing. She looked up at him again, towering over her, and she screamed suddenly, as though the fear in her gut had become too real, an actual physical pain. Max laughed, feeling the excitement bubble through him as he'd never felt it before. This was great, he thought. This was what he'd wanted to do all that time in stir, all that time. He'd been rotting away for killing someone who had deserved a lot worse than killing. And he should have given her worse. He shouldn't have let her get away from him that easily. Well, now he had a substitute, and she was going to serve the purpose quite nicely, he thought.
He hit her again.
This time it wasn't a slap, and it wasn't across the face. He brought his fist up into her gut with all the strength he had, and she went down on her knees, hugging her belly as though she were holding something she was afraid of losing. Max felt the pure, sexual excitement boil up in him, and he knew he wanted to take the girl, to fuck her right now, while she was in pain from the beating he had given her. While she was terrified. He wondered why he hadn't noticed before how attractive terror could be in a woman. It made them all the more feminine, he thought, all the more desirable. And now he was going to screw this particular one until she couldn't take any more.
Sally was on her knees, hugging her belly, and that held her robe almost closed there. It had fallen open when he had kicked her, and she hadn't bothered to pull it closed again. Her legs were revealed, of course, as the lower part of the robe fell away from them, and her breasts weren't completely covered either. One of them peeked out at him, a rosy nipple flattened and shrunken. The other was partly covered.
Max took a handful of hair and pulled Sally to her feet. He yanked her up with one pull, grunting from the strain. She screamed again, and he was sure it was only partly from the pain of having her hair nearly pulled out by the roots. She was screaming because she was scared shitless of him at the moment, and she didn't know what he planned to do to her next.
"Stand up," he roared, and she managed to make her legs hold her. Max spat in her face, and the saliva ran down her left cheek in a large rivulet. Sally cried, tears running down and mixing with his spit. He let go of the hank of hair he had grabbed, and used the hand to knock her hands away from her belly. She offered him a little resistance then, probably from a muscular reaction, her arms trying to stay in position to comfort her aching gut. But she was too terrified of him to offer any deliberate resistance, and she pulled her arms down to her sides as soon as she had a chance to make a conscious decision on the matter.
Her robe fell open down the front, revealing her. Her pussy was right there, open and inviting, and his property. Max placed his hand between her tits and shoved hard, driving her back to the bed. Her knees connected with it, and she sat down hard, almost bouncing up off of the bed again. She lay back on it, then, evidently thinking that was what be wanted her to do, and hoping that if she presented herself this way it would take his mind off of the other business, the calculated cruelty, for a while. And she was right, he thought with a kind of passion-fogged glee.
He dropped his gun on the floor and kicked off his shoes. It seemed to take him forever to strip, although it was probably done in a matter of seconds. He ripped open his belt and shoved his pants down over his hips, then his shorts. He didn't bother with anything else. His shirt buttons would just have to dig into her, he thought happily. He came to her, his cock already stiff and hard and throbbing with desire. He stood over her for a moment, looming above her, and saw the fear in her eyes. She seemed to shrink a little, actually to lose size as she looked up at him. Max realized that the heavy, throbbing desire in him must have made his face look heavy and brooding and very frightening to a young girl like her. Well, that was well and good.
He threw himself on her all at once, coming down on her hard. She cried out as his hard, heavy frame struck her, drove her into the mattress. He could feel the softness, the warmth of her thighs under him, as they flailed for a second in her surprise and pain. Then she lay very still under him. Her pussy was just above the level of his cock, and he could feet the hairiness of it, the bristly hair rubbing against his lower belly. His cock was between her legs, jutting stiffly toward the bed beneath her.
She was breathing hard and fast and shallowly, trying to suck in air against the force of his weight atop her. Max let his body relax, covering her and driving the wind from her. She whimpered, but she didn't dare object. He thought, she'd probably die from suffocation before she'd say anything to me about it. He felt a new excitement at the thought, and at the contact of her body. Her breasts pressed against him through his undershirt. He slipped his hands between their bodies and cupped her tits in them for a moment, then squeezed, squeezed hard, until he could feel his fingertips through the flesh of her mounds, and she screamed again. That's it, he thought, mike some noise, bitch. The screams he dragged from her were like rewards, little tokens for his efforts, and he enjoyed them thoroughly. He wondered, for a moment, just how her older sister was reacting to the sounds of those screams, but it really didn't matter because she was one person who was definitely cowed. She was the one who could be counted on to give them no trouble at all. She made her decision, and he was certain she would stick to it. It was little Sally here, he thought, terrified as she was, who would turn on them if given the chance.
He grabbed her ears in his hands, twisting them cruelly, and turning her face up to his. He ground his mouth down on her own, pushing his tongue deep inside and lasting her mouth deeply like a fine wine. Sally seemed to go stiff and almost dead under him at that, as though she hadn't expected it, and as though it was almost more than she could bear, Max kissed her again, just as intimately, just as roughly, making her plainly his property, his toy, before he went any further.
He raised his hips, and she lay very still, as though fighting herself to keep from offering any resistance to him. He took his prick in his hands and centered it on the slit between her legs, holding it there for a moment, enjoying himself, enjoying the anticipation of this invasion of her, body. Then he pushed it into her, just a little at first, holding it there, then pressing deeper.
Sally cried out as though in pain, although he was sure that she wasn't feeling any pain from this act. It was mental, he thought, the realization that she was all his now, that she was property instead of a person, that she had no rights left, no humanity, and he could do as he pleased with her.
He pushed his cock all the way into her then, clear to the root, and lay atop her as he had before, his full weight on her, his cock deep into her, and she lay completely still, her hands on his shoulders now, as though they were the only part of her body that wanted him in her now. There was a physical desire in her now, and a feeling of pleasure at their connection. Even while she wanted to end it, to push him away, she was feeling a real conflict of desires, and he was all the more excited at the thought.
He gave her a little push, ramming his cock in and withdrawing it slightly; then he lay still again, maintaining the connection, but not moving in her. Sally gave a little cry of pleasure and surprise, but she didn't move, didn't respond in any other way, except for a little shiver that passed over her body.
He could hear her breathing loud in his ears, double loud, as though it were being amplified. Despite her fear and the pain she was experiencing at that moment from the death clutch he had on her tits, she was responding to his prick in her. She was a hot little bitch, he thought, the kind who just couldn't help liking it, regardless of the circumstances. No doubt it ran in the family, since her big sister had proved to be the same type.
He lay still for a while, relishing the feeling of being in her, enjoying his possession of her, and then he began to fuck her slowly, raising his hips and lowering them just a little, making little plunging motions in her snatch, and sending little ripples of joy through her tiny frame. She moaned sweetly, her breath playing warmly over his ear and through his hair. He dug his fingers more deeply into her breasts and twisted cruelly, wringing a cry of pain from her. At the instant of the cry, he rammed his cock into her belly as deeply as he could, and as quickly. The mixture of pain and undeniable pleasure wrought a strange reaction from her. She twisted her body, her hips writhing under him, and her hands clamped down on his shoulders, the fingers digging through until he could feel the pressure clear into his bones.
She took a mouthful of his neck and bit until he grunted in sweet pain and rammed the cock into her again, just as hard as before, and maybe just a little harder. The pleasure and excitement made him stronger in his thrust than he had been the time before.
Sally cried out aloud that time, and her body squirmed under his. Her legs rose and circled his waist at a low point, then curled downward to lock around his own legs. He could feel her belly flat against his, and her body surged toward him for pleasure, for the joy that he was bringing her.
Max's hands slipped from her tits, and he felt a deep sigh of relief move through her at the release of the painful grip. He slipped the hands under her, embracing her, and she molded to him, softening even as she tensed against him, becoming one with him, their bodies fusing and merging.
"Uh� uh� uh!" she cried as he began to fuck her in earnest, ramming his cock into her with greater and greater force, pushing and pulling with greater and greater rapidity. "Oh, God," her voice moaned in his ear. "Oh, yes, God, yes, now�" She went on in an ecstatic babble as the pleasure took possession of her. Max felt the pleasure building up in his own body, too, building up and up until he could hardly stand it, and he knew that it would soon be too much to contain. He tightened himself against it holding back until he thought he would burst from the effort.
"Oh, God!" She screamed it now, as the pleasure grew too powerful for her to keep back any longer. "OH GOD, NOW!" She screamed on and on, and finally he knew that he was unable to hold it any longer, and he let it out all at once, his come flooding her belly, filling her with the hot, white cream that flowed from his loins and into hers, and her legs tightened in their grip about his, until her soft skin felt like a harsh, rasping sandpaper, so hard was it rubbing against him. He could feel her sweat-slicked body under his, writhing with joy uncontrollable, and he rammed his cock into her for three more hard, fast thrusts before it went flaccid. Another shot of come drove into her, and she cried out one last time, not as loudly as the other times but still loud enough to be heard all over the house.
He pulled out of her and lay beside her, looking up at the ceiling. He could tell that her body was relaxed beside him, and while he relaxed himself he was still ready for any sudden tensing of her, any movement that might take her closer to that gun on the floor.
"You know," he said after a while, "I guess you're just about the nicest fuck a guy could ask for. Even when you don't want to do it you're just naturally good at it."
She looked away from him, and he knew that he had said just the right thing, the thing that would make her feel the worst, the cheapest. He laughed a deep, rolling laugh and rose from the bed. Walking about the bedroom, he watched her from the corner of his eye. He was testing her, waiting to see if she would make a go for the gun.
"Forget it," she said after a while. "I'm not going to try for it. Not while you're expecting it. If I ever make a go for a gun, it will be when I have a good chance of getting to it. And then, you'd better pray to whatever God answers the prayers of crumbs like you that I don't get there, because you won't live for a second after I do."
Max felt a flood of anger, partly at the fact that he had been so transparent to her, and partly at what she had called him. He walked over to the bed, and she cowered away, apparently realizing that she had gone too far, and had said something she shouldn't have. The shame of what she had shown herself to be a moment before had driven her to say what she had, but now she was conscious of herself enough to know how foolish it had been.
"No, please," she said, but before she could get any further, he was there. Max grabbed her by one arm and pulled her to an upright position. He slapped her across the face three times, just as hard as he could, wringing fresh cries from her each time. He could feel the outline of her teeth clear through her cheek with each blow. She threw up her free arm, trying to block her face and protect it, and he let his fourth blow change direction at the last possible moment, closing his fist and hitting her on the side of the ear. She screamed.
"Now, you little fucking bitch," he said, "maybe you understand the rules of this little game. I'm the one who makes with the nasty remarks. You just stay nice and sweet and available. That's your part. Now I'll have an apology."
"I'm sorry," she said without hesitation. "I didn't mean it, Max, really, it just came out."
"Well, you'd better be fucking sure it doesn't come out again, bitch." He pinched one of her nipples hard between thumb and forefinger for good measure, and she squealed and tried to draw away. But his grip on her arm was too tight for her to pull loose. "Now, you're going to do something nice for me," he said. "Just to show me how sorry you are about that nasty thing you said to me then. Aren't you, baby?"
"Yes, Max. Yes, come on, Max, I'll do something nice for you."
"You misunderstand, honey," Max said. "You don't know what I'm talking about. I want you to suck my cock. And if I hear even one word of argument out of you about it, you're going to be sorry. Because my feelings are very easily hurt. And every time you hurt my feelings, I'm going to hurt your body. Got it?"
"Yes, Max." She looked a little green around the gills at the thought of what he wanted her to do, and she was learning very quickly just whit her place was in the scheme of things.
He sat on the edge of the bed and took her hair in his hand. He pushed her head down toward his crotch. His cock was already beginning to tingle from the nearness of her face, and the knowledge he had of what was coming from her. It wasn't stiff yet, because of the good workout it had just had, but he knew he wouldn't have much trouble getting it up.
Sally resisted his tugging for an instant, just a straight muscular reaction, but when he shook her, hard, she got hold of herself and went down on him quickly. She took the cock in her tiny hands, and he felt his body quicken at the touch.
Her tongue began to move over the head of his cock slowly, and he could feel the retching action move over her body at the realization of what she was doing. Her disgust was exciting to him, and he placed his hand on the back of her head, spreading his fingers over the smooth helmet of her hair, and pushed her down farther, until his cock was in her mouth. She held still, fighting down her own gag reflex, while he held her there. Then she began to lick him again, moving her hands up and down the shaft of the prick as she continued to lave its head with her tongue. Max felt the organ begin to stiffen, felt it grow and harden under her actions, and he lay back on the bed, allowing her to go to it at her own pace. She moved the tongue over the cock slowly, as though she were still forcing herself to the task, as though it were all she could do to keep at it. Her hair spilled over his belly. It gave him a pleasant, tickling sensation, but at the same time it obscured her face when he looked down the length of his body. Max reached down and brushed the hair aside. "I like to watch you at work," he said. She flushed deeply, freshly humiliated, and Max laughed and kept his eyes fastened on her lovely face, contorted now from the extension of her tongue, and from the humiliation that was washing through her. She looked as though, in that moment, death would be welcome. Well, he thought, with pleasure, I'll give you death, baby, when the time comes. But first you've got a lot more shame coming to you. A lot more of this.
His belly began to quake from the nearing orgasm, and he throttled the impulse to come, holding back and prolonging the pleasure on his part and the humiliation on hers.

Chapter Seven

After the close call in the kitchen, they were all pretty careful. Even Jim, who had been Julie's biggest concern, seemed to accept the situation for the time being. He looked different, somehow, since she had deliberately put the make on Pete. Where Jim had looked at the men with an obvious hatred in his eyes, now he seemed to have given up a little, to have ceased caring quite as much. The possession of her body by force had given him something worth fighting for, and that had been lost when she took the lead with Pete.
Julie stood washing the dishes, vaguely conscious of the robe that hung open, revealing her body. She stood as close to the sink as she could to block off the sight, but it wasn't completely successful. She had to turn to pick up dishes, and each time she did, the big guy, Butch, would grin right on cue as he looked at her nakedness. The other two men had gone into the parlor with the baby, and with Jim still tied up, and were listening to the radio. They had left Butch in the kitchen to stand guard over Julie and Sally while they did the dishes. To keep him amused, they had left Connie with him. Connie still looked as though she were in a state of shock from the first time he had raped her. She sat perched on his knee, her face blank except for a slight smile which looked as though she were keeping it there by a half-conscious effort to keep Butch happy.
She was wearing a robe, of course. That had become the uniform of the day for the women in the house. A robe without a sash or buttons. The one she was wearing at the moment was yellow, bright and cheerful, in contrast to the look of vacuous desperation in her eyes. It was as though she had fled into her mind to escape reality, and was peering back out at the world to see when it would be safe to join it again.
Butch divided his attention between the women at the sink and the one on his massive lap. His hands were occupied, one with a breast that was revealed by the pulled back robe, and the other with one of Connie's thighs. At first Connie seemed unaware of the contact, but she wasn't really driven that far back into herself. Julie had realized that when she noticed the little tremors of fear and disgust that passed over her. Julie picked up a fresh stack of dishes, and Butch leered at her stupidly with an empty, childish sexuality.
