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CHAPTER ONE


Pat Adams, a statuesque brunette of thirty-eight, was backed up against the office wall, staring at her new boss. "You want WHAT?" Pat said incredulously. "I couldn't have heard you correctly, Mr. Spalding."
"Then I'll say it again," Brock Spalding said. "I want you to undress."
Pat couldn't mistake his words that time. Still she couldn't believe he'd ask anything so outrageous. She remained silent a moment, wondering just how she'd gotten herself into such a fix. It was only her first hour on the job, and already she was in trouble.
For five years, ever since her husband died, Pat had worked for long hours and poor wages at a dime store to support herself and her daughter Trish. Finally she'd made the break and taken a better-paying job at the Tango, a new nightclub run by Brock Spalding. But she was nervous about being a cocktail waitress, and Spalding's astonishing request certainly hadn't helped calm her down.
Finally she managed to speak again. "Mr. Spalding, you have my work application, and I think everything is in order. I don't see any reason for me to take off my clothes. I'm only going to wait tables, not do a striptease."
Brock Spalding, a handsome dark-haired man of twenty-eight, sighed impatiently. "Look, baby," he said, "you're not just a waitress. Not at my place. I only hire the best-looking chicks, because I want to attract customers. I have to make sure you've got what it takes. And I have to know how you're gonna look in your costume."
"Costume?" Pat asked. "Isn't an ordinary waitress' uniform good enough?"
"Not at the Tango," Brock replied. "Come on, Mrs. Adams, take it or leave it. I'm a busy man. What's it gonna be?"
Pat felt torn between modesty and greed. She didn't want to undress in front of a stranger, but on the other hand she needed the high wages and good lips this job would bring her. She needed the money for Trish. Now that her daughter was eighteen and thinking about college, Pat wanted to give her everything she might need for her future.
It was the thought of Trish that did it. Pat would do anything for her daughter. "Very well, Mr. Spalding," she sighed. "I want the job."
"Then get on with it," Brock said, lighting a cigarette. "Show me your stuff."
Blushing with embarrassment, Pat kicked off her shoes and began unbuttoning her modest white cotton blouse. It had been five years since she'd undressed in front of a man, and even then it had been her husband John. She couldn't control her trembling hands as she fumbled with her buttons. Her conscience told her this was all wrong, that she ought to walk out – but, dammit, she needed the job.
Brock leaned back in his chair behind his desk, smoking, watching her intently. Pat removed her blouse and set it on his desk. She was wearing a dainty white lace bra that seemed to barely contain her large full tits. She saw Brock raise an eyebrow in obvious appreciation. That only made her feel more mortified.
On the other hand, as she fumbled with the zipper of her sensible tweed skirt, she couldn't help observing how attractive Brock Spalding was. Tall, lean, with coal-black hair, he was deeply tanned and expensively dressed. Pat had been deeply devoted to her husband, and it wasn't often that another man turned her on. She was surprised at how excited Spalding made her feel.
"Come on, honey," he said impatiently, "I don't have all day."
"Sorry," Pat muttered.
She quickly unzipped her skirt and let it drop before she could lose her nerve. In just her bra and her little white lace panties, she presented a spectacular sight. Brock's eyes widened. Pat Adams certainly didn't look thirty-eight years old, and no one would have guessed she was the mother of a teenage daughter.
Pat stood five-feet-eight in her bare feet, a long-legged big-breasted girl with a tiny firm waist and trim but curvy hips and ass. Her raven-black hair hung straight and gleaming below her shoulders. She had big brown eyes fringed with heavy natural black lashes, a delicate up-turned nose, and soft sensual mouth. She was the kind of woman who made men turn and stare in the sheets.
"Not bad," Brock said softly, "not bad at all."
"For an old lady," Pat added dryly.
"Honey, I read your age on the application," Brock said, "but nobody would ever guess. That's not gonna be a problem at all. Now I just wanta see how you'll look in the costume."
He reached into his desk and brought out a small box. He handed it to Pat but didn't get up from behind his desk, so that she was forced to walk up close to him. He eyed her spectacular figure as she moved, and Pat couldn't help blushing. The man both embarrassed her and excited her. She backed off and opened the box.
"Where's the rest of it?" she said, holding up a tiny piece of black cloth.
Brock chuckled. "That's it, baby," he said. "Try it on."
Pat gawked at the skimpy costume. It was a one-piece swimming suit of stretchy black cloth, designed to be skin-tight and very revealing. She could tell she wouldn't be able to wear a bra or panties with it. Maybe that was why Brock had wanted to check her figure. No woman with even an ounce of fat could have fitted into that little suit.
"You want me to serve customers in THIS?" Pat said.
"Sure, all the girls wear them," Brock said. "It keeps customers coming back. But let's get going, baby. I got other girls to interview, and if you don't want the job, I bet they will."
Pat took the hint. She gathered up her clothes and started for the door, but Brock said, "Try it on here. I don't have time for you to go somewhere else and change."
"But Mr. Spalding," Pat wailed, "I'd hate to take off everything."
"Oh, Jesus," he said. "Look, I'm a big boy, I've seen it all. And I'm not recruiting nuns – I'm looking for sexy chicks to be cocktail waitresses. For the last time, baby, take it or leave it."
Pat wanted to run from the room and never come back. She knew she was way out of her league. She was a modest respectable woman, totally shocked by Spalding's way of carrying on business. But again she thought of Trish and how she and her daughter could use all that extra money. No matter how mortifying, she had to do this for Trish.
"All right, Mr. Spalding," she sighed.
Quickly, just to get it over with, Pat unhooked her bra and drew it off. Her full firm tits were a little larger than big grapefruits, lovely round melons of creamy-pale flesh. Her nipples were rosy and small, and as they contacted the cool air of the office, the little buds grew stiff and pointed. Brock stared hungrily at her gorgeous jugs.
Pat felt totally humiliated, but she was determined to get the job, so she quickly whisked off her little white lacy panties. Again Brock's lusty gaze seemed to burn right into her flesh. He eyed the dainty little triangle of her bush, a soft gleaming mound of raven-black curls. Blushing furiously, Pat seized the skimpy waitress' costume and slipped into it.
Brock leaned back in his chat, flushing slightly. Pat knew she must look fantastic in that outrageously skimpy costume. It fit snugly around her pert little ass, showing the lower rounds of her butt. It clung to her big thrusting tits, and she could see the hard little points of her stiff nipples. The costume left nothing at all to the imagination.
"You'll do," Brock sighed. "You'll do just fine."
"Thank you, Mr. Spalding," Pat said coolly. "When shall I report for work?"
"Tonight," He said. "There's just one other thing to remember, baby. The customer is always right. You're here to please the guys who come to my club, you got it?"
"Yes, sir," Pat said, skinning out of her tiny costume.
She stood there naked for a moment, looking around for her scattered clothes. Brock got up from behind his desk and walked around to her, so quickly and silently that she didn't notice him till he was putting his arms around her. Pat gasped, totally stunned, as he drew her tight against him and kissed her.
"Umph!" Pat cried.
Though Brock was lean, he was over six feet tall and very strong. He easily overpowered her, and she couldn't break away from his kiss. He jammed his mouth hungrily against hers, forcing her lips open, and she felt his slick hot tongue gliding into her mouth. There was a sudden and very unexpected melting sensation in her belly, a feeling she always got when she was horny.
My God, she thought, what's the matter with me?
After John's death she'd thought she'd never want another man. In fact no man had turned her on till now. She had been happy alone, without sex – or so she'd told herself. Sure, there'd been nights when she tossed and turned, unable to sleep, she wanted to get laid so badly. But it hadn't happened often, and she'd never been tempted to ball any of the men she'd met.
Not until now.
She couldn't explain the effect Brock Spalding had on her. Even as she pushed against his shoulders and gave muffled cries of protest, she was getting wildly turned on. Her whole pussy was swelling up and growing hot and moist. She didn't like the way he did his business, the way he'd humiliated her by making her strip in front of him. Yet she felt herself responding hungrily to his kiss.
She felt her bare breasts half crushed against his suit jacket, the nipples tickled and rubbed by the cool cloth. Her little black muff rubbed his crotch, and she felt an unmistakable hardness there, a rigid line that pushed against his fly. Brock had a hard-on for her, no doubt about it. Pat didn't know what to do.
Finally she managed to wrench her face away from his. But before she could speak, Brock said breathlessly, "You're here to please, remember? And that includes ME."
"Mr. Spalding," Pat gasped, "what do you think you're doing?"
"Let's cut that last names crap," he said with a grin. "Call me Brock. And remember, Pat, if you're gonna work for me, you gotta be nice to me. Very very nice."
Pat got the message all too clearly. If she wanted to work at the Tango, she had to ball the boss. That seemed too much to ask, even for Trish's sake. She could live though stripping for him, she could wear that outrageously scanty costume, but she was damned if she'd be his unpaid whore – even if he did turn her on like crazy.
"Let me go," she said coldly. "I want to work for you, Brock, but I'm not going to bed with you."
"Jesus, what's your problem?" he snarled. "You frigid or something? I mean, what's a little roll in the hay nowadays, baby? Everybody does it."
"I don't," Pat replied icily. "I haven't looked at another man since my husband died five years ago."
She'd thought that might impress him, but all it did was make him more eager. He pulled her close again and ran his hands up and down her tall silky-skinned body. Pat couldn't help giving a lusty little shiver. It had been such a long time since a man had touched her naked body. But she still had her pride and her standards, and they didn't allow for hopping into bed with a total stranger.
"You mean you haven't been laid in five years?" Brock exclaimed, clearly turned on by the idea. "Well, sweetheart, we'd better take care of that right now."
There was a long leather couch against one wall of the office, and he began pulling her toward it. Pat gasped and fought, kicking at him with her bare feet, flailing him with her little fists. Brock just laughed and eyed her furiously wobbling big breasts. It was all a joke to him, and he was plainly excited by her struggles.
"Let me go," Pat sobbed. "I don't want to go to bed with you, Brock. For God's sake, just let me work here. I'll do a good job. There must be plenty of other girls who'll do what you want."
"Sure there are," Brock said, pulling her steadily toward the couch, "but you're the one who turns me on. I want you, baby, and if you wanta work here, you'll have to do what I want."
Pat still struggled, but she was no match for his superior strength. He got her over to the couch and pushed her down on her back, quickly scrambling on top of her and pinning her beneath him. Pat was angry and scared, but at the same time her pussy kept getting more hot and swollen and wet. It excited her to feel a man's body pressing her down.
"Brock, please," she whimpered.
He silenced her with a hard hungry kiss. His tongue sliced over hers, probing deep into her mouth, and then she felt his hot hands on her naked tits. She gasped as she experienced a hot burst of lust. Her big breasts were so sensitive. She couldn't help enjoying his eager caressing and squeezing.
For the first time in years she couldn't resist thinking about her love-making with John. She'd forced those thoughts out of her mind because they made her feel too lonely and horny, but now the memories came flooding back, vivid images of the fantastic nights she and John had had together, his strong hands running all over her sleek naked body.
For a moment, in her lust and confusion, Brock seemed to be John, hotly and hungrily caressing her tender naked tits. She arched her body upward to rub her swollen jugs against his palms and writhe her little black bush against the hard lump of his crotch. Then she remembered that John was dead – cruelly, prematurely dead of an accident five years ago.
"Noooo," Pat moaned, wrenching her face away from his. "Please, I don't want anybody but John."
"John?" Brock exclaimed. "But that's your husband, isn't it? Jesus Christ, Pat, wake up. The dude is dead. You can't go without a man the rest of your life. Come on, baby loosen up. It'd be a damned shame to waste this fantastic body."
He dipped his head down, stuck out his gleaming red tongue, and began licking her nipples, darting playfully from one rosy stiff bud to the other. Violent streaks of pleasure ran down her body, racing from nipple to pussy, and she shivered hard. She felt her long-deprived little cunt starting to leak hot sticky cream.
"Oh, God, no," she sobbed, "I shouldn't do this, Brock. I hardly know you."
"Then let's get better acquainted," he panted.
Pat struggled, trying to push him off – and then suddenly went still and breathless as she felt him slipping his hand into her crotch. He had an expert touch. He quickly located the moist little lump of her clit and began to rub the hot button with a fingertip. The pleasure was so sudden and dizzying that Pat gave a hoarse little moan and let her legs fall open just a bit.
Then she remembered where she was, who she was with, and she tried to clamp her thighs shut. Too late. Brock already had his whole hand on her moist steamy pussy, and she couldn't force him out. He rubbed her horny little clit steadily, teasingly, and Pat felt her treacherous cunt spewing a big load of hot cream all over his hand.
Brock felt it, too. "That's it, baby," he panted, "just let yourself go. We'll have a great time together, I promise. Just relax and let me get you off."
At that point Pat was embarrassingly tempted to take his advice. She hadn't realized till now how eager she was to get laid, how much she'd missed being with a man. She'd forced herself not to think about it for five long lonely years, but Brock Spalding had somehow unleashed all her repressed longing and lust. She simply couldn't control herself around this man.
She pushed at his shoulders and whimpered in protest, but her struggles were getting more and more feeble. The more hot and swollen her pussy became, the longer he rubbed her greedy little love-bud, the less she felt like fighting him. After all, five years was a long time to be faithful to a dead husband. She was still young, she still had normal female needs. Didn't she have a right to sex?
Pat struggled with her conscience while Brock played with her pussy. She couldn't deny that it felt delicious to have her clit stroked. Her horny little joy button was going stiff and wet and throbbing from his touch. Then he added to her excitement by using more stroking fingers in her lush red gash. He tickled the plump rosy lips of her pussy, rimmed the oozing hot mouth of her cunt.
"Oh, God," Pat whimpered.
She felt torn in half. Her conscience kept screaming that it was all wrong to let herself go with a man she'd met just half and hour ago. But her body wanted to submit to him, to let go completely, to make up for five long years without sex. She couldn't make up her mind, didn't know what to do – and all the while Brock went on caressing and teasing her hot little slit, making her wildly lusty.
Then she felt his stiff middle finger sliding right up her hot horny little twat. It poked into her stiffly, like a miniature cock, and the rigid probing felt delicious to her. Helplessly she felt her powerful cunt muscles gripping his finger, pulling it deeper. She creamed hugely around his finger, and her cunt became boiling-hot.
"Ooooo," Pat squealed.
"That's it, honey, dig it," Brock panted.
He began jerking his finger swiftly up and down in her red-hot pulpy little hole, and Pat simply couldn't control herself. She squealed with pleasure and arched her pussy up to get all the hot friction she could from his probing finger. Her hot sticky cunt-juice gushed around him, and she felt herself spinning rapidly toward a desperately needed orgasm.
Abruptly Brock jerked his finger out of her seething little cunt and started to undress. Pat knew she should seize the chance to run out of the office, to get away from him forever – but all she did was lie there with her legs slightly parted, showing the lush red flesh of her gash. She couldn't move, couldn't speak. She felt paralyzed with need.
Brock was out of his clothes very fast, and she found herself gawking at his handsome seven-inch cock. The thick pole of pale blue-veined flesh hugged his belly, springing from a nest of thick black hairs and ending in a hugely swollen purple knob. It was the sight of his cock that finally did her in. It reminded her so much of John's big thick prick and all the dizzying pleasure it had given her.
She didn't protest when Brock eased his naked body onto hers. Moaning softly, she opened her legs, opened them wide, and allowed him to sink between her silky hot thighs. He pressed the hard swollen head of his cock against the juicy little mouth of her cunt, then began gliding into her.
"Oooooo," Pat wailed. "My God, yes! Yes, do it to me."
"That's more like it," Brock chuckled. "I figured you wanted it, baby."
His words embarrassed her, but they were true. She'd had no idea how starved she was for a good thick cock. His swollen prick stuffed and filled her red-hot gripping cunt, gliding all the way to her womb, and she almost fainted with pleasure. She wondered how in God's name she'd gone for five years without fucking.
Brock started balling her hard and fast and deep. "Good for you?" he panted. "You like it this way?"
"Yesss," Pat whined. "Oh, God, yes, Brock. Fuck me, fuck me HARD."
She knew she was being shameless, but she couldn't help herself, she was so wildly excited. Every deep hard lunge of his cock made her groan with ecstasy, and in less than a minute she was coming – coming for the first time in five years. All her pent-up need went into that explosive climax, and her lovely body jerked and rocked violently.
"Ohhhhhhh," Pat wailed, "Ohhhhh."
Brock just barely managed to keep from coming himself as her fiery-hot cunt gripped his meat and creamed hugely all around him. Panting, gasping, he managed to hold out a few more minutes till he brought Pat off again. Then as her deliciously snug box squeezed and milked his cock again, he yelped and shot his load.
The moment he rolled off her, Pat was overcome with shame and guilt. She hurried into her clothes and was heading for the door, blushing furiously, when Brock caught her in his arms and gave her an appreciative squeeze.
"I'll see you tonight, Pat," he said. "I know you're going to work out just fine."
"Thank you, Mr. Spalding – I mean Brock," she said, then hurried out the door.
Driving home, she still felt ashamed of her wanton behavior, but there was another thought, too. Brock Spalding was obviously attracted to her. Wouldn't it be a wonderful thing for her and Trish if she were married to her handsome wealthy boss? THAT was certainly something to think about.



