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CHAPTER-ONE


Michelle Ames stopped from the shower and hastily grabbed for a towel. If she didn't hurry, she was going to be late for her date with Kurt. Still as she dried herself off, she couldn't resist looking at herself in the full-length mirror. She was eighteen and she had a feeling that her body would never be more beautiful.
Michelle was a tall girl, around five feet eight, and slender, but certainly not skinny. Lithe, tan, graceful, she had long good legs, a tiny waist, and perfectly round firm breasts about the size of grapefruits. She knew her tits were pretty. Kurt especially liked the small light pink nipples.
She blushed, thinking of her fiance, Kurt. There were parts of her that even he hadn't seen, like the small triangle of light blonde curls at the base of her belly. Only when they were married would she allow him to see her completely naked-IF she could hold out that long. Sometimes it was very, very hard to resist Kurt.
Michelle felt a familiar glowing heat in her pussy, a sudden swelling and moistening that she always experienced when she thought of Kurt and his love-making. Lately she couldn't think of him at all without getting horny. If only they had enough money to get married right away, instead of postponing it for a year.
Michelle had just graduated from high school and, like most of the girls in her class, she wanted to get married and have a family. But she and Kurt, who was twenty and worked as a mechanic, wanted to make sure they had enough money to live decently, so they decided Michelle had better work for a year. She'd found a job at a resort hotel as a maid.
That was all very well, except that Michelle was an old-fashioned girl and was determined to remain a virgin till her wedding night. THAT was getting to be a real drag.
"Oh, hell," Michelle muttered to herself.
No use fretting about it. Somehow she'd get
through this year, and then she'd marry Kurt and live happily ever after-if all the rumors were true. Fucking was supposed to be the most far out pleasure in the world, and she certainly looked forward to finding out.
Michelle put on a clinging jersey and tight hip-hugging pants, a matching pink outfit. She brushed her shining-clean shoulder-length blonde hair, but she didn't put on any make-up. She didn't need it, not with her glowing smooth teenage face. Just as she finished stepping into her sandals, she heard Kurt drive up in front of the house and honk his horn.
"So long, folks, I'm leaving," she called to her parents.
As she raced down the sidewalk toward Kurt's car, she suddenly remembered that she'd forgotten to put on a bra. Her plump round tits were wobbling like crazy, and judging from Kurt's stare, it must have been quite a spectacle. Michelle blushed-but it was too late to do anything else about it. They liked to be on time for the movies.
"Hi, beautiful," Kurt said, holding the door open for her.
"Hi, lover," Michelle said, giving him a quick kiss.
She felt a hot melting sensation in her crotch just from looking at him. Kurt was an attractive guy, brown and lean and muscular. She snuggled close to him as he drove. She knew that later, after the movies, they'd park somewhere and she'd be tempted again-but she wouldn't worry about that now.
Kurt kept glancing down at her chest, where her
small erect nipples made little bumps in her tight pink jersey. Michelle giggled and said, "Hey, you dirty old man-eyes on the road."
"Bitch," Kurt chuckled. "If you insist, but it ain't easy."
Michelle had trouble keeping her mind on the movie. She decided that violence isn't nearly as interesting as sex. And sex seemed to be all she thought of lately. Many of her girlfriends were getting married that summer, and there was of course a lot of talking and giggling about wedding nights. Michelle envied those girls with all her heart. They at least were finding out what it was all about, what it was like to ball.
After the movies Kurt drove out to the lake and parked in their favorite spot. It had a good view of the moonlit water, but it was back in the trees where no patrolling cops were likely to interrupt at a delicate moment. Kurt put on a tape of sentimental country-western songs, their personal favorites, and then he slipped his arm around Michelle's shoulders and drew her toward him.
"Kurt-" she started.
Too late. His mouth crushed hers, kissing her hungrily, and she was lost in sudden hot excitement. She'd been going to tell him to go easy tonight, not get too worked up. After all, they had a whole year to wait before they could get married. It could be a pretty frustrating year if they didn't control themselves.
But there was no question of control right now. Kurt thrust his slick tongue into her mouth, and Michelle felt her belly do a lusty flip-flop. She hugged Kurt tightly to her, her sensitive breasts
flattened against his chest, and she wiggled her tongue hotly against his. She felt a welding rush of moisture to the crotch of her panties, the uncontrollable creaming of her cunt.
"Oh, Christ," Kurt sighed. He kissed her face, nose, ears. "How we gonna wait a whole year, baby? I want you now,"
"I know," Michelle said wistfully, "but we've been through this all before, Kurt. You know I'd never forgive myself if I did it before we were married. I know it's hard to wait. It's hard for me, too, believe me. But I have my beliefs."
Kurt suddenly twisted away from her and lit a cigarette. He stared moodily out the window at the dark lake. Michelle knew what was wrong he'd just been pushed too far for one evening. He was so achingly horny, he had to let it out some way. She couldn't blame him for losing his temper-but what could she do about it? The thing he wanted-her virginity-was the one thing she wouldn't give.
"Kurt," she said gently, "I'm really sorry. I wish there was something I could do."
"There is," he said hoarsely, still not looking at her.
"Oh, Kurt, let's not argue about that again, Michelle said wearily. "I just won't go all the way, and that's that."
"No, that isn't what I mean," he said, turning to her at last. His brown eyes were glowing hotly, reflecting his pent-up lust. "We can satisfy each other without going all the way, honey. Fucking isn't the only way to get off."
Michelle blushed and stammered, "W-.What do you mean, Kurt? I don't understand. How can we
get off' if we don't, uh, do it?"
He put his hands on her shoulders and drew her close to him again, whispering eagerly in her ear, "By touching. By kissing. By licking. Dig it, baby, I can bring you off all kinds of ways, and you can do the same for me. It's not as great as balling, but it sure beats never coming at all."
Michelle's face was beet red by now. She'd heard vaguely of the practices Kurt was talking about, but somehow she had the notion that they were only done by whores and perverts. She wondered how Kurt had found out about them.
"Kurt," she said nervously, "how come you know these things? How do you KNOW they're not better than balling?"
He sighed impatiently. "Honey, I'm a little older than you, and I've been around. Let's leave it at that. Just let me show you what I'm talking about, okay? I promise I won't go too far, honest."
"Well, all right," Michelle said doubtfully, "if you really promise."
He didn't reply to that he was too impatient. He just eased her down onto the seat of the car and pushed up her jersey. Michelle blushed but didn't protest. Somehow he'd gotten over this limit a few months ago, looking at her bare breasts. It wasn't right, she knew, but at least it didn't affect her virginity.
"You got such pretty tits," he whispered. "You like me to touch 'em, too, don't you, baby?"
Michelle just blushed. It was true, she really did get very excited when Kurt played with her breasts, but she felt too ashamed to admit it. She looked down and saw what he was admiring, two
perfectly round firm milky-white globes capped with small nub-like pink nipples. Her nipples always went erect when she got horny.
"Oh, baby," Kurt moaned.
He pressed his face against her naked boobs, his skin hot and glowing. He kissed all over her tender tits, and then his tongue flicked out. Michelle felt another hot burst of cream in the crotch of her panties. He was going to lick her nipples… Just the thought of it drove her wild.
"Kurt, no, maybe I better go home," she gasped. He paid no attention. His slick gleaming tongue flicked teasingly back and forth over her left nipple, gathering speed and pressure. Michelle felt electric jolts of pleasure radiating out from her breasts and down into her crotch. She tried to contain her excitement, but it was hopeless, just like all the other times. Her panties were soaked by now with her hot sticky cunt juice.
"Ohhhhhh, Kurt," she moaned.
He knew her well enough by now to tell when she was getting horny. That slightly husky edge to her voice told him that she was getting really turned on by his tongue flicking wickedly back and forth over her sensitive nipple. He pressed his mouth onto the taut pink cone and sucked it swiftly inside.
"Oooooo," Michelle wailed. "Kurt, baby, please. Be careful."
She was creaming a steady flood now, both her panties and her slacks soaked with it, and her pussy was swollen up tight and aching. It was times like this when she wished she didn't have all those moral scruples. She'd never had an orgasm in her
life, but she knew she needed one. If it weren't for her silly principles, she'd fuck Kurt-or masturbate. Anything to get some relief.
But her old-fashioned parents had raised her strictly, and she couldn't let herself go, couldn't allow herself to experience any sexual release till she was married. She loved it when Kurt aroused her, but she hated the hours of frustration afterwards when she tossed and turned alone in bed and tried to ignore the yearning in her cunt. If she could only frig herself, like some of her friends said they did-but even that was evil, according to her parents.
"Ohhhhhh, God, darling," Michelle whined, "please, please stop. You're making me too hot."
He was sucking on her nipple like a greedy baby, sending jolt after jolt of pleasure through her body. When she pleaded with him, he finally released her left nipple-only to suck in the right one and mouth it wetly, sending her off again on a dizzy course of pleasure. She didn't know how much longer she could stand it.
She and Kurt had been going steady for two years now, and they'd been hotly attracted to each other since the day they met. Their relationship had started with hours of wet drawn-out kisses and had quickly progressed to touching each other all over-with their clothes on. Michelle wouldn't go any farther than that, until a few months ago when she finally allowed Kurt to remove her blouse.
She knew Kurt was far from satisfied with that little victory, however. He was a healthy young male, and he wouldn't rest till he had his cock in her. She understood and couldn't blame him-but
he had to respect her feelings, too. She just couldn't live with herself if she surrendered her virginity before marriage. At least that's what her conscience said.
Her pussy said something else entirely-and Michelle knew it all too well. Her wanton pussy had no morals, no scruples. It had nothing but desires and it wanted to go wherever Kurt led. Right this moment, as he loudly and wetly sucked her tits, her pussy was creaming furiously, aching for him. She must resist it.
"Kurt, that's enough," she said firmly. "Please take me home."
He raised his mouth from her gleaming spit-soaked nipple, but he didn't get off her. She was pressed down by his lean hot body, and the pressure was making her so horny she could have screamed. Somehow tonight was worse than the others. She seemed to be homier than she'd ever been in her life. It would be a very good idea to go home, get away from temptation.
"Please," she repeated, "please take me home now, Kurt."
"It's early yet," he said hoarsely.
"I know," Michelle sighed, "but, darling, I just don't know how much longer I can control myself. I'm not kidding, Kurt. It's really bad tonight. Don't tempt me, please."
He looked at her, his eyes hot, almost gassy with lust. His voice was husky with stored-up need for her. "Baby," he said with difficulty, "I promise you I won't go all the way. Just let me bring you off some other way that's all. It won't hurt anything, Michelle. You'll still be a virgin. At least
let me show you what it's like."
Michelle wavered. She knew it was wrong, and that even if she remained technically a virgin, she'd still have gone too far. But she didn't know how much longer she or Kurt could stand the terrible frustration of never coming with each other. Perhaps this was a way out, a way to make this year more bearable.
"All right, Kurt," she sighed.
"Oh, baby," he said eagerly, kissing her, "you won't be sorry-I promise."
Then he was reaching for the zipper of her pants.
Michelle blushed hotly. She'd never allowed Kurt to touch her below the waist before and now he'd not only touch, he'd see. She couldn't stop blushing and trembling as he unzipped her pants and tugged them off. When he touched her panties and started to pull them down, she gasped.
"Easy," he said. "I gave you my word, honey-we won't go too far. Just relax. This is gonna feel great, Michelle, I promise."
That was just the problem. No matter what Kurt did to her, it always felt great-too great. She was always so tempted to go just one step farther. But tonight her need was so strong, she decided to take that dangerous step. She'd just have to trust Kurt's word that her virginity wouldn't be affected. She tried to control her trembling as he took off her panties and looked for the first time at her naked pussy.
"Oh, baby," he moaned, "you're beautiful there, too; I knew you would be."
Michelle felt hideously embarrassed, but terribly
excited, too. She had her eyes dosed, ashamed to meet his gaze, so she didn't know just what he bad in mind till she heard another zipper being undone and Kurt's ragged breathing as he shucked his own clothes. She was alone in the car with a naked man, naked herself. Her eyes fluttered open shyly.
She'd never seen Kurt naked before. She'd never seen a cock before, never even touched one in the dark. She couldn't help gawking. Kurt's body was beautiful, as she knew from seeing him in a bathing suit, but now all her attention was focused on his erect cock.
It stood straight up, stiff and swollen, springing from a nest of reddish brown curls. His balls, a deep glowing red, were swollen, too, taut round bags that crowded his crotch. Michelle's wandering eyes ran up the pale fat stalk of his prick and onto the knob-like purple head. She was trying to decide if cocks were ugly or beautiful, when a glowing sensation in her pussy answered the question for her.
"Touch it, Michelle," Kurt said softly. "It won't bite. Come on, honey, I want you to touch my cock."
She had no intention of doing so, but he took her hand and brought it over and laid her fingers against his stiff cock. She hadn't known what to expect, and she was pleasantly surprised to find it smooth and silky and warm, nice to touch. He let go of her hand and, without urging she began to pet his stiff prick, running her fingers shyly up and down the hot throbbing pole.
"Wrap your fingers around it, honey," he said huskily. "Give me a little more pressure. Yeah,
that's it. That's nice, Michelle. Just keep doing that, pumping my meat."
He settled back against the seat with a sigh, a lusty grin spreading over his face. Michelle dutifully curled her fingers around his fat rock-hard cock and pumped it steadily, up and down, applying just the amount of pressure he wanted. Almost immediately she saw bright bubbles of juice coming out of the little slit mouth of his cock-head. So guys got juicy, too.
"Ummmm, nice," Kurt sighed. "I dig your hand on my cock, baby. Yeah, keep pumping!"
His wicked words were turning her on. Everything seemed to be turning her on, in fact. His juice bubbled out steadily now running down to wet her fingers and make her pumping slick and fast. Kurt was really getting off on it, she could tell. His horny grin broadened steadily, and his eyes were starting to roll crazily. He breathed hard and fast.
Then his hand slipped into her crotch.
Michelle gave a squeal of surprise and jumped a little.
"Kurt," she said in alarm.
"Just relax," he panted. "Keep pumping my dick, baby, and I'll do something nice for you. Don't worry-I'm just touching."
Michelle was nervous about it, but she said nothing more. She told herself not to be silly, that touching couldn't hurt her. She went on pumping his juice-soaked cock, and he slid his hand firmly over her soft curly mons, cupping it, possessing it. She blushed hotly. No man had ever touched her there before.
She felt his finger wiggling inside the plump lips of her mons and touc›hing the small red dot of her clit. Stunning pleasure jolted her the instant he touched it, and she almost gasped aloud. A few times while bathing she'd accidentally touched herself there and gotten the same results-but with Kurt touching her, the excitement was doubled.
"00000," Michelle suddenly moaned.
He was rubbing her clit steadily and expertly. He was frigging her, she realized, doing what she'd wanted to do to herself but had thought too wicked. He had the tip of his finger on her highly sensitive little joy button, and he was rubbing and massaging it, and it felt terrific.
So terrific that she creamed heavily into his hand. He must have felt it. She couldn't stop blushing, and yet his finger felt so damned good on her clit that she couldn't ask him to stop. She just sat there and moaned while he frigged her hot little red clit. Somehow she managed to keep pumping his cock, too. She and Kurt moaned and panted for long delicious moments.
So this was what the experts called foreplay just a little something you did before fucking. It was so exciting, so much fun, that she wondered how fucking itself could be any better. She'd given up trying not to reveal her excitement. She just shamelessly creamed right into Kurt's hand and moaned her pleasure. She'd never felt anything so wonderful as Kurt's busy fingertip rubbing around and around the taut throbbing shaft of r clit.
"You like that, baby?" he asked homely.
"Oooow Kurt, it feels great," she gasped. "Do you like what I'm doing?" Her little hand still
pumped steadily up and down the swollen shaft of his cock.
"Yeah, I dig it," ha moaned. "Don't stop. In fact I'm probably gonna come in just a second, honey, but don't be frightened. I might make some noise."
She found herself really excited by the idea of bringing him off. Poor Kurt had been through so many months of frustration with her, she really wanted to do something nice for him. She speeded up her pumping of his cock, tightening her fist a little. Kurt moaned loudly, leaned back and closed his eyes. His breathing was very fast and noisy now.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," he chanted.
She kept pumping, and he started moving his hips, feeding his hot swollen dick roughly back and forth in her hand. Then suddenly he arched his body sharply and howled. The noise alarmed Michelle, but she managed to keep pumping. His cock writhed and contracted in her fist then shot a blast of white cream that almost hit her face. She drew back and watched in amazement.
"Awwwwww, God," Kurt wailed.
His body jerked violently a few times as he jetted out his come; and then he gasped and went limp. Michelle felt his cock going small and soft in her hand; She gently let it go. Kurt was catching his breath, a funny smile on his face. Finally he looked at her and grinned and his finger began moving back and forth over her clit again, giving her a sudden burst of pleasure.
"You did all right, honey," he told her. "Now you get your reward."
Michelle tried to fight off the dizzying blinding pleasure that engulfed her, for she didn't want to lose control of herself while she was alone with
Kurt. It was no use. He frigged her hot little clit furiously, and she was swept away with pleasure, moaning and jerking her horny pussy in time to his strokes.
Michelle wailed, "Oooooo."
"That's it, baby, dig it," Kurt urged. "I'm gonna make you come."
She didn't believe him-and then she was coming. It was so sudden and unexpected that she couldn't hide her response. Her slim body arched sharply, then began to shake violently. Her cream gushed out to puddle on the seat of the car. She screamed with pleasure. Her very first orgasm brought her unbelievable pleasure, more than she'd dreamed possible.
"Eeeeee," she screeched.
At last the dizzying contractions died away, and she snuggled up against Kurt, fulfilled and content-for the moment. He laughed softly and hugged her, having made his point-they could bring each other off and still preserve her virginity.
Too bad that wasn't enough for Kurt.
"Honey," he said, "if you dig coming, just think how much fun it'd be to ball. You can really get off that way."
"Kurt, we've been over this a hundred times," Michelle said. "I'm not going to fuck you till we're married, and that's that. I thought you understood."
"So let's get married right away, then," he said eagerly. "I been thinking it over, honey, and we
can get by on just my pay. I really don't want you working in that hotel this summer. There's too many guys who'll get the wrong idea about you."
"I can take care of myself," Michelle said, "and you know we need the money, Kurt."
"So you won't marry me right away?" he said angrily.
"No, and I won't give up that job," Michelle snapped.
"And of course you won't ball me like a normal woman," he sneered.
"Kurt," she cried, "Be reasonable."
"Go to hell," he snarled, starting the car. "I've waited long enough for you. Now I'm gonna find somebody else."



