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Daddy_s plaything





CHAPTER ONE


From the backstage wings of the Lucky Nuggett lounge-stage Victor Redgrave studied Sherry Trent (that was her stage name) as she held the boozed and gambling-weary Las Vegas audience spellbound. Even at sixteen, his daughter Sherry had stage presence that some veteran singers might envy. Guitar in hand, her fringed, white western attire so tight-fitting it had the male members of the audience open-mouthed, Sherry held the entire audience in a near-hypnotic trance. Charisma, some critics called it. Victor knew it was sex-appeal. Whatever it was, Sherry had it – in spades – that and an incredible vocal talent that had raised her Nevada price to four-thousand dollars a week.
Sherry possessed a rare if not unique combination of qualities that ensured her success. To wives in the audience she was as naive and wholesome as a TV margarine commercial, while to male viewers she was sex personified. Yes, there probably wasn't a normal male in the audience who secretly didn't want to fuck Sherry Trent, ravage and devour every curve and swell of her ripe, young body. But their chances of realizing this dream were next to impossible, for Victor Redgrave, Sherry's business manager and father, had been taking care of that department for some time now – in fact, ever since Sherry was twelve. With regularity. Their relationship made Lolita look like something out of Alice in Wonderland.
Sherry had just finished a haunting, slow version of the ballad Brown Eyes with the stage dark and a single spotlight on her; now she was finishing her final forty-five minute act of the night with a bright, up-tempo rendition of Wabash Cannon Ball. The audience was clapping its hands in time to the music. After Sherry's soul-rendering Brown Eyes, there probably wasn't a dry female eye in the crowd, nor a dry male crotch either. Sherry pranced about, inviting the audience to join in, her stage-smile fixed but sincere as her rump wagged and her breasts bounced. Happy, fast dosing tunes were common with any act. In Sherry's case they were nearly essential. They gave the hard-ons of the males a chance to fade away.
The black, velvet curtain began descending and Sherry blew kisses to her "wonderful audience" and thanked her accompaniment, The Sunbeams, for a terrific job. The Sunbeams were a semi-competent trio who traveled with Sherry wherever she played and, thanks to Victor's sound business principles, earned the minimum rate of pay. They were Rex, on guitar; Joel, on drums, and Phil, fender bass. Thanking them at the close of the act always drew out the applause, which was a good tactic, but they might as well have been The Moonbeams or any other kind of beams because they didn't matter.
Sherry Trent was the whole show.
The stagehands quickly moved the risers out of the way in preparation for the next act and Victor led his slightly perspiring daughter out the stagedoor and into the coffee shop of the Lucky Nuggett for a snack before retiring for the night. Sherry greeted the small group of fans who had assembled outside the door, signed a few autographs, and then she and her father settled into a booth and ordered the dietetic special which consisted of a hamburger patty and cottage cheese and hardboiled eggs and other high-protein foods calculated to keep an up-and-coming star from getting overweight.
"Good audience," she said to her father as she sipped her nonfat milk. Victor drank Sanka.
"Yes," he agreed, "for a week-night they were nice and responsive. The closing number was a little too fast, though. I'll have to speak to Rex about that tomorrow. Aside from that, every thing went fine." Sherry seemed tired. When their food arrived, they ate in silence. Then Victor paid the check and they went to Sherry's dressing room where she changed into street clothes and went upstairs to Victor's room. They always rented two rooms wherever they went, but Sherry always stayed with her father… Now Sherry watched herself as she shed her clothes until she was completely naked. She liked to view her firm, young body in mirrors wherever they stayed, which was all across the country. She liked to palm her high, full breasts and run her hands over the curve of her hips and thighs. She knew she was sexy and men wanted her and she was pleased that she was a success at the age of sixteen.
"Daddy?" she called to her father in the bathroom who was still humming her closing number, the Wabash Cannon Ball, as he prepared to draw her bath. Never taking her eyes from her reflection in the mirror, she heard him turn on the water faucet and the sound of running water.
"Yes, love?" he said.
"Do you think I should start wearing sexier clothes – I mean, see-through tops and things like that? It might, help the act."
Victor exited the bathroom and stood in the doorway, totally naked himself. For a man of forty, he had a remarkably full scrotum and a long, though slightly narrow penis. "For now," he said, "the act is doing fine as it is. More daring costumes would only remove the air of mystery about you, love. Four-thousand a week is four-thousand a week. I think it best that we maintain your present image for a few more years." He ran his dark blue eyes up and down the length of his delectable daughter's body, pleased with what he saw. "Leave everything to me, sweet. Trust me."
"I always have," she said, smiling at him over her shoulder. "Whatever you say, Daddy."
Already she was beginning what she called "the mushies". The mushies came over her boy, making her feel passive and willing and eager whenever it was almost time to have sex with her father, which was often. Ever since she had been twelve and her father had indoctrinated her young body to the pleasures of sex, she felt this same anticipatory tingle run through her body when she was all alone with her Daddy just prior to bedtime. She listened to the water running in the tub and knew that in a few minutes she would be in the hot water and Daddy would be scrubbing her back, cleansing her carefully from head to toe, and then she would wash him too, everywhere, and then they would laugh and fondle each other's genitals before drying and getting into the king-size bed to make love. Fucking Daddy and doing all the beautiful things they did to each other was even better than getting applause on stage because it was their very special secret.
Actually, it was an extra quantity of applause a long time ago – that had led to her first sexual experience with Daddy. Her mother was a hopeless alcoholic and no longer traveled with them, so after the divorce it was just herself and Daddy. They traveled alone then, making a meager living in the lesser clubs across the country. She and Daddy slept in separate rooms then and money was scarce. She remembered vividly that night Daddy had come into her room wearing a shabby robe and slippers and sat down on the bed beside her. She was just beginning to get breasts then and the critics were beginning to call her things like a "remarkably talented young girl" and a "refreshing novelty on the country-western musical scene".
She had broken in a few numbers that night and the audience had responded particularly well. She had even had a standing ovation which had pleased her and made her cry with joy backstage after. Listening to the water running in the bathroom now, her mind raced back to that momentous night when she was twelve.
She was there again and she could hear her father's words dearly, as though he had spoken them only yesterday.
"Well, my darling," he had said, "you proved that you're star material tonight. I was talking to Gil Turner after the performance and he thinks he can get us considerably more money from now on. That means we'll, be staying in better hotels and not having to skimp any more. I think such applause deserves a reward. After all, you're not just a little girl any more."
A first, Sherry had been surprised, even a little shocked, when her father had slipped out of his robe and climbed into bed beside her. But as he held her close, cuddling her and massaging her back as he spoke of the wonderful future that lay ahead for both of them, she loved the warmth of his body and reassuring words and for the first time she had felt truly secure.
"Yes," he had said, "you deserve a reward – a very special reward – because you gave a splendid performance tonight and because you're old enough now to know better than to mention our personal affairs with anybody, absolutely anybody. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Daddy," she replied, feeling for the first time a man's erection pressing against her tummy. She felt no fear because she trusted Daddy and his warm hands that stroked her hair and back and bottom and, finally her budding breasts. She liked the nice things he was telling her about what a good girl she had been, and when he kissed and sucked on the nubs of her breasts she knew that he must love her very much to give her such a nice reward for tonight's applause.
"Yes, you're getting to be a big girl now," he said, "and it's time you learned a few very personal and private things. Private and secret things. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Daddy," she said, feeling her breath coming faster and Daddy's, too. He kissed her for a long time on the cheek as he tongued her breasts and ran his hands adoringly over her entire body. Then be kissed her full on the lips and told her he would always love his beautiful, beautiful daughter. She said she loved him too and that was the first time she had gone all mushy inside. Mushy was the only way she could describe it.
When he told her to lay on her back and spread her legs a little she obeyed willingly, as though it were the most natural thing in the world. And that was when she really fell in love with Daddy. She lay there on her back with her legs apart while he gently rubbed the mound where she was beginning to get hair, just above her hole. He did that for a long time, and it felt better than anything she had ever felt before. He rubbed her legs and knees too and patted her bottom. His hand sort of half-tickled, half-rubbed all up and down her lower body, especially up and down the inside of her legs, until she thought she would die if he didn't touch her hole.
Finally he told her that she had been such a good girl and gotten so much applause that he was going to play with her pussy a little. That was the first time she had ever heard the word pussy but she immediately knew what he meant and when he slowly dipped his finger into the juicy top part of her pussy and began rubbing it she knew that she must have been a very, very good girl to deserve such a wonderful reward.
"Daddy," she said, "that feels so good. Oh, Daddy."
"Yes, sweet," he said. "I know. Just lie there and Daddy will make you feel even better." He massaged her whole pussy with his palm, softly running his palm up and down until she could hear wet, smacking sounds, but mostly be concentrated on the top where it felt best. At the same time be kept sucking on her breasts and whispering in her ear all the nice things she had wanted to hear: "Daddy's proud of his girl… she's a fine singer… she's very, very pretty… she always minds her Daddy… never tell their secrets… she's going to be rich some day, too, because Daddy is saving all the money she earns… Daddy loves her very much and wants to make her happy…"
"Yes, Daddy," Sherry breathed. "Yes, Daddy. Oh, I love what you're doing to my-my pussy!"
"There are lots of nice things to do, sweet," he said, "and Daddy's going to show them to you because you're such a wonderful girl and sing so beautifully. I have to teach you a lot of words, too – secret words. Here," he said, taking her hand and placing it on his erection. "This is called a prick. Or you can call it a cock or a hard-on or any special word you want to make up for it. The real word is penis, though. It feels good when you play with it just as good as when I play with your pussy."
"Oh, it couldn't feel as good as when you play with my pussy," Sherry said. "Does it really?"
"Yes, it feels just as good," Daddy assured her.
"I know what I'll call it," she said. "It seems to want to push and poke… I'll call it my poker, okay?"
"All right, sweet," Daddy said. "You can call it whatever you want. And you're right. It does want to poke inside you – between your legs. See how big and stiff it gets, and see how wet your pussy gets? Well, that's the way nature made men and women. The poker is supposed to go inside the pussy and it feels better than anything in the whole world."
"Are you going to put your poker inside my pussy?" Sherry asked.
"Yes, dear – pretty soon – but first it's nice to play and do other things, don't you think?"
"Ummmm, yes, it's wonderful playing this way, but I can hardly wait for your poker to poke inside my pussy and feel what it's like."
"You will, love. Just be patient. Oh, yes, there are other words for a pussy, too. Some people call it a cunt or a snatch or a twat. There are lots of nicknames for your hole, just as many as there are for penis. But the real word for it is vagina. Whenever you go to the doctor or anything you must call it your vagina, all right?"
"Yes, Daddy," Sherry said. "Vagina."
Sherry lay there while her Daddy kept rubbing the thing that felt so good at the top of her pussy. He called it her clitoris or clit, but she called it her tingle button. She ran her hand up and down his prick just the way he showed her to, jacking him off as he called it until pretty soon her tingle button got so tingly, she could feel tingling sensations all over her body, like little electric currents, and she shuddered and shook and cried out that the most wonderful feeling she had ever known had happened to her body – all over.
He told her that is normal – the very best part – and that it's called coming. He told her men come too and they squirt white juice when they came and it feels just as good to men as tingling does to women. Almost everybody calls it come, be explained, but the correct word for the love juice is sperm. Sperm makes babies, he said, and it comes from the two balls in the sac beneath his penis. He told her the correct word for balls is testicles.
"Are we going to make a baby?" Sherry asked, a little frightened.
"No, you're not old enough for that yet," Daddy said, "and anyway daddies aren't supposed to make babies in their daughters. That's what I meant when I said that this is our secret. But you've been such a good girl and making the audiences so happy with your singing I thought you deserved this special, secret reward."
"Oh Daddy!" Sherry said. "Yes, thank you, thank you! You're the most wonderful, considerate Daddy in the world. I love you," and she showered him with kisses. "Shall I keep on jacking you off?"
"Yes," he replied. "I'm going to come soon and I think you're old enough now to see what it's like when a man comes. Keep going up and down duly just a little faster."
He turned on his side then and flicked on the bedside light. Then he lay on his back and watched his daughter's hand slide up and down his hard-on under the bright light. "Watch the tip," he rasped. "Pretty soon the sperm will come shooting out the slit at the top."
Sherry leaned closer, curiously inspecting the slit he referred to, waiting for her Daddy to shoot out his sperm. He crossed his ankles then, stiffened somewhat, and began thrusting his hips to meet the motion of her hand. Then he said, "Watch closely, Sherry. It's coming now. It's going to come out. Oh, oh, there it goes… it's coming out now… there… there…"
Sherry watched, wide-eyed in wonder as the cream burst from her Daddy's jerking prick, spouted up in rapid bursts as he moaned and his face contorted in pleasure. His balls kept moving too, as though they helped to fling the sticky fluid out his poker. His poker became noticeably softer in her hand then as his juice stopped flying up into the air and just oozed out the end down onto her hand and his balls. Instinctively, she dipped her forefinger into some of the liquid and tasted it. "It's sort of tasteless," she said. "It doesn't taste like much of anything."
"Yes, I suppose you're right," Daddy said. He was very much out of breath and he was panting and his eyes were closed.
"Did it feel good?" Sherry asked.
"Coming is the very best thing in the world," he managed to mutter. "For men or women. There's-there's nothing like it – nothing like it. Yea, it felt marvelous."
"Are you still going to put your poker in my pussy?" Sherry asked.
"Yes, sweet, but people always rest for a while before they come again." He lit a cigarette and she stared down at his poker, which had returned to its normal size now. Then she cuddled up close to him and inhaled the masculine scent of his body. She ran her fingers over his eyebrows and his chin and the lines in his face. "Daddy, Daddy, Daddy," she said. "That was the most wonderful reward you ever gave me. I hope I deserve lots of rewards. I want people to applaud and scream and love the way I sing so you'll give me rewards the rest of my life. I'll make you proud of me. Every night want a reward just like this. Ummmm. You'll see, Daddy. I'm going to make you so proud of me you'll want to give me rewards three times a day. During intermissions even!"
"Yes, I'm sure you will, dear," Victor Redgrave said. "I'm certain you will." Insatiable, he thought, just like her mother – before the booze got to her.
About fifteen minutes later he instructed his daughter to play with his prick, to fondle it lovingly so that she would know how a penis grew and prepared itself to fuck a woman's pussy. Sherry liked the words fuck and screw from the very beginning. They were such descriptive words! Much better than sexual intercourse. While Daddy played with her tingle button again and fondled her titties she caressed his sleeping piker and marveled at the way it grew and stood up so straight and hard, just like a snake. Daddy explained some of the technicalities which created the male erection to her – all about blood filling the tissues inside a poker – but she liked the part where he said that "mainly a poker naturally wants to slip inside a hot, slippery pussy. It knows when a pussy is getting hot and wet and it just naturally wants to go inside there."
"You're right," Sherry said. "My pussy's getting all wet and ready for the poker, isn't it?"
"Yes, it is, my love."
He instructed her to put her mouth over the end of his poker for a moment and kissed it. She did and she could feel his poker get even harder as she did so. Then he told her to move her mouth slowly up and down his thing, just the way she'd done when she'd jacked him off, and she did, that for a while, too. She rubbed his balls, too, and she could tell he liked it. "A girl's mouth feels almost like a pussy," he explained. "I'll let you do that longer some time so that you'll become very good at it."
"Yes, Daddy," she said. "It sure makes your poker nice and stiff. You could even squirt your come inside my mouth, couldn't you?"
"Yes, dear," he said, "but we'll save that for another time when you've got lots and lots of applause."
"All right, Daddy."
Sherry lay there wondering what came next. Pretty soon her father turned off the bedside light and went over and turned on the bathroom light. He closed the door part way so that the room was not bright but so you could still see. "Some things are even better in a sort of dim light," he said, returning and lying once again beside her on the bed. "Lie back down with your legs parted." She obeyed, wondering what be had in mind. She soon found out Daddy began playing with her titties and her tingle button again until she thought – she thought she would come for the second time.
"Men kiss women between their legs, too," he said, "just the way you were doing to my poker. You've been such a good girl I'm going to show you one more secret before I fuck you. This feels wonderful and you should like it very much."
Already Sherry could imagine her Daddy's tongue where his finger now stroked and she could hardly wait to see how this new sensation he described would feel. He kissed her breasts for a while, then began moving his head lower and lower, licking her tummy and belly button and hips and legs with his tongue before he finally began licking her tingle button. Where before there had been only friction, now there was friction plus hot and wet there at the same time!
"Oh, Daddy," she said, running her fingers through his thick hair. "Ohhhhh, that feels soooo wonderful… Oh, Daddy… Daddy… Daddy…"
She spread her legs wider and scooted her heels across the sheet up to her buttocks and began to rotate her pelvis as the hot, darting tongue gently dabbed at her little nub of flesh. "Does everybody do this?" she asked, panting. "It-it feels so wonderful I don't see why people don't just do this all the time."
"Yes, sweet," Daddy murmured, his voice far and muffled sounding as he tried to talk and continue the work with his tongue. "Everybody does it – at least almost everybody – before they fuck."
Victor Redgrave had never enjoyed licking a pussy as much as he now enjoyed licking his daughter's. He had never dined on such a young, delicious cunt – so young, so firm, so tight, so perfectly tasty. He let his mouth take frequent departures from his daughter's clitoris and bathed his daughter's entire seething nest, taking great care to deposit long, cleansing kisses on each cunt lip and probe the little interior lips – he thought of these inner lips as little filets because they were so tender – so that Sherry would know the ultimate in oral delights. As he tongued her tight little anus, she bristled for just an instant, shocked, but then she relaxed once again and let him have his way as she realized that Daddy intended only feelings of pleasure and delight for his daughter. A reward was a reward and certainly Daddy would not do anything unworthy of her.
Just like her mother, Victor caught himself thinking as he thrust his tongue as far as it would go into the channel of her vagina. Christ, Sherry's mother could lie there all day while he licked her cunt. In fact, he sometimes wondered if she didn't prefer to come via his tongue than his prick. She had always said that she enjoyed his oral ministrations no more than conventional kicking, but he had noticed a distinct preference to achieve her orgasms while he was mouthing her rather than fucking her, especially toward the end when her alcoholism had progressed so pitifully.
Now Sherry had slipped into the same kind of trance her mother had once displayed when he licked her pussy. Heredity will out, he thought as he felt her fingers digging into his hair, her hips thrusts increase in tempo, listened to her steady, near-demented wail of ecstasy as his tongue bathed her clitoris and he gulped down great mouthfuls of thick lubricant. Just when he knew that she was ready to come, a somewhat sadistic urge came over him. He decided suddenly to save at least a few delights for their next session. No, he didn't wish to take all the wonder and mystery during their first love bout.
For now, kicking his daughter's tight, young twat; depriving her of her virginity; deflowering her once and for all, would be sufficient. Besides, it had been a long time since he had imbedded his cock in a cunt and he didn't want to ruin her response by making her come with his tongue. Oddly, too, he had never kicked a virgin – who kicked them all, anyway? – and he longed to feel the cunt walls clench his thrusting meat as he probed the secret depths of his own daughter's cunt. Yes, his own daughter! His own daughter! He reveled in the unspeakable vileness of the act he was about to perform. He would make a sex slave of her to do his bidding. Beautiful, beautiful incest… the forbidden luxury of the Gods and the ancient Egyptians… for Victor Redgrave.
Victor had very long and sensitive fingers as well as long fingernails. He began finger-fucking his daughter, allowing his finger to penetrate farther up her vagina with each thrust of his hand. Expertly, he pressed against the thin partition of flesh that marked her as a virgin.
He felt its resistance, savored the elasticity of the thin partition of flesh, then severed the thin membrane with his fingernail. There would still be slight bleeding, no doubt, but he guessed that this would be the best way to prepare her tight cunt for the entrance of his prick. He had heard that often prior to wedding nights brides visited doctors and had them break the obstacle of their vaginal membranes with a scalpel so as to insure a more trouble-free sexual encounter with their husbands.
"Ouch," Sherry said.
"It's all right, sweet," he said. "Daddy's just preparing you for our kick. It's all right."
"Did you do that to mother the first time, too?" she asked.
"Everybody does it slightly different," he answered, not answering her question directly. Hell, Sherry's mother had probably been kicked a hundred times – maybe a thousand – by the time their wedding night had arrived. "Just relax now while I put my poker inside your pussy."
He spread her legs very wide apart, then raised himself on knees and elbows above her and began running his rigid cock about in her hot honey chasm. Now and then he inserted the head of his member partly into the chasm to prepare her both physically and psychologically for what was to follow.
"Oh, Daddy," Sherry groaned. "You're really going to put your poker inside my pussy, aren't you? I can hardly wait to see how it feels," she said. "Why don't you stick it all the way in so I can feel it way up. Hurry, Daddy, and fuck my pussy!"
"I will, honey," he said. "But you must be patient. I'm preparing you. This is your first time and I don't want to hurt you. It may hurt just a little this first time but from now on it will feel wonderful. I promise. I'll be as gentle as I can. If it hurts you must tell me, all right?"
"All right, Daddy."
Sherry could gradually feel Daddy inching the full length of his poker in her pussy now. He was trying to be gentle and patient, she could tell, but she also sensed that he was anxious to get all of the poker inside her. It was a struggle for poor Daddy, so she decided to help him. She had once seen dogs kicking and she had noticed how anxious the male had been to get his poker in the female and she knew it must be absolute hell for Daddy holding back this way.
She remembered the pitiful look on the male pig's face as he pumped, trying to find the female's hole and then the complete satisfaction and look of fulfillment of the dog once he'd found the hole and stuck it all the way in. Poor Daddy was suffering now and she decided to help him. She reached down and took his poker with her hand and then shoved up hard with her hips so that almost all of his poker went up inside her.
The act proved to be something of a mistake because she suddenly realized that her unfucked hole was very tight and the stab of pain brought tears to her eyes. "Ow! Ow!" she cried.
"You shouldn't have done that, honey," Daddy said. "I was trying to save you pain by putting it in slowly. I didn't want to hurt my baby's pussy. Did it hurt much?"
"Just a little," she lied. "But-but now it's okay. I wanted it all the way in, Daddy. I-I couldn't wait."
Gradually the pain subsided and gave way to pleasure as Daddy slowly began a rhythmic movement with his poker. His hand was on her bottom now and he was shoving his poker all the way up inside her and breathing very hard in her ear. He kept saying, "Oh, my baby, my beautiful daughter. Oh, that beautiful, tight, tight pussy."
"Does it feel good inside me, Daddy?" she asked, responding with little pelvic thrusts of her own.
"Yes, darling. It's very hot and tight inside your pussy. I hope this reward isn't hurting you. Is it?"
"Oh, no, Daddy," she said. Actually it still hurt her just a little, but it was beginning to feel better all the time. It was a nice kind of hurt now and feeling less painful all the time better… better. "No, it's a wonderful reward, Daddy. Fuck me!"
His poker was really poking now and she knew what he'd meant when he'd said that sticking it in her mouth was almost like fucking a pussy.
She was glad that he had stuck it in her mouth first because she knew now exactly what it was doing down there inside her hole. She could visualize the head poking inside the darkness of bar and getting ready to spurt sperm into her pussy. She imagined it in her mouth again, felt the smooth foreskin slightly bunched up and then unbunching as it poked inward and then unbunching again as it went on the backstroke.
Having it in her mouth had been a good idea because now she understood the mechanics of what the poker was really doing inside her cuntpussy-twat-snatch-hole. She imagined it in her mouth and she could taste it as it kicked her pussy.
Her father transferred his weight now to one side more, so that his left hand was free, and then he began stroking her tingle button as he kicked harder and harder. Boy, he really must be getting ready to shoot his sperm into her, she thought, because he was grunting and holding her bottom hard with his other hand and talking about coming inside her tight little slit… coming… coming…
His fondling her clit made the fuck even better. She felt that she would come the way she had the first time with his mouth as his finger worked on her tingle button. Strangely though, there was another nice feeling, different but very, very nice, beginning way inside her pussy. It was a much deeper feeling and she was sure that it was the plunging poker that was causing it. Suddenly the deeper feeling began spreading, spreading all over her body and it was frightening how good it felt.
"Oh, Daddy, Daddy," she began calling very loud, much louder than she wanted to yell and she didn't want to yell at all because the people in the next apartment might hear her but she couldn't help it… it was so good… so wonderful… like nothing she could compare it to. The finger worked on her tingle button, too, and that was bringing on another kind of come at the same time but it was that deeper feeling that was driving her crazy and making her scream now. Finally, the feeling rose to such intensity that she knew she was going to come again, only this time it was two comes she felt one on her tingle button and one far, far inside from the stabbing poker.
"I'm coming now, Daddy," she squealed. "Oh, Daddy, I'm coming now… all over… I'm coming now… two ways… two ways two kinds of comes at once… Ohhhhhhhh, da-ddddd-eeeeeee!"
Victor had been holding back, but he drove savagely into his daughter's tight quiff muff box. Strange that those words that he hadn't taught her entered his mind at the precise instant that he came. It was easily the best, most intense orgasm he had ever experienced. His daughter's long legs locked tightly behind his own and he felt her shudder all over as she reached the heights and squealed, "Daddy, Daddy," over and over again in his ear. It was not only the tightness of the virgin cunt and the gushing slipperiness of her vagina that made it a milestone in his sexual life. No, although he could deny that the mechanics of this copulation were better than anything he had ever dreamed of, he realized that it was the psychological aspect that made this like no orgasm he had ever attained before. It was the fact that he had fucked his own flesh and blood. He had fucked his own virgin daughter! He had fucked his twelve-year-old daughter and now he had years and years of continued fucking with her. He would watch her mature, watch her breasts blossom and her body take on the swell of total womanhood, and all the while he would be fucking her, teaching her every nuance of the sexual act. He would make her his total sex slave to do his bidding whenever and however he wanted. Yes, be would create an inseparable relationship that would make her forever his and only his.
They both lay there panting, resting. Finally, he withdrew his dwindling manhood and lay beside her. He lit a cigarette.
"Thank you, Daddy, for the wonderful reward," Sherry said. "There's nothing in the whole world like that feeling. I'm sure. Coming is better than anything – anything!"
She cuddled up close and held his soft cock in her hands lovingly. "It's my poker, Daddy, isn't it? You won't put it in any other female's pussy ever, will you?"
"No, sweet," Victor said. "But that works two ways, Sherry. This is our secret and you mustn't let any other man put his poker in your pussy either, right?"
"Oh, no, Daddy," she said. "Never. Never. I just want yours."
Just before he drifted off into a deep sleep, Victor knew that at the moment Sherry meant her vow to remain true to him. She didn't have any idea how tenacious and persistent young men could be with a lovely girl, and Sherry certainly promised to develop into something males would be after. Well, he thought, I'll worry about that later. For now, I have a few years to create the sex slave of my dreams – to prepare Sherry for the inevitable outsiders.



