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  Dominic Cappello stood on the stoop of the tenement and watched Carmen, the kid upstairs, come along the sidewalk and mount the steps. He was eighteen and she only fourteen. She didn't look at him. He eyed her because somehow she seemed a little more grown up. She seemed filled out. On the spur of the moment he invited her to the movies.


  She looked surprised and stared at him to see if he was kidding.


  “C'mon, I mean it,” he said.


  She paused, undecided, blinking at him with large, liquid eyes, her tongue in the corner of her mouth. She smiled. “Yeh, all right. But I gotta go tell th'old lady.”


  He nodded and she ran up the stairs into the house. Carmen was dark and lithe. He turned and watched her hips. Pretty good. Not as much meat on them as some of the other dames, but she had a nice, round look to her.


  He whistled, looking at the street. Joey was someplace downtown—he and Joey ran together and had since he could remember. He had hardly any dough, not enough to ask the older girls out. What the fuck, Carmen was a girl. She knew he hung out at Hymie's Bar where a lot of the hoods went. She'd be impressed by an older guy asking her out.


  He didn't care what the picture was. They sat upstairs in the balcony so he could smoke. He gave her a cigarette like it was the most natural thing and she choked on it a little, but smoked it all.


  “You ain't a kid no more,” he said.


  She liked that. He put his arm around her and she snuggled up close. It was pretty dark. He held her tightly and moved his free hand up from her waist and explored her breasts. They were smallish, firm and warm. She sucked in her breath first, but rubbed her cheek against his and let him feel. He unfastened her blouse and slipped his hand inside, pinching her nipples lightly. She giggled and moved in her chair.


  She's a hot one, he thought. You can tell a hot gash by the way they respond. She kissed him with her full mouth and didn't object when he slipped his tongue between her lips.


  Half way through the movie he ran his hand up her thigh under the skirt. She let him feel—all the way up to her crotch. She was wearing tight panties. He couldn't get past them. He rubbed her twat and she writhed. His cock was hard as iron.


  When they walked home he took her around by Broome Avenue, talking steadily about the guys he knew: Big Guys, like Lupo Picchi, and Nutchy. He didn't know Nutchy but she was impressed. What was she gonna do, ask him? Lupo collected numbers for the Combine, and race bets. Lupo's guys came around to the tenement. Carmen's Mom played the numbers.


  When they came to Yoine's Drugstore he took her down the short alley to the back, behind the store. It was quiet there. The dark tenements ringed them, but no one could see into the little cul de sac. He and Joey used to sneak in here and jack-off—sometimes they'd take a girl in and feel her.


  He sat Carmen on a box and sat beside her, leaning against the wall, smoking.


  “How come you 'ast me, Dom—t'night?”


  He smiled and hugged her and kissed her cheek. “1 like you, baby. I been looking at you for a long time.”


  “You're not kiddin'?”


  “Hell no.” He had her blouse unfastened again, and his hand over the bare titties. They felt smooth, warm and good. They even bounced a little. He'd noticed her, sure, the way he noticed his own sister, Tina. They, Tina and Carmen, were the same age.


  They kissed with their tongues. She learned quickly. Maybe she already knew. They kissed passionately and he waited to see her breathing hard before sweeping his hand up her thighs. She wasn't fast enough to close them against him. He found her mound, a handful of cunt.


  “Dom—don't—”


  She wriggled, but he held her, and gradually she stopped pushing at his arm. “I ain't gonna hurt you.”


  He continued kissing her, and rubbed his finger over the slit. It was wet through the panties. She was a hot one all right. He curled the finger under the edge of the panties and found hair, and rubbed her bare, naked slit. He slowly oozed the finger into her. His cock was so goddamn hard it hurt.


  When she sighed and opened her legs he knew he had her. He masturbated her energetically and she writhed in his arms. “Dom— Dom—we better not—”


  “Oh, c'mon, honey. We're not kids, huh?” Her cunt was juicy. She was plenty excited. His finger went in her all the way, wriggling and pushing against something inside. Was she a virgin? He knew that virgins bled, and for a moment he had doubts.