CHAPTER TWO


"Well, what do you think?" Pat said uneasily. She stood before her daughter, Trish, wearing the skimpy little black costume required for her new job at the Tango Club.
Trish, a petite blonde of eighteen, eyed her mother, then smiled. "You look terrific, Mom," she said. "You're gonna have the customers falling right out of their chairs."
"You don't think this costume is too revealing, then?" Pat said.
"Oh, Mom, don't worry about that," Trish laughed. "We're not living in the Victorian era any more."
But her smile faded as she watched her mother nervously parading around the room in the little black costume. Pat was gorgeous, that was for sure, but how long would she look that way? She worked so hard. She'd worked hard for five years to keep Trish dressed and fed. And this new job would involve working half the night.
"Mom," Trish said, "it isn't fair for you to be the only one in the family earning money. My summer vacation's just starting. Don't you think I should get a job, too?"
"No, Trish, I definitely don't," Pat said. "I want you to spend the summer on your studies, getting ready for college. I can handle the money problems."
Trish didn't agree, but she knew it was no use to argue. Once Pat had made up her mind, that was it. But secretly Trish had no intention of obeying her mother. She'd just go out and get a job and not tell Pat. She could earn enough money to buy her school clothes in the fall, maybe even save some for college. She felt it just wasn't right for Pat to work so hard.
"Well, I've got to get to work," Pat said, putting a coat on over her costume. "I'm sorry I'll have to be leaving you alone at nights, honey."
"Hey, don't worry about it, Mom," Trish said, forcing a smile. "I'm a big girl now. I just hope your first night on the job goes great."
Pat smiled and hurried out the door. No sooner had she driven away than Trish started walking downtown. Their large mid-Western town would have to have some job waiting for her, she was sure. And if she could work at nights, just like Pat did, her mother would never know she'd been out of the house.
In half an hour of brisk walking Trish came to the business district, and the first place she noticed was the Tango Club. There was a sign in the window, "Help Wanted." At first Trish was going to pass right by, thinking she couldn't possibly work at the same place as her mother. Then on impulse she decided to check it out. She might get a job in the kitchen, where Pat would never come.
Trish went in the back door of the place and encountered the chef, an enormous man in a white hat and apron.
"I'm looking for a job," she said. "Do you need any kitchen help?"
"Yeah, we still need a couple bus girls," the fat man said. "You just go right down this hall to the boss' office. Name's Mr. Spalding. He'll check you out."
"Thanks," Trish said.
She felt a little spark of excitement as she approached Brock Spalding's office. Her mother had mentioned that the boss was quite attractive and not all that old. She was curious to see the man her mother worked for. She knocked on the door, and Spalding called for her to come in.
Pat had been right – Brock Spalding was sexy as hell. Trish flushed a little as she spoke. "Mr. Spalding, my name is Trish Adams and I'm looking for a job. I'm told you need bus girls."
Brock was eyeing her intently, taking in her five-feet-thee curvy little figure. Trish was wearing tight jeans and a clinging pink jersey, and the outfit showed off her pert little ass, tiny firm waist, and adorable apple-size breasts. She was a very pretty girl with long blonde hair, big blue eyes and a snub nose.
"Adams?" Brock said. "You aren't any relation to Pat Adams, are you?"
"Well, yes, she's my mother," Trish said, "but please don't tell her I applied here. She thinks I'm too young to work. But I'd really like to have that job, Mr. Spalding. We sure could use the money."
Spalding grinned and leaned back in his desk chair. "Okay, I won't tell," he said. "I think you'll do for the job, Trish, if you look okay in the costume."
"Costume?" Trish said. "But I only want to be a bus girl."
"All the girls at the club wear costumes," Brock said, "even the kitchen help. You'll be clearing off tables in the restaurant, people will see you. So I want all my girls to be knockouts. Here, try this on."
He took a small box from his desk and handed it to Trish. She opened it and removed a tiny pink costume, like a skimpy bathing suit. She didn't feel embarrassed like Pat had done. She was excited about wearing such a cute outfit. She looked eagerly at Spalding.
"Where can I try it on?" she said.
"Just put it on here," Brock replied. "We're all one big family at the club. We don't stand on formalities."
Trish didn't think another thing about it. She was a modern girl and didn't have any of her mother's old-fashioned modesty and hang-ups. Certainly she wasn't ashamed to show her young healthy body. She wasn't thinking of Spalding's reactions anyhow. She was wondering how she'd look in that pretty little pink costume.
"Okay, Mr. Spalding," she chirped.
She started pulling off her jersey, and Brock Spalding leaned back in his chair with a lusty grin, his dark eyes glued to the young girl's figure. Trish didn't know it, but he was powerfully turned on by the idea of conquering both mother and daughter. In his opinion Trish didn't have her mother's startling beauty, but she was a sexy looking little chick, plenty sexy.
Trish removed her jersey, and Brock eyed her perky apple-size tits which strained in the tight confinement of her little bikini-style bra. The girl didn't even blush as she unzipped her jeans and drew them off revealing matching white bikini panties. Her petite body was silky-skinned and perfect.
Humming to herself, Trish unhooked her bra and casually drew it off. Her adorable little tits were perfectly firm and pointed, capped with tiny pink nipples. Brock licked his lips and tried to keep a horny leer off his face. But that was hard to do when she began to slip down her panties.
Brock felt mounting excitement when he saw the cute little globes of her ass and then her tiny golden-blonde bush, just a sweet little puff of curls that hardly concealed the fresh pink flesh of her pussy. Then the girl bent over to step into the costume, and Brock nearly came right out of his chair.
She had her back to him, and as she bent he could see the delicate moist pink of her gash. He saw the tiny red dot of her clit, her plump little pussylips, and the little shadowed mouth of her cunt. Even her brownie was cute, just a little pink pucker. Brock suppressed a horny sigh.
Trish stepped into the little pink costume and pulled on the fragile shoulder straps. The outfit fit her like a glove, showing every delectable curve of her teenage body. Brock could see the tiny stiff nubs of her nipples and even the little pout of her bush under the skin-tight cloth.
Trish paraded before him without a trace of self-consciousness. "Well, how does it look?" she said.
"Great," Brock sighed, "just great. I'm sure you'll work out just fine, honey. We just have to check one more thing."
Trish suddenly hung her head and blushed. "Mr. Spalding," she said, "I don't have any experience. I might as well tell you that now. But I learn fast, and I'll do a good job, I promise."
"Honey, that wasn't what I meant," he said with a grin. "And please call me Brock. I'm not worried about your lack of experience, Trish. What concerns me is your attitude. I mean, I like my people to feel like one big family."
"Gee, that's fine with me, Mr. – I mean, Brock," Trish said, giving him a big smile. "I'm sure I'll tit me."
"Probably," Brock said, "but I have to make sure."
He got up from behind his desk and came to stand very close to Trish. He put his hands on her shoulders and looked at her intently. Trish felt a sudden burning excitement. Brock Spalding was about the sexiest guy she'd ever seen. It aroused her powerfully to have him touching her. His hands felt firm and hot on her bare shoulder.
"Trish," he said gently, "I don't quite know how to explain this, but it isn't enough for you just to do a good job. You have to please me in every way. Like this, for instance."
He leaned down and kissed her, drawing her warm curvy little body tight against him. Trish was surprised but not frightened. She'd just begun to date and had kissed only a few boys, and she found that Brock did it much better than the kids she'd been out with. She got off on the way he slid his tongue deep into her mouth and probed around.
"Ummmmm," Trish murmured.
She melted against him, letting him explore her mouth with his tongue and run his hands up and down her firm little body. It felt very nice and very exciting to the inexperienced teenage girl. She saw nothing wrong in it, either. It seemed perfectly natural that he should want to kiss her and touch her.
"Let's sit down, Trish," Brock said huskily.
He took her hand and led her over to the leather couch. It was the same couch where, unknown to her, he'd balled her mother just a few hours earlier. Brock himself was very much aware of that fact, and it gave him a sense of wicked excitement. He sat down beside Trish, so close that their thighs touched.
"I'm really turned on to you, baby," he said hoarsely. "I mean if you worked here, I wouldn't be able to keep my hands off you."
Trish felt flattered that the handsome older man should be so powerfully attracted to her. She didn't resist when Brock kissed her again. This time he eased her down on her back and lay half on top of her. Trish had never gone farther than kissing before, and she felt hotly excited to have his hard male body pressing against her.
"You can start work tonight, Trish," he said, nuzzling her neck, "but I want you to stay with me here for awhile and have a little fun."
"Okay, Brock," she said innocently. She didn't know what he meant by having fun, but so far it had been really exciting to be with him.
Brock went on kissing her, pinning her down with his body, and now he slipped down the slender straps of her costume. Trish sensed that it wasn't quite right when he uncovered her pert little boobs, but it was so exciting that she couldn't bear to refuse him. He cupped her sweet little jugs and began massaging and fondling the satiny warm flesh.
"Ummmmm," Trish murmured in surprise, "that feels nice."
"Nobody ever did that to you before?" Brock said.
"Uh-uh," Trish said. "I've only been out with a few boys."
Brock grinned lustily. It was a helluva turn-on making love to this delicious teenage girl, especially with the secret knowledge that he'd fucked her gorgeous mother on that very same couch. But most exciting of all was the likelihood that the girl was a virgin.
Brock bent down over her adorable little boobs and stuck out his gleaming red tongue. He trailed it wetly over the creamy-pale flesh of her boobs, digging the satiny texture of her flawless skin. He used the slick tip of his tongue to tickle her tiny pink nipples, quickly arousing the soft buds into stiffness.
"Oooooo," Trish squealed.
It was the first time a man had really made love to her, and she was overwhelmed to find out how nice it felt. She was getting rapidly excited, so excited that she forgot all caution and all common sense. Something in the back of her mind told her that Pat wouldn't approve of this scene, but Trish was too aroused to care.
Brock seized one of her hard little nipples between his lips and sucked it deep into the heat and wetness of his mouth. He started sucking hard and fast on her tender little nipple, and Trish felt burning excitement. There was a strange glowing and melting sensation down in her virgin silt, a hot arousal she'd never experienced before.
Some of the older girls at school had talked about being "horny", and Trish guessed that this was what they meant. Her hot little pussy was getting very wet and steamy, moistening the crotch of her costume. She felt like she wanted Brock to go on holding and petting and sucking her forever. His sucking mouth felt fantastically good on her tender little tit.
"Ohhhhh, that's nice," she sighed. "I really like that, Brock."
Brock let her wet stiff nipple pop from his lips and said, "I know something you'd like even better, honey."
Without waiting for her to reply, he began slipping down her costume. She was already naked to the waist, and quickly he uncovered the pert little globes, of her ass and the delicate blonde puff of her bush. Now Trish was sure her mother wouldn't approve; but she was too wildly excited to protest. Brock pulled her skimpy pink suit all the way off and dropped it on the floor.
His eyes gleamed lustily as he eyed Trish's adorable curvy firm body. She didn't have her mother's spectacular big-breasted figure, but she was damned delicious to look at. He placed a hand on the soft warm curls of her muff and began to rub gently. Trish's big blue eyes widened.
"Oh, gosh, Brock," she sighed, "I don't think we oughta be doing this. I mean, Mom would have a fit."
"She doesn't have to know anything about it," Brock said, still petting the girl's adorable little golden bush. "She works in the bar section, never comes near here. She won't even know you work here."
His voice was hypnotically soothing, and so was the gentle but steady pressure of his hand on her muff. Trish sighed and lay back limp and flushed. She really knew she should stop him, but it felt so nice and so exciting. Then Brock parted the furry lips of her muff and exposed the tiny red button of her clit.
"Did anybody ever touch you here?" he said.
"No," Trish said. "What is it?"
Brock chuckled and said, "That's your clit, honey, your joy button. And this is how it feels."
He pressed a fingertip against the moist red bud and started to rub. Instantly Trish felt the most stunning pleasure of her young life. A hot melting sensation flashed through her pussy, and her snug little box started to leak steamy sticky juice. No way in the world could she resist pleasure like that, even if it was wrong for him to touch her there.
"Oooooo," she squealed, "that feels terrific."
Brock grinned wickedly. He felt he had an excellent chance of scoring with this innocent little chick. But he wanted to be absolutely sure, to get her really hot for him, so he went on stroking the moist slick button of her clit, making Trish squeal and moan and cream hot cunt-juice all over his fingers.
"Oh, wow," she whimpered, "out of sight."
Brock kept massaging the sensitive lump of her clit, and with another finger he gently probed the super-tight mouth of her oozing little twat. Now he was sure the girl was a virgin. He was hardly able to get the tip of his finger inside her exquisitely snug cunt-mouth. Not wanting to hurt her, he withdrew the finger and just rimmed her twat-mouth.
"Ummmmm, yes," Trish sighed. "That feels great, too, Brock."
She was so absorbed in the delicious feelings radiating from her pussy that she didn't notice anything else for quite awhile. She just lay there with her shapely coltish legs slightly parted, letting him frig her clit and cunt. Then Brock snugged even closer to her, lying half on top of her, and Trish felt something rock-hard against her thigh. She reached down and touched a big stiff lump in his pants.
"Oh, my gosh," the girl exclaimed, "what's that?"
Brock snorted with amusement. "That's my cock, honey," he laughed. "Haven't you ever seen one before?"
"No, I haven't," Trish said eagerly. "Could I look at it, Brock? Please?"
Brock couldn't trust himself to reply, he was so amused and so turned on by the girl's incredible innocence. He just unzipped his fly and quickly tugged his pants and shorts off. Trish's blue eyes widened enormously as she looked at a cock for the very first time. Brock's thick seven-inch dick was stiff and swollen and weeping big bright bubbles of juice.
"Oh, wow," Trish gasped, "it's huge."
It was weird-looking, too, in her opinion, not at all like her own dainty curl patch and little pink slit. But she found his big stiff cock handsome, even exciting. She studied his swollen red balls, his crisp black bush, the long pale stalk of his prick, and the big swollen knob of his cock-head.
"Could I touch it, please, Brock?" she said shyly.
"Sure, honey, go ahead," Brock sighed.
Trish reached out timidly but eagerly and ran her little hand up and down the hot throbbing pole of his cock. She found it smooth and silky and pleasant to touch. She tested the feel of his coarse black bush-hairs and rosy swollen nut sacs, then trailed her fingers back up to the fat purple head of his cock. His prick-juice was hot and sticky.
She could have gone on happily exploring her first cock for a long time, but Brock was panting and flushed and far too excited to wait. He didn't want to come in her hand, not when he had a virgin cunt right there waiting for him. Gently he pushed her hand away from his achingly swollen meat and rolled on top of her, sinking between her warm silky thighs.
"Hey, Brock, what are you doing?" Trish squeaked.
"Fucking you, baby," he said hoarsely. "You'll dig this, too."
Trish was suddenly alarmed. She'd gone way too far without even noticing it, but she knew it was wrong to fuck this man. She squeaked in fright and pushed against his shoulders, trying to shove him off her, but he was too heavy for her to move. She felt the huge hard head of his cock pressing urgently against the tiny mouth of her virgin box.
"Hey, Brock, no," she yelped.
It was too late, Brock grunted, pushed, and popped the fat hard head of his dick inside her tiny virgin cunt-mouth. Trish gasped as he worked his way deeper, feeling his thick meat stuffing her tight little cunt till she could hardly breathe. It didn't hurt, but she was frightened, afraid that he'd split her in half.
"Oh, Brock, nooo," she whined. "It's too big."
"No it's not, honey," he panted, furiously aroused by the knowledge that he was popping her cherry. "You just relax and dig it, honey, and it'll feel great. I promise."
Trusting him, Trish did as he said, going limp and submissive beneath him. Brock pushed gently but steadily, till his thick seven-inch prick was touching her womb and his swollen hot balls rested against her slick little gash. Trish started to feel a strange excitement between her legs, a hot urgency that made her tight little cunt cream all around his steel-hard cock.
"Ummmmm," she moaned.
"Feeling better?" Brock panted.
"Yes," the girl sighed. "Yes, it feels really good now, Brock."
He sighed and began to fuck her, not in the hard savage way he'd balled her mother, but in deep slow delicious strokes. He felt her nails digging into his shoulders, felt her hot cunt-juice boiling around his dick, heard her shrill little cries – and knew that she was digging his fucking. The girl had inherited her mother's hot sensual nature.
"Oh, wow, YES," Trish squealed, "keep doing it to me, Brock. Wow, I really dig fucking. I didn't know it would feel so great."
Brock had a helluva time holding out. It was so tempting to come in her seething-hot super-snug box. But he wanted the pretty teenager to dig it to come back for more, so he gritted his teeth and sawed away steadily till he brought her off. Trish moaned loudly, and her curvy little body rocked beneath him.
"Oh, my gosh," she cried, "what's happening?"
"You're coming, baby," Brock gasped, "and so am I."
He couldn't hold out a second longer. He moaned and filled her tiny cunt with sizzling-hot come. Trish's blue eyes were wide with wonder and delight as she experienced her very first orgasm.
Even after Brock rolled off her, she lay sighing and writhing.
"Well, you better get to work now, kid," he said, handing her her costume. "The cook will tell you what to do."
"Okay, Brock," she sighed.
As Trish wandered dreamily off to the kitchen, she wondered how much Brock cared about her. She hoped it was a whole lot. She was young, yes, but if she played her cards right she could be married to Brock some day. She'd have the man of her dreams, and she and her mother would never have to worry about money again.
"I've got to have him," Trish sighed to herself, "I've just got to."