CHAPTER TWO


Her father's voice jarred her from her memory of that first night almost four years ago when he had introduced her to sex. "Nice and warm. Not too hot and not too cool. Just the way you like it."
"Thanks, Daddy," she called, examining her body once more in the mirror before turning and padding toward the bathroom. She stuck her toe in the water, testing the temperature. Then she slid into the tub and began soaping the wash cloth for her bath. Daddy went back into the main room and turned on the piped-in music then adjusted the lighting low. A soft version of I Get A Kick Out Of You wafted its way into the bathroom and Sherry began humming as she soaked and scrubbed.
Her father's preparation for lovemaking in the other room brought on the familiar mushy feeling deep within her vagina (she still liked to think of the feeling as mushy even after all these years). Sherry Trent and The Sunbeams, she thought up and coming musical act. The thought pleased her – that and the fact that agent Gil Turner had told her father he thought he could get more money for the act from now on. She sudsed each breast carefully with the wash cloth, appraising and admiring their firmness as she did so. Then, raising her buttocks slightly so that her vagina emerged from the water, she gently let the soapy cloth run up and down the length of her cunt. She let the cloth trail down so that it tickled her rectum at the same time. She liked the feeling of the warm cloth against her genitals and she did it whenever she bathed because it felt good.
"… Still I get a kick out of you," she hummed, washing her legs and stomach now. The thought of Gil Turner reminded her that she was a big girl now and had to be increasingly careful of her father's jealousy. Males were becoming more open in their advances now and it was becoming increasingly difficult for her to explain why she wouldn't date any of them. More than any of them Gil Turner was becoming increasingly suspicious of the relationship between herself and her father, because it was with Gil that she had had the only sexual encounter with anyone other than her father.
That had been a little over six months ago. Her father had flown East to attend the funeral of his sister, her Aunt Carrie, and had left Sherry at Lake Tahoe in Gil Turner's care to finish out the engagement there. Her father trusted Gil completely which was foolish because on the very same night he had left Gil had gotten her tipsy on martinis in his room and they had made love. It had been the first time she had fucked with anybody other than her father and, secretly, she had wanted to have sex with another male for a long time anyway. For companion. The martinis had removed all trace of inhibition and she had yielded willingly.
The reason she guessed that Gil suspected her relationship with her father was because she had never let him approach her after that single encounter, even when the opportunity presented itself. The reasons for Gil's suspicion had to go even deeper than that though, she knew. Only a fool – and Gil was by no stretch of the imagination a fool – would think that Sherry had not had considerable sexual experience prior to their copulation. The martinis had brought out her skill. She had sucked his cock, fucked him in every imaginable position and uttered every four-letter work known to man on the night of their affair. No, Gil was no fool and since she never dated males he had to guess the origin of her sexual finesse: Daddy and daughter. She had literally fucked poor Gil to a state of exhaustion that night and before staggering to the door to say good night he had said, "Good God, Sherry… I never would have guessed we can't ever breathe a word of this to anybody… ever… it could blow the whole act… kaput… and you know why never a word to – to anyone…"
It was his remark never would have guessed that had provided the clue to Gil Turner's insight. Naturally, her father would have raised hell if he had guessed that Gil had fucked Sherry, but it was the fact that Victor Redgrave had been fucking his own daughter that was the real revelation. If Victor knew that Sherry's agent had screwed his daughter, naturally Gil would be out of the scene. Sherry sensed his fear as she had left his room that night and so she had taken care to establish two important points. First, they would never fuck again. Second, just in case Gil ever decided to use his new-found information as a form of blackmail (to increase his ten percent agent's fee, for example) she would swear that he had raped her. Gil had departed swearing never to utter a word to anybody about anything, fear and shock written all over his plump but handsome features. After that, whenever he was in Sherry's presence, he seemed to stammer a bit, as though he were doing an imitation of Hugh Herbert.
Her departing words to Gil that night had been right to the point and insured his secrecy. She had not co-habited with her shrewd and opportunistic father for all these years for nothing. A few of her father's tactics had rubbed off on her.
But most important, she had learned some thing of extreme importance that night. She had learned that she preferred sex with Daddy to any other male. True, at times she still felt fleeting sexual fantasies regarding other men, but she felt certain that no one but Daddy could totally satisfy her. Nobody but Daddy knew just what she liked in bed and just how she liked it. Nobody but Daddy knew how to use his tongue or vibrator the way Daddy did. No body knew the special words that sent tingles down her spine or how to fuck her so that she could come as many as three or four times in one session. She could not imagine what it would be like to fuck without saying the words dadddeee… dadddeee in a lover's ear. Yes, her Daddy had tutored her from the beginning. In a way, he had shaped the channel of her vagina so that it was a kind of glove, a glove that would fit only the hand of his prick and his prick alone. She hadn't even been able to have an orgasm with Gil Turner that night. Only Daddy could produce those marvelous, exquisite feeling in her body. Dadddee… dadddeee…
"Ready for your back now," Victor Redgrave said, standing naked in the bathroom door.
"Yes, Daddy," Sherry said, aware that her voice was high-pitched. She always consciously spoke in a high-pitched voice to him. Somehow it added to the excitement and secrecy of their incestuous relationship. He liked it, too. She could tell. She wanted always to be his little girl and act out again and again the delicious sexual feelings of that first fateful night so long ago. He always spoke to her patiently and paternally, too. This was a kind of unspoken agreement which they practiced – unless of course they were in the presence of others.
Victor sat down on the tile bathtub beside his daughter, took the wash cloth, soaped it, and began cleansing his daughter's smooth, blemishless back. After a while, out of habit, she stood up and permitted him to carefully wash between and her breasts and her incredibly pert. She had already washed herself thoroughly but he always liked to wash her private parts himself. It felt good to her and it gave him pleasure also.
When he had finished, he climbed into the tub with her and they sat facing each other talking about the events of the evening and the next engagement. Finally, he raised himself and she dutifully and maternally washed his cock and balls and back. Although her Daddy was forty-four now, he was remarkably firm and looked much younger. His black hair had grayed only slightly at the temples and this gave him a distinguished look. He played tennis fairly regularly, often with her, and his shoulders were broad and fine. Even his pectoral muscles were firm and there was not hint of a paunch above his prick. He usually won games on the tennis court and she was always proud at his agility and good-sportsmanship and of the way he slyly disguised the real nature of their relationship.
To the outside world Victor Redgrave posed as the ideal, conventional father. In fact, many people had commented that they conducted themselves as brother and sister.
They stood in the tub now, carefully dried each other with the thick turkish towels, and then went to the bed and lay side by side. Victor read the newspaper for a while before tossing it to the floor. Then be turned to his side and palmed his daughter's cheek. He brushed her slightly damp hair from her forehead gently and gave her a fatherly kiss on her lips. "I love you, darling," he said.
"I love you too, Daddy," she said, the mushy feeling coming on strong now.
"Would you like the vibrator tonight?" he asked.
"Ummm," she said. "That would be nice."
"Both of them?"
"Yes, Daddy," she cooed. "I think I'd like both of them tonight."
Her father kept two vibrators; one a conventional type that strapped about the hand and the other a cylindrical one that was shaped like a penis and, could be inserted either in her rectum or her vagina. Each morning he removed them from the nightstand and placed them carefully in a suitcase in the closet and each night he put them beside the bed in case she wished to incorporate them into their lovemaking. Sometimes she didn't want them, but tonight she did. Moving them back and forth from suitcase to nightstand kept strangers and the clean-up maids from seeing them. Her father was very efficient in matters like that.
She beard the flick of the on switch and then the faint humming of instrument. Even before his vibrating hand touched her back she felt her juices gurgling within her vagina. The sound of the buzzing vibrator was like saying the word candy to a child. A conditioned response. She lay there on her tummy, legs slightly spread on the cool, clean sheets and closed her eyes as Daddy's soothing palm moved over her back, neck, buttocks, legs. He ran the machine up and down her inner thighs, too, and gently massaged her anus and the rear of her pussy. When he had finished her feet she knew it was time to turn over on her back so that she could work on her titties and tummy and pussy – all over her front.
He talked to her soothingly and lovingly as his hand moved, as always, without haste over every inch of her body. Instinctively, she reached for his prick which was by now, again as always, firm and dribbling. She clasped and unclasped her hand tenderly about its stout warmth until the vibrator moved well down between her legs and settled on her clitoris. Then she reversed herself on the bed so that she could take her Daddy's organ into her mouth. Sometimes she used the vibrator on his penis too but usually by this time. She wanted only to have his cock in her mouth so that she could taste his drippings and nurse slowly up and down its beautiful rigidity and tickle his balls. By now, their love making had become a ritual, a ceremony which she never tired of (Tired of? No, yearned for!), a ritual which Daddy still managed to keep fresh and filled with unexpected variations to thrill and delight her.
After a few minutes, Daddy fetched the other cock-shaped vibrator from the nightstand and placed the regular vibrator on her hand. As she began massaging his prick and full scrotum with the regular vibrator, she felt the prick-shaped vibrator pressing against her cunt lips, ramming up and down from her clitoris to her asshole. She encircled her legs about the instrument that she could feel the full force of the thing tingle against her genitals and rectum. For a long time she clamped it hard between her legs as she jacked off Daddy's penis. Finally, she spread her legs and placed the back of her hand against her forehead and wet her lips. She began wagging her head back and forth involuntarily and groaning, knowing that in a moment the buzzing, prick-shaped instrument would slip gently past her cunt lips and then vibrate every core and fiber of her vagina to the depths. Yes, there it was, going in, farther, farther, way up, all the way in and delivering unspeakable, tantalizing ecstasy. Daddy let it linger there, buzzing all by itself for awhile before he slowly pushed it in and out, in and out until she thought she wouldn't be able to stand the pressure a second longer. But she knew she could. She always did – at least so far. Sometimes she was fearful though that one night the indescribable feeling would reach such a peak that she would die, literally fade away from pleasure, perish from orgasmic waves that racked her body.
Daddy momentarily withdrew his stiff meat from her mouth and bent down and began lapping with his tongue on her clitoris as he continued to slide the artificial, humming cock inside her dripping love nest. She had come twice already and wan growing weaker. Soon it would be time for him to fuck her.
As thought he had read her mind, he asked, "You want it in your ass tonight while I fuck you?"
"Yes, Daddy," she moaned without even thinking, "but-but don't come inside my pussy unless you-you really want to. I'd rather you came in my mouth."
"All right, love," be said.
Daddy almost always din what she asked of him. Only a few times had he over-ruled her in his choice of orgasm. He carefully eased the cunt-slick vibrator up her asshole, then just as carefully, scooted around and eased his poker into her eager pussy. She felt the two stiff instruments – one flesh and the other plastic – probing her as they slid between either side of the thin partition of flesh that separated her two holes.
Now was the time she had to be careful. On several past occasions the combination of the two probers had caused her to pass out. Her pleasure plateau had reached such a level that she had simply blacked out in a state of near fitful bliss. She did not wish to pass out tonight. For one thing, she often missed, a final orgasm that she could only describe as Godlike in nature, and for another thing when she passed out it meant denying Daddy his own orgasm.
No, tonight she wanted to feel his sperm shoot into her mouth and swallow it. She had already had her share of climaxes and she longed to ingest his male fluid. Somehow, with her tummy full, she slept better, too, like a child after a late snack. Mainly, though, she had learned that Daddy liked her to swallow his come. To him, it seemed to represent the ultimate act, the final and most loving thing she could do for him. She had told him again and again that she actually liked to swallow his sperm, but no matter how sincerely she had explained he still thought of it as a favor to him, a kind of sacrifice.
The buzzing instrument continued its mission deep inside her as her father's tongue stabbed at her clitoris. It was odd that she had enjoyed swallowing her Daddy's sperm from the very beginning. Maybe it was a kind of sacrifice on her part. But if it was it was unconscious. Because she really liked to swallow his come, really liked it when it came shooting out and he groaned and held her head hard as she took all the love juice down into her stomach. She had often told him she would suck him off as many times every day as he wanted her to, but he didn't to believe her. "A hundred times a day," she'd told him, but he'd only smiled as though not really believing her. Maybe he wanted to think of it as something special. She didn't know.
It did puzzle her that she liked to swallow come. She had even liked swallowing Gil Turner's load. Really. The only thing was that Gil Turner drank a lot and she had detected a faint flavor of alcohol in his sperm the thought she had sucked him off. That had really surprised her. She had had no idea that alcohol could even affect the way a man's sperm tasted.
Another thing that surprised her was that a lot of girls didn't like to swallow sperm. She had talked to a few girls and their opinions on the matter ranged from not even putting a man's cock in their mouths to it's okay to suck a cock as long as the guy doesn't come that way. Then there were some girls who didn't mind a man coming in their mouths but they would always spit it into a Kleenex or run to the bathroom and get rid of it. Sherry didn't understand this at all. She'd even talked to one girl who had practiced swallowing raw eggs for a long time so that she could be able to swallow her boyfriend's come and make him happy. But it had taken her weeks to be able to take her boyfriend's whole load down without gagging. That had really surprised Sherry. She guessed that they hadn't been as lucky as she was. Their daddies had never made love to them and taught them all the good things about sex. Yes, they didn't know what they were missing, she'd thought, although she hadn't breathed a word about having sex with her Daddy to them because it was a secret.
Now Sherry reached her fourth orgasm and she very nearly passed out. She somehow managed to stay conscious even though a million pinpricks of delight stabbed at her body. She pushed at her Daddy's head, indicating that she had finished and he stopped licking and withdrew the vibrators. Then she curled up with the head of big hard-on inside her mouth and rested herself until she could gain the necessary strength to begin sucking him off. Even though she felt totally spent, she toyed with his balls and twirled her tongue around the end of his prick to keep it nice and hard until she was ready to begin working on him. She could hardly wait to give him the best blow job of his life. She wanted to hear him grunt as he sat up on her chest and slammed his ramrod deep into her throat. She loved it when he fucked her mouth that way because she knew he liked to watch his own stiff prick slide in and out of her mouth and talk to her about shooting his load there and her swallowing it. He always talked to her about giving her dessert – that her dessert was coming pretty soon, and he referred to his cock as her very own vanilla ice cream cone. He liked to hear her grunt and hear her muffled replies as she tried to answer his questions while he talked to her and fucked her mouth.
He always kept asking her if she really liked to sack him and swallow his come while he drove his wanger between her lips. It was almost as though he really didn't believe she really liked it and he had to keep reassuring himself that she did. So he kept asking and asking and she kept saying yes as best as she could even with the prick, stabbing her mouth until he finally let his beautiful load go and filled her whole mouth brimful of delicious love cream.
Sherry felt rested now. She turned over onto her back so that Daddy could get up on top of her, sit on her tits and then stick his prick into her mouth. As usual, he took a long time putting it in. He liked to watch her tickle his little cock slit with her tongue and flutter her tongue up and down his shaft before he really got down to seriously fucking her mouth… Sometimes too, he liked to jack himself off slowly and have her watch him. Tonight he did that for a while, and then she knew he was ready. Slowly, he fed his meaty monster (which, incidentally, was at least two inches longer than Gil Turner's) deep into her mouth and she began sucking just the way he liked it. Then be began asking her the questions, too – the ones he knew she couldn't answer with his prick filling her mouth up.
"Take it all in, baby," he said. "Take it all in and swallow your Daddy's come."
"Ummmm… arrghhhh… ergghhmmm," she responded, holding his shaft so that she could manipulate it inside her mouth with greater friction and, with her other hand, massaging his great sac and tickling his asshole. He liked her to play with his balls and finger his butt hole lightly but he didn't like her to stick her finger inside his ass for some reason. It was about the only thing he didn't like and so she didn't try to do it any more. They had never talked about his reason for not liking her finger up him so she just tickled him there while he fucked her mouth. She didn't care. Whatever Daddy wanted was okay with her. Anything at all.
Now he did something he often did just be fore he was ready to come. He took strands of her long, auburn hair and wrapped them about the base of his cock as he thrust. He thrust very hard now, gyrating his ass in all direction and plunging his stiff poker so that it struck all different parts of her mouth.
"Dessert time, baby!" he yelled. "Dessert! Dessert!"
"Argghhh… ummmmin… ummmmm," she answered to spur him on and let him know she was ready.
And then he came, holding onto her throat so that he could feel her throat constricting as she swallowed his spend. Shuddering all over, he stared down at her hollow-cheeked efforts until he was certain she had drained him dry. Then he collapsed beside her and she cradled his head on her shoulder, patting his head until she knew he was asleep. After a while, she turned out the light, and prepared for sleep herself. Tomorrow they would go swimming or play tennis or maybe even go water skiing. She doubted if he would call a rehearsal for tomorrow. Maybe he would even take her for a stroll along the Vegas strip and look in all the nice shops. Sometimes he did that and bought her a new outfit if they did go swimming she hoped he wouldn't get jealous when all the men stared at her in her skimpy bikini. It wasn't her fault that her body had turned out so curved and nice. She yawned.
Well, whatever he decided to do would be all right with her.
Life was wonderful with Daddy.