Get your eyes full, you son of a bitch, she thought, and felt a stab of fear that he might do just that: get his eyes full and decide to do something more than look at her. He kept looking in her direction after she turned back to the sink, and Julie realized with a start that he wasn't looking at her any more, but at Sally, who was facing slightly toward him as she stretched to put a platter on a high shelf in the cupboard. Julie looked at the girl long and hard until she realized what the meaning of the look was. She glanced at Butch and pulled the robe about her, but of course she had to release it to pick up another dish, and it fell open again. There was no sense in blaming Sally for that, she decided. Her own robe was just as widely opened as Sally's, and that was the way Max had planned it, of course. It had been one of his smarter moves, she thought, because it kept at least one of their hands busy most of the time holding the robe closed. Besides that, she supposed, it kept the men happy and excited when the garments were allowed to go their own way.
Still, she didn't suppose it really made much difference to Sally. She was a little too casual about the whole thing to have anyone believe that she really cared about the revelation of her body's secrets.
It was amazing, Julie thought, how it was possible to know someone all her life and then realize that you didn't know her at all. She had always thought that Sally was a nice girl. Not a prissy little virgin, perhaps, but still a nice enough girl, better than average. And then, that little show she had provided from the bedroom, that solo aria she yelped out, had shown Julie just how much little sister liked going to bed with a man. It was disgusting. She had thought to protect Sally from the advances of men like Max and Pete, and it turned out that the joke was on her, Julie. Because Sally was having a ball. This was probably just the kind of situation she was used to in school, Julie thought, except for the guns. The Big Men On Campus probably didn't need guns to get her into their bed. That was the way it was done. Girls like Sally were the new generation, and the Now Generation as they called it, and she wasn't the type to need any protection from a man like Max. She was probably teaching him a thing or two. It was disgusting. Julie had never considered herself a prude, God knew, but the kind of thing Sally had shown herself capable of enjoying was disgusting.
She placed the last dish in the drainer and looked over at Butch. She supposed she should get a dish-towel and help Sally finish with the drying, but right now she didn't want to look at Sally, much less help her.
"Is it all right if I sit down now?" she asked Butch. "I'm very tired."
He grinned obscenely. "Heh, heh, I'll bet ya are," he said, and it took her a second to realize that he was referring to the time she had spent in the bedroom with Pete. "I'll bet ya both are," he said. "Yeah, you can sit down. Right here." He pointed to his other knee, the one Connie wasn't occupying.
"No, I really would like to sit down, if you don't mind, I've been on my feet for some time, you know." She thought he was kidding about her sitting on his lap at the same time as Connie, but he frowned at her answer.
"I think you better do like I say, lady," he said slowly. He seemed to have trouble with words, and she wondered whether his intelligence was just marginal or perhaps sub-marginal. "Come 'ere," he said, pointing to the knee. Julie wished she had decided to help Sally with the dishes. She walked over to the big lunk and perched on his knee. She was conscious of the gun behind her, leaning against the wall. Even if she got it in her hands, which she doubted after seeing how surprisingly quick Butch could be, and even if she could manage to kill him without hurting poor Connie, Jim and the baby were in the parlor with Max and Pete, and she couldn't very well leave them here. Not just to save herself, Sally and Connie. And she couldn't be sure that Connie would be quick-witted enough to make a break with them. That meant that even if she could manage to kill Butch with the shotgun, the best she could be sure of would be to save herself and Sally. And Sally, she thought, probably wasn't worth it anyway. So she sat very still on Butch's lap, holding her robe closed with both hands and waiting to see what he would do.
He brushed her hands away, and the robe fell open. Julie sat with her hands raised for a moment, poised to pull the robe closed again, but she didn't dare to do something like that, something that Butch would object to. Slowly, she dragged her hands down to her lap. Her thighs were bare now, as the robe dropped away from them. She was naked down the front, her breasts, from the nipples inward, and her snatch revealed. She folded her hands, hiding herself below, but Butch slapped them away, and looked straight at her there until she thought she would go crazy with embarrassment.
He pulled his hand out from the inside of Connie's robe, releasing her breast, and slid it over Julie's thigh, his fingers curled around the inside of it, petting her roughly. Julie felt her bowels curl up inside her like a burned insect. This was worse than Pete even, and a thousand times worse than Max. It was like having a smelly animal try to cover her. She felt more humiliated than she had with either of the two men, even when they had possessed her.
Butch laughed. It was a strange sound, deep and guttural, and yet at the same time childish and idiotic, as though a gorilla had suddenly giggled.
"This is great," he said. "I never had two at the same time before."
You probably never had one before, unless she was a prostitute, Julie thought, but she said nothing, and managed to keep her face impassive. Butch's hand moved up to her pussy, and he poked it lightly, as though afraid it might break. Then he laid his fingers on it and worked them down between her thighs. She could feel his fingertips against her slit, and there was a sexual thrill to the feeling even though she felt disgust at the same time. He laughed again, and suddenly he brushed Connie off of his lap. He did it quickly and roughly, as though she were some inanimate object that had served its purpose. He put his arm around Julie and hugged her close, his other hand working deeper into her crotch, and then penetrating her slit, working up inside of her.
"Open up," he ordered, and she forced her legs to part, to make room for him. The fingers worked deeper into her, delving up inside of her in a quick, rough move that made her jerk suddenly. "You like that?" he asked with another laugh. He let the arm that was around her slip past her shoulder to her neck, pulling her into him even more closely, and he draped his hand down to her naked left breast, cupping it with a massive palm. Julie had never felt so tiny and helpless in her life. She felt very fragile in his grasp, as though he could break her with a single movement of one of his arms. She sat very, very still, afraid that any movement on her part might be construed by his pea-brain as resistance, and he might move to stop her. And with his strength and his stupidity, he could go too far, and break her bones without meaning to.
The fingers moved around inside of her, slithering over her vaginal walls, until they found her clitoris. She let out a little yelp at that, and her body twisted violently at the sensation that ran through her. She threw back her head and her mouth hung open under the intensity of her physical reaction. Another grunting laugh came out of Butch, and he gave her clitoris a little squeeze with his fingers, sending an even stronger feeling through her.
"Oh, God," she breathed, and the words came out thickly, almost incoherently. She could feel his hot breath on her, and it disgusted her. But his fingers inside of her had a magical power. They were distressing, but not disgusting, and she couldn't help the overwhelming pleasure that ran through her body with each movement of those fingers.
Connie was still on the floor where Butch had shoved her. She sat there, her robe open, is though waiting to see what was expected of her. She seemed like a child except for the decidedly un-childish body that was revealed by the open robe.
Suddenly, Butch pushed Julie down off of his lap onto the floor beside Connie. She hit with it thump, and Connie looked up, startled, and looking alert for the first time since the initiation she had received into sex at Butch's hands. She moved away from Julie, one hand pushing her hair back from her face. She looked like someone coming out of a long sleep.
Butch came down on top of Julie, came down hard and drove the breath from her. She tightened under his sudden weight, but she didn't try to get away. She had learned in the last day and a half, she thought, that it made no sense to try to get away.
He pulled savagely at his own clothes, and then his pants were down past his hips, and she caught a glimpse of his cock. It was huge, distended, hard and blue-veined. It was hideous, and she looked away, as though by not seeing it she could make what was about to happen somehow more bearable.
Butch took his cock in his hand and centered it on her slit, then drove it into her with one shove. She cried out in agony and pleasure combined, hating to admit to herself that the pleasure was real, was there, and it couldn't be denied.
The cock pushed into her, stuffing her with its bulk, and she felt as though it would rip her wide open. She hadn't known that anything could be so big, or so hard. It had a wonderful, pleasure-giving effect even as she felt sick at being possessed by such a beast. This was a cock that belonged on a horse, she thought, not a human being.
Then he rammed her, pulling and pushing, fucking with a rapid, tireless action, an energy that was as animalistic as the rest of his personality. His cock worked in her quickly, shoving and pulling and shoving, and she thought he would never stop. The pleasure mounted in her body, filling her with a tingling sensation, but still she wished that he would stop, would pull that thing out of her and leave her alone. He seemed to have the stamina of a herd of stallions. She could hear his breath and his grunts of pleasure, and disgust welled tip in her until she thought she would puke all over him and herself.
"Goddamn, you're good," he breathed in her ear, and it was startling, as though an ape bad suddenly spoken in clear English. She tried to shut the words out of her mind and to shut the experience out with it, to keep the reality that had become insupportable out of her consciousness. This had to end, she thought, this couldn't go on much longer. Surely there was a limit to even this beast's ability.
But if there was, he seemed not to have come very close to it yet. He was still ramming away, fucking her with all the force of a steam hammer. Stop, she thought, stop it, stop it, stop it, I can't stand it any longer, you animal, I can't, I can't�
But she would continue for as long as necessary, because there just wasn't anything else to do. There was nothing else�
A blast filled the room, filled Julie's head, and for a moment she thought that the room had exploded, that a bomb had been thrown inside or something. It was a huge, rocking kind of blast that seemed to split her head, and fill her ears. She screamed into it, and heard her own voice blanked out by the blast, but she knew that the blast was really over, and she had been temporarily deafened by it. Then her hearing cleared, except for the ringing in her cars, and she was suddenly aware of something warm and wet running over her face and body. She looked up at Butch, but he wasn't there any more. In his place there was a vast hulk of flesh with a maw of bone and red blood where his head should have been. Blood spurted out of the hole in the end of his neck, and ran over Julie, and over the floor. Julie screamed again, screamed in shock and disgust, and then the body was pulled off of her. She looked up through a blur of blood in her eyes, and saw Connie there, with the shotgun in her hands. A tiny wisp of smoke was curling upward from the muzzle.
"Come on," she was saying, "come on, Mrs. Bradford, we've got to run, now." Suddenly she dropped the shotgun and headed for the service porch and the back door. Julie sat up and watched her go, and Sally after a moment's hesitation, followed. They disappeared, and Julie sat up and looked at the door through which they had gone, and thought, Oh, no, oh, God no, you've really done it now.
There was a rumble of heavy running in the hallway, and Max and Pete came in. They looked at the body of their friend, and then at Julie, and she saw that they thought that she had done it.
"No," she said weakly, "Connie. Connie and Sally. They went out that door. They went�"
Max headed out the door at a run, and Pete came over and grabbed up the shotgun. He looked at it for a moment, then dropped it to the floor and grasped Julie's arm. His grip was incredibly hard, cutting off the circulation as he yanked her to her feet. "Come on," he snarled. "I'm not leavin' you in here where you can untie hubby."
She went with him, not offering the slightest resistance. She followed out the door to the outside, and felt the bite of tiny stones on her bare feet. She winced at the pain, but he pulled her along with him, dragging her across the ground at a clip too fast for her to run. She did her best to keep up, and her toes stubbed painfully into rocks and bits of wood.
Max was ahead, running after one of the girls. From the yellow robe Julie could tell that it was Connie. She was running as hard as she could, but Max was overtaking her steadily. There were no cars in sight, and Julie knew that the girl had lost her gamble. There was no hope for her now. Julie felt a vague pity for her, but she had brought it on herself, and maybe on everyone else, too. There was no telling how the men would react to the killing of one of them. It couldn't make things any more pleasant, she thought, and so far the three females had owed their existence to the fact that there was one of them to each male. Now there would be an extra female, and no reason why they couldn't kill one of them. Whichever one they chose, she thought, and her blood chilled at the thought, because it was entirely possible that they would choose the one who was the oldest. After all, Max had thrown her over for a younger woman. Why shouldn't he and Pete decide to keep the younger girls and get rid of her?
It was dark outside, or almost dark. The sun had gone down, but the sky was still light with the residual light of day. Max caught up with Connie. A thin little scream floated across the air, and Julie shuddered at the sound. It seemed like an omen of what would come to all of them now. Max hit the girl in the belly with his gun, and she folded up like an accordion. He picked her up and threw her over his shoulder, then bent and picked up his rifle again. He carried her back.
That left Sally, Julie thought. She was somewhere on the farm, that was clear. She couldn't have gotten away. Not this quickly. The girls had split up the moment they had gotten out of the house.
Max came back to where Julie and Pete were, and dropped Connie on the ground. She cried out when she landed, and Julie noticed that she had landed on her foot, and the ankle had twisted under her weight. She probably wouldn't be running any more, Julie thought, and it served her right for being so stupid.
"Where did the other one go?" Max asked. He grabbed Julie's wrist and yanked her away from Pete.
"I don't know. I didn't have anything to do with�"
He pulled her forward shortly, so hard that she lost her footing and landed on her knees. Her robe slid back off of her shoulders and down her arms a little, binding their movement.
"I'm not fucking with you, baby," he said. "You come up with that little bitch or I'm going to start with your baby, and then your husband, and you'll be the last to die. But not by much. By about as long as it takes me to cock that shotgun. Now talk!"
Julie had a thought. "I don't know for sure," she said. "I don't, really. But she used to play here as a little girl, and she had a favorite hiding place. The barn, there, has a loose board, and she used to hide there."
"Is it big enough to hide her now that she's grown up?"
"Yes. Yes, I'm sure it is, if she pulls herself in a little. Yes, it would."
"Lead the way. And if she's not there, you'd better come up with another idea fast, bitch."
She had to be there, Julie thought. She just had to be. The little tramp. Why did she have to do this? Why couldn't she have left well enough alone? She hadn't been so badly treated. Not badly enough to justify the risking of Jim's and Diane's lives, certainly. She had enjoyed that little go-round with Max, the little bitch. And now she pulls this.
They walked into the barn and Julie led him straight to the spot where the loose board was. "Pull it up," he ordered, and stood looking at her coldly, the rifle tight in his hands. Don't look at me that way, she thought. I didn't do it.
She got down on her knees and pried up the board.
She peered down into the empty space below with a sinking, panicky feeling. It was almost as though Sally had failed her personally.
"Shit, there isn't enough room down there for her," Max said. She looked up at him, opening her mouth to tell him that she had thought it was big enough, that she hadn't tried to fool him, but all that came out of her mouth was a loud, almost incoherent warning.
"Look out!"
Sally had moved up behind him on bare feet, padding across the barn floor. She had a scythe in her hands, an old rusty instrument that hadn't been used in years. She was lifting it above her head, ready to bring it down on Max, just as Julie's warning caused him to jump aside. The scythe's blade dug splinters from the floor with a metallic ringing sound. Sally jumped back and tried to lift it again.
Max spun around to face Sally and the barrel of his rifle rammed into her belly like a steel lance. The scythe fell to the floor with a clatter, and Sally gasped, cried out in a hoarse, breathless groan and fell to her knees, hugging her belly.
"You fucking bitch!" Max rasped, and yanked her head up by the hank of her hair. "I ought to slap your Goddamn head off," he said. Sally was too jarred by the blow to her belly to answer. Her eyes were clenched tightly, and her hands were folded across her midsection. Julie felt a fleeting pity for the girl. But she had brought it all on herself. She had been stupid to try something like this against armed killers.