CHAPTER TWO


Kurt went off in a huff, vowing to find another girl-one who'd have no objections to balling him. Michelle felt angry and hurt. It wasn't her fault that she'd been raised to have strict moral principles. And it wasn't fair of Kurt to ask her to give up her summer job, either. So to hell with him, she concluded. She'd just give up her plans for marriage, that was all.
Monday came, her first day at work. She still felt a little sad about Kurt, but excited about going to work at the Canton Hotel, a huge resort lodge on the edge of the lake where many famous people vacationed. She was only going to be a maid, but she'd still have a chance to see lots of celebrities. That ought to help take her mind off Kurt.
Michelle arrived promptly at nine o'clock and reported to the office of the hotel manager, Ray Benton. She'd expected an older man and she was very surprised to discover an attractive bearded fellow in his late twenties. With a very sexy grin, he invited her to sit down. He eyed her appreciatively from behind his desk.
"Well, Michelle," he said, "is this your first job?"
"Yes, sir," Michelle said politely.
"Oh, let's forget formalities," Benton laughed. "Call me Ray. I'll just tell you a little about your duties, Michelle, and give you your uniform. You're about a size ten? Okay." He chatted on, telling Michelle that she was to clean the rooms, make the beds, bring fresh linens, and assist the guests in whatever way she could.
Then he went to a closet and brought out what Michelle considered a rather skimpy uniform. She'd expected a black dress and white apron, just like in the movies, but Carlton maids apparently wore red hot pants and clinging red t-shirts with the word "Carlton" on the front. Michelle blushed as Benton handed her the flimsy costume.
"There's not much to it, is there?" she said doubtfully.
"Don't worry," Benton replied with a perfectly straight face, "we keep the place well heated. You go ahead and change into that, Michelle-there's a dressing room for maids just next to my office. Then you can get right to work."
Michelle went to the maids' dressing room and quickly changed into her costume. She looked at herself in the full length mirror that was provided. She blushed all the way down to her toes, till she was almost the same color as her outfit. There was almost nothing left to anyone's imagination in that tiny clinging costume.
There was a knock on the door, and Benton stuck his head in to have a look at her. He gave an appreciative whistle. "Perfect," he said. "You look great, honey."
"Uh, Mr. Benton-Ray," Michelle said, blushing hotly, "don't you think this costume is a little too revealing?"
She turned to face him as she spoke, and he studied her with a frown. "No, doll," he said, "I don't agree with you. In fact it's not revealing enough. We'd rather you left off the bra."
Michelle didn't think it was possible to blush any harder, but she did. "No bra?" she cried. "But-"
Benton gave her another devastating smile. "Gotta please the customers, honey," he said. "Remember, this is just a hick town in the woods, and a lot of our guests come from LA or New York where there's real action. They're used to costumes like that. We have to compete."
Michelle sighed. "All right," she said. "I'll take off my bra. Then I better get to work."
"Right on," said Benton. "By the way, if you're not doing anything after work, how about having dinner with me in my penthouse? Just the two of us."
Something warned Michelle not to get involved with this man who looked like a friendly hippie but talked like a super-sophisticate. She wasn't ready for him yet. She had enough trouble dealing with a simple small-town mechanic like Kurt.
"I'm sorry, Ray," she said primly, "but I promised my folks I'd be home for dinner. Maybe some other time."
He just grinned at her and left much to her relief. She didn't want to start off the new job by making her boss angry. She went to the supply cupboard, got her cleaning equipment, and started to work. Her assignment was the top floor of the lodge-hotel. On the way up she spotted other young girls wearing costumes like hers, and that made her feel a little less nervous.
Leaving the service elevator on the top floor, Michelle almost bumped right into a movie star.
At first she couldn't believe it. She just stood there and stared, certain that her eyes were playing tricks on her, The outrageously handsome blond man was perhaps in his mid-thirties, wearing skimpy blue swim trunks, on his way back to his room from an early morning swim. His tan body was superbly shaped and muscled-and his face was SO familiar.
"Hi there," he said to Michelle, flashing her a smile.
"H-Hi," she managed to whisper.
It WAS him, Jay Sommers, the hottest leading
man in the movies. Michelle thought she was going to faint with excitement for a moment, but she managed to pull herself together and start pushing her cleaning cart down the hall. Jay Sommers was heading in the opposite direction-no doubt he had one of the penthouse suites.
"Oh, Miss," he called.
Michelle whirled around, her heart pounding. "Yes, sir?"
"What's your name?" Jay Sommers asked, still giving her that famous smile that made her knees go rubbery. She told him. "Okay, Michelle," he said, "would you have two Bloody Marys sent up to my suite, please? Right away."
"Yes, sir," she said.
She didn't have to ask his name, and he knew it. He strode off down the hall, and Michelle called roam service to put in his order. The drinks quickly arrived on a dumb waiter, and Michelle set them on a tray and went to the door Jay Sommers had entered. She buzzed and heard him shout for her to come in.
Michelle walked into a lavishly furnished bedroom where a stark naked girl lay stretched out on the enormous circular bed. Jay Sommers was standing beside the bed, just taking off his swim trunks. Michelle was so embarrassed she almost dropped the tray, but Sommers and the girl didn't seem the least bit upset. As Ray Benton had remarked, they were used to more action.
"Your drinks, sir," Michelle managed to say.
"Oh, yeah, just put them here on the bedside table," Sommers said, stepping out of his trunks. Naked, he padded over to a chair where he'd
thrown his pants, fished in the pocket, and came up with some money which he put into Michelle's hand. She nodded her thanks far the tip and staggered out of the room.
In the hall she stopped, caught her breath, and looked at the crumpled bill she held. It was five dollars-just for delivering a couple of drinks! But that wasn't what was really blowing her mind. It was what she'd seen. In all her life she'd never expected to see anything as spectacular as Jay Sommers without a stitch of clothes-not to mention his mistress as well.
Michelle recognized the girl now from TV and a few movies. She was Kristi Jones, a very young and fantastically built redhead. She and Jay Sommers were apparently living together that year or whatever arrangement was popular among the jet set. Michelle buzzed with excitement as she recalled what she'd just seen.
Kristi almost spread-eagled on the bed, not bothering to pull her legs together when the maid walked in, wantonly displaying her moist pink pussy and her cute little coppery puff of mons fur. She was a real redhead, all right. Jay Sommers nonchalantly stepping out of his trunks, his limp pale prick wagging lewdly from its nest of blond tight curls.
Michelle felt a sudden searing heat in her pussy which was becoming all too familiar these days. Damn it, just from looking at Jay Sommers she'd gotten horny. There was nothing she could do about that right now, though. She'd better get to work, try to get her mind off the sexy scene she'd just witnessed. She took her cleaning cart and
started doing the rooms.
Michelle worked her way slowly back toward Jay Sommers' suite, giving him and Kristi plenty of time to have their drinks and get dressed. She reached the room next to theirs, knocked, and got no answer, so she went in. She was just about to turn on the vacuum cleaner when she heard a girl giggling.
Michelle followed the sound and discovered to her embarrassment that she wasn't in a separate suite after all but apparently in a bedroom connected to Jay's. A partially open door gave her a glimpse of the room she'd been in before, the one with the circular bed. Kristi and Jay were still in there.
"You naughty thing," she heard Kristi giggle, "you wanta ball before breakfast?"
"YOU know me," Jay laughed. "I don't have any scruples. So take your clothes off, baby, and come here."
"Shit," Kristi pouted, "I just got dressed."
"So?" Jay said impatiently. "We're not going anywhere. There's no place to go in this hick town. That's why I brought you here, so we could do nothing but fuck."
"Jay, you're awful," Kristi squealed.
"I know," he said. "Now get undressed."
As she listened to this sexy talk, Michelle blushed beet red. She wasn't supposed to be in an occupied room, and she certainly wasn't supposed to eavesdrop on the guests' conversations. The proper thing to do was to leave at once.
But when would she ever get another chance like this in her whole life? To see a famous star make
love.
Blushing furiously, ashamed of herself but bursting with curiosity, Michelle crept over to the half open door and peered into the next room. It was a perfect setup. She was at an angle where Jay and Kristi were unlikely to look, but she had an excellent view of the huge circular bed. She just couldn't resist. She knew she was going to watch.
It was wrong, of course, but there was so much she wanted to know and not just about Jay Sommers, movie star. She simply wanted to know about sex, how people made love. She was a virgin herself and had never witnessed the act. There was a lot she wanted to learn before she made the decision to give up her virginity.
So she spied and saw Jay Sommers stretched out naked on the bed, lying on his back. It made Michelle hot and horny just to look at him, he was so ideally handsome. Light blond hair, modishly long, bronze-tanned body with well-defined muscles, powerful arms and legs, mat of golden hairs on his chest. And the ruggedly handsome face with the famous smile. Yes, it was all very exciting, but her eyes kept darting back to his cock.
Michelle knew by now that men got hard-ons when they were horny, but Jay Sommers' cock was still quite limp, just as she'd seen it before. Pale and soft, it rested on his thigh, the circumcised head a dull rose color. Jay was watching his beautiful red-haired lover take her clothes off, but his cock stayed flaccid.
Michelle turned her attention to Kristi Jones. The tall coltish redhead was in her early twenties, her coppery hair done in a huge Afro, her body
lithe and slim and almost boyishly slender except for her huge breasts. Michelle really envied her that unusual figure, the enormous boobs on the slender body. Kristi's firm pointed tits were the size of snail watermelons and similarly shaped.
Kristi had just skinned out of tight pants and was removing a little halter. She cast it away, and her big pale breasts swung free. It was amazing that such large heavy tits didn't sag. They pointed straight out, capped with large cane-shaped pink nipples. Jay's eyes glinted with excitement as he watched those huge breasts swing and wobble.
"Don't take all day," he said.
"Just one more thing to take off," Kristi grinned.
She tugged down her tiny bikini panties and then straightened up for Jay to admire. She was something to admire, all right, the tall slim redhead with the huge thrusting tits. Even her muff was adorable, just a little cloud of red fur. Kristi strolled over to the bed with grace of a trained dancer.
"Get me hard, doll," Jay said, a trace of huskiness in his voice now.
Kristi glanced down at his small soft cock and gave a somewhat impatient sigh. "I thought you were horny," she said. "How come you're not hard?"
"Never mind," Jay said. "Just do what I said. You know the deal, baby-no complaints, just do what I want. That is, if you wanta be in my next picture."
Well, Michelle thought dryly, how romantic.
But Kristi Jones just shrugged. Apparently she was used to selling her body in order to advance her career. She crawled onto the bed and knelt beside Jay. She bent over, her upturned nose practically rubbing his limp pale cock, and she lifted his flaccid meat up to her lips. Her little pink tongue flashed out and she began to lick the head of his cock rapidly, swishing her tongue around and around the dull red head.
Michelle b1ushed as she watched. It seemed to her as if Kristi was doing something very, very wicked. True, Michelle herself had played with her boyfriend's cock, pumping it with her fist and making him come, but she'd never dreamed of using her tongue. Jay Sommers seemed to like it, though. He leaned back against the pillows with a lazy little grin and gave a big sigh of pleasure.
"Yeah, that's nice, honey," he said, "real nice." Kristi went about her cock-licking in a brisk business-like manner, swirling and swishing her wet pink tongue around and around the sensitive head of his prick with almost machine-like regularity. Her pert round ass was thrust in Michelle's direction, and the spying maid could hardly avoid the unhindered view of Kristi's pussy.
It was pretty to look at, Michelle had to admit. Tender pink flesh gleamed with slight moisture and was fringed with fine copper curls. Michelle could see the small shadowed mouth of Kristi's cunt and the pea-size red lump of her clit. She recalled Kurt touching her there, massaging her little joy button, and her own pussy grew hot and moist.
Michelle suddenly wished she had a man of her own to make love to. She wanted to be held and stroked, wanted to touch and explore some hard
masculine body. She wished she and Kurt hadn't fought. It would be so great to see him tonight. Or would it? They'd probably just have the same old fight, Kurt trying to fuck her, Michelle tearfully refusing.
If only she could make up her mind about her virginity, about whether to ball or not.
Maybe watching another couple would help, but first Kristi had to get Jay hard. She was certainly doing her best, her pretty gleaming pink tongue lashing and licking the spit-soaked head of his cock, going around and around in a rapid circling motion. Jay was grinning, leaning back, eyes half shut-but his cock stayed soft and wrinkled.
"Nice," he sighed, "but let's have a change of pace, okay? Take it in your mouth."
Kristi sighed loudly but said nothing. Michelle blushed again. Take his cock in her mouth? Michelle had never heard of such a thing, and it somehow seemed wicked and depraved. But the pretty red-haired starlet didn't hesitate. She picked up Jay's soft pale prick and popped the head of it into her mouth. She started to suck on it, loud and wet and fast.
"Ahhhhhh, yet," Jay gasped, "yeah, blow me, baby."
Michelle, her face beet red and her eyes wide, wondered if she'd ever do a thing like that for Kurt. She didn't know how she'd ever get up the nerve to take a guy's meat in her mouth, yet on the other hand it excited her hotly to think about it. She wondered how cock tasted. Kristi was certainly finding out.
The redhead's head bounced briskly up and
down over Jay's lap as she skillfully worked his prick in and out of her juicy pink-glossed lips. Just as with her cock-licking she went about it in a brisk, expert, machine-like way, as if she'd done it a thousand times-and perhaps she had. Michelle envied the girl's confidence and experience.
"More," Jay panted, his eyes completely closed now, "take more of it in your mouth. Come on, baby, eat me!"
Kristi obediently sucked more of his milky white limp cock into her mouth, till she was nosing into his blond pubic thatch and his flaccid rosy balls were rubbing her chin. Somehow she'd managed to take Jay's entire cock into her mouth, and she showed no sighs of discomfort. She just went on with her loud wet sucking while Jay moaned and clawed the bedspread.
"Suck me, suck me," he chanted, "suck that meat, baby, get me hard."
Michelle was beginning to wonder about her favorite movie star. Even with her lack of experience, she thought it was strange that he didn't get an erection. My God, if that had been Kurt getting his cock sucked by a knockout redhead, he'd have gotten hard and shot his load minutes ago. It seemed to take an awful lot to arouse Jay Sommers. But perhaps he was just jaded from getting every woman he wanted.
After about a minute of loud juicy cock-sucking Kristi raised her flushed face, letting his limp prick slip from her mouth, and gave a loud sigh. She looked almost despairingly at Jay's soft wrinkled cock as it gleamed with her saliva but lay flaccid and useless on his belly.
"Jesus, my mouth's tired," she sighed. "Maybe we oughta skip this till after breakfast, huh, Jay? I mean, you really don't seem to be in the mood."
Jay scowled at her. "You're not supposed to ask questions or make suggestions" he snapped. "You just do what I say. Now I want you to Wow me, baby, and blow me as long as I want. Get it?"
"Yes, boss," Kristi said sarcastically, "but can I rest my mouth now and then?"
"Yeah," Jay said impatiently, "but you won't need to do it again. I'm almost there."
"Thank God for small favors," said the redhead, bending over his lap again.
Kristi picked up his limp wet cock and stuffed it into her mouth again. The loud lewd-sounding sucking began once more. Michelle wondered how long the poor girl would have to keep it up before Jay got a hard-on. Jay seemed to be wondering the same thing, because presently he gave an exasperated sigh.
"I shouldn't have popped those pills this morning," he said. "It sure dulls my reactions. Listen, keep on sucking me, just like that, but stick your finger up my asshole, too. That oughta do it."
Michelle thought she'd faint from shock. She had to clap a hand to her mouth to keep from gasping out loud. There he was the biggest star in Hollywood, who always played heroes, good guys-asking a girl to stick her finger in his ass. Michelle wondered if she'd heard right-till she saw Kristi quickly obey.
The bosomy redhead went on sucking Jay's cock swiftly and loudly, but at the same time she reached into his crotch, stuck out her little finger
and wriggled the tip of it into his tight-clenched asshole. She gave a push and the finger disappeared. Then she started to pump it just like, a miniature cock, working briskly in and out of Jay's wrinkled brownie.
"Awwwww, Christ, yeah," Jay howled. "That's it, doll, that's gonna do it. Oh, Jesus, feel that meat gettin' hard?"
A gagging sound testified that Kristi felt it all too well. Jay's cock sprang to life so fast, it almost plunged down her slim throat. She managed to disgorge it while it was still swelling, and his prick popped from her mouth, stiff and fat and ready. Kristi withdrew her finger from his asshole and fell back panting.
Michelle stared brazenly at the actor's erect cock. Not only was it Jay Sommers' cock, but it was only the second prick she'd seen in her whole life, so she was burning with curiosity. Jay's dick was just about the same size as Kurt's only perhaps not quite so thick. The seven-inch pillar of hard ivory flesh pointed straight up at the ceiling, capped by a fat purple head.
Now Kristi Jones started to show a lot more interest in the proceedings. With a throaty purring noise she snuggled up close to Jay and began petting his erect cock and licking his nipples. From her vantage point, Michelle could see the redhead's gash growing very wet and swollen.
"You wanta get balled, baby?" Jay grinned.
"You better believe it," Kristi sighed.
He laughed softly as he rolled her over onto her back. Kristi gave a low moan and opened her long legs very wide, obscenely wide, displaying her
bright red slit which was now soaked with her cunt juice. She bent her knees back as Jay slipped between her thighs.
"Yes, yes, yes," Kristi chanted, "ball me, lover, hurry!"
Michelle watched breathlessly as Jay Sommers rammed his thick stiff cock roughly into Kristi's tiny cunt mouth, stretching her pink pussy lips widely. He pushed into her in one brutal rush. It looked like it would hurt, but Kristi gave a wail of ecstasy and wrapped her long legs around his waist, pulling his cock even deeper into her wet hungry box.
"Ooaoooh, yeah," she gasped, "yeah, fuck meee. Oh, God, Jay, give it to me. Hard!"
Michelle felt it was very wicked of her to watch this most intimate of moments, but she couldn't tear herself away. She wanted so much to know what fucking was like and now she was getting a very vivid idea. Jay Sommers fucked crudely, roughly, his taut ass jerking swiftly between Kristi's thighs. Michelle could even hear the lewd sucking sound of his thick cock reaming the girl's tight wet Nat.
"Ahhhhhhh," Kristi began to wail, "Ahhhhhhh!"
She clawed Jay's shoulders as she came, and she wailed her pleasure in a high shrill voice, her pretty face twisted in a lusty grimace. Her body shook violently for a moment, and then she sighed and went limp. Jay continued to pump away, moaning in a low voice as he shot his load into her. Then he fell onto her with a loud sigh of satisfaction.
It looked like a helluva lot of fun, Michelle had
to admit. Even though she was afraid of fucking, frightened at the thought of taking a huge hard cock into her virgin cunt, she'd gotten very aroused from watching Jay and Kristi. In fact the crotch of her panties was soaked and steamy with her horny juice. Damn all her moral scruples. She'd really love to frig herself right now, to get some relief from her aching lust. But she knew she wouldn't. For better or worse, she was a "nice girl."
And that meant waiting till she was married before she could enjoy the dizzying pleasure of fucking, the supreme pleasure which Jay and Kristi had just experienced. Could she really wait that long? Did she even want to waft? Sometimes she wondered.
She heard Jay and Kristi getting out of bed, starting to get dressed, and she gathered up her equipment and hurried out of the room, still hot and shaking from the powerfully arousing scene she'd just witnessed.
Something told her that this wasn't going to be her last adventure at the hotel.