CHAPTER THREE


Sherry Trent and her father, Victor Redgrave, lay in the lounge chairs beside the immense swimming pool behind the Lucky Nuggett Hotel. They lay face up, eyes closed, facing the Nevada sun. It was hot, even for July, but a slight breeze made the beat bearable. Sherry liked to sport a tan. For one thing a suntan made it unnecessary to apply so much stage makeup at night under the heat of the stage lights performers perspired and their makeup appeared streaked and ran onto costumes, staining them. Also, a tan contributed to her whole some image.
The breeze diminished and Sherry sat up shielding her eyes from the bright sun with her hand and surveyed the deck. Two young men, both in their twenties she guessed, were staring directly at her. Mouths agape, they made no pretense of not staring directly at her breasts and the indentation of her vagina in the skimpy crotch of her bikini. Sherry loved Daddy, true, but she was a born performer. She spread her legs just a little farther apart, tugged at her halter, and smiled at them. It was just a friendly smile, not seductive, but the taller lad – the one with the erection nearly fell backwards in to the pool. Only a grab by his friend – whose crotch was somewhat swollen too – saved him from plunging into the blue water.
Sherry lay back again, feeling their hungry eyes fastened to her, and enjoyed her sunbath.
"How many times have I told you that a performer, especially one who hopes to be a star, is supposed to remain aloof? That was cheap, Sherry," her father said. "Being friendly is one thing. Tantalizing is quite another."
"Sorry, Daddy," she said, closing her parted legs. "It's just that I felt sorry for them. They looked so – pitiful there."
"Well, let them find some cheap tramp to sink their meat in," he said. "You're Sherry Trent and don't forget it!"
"Yes, Daddy." Her father's awareness regarding the presence of other males often amazed Sherry. When it came to other males he seemed to have eyes in the back of his head, an eerie intuition.
Connie, a cocktail girl from the lounge, came over in a few minutes and said, "Hi." Sherry had chatted with her briefly a few times during intermissions and they had struck up something of a friendship. Victor didn't object to her being friendly with females. In fact, he often encouraged her being nice to the "little people" wherever she worked, particularly if they were female or married men who didn't seem to pose any threat to her relationship with Daddy. It was good for her image, he said. Good public relations. In fact, she often caught her father feasting his eyes on the more sexy girls.
With long, straight black hair, large breasts, and enormous blue eyes, Connie was very sexy. Without invitation, she spread her towel on the sundeck next to Sherry and began chatting in her smooth, purring voice. She struck Sherry as something of a social-climber – the kind of girl who liked to hob-nob with celebrities and semi-celebrities and might be on the look-out for an affluent husband. She certainly had the manner and looks for it.
The three of them sat there baking lathe sun for perhaps twenty minutes when Gil Turner came over wearing a very flowery pair of swimming trunks. "Hi, gang," his deep voice boomed. "Mind if I join the sweat brigade?" he asked.
"Not at all," Sherry said.
"Hello, Gil," Victor said, squinting at him. Gil held a tall drink in his hand, his inevitable prop. Ice tinkled in the glass as he sat down cross-legged on his towel next to Connie.
"Gil, this is Connie," Sherry said, introducing them. "She works here in the lounge. She serves cocktails. With your consumption, you two should get along famously. Gil is my agent," Sherry added.
Gil grinned, taking in Connie's full, ripe body. "Very nice to know you," he said seductively.
The word "agent" seemed to perk Connie up considerably and Sherry guessed that her appraisal of Connie as an "important people seeker" was correct. She gave Gil a fetching smile, revealing perfectly capped teeth and said, "It must be wonderful and exciting representing real talent," she said. "Traveling all over and seeing interesting and exciting places." Her voice raised a full octave in pitch.
Gil took a long sip from his drink, then contemplated Connie's remark as he chewed ice. "Yes," he agreed, nodding, "and then sometimes it's a lot of shit. Pure, unadulterated bullshit."
Gil had had quite a bit to drink, Sherry could tell, and Connie didn't know just how to react. There was a nervous trembling about the edges of her fixed smile. Gil liked to shock people with language when he'd been drinking. It was one of his favorite games. But of course Connie didn't know that. Victor propped himself up on one elbow grimacing. "Please forgive Gil," he said. "When he's hitting the sauce he has a tendency to try to startle people. You don't find dealings related to our act distasteful do you, Gil?" Victor asked.
"Of course not," he said somewhat apologetically. "I'm talking about entertainment directors and all the crap you have to put up with in dealing with the no-talents. It's the mediocre ones who demand the moon. Sherry here is just ripe."
"I'd hoped so," Victor said, relaxing on the chair again.
"Language like that doesn't bother me," Connie insisted condescendingly, sensing tension. "I'm a cocktail waitress, remember? I hear all kinds of language every night, believe me. Don't worry," she said. "I'm a big girl."
"Yes, I can see that," Gil said. He ran his eyes over her crotch and breasts lecherously. "You're a big girl all right. Are you twenty-one?"
"Yes," Connie answered blinking in surprise. "Why?"
"Never mind," Gil said, taking her by the hand. "That means you're old enough to have a drink and – and everything. Come on, I want to talk to you, honey. Come with me."
Connie looked a little helplessly at Victor and Sherry but nevertheless permitted Gil to lift her to her feet. "Where-where are we going?" she asked, glancing at Sherry for approval. Sherry could see through Connie's false reluctance to depart with the agent of Sherry Trent. She would probably go anywhere with anybody she thought was important.
"Go ahead," Sherry coaxed. "Gil just wants to show you around, convince everybody that he's not in his forties." She winked.
"Well, if you think it's all right," Connie said. "Okay then. We'll talk later, okay?"
"Sure," Sherry said. "Have fun, dear. Gil's really quite harmless." She remembered the night she had made love with Gil and her comment was directed somewhat cruelly at Gil who had not been able to make her reach an orgasm.
"Bye-bye," she said, as Gil tugged her by the hand toward the hotel.
"Catch the act tonight," Gil called as they walked away.
Victor stared after Connie who was literally tripping as Gil whisked her away rapidly. "God, I hate Las Vegas," he said.
"Gil's just lonely," Sherry explained.
"You mean horny," her father said.
"Well, I guess they're the same thing," Sherry said. "Speaking of horny, what time do you feel like taking our nap?" An afternoon nap prior to the first show had become a ritual with them, as it was with many performers. Sometimes a nap was just that, but sometimes it meant fucking too. If they planned on fucking they began the nap earlier. Sherry wanted to get the schedule set in her mind.
"Let's nap early," he said, which meant he wanted to fuck. He glanced at his wrist watch in the cement beside him. "By now Gil's probably screwing that tramp Connie's ass off," he said, grinning.
"Does the idea excite you?" Sherry asked. "Does picturing them doing it together make you anxious to fuck me? I bet you wouldn't mind sticking your wanger in her yourself – for variety's sake, would you? Why don't you go up to Gil's room and watch them fucking and sucking?" She was baiting him in a very hushed voice so that no one could possibly tell the subject of their conversation. Often she did that just to read his reaction. "Fuckee, fuckee, fuckee," she sing-songed.
"You know that's ridiculous," Victor said. "Nobody does the things we do together and we both know it, dear. After you, making love to Connie would be like…" – he groped for words – "… like…"
"Jacking off?" she said.
"Precisely," he said. "I couldn't have said it better."
"Good," she said, not daring to touch him in public. "That's what I wanted to hear. Yes, they're probably just bungling away, like a couple of dogs or horses. No finesse."
Victor nodded. Their conversation sometimes took an entirely different tone when they were in public. Sherry abandoned her little girl role and became the precocious girl she actually was and he spoke frankly just as he would to any other adult. "Yes," he said. "Mere copulation. Sheer getting one's rocks off. Grunt, grunt and it's all over."
"Do you really think they're already doing it?" Sherry asked.
"Who knows?" her father said. "With Gil anything's possible."
Upstairs, in Gil Turner's room, they were not doing it – at least not yet. Gil had just mixed a pitcher of martinis and Connie sat primly across the room sipping her drink. Her legs were crossed and she jiggled the top leg slightly.
It was a nice leg – long and smooth. Gil lay on the bed staring at her.
"You operate sort of fast, don't you, Mr. Turner?" she said.
"Always," he affirmed. "Whether in business or in pleasure I don't believe in fooling around. If an act has promise I sign 'em and work my ass off so everybody makes money. If I see a girl I like I tell her so. Why not?" Connie was wearing casual shoes but they had heels. "Stand up and walk across the room," Gil said. She stared at him briefly, surprised, then tilted her head to the side and set her martini down on the table beside her. "Why not?" she said, rising and strutting slowly about the room.
"Do you like me?"
"You wouldn't be here if I didn't," he said. "Got any boyfriends?"
"Casual dates – you know."
"Do you swing for money or what?" Lots of the cocktail girls in Vegas, Tahoe, anyplace where there's gambling are part-time hookers. Connie certainly had the looks for it and Gil wondered if she supplemented her income with extre-curricular fucking.
"No, Mr. Turner. Some of the girls do, but I do not." Her voice was a bit icy. "It isn't my scene."
"What is your scene?"
"Right now I really don't know. I suppose someday I'll meet someone I dig, preferably with money, and get married."
"Naturally," Gil said. "The reason I ask is, I travel a lot and I get lonely. There's a lot of paper work that has to go back and forth from me to my office in New York. I could use someone like you to travel with me for a while. It would pay good, even when you wouldn't be working and I'm in New York. I'm not talking about getting married, I'm talking about getting laid. Regularly."
"Naturally," Connie said. "And you're married?"
"Naturally," Gil said. "Do you type?"
"Of course not," she said.
"I figured," he said. "Take your top off," he said.
"About how long would the job last?" she asked.
"Hard to tell. We'll say a six-month guarantee. But that will depend on what happens in the next half-hour or so, right?"
"Are you going to inspect my teeth and vaccinations to see if I'm a sound animal? Check for blemishes, scars?"
"I'm no veterinarian," Gil said. "I'm going to inspect your cunt. Think of me as a gynecologist," he laughed.
She wasn't laughing. "How much would the job pay?"
Gil pursed his lips. "Say, two hundred a week – plus fringe benefits."
"I make that already," Connie said. "In Vegas, cocktail girls make good tips."
"Okay, make it two-fifty," he said.
Connie gulped her drink down, set it on the table and stood up. Her ass swinging, she went to the door, put her hand on the doorknob and faced Gil Turner. "You're really funny, Gil," she said. "No hard feelings, but an offer like that is insulting. When a man earns ten percent of all the big acts you handle an offer like that is truly degrading. If you'd just wanted to make love now this afternoon you should have said so. I'm normal, I assure you. I dig sex and lots of it. But now, somehow the whole thing has turned me of. So long," she said, turning the knob.
Instantly, Gil sprang from the bed and raced across the room. He held her firmly about her bare waist. "Look, I am lonely and I do want you. Please. I'm not as tough as I seem. When I mentioned fringe benefits I meant the whole shot – nice times together, a car to drive, clothes. Stay with me for three-hundred a week for six months. Please?"
Connie's face softened. She draped her arms about his slightly sunburned shoulders, pushed her pelvis hard at his and pressed her open mouth to his. Finally, she smiled coquettishly at him and said, "Let's fuck first and see. You don't want to regret making a sexual contract with someone who isn't satisfactory, right? It's all in the fucking. I think you should try me out and then see how you feel. Think of it as a free trial. Absolutely no obligation, all right?"
Gil's cock stood ready and waiting. "Good idea, yes – I-I think that's best," he stammered.
"Besides," she said, "what if I don't like you? If it were just money I wanted I'd be a whore. You have to please me in bed too." She reached down and rubbed his bulging hard-on. "I think you're going to be fine though – just fine. Come on and let's take our bathing suits off and lie down."
"Whatever you say, Connie," Gil said. "Sure." Trembling, he unfastened her halter and then slowly pulled her suit bottoms down to her ankles. She stepped out of them and went and lay on the bed with her arms up behind her head. Gil leaped out of his trunks and lay down beside her. He pulled her to him and then began stroking her smooth, tanned flesh from her shoulder to her hip.
"I like you much better this way than you were before," Connie breathed, kissing his eyes, nibbling at his ears. Then her hand found his stiff prong and her soft fingers began playing delightful games with it. "Before you were like some kind of auctioneer – buying cattle or something. Me – are you always that way with girls?"
Gil palmed Connie's delectable breasts, whiter than the rest of her except for a thin band about her hips and crotch because of her bathing suit. He coaxed her nipples erect and pleaded with her to accept his proposal. "No," he finally answered her question about his way with girls. "I'm not that kind of man at all. I'm-I'm sort of shy actually. It's all a front. I'm sorry if I offended you. I just don't know how to behave normally I guess."
"I'd say you're perfectly normal in some ways," she said, laughing lowly from deep in her throat as she stroked and toyed with his genitals. "Let's just take our time and do everything we want."
Her words were barely out when Gil pressed his mouth hard to her breast and began sucking hard on her coral nipple. His hand plopped directly on her cunt too and he began immediately trying to stick his middle finger into her somewhat dry vagina. She caught his wrist and gently kissed his cheek. "Yes, you are a man who believes in getting directly to the point," she said softly. "You're older than I but there's much you have to learn. Go easy, baby. It isn't a contest. Wait until I'm ready, hon. This is going to be fun. I'm going to make the best fuck west of the Rockies – and at bargain prices. When you're ready to discard me you'll have oodles of females begging to jump in the sack with you."
"Really?" he said, and she couldn't resist laughing at the boyish tone of his voice.
"Yes, really," she assured him. "Now, first of all just rub my body all over very gently. Talk to me and kiss me till my pussy gets nice and juicy. Then we'll go from there. Just kiss my titties at first. Then gradually lick them lightly. Finally suck them and squeeze them the way you'd squeeze a sponge. You can use your teeth a little if you want later, too. Ummm, that's it. That's my lover man. Then I'll do some nice things to you. I'll kiss your prick and suck on it, play with your nipples, too."
"My nipples?" Gil asked incredulously. "Girls, play with men's nipples?"
"Of course, silly. Hasn't a girl ever played with your chest that way before?"
"No," he said. "I thought that was just for females…"
"And cows and goats probably," Connie said, laughing. "Oh, my! Here you are a married man and you don't even know the fundamentals. You've got a lot to learn, sweetheart, and I'm not sure six months is enough time!" He raised his head, looking hurt, and she pushed his tongue back on her nipple. "I'm just kidding, of course. In fact, I'll take your first offer. Two-fifty a week it is."
She watched him lapping at her nipples and felt her vagina contracting. He didn't know it, but she hadn't been fucked in a month. If she could just keep him under control and not overly anxious to just stick it in, she would get the blessed fucking and sucking she craved. "Nice, darling, lap on mama's titties while she plays with your cock and balls. Oh, Gil, you suck so nice!"
And then, to her surprise, he dove at her cunt parted her legs and began lapping at her pussy. Although he lacked subtlety and finesse, the fact that he was even aware of such a thing as oral love amazed her! He licked frenziedly, like a male animal, and she had to caution him against hurting her. He had apparently forgotten to shave that morning and his rough beard scratched slightly.
"Easy, baby," she coaxed. "Mama likes you to suck her pussy but you have to lick it gently. That's better, like slow and nice, and be sure and lick at the bump on the top. That's better," she said. "That's mama's big love tiger!"
Nevertheless, Gil still munched on her box like a ravenous animal. In a way, his lack of artistry excited her. She had grown accustomed to men who considered themselves experts in the cunt-eating category and performed with such restraint and skill they had become old hat. It was odd that some men considered themselves unique when it came to delivering pleasure in cunt-sucking. Did the fools really think they were the only ones who ate pussy or, at least, knew how to eat pussy well?
At any rate, Gil would certainly win no prizes in a snatch gobbling contest, but his crude attack and uninhibited gulping between her legs was refreshing. As he gorged himself on her crotch, the vacuum-cleaner-like technique he employed filled her ears with the slurping sounds of saliva and grunts and groans that reminded her of feeding time at the zoo. His beard was beginning to smart just a little and, before he devoured her cunt whole she decided to take a breather.
"Honey," she coaxed, raising his dripping-wet face from her parted legs. "That's scrumptious, but let mama suck you for a while now before we fuck, okay? It's unfair to let me have all the fun. I want to suck on your luscious prick for a little while and show you how good I am. Just lie back and let mama suck your rod."
Still guzzling, Gil agreed and lay back on the bed dripping prick standing straight up. She scooted down on the bed beside him and stared admiringly at his hard-on. "I'm going to give you a sucking like you've never had before, honey," she said, twanging his member so that it vibrated like a diving board. Connie first kissed his testicles long and lovingly and she could tell by his reaction that no woman had ever sucked his scrotum before. His eyes bulged out of their sockets in amazement as she took each almond-shaped ball deep into her mouth and tongued it softly, delicately. She jacked his prick and tickled the head of his rod as she did so.
"Nobody ever sucked my balls before," he groaned, affirming her suspicion. "Nobody ever did that. Ohhhhhhh…"
She went on licking his nuts for a long time before she let her tongue go to work expertly on his cock. She began at its base, not the tip, and let her tongue entwine like a serpent up from his balls so gradually, that the transition from testicle-lapping to cocksucking was almost unnoticeable.
"Oh, Connnnie!" be groaned again as her darting tongue worked its way toward his waiting, sensitive, bulbous head. "Oh, baby, baby. Yeah, lap my cock. Lap it all!"
When she was certain that he could endure her teasing not one second longer, she lightly took the purplish-brown head of the jerking member into her mouth and exerted slight pressure. She twirled her tongue, then began moving lower and lower over his foreskin and down as far as her mouth would go. When his prick touched the back of her throat she exerted still more pressure, rising in short jerking motions as though to milk his throbbing meat. It was a sure-fire technique she had learned a long time ago from a man who had been able to achieve an orgasm only from oral stimulation. Unable to achieve an erection by fucking in the conventional way, the man (Rex) had carefully tutored her in all the subtleties of oral copulation. She had never forgotten his instructions, even though after a short time she had tired of having sex in that way only, and now she employed her knowledge on the naive Gil to drive him out of his mind.
She continued that way, moving upward slowly in the slow, jerking movements, increasing the pressure a little each time, and then moving down quickly again when she reached the top of his organ like an eager trout going for an insect. The technique accomplished two purposes. First, it minimized the amount of time Gil's organ was actually exposed to room temperature (the air-conditioning was on) and secondly it was psychological, too, since it gave the impression of a female hungry – desperately hungry – to take the member each time deep into her mouth. At least that's what Rex (the oral connoisseur) had explained to her.
She continued feasting on his cock for a long while to the agonizingly enraptured groans of her patient. Then, out of the corner of her eye, she sighted a row of bottles on the dresser. As a heavy drinker, Gil naturally had practically every kind of liquor imaginable. Along with the usual scotch, bourbon, gin, there were liqueurs thick ones like creme de menthe and creme de cocoa. She ceased her laying labors and crossed the room. Creme de menthe was her favorite. Not only did she like the flavor of it, but it had the effect of prolonging a man's orgasm. The mint had a somewhat cooling affect which often kept a man from reaching an orgasm for hours. She remembered a man who had once spread a mint-flavored tooth paste over the head of his penis and explained that he could fuck for hours after each application because of its numbing effect. She took the bottle of creme de menthe from the row of bottles and returned.
"What are you going to do?" Gil asked. "I thought you'd never return."
"Sorry, love," she apologized, "but I jest saw something that might increase your pleasure."
Gil stared at the bottle. "Christ, I don't want a drink now!" he said. "You-you left me here dying and now you want to pour a drink!"
"Yes, I want to pour a drink," Connie said, "but not where you think. I'm going to pour some of this creme de menthe over your hard-on. It makes your love muscle taste even yummier. I love to lick it off, okay? Also, it makes you last and last forever."
"Last forever?" Gil didn't look as though be wanted to last forever. In fact, Connie guessed, if he had his way he would probably come as soon as possible. Well, be had much to earn and she intended to start teaching him right now.
"Well, not forever," she corrected, "but long enough for me to really get my kicks really sucking all the goodies from your thing."
"Whatever you say," Gil gasped, lying back again. He was in no mood to argue.
Connie uncorked the bottle and let the green liquid spill over the head of his prick and down over his balls. Then she set the bottle on the nightstand and began nursing with renewed vigor.
Now she was really sucking his cock, eating him, as they said, because she was swallowing the sweet-tasting liquid as though it were nectar oozing from every pore of his rod and testicles.
It made for more prolonged and closer contact with every speck of flesh which in turn heightened the sensation considerably. She knew the effect: once a man had poured a thick, sticky liqueur on her cunt before eating her and she had nearly been driven out of her mind! She would have to show Gil that trick some day soon, she thought, but for now she would have to be satisfied with first things first!
"Oh, sweet Christ," Gil was moaning as she lapped the sweet-tasting elixir from his organ.
"Ohhhhh I don't know what you're doing but don't ever stop. You're-you're gobbling me up… you're taking every inch of cock and swallowing it up… Ohhhhhh…"
After a while, when the creme de menthe was gone, Connie ceased sucking briefly and raised her head. "Do you want to come in my mouth, Gil honey?"
"Do you – do you care?" he asked.
"No, darling. I just want to make you happy. If you want to come this way, you can. Then, we can fuck or whatever you want later. What do you say?"
Gil let out a gurgle, not quite a laugh. "Okay, okay," he rasped. "You twisted my arm. But-but I'll make it up to you, you'll see you'll see. Yes. Let me come this way – in your beautiful sucking mouth…"
"All right, sugar. Just lie back and let mama finish you off."
Once again, Connie poured the liqueur from the bottle so that it ran in rivulets down Gil's bone-hard shaft. Then she set about the loving task of cleansing the stiff rod dean of every trace. Better yet, she thought, maybe he would come before the last of the sweet-tasting liquid was gone. She had sucked her friend Rex once this way and he had achieved his orgasm while the liqueur still remained and the taste of the semen and the liquid had been exquisite – a drink to rival the most exotic cocktail imaginable! It had been thick in texture, like that of a brandy alexander or a grasshopper, but the flavor of the sperm had provided a tang that no bartender could ever hope to simulate.
Connie worked on and on, swallowing as she sucked, laying, cleansing, emitting appreciative sounds while Gil bucked and spasmed, nearly leaping from the bed.
At last, he began shuddering in a way that told be was approaching the finish. Good, she thought. The flavor of the mint was still strong on his eager wanger and she would have the pleasure of drinking a flavored load from her new lover. Her mouth gulped greedier in anticipation, waiting for the explosion of his balls and the stream of sperm that would spew from his prick. There, she thought. There, it's coming!
And then her mouth was filled to the brim with the thick love cream, nice and mint flavored as poor Gil whimpered and whined in ecstasy.
"Ahhhhhhhhh!" he bellowed, writhing involuntarily as he held Connie's head hard as though he feared she might pull away.
Connie held the rigid shaft firmly in her mouth, draining it pulsing head of every drop until finally Gil went limp. His jerking movements were like after-shocks of an earthquake as he twisted and rolled and writhed.
Connie gave his prick a parting farewell kiss and crawled up and whispered in his ear. "My baby liked that, didn't he?" she asked. "Did my baby like the way mama sucked his precious prick?"
Still panting, Gil couldn't speak. He merely grabbed her about the neck and pulled her to him in absolute gratitude.
"Pretty soon, if you feel up to it, we can do it again," Connie said. "Creme de cocoa tastes nice too. I think you'd like that."
Gil waved his hand protestingly, as if he didn't think he could come again, either in this life or the next. He managed to mutter. "No, it's-it's your turn, Connie. I want to pour some of that stuff on you and make you come. But but first I have to rest a little."
"Sure, love. You go ahead and rest. We have lots of time. Forever if we want. We can even order food sent up to the room and then do everything you've always dreamed of. You didn't think you'd made such a bargain when you…" – she paused searching for a better word but couldn't think of one – "… when you rented me for six months, did you?"
Gil groaned. "No," he babbled. And then, "I want an option. At the end of six months I want an option to renew the contract."
"Whatever you say, darling," Connie said.
"Whatever you want, darling. We can re-negotiate at that time. For now, it stands at two-hundred-fifty dollars a week? Remember? I reduced the price because I felt you were a sort of challenge? Yes, think of it like one of those Swedish smorgasbord places. Two-hundred-and-fifty and all-you-can-eat!" She giggled at her sense of humor.
"Leave the bottle there," Gil said. "I want to make hors d'oeuvres of your pussy before we order supper sent up from room service, okay?"
"I think that would be nice," she said. "Ummm. I can just feel your tongue lapping all that sticky juice from between my legs. But you have to promise to shave first. I don't want your old beard to spoil everything."
Gil Turner reached up and rubbed his face.
"You're right. I forgot to shave. Sorry. It shall be done."
He got up then and went to the bathroom and Connie heard the sound of the electric shaver humming behind the closed door. She stretched and rubbed her jaw. Her mouth was only faintly tired. Yes, she thought, I'm going to enjoy this six months. I'll make a stud and prize-winning pussy-lapper out of him yet. And maybe at the end of six months the re-negotiation of the contract will be far different than he ever dreamed. He had a wife, of course, but his wife apparently knew very little about lovemaking. Six months was enough time to make a man an addict. Plenty of time. Before long she'd have him singing, I've Got You Under My Foreskin.



