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CHAPTER ONE


In the small Mid-Western town of Oakdale courting couples gathered by the dozens every Saturday night at Trout Lake to play a familiar game. In each parked car a boy was trying to persuade a girl to go just a little farther. And in one car, a green '72 Chevy, the boy seemed to be succeeding.
"Wendy, baby," Dick Borden panted, "I want you so much."
Wendy Evans eagerly returned Dick's hot embrace and sighed, "I want you, too, Dick."
"How much do you want me?" Dick said, nuzzling her neck. "Enough to marry me?"
Wendy drew back. "Dick," she said sadly, "you know that isn't possible."
Dick gave her a hurt look, and once again Wendy felt caught in a terrible dilemma. She loved Dick and had been planning to marry him for a long time. But recently she'd had a chance to enter the Miss North America beauty pageant, the dream of her life, and the pageant wasn't open to married women. She had to choose between the man she loved and the greatest ambition of her life.
"Does that damned contest really mean so much to you?" Dick said bitterly.
Wendy bit her lip. "Dick, I want to be in that contest more than anything," she said. "It means so much to me. We could get married after the contest. We'd only have to wait a year."
"We've already waited two years," Dick snapped. "I'm not waiting any longer. Marry me now, Wendy, or forget it."
Wendy felt a sudden rush of anger. She was only twenty years old, a spectacular tall brunette beauty with her whole life ahead of her, and Dick wanted her just to settle down in a one-horse town and have babies. Much as she loved him, she wanted more out of life than that.
"I'm sorry, Dick," she said, "but I'm going to enter that contest, and I'm going to win."
"And to hell with me?" Dick said angrily. "All right, baby, to hell with you, too. But before we say goodbye, I'm going to get something I've always wanted from you – and I'm going to get it now."
He grabbed Wendy roughly, nearly squeezing the breath out of her, and kissed her hard. In spite of her anger, Wendy felt the melting lust she'd always had for him. They'd never gone all the way, wanting to wait for marriage, but sometimes it was damned hard to resist. Like now. Wendy wanted Dick so badly she could have screamed.
Dick pressed his lips hard against hers, forcing her lips open. He snaked his wet hot tongue deep into her mouth. As his tongue played hungrily over her tongue, Wendy felt her horny virgin pussy swelling up plump and hot, a feeling she very often got with Dick.
So far she'd been able to resist that feeling, but tonight it seemed harder than ever. Soon she'd be leaving town for the beauty pageant, and it would be a long time before she saw Dick again. Maybe she'd never see him again, he was so angry at her. If she was going to go all the way with him, now was the time.
Yet something held her back from surrendering her virginity. It would be a pretty big step to take after all. She and Dick had always agreed it was right to wait for marriage. Locked in his hot exciting embrace, Wendy just didn't know what to do.
As he kissed her ravenously, his tongue teasing hers, Dick slid his hands up and down her tall voluptuous body, feeling every curve. That excited Wendy even more. She couldn't resist running her hands over his body, too, feeling the hard-muscled flesh. Dick was twenty-two and extremely well built.
"Ummmmm," Wendy murmured.
Damn those contest rules. She would have loved to run off with Dick tonight and get married. They could stay at a motel and finally do all the things they'd wanted to do with each other. She'd finally know what it was like to take his cock into her body. But as a married woman she couldn't compete in the pageant – so marriage was out.
Dick finally broke their long steamy kiss and whispered hoarsely, "You want me. I can feel it."
"Yes, of course I want you, Dick," Wendy sighed, "but we agreed to wait till we're married."
Dick spoke in a harsher tone. "Well, we're not getting married. YOU decided that, Wendy. This may be the last time we'll be together – so why not fuck each other now?"
Wendy blushed. He'd never used that word around her before. "Dick," she said desperately, "please be reasonable. Even if I win the contest, we'll only have to wait a year. And if I don't win, it could be just a matter of weeks. Let's wait."
"No, I've waited long enough for you," Dick said coldly. "Jesus Christ, Wendy, I'm only human. I've been so horny for you for so long, it hurts. No, I'm not going to wait any longer for you. I'm gonna have you NOW."
He pushed Wendy down on the seat of the car and rolled on top of her, pinning her in place. Wendy squeaked in alarm and tried to push him oft but he was too heavy for her. He began kissing and pawing her, his breathing loud and raspy. She'd never seen him out of control before. He seemed bent on raping her.
"Dick, no, please," she gasped. "I'm not ready. I don't want to do it."
Dick silenced her with a savage kiss. Wendy felt totally confused. She wanted to ball him, and yet she didn't. She would have loved going all the way with him in bed, as his wife, but not on the seat of a car in a rough near-rape. She wanted everything to be just right when she gave up being a virgin.
Yet she couldn't deny the molten-hot swelling in her pussy as Dick kissed and caressed her. She was just as horny as he was, though her modesty wouldn't let her admit it. Whenever she and Dick necked, her virgin slit would grow swollen and wet and hot like this, and she'd ache to know what it was like to make love totally.
Dick fumbled with the buttons of her blouse, and Wendy felt her cheeks burning with embarrassment. Sometimes she'd let Dick fondle her tits through her blouse, but she'd never let him see or touch her naked breasts. She'd been raised by very strict parents, and she knew when to draw the line.
"Dick, no, please don't do that," she whimpered.
"For God's sake," he panted, "be reasonable, Wendy. It's our last time together. At least let me look at your body. Give me that much to remember."
Wendy melted. It seemed like such a little thing to do, considering that she was walking out on their engagement, giving up Dick in order to follow her own ambitions. He'd always been so gentle and patient before, too, never going farther than she wanted. Perhaps he deserved a reward.
"All right, Dick," she said shyly. "But you can only look."
"Sure," he sighed, "I'll only look."
He awkwardly unbuttoned her blouse, while Wendy lay trembling beneath him. Now that she'd given her permission she felt scared and embarrassed. No one, not even her mother, had seen her mature breasts naked. Dick finally got her blouse open and drew it oft leaving her in just her dainty white lace bra.
"Oh, Jesus," he breathed.
Wendy had very large breasts, the cleavage deep and ripe, and her full tits seemed about to burst from the tight confinement of her bra. The white cups poked straight up, luminous in the moonlight. Dick's hands sweated and shook as he reached around her and fumbled with the hook of her bra.
At last he got the catch open. Wendy blushed hotly as he drew off her bra and dropped it on the floor of the car. Both she and Dick stared in wonder at her pale full tits. It seemed unreal after two years of courtship during which they'd never removed an article of clothing.
"Jesus, you're gorgeous," Dick said at last, his voice husky with longing.
Wendy's big full breasts were perfectly firm and pointed even though she lay on her back. They were the size of small watermelons and similarly shaped. The flesh of her boobs was creamy-pale, in contrast to the healthy tan over the rest of her body. She had dainty little nipples the color of coffee and cream.
Dick stared and stared at her jugs, and Wendy couldn't stop blushing. Her large lovely tits had always been a source of embarrassment to her. Boys had teased her, gawked at her, and tried to feel her up – that is, until she started going with Dick. Dick had made short work of any guy who gave her a bad time.
And just this year she'd learned that her extra-large breasts could actually be an advantage. Combined with her five-feet-eight stature, her lovely figure, and her pretty face, they gave her a stunning appearance. A promoter for the Miss North America pageant, passing through town, had spotted Wendy at the cafe where she worked as a waitress and had assured her she'd go far in the pageant.
Right now, though, she couldn't keep her mind on the future. There was only this embarrassing yet exciting moment, with Dick gawking hungrily at her beautiful naked tits. At last he sighed and reached out to gently cup the full soft melons. He was a big guy, but her lush breasts almost overflowed his hands.
"Oh, Jesus, Wendy," he moaned.
He began to mold and caress her big warm jugs, gently and awkwardly at first, then with growing boldness and a firmer touch. Wendy's face flamed. It was the first time a boy had touched her naked breasts. At first she felt only modesty and shame, but gradually his touch began to feel rather pleasant.
She hadn't realized that her tits could be a source of sexual pleasure. As Dick ran his hands over the silky hot flesh, squeezing and massaging, she felt little thrills of pleasure running right from her tits to her pussy. That glowing melting sensation in her slit grew and grew.
"Oh, Dick," she gasped, "don't get me too excited."
"Honey, I can't help it," he sighed. "I can't stop touching you."
And soon he was doing more than just touching. His hot moist breath fanned her naked boobs as he lowered his head. Then he was kissing her tits, his firm hot lips, pressing the pale satiny flesh. That only increased Wendy's excitement. She squirmed with horny need, and her pussy seemed molten hot.
Dick kissed hotly, hungrily, all over her big sensitive tits, till Wendy was whimpering and quivering with lusty excitement. Finally he found her soft light brown nipples and pressed his lips to them, first one and then the other. Her nipples were the most sensitive spot of cum. Wendy felt a big hot gush of cream from her virgin cunt.
"Ohhhhh," she moaned, "oh, Dick, that feels so nice."
Dick was too excited to answer. He was making up for two years of patience and frustration. Wendy had never allowed him to go this far before, and he was taking full advantage of it. Soon even kissing wasn't enough. He stuck out his slick hot tongue and began to lick her dainty soft nipples.
"Ooooooo," Wendy squealed.
She wasn't prepared for the dizzying excitement she felt when Dick's wet hot tongue tickled her highly sensitive little nipples. Her whole body seemed to melt and glow. More hot sticky cream gushed from her virgin box, moistening the crotch of her panties. She felt so horny, she could hardly keep still.
Dick's wet tongue flicked teasingly back and forth over her left nipple, then her right. Soon he went from teasing to serious business, running his tongue slowly, hungrily, around and around each nipple. Wendy felt her breasts starting to swell up firm and tight with arousal. Her little cunt was leaking a steady stream of hot thick cream.
"Oh, Christ, Wendy," Dick panted, "I just can't leave your tits alone."
He proved it by capturing her left nipple between his lips and sucking it deep into his mouth. He started sucking on the soft dainty bud like a hungry puppy, fast and loud. With her tender nipple sucked in the wet heat of his mouth, Wendy moaned aloud with lusty pleasure. The crotch of her panties was quickly soaked with steamy cunt-cream.
"Oh, God, Dick," she moaned, "ohhhh."
Her aroused nipple suddenly wept erect and throbbing in his mouth. He released it and dived for the other nipple, which was still soft and tender. A few moments' hot sucking and her right nipple, too, went stiff and supersensitive in his mouth.
"Dick," Wendy moaned, "you've got to stop. You're getting me too excited."
Dick let her stiff spit-soaked nipple slip from his mouth – but he wasn't finished with her yet. Before Wendy could even catch her breath, he was pushing her skirt up around her waist and tugging at her little white lace panties. Wendy shrieked in alarm and grabbed his hands.
"Dick," she gasped. "What do you think you're doing?"
"I want you," he said hoarsely. "Dammit, Wendy, I've waited two years for you, and that's enough. If you're going off on that damned pageant, I want what's coming to me."
He seized her hands in one big strong paw, holding her arms aside, and with his free hand, he tugged down her panties. Wendy went red with embarrassment and tried to squirm away, but he was too strong for her. To her shame and horror, he managed to pull her panties all the way off, exposing the pretty little brown triangle of her bush.
"Oh, Jesus," Dick moaned.
Wendy was speechless. It was too late to cover herself and all she could do was join Dick staring wonderingly at her glossy brawn muff. No one had ever seen it before but Wendy herself. And she was completely naked except for her short skirt pushed up around her waist.
"My God, you're beautiful," Dick sighed.
He reached out and put his hand on the fluffy warm curls of her bush. In spite of her fright and embarrassment, Wendy felt instant excitement. She'd never allowed Dick to touch her below the waist before, and she hadn't realized how hotly arousing it would be.
"Dick," she whimpered, "please be careful. Please don't go too far."
Dick didn't answer. His eyes were glued to her pretty little muff. He petted it gently, then slid his hand between her clenched legs and touched th hot moist flesh of her slit Wendy stifled, a horny moan. She didn't want him to know how fantastically his touch excited her. It felt so good to have his hand pressed against the horny swollen flesh of her gash.
Dick began to explore her pussy, running his fingers slowly back and forth. He touched the little wrinkled mouth of her asshole, the dreaming hot mouth of her cunt, her plump hot pussylips, and the erect throbbing bud of her clit. Every second of it felt marvelous to Wendy, who could barely keep from moaning her pleasure.
"You're so hot down there," Dick sighed. "And wet. You want me to touch you, I can tell. Please, Wendy, open your legs. Let me see all of you."
"Noooo," Wendy moaned, her voice hoarse with longing.
Dick wasn't deceived. He started pushing her soft silky thighs open, and Wendy didn't offer much resistance. She felt terribly embarrassed about letting him see her scarlet moist little slit, but she also felt an overpowering excitement that melted all her resistance.
Dick pushed her thighs wide open and stared at her wet swollen pussy. He admired the rich red flesh and the dainty fringe of brown curls. Then he reached out to touch her again, and Wendy shivered in horny anticipation. His fingertip touched the red-hot supersensitive bud of her clit. He began to rub the moist little button, and Wendy experienced a powerful blast of pleasure.
"Oooooo," she gasped.
She'd never touched herself there before. Some of the girls at school had told her about playing with themselves and how great it was, but Wendy's strict upbringing had kept her from ever trying it. Now for the first time she learned what a powerful source of pleasure her clit could be. Dick's stroking finger felt terrific on her hot little joy button.
"Oh, my God, Dick," she whined, "that feels so good."
Dick hardly needed her words to tell him that she liked what he was doing. As he briskly frigged her erect, hot clit, bright sticky cream gushed from her virgin cunt mouth and soaked his finger. She moaned and writhed helplessly, and her whole body flushed pink with arousal.
"Yes, yes," Dick crooned, "dig it, honey. Get hot for me. We're gonna go all the way tonight. But I'll get you good and ready first."
Wendy wasn't so sure about going all the way, but for the moment the pleasure was more than she could resist. She was content just to lie there panting and moaning while Dick stroked and massaged the fantastically sensitive lump of her clit. It was the greatest thing she'd ever felt in her life.
Presently Dick seized her hot throbbing bud between his fingers and began to knead it. Wendy stopped breathing for a moment, then let out her breath in a loud gasp. Having her horny little clit briskly frigged like that was just too much. Molten cream gushed from her aroused cunt, soaking Dick's hand, puddling on the car seat.
"Oh, God," Wendy gasped, "yes, yes,yes."
Dick responded to her excitement by frigging her hot little clit faster and faster. Wendy arched her lovely body upward to get more sweet hot friction. A few more moments of his delicious finger-play and she was over the edge, rocked and dizzied by her very first orgasm.
"Ohhhhhh," Wendy wailed.
At first she didn't understand what was happening to her, just that her whole body was going into powerful spasms of pleasure, a pleasure a thousand times more violent and wonderful than she'd ever known. Then she realized that she was coming. She couldn't stop moaning till her delicious convulsion filially died away.
"Dick," she said wonderingly, "you made me come."
"That won't be the only time," he said hoarsely.
He drew back a little, unzipped his fly, and quickly lowered his jeans and shorts.
Wendy gawked. For years she'd been very curious about what cocks and balls looked like, and now even her modesty couldn't keep her from staring. She saw a thick pale pole of flesh springing from a tight nest of brown curls, and it looked menacingly big. The head of his prick was huge, swollen and purple. Below hung his balls, taut, round and rosy-red.
Dick allowed her no more than a brief glimpse of his cock before he was throwing himself on, her and trying to wedge himself between her thighs. Wendy shrieked and clamped her legs shut. She pushed and clawed at his shoulders. Now that the moment had come, she knew she didn't want to lose her virginity. Not here, not like this.
"No, Dick, no," she wailed.
"Yes," he snarled. "I've waited long enough. I'm gonna fuck you, Wendy, even if I have to rape you."
In her desperation Wendy could think of only one thing to do. It was something she'd heard from her girlfriends' gossip, a way of bringing a guy off without fucking him. She reached down and fumbled for Dick's cock, wrapping her fingers around the hot throbbing pole of flesh. She began to pump his prick fast and hard.
"Oh, Jesus," Dick gasped.
Wendy felt hot excitement at holding a cock for the first time. It was silky-smooth and fun to touch. But she had a more urgent mission. She pumped his long hard dick steadily, while he panted and writhed on top of her. He was so hotly horny that it didn't take more than a few seconds to bring him off.
"Awwwwww," Dick bawled.
Wendy felt scalding-hot sticky juice squirting all over her hand and her bare belly. Dick moaned and bucked a few times, and then his cock went limp and tiny in her fist. She released it, and he jerked away from her, his face flushed and angry.
"Okay," he snapped, "I get the idea. You're saving it for somebody else, probably some big shot at the pageant. Well, lots of luck, Wendy. It's been nice knowing you."
They dressed and drove back to town in total silence. Wendy knew it was over, and she felt terribly sad to lose Dick. She really loved him, and she was disappointed that he didn't have the patience to wait for her till after the beauty pageant.
But she had something to look forward to, something far more exciting than marriage and kids and house payments and laundry. If she won the beauty contest – and she felt sure she could do it – she'd be rich and famous. That would be more than enough compensation for losing Dick – or so she believed.