CHAPTER THREE


The next morning when Michelle came to work, Ray Benton called her into his office. Her heart froze, as she wondered if somehow Jay Sommers knew of her spying yesterday. To her relief, Benton greeted her with a big smile.
"I just wanted to tell you about our latest guest on the third floor" he said. "I want you to be
especially nice to him and his party. His name is Carlo Rossi. Ever hear of him?"
Michelle looked frightened. "Hey," she said, "what's he doing here? I thought he was some kind of gangster."
Benton chuckled. "Honey, you've been watching too much television," he said. "That kind of stuff doesn't happen any more. Let's just say that Mr. Rossi has very important business connections back East. Anyhow, if he likes this hotel, he'll come back, and he'll recommend it to his friends-and that means a whole lot of money coming our way. Rossi's a very generous spender. So if you see him, baby, smile. Got it?"
"Got it," Michelle said with a resigned sigh.
She still didn't believe that Carlo Rossi was a good man in any sense of the word, but she had to follow orders or lose her job. On her way up to the penthouse floor, she just hoped she wouldn't run into him. She'd find it hard to fake her smile.
As she rode up in the service elevator, she tried to recall just what she'd heard about Rossi. She wasn't very interested in the news, being only eighteen, but she did recall that Rossi had been charged with extortion and income tax evasion a few years back but that there was insufficient evidence for a conviction. Now he passed himself off as a cigar manufacturer. Nobody had ever exactly proved him guilty of anything, yet everyone believed he was guilty.
The elevator stopped and Michelle got out, pushing her cart. She was so deep in thought that she almost ran right into Jay Sommers, who was returning from his regular pre-breakfast swim. She
stopped just before running over his bare toes-and just as he gave a yelp and hopped out of the way. Michelle blushed furiously.
"Oh, dear, I'm terribly sorry," she cried. "I didn't look where I was going."
Sommers flashed her one of his million dollar smiles. "You better watch it, honey," he said. "You could get a traffic citation for that."
He stepped closer, and his electric blue eyes seemed to examine and approve her whole body in a split second. "By the way, Michelle," he said, more softly, "I'd like you to deliver two Bloody Man's to my room every morning at nine, okay? Deliver them personally."
"Yes, Mr. Sommers," Michelle said breathlessly. He'd remembered her name! She was so thrilled, she just stood there gawking after him when he smiled and went off down the hall to his room. She almost forgot his drink order, in fact. Then she snapped back to reality, phoned in the order, and took the drinks on a tray to Jay Sommers' room, just as she'd done the previous morning.
He shouted for her to enter, and the scene was just the same as before-the unmade circular bed, Jay just starting to remove his wet swim trunks-except that Kristi wasn't in the bed. Michelle heard the shower running. She set the drinks on the bedside table and started to leave, but Jay reached out and caught her wrist.
"You forgot your tip, Michelle," he said.
She blushed and stammered, "You don't have to tip me, Mr. Sommers. It's a thrill just to serve you.
He pulled her closer to him and frowned right
into her up turned face. "Honey, that's a silly attitude. In this life you gotta grab every chance you get. If somebody offers you money, take it. You're a very pretty girl, Michelle, but you won't get ahead on looks alone, believe me."
Michelle didn't know what to say. Not only had he called her pretty, but she was standing so close to him, she could feel the radiating heat of his nearly naked body. As she stared at him, he pulled her even closer, till her braless tits touched his chest, and then kissed her.
Michelle damned near wet her pants with excitement. She gave a muffled cry as the famous star began to kiss her, and then her whole crotch seemed to glow and moisten with lusty arousal. Jay Sommers wriggled his tongue into her mouth, and Michelle moaned and went limp against him. She could feel his cock starting to rise.
"Hey, where's my drink?" Kristi called from the bathroom.
"Coming right up," Jay answered.
He released Michelle and delivered the drink, taking his time, without any sign of panic, even though his beautiful young mistress had almost caught him kissing the hotel maid. He handed Michelle a five dollar bill and rested his hand on her waist as he escorted her to the door. She was trembling so excitedly, she could hardly walk. As Jay let her out, he grinned at her.
"See you tomorrow, Michelle," he said.
"Yes, sir," Michelle sighed.
She went off in a daze, hardly aware of what she was doing. Jay Sommers, the biggest star in Hollywood, had kissed her. He knew- her name,
said she was very pretty. It was all just too much. Head in the clouds, Michelle turned a corner, pushing her cleaning cart ahead of her, and ran over someone's foot.
"Sonofabitch"' the man shouted, hopping up and down.
"Oh, my gosh, I'm sorry," Michelle squeaked. "Are you hurt?"
The injured man looked at the teenage blonde, who was also jumping up and down-with concern. Her ripe round tits were jiggling crazily in her tight red t-shirt. He forgot his hurt foot, smiled, and stepped closer to the pretty hotel maid.
"I'll live," he said shortly. "What's your name?"
"M-Michelle, sir," she said, blushing hotly.
Michelle guessed the guy to be about forty, though he was in excellent condition-deeply tanned, powerfully muscled, walking with easy feline grace. His black hair was just starting to recede at the temples. He was wearing only swim trunks, and Michelle found herself gawking at the thick mat of black hair on his broad chest.
"Well, Michelle," he said, "I won't say anything this time, but you better keep your mind on your job from now on. You won't last long in a career if you screw up."
"I know, sir," she said, hanging her head.
"You can clean my room now," he said. "I'm going out for a swim. I have one of the penthouse suites-Carlo Rossi."
Michelle blushed hotly. My God, she really had screwed up. Here was the guy that Ray Benton had told her to be extra nice to-and the first thing she did was run over his foot. Humiliated, she hurried
on down the hall to clean the Rossi suite, leaving Carlo Rossi to stare after her. He watched her round wobbling little ass, smiled faintly, and then continued on to the elevator.
Rossi's suite was even bigger and more expensive than Jay Sommers'. It took Michelle a full hour to clean it up, make the giant bed, and put fresh linens in the bathroom. It was so big, in fact, that when she finished she couldn't remember the way out. She took what she thought was the hall door and ended up in another bedroom instead.
Fortunately there was no one in the room, but she heard someone entering Rossi's room. Just like yesterday she was trapped in a potential spying situation. She didn't really want to spy this time, but she couldn't go back into Rossi's room with people in it, and she didn't know who might be in the hall.
"Forget about changing," she heard Rossi say. "Just come here."
"Is that all you ever think about?" said a scornful female 'voice.
"Is there something better to think about?" said Rossi.
"You really are an animal," the woman said. "I'll do as I please, thank you, and right now I want to get out of this bathing suit."
To her horror, Michelle saw the doorknob turning. The woman was about to enter the room where Michelle had accidentally strayed. Michelle quickly crawled under the bed. Then she heard an angry screech, and door flew open. The woman was holding the knob, but Rossi was dragging her back into his room. Michelle, cowering in the
shadows under the bed, had a perfect view of everything.
"Let me go, you bastard," the woman snarled. "I'm not your slave."
"You are if you want my money," Carlo Rossi said gruffly. "You wanta go on living like this, baby, you do what I say. And right now I wanta get laid-so get over here and get your clothes off."
He let her go, and the woman stood there fuming. She was a black-haired Amazon, almost six feet tall, superbly built. Her blue-black hair fell straight and thick to her waist, and her huge heavy breasts jutted straight out, threatening to burst her tiny bikini bra. She didn't look like a real woman-she looked more like some horny adolescent fantasy of a woman.
"Pig," she spat.
"Aw, come off it, Nadine," Carlo said, starting to look impatient. "Take off that swim suit and come to bed. I want you, baby."
"Tough," said Nadine. "I don't want you."
She turned on her heels and started into the other room, but Carlo came after her, much quicker on his feet than seemed possible for a burly bull-like man. He seized her from behind and hauled her roughly over to the bed. They crashed onto it and started wrestling.
"Frigid bitch," Carlo snarled..
"Selfish prick," Nadine shouted.
Michelle didn't know whether to laugh or not. It certainly was a strange way to make love that's all she could say. Nadine was apparently Carlo Rossi's mistress. He'd brought her with him, given her a room connected to his. But she didn't act like it.
She fought him tooth and nail till finally he seized her skimpy bikini top and tore it off.
"Ohhh, damn you," Nadine cried, "just look at that."
"I'm looking, I'm looking," Carlo chuckled.
Nadine had enormous long breasts, literally the size and shape of watermelons. They looked extremely heavy, and each was easily as big as Carlo's head. Her nipples were large, too, cone shaped and light brown. The fantastic jugs shook and swung violently as she went on wrestling with Carlo.
He was laughing, trying to pin her down, but in a moment his patience faded and he ripped off the bottom of her bathing suit. Michelle couldn't help seeing the naked Amazon. Nadine had a very large muff, dark and triangular, that seemed to cover the whole lower half of her belly. The lustrous black fur seemed to attract Carlo, for he -moaned and buried his, face in it.
"Get off me," Nadine whined.
Far from obeying, Carlo pressed his face even tighter against her thick black muff, and he slid his hands under her round naked ass, cupping the firm cheeks, and pulled her tight against him. Michelle saw his tongue snake out, red and wet, and wiggle into the dense fur, seeking Nadine's clit.
"Oooooo," she moaned suddenly. "Damn you, Carlo,don't."
Carlo gave a muffled laugh and went on tonguing her small red clit, flicking and lashing it with an expert tongue tip. Watching from her hiding place, Michelle was starting to get aroused already. All she had to do was think of some guy
licking her clit, and it was enough to make her frantically horny. She'd never had it done to her, but she could imagine how great it would feel.
Or could she? Suddenly Michelle's curiosity was so intense, she wanted to find out for sure. Lying on her belly under the bed, she slid a hand inside her shorts and panties and touched the delicate fur of her mons. She slipped a finger between the soft furry lips and found the small tender lump of her clit. She pressed a fingertip against the tiny organ and began to flick and rim it just like Carlo was doing to Nadine.
"Ummmm," she moaned.
Luckily they didn't hear her, and she knew she'd have to be careful not to make noises again. But she just couldn't help that first outburst. She hadn't expected it to feel so great when she rubbed her clit. It was the first time Michelle had ever played with herself.
Too bad-she should have done it ages ago.
Sighing happily, but softly, she went on rubbing her clit while she watched Carlo eating Nadine's pussy. The big black-haired girl was still struggling, but without much conviction, and every few seconds she gave a helpless screech of pleasure. Carlo clung to her like a leech, clawing her ass, tonguing her small red clit hungrily.
"Stop it, stop it," Nadine whined, pushing against his powerful shoulders, "don't do that, Carlo. Ohhhhhh, God. You bastard, stop! I don't want to-ahhhhhh! I hate you, you prick!"
And so on-Nadine alternated between hostility and pleasure as Carlo noisily licked her clit.
Michelle notice that Nadine's long shapely legs were falling open wider and wider, permitting Carlo to thrust his flushed face even farther into her crotch. Michelle again tried to imagine the sensation of a man's slick wet tongue on her clit and she creamed furiously, hotly, into her own hand. God, she'd like to try that.
She still hadn't decided if she ever wanted to get balled-the thought of a thick hard cock in her tiny tight virgin cunt was pretty frightening. But she sure as hell would like to try out some of the foreplay she'd seen in the last couple of days. She wanted to try licking Kurt's cock, and she wanted Kurt to eat her pussy.
"Oh, damn you, let me go. Ahhhhhh," Nadine moaned. "Why do you do this to me? Why humiliate me? Can't you just rape me and get it over with, you disgusting-ooooooo!"
The noise of Carlo's clit-licking seemed to get suddenly louder, wetter and more juicy. Michelle looked closer and saw that – he wasn't licking Nadine's clit any more-he was sucking on it. Michelle felt her body glow with arousal as she thought of how great that would feel. She couldn't imitate it with her fingers, but she did her best, taking her wet little button between her thumb and forefinger, kneading it swiftly. The pleasure was sudden and powerful.
"000000," Michelle cooed.
Luckily Nadine was making so much noise they couldn't possibly have heard her. The big black-haired girl was kicking and screeching, lout of control with pleasure, as Carlo noisily sucked her clit. She certainly wasn't fighting him any more.
Her white teeth flashed in a lusty grimace, and her eyes rolled crazily. She arched her tall body, close to coming.
Suddenly Carlo lifted his head from her crotch. His face was bright and wet with her cunt cream, and he was grinning, licking his lips. Nadine uttered a loud moan of frustration as she lost the delicious stimulus of his tongue and mouth just a moment before she was going to climax. She looked up at him with a mixture of longing and hatred.
"Why do you do this to me?" she said hoarsely. "Does it amuse you?"
"Yeah, it does," Carlo said with a grin. "I like to watch you get hot. It turns me on to make you mad, too. But best of all I like to ball you baby. We've played enough games for this morning. Let's get down to business."
He got off her and stood beside the bed. Nadine seemed to know what he wanted. Naked, she sighed and went to kneel before him. He was wearing only his swim trunks. She seized the waistband and began pulling the garment down. Carlo grinned at her, apparently aroused by her servile behavior.
Michelle went on frigging herself, kneading her wet little clit and sending melting bursts of pleasure through her belly, but she kept her eyes on the action, too. She wanted to know exactly what people did when they fucked, how it looked. She watched wide-eyed now as Nadine slowly peeled down Carlo's wet bathing suit.
Where Jay Sommers was tan and golden, this man was naturally olive-skinned and hairy. He reminded Michelle of a gorilla-but something in
his very virile brutishness turned her on. Her eyes got wider as Nadine slowly unveiled his semi-erect cock. Michelle wanted to see a big variety of cocks, Study them.
At last the suit was down, and Michelle could see Carlo Rossi's thick pale prick. It was almost erect now, and already it was as fat as Kurt's or Jay's, though not as long. The head seemed huge to Michelle's inexperienced eyes, a big purple knob of flesh. Nadine helped Carlo step out of his suit, and then she, too, stared at his rising cock.
"Kiss it," Carlo said hoarsely. "Kiss my dick, baby. Show some respect."
Nadine snickered, but obeyed. Her red-glossed lips touched the fat purple head of his cock in a juicy exaggerated kiss.
"Now lick it," he nearly whispered. "I wanta feel your tongue on my cock, doll."
Nadine's pretty pink tongue flicked out, wet and gleaming, and she used the very tip to tease and lash the thick head of his prick. He moaned loudly, and his cock lurched into the final stage of erection, stiff and rigid and hugging his hairy belly. Big drops of juice poured from the mouth of his prick. Carlo gripped Nadine's shoulders and looked down at her intently. "Suck me," he whispered, barely loud enough for Michelle to hear. "Suck my dick a little, baby, please."
She frowned at him. "You won't come in my mouth? You know I can't stand that."
"I promise," he said meekly, "honest. Please, Nadine, just suck it a little."
Nadine sighed and opened her mouth. She fed
just the fat oozing head of his cock between her lips, and then she started sucking. Michelle paid avid attention, trying to learn the technique. She was sure Kurt would go wild with pleasure if she tried it on him-that is, if she and Kurt made up their quarrel and got together again.
"Awwwww, YEAH," Carlo whined, "yeah, suck my dick, baby. Awwww, Jesus, I love that, Nadine. Suck it harder, please!"
Nadine did as he asked, but she didn't seem to get any real pleasure out of it like Kristi Jones did when she blew Jay Sommers. Nadine apparently was just in it for money, not love. Michelle herself would have liked to try it. She thought it might be a real turn-on to suck and taste a guy's cock. She tweaked and massaged her soaked little clit faster and faster as she watched.
"Ohhhh, baby, that's good," Carlo moaned, "real goad. Take it in just a little more, okay?"
Nadine dutifully sucked in more of his cock and then suddenly Carlo grinned maliciously, put his hands on her head, and pushed down hard. He forced his whole prick into her mouth, and Nadine made a gagging noise and looked up at him desperately.
"You better not bite," he warned her. "If you bite, you die-and you know it. Now just suck me a little more, till I come. You can take it, baby. You'll learn to love the taste."
Apparently Nadine disagreed, for she suddenly reached up and seized his arms and managed to break his hold. She got away from him, and his saliva-drenched cock snapped from her mouth to splat against his belly, fiercely erect and drooling.
Nadine looked furious.
"You rotten bastard," she hissed, "you promised you wouldn't try to come in my mouth."
Carlo just laughed. "Aw, I was only kidding, honey," he said lightly. "You know it-turns me on to make you mad. You're so cute when you're mad, you know."
He approached her, speaking softly, trying to soothe her, but as he got within reach, he grabbed the big black-haired girl and pushed her toward the bed. Nadine fell with her hands on the bed, her feet still on the floor. Michelle saw her bright red gash with its thick fringe of black curls. Nadine's pussy was swollen and wet, as if somehow fighting with Carlo turned her on.
Carlo rushed up behind the bending woman, seized her around the waist, and began thrusting his cock between her thighs, trying to fuck her dog-style. Nadine gasped and struggled, but the only result was that she fell face down on the bed, Carlo in place on her back. He kept jabbing his rigid prick between her legs.
"Let me go," she howled. "Damn you, I didn't say I wanted to ball."
"Too bad," he lghed. "I do."
Michelle had a good view of the whole thing. She could see Carlo's fat pale prick with its knobby purple head banging away against Nadine's wide red slit, seeking entrance to her cunt. Michelle saw it when Carlo finally hit the target, his thick meat disappearing up the shadowy hole at the center of Nadine's crotch. Michelle creamed heavily as she watched.
"Oooooo," Nadine wailed. "No, no, don't
fuck me. Take it out!"
By now Michelle understood that Nadine's protests were just a game, a way of turning on both Carlo and herself. She screamed for him to stop, to take his cock out of her, but all the time she was panting and moaning with pleasure and a steady river of juice was pouring from her cunt. Carlo was laughing and fucking her like crazy, slamming his prick hard and fast in her little wet twat.
"Don't lie to me, bitch," he chuckled. "You love to ball, and you know it."
Michelle was so excited watching Carlo and Nadine that she rubbed her aroused stiff clit even faster and suddenly, to her astonishment, she was coming. She just barely managed to stifle the shrill cry of pleasure that rose in her throat. Her cunt and clit seemed to burst and flame with fulfillment, and hot cream spewed all over her stroking finger.
After a few delicious moments of writhing and coming, Michelle drew her hand out of her pants and grinned sheepishly. So she'd finally masturbated and made herself come. It was every bit as wicked as she'd imagined and every bit as fun. She knew her folks would be horrified if they found out. And she knew she'd do it again.
Meanwhile Carlo was fucking Nadine like a pile driver, slamming his rock-hard meat furiously in her flooded steamy cunt. They were both howling loudly, and the bedsprings were creaking. Michelle thought it was a good thing the rooms were soundproofed.
She also knew it was a good time for her to get out of there. She wanted very much to watch Carlo
and Nadine when they came, but that would be risking discovery. Better to sneak out now while their attention was wholly absorbed in their wild love-making. Reluctantly she crawled out from under the bed, quietly opened the hall door, and wheeled out her cleaning cart.
"Ahhhhhh," Nadine wailed, "you bastard, you're making me come."
Michelle grinned and shook her head wonderingly as she closed the door. There certainly were a lot of wild ways to make love. She was seriously tempted to try some of them herself. Maybe it was foolish to wait for marriage, as Kurt kept arguing. Maybe she should just phone him, make up, and let him ball her.