  Her hand moved up his leg. “Lemme pull you off, Dom, huh?”


  He was surprised. “Sure, honey.” He smiled as she fumbled at his pants, unzipping him. His hard cock lept out and she grabbed it, massaging it busily.


  “Hey,” he said, “you're pretty good. You done that before, I bet.”


  “Uh huh.”


  “Who with?”


  She paused. “Lennie.” She giggled. “We do it sometimes in the basement.”


  “You mean frig each other?”


  “Uh huh.” She giggled again.


  Dom smiled in the dark. Lennie was a gawky fifteen year old who lived on the top floor with a half dozen brothers and sisters. He didn't look like much, just a kid. He was surprised at Lennie.


  She was more relaxed now. She held his cock in both hands and manipulated it. His finger moved in and out of the satiny cunt. She pumped his penis. She wanted to make him shoot.


  He slipped off the box suddenly and pushed between her knees. She was taken by surprise. He poked the head of his cock up at her nook before she could recover.


  “No—Dom—Ma'll kill me—”


  “I'll just put it in for a minute, honey.” He thrust at the wet slit. She was squeezing with her thighs. He could only get the head of it in her.


  “C'mon, baby—”


  “Please—I'm scared—”


  “Scared o'what?”


  “You know, gettin' pregnant—ain't you going to use a rubber?”


  He smiled again. “Sure, baby.” He pretended to feel in his pocket, then he made the motions of putting the rubber on his prick. She had surrendered. He pushed it strongly, got the head of it inside her and her thighs opened. His cock went in. It was suddenly warm, tight and inside her. He was very excited. He rammed it in, grabbing her round buttocks with both hands.


  She yelled, then gasped. She grabbed him, almost crying, mouthing words that he could not understand. He was deep in her, frantically fucking it in. It plunged to the hair. He stroked it in and out savagely. He ignored her cries. He was fucking her!


  “Oh God!” she was saying, “Oh God! oh God—”


  He slowed almost to a stop. He held her tightly. “C'mon, honey,” he whispered. “Don't it feel great?”


  “Take it out—you promised, only a minute.”


  “Baby, it got a rubber on it.” He began to move it in and out. The guys at Hymie's were right. The young stuff was tight. Real tight. She cried in his arms as he screwed her. Jesus! he was excited. He went faster and faster, it got hard as a rock—and then he blew it! He could feel it spurt a mile. He pounded her, rammed her, squirmed and thrust like crazy. She moaned and put her legs up.


  He booted her a long time. She was tight even when he got limp. He began to kiss her cheek, petting her and smoothing her. He caressed her with his hands, and after a while she raised her tear-stained face to his and they kissed. When his tongue slipped into her mouth she responded again. His cock stirred and he began to slide it in and out.


  She was kissing him with fire, and his cock got very hard. Her pussy moved against him. Her arms pulled him closer, closer.


  “Dom—oh—you're makin' me—I'm gonna—


  Her orgasm was sudden and violent. She bucked and writhed, pushing her cunt at him, panting with frenzied sensations. He stroked it into her smoothly, watching her emotions, not allowing himself to shoot. He felt like an iron man, he could last forever—he had a permanent hard-on.


  In another few minutes of steady kissing and screwing he made her come again. This time her reaction was more violent and she sustained it longer. She let herself go, winding her lithe legs about him, panting and giggling in her pleasure.


  “See honey, see how much fun it is?”


  “Uh huh—I wanted to do it, honest. I was scared—”


  “None o' that friggin' with me, honey. I'll give yuh the real thing.”


  She giggled through a kiss. “Lennie put it in me once—”


  “You got fucked?”


  “Well—I—I made him take it out.”


  He hugged her and worked it in a little harder. “Are you sorry now I didn't take it out?”


  “Huh uh, not really. I told you, I wanted it—” She snuggled as close as she could, rubbing the backs of his thighs with her feet. She whispered, “Make me come again, huh?”


  “Yeah, honey—” And when she came, he spurted in her, and it took a long time for their locked bodies to relax. He was delighted with her. And her only fourteen.