CHAPTER TWO


True to his word, Dick didn't see or call Wendy again. Luckily for her, she had more exciting things to think about. In just a few days she was to enter her first beauty contest, for Miss Oakdale. The prettiest girl in town would then go on to the county-wide pageant.
Of course being beautiful wasn't enough to win the contest. A girl had to display talent, too. Wendy had worked up a singing and dancing act. With the help of a skimpy costume, she hoped it would be enough to get her the title. Certainly there wasn't another girl in town who could match her looks.
But when Wendy joined the other contestants in the high school gymnasium for practice, she discovered that several of the other girls were far more talented than she was. In a panic, she went to look for the master of ceremonies, Harvey Hollis, a local sportscaster, hoping he could advise her on how to improve her act.
Harvey Hollis wasn't far away. He was right in the front row of seats, ogling the girls as they went through their routines on the stage. Hollis was a sandy-haired ruddy-faced man in his forties, getting just a little bald and pudgy. Wendy knew him by sight and had never liked him much. But he had experience with beauty contests, and she urgently needed his advice.
Wendy was wearing her dancing costume when she walked up to him and said, "Mr. Hollis, may I speak to you for a moment?"
Hollis stared at her. He saw a tall brunette beauty wearing a black sequined bikini and little else. Wendy's thick glossy brown hair fell below her shoulders, and her turned-up nose and big blue eyes gave her an appearance of youth and innocence which contrasted sharply with her, lush mature figure.
"My dear child," Hollis said with a broad grin, "you can talk to me any time. What's the problem?"
Wendy flushed slightly and said, "Well, I was hoping you could give me some advice on how to improve my act. With the contest coming up tomorrow, I'm just worried that it's not good enough."
Hollis was having a hard time keeping his eyes off her big thrusting tits, which seemed about to burst her flimsy bikini top. He cleared his throat and said, "Well, I'm kind of busy right now, honey, but I'd be glad to talk to you about it tonight. Give me your name and address, and I'll pick you up around eight."
"Oh, thank you, Mr. Hollis," Wendy beamed. "I can't tell you how grateful I am."
Wendy began to change her mind about the man. He'd always seemed so cocky and arrogant, both in public and on his broadcasts. But in private he seemed friendly and kind. He seemed to really want to help her. At eight o'clock that night she sat in her small apartment eagerly waiting for him. She was wearing her dancing costume so as to be all ready for his instruction.
Hollis knocked on her door right on time, but when she opened the door for him, he frowned. "Hey, honey," he said, "I'd thought about taking you out to dinner before we talked, but you sure as hell can't go in that costume."
Wendy blushed hotly, cursing her stupidity. "I'm sorry, Mr. Hollis," she said. "It won't take me a minute to change. Won't you come in and wait?"
He looked impatient, but he entered and said, "Oh, all right. Your parents won't mind?"
"My parents passed away several years ago," Wendy said. "I live alone."
Hollis' mood immediately lightened. "Oh, this is your own place?" he said.
"Well, hell, don't bother to change. You can show me your act, we'll talk about it, and later I can run out for some hamburgers. If that's okay with you?"
"Oh, that's fine, Mr. Hollis," Wendy said gratefully. "Here, I'll just put on some music and go through my routine."
As Wendy sang and danced to "Tea for Two," she knew she wasn't very good – but Harvey Hollis seemed entranced. He watched with a broad grin, never taking his eyes off her voluptuous young body. When she was finished she turned off the music and waited anxiously for his opinion.
"What do you think, Mr. Hollis?" she asked.
His smiled faded. "Your act definitely needs some polishing," he said. "Let me give you some tips…"
He got down to business and gave her more than an hour's instruction, a lot of advice which definitely improved her performance. Wendy was extremely grateful. As MC of the contest, he was a very busy man, and she knew that he also had a wife and four children waiting for him at home.
Finally Hollis took a deep breath and said, "With your looks and with those improvements in your act, you'll probably win, Wendy. But I can't guarantee it. There's some awfully stiff competition. There's only one way you can be absolutely sure of winning the Miss Oakdale pageant."
"What's that. Mr. Hollis?" Wendy said anxiously.
Hollis got up and walked over to where Wendy stood, still resting from her dance routine. He put his hands on her bare shoulders and looked her right in the eye. His hands felt hot and sweaty on her naked flesh, and she wanted to cringe away from him. But that would hurt his feelings. Wendy stood still.
"Wendy," he said, a husky note in his voice, "if you were very very nice to me, I could guarantee you'd win the contest."
"I-I don't understand," Wendy said.
"Let me put it this way," Hollis said, his hands tightening on her silky-smooth shoulders. "I have every one of those judges in my pocket. They all owe me favors. I can name the winner even before the contest starts. And I'll name you, Wendy, if you do just one little thing for me."
Wendy was very excited. She didn't even care that Hollis' suggestion meant cheating. All she saw was a sure-fire way to win the contest. There were several other girls whose talent outshone hers and who were pretty enough to win. She didn't want to take that chance.
"What do you want me to do, Mr. Hollis?" she said eagerly.
He looked her in the eye and said, "Go to bed with me."
Wendy staggered back away from him, her face flaming with shock and shame. At last she understood why he'd given her special attention. He only wanted to get into her pants. The idea sickened her. And yet he'd promised that she'd win the Miss Oakdale title if she'd ball him.
"Think about it, Wendy," he said, hungrily eyeing her superb young body. "If you make love to me, here and now, you'll be Miss Oakdale tomorrow. But if you don't, I can't promise any special favors. One of the other girls could win."
Wendy swallowed hard. What was it to be, her virginity or the title? Her morals or her ambition? She didn't want to lose her innocence to this pudgy middle-aged arrogant man, but the beauty pageant meant everything to her, her ticket to fame and fortune.
"Come on, honey, it's not such a big deal," Hollis said with a grin. "Just one little fuck in exchange for a whole beauty contest. Seems like a bargain to me."
Wendy considered. The only man she'd ever wanted to give her cherry to was Dick, and he'd broken off their engagement and vowed never to see her again. All she had left now was her ambition to be Miss North America. And she realized that she'd do anything to get that title – anything.
"All right, Mr. Hollis," she said weakly.
He grinned and walked over to hug her. "That's the girl," he chuckled. "Now you're getting smart. And please start calling me Harvey, too, okay?"
"Yes, Harvey," Wendy said, resisting the urge to pull out of his hot sweaty embrace.
"Well, let's get on with it, then," he said eagerly. "Where's the bedroom?"
Trembling with nervousness, Wendy led him into her tiny bedroom. Hollis' eyed the single bed with a frown. "Honey," he said, "when you win a few more contests and make some bread, you can get yourself a fancier place. You won't have to live in this dump."
Wendy colored. "I'm only a waitress," she said. "We don't make a lot of money."
Hollis was unknotting his tie. "Well, you remember what you learned here tonight," he said. "You're a beautiful girl, and you can use your looks to get anything you want. You don't have to be a waitress, Wendy. You can go a lot farther than that."
His words were her only consolation as she watched him undress. She felt shame and disgust about going to bed with him, but he had at least told her something very valuable, that her outstanding looks could get a long way in life. Like now, for instance. She could buy the Miss Oakdale contest just by lending her body for one night.
Hollis removed his tie, jacket, and shirt. "Come on, baby," he said impatiently, "take off your clothes. We have to make this quick. My wife will be wondering where I am."
Wendy reddened and kicked off her high-heeled shoes. With the greatest reluctance she reached around to unhook the skimpy black sequined bra of her costume. She didn't want to appear naked before this man. But if it meant another step toward the goal of her dreams, she'd do it.
Hollis pulled off his T-shirt, revealing his wormy-white and slightly pudgy chest. There was a small patch of blond curls just over his breastbone. He stooped to take off his shoes and socks. Then he unbuckled his belt and unzipped his fly. As he lowered his pants, Wendy blushed, and looked away.
She knew he was getting impatient, so she gathered her nerve and quickly removed her bra. Her face flamed as her melon-sized tits wobbled out into their natural firm thrust. She heard Hollis' sharp intake of breath as he eyed her fantastic young boobs.
"Christ, honey, you are stacked," he said. "Great knockers."
Wendy just blushed harder, not knowing what to say to a remark like that. She heard Hollis wheezing a little as he stooped to get out of his pants and shorts. She didn't want to make him impatient, so she whisked off her panties and stood there totally naked.
"Oh, Jesus," Hollis sighed. "You are the most gorgeous thing I've ever seen."
At last Wendy forced herself to turn and look at him. He was naked, too, just standing there and gawking at her superb young body, his little grey eyes darting back and forth between her large ripe tits and the pretty little triangle of her muff.
Nothing about his body was attractive. Pale, a little flabby, and almost hairless, it didn't turn Wendy on in the least. But her curiosity led her to stare at his prick. It was slightly smaller than Dick's cock, perhaps six inches of rather thin pale meat, but it hugged his belly in a fierce erection.
Hollis' dick sprang from a sparse blond bush, the stalk milk-white and laced with faint little blue veins, the head swollen and purple and drooling bright little droplets of cock-juice. His rather small nut sacs were rosy-red and hairless, swollen up tight and round. Somehow Wendy didn't find his prick and balls nearly as handsome as Dick's.
But she'd made up her mind to fuck the guy, to win the contest, so she forced a little smile. Hollis responded with a big lusty grin and said, "Come on, let's go to bed."
Blushing and quivering, Wendy got onto the narrow bed and lay down on her back. Hollis was on her almost instantly, snorting with excitement, his hot pudgy body weighing her down. He pushed her silky thighs open and rammed the fat hard head of his cock against her tiny dry cunt mouth.
"Owwwww," Wendy cried.
Hollis snorted and pushed again, this time popping the swollen head of his prick about an inch into her virgin cunt. The pain was awful, and Wendy couldn't help breaking into tears. Hollis drew back in surprise and gawked at her for a moment. Then he gently withdrew his big hard cock-head from her tiny twat-mouth.
"Wendy," he said hoarsely, "why in hell didn't you tell me you were a virgin?"
"Does it matter?" Wendy sobbed.
"Christ, yes," Hollis said. He glanced at the bedside clock and went on, "Well, to hell with my wife. Let her stew. It's been years since I popped a cherry, and I want to do it right. We've gotta get you good and ready first, baby."
He reached down and gently slipped his hand over her dry unaroused pussy. He began to pet her there, gently but steadily, his fingers caressing all her most sensitive, places. His touch felt pleasant, and Wendy began to relax. She wondered if he could give her the hot excitement she'd felt when Dick played with her pussy.
Within a few moments she didn't have any doubts. Harvey Hollis was an expert when it came to finger-play. He tickled the horny little lump of her clit. He massaged the plump sensitive lips of her cunt. He rimmed the moist little mouth of her twat and even tickled the tight-clenched mouth of her brownie. It all felt delicious, and Wendy relaxed even more.
She was far from aroused, however. She already knew how much it hurt to have his swollen dick rammed into her virgin cunt, and she wasn't looking forward to a repeat. She wasn't turned on to Hollis himself, either. This was just a chore to be gotten through, the price she had to pay for becoming Miss Oakdale.
Hollis, panting and sighing, frigged her warm little pussy tirelessly. As he lay beside her and ran his fingers over her moist slit, she could feel his eager erect cock rubbing her thigh and leaving a wet trail of bubbling juice. She had to give him credit for his patience. He obviously wanted to ball her right now, but he was courteous enough to prepare her first.
"Relax, baby, just relax," he crooned. "I'll make you nice and wet, and then it won't hurt when we ball."
Wendy had her doubts about that, but she couldn't deny the growing pleasure she felt as he played with her pussy. He took her slick red clit between his fingers and began to knead it, just as Dick had done the other night only more expertly. Wendy felt a sudden blast of hot pleasure.
"Ohhhhh," she sighed.
"Yeah, feels nice, doesn't it?" Hollis whispered. "You just relax and dig it, honey."
Wendy had no trouble at all digging the sweet little spurts of pleasure she felt when he patiently and steadily frigged her supersensitive little joy button. It was the most delicious thing she'd ever experienced. Gradually her virgin pussy began to glow and melt.
"Is this good?" Hollis said in a hoarse eager voice. "Do you want more of it?"
"Y-Yes," Wendy gasped. "Yes, please."
He went on kneading her fat little clit between his fingers, getting her increasingly excited, and he extended another finger to swiftly rim the moist little mouth of her cunt. Wendy squeaked with surprise and pleasure. At last her virgin twat began to leak a little trickle of horny hot juice.
"You're getting there," Hollis whispered, "I can feel it. But I'll get you even wetter than that."
He kneaded her hot little clit faster, making Wendy gasp blissfully, and he went on rimming the small oozing mouth of her cunt. With his other hand he reached down between the pert little globes of her ass and found the wrinkled light-brown mouth of her bum hole.
He popped the tip of his finger right into the tight hot mouth of her asshole.
"Ooooooo," Wendy shrieked.
"Easy, easy," Hollis panted. "You'll get off on this, I promise."
Wendy's strict upbringing had of course never alerted her to the fact that her asshole could be a source of pleasure. At first she was only shocked and disgusted that he should put his finger up her ass. But when he started pumping his fingertip gently but steadily in her gripping brownie, she was astonished to feel hot lusty excitement.
"Ohhhh," Wendy moaned, "oh, my God."
"I told you so," Hollis chuckled. "Now just stay relaxed, baby, and let me get you real good and hot."
Wendy lay back limp and panting as he simultaneously frigged her clit, twat and asshole.
She could hardly believe the fantastic pleasure she felt. Dick was just an amateur compared to his guy. Harvey Hollis, though hardly a sex symbol, really knew how to turn a girl on.
His fingers seemed to be everywhere, stimulating every sensitive part of her pussy. Hot little streaks of pleasure radiated from her kneaded clit. Her tiny virgin cunt mouth leaked a growing flood of hot sticky juice around his rimming finger. Her horny little asshole gripped and squeezed his pumping fingertip.
"Ahhhhhhh," Wendy sighed, "it feels so good." Hollis chuckled. "I may not be much to look at," he said, "but I know how to make up for it."
Wendy had to agree. Physically he was a real turn-off, but his fingers were magic in her hot little pussy. Soon her virgin twat was gushing a huge river of fragrant sticky cunt-cream, and she could hardly control the horny writhing of her slim hips. Even Dick had never turned her on like this.
At last Hollis withdrew his cream-drenched hands from her pussy and said huskily, "I think you're ready now."
Wendy stiffened. She was horny as hell, yes, but she was terrified of having her cherry popped. Hollis gently pushed her long legs wide open and then bent them at the knees, fully exposing her lush red pussy. Wendy blushed deeply. Not even Dick had seen her scarlet slit in full light.
"Beautiful," Hollis sighed. "There's no need to blush, Wendy. Even your snatch is gorgeous. Now you just relax, honey, and I'll be as gentle as I can."
He scrambled between her legs and once more pressed the big hard head of his cock against her virgin cunt mouth. Wendy trembled uncontrollably. But this time he didn't just push roughly into her. He very gently and slowly eased the knobby head of his dick into her exquisitely tight cunt-mouth. Wendy felt the gradual stretching of her untried twat.
"Easy, easy," Hollis crooned.
He kept easing his cock into her, slowly stuffing her snug virgin cunt full of thick meat. It didn't hurt. In fact it felt wickedly exciting. Wendy moaned softly and creamed around his invading prick. But when he was about halfway into her, he encountered a fleshy barrier.
"This is gonna hurt for just a second, honey," he panted. "I gotta break through."
Before Wendy could even prepare herself, he jerked his hips sharply and popped her cherry in one sharp thrust, his thick meat butting her womb and stuffing her tiny twat completely full.
"Owwwww," Wendy wailed.
Hollis lay on her, panting. "It won't hurt any more," he told her. "That was the worst part. Now comes the fun."
Wendy didn't believe him till he began to ball her in slow deep strokes. She prepared herself for more pain, but all she felt was a rapidly mounting excitement as she felt a thick stiff cock working in her for the first time. Soon she was panting and clinging to Hollis and working her slim hips in time to his strokes.
"Is it good for you, honey?" he moaned. "You like it?"
"Oh, yes," Wendy cried, "yes, it's really good."
Hollis breathed a sigh of relief and began fucking her faster and harder. Wendy felt a red-hot melting sensation deep in her cunt, a delicious build-up of pleasure. As he balled her faster and faster, she realized that she was about to come.
"Oh, yes, yes," she wailed, "do it to me, fuck me."
A few more hard lunges of his prick, and she felt her whole body exploding in pleasure. She writhed and bucked and wailed beneath him, and each fierce thrust of his cock intensified her orgasm. Just as she felt her spasms dying away, Hollis yelped and began to shoot his load.
"Oh, Jesus," he gasped, "Awwwww."
Wendy took the delicious bath of his jism, but as soon as it was over, Hollis got up with an embarrassed look and put on his clothes. "Baby," he said shakily, "you are something else. I'm almost afraid of you. Believe me, nothing can stop you if you just play your cards right."
Wendy remembered his words the next afternoon when she was crowned Miss Oakdale.
As she was leaving the stage Hollis came up to her with an almost shy look and whispered, "Wendy, after the pageant, when you come back to Oakdale again, I'd love to see you."
Wendy smiled but passed him by without a word. She had no further use for him. She intended to leave Oakdale and Harvey Hollis far behind. She'd learned the power of her own luscious body, and she was going to use that power to go all the way to the top.