CHAPTER FOUR


The next day Michelle took her cleaning cart to the top floor and then immediately ordered the Bloody Marys which Jay Sommers had requested on a regular basis. Her heart pounded as she carried the tray to his room. She'd already had a huge crush on the handsome movie star, but since yesterday, when he kissed her, she'd had a big letch
for him, too.
Half the night she'd tossed in her bed and fantasized about getting it on with Jay Sommers. It wasn't hard to imagine his actions, because she'd already watched him fucking Kristi. All she had to do was imagine herself in Kristi's place. She got so aroused doing that, she just had to rub her cunt and bring herself off.
Michelle realized that her world had changed radically in just a few days. She'd been an inhibited and highly moral virgin, and now-well, she was still a virgin, but she was rapidly changing her mind about sex and morals. She'd watched people fucking. She'd let her boyfriend frig her to climax, and she'd played with herself. All these were giant steps forward for Michelle. But now she was considering an even bigger step-losing her cherry.
The person she wanted to lose it with was Jay Sommers. It seemed like a crazy idea, something only a silly schoolgirl would think of, but on the other hand Michelle had an idea that it really wouldn't take much to get Jay Sommers into bed. He 'seemed interested in her, and all she had to do was return that interest, she hoped. At least she could give it a try.
Imagine having your very first fuck with Jay Sommers. It was just too much. Michelle could barely contain her excitement as she pressed the buzzer outside, Jay's suite. She prayed Kristi Jones wouldn't be there. Michelle wanted a chance to let Jay know how much she wanted, him. Then perhaps they could arrange to meet away from the hotel, where Kristi wouldn't find them.
"Oh, hi," said a sleepy Kristi, opening the door. "Come on in. Just set the drinks by the bed. Jay isn't back yet"
Michelle's heart fell. Of all the mornings to be too early. Jay was still down at the pool, so now she wouldn't even get her tip. Kristi forgot all about it as she staggered off to the bathroom in her rumpled nightie. She closed the door, and then Michelle heard the shower running.
"Shit," Michelle muttered as she set down the tray of drinks.
She didn't swear very often, but she figured she had just cause today. She'd started off so excited, having finally made up her mind to lose her virginity and even knowing who she wanted to take it-but now all her plans bad come to nothing. She heaved a big wistful sigh, turned, and started for the door.
Just at that moment the door opened and Jay Sommers strode in. He'd just come out of the pool, and his already skimpy trunks clung skin-tight, outlining the big soft lump of his cock and balls. He saw Michelle and grinned. She smiled back, a little nervously, and opened her mouth to speak-then realized that she didn't know what to say.
My God, what could she say? Please, mister, will you ball me? It was so embarrassing.
"Good morning, Michelle," said Jay. "Did Miss Jones give you your tip?"
"No, sir," said Michelle. "She was sleepy, and she forgot I think I came too early."
"No, no, that's okay," Jay said, giving her a light pat on the ass as he brushed by her. "Here, I'll get
your money."
He fished a bill out of his pants and handed it to her. Again she wanted to say something, to prolong the moment with him, but she didn't know what to say. Jay saved her the trouble. With one of his famous sexy grins, he walked up to her, slipped his arms around her, and kissed her.
"Ummmmm," Michelle murmured dizzily.
It just excited the hell out of her to be kissed by Jay Sommers, but he also seemed to be moving her over toward the bed as he kissed her. Maybe he'd just go ahead and fuck her, and she wouldn't have to say anything at all. Michelle's heart pounded. Now that it was about to happen, she started to get scared. It was sure to hurt when that big hard cock went into her.
"You're a very pretty girl, Michelle," Jay was saying, as he eased her down onto the bed. "You might just have a chance in Hollywood. Of course it depends a lot on your figure."
Then, without even asking her permission, he pushed her tight t-shirt up over her naked tits. Michelle blushed hotly. He was only the second man ever to see her breasts. Jay studied the large round globes with their erect and dainty pink nipples, and he nodded with approval.
"Very nice," he said. "You understand, Michelle, I had to be sure they were real?"
"Oh, yes, sir," Michelle squeaked.
She didn't really know what she was saying. She was hardly conscious of anything except for the hot burning lust that was building up in her pussy. She could feel the first ticklish trickle of juice from her cunt, the swelling of her pussy lips. Oh; God,
how this man excited her. Still grinning at her, he slipped a hand over one of her breasts and gently squeezed it.
"Ohhhhhhh!" Michelle moaned, dosing her eyes.
"You're sensitive there?" he asked softly. "You like it when I touch your tit?"
"Y-Yes," Michelle gasped.
He bent down and flicked her nipple with the tip of his tongue, back and forth, quickly working into a brisk lashing motion. Michelle moaned with pleasure and creamed right through the crotch of her panties. She lay on the bed, Jay crouched over her, and let him do whatever he wanted. She was ready.
He licked her nipple a moment or so, then fingered her thick honey-blonde hair. "This color is for real?" he said.
"Oh, yes," said Michelle. "I've never dyed it."
He gave a soft chuckle. "I just have to make sure," he said.
She felt him unzipping her shorts.
This is it, she thought. She certainly wasn't going to stop him, so unless something else interfered, she was going to get laid. She was finally going to find out how it felt to fuck. She was going to feel a cock inside her cunt for the first time. Her heart pounded, and she couldn't decide if she was aroused or afraid-but she knew she was going to go through with it, no matter what.
"Raise your butt a little, honey," Jay said gently
She did, and he slipped both her shorts and her panties down to her thighs. She felt his hot moist breath on her little golden muff, but she was too
shy to open her eyes and watch. At least he knew now that she was a real blonde. She felt him petting the small puff of curls, and she was sure his breathing was getting louder and faster.
"You want to ball, Michelle?" he said at last.
She was a little disappointed. She hadn't expected such a direct and crude proposition from a man famous for romantic parts in movies. But since she was determined to lose her virginity with Jay Sommers and might not get another chance, she forced herself to open her eyes, look at him, and nod.
"Y-Yes, sir," she said timidly.
"Good," he said with a grin. "Help me get these trunks off, and we can probably rip off a quickie before Kristi gets out of the shower."
That certainly didn't sound very romantic, but Michelle did as he asked, helping to pull down his wet swim trunks. They were so tight, it wasn't easy, but at last they were down to his ankles and he was stepping out of them. Her eyes were riveted to his cock. It was hard and stiff, hugging his belly, the little slit mouth already drooling bright bubbles of juice. Michelle moaned softly and felt another hot rush of cream from her cunt. -
"Just lie back, baby," Jay said, crouching over her. "Take it easy. You're trembling."
No wonder-she was about to lose her cherry. She wondered if she should tell Jay that, but she decided he'd be contemptuous. She should probably act like she had experience. She was sure he had no time for amateurs. She smiled and tried to look calm as he lay down on her.
"I'm really hot for you, doll," he sighed,
working his erect cock between her legs. Since he hadn't fully removed her shorts and panties, it was a tight fit.
She felt the silky hot rod sliding between her thighs, the hard knobby head pressing against her tender pussy, seeking out her cunt. She showed him the way with a sudden uncontrollable gush of cunt cream, she was so excited. Jay grunted and pushed just the very tip of his cock into her tiny cunt mouth, penetrating her maybe half an inch.
"Holy Christ, you're tight," he said wonderingly. "You haven't seen much action, have you, honey?"
"Jay, I-" Michelle began.
She was about to tell him, after all, that she was a virgin, but just then both heard the shower stop running. Then they heard Kristi's voice:
"Hey, Jay, bring me my drink, will you?"
"Oh, hell," Jay sighed. He whispered to Michelle, "You better split, honey, and we'll get it on some other time. She'll be coming out of there any second."
"Yes, Jay," Michelle said gloomily.
As she left the room, he picked up the two drinks and walked into the bathroom. He was naked, his erect prick wagging heavily before him, and Kristi was sure to be buck naked, too, having just stepped out of the shower. They'd make love.
"SHIT," said Michelle.
It was the second time that day she'd sworn, but then it had been that kind of day. There she was standing in the hall with an aching, swollen, horny pussy, left high and dry, while the man she wanted was almost certainly balling somebody else.
Damn it, it just wasn't fair.
She'd been very brave to go this far, she thought, to make up her mind to fuck-and now her bravery hadn't been rewarded. It didn't seem right at all. There had to be some compensation. And then she thought of what it might be. Some kinky little thing to reward herself, some other way of getting off.
Michelle reddened as she thought of it: there was no reason why she couldn't sneak into Kristi's room and deliberately spy while Kristi and Jay fucked.
It was a wicked idea, and it could get her into big trouble, but she knew she was going to do it. If she couldn't have Jay, she could at least have the thrill of watching him, and she could jerk off and get some relief while she watched. Yes, she'd spy.
She looked around the hall, saw no one, and then opened the door to Kristi's room without making a sound. She crept inside and closed the door but didn't lock it-she might have to make a quick exit. As she'd hoped, the connecting door was ajar and she could see right into Jay's room. She stood in the shadows waiting, and presently Jay and Kristi came out of the bathroom.
Jay had his arm around the tall redhead's waist and was trying to kiss her, but she was pouting and pushing him away. His cock was still rock-hard and drooling. He was obviously very horny and would have fucked any woman available, but Kristi just happened to be the one.
"Oh, come on, baby, just a quickie," he begged.
"Jay, I just had a shower," Kristi complained, "and I'm hungry. I wanta get dressed and go have
some breakfast. We can ball later. I just don't feel like it right now." -
"I don't feel like it," Jay imitated her in a shrill whining tone. "Well, baby, that's just too damned bad.' I on1y brought you up here for one reason, and you know fucking well what that reason was. If you're not gonna put out, I can send you back to LA on the next plane."
"Oh, you wouldn't do that," she said coldly. "Then you wouldn't have anybody at all."
"Don't be too sure," he said with a grin. "There's plenty of cute little maids in this hotel who want a lot more than my autograph. I know for a fact that there's one I can have in a minute."
Michelle's cheeks burned. At least he had the decency not to mention her name, but it was still pretty embarrassing to hear herself talked about like some slut. Maybe she should think twice before going to bed with Jay. But if she felt embarrassed, Kristi felt furious. The redhead's face flamed, and she almost yelled at Jay.
"Oh, yeah?" Kristi said furiously. "Well, in that case, you prick, I'm not leaving. You won't get a chance to cheat on me."
"Fine," said Jay. "So get on that bed and put out-or else I send you home."
Kristi looked ready to cry. "You always get your way, don't you?" she said sullenly. "All right, I won't argue with you any longer. But as soon as we finish, I want something to eat."
"I got something for you to eat right here, baby," Jay laughed, lewdly wagging his erect cock at her.
"Very funny," said Kristi.
~She strode over to the bed with the graceful
stance of a professional dancer and sank down onto her back without even making the springs creak. She spread-eagled herself on the huge circular bed, opening her long legs wantonly wide. Jay licked his lips as he stared at her ripe red slit with its fringe of copper curls.
"So fuck me," she said languidly.
"I believe I will," said Jay.
He crawled onto the bed, heading between her outstretched legs, but instead of putting his cock into her as Michelle had expected, he suddenly dropped down and thrust his face into her crotch. Even Kristi looked surprised.
"Hey, Jay, whaddya doing?" she giggled. "Oh, hey-ohhhhhh!"
Instinctively she bent her knees and drew her legs back, and then Michelle could see what Jay was doing to her. He'd pried open the fat red-furred lips of her mans and uncovered her small scarlet clit. He was tonguing the small moist button, lashing and rimming it in a swift hungry rhythm. Kristi moaned with pleasure-and Michelle felt so envious, she could have screamed.
Damn it all, why had Kristi had to interrupt in the first place? That could have been Michelle instead, Michelle lying on the bed with her legs open, getting the sweet strokes of Jay's tongue on her sensitive clit, Michelle who was getting hotly aroused and more and more ready to ball. Again, things just didn't seem fair.
"Ohhhhhh," Kristi wailed, "Jay, you devil, you know I love that. Ahhhhh, God, yesss. Eat me, darling, eat meee!"
Michelle couldn't stand it another second. Her
poor pussy was aching with need, and listening to Kristi's ecstatic cries didn't help at all. Watching Jay's head bobbing up and down in her crotch, watching his wet red tongue tease her erect clit-all that didn't help, either. Michelle had to have some relief-so she quickly reached inside her shorts and panties and began frigging her cit.
That was better. At least she was getting something out of the scene now. She pressed a fingertip against her ever-ready joy button and began a swift wicked massage, sending sharp little bunts of pleasure through her belly. She frigged away as she spied on Jay and Kristi.
"More, more," Kristi whined, "just a little more. Oh, God, Jay, lick meee. I'm gonna come!"
No sooner had she said it than Jay jerked his face out of her crotch. He wiped his face and grinned. Kristi stared at him with almost venemous hatred as he grinned down at her.
"You bastard," she said. "You knew I was about to come. Why couldn't you give me just a few seconds more?"
"Simple," Jay said with a harsh laugh. "I wanta keep you hot for me, doll. I want you ready to fuck."
"Well, I'm not ready," Kristi said angrily as she started to roil off the bed. "I'm really pissed off at you, Jay. I'm sorry, but I don't feel like balling right now."
"The hell you don't," Jay snapped.
He caught her and pinned her down on her back. He reached roughly between her legs and withdrew his hand, which was soaked with her steamy cunt juice. He waved the hand at her, as if to mock her.
"Look at that," he said. "You creamed up a storm while I was eating you, and now you tell me you're not ready. Bullshit."
"Jay," she said, starting to look scared, "I didn't mean-"
"Just shut up and open your legs," he said coldly. "I've had enough talk and enough argument for one morning. Put up or shut up, doll."
Without a word Kristi opened her lovely long legs, opened them very wide-but not wide enough for Jay Sommers. He seized her legs roughly and brought them up over his broad shoulders, lewdly and fully exposing her red wet gash. Kristi reddened as he stared into her crotch, but she said nothing. She obviously knew when she'd pushed her lover too far.
Kristi crossed her ankles behind his neck, and Jay grunted approval. He slipped his hands under her pert little ass and held her steady in her obscene exposure. Then he pressed the fat purple head of his erect prick into the small wet mouth of her cunt. Kristi's teeth showed in a white flash as he roughly penetrated her.
"Owwww," she wailed, "not so hard, Jay."
"Shut up," he snapped. "You got it coming."
Her legs spread their widest, with no way to escape the hard deep blows of his cock, Kristi moaned and closed her eyes. Michelle could see the near-rape very clearly, Jay's thick pale blue-veined prick slamming in and out of Kristi's prink pussy lips, stretching her small cunt mouth cruelly.
"Owwww," Kristi moaned, "Ohhhhhh." Gradually her cries of pain and outrage got softer and more husky, changing to moans of
pleasure and excitement. Michelle watched with wide eyes, getting hotly excited and rubbing her little clit furiously. She wouldn't want to take such a brutal fucking, but the sight still perversely aroused her. Her stroking finger was soaked with her hot pussy juice.
"Uhhhhhh," Kristi gasped, "Uhhhhhh."
Jay kept slamming his cock harder and harder in her wide-open box, as if to punish her for refusing him earlier. Kristi was beyond pain and into pleasure, though, so it really was no punishment at all. She gasped for breath after each savage lunge of his prick, but at the same time she was coming, arching her slim body and wailing her intense pleasure.
"Yeah, fuck meeee," she shrieked.
Jay watched her with an exasperated expression, but then he brightened as if getting an idea. Clearly he meant to humiliate and punish= her in some way, but giving her an orgasm didn't exactly serve the purpose. He waited till she'd finished coming, then roughly jerked his swollen cream-soaked prick from her cunt.
"Hey," Kristi said dizzily, "you didn't come yet."
"I will," Jay said grimly.
He moved up quickly to straddle her chest. He thrust the drooling fat head of his cock against her lips. Kristi looked disgusted and scared for a moment, but then her expression went blank. She was a good actress. She knew what he wanted, knew there was no point in protesting, and so she concealed her feelings.
She opened her mouth wide and, with a
triumphant grin, Jay shoved his cream-wet dick between her lips..
"Ummmmph," Kristi exclaimed.
Michelle couldn't blame her. Jay was rough, shoving the whole thick hard length of his cock into her mouth in one brutal push. She somehow managed to take it, right down to his balls. He started to fuck her mouth that was how Michelle saw it, Jay briskly working his swollen meat in and out of Kristi's stretched lips.
"Suck it," he gasped, "suck that cock, baby."
Kristi obeyed, drawing in her cheeks, sucking on his cock, though Michelle could tell by the glazed look in the girl's eyes that her mind was somewhere else-maybe at breakfast. The poor thing must be starving by now. But very quickly she got fed-with a sizzling mouthful of Jay's come.
"Awwwww," he bellowed, jerking his cock furusly in her hot slick mouth as he shot his load.
At that moment Michelle brought herself off, too, tweaking her aroused clit and giving herself an explosion of pleasure that almost made her scream out loud. She swayed dizzily and had to sit down on the edge of Kristi's bed, still stroking her clit to get the delicious after-spasms of coming.
She watched Jay's small tight buttocks clenching and unclenching as he came in Kristi's mouth. She heard the girl's excited moans as she, swallowed the gushing jism. Michelle thought about how it might be to suck a guy off, eat his come. It was very wicked-and very exciting. She grinned as she thought of it, and she went on stroking her clit.
It was at that precise moment that she happened
to glance up and see the hotel manager, Ray Benton, watching her.
Michelle wanted to die.
My God, how had he gotten into the room without her noticing? She must have been so absorbed in watching the fucking couple and in frigging herself that she hadn't even glanced toward the hall door. Benton must have seen her cart, wondered what she was doing in an occupied room, and investigated.
Well, now he knew. He knew that Michelle liked to spy on the guest, secretly watch them while they balled, and liked to play with herself when she watched. It was the most embarrassing and humiliating thing that had ever happened to her. With a little sob, she whipped her sticky hand out of her pants and blushed scarlet.
Benton looked very stern. He put a finger to his lips and then indicated that she was to leave quietly with him. They managed to get out of the room without Jay and Kristi noticing. They walked briskly down the hall till they were out of earshot from Sommers' suite.
"Well, Miss Ames," Benton said coldly, "I hope you have an explanation for this outlandish behavior."
Michelle stifled her tears of hysteria and told herself that she had to stay calm. There might still be a chance of keeping her job if she just stayed cool and used her wits. She took a deep breath and looked Benton in the eye.
"I-I think I can explain it, Mr. Benton." she said.
"I hope so," he said dryly. "Let's go to my office. I don't want any of the guests to know about
this."
On the way down in the elevator Michelle wondered how she'd been crazy enough to think she could keep her job. She couldn't think of anything to say to Benton that might excuse her behavior. She'd fucked up, that was all, and there was nothing she could do about it.
Benton escorted her into his office and closed the door. He folded his arms across his chest and looked sternly at her. Michelle started.to tremble.
"Okay," he said, "let's hear it. Tell me why you were watching Jay Sommers get laid and why you were frigging yourself. I'm DYING to hear your explanation, Michelle."



CHAPTER FIVE


Michelle wanted to drop right through the floor and disappear. She'd never felt so embarrassed in her whole life. How, indeed, was she going to explain why she was spying on the guests and masturbating while she watched them? She could hardly tell the truth-that it had been exciting and fun.
"I, uh, accidentally walked into the next room," she said lamely, "and then I got to watching, and then I-well, I guess I just got carried away. I'm sorry, Mr. Benton, it won't happen again."
"You better believe it won't," said Benton. "It can't, because you're fired."
"Oh, NO," Michelle gasped.
She just couldn't lose that job. It was hard enough to find summer work in that small town, but very few jobs paid as well as this one. She needed to save her money so she could many Kurt. Mid how could she possibly explain to her parents how she'd lost her job?
"Oh, please, Mr. Benton," she begged, "give me another chance. After all, no harm was done. Nobody saw me except you."
Ray Benton studied the girl's stricken face and thoughtfully stoked his beard. "You're pretty desperate to keep this job, aren't you?" he said. "It must mean a lot to you, Michelle. Is that true?"
"Oh, yes," she said fervently. "I really need the money, Mr. Benton. If I don't save my money, I won t be able to get married next year."
"Then you'd do anything to keep this job?" Benton asked.
"Oh, yes, sir," Michelle blurted. "You just name it, and I'll do it."
There was a long silence while Benton studied her. Michelle wondered how a guy who probably wasn't thirty yet had come to be manager of the hotel and to have so many responsibilities. He must be very talented, very ruthless, or both. At last he moved closer to her, so close she could feel the warmth of his: body, and seemed to study her even more intently.
"According to your application, you're eighteen," he said. "I hope you didn't lie about that."
"Oh, no," said Michelle. "I can show you my birth certificate."
"I'll take your word for it," Benton said. "I just wanted to be sure." He trailed off and suddenly slipped an arm around her waist and pulled her close to him. Michelle, astonished, went stiff. Benton's hot fingers slid under her shirt and caressed the firm silky skin of her waist.
"So you'd do anything to keep this job?" he said with a slight smile. "All right, Michelle, I'll give you another chance. Let me make love to you-right here and now-and I'll forget what I saw this afternoon."
Michelle felt herself slowly reddening. My God, what a choice. She'd never thought about balling Ray Benton. The man she wanted to give her virginity to was Jay Sommers. And right now she wasn't so sure she wanted to ball anybody. She remembered the brutal pounding Jay had given Kristi's cunt. Oh, Christ, what was she going to do?
"Make up your mind, baby," Ray said impatiently. "I've got work to do."
"It's not easy to decide," Michelle said. "I'm a virgin, Mr. Benton."
He looked astonished. "You're kidding," he said "I didn't know there were any virgins loft in this country, at least over fourteen."
"Well, I am," Michelle said, her face red, "and I'd planned to stay that way till I got married-so it isn't easy to decide about your offer. But I really need this job." She begged shamelessly, hoping
he'd let her off with some easier punishment.
But the idea of her being a virgin only excited Ray Benton. "Far out," he chuckled. "Listen, you let me pop your cherry, honey, and you can spy on all the guests you want, provided you're careful, of course. Come on, we can go in here."
Before she could answer, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her after him. He opened an inner door of his office, which she'd thought was a closet, and led her into a small windowless room with a leather couch and a portable bar. He locked the door securely and started unknotting his necktie. He grinned eagerly at Michelle.
"Go ahead, baby, get undressed," he said.
Michelle swallowed hard. "Mr. Benton," she said nervously, "I really haven't made up my mind yet. Could you give me another day?"
"I could," he said, starting to unbutton his shin, "but I won't. I don't have to. I hold all the cards. So fuck me now or lose your job, kid. It's that simple."
Michelle started to cry quietly as she stepped out of her shoes. She wanted more time to think, but she knew she couldn't lose this job. Those five dollar tips from Jay Sommers were just the beginning and it was too late in the summer to find other work. She'd just have to let Ray Benton ball her. She had no choice.
"That's better," he said with satisfaction.
Michelle didn't have very many clothes to take off, so she dawdled and undressed as slowly as possible. She found herself curious to look at Ray Benton, too. After all, he was a pretty attractive guy. As he removed his shirt and t-shirt, she saw
that his chest was hard, tan and matted with golden-brown hairs. He was in good shape, his arms tautly muscled.
He slipped out of his pants and then his shorts, and Michelle was gawking again. Well-muscled tan legs, flat belly, a lean hard young body-Ray Benton looked as good as Jay, if not better. His whiskers made him look like a hippie, but he was clean and well-groomed.
And then there was his cock.
Michelle didn't realize she was licking her lips while she stared at his cock. He had a stiff hard-on, his prick standing right up and hugging his belly. His pale blue-veined cock was longer than Jay's or Kurt's, eight inches of thick rigid meat. The purple head looked huge to her virgin eyes, and it was dribbling little streams of juice.
It was too big, she was sure of that. It was going to hurt terribly to take that enormous hard cock into her tiny virgin cunt. She didn't want to do it, but how was she going to get out of it? Desperately she tried to think.
"Whenever you get through admiring my dick, you can finish taking your clothes off," Ray said dryly.
Michelle blushed scarlet. She'd had no idea she was staring so hard and obviously. She quickly pulled her t-shirt off over her head, tousling her thick straight blonde hair. Ray looked at her grapefruit-size jugs and murmured his approval. His cock gave a horny lurch and spewed out more sticky cream.
"Nice," he said, "very nice. Now the rest of your clothes honey and don't take all day. It's
been years since I balled a virgin, and I'm a little impatient."
Michelle shuddered. She tried not to think of his stiffly erect cock, the biggest cock she'd ever seen, pressing cruelly into her untried cunt. It was going to hurt like hell-it Had to. But she'd made up her mind to go through with it. She had to keep her job. Trembling nervously she unzipped her shorts and drew them down.
"Now your panties," Ray said, watching her eagerly.
Michelle blushed continually as she hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and slowly drew the garment down. Ray's eyes followed her progress, and when her little blonde muff was exposed, he moaned softly and drew closer to her. She almost tripped stepping out of her panties, she was so nervous.
"Come on over to the couch, doll," he said, taking her hand.
Michelle followed him, but she felt no excitement over the fact that she was about to have her very first fuck. She felt like crying, in fact. Ray Benton was NOT the man she wanted to take her virginity. She wanted Jay Sommers-or even good old familiar Kurt-but not this bearded stranger. Oh, damn it all, how had she gotten herself into such a mess?
"Jesus, you're beautiful," Ray murmured as he eased her down on her back.
She was, too, tall and slim and golden, her skin satiny and flawless. Her plump round tits stood straight up, the nipples taut and pink. Her small triangular bush glistened. Ray could hardly decide
where to touch her first, since he wanted to touch her all over. His eager prick drooled a big glob of juice that dropped onto Michelle's thigh. She squeaked and flinched.
"Hey, take it easy, honey," he laughed. "I'm not Jack the Ripper. I'm not gonna hurt you."
"Oh, yes you are," Michelle wailed, suddenly bunting into tears. "I'm a virgin-it HAS to hurt."
"Oh, I get it," Ray said. "Yeah, I see what's worrying you. Well, listen, sweetheart, even THAT doesn't have to hurt. Take my word for it. Only some kind of clod would just jump on you and stick it in. I'm gonna get you hot first, get you good and ready. Then it won't hurt, I promise."
Michelle didn't believe him, but she stopped crying, not wanting to make him angry. She was in enough trouble already. But silently she wondered how in hell she could take a cock that size and not feel pain. It was impossible. She'd just better resign herself to the pain, get it over with.
"Open your legs for me, baby," Ray said huskily.
Michelle obeyed, bracing herself for the pain. He'd said he wouldn't just jump on her and stick his cock in her, but there he was crawling between her thighs, his big stiff prick drooling and ready. He eyed her pretty pink slit and licked his lips in horny anticipation.
"Now just relax," he crooned. "This is gonna feel real good, Michelle, I promise. You'll really dig it."
Like hell, she thought.
She dosed her eyes and waited for the, pain to hit. First she felt a tickling sensation between her
thighs, and then he was using his fingers to part the golden-furred lips of her mons. She felt the cool air of the roam on her tiny tender clit. Then abruptly she felt something slick and hot and wet tickling her clit and dizzying pleasure washed over her.
"Oooooooo" Michelle squealed.
She heard Ray chuckle, and then the incredible pleasure continued, a wet warm lapping sensation all around her clit that somehow melted her whole body and made her moan for more. She hadn't know such physical ecstasy existed. She began to cream helplessly, her suddenly aroused cunt releasing a hot flood of juice.
"Ahbhhhh," Michelle moaned, "ahhhh, God, ahhhhh!"
She'd been holding her legs open grudgingly, only as wide as Ray had pushed them, but now she let them fall much farther apart. She opened her pussy wantonly to him, and the stunning pleasure in her clit increased. The slick wet thing flicked faster and faster on her aroused joy button, and she moaned hoarsely.
"Ohhhh, God, don't stop," she whined. "Ohhhh, it's good."
Well, he'd promised it wouldn't hurt-but this just couldn't be fucking. No way fucking wouldn't hurt at least a little. Michelle opened her eyes at last, curiosity overcoming her embarrassment. She looked down and saw that Ray wasn't fucking her at all-he was going down on her.
She blushed with pleasure and excitement. She'd really looked forward to getting her pussy eaten, and it was even better thaw she'd dreamed. She watched Ray's tongue, red and wet and gleaming,
as it flicked and lashed her tiny red clit. Christ, yes, she enjoyed that She'd have been happy to get her clit licked all night.
As she watched, Ray snuggled even deeper into her crotch and then pressed his lips against her moist erect clit. He somehow drew the tiny hot organ between his moist lips and began to suck on it. Michelle nearly rose through the roof, the pleasure was so intense.
"Eeeeeeee," she screeched.
She couldn't help that loud shrill exclamation of joy, and she was glad to note that the little room had sound-proofing tiles on the walls and ceiling. Good idea, because she knew she'd have to go on screaming and howling with pleasure as long as Ray sucked her clit. The licking had been fantastically good, but the sucking was even better.
"ohhhhh" she wailed, "so good. Yes, yes, eat mee!"
She was creaming uncontrollably by now, floods of hot steamy cunt juice running out to wet Ray's face and puddle on the couch. She couldn't stop that any more than she could stop the horny writhing of her body or the rosy flush of arousal that was spreading all over her silky skin. Ray hadn't lied to her in one respect-he was really getting her hot and ready.
He reached out blindly and found her legs and pushed them back till her knees bent. Michelle cooperated, bringing her knees back till they touched her tits. She was sure he had some other delicious surprise for her-and she was right. She felt his hair and beard tickling her inner thighs as he burrowed even deeper into her crotch, and then
a sudden devastating pleasure.
The most stunning pleasure she'd ever felt in her life-because Ray was working his thick wet tongue right into her cunt.
"0000000," Michelle wailed.
She arched her body upward to take it, wanting that slick hot thing just as deep as possible in her horny little hole. She'd had no idea that anything would feel good in there, but his tongue sure as hell did. She whined and creamed and moaned, while Ray panted and thrust-but he couldn't get his tongue in as deep as she wanted. Her hymen, a tough virgin barrier, stopped him after only an inch.
"We're gonna have to get rid of that thing," he sighed, raising his cream-soaked face from her pussy.
Michelle shuddered. She knew it would hurt terribly when he finally used his steel-hard prick to break through her hymen, but at least she felt more ready now. Ray's expert pussy eating had been a big help. In fact she had to admit to herself that she was ready to ball. She was so aroused, so hotly horny, that the prospect of pain didn't bother her any more.
Ray used the back of his hand to wipe her steamy juice from his face, and then, kneeling between her wantonly-spread thighs, he got a mischievous grin on his face. He seized her hand and brought it down to touch his fiercely erect cock. Michelle blushed but allowed him to rub her hand up and down the thick pulsing stalk of his prick.
"Hey, virgin," he laughed, "you ever touched
one of these things before?"
"Just once," Michelle admitted. "My fianc, got me to jack him off."
"Kid stuff," said Ray, "but it's kinda fun for openers. So you touched his cock, huh? Did you taste it?"
"No," Michelle gasped, blushing hard.
"Hey, honey, it ain't no sin," Ray laughed. "It's a far out thing to do, and I think you'd dig it. How about giving it a try?"
Michelle looked at his drooling pale cock as it fiercely hugged his belly, and she thought about all the cock-tasting and prick-sucking she'd been watching lately, and about how she'd wanted to fry it for herself. Well, why not? Ray's cock was as attractive as any she'd seen.
"All right," she said shyly. "What do I do?"
Ray grinned and rolled over onto his back, his swollen meat sticking up in the air and wagging lazily.
"You just bend over me and taste," he said. "There's no special way. Just do whatever turns you on and whatever makes me feel good."
Michelle nodded, but she still felt clumsy and amateurish as she recalled the expert performances she'd seen by Kristi and Nadine. Oh, well, you had to learn sometime. She knelt beside Ray and used one trembling hand to hold his wagging cock still, curling her ringers around the thick bard base. She bent down till the oozing purple head of his prick was just half an inch from her lips.
"Go ahead, baby, have a taste," Ray said eagerly. "It won't bite-got no teeth."
Michelle gingerly stuck out her little pink tongue
and touched just the very tip to the creaming mouth of his cock. Immediately she liked the salty taste of his juice, and she thrust her tongue tip eagerly into the oozing hole, lapping it all up. She ran her slick wet shining tongue tip around and around the sensitive head of his cock.
"Ohhhh, yeah, that's the way, baby," Ray moaned. "Hey, you catch on fast."
There was nothing for her to "catch on" to, really. She was just doing whatever excited her. She found she really liked the sensation of licking his cock, running her tongue around and up and down the warm silky meat. She tongued rapidly down the fat pale stalk clear to his nest of golden-brown pubic hairs and then back up again to the big knobby purple head. It was fun-and very arousing.
Ray like it, too, quite obviously. He lay back with his eyes rolling wildly, a horny grin twisting his face, and he panted and moaned as she mouthed and tongued his prick. More and more steamy juice bubbled from his engorged cock-head, and Michelle found herself drooling as she lapped it up.
"Ummmm," she murmured, "Ummmmm."
Ray lay there and just watched her for a few minutes while she experimented, while she ran her tongue all over a cock for the very first time. Then while she was rimming the squirting mouth of his cock, he gently pressed down o~ her head, indicating that he wanted to be inside her mouth.
"Suck it a little, okay honey?" he said hoarsely. "Take it in your mouth."
Michelle felt a big rush of saliva at the very
thought of taking a cock into her mouth. She was more than ready. She grinned wickedly at Ray and then popped the fat wet head of his dick between her pink-glossed lips. She rapidly stuffed half his erect prick into her mouth, and Ray gave a yelp of surprise and pleasure.
"Awwwww, yeah," he wailed, "that's it, baby. Oh, yeah, suck my dick!"
Michelle obliged instantly, sucking fast and strong on his tasty meat. Somehow she'd known she was going to dig cock-eating, and she sure hadn't been wrong. She got very excited having that fat sausage-like cock in her mouth, sucking on it and tasting it. Her pussy creamed heavily as she sucked.
"Oh, Jesus," Ray moaned, "out of sight."
She tried feeding even more of his silky hot prick into her mouth, but it was no go-she'd have to open her throat, the way Kristi did with Jay, and she wasn't ready for that yet. After all, she was still learning. She contented herself with sucking on his fat cock-head like a kid with a lollipop, making loud wet slurping noises.
"Oh, Jesus, that's great," Ray sighed, "but you better quit now, honey. I wanta save that hard-on."
For just a fleeting second Michelle was tempted to go on sucking his cock till he came in her mouth, but she knew he'd be angry. He had his heart set on busting her cherry. Personally she wasn't looking forward to that part, but she had to cooperate. He held her future in his hands.
With a sigh Michelle let his spit-soaked prick slip from her mouth. It looked enormous to her,
especially when Ray impatiently rolled her over onto her back, and quickly crawled between her legs. He seized his engorged dick and gingerly bent it down till the fat hard head touched her creamy pussy. He rubbed the big head back and forth over her slit, spreading his cock-juice around.
"Take it easy," he chanted, "just take it easy. I'm gonna be as gentle as I can, honey."
Michelle had already resigned herself to the pain, so she just lay back and waited to get it over with. Ray was trembling with anticipation as he let himself down on her and wedged the huge hard head of his cock into the tiny slick mouth of her virgin cunt.
"Okay," he whispered, "here we go."
Michelle felt great pressure as he started pushing into her. She was sure her delicate pussy lips would split, but it was nothing compared to the fright she felt when his thick hard meat came up against the taut barrier of her hymen. He was going to have to break through it, and there was no way in the world it wasn't going to hurt. She gritted her teeth.
"Owwwwww," Michelle wailed as Ray gave one brutal shove and broke her hymen.
Suddenly she was stuffed with cock, his thick prick slicing all the way to her womb. Her poor tight little box was stretched almost to bursting with his swollen meat. She whimpered with fright as Ray gently kissed her. He held quite still till she wasn't shaking any more.
"Hey, tell me the truth," he said. "Does it really hurt now?"
She thought about it for a moment and then shook her head. The real pain was over now that
her hymen was broken. In fact it was kind of exciting to feel Ray's thick throbbing meat inside her cunt, completely stuffing her. He began to fuck her gently, moving his long cock slowly in and out of her tight slick twat, and she felt the first fluttering pleasure.
"That feel okay, baby?" he asked.
"Ummm-hnimm," Michelle muttered. "You could do it a little faster, Ray."
In a moment it felt more than just okay. It felt wildly good. Michelle very quickly learned to love the deep hard thrusts of his cock, learned to move her greedy little pussy in time to his strokes. Her aroused twat seemed to burn and glow with need as he fucked her closer and closer to a much-needed climax. Soon she was moaning steadily, unable to stop.
"Yes, yes, YES"' she whined, "ball mee."
Ray chuckled. "You bet I will, doll," he panted.
Then she was coming, her slim body rocking so violently that Ray had to cling tightly to her in order not to be dislodged. Dizzy pleasure carried her away for a long delicious time, and she screamed again and again. Her tight little teenage cunt contacted around Ray's deeply-thrust cock, and he gave a yelp of pleasure and started to come, too.
"Ohhh, Christ," he moaned, "ohhhhh! Can't hold out!"
"Ohhhhhh," Michelle wailed, "My God!"
Afterwards she just lay back and sighed for a long time, Ray's wet limp prick still inside her. She had to laugh at herself for being afraid of fucking, for having waited so long. It was heavenly, the
greatest pleasure in the world. She should have lost her cherry years ago.
One thing was for sure-nothing was going to stop her now. Whenever she felt like fucking, she was going to do it. No more silly moral scruples for her.