CHAPTER FOUR


Downstairs, still at poolside, Victor and Sherry were discussing her upcoming engagement in the Alpine Hotel at Lake Tahoe. Closing night at the Lucky Nuggett was only three days from now and Sherry was looking forward to it. Oddly, her attitude toward engagements followed a familiar pattern. She was always eager to move on to the next engagement, but by the time the engagement was over, no matter what its duration, she felt eager to move on to the next one.
She felt a special fondness for Lake Tahoe, though. After the frenzied pace and atmosphere of Las Vegas she yearned for the mountains and the calming effect of the tall trees and the clear blue lake. She thought of Lake Tahoe as a kind of vacation place, a refuge.
True, there was gambling there and all that went with the rolling of the dice, the turning of the cards and the clank of slot machines, but the tempo of life there seemed more leisurely. Also, according to Gil, there was a good chance that her weekly salary would increase there. An increase in salary was not so much a monetary thing as it was a badge. Money was nice, of course, but entertainers seem to rank themselves according to the money they earn. It was an indication of success and, therefore, ten-thousand-dollar-a-week acts were more successful than, say, eight-thousand-dollar-a-week acts. This was an obvious fact, but nevertheless prestige seemed to count for more than the salaries themselves. At least for Sherry.
The thought of salary increase reminded her of Gil's remark. "Do you really think we'll start earning more in Tahoe?" she asked.
Victor Redgrave shrugged and glanced at his watch. "It isn't certain," he said. "Gil was supposed to give Greg Jennings a call at Tahoe this afternoon about revising the contract, but at the moment he's upstairs fucking that cocktail girl. I guess we'll just have to wait until he's finished taking his pleasure with that little tramp."
"I wonder what they're doing right now," Sherry said, trying to visualize them. "Don't you wish you could see whether they're fucking or sucking right this minute?"
Victor grimaced, shaking his head. "Gil isn't exactly a Don Juan. They probably consummated the act two minutes after they entered his room. Either that or he's having difficulty trying to get his drunken pecker up without success?"
Sherry giggled. "Or maybe he's making one of his phony promises about hiring her as his traveling secretary."
"Yes, anything's possible with Gil," Victor said. "Well, shall we go up and take our nap now? With us at least we know our sex is first-rated. Somehow that makes me feel good. I detest mediocrity even in bed."
"Me too," Sherry said. "Ummmm. Let's go, Daddy." Somehow lying in the sun always made her readier for sex than usual, primed her, so to speak. She stole a glance at the manly bulge at the crotch of her father's tight-fitting, blue trunks and wet her lips in anticipation. She would have another delicious orgasm with Daddy and then sleep like a baby until time for supper and work tonight.
Upstairs, once the door was closed behind them, Victor held his daughter close and ran his hands over her sun-warm body. He unclasped her skimpy top and palmed her hot breasts, too, in slow circular movements. Finally, he hooked his thumbs in the top of the bottom of her swim suit and slid it down to her ankles. He started to kneel down on the floor but before he could do so Sherry slid his trunks down to the carpet also. "I like you naked just like me, Daddy," she said. "Oh, the thought of all those males with their beautiful clusters of cocks and balls hidden by bathing suits at the pool was driving me out of my mind. I wish everybody could just run around naked, their pricks and nuts and tits swinging free in the breeze. Beautiful."
Suddenly Victor slapped his daughter hard across the face. "There's only one set of cock and balls you're interested in and don't you ever forget it!" he rasped. "The way you were luring those gaping teenage idiots on was despicable! Cocks and balls… cocks and balls… you mean mine and nobody else's, do you understand?"
Sherry began to cry, stunned and holding her cheek where he had slapped her. The tears rolled down her rosy, rounded cheeks and spilled onto her nipples. "I-I'm sorry, Daddy," she gasped. "I didn't mean anything by what I said. You know I just want you, darling. Just you and your cock. Nobody else's, ever."
"Then behave like a Redgrave. You're going to be a star. Don't behave like that cocktail waitress tramp, Connie. Do you hear?"
Sherry cradled her head in her Daddy's shoulder, still sobbing. "I'm sorry, Daddy. Please forgive me?"
Sherry knew precisely what her father was doing. He frequently found excuses to punish her this way, to bring her to tears. He sought variety in their sexual relationship, and often in order to achieve it he resorted to strange devices. Long ago they had both learned that a crying scene before fucking changed the nature of their sexual encounter altogether. Slapping her was one of his favorite gambits. Then he could dominate her and use her and she could play the role of the naughty daughter trying to win back the approval of her stern, demanding father. She continued to hug Daddy and slowly sank to her knees before him, kissing as she descended. "Oh, Daddy," she begged, "please don't be angry with your little girl. I love you so much. I'd do anything for you. I never want to make you angry again. Never." She showered his body with forgiving, wet kisses now and hugged his buttocks as she took his already stiff prick in her hands and kissed it. Then, still crying, she kissed his balls and continued to beg for forgiveness. "Oh what can I ever do to make you love me again?" she asked.
"You know what you can do," he said sharply, grabbing her hair in his hands cruelly, hurting her. They were still playing the game, but it was much more than a game. For the moment at least they were totally in their roles. She would cry and shed tears as he watched her suck his hard-on and tell her that she should never mention other men again, that she would obey his every wish, that right now she would kiss and suck his prick until he was "good and ready" to forgive her.
From time to time she removed her mouth from his cock and gazed at it adoringly as she went on begging his forgiveness. Each time he would grab her head roughly and stick his flesh weapon harshly back into her mouth and tell her to shut up and suck. She would whimper then and resume nursing on his shaft which was still fragrant with natural body odor from the sun.
That was another turn their lovemaking often took. When they made love at night after her performances they invariably took a bath or a shower before having sex, but during their daytime sessions they frequently sucked and fucked each other's genitals without bathing. Her father liked to savor the natural aroma of his daughter's body at such times and he enjoyed licking her all over, especially her titties and her cunt, before they had gone swimming or bathed. He had told her this once and ever since she had acquired a taste for the natural, animal-like flavor of his organs herself.
"You're not doing anything right," he said sharply now. "You're just going through the motions like some fat, contented wife rendering a service to her husband to earn her board and keep. Your earlier remark was a very serious affront – an insult, an offense. I expect you to suck a cock the way I taught you – like you meant it." Again he slapped her. "Do it right or I'm going to blister your butt, understand?"
Sherry whimpered from the blow, loving it, and gave everything she had to suck Daddy's bursting meat wedge just the way he wanted it. She moaned and writhed, tugging at his buttocks and pressing her breasts as she munched on his shaft.
"That's better," he said, "and now you're atoning for misbehavior in the only way a female should – on her knees in front of a man's stiff cock. After a while I'm going to shove my fingers up your cunt hard – hard, do you hear? I'm not even going to shave before I lick your cunt. My beard is rough and I plan to hurt you between your legs. Maybe that will teach you a lesson." He pulled her nursing mouth from his member and a little strand of semen connected her open mouth to the head of his pecker.
"Do you hear me? I'm sick and tired of giving you pleasure all the time. Today you're going to get what you deserve. Today I'm going to hurt your pussy so that in future you'll remember to earn the nice things I so foolishly give you regularly. Daddy has been very patient. You know that. But Daddy will put up with only so much nonsense. From now on you're going to earn every come you get: every suck of your titties and every fuck of the pussy – the quality of those acts – is entirely up to you."
"Yes, Daddy," she whimpered.
"All right, as long as we understand each other. Now suck and suck as you've never sucked before and if I feel one tooth against my prick you're going to regret it!"
Sherry attacked Daddy's bone-hard dong with even greater fervor, very careful to let it come in contact with only the soft parts of her mouth and keeping it away from her teeth. Pretty soon she knew that Daddy would suck her pussy in the best way imaginable. Actually he didn't have much of a beard and he never, never hurt her vagina with his fingers. His threats and later actions were all part of the game. He only pretended to be rough with her at such times. Really he just put more emotion and movement into his oral attentions on her cunt and when he fucked her he did so with more purpose and authority. He pumped his ass harder and, if anything, her climaxes were more intense and yummier than ever. Sometimes, pretending that it was a form of punishment, he would fuck her in the ass too which drove her out of her mind. The first time Daddy had stuck his pole up her asshole it had hurt slightly, but now after all the times he'd done it and all the times he'd fucked her there with the penis-shaped vibrator while tickling her clit at the same time she thought of it as a special treat.
When he was in this mood, he fucked her in the ass and kept telling her that this is what bad girls got when they displeased their fathers. She would pretend to cry and tell him that she was a bad girl and how sorry she was and that she would never disobey or make him unhappy again. This game would then give way to her pumping harder, ceasing to cry and seeming to enjoy his fucking her in the butt. Then, almost always, he would suddenly stop fucking her ass and say, "You know, young lady, I think you're enjoying this. You're despicable! Here I try to punish you and you end up enjoying it! Is there no way to punish you?"
Then he would bite the cheeks of her ass hard and pump mercilessly until he came. After he'd rested, he would then tell her to go to the bathroom, get a warm, wet wash rag and clean his prick off. After this, he would then give her a long lecture, apologize for being so harsh with her, kiss her very paternally on the cheek and they would take their nap.
And that's precisely the way it went today. To the letter. And it was absolutely delicious.
Sherry came three times and she could tell that Daddy had an absolutely marvy come.
Gil Turner returned from the bathroom after having, parted Connie's legs and buried his smooth face in her dripping slit. He gobbled hungrily, snorting and puffing as though be wanted to crawl up into her womb, either that or swallow her entire pussy whole. He didn't seem to be concentrating on any particular place and for a while his generalized munching at her crotch was a refreshing change from the restrained, almost sophisticated cunt-licking Connie was accustomed to. Yes, Gil seemed like a little boy in a candy store who couldn't quite make up his mind which delicacy he wanted to gorge himself on first.
Finally, Connie began to yearn for a more direct effort on her vagina, some more coherent and planned attack on a specific region of her pussy. When dining in a restaurant she, like most people, preferred to take a bite of one thing and then another rather than stirring the individual portions up into one indefinable hash or stew. She liked to think of herself as a costly meal which should be sampled in an orderly fashion. She had never observed Gil at the dinner table, but she guessed that his manners were none too good and that he certainly talked with his mouth full. Bless him, "Honey," she said after a while, "don't you want to pour some of that nice-tasting creme de menthe on my pussy and lick it off? Then when you lick my cunt it tastes just like licking an ice cream cone – only it's better because it's nice and warm."
Gil raised his face and wiped the we from his mouth and chin with the back of his hand. "Huh?"
"I said, don't you want to pour some liqueur on my pussy? It makes it feel better for me and it tastes good too."
"Oh, yeah," Gil said. "I forgot. Good idea." He reached over for the bottle and then poured it so that it ran down her cunt and down into her buttocks. He smeared the green liquid over her genitals and around with his hand as he stared in wide-eyed fascination at the beautiful cunt. He seemed to stare at it as though it were some exotic dessert – cherries jubilee or a parfait. Then he settled into a more even tempo as he lapped the sweet tasting liquid from every nook and cranny of her tasty snatch.
"Oh, baby, now you're doing exactly what mains likes. But don't forget my love button at the top. That's better. Oh! And you even like my bottom! Yes, darling, your tongue feels so smooth and nice down there… everywhere."
When he had swallowed practically all the creme de menthe, Connie herself poured the remainder of the bottle over her own twat to keep Gil snacking so delicately and tenderly all over her love chasm. Yes, Gil had definite cunt-eating possibilities, she thought. Although she had to keep raising his head slightly to remind him that it was her clitoris where she wanted most of the attention. He got the idea after her fifth or sixth prompting and began working on the flesh bud as if he knew that would make her come.
"Now you're on it, honey. Yes… oh, yessess right on it… don't stop… please make mama come… please."
Gil was pressing just a bit too hard, not letting enough air penetrate between his tongue and her clit, smothering her so that she could not achieve the maximum sensation. She did not know how to tell him this without turning him off or offending him. Men were funny that way. They liked to think of themselves as the perfect lovers in every department. He was doing a fine job, unquestionably, but with just a little lees pressure, just a little, it would make all the difference. Pressure, even all out pressure, was fine at the very end, just before she came, but it was premature to push so hard at this stage.
Connie lifted his head, just a little and forced him to lick just a little lighter and he seemed to get the idea. Also, she guessed, his tongue and neck might be getting just a little bit tired by now. Certainly the little string of flesh that held the tongue to the lower part of the mouth was severed by now but that was common and wouldn't cause any great discomfort. She didn't want to tire him too much this first time he made her come with his mouth. She wanted to make it an enjoyable experience for both of them so that he would lick her pussy all the time. A man who wouldn't lick cunt was worse than no man at all and she didn't want to run the risk of making him suck-shy. No sir… never!
"Almost!" she cried out, spurring him on. "I'm almost there, darling. Oh, that blessed, beautiful tongue of yours is driving me out of my mind! Keep sucking. Harder… harder!" She was almost there now and wanted the maximum action. She grasped his head with both hands and stiffened her legs out as far as they would go on either side of the bed. Then she began riding his face like a jockey rides his tiny saddle and grinding her pelvis harder and harder at his slurping mouth.
"Ah! Ah! Ah! Yes, now, now! Oh, Gil! Yes, I'm coming now, baby! Oh, baby! There… there… there… now… Oh, nowwwwwwwww…" she screamed. "Pretty soon we'll fuck… but now I'm therrrrreeee!"
Connie saw stars as the tingle of blessed orgasm ran up and down her backbone, jolted her being to the core and brought a relief she hadn't felt in a long, long time.
They both lay there, Connie shuddering and moaning and Gil panting, too, from his head wagging efforts. "Oh, what a way to make a living," Connie said finally smiling lovingly at her new-found lover. "To think we can be together, live a good life together having sex and going to fun places. You're my sugar-daddy, Gil. That's what you are… a sugar-daddy… a girl's dream come true."
When Connie had rested, she realized that Gil was growing restless. Some time had passed since his last orgasm, his blow job, and she could tell that the excitement of bringing her snatch to a climax with his mouth had once again stiffened his rod and readied him for fucking.
"You want to put it in now, sweet?" she asked, kissing him and fondling his erection. "You ready to stick it in mama's love hole and come again?"
She had barely gotten the words out when Gil grabbed her tits roughly, rubbed them mechanically for a moment, and then mounted up ready to stick his member between her legs. His eagerness startled her somewhat, but she was still wet from his saliva and the creme de menthe so held her cunt lips apart to enable him to penetrate her.
"Yeah," he grunted. "When the chips are down, fuckin' is the best. Good ol' fuckin' with my cock right up your middle. Right in your hot hole with your ass in my hands. Yeah…"
"Yes, baby," she agreed. "Mama loves your pecker up there – loves to feel your come shoot in there." Suddenly Gil paused, raised himself slightly and stared at her questioningly. "You can't get pregnant, can you?" he asked. "I mean, you do take the pill or wear a diaphragm or something, don't you?"
Connie smiled. "I may only be twenty-one, but I'm not a stupid kid," she answered. "Honey, I've been taking the pill since I was sixteen! Come on and let's fuck. Don't worry."
"Good," Gil grunted, apparently satisfied, and began pumping his ass rapidly as he thrust his hard-on piston-like into Connie's cunt.
Actually, Connie thought, Gil did have much to learn. She did delight in the challenge to make him a more affectionate and effective lover in the next six months, but sometimes his eagerness to get things over with bothered her. Right now, for instance, the way he held her ass in his hands – her thighs rather – made her feel a little like a wheel-barrel. The primitive approach often made a woman feel feminine, as though she were being over-powered by the more powerful, cave-man type male, but at this instant she could tell that Gil was thinking exclusively of himself. She might as well have been a goat or a sheep. She was a hot, wet hole to stick his cock in and gratify himself in.
That she might have preference as to position or pressure points had not even occurred to him as he huffed and puffed as quickly as possible with the single intention of unloading the contents of his balls within her. She would have to change all that. She owed the poor dear that in exchange for the salary he would pay her. But her instruction would have to be done with the utmost care. Years of habit had contributed to his attitudes and methods of fucking a woman and the last thing she wanted to do was bruise his childish ego.
"Okay," he said, breathing harder. "I'm going off now, Connie. Getting my nuts off now."
"Give it all to me," Connie purred. "Let's go fuck… fuck… fuck! Come inside in mama's pussy like a nice boy!"
"There it is," Gil moaned. "There she blows!" He spoke a little like a boy might speak to another boy when showing a prized agate from his marble collection. "Yeahhhh… there it is!" he gasped. He lay there with the full weight of his body on the top of her, gasping for breath. Almost immediately, his hard-on dwindled away to nothing and he rolled away and faced the wall. He didn't say a word. Connie had not come, but she didn't mind. She began rubbing his back. "Do you want to rest awhile before we have dinner?" she asked.
He shrugged her hand away, as though her touch annoyed him. "Dinner?" he grunted. "What the fuck for. You hungry already?"
"No, darling," she said softly. "I just thought you might be after your efforts. If you want, I'll call room service."
"Room service? Who do you think you are? Lady Astor? Why don't you go down and get a hamburger in the coffee shop – something your style."
Connie didn't think she had heard him correctly. She could not believe her ears. "What's wrong, Gil?" she asked.
"Nothing's wrong as soon as you get your ass out of here," he said.
"Gil! But you said – I mean, our agreement? Okay, then, if you're not hungry now forget it. I'm sorry."
"I said to get your ass out of my room," he repeated. "Now!"
"Gil, you can't mean what you're saying."
He jumped up, went to his pants and withdrew his wallet. He withdrew some bills, placed them in her hand, then gathered her clothes and opened the door. Still naked, he shoved her out into the hallway and threw her clothes after her. "I gave you a tip," he said. "You asked for two-fifty, right? Well, there's three. It's more than you're worth. Think of it as a tip. Thanks for the lay."
He slammed the door.
Connie stood with tears streaming down her, cheeks, trying to cover her nakedness with her clothing and glancing from side to side. Fortunately, there was nobody in sight. She unclenched her fist and stared at the bills. They were one dollar bills. Just as he had said, plus a fifty-cent tip.
"You rotten son of a bitch," she said. "You dirty, rotten son of a bitch."