CHAPTER THREE


One week later Wendy was in the county seat to try for the title of Miss Green County. Whoever won the contest would go on to the state finals and then, if she was lucky, right to the top – the Miss North America pageant itself.
Wendy had no worried about her looks, but talent was something else. She rehearsed with the other contestants in a big auditorium, and she saw some tremendously talented girls. Some played instruments, some sang, some danced, and some did all three. Wendy knew she couldn't match that kind of competition.
She remembered the advice Harvey Hollis had given her, and she had no hesitation about taking it. If her talent couldn't win her the title, she was sure her body could – if she just used it right. It had made her Miss Oakdale, and it could make her Miss Green County.
The MC for this pageant was Joe Haynes, a local talk show host whom Wendy had seen many limes on television. He was perhaps thirty-five, ruggedly good-looking, and was one of the most sought-after bachelors in the state. Wendy figured he wouldn't be as easy to dazzle as Harvey Hollis, but she was certainly going to give it a try.
The night before the contest, Wendy declined to go out to dinner with the other girls and stayed in the cramped cheap motel room she shared with several other contestants. She bathed, washed her hair, and dressed carefully in a clinging blue jumpsuit. She brushed her long thick brown hair till it gleamed, and she applied just a minimum of make-up.
Then she went to Joe Haynes' hotel.
She felt a little nervous as she rang the buzzer of his suite. She wasn't ashamed of what she was doing – it was obviously the only way for her to win the contest – but she was afraid her plan wouldn't work. Joe Haynes was far more sophisticated than Harvey Hollis. He might be not at all impressed with a small-town girl like Wendy.
Haynes himself answered the door. Wendy gawked at him. He was even more attractive in person than on TV. Just over six feet tall, rangy, deeply tanned, he had a devastating grin and piercing grey-blue eyes. Wendy felt a flutter of lust in the pit of her stomach.
"Well, hello there," Haynes grinned. "What can I do for you?"
Wendy blushed and said nervously, "Mr. Haynes, I'm Wendy Evans, one of the contestants in tomorrow's pageant. I wonder if I could speak to you for a moment? I need your advice about something."
Haynes hesitated. He obviously liked her looks. He couldn't keep his eyes off her stunning figure in that form-fitting jumpsuit, and he seemed especially interested in her big thrusting breasts. But he kept looking back over his shoulder with an air of uneasiness.
"Well, I'd love to help you, honey," he said, "but maybe later. I'm a little busy right now."
A woman's voice came from somewhere in the room: "Aw, Joe, for chrissake, whoever it is, tell 'em to fuck off."
A tall blonde appeared behind him, a woman in her mid-twenties who made herself look much older with heavy make-up. She was wearing an outlandishly low-cut dress to show her ample tits. Even Wendy, an innocent small town girl, could tell the woman was a hooker.
"Tell the little bitch to split," the woman snapped.
Joe Haynes flushed red with anger and turned on the woman. "Look," he said, "I didn't ask you over to give advice. I don't like my personal conversations interrupted. Why don't you take your own advice and split?"
"Well, to hell with you," the blonde snarled. She snatched up a fur coat and angrily brushed by Wendy on her way out.
"Oh, Mr. Haynes," Wendy said contritely, "I'm so sorry. I didn't know you had company."
"Forget it," he said. "I can buy a dozen like her. Why don't you come in, uh – what was your name again?"
"Wendy Evans," she said meekly.
"Well, come on in, Wendy," he said. "We'll talk about your problem."
Wendy followed him into the expensively furnished hotel suite. She took a seat on the couch and felt more nervous than ever. She was actually alone with a well-known TV personality. The most famous person she'd ever met before was the Oakdale mayor, and he was hardly headline material.
"Drink, Wendy?" Joe Haynes' said. "I'm going to have a martini."
Wendy hesitated. She'd never had alcohol before. But she wanted to appear sophisticated, so she said, "Oh, sure, that would be fine."
Haynes brought the martinis and sat beside her on the couch, so close that their knees almost touched. Wendy wrinkled her nose at the taste of the martini but forced herself to drink it. She knew she could use the calming effect of the liquor.
"Well, now, dear, what can I do for you?" Haynes said.
Wendy swallowed hard. "Mr. Haynes," she said, "I want to be in the Miss North America pageant more than anything in the world. It just means everything to me. I'm willing to do whatever is necessary to win that contest tomorrow. I know I'm not as talented as some of the other girls, but there are things I can do that they won't do. Perhaps you understand what I mean."
She let it go at that. She couldn't help the deep blush that spread over her face as she waited for his reply. Joe Haynes studied her with a faint smile, then took a sip of his drink. It seemed a million years before he finally spoke.
"The contest means that much to you?" he said.
"Everything," Wendy said earnestly.
He reached out and unzipped her jumpsuit clear to her waist. Wendy flinched but forced herself to sit still, even to smile. Haynes studied her luscious large cream-pale tits which strained at the confinement of her little blue lace bra. His cool scrutiny made Wendy blush even harder.
"Wendy," he said, "how many guys have you balled?"
"Just one," she said meekly.
"And who was that?" he said. "Please, I have to know."
Wendy swallowed hard and said, "Harvey Hollis. Maybe you never heard of him."
"Oh, I've heard of old Harvey," Haynes chuckled. "Even met him. He was the MC for the Miss Oakdale contest last week, wasn't he? And I'll just bet that you're Miss Oakdale."
Wendy nodded.
Joe Haynes sighed. "Well, honey, you've certainly found one tried and true way to win beauty contests. It remains to be seen just how well you do it, though. Anyhow, I'm game. If you please me tonight, I can see that you win tomorrow."
"I'll try, Mr. Haynes," Wendy said eagerly.
"Joe," he said. "Now please stand up and take off your clothes."
Wendy felt greatly relieved that he'd agreed to her bargain – but she still had to please him, and that made her anxious. A handsome well-known man like Haynes must have had hundreds of girls in his time, and he wouldn't be easy to impress. Her sexual experience was almost non-existent. Nervously she got to her feet.
"Relax," Joe chuckled. "I won't bite. Just take your clothes off nice and slow, okay?"
"Okay, Joe," Wendy said timidly.
She unzipped her jumpsuit the rest of the way and wriggled out of the tight garment, standing before Joe in just her little blue bikini bra and panties. While he watched with a faintly amused smile, she unhooked her bra and slowly drew it off. She wished she could stop blushing – it looked so amateurish – but she couldn't help it.
Wendy dropped her bra on the floor. Joe ogled the superb firm thrust of her big melon-shaped tits. He studied the flawless creamy flesh of her boobs and her little beige nipples. His keen blue-grey eyes seemed to burn right through her body, and Wendy couldn't stop quivering.
"Gorgeous," he said at last. "If the contest was just based on boobs, you'd win the national title easily. But let's see the rest of you."
With trembling hands Wendy seized the waistband of her skimpy blue panties and slowly drew the garment down. She stood half turned away from Joe, so that he was able to see both the pert little globes of her ass and the lush brown curls of her small triangular bush. The panties slithered down her legs, and she stepped out of them, totally naked.
Again Joe took his time studying her body. Wendy felt like she was on stage. She struggled to control her nervous trembling as he gazed at her glossy brown muff, her long lovely legs, and her full ripe jugs. Finally he drained his martini glass and spoke.
"You have a fantastic body, Wendy," he said. "It all depends now on how you use it. For instance, you're much more attractive than that whore I just threw out of here, but can you match her talents in bed?"
Wendy hung her head. No way in the world could she be as skilled and sexy as an experienced prostitute. Why, she'd only been balled once in her whole life. How could she compete with a woman who did it for a living? Surely Joe was going to be very disappointed with her.
"Hey, come on now," he chuckled. "Are you going to play the game or not, honey? If you really want to win that contest you'll at least try. Maybe you don't have much experience, but are you willing to learn?"
"Oh, of course, Mr. Haynes – I mean, Joe," Wendy said enthusiastically.
He got to his feet and said, "Okay, come here and undress me."
Wendy blushed scarlet, but she hurried to obey. She fumbled with his tie and finally managed to get it off. She removed his shirt and T-shirt. His lean chest was tan and matted with brown hairs. She dropped to her knees and helped him out of his shoes and socks.
Then she glanced up at his fly. In spite of her nervousness she couldn't help being curious about what his cock would look like. She unbuckled his belt, unzipped his fly, and tugged his trousers down. He was wearing jockey shorts, and the crotch showed no signs of an erection. Wendy tugged his shorts down and helped him step out of them.
Sure enough, his cock was soft and limp. Springing from a bush of tight brown curls, it drooped and waggled, just a pale wrinkled little sausage. His rosy-red balls hung slack and empty, quivering with his slightest movement. Wendy felt disappointed. If he was really turned on to her, wouldn't his prick be hard?
As if reading her mind, Joe Haynes said, "When you've been around as much as I have, you don't get excited very easily. That's going to be up to you, Wendy."
"W-What do you want me to do?" she stammered.
Joe sat down on the couch again and opened his legs. "Play with my cock," he said. "Get me hard."
Wendy moaned inwardly. She didn't have the slightest idea of how to get a guy hard. She'd jacked off Dick, but that was the only time in her life she'd ever touched a cock. All she could do was try to fake it. She knelt between Joe's legs and reached out for his limp prick.
She laid the soft warm sausage on the palm of one hand and began to pet it gently with the other. It was silky-smooth and pleasant to touch. In fact she felt naughty excitement at being allowed to fondle and explore his cock in full light. It was something she'd wanted to do for a long time, ever since she learned about sex.
She studied his flaccid meat, all the while gently and steadily petting it. The wrinkled stalk was pale as snow and feathered with tiny dark blue veins. The head of his prick was rosy-red, and she knew that when he got hard it would swell up big and purple like Dick's had done. The soft head of his cock had a little hole for a mouth. She recalled how Dick's cock-mouth had bubbled hot sticky juice.
"Honey," Joe sighed, "that's nice, what you're doing, but it doesn't really get it. Take in your fist and pump it. You don't have to be gentle."
Wendy blushed and hurried to obey. She curled her fingers around the soft warm meat and started to pump firmly and steadily, just like she'd done when she jacked off Dick. Joe gave a snort of pleasure and thrust his hips forward a little, feeding his limp meat into her hand.
"Yeah, that's more like it," he sighed. "Make your fist feel like a cunt. Make it tight, make it move."
Wendy obeyed, making her little warm fist snug around his wrinkled little prick, pumping faster and with more pressure. For just one wicked moment she wondered what Joe's fans would think if they could see him now, getting his cock frigged by an aspiring beauty queen. But this was no time for humor. Her whole future was at stake.
"Is this how you want it, Joe?" she purred.
His rugged handsome face was slightly flushed, and he was grinning lewdly, watching her big breasts quiver as she worked, watching her little fist pumping his pale prick. His eyes glinted with horny excitement, and he licked his lips before he spoke.
"That's good for openers," he said somewhat hoarsely, "but I want you to do more. Kiss it, lick it."
Wendy blushed hotly. She didn't know anything about sex except the very basics, and she'd never beard of using her mouth or tongue on a man's cock. But she didn't hesitate to obey. She'd do anything – literally anything – to please Joe Haynes and win the Miss Green County title.
Her glossy brown head dipped down, and she opened her fist, letting his pale soft meat rest on her palm. Gingerly she kissed the silky pale stalk, then the rosy rubbery head of his cock. He was clean and good-smelling, so she kissed his dick more eagerly, with more pressure. He gave a loud sigh of satisfaction.
"Yeah, that's the idea," he said. "Now start licking it. Lick my cock all over, honey. Get it wet."
Blushing furiously, Wendy stuck out her little pink tongue and gingerly applied the wet tip to the rosy soft head of his cock. There was a faint salty taste in the little hole-mouth of his prick, and she liked it. She began lashing and tickling the rubbery head of his dick with the slick tip of her tongue.
"Yeah, yeah," Joe sighed, "now you're catching on. Lick that meat like you were hungry for it."
Wendy did her best to obey. In a way she really didn't have to fake her enthusiasm. She liked the taste of his warm smooth cock, and she enjoyed the sensation of licking him. He turned her on, too, unlike poor pudgy Harvey Hollis. She was really looking forward to fucking Joe Haynes. Her eagerness made her lick his dick fast and hungrily.
She swished her gleaming pink tongue around and around his rosy-red cock-head till it shone with her saliva. Then she started working lower, lashing and tickling and tonguing the satin warm flesh of his stalk. The more she licked his cock, the more she enjoyed it. It was naughtily exciting to use her tongue on a man's naked dick.
When she had made his whole flaccid cock wet with her spit, Joe sighed and said, "Lick my nuts, too, honey. I really get off on that."
Wendy thought she'd never stop blushing. But her shyness and modesty didn't keep her from dipping her head even lower in his crotch and applying the wet tip of her tongue to his limp swaying balls. She lashed the rosy wrinkled sacs, making them gleam and bounce. Joe gasped with pleasure. She felt she was finally getting to him.
"Yeah, yeah," he panted, "lick my nuts, honey. That really feels great."
Then the phone rang.
"Shit," Joe muttered. "Listen, baby, don't stop. I'll make this short."
Wendy thought it was pretty kinky to lick his nut sacs while he was on the phone, but she obeyed, swishing her little slick tongue around and around the rosy wrinkled bags. Joe reached over to the coffee table, picked up the phone, and growled, "Yeah?"
While Wendy went on busily tonguing his balls, he said, "Oh, Wendy. No, I think I'll just stay in tonight. I got a big day tomorrow, and I'm bushed. Okay, see you later."
He hung up, leaned back, sighed. "Honey," he said, "that's just not making it. Sometimes I have a helluva time getting it up. You're gonna have to blow me a little."
"Blow you?" Wendy said innocently.
Joe stared down at her, then broke into an incredulous grin. "Oh, Jesus," he said, "you really haven't been around, have you, kid? It's called giving head, a blowjob, going down on a guy. In other words, honey, suck my cock."
Wendy hadn't thought it was possible to blush so deeply. She'd never heard of such a weird, kinky thing. For a moment she was going to refuse – but then she remembered what was at stake. Nervously she raised his limp spit-soaked cock to her lips.
She opened her mouth and slowly sucked the whole soft sausage inside. It lay warm and throbbing in her mouth while his limp rosy balls flapped against her chin. She began to suck his meat, slowly and awkwardly. Her initial disgust passed quickly as she discovered that it was fun and exciting to suck cock.
"Faster," Joe panted, "harder. Get me really turned on, baby."
Wendy obeyed, sucking as hard and fast as she could on his little wrinkled dick. Joe gave a snort of excitement and grabbed her head, holding it in place. He began to fuck her mouth, jerking his hips eagerly back and forth, thrusting his flaccid cock over her tongue.
"UMPH," Wendy exclaimed.
His cock was going hard in her mouth, and she didn't seem to have room for it all. It gave a violent lurch on her tongue and then began to grow long and thick and hard. The fat stalk stretched her lips almost to bursting, and the knob-like head of his prick butted the back of her throat, making her gag. To her relief, Joe jerked his cock out of her mouth when it was fully erect.
"Not bad for the first time," he panted, "but you gotta learn to suck it when it's hard, too."
Wendy gawked at his erect prick. It was about the same size as Dick's cock, seven thick inches of smooth pale meat capped with a big bulbous purple head. His small slit of a cock-mouth was leaking little bubbles of juice, and his rosy balls were swollen up taut and round.
Wendy felt a sudden heat and wetness in her pussy. She'd only been fucked once in her life, by pudgy Harvey Hollis who'd hurt her when he popped her cherry. Yet even that experience had been exciting, once the first pain was over. She'd really liked being balled, and she really looked forward to doing it with an attractive man like Joe Haynes.
"Come on," he said with a grin, "let's get it on."
He stood up, and Wendy followed him, thinking they were going to the bedroom. But Joe went no farther than the side of the couch. He maneuvered Wendy to stand with her hands resting on the arm of the couch, her pert little ass sticking out. He got behind her and poked the fat hot head of his cock into her snug little cunt mouth.
"Awwww, Jesus," he sighed as he pushed into her.
"Ooooooo," Wendy squealed.
His thick hard cock-meat felt delicious as it fully stuffed her near-virgin cunt. She creamed hotly all around his thrusting dick. He pushed clear to her womb and then started balling her in quick, hard, deep strokes. Wendy gripped the arm of the couch and moaned her pleasure.
"Jesus Christ, you're tight," Joe whined. "Oh, yeah, baby, this is gonna be good."
Wendy had to agree. He fucked her stiffly for two or three minutes, and she loved every second of it. She only wished it could have lasted longer. As a delicious orgasm rocked her body, Joe gasped and started to come, flooding her snug little box with hot jism.
He finished coming and staggered away to sit on the couch, his cock limp and dripping. "Honey," he panted, "you got a lot to learn, a, whole lot, but you're still a fantastic piece of ass. I'm impressed."
Wendy didn't dare ask what was uppermost on her mind – whether he'd see to it that she got the title. She could only dress and return to her motel, where she spent a sleepless night. Somehow she managed to get through the long performance the next day in the auditorium. When Joe appeared at the microphone to announce the winner, she thought she'd die of suspense.
"Ladies and gentlemen," he said with a big grin, "the winner and the new Miss Green County – Wendy Evans, Miss Oakdale."
Wendy got some strange looks from the other girls, especially those who were obviously more talented than she was, but the audience seemed pleased with the decision. They were more interested in beauty than in performance. As Wendy walked up to receive her trophy, Joe gave her the traditional kiss on the cheek – but he also whispered something to her.
"Lots of luck, honey," he said. "I have a feeling you're gonna use that sweet little cunt to get everything you want."
Wendy blushed becomingly, and the audience cheered.