CHAPTER SIX


"That will do, Michelle," Benton laughed. "You can go back to work now."
Michelle was reluctant to move. She liked the hard weight of his body pressing down on her, liked the feeling of his limp wet prick still lodged deep in her satisfied cunt. But he was right-it was time she got back to her job. Sighing, she felt his
prick slip out of her as he raised himself.
Benton regarded her admiringly as she got dressed. "I'm gonna keep my promise, baby," he said. "I told you if you went to bed with me, you could spy on the guests and do whatever weird stuff you want-but you gotta be careful. If you get caught, I'll have to fire you. You understand?"
"Sure, Ray, I understand," Michelle said, her cheeks burning, "but don't worry-I won't do anything like that again.
"Christ, I hope not," he said. "That was really strange, seeing you watching Sommers and his chick while you jerked off. How come you did that, Michelle?"
Because it was fun, you idiot, Michelle thought. But she smiled sweetly and said, "I don't know, Ray. I guess I just got carried away, like I said."
"Well, honey, if you get horny, you come to me, he told her. "I can take care of that for you. Now run along."
Michelle went back up to the top floor of the hotel and continued her work. She really meant what she'd told Ray Benton, that she'd never again spy on the guests. It was too risky. Today it had almost cost her her job-and it had cost her her virginity.
Not, that she minded the last part. She still wished she could have lost it with Jay Sommers instead of Ray Benton, but she wasn't sorry not to be a virgin any more. She was over the hurdle, and now she knew how much fun fucking really was. She didn't have to hold out for marriage any longer.
But the spying just had to stop. Even Ray, who
was fairly liberal, had called her behavior weird. There could be terrible trouble if any of the guests caught her. Michelle told herself all this firmly as she entered Carlo Rossi's suite to do the cleaning.
She'd finished with the main bedroom and had moved on to Nadine's room when she heard people entering the suite. No problem-Nadine's room had its own door to the hallway. She could just step out that door-but suddenly she knew she wasn't going to. She was going to spy again.
Well, damn it, she just couldn't help it. It was so exciting, and she was full of curiosity about sex. Anyway, if Carlo and Nadine didn't know she was watching, it couldn't hurt them. Forgetting all her good resolutions, Michelle tiptoed over to the connecting door and peeked through the keyhole into the main bedroom.
Carlo and Nadine had apparently just returned from breakfast. Nadine was dressed in a bright red skin-tight pantsuit and Carlo was wearing a brown conservative suit and tie. Nadine didn't look happy. She was pacing the carpet, complaining about something. Carlo was lighting a cigar and trying to ignore her, but the tall black-haired girl wouldn't leave him alone.
"Please, Carlo," she was saying, "let's leave this dumb little place and go back to Los Angeles. I'm BORED."
"Get off my back," Carlo snarled. "If you're bored, go back to LA by yourself. This country air is good for people. We can swim, hike, ride horses, fish-hell, there's plenty to do."
"But it's all so boring," Nadine moaned.
"Oh, yeah?" Carlo said. "Well, I know one thing
we can do that ain't boring. At least I never noticed before that it bored you."
He walked over to her and kissed her savagely, bending her head back, forcing his tongue deep into her mouth. Nadine made a muffled protest and pushed at his shoulders, but even the big tall girl wasn't a match for Carlo's ape-like strength. As he kissed her, he ran his hands possessively over her body. At last he broke the kiss with a laugh.
"Get your clothes off," he said, starting to remove his tie. "I'll see that you're not bored for the next half our or so."
"Even THAT's getting boring," said Nadine. "It seems like it's all we ever do any more-fuck, fuck, fuck."
"Oh, Christ, I just can't please you, can I?" Carlo said disgustedly. "Well, I give up. I just wanta get laid, baby, whether it bores you or not-so get on over to that bed. Get your clothes off, unless you want me to tear them off."
"Animal," Nadine snapped.
Nevertheless she started to undress, not wanting Carlo to tear her expensive clothing. Again Michelle admired the girl's incredible body. Nadine was like a gorgeous giantess, with everything bigger than life size. Her great watermelon-shaped tits stuck straight out as-she removed her bra, and Carlo ogled them hungrily.
"Yeah, that's more like it," he said with a grin.
"I still wanta go back to L.A.," said Nadine.
"Shut up," Said Carlo, ending the discussion.
Michelle wondered how it would be to go to bed with such a brutal unfeeling man, how it would be to fuck somebody you didn't even like. She found
it hard to imagine. She was so turned on to the idea of balling that she couldn't imagine not feeling hot for a man. But clearly Nadine wasn't pleased about being ordered to fuck Carlo.
The girl undressed slowly and sullenly, stopping often to brush her long thick black hair out of her eyes. Carlo stripped in a matter of seconds and lay on the bed watching her. Michelle didn't know which impressed her most, the thick mat of black hair which seemed to cover most of his body, or his stiff hard-on.
His cock hugged his belly, fat and pale and swollen, capped with a big bulbous purple head that was drooling little bubbles of juice. He licked his lips as he watched Nadine, and when she was finally naked his eyes focused hotly on her large triangular black bush. His cock leaked more sticky juice as she approached the bed.
"I'm telling you, Carlo," she said peevishly, "if you don't find more for me to do around here, I'm going back to L.A."
"Oh, Jesus, you still harping on that?" he said. "Give it a rest, baby, will you? I don't want to hear how bored you are when I'm balling you. Now just lie down here and be a good girl."
He seized her wrist and tugged her down onto the bed. She crashed heavily beside him, on her back. Carlo didn't waste any time getting down to business. He used his knees to force her long legs apart, and he scrambled eagerly between her thighs. Michelle watched him poke the fat engorged head of his prick into Nadine's small moist cunt mouth. He pushed, and his cock glided into her.
"Yeah, yeah," Carlo sighed. "You're so hot in there baby."
Nadine just stared at the ceiling, not at all turned on. Carlo's tight-muscled ass bounced up and down as he fucked her, and Michelle watched avidly as his prick zipped in and out of Nadine's stretched pink pussy lips. Michelle wished she were getting balled, too, now that she knew how much fun it was.
"What the hell you think you're doing?"
The voice came from right behind her, and Michelle gasped and whirled around to see a big powerful man. She recognized him as one of Carlo's bodyguards. She turned beet red. Oh, God, she should have kept her vow and never spied again. Now she was really in trouble.
The big man glanced over her head and saw what she'd been watching-Carlo busily humping Nadine. He growled and seized her by the shoulder. He knocked at the connecting door but didn't look into the room, politely averting his eyes.
"Yeah, what is it?" Carlo said.
"We got trouble, boss," said the bodyguard. "I caught somebody spying on you just now-one of the maids."
"Oh, shit," said Carlo. "Just a second." There was the sound of bedsprings and rustling clothes. "Okay, bring her in"
The bodyguard steered Michelle into the main room. Nadine brushed past her and into her own room and closed the door. She looked relieved to have gotten away from Carlo. Michelle wished she, too, could escape. She was going to lose her job for sure. Carlo Rossi looked furious.
He was sitting up in bed wearing a blue satin robe and chewing on a cigar. He glared at Michelle, then spoke to the bodyguard. "Okay, now what's all this about? You say she was spying?"
"Yeah," the guard replied. "I come in through Miss Nadine's room, and here was this chick watching you through a 'little crack in the door. Watching you and Miss Nadine, uh-"
"Yeah, I get the picture. Okay, Eddie, leave her here. You can wait outside," Carlo said.
Michelle was glad to have those giant fingers off her shoulder, but she didn't look forward to facing Carlo. He was a rich and powerful man. Certainly he'd have her fired, but he might have other punishments in mind, too.
"Your name's Michelle, isn't it?" he asked.
"Yes, sir," she said dismally. "Look, Mr. Rossi, I can save you a lot of time. I'm guilty. I did what your man said. I know you'll want me fired, so I'll just go turn in my uniform and-"
"Wait, wait, slow don," said Carlo. "Maybe I don't wanta handle it that way. I wanta talk to you first. Come over here and sit next to me."
Michelle did as she was asked, wondering what in the world he could want to talk about. She'd confessed and offered to quit her job already. She sat on the edge of the bed beside Carlo Rossi. He looked her over quickly, admiring her slim but curvy young body in the tight red shorts and t-shirt.
"Take off your shirt," he said.
"What?" Michelle said, gawking at him.
"You heard me," he said. "If you do as I say, maybe you won't get fired. Who knows?"
Michelle thought about it for a moment, then pulled her shirt off. What did she have to lose? She wanted desperately to keep her job, and if it would help to show Carlo Rossi her tits, then she'd show him her tits. He certainly looked pleased when he saw the plump fine globes with their pretty little pink nipples.
"Hey, nice," he murmured. He slipped his hands under her warm silky tits and gently caressed them. Michelle felt strange-repulsed yet excited. "Now tell me, Michelle," he said softly as he fondled her breasts, "how come you were spying on me and my lady friend?"
Michelle blushed and sighed. She might as well get the most embarrassing part over with. "I-I can't seem to help myself, Mr. Rossi," she said. "I know I shouldn't watch people when they're, uh, getting it on, but somehow I just can't resist."
Carlo studied her carefully. "It turns you on?" he said. "You get excited when you watch other people ball?"
Michelle nodded, her face flaming. "I'm afraid so, she said.
Carlo grinned. "Far out," he said. "I thought only guys were like that. I never heard of a girl Peeping Tom but is that all you like to do, just look? Don't you like to get in on the action, too?"
"Oh, yes," Michelle said, blushing. "Sure, I'm normal in that respect. I just like to watch, too, that's all."
Carlo chuckled to himself. "You're a weird chick," he said. "Well, I'll tell you what, honey. You can have your choice-either lose your job or ball me.
Michelle blushed hotly. Somehow those words were getting to sound very familiar. Only a few hours ago Ray Benton had said the same thing to her. Well, it was nobody's fault but her own. If only she could cure herself of the childish habit of spying on people. But right now she had to make a decision.
Did she want to fuck Carlo Rossi? In fact, no, she didn't. She didn't like the man, and she remembered how brutally he'd balled Nadine. But did she want to lose her job? No-she'd already sacrificed her virginity to keep it. And she'd rather fuck a man she didn't like than lose her job.
"All right, Mr. Rossi," she said, "you win."
"Good," he grinned. "Call me Carlo, okay? And take off the rest of your clothes."
While Michelle took off her shorts and panties, Carlo kicked back the coven and removed his robe. Up close, he seemed even more hairy and gorilla-like. Again Michelle felt both repulsed and aroused. Very soon she was going to be clasped close to that powerful hairy body. His cock would be in her, jerking savagely just as it had done with Nadine.
She blushed furiously as she lowered her panties and Carlo stared appreciatively at her pretty golden puff of mons curls. Her round pert tits jiggled enticingly as she climbed back into the bed. Carlo's cock was limp now, lying moist and soft on his thigh. He'd lost his hard-on when the bodyguard interrupted. But he hadn't been able to finish his fuck with Nadine, so Michelle knew he must be achingly horny.
"You're cooperating just fine so far, honey,"
Carlo told her. "You just keep doing what I say, and you'll keep your job,"
"Yes, sir," said Michelle. "I mean, Carlo."
He pinned. "Okay," he said briskly, "get me hard."
Michelle trembled. She had no idea how to get a man hard, but she could certainly guess. She'd have to start by touching his cock and maybe go a lot farther than that. But she had no choice. Her hands shook as she reached out and picked up his limp warm prick. She rested it on her palm and started stroking it gently.
"Hey, baby, that's little kid stuff," Carlo yawned. "Use your mouth, not your hands."
That was just what she'd been dreading. But again she didn't have a choice, not if she wanted to keep her job. Michelle got onto her knees and bent low over Carlo's hair-matted belly. She reminded herself that she'd loved sucking and tasting Ray Benton's cock. She did her best to overcome her dislike of Carlo Rossi.
"Go on, baby," he urged. "What's wrong, you never tasted cock before?"
He sounded impatient, so Michelle quickly curled her fingers around his soft sausage-like cock and raised it to her lips. Her small tongue darted out, pink and slick and shiny. She started to lick the head of his cock, running her wet tongue tip around and around the sensitive swollen head. She hoped that would do the job. She didn't want to take Carlo Rossi's cock into her mouth.
"Ummmm, yeah, that's better," Carlo sighed. "Help me get it up."
She tongued his swollen purple cock-head for all
she was worth, lashing and licking and rimming it furiously, making it gleam with her saliva. Carlo lay back with a grin on his face, clearly enjoying himself, but his cock didn't get hard. Michelle was just thinking that her tongue was going to wear out, when finally Carlo spoke to her.
"It's no go," he sighed. "We'll hafta try something else. Try sucking on it, honey-that never fails."
There it was the command she'd been dreading. She was going to have to suck Carlo Rossi's prick. Shuddering with disgust she wedged the fat head of his cock between her lips and began to suck on it gingerly. Actually it tasted just the same as Ray's cock, and she'd liked that-but it turned her off to be ordered around by a thug like Carlo.
"Hey, you can do better than that," he said impatiently. "Take more of it in your mouth."
Michelle sighed loudly. Well, all she could do was obey and get it over with. She stuffed more of his soft cock-meat into her mouth, till she'd taken half his length. Again she started to suck, and again Carlo looked dissatisfied. Christ, now what was she doing wrong?
"More," he growled. "I want that whole cock in your mouth."
Michelle thought she was going to gag, but she managed to control her feelings. She sucked in strongly and took all of his flaccid dick into her mouth, till his fuzzy balls were rubbing her chin. She could hardly breathe, but at least he couldn't say she was uncooperative. She sucked rhythmically on his limp rosy prick.
"Yeah, that's how I like it," he sighed. "You
just keep on sucking, honey. Get me hard."
Michelle dutifully sucked, gradually overcoming her repugnance. If she just thought about his cock and not about Carlo, it was really a turn-on. She loved sucking cock, tasting it, feeling the plump weight on her tongue, making the guy gasp with pleasure. She sucked faster and harder, hoping to arouse Carlo. With the increased speed and pressure, he gave a yelp of excitement.
"Hey, that's it," he cried, "yeah, that's how I want it. Oh, Christ, yeah, suck my dick, baby!"
Suddenly he went hard. It happened so fast, she didn't have time to prepare for it, and her mouth was stuffed with thick hard cock. The head of his prick swelled into a big knob and went plunging into her throat, almost choking her. Michelle gagged and coughed, and his erect cock went snapping from her mouth to hug his belly.
Carlo chuckled. "Took you by surprise, huh?" he said. "Well, let's take your mind off that. Come here. Sit over me."
He lay on his back, and he maneuvered Michelle so that she straddled his head and knelt over his face. She didn't like to be exposed that way, her whole naked pussy just inches from his eyes-but again she had no choice. She could feel his hot moist breath on her slit.
"Let's see that pussy," he muttered. "Get your legs a little farther apart, doll."
Michelle obeyed, blushing hotly. He could see everything now, from her asshole to her clit. She'd never been so embarrassed in her life. She felt him prying open the fat furry lips of her mons, uncovering the tiny red bump of her clit. His
breath fanned her pussy. It felt nice, but she didn't want to admit it. She didn't like this gorilla, didn't want him to know he could give her pleasure.
"Bet you like having your pussy eaten," he said.
Michelle didn't reply, hoping to discourage him, but the next thing she knew was a dizzying, blinding blast of pleasure as Carlo pressed his mouth to her clit and began to suck the moist little button. It felt so great she just couldn't stop the cry of pleasure that rose to her lips.
"Eeeeeeee," Michelle squealed.
Carlo gave a muffled chuckle and went on sucking her clit. She dug her fingers into his broad hard shoulders and threw back her head in ecstasy. Damn it, she just couldn't help liking it. She didn't see how any woman could resist pleasure like that, the incomparable pleasure of having her clit sucked. Her pussy juice began to gush out, wetting his face.
"Ahhhhhh," she moaned, "ahhhh, yes, yess a" Just when she felt on the very verge of coming, he lifted his lips from her erect wet bud and nuzzled lower into her crotch. She felt his thick rough tongue tickling between the plump pink lips of her cunt, rimming the moist mouth of her twat, and then plunging right into her body. She screamed with pleasure as she felt the slick long tgue wriggling into her greedy twat.
"Oooooo," Michelle moaned, "yeah, yeah, eat me! Oh, God, that's good!"
She felt ashamed of her wanton talk and the way she was creaming hotly all around his wiggling tongue, but she just couldn't help it, it felt so great. She gave piercing cries of pleasure as Carlo
tongued her cunt-and then suddenly the connecting door opened and Nadine walked into the room. She was fully dressed. She stopped and stared at Michelle and Carlo.
"Well," she said coldly, "I see you don't need ME any more."
Carlo paused in his loud pussy-eating only briefly. "That's right, baby," he said. "Split."
"I certainly will," Nadine snapped. She stalked to the hall door and slammed it as she left.
"Oh, gosh, I'm sorry," said Michelle. "I didn't mean to cause trouble between you and your lady friend."
"Oh, forget her," said Carlo. "She walks out on me at least once a day. She'll be back when she cools off. Now I want you to slide down a little."
Michelle was still thinking about Nadine, and she absently let Carlo move her around like he wanted her. The next thing she knew, she was on her hands and knees and he was crawling up behind her, rubbing his long bard cock against her soaked pussy.
"You ever do it dog-style?" he said excitedly.
"No," Michelle said. She didn't add that she'd only fucked once before in her whole life.
"You'll dig it," Carlo said.
Michelle had no doubt that she would. In spite of her dislike of Carlo, his expert love-making had gotten her hotly aroused, and she could hardly wait to get balled. She trembled in happy anticipation as she felt him poking his erect cock around in her crotch, seeking her cunt. Then the fat hard head of his prick was wedging into her little cunt mouth and he was pushing into her.
"0000000," Michelle wailed, clawing the bed. She loved the sensation of being suddenly stuffed and filled with hard slick cock.
"Oh, Jesus," Carlo gasped as he penetrated her in one long slow delicious thrust, "baby, you are tight!"
No wonder-she'd only lost her cherry a few hours ago. But she didn't tell him that. She just moaned her intense pleasure as she took the repeated hard deep thrusts of his swollen meat. She was so glad she hadn't waited for marriage to start fucking. She would have been missing the wildest pleasure there was.
"You like it, honey?" Carlo panted.
"Oooooo, yes," Michelle squealed, "I love it. Don't stop. Oh, God, fuck me all day!"
He chuckled. "I wish to hell I could. You got the tightest box I ever balled."
As his excitement grew, he began to fuck her harder and faster. Michelle felt herself taking off in a powerful chain of orgasms, her whole body rocking with pleasure. She screamed in ecstasy as Carlo's jerking dick brought her off again and again.
"Ahhhhh, yes," she wailed, "I love it."
Long delicious minutes passed, Carlo fucking her furiously, holding out as long as he could. His breathing got ragged, and he was dripping sweat all over Michelle's back. He seemed determined to impress her with his ability-and she was impressed. It was a fantastic fuck, even if she didn't much like the guy.
"Awwwww, Christ," he moaned at last, "Can't hold out."
Michelle felt the scalding blast of his jism against her womb. It triggered another body-jolting climax, and she wailed with delight as be jerked his squirting prick in her. Then at last they collapsed with a sigh, Carlo's cock shrinking in her squeezing cunt.
Michelle smothered a giggle. It was the second time today she'd been caught spying, and the second time she'd been "punished" by being forced to flick. She just hoped that kind of punishment would continue. She believed that when it came to sex, there was just no limit to her capacities.