CHAPTER FIVE


Closing night at the Lucky Nuggett went extremely well and Gil Turner was easily able to negotiate a five-hundred dollar a week raise for Sherry's return engagement in September. It was three days later when they arrived at the Alpine Hotel in Lake Tahoe. Sherry and her father flew, as always, but their accompaniment, The Sunbeams, made the ten-hour drive by auto. Victor Redgrave rented a car at the airport early that afternoon and by late afternoon the group had set up and rehearsed briefly in the Alpine Lounge.
Gil Turner had stayed in Las Vegas on business with another of the acts he handled but he had been able to secure a similar raise in salary for Sherry at the new gig, too, and this made her and her father happy. Greg Jennings, the entertainment director at the Alpine, verified the raise upon their arrival.
"Despite the fact that he drinks too much, Gil's a fairly good businessman," Victor said to Sherry as they drove to their motel. The Alpine, unlike the Lucky Nuggett, did not furnish rooms for lounge acts and so they had rented a luxurious, rustic apartment overlooking the lake and just a five-minute drive from the Alpine.
"I wonder how he and the cocktail waitress, Connie, made out?" Sherry asked as they arrived at their motel.
"Who knows," her father said. "Probably just another piece of ass to Gil," he said. "Along with the usual pack of lies, of course."
When they had finished unpacking, Sherry said, "Daddy, I don't feel like a nap. It's still early yet and I don't feel like just hanging around the motel. It's so nice to be back among the tall trees and the water. Could we just take a walk and dig nature?"
"All right," her father said.
They went out and began walking along the shore of the lake for perhaps a quarter-mile, then headed through the trees inland up a slight incline. They hiked several miles and below them the lake was deep blue. A slight breeze had come up and there were whitecaps riding the surface. A few small craft, mostly sailboats, skimmed the surface, their sails full and white against the darker water. Victor paused to catch his breath, leaning against a big pine tree for support. Then, suddenly, he pushed Sherry behind the tree and held his finger to his lips to indicate silence. Silently, he pointed and Sherry peered around the tree. Not twenty-yards distant lay a handsome dark-haired man in his early twenties. He lay on his back on the ground, his pants pulled down to his ankles, and his brownish hard-on stood straight up in the air. Sherry gasped, holding her hand to her mouth. The man's prick was easily the most immense male organ she had ever laid eyes on. On either side of him was a young girl, both very young and both very beautiful, and the girls were kissing his face adoringly and running their fingers through his hair and over his stomach. The girls wore hot pants and Sherry could see that they wore no bras beneath their skimpy, silken blouses.
"Good Lord," Sherry said. "You'd think they'd go to a motel or something."
"Shhh," Victor said. "Let's watch."
The girls were beautiful – gorgeous – and, from their hair and enormous breasts, Sherry guessed them to be showgirls. The man seemed totally relaxed, allowing them to have their way with him, except each of his hands was up under their blouses fondling their ample tits. In a moment, one of the girls – a redhead – grasped the man's huge cock and massaged it while the blonde tickled the man's breasts and soul-kissed him passionately. The scene was making Sherry's pussy mushy.
The girls went on that way for several minutes treating the young man as though he were some kind of sultan and they were his sex slaves. Then both girls stood up and stepped out of their shorts, revealing perfectly rounded asses. The redhead curled up beside the man with her face next to his monstrous organ and began showering it with worshipful kisses and fondling it as though it were a treasure. The blonde, following the man's instructions, bared her breasts and wiggled them back and forth across the man's face.
"Oh, Tony!" Sherry heard her shout as the man kissed and lapped at her aroused nipples. "Tony, I've wanted you for so long, darling."
Whoever he was, this Tony was quite a lover, Sherry thought, to rate two such devoted and lovely devotees. She wished her father weren't with her. She wanted to reach down and stroke her clitoris as she watched the sex scene. Tony was so handsome and his cock so enormous! He was the absolute epitome of virility and she secretly wished she could join the girls and make the orgy a foursome.
Now the blonde whose titties Tony had been sucking sat directly on his face with her legs spread wide apart. She was a natural blonde all right, Sherry saw. Her pubic hair and the fuzz rimming the cleft of her ass was blonde, too. She propped herself up with her hands on the ground on the pine needles and slowly ran her vagina all over Tony's face while his hands kneaded her ass and he lapped at her cunt. She stared up at the cloudless sky, a look of abject rapture on her delicate features as though she were praying Tony's tongue would never cease its delicious laying mission on her genitals. Once, as the blonde scooted up on Tony's face a bit farther to give him better access Sherry caught a glimpse of his lapping tongue as it flicked all the way around to the blonde's anal cavity. My God! she thought. Even Tony's tongue is longer than most men's pricks! He was some kind of freak of nature, but if he was a freak he was easly the most handsome freak she had ever seen.
By now, the redhead was running her tongue all up and down the giant, bronze cock that stood as tall and proud as a small tree here in the forest – a stout, firm tree though without branches, just smooth flesh reaching majestically for the heavens (it was God-sent all right!) with two beautifully symmetrical testicles the size of large avocadoes at rest below.
Sherry thought she would go mad as the redhead tried vainly to get Tony's balls in her mouth. They were just too large, so the poor girl had to compromise by bathing them with her tongue. It was a difficult job. Her futile act resembled a midget attempting to wash a pair of two-ton trucks! And her tongue was of normal size! She did manage to get most of his penis into her mouth though and Tony's firm hips responded by slowly thrusting his member as far as it would penetrate to the back of her mouth. And then Tony did a most unusual thing. He released his grip from the ass of the blonde on whose cunt he was feasting, flung both arms out to the side, turned his head free from her snatch and emitted a long note of such power and beauty that Sherry was astounded. His voice was magnificent, the vibrato and timbre obviously that of a trained singer. It was as though he were in Switzerland amidst the Alps instead of the mountains of Lake Tahoe yodeling with unrestrained joy. No, he wasn't yodeling. His voice was far too beautiful for that.
But he was expressing the joy and passion he felt at this moment in the best way he knew how. His big balls, the source of his deep voice, literally bounced as the long note resounded through the mountainside and tickled Sherry's ears.
Finally, he stopped and made the girls trade places so that he could suck the redhead and let the blonde suck him. At his bidding they quickly changed places and eagerly acted out their new roles, after a while, Tony's large hands departed from the redhead's ass and reached down and lifted her so that her snatch slid onto his erection. With some difficulty she eventually managed to envelope Tony's entire organ and then she rode his pole with all the fervor of a cock-starved nymphomaniac. Again, after a few minutes fucking the redhead, Tony made the girls switch and he fucked the blonde's cunt for a while.
The entire scene had lasted for approximately twenty-minutes when Tony suddenly stopped and appeared to hold a conference with the girls. The girls argued heatedly at whatever was being said, but finally the blonde lay on her back with her legs spread wide and Tony mounted her and began feeding his huge meat wedge into her vagina. When it was all the way inside her the redhead squeezed her head under Tony and began sucking his balls while he fucked the blonde.
So that's what they had argued about, Sherry thought. They both wanted to be fucked but of course that was impossible, especially with an organ of Tony's size!
As Tony slammed his meat hard into the wailing blonde, Sherry could not resist the urge for gratification any longer. She slipped her hand into her slacks and parted her legs and began rubbing her clitoris. At the same time she reached over and unbuttoned her father's fly, let his hard-on burst free as they both watched the threesome at work. Her father was excited, too. He was wetter than she could ever remember and his erection was like a rock. She fingered herself and jacked Daddy off and stared in disbelief at the pile-driving ass of the magnificent Tony. Tony was soon to display a most democratic quality, for he tossed the ball-licking redhead on her back and began fucking her while the blonde became the testicle-gobbler. The question in Sherry's mind was which girl would he favor with his load. She could not breathe a word to Daddy but how she wished she were the girl beneath handsome, giant-cocked Tony, ready to receive the great outpour of his sperm into her quivering receptacle. Her curiosity was soon satisfied, for Tony began driving his organ at a furious pace as though racing for the finish, his great organ showing itself on each upstroke. Then, to her amazement, Tony did something she did not believe a male capable of. He allowed his prick to leave the warmth of the redhead's seething vagina. Usually, in her experience with Daddy and from what she had heard, men were reluctant to leave cunt or mouth heat just before the crucial moment.
But once again this God of a man displayed superhuman qualities, total unselfishness as he permitted both girls to share in his orgasm.
And what an orgasm it was! Both girls held his prick with their hands (there was more than enough room for two hands) and covered the head of his penis with their mouths in wait for the impending gush of sperm. And then the mighty white stream geysered up, much of it spurting up into the air beyond their guzzling mouths, but the bulk of the load gulped greedily by both girls who resembled two thirsty people trying to get a drink from the same firehose at the same time. On and on the sticky torrent raged while the giant balls danced in accompaniment Tony held great handfuls of pine needles in his hands, his face contorted in ecstasy as the fountain's skyward launch diminished to sporadic dribbling which the girls fought over.
When they were certain that his ball had run dry and there was no more love juice to be had, both girls slid up and lay on their sides kissing his cheeks and murmuring affectionately in his ear. Finally, he patted them both on their bottoms.
Sherry distinctly heard the redhead say that she had already come, so Tony then fingered the blonde until she too reached completion while the redhead watched.
In a few minutes, the three of them pulled on their garments and walked hand in hand toward the lake. Instantly, Sherry kicked one leg of her slacks free, parted the elastic crotch of her panties and raised her leg up and pressed her foot against the big tree. Daddy dropped his pants and managed to get his hard-on inside her cunt just in time to shoot his load into her snatch. Although the act required only seconds and was unusual in its haste for both of them, they came simultaneously. The sight they had just witnessed had driven them to the brink.
There had been no time to lie down. They had fucked standing up.
As they walked back toward their motel, Victor said, "Some people don't care anything about privacy at all, do they?"
"No, I guess not," Sherry agreed.
"Rather stimulating. I'm glad we took a walk. I wonder who the devil they are. That young man certainly had a splendid voice."
Sherry resisted the urge to add that he had an even more splendid cock. She would never be able to rid herself of the memory of the huge organ spouting there into the air amidst the trees, the handsome Tony and the girls devouring his jism. But she dare not say a word to Daddy of this.
"Maybe he's an entertainer around here," Victor went on. "Re's certainly got the voice for it and the girls certainly weren't ugly. Showgirls, I'd say."
"Very possible," Sherry agreed.
"Sorry about coming so soon," her Daddy appogized. "But that threesome, with the help of your pumping hand, had me ready to come the minute I stuck my cock in you."
"You mean the second you shoved it in me," Sherry corrected, giggling. "You don't have to apologize," she said, hugging his arm. "I was ready to come right then, too."
Her Daddy looked at her a bit strangely then. "I-I trust the sight of another, shall we say well hung, male hasn't given you any ideas about sampling other men's organs."
Sherry laughed, hiding her true feelings she hoped. "Don't be silly, Daddy. You know we have something very special together. Why would I want any man but my very own wonderful Daddy? You taught me everything and I owe my career and my every thought to you."
"Good," he said. "I just want to be sure you never forget that, dear. Remember what I've just said in the event you ever feel tempted to experiment. I hate to think what I might do if I ever learned that you'd had an affair with another man – any man."
Sherry kissed him on the cheek reassuringly and wondered what he would do to Gil Turner if he knew about that one time they had fucked and sucked. She shuddered to think of it. "Shhh, my darling Daddy," she said. "Now you just stop saying crazy things like that. I'm all yours and you know it."
"I just want to be absolutely certain that you understand that's all."
Sherry felt certain that she had convinced him of her loyalty but she was equally convinced that if and when she ever got the chance she would do everything, and more, with the handsome Tony that the girls had done. The sight of the muscled singer there on the ground with his enormous penis jutting skyward had stirred something deep within her that she had never felt before. She wondered if he did work there in the Lake Tahoe area. There were many clubs at the South Shore resort area. Quite possibly he did. She tried to dismiss him from her mind. Of one thing she was certain: if she ever found him she would make the strongest pitch of her life to be alone with him. Anywhere. Dear Daddy, how she loved him! But Tony was something else.
Back at the motel, they both napped sans sex, then showered and strolled over to the hotel restaurant for dinner. The evening was pleasant and so they elected to walk instead of taking the car. The season was in full swing, the herds of tourists who flocked every year to lose their money at the gambling tables were festive and gay. They had salads and prime rib and tomatoes instead of potatoes (for weight sake) and skipped dessert as they watched the merriment about them. Numbers flashed on the walls of the resort hotel wherever you went, even in the restaurant, and the girl runners dashed back and forth collecting the players' cards with their selections and money. It felt good to be in Tahoe again and Sherry looked forward to tonight's first show. The stage was not quite as large as the Lucky Nuggett in Vegas but the acoustics were good and they had top billing on the lounge marquee. Sherry Trent, she thought. You're getting more money now. Sherry Trent, you're going to be a big star some day.
Dressing rooms were downstairs beneath the stage at the Alpine which meant walking quite some distance, but they were large and modernly furnished and equipped with TV. Television often helped to pass the time between the long intermissions. She sat now, checking her makeup. She had selected one of her western, fringed outfits (they were all pretty much the same but this one was maroon and of a velvet kind of material), very expensive and custom-made. She never wore her stage garb outside anyplace where she worked because if the income tax people caught you they were declared not deductible. The rule was, if you could wear it on the street you could not deduct it and so she always changed, even between shows when she didn't leave the building.
She listened now to he sounds of musicians and performers warming up and rehearsing in the adjoining dressing rooms as she primped and got ready for her first show. There was a trumpet playing scales and a vocal trio trying out a new number. From upstairs, in the main room, she could hear a final chord from the large band that backed the star in the main room. Someday, she hoped she would stop playing only lounges and play the main rooms where you have a full band for accompaniment and where the real money is. "Don't worry, sugar," her father said from the couch behind her. "Some day you'll play the main rooms, too." It was eerie the way Daddy sometimes seemed to read her mind. Well, she decided, they both had the same goal. Stardom. When she became a full-fledged star they would have oodles of money, and they could take long vacations and go to Europe or the Orient.
"I know, Daddy," she said. "It's just a mater of time. After all, I'm only sixteen. I've come a long way. I guess I shouldn't be overanxious."
Actually, she felt a lot older than sixteen and they both knew it. Her feeling older and acting older was partly because of the unique relationship with her father and, too, traveling and working in show business tended to accelerate one's maturity. She knew that she felt a lot older than sixteen this afternoon when they had watched that threesome fucking and sucking in the woods. Any other normal sixteen-year-old would undoubtedly have been shocked, but she had accepted it as perfectly normal – a little indiscreet perhaps but perfectly normal. She had done everything they had done and more as far as sex was concerned – Daddy had seen to that except she hadn't ever had sex with more than one person at a time. Well, maybe a man with a cock the size of Tony's required two girls to handle him. Still, she wouldn't want to share a man like Tony with any girl. She would want him all to herself. She smiled at this. But maybe he was so much in demand he had to take them on two at a time so they could all have a turn. "What are you smiling about?" her father asked. She looked at his reflection in the light-bulb rimmed mirror. "Oh, nothing," she said. "Just happy, that's all. You know I always feel good about opening night." She was the opposite of most performers, she knew. Opening nights never gave her the jitters. The rehearsal with the light man this afternoon had gone perfectly and her voice always carried well on this stage and there was absolutely nothing to be worried about. Most performers, if they were at all inclined to get jittery, did so on opening nights.
"You're my little trouper, honey," her father said.
"I'm your little everything," she said.
"Don't start looking at me that way or I'll muss up your makeup kissing you," he said, grinning.
"You could just slip off my bottoms," Sherry said, joking. "That wouldn't muss up my makeup."
"No, that's not a good idea. We can wait until bedtime. Don't you know about sublimation? The sex drive is very important. When you're satisfied sexually you don't perform as well. When your sexual drive is unsatisfied your actions are channeled into whatever you are doing. The sexual drive can be sublimated in many ways. Tonight you should use it to give your all when performing."
"Interesting," she said, "but I'm not sure I believe it. We've fucked lots of times during intermission and I don't think my shows have suffered, do you?"
Her father laughed. "Well, it's a theory anyway. Don't pay any attention to me. I'm just making conversation."
"You sure I look okay?" she asked.
"Ravishing," Victor said. "You will win them over and have, them screaming for more and more and more."
"I wonder how the crowd is?" she asked. It was Thursday and week-nights never drew the crowds weekends did. She was concerned about the head count. The maitre d' always took a count of lounge customers before and after each act. It was management's way of determining whether a particular act was drawing or not.
Sometimes, if the previous act was good, you inherited a good-sized audience. If the act was bad, you started with nothing. The idea was to keep or increase the large audiences and build the small audiences to room capacity. With the new raise Gil had obtained she was more anxious than ever for the head count to be favorable.
Acts that consistently lost people, eventually got the axe. Still, she knew that Gil could not possibly have gotten her a raise if the count had not been favorable – very favorable – many, many times.
"Don't worry," her father said. "I will personally count heads before you go on and afterwards. What do you think I do when I'm out front anyway? Masturbate?"
She laughed. "Frankly, I never noticed. Maybe you do. Maybe I'm so sexy you do. That would be a good one. The Alpine Hotel proudly presents Sherry Trent, The Sunbeams, and their masturbating business manager, Victor Redgrave!"
They both laughed and suddenly Sherry realized that she was slightly nervous. Probably because of Gil Turner getting the salary raise, she thought, puzzled. But then she became aware of a deep voice warming up in one of the dressing rooms. It had begun undetectably without her realizing it and then slowly crescendoed. Subconsciously she had heard it which had account for her nervousness. The voice rose in volume now, its timbre full and mellow as it went up and down scales. It was the same voice she and her father had heard in the woods earlier that day. It was Tony and she and Tony were obviously working the Alpine Lounge together on the same bill.
Without thinking, her hand went to her mouth in shock and she exchanged a meaningful glance with her father in the mirror. Just then a voice passed outside in the hall calling, "Tony Agnello! Mr. Tony Agnello!"
The singer stopped. "Yes," Tony said, opening his dressing room door.
"There's some girl wants to talk to you on the telephone."
"Tell her I'm busy," he said, and closed the door.
The singing started again.
"Now I'm worried about more than head counts in the lounge," Victor Redgrave said.
Sherry pretended she had not heard the singing or the voice in the hall. "What, Daddy? What did you say?"
"Don't play games with me," he said brusquely. "You're my daughter, remember? I've known you for quite some time now – intimately. I saw the way you acted this afternoon at the sight of that stud's cock. I wasn't totally surprised. I've been expecting something to happen for some time now. After all, you are getting older and you are normal."
"Please, Daddy. Don't talk to me this way."
"I will talk to you this way. Remember what I told you about ever letting me catch you with another man, especially this Tony Agnello! I'm going upstairs now and look around. You can stay and listen to his lovely voice as long as that's all you do. See you at the first show."
Victor Redgrave left then, closing the door quietly behind him.