CHAPTER FOUR


Two weeks later, at the state finals, Wendy was up against her usual dilemma. Although she was clearly the prettiest girl in the contest, her talent couldn't begin to match that of the other contestants. But she wasn't worried any longer. Now that she knew how to get around that little difficulty.
She'd just look up the master of ceremonies and do him a favor.
The MC for the state finals was Walter Horn, a senator up for re-election. Horn had no scruples about how he got publicity. He'd do anything to get his name in the papers, everything from kissing babies to judging beauty contests. Under the circumstances, Wendy was pretty sure that he'd be open to a little "bribe".
All week she'd been dutifully practicing her act, along with the other girls in the huge auditorium, and she was always careful to smile at Walter Horn when he passed by. He was a tall lanky man in his late forties with a big shock of brown hair going grey at the temples. The girls argued about whether he was handsome or homely. It was hard to say.
Personally Wendy didn't care about his looks. She only wanted to use his power and influence to win the state title and go on to the nationals. But she knew better than to just throw herself at such an important man. She just went on smiling at him until he was curious enough to ask her name.
Finally on Friday, the day before the contest, Walter Horn came up to Wendy just after she'd finished her song and dance routine. Wendy did her best to look sweet and innocent, even though there was bribery in her heart. She had a hunch that Horn was fed up with sophisticated women and would go for a naive small-town type.
"Hello, there," he said, flashing his famous campaign smile, "I'm Senator Horn. I couldn't help noticing your act. It's, ah, fascinating. May I have your name?"
"Oh, thank you, Senator," Wendy gushed. "My name is Wendy Evans, and I'm from Oakdale."
"Oakdale, ah, yes," Horn beamed, "been through there many times, a lovely little place. But you must be a little homesick, my dear, so far from your family."
Wendy instantly attempted to look homesick. "Well, it is a little scary, here in the big city," she said. "Goodness, I have to share a hotel room with four other girls, and I never even met any of them before."
Horn patted her bare shoulder. His hand was hot and a little moist. "I can imagine the pressures," he said in a fatherly tone. "Perhaps a little treat might pick up your spirits, my dear. Might I have the honor of taking you to dinner this evening?"
He was really spreading on the bullshit, Wendy thought. He was pretending to be kind and fatherly, but in fact he couldn't keep his eyes off her spectacular figure in that tiny black sequined bikini. She wanted to laugh – but instead she made her big blue eyes go wide with wonder.
"Oh, Senator, how super," she exclaimed. "I'd just love to go to dinner with you. What time should I be ready?"
On the evening before contests, the girls traditionally went out to eat together, but again Wendy declined. She spent an hour bathing, doing her hair, and choosing her clothes and make-up. For Senator Horn she decided on a very simple and sweet appearance.
When Horn arrived to pick her up, Wendy was wearing a short blue dress with a high collar, her gleaming brown hair hanging straight and loose down her back. She wore no make-up except for a little touch of pink lip gloss. The senator nodded approvingly, no doubt thinking he was about to seduce a country virgin.
He took Wendy to a posh supper club and then invited her up to his hotel suite for a nightcap. Wendy "innocently" accepted. In the luxurious suite, he fixed her a gin and tonic strong enough to fell a horse. Wendy sipped it carefully. She was acquiring a taste for liquor, but she still was no pro at handling it.
Horn sat down beside her on the couch, only a few inches away, and casually draped an arm around her shoulders. He smiled his professional winner's smile and said, "Now, tell me, my dear, what are your ambitions in life?"
Wendy fluttered her long eyelashes at him and said, "There's one thing I want in the whole world, Senator Horn. I want to be Miss North America."
Horn chuckled, patted her shoulder, and said, "Well, that means you have to win the contest tomorrow, doesn't it, dear?"
"Oh, yes," Wendy said breathlessly, "and I'm so nervous about it, Senator. I know my act just doesn't compete with some of the others. But it would just break my heart if I didn't win."
Horn's eyes strayed to the magnificent thrust of her firm young boobs. "I must agree that your act needs some improvement, Wendy," he said, "but there may be a way that you can win the contest in spite of it."
It was Wendy's big moment. Blue eyes wide and eager, she looked at him and exclaimed, "Oh, what is it, Senator? I'd do anything to win that title, just anything."
Senator Walter Horn smiled like a cat that had eaten just a canary. "Well, my dear," he said, "I have a great deal of influence. I could guarantee that title for you, if you did just a little something for me."
"Anything," Wendy gushed.
Still smiling, he reached out and put a hand on her tits.
Wendy tried hard to blush. She was rapidly losing the knack. But she did manage to look suitably shy and embarrassed. She lowered her eyes modestly while the senator stroked her big firm tits through her blue cotton dress.
"You understand, my dear?" he said huskily.
"Yes, Senator," Wendy said demurely.
"Good," he purred. "Call me Walt, by the way. We needn't be formal any longer. Let's just see what we can do to make each other feel good."
He leaned over and kissed her. He smelled of cigars and booze, but Wendy managed to fake her enthusiasm, letting her lips fall open and allowing him to snake his wet hot tongue deep into her mouth. She gave little murmurs and squeaks as he hungrily kissed her, as if she were both shy and turned on.
Horn ended the kiss flush-faced and panting. For once his power of words failed him, and he simply grabbed Wendy and slumped down on the couch, taking her with him. He kissed and pawed her for some time, running his hands feverishly all over her lovely tall body. Wendy kept up her act, pretending to be both frightened and aroused.
Finally Horn calmed himself to the point of being able to remove her clothes. Wendy lowered her eyes shyly as he fumbled with the buttons of her dress. He drew the garment off and tossed it to the floor. His eyes were slitted and lusty as he admired her in just her white cotton bra and panties.
"You're lovely, my dear," he sighed, "one of the most beautiful girls I've ever seen. You're sweet and innocent, too. I like that. Too many girls your age have seen too much and done too much."
Wendy smiled. She'd chosen her act well. As Horn fumbled with the hook of her bra, he was no doubt anticipating the seduction of a totally innocent small-town girl. Wendy didn't care what he thought, so long as she excited and pleased him. Winning the state title was all that mattered to her.
Horn drew off her bra and gawked at her superb young breasts. They stood up firm and pointed, even though she was lying on her back. Her little light brown nipples were soft and inviting, and the flesh of her tits was creamy-smooth and flawless. Horn gave a big lusty sigh.
"My God, my God," he said, "I haven't seen such a fine pair of boobs since – well, never mind, that was a long time ago. You're gorgeous, Wendy, just gorgeous."
"Thank you, Walt," Wendy chirped.
He quickly tugged down her panties and exposed the glossy brown triangle of her muff. He petted the soft, warm curls, breathing hard. Wendy was getting just a little impatient. She didn't understand why he had to spend so much time just gawking at her. Why didn't he ball her and get it over with?
She didn't betray her impatience, though. She just lay there looking innocent and submissive. Really, it didn't matter how long she had to stay with him or what she had to do to please him, just as long as she got that title. The state beauty crown would be worth any amount of effort.
"Open your legs for me, my dear," Horn said hoarsely. "Show me your pussy."
"Pussy?" Wendy said, faking innocence.
Horn chuckled and said, "My my, you really are naive, aren't you, darling? A pussy is all this pretty stuff you've got between your legs. Let me have a look."
Wendy obediently opened her long lovely legs, spreading them wide apart and drawing them back at the knees. Her lush red slit was totally exposed. Horn gawked hungrily at her bright scarlet button of a clit, the shadowed moist mouth of her cunt, and the little wrinkle of her bumhole. He sighed and licked his lips.
Then he reached out and used a fingertip to tickle the rosy little bud of her clit. "Did anyone ever do that to you before, dear?" he said.
"Noooo," Wendy lied. "Oh, wow, it feels nice."
"I can make it feel even better," Horn grinned. Wendy was perfectly willing to let him try. The guy didn't turn her on at all, but she loved having her pussy played with, no matter who did it. She lay back with a happy sigh, keeping her legs wide open, while Horn took her sensitive joy button between his fingers and began to knead it.
"Ooooooo," Wendy squealed.
This time she wasn't faking her pleasure. Senator Horn wasn't a skilled pussy-frigger like Joe Haynes, but he did plenty well enough, sending little jolts of sweet sensation through her belly as he busily kneaded her hot moist clit. Soon her small recessed cunt-mouth started to leak a bright trickle of juice.
Horn watched her with a lusty grin, his eyes skipping back and forth to gauge her total reaction. He watched the horny little smile that spread on her face, and he observed her big melon-like tits swelling up with arousal. He watched the steady river of bright fragrant cunt-cream that flowed from her tiny twat.
"Does this feel good to you, dear?" he crooned.
"Oh, gosh, yes," Wendy panted. "I just love it, Walt. It makes me feel so – gee, I don't know…"
"Horny, my dear," he chuckled, "horny."
He squeezed his fingers tighter around her hot slick joy button and kneaded it faster and faster. Wendy was really getting off on it, her aroused cunt gushing a molten river of juice, her slim hips writhing. She'd come a long way in just a few weeks. She was no longer ashamed to show a man her naked pussy, no longer ashamed to go wild with horny pleasure before his leering eyes.
"My God, you really are getting off on this," Horn said delightedly. "You're a natural, my dear. A lot of women just fake it to get what they want, but not you."
He knew she wasn't faking it because he could see every sign of her arousal, every symptom she couldn't control. He could see her lovely big tits swelling up hot and full, and he could watch the way her superb young body was flushing pink with arousal. Above all he could see the growing river of steamy cream that gushed from her horny little cunt.
"Ummmmm," Wendy sighed, "Ummmmm."
Horn's voice was hoarse with lusty excitement. "I'm going to make you come," he said, "and I'm going to watch you."
He kneaded her hot little joy button furiously, and Wendy just relaxed and let the pleasure build. If he wanted to see her come, by God, she'd come. It didn't take long. She loved having her clit frigged, and just a few moments later her whole belly seemed to explode with hot pleasure.
"Ohhhhhh," Wendy wailed.
Horn kept kneading her clit while she came. He watched gleefully as she writhed and bucked in climax, her big boobs wobbling crazily, her gasping cunt-mouth gushing a huge flood of hot juice. He watched her big blue eyes roll and listened to her satisfied moans and squeals. Only when her spasms ended did he release, the soaked lump of her clit.
"Oh, wow," Wendy sighed, "that was so nice."
Horn chuckled and reached out to fondle her big swollen breasts. His hot sweaty hands eagerly kneaded and squeezed the warm silky flesh. Wendy grinned lewdly at him, showing her sincere pleasure. Her real mission was to win the title, of course, but it was nice that she could enjoy herself while she did her work.
"Here's something else you might like," Horn said eagerly.
He released her big swollen boobs and reached into her steamy-hot pussy again. He used his middle finger to rim the soaked little mouth of her cunt, running the tip, rapidly around and around the sensitive little hole. Although she'd just had a powerful orgasm, Wendy felt instantly horny again. She squealed and grinned up at him.
"You like that?" Horn smiled.
"Ummmm, yes," Wendy sighed. "Gee, Walt, where'd you learn to do all these neat things?"
"That would be telling," he chuckled. "Just relax, dear, and let me play with your pussy."
Wendy was more than willing to obey. There was nothing she liked better than to just lie back and let a man fondle and tickle her horny little slit. It didn't embarrass her at all that her legs were lewdly spread, showing him every intimate part of her crotch. Strange – a month ago she would have died of shame before displaying her pussy like that.
"Are you a virgin, Wendy?" Horn said huskily. Wendy wanted to lie and tell him that she was – she knew how much it would excite him. But he was too experienced for that. When he finally got around to balling her, he'd discover the truth. All she could do was lie a little and make the best of the situation.
"Oh, Walter," she said, "I'm so ashamed. I-I did it once, with my boyfriend."
"Tell me about it," he said eagerly.
While his stiff middle finger busily rimmed her snug little cunt-mouth, Wendy spoke, faking embarrassment. "We just couldn't control ourselves," she said. "I knew it was wrong, but I felt so-so horny. Anyhow, we only did it one time. That's the only time I ever went all the way, Senator."
"Walt," he reminded her. "You mustn't feel ashamed, dear. It was a perfectly natural thing to do."
Her little story obviously excited him. He began easing his long stiff middle finger right up her red-hot juicy twat. Wendy gave a shrill squeal of genuine lusty excitement. She was coming more and more to need that feeling of stuffing and penetration in her greedy little box.
"You like that?" Horn panted.
"Oooooo, yes," Wendy moaned.
He pushed his finger all the way to the last knuckle in her gripping hot twat. Wendy gave a horny little cry and arched her body upward, her cunt going small and snug around his finger. Horn grinned and began to finger-fuck her, jerking his finger in quick cock-like motions in her fiery-hot little hole.
"Oh, wow, yes, yes," Wendy cried. "That feels terrific, Walt. Yes, bring me off again."
"I fully intend to, my dear," he chuckled.
He really seemed to get off just from watching her horny motions and listening to her lusty little noises. He jerked his stiff finger steadily in her gushing little box and watched with a lewd leer as Wendy rose rapidly toward another orgasm. A few more moments and she was coming around his thrusting finger, her tight little cunt gripping and squeezing, her hot cream boiling out to puddle on the couch.
"Ahhhhhh," she wailed.
Horn gleefully pumped his finger in her tight convulsing cunt till her spasms had died away. He obviously enjoyed his power over her, his ability to bring her off again and again with his naughty finger play. But he couldn't remain just an observer forever. He was pretty horny himself.
"Oh, wow, Walt," Wendy sighed, "I really got off that time."
"Marvelous, my dear," he grinned. "Now let's do something a little different. I'll let you play with [missing text]."
"Far out," Wendy giggled.
He whipped his cream-drenched finger out of her hot little cunt. Quickly he stood up and removed his clothing. His naked body was lanky and lean and hard, not at all bad for a man his age. His cock was what drew Wendy's most avid attention, however.
Horn's prick was a good eight inches long, the biggest cock Wendy had seen yet. It was thick and swollen, the blue veins standing out against the milky-pale flesh. The head of his prick was hug and purple and knob-like, and his rosy balls were taut and round.
Wendy felt a little quiver of lust as she eyed his big hard cock. It was going to feel great to take such a huge prick in her horny little cunt. Horn tossed aside the, last of his clothing and stretched out on the couch again, his drooling dick rubbing her thigh and leaving a little wet trail of juice.
"Suck my cock, Wendy," he said hoarsely.
Wendy leaped to obey, kneeling beside him and taking the huge oozing head of his prick into her mouth. That one brief experience with Joe Haynes had taught her how much fun it was to go down on a guy, and she was eager to repeat the experience.
"Ummmmm," she murmured.
No way could she take all of Horn's huge cock into her mouth, but she managed to get about half of it onto her slick little tongue. She sucked on it swiftly, greedily, digging the salty taste of his dripping cock-juice. With her snug little fist she pumped the rest of his thick throbbing stalk.
"My God," Horn gasped, "beautiful. Yes, Wendy, suck me fast and hard. Eat me. YES."
Wendy's glossy brown head bobbed furiously up and down as she sucked his cock with genuine excitement. She was learning so much about sex in just a few short weeks. It was hard to realize that she'd been a shy uptight virgin less than a month ago and that now she wasn't even ashamed to take a man's stiff prick in her mouth and suck on it.
"My God, that's good," Horn moaned. "Don't stop, darling, keep blowing me. Faster, harder. Yes, that's my girl. You're a natural-born cocksucker, Wendy."
Wendy took that as a compliment. She needed all the skills she could learn in order to reach the goal of her dreams. Now she obeyed Horn's hoarse commands, sucking ever faster and harder on his painfully swollen prick. Her lips were grotesquely stretched around his thick stalk, and his hot cock-juice bubbled out onto her tongue.
"My God, my God," Horn whined.
Wendy glanced up to see his reaction to her hot hungry blowjob. Horn lay limp and panting, flushed all over with arousal. He was grinning up at the ceiling, his eyes glazed and hot with lust. As the tempo and pressure of her sucking increased, his eyes fluttered and then rolled wildly. His gleaming red tongue flickered out to lick his lips.
"More," he panted, "just a little more. I want to come in your mouth."
That possibility hadn't occurred to Wendy, but if it pleased him, what the hell? She went on with her furious sucking and pumping, while he gasped and moaned steadily. Then suddenly Horn gave a hoarse yelp and she felt her mouth filled with delicious steamy come.
"Awwwwww," Horn bellowed.
Wendy found that she really got off on swallowing every hot drop of his sizzling jism. He jerked his cock in her mouth till it went limp and empty. His wrinkled prick slipped from her lips, and Wendy swallowed the last tasty drop of his come. Horn gave a big loud sigh.
"That was delightful," he said. "I don't know when I've had so much fun."
So do I win the contest? Wendy wondered. But instead she pouted and said, "But Senator, we didn't even get to ball."
Horn laughed heartily and gave her a playful slap on the ass. "You're quite right, my dear," he said. "I'm afraid I got carried away. But we'll make up for that. I have a deal to propose to you."
"Yes, Senator?" Wendy said eagerly.
"You meet me again tomorrow night after the contest," Horn said. "Come up to my room and spend the night with me. If you promise to do that, I'll see that you get the title. Is it a deal, Wendy?"
"It's a deal, Senator," Wendy purred.
She slept soundly that night. The other girls might stay up late, breaking their asses practicing their routines, but Wendy had found an easier way to win.



CHAPTER FIVE


Clutching the trophy which proclaimed her the most beautiful girl in the state, Wendy left the auditorium stage to a thunder of applause and the blinding explosion of flashbulbs. She felt ecstatic. Now she was guaranteed a shot at the Miss North America title.
Just one more contest to win, and she'd be the most famous and sought-after girl in the country. She'd be rich from prize money and invited to be in movies and on television. Wendy's heart pounded just to think of it. But before she could give the finals her full concentration, she had a debt to pay.
Back at her hotel room, she quickly changed out of her evening gown and into simple jeans and jersey and sandals. She meant to keep the deal she'd made with Senator Horn, but she wasn't going to knock herself out for him. In exchange for the state title, she'd have to spend the night with him, but that didn't mean she had to dress up.
Wendy was interviewed by some reporters who managed to find her hotel room, and they made her out to be a simple innocent country girl dazzled by her own success. She wondered how they'd react if they knew the real story – that she'd fucked her way to the top. But of course no one must ever know that. She wanted the world to believe that she'd made it just on her looks and talent.
Finally the reporters left and Wendy snuck over to the more luxurious hotel where Senator Horn was staying. She rang his buzzer, and the Senator himself opened the door almost immediately.
"Ah, there you are, my dear," he said. "I was beginning to think you'd never show up."
"I had to give some interviews," Wendy said.
Horn grinned. "The price of success," he said, "and I bet you enjoyed every second of it. Come in, come in."
Wendy was hoping to complete her deal with the Senator quickly, just to get it over with and get out. So she was disappointed to see that he had company. A distinguished-looking grey-haired man of about fifty was sitting in the suite sipping a drink. He looked at Wendy intently, almost hungrily.
"Miss Wendy Evans," the Senator announced, "this is my dear old friend Nels Anderson, president of the Anderson Corporation."
"How do you do, sir?" Wendy said, suddenly impressed. She'd read about Nels Anderson many times. He was one of the richest and most powerful executives in the country.
"How do you do, Miss Evans," Anderson said, getting up to shake her hand. "Congratulations on your victory this evening."
Walter Horn pressed a drink into her hand and led her to sit on the couch between him and Anderson. For awhile Wendy was dazzled just to sit next to such a wealthy man. She noticed the expensive material of his suit and the discreet but priceless rings on his fingers. He seemed quiet and modest in spite of his power.
But as the minutes wore on, she began to get impatient. She wanted to be back at her hotel packing, getting ready for the national finals of the contest. She wondered when in hell Walter Horn would get rid of his buddy and take her to bed. She yawned in Horn's direction, hoping he'd take the hint.
"Are you sleepy, my dear?" Horn said. "Why don't you just go hop into bed, then? I'll be along shortly."
Wendy blushed, something she didn't do much any more. She thought it was very tactless of the Senator to let Anderson know she was sleeping with him. But she did as he said, excusing herself and going off to the bedroom. She quickly stripped and got into bed.
Presently she heard voices in the hall, and then Horn and Anderson were in the bedroom. Wendy gawked at them. They were grinning, even snickering like schoolboys, as they both began to undress. Wendy gasped and sat up, the covers falling away to reveal her superb thrusting tits.
"What's going on?" she squeaked. "What are you two doing?"
Horn and Anderson exchanged leering grins.
"Now, just calm down, dear," Horn said. "You and I made a deal, remember?"
"Of course," Wendy said, "but I thought you meant – well, just you and me."
"I asked you to spend the night with me," Horn chuckled. "I didn't say who else would be here."
Wendy didn't waste any more time talking. She leaped out of bed and made for the door. The two men went absolutely still as they eyed her lovely tall naked body, focusing hungrily on her big wobbling boobs and the dainty little fur patch of her muff.
"You can forget your deal, Senator," Wendy said angrily. "I wouldn't dream of doing a thing like this."
"Very well, my dear," Horn grinned, "but don't you think you'll need your clothes?"
"Oh, damn," Wendy said, flushing with embarrassment. Horn was right, she couldn't very well return to her hotel stark naked.
But as she turned back to get her clothes, the men grabbed them, Horn snatching up her panties and jeans, Anderson her bra and shirt. Wendy cursed and chased them, but the laughing men were too fast for her. Finally, flushed and panting, she flopped onto the bed to catch her breath.
"You'd better give me back my clothes," she snapped.
"We will, my dear," Horn laughed, "as soon as you do what we want. Please be reasonable, Wendy. What's the difference between balling one man or two? After all, I went out on a limb to get you that title, and I think you owe me quite a big favor."
Wendy seethed. She'd never minded balling just one man to get what she wanted, but this proposed little orgy seemed wicked and unnatural. Yet she saw no way out of it. Horn was right, she did owe him a pretty big favor – and she couldn't leave without her clothes, either.
"Damn you," she hissed.
"That's the spirit, my dear," Horn chuckled. "Now you just be a good girl and do what we want for a few hours. Then you can go."
Resigning herself to it, Wendy stretched out on the bed and watched the men finish undressing. She was familiar with Horn's tall lean body, but she was curious about Anderson. He was squarely built, short but strong, and his chest was matted with white hairs. Wendy's interest picked up as he lowered his pants.
Anderson sported a stiff six-inch dick that sprang from a nest of silver hairs and hugged his belly. His cock was relatively short but quite thick, ending in a huge knobby purple head. Horn was hard, too, his eight-inch prick wagging lewdly before him. The two men approached the bed grinning.
"Please be very nice to Nels, Wendy," the Senator said. "He's a very old friend of mine, and he's contributed heavily to my campaign funds."
Wendy got the idea. Just as she'd made a deal with Horn to get the beauty title, so Horn had made a deal with Anderson to get the title of Senator. With his millions, Anderson could buy just about any office in the nation. But now Senator Walter Horn had to pay his debt by sharing Wendy with the millionaire.
Wendy tried to control her nervous trembling as the two men climbed onto the bed beside her, one on each side. She'd never dreamed that she'd have to take on two guys at once. Horn and Anderson reached out and started playing with her big hot silky tits. It was just too kinky to be believed.
"Don't be so nervous, my dear," Horn said. "We're going to have a lot of fun."
Wendy sincerely doubted that, but she resigned herself to going through with it. Presently Anderson abandoned her hot heaving breasts, leaving Horn to paw the ripe pale melons, and ran his hand down her sleek body to pet the warm little curls of her bush.
"Beautiful," the millionaire sighed, "just beautiful. You sure know how to pick 'em, Walt."
It was the first time he'd spoken since their introduction. Horn chuckled and said, "It isn't often you get your own personal beauty queen to fuck, eh, Nels?"
Wendy blushed. She felt like a piece of livestock, some mindless thing on display for their amusement. Anderson slipped his hand between her satiny thighs and started to pet her dry unaroused pussy. It was all Wendy could do not to flinch away from him. She just couldn't adjust to the idea of balling two guys at once.
Meanwhile Horn was amusing himself with her tits. He'd nuzzled and kissed the big firm globes, and now he caught Wendy's pretty little brown left nipple between his ups and sucked it deep into his mouth. He started sucking on the dainty bud loudly, wetly.
Wendy wished they were alone together. Then she'd have gotten off on his hungry tit-sucking. But she was distracted by Anderson fumbling around in her crotch. The white-haired millionaire seemed to be exploring every inch of her pussy, stroking and rubbing her clit and cunt-lips and the dry little mouth of her twat.
"She's awfully dry, Walt," he complained at last.
Horn let Wendy's spit-soaked nipple pop from his mouth and gave her a little frown. Apparently it was part of the deal that she be hot and horny for these two pawing middle-aged men. Well, to hell with that. Nobody had told her she'd have to take part in a minor orgy.
"I'll get her ready," Horn said grimly.
They exchanged places, Anderson returning to fondle Wendy's big heaving breasts and Horn reaching into her crotch. Wendy felt just a glimmer of excitement then, recalling how deliciously the Senator had played with her pussy last night. She sighed softly as she felt him taking her dry little clit between his fingers.
"Now just relax, dear," he said soothingly. "We want you to enjoy the evening just as much as we're enjoying it."
He began to knead her clit, briskly, expertly, just as he'd done before. Wendy really didn't want to let herself go in front of two men, but she couldn't help the violent surge of excitement she felt when Horn began to frig her sensitive little clit. Immediately her pussy began to swell and moisten.
"That's it," Horn crooned. "That's the girl."
Wendy reddened, knowing he could feel the growing wetness in her pussy. But there was nothing she could do to stop it, not as long as he was kneading her clit so deliciously. She grew more and more relaxed, sinking back with a little sigh while Horn frigged her and Anderson fondled her boobs.
"It won't be long, Nels," Horn said. "I know just how to get her hot."
"Good," Anderson said. "There's nothing worse than fucking a dry cunt."
Again Wendy had the feeling that she wasn't even a human being to them, that they didn't give a shit about her feelings or wishes. They talked as if she was a giant doll made solely for their amusement. At least it helped that she was getting some real fun out of the game now. Horn's expert fingers kneaded faster and faster on her horny little clit, making her sigh and writhe.
Meanwhile Anderson had taken up where Horn left off, sucking her right nipple deep into his mouth. He made a loud lewd slurping noise as he sucked the soft little bud, and Wendy felt her nipple slowly going erect in his mouth. Horn's expert frigging had made her more open to other pleasures.
"Ummmm," Wendy murmured.
"She's just about ready," Horn said excitedly.
He went on kneading her hot moist clit between his fingers, but now he added another finger, rimming the tight steamy mouth of her cunt. Wendy moaned and creamed a big gush of hot juice over his stroking fingers. Damn him, he really knew how to get to her. She hadn't really wanted to show her lust to two men, but she was rapidly losing her self-control.
Meanwhile her left nipple had gone stiff and rigid in Anderson's mouth, and he abandoned it and dived for the other dainty beige bud. Wendy gasped as he sucked her nipple into the steamy heat of his mouth. Hot pleasure seemed to radiate back and forth between her sucked nipple and her expertly stroked clit and cunt-mouth.
Anderson sucked loudly and greedily on her soft little nipple, gradually urging it into erection, while Horn kept up his naughty finger-play in her pussy, kneading her red-hot clit and rimming her drooling little cunt-mouth. Wendy was quickly losing all her modesty about the situation. All she could think of now was getting off.
"Ahhhhh," she sighed.
Anderson released her gleaming erect nipple from his mouth. He propped himself on an elbow and grinned down at her while Horn frigged her pussy. Wendy wished she could hide from his leering eyes. He was really getting off on watching her mounting pleasure, and it made her uncomfortable.
But thanks to Horn's expert fingers, it wasn't long before she lost her shyness. It felt so good to have her clit and cunt-mouth frigged and stroked that soon she was arching her lovely body upward and hovering on the very brink of orgasm. She let her long legs fall open wider and wider, and her hot aroused cunt-mouth spewed sticky steamy cream all over Horn's fingers.
"She's ready now," he panted. "Go ahead, Nels, fuck her."
"About time," Anderson grumbled.
But he didn't look at all displeased as Horn rolled out of the way and allowed him to crawl between Wendy's outstretched legs. He was grinning wickedly, observing her flushed face and glazed eyes, taking in the soaked red flesh of her gash and her gushing little cunt mouth. Wendy couldn't help blushing.
The moment had come, a moment she'd never imagined in her wildest fantasies. One man was going to ball her while another man watched. Wendy was an ambitious and hard-nosed girl, not easily shocked or embarrassed, but this moment was a little hard to endure. Horn lay very close by, leering at her, while Anderson eagerly worked his fat six-inch dick into her juicy little box.
"Oh, Christ," Anderson panted, "she's fantastically tight, Walt. You did well, very well."
"I thought it'd be a nice change from hookers," Horn chuckled.
Wendy gathered that Horn functioned as a kind of personal pimp to the millionaire and that this wasn't theft first orgy together. But she didn't have time to dwell on those thoughts. Kneeling between her silky thighs, Anderson pushed his swollen dick deep into her – and then all she could think about was getting balled.
"Ohhhhh," she moaned.
For in spite of her nervousness, it really felt great to take a stiff hot cock into her soaked and eager little cunt. Horn's expert finger-fucking had gotten her damned horny, and she was more than ready to fuck. Anderson's thick stubby cock jerked deliciously in her clinging red-hot twat, and she creamed heavily around it.
"Excellent," Anderson panted, "a really fine little piece of ass."
He didn't lie down on her but remained kneeling as he balled her, so that Horn had an excellent view of the action. The Senator grinned lewdly as he watched his friend's pale cock zipping in and out between Wendy's plump pink cunt-lips. Occasionally he glanced at Wendy to see her reactions, and each time he did so, she blushed.
"Now, now, my dear," Horn chuckled, "there's no need to be shy. I can tell you love the way Nels is balling you. Just relax and enjoy yourself."
Wendy would have loved to do just that, but it was distracting to know that Horn was watching her get fucked. That didn't bother the two men, though. They seemed to really get off on the kinky scene. Both were grinning like maniacs as Anderson balled her faster and faster, his thick cock making a loud lewd squishing noise in her tight juicy box.
"Fantastic!" Anderson panted. "So damned tight and hot. You really picked a winner this time, Walt."
"In more ways than one," Horn laughed.
Meanwhile Wendy was waging a battle between shame and lust. She knew it was wrong to get off on this crazy experience, but Anderson's thick jerking cock felt so delicious in her horny little box. She just couldn't control her sighs and moans and squeals as he fucked her closer and closer to climax.
Anderson's face was twisted in a horny leer, his blue eyes slightly gazed, as he worked his swollen dick deep and fast in her fiery-hot cunt. Horn had the same slightly crazy look as he watched the action. Every time he caught Wendy's eye, he winked or stuck out his tongue at her. Wendy could have done without that lewd exchange. All she wanted now was Anderson's stiff thrusting meat.
"I can't hold out any longer," Anderson finally gasped. "Damn, it's just too good."
He threw himself full-length onto Wendy, his hairy chest grinding against her tender tits. He fucked her furiously, his rigid fat dick plunging again and again into her womb, his swollen balls slapping loudly against her pert little ass. It was just the kind of hard fast fucking she craved at that moment.
"Ahhhhhhhhh," Wendy moaned.
She felt herself starting to come, her red-hot little cunt gripping and squeezing Anderson's furiously jerking cock. Now she didn't care that Senator Horn was leering right into her face and watching her come. She just gave herself up to the blinding tide of pleasure that shook her body.
"Oh, Christ," Anderson yelped.
Wendy felt her clinging cunt being filled with sizzling-hot come. Anderson kept balling her like mad all the time he was coming, intensifying her own climax. Finally his cock was limp and empty, and he rolled off her with a loud sigh of satisfaction.
"Perfect," he gasped. "Just let me catch my breath, Walt, and I'll get out of your way."
The white-haired millionaire rested for a second and then crawled over to relax beside Wendy. Horn leered at her, and Wendy reddened, knowing she was about to take her second cock of the evening. The whole scene seemed so unreal, yet she couldn't deny the hot satisfaction she felt deep in her jism-filled twat.
"Roll over, my dear," Horn said huskily. "I like to do it that way."
Wendy obediently rolled over onto her hands and knees, sticking her pert little butt up into the air. Her big tits almost grazed the bed. Anderson's eyes widened in lusty excitement as he watched, and he licked his lips while Horn got into position behind her.
Wendy trembled when she felt Horn's hot sweaty hands gripping her hips. She knew it was wrong, but she was really excited about taking that monster eight-inch dick into her greedy little box. She wasn't disappointed, either. As Horn began pushing into her, her cunt felt deliciously stuffed.
"Ooooooooo," Wendy squealed.
Anderson chuckled and winked at her, then turned his attention to her other end, watching his friend's long thick pale cock slide between her swollen pink pussylips. Wendy panted and creamed as Horn slowly worked his giant prick all the way up her tight little twat. Finally the fat hard head of his dick was butting her womb.
"Oh, Jesus," Horn sighed. "You were right, Nels, she's fantastically tight."
Anderson laughed and said, "What? You mean you've never balled her before?"
"Didn't get around to it last time," Horn panted. "The little bitch sucked me off."
Anderson observed Wendy with renewed interest as Horn began fucking her, but she no longer cared if she was being watched. The Senator's cock was the biggest she'd ever taken, and it felt terrific. She moaned and bucked and creamed, digging every second of his deep fast fucking. Soon she'd lost all self-control and was moaning her pleasure.
"Oh, God, yes," she whimpered, "do it to me. It's so good."
In less than a minute Wendy was coming again, clawing the bed and bucking her pert little ass so furiously that Horn could hardly keep his jerking prick inside her. He managed to ride out her violent spasms, and then he moaned hoarsely and shot his steamy load into her. A few more jerks of his cock, and he withdrew, leaving Wendy flushed and gasping for breath.
"Very nice, my dear," he said, giving her a pat on the ass. "You've more than repaid your debt."
Wendy flushed and leaped off the bed and grabbed up her clothes. The two men watched her, leering, as she dressed. She was glad to get out of the Senator's suite and back to her own hotel. She knew she'd behaved wickedly that evening, but she tried to push the thought out of her mind.
After all, the state title was worth anything, even giving her body to two kinky middle-aged men. IN a week she'd be competing in the nationals, and that anything – her pride, her dignity, even her self-respect.