CHAPTER SEVEN


After leaving Carlo Rossi, who gave her an enormous tip for her "services", Michelle had to work extra hard to get all the rooms cleaned before quitting time. She just barely made it, in fact. Afterwards she decided to take a stroll along the shore of the lake instead of going right home to her parents. She needed time to think. 
Michelle wondered more and more if marriage was really what she wanted. Since losing her virginity to Ray Benton she'd discovered an almost endless sexual ability in herself, and she was pretty sure that just one man couldn't satisfy her. Besides, she wanted to see the world, have some adventures-and ball a lot more men-before she settled down.
Her parents and Kurt would be disappointed, of course, if she decided to call off the wedding. But you only live once.
Michelle's thoughts were cut short as she heard strange noises from the woods beside the lake. She'd walked a few hundred feet from the hotel, down the narrow beach, when she heard the noise. It sounded like a scream or a squeal, she wasn't sure which. Nervously she crept into the woods to check it out.
The noise led her to a small mossy clearing. It was a good place to be alone, and she would never have found it if it hadn't been for the noise. She peeked out from behind a bush and saw Kristi Jones and Jay Sommers. They were in their bathing suits, and Jay was chasing Kristi around the clearing. Kristi was squealing with excitement-that was the noise Michelle had heard.
"Slow down, damn it," Jay panted. "I'm not young any more."
"Imagine YOU admitting that," Kristi giggled. "Anyhow, I won't slow down because I don't want you to catch me."
"Oh, shit," Jay said disgustedly, huffing and puffing as he tried to catch the slim redhead. "I didn't come out here to jog, baby. I came out here
to ball. Now will you stop?"
"No," Kristi said, successfully dodging him. "That's all we ever do, Jay. That's all you want me for, and I'm tired of it. I'm not your whore. I don't have to open my legs every time you get horny."
"Oh, yes, you do, baby," Jay said coldly. "You know you won't get anywhere in pictures without my help. And if you wanta be in that movie with me, you damn well better do what I want."
Kristi stopped running at last and gave him a long look of hatred. "Do you have to be so obvious about it?" she said. "Can't you at least pretend to like me?"
"Why bother?" said Jay. "Oh, I like you okay, honey. I like you fine. But why pretend? What we've got going is really a business deal-you fuck me, and I put you in my picture. It's as simple as that."
Kristi gave a lingering sigh and said sarcastically, "Oh, Jay, you're so romantic. I wish your fans could see you now.
Well, at least one of them could. Michelle found herself getting comfortable behind a bush, settling in to watch. She knew it was wicked of her, but she simply couldn't seem to control her urge to peep. Already she felt a glowing excitement in her pussy as she thought of watching Kristi and Jay get it on.
"I'm not acting now," Jay said in reply to Kristi's remark. "I don't have to. You know what I want. Let's quit wasting time."
He strode over to her, pulled her hard against him, and kissed her. Kristi gave a squeak of protest and pushed him away.
"Jay, you're all sweaty," she said.
"Yeah, from chasing you," he snapped. "It's not my fault, Come on, baby, don't be a cock-teaser. I want you. What do I have to do to turn you on?"
A sudden mischievous grin lit Kristi's face. "Oh, well," she said, "that's easy to do. I'll let you turn me on, Jay. All you have to do is eat my pussy."
He stared at her, and the pretty redhead began taking off her bathing suit. Again Michelle envied the girl's fantastic body, the slim frame combined with the big ripe knockers. Jay remained impressed, too. He stared hungrily as Kristi undressed in front of him with teasing slowness.
"This is what you want, isn't it, Jay?" she cooed.
As she spoke, she untied the top of her bikini and drew it off with deliberate slowness. Her heavy round tits tumbled out, jiggling enticingly, and settled into their natural shape, firm and thrusting. Jay gave a hoarse growl and started toward her, but Kristi backed off.
"Oh, no," she said, "don't, touch me-not yet. You said you wanted to turn me on, so you have to wait till I feel ready. I'll tell you when I feel ready."
Quivering with horny impatience, Jay forced himself to stand still and watch as Kristi untied the panties of her bikini and very gradually shrugged the little garment down over her sleek flat belly and pert round ass. He licked his lips when he saw the coppery puff of curls over her mons. Again he started forward to touch her, but he checked himself.
"That's better," purred Kristi. "You just wait till I call you, Jay. It won't belong."
She gave a sudden wiggle of her hips, and the bikini panties floated down to the ground. She stepped out of them, naked and gorgeous. Gracefully she sank down onto the springy moss and lay on her back. She opened her long legs and slowly parted them, revealing the pretty moist pink of her slit. Jay was clenching and unclenching his fists as he watched her, trying to control his excitement.
"You know what I want now, don't you, Jay?" Kristi said softly.
"Yeah," he said, "you want me to give you some head."
"That's right," said Kristi. 'That's the only thing that'll turn me on. I want you to lick my cunt, and I want you to do a good job, Jay. You think you can handle that?"
"Sure, I can handle it," he said roughly. "Can I touch you now?"
"Yes, Jay, you can touch me now," Kristi purred.
It turned Michelle on-and no doubt was turning Kristi on-to see the great Jay Sommers humbled like that. It was perversely exciting to see him controlled by a delicate naked woman. Michelle watched avidly as Jay skinned out of his bathing suit and approached Kristi. His cock was rigid, hugging his belly, painfully erect.
"God damn you," he muttered.
Kristi only laughed as he went to his knees before her. The famous actor stretched out
belly-down between her legs and pressed his face against her coppery muff. Kristi sighed and drew her thighs open as wide as she could, displaying her delicate pink pussy with its fringe of red hairs.
"Go ahead, Jay," she sighed, "get me hot."
Jay gently opened the red-furred lips of her mons and uncovered the pea-size lump of her clit. He bent down toward it and stuck out his gleaming red tongue. He began to lick her clit, tickling and rimming it with the very tip of his tongue. Kristi flinched once as the sharp pleasure began, then uttered a low moan of approval.
"Oooooo, yeah," she sighed, "lick my clit, baby. Yeah, I really go for that."
Michelle sighed with envy as site watched from her hiding place. She wished it was her instead of Kristi who was enjoying the incredible pleasure of having her clit licked. She was beginning to think she was insatiable when it came to sex. Today she'd fucked for the very first time, then gone on to ball another man-and still she wanted more.
She sure would enjoy having her clit licked, she knew that-plus she still wanted desperately to get it on with Jay Sommers. Damn, what she wouldn't give to trade places with Kristi Jones. The pretty redhead lay limp in sensual bliss as Jay dutifully licked and aroused her tiny but sensitive clit. Cream was starting to pour from the small quivering mouth of her cunt as her lover got her more and more hot.
"Ooooo, yeah, nice," Kristi moaned. "I love that, Jay. Now suck it, will you, darling? Suck my clit!"
Jay's blond head dipped deeper into her steamy crotch, and Michelle saw him pressing his lips against her scarlet button, sucking it into his mouth. Then Michelle heard lewd wet sucking and slurping noises as Jay began to suck Kristi's clit. Kristi gave a shrill squeal of delight, and a lusty grin split her face. Hot cream gushed from her aroused box.
"Ahhhhhh," Kristi wailed, "yet, suck meeee!"
Michelle felt the crotch of her panties suddenly going wet as she creamed longingly. She tried to imagine how fantastic it would be to have a famous star like Jay Sommers going down on her-and again a hot flood of pussy juice soaked her panties. Hell, why kid herself? She knew she wasn't going to sit still and watch passively. It was too much of a turn-on. She'd just have to play with herself.
Michelle watched Jay's head bouncing up and down in Kristi's crotch, and she quickly slipped her hand inside her shorts and panties and touched the soft furry hump of her mons. She wriggled a finger between the fat lips and found the tiny hot lump of her clit. She seized it between thumb and forefinger and began to knead it, imitating the speed and pressure of Jay's sucking. If she could just control her urge to screw with pleasure, she could play with herself as she watched, bringing herself off when Kristi came.
"Ahhhhh, Jay, honey, that's great," Kristi moaned. "Now my cunt, darling. Lick my cunt. You know how I like it. Ummmmmm, yeah!"
Jay moved quickly to do what his mistress
wanted. He seemed to know just exactly what she liked best. He slid his thick moist tongue down her seething slit, between the fat pink lips of her cunt, and ended up rimming the wet mouth of her box. Kristi's pretty face contorted in a grimace of horny pleasure, and her cunt spewed out a river of hot cream which Jay noisily lapped up.
"Ohhhhh, God, yes," Kristi whined, "that's sooo good, darling. But don't tease me any more. Put your tongue in me, Jay. Yes, yes, YES!"
Slowly Jay worked his long red tongue up Kristi's tight juicy hole, penetrating her gradually, till he had thrust his tongue in all the way to the root and Michelle could see only the base of it. Kristi was moaning steadily as she took a cunt-full of tongue, whining and writhing around the deliciously impalement. Michelle would well imagine how great it felt, and she frigged herself furiously as she watched.
"Eeeee," Kristi screeched, "Fuck me with your tongue, lover. Ahhhh, yeah, make me come!"
Jay did just that. Michelle watched wide-eyed, wishing with all her heart that it was happening to her. Jay slipped his hands under Kristi's little round ass and held the girl in place, her legs drawn back and stretched wide. He began ramming his juicy tongue in and out of her gushing cunt, tongue-fucking her hard and fast and deep. The noise was loud and obscene. Michelle could hear the lewd slurping and sucking sounds even twenty feet away in her hiding place.
It turned her on powerfully. She leaned forward to get as close a view as possible, watching hungrily
as Jay reamed and stuffed Kristi's squirting cunt with his thick wet tongue. Kristi screamed and screamed, clawing the mossy pound, and then suddenly she arched her slim body and began to come, her cunt gripping his tongue and holding it fast.
"Eeeeee" Kristi wailed, "Yessss!"
Her body rocked in the delicious spasms, and just then Michelle gave her own clit a brisk kneading that made her come, too. A shriek of pleasure rose to her throat, and she just managed to muffle it. Hot juice poured from her convulsing box, and she rolled on the ground in blind ecstasy for long sweet moments before coming back to her senses.
Kristi was just coming down from her orgasm, moaning and writhing. Jay was resting, his cream-soaked face raised slightly from her steamy pussy. When she'd finally stopped writhing and moaning, he grinned down at her.
"Feel better?" he said.
"Umm-hmmm," she purred.
"But you want more, don't you?" he said.
"Umm-hmmm," she said, louder this time.
Jay laughed. "Greedy bitch. All right, but I better get well fucked for this, after you've had all you want. Christ, I could wear out my tongue."
"Don't worry," Kristi sighed, "you'll get your reward. Just eat me a little more, Jay, please?"
He obediently sank his face into her steamy wet crotch and started licking, his tongue flicking and lashing from her clit to the shadowy little mouth of her cunt. Michelle watched enviously. She
slipped her hand back inside her panties and used a flicking caressing finger to imitate the action of Jay's tongue, arousing her hot puffed clit, pussy lips and cunt-mouth. Even though she'd just come, she felt like she was only getting started. There seemed to be no end to her need.
"Ohhhhh, that's beautiful," Kristi sighed. "You really know how to eat pussy, Jay!"
He chuckled and said, "Hey, you think that's good, just wait-I got a surprise for you."
Kristi looked puzzled-but not for long. Pushing her legs as far apart as they'd go, Jay stuck his face into her crotch again, stuck out his tongue-and began lapping the tiny wrinkled mouth of her asshole. Kristi gave a piercing shriek of pleasure and arched her body sharply.
"Oh, my God," she gasped. "Jay, you devil-that feels terrific."
But Jay didn't stop there. He didn't just lick the outside of her little brownie. Making his tongue stiff, he attacked the clenched opening and thrust his tongue inside. Kristi gave a penetrating wail of pleasure as he gradually worked his tongue up her tight little asshole. He panted and thrust, and at last his tongue was in her all the way to the root.
"Eeeee," Kristi screamed. "Yeah, yeah, baby, put your tongue in my ass. Oh, God, Jay, I never felt anything so good."
Michelle watched pop-eyed and open-mouthed. Now there was something she'd never thought of before, not even in her most wicked fantasies. She'd never thought of her asshole as an erogenous zone. She reached back and touched the soft wrinkled mouth of her brownie. Gingerly she
inserted just the tip of her little finger, then pushed slowly and gently into herself. To her astonishment, it felt wonderful.
"Ahhhhhh," Kristi shrieked, "yeah, lick my ass. Oh, God, I'm gonna come.Ohhhhhh!"
Jay was tongue-fucking her ass for all he was worth, jerking his thick tongue furiously in and out of her tight brownie. Kristi came powerfully, her body rocking, her voice hoarse with pleasure. Michelle, imitating Jay's movements, worked her fingertip busily in her own tight fiery-hot bumhol7e-and then without any warning she was having the most powerful orgasm of her life.
"Ahhhhhhh," Michelle wailed.
Her finger still thrusting hungrily in her asshole, she fell from her hiding place and rolled helplessly around on the mossy floor of the clearing. While the orgasm gripped her, she couldn't do anything but frig herself and writhe and moan. Jay and Kristi jerked to attention, sitting up and staring at her.
"What the hell?" Jay yelped.
"It's Michelle," said Kristi wonderingly. "Our maid from the hotel."
Michelle started blushing the moment her climax passed, and she blushed lobster red. "Oh, I'm so sorry," she gasped. "I don't know what to say."
Jay began to laugh. "I guess there's not too much you can say, honey," he chuckled. "I mean, you were spying on us and playing with yourself, right? And who wants to admit that?"
Michelle hung her head. She'd done it again-spied and got caught-but this time it was a lot more embarrassing. The humiliation of it, to be
caught with her finger up her ass. She burst into tears, knowing she'd not only disgraced herself but was sure to lose her job.
"Hey, honey, take it easy," said Kristi, coming over to put a comforting arm around her shoulders. "We're not gonna report you, are we, Jay?"
"No, I guess not," the actor said. "I mean I really don't dig being spied on, Michelle, but maybe you can make it up to us."
"Oh, I will, Mr. Sommers," Michelle said anxiously. "I'll do whatever you want."
"Great," said Jay with a grin. "Then take off your clothes and join us"
Michelle stared at him as if she couldn't believe her ears, but Kristi started to grin. "Hey," the redhead said, "what a far-out idea, Jay. I dig getting it on with chicks now and then, and she really is foxy. How about it, Michelle?"
It was decision time again. She'd sacrificed a lot to keep her job, but just how far was she willing to go? Could she really bring herself to take part in a three-way romp involving another woman? As it turned out, she didn't have to make a decision. Jay and Kristi made it for her. They simply crawled over and started undressing her.
"Hey," Michelle squeaked, "I didn't say yes. I didn't say I was gonna go along with this."
"You'd rather have me report you to the manager?" Jay said. "Remember, Michelle, it's not nice to spy on the guests. Mr. Benton probably wouldn't be too happy to hear you've been caught."
He certainly wouldn't. Michelle stopped protesting, but she trembled and blushed as Kristi tugged
off her t-shirt and Jay removed her shorts and panties. They both gawked admiringly at her slim naked body and her perfect round tits. Michelle tried to cover the blonde puff of her mons, but Kristi laughed and pulled her hands away.
"Hey, don't be ashamed of yourself," Kristi said. "You've got a beautiful body."
"It's just that I never did anything like this before," Michelle said. "I mean with more than one person."
"The more the better," Jay laughed. "Come here, baby-I've been dying to get my hands on you since the moment I saw you."
Once Jay started touching her, her embarrassment faded fast. She had such a letch for him that it could only be exciting to lie naked beside him and feel his hands running over her. Kristi snuggled up with them and caressed Michelle, too, but Michelle had eyes only for Jay.
"How old are you, baby?" he asked. "Not jail bait, I hope."
"No, I'm eighteen," said Michelle.
"Wow," Kristi laughed, "I guess that makes me an old lady. I'm twenty-two."
"You're not old," Michelle protested. "I wish I had a figure like yours."
She shyly ran her hands over Kristi's big swelling tits. Why not? Kristi was playing with Michelle's tits, so the exchange seemed fair. Michelle found the other girl's huge long jugs silky and firm and hot. They were fun to touch. Meanwhile Jay was busy, too, slipping his hand between Michelle's legs and mischievously rubbing her slit. Michelle looked down and saw that he was doing the same thing to
Kristi.
She felt a little embarrassed by the three-way scene, but as there was nothing she could do about it, she figured she might as well relax and enjoy it. So while she and Kristi played with each other's tits, Jay caressed both their pussies. Michelle could feel herself getting hotter and hotter, creaming helplessly onto Jay's stroking hand.
"Mmmmmm, that's nice, lover," Kristi murmured, "but how are you gonna take care of two girls with only one cock?"
"You'll find out when the time comes," Jay laughed. "Don't be impatient, woman."
It was hard not to be impatient, Michelle found when she was hotly horny and when the man involved was Jay Sommers. She could hardly believe she was really making love to him. But his hand was real enough in her crotch. He seized her tiny hot clit and began to knead it, sending sharp streaks of pleasure through her belly.
"Oooooo," Michelle moaned.
She felt her aroused cunt gush another helpless flood of juice onto his busy hand. She certainly couldn't hide the fact that she wanted him urgently. If only it were just the two of them. Like Kristi, she wondered how he was going to take care of two lusty impatient young girls. There were limits to what a man could do, even Jay Sommers.
"Oh, Jesus, that's good," Kristi whimpered.
She suddenly stopped playing with Michelle's boobs and just rolled over onto her back and, let her legs fall open. Jay, grinning fiendishly, had thrust his stiffened middle finger right up the redhead's cunt and was using it like a cock,
thrusting briskly in and out of the creamy little hole. Suddenly he did that same thing to Michelle, too.
Ahhhhhhhhh, the young blonde wailed.
The, too, rolled over onto her back and let her legs fall open. It was instinctive. She felt Jay's stiff middle finger jerking deliciously in her cunt like a miniature but very speedy cock. It felt terrific. She and Kristi lay side by side, wailing their pleasure as Jay frigged them both.
He grinned down at them, powerfully turned on by the sight of the two writhing, panting girls and their slick pink pussies. He could feel the fierce heat of two hot little cunts as well. His cock hugged his belly tightly, dripping juice. If only he had two cocks, just for an hour. It would be great to ball both these lovely girls at once.
"Ohhhhh, don't stop, Jay," Kristi whined. "Make me come. Frig me faster, harder! Oh, yeah!"
Michelle wanted to ask for much the same things, but she was too shy. Fortunately whatever Kristi asked for, Jay gave to them both. His middle fingers started working faster and faster in the girls' creamy hot twats, and both Kristi and Michelle felt themselves carried away on a tide of overwhelming pleasure. Their orgasms were simultaneous, and their shrill cries filled the little clearing.
Jay looked down at them longingly, wishing again that he could fuck them both at once. He felt two tight girl-twats gripping his fingers and turning molten as both girls climaxed. He couldn't decide who he wanted more, the redhead or the blonde. Probably Michelle-she was a novelty to him-but
Kristi had that fantastic body.
"Oh, my gosh," Michelle gasped as her orgasm faded. "I never came like that before."
"You just stick with us, honey," laughed Kristi. "Jay knows a million ways to bring a girl off."
"Yeah, here's Kristi's favorite way," Jay said, seizing the red-haired girl and pulling her down on the moss beside him. He lay on his back and lifted Kristi up to straddle him, her wet pussy right over his face.
Michelle saw his tongue, snake out, and then Kristi's pretty face contorted with pleasure. "Eeeeee," she yelled, "yeah, yeah, eat me, baby!"
Michelle felt a pang of envy. She wished Jay would lick her pussy instead of Kristi's. But clearly he could eat only one girl at a time, and she'd have to wait her turn. She didn't have to be idle, though. In fact she could have a lot of fun while she waited. No one was playing with Jay's rigidly erect cock. It stuck straight up in the air, drooling big bubbles of juice, while he noisily licked Kristi's snatch.
With a mischievous grin Michelle crawled over to Jay and knelt at his hips. Her heart pounded as she reached out to touch the famous star's swollen blue-veined cock. She wondered how many girls had had this privilege. Her fingers tightened gently around his silky hot meat, and she felt its lively throbbing.
"Hey, yeah, good idea," Jay said happily. "Play with my cock, Michelle. Ummmmm, yeah!"
She pumped his stiff hot prick, watching the bright bubbles ooze from the shadowed slit mouth
of his purple cock-head. Very soon it wasn't
enough just to pump, just to use her hand. She watched those bubbles of prick juice, and she felt saliva pooling in her mouth. She leaned down, stuck out her tongue, and started lapping up his tasty cock cream.
"All right," Jay yelped. "Yeah, lick my dick, honey."
Soon after that shout of approval, he went back to eating Kristi's pussy, but Michelle didn't need any encouragement to make her go on licking the fat purple head of his cock. She loved doing it, loved both the taste and the sensation. His prick obligingly produced more and more juice for her to eat, the more she licked it. Soon her greedy cock-eating was just as noisy as Jay's busy pussy-licking.
"God, you two are noisy," Kristi laughed.
She didn't keep up the chatter for long, though. Jay's expert tongue was making her far too hot for that. Soon she was just digging her nails into his shoulders and moaning. His tongue seemed to flick and lash everywhere at once in her seething aroused slit, and she creamed uncontrollably into his flushed face. Her curvy body quivered as she came closer and closer to release.
"Ooooooo, Jay, yesss," she whined, "eat me, eat mee! Oh, God, lover, put your tongue in my cunt.
Ahhhhhh, yes!"
Jay obligingly worked his thick tongue up into the redhead's flooded little hole. Meanwhile Michelle was licking the fat head of his cock, cleaning it of its juice, only to have another load of cream ooze out. Her little pink tongue flashed and glistened as she worked.
"Ummmmm-hmmmmm," was all Jay could say about her cock-licking, since his tongue was thrust deep in Kristi's box.
But Michelle could tell how much he was enjoying it. She figured he'd like it even more if she took his cock into her mouth and so would she. She wanted the rare thrill of having tasted the famous movie star's meat. She opened her mouth and popped half the thick length of his cock between her lips. She started to suck on it loudly and hungrily.
"Immmmmmmm," Jay moaned.
Michelle let even more of his swollen meat slide into her mouth. She was so greedy for it, she even let the knobby head enter her throat. That way she got it all, sucking him in till his balls rubbed her chin. Jay was shaking with hot pleasure as she started sucking him again, bathing his meat with her sizzling saliva.
Then he was reaching for her. She didn't know how long she'd, been blowing him. She was having so much fun, she'd last track of time. But after awhile his strong hands came down and guided her into another position. Michelle understood. He wanted her to stop sucking his cock and put it-in her cunt instead. Well, she was more than ready for that.
"Oh, wow," Michelle murmured excitedly to herself.
She was about to ball Jay Sommers. Her girlfriends would never believe it. She hopped up to straddle his belly, right behind Kristi who was still squatting over his face and taking the deep slick thrusts of his tongue in her hot little box.
Michelle got into position and felt the round hard head of his prick rubbing hungrily against her wet gash.
Panting with excitement, Michelle reached down and guided his stiff cock into her body. It felt wonderfully thick and long to her. She wedged the bulbous head in the tight mouth of her cunt, and then she and Jay pushed together. His thick meat slowly stuffed her greedy little box, and Michelle felt dizzy pleasure.
"Ohhhhh, yeah, yeah," she whimpered, "fuck me, Jay."
"Fuck-you?" Kristi said, puzzled.
She twisted her head to see what was going on, and then she laughed. "Jay, you devil," she giggled, "you DID find a way to take care of us both at once.
He had, all right. While his long thick tongue probed and reamed Kristi's steamy little twat, his rock-hard prick worked busily in Michelle's gripping tight cunt. Both girls were quickly carried away on a tide of dizzy pleasure, moaning and squealing.
Obeying their instincts, Kristi and Michelle threw back their heads and closed their eyes. They wanted to concentrate solely on the delicious sensations radiating from their cunts as Jay's cock and tongue continued to jerk busily. Jay had his eyes closed, too, since all he could see in his position was Kristi's bush. None of the three lovers noticed that a fourth person was approaching the clearing.
That fourth person, a man, stared at the lovers for a moment, then quickly ducked behind a tree
to spy in safety.
"Ohhhhh, Jesus, Jay, just a little more," Kristi wailed, grinding her thirsty pussy down on his wriggling tongue. I'm gonna come soon. Ohhhhhh. Ohhhhhhhh!"
Michelle, too, was working her cunt furiously around the delicious impalement. Jay's cock felt great in her tight little box, and he knew how to use it, too, jerking it hard and fast and deep in a way that excited her powerfully. Soon her body was out of control, grinding and writhing, as she approached climax. Like Kristi she began to howl.
"Yes, yes, ball me, fuck me," Michelle cried mindlessly, "don't stop. Ahhhhhh, yes, I'm coming. AHHHHHH!"
Jay suddenly had two writhing shrieking girls above him, two hot cunts gripping and contracting around his tongue and cock. He gave the girls time to come, and then he moaned and shot his load up Michelle's hot little twat. He wished he could have gone on, but he simply couldn't hold but a second longer.
"Out of sight," he sighed as the two satisfied girls climbed off him. "Michelle, honey, you come around tomorrow morning and I'll have a tip for you-and you and I and Kristi can have some more fun. Right now we'd better get back to the hotel and change for dinner."
"I won't walk with you," Michelle said. "It might look odd. I'll wait here for a few minutes."
Kristi and Jay put on their clothes and left. Michelle stretched out on the soft mossy ground and sighed luxuriously. Her cunt felt so nicely bruised and fulfilled, and tomorrow she'd, be
balling Jay again.
Her smile faded when she opened her eyes and saw Ray Benton standing over her. She gasped and reached for her clothes, but he kicked the crumpled garments out of the way.
"Don't bother to get dressed, baby," he said. "We've got a score to settle."