Max pulled her up off her knees. Julie thought it was a very impressive display of strength, and something to remember if she were ever tempted to believe that the loss of Butch had been an irreparable blow to their power over everyone in the house.
"Get your feet under you," Max roared. "Goddamn it, you stand up!" Sally managed to stand by her own strength. She groaned, leaning over her middle. Max yanked her upright and spat in her face. "You're going to be sorry for that little attempt, Sally," he said. "You think I've been tough with you up till now? You haven't seen anything yet. Come on." He shoved her toward the front of the barn. Sally stumbled and fell, catching herself with one hand pressed to the floor. Max came up behind her and kicked her in the ass, planting his foot there and sending her sprawling with a single shove. "Get up, Goddamn you," he yelled. He really seemed furious with Sally, and Julie couldn't blame him. He had come within inches of dying at her hands after all. Sally climbed to her feet with obvious difficulty. She was crying, tears running down her cheeks in thick streams. She hurried out the door of the barn, running to keep ahead of Max. She ran clumsily, still clutching at her belly with both hands.
Pete was standing exactly where they had left him, except that he had put a foot on Connie's ass. He held her planted to the ground and Connie lay still as though unaware of it. But her eyes were open, and Julie could see that she hadn't sunk back into her former torpor.
"Smartass here tried to part my hair with a scythe," Max said to Pete. "Let's get 'em all inside. I don't like to leave the man of the house alone too long."
Julie walked ahead of the others, with Sally behind her and slightly to one side. Pete kept ramming his pistol butt into the small of Connie's back, to keep her moving. Connie was crying, as was Sally, but they offered no more resistance. For the moment, they seemed to have learned their lesson. It had been a singularly costly lesson. They weren't likely to win the men's trust again soon, and the loss of one of the men meant that they could get along with one less woman.
"All right," Max said when they were back in the kitchen. "Which of you dames killed him." He pointed to the huge corpse in the middle of the floor. Blood had already begun to congeal on the worn linoleum. He asked the question of them all, not looking directly at any of them. None of the women said anything. "I'm not going to fuck with you," he said. The rifle leveled at the wall between Julie and Sally. "Now, I won't mention any names, but if I don't get some answers starting right now, I plan to gun one of you down in just one and a half seconds."
"She did it," Julie said, pointing to Connie. "She got the shotgun from where it was leaning against the wall and killed Butch while he was on me."
"Serves the son of a bitch right," Pete mumbled. "That's what he gets for fucking somebody else's woman. He had his own woman, and if he'd fucked her, she wouldn't have been able to get at the gun. Besides, he was supposed to be guardin' the women, not playing grab-ass."
"That's beside the point." Max swung the muzzle of the rifle about, bringing it to bear on Connie. The girl's eyes went wide as saucers, and she drew back against the wall.
"Yeah?" Pete asked quietly. "Well, just what is the point, Max?"
"The point is we can't afford to let this little cunt get away with something like that. If we do, she'll do it again. And so will the others. They'll have everything to gain and nothing at all to lose. That's the point."
"Butch was stupid. We ain't gonna be that stupid. She won't get another chance like that."
"You're fucking right she won't. Because I plan to put a thirty caliber slug through her lower intestinal tract before she does."
"Just a minute, Max." Pete's voice was low and businesslike. "I don't like the idea of killin' her."
"Are you kidding? You were the one who wanted to kill that guy in the living room just a few hours ago, as I recall. How come the big change?"
"I'm still for killin' him. But I let you have your way that time. I'm not for killing a woman, though."
"I didn't know you had scruples like that, Pete."
"Don't talk like an asshole. I'll kill her myself when the time comes, it won't bother me none, and when she's still some good to us. We got three dames to two men now. That's good. That means we got an extra, and we can trade around. This place is loaded with food. And when that's gone there's a lot of animals to kill. We can stay holed up here for four, five months if we want to, and I think that's the smart thing to do."
"All right. What's that got to do with this little twat?"
"I don't see any reason to make the place less pleasant to live in while we're here. If you want to kill her when we leave, that's fine with me. And if you want to beat the piss out of her to teach her a lesson, I'll hold her still for you. But I don't see why we should kill her. That don't make sense. Not now."
"Shit, we have two women, and there are two of us. Why do we need an extra?"
"Let's just say I'm a pig. I like more than I need. Besides, you told me outside that this one," and he pointed at Sally, "tried to kill you with a scythe. You want to kill her, too? Then we'll have only one woman. And she'll be my woman. Remember? You're the one who traded her to me for the young stuff. I don't see nothing wrong with keeping a spare handy. We might have to kill one of the others later on, if they try to escape again."
"For Christ's sake, Pete, talk sense will you? We have to teach these other cunts a lesson, and this is how we do it. If you get out of line, you get a fresh hole blown in you."
"I just don't agree, Max." Pete handled his pistol meaningfully. Julie felt her blood run cold in her veins. This was something very dangerous now. Pete hadn't really made anything out of the disagreement yet. But he had left it up to Max to make something out of it if he wanted to. Max looked at him for a long time, and Julie had the feeling that the whole matter was riding on the question of whether he felt he could bring his rifle to bear before Pete could fire his pistol. It would be close, she thought. "Like I said, Max, I gave you your way about Farmer John in there. Now I think it's time you gave me my way on somethin'. What do you say?"
Max looked at him for a moment longer, then shrugged and lowered his rifle's muzzle to the floor. Connie gave a scream of relief and fell to the floor, sobbing.
"You want her so bad, why don't you take her to bed right now?" Max spat disgustedly.
"Why not?" Pete walked forward and grabbed Connie's arm. She came to her feet without hesitation, ready to do what he wanted.
"Before you take your little lovebird away, help me tie up the others," Max said. "I don't want something like this happening again."
Julie let herself be led to a chair and tied in it. Max yanked her arms behind her and fastened her wrists together firmly, then tied one of her ankles to each of the chair's legs. Her robe fell away from her body, draping down on either side of the chair.
With Sally he had a different idea. Pete stood by covering Connie while Max tied the two women. When he was finished with Julie he pulled Sally over to the sink and tied her feet together. He tied the other end of the rope to the pipes under the sink, then fastened her wrists behind her back with another piece of line. He tied the opposite end of that piece to one of the taps, tying a half dozen knots to keep it from slipping. It left Sally in an uncomfortable position, her shoulders pulled back and her knees slightly bent because the length of the rope on her wrists wouldn't allow her to stand upright.
"A few hours in that position and maybe you won't be so eager to pick up a scythe," Max said. He pinched her cheek hard, making her cry out from the pain. "Okay," he said. "You take your little slit into the bedroom now, Pete. I'll go check to make sure Farmer Brown is all nice and snug." The two men left the kitchen.
Sally looked over at Julie. She had to throw her head back to clear her hair from her face. "Why?" she asked cryptically, and then, after a moment's pause, "Why did you do it, Sis? I could have killed him. We could have been rid of them all, maybe, if you hadn't warned him. And then squealing on Connie like that. Why?"
"If I'd let you swing on him with that scythe you might have killed him and you might not," Julie said.
"Well, it was a pretty good bet. And even if the first swing hadn't killed him, he never would have been able to hurt us. I'd have fouled him up pretty good, wouldn't I?"
"Is that all you can think of? What about how you would have fouled us up?"
"I don't know what you're talking about. There would have been just one of them left if I'd killed Max."
"That one alone could more than handle us. Now you know that if you'll just think about it sensibly, Sally. He was out there with Connie, and he had a gun. Two guns."
"A pistol and a shotgun. Neither of them would have been much of a threat to us in that barn. And we would have had Max's rifle."
"Which we might have been able to kill him with. And we might not."
"Well, Jesus, Sis, you have to take some chances."
"Not with my husband and my baby, you don't."
"Do you think they're going to let your husband and your baby live if they have their way? Use your head, Julie."
"I'm the only one here who is using her head. The only way we can have any chance at all is by biding our time. If they get to fearing us, they'll kill us all, and they won't hesitate to do it. They don't really need us, you know. They're just keeping us alive because it amuses them. And when our amusement value drops below our potential danger, they'll blow us open. That's a thin rope, and we have to walk it."
"Then you don't leave us any hope at all, Sis, we just stay alive as long as it amuses them. And when they decide to leave here, they'll kill us. You know our danger will outweigh our amusement value then."
"We'll have to hope for a chance before then. But it will have to be a real chance, not the kind of half-cocked thing you and Connie pulled just now."
"I doubt we'll ever have the kind of chance you're talking about. You won't feel it's a worthwhile chance unless they just drop dead for us." She gasped a little as the position of her arms and legs became painful. She was glistening with sweat. It served her right, the stupid idiot. "And speaking of Connie, you still haven't answered my other question. Why did you squeal on her? That was terrible. You might have gotten her killed."
"Better her than you or me. Or both you and me. Or all three of us. She should have told on herself to keep that from happening. She was the one who was stupid enough to pick up that shotgun and get all this started."
"Oh, Sis, God, what's the matter with you? She was the only one who picked up the shotgun and did something! She was the one with the guts to cut down the odds."
"There's no sense in discussing it any further, Sally. We just don't agree on how to act in this situation. But I don't plan to do something stupid, and I don't plan to get killed because you and your idiot friend want to play gunslinger."
Sally looked at Julie for a long moment. "Well, we did some good with that escape attempt," she said. "Besides killing Butch, I mean."
"Oh? What's that?"
"We found out that we can't depend on you, or even trust you. Because you're a collaborator. You're on their side."
"I am not on their side!" The words came out too quickly, too vehemently. Sally managed a tight, sardonic smile.
"I don't care how you explain it, Sis. I don't care what kind of excuses you come up with. What it boils down to is that you're on their side. And I'm telling you right now that if another chance comes along, I'll take it. And if you get in my way, I'll kill you. Just like I'd kill one of them."

Chapter Eight

It was thirty minutes at least before Max thought back to the incident in the barn and realized that the Bradford dame had saved his ass.
From the kitchen he went into the living room and checked on her husband. The man was sitting against the wall, just where they'd left him, and he was still tied tightly. That was one thing about Pete. He did his work well. Even if he was being stupid about killing that little twat. That kind of thinking could well make for their end. Still, Max didn't think it was worthwhile arguing about it with him right at this time. Maybe he could bring him around a little later.
He went down on his haunches and looked at the farmer's wrists to see if they were still tied tightly. He pulled the man a little away from the wall to get a good look. Then he decided to take the gag out of the guy's mouth just for the hell of it.
"How you feelin', buddy?" he asked.
The farmer looked at him coldly. "How would you feel if you'd had your wrists and ankles tied for this long?"
"I don't know. That's why I'm asking you. And I'll ask you one more question: do you think I could afford to let you go?"
"I wouldn't keep a man tied up like this for anything, myself."
"Sure you wouldn't. Not even if your ass depended on it, eh? In a pig's eye you wouldn't. Besides, you know fucking well that if I turned you loose you'd make your try the first chance you got."
"What happened in the kitchen? The shot?"
"We had a little trouble. The visitor, Connie or whatever her name is, shot Butch. Killed him."
"Glad to hear that."
Max smiled. "Yes, I thought you would be. But don't let it swell your head, friend. It isn't going to make much difference. Two of us can handle three women, and you aren't going to be worth a fart in hell, tied up like that. And that's just the way you're going to stay, no matter how sad a song you sing about it."
"You'd better hope I stay tied up," Bradford said. "If I get loose, you're the first one I'm going to head for."
"Really? Well, then, I guess I'd better do my best to keep you trussed."
"I guess you'd better. But you can't keep me this way forever. Sooner or later you're going to make a screwup, mister. And that's going to he your last screwup."
"Maybe I ought to kill you."
Bradford looked at him thoughtfully. "You know, I really can't figure out why you haven't done that already."
"Because we don't have anything to lose? I said why I was against the idea in the kitchen, earlier. Your wife might not be so cooperative if you weren't here as a hostage. And she certainly has been cooperative." Max grinned. Bradford's face turned white with anger.
"Shut up," he rasped.
"You know, I can see why you married her. She's a good piece. I can't remember when I've ever had a better one."
"Goddamn you, shut up!"
"Fucks like a trooper. You're a lucky guy. Or you were. We're the lucky ones now."
"I'll kill you, you son of a bitch!" Bradford shouted suddenly. "Let me loose and I'll break your fucking neck!"
"Sure, but you aren't going to get loose. You're going to sit there and think about your wife and me, and your wife and Pete, and whenever we feel like it one of us is going to pat her on the ass, and she'll just trot along to the bedroom with us, obedient as a trained dog. A trained bitch, eh?"
Bradford opened his mouth to say something else, but he shut it again, so hard it made a clicking noise when his teeth came together. Max laughed. "You remember how she practically dragged Pete into the bedroom back there? Man, I thought she was going to fuck him right there on the kitchen floor." Bradford didn't even look at Max. He had gotten hold of himself, Max thought, and he was keeping it in. He was a man who knew how to use his emotions instead of wasting them. And that was a dangerous kind of man. Max decided to give him one last jab before he left.
"She not only fucks like a trooper, friend, she sucks like one, too. She ever suck your cock for you?" Bradford looked at him, and there was a kind of hooded, cobra look in his eyes that sent a chill down Max's spine.
"You just keep it up, friend. You just keep going. When I get my hands on you, finally. You're going to eat each one of these words separately."
Max managed to laugh again, although he didn't really feel much like it. "Don't go talking like a hero, buddy. We're not only going to fuck your wife all we want. We're also going to be the last men who ever fuck her. We'll be staying here a little longer. And when the heat lets tip enough, we'll be moving on. And when we do that, we're not going to leave anything alive on this farm except maybe a few chickens. Butch's corpse will be here, of course. And yours. And the corpses of maybe three pregnant women." Max gave him another grin. He pulled up the gag and stuffed it into Bradford's mouth again, then tied it up tight. He stood and looked down and winked. "I think maybe I'll give her a little reaming now. She got cut off in the middle of a good fucking when Connie shot Butch. He was in her then, from what I gather. She must feel frustrated. And her regular boy friend, Pete, is in the bedroom with Connie right now, having a ball. So I don't think he'll mind if I stick my prick in Julie-baby. Do you?"
Max grinned broadly and walked out of the room without looking back.
He got the feeling that the women had been talking about something. When he walked in, there was one of those sudden silences that you can feel. They didn't look at each other, or at him. Max walked over to Sally and pinched one of her breasts. She looked up at him sullenly, and there was pain in her eyes, but she didn't say anything, and she wasn't in any position to offer any direct resistance.
"Nice and comfy?" Max asked. She still didn't say anything. Max reached down and took a pinch of pussy hair between his thumb and forefinger. He gave it a little yank, and she made a small, grunting sound of pain and surprise. "Well, now, you can still talk, can't you?" He laughed and pulled the hair again. This time she didn't make any sound, or give any reaction at all. She looked like she was trying to decide whether to spit in his face or not. "Go ahead," Max grinned, "Go ahead and try it. It might be very satisfying, and the most it can cost you is an extra eight or nine hours tied to the sink."