CHAPTER SIX


A week later Wendy was in New York for the finals of the Miss North America contest. Her competition was stiffer than ever. Not only were most of the girls more talented than she was, but many of them were stunningly beautiful, just as beautiful as Wendy herself.
Naturally Wendy considered trying her usual method of getting the title, but this time it wasn't so easy. The master of ceremonies for the finals was a very popular television star, Dan Taylor, and he was so mobbed with people each day that Wendy couldn't even get near him. The situation began to look desperate.
Two days before the judging, Wendy sat talking with another of the contestants, a lovely blonde named Mandy. "I really would like to get to know Dan Taylor," Wendy sighed, "but he's always surrounded by people. You can't get him on the phone, can't even get into his hotel."
Mandy grinned and said, "Wow, you must have quite a crush on the guy if you've been trying so hard to meet him."
"Oh, yeah," Wendy lied, "I'd do anything to talk to him, even for just a moment."
"Why don't you make friends with his gofer?" Mandy said. "He could get you an introduction."
"Gopher?" Wendy said.
"Gopher," Mandy laughed. "That means his personal assistant, the guy who goes for everything – coffee, drinks, phone, you name it. All the stars have one. Dan Taylor's gofer is a guy named Ned Yates. He hangs around the pageant a lot. I'll point him out to you."
Wendy decided to take a chance on seducing Yates instead of Taylor himself. Only through Yates could she get to the MC. Mandy pointed the gofer out that afternoon, and Wendy didn't waste any time introducing herself to him. But she shuddered when she thought of going to bed with him. Ned Yates was hardly the most attractive man in the world.
When she approached him, Wendy noticed that Yates was hardly taller than she was. He was skinny, balding, and middle-aged, and his face was badly pock-marked. He was chewing on a smelly old cigar stub, and when he grinned at Wendy she saw that his teeth were yellow and crooked.
Wendy gathered her courage and said, "Mr. Yates, could I talk to you for a moment?"
Yates removed the cigar from his mouth and studied her. Wendy had worn her black sequined bikini costume, and the effect wasn't wasted.
Yates' little brown eyes swept hungrily over her lovely tall figure, finally focusing on the deep ripe cleavage of her thrusting tits.
"I don't think we've met before, have we, honey?" he said in a squeaky tenor voice.
"No sir," Wendy said, "we haven't. My name is Wendy Evans, and I'm one of the contestants here."
"Well, fire away, honey," Ned Yates said with a grin. "I'd be a fool not to talk to a gorgeous chick like you."
Wendy moved closer to him so he could smell her faint but fragrant perfume and get a better look at her large pouting boobs. "Mr. Yates," she said, "this may sound silly, but perhaps you can help. I've been wild about Dan Taylor ever since I was a little girl, and I'm just dying to meet him. I thought perhaps you could arrange it."
Yates was having trouble taking his eyes off her big breasts, which bulged and strained in the tiny bikini top. "Well, Dan's awfully busy, honey," he said. "He's got interviews, guest appearances, and then this pageant to host. That's why he's so hard to get to. He just doesn't have much time except for business."
Wendy played her last card. She moved even closer to the homely little gofer, laid her hand on his knee, and sighed, "Oh, that's too bad. I'd do anything to get to see him, Mr. Yates – just anything."
Ned Yates had a short coughing fit. When he got it under control, he laid his hand on Wendy's, looked her in the eye, and said. "Anything?"
"Anything at all," Wendy said, returning his direct gaze.
Yates grinned and said, "You come on over to my hotel room tonight, and I'll see what I can do."
After the day's practice for the pageant, Wendy went to Ned Yates' room. She was wearing a very seductive outfit, tight black pants with a skimpy little black halter that showed her superb thrusting tits to the best advantage. She wished her target was someone more attractive than Ned Yates, but she knew she'd have to please him in order to meet the real power behind the contest, Dan Taylor.
Yates answered the door wearing a ratty old bathrobe and chewing the same old cigar stump. He leered at Wendy, and she tried not to show her revulsion. She didn't want this ugly little guy to touch her, but she figured he'd be doing a lot more than touching before the night was over.
There was only one consolation: if tonight's activities helped her win the Miss North America title, it would all be worth it.
"Hello there," Yates grinned. "Come on in."
Wendy entered his cluttered bedroom. There were several blown-up photos of Dan Taylor on the walls, and Wendy studied them wistfully. Even after nearly fifteen years as a TV cowboy, Taylor was still incredibly handsome. She wished it was him she was visiting, not his ugly little assistant. "Drink?" Yates asked.
"Oh, yes, please," Wendy said. She was getting to depend more and more on the numbing effects of alcohol to carry out her little schemes. Sometimes she wondered what it would be like to ball a man who really turned her on – but then after she'd won the title, she could pick and choose her men. She'd never have to look at a homely little runt like Ned Yates again.
Yates mixed up two heavy scotches and water, sat beside her on the couch, and fondled her knee. "Now let me make sure I got this straight," he said. "You wanta meet Dan, and you'll do anything do get that meeting, right?"
"Right," Wendy said, practically gulping her drink.
"How long do you want with him?" Yates said.
Wendy swallowed hard and said, "An evening."
Yates gawked, then grinned knowingly. "Awful anxious to win that contest, aren't you?" he chuckled. "Okay, honey, I get the picture. You do what I want tonight, and I'll guarantee you can be with him tomorrow night. Deal?"
"Deal," Wendy said miserably.
The more she saw of Ned Yates, the more turned off she got. His breath was foul from cigars, his manner crude, his appearance disgusting. But she told herself that she could endure anything for an evening, especially now that Yates had made the bargain she wanted.
"Well, let's get started, then," he said. "I gotta be at the studio early tomorrow with Dan. Why don't you just take off that top and let me see your tits?"
Wendy sighed, set aside her drink, and untied the skimpy little black halter. She dropped it to the floor, and her magnificent young breasts tumbled out firm and thrusting. Yates gawked at the large creamy melons and the little soft beige nipples.
"Fantastic," he said. "You could be in pictures, you know? Well, hell, you will be if you win the contest."
That made Wendy smile – even when he reached out and began fondling her breasts. She consoled herself with the thought of being a movie star while Yates hungrily squeezed and caressed her lovely silky tits. He ran his thumbs over her dainty little nipples and stimulated them into stiff erection.
"Dan's not gonna mind meeting you," he chuckled, "not at all."
"You're sure you can get me the whole evening with him?" Wendy said nervously.
"No problem," Yates said, still greedily fondling her warm satiny jugs. "See, he likes a different girl every night, and I line 'em up. I had a hooker scheduled for tomorrow night, but I can bump her and bring you instead. I know Dan won't be disappointed, not when he sees these boobs."
Wendy fought the urge to shrug away from his hot sweaty touch. His crude language and rough pawing turned her off. She steeled herself to be as patient and seductive as possible. Her whole dream of the future depended on this man's whims. If she disappointed him, he could easily go back on their deal.
"Okay," Yates sighed, "let's see the rest of you."
Wendy forced a smile as she stood up and reached for the zipper of her pants. She shrugged out of the tight garment and stood in just a pair of black lace bikini panties. Yates' narrow brown eyes glittered lustily as she slipped her hands inside the panties and slowly lowered them.
Wendy tried to maintain her inviting smile as she tugged the panties down over the pert little globes of her ass and displayed her firm little butt to Yates. Then she turned to face him and slipped the panties down over the pretty little brown curls of her bush. The panties slithered down her long lovely legs, and she kicked them aside.
"Jesus Christ," Yates sighed, "you really are gorgeous, baby. I just hope you fuck as good as you look."
"I don't think you'll be disappointed, Mr. Yates," Wendy managed to reply.
"Hey, call me Ned," he said. "And let's go in the bedroom. I'm getting a hard-on just looking at you."
The bedroom was no more than an uncurtained alcove off the sitting area, and the bedspread was rumpled and smudged with cigar ash. Wendy reluctantly lay down on her back and spread her legs, showing Ned the lush scarlet flesh of her pussy. He eyed her slit ravenously as he undressed.
Wendy watched him take off his clothes, and the sight certainly didn't inspire any arousal. His skin was wormy white, his body bony and nearly hairless. His skinny arms and legs, his narrow chest, and his barroom complexion all turned her off.
Then he was taking off his shorts, and Wendy had her usual fit of curiosity. She was agreeably surprised to find the guy well-hung. Ned sported a thick seven-inch prick that stood straight up, hugging his belly. His balls looked enormous, swollen up taut and rosy below his thin brown bush.
Naked, Ned leered at her as he approached the bed. Wendy was smiling so stiffly that her face ached. She felt a burst of relief when the phone began to ring.
"Aw, shit," Ned muttered.
He trotted over to the table, his big stiff cock wagging lewdly before him, lifted the receiver, and barked, "Yeah? Oh, hi, boss. Yeah. Yeah, I got everything arranged. I'll pick you up at eight. What? Oh, yeah, I got a beauty lined up for you tomorrow night. You're gonna have this one. I'll tell you about her in the morning. Uh, huh, goodnight."
Ned hung up and trotted back toward the bed. "That was your heart throb," he said. "It's all set up for tomorrow – as soon as you pay your dues."
Wendy knew all too well what that meant. She forced another seductive smile and opened her long legs even wider, fully exposing the ripe red flesh of her pussy. Ned eyed the rosy slit and her little fringe of brown curls. He licked his lips and slipped onto the bed. Wendy fought to control her shuddering.
"Baby," Ned chuckled, "you look good enough to eat."
He crawled between her widely stretched legs, and Wendy closed her eyes, bracing herself for the rough invasion of his thick seven-inch dick. But instead of feeling his big hard cock-head pressing against her dry little cunt mouth, she felt a strange tickling sensation against her inner thighs, then a blast of hot moist air.
Astonished, Wendy opened her eyes, looked down, and saw that Ned Yates had his head in her crotch.
"Wh-What?" she gasped.
Yates raised his head and grinned at her. "Hey," he said, "you didn't expect me to just ball you, did you? I'm a gentleman, honey, even if I don't look like one. I'm gonna eat your pussy first."
Wendy flopped back on the pillows, not knowing what to think. She'd heard of oral sex, of course, even sucked a few cocks, but no man had ever gone down on her. She waited, trembling nervously, and then she felt an incredibly delicious sensation radiating from the tender little bud of her clit.
"Oh, my God," she gasped.
Looking down, she saw Ned's thick red tongue working busily on her clit. He used the slick tip of his tongue to lash and tickle and tease the sensitive little red lump, his tongue gleaming and flashing as it moved. Wendy felt her whole body flushing pink with both embarrassment and arousal. The sensation of having her pussy eaten was like nothing she'd ever felt before.
Once her first surprise and shyness had passed, however, she knew she loved what Ned was doing. Her clit was so sensitive and receptive that just the light fluttery motions of his wet hot tongue tip felt fantastically good. Wendy began to relax, her long legs falling open as far as possible, her pussy going swollen and hot and moist.
Ned gradually tongued faster and faster on her hot scarlet joy button, and Wendy began to pant and moan softly. She'd almost always enjoyed fucking, but she hadn't realized that there was an even greater pleasure, the ecstasy of feeling a man's tongue lashing and teasing the sensitive flesh of her pussy. It was the most delicious thing she'd ever felt in her life.
"Ohhhhhhhhh," Wendy moaned, "Ohhhhh, yes."
Ned gave a muffled chuckle and then pressed his mouth right against the moist hot lump of her clit. Wendy gasped as he sucked the dainty button into his mouth. Trapping it between his lips, lashing it with the tip of his tongue, he proceeded to suck her clit hotly, loudly.
"Ohhhhhhh," Wendy wailed.
She nearly vaulted right off the bed as the stunning pleasure hit her. Having her clit sucked was by far the most wonderful experience she'd ever had in bed. Her cunt, suddenly aroused, gushed a huge load of hot sticky cream that soaked Ned's jerking chin. Wendy arched her pussy upward, feeding him her eager little joy button.
"Yes, yes, yesss," she whined. "Oh, my God, that feels so good."
She felt a little embarrassed about her uncontrolled behavior, but what could she do? Although Ned himself turned her off completely, he was giving her the hottest, wildest pleasure of her young life. She simply couldn't ignore the dizzying spasms that rocked her body as he sucked steadily on the ripe red lump of her clit.
"Oh, God, ohhhhhh," Wendy moaned.
She felt herself starting to come. Her body rocked violently, and cream gushed from her cunt like lava. Ned released her clit and started lapping up her gushing cream as if he were starved for it, noisily eating it as fast as it poured from her convulsing box. Then he raised his juice-smeared face and ginned at her.
"Jesus, you really got off on that, didn't you?" he chuckled.
"Y-Yes," Wendy said, still gasping for breath. "It was fantastic."
"Oh, Dan's gonna love you," Ned said with a grin. "So many chicks fake it, dig? It's a real nice change to find one that's got naturally hot pants."
Wendy reddened, feeling suddenly mortified. She'd never thought of herself as a slut before, but maybe that's what she was. She not only sold her body, she enjoyed doing it. She couldn't help a shiver of horny anticipation as Ned once again thrust his face into her steamy-hot pussy.
"Oh, God," she gasped.
This time he left her clit alone and tongued lower in her creamy little slit, wriggling his slick tongue-meat into the hot moist folds, of her cunt-lips, then rimming the very mouth of her twat. It felt fantastically good, and Wendy responded with a big blast of sticky twat-cream. Ned lapped the juice up like it was candy.
Then she felt his fat wet tongue inching right up her horny little cunt.
"Ohhhhhhhh," she wailed, "yes, yes, put your tongue in meeee."
She lost all self-control then, throwing her long legs up around his neck, locking them there, digging his face even harder into her boiling-hot gash. Ned didn't seem to mind. He kept inching his thick wet tongue up her aroused box till it was lodged clear to the root. Wendy writhed blissfully around it, her cunt deliciously stuffed.
Then he started to move his tongue in her box, jerking it up and down in fast cock-like motions. Wendy went wild with delight, her cream gushing thickly around his probing tongue, her voice hoarse and horny.
"Yes, yes, fuck me with your tongue," she babbled. "Oh, God, yes, bring me off with it."
It didn't take long for that to happen. She'd never felt anything so great in her life as Ned Yates' thick wet tongue-meat jerking in her tight little twat. In a matter of moments she was wailing and coming, her fiercely hot box gripping and squeezing his tongue.
"Ahhhhhh," Wendy wailed.
Ned was trapped in her snatch till her orgasm finally ended and she let her legs drop from around his neck. He raised his leering cream-drenched face and observed her blissful exhaustion. He was obviously proud of his work – and he had every right to be.
"Yeah, Dan's really gonna get off on you, baby," he said, wiping her sticky cream from his flushed face. "But tonight you're all mine. After all, I gotta test you out and see if you're good enough for the boss."
He got out from between her legs and lay down beside her, his stiffly erect cock wagging at the ceiling. The bulbous purple head of his prick was oozing bright droplets of juice, and the shaft of his dick was hugely swollen, little blue veins standing out against the milky-white flesh.
"Let's see how well you give head, baby," he leered.
Wendy leaped to obey. She was almost home free now, almost certain of pleasing him and getting her evening with Dan Taylor. She bent over the skinny ugly little man and popped the fat purple head of his prick into her mouth. She fisted his thick hot shaft and pumped it while she used her hot wet mouth to tease the fat cock-head.
"Yeah, baby, yeah, that's the stuff," Ned sighed. "Eat my cock. YEAH."
Wendy dutifully bobbed her glossy brown head up and down over his lap, sucking and lapping his swollen cock-head briskly and noisily. Yates lay back with a horny grin, watching her performance. His hot salty cock-juice dripped onto her tongue, and she swallowed each tasty drop.
Yates let her go on blowing him for several minutes, and Wendy had to admire his staying power. Most men would have gotten over-excited and come in her mouth. Finally Ned sighed and said, "Okay, sugar, that's enough. I still gotta test your box."
Wendy released his gleaming stiff dick from her mouth. "Sit on me," he said hoarsely.
Wendy obeyed with a blush, straddling him and bringing her juicy little cunt down around the stiff impalement of his thick cock. That big swollen prick felt very good in her horny little hole, but it was a little embarrassing to sit on him so that he could watch her every movement and ogle her big wobbling jugs.
Ned grinned and seized her hips to hold her in place. He started slamming his fat hard cock furiously in her snug hot twat, not being gentle at all. Fortunately Wendy was up for that kind of stiff hard fucking. She moaned and worked her tight molten-hot cunt around his slamming meat.
"Good for you, honey?" Ned grinned.
"Yes," Wendy moaned, "oh, God,yes."
Soon she didn't mind his leering eyes, didn't care about anything but getting off on his wonderfully thick hard cock. Her cream gushed hotly, heavily around his pounding prick, and her big blue eyes rolled crazily as she once again rode toward a much-needed climax.
"Fuck me," she babbled, "yes, yes, fuck me."
Then a violent orgasm exploded deep in her belly, and her powerful young cunt muscles gripped and squeezed Ned's jerking meat. He gasped, and his eyes rolled back in his head. Still rocking in the violence of her climax, Wendy felt the hot blast of his come.
"Jesus," Ned breathed when it was all over, "Jesus H. Christ. You are something else, kid."
Wendy got up, his limp wet prick slipping from her jism-filled cunt. "I'm gad you enjoyed it, Mr. Yates," she said primly. "I hope I can count on seeing Dan Taylor tomorrow night."
Ned laughed. "Oh, you can count on it, all right," he said. "Hell, I'll probably get a raise for bringing you to him. Yeah, honey, you dress up real nice – maybe that black outfit you wore tonight – and I'll call for you around nine."
Wendy went off elated and excited. Just one more step – one more sale of her lovely young body – and she's be Miss North America.