CHAPTER THREE


While Trish dizzily made her way to the kitchen in the Tango Club, her mother was hurrying to keep up with business in the bar. It was Pat's first night on the job, and she'd never waited tables before, so she had a lot to learn – and very little time to learn it in.
By midnight, however, she knew she was going to be a success. The other more experienced waitresses nodded at her approvingly, and whenever Brock Spalding made an appearance, he gave her a broad smile. The biggest success of all was Pat's skimpy black costume. The male customers could hardly keep their eyes off her tall dazzling figure.
Shortly after midnight Brock signaled her to come out in the hallway and talk to him. Pat hurried up to where her darkly handsome boss was waiting and said breathlessly, "What is it, Brock? I hope I'm doing everything all right."
"You're doing great, honey," he said, giving her a friendly pat on the butt. "I've been watching you off and on, and you're just fine. I just wanted to ask you to come aver to my place when you get off work."
Pat stared at him. She wasn't sure what his motives were, real affection or plain old-fashioned lust. She wanted so much for Brock to fall in love with her, the way she was falling for him. She decided to take a chance. No matter what his motives, the more time she spent with him, the better. She wanted this man for her husband, not only because he attracted her but because he could guarantee financial security for her and Trish.
"All right, Brock," Pat said, blushing slightly. "I'll be finished around two o'clock."
"I'll be waiting," he said.
After the club closed for the night, Brock had Pat follow him in her car to the luxurious high-rise apartment where he lived. Pat was even more impressed, by his wealth when she discovered that he had the penthouse apartment. It was lavishly furnished and had a spectacular view of the city. Yes, indeed, it would be great to be married to this man!
"Drink, Pat?" Brock said, heading for a built-in bar in his thickly-carpeted living room.
"Yes, thank you," Pat said, lolling on the couch. "I could really use a drink. I'm exhausted."
"Yeah, I imagine your first night was pretty rough," Brock said as he expertly concocted a pitcher of martinis. "But it'll get easier. You're good at the work. I bet you made a bundle in tips tonight."
"I certainly did," Pat said wonderingly. "Oh, Brock, I'm so glad I had the nerve to quit my old job and take this one. Trish and I will be much better off."
She saw a strange expression flit over his face when she mentioned her daughter's name. He recovered quickly, though, and said, "What's your daughter like, Pat? A pretty nice kid?"
"Oh, yes," Pat said, smiling fondly. "She doesn't look at all like me – she takes after her father, blonde hair and blue eyes. But she's a wonderful girl, Brock."
"I can imagine," he muttered.
He brought the pitcher of martinis and a couple of glasses over to the couch, and they sipped their drinks and chatted. But Brock was clearly impatient. He kept moving closer to Pat, till finally their thighs were touching. She could happily have gone on just talking with him, getting to know him better, but she understood that Brock wanted sex.
"You're the best-looking girl at the place," he said. "I'm really turned on to you, Pat."
"Why, thank you, Brock," she said, blushing modestly. "I'm very fond of you, too."
She might not have been so enthusiastic, had she known that just a few hours earlier he'd used the same words to her daughter and then taken the girl's virginity. But Pat didn't even know that Trish was working at the club. She basked in Brock's attention and didn't protest when he leaned over to kiss her.
No, far from protesting, Pat felt instant excitement as his hard hungry mouth forced her lips apart and his slick hot tongue glided into her mouth. It had been far too long since she'd had any sex life at all, and she couldn't help feeling lusty around her handsome employer. She melted against him and allowed him to tongue-kiss her deeply. Already she could feel her pussy moistening and swelling up with need.
Pat was wearing her sensible white cotton blouse and tweed skirt, but they didn't hamper Brock in the least. His hands seemed to be everywhere at once, creeping up her skirt to feel her warm silky thighs, sneaking inside her blouse to touch the tightly-packed cones of her bra. Pat didn't mind in the least. She looked forward to a delicious night of love-making with the man of her dreams.
"Let's go in the bedroom," Brock whispered.
Pat nodded shyly. He got up, took her hand, and led her down a long hall to his bedroom. It was as spectacular as the rest of the apartment, with a deep wall-to-wall carpet, a huge picture window overlooking the city, and a king-size bed covered in white fur. Once again Pat thought how wonderful it would be to be his wife.
Brock lounged on the bed and said lazily, "Undress for me, baby. Do it slow. Give me a little show."
Pat blushed again. She was an old-fashioned girl when it came to sex, and she wasn't wed to anything exotic or kinky. But she was so determined to win Brock's love that she was ready to do anything to please him. She stood in the center of the room, where he could see her well, and began to unbutton her blouse.
Brock watched her lazily yet lustily, following her every movement. As she removed her prim white blouse, he focused hotly on her fully-packed and straining little white bra. Pat kicked off her shoes and unzipped her skirt. The skirt fell to the floor and she stepped out of it, wearing just her white lace bra and matching bikini panties. Brock ogled her beautiful tall body.
"Tell me something," he said. "You ever make it with anybody but your old man?"
"Not till you came along," Pat replied, going red with embarrassment.
"And you're thirty-eight years old," Brock said wonderingly. "Jesus, that's really something in this day and age. I mean practically everybody plays around. Didn't you ever want other guys, when you were with your husband?"
"No," Pat answered truthfully. She'd been deeply in love with John the whole thirteen years of their marriage and had never even dreamed of cheating on him.
"Fantastic," Brock said with a chuckle. "He must have been quite a guy."
"He was," Pat said a little sadly. "But the main thing is, Brock, I believe in marriage and in being faithful. If I'm with a certain man, I don't pay any attention to other men."
She hoped Brock would get the point – that she'd make an excellent wife. But he just smiled, as if he found her ideas amusing. She reached around and unhooked her bra. As she slowly drew off the dainty garment, Brock's dark eyes glowed lustily. She dropped the bra to the floor, and her lovely large round breasts wobbled into their natural thrust.
"Great tits," Brock sighed.
Pat reddened, wishing his language could be a little more delicate. But at least he was attracted to her. She began to inch down her panties, slowly and teasingly, and he watched intently. Her round full breasts quivered slightly as she moved, the little rosy-red nipples dancing.
On impulse Pat swung around and presented him with her back. She drew her white lace panties down over the perfect little rounds of her ass and let Brock gawk for a moment. Then she turned to face him again and slipped the panties down over the glossy coal-black fur of her muff. The panties slithered down her legs, and she stepped out of them.
"God damn," Brock sighed, "you are beautiful. Is your daughter as pretty as you?"
"Prettier," Pat said.
"Bet she isn't," Brock ginned.
"Well, maybe some day you'll find out," Pat said.
She didn't see Brock's wicked grin because she was turning, walking around to the side of the bed. She lay down and looked at Brock, who began undressing in a lazy, leisurely way, as if they had all the time in the world. Pat's heart pounded as he drew off his shirt and revealed his tan chest which was lean, hard and matted with black hairs.
Everything about him excited her. It had been that way with John, too. Pat remembered vividly how her husband's body had aroused her, how she could get hot and horny from just watching him take off his clothes. She had that same melting and glowing sensation in her pussy when she watched Brock, that same mounting lust.
Brock finally got down to removing his pants, and as he did so, Pat noticed that he wasn't wearing shorts. It struck her as odd, since he'd been wearing shorts earlier in the day. But maybe a wealthy man like Brock Spalding could afford to change whenever he wanted. In any case, her main interest now wasn't in his clothes. It was in his cock.
He didn't disappoint her. As he let down his pants, Pat saw that his prick was stiff and swollen, hugging his belly tightly. She felt an instant burst of hot sticky juice from her cunt. She could hardly wait to take that thick seven-inch pole of flesh. She hungrily eyed the bulbous purple head of his prick which was leaking bright little droplets of cream. He rolled over next to her, naked, and Pat sighed and opened her legs, showing him the rich scarlet flesh of her pussy and its dainty fringe of raven-black curls. "Make love to me, Brock," she sighed.
"That's what we're here for," he chuckled, "but there's no big rush. Let's fool around a little first, okay?"
"Okay," Pat agreed shyly.
She didn't know just what he meant by "fooling around". Maybe some kissing and fondling? It didn't matter, as long as she was with him. Brock moved right up next to her and cupped the hot heavy globes of her jugs. Gently but steadily he molded and squeezed the silky flesh, and Pat purred with sensual satisfaction.
As Brock ran his thumbs over her dainty red nipples, coaxing them into stiffness, he said wonderingly, "I just can't understand how you could go five years without getting laid."
Pat blushed and said, "I can't, either, not now. But at least I can make up for lost time."
Brock grinned, released her hot heavy tits, and began pushing her thighs apart. Thinking he was ready to ball her, Pat cooperated, spreading her long lovely legs very wide and drawing them back at the knees. Brock studied the ripe red flesh of her gash, grinning lustily. Pat quivered with horny longing, dying for the first hard deep thrust of his big swollen dick.
Brock moved over to kneel between her widely-spread legs, and Pat moaned softly, waiting to feel his thick cock-meat gliding into her eager juicy box. But to her astonishment, Brock instead dipped his face right into her steamy little snatch, his hot moist breath fanning her clit and cunt.
"Brock," she gasped, "what are you doing?"
He gave a muffled laugh, then raised his head briefly and said, "I'm gonna eat your pussy, baby. Hasn't anybody ever gone down on you before?"
"No," Pat said, blushing furiously. "That's something John and I never did."
"Well, I guarantee you're gonna dig it," Brock laughed.
Pat wasn't so sure about that. She and John had had a wonderful sex life, but they'd never done anything kinky. It just never occurred to them. She didn't know how she'd feel about a man putting his face in her pussy, and she stiffened nervously as Brock once more dipped his head and breathed hotly on her delicate red slit.
Then suddenly she experienced the most delicious sensation of her life. She glanced down in wonder and saw that Brock's bright red tongue was flicking swiftly back and forth on the moist little lump of her clit. It felt fantastically good. Pat no longer cared if it was kinky or not – she loved it. She flopped back on the bed, limp and submissive, moaning softly as his stroking, flicking tongue teased the highly sensitive bud of her clit.
"Ohhhhh, Brock, that's marvelous," she whimpered. "Yes, yes, I just love it."
Another muffled laugh from Brock – but he kept right on licking her hot little love-bud, making dizzying sensations of pleasure sear and melt through her pussy. Pat simply couldn't control herself. She moaned and whimpered and began to cream a steady river of thick hot cream that moistened his face.
Now she wished that she and John had been a little more adventurous in bed. They could have had a marvelous time going down on each other. Fucking was fantastic fun, of course, but in some ways it was even more delicious to feel a man's hot slick tongue tickling and lashing in her horny little pussy.
Brock's stiff slick tongue-tip pressed more firmly against the quivering horny lump of her clit, then began to lash briskly. Pat gave a loud hoarse moan. Never had she felt anything as good as this. Her steamy cunt cream gushed out to soak Brock's face, but he didn't seem to mind. He just kept licking her clit hungrily, making a loud lewd slurping noise.
"Oh, my God, Brock, that's so good," Pat wailed.
She knew she wasn't being her usual shy, modest self, but she simply couldn't find the self-control to resist Brock's expert pussy-eating. Now he pressed his lips against her soaked throbbing joy button and slowly drew the tiny scarlet lump into his mouth. Pat held her breath, quivering with pleasure, then cried out shrilly as he started to suck her clit.
"Eeeeee," she wailed.
Brock slipped his hands under her little round ass and pulled her pussy up tight against his mouth. He sucked furiously on her red-hot little clit, and her whole body seemed to melt with pleasure. She kept her legs wide open and drawn back, giving him room to work. Soon she was panting and clawing the bedspread.
"Oh, God, Brock," Pat whined. "I don't think I can stand it. It's too good. Oh, ohhhhh, I think I'm going to come. OHHHHH, YES."
Pat was taken by surprise when the powerful orgasm shook her body. She hadn't even known a woman could come from having her pussy eaten. But there certainly was no doubt in her mind now, not with those body-wracking convulsions of pleasure. Brock just kept right on sucking her clit, making her climax even more intense.
"My God, Brock," Pat finally sighed, "that was the most wonderful thing I've ever felt."
"It's gonna get even better, baby," he said, briefly raising his leering cream-soaked face. "I'm gonna make you come all night."
Pat certainly had no objections to that. As Brock once more dived for her pussy, she began to realize how really limited her and John's love-making had been. It had been wonderful, yes, and she'd been totally content with it, but there was a whole world of sex which she and John hadn't even explored. With Brock she was discovering just how wild and kinky and fulfilling sex could be.
This time Brock left her clit alone and licked lower in her steamy little snatch, tickling and probing the plump red lips of her pussy, then rimming the drooling little mouth of her cunt. Pat whined with horny excitement and kept her long legs wide open for him, eager to experience everything he did with his expert tongue.
"Ummmmm," she moaned, "ummmm."
Then she felt his stiff wet tongue-tip creeping right into her tight little cunt-mouth. She couldn't believe he'd actually put his tongue up her box, yet at the same time she urgently wanted him to do it. It was so wicked, so exciting. To her delight, Brock did just what she wanted, suddenly thrusting his thick wet tongue clear to the root in her red-hot little cunt.
"Ahhhhh, yes," Pat wailed, "put your tongue in meeee. Oh, Brock, darling, that feels fantastic."
She wasn't exaggerating in the least. His fat long tongue stuffed her horny little twat deliciously, and she creamed all around it, helplessly, heavily. Brock began to use his tongue like a cock, jerking it swiftly up and down in her slick little box, fucking her with it. Pat whined blissfully and clawed the bed.
"I love it, I love it," she babbled. "Yes, yes, darling, fuck me with your tongue."
Her naughty words seemed to excite Brock, for he started jerking his tongue faster and faster in her seething little hole. The pleasure was almost more than Pat could bear. She arched her body up sharply, taking his probing tongue as deep as possible into her wildly horny box. In seconds she began to come, wailing and writhing with her second orgasm of the night.
"Ooooooh," she cried. "Ahhhhh."
Brock worked his tongue furiously in her convulsing gripping cunt until her spasms finally died away. Then, while Pat was still sighing and gasping for breath, he rolled her over onto her hands and knees. Dizzily she cooperated, realizing that he wanted to fuck her from behind. She raised her pert little ass high in the air.
"Oh, God," she gasped.
Brock was pushing into her hard, mercilessly shoving his thick cock-meat clear to her womb in one big thrust. He gripped her slim hips to steady himself and then started sawing away savagely, reaming and stuffing her tight little box again and again. It was a rough, almost brutal fuck, but Pat loved every second of it. She needed this kind of furious fast balling to make up for her long years without a man.
"Yes, Brock, yes," she panted, "do it to me, fuck me. Yes, yes, I need it so much."
"I bet you do, lady," he panted, "after all those years alone. Like I said, I'm gonna keep you coming all night."
Pat's pretty face twisted with a horny leer.
Ordinarily she was a modest and quiet woman, but tonight she was pulling out all the stops, throwing caution to the winds. She let herself go completely, wailing and clawing and moaning as she blissfully took the repeated hard thrusts of his dick. This time she wasn't surprised when the blasting pleasure of an orgasm ripped through her body.
"I'm coming," she whined. "Oh, my God, yes, I'm coming."
Brock slammed his cock even harder and faster in her gripping searing-hot box as she came. Pat almost blacked out, it felt so good. When the delicious climax finally ended, she waited for Brock to come. But to her complete surprise, he suddenly whipped his cream-drenched dick out of her.
"But Brock," she panted, "you didn't get off yet."
"I will," he gasped, "but not that way."
He rolled Pat over onto her back, then leaped up to straddle her chest, his slim hard ass just grazing her big heaving tits. Pat didn't have the slightest idea what he was trying to do – not until he pressed the creaming purple head of his dick against her lips. Then she blushed deeply.
"Suck it," he panted. "Hurry, baby, suck me off."
Pat had never taken a cock in her mouth before. She didn't know how, and she didn't know if she'd even like it. But her only thought was to please Brock, so she reluctantly opened her lips and let him slide his huge hard cock over her tongue. He pushed till the knobby head was butting her throat and his full-packed hot balls rubbed her chin.
"Suck my dick," he whined, "suck it hard." Pat obeyed, even though her lips were stretched nearly to bursting. She took her cue from his words, sucking as hard and fast as she could on his stiff throbbing prick. Almost at once she knew she was going to get off on cock-sucking. She dug the sensation of sucking his silky-skinned cock, loved the light salty taste of his dribbling prick-cream.
"Yeah, yeah, that's it," Brock whined, his dark face twisted in a horny leer. "Yeah, baby, suck that meat."
Pat dutifully sucked away, applying hard swift pleasure to his oozing stiff cock. Brock's eyes rolled wildly, and then he gave a long hoarse moan and began jerking his cock frantically back and forth over her hot slick little tongue. Pat felt a huge blast of hot wet juice filling her mouth and throat. She was surprised and a little shocked – she hadn't expected him to come in her mouth. But she dutifully swallowed the whole steamy-hot load of his jism.
"You're a fantastic piece of ass, honey," he told her later as they got dressed. "I think you and I are gonna get along just fine."
Pat had those words to comfort her as she drove home, but she couldn't help feeling ashamed and guilty about the wanton way she'd behaved with Brock. Yet what choice did she have if she wanted to keep her job and win the affection of her boss? She felt committed to pleasing Brock, to doing anything he asked of her.
At home she peeked into Trish's room and saw that the girl was sleeping soundly. Pat breathed a sigh of relief. She felt so glad that her pretty little daughter would never have to go through what her mother was experiencing, that Trish would never have to endure guilt and humiliation to keep a job and win a man.
"I'll make everything just right for you, sweetheart," she whispered to the sleeping girl, "just as soon as Brock and I are married…"