She looked down at the floor, and Max laughed again. He couldn't remember when he'd enjoyed himself more. The little twat had some spirit, but she had too much sense to get herself tied up in this position for any longer than necessary just for whatever satisfaction she could glean from a moment's show of defiance.
Max roughed her hair with his hand and pinched her cheek hard enough to bring tears to her eyes. "That's a smart girl," he said. "I thought you'd turn out to have more brains than to pull something really dumb like that. Now I'm going to go have a little fun with your big sister. Don't you go away."
He walked over to the chair in which Julie was tied. She looked up at him with a strange expression, and he couldn't decide whether she was scared shitless of him or just trying to be placating. He had tied her with one ankle lashed to each of the chair's front legs, and she was spraddled open, with her slit winking at him from between her thighs. The robe, with nothing to hold it closed, had fallen completely away from the front of her body, and with her hands tied behind her she had no way to pull it closed even a little bit.
"I think you and I ought to go get acquainted again, sweetheart. What do you think of that idea?"
She didn't look at him, and she flushed deeply. It tickled the hell out of Max. "I�I don't suppose it really matters what I think of it, does it?"
"No, I don't suppose it does, really. Now that you mention it." He walked around behind her and untied her wrists. She started to pull her robe closed around her. "Leave it alone," Max ordered. "I like it open in the front. I think that's very becoming, Julie." Her fingers flexed nervously, as though they ached to pull the robe about her, but she left it alone. Max went around in front and squatted down right in front of her. From his position he could see her slit, on a level with his face, and he looked at it directly for several seconds before raising his face to grin at her. Julie was looking back at him, and when he caught her gaze she flushed deeply and looked away. Max chuckled and untied one ankle. The instant it was free she started to move the leg against the other, to close herself off from his gaze. Max put a hand lightly on her knee, exerting a pressure outward. "Now, now, you don't want to cover up all the goodies, do you? You wouldn't want to cheat old Max of his fun, would you, honey?" She held her legs open with the same obvious effort it had taken her to keep from pulling the robe closed. Max stood up and pulled a chair over. He sat down on it, in front of her and a little to one side, giving Sally a good shot of her sister.
Julie fidgeted with the desire to close her legs or pull the robe about her, but she sat there, spraddled and open, afraid to do anything that might make him mad at her.
Max ran a hand up over her left thigh. The flesh was delightfully soft and firm, and the skin was very smooth. He pulled his hand down the length of it again, then ran it back up. He could feel the heat of her open crotch with his fingertips.
"Pete and Connie are using our bedroom," he said. "I don't think Pete would mind, though, if you and I headed off to the other one for a little fucking. Do you?" He looked at her hard, obviously demanding an answer, and she managed to choke one out.
"No, sir, I don't � I don't suppose � he would."
"Of course not. And you could even suck me off. What do you think?"
"Whatever�" She choked into silence. "What-whatever you want, Max."
"That's the girl. You're a very smart girl, Julie. The only smart girl in this place. And just because you're so smart, I'm going to let you suck me off while your little sister over there stands in the corner, so to speak. Of course if you'd rather trade places with her, I'll be glad to let you. Just say the word."
Julie looked at him, and then at her sister. Max glanced back and saw Sally studiedly looking away from both of them.
"No," Julie said. "I don't think I want to trade places with her."
"Okay, then, you can stand up now."
She came to her feet and hugged the robe about her body. Max took her hands in his and pulled them away. The robe fell open again.
"I'll tell you when it's all right to hold it closed again, Julie," he said. "Right now, why not just let it drape that way? I like it."
"A-all right." She held her arms at her side, stiff and trembling. She was as red as a stop light. Max slipped his arm under her robe and put it around her waist. He pulled her close beside him. The smell of her perfume was in his nostrils, mixed with the shampoo she had used recently and the natural smell of clean woman. Max led her past Sally, who was beginning to make little gasping sounds with every breath. The discomfort of her position had turned to actual pain now, Max guessed. He reached out and ruffled her hair again.
"You just stand there and think things over until your sis and I get back, honey," he said. "Then maybe you'll have a nice little apology thought up for all the nasty things you've been thinking about me, eh?"
The hand under the robe gave Julie a squeeze and she got the message. She moved off toward the door beside Max. When they were in the hall, Max turned and looked in through the living room door at the guy tied up in there. He was leaning against the wall, his eyes closed. Max stood there for a while, waiting for Bradford to open his eyes and see them. Julie tried to move on, no doubt wishing to spare her husband the sight of the two of them, but Max held her there. Finally, Bradford's eyes opened, and he looked around him, as though he had been dozing. When his eyes passed over the door in which Max and Julie were standing, they slid by and then darted back quickly. It seemed to take him a moment to make out what he was looking at. His eyes focused slowly on the scene, and even then it took a noticeable amount of time for him to react to the picture. Max gave him a casual wave, but Bradford didn't even seem to notice that. His eyes were fastened on his wife, her body naked down the front, her pussy out in the open, and her breasts jutting before her, young and firm and superb. Max still had his hand under her robe, on her waist. He grinned as Bradford's gaze finally moved to him. "I just thought we'd stop by and see how you feel. Your wife and I are on our way to the small bedroom to do a little fucking. Isn't that right, honey?"
When she didn't answer right away, Max gave Julie's flesh a little pinch. Bradford couldn't see it, of course, because the hand doing the pinching was hidden under the robe.
"Yes, sir," she said quickly.
"And then maybe I'll have you suck me off, too. Isn't that right?"
"Yes."
"You hear that, Bradford? Your wife thinks that's nice."
Bradford looked up at Max with something not quite human in his expression. Max felt an urge to check the man's bonds again, although he had checked them just minutes before. He was seeking reassurance, evidence that Bradford wouldn't be able to get loose and get his hands on Max. Max had never seen anything quite like that expression before, and he decided that he would not like to fuck with this man. When the time came to leave the farm, he would make very, very sure that Bradford was dead. Because this looked like the kind of man who would hunt him down if it took a lifetime. This man, he thought, would very definitely have to be dead in order to be stopped. Keep him tied, Max thought. And then give him a bullet right through the brain, front to back. Open his skull wide and let the wind whistle thought it.
"Well, we just stopped in to say hello," Max said. "Now we're going to go on into the bedroom. You just sit here and think about us in there having a good time, boy. I don't know whether I ever did thank you for being so thoughtful about marrying a beautiful wife with a beautiful sister and all that. This hiding out could be a real drag if it weren't for your thoughtfulness."
Bradford looked it Max with the same expression, and Max had to tighten his muscles to keep from shivering. He felt a flash of anger at Bradford for being able to scare him like that. But Max choked down the anger and managed to keep his grin. He gave another little wave and ushered Julie out into the hall again.
When they were in the bedroom Julie turned to him with a look of mild disapproval. Max supposed that was the most guts she could work tip.
"Why did you have to taunt him that way?" she asked. "He already knows what you and I are doing, and what Pete and I have been doing. Anyway, you're having the fun of taking me to bed. Why do you have to torment my husband, too?"
Max walked over to her, moving casualty, with no evidence of his intentions until he was within reach of her. Then he lashed out with his right hand, and his palm made a high, cracking sound against her cheek. She stumbled backward with a little whimper, and when he started toward her again, she stepped back, raising her hands to guard her face against another blow.
"You don't question my actions, Julie," Max said. "You just keep your mouth shut and do what you're told. You understand?"
"Yes, sir. I'm sorry. I didn't think."
"Well, from now on you'd better think before you open that pretty little mouth of yours. The only reasons you have to open it as far as I'm concerned, is kissing and sucking cocks. You got that?"
"Yes, yes, of course. I'm sorry, Max. Please." She backed away from him another step.
"You stay where you are, bitch. One more step and I'll kick your ass up between your shoulder blades." She made herself stop and stand in one spot while he came forward. Max stood close in front of her, and she cowered away on the verge of flight, just managing to obey him by the sheer force of will. "I rubbed it into your hubby out there because I thought it was fun. I liked doing it. And I do what I want here. As long as I have the guns, I do what I want. And you do what I tell you. You got that?"
"Yes, yes, of course. I said I understood. I said I was sorry. Please, Max, I just didn't think. Please overlook it."
Max took one nipple between thumb and forefinger and pinched it until she cried out with pain. Her hands rose as though to try to push him away, but she held back, and he laughed in her face. She knew better than to offer him any resistance. He had taught her that much.
"Kneel down," he ordered. "I'm going to let you suck my cock right now. What about that?"
"Sure honey," she said tightly. "Only, I can't kneel down while you're � while you're holding onto my nipple that way."
Max released the nipple and gestured her down. She dropped to her knees instantly. "Now unzip my fly," Max said. She hesitated for an instant, then her hands were at the front of his pants. She pulled the zipper down and looked at the flash of white there, as though she didn't know what a pair of shorts was, or what to do about it. "Just reach right in and help yourself to a mouthful of prick," Max said. He felt slim fingers delve into his shorts and take his cock. A delicious shiver passed over his entire body. Then he felt the cool air on his prick, and he saw her pulling it out. The sight and the feeling combined to excite him, and the organ began to stiffen right away. He was a little sorry about that, a little sorry that it was going to be that easy for her.
It took her another moment to work up the will to touch the head of the cock with her lips. It was a fleeting touch, as though she couldn't bring herself to stay in contact with the prick for more than a split second. She leaned forward again and touched the prick with her lips. She stayed that way for a second or so, holding her closed mouth to the prick as though she couldn't decide to open up and take it inside. Max stood patiently, waiting to see if she would require a little more ramrodding before she would actually begin to French him. She didn't. He had put the fear of God into her, all right. She managed, finally, to open her lips just a little and take the cock inside. Max felt the moistness of her lips, the ridges of her teeth, and the warmth of the inside of her mouth. She took it in just a little at first, and then she moved her tongue across the tip of the cock, another quick, fleeting contact. Then the tongue crept back again, darting out to touch the head of the cock, here and there, and she opened her mouth a little more to take in the cock.
Max stood stiffly, his body rigid with the sensations she was bringing him. His prick was stiff now, as stiff as it had ever been. It was almost throbbing with strength and readiness. He could feel her breathing as she heaved air in and out through her mouth.
He reached down and took her head between his hands, holding it lightly, just steadying it. He sensed that she wished him to pull her forward, to ram his prick into her mouth. But that would make it too easy on her, that was exactly what she wanted. She was going to do it all herself, with no help from him. She was going to take that cock into her month and lick it and suck it, and he wasn't going to force her at all. She would do it simply because she was afraid not to. And she would learn something about herself in doing it. There wouldn't be any wondering later, on her part, whether she would have been able to go through with it if he hadn't done this or that. She would have nothing to remember but her own actions, and the way she had gone down on him without any help at all. He massaged her temples with his thumbs and then removed his hands from the sides of her head. Let her do it all, he thought again.
Julie took a little more of his cock into her month, and he could feel the head of it resting on her tongue. At that moment he heard a sound from the next room, moaning of pleasure that was obviously Connie's voice. She sounded like she was reaching her climax and trying not to give any sign of it. The sound of the moan excited Max all the more, and he had to control himself to keep from spurting his come into Julie's mouth prematurely.
Julie seemed to sense his excitement, and it was obvious that she didn't want to disappoint him because she took the rest of his cock's head into her month all at once. She slid her lips up the shaft until he could feel the head of his prick nudge the roof of her mouth. A little gag passed over her but she managed to hold it down. She moved her tongue over his prick, and he could feel her start to gag again. Her hands were pressing against the fronts of his thighs to steady her body, and now she moved them closer together until he could feel her fingers around his cock, just around the root of it, on his abdomen. A garbled sound escaped her throat, almost as though she were trying to talk with his prick in her mouth, and then she pulled back a little to give her tongue free play. She ran it over the cock, back and forth, up and down the length of it until he felt the come welling up in him, welling up and getting ready to spurt out into her mouth.
Then it did spurt, filling her month and choking her, gagging her with its volume and its force. She choked down the gag and swallowed the cream quickly. Max felt the tremor of disgust pass over her body, and it excited him all the more, wringing another shot of come from him.
His cock went soft in her mouth and she started to withdraw from him. Max took her head in his hands and pulled her forward again, pushing his cock into her mouth as far as it would go. It lay limp in her mouth while she knelt there, very still, apparently waiting to see what he wanted of her. Max ran his right hand through her hair. It was a pleasant feeling even now, with all the power gone out of his cock, just to have it in her mouth like that. Finally, he pulled it out.
"That was nice," he said. "That was a good blow job, honey. You're a good girl." He walked over to the bed and sat on the edge of it. Julie remained kneeling there, her head lowered, watching him. Max patted the bed, and she rose gracefully and walked over and sat next to him. The robe was still on her body, still hanging open. Max reached up and pulled it off her shoulders. She let it fall down her arms and lie in a heap on the bed.
"You know, you're the easiest one of this whole crew to control," Max said. He paused a moment, to see if she would answer him. She hung her head and said nothing. "If I'd been asked to pick the three of you, I'd have thought the little cunt in there," he said, indicating Connie in the next bedroom, "would be the easiest one to cow. And I'd have picked you for the hardest one. But you do everything you're told, and you don't give me any shit at all. How come?"
"I�I just don't see any reason to put up a useless fight," she said. "I think it's better to stay alive. Everything else is secondary to that. You can't do anything else if you don't do that much. And right now the easiest and surest way of staying alive is to do what you say."
Max mussed her hair playfully, as though she were a bright child of whom he was fond. "That's good thinking, Julie. You just keep thinking that way, and you'll come through this all right."
"Will I?" She looked directly at him, and there was a seeking, beseeching look in her eyes. "Will you let me live? And my husband and child?"
"Why not? We can see to it that you're out like a light for a couple of days after we leave. And after that you won't be able to tell the heat anything that would help them get at us. You won't know any more about where we are than they will."
"I hope you mean that. Because I don't want to tell them anything at all. I don't care whether they ever catch you, and I really don't care about anyone else you might hurt after you leave here. I just want to stay alive, and keep my husband and daughter alive. I mean that, Max. That's all I care about."
"I believe you." Max laid a hand on her thigh, and she didn't react at all. She seemed not to notice the contact. "I believe you're no threat to us. I'm not so sure about hubby in there. When we leave I'll have to trust you to keep him tied up for a day or two. How will that be?"
"That's fine, yes. I'll do that, Max. You can trust me to do anything like that you say."
"Fine. Fine. I'm glad to see you're so cooperative." Max looked at her for a moment, and he remembered something he had wanted to ask her. "How come you warned me out there? If you hadn't said anything your sister would probably have parted my brain with that scythe."
"But she might not have. And then we'd all have been worse off. I don't want you to think you can't trust me, Max. I want you to know that I'm not going to take part in any attempt to harm you. Not even passively."