CHAPTER SEVEN


There was just one more night left before the finals of the Miss North America contest, and Wendy was so nervous, she could hardly practice her routine. Would Ned Yates keep his promise? Would Dan Taylor like her enough to give her the title? Everything depended on what happened tonight.
Wendy practiced her song and dance act until seven, then started to leave the auditorium. Her new friend Mandy called out to her, "Hey, Wendy, where are you going? Aren't you going to stay and practice some more?"
"No," Wendy said, "I have a date."
Mandy laughed unbelievably. "A date? The night before the finals? Wow, you really must be confident, Wendy."
"Not that confident," Wendy sighed. "Well, see you tomorrow."
She knew she should have added "good luck," but she couldn't bring herself to say the words. She really didn't wish luck to anyone but herself. She went back to her hotel, washed out her dancing costume and carefully hung it up to dry. Then it was time to dress for her meeting with Dan Taylor.
Wendy decided to take Ned's advice and wear her skin-tight black pants and her little black halter. She brushed her lovely long brown hair till it gleamed. She put on only, a minimum of make-up, just a little mascara and lip gloss, knowing that a man of the world like Taylor would be impressed with a simple country girl.
Then she waited.
Her palms began, to sweat as she wondered if Ned would really come for her. He could so easily go back on the deal, since he'd already gotten what he wanted. And Dan Taylor really was a very busy and important man. He might have refused a meeting, saying he didn't have time. So many things could go wrong.
Nine o'clock came and passed, but just when Wendy was getting frantic, the doorbell rang and there was Ned Yates. He was chewing his smelly old cigar stub and was just as ugly as ever, but at least he was there. He grinned at Wendy, showing his crooked yellow teeth.
"Hello there, doll," he said. "You ready to go meet the big man?"
"Oh, yes, Mr. Yates," Wendy gushed.
"Just call me Ned," he said. "Let's go. He's expecting you at ten."
Wendy's heart hammered as Ned drove her over to the luxury hotel where Dan Taylor was staying.
Her whole future was on the line tonight. If she won the Miss North America title, she'd have fulfilled all her dreams. And if she lost… Well, she wasn't going to think about that right now. She'd think only about Dan Taylor. She'd have to charm him right out of his socks if she wanted that title.
Taylor was staying in the penthouse suite, and Ned had to lead Wendy through several connecting rooms before they found the TV star seated by a fireplace and talking to another man. Wendy felt breathless at seeing Taylor for the first time in person.
Dan Taylor must have been in his mid-forties, but he looked younger. Over six feet tall, ruggedly handsome, broad-shouldered, he had thick blond hair with just a few streaks of white. He looked even more exciting than he did on television.
The man talking with him didn't interest Wendy in the least. He was short, swarthy and plump, and he'd lost most of his hair. He was neatly and expensively dressed, but he was hardly good-looking. At least, unlike Ned, he smoked an entire fresh cigar, not just a stub.
"Here she is, boss," Ned Yates said. "Miss Wendy Evans, I'd like you to meet Dan Taylor."
"How do you do, Mr. Taylor," Wendy said, hardly able to get the words out.
Dan Taylor nodded but didn't stand up. "Hello there, Wendy," he drawled. "I'd like you to meet my agent, Marty Green."
"Hello, Mr. Green," Wendy said politely to the little plump man.
"Hello yourself, kiddo," Marty Green said with a grin.
"Well, Wendy," Dan Taylor said, quickly taking in her tall stunning figure, "Ned tells me you want to win that title pretty bad tomorrow."
Wendy was relieved that Taylor had gotten right to the point. "That's right, Mr. Taylor," she said, giving him her best smile. "It means everything in the world to me, and I'd do anything to get it."
The men exchanged quick grins, and Dan Taylor said, "All right, honey, why don't you just step over here and show us what you've got. Take off those clothes and let us get a look at you."
Wendy reddened. "You-you mean in front of all of you?" she stammered.
"Now, honey," Dan Taylor said, "if you wanta play with game, you gotta pay the price. Ain't that right, Marty? Ned?"
"Yes, boss," the gofer and agent said in unison. "Now, see, everybody agrees with me," Dan chuckled, "so you just get on over here, sweetheart, and show us that body. Then we'll decide if we can do business."
Wendy took a deep breath and walked over in front of the men, telling herself – hardly for the first time – that she could endure anything, do anything, to get the national title. Marty Green and Dan Taylor was seated on the couch, and Ned Yates took a chair close by them. Wendy's audience was grinning and ready.
Wendy stood before them and untied her little black halter with trembling hands. She recalled her last night with Senator Horn and his friend Nels Anderson, and how embarrassed she'd been to fuck one man while another watched. Surely Dan Taylor wouldn't do a thing like that. Surely he only wanted to show her off to his buddies before taking her to bed.
Wendy dropped her halter-top to the floor and revealed the huge creamy melons of her tits. The little light brown nipples danced as her large firm jugs bounced into their natural thrust. The men gawked, three pairs of eyes focused hotly on her naked boobs.
"Jesus H. Christ," Marty Green wheezed. "I never saw a bigger pair."
"Boy, you just ain't been around," Dan chuckled. "I seen bigger than that. But these are mighty pretty."
"I'll say," Ned sighed.
Wendy was smiling calmly, enticingly, but the smile was frozen on her face. She didn't like the scene at all. She felt like an animal in the zoo, helplessly ogled by every passerby. Why did Dan have to put her on display like this? Why couldn't the two of them be alone together? Then she could really show him a thing or two.
"Okay, honey, take off those pants," Dan said.
Wendy quickly skinned out of her tight black pants and stood before the leering, grinning men in just her skimpy black lace bikini panties. She paraded around a little, like she'd been taught to do for bathing suit exhibitions, and the men ginned ever wider as they watched her big ripe tits wobble and bounce. Wendy was glad that she didn't blush much any more.
"Okay, now the panties," Dan said eagerly.
Wendy decided to make a little show of it. She turned her back to the leering men and slowly inched her little black lace panties down over the lovely firm rounds of her ass. She showed them her delectable bare butt for a moment, then let the panties slither down her long lovely legs. She stepped out of them and turned to face the men, showing them the sweet little brown triangle of her bush.
For a long moment the men were silent, eyes locked hungrily on her glossy little muff. Then Marty Green let out a low whistle.
"Nice," he sighed. "Very very nice."
Dan Taylor nodded approvingly. "You did real well, Ned," he told his gofer. "She's a first-class fuck." He was unable to take his eyes off the curly pout of Wendy's bush.
Dan cleared his throat and said, "Show us a little slit, honey. Just bend forward a little and open your legs."
Wendy felt suddenly furious. She didn't like having to put on an obscene show for these men. But what choice did she have? It was the only possible way she could win the contest. Reluctantly she spread her legs and thrust her belly forward, showing her grinning audience the ripe red flesh of her pussy.
"Oh, Christ," Marty sighed, "I don't know if my heart can take this."
Dan chuckled and said, "Have another drink, Marty. You'll survive. Wendy, turn around and show us some pussy from behind."
At least he'd remembered her name. That was Wendy's only consolation as she turned her back on the men, bent low forward, and showed them the whole lush expanse of her naked scarlet gash. She heard loud heavy breathing, then Dan Taylor chuckling with satisfaction.
"You ball her, Ned?" the star asked. "Hell, of course you did. How was she?"
"Fantastic," Ned sighed. "Best piece of tail I ever had."
"Well, we'll see about that," Dan said. "Turn around, honey."
Wendy turned, hardly able to maintain her frozen smile. She was getting damned tired of being treated like a plaything, a creature with no feelings. She'd stripped for Dan's buddies, showed them all her pussy, degraded herself thoroughly. What more could he possibly want?
"Honey," Dan Taylor drawled, "come on over here and suck my cock."
This time Wendy really did blush. Dan Taylor's public reputation was so clean. He was known as a complete good guy, generous to charities, happily married, a perfect father to his six kids. She could hardly believe that he wanted her to blow him in front of his gofer and agent.
Yet even while she was thinking these things, she hurried to obey. It was automatic with her now to do anything a man wanted if it meant winning titles. She dropped to her knees before Taylor and quickly tugged open his fly. Gently she drew out his little wrinkled white prick. It was totally limp.
Marty and Ned, seated close by, watched with lewd grins while Wendy fed Dan Taylor's flaccid cock into her mouth. It was a strange sensation to be going down on a guy whose face appeared on the TV screen every week. But Wendy soon discovered that a cock is a cock, no matter who it belongs to. His soft, warm, salty-tasting dick was just like any other.
She sucked his prick onto her slick hot tongue, taking it in all the way to his thick blond bush. His flaccid red balls slapped gently against her chin as she began to blow him. She started out slowly and gently, then began to increase, the speed and pressure of her sucking.
"Real nice," Dan sighed. "This little chick has been around. Gives a real professional head job."
Marty and Ned didn't reply. They were practically bug-eyed as they leaned forward in their seats to watch Wendy sucking off the famous TV star. Dan's pale blue-veined prick zipped in and out between her pink-glossed lips, gleaming with her hot saliva. His rosy-red balls slapped rhythmically against her chin.
Wendy began to make lewd wet slurping noises and hungry little gurgling sounds as she sucked him, knowing it would add to his excitement. Dan's grin broadened. Like most men, he wanted to believe that she was starved for the taste of his meat. And in this case he wasn't too far wrong. More and more Wendy got off on cock-sucking.
"Shit, she's really good," Dan informed his friends with a deep sigh. "Yeah, baby, go. Suck that meat. Get me nice an' hard."
Wendy obediently sucked even faster and harder on his soft tasty dick. By now she was familiar with jaded men, men who'd balled so many women that it took something special to get them up. Sex had always been so easily available to Dan Taylor that he now required something kinky before his cock would get hard.
In this case the kinky act was having an aspiring Miss North America give him a blowjob in front of his flunkies. Wendy knew she'd better not fail. Frantically she drew out his limp cock like elastic, taking the soft rosy head right into her throat, then let the flaccid meat snap back.
"Jesus," Dan gasped.
At last she was getting somewhere, arousing his excitement. She repeated the maneuver, stretching his soft meat out, letting it snap back. She bathed the limp little sausage in her boiling-hot saliva and lashed it with her slick little tongue. She did everything she could think of to turn him on.
Meanwhile his two buddies were almost on the edge of their seats as they strained for a better view of the head job. Both Marty and Ned were grinning like fiends, and Wendy was willing to bet that they both had fierce erections. They didn't have Dan's problem – just watching her work was making them hotly horny.
But Dan Taylor's cock remained wrinkled and soft on her tongue. Desperately Wendy reached out and tugged his open jeans lower till his rosy balls swung freely. She grasped his warm flaccid nut sacs in her hot little fists and began to massage them, gently but steadily squeezing the fleshy bags while she went on sucking fast and loud on his dick.
"Yeah, baby," Dan gasped, "play with my nuts, too. Oh, man, this chick really knows her stuff."
"I'll say," Marty Green sighed. "I just wish my old lady would turn me on like that."
"At least you got an old lady," sighed ugly Ned Yates.
Wendy didn't have time to listen to their problems. She was sucking furiously, loudly, on Dan's limp cock, and at the same time she was briskly massaging and squeezing his hot wrinkled [missing text].
Just when she thought her jaws were going to wear out from sucking, his cock finally gave a little lurch and then began to grow.
"Here it comes," Dan panted. "Oh, yeah keep it up, honey, I'm getting hard now."
Wendy didn't have to be told. She could feel his dick growing on her slick hot tongue, getting long and fat and hard. Soon it was stuffing her mouth, the big hard head butting right into her throat. In her massaging hands his balls swelled up taut and full. She breathed a sigh of relief.
"Okay, honey," Dan gasped, "that's enough. Let 'er loose."
Wendy was only too happy to release his swollen dick from her aching jaws. It popped out, gleaming with spit, and stood straight up. Dan Taylor's cock was just average, about six inches of thick pale meat capped with a knobby purple head. It amused Wendy that he wasn't even as well hung as his gofer.
"Shit," Dan sighed, "that was far out. I just hope you fuck as well as you suck, honey."
Ned and Marty laughed, and Wendy colored slightly. She wished he'd send his buddies out of the room now. If she could just be alone with Dan, she'd ball him silly. Her pussy moistened and grew warm at the very, thought of making it with the handsome TV star.
But Dan didn't say a word to his friends. He just let them sit there while he gave Wendy further instructions. "Go over and sit in that chair, honey," he said. "Put your legs up and show us your pussy."
Wendy, red-faced and ashamed, did as he told her. She sat down in an easy chair directly opposite the men and only a few feet away. She flung her long legs up over the arms of the chair, lewdly exposing her naked slit. The grinning men could see everything – the little red lump of her clit, her plump pink pussylips and her dainty fringe of brown curls, even the tiny shadowed mouth of her cunt and the wrinkled mouth of her asshole.
"That's just fine, honey," Dan drawled. "Just stay that way now. Ned, you go get the camera."
"Camera?" Wendy gasped. "Oh, no, you're not going to take my picture like this, are you?"
"I got a picture of every chick I ball," Dan said with a grin. "Either you go in my collection, or the deal is off. You ain't gonna get difficult with me now, are you, baby?"
Wendy sighed and said meekly, "No Mr. Taylor."
She could hardly bear the thought of being photographed in that obscene position, and she could well imagine Dan Taylor showing off his picture collection to his leering buddies, telling where and how he'd fucked each girl. Her naked pussy would be there for anyone to see. But again she had no choice, not if she wanted that title.
Ned Yates scurried out of the room and returned quickly with a camera. He held it up and focused it on Wendy. She stiffened, waiting for the flash bulb to go off, but Ned just stood waiting. Then Dan Taylor stood up and quickly shucked his clothes.
Wendy gawked. Dan was quickly out of his jeans and shirt and moccasins, and then she was looking at one of the most famous bodies in the country – except that the TV audience had never seen this much of it. Dan was heavily muscled and in excellent shape, his broad chest matted with blond hairs.
As he walked over to Wendy, his swollen cock wagged lewdly before him, the little slit mouth drooling bright bubbles of prick-juice. Dan dropped to his knees before Wendy and inserted the fat purple head of his cock into the little moist mouth of her cunt. He pushed in just an inch and then held, still.
"Okay, Ned," he said, "fire away."
Ned began taking photos of them in that position, Wendy with her legs lewdly spread, Dan with his cock halfway into her snug little twat. At first Wendy was overcome with shock, but that soon changed into deep mortification and shame. God knew who was going to see those pictures of her being fucked by Dan Taylor.
"Smile, honey," Dan said with a grin. "I like all my women to look happy."
Wendy forced herself to smile as if she were having the time of her life. In fact she didn't feel the slightest excitement about having Dan Taylor's cock in her, not with Ned Yates scurrying around taking pictures and Marty Green leering in the background. It was the most humiliating moment of her life.
When Ned was finished, Dan stood up, his stiff prick popping out of Wendy's tight little cunt. "Okay, honey," he said, "the picture session is over. Now I want you to go lie on the rug, right over there."
Miserably Wendy obeyed, wondering what new humiliation was in store for her. She lay down on her back in the center of the room and waited. Her guess was that Dan Taylor would ball her in front of his buddies, and she steeled herself for the ordeal. She'd have to pretend to love it, of course, faking hot horny excitement.
As she'd expected, Dan strolled over to her, his stiff cock wagging obscenely. "Spread them legs, honey," he said with a leer.
Wendy obeyed, spreading her long legs wide and bending them at the knees. Dan got down and knelt between her silky thighs and pushed his cock roughly into her. At last she felt some arousal. Even in these embarrassing circumstances it felt nice to have her greedy little box stuffed with thick hard cock-meat.
"Oh, great!" Wendy gasped. "Ummmmmmm," Wendy sighed.
Dan chuckled and settled down on her, his hair-matted chest tickling her big ripe boobs. He started to ball her slowly, leisurely, working his stiff six-inch prick deep in her hot snug box. Wendy quickly began to groove on it, and her clinging cunt creamed hotly around his probing dick.
"That feels real nice, honey," Dan sighed. "Yeah, I can feel you getting wet far me."
Wendy would have been a lot wetter, a lot less modest, if she hadn't had an audience. Marty and Ned had wandered over, drinks in hand, to stand right by them and watch. They were grinning lewdly as they watched Dan's tight-muscled ass wriggling and pumping as he worked his stiff dick in Wendy's hot little twat.
"Whaddya think, boss?" Ned chuckled. "She as good as I told you?"
"Real good," Dan sighed. "Nice tight pussy. Yeah, Ned, she'll do just fine."
Wendy closed her eyes and tried to pretend that Marty and Ned weren't watching her getting laid. She tried to imagine that she was alone with Dan Taylor and that the famous star was in love with her. That added to her excitement. She wondered what it would really be like, though. She'd balled plenty of men, but love had never been involved.
Meanwhile Dan's stiff thick cock worked tirelessly in her creamy little hole, probing and stuffing her deliciously. Wendy began to move her hips in time to his strokes, arching her body up to meet each deep thrust of his dick, rubbing her horny little clit along his hard hot shaft. Soon she was whimpering with pleasure.
"Ummmmm, yes," she sighed, "yes."
Dan chuckled and said, "Feels pretty good to you, huh, honey? You dig my cock?"
"Oh, God, yes," Wendy whined. "Don't stop. I love it."
Marty and Ned snickered, spoiling her romantic mood. Wendy opened her eyes again and saw them leaning over her, leering, watching her every movement. She wished they'd drop through the floor and disappear. She wanted to be alone to enjoy the deep slow thrusts of Dan's thick cock-meat.
But she'd just have to fake her pleasure. She was really getting off on Dan's leisurely long fucking, and she wasn't being at all phony when she whined and moaned and bucked her slim hips in time to his strokes. Soon, in spite of her leering audience, she was coming close to orgasm.
Then she couldn't control herself at all. She clung to Dan and moaned, "Oh, yes, fuck me, FUCK ME. I want it. I want to come. Just a little more PLEASE."
Dan chuckled and said, "Ned, you really picked a hot one this time. I tell you, this little filly ain't faking it. She's WET. She's really digging it." Ned Yates beamed. His job was to work his ass off to please his boss, and this time he'd obviously succeeded. He winked at Wendy as he watched her being fucked. Wendy certainly didn't feel like returning the gesture. But at least Dan was pleased with her performance, and that was all that mattered.
Dan grinned down at her and said, "So you're really getting off on this, huh, honey?"
"Oh, God, yes," Wendy moaned.
"Well," Dan chuckled, "I'll make it even better for you. Better for all of us." He glanced up at Marty and Ned and said, "Why don't you boys get naked?"
His two buddies grinned and began to strip. Wendy had no idea why he wanted them to watch the scene naked, but she steeled herself to go along with any kinky scene Dan might come up with. She wasn't interested in Ned's familiar skinny body, though she did admire his stiff thick seven-inch dick.
Marty Green was even less fascinating without his clothes. He was tubby, pale and hairless, and his stiff little cock was only about four inches long and rather skinny. Ned and Marty leaned over the fucking couple, grinning eagerly, their erect pricks bubbling hot cock-juice, their rosy balls full and swollen.
"Okay, honey, we're gonna flip over," Dan panted.
He seized Wendy around the waist and easily flipped her over so that she was lying on top of him. "Sit on me, baby," he leered. "Let's see them pretty boobies."
Wendy blushed but obeyed. She sat erect on his slow-probing cock, her big ripe breasts quivering and bouncing as he fucked her. His two buddies had a much better view of the action now. They could watch Dan's juice-soaked prick moving in and out between Wendy's plump pink pussy-lips.
"Okay, Marty," Dan said, "climb aboard."
"With pleasure," Marty Green chuckled.
Wendy didn't understand what was happening as Marty knelt behind her – not until he pressed the hard little head of his cock against the tightly-clenched mouth of her asshole.
"Oh, my God, NO," she gasped.
Dan frowned at her. "Now honey," he said, "you want that title or not? This is the big time, baby. You gotta pay the price."
"All right, Mr. Taylor," Wendy said with a little sob.
Never in her wildest fantasies had she imagined being fucked in the ass. She felt shocked and mortified. But she meekly held still while pudgy Marty Green panted and worked his stiff little prick up her tight hot bumhole. It was a very snug fit, and Wendy was grateful that his cock wasn't thicker.
"Oh, Jesus," Marty sighed, "it's tight."
"You better fucking believe it, buddy," Dan laughed. "Go ahead, enjoy."
"I'm enjoying already," Marty moaned.
He began to work his rigid little dick in Wendy's red-hot clinging asshole. Wendy dug the strange sensation of having two cocks in her belly, separated only by a thin wall of flesh. Dan's six-incher probed steadily, deeply in her silky little cunt, while Marty's little four-inch dick wriggled deep in her pencil-thin brownie.
"How do you like it, honey?" Dan leered. "You dig taking two cocks?"
"Yes," Wendy panted, "oh, YES."
She wasn't kidding. Once her first shock was over, she realized that it felt terrific to fuck two guys at the same time. Her asshole was very tight, but Marty's little dick didn't hurt her at all. It felt wickedly exciting, and she discovered that her asshole was just as receptive as her cunt.
"Ohhhhhhhh," Wendy moaned, "ohhhh, it's so good."
The men laughed, and Dan said, "Well, honey, we can make it even better. Ned, come on and join the party."
"I can hardly wait," Ned Yates laughed.
The skinny little gofer walked over to straddle Dan's head, facing Wendy. Leering, he poked the dripping head of his cock against her lips. Wendy gasped. She was being asked to take on three men at once. She wanted to rebel – but she knew it would cost her the title.
"Open up, baby," Ned laughed. "You're gonna suck me off."
Wendy opened her mouth, and Ned slid his seven-inch prick along her tongue till the fat knobby head was right in her throat. His furry balls rubbed her chin, and his swollen cock-meat fully stuffed her mouth and throat. Wendy dutifully began sucking his prick.
"Now let's really have some fun with her," Dan Taylor panted.
All three men began working their rigid pricks fast and hard in Wendy's mouth, cunt and asshole. She felt incredibly stuffed with cock, shocked and excited at the same time. She felt her body bounced and shaken as they fucked her mercilessly. Slowly her shock faded and she felt herself carried away on a tide of wicked pleasure.
"Ummmmmm," Wendy moaned.
She started to come, and she kept coming again and again during the five minutes that they fucked her. They used her mouth and twat and bumhole savagely, yet somehow she got off on it. She was ashamed of herself, yet she couldn't contain her excitement.
At last the men were coming, too. Wendy heard Ned yelp, and then her mouth and throat were filled with his tasty hot jism. She eagerly gulped the sticky stuff, swallowing every last drop. As she gurgled and swallowed, she felt molten-hot come flooding her cunt and asshole, heard Marty and Dan moaning as they came.
Then they left her alone and panting on the rug. Ned went to make drinks for the men, and Dan said casually to Wendy, "You run along now, honey. We got business to talk about."
Blushing with shame, Wendy hastily dressed and left the luxury hotel for her own cramped little room. For the first time she began to wonder if the Miss North America title was worth the price she was paying. She'd been degraded in every possible way, selling her young body to strangers, doing every kinky thing in the book. Was it really worth it?
"Yes," Wendy told herself firmly. "Yes. Because tomorrow I'll be Miss North America – and by God I've earned it."