CHAPTER FOUR


The next morning Trish crept into the Tango Club by the back entrance, wanting to make sure her mother didn't see her. An encounter with Pat would blow everything. Trish loved her new job. The work wasn't all that hard, she got to wear that adorable little pink costume, and best of all, she could be near Brock Spalding.
When she arrived for her second night of work, Brock was right there in the kitchen talking to the chef. "Hi there, gorgeous," he said to Trish, giving her a little pat on the ass.
"Hello, Brock," the girl said shyly.
She hurried off to the employee's bathroom to change into her costume. Her heart was pounding. No doubt about it, she was getting a heavy crush on the handsome owner of the Tango Club. She couldn't help fantasizing about how great it would be if Brock returned her affection, how glamorous it would be if they were married.
But Brock Spalding had something much more concrete on his mind. When Trish returned to the kitchen, looking delectable in her skimpy skin-tight costume, Brock maneuvered her into a corner where no one could overhear them. Again Trish's heart fluttered as the sexy dark-haired club owner spoke to her.
"Honey, I'd like you to come to my office as soon as you're finished working tonight," he said with a grin.
"Oh, gosh, I hope I'm not doing anything wrong," Trish said. "It's only my second night, Brock. I'm trying hard, I really am."
Brock tilted her chin up and gave her a little peck on the nose. "Your work's fine, baby," he said. "I just want to be alone with you, you dig?"
Trish blushed furiously. After a night of reflection, she knew she'd gone way too far with Brock when they made love. She knew a girl wasn't supposed to sacrifice her virginity to a near stranger. But something about the man made her unable to resist him. She felt, that hot excitement in her pussy again.
"All right, Brock," she said meekly, "I'll be there."
He went off smiling. Trish didn't know it, and neither did Pat, but Brock Spalding was having the sexual adventure of his life. He'd been around, he'd had all kinds of women; but never before had he fucked a mother and daughter. It blew his mind. And he meant to make the most of the situation, knowing both women were infatuated with him.
Trish worked at clearing away dishes in the dining room for several hours. She didn't work as long as Pat did, arriving later and leaving earlier in order to avoid running into her mother. By midnight her work was over. She changed back into her jeans and jersey, then nervously made her way to Brock's office.
Brock was at his desk, taking a phone call, and he signaled Trish to sit and wait. She perched anxiously on the edge of the leather couch, wondering exactly what Brock wanted of her. He'd said he wanted to be alone with her. Surely that meant that he cared for her? Trish prayed it was true. She wanted so much to have him fall in love with her.
Finally Brock hung up and grinned at her. "How'd the work go tonight?" he said. "I hope you're not too tired."
"Oh, it went fine, Brock," Trish said hastily. "I'm not tired at all."
"Good," he said, getting up from behind his desk. "Why don't you take off your clothes, baby, and we'll have a little fun together."
Trish hung her head. Now she understood all too well that he wanted to ball her, but she just didn't know if it was right. She knew her mother would have been horrified – but did Pat always know best? Trish wanted Brock urgently, plus there was always the chance that her cooperation would lead to marriage, to all the wealth and security that she and Pat would ever need.
When Trish didn't reply, Brock stepped up close to her and said, "Hey, what's the matter, honey? You change your mind about the job?"
"Oh, no, Brock," the girl said quickly. "I love working here."
"Well, then, you better get undressed," he said, "because I don't have all night. You remember what I said, Trish – if you're gonna work here, you gotta please the boss."
Trish felt a little annoyed at the way he ordered her around, but at least his little speech had helped her make up her mind. It was either ball the boss or lose her job, and she had no intention of leaving the Tango Club. It offered her too much-good wages and the chance to know Brock Spalding a lot better. She'd just have to forget about what her mother might think.
"All right, Brock," Trish said, blushing slightly.
She kicked off her sneakers and then pulled off her tight little jersey. Standing nearby, Brock began to undress, too, but he never took his eyes off her adorable figure. Trish removed her bra, and he ogled her superb round little tits and their tiny pink nipples. Then the girl unzipped her jeans and skinned out of them.
In just her little blue lace panties, Trish was a sight calculated to drive any man wild. Brock still thought she wasn't as spectacularly beautiful as her mother, but she was certainly a sexy and lovely little chick. He watched hungrily as the girl slipped out of her panties, revealing the delicate golden muff of her bush.
"There, Brock," she sighed. "Now what do you want me to do?"
Brock grinned smugly. He just couldn't help it. He knew now that he had both mother and daughter in his power, that the two women would do anything in the world to please him. Of course neither had any idea that the other was in love with him. He could use both women to his heart's content, both Pat's stunning beauty and Trish's delicious youth.
"You just lie down and get comfortable, doll," he said. "I'll be right with you."
Obediently Trish lay down on the leather couch and waited for Brock to finish taking off his clothes. She felt nervous, knowing she was doing something wicked and daring, but at the same time she felt that strange new sensation of horniness – a hot glowing and melting sensation in her young pussy. She had to admit to herself that she urgently wanted Brock to fuck her.
The petite blonde teenager watched with growing excitement as Brock removed his shirt and revealed his hard lean hair-matted chest. She got even more excited when he skinned out of his pants and shorts. His big cock was just as stiff and swollen as yesterday. The pale blue-veined pole of flesh hugged his belly, the big purple head leaking bright bubbles of prick-juice.
"Did you have fun with me yesterday, honey?" Brock asked.
"Yes." Trish admitted. "I really did, Brock."
"Well, we're gonna have even more fun tonight," he said with a broad grin. "I'm gonna teach you something new."
Trish trembled nervously as her handsome black-hated boss eased onto the couch beside her. She wanted him, yes, but it was only her second experience of love-making and she dreaded doing anything clumsy. Brock drew her into his arms and kissed her, and the press of their naked bodies was like a delicious electric shock. Trish purred with pleasure and allowed him to ream her mouth with his thick wet tongue.
"Ummmmm," she murmured.
It was so exciting, she forgot all about her mother, all about the difference between right and wrong. Her naked tits rubbed against the rough hairs of his chest, her tiny pink nipples pleasantly tickled. Her little golden muff rubbed the rigid line of his stiff cock, and she felt her young slit getting more hot and wet and swollen by the second.
Brock slid his hand into her crotch and gently rubbed the tiny hot button of her clit. "You got off on that yesterday, didn't you, doll?" he said huskily.
"Ummmmm, yes," Trish sighed. "It felt so good when you touched me there, Brock."
"Well, tonight it's gonna feel even better," he said, "because I'm not gonna use my fingers."
Trish didn't have any idea what he was talking about, not even when he gently spread her shapely little legs and knelt between them. She trembled, thinking he was about to fuck her. She remembered vividly how exciting it had felt to have his hugely thick cock easing into her tight little cunt. She waited to feel it again.
But Brock surprised her. Instead of putting his cock into her, he dipped his head down into her steamy little slit. Trish felt the tickle of his hair on her inner thighs and then his scalding-hot moist breath fanning her pussy. She blushed furiously, wondering why he'd want to do a thing like that. Did he just want a much closer look at her naked gash?
"Oh, my gosh," Trish gasped.
Suddenly she was experiencing the most devastating jay of her young life. She glanced down and saw Brock's gleaming red tongue lashing hungrily back and forth over the bright little dot of her clit. It seemed such a weird thing to do, and yet she couldn't deny how great it felt. Helplessly she moaned and let her legs fall wider open.
"Oh, Brock," she whined, "fantastic. What are you doing?"
He chuckled and said, "Eating your pussy, honey. I told you you'd dig it."
Trish didn't just dig it, she adored it. She lay there making a helplessly horny gurgling noise and let her slim legs fall wide open, her whole young body melting with pleasure as Brock licked her clit. She couldn't help it, she just loved the feel of his tongue on her supersensitive little joy button. Her tiny cunt began to cream hotly, heavily.
Although Pat had told her all the facts of life, she'd never described the different ways of love-making. Of course Trish knew about hugging and kissing and petting and fucking, but she hadn't heard a thing about oral sex. She didn't know if it was right or wrong for Brock to lick her slit – she only knew that it felt marvelous and that she never wanted him to stop.
As his tongue lashed faster and faster over the tender red lump of her clit, she cried, "Oooooo, yes, Brock, just keep doing that, please. Eat my pussy, yessss."
Brock went on tongue-lashing her hot little love-bud, but he also seized a moment to glance at the panting, moaning girl, glorying in his power over her. Trish was clearly thrilled out of her mind. Her pretty little face was flushed with horny pleasure, her big blue eyes rolling wildly, her little pink tongue darting out to lick her lips. It was super-exciting to Brock that he could turn her on like that.
"I love it, I love it," the girl babbled.
Brock decided to make it even better for her. He slipped his hands under her pert little ass and pulled her up tight against his mouth, his lips pressing firmly against the soaked hot lump of her clit. He began to suck the tiny hot button, and Trish went wild with delight, bucking and squealing and creaming hot sticky cunt-cream all over his face. His sucking excited her even more than his licking.
"Oooooo," the girl squealed, "Oooooo, YES."
Brock hungrily ate her pussy, sucking fast and hard on the tasty red bud of her clit. He was getting hotly aroused, but not too aroused to make comparisons. He studied Trish's light pink slit and compared it with the rich red of Pat's pussy. The girl's rosy-pink gash was encircled with fine golden curls, while Pat's pussy was fringed with glossy black hairs. He couldn't decide which slit was more lovely – but then it didn't matter because he could have them both.
He sucked even more loudly and hungrily on the girl's hot squirting clit, and Trish moaned, "Oh, Brock, I'm getting that weird feeling again. I think I'm coming. Ohhhhh, wow, yes."
Brock almost came himself, rubbing his swollen dick eagerly against the leather couch seat as he watched the lovely teenager in climax. Trish's whole body flushed a mottled pink, and she bucked and writhed with dizzying pleasure. She squealed shrilly as the orgasm overtook her, and her hot sticky cunt-juice spewed out to soak Brock's face. Finally her spasms passed, and she looked down at him, amazed, panting.
"Oh, wow, that was fantastic, Brock," she sighed. "How do you do that?"
"That's classified information," he laughed. "But I'm glad you got off on it, honey. Now here's something else I know you'll like."
Once again he burrowed into the girl's creamy fragrant little slit, stuck out his tongue, and began licking. He gave her red-hot clit just a teasing stroke, then tongued lower, exploring the hot folds of her little pink pussylips, rimming the length of her near-virgin cunt. Trish responded as before, with moans and sighs and the steady helpless creaming of her tiny twat.
"Oh, Brock," she wailed. "Too much."
What he was doing seemed so wicked, so weird, and yet so irresistibly exciting. Irish felt his thick wet tongue gliding slowly into her tiny tight cunt, gradually stuffing her horny little box. He pushed in clear to the root of his tongue and managed to tickle her womb. Trish almost fainted with lusty excitement. Her eager twat tightened around his tongue, wanting it to stay inside her forever.
"Ummmmm, yesss," she gasped, "I love your tongue in meeeee."
Then he began to jerk his thick wet tongue rapidly up and down in her searing-hot squeezing box. It felt like a slippery little cock, and Trish responded with shrill cries of joy. She'd long forgotten her mother and her conscience. She'd blotted out everything but the fantastic pleasure of having her pussy eaten.
"Oh, yes, Brock, YES," she wailed, "keep moving your tongue in me. Make me come again."
She was so hotly aroused that it didn't take long for him to carry out her request. A few more rough plunges of his big tongue in her tiny tight box, and Trish was wailing with the dizzying pleasure of a second climax. Again Brock damned near came right along with her. Her box was exquisitely tight around his tongue, reminding him how great it was going to be to fuck her.
But he managed to hold out, tonguing steadily, roughly, in her gripping wet twat until her climax was over. Then he raised his head and wiped away her sticky cream from his face. He got out from between her legs and stretched out on his back. His hugely swollen dick wagged and weaved lewdly, pointing at the ceiling. Trish's big blue eyes focused shyly yet longingly on his swollen meat.
"Now it's your turn to play with me, honey," Brock said hoarsely. "I'll tell you what to do."
"All right, Brock," Trish said, shyly yet eagerly. "Sit on me," he commanded. "Put my cock in." Trish had never heard of any way of fucking except for the man to be on top, but she eagerly cooperated. Brock's expert pussy-eating had made her wild for more experience, more pleasure. She straddled his lap and brought her soaked little cunt-mouth down to touch the hugely-swollen purple head of his cock. She pushed, but his fat cock-head seemed too big to go in.
"You just sit there, honey," Brock panted, "and I'll do the rest."
Trish nodded nervously, like yesterday, she was horny as hell yet afraid that his thick seven-inch prick would hurt her. But Brock was gentle, very slowly easing his swollen hard meat up her tiny tender twat. Trish whined with pleasure as she felt her aroused cunt being slowly stuffed with his stiff throbbing dick.
Brock was just as excited as Trish. He'd chosen that position, with the girl sifting on him, so he could watch his own thick pale meat slowly disappearing between her little pink cunt-lips, slowly filling up that deliciously-tight box which had been virgin just twenty-four hours before. He had to grit his teeth to keep from coming. He'd never fucked a cunt so wonderfully tight yet juicy and hot.
"Oooooo, Brock, I love it," Trish gasped. "Your cock feels so great in me."
Remarks like that didn't help his effort not to come, so Brock got down to business. No sooner had his fat hard cock-head touched her womb than he began balling her fast and hard. Trish gasped, and then her big blue eyes rolled back in her head. He felt the scalding spurt of her cunt-juice all round his slamming dick, and he knew he wasn't being too rough.
Trish's hoarse words confirmed it. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she babbled.
Brock's idea was to repeat the scene he'd had with her mother, to bring her off in every possible way. He'd eaten Pat's pussy, then fucked her, and he was doing the same with Trish. Again he marveled at how much alike the mother and daughter were, though their appearance was so different. Trish had her mother's nature, modesty concealing passion like Pat, she had lost her modesty when she was hotly aroused.
"Oh, God, Brock, it's sogood," she whined.
Brock gave a few more hard thrusts of his cock, and then she was coming, her steamy cunt-cream boiling around his dick, overflowing her stuffed little box, spewing out to soak his balls and belly. Her tiny teenage twat gripped his meat fiercely, and again he almost came. But he managed to keep balling her stiffly, steadily, until her spasms died any.
Then he rolled the gasping girl off him and lay on his back, his stiff cream-soaked prick standing straight up. He seized Trish's hot little hand and laid it on the hard throbbing stalk of his cock. Shyly yet eagerly the girl began to pet his big stiff dick, running her fingers up and down the hot silky-skinned meat. Brock prepared for the final delicious phase of their love-making.
"You dig playing with my cock, honey?" he sighed.
"Yeah," Trish giggled, "it's fun."
"Then why don't you get me off like I did you?" Brock said. "Don't just use your hands."
Trish gawked at him, them blushed hotly. She understood that he wanted her to use her mouth and tongue on his cock, just the way he'd eaten her pussy. It seemed fair, but it also seemed weird and kinky. She'd never heard of a thing like that, she didn't know how to do it. Yet more than anything in the world, she wanted to please the man, to make him love her.
Still blushing, Trish knelt beside him, bent down, and curled her fingers around the red-hot throbbing pole of his prick. She brought the fat purple head to her lips, then stuck out her little wet pink tongue. Timidly, using just the very tip of her hot little tongue, she began to lick his drooling cock-head.
"Yeah, that's the way, baby," Brock sighed.
Trish saw she had no reason to be afraid. His cock-juice tasted good, and she got off on licking him. Soon she grew bolder, lashing his fat purple cock-head faster and faster with her hot little tongue. She licked up and down the hard hot pole, making his whole prick gleam with her spit. Brock grinned in lusty ecstasy as he watched the lovely blonde teenager licking his meat.
"Play with my balls, too, baby," he said. "Tickle them, squeeze them."
Trish was only too eager to obey. She was dying of curiosity about cocks and balls. She slipped her free hand under his swollen rosy nut sacs and began to tickle and gently squeeze the hot silky bags. More tasty cock-juice bubbled from his swollen purple knob, and she lapped it up eagerly. Brock quivered with horny delight.
"Now take my cock in your mouth," he instructed hoarsely. "Take it in as far as you can. Suck on it."
Trish obeyed. She wasn't too wild about the idea, but she'd do anything to please Brock. She stuffed his swollen dick into her little mouth and managed to take in half its length. She started to suck on his cock, gently and shyly at first, then with growing speed and pressure and eagerness. She knew right away that she was going to enjoy cock-sucking.
"Yeah, baby, yeah," Brock panted. "Just keep doing that. It feels great."
Trish was pleased that he liked what she was doing, and she sucked even harder and faster. His cock-juice dribbled out onto her tongue, and he panted and moaned. Then all of a sudden Brock whined, jerked his hips, and shot her mouth full of hot tasty come. Trish hadn't been expecting the steamy blast, but she swallowed it eagerly, getting every last drop, till at last his cock went limp and slipped from her mouth.
"That was great, honey," Brock said, giving her a squeeze. "But now you better get dressed and hurry home before your mother gets there."
Trish looked at the wall clock and gasped – it was one-thirty, and she'd barely have time to get home before Pat finished work. She dressed and raced out of the office, her satisfied pussy still glowing and wet. She felt sure Brock had enjoyed their fucking as much as she had, and that made her feel proud and hopeful.
Sure, she was only eighteen, but that was no reason why Brock couldn't fall in love with her and marry her. She imagined the clothes, cars, jewels, and money she'd have as his wife. It would be fantastic. And best of all, her mother would never have to work again.
Trish giggled to herself as she walked home. "Wow, Mom," she whispered, "am I going to have a surprise for you!"



CHAPTER FIVE


The next morning over breakfast Pat eyed her daughter and said, "Honey, you look tired. I hope you haven't been staying up and watching television for all hours while I'm gone."
Trish reddened and stammered, "Oh, no, Mom. I just didn't sleep very well last night, that's all. No biggie."
"I hope not," Pat said sternly. "This is the first time I've ever left you on your own, and I'm trusting you to be adult about it."
"Don't worry, Mom." Trish sighed, "you can count on me."
The pretty blonde teenager thought of Brock Spalding and all he could do for her and her mother. It was just a matter of time, she hoped, before he'd fall for her and make her his wife. Then she could tell Pat the truth about how she was spending her summer. Then everything would be all right.
At the same time Pat was thinking of Brock, too. She knew he was impressed with her beauty and her hard work, but did he love her? She wanted so much for that to happen, not just for her own sake but for Trish's. Brock's wealth would solve a world of problems for the two women. It was just a matter of time.
What neither woman realized was that Brock Spalding's intentions were far from serious. At that very moment he was lounging behind his desk, talking on the phone, and his words would have shocked Pat and Trish. The darkly handsome club owner had a wicked grin on his face as he spoke into the phone.
"Ted, old buddy," Brock was saying, "I'm glad to hear you'll be in town a few days. Of course we'll have to get together – and this time I've got a real treat for you. You ever made it with a mother and a daughter?"
Brock paused, listened, then said, "That's right, I'm not shitting you. And they're both knockouts. I'll set the whole thing up, and I'll be over to your hotel around nine. Right, see you then, Ted. So long."
As soon as Pat reported for work that evening she was summoned do Brock's office. He had a strange smile on his face, Pat thought, but she couldn't interpret it.
"You won't be working the bar tonight, honey," Brock told her. "I need you for a special party. Just put on your costume and wait for me in my car."
"Yes, Brock," Pat said obediently.
She wondered what he had in mind. She didn't like that strange look on his face, and she had a vague sense that there was trouble ahead. Yet she was committed now to doing whatever might please him. She put on her skimpy black costume, threw her coat over it, and went to wait in Brock's flashy little black sports car.
He joined her a few minutes later and headed out into the late evening traffic. He still had that strange smile. "Brock," Pat said nervously, "just what is this all about? What do you mean by a special party? I'd like to have some idea of what I'm supposed to do."
"It's no big deal," Brock said, keeping his eyes on the traffic. "I just want you to meet a friend of mine and keep us company for a couple hours. This guy is an old buddy and he helps me a lot with business deals, so I want you to be real nice to him."
Pat frowned and kept silent. She didn't like the sound of things at all, but she was afraid of angering Brock by saying so. Presently he parked at the most expensive hotel in the city and escorted Pat to the top floor where they entered a lavish suite of rooms. In the living room sat a red-haired man of about thirty. When he saw Brock he jumped up, grinning.
"Brock, you old son of a gun," the man said, pumping Brock's hand. "It's been a long time. How are you?"
"I can't complain," Brock grinned. "The club is a big success. And here's one of the reasons – isn't she gorgeous? Pat Adams, I'd like you to meet my old friend Ted Grace."
Nervously Pat shook hands with the red-haired man. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and quite attractive, but there was something sinister about him. She didn't like the blatant way he swept his eyes over her tall lovely figure. Brock whisked her coat off her shoulders, and when Ted saw her in just her daring little club costume, his blue eyes widened appreciatively.
"Very very nice," he said with a grin. "You sure know how to pick 'em, Brock."
"Honey," Brock said to Pat, "there's a bar over in the corner. Why don't you fix us all a drink?"
Pat obeyed, and the two men sat down. She supposed that she was just to be a decoration for the evening, something nice to look at, someone to make an occasional drink. She really didn't like being used that way, but if Brock wanted it, she'd do it. Apparently it was very important for him to impress Ted Grace. He wanted to show off his power by having a lovely woman at his beck and call.
Pat delivered the drinks, and Brock said, "Fine, angel. Now take off your costume."
"Do what?" Pat squeaked.
Both men were grinning lewdly at her. "You heard me," Brock said. "Take off your costume. I want to give my old buddy something really fantastic to look at."
"Brock, surely you must be joking," Pat said anxiously.
His face darkened. "No, I'm not joking," he said, "and if you wanta keep your job, baby, you better do what I say and do it fast."
Though her mind was in turmoil, Pat didn't hesitate. It was either strip or lose Brock, and he was far too important for her future. Blushing hotly, the tall brunette kicked off her shoes and then pulled down the shoulder straps of her tiny costume. The men lounged in their chairs, sipping their drinks and grinning lustily as they watched her blushing strip act. Pat felt thoroughly mortified as she tugged the costume down to her waist and bared her magnificent big tits.
"Fantastic," Ted said, leaning forward in his chair.
He ogled the pale rounds of her big breasts, the satiny skin and rosy little nipples. Pat seethed with resentment, feeling like livestock about to be auctioned. She wondered why Brock would humiliate her like this. But she got no clue from his expression. He was grinning just as lustily as Ted.
"Take the rest of it off, honey," he said.
Pat sighed deeply and tugged down her costume the rest of the way. The tiny garment was too tight for her to wear underthings, so as the black costume slithered down her legs she was left totally naked. Ted licked his lips as he studied the glossy black triangle of her little bush. Pat kicked the costume away and stood there blushing hotly.
"Terrific," Ted said. "I never saw a more gorgeous chick. So when does the fun start?"
"Anytime you want, old buddy," Brock said, "just anytime you want."
"Well, there's no time like right now," Ted said.
Brock paused a moment, eyeing Pat's fantastic naked body and smiling mysteriously. Pat would have fainted with shock if she'd known what he was thinking. Brock had some pretty bizarre plans for entertaining himself and his buddy that night. They'd enjoy Pat's mature beauty, and later, after she'd left, they'd have fun with her teenage daughter. It was these kinky plans that accounted for Brock's odd smile.
"Honey," he said, "help Ted undress."
"What for?" Pat wailed.
Brock frowned. "Don't act so innocent, baby," he said coldly. "I didn't bring you along just to make drinks and look pretty. Ted's my old friend and business partner, and I want him to have fun while he's in the city. That's what you're here for – so get to it."
Pat turned pale. At last she understood what Brock had in mind – she'd been brought along to fuck his buddy. She felt angry and shocked, and for a moment she was tempted to just grab her coat and walk out. She was sincerely disillusioned with Brock. If he could do this to her, he couldn't possibly love her.
Yet she hesitated. Even if she couldn't win Brock's love, she might still have his name and his money. After all, her feelings weren't that important. It was Trish's future that counted. If Pat proved herself a real trooper, willing to go along with anything Brock wanted, she might still win the financial security she wanted for herself and her daughter.
"It's now or never, baby," Brock was saying. "Do what I told you, or lose your job."
Grimly Pat walked over to Ted, dropped to her knees, and started removing his shoes and socks. The two men grinned at each other, knowing they'd won. The gorgeous brunette obviously wasn't happy about what she was doing, but she wanted her job too much to disobey. She next removed Ted's shirt, exposing his broad chest with its mat of red hairs.
Then Ted stood up and Pat eyed his fly. Still on her knees, she reached up and started opening his pants. Her hands trembled. She hated what she was doing, and she despised Brock for forcing her into it. But if she kept thinking of Trish and all the things she wanted for her daughter, maybe she could go through with this kinky scene.
Ted wasn't wearing shorts. As Pat slipped down his pants, she saw his milky-white cock standing up stiffly, hugging his flat belly. It sprang from a coppery bush and was just about as big as Brock's prick. The swollen purple head of his dick was weeping little gleaming bubbles of juice.
As Ted stepped out of his pants, Pat said grimly, "All right, where's the bedroom?"
"We don't need a bed, doll," Ted chuckled. "Right here will do."
Pat glanced at Brock, who was sitting just a few feet away and grinning like a maniac. "Right HERE?" she said, blushing furiously. "But Brock is here."
"That's half the fun, baby," Brock laughed. "I get to watch."
Pat moaned. Things were going to be even worse than she'd thought. She felt mortified at the idea of fucking a perfect stranger, but it was even more humiliating to know that another person would be watching them. For a moment she didn't know if she could go through with it, and she swayed dizzily.
Ted caught her and lowered her to the thick soft rug. He threw himself onto her, and the electric contact of naked bodies gave Pat her first lusty sensation of the evening. But she quickly came back to her senses. No matter what it cost her, she wasn't going to fuck for an audience. She squealed in protest and pushed at Ted's powerful shoulders.
"No, I won't do it," she cried. "It just isn't right."
"Oh, Jesus," Brock snarled, "you're getting to be a pain in the ass, baby. If you won't put out voluntarily, we're just gonna have to force you."
He meant it. When Pat continued to scream and push at Ted's shoulders, Brock came over, knelt behind her, and held her shoulders down. With Ted lying on her legs, there was no way she could move. She watched in horror as Ted wedged his body between her thighs and pressed the hot hard head of his cock against her dry little cunt mouth.
"Oh, God, nooooo!" Pat wailed.
But there was nothing she could do to escape. The two men were much too strong for her. While Brock kept her pinned, Ted grunted lustily and pushed hard with his rigid seven-inch dick. Pat moaned hoarsely when she felt the huge knobby cock-head popping into the tiny tight mouth of her twat. The thick throbbing meat slowly stuffed her snug box till it was touching her womb.
"I'm in," Ted gasped. "I can take it from here." As he'd correctly guessed, Pat wasn't going to fight any longer. The damage was already done. His thick hot cock was fully into her, and Brock was squatting right there, watching and grinning lewdly. She couldn't possibly be any more humiliated than she already was. Pat sank back on the rug with a sigh of defeat.
"That's more like it, honey," Ted chuckled. "You just relax and let me ball you silly. You're gonna love it."
Pat doubted that. It seemed impossible to relax while the red-haired stranger fucked her and Brock watched. To pushed her long shapely legs wide open, then forced them back at the knees, fully exposing her lush red clit. That way both he and Brock could watch Ted's milky-pale cock slicing in and out between her plump red pussylips.
Ted began balling her in slow deep strokes, savoring her snug hot cunt. "Real tight box," he sighed happily.
"Yeah, she's a nice piece," Brock said, "when she isn't being pig-headed."
He sat down on the rug and concentrated on the action, his eyes glued to his buddy's big pale cock as it moved steadily in and out of Pat's gripping little cunt-hole. Pat could tell that Brock was getting off on every bit of it, not just from watching another couple fuck but from watching Pat's shame and humiliation. Brock Spalding was a sickie, all right. Why hadn't she noticed it before?
But she had more immediate things to worry about. Ted was balling her very slowly, moving his cock in deep, gliding it hard over her sensitive little clit. She couldn't help starting to enjoy that leisurely balling. All her years of loneliness had built up her lust to a point where even this stranger's cock felt nice.
She loved the slow but steady stuffing of her tight little twat, loved the way his hard silky meat rubbed against the horny little lump of her clit. She felt her long-starved pussy slowly going hot and wet and swollen, felt the treacherous juicing of her cunt. Her conscience didn't approve of what was happening, but her body had other ideas.
"Jesus, she's hot," Ted moaned.
Pat blushed deeply. Just as she'd feared, Ted could feel the lusty changes taking place in her pussy. He could feel her gripping twat starting to cream around his slow-probing dick. He could feel her whole slit getting puffy and steamy with arousal. Pat gritted her teeth and tried to blot out the deep pleasure of his fucking.
But Brock had to spoil things. He knew her all too well, dammit. "Ball her harder, faster," he eagerly urged his buddy. "I wanta see her get off."
Ted took his friend's advice. He suddenly started slamming his thick hard meat in Pat's tight little cunt-hole. Unprepared for the change of pace, she gasped and creamed hugely all around his jerking prick. It felt so damned good, she could hardly stifle her cries of bliss.
"I can feel it," Ted panted. "She's getting wet."
Brock just chuckled wickedly.
Pat felt totally humiliated. Damn Brock anyhow, he knew just how to get her hot and horny. His advice to Ted had been right on. That fast furious fucking was making her so horny she could have screamed. Her cunt was growing red-hot, gripping Ted's slamming cock harder and banter, and her fragrant twat-juice was boiling out to soak his slapping balls.
"Oh, God," Pat moaned.
"You're getting to her, old buddy," Brock laughed. "Just a little more. She loves it, but she's too proud to admit it."
"Christ, I just hope I can hold out," Ted moaned.
It wasn't easy for him to hold back his own climax as Pat's cunt grew ever tighter, hotter and more creamy. But it was a challenge for him to conquer this tall aloof woman, and he sawed away, gritting his teeth, trying to make her come. Brock felt the challenge, too, and he drew closer, watching eagerly.
"Come on, bitch," Brock hissed, "quit being phony. You know you dig my buddy's fucking. Let yourself go, for chrissake."
"Fuck you," Pat gasped.
She didn't ordinarily use rough language, but she was so angry at Brock that it just slipped out. She hated the way he was using her. And to make matters worse, she felt herself rising swiftly to the brink of orgasm. Ted's steadily sawing cock, stuffing her little box again and again, was making her unbearably lusty.
"Let me try something else," Ted panted. "I know what'll bring her off."
He put all his weight on Pat's tall lush body, so that his slamming cock rubbed again and again, over her sensitive little clit. That was her undoing. She just couldn't resist all that hot friction on her lusty little love-bud. She felt a body-wracking climax washing over her, and she couldn't make it stop.
"Ooooo," Pat wailed.
Her lovely body rocked and bucked as the orgasm ripped through her. Her coming was so violent that Ted was almost thrown off her spasming body. He grunted and dug his prick deep into her gushing little hole, and then Pat felt the hot blast of his come. They writhed together a few more moments, and then Ted pushed himself away, his limp wet dick slipping out of her.
"Fantastic piece of ass," he sighed, getting to his feet.
Pat closed her eyes and blushed deeply. She was so ashamed of herself for letting go like that, for behaving like a slut with this red-haired stranger. Brock had won his evil little game. He'd used her like a whore, and she'd behaved like one. She just thanked God that Trish would never have to know about this embarrassing evening.
"My turn," Brock said.
Pat's eyes snapped open, and to her horror she saw that Brock had stripped naked. He was standing over her, grinning, and his blue-veined seven-inch dick was swollen and ready, pointing up stiffly and leaking big hot bubbles of juice. Pat sobbed in disbelief. She'd never dreamed that she'd have to fuck BOTH men. She suddenly leaped to her feet and raced for the door.
"Hold it, bitch," Brock snapped.
He caught her by the wrist and easily dragged her back. Pat screamed and struggled. Brock managed to throw her over the arm of a chair, her legs dangling over the edge, her pert little ass stuck high in the air. Before she could move, Ted was there, holding her in place.
"That's it," Brock panted. "Just keep her like that till I'm in."
"Oh, noooo," Pat moaned.
But it was the same story all over again. She couldn't fight off two men. Ted held her draped over the chair arm while Brock got behind her and pressed the hot hard head of his cock against her tiny tight cunt mouth. She moaned in total humiliation as she felt his thick meat gliding into her.
"Yeah, do it to her, buddy," Ted panted. "Fuck that bitch good."
Just like Brock, Ted got off on watching another couple make it. Pat felt his hands getting hot and sweaty as he watched Brock's thick swollen cock gliding between her plump scarlet cunt-lips and sliding slowly up her hot little box. Again Pat felt anger and horror at being used this way, but it was too late to do anything about it. Brock's fat prick stuffed her completely, butting her tender womb.
Then he started to fuck her. He didn't do it slowly and leisurely like Ted. He knew her too well. He knew that the quickest way to get her aroused was to ball her fast and deep and hard. Pat gasped and gritted her teeth, trying to blot out the sudden dizzying pleasure of his fucking.
"Oh no, no, NO," she moaned.
"Come off it, baby," Brock panted. "I know you love it. I'll have you coming in no time."
That was exactly what Pat feared. She didn't want to disgrace herself a second time that evening by losing her self-control. Brock fucked her furiously, slamming his rigid meat again and again in her boiling little cunt, while Ted watched with a wicked grin. The noise of Brock's fucking got loud and lewd and wet.
"Ohhhh," Pat wailed, "Ohhhhh."
She heard the men chuckling as her hot arousal became obvious, but she couldn't hold back the stunning pleasure that melted her whole body. She'd been a fool to go five years without a man – now she couldn't even resist a man she despised. She felt a second blinding orgasm ripping through her belly.
"Ahhhhh," she screamed, "Yes."
Her lovely body rocked and writhed, and her clit tightened hungrily around Brock's slamming dick. He gave a yelp of sharp pleasure as he felt his cock deliciously squeezed and milked. Then he was coming right along with her, filling her red-hot little box with sizzling come. Pat was still writhing and moaning a moment later when Brock staggered back from her, his cock limp and dripping. He and Ted exchanged smug grins.
"Okay, baby, get dressed," Brock sighed. "I'll run you back to the club."
Pat felt too humiliated to speak. She quickly got into her costume, put on her coat, and silently accompanied Brock to his car. When he let her out at the club, he kissed her, but Pat felt nothing. She was still stunned by her own wanton behavior with Brock and his buddy.
The moment Pat was inside the building, Brock grinned and drove around to the service entrance in back. Leaving the motor running, he went in and found Trish cleaning off plates in the kitchen. Her innocent little face lit up at the sight of him.
"Time for a little break, honey," he told the girl. "I want you to come for a ride with me."