CHAPTER EIGHT


Here we go again, thought Michelle. It was the second time that day that Ray Benton had caught her up to same mischief. Certainly she hadn't been hired to join the guests in orgies or to spy on them when they made love. Benton had good reason to be angry. Michelle looked sheepish as she spoke.
"I'm awfully sorry, Mr. Benton," she said. "I
know I shouldn't have been doing that, but they did invite me, really."
"I don't care if they sent an engraved invitation," Benton answered. "This hotel has a reputation to keep up, and YOU aren't helping it, Michelle. Jesus Christ, honey, I didn't say you had to stop having fun, I just said to be careful. And here I find you balling Sommers right out in the open. I'm sorry, but it'd be too risky for me to keep you on in this job."
Michelle's face fell, and she struggled not to cry. "Oh, please, Mr. Benton," she begged, "give me one more chance. I promise to be careful. I won't let anyone see what I do."
He sighed deeply. "Sorry, honey," he said, "but I just can't take the chance. You already promised me once that you'd stay out of trouble, and look what happened. Imagine how it'd be if a newspaper got hold of this. We'd be ruined." He shook his head. "No, I'm sorry, Michelle, but you're fired."
He didn't walk away. Instead he studied Michelle carefully and began to take off his tie. Michelle was so upset, she didn't really notice this. All she could think of was how in the world she was going to explain things to Kurt and her parents. She couldn't possibly tell them the truth-that her own kinky sexual behavior had cost her her job. What was she going to do?
"Oh, please," she wept, "you've got to help me, Mr. Benton. I'll wash dishes, anything, but I have to have a job."
"Well, now," said Bent on, discarding his tie and starting to unbutton his shirt, "I just may be able to manage something for you, Michelle, if you're
cooperative."
"Cooperative?" Michelle said. "What do you mean?"
He ginned slightly. "I just mean doing whatever I say, whatever I want you to do. That's easy enough, isn't it?"
"Sure," said Michelle, "but what kind of things do you want me to do?"
"To begin with," Benton said, "finish taking off my shirt."
Michelle stood up at once, her pretty naked tits jiggling, and finished unbuttoning her boss' shirt. Or was he her former boss? She meant to please him, to do whatever he wanted, in order to have some kind of job at this hotel. She drew his shirt off and couldn't help admiring his hard tan chest with its light matting of golden brown hairs.
"That's fine," Benton purred. "Now my shoes and socks?
Michelle was so intent on following orders that she didn't stop, to wonder why the bearded young hotel manager should want to take off his clothes here in the woods. She untied his shoes and helped him to step out of them, then removed his socks. When she stood up again, Benton 's eyes ran hungrily from her gently quivering breasts down to the golden cloud of her bush.
"Now my pants," he said. "Help me get all my clothes off, Michelle." His voice was slightly hoarse with ill-concealed excitement.
Michelle obediently unzipped his pants, drew them down, and helped him step out of them. Then he was wearing nothing but his jockey shorts. He'd said to help remove ALL his clothes, so she
hooked her thumbs in the waistband of his shorts and pulled the garment down. She felt a little stir of excitement when she saw his pale semi-soft cock with its rosy head, but she reminded herself to stick to business-which was to please her boss.
He put his hand on her shoulder to steady himself as she knelt and helped him step out of his shorts. She started to rise again, but he held her down easily. His breathing seemed to be getting louder and faster. Stuck in her kneeling position, she looked up at him wonderingly and saw that his expression was glazed and slightly grinning.
"Now lick my cock, Michelle," he said.
She blushed hotly as she finally realized what this weird strjp act was all about. She should have guessed. It seemed that every time she was caught doing something naughty, she was "punished" by being forced to have sex. Well, she certainly didn't mind that kind of punishment. Grinning to herself, Michelle slipped her hand under his limp dangling cock and brought it up to her lips.
"That's a good girl," Benton sighed. "Just keep on doing exactly what I tell you, Michelle, and I'll certainly be willing to find you another job."
That was all she needed to hear. With a sigh of relief, Michelle stuck out her little pink tongue and started to lick his warm flaccid prick. She could easily obey his orders, which meant he'd keep his promise to find her another job. She didn't have to worry. She could just relax and enjoy turning him on, giving him a good time, and, incidentally, having a good time herself.
Holding his soft pale cock on the palm of her hand, she tickled slowly up and down the
milky-white blue-veined stalk with the slick tip of her tongue. Benton sighed happily, and Michelle felt the familiar beginnings of lust in her pussy-the moistening of her cunt mouth, the heating and swelling of her pussy lips. Yes, she was going to enjoy this "punishment" a lot.
"Nice, baby, real nice," Benton said huskily, gripping her smooth shoulders. "Just keep on doing that. Yeah, lick my meat real slow and easy…
Michelle found it easy to obey. She liked licking cocks, liked the taste and texture. Only one thing really bothered her now that she'd decided to experience sex before marriage. She wondered if she really ought to marry at all. It wouldn't be fair to Kurt-because she knew now that one man could never satisfy her. But if she didn't marry, what would she do with her life?
Well, she could worry about that some other time. Right now she wanted to concentrate entirely on getting Ray Benton aroused, giving him pleasure and excitement. She'd only lost her virginity a few hours ago, but already she was expert at exciting men. She seemed to have a natural talent for it. She enjoyed her work that was for certain.
"A little faster now, honey," Benton panted. "Do the head of my cock especially."
He'd hardly said it before she obeyed, trailing her wet little tongue swiftly up the soft white stalk of his prick till she reached the dark red head. She rimmed and circled it, running her tongue swiftly around and around the most sensitive part of his cock, the knob-like head. Benton gave a shudder of
pleasure.
"Nice," he sighed. "Just do that all over, will you, baby? Do my balls, too.
That was something she hadn't done before, licking a guy's balls. She'd been so interested in cocks, it hadn't occurred to her-but after all, it was only her first day as a non-virgin. There was a lot she had to learn, and she was eager to learn it. Again she licked rapidly, wetly, down the long pale pole of his cock, tickling right through the golden-brown thatch of his bush.
"Yeah, yeah," Benton gasped, "now my balls." Just as he said it, her little tongue tip touched the rosy soft flesh of his nut sacs, the highly-sensitive fleshy bags that crowded his crotch. She began to tongue them eagerly, making them flop and bounce in a lewd slapping rhythm. She found she enjoyed it just as much as licking his cock. Benton kneaded her shoulders and moaned. "Lick me," he chanted hoarsely, "lick meee!"
Her tongue was wet, scalding, and brisk on his tender nut sacs, and with that kind of stimulus it wasn't long before he got hotly excited. He seemed to want to go on testing her, though, for he kept giving instructions, telling her exactly what he wanted her to do to him.
"Now take my meat in your mouth," he gasped. "Hurry, Michelle, suck my cock."
She was surprised at the sudden change of pace, but she obeyed, trailing her slick little tongue off his spit-soaked balls and licking swiftly upward again, through his curly bush, up the fat soft stalk
of his prick, till she was tonguing the dark red head of his cock. She caught the fat head between her lips and sucked it inside.
'Awwwww, yeah, girl," Benton whined. "Take in as much as you can, honey. Take my dick in your mouth!"
Michelle did her best to p1ease him, sucking strongly on his warm flaccid meat, sucking his whole soft wrinkled prick onto her tongue. His damp rosy balls came to rest against her chin. She started to suck. Benton was breathless, almost not moving except for kneading her shoulders with his sweaty fingers.
"Oh, Jesus," he sighed softly.
Then it happened. Taking her completely by surprise, his cock sprang into life, going suddenly long and hard and thick in her mouth. Michelle felt the soft head becoming a big bard bulb that plunged right into her throat. She felt the stalk of his prick getting -very thick, stretching her lips painfully. She started to choke.
"Keep it in your mouth, Michelle," he warned. She gagged and tried to control her response, holding his suddenly stiff cock in her throat and mouth, enduring the choking sensation. She had the feeling he was putting her to the test for some reason, and she was determined not to fail. Gradually she overcame her fear and allowed him to work his long thick cock even farther into her throat.
"Good girl," he panted, "very good. Now I want you to blow me, Michelle, bring me off. I want you to eat my come. Will you do that?"
Of course there was no way she could answer or even nod her head, not with his huge thick prick impaling her throat, so she responded by sucking hard on his meat. Benton gave a yelp of excitement and then grinned down approvingly as he watched her sucking briskly on his swollen cock.
"That's the way," he sighed. "Yet, that's what I want, baby. Just keep doing it like that till I come. Just suck that meat like it was candy."
Michelle didn't really have much trouble doing that. Now that she'd gotten used to feeling his erect prick in her throat, it didn't bother her at all. It excited her, in fact. She sucked happily away on his deeply-buried prick, feeling his swollen hot balls rubbing her chin.
The only thing she wasn't sure about was eating his come. She'd never done that before, never taken a blow job to its logical conclusion. That was going to be quite a mouthful. She liked the taste of his bubbling cock-juice, though. It was starting to ooze from the great fat head of his prick, dripping onto her taste buds, and she lapped it up and swallowed it eagerly.
But what would it be like when she got the full blast of his jism? She'd just have to find out because she wasn't going to fail this test. No matter what he wanted, she'd do it. She'd fucked up enough today. From now on she was going to do everything just right.
Apparently she was doing okay on the blow job, because Ray Benton was panting, moaning, and clutching her shoulders hard as he got more and more excited. His cock juice dripped heavily onto
her tongue, and he was sweating. His voice was hoarse and excited, and he began to jerk his long hard prick up and down in her tight silky throat.
"Oh, yeah," he chanted, "yeah, ohhhh, Christ. make me come, make me come, baby, suck meee!
She suddenly felt it, the scalding blast of his come in her throat. He whined and shot his load in convulsive hard jerks of his cock, hardly giving her time to rest between gulps. She managed to swallow every bit of his jism, though, and she found she didn't mind doing it. She dug it, in fact. She should have guessed. There seemed to be nothing about sex that she didn't like.
"Awwwww, God," Benton roared, "eat it, honey, eat it. So fuckin' good, Michelle. Awwwww!"
At last he finished coming and went sprawling onto the mossy ground, his wet drained cock slipping from her mouth to splat on his thigh. Only then did Michelle realize that she was left high and dry. That limp wrinkled prick wasn't going to do her any good. She felt a nagging cheated feeling in her pussy, and it wasn't easy for her to hide her disappointment.
But maybe that was part of the test, getting her hotly aroused and then not doing anything about it, seeing how mature she was. Well, it wasn't easy for a hot-blooded young girl like Michelle to endure, but she was determined to show him. She faked a smile and sat down beside him on the grass.
"You did real well, baby," he said, catching his breath at last. "Was that your first blow job?"
"Yes," Michelle admitted. "I guess I'll get better with practice."
Benton chuckled. "Jesus, you were a virgin just a couple hours ago, doll-you've sure made a lot of progress today. Yeah, Michelle, I'd say you were a real quick learner. But now I'm really gonna put you to the test. I want you to get me hard again."
Michelle gawked at him. Even with her limited experience she knew that men had to rest a little between climaxes, that his limp cock wouldn't just spring right up again. This wasn't going to be easy-but again she was determined to prove she could handle the job. She bid her doubts as she snuggled up to the bearded young man and curled her fingers around his limp wet dick.
"You just tell me what you want, Ray," she purred, "and I'll do it."
He grinned at her. "Kid, I've got a feeling you're gonna go a long way. Okay, start by pumping my meat, just like you're doing now. If that doesn't work, we'll try something else."
Michelle dutifully pumped his small soft prick in her fist, while they lay facing each other on the mossy ground. Ray Benton reached out and played idly with her ripe round tits, watching her face all the time. Michelle tried to keep a sexy expression for him. It wasn't hard after he started playing with her tits. She enjoyed that, especially when he rubbed her little pink nipples and got them erect and sensitive.
"How do you feel, Michelle?" he said softly. "Horny?"
She blushed but nodded. "Yeah, I'm pretty
horny," she admitted.
He grinned. "Try rubbing my cock between your legs, then," he said. "This pumping isn't doing much for me."
Of course it wasn't doing much for him-he'd just come. Michelle thought of it, but she said nothing, just obeyed. He didn't want to hear any contradictions. Besides it sounded like fun to nab his hot silky prick over her pussy. She was swollen and wet down there, and her need was becoming acute.
She seized his soft cock and eased it gently between her thighs and started rubbing the spongy head back and forth over her swollen needy gash. It felt mildly pleasant, but it wasn't anywhere near as exciting as feeling a hard cock. She hoped the wet heat of her pussy would excite him, help get him hard again.
"Ummmmmm," she murmured.
"Yeah, it's nice, isn't it?" Ray sighed. "But not too exciting. We better try something else, or I'll never get hard. Try going down on me again."
Michelle suppressed a sigh of impatience. She liked giving head, but enough was enough for one day, wasn't it? She'd already sucked his cock and brought him off, and she felt like a gentleman would do something for her now. But Ray made no move to help her out, so she crawled down and nuzzled into his crotch, taking his warm limp cock and feeding it between her lips.
"Yeah, that's better," he sighed. "Take my whole cock in your mouth like you did before, honey. Suck on it Yeah!"
Michelle liked to suck cock as much as any horny young girl, but she had a feeling it wasn't going to do her much good this time. He'd came so recently, she didn't see how he could get hard again soon. Still she sucked his dick, making a loud wet slurping noise to excite him, and prayed that her efforts would pay off.
Ray lay on his back, his eyes shut, a horny grip twisting his face. He looked like he'd be content to lie there for hours while she sucked his cock, content to wait all afternoon for another hard-on. She sucked fast, loudly, strongly, but she felt no answering quiver or throb in his limp little prick.
After awhile he sighed and said, "It's no go, honey. Try licking my balls again."
Michelle wasn't sorry to give her mouth a rest. She let his saliva-soaked prick slip from his lips, and she nosed deeper into his crotch and began teasingly tonguing his soft rosy nut sacs. She could see the small wrinkled mouth of his asshole, and she wondered if he was sensitive there. Why not find out?
So as she busily tongued and lashed his soft empty balls, she also reached between his legs and placed the tip of her little finger on the clenched hot mouth of his asshole. She rimmed it in a light teasing motion, so light that she wondered if he even felt it-until he gave a loud gasp of pleasure and nearly rose off the ground. His face lit up with horny interest as she ran the tip of her finger around and around his tight nether mouth.
"All right," Ray gasped. "Hey, now you're cooking, Michelle. Try sticking your finger up my
ass.
Why not? She'd try anything once. She wriggled the soft tip of her little finger into his asshole and found the passage very tight, hot and gripping. It was snug that she was almost afraid to push any deeper, but he whined and relaxed the little opening as if inviting her to probe farther.
"GO ahead, doll, don't be afraid," he panted. "I want that whole finger. I dig the way it feels."
Michelle shrugged, then pushed. She was willing to do whatever turned him on, so long as he kept his promise and found her another job. She wriggled her finger deeper and deeper into his tight flaming-hot brownie until she could go no further. Ray whined with pleasure as he took the slim stiff digit to the hilt.
"Awwwww, Christ," he moaned, "that's so far out. Now pump it, honey, move your finger in my asshole."
Michelle obeyed, jerking her finger up and down in a cock-like motion, teasing the tight slick passage-and at last she felt some tingling life in his cock and balls. While she used one band to pleasure his asshole, she was using the other to pet his limp prick and nut sacs, so she felt the hot throbbing, the growing heat. Now if only he'd get hard.
"Oh, Jesus, Michelle, don't stop," he moaned.
She went on frigging his bumhole and petting his cock and balls, and he reached out and fumbled for her pussy, sliding his hand over the wet scalding-hot flesh. He tweaked her clit and caressed the fat swollen slick lips of her cunt, and it felt so good, she moaned aloud. She'd never been so horny in her whole life. She creamed helplessly
onto his hand and prayed for his cock to get stiff. At last it happened. She was thrusting her stiff little finger almost savagely in and out of his tight asshole, and she was fisting his limp meat and pumping it urgently-and at last his cock lurched to life in her fingers. She moaned excitedly as she felt it go long and hard and rigid as steel. Ray gave a sigh of relief, too.
"Man," he said, "I thought I'd never get there. But I'm ready now. I'll take care of you, baby. Stay just like you are, okay?"
She was on her hands and knees, so she stayed that way. Ray moved, his hot snug asshole popping off the impalement of her finger. She felt him crawling up behind her, seizing her slim hips to steady himself, poking the big hard head of his cock around in her furiously aroused wet pussy.
"Yes, yes, YES," she chanted, "stick it in me, Ray. Hurry. Oh, God, I want it so much!"
She wasn't ashamed of her words. She saw no reason to deny her hot arousal. Maybe that would get him to hurry. He certainly was taking his time about finding her cunt. She waited breathlessly, and then suddenly she felt it-the huge rock-hard head of his cock thrusting into her ASSHOLE.
"Noooo," Michelle yelped. "Ray, no, you've got the wrong hole!"
He paid no attention, and the next thing she knew, her tight little bumhole was stuffed full of thick hard cock. He shoved his swollen fat prick into her all the way to the hilt, till she thought her untried nether passage would split. She was so shocked, she couldn't scream or even breathe. She just gave a convulsive shudder as she took his
brutal deep penetration.
"This is the final test, baby," he gasped. "Let's see if you're really a trooper. If you can get fucked in the ass and take it like a grown-up, I'll see that you get a really great job. You willing to try?"
"Yes, Ray," she sobbed.
She didn't want that huge cock in her tiny tight whole, but she didn't have much choice. She needed his help in finding work. So she gritted her teeth and just knelt then, letting him work his prick blissfully in her bum hole. Gradually she came to realize that it didn't really hurt-she was just very scared.
But if it didn't hurt, what did she have to worry about? As a matter of fact it was starting to feel pretty exciting, pretty damned good. Michelle relaxed, and in another moment she was moaning with pleasure, clawing the ground, and jerking her ass in time to his strokes.
"Oh, Ray," she wailed, "That feels so good. Yeah, yeah, fuck my ass, darling! Oh, God, YES!"
To her astonishment she started to come. She hadn't known you could come from bum-fucking, but then she had a lot to learn. She was sure Ray would teach her, too. She whined with pleasure as he brought her off again and again, tirelessly working his erect long prick in her gripping brownie. Only after about five minutes did he moan hoarsely and shoot his hot load into her bowels.
"Well, baby," he laughed, "you sure passed the test."
Michelle laughed delightedly. "Did I, Ray?" she said. "That's super. You said something about
getting me a really great job. Did you really mean it? Would it be something at the hotel?"
"Slow down," he laughed, "and let me catch my breath. Yeah, I wasn't shitting you, baby, I'll get you a good job. But it won't be at the hotel. They can only pay you peanuts there. No, I got something much better in mind for you, Michelle. Just listen."