"But the chances were in her favor. In fact it was practically a sure thing."
"And what then? We'd have been trapped out there, while my husband and baby were in the house, and Pete was standing outside with two guns."
"You could have picked him off from the barn. I have the rifle. All he had were a shotgun and a pistol."
"Oh, hell, I don't know anything about shotguns and pistols and rifles. And I couldn't have hit Pete with your gun. And I doubt that Sally would have been able to, either. It would just have made things worse. Worse for Jim and Diane, especially, and no one means more to me than they do."
"Except maybe yourself?"
She looked at him for a moment, then lowered her eyes. "Maybe. I'm not brave. You know that."
"I sure do. And that's a good thing for you, honey. A brave woman would have been killed by now. Your sister and her little girl friend would be dead right now if it weren't that Pete wants to keep them around. When we leave I'm going to kill them. Do you have any objections to that?"
She stared at him for a while, and he could see that she was really searching into herself. "No," she said. "I'm not in any position to object. And I'm only interested in saving the three of us. Naturally, I don't like the thought of the others being killed, but I don't see that it's my job to stop it, or try to."
Max laughed. "You're really gutless, aren't you?" She didn't answer that. "I don't want you to tell them what I said. In fact, you might make it a point to tell them, the next time you're alone with them, if ever, that I told you that I didn't give a shit about Butch, and I've decided it isn't necessary to kill them after all. Not even Connie. You tell them that, honey. It'll make them a lot more likely to do as they're told. And they can still give us a lot of entertainment before we decide to leave this place."
"All right. I'll tell them whenever I get the chance."
"I know you will." Max laughed again. He reached up and took one of her breasts in his hand and cupped it. She shuddered. He wasn't sure whether it was a shudder of pleasure of disgust. Maybe a combination of the two. He pressed her back until she was lying on the bed, her feet and calves dangling over the side. Her thighs were slightly parted, and he could see the slit between them, barely. He ran his hand down from her tit over her ribcage and belly to her pussy. The mat of fur felt bristly under his palm. She looked up at him passively, as though waiting for him to go on with it. But her breathing was quicker and shallower, and he could tell that she had become excited against her will.
He slipped his thigh between hers and put his weight on her. Her breathing became more quick and shallow, and it wasn't all from the difficulty of breathing against his weight. She looked up at him with glazed eyes, and her hands moved over his arms, sending tingling pleasure through him.
Max raised his hips and unbuckled his belt. He pulled his pants open at the top and shoved them down. The fly had already been opened by Julie while she was getting ready to suck him off. He pushed his shorts down too, and his cock stuck out, stiff and ready. Julie looked down at it for a moment before he lowered his hips again, and he could see the brightness of sexual excitement in her eyes. She was ready, as ready as he was, and maybe a little more so.
He moved to cover her completely, and her hands cupped around her pussy to guide him in. She was eager, and he knew that she was desperate for it now. Max felt a weird sensation at seeing her turn on like this. He supposed it was a reaction against the threat of death. She was probably proving to herself, unconsciously, that she was still alive, still vital and able to feel and to desire.
He held his hips up a little teasing her, and she moaned and reached up with one hand to take his prick. She yanked it down to her snatch so hard, and so quickly, that he cried out in pain and surprise. But she centered him exactly and lay under him, her body heaving with desire. Then he came down onto her, and into her, his prick slipping in between her labia and deep into her belly. She let out a cry of pleasure and her hands flew away from her cunt and up to his shoulders. She circled his neck with her arms and held him close to her, embracing him with more fire than he could ever remember in a woman. She held to him, gripped him to her until he thought she was going to break his neck.
At the same time her hips were beginning to move. They struck their own rhythm, driving her belly against his, and pulling away and driving up again. The pleasure in his cock mounted swiftly, and he felt his body slick over with sweat. His hands slipped under her body and he embraced her, held her close to him with some of the fire she was showing. He felt the desire grow in him even as her pleasure fed it. His hips were matching her rhythm now, driving into her quickly and receding, to drive in again. The pleasure was more and more intense, and he realized that she had been crying out for some time, her voice escaping in little yips of pleasure. His own sensations had been too strong, too intense, and he had been out of things for a moment. The yelps of joy egged him on, made the drive in him all the stronger, and he jogged and rammed her, driving into her and pulling back and jamming in again, and then she was really yelling, almost screaming with pleasure, and the thought skittered across Max's mind: her husband can hear her now. That thought excited him even more, and he wrung fresh cries from her even as his own grunts joined her in a duct of pleasure that could be heard from the living room by a deaf man. It gave Max a sense of satisfaction to think of Bradford in there, bound and gagged, with every muscle and joint in his body screaming at him with agony, listening to his wife share an orgasm with another man.
Then the climax hit, and it hit them both at the same time. It was great. They stiffened and clutched at each other in the throes of a pleasure too great to be contained, they called out together again, and then the lights went off in Max's head, and he felt his brain burn with the pleasure of their bodies, and then it was over.
He sat up and then stood. He shoved his pants and shorts the rest of the way down and let them drop to the floor, then noticed that his shirt had become a tattered mess. Julie had torn it apart while she was hitting her peak. He grinned down at her and pulled the pieces away.
"Your hubby must have some extra shirts around the place," he said. "Why don't you run and get me one? And some clean pants and underwear, too. The stuff here is pretty raunchy now."
"All right." She rose, then stopped. "My husband's clothes are all in the other bedroom. Pete and Connie are in there."
Max cocked his head in a mock imitation of a dog. "I don't hear them doing any moaning or thrashing around, baby. I guess they're through with what they were doing. So why don't you just go on in and get me some clothes, huh? You can knock before you go in."
"Yes, sir." She went into the hall and turned toward the bedroom. Max sat on the edge of the bed and took a pack of cigarettes that rested on the bedside table. He pulled one out and lit it, then blew a billow of smoke at the ceiling.
So the little gal was a real chickenshit. That was handy. All he had to do was play on that, and she wouldn't be any trouble. Not that he had any intentions of relaxing his vigil on her or any of the others. But it was comforting to know that she was that gutless. She was a regular little Judas goat. He could use her against the others. She'd carry tales about their plans and she'd tell them whatever he wanted them to believe. All he had to do was keep her convinced that her life and the lives of her husband and daughter would be spared. That was bullshit. Even if he believed her about keeping her mouth shut after they had left, which he didn't, he knew that her hubby could be trusted to do only one thing. He could be trusted to do whatever he could to get Max and Pete caught. So he would have to die, and it would be just plain good sense to kill his wife, too. As for the baby, well, that was tough. She'd probably just lie here and starve before anyone came along. He sure didn't plan to take her along, and he wasn't stupid enough to stop somewhere and make a call to somebody about her. She'd just have to take her chances. Maybe someone would come along and find her there. And maybe not. It was a matter of complete indifference to Max.

Chapter Nine

Julie had to rap on the door twice before she got an answer. Finally, Pete called, "Yeah?" He sounded wary.
"May I come in?" Julie called through the door. It sounded stupid in her own ears, but she couldn't think of anything else to say. Then she added, "Max wants me to get him something."
"All right, come on." He still sounded a bit wary. Julie opened the door and walked into the bedroom. Pete wasn't in the bed, as she had expected, though Connie was there. She had the covers pulled up to her chin, as though she were embarrassed at being caught in the bedroom with a man. Pete was standing in the corner farthest from the bed, and he had his shotgun in his hands, trained at the door.
"Did you think I was going to attack you with my bare hands?" Julie asked.
"Get whatever you came in for," Pete ordered. "And never mind the shit."
Julie walked to the closet and took out a pair of Jim's slacks and a sport shirt she had bought for him last Christmas. It was a particularly beautiful shirt, and he hadn't worn it more than three times. She took a pair of shoes, too, brown and white saddle oxfords, and then walked to the dresser and took out some socks and underwear. She held the socks against the shirt to make sure they were a good match.
"Hurry up," Pete said with annoyance. Julie shoved the dresser drawer closed and headed for the door. "Just a minute," Pete said. Julie turned back to him, "You and Max been fucking?"
"I�"
"Goddamn him," Pete said. "I thought we had it all settled who belongs to who."
"He didn't think you'd mind," Julie said softly. "Since you were in here with Connie."
"I'll talk to him later," Pete said. "Go on, get out of here."
Later they buried Butch. Max insisted that Sally and Connie do it. He made them drag the big hulk outside and down the stoop, and then pull it around to the back of the barn, where the grave wouldn't be visible to someone who happened to drive into the yard. It was dark, of course, and they stumbled several times getting there. Max didn't offer any help, and he wouldn't let Julie help either. When they were there, he took them around to the inside of the barn and had them get some shovels. Digging the grave was slow work for the two women, and they slowed down even more as they went along. They complained that their hands were sore. Max said that was too bad, and keep digging. Pete was in the house with Jim, seeing that he didn't get loose. Max had gotten a promise from Pete that he wouldn't kill Jim unless Jim got free. Still, Julie was anxious. She would have preferred being inside with them to being out here. But Max had insisted.
"You may not have had anything to do with this," he said. "But it'll do you good to see the end of it anyway. I don't want you getting smartass later on." Watching her sister and her sister's friend bury the man they had killed would be good for her, he believed. Julie had to admit that it was a grisly experience. But not as grisly as it had been seeing him lie there on the kitchen floor all the time.
It was after midnight when they finally got him into the grave, and then they had to cover him up. Max sat against the back of the barn with Julie next to him, stroking one of her thighs idly, while the other two women worked doggedly, shoveling heaps of dirt back into the deep grave. They seemed to be in a hurry until they had enough dirt inside to cover the body. Then they slowed.
When they patted the last shovelful on top of the grave, Max stood. Julie came up beside him. "All right," he said. "Let's put our tools away, girls. Then you can go inside and cook us something. As soon as you get cleaned up."
When the shovels were both hung back in place, the damp smell of the earth still clinging to them, Max herded the girls back to the house, the rifle held at a lazy ready position. A car went by on the road, and the women all looked at it longingly, thinking of the people who were inside, going from somewhere to somewhere else, with nothing more to worry about than getting there on time. Max laughed.
"Why don't you yell?" he asked. "Maybe they'll hear you." It was just a joke, of course. The occupants of the car wouldn't be able to hear anything from this distance other than a shot. And even that would probably be ignored. The headlights flashed by, and then the tail lights winked between the fence posts until they disappeared. Max prodded Sally with the rifle. They started toward the house again.
When they were right in front of the stoop Connie stopped suddenly and fell to her knees. She began to wretch, her little body shaking all over with the convulsions. The vomit spewed, hot and steaming, to the ground. Max laughed again. "Getting to you, cunt? Too bad. You should have thought of that before you shot him." Sally looked as though she were only holding on by the skin of her teeth. Julie felt a new surge of contempt for them both. The burial hadn't been a pleasant experience, but she couldn't see that it was worth all this fuss.
Connie stood, and in the light from the window Julie noticed that some of the vomit had splattered on the girl's breasts and belly and thighs. It was a warm night, and Max had made them all come out in the nude.
The inside of the house seemed almost cheerful after the ghoulish scene outside. Max shoved Connie and Sally toward the bathroom, then told Julie to go inside with them. "You could use a little cleaning up too," he said. "We like to keep our little whores smelling dainty, you know."
When they were inside the bathroom with the door shut, Connie went straight to the toilet and knelt down to try to vomit some more. She couldn't manage to do it, and finally she stood up. Her face was white and drained looking, and her features looked pinched.
Sally turned on the water in the tub and held her hand under the stream, waiting for it to warm up. There was a gooseneck shower fixture hooked up to the tap, and when the water was adjusted to her taste, she pulled up on the cutoff, sending the water up through the shower pipe.
"Come on," she said to Connie. "Come on, honey. You'll feel better after you get cleaned up a little." Connie allowed herself to be led to the tub, and stepped over the high side of it. She stood on the rubber mat, letting the steamy water wash over her. "Now you wash," Sally said, as though she were talking to a child. She handed a wash cloth and a bar of soap to the girl. Connie looked at the two articles blankly for a moment, as though she couldn't figure out what they were for, then she smiled meekly and held them under the spray to wet them. Sally pulled the shower curtain around the tub. Then she went to the toilet, closed it, and sat on the lid. She looked at the wall, pointedly ignoring Julie.
"You don't have to pretend I'm not here," Julie said. "I'm not really your enemy, you know."
"As far as I'm concerned you are."
"Because I saved you from doing something stupid?"
"Let's not go into that again."
"You're still alive, you know. That's because I didn't let you go through with that idiotic notion you had. I warned Max to keep you from getting killed."
"You warned Max to keep yourself from getting killed."
"You're damned right I did. My family and I come first in my book. And I'll do whatever I have to do in order to keep the three of us alive."
"You know, Sis, I really admired you when you did what you did with Pete to keep his mind off killing Jim. I thought, there goes someone who's willing and able to make any sacrifice for the good of those she loves. But now I don't think that's the case at all. I don't think it was all that much sacrifice for you. I think you just don't care much about what you do. You don't mind them putting their hands on you." She shuddered, as though the thought of it were bad enough in itself to make her ill.
"I wouldn't be so Goddamn virtuous sounding if I were you, young lady. I heard the whooping good time you were having in there with Max, you know. You didn't sound to me like you were too horrified by what he was doing to you."
Sally flushed deeply. "Sure, it got to me. It would get to any normal woman, wouldn't it? That doesn't mean I didn't mind it. I don't go looking for it, you know. I'm not the one who grabbed Pete and practically raped him."
"I did what had to be done. Pete had just lost a big showdown against Max. His ego was smarting, and he needed something to salve it. Otherwise he might have gotten mean again. There's just one way to keep his mind off killing, and that's to keep it on the thing he likes better than killing."
"And you're just the gal who can do it, aren't you?"
"You're damned right I am, if it means saving my life, and lives of my husband and my little girl. If you're so Goddamn pure, why don't you just tell them that you've decided not to put out any more? Why don't you tell them that you've thought it over and decided that death really is better than dishonor?"
"You think you're so Goddamn smart, don't you, Sis? No, I'm not going to tell them anything of the sort. Death isn't better than dishonor. I'll put up with the pawing for as long as I have to, but the moment I get a chance to escape, I'm going to. And I won't go looking for a screwing, the way you did. If I don't get a chance to get away from here, I'll at least die knowing that I was a victim, not a whore."
Angry words jumped to Julie's lips, but she bit them off. Instead she said, "There isn't any reason why you have to die. He's not going to kill you."
"Oh, sure. He's just going to leave us here alive and healthy."
"That's right. Provided you don't make another stupid try." Julie felt a momentary flash of guilt at the deliberate lie she was telling Sally, but it passed quickly. The girl should have used her head when she had the chance.
"You sound like you think you know what you're talking about."
"I do know what I'm talking about. Max told me in the bedroom that he doesn't plan to kill either of you. He was mad right at first, and scared because you almost killed him. But after he thought it over he decided that there was no reason to kill you."
"And does he have a reason not to?"