CHAPTER SIX


Trish grabbed her coat and followed Brock out to the car. She was thrilled that he'd asked her to come for a ride. Surely that meant he had more than an average interest in her. She felt very excited as Brock wheeled out into the late night traffic.
"Where are we going, Brock?" the pretty teenager asked.
"There's a friend of mine in town, Ted Grace," Brock said. "I want you to meet him. I'd like you to hang out with us, Trish, help us have a little party."
"Super," Trish chirped.
Now she really felt flattered. Of all the women working at the club, Brock had chosen her to help entertain his old friend. Trish practically ran and skipped as she accompanied Brock into the impressive hotel building and up to Ted's top-floor suite.
Ted himself answered the door and ushered them into the lavishly-decorated living room. Trish thought the red-haired man was quite attractive, though not of course as handsome as Brock. Under Brock's instructions she mixed all of them a drink and went to sit with the men.
"So you're Trish?" Ted said with a grin. "Brock's told me a lot about you."
"Thank you, sir," Trish said bashfully.
Had she been as observant as her mother, she would have noticed something odd about the men's smiles. "Hey, just call me Ted," the red-head chuckled. "I'm hoping we'll get to be real good friends, honey."
Trish just smiled, not having the slightest idea of his real meaning. Unlike Pat, she didn't pick up on the strange vibes in the room. And when Brock pulled her closer to him on the couch, she innocently snuggled up against him. She saw nothing wrong with Brock caressing her in front of Ted.
"How do you like these costumes I picked for my bus girls?" Brock said.
"Fantastic," Ted laughed. "No wonder guys keep coming back to your club."
Trish did look adorable in her tiny pink costume which showed the pert little globes of her ass, her tiny firm waist, and her pointed apple-size tits. She was a blonde and golden contrast to her raven-haired mother, such a delicious contrast that the two men could barely contain themselves. Brock had his arm around her, and he reached up and playfully squeezed one soft warm tit through her tight costume.
"Brock, you naughty thing," Trish giggled.
Her voice sounded strange in her own ears, and it didn't take her long to realize that she was getting a little drunk. She'd never touched alcohol before, and she'd been sipping her vodka and tonic like it was soda pop. No wonder she was giggling shrilly every time Brock squeezed her boob. But to Trish it was only a lark. She was having a good time.
"Honey," Brock said, "how would you like to earn an extra fifty bucks tonight?"
"Oh, wow, would I," Trish said eagerly. "What do you want me to do, Brock?"
"Take off your costume," he said, leering.
Trish stared at him, then giggled. "You mean sit here naked?" she said. "What would you want me to do that for?"
"Never mind our reasons, angel," Brock said. "Do you want the money?"
Trish debated for a moment. She certainly could use the fifty dollars for school clothes, but she was also pretty sure that it was wrong to take off her clothes in front of two men. Pat would have had a fit if she'd known. But then there was no chance of Pat finding out – she'd be hard at work at the club for the next few hours. Trish just couldn't resist the chance to earn all that spending money.
"Okay," she laughed, "but it sounds like a silly idea to me."
"We don't think it's silly at all, honey," Ted sighed.
Since the moment Trish stepped into the room Ted had been unable to keep his hungry eyes off her slim young body. Secretly he agreed with Brock that she didn't have her mother's stunning beauty, but she was certainly pretty enough. It was the lure of youth that drew him. Brock had confessed to popping her cherry just a few days ago. Ted got hotly excited when he imagined how tight her box would be.
But Brock had also warned him that they'd have to use different tactics with the daughter.
"Go ahead, baby," Ted, continued, "take off the costume. Give us poor old guys something nice to look at."
Trish grinned and kicked off her shoes. As she pulled down the thin shoulder straps of her tight pink costume, she was thinking of all the ways she could spend the fifty dollars Brock had promised her. She pulled the costume down to her waist and exposed the exquisite little globe of her firm young tits.
"Beautiful," Ted sighed, his eyes glued hotly to her delicate little pink nipples.
"Now take the rest of it off, honey," Brock said.
Trish quickly skinned out of her costume, letting it slither down her legs. The men ogled the adorable little golden puff of her bush. As she stooped to step out of the costume, they got a brief tantalizing glimpse of her pure pink slit with its fine fringe of golden curls.
"There," Trish chirped, tossing her discarded costume on a chair and standing before them naked. "Can I have the money now, Brock?"
Brock swallowed hard before answering. He'd forgotten how incredibly inviting Trish looked in her innocent nakedness. "Sure, honey," he said somewhat hoarsely, "you can have it now. But there may be a chance for you to earn more."
"Oh?" Trish said eagerly. "Doing what?"
Ted spoke before Brock could answer. "You could help me undress," he said with a big grin. "You look so comfortable, I thought I'd like to get naked, too."
Trish shrugged. She didn't pretend to understand all the silly things adults enjoyed, but she did understand that the more money she earned, the better. Every penny she saved for her school expenses meant that Pat would have to work less hard. It seemed weird to help a grown man off with his clothes, but she'd do it for her mother's sake.
"All right," Trish said.
Just as her mother had done an hour earlier, Trish walked over to where Ted was sitting, dropped to her knees, and began removing his shoes and socks. But whereas Pat had been hostile and scowling, Trish merely had a blank expression. To her it was all business. She next removed Ted's shirt, and then he stood up so she could take off his pants.
Trish found it harder to maintain her businesslike expression when she saw the man's cock. She hadn't been around much, and she was terribly curious about pricks and balls. As she eyed Ted's stiff seven-inch dick, his coppery bush, and his swollen red nut sacs, she couldn't help wondering how it would be to ball him.
But of course she'd never cheat on Brock. It was Brock she loved and wanted to marry. Still she felt a sudden warmth and wetness in her horny little pussy as she studied Ted's pale swollen meat. She couldn't help wondering if all men fucked alike or if there were interesting differences in their technique.
"There," she said as Ted stepped out of his pants and stood before her naked. She got to her feet, preparing to join Brock op the couch. But Ted pulled her against him and said huskily, "Just give me a little kiss, honey."
Trish gave a squeak of surprise, but she wasn't fast enough to prevent him from kissing her. He was an exciting kisser, plunging his tongue deep into her mouth, but even more exciting was the way his rigid throbbing prick rubbed against her pouting little bush. Again she felt sudden heat and moisture in her slit.
It was exciting to kiss Ted, but what would Brock think? Trish managed to peer over Ted's broad shoulder, and she saw that Brock was grinning. He caught her eye and nodded, as if to say it was perfectly all right if she kissed his buddy. In fact Brock looked like he was having a great time.
Trish couldn't figure it out. If she ever caught Brock kissing another girl, she'd be furious. But whatever Brock wanted was okay with her, so she relaxed in Ted's arms and let him kiss her deeply and hungrily. The next thing she knew, the powerfully-built redhead was lowering her to the carpet.
"Hey, what are you doing?" Trish squeaked.
"Just having a little fun," Ted panted. "Brock doesn't mind, do you, old buddy?"
"Not at all," Brock said. "Trish, Ted is my best friend, and I want you to please him. You just do whatever he wants."
"Okay, Brock," Trish said uncertainly.
Ted laid her down on her back. His cock was achingly stiff, and he wanted nothing more than to jump on that adorable little girl and ball her silly. But Brock had warned that no force could be used. Ted would have to persuade her into fucking him. He spread her slim legs, exposing the delicate pink flesh of her gash, and then plunged his face right into her steamy little pussy.
"Oooooo," Trish squealed. "Hey, Brock, are you sure this is okay?"
"I'm sure, honey," Brock said soothingly. "You just relax and enjoy yourself. Nobody has to know about this except us."
Trish still felt uneasy. She felt there was something terribly weird about Brock's attitude. If he really cared about her, why was he letting his buddy make love to her? Why was he getting off on it? Brock had left the couch and come to sit on the rug not five feet away, and he was grinning wildly as he watched Ted eat Trish's pussy.
Of course Trish couldn't ignore Ted either. He had his flushed sweaty face right in her crotch, snorting and snuffling around in the fragrant pink flesh of her slit. At first it just tickled, but then she felt sudden hot pleasure as her supersensitive clit was lashed by his big wet tongue. She couldn't help enjoying that. She gave a little sigh and let her legs fall farther apart.
"That's it, baby," Brock coaxed, "just relax and enjoy it. Give my buddy a good time."
Trish still didn't like his attitude, but she was being swept away with pleasure as Ted hungrily and expertly lashed and tickled her tiny red love-bud with the stiff tip of his tongue. Her aroused little cunt began to cream a steady stream of juice that moistened Ted's chin. Trish shivered blissfully. Nothing in the world felt better than having her hot little joy button licked.
"Ummmmm," she sighed.
Ted knew he was arousing her, and that made him even more excited. He seized the girl's legs and drew them up over his broad shoulders. That way Trish's tasty little snatch was totally open to him, and Brock had a good view, too. Brock grinned broadly as he watched his buddy's thick red tongue flicking back and forth over Trish's tiny scarlet clit.
Brock reached out, squeezed Trish's shoulder, and said, "Feels great, doesn't it, honey?"
"Ummmmm, yes," Trish sighed. "But are you sure you don't mind, Brock? It doesn't make you jealous?"
Brock, knowing he'd be balling her before the night was over, laughed. "I'm not jealous," he said. "Ted is my friend. I'd do anything for him."
Trish nodded, but her mind was far from made up. She loved Ted's expert pussy-eating, but she didn't like Brock making a gift of her body without even consulting her. It was like she was only a plaything, not a human being with feelings. In fact in that moment Trish fell out of love with Brock. Just like Pat, she realized that he wasn't a normal guy – he was a sickie.
But just as her mother had played out the scene for the sake of the daughter, Trish hung in there for Pat's sake. She might have contempt for Brock and his kinky amusements, but she still coveted his wealth. Marriage to him would mean that her mother would never have to work again. To Trish that was more important than her own feelings.
Besides, it was hardly torture to have her pussy deliciously eaten. Ted tongue-lashed her hot little clit into stiffness, then took the moist bud between his lips and began sucking on it loud and hard. Trish gasped, then moaned with ecstasy, and her hot fragrant cunt-cream gushed out to soak Ted's face.
"Oooooo," the girl squealed, "that feels so good."
Brock drew even closer to watch. He saw Ted's mouth planted firmly around Trish's red love-bud, saw Ted's lips sucking furiously on the soaked little lump. Trish was in ecstasy, her blue eyes rolling crazily, her hot sticky pussy-juice gushing out to soak Ted's chin. Everything was going exactly to plan.
"Dig it, honey, dig it," Brock panted.
"Ohhhhh," Trish wailed, "Ooohhhh."
The girl was on the very verge of climax, and both men knew it. Quickly Ted moved back, jerking his head from her red-hot snatch, and pressed the huge purple head of his prick against her tiny wet cunt-mouth. He pushed into her, moaning blissfully as he felt his swollen meat encased in hot velvety flesh.
"Oh, my gosh," Trish gasped.
Ted's thick hard cock was fully into her before she quite realized what had happened. Then she stared at him in shock and disbelief. She'd been up for a little fooling around, yes, but she hadn't realized he meant to ball her. And right in front of Brock, Trish shrieked and tried to push Ted off her.
"No, no," she sobbed, "I didn't mean to go all the way."
Ted paid no attention, working his huge thick cock slowly and deeply in her exquisitely tight cunt. Wild horses couldn't have dragged him away now. His eyes rolled crazily as he enjoyed her delicious snugness, and he was oblivious to everything else around him. Trish pushed at his shoulders but he was too big, too heavy for her to throw off.
"Brock," she wailed.
Brock was right there beside her, but he didn't look at all upset. He was grinning like a fiend as he watched Ted's pale blue-veined cock working slowly in and out between the girl's plump little pink pussylips. Now Trish was completely bewildered. How could Brock just sit there and watch another guy balling his girl? Worse than that, he actually seemed to enjoy it.
"Brock, why are you letting him do this?" Trish cried.
Brock pulled her arms down and pinned them so she couldn't push at Ted's shoulders. "Take it easy, take it easy," he chanted. "It's all okay, baby. We're just having a little fun."
Trish could no longer doubt what was happening. Brock had brought her here on purpose to let his buddy ball her and to watch the whole scene. It blew her mind. She didn't know what to think except that there was something very evil and strange about Brock Spalding. This was certainly something no normal man would do.
But she had something else to think about, too. She had to admit that Ted's thick seven-inch prick felt marvelous in her horny little box. The more he fucked her, the more excited she got. In spite of herself, Trish felt her hot little cunt gushing steamy juice all around his slow-stroking prick.
"Ummmmm," she murmured, "ummmmm."
"Yeah, that's it, baby," Brock chanted soothingly. "Just let it happen. Let my buddy ball you. Get off on it."
Trish gave up the fight. There was no way she could escape two powerful men, and since Ted was already fucking her, she might as well enjoy it. She relaxed, keeping her legs wide open, letting the red-hated man probe clear to her womb with his long hard cock. His stiff cock-shaft rubbed deliciously back and forth over her horny little clit, adding to her mounting excitement.
"Oh, Christ," Ted moaned, "she's so friggin' tight, I don't think I can hold out."
"Just a little longer," Brock encouraged. "Bring her off. She's about ready."
He wasn't exaggerating. With each deep slow thrust of Ted's cock into her searing-hot little box, Trish moaned hoarsely and her blue eyes rolled back in her head. Her hot cunt-cream was overflowing her stuffed little twat, soaking Ted's swollen balls. Finally Ted gave a few short hard jerks of his cock, and the girl was coming.
"Eeeeee," Trish shrieked.
Almost instantly she felt the hot blast of Ted's come filling and overflowing her convulsing cunt. She gave herself up to the dizzying waves of pleasure that rocked her curvy little body. Ted writhed and moaned right along with her for a moment, then withdrew. He lay on the rug panting, his prick limp and dripping.
"There now, that wasn't so terrible, was it?" Brock chuckled.
Trish frowned at him. Now that her hot need was satisfied, she came back to her senses and realized what a sick scene Brock had just put her through. No, she definitely wasn't in love with him any more. She felt used and humiliated. She started to get to her feet, but Brock held her down.
"Let me go," Trish snapped. "I ought to get back to work."
"Honey, you are at work," Brock laughed. "I haven't had my turn yet."
Trish gawked, too shocked to speak. She'd resigned herself to putting out for his buddy, but she hadn't dreamed that Brock meant to fuck her, too, right there in front of Ted. Never in her wildest fantasies had she imagined balling two guys, one right after the other. It definitely wasn't right.
"Hold her," Brock cried as the angry teenager tried to struggle out of his grasp.
Ted leaped over to pin her while Brock quickly skinned out of his clothes. Trish wept and struggled, but she was no match for Ted's strength. She knew now that she'd have to take on both of them, put on a lewd show once more. The idea disgusted her, but there was no way out.
"Oh, Brock, please, don't," she sobbed.
Brock paid no attention to her distress. When he was naked, his big cock hugging his belly stiffly, he rolled her over onto her hands and knees while Ted helped hold her in place. Trish couldn't prevent him from kneeling behind her and ramming his thick meat up her come-soaked little twat. He wasn't slow and gentle like Ted. He began to ball her furiously.
"Ooooooo," Trish wailed.
It didn't hurt, but she felt humiliated and indignant. She didn't like having her body used without her permission. As far as she was concerned, Brock Spalding was a dumb shit – he could have gotten so much more out of her if he'd treated her properly, if he'd shown love and tenderness instead of selfish savagery.
But that was beside the point. She couldn't get away, and she had to kneel there and take thrust after brutal thrust from Brock's big swollen prick. She was a normal healthy girl, and she couldn't help enjoying the rough friction of his swollen meat in her tight little cunt. Again she told herself that she might as well enjoy it.
"Uhhhhh," Brock grunted, "Uhhhhh. Jesus Christ, Ted, you weren't kidding – she's really tight."
Ted was sitting right beside them, grinning wickedly as he watched Brock's thick pale meat slamming in and out of Trish's tiny wet cunt-mouth. But soon Trish didn't see him, couldn't think of anything but the rapidly mounting excitement in her gripping little box. A few more furious deep thrusts of Brock's fat rock-hard cock, and she was coming.
"Ahhhhh," she moaned.
Brock felt her tiny teenage cunt start to convulse in orgasm, and he let go, plunging deep into her and squirting her little box full of sizzling jism. The girl was still writhing and whining when he withdrew, his cock limp and empty and dripping with come.
"Get dressed," he said coolly. "I'll run you back to the club."
As they left, Brock and Ted shook hands warmly, and Ted said, "That was some fantastic evening, old buddy. Thanks."
"Glad you enjoyed it," Brock said. "We'll do it again next time you're in town."
But not with me, Trish thought angrily.
Brock was happy and grinning as they drove back to the club, but Trish said nothing, just stared out the window. Her dreams of falling in love were shattered, but where did she go from here? Could she possibly marry a man who treated her like this? She knew that after tonight's experience she could never respect Brock Spalding again.
But there was always the money, that desperately needed money. And now Trish had another motive – revenge. She really wanted to take Brock for every penny he had, not just for her mother's sake, but because he'd used and humiliated her. She didn't feel like a little girl any more. She felt like a angry woman out for vengeance.