CHAPTER SIX


Sherry primped for a few minutes longer, then went upstairs to pass the time before her act began. She did not see her father anywhere and so she ambled toward the lounge stage to watch the act which preceded here. There stood Tony Agnello, his arms outstretched, singing The Night Was Made For Love. He wore a bright orange peasant-type shirt, with the arms full and open down the front to expose his hairy, masculine chest. His tight-fitting, bell-bottom trousers a gray shiny material. He held the audience absolutely enthralled, particularly the women. Sherry wondered why she had never heard of him before. His voice was just as magnificent as it had been that afternoon in the woods. She felt a tingle of desire run through her entire body as she recalled the sexual scene she had witnessed ad listened to him now.
Finally, she went around the stage door and entered to watch and listen even closer.
"Good evening, Miss Trent," the stage manager greeted as she entered.
"Good evening, Sid," she said and stood in the wings watching. Tony's act featured Tony exclusively, but nobody seemed to mind. Accompanied by five musicians, he sang popular torch songs, usually of a semi-classical nature, and all the standard Italian songs. He was a better in the Mario Lanza tradition and the crowd gave him loud ovations after each song. Listening to his trained voice, Sherry suddenly felt that her own voice was nothing but a highly stylized bag of tricks. Where she relied on gimmicks of presentation and cute little chirpings, here was a singer of great power and depth. He was not without stage presence though. Great emotion contorted his features as he sang and he smiled broadly, showing his dimples and perfect white teeth, or looked forlorn, as the mood of the song dictated.
When he finished his final tune, Sherry's heart thumped wildly in her chest as he took curtain call after curtain call. As he came offstage finally, he walked directly past her. He was breathing hard and perspiring profusely. He stopped then, turned facing her and dabbed at his wet face with a handkerchief. His eyes ran the length of her, taking in her western attire.
"Well, hello there, cowgirl," he said. It was not a derogatory remark, merely an observation.
"Hi, Caruso," she responded.
Still out of breath, he smiled broadly. "Only in Nevada could a singer of Italian songs share the bill with Annie Oakley." Again it was not an insult. He was merely trying to be friendly.
"I suppose you're right," Sherry said. "I love your voice. Where are you from?"
"Philadelphia," he said. "I've worked mostly on the East Coast. This is my first time in Nevada."
He seemed about to leave and Sherry sought desperately to prolong their conversation. "I'm delighted to learn that your voice is even better indoors than outdoors," she said.
He stared at her, puzzled. "I-I don't think I understand," he said. "So far at least I haven't played the Hollywood Bowl. My agent's working on it, but so far it hasn't materialized."
Sherry couldn't resist what she felt. Somehow she had to impress him. Anyway! "No, but you've played the hills of Lake Tahoe. To an audience of two. I was out hiking this afternoon and I saw the strangest sight. I think it might be well for you to consider, expanding your act to a trio – two girls and yourself. You could all lie on the stage and I'm sure it would be a smash. From what I observed, they might even place you in the main room!"
Tony's mouth fell open and Sherry guessed he might have turned crimson if it weren't for his olive complexion. "I – uh – well, yes," he stammered. "Uh – perhaps girls should not go hiking alone in the woods – especially one of tender years."
Sherry threw her head back and laughed lustfully. "I may be only sixteen," she said, "but on the contrary, I found the sight very stimulating. In future, when I take hikes, I think I'll always hike in that direction. Do you usually perform in that area or do you spread your daytime performances here and there? I'd realty like to know."
Tony shook his head, trying to decide if she were being critical, flirtatious, or what. "Look, cowgirl…"
"Sherry," she corrected. "Sherry Trent."
"Look, Sherry, I'm sorry if I offended you this afternoon. Sincerely. I wish you would keep the incident to yourself, okay?" He extended his hand. "Friends?"
She accepted his hand. "Of course," Sherry said. "But you mustn't apologize. Do squirrels mating in the forest apologize, when people wander their way? No, I guess chipmunks and beavers and bears and whatever all have a right to do whatever they desire in their own forest, so why not people?"
"Yes, I never thought of it that way," he said, releasing her hand with a squeeze.
And then Sherry said something she had never dreamed she would say to Tony, not to any man so long as her father lived. "Tony, would you take a lonely girl for a hike some day – soon? I have just one problem. A jealous father. But I'm eager to hike with you." She was glad that hike was a four-letter word somehow.
"Yes, I would like to hike with you," Tony said. "Who wouldn't?"
"But sixteen-year-old girls make hiking difficult – especially ones with watchful fathers. They put men in jail for hiking with them."
"What makes you think I'm only sixteen?"
"You just told me, remember? Anyway, you're too dangerous, my dear. Tempting but dangerous."
"But I can be very sneaky and discreet," she said.
He patted her cheek lingeringly. "We'll see," he said, grinning. "I believe you're on now. Go out and get 'em, cowgirl." He left then.
Opening night went well – all three shows – and when the night's work was over and Sherry and her father had dined in the coffee shop they drove to their motel and, as usual, Victor Redgrave ran Sherry's bath. As she sat sudsing herself in the warm water, she could not get Tony Agnello out of her mind. She had managed to elude her father's company all evening and watch each of Tony's acts. Onstage he was brilliant, and she was certain that he was destined for a successful career. Her father was aware that she had watched Tony's performances but, thus far, had said nothing.
She remembered vividly Tony's complimenting her sincerely after her acts. "My little cowgirl's a remarkable performer," he had said, "for a sixteen-year-old."
And she had replied, "Your little cowgirl is even better offstage than onstage."
There was something about the man – he exuded masculinity – that drove her to a sexual frenzy. She had to have him! For the first time, she knew that Daddy was not enough. She wanted Tony Agnello's stiff, beautiful prick in her cunt and she was determined to have it there.
In a few minutes, her father came in and said that he would not bathe tonight. She stepped from the tub and he carefully dried her. Then he turned on the lamp with the rose-colored bulb he had bought and lay back naked watching her. "Come here to Daddy," he said. "The vibrators are ready and Daddy wants to make his little girl feel good so that she can have a good night's sleep."
She obeyed and they lay there while her Daddy's soft hands massaged her body and her breasts and her vagina. Despite herself, she became aroused, as always, and her hand soon found his hard-on and manipulated it as he worked on her pussy and rectum with the prickshaped vibrator. Her father elected to skip having his cock sucked tonight and merely sucked her pussy before fucking her. It felt good just lying there, feeling his hard, male meat sliding deep into her cunt. But there was only one trouble. She found herself imagining that it was Tony Agnello fucking and sucking her. She could feel his strong back beneath her roving hands and it was his firm buttocks that thrust between her legs and his voice gasping the four-letter words in her ear.
"Yes, my love… Oh, fuck… fuck… make me come," she was saying, but it was to a younger, more robust and eager cock that she pleaded for completion.
Daddy had her legs pushed up against her shoulders now, gazing down at his penis jabbing at her honey chasm, and Sherry wondered what it would feel like to have Tony's immense prong slamming into her, and Tony's hands clutched her ass and finally sending his great load of sperm deep into her slit. Oh, how she wanted to tug at his ass and pull the handsome Italian's meat deep into her. Oh, how she wanted to experience what it was like to have a real men fucking her hard. She imagined his enormous balls slapping her ass, as his rod stabbed away, and she yearned to have his hot shaft probe her mouth and spend itself down her throat.
She pulled harder and harder at her father's ass, trying to get more of him inside her than ever before so that the transformation of the younger Tony and her father would be more real and vivid in her mind.
"Oh, Tony!" she cried. "Fuck me with your great big beautiful dong. Shove it all the way up me, Tony!"
And then suddenly, without warning, the delicious cock within her stopped and dwindled away to nothing. She felt a hard slap across her face.
"Bitch!" her father yelled. "You dare to fuck me and think of that two-bit singer? You're a disgrace. I don't see why I ever thought you were capable of class. I give my life and all my energy to making something out of you and you reward me by indulging in the cheapest of fantasies!"
"What's wrong, Daddy?" Sherry pleaded. "Why-why did you stop? Don't stop now! Please?"
"Don't stop!" He pulled her hair viciously.
"You lie there groaning and calling out his name – Tony's – and you expect me to perform the same as always?" Her father broke into tears then, withdrew what was left of his shrunken erection, turned his back to her, turned out the light and ignored her.
"I didn't realize," Sherry apologized. "Honest, Daddy, I didn't know what I was doing or saying."
"Never mind," he said. "We'll talk about it tomorrow. Go to sleep."
It was the first time they had begun but not consummated the sexual act. Sherry felt strange and unfilled. She lay there for a long time until she was certain her father had fallen asleep.
Then, feeling very guilty, she quietly took the prick-shaped vibrator and fucked herself there in the darkness while her other hand manipulated her clitoris. At last, the orgasm she had been denied earlier came and she shuddered as the waves of pleasure ran through her body. She put the vibrator back and turned over to go to sleep.
"Good work, my little pig," her father's icy voice said from the far side of the bed. "Be sure you come. Never mind the sacrifice others have made to make you what you are. Never mind whether or not they try to get to sleep in torment. Sleep well my spoiled little brat."
Sherry lay there, feeling agonizing guilt. What made it worse was that she had thought of Tony while fucking herself with the vibrator. How would she make it up to her father? she wondered. She would have to make amends somehow, but she knew that she would have to have Tony at least once. Could she possibly explain this need to her father? She guessed not. She lay there for a long time trying to figure out how to have an affair with Tony just once and then return to her normal sexual relationship with Daddy. Finally, she fell into a deep and perplexed sleep.
The following morning her father was silent and moody. He barely spoke to her over breakfast. When they had finished their morning meal, he excused himself and said that he had business to attend to and that he had to go to the bank. He implied that he was giving her time to think things over, even that she might go ahead and find Tony if she desired. It was an unusual tactic on his part but she bade him goodbye as cheerfully as possible and watched him leave. Maybe I'm imagining things, she thought. He was upset about last night, of course, but he often had business to attend to – especially at the bank. She dismissed his surliness of the previous night from her mind, resolved to win back his favor as soon as possible and wandered idly about the hotel half-looking for Tony.
Victor Redgrave stood impatiently in line at the bank. The line was long and it was stuffy despite the air-conditioning. He held two checks in his hand, both for four-thousand dollars and endorsed by Judy Redgrave – his daughter's real name. The checks were from the Lucky Nuggett Hotel in Las Vegas. He smiled, despite his anger and the stuffiness of the building. Judy always endorsed her checks and then he deposited them. She never asked how much money she had and trusted her father implicitly. She had no reason not to. Daddy paid the bills, the ten percent to Gil Turner and bought her whatever she needed. Daddy was generous. Naturally, she assumed that the money was hers or theirs and it didn't matter. She had never asked to see any bank books or inquired into financial matters.
Actually she should have, especially now that she was sixteen and her earnings had increased. Victor had often spoken of investments and preparing for her future. But he had not prepared for her future at all. He had, for a long time now, been preparing exclusively for the future of Victor Redgrave.
He finally reached the head of the line and, smiling pleasantly, signed his signature beneath that of Judy Redgrave. Then the entire amount was deposited to the account of Victor Redgrave as it had always been. He had plenty of cash in his pocket and certainly enough to cover any pin money. Sherry might require. He had the usual credit cards, too, to cover whatever unexpected expenses might arise.
He exited and walked down the casino-lined street with the lake and trees in the distance. Well, he thought, it looked as though the time had just about arrived. He didn't for a minute think that his daughter would run away with Tony Agnello and bring an end to her career and the inflow of money. No, her interest in the young man – in any young man for that matter – was inevitable. He had planned on such an eventuality for a long time now. He guessed that she was good for at least two years more of a sexual relationship with him, even though she would undoubtedly find some way to fuck Tony Agnello, but it would not be a permanent thing.
There would be other Tony Agnellos then and, alas, finally a marriage or some such alliance which would exclude Daddy. By that time, though, it would not matter. He would give her a little money – not much – and leave the country. He had learned to prefer love making with young girls – Sherry had taught him that – and so once she had excluded him from her love life and taken a husband he would leave the country, find himself another such lovely young thing and live his life out in luxury.
He walked briskly now, inhaling deeply and enjoying the warm morning. Yes, he thought, he was rather partial to Switzerland, but then France might be nice. The Riviera. Yes. On the other hand, he found young Scandinavian girls very delectable. The weather was harsh there but if the girl were worth it. He dismissed the thought from his mind. What was he worried about? With all the money he would have they could travel anywhere in the world together. Yes, it was unfortunate, but phase one of Sherry's departure had occurred. He would have to be a might more thrifty in the next few years – possibly even deposit some money abroad or under other names. Things would work out however and, above all, he would have to control his jealousy. He would have to share Sherry from time to time and that was that. No use crying over rivals who would appear on the sexual horizon from time to time. Be realistic, Victor, he told himself; he straightened his shoulders and forced himself to enjoy the dear mountain air.
Sherry was surprised to find Tony up so early. Somehow she imagined him fucking beautiful young girls the whole night through. But there he was, playing a dollar at a time at the twenty-one table. And all by himself! He wore street clothes, not the bright shirts he wore on stage, and sandals without sock. He sat there looking slightly bored as the dealer dealt out the cards onto the green felt of the table.
She ambled up, stood there quietly watching him as he lost several hands, then nudged him. He looked up and smiled. "Hi, good morning, cowgirl," he said. "I listened to you. I like the way you sing."
"I like the way you sing, too," she said. "Also, I like the way you hike. Let's go somewhere nice and remote and hike, shall we?"
He laughed, shaking his head in amazement. They had both taken to enjoying the double meaning of hike. Of course, hike meant fuck. "You're not lying to me," he said. "You've biked before?"
"Frequently," Sherry said. "My stamina and endurance will amaze you."
Tony Agnello tossed his cards down, took Sherry by the hand and said, "Okay, let's go." They walked hand-in-hand to the elevator and Tony pushed the button for the tenth floor.
"Where are we going?" Sherry asked. "To my suite," he said. "I'm a little pooped today so let's just go up to my room and hike, all right?"
"Whatever you say," Sherry said.
They were alone in the elevator and Tony pressed her close to him, his erection full almost immediately. "Ummm," Sherry said. "I watched you yesterday and I can hardly wait." He cupped her breast and kissed her full on the lips, then inserted his tongue in her mouth. He broke away panting and looked down at his bulging crotch. "I hope there aren't any people in the hall of the tenth floor," he said. Sherry groped the immense bulge. "I'll stand in front of you if there are."
"I hope also that you're not disappointed in me," he said. "Yesterday in the woods isn't my usual bag. I mean, I don't usually take on two girls at once. I'm not Superman, you know. We'd all been smoking grass and the girls were slightly insistent."
"You don't have to apologize," Sherry said.
"I thought it was beautiful. Do you have any grass? I've never tried it."
"Sure," he said. "It's great to fuck on grass – I mean hike."
"Say fuck. I like the word better," she said, still groping him.
"So do I," Tony said.
They reached the tenth floor and the elevator door slid open. Nobody in the hall. Tony laughed, relieved, and then led Sherry down the hall to his room. He opened the door and they went in. It was a plush suite all right with a view of the lake and even the golf course. There was a four-stool bar in one corner and the floor felt like thick sponge under Sherry's feet. She kicked her thongs off and curled up on the sofa and stared out the window at the view.
"Do you gamble much?" she asked.
"Practically never," he said. "I was just passing the time. They tell me you can't gamble when you work Nevada and come out ahead. You?"
"I'm too young, remember?" she said sarcastically. "Minors can't gamble. They can only fuck."
"Drink?" he asked, slightly embarrassed and ignoring her.
"You said something about grass. I'd rather smoke that."
"Very well." He went over to the dresser, opened the drawer and returned with a tightly rolled joint. "Tell me, are you very promiscuous? Do you approach men like this all the time?"
"Never before," she said, watching him light the thin reefer and inhale deeply. "I just like you, that's all – like nobody I ever met."
"But you said you – I mean, you implied you'd hiked a lot."
"I have, but with just one man." She accepted the marijuana cigarette and inhaled deeply, imitating Tony.
"Anybody I might know?"
"It's not important. Let's take off our clothes and just lie around naked and talk for a while, all right?" she said, changing the subject.
Tony took another toke on the reefer, then said while holding his breath, "You're a funny one. You're easily the most uninhibited girl I ever met for your age." He exhaled, adding, "I never made love to a sixteen-year-old. The first time I made love I was twenty-one. Weird, huh?"
Sherry didn't tell him that she had been only twelve when she'd first fucked her father. She had her blouse off now. She reached back and unfastened her bra and let her breasts flop free.
She watched Tony staring at her titties and the bulge rising in his pants again. Then, slowly, like a strip-teaser, she slid her hip huggers off and kicked her sandals to the floor. She decided to leave her panties on to maintain a tiny bit of mystery.
"God, you have beautiful tits," Tony said, gaping.
"Take your shirt off," Sherry said. "And then take your thing out, would you? Leave your pants on but take your thing out so I can see it." Just then, an odd thing happened to Sherry. The marijuana had apparently taken effect for she felt light-headed and floating and marvelous. Suddenly she realized why she wanted him to take his beautiful prick out and not remove his pants. It came to her in a weird kind of flashback to her childhood. It was before mommy and Daddy had gotten the divorce. She had been eight or nine then – she couldn't remember exactly – and she and Roger, a neighborhood playmate of about thirteen had played with her pussy and then he had taken his big partly soft wanger out of his pants and waved it back and forth until it had gotten stiff. It had seemed a miracle to her that a boy's thing could get so stiff and hard – a beautiful and wonderful miracle. She envied the boy his nice plaything and wished she had something to hold and play with, too. She had grabbed his thing then, at his request, and then he had showed her that he could jack off. She recalled stroking his stallion ganglia for quite a while before he stiffened and groaned and then, squeezing the length of his rod, showed her a few drops of his sperm. That had been all he had been able to produce at that time. Odd, but she had totally buried the memory of that early sexual experience deep in her subconscious until now. She had considered herself very naughty that day for letting the boy touch her slit between her legs and jacking his prick off. Now she felt freed of guilt that had secretly plagued her so long ago – marijuana, she supposed, had brought back memory and she longed to see Tony's prick sticking out of his fly the way she had seen Roger's.
Tony complied, reaching deep into his open fly to grasp all of his thick, long penis. Finally, he got it out and it made a gorgeous lazy hard-on. Even in its semi-hard state it was at least a third longer than her father's full erection. She had always dismissed the importance of size in the male organ, but as far as Tony was concerned the myth was real. The immensity of his organ and balls made her feel mushier than she had ever felt in her pussy and saliva gurgled in her throat. God, he was like a stud horse! A beautiful male animal designed for fucking. All man, with a deep voice and the world's biggest cock.
"Wow!" she said suddenly, shaking her head. "I guess the grass just hit me. It's marvelous. Really freaky. I feel all aglow and I could stare at your luscious prick all day." She giggled and bugged her eyes out as she pretended to stare intensely between his legs.
"Yes," Tony said, giggling also. "This is good stuff. It just hit me, too. I'm staring at your titties just as you're staring at my cock and they're getting more beautiful by the minute. When you're high everything is intensified. When you come it's magnified ten times at least. Even touching becomes a far out experience. Let me stroke your titties and I'll show you what I mean."
"If you'll let me play with your prick, I will," Sherry said, giggling.
"Don't worry," Tony said, his eyes slightly glassy. "And when we touch each other be sure and be extra gentle. You don't have to touch very hard to get the wildest sensations you ever experienced."
Tony came over and sat beside Sherry on the couch, kissed her long and full on the neck, cheeks, eyes. Then he clamped his mouth to hers and inserted his tongue. Sherry sucked his tongue, pretending it was a cock.
"You do everything, don't you?" he said. "I can tell by the way you just sucked my tongue."
"Yes," she said. "I do everything you ever imagined," she said. "Just now I was pretending I was sucking your big cock. Your tongue became your prick and I was sucking it off."
"I know," he said. "I could tell. And I was pretending your mouth was your pussy."
"I could tell, too," Sherry said.
They both got the marijuana giggles again and bent over double with wild, insightful laughter. When finally they managed to sputter to a stop, Tony became serious again and stroked her hair as thought examining every shiny strand.
He was, for the moment, on a hair trip. "And to think you're only sixteen," he said, fumbling with the elastic of her panties.
"Take your pants down," Sherry breathed. "I want to see those big beautiful nuts of yours, too. Nuts?" She laughed. "No, nuts are small. Yours are like melons. Let me touch and play with and kiss your melons?"
She didn't wait for him to drop his pants. Her finger found the remaining buttons of his fly, deftly undid them and slid his tight-fitting pants down to his ankles. Then she slipped off his shorts as he raised his buttocks to assist her.
"You're all bunchy down there," she slurred, gazing at his pants and shorts gathered at his ankles.
"Sorry," he said, and hastily slung off his clothing and sat naked beside her.
"Lie back," she said. "The way you were in the woods yesterday."
He did and she just stared at his enormous hard-on and the huge testicles in their flesh gunny-sack cradled in the valley, of his legs. She emitted a little whimper, then hugged his legs and pressed her cheek to his scrotum and snuggled against the mammoth globes. They were soft and very warm, like a welcome pillow case full of two pillows and she cooed and nestled against them, the marijuana driving her to incredible heights of desire and appreciation I or the male genital area. Almost prayerfully, she worshipped at the altar of his balls and the huge monument of meat that jutted so high above them. Oddly though, despite her intense state of arousal, she felt in no hurry. It was as though they had all the time in the world, and she didn't want to rush anything. She wanted her love session with Tony to last forever. Eternally.
"What shall we do first?" she asked.
"I don't know what you like," Tony said.
"I like everything," Sherry said. "I like everything I saw you and those two girls doing in the woods yesterday and more. Just every thing, Tony – with you absolutely anything you want."
"Why don't you come up and sit on my face then," he said.
"Okay, but as long as I'm down here wouldn't you like me to kiss your dong a little first?"
Under the circumstances, Tony's plan was easily altered. "Okay," he moaned. "But are you sure you want to? I mean do you know how? You're only sixteen."
Sherry laughed evilly. It came out a low chuckle. "You'll see, my beautiful man. Just lie back and let your baby show you what she's been thinking about since the first second she laid eyes on you." Sherry took Tony's mammoth prick in both hands and gazed at the foreskin with wet lips as she held her head close and worked the bunching of flesh up and down the pulsing, hot shaft. It was easily the most beautifully designed thing nature had ever created, she thought. She continued to rest her head on the pillow of his balls and stare at the bulbous head with its faintly pink line beneath the protruding ridge and the strand of flesh that held the foreskin to the head. It was exquisite in every detail and even the slit through which this God of a man peed and came was a smiling, little hungry mouth. No, it wasn't little! It spanned half the surface of his cock-head, which no doubt accounted for the great out pouring of sperm she had viewed yesterday. Yes, the arsenal of his testicles had a great aperture through which to fire his love juice.
Sherry twanged it so that the great meat missile moved back and forth for a long time before it once again stood still and straight and pointing at the ceiling. She put her arms about it then, the way one would put arms about the neck of a lover and, letting her hair drape over it, began gently kissing it from its trunklike base to the very tip. Then she held both balls, which were so enormous it was impossible to insert them in her mouth and, holding them in both palms the way one would hold a cantaloupe, showered them with loud kisses and buried her face into their squishiness… She turned her head and pressed her ear against them as she kissed and she could hear the ocean of his sperm and almond-shaped vessels of his testicles splashing through the partition of flesh. "Oh, I can hear your come and your balls splashing around inside your sac!" she cried. "It's a beautiful sound. Tony, please sing a little? Sing a long, low note so that I hear your things buzz and feel them vibrate in my hands. Please?"
She wanted him to strike a loud note the way he had yesterday. Tony took a deep breath and sang with all his might. Fortisimo fremitus! His great globes vibrated like crazy in her hands, tickling them even, as the loud and true note rang through the room. She held the jiggling symbols of his manhood tighter in order to feel every cell leap and dance as his masculine voice boomed throughout the room. It was one of the most thrilling experiences of her life! She nuzzled, burying her nose into the flesh sac and the vibration of his balls actually tickled her nose.
When the note ended, she scooted up and uncontrollably began tonguing his cock slit. She parted it and saw that it was already partially filled with lubricant. She stuck her tongue inside and smacked her lips, tasting. Then she spread her mouth as wide apart as it would go and delicately let the sides of her saliva-wet mouth make gentle friction with the huge organ. Immediately, his pre-orgasmic dribbling began pouring into her throat. God, his lubricant gushed more than most men came! It had a sweet taste and she swallowed it anxiously, dreaming of the torrent that would follow when he actually geysered forth his great load that lay in waiting.
Sherry took as much of Tony's organ as her mouth would allow, forcing it even half way down her throat until she gagged in ecstasy and squeezed hard with her hands to bring forth more and more of the sweet-tasting lubricant. Finally, even her gagging ceased and she realized that she had become a kind of sword swallower – yes, except the sword was hard flesh instead of metal. She had no idea how she had managed to insert the entire shaft into her throat but she had done it! It was a miracle!
"Jesus!" Tony moaned. "Nobody ever got that much of my prick in her mouth. Oh, Christ, that feels good! But don't hurt yourself, baby?"
Sherry could not utter a sound, not even the slightest grunt of appreciation, for Tony's prick seemed to be pressing against her lungs. She kneaded his balls and felt the cock jerk far down in her chest. His use of the word baby reminded her that she had once heard somebody describe an enormous male organ as the size of a baby's arm. Yes, that's what it was. Tony's organ was easily that large.
Now, very gingerly, she withdrew his member and asked, "Do you have any liqueur? Creme de menthe, creme de cocoa, anything like that?"
"No," Tony managed to reply. "Why?"
Sherry wanted to make this the best blow job this man had ever experienced. She wanted to do everything (at least!) that she had done for her father. "I want to pour some on your prick and lick it off slowly. It-it would feel extra nice and it takes a long, tong time."
"I just have bourbon and scotch," he said.
"Do you have any chocolate syrup?"
"Yes. In the cupboard."
"Good," she said. "Don't move. Stay here. I'll be right back."
Sherry got up and opened the cupboard. There was a large can of liquid chocolate. She was glad that it wasn't in the refrigerator. It would be too cold and not so pleasant on her lover's prong. She fetched the already open can and quickly returned to Tony who lay moaning and writhing on the sofa. Then, slowly, she poured the stream of liquid over his cock and balls.
"You'll love this," she said. "Just lie there and let baby lick it all off."
Ever so slowly, Sherry then began lapping the sweet, dark chocolate from her dream man's member. Her tongue twirled trying to reach about the great width of the stout wanger as she swallowed the sticky substance from each and every pore of Tony's burstingly engorged meat. His moans resembled those of a dying man as she worked methodically over head and foreskin and testicles, cleansing him thoroughly. Every now and then a gush of semen would flow from the pulsing head and run down over the chocolate. In contrast, the fluid resembled marshmallow over fudge and this spurred Sherry to even greater efforts as she noisily licked at the delicacy.
When finally his prick was licked clean, Sherry begged him to mount her mouth, stick his prick between her lips and let his great balls hang on her chest as he fucked her face. He complied for a while, thrusting and plunging deep into her oral cavity as she tugged at his firm ass and felt his testicles like another pair of tits against her own. After a while though, he ceased fucking her mouth suddenly and cried, "It isn't fair, baby! I have to taste you. I want to lick your beautiful, young slit and give you pleasure, too."
Reluctantly, torn with mixed emotions, Sherry allowed Tony to carry her into the bedroom and spread her out on the white sheets. He left and then returned with the can of chocolate, placed a towel under her ass, slid her panties off and hurled them across the room. First, he buried his face between her legs, sniffing and inhaling deeply at her natural odors, licking and sampling every crease and fold of her vagina.
Then, after five minutes of swallowing her lubricant, he poured the stream of chocolate over her steaming, saliva-wet snatch and began the long cleansing of her love hole and rectum. He was even more thorough than she had been, if that were possible, and from time to time be would finger her sweet clit as he licked chocolate from her erect nipples, too. As she had observed yesterday, he had the tongue of an anteater and she could swear that he was tickling her intestines and ovaries when he made up his mind to depart from her clitoris and cunt lips – and probe the interior of her cunt.
"Oh, honey, sugar-man!" Sherry cried. "I want you to fuck me so much but I want to swallow your come, too. I don't know! I'm so confused, and your tongue feels so good. What shall we do?"
"Let's come this way," he gasped. "I want to make you come with my mouth, too. We'll rest and then we'll fuck. But first we'll sixty-nine."
"Oh, yes, darling," Sherry cried. "Whatever you say… whatever my darling says…" She began fumbling then, in a state of hysteria, as she grabbed for his hot poker and tried to get it in her mouth without, losing contact with his mouth that lapped at her vagina. Finally, they lay on their sides, each gorging and feasting noisily on genitals – munching, slurping groaning in insane anticipation. Sherry drew very near the heights now. Tony's enormous tongue had the ability to steadily massage her clitoris while, at the same time bathe the entire length of her cunt. It was like getting fucked and sucked at the same time, a sensation she had never dreamed possible.
"Baby, baby, baby, give me your load!" she mumbled, breaking briefly away from his stabbing gristle hunk. "I want it all! I want it all! I want to drink from your prick forever, forever!"
"Okay," Tony responded. "I'm nearly there, too. I can feel it starting. You sure you are ready… you're sure…"
"Yes, yes, I'm sure… I'm sure… come, baby, come, come… Ohhhhbhh! There! Now, let me have yours… Ahhhhhhh…"
Sherry had barely gotten the words out when a gush of sperm struck the inside of her mouth with such force it nearly knocked her from the bed. It was like taking a drink from a drinking fountain that appeared to be normal only to learn that the pressure had built up inside and drenched your entire face. Try as she might, she could not gulp down the sticky love fluid as fast as it spurted and so she resorted to catching the overflow with her hands for a postorgasm snack. Her own body was racked with wave after delicious wave of seismic, orgasmic jolts as she drank and it was as though she were drowning in a pool of nectar and being electrocuted with tiny pin-pricks of delight at the same time. How many times had she come? She couldn't begin to count them any more than she could count the mouthfuls of sperm she had ingested. Finally, the ball-jumping spurts of ejaculation dwindled and she was able to drink from her brimming palms. Her tummy felt full, her body limp and satiated. She collapsed, still nursing the final dregs that seeped up from Tony's testicles and shuddered as his tongue, too, slowed in tempo.
It was dark when they awoke. They had slept for hours. Sherry glanced at the illuminated dial of the electric clock on the nightstand and saw that it was seven o'clock. She reversed herself on the bed and snuggled beside Tony and kissed him on the nose. He awoke and cradled her in his powerful arms. "It's seven," she said. "We have a couple of hours until work."
"I'm glad," he said. "There's something else I want to do to you – that is if you don't mind."
"I'd kill you if you didn't fuck me," Sherry said. "Ummm, your tongue was so nice but I'd die if you didn't stick that beautiful slab of prick between my legs."
"There is something to sheer fucking, isn't there?" Tony said.
Already Sherry was teasing Tony's sleeping giant to wakefulness and it was responding as though it hid not received stimulation in months. "You're amazing, Tony," Sherry said, now fondling an unbelievably firm erection between her hands. Tony was licking and sucking at her nipples and gliding his palm gently over her pubic mound and stomach and inner thighs. When he dipped his finger ever-so-lightly into the top of her pussy he felt her sopping wet snatch. "You're amazing, too," he said.
"I guess we were just meant for each other," Sherry said. She squeezed his organ hard in her hand. "This and that thing of mine have wills of their own. Oh, Tony…"
"Yes, my darling?"
"Fuck me, my love? Fuck my cunt with your incredible and magnificent cock. Just plain fucking. Nothing fancy. Just your prick sticking way up in my cunt, all right?"
"All right. I feel the same way. I just want to fuck your lovely cunt and hold your ass in my hands."
Sherry scooted sideways as Tony raised himself up and it was though one universal will moved them in perfect synchronization to the mating position. Their lips pressed tight together, tongues lapping together, their genitals came into natural contact. Tony inched the head of his cock into place, pressing steadily at the drenched entrance of Sherry's channel and slowly Sherry felt her vaginal walls filled as they had never been filled before. And then when it was entirely in, she knew what it was like to be plugged to capacity. There was no space at all left over within her vagina and even beyond and when Tony moved even the slightest it was as though the entire insides were receiving a simultaneous massage.
"Oh, baby," Tony whispered, "it's so tight and hot in there."
At first the tempo was slow, testing, savoring, without haste or fury or desperation. Both of them merely writhed sideways on the bed letting the natural motion of their bodies bring tingling, nearly unbearable sensations to their genitals. Slowly the vertical motion began, too, the transition from mere feeling to actual fucking. And the slick, wet smacking sounds rose in intensity as the bedsprings creaked and the babbling pleas of lovers filled the room.
Neither was conscious of effort but their bodies were bathed in perspiration as they hurtled onward, the deep male grunts rising rhythmically to the accompaniment of the breath-whines of the all-receiving, high-pitched urgings of the female spurring her lover on to maximum performance.
Sherry felt – no, knew – that no man would ever duplicate the feeling of absolute passivity, nor fill her as she was now being filled and jabbed until, oh God, she was screaming uncontrollably not caring who heard, nobody, anywhere – screaming from somewhere she had never known existed in her body.
It was a long time before she realized they had finished. Her teeth were sunk deep into her lover's throat and his motion, too, had stopped.