CHAPTER EIGHT


Wendy stood on the stage with the other contestants and listened to Dan Taylor announce the winner of the Miss North America title. As Dan stepped to the microphone holding the huge gold trophy, Wendy got ready to step forward. Her heart pounded, for this was the biggest moment of her life.
"Ladies and gentlemen," Dan said, "I'm happy to announce that this year's Miss North America is – Miss California, Jane Stevens."
As a pretty redhead rushed to receive the trophy and the applause, Wendy felt as if she'd been kicked in the stomach. She hadn't won the title she hadn't even been named a runner-up. Dan Taylor and the other judges had shut her out completely.
She managed to maintain her poise while all the girls sang one last song, but as they filed from the stage she hurried over to Dan Taylor, her eyes filled with tears of anger and disappointment. Taylor gave her an impatient glance and tried to move away, but Wendy caught him by the arm.
"Why did you do this to me?" she sobbed. "I thought we had a deal. You know how much that title meant to me. You promised."
Taylor jerked his arm out of her grasp and said coldly, "I didn't promise a thing, baby. I just said I'd check you out. You didn't make the grade. You're no prettier than the other girls, your act stinks, and you don't even ball that well. Now, leave me alone of I'll have one of my bodyguards throw you out."
"But I earned that title," Wendy wept. "I worked for it all the way from Oakdale."
"Sure, you worked for it," Taylor sneered, "in your own rotten way. But you better understand this, baby – in the big time, you have to play by the rules. Now get lost."
Wendy stumbled back to her hotel room and started to pack. There was nowhere for her to go now but back to Oakdale and her job waiting tables. She'd blown her chance for fame and fortune. She knew she had no talent, so if she couldn't make it on her looks and her body, she wasn't going anywhere. She was doomed to stay in a one-horse town.
"To hell with it," Wendy suddenly muttered.
She left her packing half finished and walked out of the hotel in the low-cut black evening gown she'd bought for the finals. She entered the nearest cocktail lounge and ordered a double martini. The least she could do was give herself a night out, a night of complete oblivion, before going home.
Shortly after Wendy entered the bar, a little old man came in. Wendy couldn't help noticing him because he was so neatly and expensively dressed. He was perhaps five-feet-four, in his late sixties, and had a thick shock of white hair. He had a trim broad-shouldered body and the quiet confidence of a man with plenty of money.
The old man said something to the bartender, who immediately came over to Wendy's table. "Mr. Arthur Williams wants to know if you'd like to join him for a drink, Miss," the bartender said formally. Then he added in a low whisper, "I wouldn't pass it up if I were you, kiddo. He's one of the richest men in the country."
"Very well," Wendy said, managing a weak smile.
At least it would be better than sitting alone. She walked over to Arthur Williams' table and the old man pulled out a chair for her and signaled the bartender. Two double martinis arrived almost before Wendy could sit down. Up close she saw that the old man had once been quite attractive. In fact he still wasn't bad to look at.
"My dear," he said, "I'm Arthur Williams. You may call me Art. I know who you are, Wendy. I've been watching you during the whole contest. I'm terribly sorry you lost. I know it must be a big disappointment for you."
Wendy couldn't hold back the tears that rushed to her big blue eyes. "Oh, Mr. Williams – I mean, Art," she said, "I feel so awful about it. That title meant everything to me."
Art patted her hand. "You're very young," he said, "and you have no idea of the marvelous opportunities for a girl with your looks. Why don't you let me tell you about them over dinner? I know an exclusive restaurant that might help take your mind off your troubles."
Wendy accepted. She didn't want to be alone that night, and Art was very soothing company. They had a delicious dinner which must have set him back a hundred dollars, and then he invited her to his penthouse for a nightcap. Again Wendy accepted, not wanting to be alone with her angry and bitter thoughts.
She found the costly decor of his penthouse dazzling. She couldn't even begin to guess how much money had gone into it. Art made them drinks from a built-in bar, and they sat together on the couch, admiring the sweeping view of New York City at night.
"Feeling better?" Art asked.
"Not much," Wendy sighed. "Tomorrow I have to go back to Oakdale. I have a job as a waitress. That's not very exciting."
Art chuckled and reached for her hand. "My dear," he said, "you can stay right here in New York and make all the money you want. All you have to do is keep a lonely old man company."
"Company?" Wendy said.
"Like tonight, for instance," Art said. "If you'll stay with me, Wendy, I'll give you two hundred dollars."
Wendy's head reeled. Two hundred dollars for one fuck? It seemed incredible. But she could certainly use the money. Her wardrobe for the various contests had cost her every penny of her savings. In fact she didn't even have the price of a bus ticket home. Art hardly turned her on – he was old enough to be her grandfather – but Wendy didn't hesitate to accept his proposition.
"All right, Art," she said, "we can give it a try, at least for tonight."
"Excellent," he said with a big grin. "I've had my eye on you for so long, Wendy. I've wanted you so much. Please, could we begin by just taking off your clothes? I'd love to see all of you."
"Of course, Art," Wendy purred.
She was naturally flattered by the old man's adoration, and she'd lost her modesty long ago. She didn't hesitate to get to her feet and open the long zipper of her clinging black evening gown. As she was taking off her dress, Art took some bills from his wallet and tucked them into her purse. Wendy grinned and let her dress waft to the floor.
She stood still in front of the beaming old man, wearing just her black lace bra and panties and high heels. Art devoured her with his little twinkling blue eyes, his gaze running up and down her tall young body. Wendy felt a naughty little thrill. She loved to show off her spectacular figure.
Then she reached around to unhook her bra. Art came to the edge of his seat, his martini forgotten. He focused hotly on her thrusting tits as she unhooked her bra and tossed the flimsy little garment aside. Her big melon-shaped boobs wobbled out of their tight confinement, dainty light brown nipples dancing.
"Exquisite," Art sighed. "I don't usually care for large breasts, but yours are somehow so delicate. Please go [missing text]."
Wendy stepped out of her high heels – an act which still left her four inches taller than Art – and then began to inch down her panties. She turned her back to Art and slipped the panties down over the cute little globes of her ass. She let him admire her pert little butt for awhile before she turned and faced him again.
Art was a little flushed in the face, and his eyes were gleaming lustily as Wendy inched the flimsy panties down over the little glossy brown triangle of her muff. She let the garment slither down her long lovely legs, then kicked it out of the way and stood stark naked before the excited old millionaire.
"Beautiful," he said hoarsely, "absolutely beautiful. I can't understand why you didn't win that contest."
"Please, Art," Wendy said sadly, "let's not talk about that. I'd rather put it behind me."
"Of course, how inconsiderate of me," Art said. "Why don't you do a little dance for me, dear? I've noticed what a fine dancer you are."
That was bullshit, of course. She was hardly an expert dancer. But Art's idea appealed to her. It might take her mind off her troubles. Soft stereo music was playing in the background, and Wendy began to dance to it, her lovely tall slim body curving and swaying. Art took a big gulp of his drink and once again sat on the edge of the couch.
"You're the most beautiful thing I've ever seen," he sighed.
Wendy now had him pegged as a bullshit artist, but she loved the flattery nevertheless. It encouraged her to make her dance much more sexy than she ever had for the beauty contests. She swooped and swayed in front of the old man, her big breasts bouncing and wobbling. She ducked and bent, giving him quick tantalizing glimpses of her ripe red pussy.
Of course she knew she'd have to go to bed with him soon, but that didn't turn her on, and she could do it again – especially for two hundred dollars. So it didn't matter if she was getting the old dude unbearably aroused. She danced directly in front of him, bent back, and wantonly displayed her scarlet moist slit.
"Stop," Art sighed. "Just hold that position, please."
Wendy stood still, poised just a foot from him, her long legs spread wide, her body arched slightly back. Art perched on the edge of his seat and slipped his hands around her firm little ass-globes. He drew her forward a little, till her fragrant soft bush touched his face. He nuzzled and kissed in her little brown curl patch, his hot moist breath fanning her pussy.
Again Wendy felt a wicked little thrill. She loved to be admired by men. If she couldn't be a beauty queen, perhaps she could do as Art suggested, sell herself to lonely old guys who would not only pay her big money but would give her the adoration she craved.
But she couldn't think about that now. Her job was to please Arthur Williams, aging millionaire, for one night. She made soft little purring noises of contentment as the white-haired old man kissed down through her curly bush and pressed his lips to the hot red lump of her clit.
"I want you," he said in a muffled voice. "I want to eat you. Every bit of you."
Wendy felt a sudden spurt of hot juice from her pussy. The old guy was outrageously flattering, but he was also turning her on like crazy. It wasn't just his words, either. Now she felt his hot slick tongue-tip teasing the sensitive button of her clit, and it felt delicious. He flicked his tongue briskly back and forth over the horny little bud.
"Ooooooo, Art," Wendy squealed, "that feels so good."
Art responded to the compliment by licking even faster and harder on her responsive little joy button, and Wendy had to seize his shoulders to keep her balance as dizzying pleasure washed over her. She was sure Art had dozens of servants, but he obviously didn't let anybody else do his pussy-eating for him. He knew just what he was doing, and he did it perfectly.
"Lovely," he sighed. "You taste delicious. I'm going to eat your whole pussy, my dears and I'm going to take my time."
That was the best news Wendy had heard all day. There was nothing she liked better than to have her pussy slowly and deliciously tongued and kissed. Just thinking about it made her aroused cunt gush another blast of hot cream, and the sticky stuff trickled down her inner thighs. Art dived for it, lapping up every drop from her hot silky skin.
"Oh, God," Wendy gasped.
Suddenly, deftly, Art seized her and flipped her over onto the couch. Wendy was amazed at the little man's strength. She landed on her back, and before she could even catch her breath, Art had draped one of her long legs up over the back of the couch and eased her other leg over the edge, fully exposing her steamy hair-fringed gash.
"This will make my work a lot easier," he grinned.
Wendy grinned back. She certainly didn't mind lying down on the job. Art knelt between her legs and dived for her snatch again, and then Wendy felt a hot blast of pleasure that made her moan hoarsely. Art was keeping his promise, licking her whole pussy, right from the hot erect button of her clit down to the little light-brown wrinkled mouth of her asshole.
"Ohhhhhhh, yes," Wendy moaned.
Art obviously enjoyed what he was doing. He made loud snuffling and slurping noises as he happily rooted in her red-hot pussy, and his thirsty tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, lapping up her gushing cunt-cream. It was the best head job Wendy had ever had, and she gave herself up to it completely, moaning steadily, enjoying every second.
After licking and kissing every square inch of her tasty wet gash, Art raised his cream-soaked face and said, "Where would you especially like me to lick you, my dear? Is there anything special you'd like me to do?"
Hell, Wendy thought, why not go for it?
"Art," she said huskily, "would you please put your tongue up my cunt?"
"With pleasure," he chuckled.
He pressed his mouth to her drooling little box and very slowly eased his tongue up the wet velvety little hole. It was the most delicious thing Wendy had ever felt in her life. She moaned loudly, her hot cunt-cream squirting around his invading tongue.
"Oh, my God, yes, yes," she wailed, "put your tongue in meee."
Art didn't have to be urged. He was panting with excitement as he slowly stuffed her steamy little twat with his thick wet tongue-meat. At last he'd thrust his tongue clear to the root in her molten-hot clinging box, and Wendy was writhing with ecstasy. He paused a moment, then started to tongue-fuck her, using quick short hard strokes.
"Eeeeeee," Wendy wailed.
Even in her ecstasy, she was amused by the scene – an actual millionaire eating her pussy, even though he'd paid HER for a night of sex. A girl could certainly find worse jobs. Still she couldn't help thinking longingly of Dick and the life they might still have together.
Her wistful thoughts of her former boyfriend faded as Art worked his thick stiff tongue faster and faster in her blazing-hot little cunt. Soon she could think of nothing but the searing pleasure that rocked her body. Her hot cream boiled around his jerking tongue and overflowed her snug twat, gushing out to puddle on the seat of the couch.
"Oh, my God, it's beautiful," Wendy moaned. "You're going to make me come, Art. Just a little more. Oh, yes, yes, YESSSS."
His hard-jerking tongue brought her off like a bomb, and for long lovely moments she was carried away on a blinding wave of pleasure. Though her beautiful young body rocked violently, Art somehow managed to keep his thick wet tongue lodged deep in her convulsing box, making her orgasm even more intense.
"Ahhhhhh," Wendy moaned.
When her last little spasm of pleasure died away, Art raised his head from her soaked pussy and wiped her sticky cream from his face. "Now it's your turn to do something for me, my dear," he said.
"Of course, Art," Wendy said eagerly. She was grateful to the old man, and she wanted to return the favor.
"Take my clothes off first," he grinned.
Wendy hurried to obey. Quickly and deftly she helped him out of his clothes, noting the expensive material and famous labels. Again she thought what a comfortable life she could have with the indulgent old millionaire – and again she longed for Dick and a normal married life. Perhaps by tomorrow she could make up her mind which it was to be.
For an old man, Arthur Williams was in excellent shape, his broad-shouldered little body firm and hard. His chest was thickly furred with white curls, his hips and ass trim and muscular. But his cock was totally limp, much to Wendy's surprise. The little wrinkled sausage rested sleepily in a thick nest of white hairs.
Art looked down at his flaccid pale cock and empty rosy balls. He sighed and said, "A man my age often has a hard time getting it up, my dear. It could take awhile, and you'll have to help me out."
"Of course, Art," Wendy said. "What do you want me to do? Should I give you a blow job?"
Art swung his legs off the couch, stood up, and said, "What's your favorite flavor of yogurt?"
"What?" Wendy said. She was afraid the old dude had suddenly gone senile.
Art chuckled and said, "There's a method in my madness, my dear. Just tell me what kind of yogurt you like best."
Wendy thought a moment and said, "Why, cherry, I guess."
"Good," said Art, "I just happen to have some."
He trotted out of the room, his pale little cock wagging, and soon returned with a carton of cherry yogurt which he handed to Wendy. He lay down on the rug, stretched full length on his back, and grinned wickedly at her.
"Spread that stuff on my cock and balls," he said, "and then lick it off."
Wendy giggled, both from shock and from naughty excitement. The old guy might be a little weird, but it was a fun idea. She hurried to kneel beside him on the rug and started smearing the cool thick yogurt all over his flaccid little prick and slack rosy nut sacs. She could already feel the hot saliva pooling in her mouth as she thought of going down on his cherry-flavored cock and balls.
"Art, you devil," she laughed, "did you think this up all by yourself?"
"I prefer to be original," he chuckled. "I wouldn't want anything as common as whipped cream. Besides, yogurt is better for you."
Wendy laughed and set aside the half-empty yogurt carton. She spread Art's legs and knelt between them and dipped her face down into his pink-smeared crotch. She began greedily lapping the cool tasty yogurt from his little wrinkled cock, making the little sausage flop and bounce. It was an incredible turn-on. Art gasped delightedly with each firm flick of her tongue on his cream-smeared meat.
"Now my balls," he panted.
Wendy nosed lower in his crotch and lapped his cool flaccid nut sacs, lashing them hard and briskly with her tongue, cleaning up every bit of the yogurt. Art sighed and wriggled with horny pleasure as he felt her hot muscular tongue massaging his sensitive balls. She licked them clean and then returned to his cock.
"Get it all," Art said breathlessly. "Suck it."
Wendy was only too eager to obey. She took his cream-soaked prick into her mouth and began to suck it loudly, making greedy wet slurping noises. Art's eyes rolled wildly, and then she felt his prick starting to grow on her tongue. It stiffened into six thick inches of throbbing cock-meat just as she was swallowing the last of the yogurt.
"Keep sucking me," Art gasped. "Bring me off, darling."
Wendy obeyed, her thick brown hair flying as she gave him a vigorous head job. She took his stubby hard cock all the way in her mouth, till his furry balls rubbed her chin. She drew in her cheeks to make a tight juicy nest for his swollen cock-meat, sucking as fast and hard as she could.
"Oh, Jesus, yes," Art moaned. "That's beautiful, my dear. Just a little more now."
Wendy had a surprise for him. Suddenly she gave a powerful suck on his throbbing stiff dick and took the fat hard head right into her throat. Art yelped with pleasure, jerked his hips furiously, and then shot his load, filling her mouth with delicious steamy come. Wendy eagerly swallowed every last drop.
Later, as they rested in bed, Art said, "Wendy, I want to make you a proposition, and I'll just come right to the point. Be my mistress. Live here with me, please me in bed, and I'll give you a thousand dollars a month – not to mention the trips we'll take and the clothes I'll have specially made for you. Really, my dear, if you stay with me, you can have anything you want."
Wendy sighed. "Art, I'd love to," she said, "I really would. But I can't. There's something I want even more, something back in Oakdale. And I'll never forgive myself if I don't go back and look for it."