CHAPTER NINE


That evening when Michelle got home, her mother told her that Kurt had called and would be over soon. Michelle smiled to herself, If he was ready to make up after their fight, he must be pretty horny-and she had a big surprise for him. In fact she had two big surprises.
Kurt arrived around eight o'clock that evening,
looking apologetic and carrying a large bunch of roses for Michelle. She accepted them with a smile and said innocently, "Why, Kurt, what brings you here?"
"I came to apologize, Michelle," he said, taking her hand. "I said some pretty mean things to you last time we were together, and I didn't behave very well, either. I hope you'll forgive me."
"Of course I forgive you, Kurt," Michelle said sweetly. "I understand why you behaved like you did."
"You do?" Kurt said wonderingly.
He looked at her closely, no doubt remembering the last time they were out together and he'd done his best to get her to fuck. Michelle smiled as she thought of it, recalling how she'd resisted him and how she'd insisted on remaining a virgin till marriage. Things sure had changed since then, but Kurt didn't know that. He thought she was the same old virgin prude.
"Michelle, would you like to go for a ride?" he asked.
"Why, yes, I suppose so," Michelle said.
"We could talk about our future," Kurt said eagerly. "I just got a raise-and maybe we can get married sooner than we planned. Then you won't have to work at that hotel any more."
"We'll see, Kurt," she replied vaguely. "We can talk about it."
Michelle really had no plans to work at the hotel any longer, but not for the reasons Kurt had in mind. But she didn't want to spring everything on him at once. She just grabbed a sweater, said goodbye to her parents, and went off with Kurt in
his car. As she'd expected, he parked at their favorite spot by the lake, the place where he'd tried so hard to ball her last time. He might be full of apologies right now, but if she knew Kurt, he'd be trying to seduce her again in five minutes.
"Gee, honey," he purred, slipping an arm around her shoulders, "I'm sure glad we made up. I really missed you."
Michelle said nothing, since after her first day at the hotel, she hadn't missed her former boyfriend in the least And today, well, what with losing her cherry and balling three different men, she definitely hadn't had time to think about Kurt. All she could do was look up at him and smile blandly.
"Yeah, I really missed you," he said, bending down to kiss her.
At least that part was still good. Michelle had always been hotly attracted to him physically, and it was just as much fun as ever to feel his slick tongue sneaking into her mouth as he kissed her hungrily. She felt a little spark of excitement in her pussy, a swelling and moistening, and she knew that if they went on kissing, she'd soon be wildly horny. Well, it was okay this time-because now she wouldn't hesitate to do something about it.
She didn't tell Kurt that, however, because it was going to be so much fun to surprise him. After all, he'd been trying to get into her pants for years and it was sure to just blow his mind when he finally succeeded. Michelle returned his kiss eagerly, wriggling her tongue in his mouth, letting him think that he was getting her excited all by himself.
"Hhmmmmm," she murmured.
"Oh, baby," Kurt sighed, "nothing's changed. I still want you so much."
He went on kissing her, and Michelle felt his hand creeping under her jersey. Just like the old days. Every time they dated, every time they parked, Kurt would be trying to cop a feel, go a step farther, get her so excited that she'd forget all her moral scruples. Well, let him go ahead and try again-only tonight, though he didn't know it, he was going to succeed.
His hand fumbled blindly around under her tight jersey and found her left tit. She heard him breathe in sharply with excitement when he found she wasn't wearing a bra. His hand closed hotly over her large round breast and began squeezing it gently and rhythmically. Yes, it was just like old times-she felt an answering warmth in her cunt every time he squeezed.
"You didn't get seduced by any of those big shots at the hotel, did you?" he said jokingly.
"Why, Kurt, of course not," Michelle answered.
It was true-she hadn't been seduced. It hadn't been necessary, because she was so eager. And now for the fourth time that day she felt her eagerness building up again. She was pawing deliciously horny as Kurt held her, kissed her, and played with her soft silky tit. She didn't tell him she was horny, though. She wanted him to work for it.
"I'm glad, Michelle," he said, moving his hand onto her other breast, "I'm really glad you didn't make it with any other guy. You're my woman, you know. I wants be the first."
Oh-oh, thought Michelle.
Well, it wouldn't do any good to tell him that
she wasn't a virgin any more. Maybe he wouldn't notice when the time came. She just smiled and kissed him, and Kurt, who hadn't changed a bit, used the opportunity to push her jersey up over tits, exposing them to the bright moonlight. As they broke the kiss, he hungrily ogled the big round pale globes.
"Oh, baby, I can't keep my hands off you," he moaned.
He half fell onto her, easing her don onto the seat of the car, and the next thing she knew, he'd pulled her jersey off over her head, leaving her naked from the waist up. Then she felt his hot wet mouth closing over her right nipple, sucking the little pink cone inside. Michelle moaned happily That was one of the things she liked best, having her tits sucked, and Kurt was very good at it.
"Ummmmm, nice," she murmured, running her fingers through his hair.
Encouraged, Kurt sucked harder and hotter on her tender nipples, bringing them quickly to erection. Michelle lay back and sighed blissfully while he aroused her tits, and her excited cunt started spurting hot juice which moistened the crotch of her panties. It reminded her of a lot of dates with Kurt when he'd gotten her so horny she could have screamed. Well, if was going to be a lot more fun tonight, because she wasn't going to go home horny.
Kurt made naughty wet slurping sounds as he sucked busily on her nipples, moving back and forth between them, lashing the sensitive erect nubs with his tongue. He was doing his best to get Michelle hotly arousal. little did he know that she
was already powerfully horny… She didn't enlighten him, though. She pretended it was just like all their other dates where he tried to seduce her and she resisted.
"Kurt," she said finally, "you said you wanted to talk to me about something'?"
He raised his flushed face from her wet gleaming nipples, and far a moment he looked blank. Then he said, "Oh, yeah, yeah. I almost forgot. I was thinking, honey, we could get married right away, tomorrow if you want. With my raise, there's no reason for you to work at that hotel any more. And if we get married right away, well, there's no reason why we can't start balling right away, is there?"
So that was it.
This whole date-the apologies, the roses, -the proposal of marriage-was a big plot to get into her pants. She should have known. Oh, he'd marry her, all right, but the main thing was to fuck her. Poor Kurt, what he wouldn't do to get laid! Well, she'd play along for awhile. She'd pretend to be innocent, pretend that he was talking her into it.
"Wow, Kurt," she said brightly, "I just can't believe it. I mean, like tomorrow at this time I could be your wife?"
"That's right, baby," he said with a broad grin, "or whenever you want. So there's no reason for us to wait any more, is there, Michelle? Hell, if we got married tomorrow, there'd be no harm in balling tonight."
Before she could answer, he was easing down on top of her again, his chest flattening her plump naked tits, his mouth closing hotly over hers. His
tongue tickled between her lips as he kissed her feverishly. That was supposed to distract her while he got his hand up her skirt-he'd tried it a hundred times. Only this time she had a surprise-she just let him do it and didn't protest.
Kurt gave a muffled gasp of surprise and excitement as he slid his hand under her skirt and met with no resistance. Usually Michelle would tell him to stop. Now she just went on kissing him, so Kurt took advantage of her submission and quickly moved his hand all the way up to the moist crotch of her panties. He wiggled a finger inside and touched the fluffy curls of her pussy.
Michelle was trembling with lust by now, hardly content with just kissing, and when he began to rub her swollen horny pussy lips, she mooned and creamed onto his finger. Kurt responded with more rubbing. She could imagine how excited he was, how proud of himself. She'd never let him do that before.
"Oh, Michelle," he sighed, "you want me, don't you, honey?"
"Of course, Kurt," she purred.
"You just tell me what you want, baby," he said eagerly, "and I'll do it for you. Whatever turns you on.
Michelle saw her chance for some real fun. "Kurt," she said innocently, "I know something I think would really turn me on. I was reading about it in a magazine. That is-well, if you wouldn't mind too much."
"Mind?" he said. "Hell, I wouldn't mind anything that got you hot, honey. Just tell what it is."
Michelle suppressed a wicked chuckle. "Well," she said, frying to sound bashful, "first you take the rest of my clothes off."
"You bet I will," Kurt said eagerly.
He had her skirt and panties off in no time and was gawking at the silky blonde triangle of her bush. Michelle tugged at his clothes, giving him the hint, and he hurriedly got out of his jeans and t-shirt. He had a nice body, she couldn't deny it. He'd always been attractive to her.
"Now what?" he said eagerly.
"Well, it's called giving head," Michelle said timidly. "I mean you use your tongue on my clit and stuff. Gee, Kurt, I hope you don't mind."
He did look pretty surprised, almost shocked, that his innocent fiance would all of a sudden ask him to eat her pussy. He stared at her in amazement for a long moment, then got his act together and flashed her his best smile.
"Honey, I don't mind," he said. "I've been wanting to do that for you for a long time, only I didn't think you'd go for it."
He eased himself down to kneel between her legs, gently pushing her thighs open. Michelle recalled that although he'd frigged her once with his fingers, he'd never gone down on her and never really examined her pussy because she wouldn't let him. She really had been silly in those days. Now she willingly parted her legs and let Kurt have a full uninhibited view of her crotch.
"Oh, Jesus," he sighed.
He stared for a long time at her tiny red clit, her puffed pink pussy lips, and the small recessed mouth of her cunt. He'd been working for four
years to get at that gash, and at last it looked like it was his. His cock, lying flaccid and pale on his Thigh, suddenly lurched into taut erection. Michelle tried not to laugh.
Poor bastard; he probably just wanted to jump on her and fuck her silly but she was going to make him work for it. She still pretended to be the shy and reluctant virgin. Kurt touched the big hard tip of his cock to her moist pussy, but she gave a squeal of alarm. He sighed and moved his cock away. With a reassuring smile he slipped his hands under her small round ass and lifted her up, bringing her steamy pussy to his lips.
"You just relax now, honey,".he said soothingly, "and I'll make you feel real good."
I'll bet you will, Michelle thought blissfully.
She closed her eyes, and then she felt Kurt's thick silky tongue sneaking into her swollen aroused crotch. The pleasure was fantastic from the very first touch. She grinned lustily as he began to lick her hungry pussy from stem to stem, from the red shaft of her clit to the light brown wrinkled mouth of her asshole. She moaned and creamed all over his lapping tongue.
"That what you wanted, honey?" he asked.
"Ooooo, yes, Kurt," she sighed, not faking her excitement now, "that feels peat. Do it some more, please."
He dutifully lowered his head into her crotch again and went on licking her. Maybe he wasn't the expert pussy-eater that Ray Benton was, or Jay Sommers, but it felt just fine. Michelle relaxed and went with it, moaning ecstatically as he licked her tiny scarlet clit into hot erection and then moved
on to rim the wet mouth of her cunt. -
"Ahhhbh, yesss," she sighed, "yes, Kurt, that's beautiful. Oh, darling, please, put your tongue in my cunt!"
She heard him gasp with surprise again to hear her use such language. It wasn't like his shy virgin fiancee to make such a request. But he saw that he had her hotly aroused, so he quickly controlled himself and did what she wanted. She felt his thick long tongue plunging into her ever-hungry twat.
"Ahhhhhh," she wailed. "Yes, Kurt, yes. Oh, I love that. Put your tongue deep in me, darling!"
She had to give him credit. He was just a small town boy, and he was probably shocked at her language and behavior, but he kept on trying to arouse her, working his tongue furiously in her creamy little hole, using it like a slick and mobile cock. Michelle couldn't hold back her blissful screams and didn't want to-let him know she love it. She wanted him to know.
"Ummmm, YEAH, eat my cunt," she whined.
Kurt dug in with a vengeance, shoving his thick wet tongue all the way to the root in her hot creaming little box. Michelle shrieked with pleasure and threw her legs around his neck, pulling his face hard against her hungry snatch. She held him that way for one long lovely moment, digging the fantastic sensation of his tongue deep in her cunt, and then released him. She didn't want to come just yet.
"Oh, my God, so good," she sighed.
Human nature never changes, or at least Kurt's nature didn't. He'd said his only aim was to please her, but as soon as he thought she was ready, he
seized his erect prick and started thrusting it into her soaked crotch, trying for the thousandth time to hick her. Michelle wasn't ready for that yet, so she gasped with alarm and scrambled out from under hint.
Kurt gave a hoarse moan of frustration. "Oh, baby," he said, "why won't you let me put it in you? We're gonna be married tomorrow, and you're so ready, Michelle."
"Uh, not yet, Kurt," she said lamely.
She couldn't explain the kinky game she was playing with him. She just wanted to go on tantalizing him for awhile until he got his big surprise. He'd waited four years-he could wait just a little longer. But clearly he was getting very impatient. She'd have to do something for him-and she knew just the thing, something she could get off on, too.
"Please, Kurt," she said, "let's wait just a little longer. I want to play with your cock."
He stared at her in astonishment, but soon he broke into a grin. "Why, sure, honey," he said, "if that would turn you on. Yeah, I guess we could wait a little while longer."
Michelle wasn't surprised. She was sure that very few men would say no to a pretty girl who begged to play with their cock. And she wasn't kidding him, either. She really did want a chance to do some of the stuff she'd learned today, to try it out on Kurt. She was willing to bet he'd be surprised and delighted at her new accomplishments.
"Jut lie back and relax, Kurt, dear," she cooed. "I hope you don't mind too much, but this is something I've secretly wanted to do for a long
long time. I just didn't have the nerve to mention it till now."
Kurt looked absolutely blissful, and she hadn't even touched him yet. "Anything you want, baby," he said.
Michelle grinned to herself. No doubt he thought he was going to teach his innocent virgin girlfriend to eat cock. He certainly had a surprise coming. Michelle didn't have to be taught anything, not after today. Three different guys had already taught her everything about pleasing men.
Kurt leaned back against the seat, his erect cock hugging his belly and leaking big bright bubbles of juice. Michelle knelt beside him and bent down, her hot moist breath fanning the ultra-sensitive head of his prick. He panted with excitement just to have her breathe on him. Then she stuck out her little slick tongue and started to lick the head of his cock.
"Awwwww, Christ," Kurt gasped. "Honey, where'd you learn to do that?"
"Oh, I just read about it," Michelle lied.
She licked around and around the fat purple head of his dick, gradually increasing her speed and pressure, lapping up his tasty cock-juice as fast as it
bubbled out. Kurt gave a few more gasps of surprise and pleasure, and then he lapsed into a steady hoarse moaning. Michelle was really blowing his mind. He could hardly believe that his innocent girlfriend had suddenly turned into a first-rate cock licker.
"Ohhhhh, man," Kurt whined, "yeah, yeah, lick my dick, Michelle, baby. Jesus, that's great!"
But it was just for openers, though he didn't know that. She rimmed and tongued the fat hard head of his cock for a few minutes longer, and then she moved on to the next phase in her naughty little plot to blow his mind. She suddenly opened her mouth wide and brought it down onto the juicy head of his prick, sucking the rigid meat deep into her mouth.
"Awwwwww" Kurt bawled.
She thought he was going to go light through the roof of the car. He lunged upward with sudden pleasure, forcing the wet head of his cock right into her throat. Fortunately she knew how to handle that without choking. He settled down again with a husky moan, and she began to blow him, working her mouth hot and fast on his stiff thick prick.
"Baby," he gasped, "oh, baby. Oh, my gosh, Michelle. How the hell you learn to eat cock like that? Oh, man!"
Fortunately with her mouth full of cock she wasn't obliged to answer his embarrassing questions. She didn't think Kurt would be too pleased to learn that she'd found out about cock-sucking from three other men while she worked as a maid. She just went on noisily and wetly sucking his prick, while he gasped and moaned and pinned lustily.
"Too much," he sighed, "too fuckin' much. Michelle, honey, this is out of sight, I wanta do a lot more of it-but not now. Let's ball baby, while I still have a hard-on. Please, Michelle, please."
Not quite yet. There was just one more thing she wanted to do to her ex-fiance, just one more little
trick to blow his mind. She let his painfully swollen cock slip from her mouth, but before he could move, she nosed into her crotch, stuck out her tongue, and wickedly rimmed the tight clenched mouth of his asshole.
"Michelle, what you doing?" Kurt gasped. "Honey, what. Awwwwww!"
Michelle was pushing her slick little tongue right up his bumhole, and although he was obviously shocked at her behavior, he couldn't resist the pleasure. His legs fell open, he went limp, and then he bellowed ecstatically as she forced her tongue clear to the root in his tight pungent asshole. She worked her tongue around in there till he seemed just about to shoot his load, and then she quickly withdrew.
"I hope you liked all that, Kurt," she said innocently.
He caught his breath at last and said wonderingly, "Honey, you sure must have done a lot of reading since I saw you last. I had no idea you knew about any of that stuff. Oh, man!"
Michelle chuckled and stretched out beside him, wantonly rubbing her pussy against his erect cock. "Fuck me," she whispered, "fuck me, Kurt!"
He stared at her-and no wonder. He'd been trying to get her to ball for four years, without success. She always said no. He could hardly believe that she was suddenly begging him for it, that all his wildest fantasies had come true.
"Please, Kurt," she cooed, "put your cock in me. I'm ready for it now, darling. I want you to fuck me."
"Uh-all right, Michelle," he said dazedly,
"whatever you want."
She rolled over onto her back and opened her legs wide for him. With a horny moan, Kurt climbed onto her and thrust his cock eagerly into her wet steamy slit. He poked around for a moment and then hit the mark, his thick steel-hard cock sliding deliciously up her cant. Michelle arched her body eagerly to take it, getting the full length in one breath taking thrust.
"Oooooo, yeah, that's it, lover," she moaned. "Get into me, fuck me. Fuck me HARD."
Kurt obeyed, clearly enjoying himself, but Michelle knew he'd finally figured things out. He knew she'd lost her virginity to someone else that some other man had taught her all the pleasant but wicked little tricks she'd used on Kurt tonight. There'd be no marriage for Kurt and Michelle, which was fine with hen
"Awwwwww," Kurt moaned, "Awwwwww." They came violently together, their young healthy bodies rocking and writhing in a long delicious spasm. Michelle was glad she'd been able to give her old boyfriend what he'd been after for so many years. At last they rolled apart, sighing with fulfillment, and Kurt looked her intently in the eye.
"There's someone else, isn't there?" he said.
Michelle nodded. "There's a whole bunch of guys," she giggled, "but I haven't met them yet. Don't be shocked, Kurt, but I'm going to move to the city and be a call girl It's really what I want to do. I've got a guy who'll teach me, Ray Benton. I know you'll find somebody else who'll make you a better wife."
"Yeah," Kurt sighed, "but never a better lay. Damn it, honey, I wish you'd stick around awhile and let me take advantage of your new line of work. I hardly got to enjoy you."
"No problem," Michelle said with a smile. "Just come to the city whenever you can. I'll be there."
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