CHAPTER SEVEN


It was slightly past 11 a.m. when Sherry awoke. She was sobbing and only vaguely aware of the reason. Then, slowly she remembered her dream. She lay there recalling the details, conscious that her father was not in bed beside her. She could hear him rustling about in the kitchen, humming softly to himself. He was obviously in a happy mood. She had dreamed that she was old and fat and untalented. Tony Agnello had laughed when she had suggested they run away and get married. And her father had abandoned her and found a new young singer to manage – one with a decent voice. Why had she dreamed such garbage? Was it because she had sneaked the love session yesterday with Tony, felt guilty about cheating on her father who had been her confidant, lover, and patient advisor ever since she could remember? Yes, she had been cruel to Daddy, she decided, wiping away her tears. She would have to make it up to him some way. But what was she to do about Tony?
Tony Agnello was the most wonderful thing that had ever happened in her life and he genuinely cared for her, she could tell. Last night they had watched each other's performances in admiration and they probably would have spent the night together if she hadn't told him she had a few personal matters to straighten out and to be patient. They would be together again in a few days, she had explained.
Victor Redgrave emerged from the kitchen, beaming and carrying two cups. "It's just instant coffee," he said, "but I thought my lovely daughter might like some to greet the morning with." He set the cups down on the nightstand, went to the window and opened the drapes with a flourish. The sunlight streamed in, filling the room. It was a beautiful sunny day and Sherry could see the deep green of the trees and the cloudless blue sky. Daddy's mood puzzled her. The night before last had been a failure sexually and, last night, there had been no attempt at all at physical intimacy. It was some kind of record.
Sherry sipped at her coffee eyeing her father warily. "Why so chipper?" she asked.
"Oh, I don't know," he said. "Girls grow up and become adults and I guess their fathers have to realize this fact." He smiled, sitting there beside her in his bathrobe, then reached out and patted her cheek. "In fact, their fathers have to grow up, too. I realize this now and I want to apologize for my behavior, dear."
Sherry was touched. "That's all right, Daddy. I understand. Everything's going to be all right."
"Of course it is," he said. "In fact, if you like I'll even begin sleeping in another bed from now on. You've grown up, dear. You're entitled to your own life. You have a mind and will of your own."
Somehow the thought of sleeping alone frightened Sherry. She had become accustomed to their after-work talks and lovemaking and Daddy in bed beside her. She did not wish to be lonely – all alone and lonely with nobody to talk to at night and in the mornings. Was Daddy playing some kind of game with her? Was this his way of punishing her? "What's come over you, Daddy?"
"Nothing, my love. Nothing at all. It's just as I said. I realize that I have no right to monopolize your time. Yesterday morning after I returned from the bank I looked all over for you. I found myself excited, even going to a rage because I couldn't find you. I had you paged in the hotel and when there was no response I even had Tony Agnello paged, too. Then I put two and two together. Finally, I calmed down and accepted the fact you have your own life to live. I refuse to work myself into a lather ever again."
"I'm sorry, Daddy. I ran into Tony in the casino and we… we did spend the day together. I-I hope you understand."
"Understand? Of course I understand. That's what I'm telling you. At last I understand. Any fool could see by the way you two were looking at each other backstage last night that you're fond of each other. Who am I to stand in your way?"
"You mean that?"
"Yes, I mean that."
Sherry flung her arms around her father, nearly spilling her coffee cup on the table. "Oh, Daddy, I feel so much better knowing you don't hate me."
They broke from their embrace and Victor Redgrave said, "Has my big girl made any plans with her boyfriend for today?"
"No," Sherry said. "I haven't planned anything."
"Good. I thought we might drive over to the other side of the lake then. I thought we might play a little tennis and have brunch. There are some nice courts over at the North Shore." He chuckled, holding up his hands and backing sway. "Purely platonic you understand. Just lunch and tennis."
"Oh, Daddy," she said. "You're so funny. You're wonderful."
"Up and at 'em," he said. "Let's be on our way, young lady."
Sherry leaped from bed, hurriedly dressed and twenty-minutes later she and her father, wearing their white tennis outfits, were driving along the shore road toward the North Shore. There, they found some excellent public courts, deserted except for an elderly man and woman and what appeared to be their young daughter. They were alternating sets among themselves. Victor and Sherry began rallying leisurely in the late morning sun, the pohng… pohng of the ball on the cement court music to Sherry as they played in the delicious silence of the mountain landscape and the scent of pine. It was good to be young and back in her father's good grace and she played with enthusiasm.
Young or old though, the high altitude made one short of breath, and after three games which Sherry won 6-5, 6-4, 6-2, she and her father were both breathless and agreed to take a long break. They sat on a bench next to the other court and wiped perspiration from themselves.
The other girl and her parents were also taking a break just beyond the fence.
"Pardon me," the white-haired gentleman inquired, "I don't mean to be rude, but aren't you the young lady we saw at the Alpine Hotel last night? Aren't you a singer there?"
"Yes, I work in the lounge at the hotel," Sherry said smiling. "This is my father, Victor Redgrave," she added.
They exchanged introductions and the girl was indeed the daughter of the elderly couple. They were the Whitcombs of Newport Beach, California, and their daughter who was about Sherry's age was Sheila Whitcomb. They were a pleasant though slightly stuffy family and they made small talk about the beauty of Lake Tahoe and show business for a while before they resumed playing tennis. Before they parted Mrs. Whitcomb mentioned that Sheila herself sang and that they would look forward to seeing Sherry perform again in the lounge soon. They, too, were staying at the Alpine Hotel. Mrs. Whitcomb actually said, "Ta-ta," as they parted and continued their respective games and Sherry and her father had to suppress their laughter at the formality of the family. This time, Sherry intentionally let her father win one game and they split 6-5, 6-3 before calling it quits and leaving for brunch at a nearby Swiss restaurant where they ate ravenously.
It was nearly three o'clock when they returned to their motel and they showered and then both eagerly lay down for their nap. Sherry's attitude toward her father had changed and she permitted him to fondle her once they were in bed. He massaged her back and then she permitted him to work on her with the vibrators – the regular hand vibrator and the penis-shaped one which he inserted in her vagina and rectum. It was pleasant but somehow the old passion and fire was gone. She tried hard not to think of Tony Agnello as Daddy fucked her in the ass and massaged her clit skillfully, but the memory of yesterday's love session with Tony and his marvelous prick kept interfering with her total enjoyment. Daddy's prick was nice and hard and eager as he huffed and puffed behind her, plunging his organ into her greased rectum, but it was only with the greatest of concentration that she was able to achieve an orgasm. Her climax was good, naturally – climaxes always were – but it was probably one tenth the magnitude of her climax with Tony. Nevertheless the session seemed to relax them both and they were both ready to sleep.
They lay there groggily ready to drift off to sleep. Victor Redgrave said, "I want you to know, my sweet, that I expect you to live a life of your own from now on. No jealousy and no scenes. Do as you please whenever you please, with whomever you wish. Naturally you're still only sixteen so there are some things you cannot do – like getting drunk in public or something like that – but you know what I mean. Now go to sleep, dear," he said, patting her head. "We want to give a good performance tonight."
"Yes, Daddy," Sherry said, conflicting emotions warring within her. She wanted Tony Agnello more than anything but she loved her Daddy, too, especially now that he had become so understanding. She sighed and drifted off into a troubled sleep.
Before her first show, Sherry sat in her western costume ready to go on stage. She was talking with her father when there came a knock at her door. "Yes, who is it?" she called.
"Tony Agnello," the voice called back. "May I come in? I'd like to talk with you a moment," he said.
Sherry looked helplessly at her father who smiled and nodded approval. "Yes, Tony," Sherry answered. "Come in."
The door opened and Tony stood perspiring in the doorway. He had obviously just finished his first show. "Come in and sit down, Tony," Sherry said. "Tony, this is my father, Mr. Victor Redgrave."
They shook hands, Tony frowning.
"Oh," Sherry explained quickly, "Sherry Trent is my stage name, Redgrave is my real name."
Tony seemed relieved. "Pleased to meet you, sir," he said.
Victor Redgrave then stood. "Well, you're on in a few minutes," he said. "I'll see you upstairs after the show. Nice meeting you, young man," he said, and left.
As soon as the door had closed behind him, Tony embraced Sherry passionately. "Where were you all day? I looked all over the casino for you, by the pool, everywhere."
"My father and I went over to the North Shore and played tennis."
"Jesus, I wish you had told me. I mean – I practically went nuts trying to find you. I-I missed you, Sherry," Tony said.
"Well, you didn't mention getting together when I spoke to you last night," Sherry said, "so I thought you probably had other plans – maybe with those two other girlfriends of yours. I assumed maybe you wanted to go hiking again or something."
Tony took her by the shoulders and shook her hard. "You mean after yesterday you really thought I'd want to be with somebody else? Are you crazy?" He pressed his mouth hard against hers, released her and said, "Tonight – after your last show – will you meet me? I have to be with you. Please."
"All right, Tony," Sherry said, bar heart beating hard.
"Let's meet at the bar – The Crescent Room – and then we can go to my room, all right?"
"All right, Tony. The Crescent Room after my last show. See you then, sweet."
Tony kissed her passionately and then left.
Sherry sat there mulling over something in her mind. It was apparent that Tony had become just as fond of her as she had of him. It occurred to her that if their relationship was to continue that he would have to know about her father. There could be no lies between them.
She didn't want to risk losing him but it was best to let him know at once. Tonight. Yes, tonight she would tell him and let the chips fall where they may. She stood, checked herself again in the full-length mirror and left to start her first show.
None of her shows went well that night. Perhaps it was that she had made up her mind to tell Tony about her sexual relationship with her father and the anticipation of his reaction caused her to freeze up onstage. The shows were not bad, but they were noticeably below average. After the last show, even her father avoided mentioning the audience response and talked of other matters. He told her that the Whitcombs had caught her second show. They had thought her marvelous, he said, trying to cheer her up, but his efforts were to no avail.
She told him she was sorry she had let him down and he kissed her and said he understood. When she said she was meeting Tony he even smiled and told her that he would not wait up for her and to have a good time.
"Daddy?" she said before he left.
"Yes, love?"
"There's something I want to do in our room before you turn in. Would you mind having a cup of coffee or something in the coffee shop so that I could have a few minutes alone there?"
"Of course," he said, frowning. "But why so mysterious? I mean if you want to be alone with Tony there just say so. I'll stay in my own room. I told you this afternoon…"
"No, it's nothing like that. I-I just want to be alone there for a few minutes."
Suddenly Victor grinned. "Ah, my little sweetheart wants to get her diaphragm, doesn't she?" he said knowingly, almost relieved. "But there needn't be any secrets between us. You don't have to sneak."
Sherry was glad he had made the wrong assumption, although suddenly it occurred to her that getting the diaphragm might not be such a bad idea. "Please just give me a few minutes alone, Daddy, without questions?"
"Whatever you say, my grown-up young lady," he said, and left.
Sherry walked the short distance to their motel room, placed the regular penis-shaped vibrator in her overnight case, then tossed the diaphragm in, too. She felt slightly obvious carrying the overnight case into the Crescent Room back at the hotel but she met Tony who was sitting anxiously at a corner table and forced a smile as she sat down. "Sorry to keep you waiting," she apologized, "but I had to go to my motel for a minute."
Tony took her hand eagerly and kissed her cheek. Sherry noticed that people were watching them: people who had viewed each of them from the audience, envious cocktail girls, even the Whitcombs who sat at the far end of the room. She wished she had not brought her overnight case.
"I see you brought your things," Tony said, spying the case and obviously delighted that she was planning to spend the night with him.
"Yes," she said, forcing a smile and trying not to notice the eyes that peered at them from everywhere. She wondered if Tony would understand what she had to tell him.
"Is anything wrong?" Tony asked, concerned.
"I guess not," she said. "I'll be more relaxed once we're in your room." She realized that he had not even invited her to his room and she was glad when he nodded and grinned approval.
"I'm sure I can get us both something strong to drink," he said. "I'm having a daiquiri. Would you like one, too? Entertainers have special privileges, you know. Even sixteen-year-old ones."
"Fine," she said. She knew she had better have something to stop her nervousness. Tony was right. The waitress served her the alcoholic beverage without batting an eye. Tony paid and left her a handsome tip. Then he took her hand in both of his and stared directly into her eyes. "God, I missed you today," he said. "I nearly went crazy. I can hardly wait to get you alone in my room."
Sherry made small-talk and sipped her drink which made her feel better. Finally, she was grateful when Tony suggested they leave. She felt that every eye in the room was on her as they left and walked through the casino to the elevator. Once they were in his room, though, it was still no better.
Tony kissed her passionately, pulled her to him and cupped her breasts. "You seem a little tense," he said. "How about smoking some grass? It might relax you, okay, baby?"
"In a little while," she said. "Maybe later. Tony, do me a favor, will you?" She sat on the couch and stared out at the darkness.
"Sure, anything. What is it?"
"Open my night case."
He flicked open the case and stared inside.
Then he began laughing. "Oh, I get it," he said. "My little sex bomb has a few implements for increasing the pleasure. Wow! Vibrators!"
He came over and knelt down on the floor before her. "So what's wrong with that? I think it's a great idea. What's wrong with vibrators? There's nothing to be ashamed of. Honest."
He took her by the chin and made her face him.
"You don't understand," Sherry said. "There's something I have to tell you. I told you that there was another man in my life. Well, he bought those vibrators and he's been using them on me for a long time now. Oh, Tony," she gasped, breaking into tears and burying her face in his shoulder. "I feel so cheap and awful. You're going to hate me when I tell you the truth. But I have to tell you the truth. You're the first person I've ever breathed a word of this to, but I have to tell you because I love you."
"Don't cry, baby. You know I'll understand no matter what." Tony stared at the vibrators, frowning. "Why do you have the vibrators with you here at the lake now? I mean…" – he shook his head – "… is he here at Tahoe?"
Sherry nodded, not facing Tony.
"Who is he then? You can tell me. I'm not exactly a one woman man. At least I haven't been. You haven't committed any crime, Sherry."
"Maybe I have committed a crime," Sherry said. "The most horrible crime imaginable."
Tony came over and took her by the shoulders and shook her hard. "All right," he said. "Enough games. Give me the whole story. Apparently some guy has been making love to you for a long time now and using these vibrators. How the hell he's been following you around all this time and not getting seen by somebody, especially your father; I'll never know, but he must be a pretty slick operator. Now who in God's name is he?"
"He's my father," Sherry said, crossing the room and staring out the window with her back to Tony.
There was a long silence, then a low whisper.
"Jesus," Tony said. "Since you were how old?"
"Twelve."
"That lecherous, rotten, lousy, Goddamn son of a bitch," Tony snarled. "A twelve-year-old! His own daughter! He's not an ugly guy. He could have had women his own age. Why did he pick on you? I've heard about things like this going on in the back hills or some place like that, but I didn't really believe it happened among intelligent people in civilized places. And you let him! All these years you just let him. You probably even liked it!" Tony's footsteps crossed the room and Sherry knew he was near the door. "Okay, baby," he said. "It's been nice. I thought you were really something special, but this is just too weird for me to comprehend and I'm not a square! Give Daddy an extra hug tonight when you say good night."
Suddenly Sherry turned and when she spoke her voice was not that of a sixteen-year-old. Even though she had known Tony a short time she knew she loved him. He could kick her out if he wanted to, but, by God, she was going to make him understand!
"Just a minute!" she commanded. "I can see you're all very moral and wonderful. Naturally you're incensed at this outrage to decency. All right go ahead and tell me to leave, but for your own education so that you will understand about these awful perverse things that happen in our society, you should know how and why such things came about. Do you think I just said, 'Daddy, fuck me!' and he said, 'Very well, my dear, but first let me pick up a few vibrators down at the drug store.'"
"If you think you're just going to walk out of your apartment and expect to find me gone without any explanation you're crazy! Get over there on the couch and sit down!" she continued, surprised at the harshness of her own voice.
Tony hesitated, then, strangely, he obeyed.
"Now I'm going to give you a little insight. You're going to be a little twelve-year-old girl. Remember that you're twelve and you're naive and you love your Daddy very much. He's all you have 'cause your mother's a drunk someplace and you haven't seen her in years, understand? Lie down there on the couch. Pretend it's a bed. You're in your own apartment and you've just finished your last show of the night."
"For Christ's sake," Tony protested, starting to rise. "Let's not be so ridiculous. I'm leaving…"
"Shut up and sit down!" Sherry yelled, crossing the room.
Tony did so, Sherry sat down beside his prostrate form.
"Now this may come a little difficult for you because you're not a girl and you're not twelve and I'm not your Daddy. No, you're a big manly moralist who puts down anything so perverse as incest. But we're going to play a game anyway. Remember your role and I'll remember mine. If you step out of character once, I'll-I'll kick you in the balls, understand?"
Tony nodded. "A twelve-year-old girl with balls?" he inquired sarcastically.
"That's what I mean," Sherry said. "This is going to take a little imagination on your part, especially when I start playing with your hard-on and pretending it's a pussy – a little girl's."
"Sherry, please…"
"Shut up!" she said. "Nothing matters except that when you leave here and decide to have nothing to do with me ever again, at least you'll understand. Also, consider the fact that you'll have one more orgasm to your credit if you play the game."
Tony seemed resigned to play whatever weird game Sherry had in mind. He lay there, looking slightly uncomfortable and wondering just how he was to respond to his own father as a twelve-year-old girl. As though reading his mind, Sherry said, "You don't have to say anything if you don't want to. Leave everything to me. I'll create the mood and setting as best I can. Now, remember you're in bed and you love me very much and you want to please me. It's dark and I've come in to kiss you good night."
Sherry kissed Tony tenderly on the cheek and began gently rubbing his back. She lowered her voice when she spoke. "You sang very beautifully tonight, my sweet. Daddy was very proud of his talented little performer."
"Thank you, Daddy. Ummm, that feels good when you rub my back. I'm always glad when you're pleased with me. They did applaud a lot, didn't they?" Sherry said. She spoke in a high-pitched voice as she did the little girl's part.
"Yes, they did applaud, love, and now that you're getting older it's time we talked of – well, adult things. I love you very much and I want you to be happy and whenever you do on especially fine job I think you should know about it. I believe in rewards."