CHAPTER SEVEN


Several days had passed since the incident with Ted Grace. Pat had just arrived for work at the Tango Club when Brock called her into his office. She went warily, suspecting he had some humiliation in store for her.
When Pat stood before his desk in her outrageously tiny black costume, Brock paused a moment just to feast his eyes.
"Yes, Brock?" Pat said nervously. "What do you want? I really should get to work."
"You won't have to work the bar tonight," Brock said, "at least not till much later. I want you to come with me and meet some of my friends."
"Oh, no," Pat said, backing away, "not that again. I hated it last time, Brock, you must have known that."
Brock scowled at her. "Baby, you don't learn very fast," he said. "You know the rules – do what the boss says or lose your job."
His threat had always worked before, but this time Pat stood firm. She wasn't about to degrade herself again for a man who obviously didn't care about her. Even Trish's security wasn't worth that price. Pat felt sure she could get a job somewhere else now that she'd had some experience waiting tables.
"I'm sorry, Brock," she said gravely, "but the answer is no. I won't be your whore. And if that means I lose this job, so be it."
Brock thought fast. He had a private party planned for his most important business associates, men who could make or break his career, and he'd promised them a special treat – making love to a mother and daughter. He had to have Pat and Trish available and cooperative tonight. He decided to play on Pat's emotions. He knew perfectly well that she was infatuated with him and hoping to marry him.
He got up and walked to her and put his arms around her. "Honey," he said tenderly, "I know I haven't treated you right, but it won't be long now before I can give you everything you want. I just have to make a go of this business, impress a few more people, and I'll be set for life. Think about it, Pat – if you were my wife, you wouldn't have to work, and your daughter would have everything she needs."
Pat stared at him open-mouthed. She'd just heard words she'd thought she'd never hear – Brock Spalding proposing marriage! Even though she no longer loved or trusted him, marriage would solve all her financial problems and provide a secure future for Trish. It was a chance she simply couldn't pass up. One more night of humiliation wasn't too much to pay for a lifetime of wealth.
"All right, Brock," she said. "Just what do you want me to do?"
"Good girl," Brock said with a grin. "I just want you to entertain a few of my friends, just like you did with Ted. These guys are prepared to pour plenty of money into the club, and I want to make sure they have a good time."
Pat shuddered. Though he didn't come right out and say it, he wanted her to prostitute herself again – and with more than one man. Her conscience rebelled, but she told herself that she had to do it for Trish. Just one more ordeal and she could be Mrs. Brock Spalding. Yes, she thought, I'll do it for my daughter.
Brock could practically see the wheels turning in her mind. He knew he had her. Naturally he hadn't meant a word of his phony marriage proposal, but Pat didn't have to know that. He just needed her for tonight, and after that he didn't give a damn what happened to her. She would have served her purpose.
"Just get your coat and wait for me in the car," he said, giving her a quick kiss. "I sure appreciate this, honey, and I promise you it'll be the last time I'll ask you to do it."
Those wards reassured Pat completely. She felt she could endure ANYTHING for one night, as long as it meant guaranteeing her future and Trish's. She went to wait for Brock in the car, and soon they were on their way. Brock drove to the same hotel where Ted had stayed and took her up to the same lavish suite.
"I rented the suite for the evening," he told her, "to impress my friends. It's costing me a bundle, but it'll be worth it if they decide to invest in the club. And I'm sure they will, baby, if you show them all a good time."
"Yes, Brock," Pat said dully, "whatever you want."
They entered the suite, and Pat saw six men sitting around sipping drinks. They were middle-aged and prosperous-looking, some of them attractive and some not. When Pat entered they all stared hungrily at her. Brock whisked off her coat and left her in just her enticing skin-tight costume.
There were whistles and exclamations of delight. One of the men said, "Jesus, Brock, she's gorgeous. Where'd you find her?"
"This is Pat Adams," Brock said, "and she's a waitress at my club. AD my girls are beautiful, and that's why the club's going to be a big success – IF I get enough backers."
The other man laughed and said, "I got the point, Brock. But let's see how this lady performs. When does the party start?"
"Right now," Brock said with a grin. "Pat, honey, I want you to go into that bedroom and take off your clothes. My friends will be along shortly."
Pat blushed right down to her toes. She didn't like the situation at all, but she was determined to go through with it. Obediently she marched to the room Brock had indicated and closed the door behind her.
When she was gone, Brock grinned wickedly and said to his friends, "Okay, that's the mother. You guys have some fun with her, and I'll go get the daughter."
"Hey, Brock," one of the men said, "you wouldn't be pulling our legs, would you? I mean are they really mother and daughter?"
"Oh, yeah," Brock said, "that's for real. But just remember our agreement – they're not supposed to know about each other being here. Not till I give the word."
The others nodded and laughed, and Brock left the suite.
Meanwhile Pat had taken off her costume and was lying naked on the king-size bed, her heart pounding. It was clear what Brock wanted her to do – fuck every man in that room. Only the thought of marrying Brock and sharing his money kept her from running away. And only for Trish's sake would she prostitute her body in this cold-blooded and disgusting way.
Pat stared when the bedroom door suddenly opened.
"Hello there, beautiful," the man said.
He was about fifty, lean, with iron-grey hair and a leering wolf-like expression. Pat quivered with distaste as he approached the bed. He stood close by, ogling her lovely naked body as he began to remove his clothes. Pat felt not a spark of desire for him. In fact she wished she could drop right though the floor.
"My name's Frank," he said, "and I'm the lucky guy who won the toss. I get to have you first."
Pat managed a weak smile. She knew it wasn't enough just to lie there coldly and allow the men to ball her. She had to impress them and leave them with good feelings toward Brock. She smiled stiffly as Frank dropped his pants.
For a middle-aged man he wasn't in bad shape. He was trim and tan, and he'd certainly had no trouble getting a hard-on. His long slim cock was perhaps seven inches, and it snuggled against his belly in a fierce erection. But the sight didn't turn Pat on in the least. She just wanted to do her job, get it over with, and get out.
Frank slid onto the bed beside her and swept her into his arms, hungrily pawing her big swollen tits. It was all Pat could do not to scream and push him away. She held her stiff phony smile of invitation while Frank squeezed and molded her heavy satin skinned boobs and ran his thumbs back and forth over her rosy little nipples, making the soft buds stiffen.
"You got the most gorgeous body I ever saw," he said hoarsely. "That Brock is a lucky motherfucker."
Pat reddened. So Brock had been telling tales. It was humiliating to know that all six men in the suite were aware that she'd been balling her boss. No, she definitely didn't care for Brock any more. But she did care for his money, and that was all that kept her from wriggling out of Frank's unwelcome embrace, all that kept her from running out of the room.
"Touch my cock," he panted, "play with it."
Pat would loaner have touched a poisonous snake, but she did as he asked, knowing it was part of her job that night. She reached down and touched the silky throbbing pole of his prick and curled her fingers around it. Slowly, teasingly, she ran her hot little fist up and down the stiff length of his dick. Frank sighed and shivered with horny excitement.
"You really like to ball, huh, baby?" he leered. Pat managed to stammer, "Oh, yes, of course."
"Then let's get to it," Frank said.
His achingly stiff cock was already weeping big hot gobs of juice into her hand. He was more than ready. Pat of course wasn't prepared to fuck him or anyone else, but she told herself it was better to do it fast, to take care of all of them as fast as possible. She smiled and opened her legs.
"Oh, baby," Frank moaned, "I can hardly wait."
He slipped onto her, his lean body weighing her down, and then Pat felt the hot hard tip of his cock nudging the dry little mouth of her cunt. She relaxed as much as she could – otherwise her unprepared twat would have been too tight to penetrate. Panting, Frank worked his rock-hard meat into her. Fortunately his own bubbling cock-juice provided all the lubrication he needed.
"Awwwww, Christ," he moaned.
As Pat felt his slim but rigid prick sliding all the way to her womb, she experienced no pain – and no arousal. She felt nothing at all. But to give the appearance of enjoyment she threw her long legs up around his waist and locked them there, opening her pussy to him. That made Frank very excited. He snorted with lust and began to ball her in quick hard jabs.
"Yeah, yeah," he panted. "Jesus, baby, you are tight."
Numbly Pat clung to him, her arms and legs wrapped around his humping body. She knew she'd be better off if she could just forget what she was doing, if she could imagine being with a man she liked. She worked on that fantasy, and soon her stuffed little box began to heat and moisten. Soon Frank's frantically jerking prick began to feel rather nice.
But she was nowhere near hot arousal when Frank suddenly yelped and began to shoot his load into her. Pat submissively took the blast of jism which filled and overflowed her tight little box. Then Frank rolled off her with a look of smug satisfaction.
"Pretty good fucking, huh, baby?" he said.
"Oh, yes, Frank, it was fantastic," Pat sighed.
Fortunately he didn't detect the sarcasm in her voice. He left the room, giving Pat a moment to collect herself. She figured she wouldn't have much time, so she just combed her long black hair and waited for the next man. In less than a minute he arrived.
This time the guy was short, plump and balding. He was probably in his late forties, and his clothes must have cost more money than Pat made in a week. He leered at her just as Frank had done as he walked over beside the bed and started to undress. Again Pat faked an inviting smile.
"Hey, honey, if you thought Frank was hot stuff, wait'll you get it on with me," the plump man said. "By the way, you can call me Dave."
Pat would have liked to call him a lot of other things, but she just smiled. Dave stripped, revealing a pink pudgy hairless body. He wasn't blessed in the cock department, either. His prick was stiff, but it was only about three inches long and kind of skinny. His rosy balls wagged as he crawled onto the bed.
He saw where Pat's glance was directed, and he chuckled and said, "It's not the biggest dong in the world, baby, but I know how to use it."
"I'm sure you do, Dave," Pat sighed.
He didn't bother with preliminaries. He rolled Pat over onto her belly and arranged her pert little ass to stick high in the air. Pat was just as glad that she wouldn't have to look at him while they fucked. She obediently held her lewd posture while Dave, wheezing and panting, knelt behind her.
"You just get ready for the fuck of your life, honey," he chuckled.
Pat couldn't imagine where he got his high opinion of himself as a lover. He poked his stiff little cock into her moist tight cunt, and she could hardly feel a thing. He gave a shrill excited cry and began to ball her fast and rough, but still Pat got very little friction from his slim short dick.
"Oooooo," she squealed, faking her passion.
"I told you it'd be good." Dave wheezed.
Pat figured that many women must have praised his love-making because they wanted his money. That was the only possible explanation for his smugness. Dutifully she squealed, pawed the bed, and bucked her hips, pretending to be carried away with pleasure. Soon Dave was dripping sweat all over her back as he humped her faster and faster.
"Oh, baby, ohhhhh," he moaned.
With a sigh of relief Pat took the hot squirt of his come. Dave took a moment to catch his breath, then dressed and trotted off, no doubt to tell his buddies how he'd thrilled her. This time Pat didn't bother to comb her tousled hair. She just lay on the bed and waited for the next man.
Her third partner was a broad-shouldered white-haired guy in his late fifties, the most attractive so far. He behaved the same as the others, though, standing by the bed and hungrily eyeing her lovely naked body as he took off his clothes. He told her his name was Carl, but like the others he didn't give his last name. No doubt all the men in the suite were respectable mated businessmen.
Carl at least was better hung than Dave. He had a thick eight-inch dick that sprang stiffly from a nest of silver hairs. His swollen nut sacs looked as big as golf balls. Pat felt a faint spark of interest as the handsome silver-haired man got onto the bed beside her – but his next words dampened her enthusiasm.
"Hey, sweetheart," he said with a leer, "you like to eat cock?"
Pat felt a gagging sensation, but she quickly replied in a cooing voice, "Oh, yes, Carl, I like that more than anything."
As she lowered her face into his lap, she thought, whore. You're nothing but a whore…
At that very moment Brock was ushering Trish into the suite.
He'd had a little trouble persuading her to come along with him. Trish wasn't about to be fooled again. If Brock was going to use her body, she'd decided, he'd have to pay a high price. So when he'd called her into his office and asked her to come entertain some friends, Trish had laid out her demands.
"Brock," Trish said firmly, "you can't use me like this. Your crummy job isn't worth it. I won't come with you unless you really make it worth my while."
Brock grinned at her. He hadn't realized the little blonde teenager had so much gumption. But of course he was ready for her. He'd use the same trick he used on her mother. He got up from his desk and walked over to Trish and embraced her.
"Honey, I have to apologize," he said. "I know I haven't treated you right. But listen to this, Trish. If you help me out tonight, you'll never have to bus dishes again. You'll be set for life."
And so on. It was the same line he'd given Pat, a vague promise of marriage if Trish would just prostitute herself for him one more time. Determined as she was not to be tricked again, Trish was nevertheless deceived. She bought the line, and she decided to go through with the ordeal in order to get Brock's wealth for herself and her mother. Just the thought of Pat never having to work again was enough to convince Trish that the ordeal was worth it.
So ten minutes later Trish was being shown off to Brock's friends. Carl was temporarily absent in the bedroom, but the other five ogled the teenager's curvy little body as she stood before them in her skimpy pink costume. Like her mother, Trish forced a faked little smile, determined to do the job and do it well.
"You go on in that bedroom, honey," Brock said, "and my friends will be along pretty soon."
Trish obeyed, not knowing that the bedroom was right next door to where her mother was sucking off Carl. She thought she was the only girl present at the "party". The men knew differently, of course, and they grinned wickedly as Trish left the room. Now the stage was set for all of them to ball the mother, then the daughter. Everyone agreed that Brock gave a helluva party.
Trish took off her costume and lay naked on the king-size bed. Unlike her mother, she wasn't afraid – she was just disgusted. But at least this was the last time Brock would exploit her body. He was going to pay the highest price of all – marriage. That at least gave Trish some grim satisfaction. It would be quite a victory to go from bus girl to Mrs. Brock Spalding.
The bedroom door opened, and a tall lean grey-haired man came into the room. "Hello, beautiful," he said. "My name's Frank."
It would have turned Trish's stomach to know that this man had just finished fucking her mother, to know that each man in the suite intended to make love to Pat and then to Trish. But Trish was unaware of the ugly facts, and she just watched with cool interest as Frank took off his clothes.
She was young and inexperienced, and she still had quite a strong curiosity about male bodies. She wasn't ashamed to stare right at Frank's crotch as he lowered his pants and shorts. She noticed that his stiff cock was about as long as Brock's but thinner. She felt her little cunt starting to heat and moisten as Frank crawled onto the bed. After all, she might as well enjoy herself as much as she could.
"Play with my cock, honey," Frank said eagerly. "Just fool around with it a little."
Trish didn't mind. She wanted to know all about cocks, and she was a little excited as she reached out and curled her fingers around Frank's long but slender dick. She liked the hot silky texture of his cock-skin, enjoying running her little hand up and down the rigid pole of his prick. Frank sighed blissfully as he watched her exploring his hard-on.
It was on the tip of his tongue to say that she did it better than her mother – but Brock had made everyone promise not to reveal the women's presence to each other. So Frank just lay back on the pillows and watched the pretty little blonde teenager playing with his meat. She actually seemed to get off on it, running her fist eagerly up and down the rock-hard throbbing stalk.
"Touch my balls, too, honey," Frank sighed.
Trish wasn't at all offended. Still pumping his stiff long prick with one hand, she used the other hand to cup and gently squeeze his big hot swollen nut sacs. She found them just as warm and silky as his cock. She gave his sensitive balls a steady massage while she frigged his pulsing dick.
"Yeah, yeah, that's real nice, baby," Frank sighed.
Trish didn't feel particularly turned on to the guy, but she did get off on this chance to explore a cock and balls as much as she wanted. She paid close attention to the swollen purple cock-head, rimming it with her finger till the dark slit mouth began to ooze little droplets of juice.
On impulse she bent down, stuck out her tiny pink tongue, and lapped up some of the oozing cream, wondering how it tasted compared to Brock's cock-juice. The taste wasn't much different, the same pleasant salty stuff. She used her slick hot tongue tip to rim his rubbery purple cock-head and dig into the oozing little mouth for more tasty juice.
"Jesus Christ," Frank muttered.
He'd had young girls before – all the young girls his money could buy – but never had he seen one so spontaneously eager. Trish just followed her own instincts and came off as good as any experienced hooker. Frank trembled with horniness as the pretty little girl swished her gleaming tongue around and around the supersensitive head of his cock.
"That's real nice, honey," he moaned, "real nice. But I'm not gonna hold out if you do that. Let's ball now. You sit on top of me."
Trish wasn't just dying to ball him, but she was always interested in experimenting with a new position. Obediently she straddled Frank's belly and brought her moist little twat-mouth down to touch the creaming head of his prick. Frank, too eager to be gentle, seized her slim waist and forced her down on his dick. The long hard cock sliced deep into her exquisitely tight cunt.
"Eeeeee," Trish squealed.
"Oh, my God," Frank gasped, "you are tight."
He'd thought her mother's box was snug, but it was nothing compared to this delicious near-virgin hole. Groaning blissfully, Frank forced his rigid dick clear to her womb. With his swollen meat gripped by hot juicy flesh, he almost came right away. But he wanted to enjoy her tiny teenage twat as long as possible, so he gritted his teeth and balled her slowly.
Trish hadn't liked the way he pushed roughly into her, causing her a moment's sharp pain, but when he began balling her slowly and gently, she started to get off on it. Unlike Pat, she didn't think about moral principles or reputation or modesty. She was too young and inexperienced to care about such things. She just sighed and let Frank work his rock-hard meat steadily up and down her snug little cunt.
"How's that feel to you, honey?" Frank panted.
"Pretty nice," Trish admitted.
Frank laughed. "Just pretty nice? Well, I'll try to do better than that."
He went on reaming and stuffing her super-tight box with his achingly swollen dick, and he reached out and seized her tiny red clit between his thumb and forefinger. The little scarlet lump was almost hidden in her golden muff, but he managed to get a grip on it and to knead it steadily. Trish gasped with sudden pleasure, and he felt her scalding cunt-cream gushing all around his meat.
"Oooooo," Trish squealed.
"Better?" Frank said.
"Ummmmm, yes," the girl sighed, "I really dig that."
Frank grinned and increased the speed and pressure of his fucking. At the same time he kneaded her moist little joy button faster and faster. Trish's response was natural and quick. She squealed with pleasure and began creaming heavily around his jerking cock.
"Oh, wow, that's so good," she sighed. "Bring me off, okay?"
"I'll try," Frank moaned.
He was so excited, so aroused by her red-hot squeezing cunt, that he doubted he could last another second. He kneaded her slick little clit as fast as he could, but not fast enough. He felt a delicious explosion in his cock and balls, and then he was drenching her tiny box with steamy come.
"Awwwww," he wailed.
Trish looked down at him in disappointment. She'd really wanted to get off, and now she felt his cock shriveling inside her. Well, maybe she could make it with one of the other men. Coolly she sprang off Frank's sweaty body, and his limp cock slipped out of her come-filled cunt.
"Sorry about that," Frank said sheepishly.
"No biggie," Trish lied.
He quickly dressed and left, ashamed to look her in the eye. Trish didn't much care what he felt. She was there to do a job, and she'd done it as far as Frank was concerned. It was someone else's turn – and she certainly hoped the next guy would last longer.
The door opened and in walked Dave, the short plump man who was losing his hair. He was just as confident as he'd been with Pat, grinning at Trish as he stripped. Trish was hardly excited about fucking a fat bald guy, and she was even less thrilled with his tiny thin cock. But at least he had a good hard-on. Again she felt that horny melting sensation in her cunt.
"How do you want to do it, Dave?" she said boldly.
Dave gawked at her adorable curvy naked body and said, "Oh, Jesus, honey-upside down, from the ceiling, however you want it. Only let's do it NOW."
Trish giggled and got onto her hands and knees, poking her cute little butt high in the air. She was kind of fond of doing it dog-style. Dave, red-faced and wheezing with excitement, knelt behind her and quickly thrust his steel-hard little dick up her juicy cunt. He moaned with pleasure when he felt her exciting tightness.
"Oh, baby, you got a great little box," he whined.
Trish didn't answer. As far as she was concerned the time for talking was over. She just wanted to be balled and balled hard. And Dave certainly tried. He went at her like a jackhammer, pounding his small stiff prick in and out of her cunt at a furious pace. Trish moaned and creamed hotly around his jerking meat.
"Oooooo, wow,yes," she cried.
"Oh, Christ," Dave yelped.
The girl's unashamed passion was more than he could take. He came almost the moment he was in her, filling her tiny tight box with sizzling jism. It was a sudden explosion of unexpected pleasure, and he still had a look of surprise on his pudgy flushed face as his cock went limp and slipped from her tight little box.
"Gee," Dave said lamely, "I usually last longer than that."
"Don't worry about it," Trish sighed. "It was fun anyhow."
Dave blushed and hurried into his clothes. A minute after he was gone, broad-shouldered silver-haired Carl entered the room. Like her mother, Trish found him instantly attractive, and she could hardly wait to feel his mammoth eight-inch dick in her frustrated little cunt. She trembled with horny anticipation as he rolled onto the bed beside her.
"Hey, honey," he leered, "you dig sucking cock?"
Trish sighed impatiently. "Sometimes," she said, "but I'd rather ball."
Carl gawked at her. He was a rich important man, and women just didn't turn him down. He didn't expect his partner to express her wishes. And here was this saucy little girl, no more than eighteen, telling him how she wanted it. For a moment he didn't know whether to laugh or get mad.
"Well?" Trish said, tapping her, fingers. "Are we gonna get it on or not?"
Carl laughed. "Okay, smart-ass," he said, "we'll do it your way."
He rolled her onto her back, wedged open her legs with his knees, and plunged his thick hard meat deep into her wonderfully tight teenage twat. Right away he was glad he'd opted for a fuck instead of a blow-job. No woman's mouth, no matter how expert, could have equaled the heat and tightness of Trish's near-virgin box. He started to fuck her hard and fast and deep.
"Ooooo," Trish squealed, "that's more like it."
And in the living room of the suite Brock was saying to his friends, "It's just about time for the main show, gentlemen. As soon as you all have your turns, we'll bring the ladies out and let them see each other."
"Jesus, Brock," Frank said nervously, "don't you think they'll be kind of upset?"
"That's the point," Brock said with a wicked grin, "that's just the point."