  He walked her home. They took the darkest streets, stopping to kiss and feel. He rubbed her round ass and felt under her. She squeezed his cock through the cloth. A block from their tenement he pulled her into a black doorway, feeling between her legs. She unzipped him and captured his iron pecker and lifted her leg. Pushing his back against the wall, he tried to pull her up on the cock. They could only get it in part way, but she wriggled over it frantically. She was a hot one. She made herself come and he helped with his fingers.


  “You're a hot piece,” he whispered and she giggled.


  A man came stumbling up the steps humming to himself. He didn't see them till he was right beside them, then he stopped and stared, and chuckled. “Fuck 'er, sonny,” he slurred.


  “G'wan, beat it,” Dom said.


  The man grumbled, “Tough guys—” He ran his hand over Carmen's fanny, then he fumbled his way inside and disappeared.


  “I shoulda kicked 'is teeth in,” Dom growled.


  “Aw, c'mon, honey—”


  He got it all the way into her on the stairs outside her door. The tenement was dark; the lights were out over the stairs most of the time, and it was late. They sat in a deep puddle of shadow, embracing. He knelt in front of her and it went in like a knife in hot butter.


  “Don't push so hard,” she whispered, “it hurts my ass.”


  It made him laugh and he fucked her hard. Already she was changed from the girl he'd asked to the movies a few short hours before. She said nothing more about rubbers, and he spurted into her and pounded it deep. She writhed and loved it.


  Later they stood by her door, kissing deeply, huddling together cosily. She had his cock out, fondling it with familiar expertness. He fingered her. They lingered for another hour, saying goodnight at intervals.


  When she had finally taken her key out and was ready to unlock the door, he pulled her away from it and kissed her passionately, unable to let her go.


  “Honey, I gotta fuck you again.” She paused, then nodded. “OK,” she reached for him.


  They went back to the stairs.


  2


  Dom told Joey about it the next day, all the juicy details. “She fucks like a mink,” he said. “After I got 'er hot, she couldn't quit.”


  Joey was impressed. They sat in an alley, sharing butts they'd picked up on the avenue. He was slim, Dom's age, but built slighter. His hair was straight where Dom's was curly. “Like to get me a piece o'that.”


  “Don't tell 'er I sent you.”


  Joey laughed shortly. “I'll just grab 'er cunt an' hang on—that the way?”


  “She'll give in. Tight as a fist aroun' your cock.”


  “Man, it sounds good.” Joey scratched his balls. Dom didn't know he'd been screwing Dom's sister, Tina. Tina was wise... and she fucked like a mink too. But Dom probably wouldn't care. The two of them had been running together since they were seven, stealing, feeling girls, the whole thing. Dom never gave a shit about anything much—except getting into the mobs. Dom would eat shit to get into the rackets.


  They drifted to Hymie's Bar. It was uptown, a big, rectangular room with sawdust on the floor and tables around the walls. It was early, before noon, not many of the big guys came in before three. A few girls sat chattering at the back and Hymie himself was behind the bar, a fat, puffy-faced man with a curled ear. He slid two beers down to them and they slid the dough back.


  Fat Benny used the upstairs as a headquarters. Fat Benny was the boss. He had a half dozen hard guys, including Rico, a shiv man. They said Rico had killed a dozen guys—at least.


  Lupo Picchi was at the bar, stacking coins on the mahogany and swearing when they fell down. He was a button-eyed, slender man with a big nose and lank hair that was always well oiled. He dressed sharp, flower in buttonhole and spats. He drank a little too much but it only showed when he got mean. He was a collection boss for the Combine. Dom and Joey went over and sat, one on either side of him.


  “Hi, Mr. Picchi.”


  “Hi, kid.” Lup nodded to them and winked at Joey.


  Dom held up three fingers and Hymie slid three beers down the bar. Lupo smiled slightly and sipped the brew.


  “I talked to Benny,” he said.


  “Christ, Mr. Picchi—”


  “Yeh, I mentioned it.” Lupo flicked a glance at Dom. “You cocksuckers know the setup?”