"Maybe you've got him wrong. Maybe he doesn't kill for the fun of it. I haven't seen any reason to think he does." Julie suddenly got an idea. "Besides, he's grateful to you, really."
"Grateful?" Sally sounded skeptical, but she sounded curious, too.
"They have some money hidden away. Max does. The deal was that they would pull their escape together and then they'd all split the money. Now Max only has to split it two ways instead of three. Maybe he plans to kill Pete and keep it all. I don't know. Either way, he feels you and Connie have done him a favor." Julie was amazed at the glibness with which the yarn sprang into her mind. She felt no guilt, not even a tinge. She was intent on making Sally believe her story.
The shower had stopped running, and now the curtain was pulled back. Connie looked at Julie intently. "Is that the truth, Mrs. Bradford?" she asked. She looked eager to believe it.
"Connie, you don't really think�" Sally started, but Connie waved her silent.
"It's the God's truth, Connie, so help me," Julie said. "That's why I'm hoping that you won't try anything foolish. They shouldn't be here too much longer. And even if they are, it's better to put up with them and do whatever they say for a few weeks, or even a few months, if it will keep us alive. Don't you see that?" Julie was pleased with the desperation in her voice. It wasn't even put on. She really was desperate to have the girls believe her.
"You mean even after I killed Butch, he's willing to trust us, to�"
"Not trust you, no. He'll be keeping more of an eye on all of us from now on. It's just that when it's time for him and Pete to leave, he doesn't see any reason to kill us."
"Doesn't he know we'll go straight to the telephone and call the police?"
"Of course he does! But he won't leave us a telephone, and he won't leave us a car that will run. And he will leave us all tied up. And probably unconscious. By the time we're able to wake up, get ourselves unraveled, and walk to the nearest neighbor for help, they'll be so far away we won't have any way of telling the authorities where they are."
Connie looked at Julie for a moment, and then at Sally, and the desire to believe was so obvious in her that Julie felt an urge to laugh. It was working! Connie, at least, was falling for it.
"Listen, Connie," Sally said. "Listen to me. You can't believe all this. It just isn't true. It wouldn't make any sense, from his point of view, to leave us alive. It would be stupid. Why should he let us live? Because he's a humanitarian? What makes you think that a man who could walk into a house, take it over, and press three women into sexual servitude would flinch at the task of killing a family? Use your head?"
"Yes, Connie. Use your head," Julie agreed. "How much chance do you think we have of escaping? We didn't have much chance to begin with, but now the chance would be infinitesimal. There just isn't any way open to us. They are going to be watching us closely from now on. Maybe Max doesn't mean to let us live. I can't guarantee that he means everything he says to me. But I do know that it is our only hope. If we try to fight our way out of here now, there won't be one person alive on this farm, other than Max and Pete. So the only sensible thing to do is go along with Max and hope he'll keep to his side of the bargain. He could kill us right now, you know. There isn't anything keeping him from doing that except the fact that he likes to keep us around for sex and work. If he's as ruthless and dedicated to his own safety as Sally wants you to believe, do you think that's a very good reason to keep four potentially dangerous people alive one moment longer than necessary? He doesn't want to kill us because he just doesn't like to kill. He killed one person and went to prison for it. Now he's trying to keep from being executed. That's understandable, I think. It doesn't make him a slavering maniac."
"Yes, that's true," Connie said, and Julie felt a surge of triumph in her breast.
"Of course, it's true. In the barn Sally tried to kill him. If he were the kind of man she's trying to make out, he'd have killed her then, wouldn't he? Well, wouldn't he?"
Connie looked at Julie with gratitude that almost flowed from her eyes. She was hooked, Julie thought. At least she had accomplished that much. She'd be a good little girl, and do her tasks, and screw anyone who told her to, and when the time came she'd be put out of her misery like an old animal that has outlived its usefulness. If Sally wanted to make a break for it, she'd have to do it all by herself. And Julie fully intended to inform Max of that fact. He'd be grateful to her for that. It would be another reason to trust her, and let her live when he left the farm.
Sally walked to where Connie was standing, next to the bathtub, and took her shoulders in her hands. She shook her gently. "Connie, listen to me. I know why Max didn't kill me. I know why he wants to keep me alive. He just�"
Suddenly the door from the service porch opened and Max stepped into the bathroom. "What the fuck are you women trying to do in here? Go on strike or something?" He looked them over, then beckoned to Connie. "If you're cleaned up, get your ass out of there and let the others get to work. I didn't send the three of you in there to use the place as an officers' club."
Connie looked at Sally and then at Julie. She smiled nervously at Julie, and then walked to the door. As she went through, squeezing past Max, he gave her ass a slap and she squealed in surprise and trotted out onto the service porch. Max looked at the other two women and then closed the door.
"It looks like you win temporarily, Julie," Sally said. "I didn't get a chance to talk to her, but I will, you know. I'll tell her why that son of a bitch didn't kill me. He wants to keep me alive because I remind him of the girl he killed. He thinks she got off too easily for what he fancies she did to him, and he wants to take it out on me from now on. And that's the only reason he didn't shoot me out there."
"Well, that alone proves that he's not as bent on saving himself at all costs as you make out."
"But it also shows that he's just the kind of monster you scoffed at me for thinking he was. I don't know what makes you think he's going to keep us alive, but you're wrong. I've talked to him, too, you know, and I'm sure, surer than you are, that he means to kill us. It wouldn't make any sense to do it any other way. And I've got to get away from here, Julie. It's the only hope I have, and it's the only hope any of us has now. Including your husband, and your baby, and even you."

Chapter Ten

Max led the little Winslow cunt into the kitchen and put her to work setting the table and getting something ready to eat.
"Could I have my robe?" she asked.
"It's dirty."
"Well, maybe there's another�"
"You look fine the way you are."
"Oh. Well, then could I have a towel? I'm�"
"It'll evaporate. Get your ass in gear." She worked fast, almost feverishly, and first he thought it was just to keep her mind off of her own nakedness and wetness. Then it occurred to him that there was something subtly different about her whole demeanor. She was more anxious to please now. It could be just that the shock of what she had done, and what she had been made to do, had counteracted the shock that Butch had put her through when he'd fucked her for the first time. But it seemed to Max that it was more than that. And then he thought about the reason he'd put the three women in that bathroom together, and it seemed almost too good to be true that Julie had been able to achieve that much that quickly. She'd made a believer out of Connie Winslow, anyway. He'd been listening at the door and had heard most of what went on inside, but it was hard to tell just what the effect of Julie's story was without seeing the woman. The door had taken out a lot of expression from their voices.
While she worked, Connie kept glancing at Max from time to time, as though she were trying to read him. Max kept his face impassive. Any sudden change of attitude on his part would be more likely to put her on guard than it would be to convince her of Julie's veracity. So the thing to do was to keep her guessing-keep her on edge.
She put some plates and cups on the table, then stood looking at it as though she couldn't figure out what to do next. She was still in a state of shock, he thought, though it was obviously wearing off.
"How about the silverware?" he suggested. She looked at him for a second before the blackness left her eyes.
"What? Oh, yes, of course." She ran over to the drawer that contained the silverware and took out two knives and two forks and two spoons. While she was putting them on the table Max looked her over. She was a very pretty girl, he decided, and it occurred to him that of the three of them he hadn't fucked her yet. That didn't make any sense, he thought with a smile. As long as she was there he might as well get some enjoyment out of her. She probably would be very cooperative from now on, he thought. And with a nice little ass like that, it would be a shame to let her die without testing her out first.
When the table was set, the other two women came out of the bathroom. They stood in the kitchen for a moment, looking around, as though they were trying to decide what to do. Max told them to pitch in on getting dinner, and they got to work, fumbling about at first, but then becoming more sure of themselves as they got into the job, and realized what had been done and what hadn't. When it was all ready, Max called for Pete and they ate. They ate well, while the girls stood watching them. And when it was over, they all started picking up the dishes and carrying them to the sink.
"How's Farmer Brown getting along?" Max asked.
Pete grinned. "I think the poor little fellow is uncomfortable, tied up like that for all this time. And he has to take a shit, I think."
"He can do it in his pants. He stays tied."
"That's what I told him. He's gonna stink, though."
"We'll lock him a closet, where he can't stink up the rest of the house. That ought to make him even more uncomfortable. Come to think of it, it'll make him safer, too."
Max heard Julie stir uneasily, but she didn't make any objection. She really was gutless, he thought with contempt. "You mind supervising the women for a while?" Max asked Pete.
"Shit, I never mind supervising women, old buddy. You know that. Especially when they're dressed the way these are."
"Fine. Because I want to take little Connie into the bedroom and give her a good reaming."
Connie looked at Pete with widened eyes, and her hand flew to her mouth. She trembled, but she didn't say anything. Max looked straight at her and grinned. "You tried her out. How is she?"
"Not half bad. Once you talk her out of being shy about it."
"I won't try to talk her out of it," Max said. "If she gets coy with me, I'll just slap her out of it."
"Sounds like the best way to me."
"Yeah, well, I think I'll take her by the hand and lead her to our little bower now, if you don't mind."
"Shit, I don't mind. Later on I'll take Julie to our bedroom. And then you can stand guard."
"Yeah. It's a full life, isn't it, Pete?" They both laughed.
Max took Connie to the small bedroom near the front of the house. When he closed the door she turned and looked at him uncertainly. She'd been tucked by two guys in the last couple of days, he thought, and still she looked like it was something she couldn't believe was going to happen to her. "Turn down the bed, baby," he ordered. She bit her lip, but she went to the bed and turned it down. She did it fast, and he had the feeling that she was trying to turn down the covers without looking at the bed. As though she were trying to keep from thinking about what the two of them would be doing on that bed in a moment. It was kind of cute, he thought, and felt a surge of excitement. He leaned his rifle against the wall.
"I hope you're not planning to make a grab for that," he said. "I'm not Butch, honey."
"No, sir. I won't try anything like that." She bit her lip again, and her hands worked at her sides nervously. She seemed to be trying to work up her nerve to ask him something, but she didn't quite make it.
"Get in the rack," Max said. "I'll be right with you."
She climbed onto the bed, and the way she did it reminded Max of a person diving into an ice cold pool of water. She almost jumped onto the bed, getting the act over with as quickly as possible.
Max undressed casually and slowly, letting her stew in her own juice all the while. He was already enjoying himself, enjoying her embarrassment and humiliation and the fear that was a real, physical pain to her by now.
His prick was stiff and big, pushing out his shorts like a horizontal tent pole. He pushed the shorts down and walked across the room to her. She lay there, quivering and glistening in places with nervous perspiration. She had a frozen smile on her face that made her look more terrified. Max sat on the edge of the bed and then lay down, rolling onto his side to face her.
"Come here," he said. It would have been just as easy to move toward her, but it amused Max to make her come to him, to force her to take the action that would bring them into contact.
She swallowed hard and the frozen smile almost cracked, but she moved across the foot of bed between them. She came into his arms, her body pressing against his. Once there she didn't try to hold back at all, which surprised Max. Her tits crushed against his chest, and down below he could feel the pelt of her cunt against his belly. Her thighs tangled with his. Max's cock pushed against her, so hard it was painful. He kissed her, driving his tongue between her teeth and deep into her mouth. After the first, shocked resistance, she opened up and let him have free play of her tongue.
The two tongues slid over each other rapidly, and the contact of them made a thrill run through Max's belly. He thought he felt an answering quiver of desire in her, but he wasn't sure. She was still terrified, and he was sure that if she had her way, she would still call things off. He decided to see if he couldn't make her like it. Considering her fear and natural shyness about sex, that would make an interesting and challenging task.
He embraced her, holding her against him with a firm gentleness. She had a body that was surprisingly sensual to the touch for such a young girl, and he felt like ramming his prick into her right then. But he held himself back. He slid one hand down her back to her ass and squeezed it lightly.
She gasped and her legs shifted against his. Max's prick got a little bit harder at the reaction in her, and he slipped the hand down farther. He inserted his fingers between her thighs and massaged her crotch with his fingertips.
Connie moaned and gasped, and her arms slipped all the way about his neck. She held him tightly, and he was surprised at the quickness with which she was coming to life for him.
He slipped his hand down her thigh and when it was halfway to her knee he pulled the leg up and forward. It bent at the knee, and her thigh crossed his body while the calf bent back to rest her ankle on his thigh. His cock was in a good position to enter her pussy now.
He pulled his head back a little for a good look at her face. She was in a fog of desire. Not that she had gone over the edge yet, but she was ready to go, and there was no doubting that. He kissed her again and then ran his lips over her cheek and ear and down to her neck. She trembled and squirmed with desire, and little mewing sounds were coming from her.
Max took her arm from about his neck. He had to pull hard before she even gave any sign of realizing that he wanted her to let go. She was really heated up by now. He took her hand and moved it down between them, placing it on his cock. He almost shot his wad at the touch, but he held back, and she grabbed onto the shaft as though it were a life preserver. She seemed to grasp it instinctively at first, as though she couldn't figure out what she was supposed to do with it. Then she got the message, and it didn't take her more than a second to hike up the leg that was resting on Max's side and push his cock into her slit. She got it inside and moved her hand away, and the leg came down to rest on his body again just as she pushed her pelvis up against Max, ramming the cock deep into her. She let out a scream of delight at that, and Max grunted in reply.
The urge to start fucking for all he was worth was almost overwhelming, but Max held himself dead still. He grabbed her ass and pushed her against him, anchoring her there to keep her from doing any rapid fucking of her own. He was determined to prolong this thing, to make her beg for the completion he could give her.
His cock was steel-rigid in her, and he could feel her respond to the connection, her body pulsing with desire to finish the act.
"Oh, go on," she murmured in his ear. "Please go on, Max." But Max gave no sign of having heard her. He continued holding her against him, holding them both still while the hardness of his prick throbbed inside her.
He gave her another little shove, pulling her to him at the same instant that he pushed his cock deeper in her, and she let out a sudden cry of pleasure. Her body was tight as a bowstring, tense with pleasure and need, and Max lay still again, letting her work herself up. Then he began to stroke her gently at the same time that he worked his cock in her. She began to moan in response to his ministrations, and Max knew that she was getting close to her orgasm, or at lease to a preliminary orgasm. He continued to work the cock in her, pushing and withdrawing, sliding it through her wetness while she clutched at him. His movements were still slow and deliberate, the thrusts hardly thrusts at all.
He decided it was time to work things up a little.
He began to accelerate his movements, and Connie let out a cry of surprise as the pleasure mounted in her. Max could feel his prick tingle with pleasure. He had to hold back to keep from coming in her right then. He held his belly tight against the flood of cream that welled inside of him. But it was close to the culmination, he knew, and he wouldn't be able to keep it back much longer.
He shoved it to her then, ramming his cock into her with a fast stroke, driving it clear to the balls. Connie gasped and clutched him to her, and his hips worked with greater and greater speed, pulling the cock and pushing it, sending the pleasure waving through both of their bodies, a flood of sensation let loose.