CHAPTER NINE


Wendy's hand, sweated as she held the phone.
"Dick?" she said. "This is Wendy. I just got back to town. I-I'd like to see you very much, Dick."
There was a short pause on the other end of the line, and then Dick said, "Sure, Wendy. I have to do some overtime at the factory tonight, but I could drop by around eight."
Wendy breathed a big sigh of relief. "That would be fine, Dick," she said, "just fine."
She hung up and glanced around her dingy little apartment. She didn't anticipate living there very long. Soon she and Dick would be mated and have theft own house. They'd need a house, because Wendy intended to have kids, at least two, a boy and a girl.
All the cold glamour of the beauty pageant scene had taught her that what she really wanted and needed was a simple small-town life with Dick. She'd been with many wealthy and well-known men, but she hadn't loved them and they hadn't loved her. She knew now that the only man who really mattered in her life was Dick.
Wendy tidied up the apartment and put on clean jeans and a prim cotton shirt. She brushed her thick glossy brown hair straight down her back, the way Dick had always liked it. She didn't need any make-up. Dick had never approved of it. At eight o'clock she was waiting for him, happy and excited.
He was right on time. When Wendy opened the door and saw him, she gave a delighted little cry and threw herself into his arms. He was just as she remembered him, tall and well-built and handsome. She didn't mind that his brown hair was unfashionably short, didn't mind that he had no fortune or fame. All she wanted was to be with him again, this time for good.
Dick gave her a squeeze and released her, then looked her over. "Well, well," he said, "so this is the famous beauty queen? I expected you to be wearing diamonds and an evening dress."
"I didn't think you'd be impressed, Dick," Wendy said shyly. "I decided to dress just like I used to. Please, come in and sit down. I'll make coffee."
"I'd rather have a beer, if you've got any," Dick said, lounging on the couch.
"Oh, of course," Wendy said. "I'll join you." She was surprised. Dick had never shown any interest in alcohol before. But she was glad he'd requested it. She was dying for a drink herself.
She opened two cans of beer and brought them to the couch. She handed Dick his and sat down beside him and said, "Well, how have things been with you, Dick? Everything's gone okay, I hope?"
"I can't complain," he said after taking a big pull on his beer. "Got promoted at the factory. Got a new car. Of course all that kind of stuff must seem pretty boring to you, after the things you've done."
"Oh, Dick, let's just forget about that, okay?" Wendy said. "You were right in the first place. I should never have entered that contest. I should have stayed right here where I belong – with you."
She gave him a melting look, and it wasn't faked. Dick had always turned her on like crazy, and now he excited her more than ever. She felt a hot wet horny sensation in her pussy just from looking at him, and she became almost unbearably aroused when she imagined fucking him for the first time.
Dick grinned and set aside his beer and swept her into his arms. As he started to kiss her, Wendy felt her aroused cunt gushing a big glob of steamy juice that moistened the crotch of her panties. Last time she and Dick had been together, she'd refused to go all the way with him. That seemed a million years ago. She sure as hell wasn't going to hold out tonight.
"Ummmmm," she sighed.
She clung to Dick, running her hands eagerly over his big hard body while he worked his wet hot tongue deep in her mouth. No man had ever excited her so powerfully. They were only kissing, and already she was quivering with lusty need. She returned his kiss, thrusting her little pink tongue back and forth over his tongue.
Then Dick reached for the buttons of her shirt, and Wendy didn't try to stop him.
He went on kissing her, deeply and hungrily, while he unbuttoned her shirt. Last time he'd been inexperienced and clumsy, but this time he didn't falter. He had her shirt open and off in a matter of seconds. Then he broke the kiss and admired her big ripe breasts as they strained at the tight confinement of her little blue lace bra.
"Pretty fancy underwear," he teased. "Same rich dude give that to you?"
Wendy laughed and said, "Oh, Dick, don't be silly. I treated myself to a few new things while I was away, but I haven't changed all that much."
"Oh, yeah?" he grinned. "Let's see."
Deftly he reached around her and unhooked her bra. The flimsy little garment popped open and released her large melon-shaped breasts which poked out saucily, the little brown nipples just grazing Dick's shirt. He tossed her bra carelessly on the floor and grabbed her big creamy-pale jugs.
"Oh, God, Dick," Wendy gasped.
His touch was rough but exciting. He first cupped her heavy firm tits in his work-callused hands, then squeezed and molded the sensitive silky globes. Wendy leaned back against the couch and watched him play with her tits, her horny little cunt burning and creaming with excitement. It aroused her hotly to watch his strong hands squeezing the soft pale flesh of her boobs.
"So have I changed?" she sighed.
"Your tits sure haven't," Dick chuckled. They're just as great as ever.
Wendy blushed slightly. Dick had never used crude words around her before. He seemed to have grown older, harder, in the few weeks they'd been apart. He seemed much more of a man, not a boy. He handled her hot silky tits with hungry confidence.
Then he pushed Wendy down on her back and lay down beside her. He cupped her left breast and squeezed it up taut and pointed, bringing the soft light-brown nipple to his lips. His wet red tongue darted out, and he used the slick hot tip to tickle her tender little nipple. Wendy felt another hot burst of cream from her aroused twat.
"Oh, Dick," she sighed, "you've always gotten me so excited."
He paused in his hungry nipple-licking and laughed. "Yeah, I really got you turned on that last night we were together, didn't I?" he said. "We almost went all the way."
Wendy cast him another hot melting look. "It's not too late for that yet, Dick," she said huskily.
He just grinned and went back to tonguing her tender little nipple. Wendy could feel little bunts of pleasure running right down her body, from bar highly receptive nipple to the drooling little mouth of her cunt. Her whole pussy was swelling with arousal now, growing plump and hot and moist.
Then Dick suddenly popped her nipple into mouth and began sucking loudly on it.
"Oh, God," Wendy gasped. "Yes, Dick, suck my tit. I just love that."
If Dick was shocked at her language, he didn't show it. On the contrary, it seemed to excite him to hear her talk dirty for the first time. He sucked faster and harder on her dainty little bud, his hot saliva bathing her nipple deliciously. Soon the crotch of her panties was soaked with steamy cunt-cream.
Wendy panted as she felt her nipple going stiff and erect in his mouth. Dick sucked on it a little longer, lashing it with his slick tongue-tip, then released it. The shining bud, the color of coffee and cream, stood straight up, rigid and bumpy. Her other nipple was still soft and smooth.
"They don't match any more," he chuckled. "Guess I have to do the other one, too."
"I'd love that, Dick," Wendy sighed.
She lay back limp and submissive as Dick took her right nipple into his mouth and began to suck loudly on it. As far as she was concerned, she belonged to him totally, and he could do anything be wanted with her. For too long she'd been giving her lovely young body to men she disliked. Now she was giving herself to a man she loved with all her heart.
While Dick sucked hard and hungrily on her tender little nipple, Wendy reached out and unbuttoned his shirt. She was glad he was wearing a T-shirt. She only had to unbutton him, and then she could rub her left nipple against the crisp brown hairs of his chest. It tickled and yet it was hotly exciting.
It occurred to her that she and Dick had never seen each other naked in the light. She was certainly going to do something about that. But she didn't intend to rush. She wanted to prolong and savor every delicious second of their first fuck, and she sensed that Dick felt the same way.
Finally he released her second nipple, and it popped wetly from his mouth to stand erect and gleaming just like the other one. He gave her big hot silky tits one last hungry squeeze, then reached for the zipper of her jeans. Again Wendy didn't make a murmur of protest. She wasn't the shy and modest virgin of last month. She was an experienced lusty woman, and she could hardly wait to take Dick into her bed.
"Not so shy any more, are you?" he said with a grin.
"Not for you," Wendy answered in a husky voice. "You can do anything you want with me, Dick. You were right the first time – you've earned it."
He grinned and tugged open her zipper. When he seized her jeans and started pulling them down. Wendy raised her round little ass to help him got her jeans at sandals off in one deft movement, leaving her in just her dainty blue lace bikini panties.
"Dick," Wendy giggled, "I can't help noticing that you seem a lot more experienced since the last time we were together."
"Yeah, well. I figured you weren't coming back," he said, "so I balled quite a few chicks around town. They say experience is the best teacher, right?"
Wendy felt a burst of jealousy and pain. She could hardly bear the thought of Dick fucking other women. But what could she say? She'd been pretty promiscuous herself. She just hoped he wouldn't notice. She wanted him to think she was still a virgin, that she'd saved herself for him.
In any case, whoever Dick had been balling had taught him a lot. He didn't just rip her panties right off and jump on her. Instead he propped himself on an elbow and admired the little pout of her bush where it mounded under the lacy blue panties. He put his hand on the little hill and rubbed it.
Wendy moaned and squirmed with horny excitement. Just having Dick rub her bush through her panties was a turn-on, and she could feel the gentle massage in her clit and pussy-lips. More hot steamy cream gushed from her box and made a wet stain on the crotch of her panties. Dick noticed it and grinned.
"You like this kind of stuff, huh?" he said.
"From you, yes," Wendy sighed.
Dick petted her warm little mound awhile longer, then seized the waistband of her panties and tugged the little garment off. Again Wendy raised her ass to assist him. Then he stared hungrily at her lovely little brown bush. Wendy felt so excited she could hardly lie still. It wouldn't be long now before she took his cock for the very first time.
"Dick," she said hoarsely, "aren't you going to take off your clothes, too?"
"Nope," he said. "I thought I'd let you take them off."
"Oh, of course," Wendy said, hastily sitting up, her big full breasts wobbling.
She drew off his shirt, then knelt and took off his work boots and heavy socks. Her hands were trembling when she finally got to the fly of his jeans. She tugged open the zipper and saw that he wasn't wearing shorts. Dick lifted his trim ass a little so she could pull off his jeans. Then she gazed ravenously at his cock.
His prick was just as handsome as she remembered from that one moonlit night that they'd been naked together, only now in the light of the room she could see it much better. Seven inches of thick pale blue-veined meat sprang from a nest of crisp curls, and the head of his cock was big, knob-shaped and purple. Below hung his handsome rosy balls, full and taut.
As Wendy gazed longingly at his erect prick, she felt sticky hot cunt juice running down her inner thighs. Never in her life had she felt so hotly turned on by a man. She wanted that big stiff dick in her cunt, but she also wanted to touch it, play with it, taste it. After all, it belonged to the man she loved, and she wanted to enjoy it in every possible way.
"Dick," she said shyly, "do you mind if I go down on you?"
"Hell, no," he laughed.
He sat back on the couch, and Wendy knelt on the rug between his legs. She just hoped he wouldn't get curious about where she'd learned so many new tricks, because she just couldn't hold herself back. She had to get her hands on his cock – not to mention her lips and mouth and tongue.
She seized the stiff hot pole of dick in her little fist and tenderly bent his cock forward a little to meet her mouth. His cock-head looked huge and delicious to her, and it was drooling little bright bubbles of juice. First Wendy adoringly kissed the hot hard head of his prick. Then her little pink tongue flashed out to lick the bulbous purple cock-head.
"Jesus," Dick gasped, "Nice."
It was the first time he'd really lost his cool since he arrived, and Wendy was glad she still had the power to excite him. She began to lick up his bubbling cock-juice, lapping up and swallowing each tasty droplet. She made a hungry little gurgling noise in her throat as she ate him. She didn't have to fake her excitement with Dick. It was real.
When she'd licked his big hard cock-head clean of the salty juice, she started to tongue lower, swishing her slick little tongue around and around the thick throbbing shaft of his cock. Dick slumped back against the couch with a horny grin on his face, obviously enjoying every moment of her ravenous tonguing.
"That's it, baby," he sighed, "lick that meat. Lick it all over."
Again Wendy was a little shocked at his language. It wasn't like the old gentlemanly Dick to talk that way. Probably the women he'd been running around with had taught him to do it. She put it out of her mind and went on hungrily licking and lashing his big handsome prick.
She licked all the way down his shaft, covering it completely with her shining saliva, and then trailed her slick little tongue right through the crisp clean brown hairs of his bush. She pressed her stiff hot tongue tip against his swollen red balls and began to tickle the warm taut bags.
"Oh, Christ, yeah," Dick gasped, "lick my nuts. I really get off on that."
Again Wendy felt a surge of jealousy. Obviously Dick had completed his sex education while she was away, and he seemed to have done it with some very experienced women. Well, she'd just have to do it better. She intended to keep him faithful when they were married, so she'd better be the best piece of ass he'd ever had.
Impulsively Wendy opened her mouth and took both his swollen nut sacs inside, sucking them hotly.
Dick bawled.
He moaned steadily, hoarsely, as she subjected his full taut nut sacs to a swift greedy sucking. Then she released the spit-soaked bags and quickly licked up the shaft of his cock again till she reached the huge swollen head. She popped the fat cock-head into her mouth and started giving him a hard hungry blow-job.
"That's good, baby, real good," Dick panted, his face flushed with arousal, his horny grin broader than ever. "But take in more of it. Suck my whole cock."
Wendy doubted for a moment that she could take all of his seven-inch fuck into her small mouth. But she loved him, and she'd try anything he wanted. She opened her throat and plunged her head downward, taking his thick meat in all the way to his hot swollen nuts. The huge hard head of his prick jammed right down her throat, and she steeled herself not to gag.
"That's it," Dick groaned, "you got the whole thing. Now really suck that fucker. Suck it hard."
Wendy obeyed, though again she was put on his lap as she gave him the most expert blowjob she could manage, working his slick hot meat violently in her mouth and throat. Dick slumped back against the couch, moaning hoarsely with pleasure.
Wendy could have gone on sucking his delicious meat all night, but after awhile Dick gasped, "Okay, that's enough. Now I wanta ball you."
Wendy released his spit-soaked cock from her mouth and watched it snap up wetly to hug his belly. "Shall we go into the bedroom?" she said.
"Nothing wrong with the floor," Dick grinned. Wendy was a little disappointed, as she'd wanted their very first fuck to be more romantic. But she did as he wanted, going to the center of the room and lying down on her back. She spread her lovely long legs to show him the rich red flesh of her gash. Dick grinned lustily as he studied her naked pussy, then walked over to join her.
"Roll over," he said. "I wanta get in from behind."
Again Wendy felt disappointment, but she didn't hesitate to do as he asked. After all, when they were married they'd have years together, plenty of time to fuck in every possible way. She got on her hands and knees and poked her saucy little ass up in the air.
Dick dropped to his knees behind her and wedged the big hard head of his cock into her wet little cunt-mouth. As she received the very first cock-thrust from the man she loved, Wendy moaned hoarsely, ecstatically. Dick pushed into her womb in one steady motion, stuffing her red-hot cunt deliciously, and then started to ball her hard and fast and deep.
"Oh, God, Dick," Wendy wailed, clawing the rug in her excitement, "I love it. Yes, yes, fuck me, darling, ball me. Yes."
Dick balled her almost savagely for a few moments, then whipped his cream-soaked cock from her cunt and rammed it up the tiny tight mouth of her asshole.
"Uhhhihhh," Wendy groaned.
He was going into her too fast and hard, and it hurt like hell, but she stifled her cries and took it. She loved him, and he could do whatever he wanted with her. Dick grunted and panted as he raped her little hot asshole, plunging his thick meat deep into her bowels. He ass-fucked her brutally for about a minute, then groaned and came.
Almost instantly he pulled out and began to dress. Wendy felt deeply disappointed. She hadn't come, and he hadn't even tried to get her off. But perhaps it was just over excitement on his part at balling her for the first time. Things would get better later.
"Dick," she said meekly, "when can we get married?"
He smiled at her, but his smile was cold and cruel. "Married?" he laughed. "Forget it, bitch. News gets around. I heard how you tried to fuck your way to the top. I don't intend to marry a slut. I'm getting mated next week to Sandy Johnson – maybe you remember her from school. A real nice girl. She's a virgin, too. She loved me enough to save it for me."
Wendy gasped with anguish. She felt too stunned to speak. Dick finished dressing, walked to the door, and said, "So long, whore."
Wendy sobbed her heart out. There seemed nothing left for her now. She couldn't bear the thought of staying in Oakdale and seeing Dick married to Sandy, seeing them raise kids and grow old together. She had to get out. But where could she go and what could she do?
Then she remembered that Arthur Williams' unlisted phone number was in her purse. The old man had written it down for her and asked her to call him if she ever changed her mind about becoming his mistress. It would be an existence without love, without excitement, without the husband and children she wanted, but at least she'd be secure.
Arthur Williams could give her everything – cars, money, clothes, jewels, travel. He could give her everything but what she needed most, the thing she'd lost when Dick walked out. She needed to care deeply for a man, but she felt she never would care again.
Wendy picked up the phone, dialed, and said, "Operator, I want to place a collect call to New York City…"
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