  Dom blinked. “I—”


  “Like what you gonna do for Benny?”


  Joey cleared his throat. “For him?”


  “What you gonna do for Benny? I mean, what you gonna do? You come astin' Benny for a hook-up, you think he's gonna fall over backwards shovin' a job at you? You cocksuckers are green kids.”


  Dom said, “We been around—”


  Lupo snorted. “You been aroun' nothin.' You'd fuck up in five minutes.”


  “What's he want?” Joey asked.


  Lupo smiled, showing small, uneven teeth. “Yeah, down t'business. You cocksuckers know what Benny wants? Dames. Fat Benny loves dames.”


  “Hell,” Joey said, looking at the girls in the back. “There's dames all over the goddam place!”


  “Naw, not them cunts. Benny likes 'em nice an' young.” Lupo poked Dom's ribs. “Somethin' 'bout nine years old, never been screwed and screams like a eagle gettin' reamed.”


  “Oh,” Dom said, “yeah.” A picture of Carmen swept through his mind. “Young stuff, huh?”


  “Hairless cunt,” Lupo nodded. He crooked his finger at Hymie and shoved the empty glass aside. “Thass all Fat Benny wants.” He looked at each of them blandly.


  Joey shrugged. Dom bit his lip and squinted into the beer. “OK, say I get him a young piece, then what?”


  Lupo smirked. “That makes a difference, pal. Makes a difference. Then you all of a sudden got Benny thinkin' what a nice shot you are. Huh?” He scooped up the beer Hymie slid down to him. “You do Benny a favor, he rubs the lamp—you know, kid?”


  “OK, Mr. Picchi. I'll get him a broad.”


  “Not a broad, kid. A hairless cunt.”


  “Yeah. I gotcha.”


  “There's a party at the Chelton Hotel Tuesday night.” Lupo winked. “A little blow-out on accounta we did—a little blow-out. Benny's givin' a show for some o' the guys and this here's perfect time. He'll be in a good mood, y'know?”


  “Jeez, thanks, Mr. Picchi.”


  “You ain't shittin' me about the snatch?”


  “Hell no,” Dom said.


  “All right. Then you bring 'er up to the third floor an' say I told you. Got it—third floor? 'Bout nine bells.”


  “I got it,” Dom said.


  “With the cunt.”


  Dom nodded. “Yessir. With the cunt.”


  “Nine bells,” Lupo said. “Wear a suit.” He glanced at Joey. “You too—with this here one cunt?”


  Joey wriggled uncomfortably. “Chris', I dunno any nine year old pussy.”


  Lupo chuckled. “One extra-special cunt comin' up.”


  Dom motioned with his head at Joey and got off the stool. “Jeez, thanks, Mr. Picchi—”


  Lupo swung around and put his elbows on the bar. He looked at them with eyes as hard as ball bearings. “Lissen t'me. Benny's gonna be expectin' her. You got a contract, kiddo. You unnerstand?”


  Dom swallowed. “Yeah, Mr. Picchi. We understand.”


  “You call me Lupo.” He smiled thinly. “See you around.”


   


  “You think Carmen'll go?” Joey asked.


  “Why not? I'll tell 'er it's a party. What the fuck, by the time she finds out it'll be too late, hey?”


  They sauntered down the street looking in the gutter for butts. “What I hear about Fat Benny, he'll plug up both holes an' whack her ass purple.”


  Dom shrugged. “Tough shit.”


  They stared in windows, loitered on corners, and went through various stores pulling the gimmick. They took turns at it. Joey would fall on the floor, screaming and holding his belly —and Dom filled his pockets. It worked for a half dozen packs of cigarettes and some candy.


  On the Avenue they smiled at the girls. Some were secretaries, some housewives, and a few pushed baby carriages. When passing traffic was light, Joey called to a stacked blonde: “Hey baby—you spread f'me, huh?” She ignored him.