"Aaaahhh!" Connie cried, and the sound of her voice, helpless with joy, spurred Max on, drove him to greater efforts as his excitement grew. Her arms tightened about him, and her nails drew tracks of stinging pain across his back and shoulders. Max clutched at one soft, warm breast, digging his fingers into it until she cried out with pleasure and pain at once. The pain of his digging fingers was exciting to her, it drove her on to greater heights of passion, raising her need even as his cock fulfilled it.
Then he came, his cream boiling into her, driving more cries from her, and raising her to a climax that was fierce in its intensity. Her body clamped against his, as though by staying close to him she could keep the pleasure longer, hold it to her flesh with his body.
Then the lights went off for Max, and he could tell that they had gone off for Connie as well, and she was all over him, her arms and legs and hands, her flesh slick with the sweat of passion. They hit the peak together, and it was as powerful as any orgasm he'd ever known.
"Now, was that such a distasteful experience?" Max asked after a while. She didn't answer him. He sat up and leaned over her and pinched one pink nipple, hard. She squealed and tried to pull away, but he held to the nipple until she stopped struggling. "I asked you a question, bitch," he reminded her. "Was it so distasteful?"
"All right, I liked it," she admitted. "Was that what you wanted me to say?"
"That's an understatement, baby."
"Yes. That's an understatement. I more than liked it. You made me like it, when I wanted to hate it. All right?"
"I don't think I like your tone of voice, honey. I think maybe you're in need of a lesson in manners."
She blanched. "No, please. I'm sorry, Max. I didn't mean anything, honestly. You're right, I did like it. And I was mad at myself for that. That's why I got nasty. I won't let it happen again."
"You'd better not, honey. Or you'll find out what it feels like to hang by your toes from the ceiling for a few hours."
That was a word picture that got to her. She lost the forced smile for a moment, then managed to restore it.
"That won't be necessary, Max. I'll be good. I'll do whatever you want, and I'll be respectful about it. You don't have to hurt me, honestly."
"Saying it is fine, baby. But it's actions that interest me. I haven't seen anything so far that's led me to believe you're going to be good."
She panicked a little. "Max, I'm sorry about before. I mean the escape attempt. That was stupid of me. And killing your friend, too. But I wasn't in my right mind. I was in a state of shock, Max. That's the truth. The first thing I remember since the first time Butch � had me � was when I fired that shotgun."
"Uh-huh. Well, I'm not too tickled with you, sweetheart. You or your buddy in there. She wasn't in any state of shock. She tried to kill me, you know. She's lucky I didn't blow her in two."
"Yes, she is. That's right. She shouldn't have done that."
Max found it amusing to see how quickly the little twat turned on her friend. Just as Julie had turned on both of them. Julie had reacted to threat, though, and Connie was reacting to hope. Hope could bring fear, Max knew. A person who has given up hope often gives up fear as well. There had been a time in stir when he had given up hope. He had considered himself a dead man, and he had forgotten to be frightened. Then, when the escape plan had occurred to him, it had been frightening again. He realized now what a smart thing he had done in giving Connie this little thread of hope. It would cow her more effectively than despair had done. And cowed she was all too willing to turn against Sally. If the two girls had any chance of surviving at all it lay in sticking together. Together the two of them had almost escaped. If it hadn't been for Julie, they probably would have. Now he had split them.
"I don't know," Max said. "I might be willing to trust you a little, but I don't think I could ever trust her. She's too fucking smart for her own good."
"But Julie said�" She cut herself off, as though realizing that she had started to say something she shouldn't have.
"Julie said what?" Max pretended suspicion. Actually, of course, he knew damned well what Julie had said.
"Oh, nothing, Max. Noth�"
Max grabbed her arm and pulled her close. He was good and rough about it, carrying on the pretense of not knowing what she was hiding.
"Don't give me that shit! Now, I said I was willing to trust you a little, and I am. But this kind of thing isn't going to help any."
"I'm sorry. It was when we were in the bathroom. Julie said you weren't going to kill us. Any of us. She said you said�"
"So she opened her Goddamn mouth, huh? I should have known better than to tell her anything."
"You didn't want us to know you were going to let us live?"
"I haven't decided for sure that I am going to let you live. It all depends on you. No, I didn't want you to know about it, though. I didn't want you to know you could pull something like you pulled before and get away with it. And maybe you can't. As I said, it all depends on how you conduct yourselves from now on. But frankly, I don't think the chances are too good for your friend, Sally. As I said, she tried to kill me. And she knew just what she was doing. She doesn't have the excuse you had."
"What about me?"
"I don't see why I should kill you. Not if you really are a good girl from now on. As I said, it depends on you."
She looked so relieved Max almost felt like laughing aloud. "Oh, I'll be good. Honestly. I will!"
"You say Julie told Sally about what I said, too?"
"Yes. She told both of us."
"Okay. Maybe it isn't such a bad thing after all. You play along with it. You understand? You let Sally think she has the same chance of living as the rest of you. Okay?"
"Oh, sure. Sure, Max. I'll play along."
"Okay. If you'll do that, and be a good girl in all other respects, too, I don't see any reason why you shouldn't live to be a grandmother."
"Oh, thank you, Max. I'll do whatever you�"
"Suck me off," Max said. He had a hard-on already. The little game had turned him on. He felt the pleasure of power now, absolute power over Connie and the others, but most immediately over Connie. She was his now. And as long as he wanted to fool her he could keep her jumping through his hoops.
"What, Max?" she asked, probably too surprised by the change of subject to realize what he had said.
"You heard, honey. Suck my cock. Now." He looked her straight in the eye as he repeated the command. She licked her lips with a pink tongue, looked him in the eye waveringly for a moment, then quickly lowered herself to the level of his abdomen.
Max lay back on the bed with his hands folded under his head. He felt slender fingers pick up his cock, felt a warm, soft tongue begin to move over the head.
It was a great set-up.

Chapter Eleven

Julie was given the task of taking Jim's food to him and feeding him. The meat and potatoes were cut on the plate before she was allowed to take it from the kitchen, and then Pete went in and sat across the room from them while she fed Jim. She felt heartsick at the humiliation Jim must be going through, having to be fed by his wife while someone sat and watched the process. She tried to hold her robe closed at first, but it was no use. She couldn't hold the plate and feed the food to Jim and stay covered, too. He looked at her, and his eyes seemed dead. He made no protest against being fed, but he didn't seem to enjoy the meal, either. He just sat and ate what was given to him. From time to time Julie would hold the cup of coffee to his lips, and he would sip from it.
Through all this, Pete sat staring at them, cleaning his nails with a steak knife he had taken from the kitchen. He had taken to carrying the knife in addition to the rifle. Max had switched the rifle to him in return for the shotgun. When the plate was empty, he got up and walked forward.
"You can leave the plate here for now," he said. "Get it later." He bent down and examined Jim's bonds, grunted with satisfaction. "You and I are going into the bedroom for a little while right now. It's fun-and-games time."
Julie glanced involuntarily at Jim. His eyes were dead. They gave her the creeps. She had never seen eyes quite like them before, and she thought that the absence of any emotion at all was more frightening than it would have been if Jim had been looking at Pete with flashing rage. She thought that it was good that Jim was tied now, because if he could get loose he would probably kill Pete. Pete would kill him with the rifle, but she had a feeling that Jim would reach Pete and kill him before dying. And she didn't want Pete dead at the price of her husband's life, she told herself. That was too high a tariff to pay for one dead hoodlum.
"Yes, sir," she said, looking away from Jim. She got up, hugging the robe about her demurely. Max had let the girls put on robes again, because he said it was boring looking at naked women after a while.
When they were in the bedroom she turned toward Pete, ready for his hands, steeling herself against the repellent touch. What she got was a complete surprise.
He hit her in the belly with his fist. It was a harder blow than she had ever felt. She hadn't known that pain could come so suddenly and so strongly. Julie doubled over her hands, and stepped back. Pete tossed the rifle to the small bed and grabbed Julie by the hair. He pulled her upright and punched her in the face. He didn't hit her as hard this time, probably because he didn't want to damage her face. Still, it was painful. Julie let out a little yelp and tried to pull away. She lifted her hands to cover her face from any subsequent blows, vaguely conscious that the robe had fallen open. She didn't care, at the moment.
Pete let go of her hair and grabbed her hands in his. He pulled them down. "Now, now," he said. "If you cover your face up, how do you expect me to hit it? That's cheating." He let go of one of the hands and, before Julie could raise it again, he hit her, a slap this time. It stung badly.
"Please!" she cried, the words tumbling out in a garbled almost incoherent fashion. "Please, Pete, what have I done?"
"You little bitch! You're mine. Max traded you to me for your little sister. She's his. You don't go to bed with nobody but me, you understand?" He slapped her again, then hit her in the belly with his fist once more. Julie doubled over again, and he let her drop to the floor. She choked back the vomit that rose in her throat. All she could think of was that she hoped he wouldn't hit her again. Then she looked up from the corner of her eye, afraid to let him see her looking, and noticed the bulge at the front of his pants. He was excited! This kind of thing made him horny. She wondered how much more of it he'd go in for before he worked himself up enough to rape her.
He grabbed her hair again and pulled her up. Julie came to her knees, her robe hanging open, and grasped his legs, partly for support and partly to keep him from hitting her again. She could feel his hands on her shoulders, trying to pry her away from his legs. She clung to him, crying against the front of his legs, "No, please, I'm sorry, Pete, please, no more. I'm sorry!" Pete rammed his fist against the side of her head so hard it dazed her for a moment. And it knocked her a little away from him. When her clinging arms brought her forward again, she felt the bulge of his pants against her face, and it gave her an idea.
Just as Pete tried to pull her back again, she grabbed the zipper of his pants. She was lucky to get it on the first grab, she thought vaguely, and tugged it down. Pete slapped her on the head again, too incensed, apparently, to notice what she had done. This time, when she got herself close against him again, she reached inside and grabbed the cock. It was stiff, and large and hot to her touch. She felt his body jerk as her fingers closed over the shaft, and after one spasm of surprise, he held still.
Julie ran her thumb over the head of the cock once, with enough pressure to send a sudden, quivering thrill over Pete. Then she kissed it, touching the very tip of the organ with her tongue. There was another twitch over his body, not as strong this time, but somehow more meaningful, as though he had held himself still for what he knew was coming.
Now that she had started, Julie felt a twinge of remorse and self-disgust, but it was over quickly. She still ached all over from the beating he had given her, and anything was better than that, she thought, and besides, she would have ended up doing this anyway, when he had worked himself up enough to demand it. Better to do it now, and hope to avoid the beating.
She began to run her tongue over the head of the prick, lightly, laving it with her saliva, while her hands moved over the shaft of the organ with delicate movements, exciting him more. Pete was grunting with pleasure now, and she knew she had him, that she had escaped further punishment, at least for the time being. She turned her head and ran her tongue up the length of his shaft, raising another thrill in him. She could feel the clenching of his body against the sensations she sent coursing through him.
His cock was enormous now, heavy and throbbing and glistening with the mixture of her saliva and its own lubricating juices. Julie pursed her lips and slipped them over the head of the prick, exerting a friction that sent a violent tremor of joy over Pete's body. Pete reached down and clamped his hands on her shoulders in an involuntary spasm.
She began to rock her body back and forth a little, maintaining the tightness of her lips on the cock's head, and Pete cried out repeatedly with pleasure too sweet to contain.
Julie stopped for a moment. Her muscles were losing their power to move her. It was a wearying exercise at best, she thought grimly. While she rested her legs she went to work with her tongue again, licking and laving and washing away at Pete's cock, over the head and up and down the length of the shaft.
Then, when she felt a modicum of strength returning to her thighs and knees, she began the rocking movement afresh, and this time Pete was far enough along so that it didn't take long to bring him to his climax. In a moment, just the time it took her to stroke her lips twice across the head of his prick, Pete came in her mouth, his cream flooding into her throat like a hot, alkaline torrent. The sting and taste of it was a reward to her. She had made him hit a good one. He wouldn't be mad at her now. She continued the stroking of his prick, speeding it up to get the last drop of pleasure into his body before he went soft in her mouth. Pete grunted and then cried out, and his cock was still rigid. There was another burst of come into Julie's mouth and throat, and she swallowed it deftly, and went on with the stroking movements, although by now her legs were sore from the exertion, and her knees were smarting from the friction with the wooden floor.

Chapter Twelve

It was called a whippet, and it was probably the most deadly, close-range, personal weapon ever devised by man. Max was rather proud of his handiwork, really. He had learned about the whippet from a fellow cellmate, and this was his first attempt at making one. But the skillful work had all been done by the Winchester Repeating Arms Co.
When he and Pete had been out hunting for the women, Max had seen the tool shop and hadn't thought much about it at the time. It had simply been there, and he had filed the information away in his mind in case he had need of it later.
Then Pete started acting funny toward him, and he realized that he had made a mistake in thinking the man wouldn't mind sharing Julie with him. It had to be that. There was nothing else that could account for the subtle change in his attitude toward Max.
So Max decided to find some way to give himself an edge over Pete. Switching weapons with him had been the first thing that entered Max's mind, and Pete had agreed without a murmur. In fact, Max thought at first that Pete had been a little too cooperative about that. It occurred to Max that maybe Pete had foreseen the weapon switch and had done something to make the shotgun inoperative. But no. That wasn't likely. Pete wasn't a man who would deliberately fuck up a weapon he might need later. And anyway, Max was certain that Pete didn't suspect Max of having guessed his intentions. When Pete undertook to settle the score he would do it when the odds were all on his side. And he'd do it with little or no warning. Maybe just enough warning to let him gloat a bit.
So Max decided to get himself a bit of an edge in the form of the whippet. He had brought the shotgun out to the toolshop and put it in the vise. With the aid of a hacksaw, he removed the barrel just ahead of the tubular magazine. Then he removed the stock just behind the pistol grip. What he had when he finished wasn't the beautiful Winchester shotgun he'd had before, and it wouldn't be very useful on a duck hunt. But for his purpose, it was lethal.
The whippet was short enough now to be concealed beneath a long coat. There was a pair of overalls hanging on the wall. They were the kind that fit right over regular clothes. Max put them on, then thrust the whippet through his belt underneath the overalls. He made certain the safety was engaged. It was a thumb safety just ahead of the pistol grip, and could be shoved off as the weapon was drawn.
Then a new idea occurred to him. He put the gun on the work table and pulled it apart. When he had the sear out of it, he filed away until he knew he had taken more than enough metal away. The gun would certainly fire at the merest touch of the trigger now. More than that: it would keep right on firing until the magazine was empty or the trigger had been released. And the releasing of the trigger would be a less than sure bet. Once the gun had been unleashed, the only sure way it could stop firing would be by emptying itself.
It was twelve gauge, and loaded with high quality sporting ammunition. It was duck shot, and deadlier, at very close range, than buck shot. And those little BB's would fill a man's gut with just one shot. With the plug pulled out, and the magazine full, and a round in the chamber, as there was now, the whippet held six rounds, and it would pump them out in scarcely more than a second, if that long.