CHAPTER EIGHT


Pat was taking on her sixth man of the evening, a beefy reddish-haired guy named Jack. By now she was so weary of the whole business that she really didn't care what he did with her, but she still managed to fake her enthusiasm, constantly reminding herself that her, reward would be marriage to Brock Spalding.
Jack at least didn't waste time with preliminaries. The moment he was undressed, he leaped onto Pat's tall curvy body and began hammering his hard six-inch dick against the come-soaked mouth of her cunt. Wearily Pat opened her legs wider and let him in. She put her arms around him and clung to him, as she'd done with the others, pretending to be hotly aroused.
"Wow, baby," Jack panted as he began to fuck her, "you really must like screwing. You've had six guys already."
Tell me about it, Pat thought wearily. But for Jack's sake, she just murmured, "Oh, let's not talk. Just do it to me, do it to meeee."
"You got it, honey," he chuckled.
As Pat had intended, Jack decided he must be the greatest stud in the West. He hammered away at her, probing and stuffing her juicy little box with his thick hard meat. To Pat it felt vaguely pleasant, but she wasn't aroused enough to come. Her only thought was to finish with the guy, get home and see if Trish was all right. It was getting very late.
Wanting to bring Jack off as fast as she could, Pat threw her long legs around his waist and panted, "Oh, God, it's so good. I think I'm going to come. Yes, yes, come with me, Jack.ohhhhh."
Again her deception worked. Jack bellowed and shot his steamy load into her, then rolled off her with a smug grin. No doubt he thought he'd given her the fuck of her life. Pat managed a weak smile. No sooner had Jack dressed and left the room than she shot out of bed and pulled on her costume. She'd done her duty, and she figured she could just slip out of the suite and go home.
Then the bedroom door opened again. Pat gawked – but it was only Brock.
"Thank God," she sighed, "I thought I'd finished. I'm going home now, Brock. I've done everything you asked."
"Well, not quite," Brock said, giving her an odd smile. "There's just one more thing, honey, but it won't take long. I want you to wait in here about five minutes, then come out to the living room."
"Oh, Brock, what for?" Pat said wearily.
"Just to have a nightcap with me and my friends," he said. "Just this one last favor, Pat, and then you can go."
"Oh, all right," Pat sighed, "but I hope it doesn't take long. I want to get home and check on my daughter."
Now Brock's smile was really strange. "Honey," he said, "believe me, you'll be checking on her sooner than you think."
He left, and Pat settled down to wait.
She didn't know that right in the next room her daughter Trish was taking on the same six men who'd made love to Pat. After Carl there'd been Sid, a skinny guy with black hair graying at the temples. Sid had insisted that Trish suck him off and she hadn't been too happy about that. She'd have been even more unhappy if she'd known that Sid had just made the same demand of her mother.
Then there was Mel, a big bearish guy with practically no hair at all. He'd seemed hypnotized with Trish's youthful body and he was easy to control. Trish got a pretty good fuck out of him, in her opinion. Then there was just one more guy to ball, one more session to go through before she could become Brock's wife.
Jack went directly from mother to daughter.
Ordinarily he wouldn't have been able to get another cock-stand so soon, but the idea of balling them both was hotly exciting to him. He got even more excited when he saw little Trish lying naked on the bed. He'd never had a girl so young before. Sure enough, his limp wet prick went good and stiff at the very sight of her.
"Hi," he said, "I'm Jack."
"Hi, Jack," Trish said, stifling a yawn.
"Listen," Jack said as he undressed, "there's something I've always wanted to do, and my wife won't do it for me. Maybe you would."
"Sure, Jack," Trish sighed, "whatever you want."
She was pretty sure it would be something she didn't like, but he was the last guy of the evening and she'd do anything to get him off. She just wanted to get home before Pat got there, and it was getting awfully late. Jack climbed onto the bed, his six-inch cock wagging lewdly, and Trish steeled herself to do whatever he wanted.
"Suck me off, honey," he said hoarsely.
Trish just barely managed to smile. She'd already had to suck off one guy that evening, and her little mouth was stretched and sore. But she dutifully bent over Jack's belly and plunged her hot juicy little mouth down on his rigid oozing prick. She managed to take in half of it, and Jack gasped with pleasure.
"Oh,yeah," he moaned, "take it in your mouth, baby, suck on it. Suck my dick."
Trish blew him as hard and fast as she could. She didn't take time to enjoy the hot silky texture of his cock or the light salty taste of his prick-juice. This had to be a rush job if she was going to get home before her mother. She gave it everything she had, applying fierce hot pressure to Jack's drooling meat.
"Oh, Christ, that's great," he moaned. "Yeah, yeah, bring me off."
He'd hardly spoken before he was coming, filling the pretty teenager's mouth with red-hot jism. Trish swallowed it with a feeling of relief. She just had time to get home before Pat got off work. No sooner had Jack's cock shriveled and slipped from her mouth than she was off the bed and scrambling into her costume.
"What's your hurry, honey?" Jack said as he reached for his clothes.
"I have to get home," Trish said anxiously. "When you get out there, would you please tell Brock I need a ride?"
"Sure, baby," Jack said. He grinned broadly as he left the room.
A moment later Brock poked his head in the door and said, "Just come on out, Trish, and I'll be with you in a second."
Trish scuffled out of the room just at the moment when Pat was emerging from the other bedroom.
Mother and daughter stared at each other. "Trish," Pat gasped, "what are you doing here?"
"What areyou doing here, Mom?" Trish cried. The harsh laughter of the men gave them the answer. The laughter and the leering looks and the rude remarks told them everything. It was clear that mother and daughter had been brought to the suite to provide a kinky orgy for Brock's friends – and that Brock himself had been balling them both. Trish and Pat exchanged looks of horror.
Then Pat was in motion, leaping at Brock, clawing his face. "You bastard," she screamed, "you creep! How could you do this to my daughter? I'll kill you!"
Some of the other men rushed to drag her away from Brock, but nobody noticed little Trish until she was right in the midst of them, kicking Brock's shins and pounding him with her fists.
"I hate you," she hissed, "I hate you for what you did to my mother!"
Others pulled her away and held her. Brock rubbed his face where Pat had scratched him, then studied the two angry women with a frown. "You're both fired," he said coldly. "I never had any intention of marrying either of you. I was going to let you go right now, but you pissed me off. I think I'll let my friends do whatever they want with you."
"Oh, my God, no," Pat wailed.
She didn't care what happened to herself, but she couldn't bear the thought of those leering men touching Trish. She struggled with all her might to get loose, but the biggest of the men, Carl, Mel and Jack, held her and dragged her to the floor. Big strong hands ripped off her skimpy little-costume, leaving her naked.
Meanwhile Frank, Dave and Sid were wrestling Trish to the carpet. The little blonde girl fought fiercely, kicking and scratching and biting, but she was no match for three grown men. They held her down and tore off her tiny pink costume, then ogled her curvy naked body. Trish struggled in vain, then burst into tears of rage.
"Let my mother go," she sobbed. "I'll do anything you want but let her go."
"Noooo," Pat wailed as she struggled just a few yards away from her daughter, "keep me and let Trish go. Please, I'll do anything if you'll just let her go."
But the leering excited men paid no attention to their protests. Brock took a comfortable chair nearby and sipped a drink, as he watched, a cruel smile on his face. Pat and Trish could tell from his expression that they had no chance of escape. Once again they'd be forced to put on a kinky show for his sick mind.
"Oh, Trish, baby, I'm sorry," Pat sobbed.
"Don't worry, Mom," Trish said grimly, "I can take it. And when it's over, we'll get even."
"You bet we will, honey," Pat said angrily.
There was nothing more for them to say to each other, not then. Both women grimly faced the coming ordeal. While Mel and Jack held Pat down, Carl parted her long lovely legs and exposed the lush red flesh of her pussy. He grinned as he studied her little red joy button, the small shadowed mouth of her cunt and its delicate fringe of glossy black curls.
"You're in for a real treat, baby," he said.
"GO to hell," Pat hissed.
Carl just laughed. All the men in the room except Brock started stripping off their clothes, and Pat knew she and Trish were in for a long night of it. Carl was certainly ready to go. His mammoth eight-inch cock stood straight up, the head huge and purple and swollen. Pat winced at the sight of it. Then Carl was kneeling between her legs and pressing the hot oozing head of his dick against her resisting cunt mouth.
"Come on, bitch, loosen up," he panted. "You're holding back on me. You're so tight I can't get in."
"Tough," she spat.
But Carl wasn't taking no for an answer. While hefty Mel and Jack held her so she couldn't escape or even twist away, Carl pushed savagely against her tiny twat-mouth and popped the huge hard head of his prick inside her. Pat moaned in pain. She couldn't take much of that, so she relaxed her cunt muscles and allowed him to push all the way into her.
"That's better," Carl sighed, sinking down on her. "Oh, Jesus, yeah."
He began to fuck her very slowly, savoring the delicious snugness of her hot come-filled box. Pat had to admit that if she'd liked the guy and been alone with him, she could easily have gotten off on his giant dick. She'd never taken a cock so big, and it stuffed and reamed her little twat deliciously.
But this was hardly a romantic situation. Just a few feet away her daughter was being raped.
Trish had struggled just as hard as her mother, but with no better results. Sid and Dave were holding her down, pinning her so firmly that she could hardly move. Frank was kneeling between her legs and studying the sweet golden curls of her muff and the light pink flesh of her pussy. He had a stiff hard-on, his seven-inch prick nuzzling his belly.
"You're gonna get it now, little girl," he grinned.
Trish didn't know many swear words, so she just stuck out her tongue at him and made a nasty face. She knew he was going to ball her, that she couldn't get away, but at least she could let him know that she despised him and his friends. Then Frank flopped down on her and thrust his thick hard meat up her tiny tight cunt.
"Uhhhhh," Trish whined.
She tried to keep her voice low, knowing that any loud cries would upset her mother. She gritted her teeth as she felt Frank's thick long cock easing up her tiny twat and finally pressing against her womb. Then he sighed deeply and started to fuck her in slow leisurely strokes, delighting in the exquisite tightness of young pussy.
"Oh, Jesus," Frank moaned, "so friggin' tight."
Trish had normal feelings, and she couldn't help thinking that under better circumstances she really would have liked balling Frank. He had a nice big dick, and he really knew how to fuck. He didn't go at her savagely, but probed slowly and tantalizingly in her easily-aroused box. Trish might have let herself go with him if she hadn't been so concerned for her mother.
The two women glanced at each other. Trish saw Pat pinned down by Carl's big body, her lovely face flushed as the white-haired man moaned and worked his big dick in her. Pat saw Trish panting under Frank's lean body, his small ass writhing as he fucked slowly in her tiny hot cunt. A look of understanding passed between Pat and Trish, a look that said: We'll survive and we'll get even.
Then they looked away, too embarrassed to face each other any longer. Pat was embarrassed partly because Carl's big cock was feeling better and better to her. When they'd been together before, he'd wanted a blow job and she hadn't been able to enjoy his thick eight-inch prick. She was enjoying it now, and she just wished they were alone together.
"Nooooo," she whined, not wanting him to know how aroused she was becoming.
"Relax, baby," Carl panted, "you know it's good."
Yes, it was, and he made it even better by riding higher on her, rubbing his hard silky meat back and forth over her sensitive little clit. Pat gritted her teeth and managed to stifle her cries of pleasure, but she couldn't blot out the intense enjoyment she felt as his giant cock rubbed her clit and reamed her box.
Meanwhile Trish was having the same problem. She didn't want to give these leering men the satisfaction of knowing how horny she felt, but it was damned hard to ignore the repeated stuffing of her hungry little box by Frank's long hard dick. She knew that if she'd been alone with him she would have come in a second.
All the while Brock sat in his chair watching the action, the same cruel smile playing over his face. Trish and Pat had humiliated him in front of his friends, and he wanted to get even. Suddenly he had a wicked idea.
"Hey, why don't the rest of you guys get in on the fun?" he said. "A chick can take more than one guy at once, if you get my meaning."
This remark was greeted with snickers and shouts of approval. Pat didn't know quite what he meant, but she was sure she'd find out soon and that she wouldn't like it. She was right. Carl raised himself to his knees, making room for Mel, who straddled her chest, his plump ass just grazing her big heaving tits. He poked the drooling head of his stiff cock against her lips.
"Come on, baby, open up," he leered.
"Oh, noooo," Pat wailed.
She felt such intense anger toward Brock, she could have screamed. This obscene idea was all his. But she knew she couldn't escape and that the men wouldn't let her and Trish go till they were totally satisfied. With a sob of frustration Pat opened her lips and allowed Mel to slide his fat drooling cock into her mouth.
"Awwwww, Christ, yeah," he moaned. "Come, on, honey, suck me off."
Pat obeyed like a robot, mechanically sucking on his thick throbbing prick. Carl continued to ream and stuff her snug little box with his thick meat. Meanwhile across the room a duplicate scene was taking place. Frank fucked Trish on his knees, and Sid straddled her chest and poked the bubbling head of his cock against her little pink-glossed mouth.
"Take it, kid," Sid said hoarsely. "Blow me."
Trish wasn't wild about the idea, but she realized she wouldn't get away till she'd done everything they wanted. Sighing, she opened her mouth and let Sid slide his hot hard cock onto her tongue. She sucked slowly, mechanically, just like her mother was doing. But Sid didn't care if she liked it or not. He moaned blissfully, and his swollen dick leaked hot salty juice onto her tongue.
"That's it, baby," he sighed, "suck my meat."
Pat managed to glance around her two partners and see her daughter in the same situation. It only increased her hatred of Brock. Looking around, she saw him still seated and grinning maniacally as he watched the action. She saw something else, too – Brock was rubbing his own crotch, unconsciously frigging himself as he watched the others. She hadn't been wrong – he really was a sickie.
She thanked God that neither she nor Trish had mated him. It wasn't worth the money or the security. All she wanted now was to get herself and her daughter away from that lunatic. But first the other men had to be satisfied. Dave and Jack were still left out of the action, but Pat had a sinking feeling that they'd find some way to join in.
"Hey," Jack panted, "roll her over on her side."
He was kneeling right there, watching Carl fuck Pat while Mel jerked his cock in her mouth. His cock was rock-hard and ready. His two friends did as he asked, rolling Pat onto her side, and then Jack lay behind her and pressed the slick hard head of his prick against the tiny clenched mouth of her asshole.
"Uhhhhh," Pat cried.
She couldn't say much else because her mouth was fully stuffed with Mel's thick jerking cock. It was the only way she could express her shock and terror as Jack eagerly worked his thick drooling cock up her tiny asshole. It hurt terribly, and all she could do to protect herself was to relax her anal muscles completely. He grunted and shoved till his hot swollen balls rested against her butt and his big dick was fully lodged in her deliciously tight brownie.
"Oh, Christ," Jack wailed.
"What are you doing, man?" Dave called from across the room.
"Fucking her in the ass," Jack panted. "Oh, Jesus, is it ever tight."
Dave snickered and said, "Hey, I think I'll try that, too."
Pat was crushed that she could do nothing to help her daughter, but she was pinned down by the three men who were balling her mouth and cunt and asshole. She could only pray that Trish wouldn't be hurt. She had a glimpse of the other men rolling Trish onto her side, but then Mel obscured her view as he bent even closer over her face.
"Suck that cock, baby," he whined, "Suck it."
Meanwhile Trish stiffened and gave a shrill little whimper as she felt Dave popping the hard head of his cock into her tight little brownie. Like Pat, she quickly learned that she must relax her asshole in order not to be torn or hurt. Fortunately Dave's cock was tiny and he managed to thrust it fully into her without giving her much pain.
"Holy shit," Dave gasped, "it's the tightest thing I ever fucked."
The rest of the scene was vague to Pat and Trish. They felt eager pounding cocks in their mouths, cunts and bumholes, but the image they remembered best was Brock leaning forward in his chair and watching gleefully while the two women were raped. He was laying with himself unashamedly, rubbing his cock through his pants. And this was the man they'd once dreamed of marrying!
Finally it was over, the excited men shooting their hot steamy loads into the women's throats, twats and assholes. Brock's business pals seemed suddenly sheepish and ashamed for what they'd done, and they hurriedly dressed and left the hotel. Brock, left alone with mother and daughter, stood up and let his pants drop, displaying a stiff cock-stand.
"Let's have a little nightcap, ladies," he said with a leer, "just the three of us."
Pat and Trish exchanged a look of total disgust, and then Pat did what she'd been longing to do all night. She seized a huge heavy glass ashtray, hurled it at Brock, and caught him right on the forehead. He went down with a groan, half-unconscious, his pants tangled around his ankles. The smug owner of the Tango Club finally looked like the creep he really was.
"Get your coat, honey, and let's go," Pat said.
"Just a minute, Mom," Trish said sweetly.
There was a table of food for Brock's guests, and Trish went over to it and picked up a huge bowl of spaghetti. She marched over to where Brock lay moaning and rubbing his forehead. She very carefully dumped the spaghetti onto his head and rubbed it in. Brock just lay there, spaghetti dripping down his face.
"Okay, Mom," Trish said with a mischievous little grin, "let's go home."
"You'll be sorry for this," Brock whined. "Oh, no," Pat grinned, "I don't think we'll be sorry at all."