  “You ain't got no fuckin' class,” Dom said. He walked alongside a well-dressed woman of about thirty. “Hey curie,” he said in a hoarse whisper, “I suck you off, huh? Cunt—gobble your cunt, baby?” The woman stubbed her toe turning to stare at him, astonished. She broke into a run. Dom chased her for a few yards, laughing. A half block away she turned a white face toward them; Dom waved and threw her a kiss.


  They went down an alley to the next street, looking with interest at the back windows on the stores. Most were barred. They ducked into a small bar and ordered beers. The place was empty in the middle of the afternoon, except for the skinny barman and a blonde sitting on a stool at the end of the bar. They sat on the stools, studying her. She had big eyes and big tits. Dom's knees rapped Joey's.


  “Fresh cunnie.”


  “Hey,” Joey said loudly to the bartender. “Where's a guy find a good lay around here?”


  The bartender came over and leaned on the bar, picking his teeth with a finger. He was sallow-faced with sharp brown eyes and skinny shoulders. “A quick lay?”


  Dom stared at the blonde. “Oh, I dunno. Maybe I'd like to stick it in a blonde, and jus' sorta push.”


  The girl lit a cigarette and smiled at them.


  “This one screws,” the barman said. “Five bucks apiece.”


  “Five bucks!” Joey was horrified. “You can get the Queen o'the May fer that.”


  “Hey cutie,” Dom called. “C'mere.”


  “I got a back room,” the bartender said quickly. “Take 'er in there—two bucks each—a nice lay.”


  The girl uncoiled and stood up, pushing out her tits. She smiled, put her hands behind her head and moved her hips suggestively.


  Joey whistled loudly. He ran down the bar to her and grabbed her in his arms. She let him feel her breasts, laughing. Dom followed, grinning at her.


  “Le's take 'er in the back room an' fuck 'er,” Joey said. He was squeezing and bouncing her breasts in his hands.


  “Take it easy,” the barman called.


  Dom rubbed her pussy. He leaned close to her. “Baby, I been waitin' f'you all my life. Where the fuck you been?”


  The bartender came around the end of the bar. “C'mon, you guys—”


  Joey smiled at him. “Relax, pal. We like 'er. We wouldn't hurt a hair on her pussy, huh?”


  Dom encircled her waist and pulled her along. “Where's 'at room?”


  “It's OK, Sammy,” she said. “These guys are OK.”


  “We're OK, Sammy,” Joey echoed.


  She opened the door. “It isn't the Ritz—but you aren't lookin', you wanna feel, right?”


  They went in and closed the door. “Shit, it is too the Ritz,” Joey said. It was a dingy little room with kegs and boxes stacked about the walls and an iron cot with a mattress in the middle of the room. There was a single unshaded bulb near the door.


  Dom paid no attention. He embraced her. She was wary, not responding right away, but he slipped his tongue into her mouth and they kissed. She relaxed. His hand went down and rubbed over her butt.


  “What they call you?”


  “A lot of stuff,” she said. “My name's Doris.”


  Joey pulled her away and kissed her. Dom pulled her skirt up at the same time and ran his hand up under her.


  “Wait a sec,” she said, pushing Joey away. “Gimme the dough first—”


  “Sure, baby.” Dom winked at Joey behind her back. “Give 'er the dough, Joey.” He felt her round thighs under the skirt, moved up and found a clump of hair. In the middle of the hair he discovered a slit. She writhed her hips, watching Joey go through his wallet. Smiling, she took the ten spot Joey handed her.


  “Yeah, you guys are OK.”


  “We tole you, baby.” Dom let her go and she stepped back unfastening the dress, then flipped it over her head. Joey whistled. She was almost naked. Her brassiere was loose and she wore no panties at all. She was more shapely than they thought.


  “You're a fuckin' Movie queen!” Joey's eyes glistened as she giggled and unhooked the bra. Her titties were round and firm, red-nippled and pointed out straight.


  “Ok, guys,” she waggled her hips and titties at them, “Who goes first?”


  Dom flipped a coin and looked at Joey. Joey said...
OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
MARCUS VAN HELLER

THE
GANG WAY

THE OPHELIA PRESS, INC