Max shoved the safety on again and put the whippet through his belt. He kept the overalls buttoned up to his belly, but left it open above. He took his pistol out of his belt and slipped it into the pocket of the overalls.
When he was back in the house, he walked into the living room, looking as casual as he could. They were all there, Pete, the farmer tied up against the wall, and the women. Pete had the sleek, satisfied look that meant he had just taken one of the women into the bedroom. It was Julie. Max could see from that look on her face, and the dead look in the eyes of the farmer. The women were all sitting in chairs, hugging their robes about them. There was a hush in the room that made Max go tense all at once.
"Hi," Pete said. "Been out looking around?"
"I just went to the toolroom to see if there was anything we might need to take along."
"Where's the shotgun?"
"Oh, Christ, I left it out there." Max struck himself in the forehead with the heel of his hand, in simulated frustration.
"That was real careless. We wouldn't want one of these little girls to get hold of it, would we, Max?"
"No, I guess we wouldn't at that. But as long as we keep them with us, there isn't too much likelihood of that, is there?"
"I guess not. Still, I think we should have it close by in case we want it. Don't you?"
"Yeah. I guess you're right."
"I'll go get it." Pete stood up and stretched elaborately. He was overacting, Max thought. Even if he hadn't suspected anything up till now, this kind of bullshit would have made him suspicious. "You got your pistol on you?"
"Yeah, sure. I have it right here." Max took the pistol out of his overalls pocket.
"Give it to me. I'll leave you the rifle."
Max handed over the pistol innocently. He was beginning to enjoy himself. As soon as Pete had it, of course, he stepped back out of reach and raised the rifle, leveling it at Max.
"Now, you son of a bitch, I'm gonna give you what you got comin'."
Max looked at him in pretended surprise. "Hey, what the hell? Pete, what the hell are you pulling?"
"You had a dame of your own, you bastard. You had one of your own, and we had another to share. But that wasn't enough for you, was it? You had to go dippin' your wick in my stuff. I don't like that. I don't like it, and I don't think we should go on as partners anymore."
"Are you planning on dissolving the partnership with that rifle?"
"Yeah. Dissolve it. You always were good at the fancy words, Max. You planned the break real good, too. But now you've outlived your usefulness."
Suddenly Julie came up out of her chair and started toward Pete. It was a strange thing for her to do considering what a gutless dame she had seemed to be up to then. But Max supposed that she was thinking about the promise he had made her, and realizing that Pete hadn't made any promise at all. She had put her money on Max, and now she was reacting out of panic.
Pete turned toward her just a little, but in doing so, he took his eyes off of Max. Max's hand dipped inside the overalls and came out with the whippet. He leveled it at Pete from a distance of four feet and pulled the trigger.
The sound of the thing was deafening inside. The women all screamed, though Max could barely hear them over the blast of the whippet. The two who were still sitting came to their feet instantly. Bradford, still tied up and on the floor, almost came unglued.
The French doors behind Pete shattered, and there was a peppering of the wall and ceiling with birdshot as the whippet climbed from recoil. As for Pete, his mother couldn't have recognized him. A few of the BB's had caught him in the face, and that was enough. The bulk of the shot from the first shell had caught him in the gut, and he was ripped like a storm-caught sail all the way up his chest. Bones were shattered and sticking out, and blood was all over him and the carpet around him.
"Oh, Jesus!" Connie screamed. "Oh, Jesus, Jesus, Jesus!" She was on the verge of hysterics. Max stepped up to her and slapped her with his free hand.
"Shut up!" he roared, and she stared at him. Sally looked the color of tallow, but she didn't say anything. Julie looked shocked, but she looked relieved, too. The three of them stood there, looking at Max, their robes hanging open and forgotten.
"All right, burial detail," Max said. "You three girls have another little job to do. And it won't take as long as the first one, because Pete isn't as big. Let's go." They looked at him for a moment, then started forward gingerly, looking as though they'd rather pick up a ball of hibernating rattlesnakes than Pete's body. Max picked up the rifle and his pistol and stuck the pistol and whippet through his belt again. "Julie," he said, "go get me some more shells for the shotgun." She knew where they were, and she seemed glad to have that job instead of the burial. She came back a moment later, just as the other two women were getting Pete off the floor. She handed the box of shells to Max. He leaned the rifle against the wall, away from the women, and loaded the whippet full. He slipped the safety on again and stuck it through his belt next to his pistol, then picked up the rifle.
"Okay, let's go."
He led them outside, and it wasn't until they were halfway to the barn that he realized how stupid he had been to do this thing in broad daylight. He had been so eager to get that grisly body out of sight that he hadn't thought about waiting for the cover of night.
He hurried the women along, and when they were behind the barn, he felt a little better about things. Here, there was literally no chance of their being spotted from the road.
The women dug like hell, and Max let all three of them work this time. When the hole was about five feet deep, he had them drag Pete's body over and drop it inside. They started to move toward their shovels again.
"Hold it," Pete ordered, and they stopped and looked at him with glassy eyes. They all seemed to be in a state of shock. "We've had a little shift in the odds," Max said. They didn't seem to get it. "As long as it was Pete and I against three women, and we were armed, that was pretty good odds. But three to one is just too chancy." They seemed to get it a little then, but they fought against the understanding. "So," Max said quietly, "one of you is going to have to join Pete. Any volunteers?" They all started edging, as though they wanted to make a break for it, but Max hauled out the whippet and leveled it at them. "This thing can get all of you with one blast from this range," he said. "Stand very, very still while I make up my mind which two of you are going to walk away." They stood like statues.
"Julie," Max said, and she started before realizing that he wasn't pronouncing his choice, yet. "Julie, you've been the easiest of the three to handle. And as long as I have the family in there, you always will be. Right?"
"Yes, sir," she said eagerly. "That's right."
"Okay, then, you can step away from the grave. Right over there." He indicated with a nod, and she got to that spot with admirable speed.
"Sally," Max said, "you still remind me of my little college student friend. You've got a lot to pay for before you die. So for the time being you're exempt, too." She moved over to where her sister was already standing.
"Oh, no," Connie screamed. "Max, you promised, you�" She turned in mid-sentence, as though to run, but she stopped as quickly as she had started, and that was her last muscular action, because Max hauled back on the whippet's trigger and almost cut her little body in two with shot.
Even above the roar of the gun Max heard screaming, and it didn't all come from the direction of the other two women. He twisted to look in the direction in which Connie had been staring, and then he realized what had caused her to stop before she had started running.
There were three kids standing about forty yards away, in a field, on the opposite side of a fence.
Two boys and a girl. They ranged, he guessed, from eight to eleven years old, and they looked so much alike it was obvious that they were brothers and sister. Even as he turned to look at them, they broke and ran.
Max dropped the whippet and hauled up the rifle. He heard Sally scream, "No!" behind him just as he pressed the trigger. The rifle cracked and kicked, and the little girl went down, all arms and legs and looseness. The boys stopped for a second and looked at their sister, and then they took off again, running faster than before. Max worked the rifle's lever and just then something hit him from behind. He fired the rifle by accident, and the bullet struck the ground a foot in front of him.
He twisted to-and-fro and finally managed to knock Sally free of his back. She went rolling, and then came up and started for him again. Max worked the lever on the rifle, and when she was two feet from the muzzle he fired into her belly.
The hydraulic action of a rifle bullet entering the human body is something to see. It wasn't quite as grisly as the work of the whippet, but was something, nonetheless. The wound that opened in the front of Sally's body was more than half an inch wide, and she fell without a sound. Max felt a momentary twinge of regret. Now he would never get to do all the things to her that he had wanted to do.
The running boys were almost a hundred yards away by now, but they didn't seem to have enough sense to run in a zig-zag pattern. So they weren't really difficult targets. Max raised the rifle to take aim, and just then he heard a shot and felt something sting his arm. It wasn't agony, and the shot hadn't been the deep, loud roar of the rifle he was carrying. Max looked over in surprise and saw Bradford, untied, free as the air, with an autoloading twenty-two in his hands. He had it across the trunk of his car, and he was aiming for another shot. Max turned toward him and leveled his own rifle, but just then the twenty-two popped again, and this time the pain struck Max in the shoulder.
He dropped the rifle and fell back, and then he started forward again, but the twenty-two went off again, and he felt another sting in the shoulder. The son of a bitch was sure good, he thought, and fell back out of sight, behind the barn.
He had left the shotgun shells in the house, but he still had his pistol. He pulled it out, and felt his arm and shoulder burn like fire from the motion. He would have to shoot with his left hand, he thought, and switched the gun there.
He walked to where Julie was standing and pulled her around in front of him. The exertion made his arm flare up again, but he ignored it. "How the fuck did he get loose?" Max demanded.
"I don't know."
"Come on!"
"I swear I don't. Wait a minute," she said, "Pete had a knife. If it fell out of his belt when you shot him, maybe that's how Jim got loose."
"Shit. And where did he get that popgun?"
"From the car. He keeps it there while he drives around the farm, in case he has to kill any injured livestock."
"You didn't tell me there was a rifle in the car, Goddamn you!"
"I didn't think of it, Max. Honestly."
"Sure. Well, I'll settle with you later, bitch. Come on now. You're going to be my shield. Hubby isn't going to do much shooting while you're in front of me."
He shoved her along before him, and when they came to the corner of the barn he wrapped his wounded right arm around her neck and stuck the pistol forward, running his arm under hers. She couldn't block off his whole body, of course, but unless her husband was Buffalo Bill, he'd never risk a shot.
When they rounded the corner, Bradford raised the twenty-two to his shoulder, but he stopped as soon as he had a look at them.
"Why don't you shoot, you cocksucker?" Max yelled. He moved forward until they were standing right next to the rifle he had dropped. "We're going to squat down together," Max said in the woman's ear. "And you're going to pick up that rifle. By the barrel, understand? And you're going to hand it back to me butt first. And if you try anything, I'm going to blow your fucking head right out from between your ears. Understand?"
"Yes, sir," she said quickly, meekly.
"All right. Down we go." They squatted together. It was an awkward movement, especially for two people. Her shoulder was lower than Max's and it shoved the gun down so that Max couldn't possibly get a decent shot at Bradford if he had to. Julie picked up the rifle with some difficulty, using both hands on the barrel, and started to hand it back to Max.
Something hit Max in the head like a sledge hammer, and he didn't even hear the report of the twenty-two. He dropped the pistol and fell to the side, and thought that dying was a strange feeling, and he had certainly misjudged the farmer. And then he felt the ground against him, and heard a cry from Julie, and footsteps approaching. Bradford yelled, "Get out of the way, Julie!" and Max realized that the bullet had only grazed his head. Bradford had had to hold the sights wide to be sure he wouldn't hit his wife. He looked at the pistol, lying just out of reach, and thought that he might have a better chance trying to wrest the rifle from Julie, but then he saw Bradford, only a few feet away, and he knew that either would be hopeless. Bradford stopped and shouldered the little rifle and took aim at the middle of Max's face. Max waited for the little bullet to furrow through his brain.
The report was loud, and it was unexpected. At first Max thought that it was the twenty-two, that this was what even a small bore rifle sounded like when it was aimed right at your face, but then he saw Bradford standing there, with a look of dumbfounded surprise on his face, and a big, gaping wound in his chest, and then the man fell over backwards.
Max looked at Julie in surprise. She stared back at him dumbly for a moment, and then she thrust the rifle out toward him, offering it.
"I had to do it," she said intensely. "You can see that, can't you, Max? I had to do it. He was going to kill you." Max just stared at her. He took the rifle, finally, and worked the lever. "Max, I love you. I think I've loved you from the first time you took me. You know how to treat a woman. You know how to own her. I just put up with Pete, and I was never happy with Jim, really. I realized that after you showed me what it could be like."
So she was crazy. Neurotic. She liked to be dominated and treated like dirt. And that was the reason she had been so cooperative, not fear, as he had supposed. He wondered whether she had known her own motive before this moment, and the likelihood of her husband killing him, had forced her to.
"Take me with you, Max," she said. "Please. I'll take care of you. I can work while you hide out. I can support us. I'll be useful to you, Max. And I'll be there when you need a woman. I'll always be there for you to use."
"All right." Max heard the words croak out of his mouth. "All right, get the keys to the car. We'll have to get out of here right now. Those kids will have everyone in the county here in a few minutes."

Chapter Thirteen

Julie grabbed the keys to the car from the dresser in the bedroom, and took the money she had been saving for Jim's birthday. There was more than fifty dollars, and it would come in handy, she knew. She ran into the living room and got the shotgun shells. They might come in handy, too, in case Max wanted to rob a store or something with the shotgun.
She took it all outside, and threw it in the back of the car. Max was sitting in the right hand seat. "Do you want to take the baby?" she asked. "She could be a hostage if shooting starts. No one will shoot at you."
"Sure," he said. "Bring her." He still seemed a little dazed by her actions. Julie smiled and leaned and kissed him quickly. Then she ran into the house again, and got Diane, and while she was there she grabbed some clothes for herself, and some for Max, too.
"Let's go," she said, when she had thrown the clothes into the back seat. "Oh, do you want me to drive?"
"Yeah. I'll hold the guns."
Julie put the baby in the back seat and started the engine. The car was a little hard to start, but it coughed into life finally. She backed around and pointed it toward the driveway, then put it in drive and started over the rut road.
They were almost to the highway when the three men stood up, coming into sight from behind some bushes, and leveled rifles. They must have been watching the car from hiding, because they all aimed right at Max's face. Max didn't seem to notice them. He was still dazed from the grazing shot Jim had got against him. And he was still confused, she guessed, by her actions.
Julie twisted the wheel to the left to avoid the men's shots, but it was too late. The bullets crashed through the windshield, leaving webs all over it, and Max's head suddenly exploded like a ripe watermelon. Julie screamed and let go of the wheel.
She was gradually aware of someone standing over the door, looking down at her. When she looked up, she recognized Jed Whorely, her nearest neighbor. He had a rifle in his hands, and she recognized it as the one he had used to go hunting with Jim.
"Are there any more of them in there, Julie?" Whorely asked urgently, and she had the feeling that he had asked it more than once.
"No," she said. "They're all dead."
"Too bad, in a way," Whorely said, "I'd like to have got a shot at them. What about�" He paused. "What about your family?"
"My � Diane. She's in the back." Just then Diane started to cry. Julie thought that the child must have been dazed when the car stopped so suddenly.
"No one else?" Whorely asked incredulously.
"No. Everyone else is dead."
Whorely swore and then apologized.
"I wish we could have gotten here sooner," he said. "I wish we could have saved everybody. But we didn't even know anything was wrong until those two kids reached my place. I couldn't believe them, at first, but they were so fussed, I figured they must be telling the truth. Well, at least we saved you, Julie. At least you're still alive."
"Yes," Julie said numbly. "I managed to stay alive, didn't I?"
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