CHAPTER NINE


Two months had passed, and Brock Spalding was in jail and the Tango Club closed down. Pat and Trish had brought rape charges against Spalding, and other girls at the club had then come forward to say that he'd done the same thing to them, forcing them to make love to him or lose their jobs. All of Spalding's business buddies had quickly arranged to take long vacations during his trial.
Now Trish was back in school and Pat had taken a new job waiting tables at a truck stop cafe. The wages weren't much, but at least she didn't have to be ashamed of the way she earned her money. And there were side benefits, too – like Chuck Anderson.
One afternoon Pat had glanced up while cleaning the counter, and she'd looked into one of the most homely yet sexy faces she'd ever seen. The man perched on the stool was perhaps forty, with a good-natured weather-beaten face, bright blue eyes, and a big lop-sided grin. The sleeves of his blue denim shirt were rolled up, showing biceps the size of grapefruits. His sandy hair was thick and tousled.
"Morning, little lady," he said in a slightly husky voice. "You're new here, aren't you?"
Pat couldn't help responding to his friendly grin. "Yes," she said, "I just started this week. My name is Pat. Pat Adams."
"I'm Chuck Anderson," he said, "and I stop by here a lot. I sure hope I'll get to see you again. Like maybe tonight for dinner?"
He wasn't rich and handsome and polished like Brock Spalding, yet there was something about him Pat just couldn't resist. She agreed to go out with him that night, and they got into the habit of having dinner together every time Chuck passed through town. But so far it had been just a friendship. Chuck had never made a pass at her.
That was the part that worried Pat. She was a normal healthy woman with normal instincts, and she wanted very much for Chuck to make love to her. It had been two months since she'd had a man. And she wondered just what was holding Chuck back. He was a big strong guy, over six feet tall, a long-time trucker. Why hadn't he tried to get her into bed?
Maybe she'd find out tonight. Chuck was laying over in the city for the whole weekend, and they'd be together a lot. This Friday Pat had hurried home from work, taken a bath, and was now getting dressed in an outfit which would make any normal man instantly horny. If that didn't work on Chuck, she didn't know what she'd do.
The front door banged open – Trish getting home from school. "Mom, where are you?" the girl called.
"In my room," Pat answered.
Trish came to the bedroom door, stared, and exclaimed, "Wow, Mom, you look terrific."
Pat was dressed in a skin-tight blue jumpsuit that showed every luscious curve of her tall body and was cut very low in front to reveal the deep ripe cleavage of her big breasts. She wondered if the suit was too revealing. It even showed the soft pout of her bush and the stiff little nubs of her nipples. But Trish seemed to approve.
"I have a date with Chuck tonight," Pat said.
"Well, isn't that a coincidence?" Trish said. "I have a date, too. Remember that guy I was telling you about, Tom Davis?"
"Oh, Trish, how wonderful," Pat said.
Tom Davis was a senior at the local college, an attractive young man with plenty of brains and promise. He was just the kind of guy Pat wanted her daughter to date. After Trish's ugly experience at the Tango Club, she desperately needed to know clean decent men, men who would treat her with respect. Pat was overjoyed that Tom had finally asked Trish out.
"Well, I better go get ready," Trish said. "See you later, Mom. Have a great time."
"You, too, darling," Pat said.
She'd hardly finished dressing before Chuck came to pick her up. As always, her heart stopped at the sight of his tall powerful body, and she felt a hot rush of lust in her pussy. She hoped tonight would be the night he finally broke through his reserve and made love to her. As it was, she could hardly keep her hands off him. He was obviously in love with her, too, so what was holding him back?
To Pat's disappointment, it was the usual pleasant but sexless evening. They went out to dinner, then went dancing and had a few drinks, but Chuck didn't even try to kiss her when he brought her home. As she stood with him on the front porch, aching with need, Pat made a sudden bold decision.
"Chuck," she said, "why don't you come in for a nightcap?"
The big man reddened a little. "Why, Pat, if that's really okay with you, I will," he said.
Pat led the way into the house, determined that tonight she'd either ball him or break off with him.
Meanwhile things had been happening very fast for Trish. To her delight, she and Tom Davis got along beautifully from the very first moment.
After a movie they parked and started kissing and hugging, but it obviously wasn't going to be enough to satisfy either one of them. Trish had such a horny ache in her pussy, she could have screamed.
"Dammit," Tom said, "I wish there was someplace we could go to be alone. I hate making out in cars."
"Me, too," Trish said. "We can go to my house. My mom has a heavy date, and she won't be back fill real late."
"You're on," Tom said with a grin.
When they got to the house, Trish led Tom right to her bedroom. She knew a good man when she saw one, and she wasn't going to waste any time. When she'd closed the bedroom door behind them and switched on one soft bedside lamp, they both began to undress without a word. Trish didn't feel she was being "easy". It was just that – Tom and she were meant for each other.
He looked gorgeous to her. He was just six feet tall, lean but well-muscled, and had longish thick brown hair. She liked his deep tan, his bright brown eyes, and his sexy smile, but right now her interest was focused on his cock. She certainly hoped that her new love was well-hung. She watched breathlessly as Tom lowered his pants and shorts.
She wasn't disappointed. Tom had a handsome big cock, seven inches of thick pale meat that stood straight up in a fierce hard-on. Trish ogled his crisp brown bush, taut rosy balls, and swollen purple-headed cock. He was everything she'd dreamed about, and she wanted him urgently.
"Hey," Tom said with a grin, "are you just gonna stand there all night?"
"Oh, sorry," Trish giggled.
She was still in her bra and panties, but she quickly whisked them off, and then it was Tom's turn to gawk. His eyes focused hungrily on her little golden puff of a bush, tiny firm waist, and pert round boobs and dainty pink nipples. His cock gave a horny lurch and began weeping big bright bubbles of juice.
"Let's go to bed," he said hoarsely.
Trish grinned and leaped onto the bed. Her little gash was red-hot and swollen by now, and her cunt was leaking a steady stream of steamy juice. It gushed more sticky hot cream when Tom got into bed beside her and began fondling her firm round little box. His slightest touch made her dizzy with longing.
"Ohhhhh, Tom," she sighed, "I'm so glad you finally asked me out."
"I wanted to," he said, "the first time I saw you at a dance. But I thought you were too young."
"Well, then, what made you change your mind?" Trish said.
"I decided you were too sexy," Tom laughed.
Then he quit kidding and got down to business. He bent down, stuck out his wet red tongue, and started lashing and tickling Trish's soft pink nipples. She moaned lustily and trembled in his arms as he tongued her. His slick hot tongue tip felt fantastically good on her sensitive little boobs, and soon both rosy nipples were stiff and pointed.
"Let me touch you, too," Trish sighed.
While Tom amused himself with licking and lightly sucking her hard pink nipples, Trish reached down and fumbled for his cock. She found the stiff throbbing pole and curled her fingers around it, gently frigging him, moving her hand slowly up and down the silky shaft. Tom shivered with horniness.
"Don't make me come now," he sighed. "I wanta make love to you all night."
"I'm just playing with you," Trish giggled.
She certainly didn't want to spoil that fantastic hard-on, but she couldn't keep her eager little hand off his prick. She explored him as gently as she could, fisting his thick pulsing shaft, feeling the hard core inside. She touched the taut swollen head of his cock, the crisp hairs of his bush, and the hot silky flesh of his balls.
Meanwhile Tom was returning the favor. He abandoned her hot swollen jugs and slid his hand down to touch the soft curls of her golden bush. He petted the warm fur patch, then moved lower, sliding his hand into her crotch and touching the moist lump of her clit, the plump lips of her pussy, and even the wet little mouth of her cunt.
"Baby, baby," he crooned, "I want you."
"I want you, too, Tom," Trish moaned. "But let's not rush on our very first time."
"I agree," he said, "let's just take it slow. I know something we could do."
He rolled onto his back, then lifted the petite blonde girl easily, maneuvering her so that she crouched over him backwards. His stiff-standing cock tickled her lips, and her steamy little pussy was right in his face. Trish quickly got the idea, but she found it kind of weird.
"Tom," she laughed, "what are we doing?"
"It's called sixty-nine," he chuckled. "We can both eat each other at the same time. Pretty smart idea, huh?"
"Yeah, pretty smart," Trish giggled. "Is this what they teach you in college?"
"Nope," said Tom, "but there'd be a lot more people going to college if they taught stuff like this. It sure as hell beats math."
Trish felt a sudden delicious tickling on her tiny hot clit. Tom was using just the stiff tip of his tongue to lash and rim the sensitive red bud. Trish shivered with delight and started to just give herself up to it, when she remembered that she had a job to do, too. Tom's gorgeous stiff cock was right in reach of her mouth.
Trish stuck out her little pink tongue and began to circle the swollen purple head of his dick, tonguing wetly around and around the knob-like cap. Tom moaned with pleasure, and more hot cock juice spurted out. Trish lapped up the tasty stuff and swallowed it with a greedy gurgle before rimming his cock-head again.
"Jesus, that feels good," Tom sighed.
"I like it when you lick me, too," Trish moaned.
He responded by tonguing furiously all over her swollen steamy pussy. Trish squealed with pleasure as his slick tongue lashed and probed the plump lips of her pussy, rimmed the tight mouth of her cunt, and tickled the supersensitive button of her clit. She was overjoyed that the man of her choice just happened to be a super pussy-eater.
She wanted him to know that she was good, tool so she popped the drooling head of his cock into her mouth and began sucking on it loudly and wetly. Tom practically flew off the bed, the pleasure was so sudden and violent. He moaned hoarsely, and Trish felt his delicious hot cock-juice spurting onto her tongue.
"Oh, Christ, Trish," he whined, "I love that. But you better quit now, honey, before I shoot."
He rolled her off him, onto her back, and scrambled between her legs. Trish opened her legs wide, blissfully awaiting the first thrust of his big hard cock. But Tom just stayed still a moment, his fiery-hot cock-head resting against the eager wet mouth of her twat.
"This is gonna sound crazy," he said, "but I love you. I never met a girl like you before, so honest and cool and loving. Will you marry me when I graduate, Trish?"
"I'd love to," Trish said, breaking into an impish grin, "but let's ball first."
"You got it," Tom laughed.
He began easing his thick throbbing cock into her, and Trish squealed with ecstasy and threw her legs around his waist, taking his thrusting dick as deep as she could into her juicy little box. When he began to fuck her in deep hard strokes, she knew she had all she'd ever need in a man. The bad old days with Brock were forgotten.
"Fuck me, Tom," she wailed, "fuck me. Ohhhhhh, it's sogood."
The happy couple were humping and moaning and wailing so loud that they didn't hear the front door opening and people coming into the house…
"I'm glad you decided to come in, Chuck," Pat said. "I've been wanting to talk to you about something."
Chuck gave her his sexy lop-sided grin and said, "I imagine you want me to stop wearing just denim and buy a suit. You always look so great when we go out, and here I am in just my work clothes."
"No, Chuck," Pat said gravely, "it's something much more serious than that. Come here, please."
He came and sat beside her on the couch, and Pat said, "Chuck, I love you. You know that. But something about our relationship is really worrying me." She paused and blushed hotly but managed to say what was on her mind. "I want to know why you've never tried to make love to me."
Chuck reddened, too. "Why, honey," he said, "I come from an old-fashioned family, and I was taught to treat the woman I love with respect. Meaning no balling before we're hitched. But after we're mated…"
"Mated?" Pat gasped.
"Why, sure," Chuck grinned, "that's what I had in mind all along. I want you to marry me, Pat. Right away."
"Oh, Chuck," she sighed, leaning her head on his shoulder, "I want to be your wife, but I have to know something first. I have to know if we'll be good as lovers."
Chuck was silent for a moment, and then suddenly he was standing, scooping Pat up in his arms. "Honey," he said, "if that's what you want to know, then you're gonna find out right now."
As he carried her into the bedroom, Pat's heart pounded. This was the moment she'd been waiting for since she first laid eyes on Chuck, the moment when they'd get to know each other completely. She felt none of the fear and guilt she'd had with Brock. She loved this man and wanted to belong to him totally.
Chuck laid her down on the bed and gently unzipped the front of her jumpsuit. His huge hands were wonderfully careful as he removed the suit, then her bra and panties. When Pat was naked, he just stood there a moment and feasted his eyes on her fantastic tall body, his glance darting longingly from her big swollen tits to her glossy black hush.
"You're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen," Chuck said hoarsely. "I'm glad you seduced me into this, you wicked woman."
Pat just grinned. She waited and watched breathlessly while he undressed. His body was powerful, rippling with thick muscles, his broad chest dense with sandy curls. As he stepped out of his jeans Pat stifled a gasp. Chuck had the biggest cock she'd ever seen, eight hugely thick inches of stiff pale flesh. She felt her famished little cunt squirting a huge steamy load of cream.
She just couldn't keep her hands off him. As Chuck slipped onto the bed beside her, Pat instantly dived for his enormous stiff-standing prick. He gasped in surprise as she began pumping the thick stalk in her hot little fist and greedily licking the knob-like purple head of his dick. She lapped up his dribbling cock-juice as fast as it boiled out.
"Oh, baby," Chuck moaned, "you don't have to do that for me."
"I want to," Pat moaned. "I want to do everything for you."
And to prove it she began licking his cock all over, lashing and tickling with her wet little tongue, working from the giant purple head of his dick down the thick pale stalk. Her naughty little tongue tickled through the crisp sandy hairs of his bush and onto his fiery-hot swollen red balls. Her eager kissing and tonguing left his cock and nuts gleaming with her spit.
Chuck trembled and moaned softly as she ate him, but he didn't let her do it for long. He was too eager to do something for her. Presently he pushed her gently onto her back and opened her legs wide, bending them back at the knees. He ogled the lush red flesh of her gash with its dainty fringe of glossy black curls.
"You look good enough to eat, honey," he said, "and that's just what I'm gonna do."
He pressed his face into her steamy little pussy, and Pat moaned hoarsely. His tongue was huge like the rest of him, a big wet hot organ that licked and lashed all over her fragrant little snatch. His tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, on her clit, her pussylips, her cunt-mouth, and even the tiny tight mouth of her asshole.
"Oh, my God, Chuck," Pat wailed, "that's wonderful. I love it, darling, I love it. Yessss, eat meeeee."
She just couldn't control herself with this man. She moaned and squealed and gasped with pleasure as Chuck hungrily ate her pussy. Her aroused little twat gushed hot sticky cream all over his face but he didn't seem to mind in the least. He lapped up the tasty juice as fast as it poured from her steamy little snatch.
Then he zeroed in on her bright red clit, sucking the tiny hot button between his lips. Pat squealed ecstatically as he started to suck hot and hard on her sensitive little love-bud. She arched her body up, feeding him her clit, loving every second of his expert sucking.
"Yes, yes, yes," she wailed, "suck meee."
He brought her just to the brink of orgasm, then released her soaked throbbing clit and moved lower in her steamy little gash. Pat moaned hoarsely when she felt his thick long tongue easing up her cunt. He thrust clear to the root, his big tongue completely stuffing her snug box, his chin resting on her soaked pussy. Then he started to fuck her with his tongue, jabbing it hard up and down in her clinging hot twat.
"Ohhhhh, God," Pat whimpered, "so good, darling, so good."
Again he skillfully brought her just to the edge of climax but didn't allow her to come. He jerked his thick tongue out of her throbbing little cunt and then pressed his moist tongue-tip against the tight-clenched mouth of her brownie. Pat gasped as she felt his slippery tongue-meat gliding up her ass.
"Oooooo," she wailed.
It was the most delicious thing she'd ever felt in her life, Chuck's thick probing tongue stuffing and reaming her sensitive asshole. She let herself go without shame, moaning and writhing and creaming. She was certain she'd come this time – but at the very last second he withdrew his tongue.
"You devil," Pat panted, "what are you doing?"
"Just getting you ready, honey," Chuck laughed. "Wanted you to be real hot for me."
"I always have been," Pat sighed.
Then he was pressing the enormous hard head of his cock against the juicy tight mouth of her cunt. Pat groaned with bliss as he went into her, stretching and filling her small box with his hugely thick meat. His fucking was everything she wanted, hard and deep and fast.
"Oh, God," Pat wailed, "Yes. Fuck me, Chuck, fuck meeee."
This time she didn't have any trouble coming. She came again and again, till she thought she'd faint with pleasure. Chuck seemed tireless, pounding away like a pile driver, balling her till she had to beg him to stop. Only then did he groan hoarsely and shoot his hot load into her.
"Well," he laughed, "now do you think I'm good enough to marry?"
Pat sighed, "You're so damned good, mister, that I'm not letting you out of my sight before we get the marriage license."
"And when will that be?" Chuck said with a grin.
"How about tomorrow morning?" Pat said.
"Suits me," Chuck said, pulling her into his army again.
Just then they heard strange noises from the next room – howling, moaning, wailing. They both leaped from the bed and ran out, throwing open Trish's bedroom door. Trish and Tom were just coming, humping frantically in each other's arms, and they didn't notice the older couple till theft delicious spasms had died down.
Then Trish said lamely, "Uh, Mom and Chuck, this is my fiance, Tom Davis."
Pat suddenly realized that they were ALL naked. She blushed and said, "Oh, how do you do, Tom? This is MY fiance, Chuck Anderson."
Tom laughed sheepishly and said, "Great, now what do we do?"
Chuck had the last word. Grinning, he said, "Well, now that we've all met, I suggest we get back to what we were doing." He took Pat's hand and led her back to the other bedroom.
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