"Oh, you're wonderful, Daddy, to think of rewarding me. Ummm, that feels nice the way you're rubbing my back and bottom. I like you to rub me all over that way, Daddy. Is that my reward?"
"Yes, my dear. Partly."
Sherry's hand stole from Tony's back now and began massaging his firm pectoral muscles and rubbing even as far down as his stomach. She began unfastening the buttons of his fly. He didn't try to play his part. He remained speechless and stared at her in amazement, as though he had been transported in time, reliving something that had happened long ago.
"But you must remember," the deeper voice of Sherry went on, "that the things we talk about and do from now on are secret. They're our special things and we should never tell anyone about them, all right, dear?"
"Oh, yes, Daddy. You never touched me there before, did you? Is it all right? Is it part of my reward?"
"Anything we do together is all right as long as it's our secret, do you understand?"
"Yes, I understand, Daddy. I'll never tell anybody about our secrets." Sherry took Tony's big arms and encircled them about her neck and made him plant a childish kiss on her cheek.
"These little bumps on your chest are tiny now, but soon they will grow and you will have the breasts of a woman."
"I know. It feels nice when you massage them that way."
"Being a woman carries certain responsibilities and certain pleasures. Part of your reward – our secret reward – is my showing you some of the pleasures involved in being a woman, sweet. You're a very lucky girl that I'm bothering to tell you these things, aren't you?"
"Oh, I know I am, Daddy. And it feels so good, too. I feel all mushy down there where your finger is touching my thing." Sherry had Tony's cock out. It was fully erect and dribbling as she slowly jacked his member up and down.
"It's perfectly natural for you to feel a nice tingly – mushy, as you say – sensation down there. That's your vagina, sweet."
Sherry took Tony's hind and, after slipping out of her dress and panties, placed his hand between her legs and the other on her firm breasts (the actions didn't fit the words she spoke but she wanted him to parallel the feeling and the mood of the incident she was trying to re-create).
"This is my penis," she said, rubbing Tony's hand up and down her gushing cunt. "You'll notice it gets nice and hard. That's because nature made it so that it could stick in your vagina. It feels just as nice when you touch it as you are doing now as it does when I play with your little bump there which is called a clitoris."
"It does feel nice," Sherry went on. "Ummm, your thing is so nice and hard it's just like a big poker. Does it really feel good, like my clitoris feels when you touch it?"
"Yes, sweet. Better than anything. You may call it a poker if you want. But some people call a poker a cock or a prick, too. And your clitoris is often called a clit. Some people call a vagina a cunt or a twat or a slit. Mostly it's a pussy. Does your pussy feel good?"
"Ummm, it's wonderful, Daddy."
"Good. That's the way it's supposed to feel. This is all part of teaching you – all part of your special, secret reward – about growing up."
"Are you going to stick your poker in my pussy?"
"Pretty soon, dear. We'll see. First, there are lots of nice things adults do before they put the poker in the pussy. One of the nice things I'm going to do is kiss your pussy and make it feel good before I stick the poker in. Pokers can make babies when they're stuck in pussies."
"Are you going to give me a baby, Daddy?"
"No, you're too young for that, darling, and besides daddies and daughters aren't supposed to make babies together. That's another reason why your reward is secret."
Sherry was licking at Tony's nipples furiously now and jacking his immense prick faster with one hand and massaging his gargantuan testicles with her other hand. "Your breasts – your titties – feel nice now, don't they?"
Tony had fallen into his role now, for he actually answered Sherry for the first time. "Oh, yeah, baby," he grunted, thrusting his prick hard and moving his hips as he responded to her manipulating hand at his genitals. Now Sherry made a licking descent from Tony's nipples and let her tongue play over his rib cage and navel and then to his pubic hair. She kept jacking his cock off but let her tongue work all around the organ which stood jutting into the air. She tickled his inner thighs and even as far down as his knees with her darting tongue. Finally, she treated his balls to her tongue-twirling and he groaned and held her face in his hands. She took each testicle one at a time and cleansed it thoroughly.
"Your cunt lips feel good when I lick them?" she asked, lapping at the pulsing, melon-sized nuts. If she had not grown so excited herself while in the process of playing the role of her own father, the idea of calling Tony's balls cunt lips and the thought of sucking on the huge cock which she would refer to as a pussy would have struck her as amusing. The main thing was that Tony was getting the idea. At least, she hoped he was. Certainly he was aroused. Whether or not he would understand what it was like for a twelve-year-old daughter to be seduced by her skilled and smooth-talking father was something else. It would require a most special ability to put himself in another's place – a trusting girl's place! It would require a unique empathy which Sherry was fearful very few men possessed.
"Yes, that feels good on my cunt lips," Tony said.
Sherry was amazed. Was her approach working? Was she getting through to this man who just minutes ago had expressed shock and horror at the thought of a father seducing his own daughter? Apparently her tactic was working, for he had just referred to his own balls as cunt lips. She thought she would try him a bit further. She ran her tongue over the dripping head of his prong tentatively, then asked, "And do you want me to suck your pussy, my little sweet?"
"Yeah," Tony said. "Hurry up and suck my p…"
Despite herself, Sherry very nearly broke into laughter at Tony's hoarse voice calling his own male member a pussy. She settled down ambivalently to the task of mouthing the bone hard shaft. It was easily the most huge and delicious lollipop she had ever drawn between her lips – she had proved that on their previous love marathon – but at the same time it was all important for Tony to be convinced that, in reality, she was innocent of any crime in having sex with her father. That was the reason for trying to re-create the very first time her father had seduced her. If it were possible for Tony to understand how her father had skillfully led her – initially tricked her – then artfully used her and educated her all these years to the point where she actually enjoyed sex with her father, where she had actually become addicted to his advances because, in a sense, she'd believed their relationship was normal (even if it were a secret) then Tony might be able to forgive her and love her. This was a weird, wild and desperate gamble, but she was convinced that she loved Tony enough to attempt anything.
Tony was writhing like a maniac now as she once again took the huge hunk of meat deep into her mouth and began inserting it down deep into her throat. Of one thing she was certain: no woman had ever been able to take his entire organ totally into the warmth of her oral cavity. Tilting her head in just the right position she was able to play the role for the second time of flesh sword-swallower.
She jiggled his huge balls as she brought him nearly to the point of orgasm, then she raised her head high to let his wanger clear her mouth and, still administering stimulation with her hand, again assumed her role of little girl. In her high-pitched voice, she said, "Oh, Daddy, that felt better than anything that ever happened to me. Oh, that was so wonderful. I want to sing better than ever and make you happy so you'll do that every night. Are you going to stick your poker in me now? Up in my pussy."
"In a little while, dear. I'll stick my poker in your pussy and it will feel better than anything. Do you see what nice rewards await you if you make the audiences happy and get lots of applause and do what Daddy tells you always and keep our secret?"
"Yes, yes, yes," Sherry continued. "But I don't see how it can feel any better than that. I felt all tingly twice. I felt big waves of something wonderful run all over my body while you were kissing my pussy just now."
"Perfectly natural, my love. That's called coming. And when I stick my poker inside you and shove it in and out you'll come in a different way. When I stick the poker inside you it's called fucking. You'll like that too. What you're doing to my poker right now – going up and down on it – is called jacking off. But you don't use these words when you go to the doctor. Your pussy is a vagina and my poker is a penis. Fucking is sexual inter-course. And your cheat bumps – your titties – are breasts. Do you understand? That's very important."
"Yes, Daddy."
"Now before we proceed further – before I fuck you – I want you to kiss my poker a little. Just give it regular kisses at first and then gradually take it in your mouth, the way grownup ladies do, and go up and down on it. I won't come inside your mouth because when a man comes he shoots out his sperm and I want to talk to you more before I shoot my sperm in your mouth. Tonight I want to shoot my sperm inside your pussy with my poker after you've kissed me down there, all right?"
"Is your sperm like the sticky stuff on your poker now?"
"Somewhat. But that's only lubricant that makes it easier for the poker to go inside your pussy. Sperm is thicker and whiter. I'll show you after you've kissed my poker for a while."
"Okay, Daddy."
Now Sherry was not certain Tony would go along with this instructive game. Under the circumstances, he might not feel that sucking her pussy was appropriate. To her delight, though, he did place his head between her legs when she shoved his head in that direction. His tongue instantly began making delicious oral love to her vagina and clitoris the moment it made contact. If anything, he was even more voracious in his gobbling than he had been during their previous fuck and suck session. She didn't tell him but she came twice rapidly in succession, although he must have guessed by her squirming and frantic pelvic thrusts and tearing at his hair and intense moans of pleasure.
Shortly after her second climax, she lifted his cunt-drenched face after letting go of his erection, stuck her finger deep inside her vagina and fed him a single drop of pussy juice. "See, my sweet, you have made me lubricate tremendously. Now, I'm going to jack off and show you what sperm looks like when it comes spilling out a male prick, all right?"
"All right, Daddy," Tony said, obviously dazed and in a semi-trance.
Sherry took his wrist and held his hand against her clit and began rubbing it back and forth. After his oral lovemaking she really didn't wish to come a third time just yet, so she feigned an orgasm and said, "Look, my lovely daughter, the sperm is shooting out now. See it shoot out."
"Yes," Tony said.
She offered another taste of her love juice then and he smacked his lips. Now she spoke, playing the role of the daughter again since he seemed to be at a loss for words. "Oh, Daddy, it tastes different from what I thought. Now will you stick your poker in me end fuck me, please?"
"Very well, my love. But first we must rest. People always rest after they've come before caning again, particularly a man after he has spurted his sperm." Actually, Sherry did want to rest before she came again. But she knew that Tony must be eager to shoot his load since be hadn't done anything but indulge in foreplay thus far.
She lit a cigarette and lay back beside him and continued to fondle his rigid organ until she felt up to taking his giant hunk of meat between her legs.
"All right, Daddy," she said in a high voice, "but I wish you'd hurry. I can hardly wait to see what it's like when you stick your poker in my pussy. I want to fuck."
"Be patient, love. In a few minutes you'll know. Do you like Daddy's secret reward for your performance tonight so far?"
"Oh, it's heavenly. You're the most wonderful Daddy in the world. I'm going to get standing ovations every night to make you happy."
"Good. I want you to try hard on the stage. You'll be tremendously successful and earn these rewards and Daddy's praise, I'm sure."
Finally, knowing that poor Tony could probably restrain himself no longer, Sherry squashed her cigarette out in the ash tray. Then, instead of lying on her back, she straddled him (somehow it seemed a more apt position if she were going to drive home her point dearly and emulate a male indoctrinating his daughter in the art of sexual intercourse).
Slowly, she began easing the huge head of Tony's prick into the channel of her cunt, tonguing his ears and eyes and fondling his nipples as she did so. "While Daddy eases his poker into you I want you to notice how nice and hard and hot it is. It wants to be inside your cunt-pussy and shoot more sperm in there, do you understand?"
Again, Tony needed no prompting, and Sherry was glad. She had begun to feel a little like a ventriloquist and his dummy talking back and forth to herself in different voices.
"Yeah," Tony grunted, shoving his prick in harder and moaning. "That poker feels good in there, Daddy," he said.
They were fucking now, the roles gone for a long time, Sherry could tell. Oh God, the biggest prick in the world was jabbing way up inside the hot velvet of her, tearing and jabbing and it almost hurt but felt so good at the same time. She grabbed his balls in her hands and lifted the entire scrotum so that the flesh sac rubbed against her anal cavity as he reamed her.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" she screamed. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! Fuck my cunt, you beautiful dream man!" God, the roles were getting all confused. She didn't know who she was or what she was attempting. She wanted only for the stiff pole to stab and jab her harder and harder until she came.
Tony was off in a dream world, too, as his ass thumped and wagged and his pelvis ground savagely into her. He had her globes that hung limply from her chest in his mouth now and nursed loudly on each nipple. Then he squashed both of her tits together so that he could suck on both nipples at the same time. With his free hand he ran his finger around the perimeter of her dribbling cunt and pulled at her ass and occasionally fingered her asshole. The hand was everywhere.
Despite her willingness to go on fucking this way forever without props or anything, Sherry remembered that she had to explain to Tony the why of her yielding to her father. She had to explain how a little girl could have been addicted to whims of a diabolical older man – her father. Gasping and leaping like a cowboy riding a bucking bronco as a result of Tony's powerful thrusting cock, she managed to reach out to the nightstand and grab the prick-shaped vibrator. Fortunately she had had the presence of mind to plug it in to the electric mains earlier. Then, very gently, as they fucked, she somehow managed to hold Tony still enough and, at the same time turn him slightly over on his side, so that she could press the buzzing instrument into the crevice of his ass. Getting the vibrator into his cleft was no problem, but inserting it into his asshole was something else. Finally, with the aid of some of her own juice she was able to moisten the end and find his anus. Then, slowly, she eased the fake, humming cock inside his asshole. It was a crucial moment, for it was entirely possible that Tony might not even like the sensation.
When the instrument was in to the hilt, Tony let out a whoop that Sherry was sure could be heard in every room on the tenth floor of the hotel. At first Sherry thought fearfully that his yell was one of shock, even pain, but when he began groaning and spreading his legs apart farther, she knew he had learned what she had experienced so long ago… in a rectum instead of a pussy. It must have felt very much, Sherry thought, like getting fucked by a man in the cunt while reamed in the asshole at the same time, or like having the vibrator plunging in and out of her cunt as her Daddy fucked her with his prick up her rectum. She felt certain that Tony was getting the idea.
And now it was good that Sherry herself was about to reach the heights, for Tony began huffing and puffing and sobbing unintelligibly as he thrust frantically. "Coming now… coming now! Oh, baby!" he yelled.
"Me too," Sherry said, jabbing harder with the vibrator. "There… Oh, me tooooooooo…"
They lay side by side and Sherry managed to withdraw the vibrator and toss it on the floor. After a long time, Tony said, "I never had an orgasm like that, ever! Oh, Jesus and yow, rat of a father used that on a girl – an impressionable little girl. What a bastard! I hate him, Sherry, but I get your point. I-I honestly don't blame you."
"Oh, darling," Sherry said, showering him with kisses. "I love you and I know it was a crazy thing to do, but I couldn't just let us split without trying to make you understand."
"I love you too, sugar, and believe me I can see how a trusting daughter could be lured into a scene like yours. He's a clever, unscrupulous man all right. We have a lot to talk about. I-I haven't known you very long, I know but what I have to say might make a big difference in your life."
Sherry felt wonderful as Tony crushed her in his powerful arms. She would spend the entire night with this beautiful, understanding man. And tomorrow morning? Well, that would be up to him.



CHAPTER EIGHT


Shortly after noon, Sherry awoke. She stretched long and contentedly, then gazed at Tony sleeping beside her. He was snoring sonorously. God, what a gorgeous, brute of a man! she thought. Careful not to disturb him, she slipped out of bed, quietly dressed and hastily washed in the bathroom. She decided it would be best to let Tony sleep and go to find her father; he might be worried about her. She scrawled a hasty note, telling Tony that she would see him before their first shows, left it on the living room coffee table and left the apartment.
When she spotted her father by the hotel swimming pool, he was with the elderly Whitcombs and their daughter, Sheila.
"Well, hello, my dear," her father said, as she approached them. "I see you got a good night's sleep. Good. Good. You remember the Whitcombs?"
Sherry exchanged greeting with the Whitcombs. She did not miss the subtle sarcasm in her father's voice regarding her getting a good night's sleep. He had purposely goaded her, she knew, but she pretended as though nothing unusual had happened and smiled amicably.
"Mr. and Mrs. Whitcomb are going to fly over to Las Vegas for a few days for a change of scenery," Sherry's father said. "They've decided to let Sheila stay on and enjoy the mountain atmosphere in their absence. Incidentally, it's a pity you slept in so late. Sheila sang for us at the piano bar in the lounge and she has a really remarkable voice. Quite professional I'd say. Very talented indeed. Perhaps you can give her a few pointers during her parents absence."
"Certainly," Sherry said. "I'd be delighted to help in any way I can." Her father was being his super-charming self.
"That would be wonderful," Mrs. Whitcomb said, bubbling with excitement. "We've always thought Sheila's voice was very good and when your father encouraged her – well, it makes us very happy. Sheila just hasn't made up her mind what she wants to do with herself as yet. She'll marry soon, no doubt, but in the meantime it would be nice if she could sing for a while. Mr. Whitcomb and I aren't trying to make a nightclub singer of Sheila, of course, but for a short while it would keep her out of mischief, wouldn't it?" Mrs. Whitcomb suddenly realized what she had said about not trying to make a nightclub singer out of her. She was embarrassed. "Not that there's anything wrong with being a nightclub singer, but – uh – well, I'm sure you understand," she said to Sherry. Mrs. Whitcomb muttered something else about work on stage being good for character development, but the more she said, the worse it was. She had obviously implied that there was somehow something cheap about being a performer and didn't know quite how to extricate herself from her delirium.
Sheila, who was standing unusually close to Sherry's father, was no help. She stood there with a smug expression on her pretty face as if to say, All right, my dowager, loud-mouthed mother, let's see you get yourself out of this one.
Whitcomb finally attempted to come to his wife's rescue. "In any event, we are most pleased that Mr. Redgrave seems to think our Sheila has talent," he said, "and we would deeply appreciate any help you can give our daughter in our absence. Perhaps you two could even play tennis. Sheila's backhand is a little weak, I'm afraid, but she's a scrapper – mmm, yea – a scrapper all right."
"We'll do whatever we can to make your daughter's stay here a pleasant one Mr. Whitcomb," Sherry said, glancing at her father's arm which was a bit too tight about young Sheila's thin waist. "Have a nice stay in Vegas."
"Thank you," Whitcomb said. "If I can keep the little missus away from the slot machines we shall – yes indeed, but she's a terror on those nickel machines! Absolutely loses her head!"
The little missus, who seemed to weigh nearly two-hundred pounds, giggled. It was a wonder she could even get around on a tennis court, Sherry thought.
"Oh, Jerome," she tittered, "you know I'm not that bad. How about you and your silly keno and dice?"
"Well, we must be getting upstairs to pack," Whitcomb said, glancing at his watch. "We're catching an early flight to Vegas and we mustn't be late. Come on, Lois," he said to his wife, "and thank you so much for looking after our Sheila."
"We will," Victor Redgrave assured the couple as they hurried off. Sherry started after them in amazement. They were like children. Worse!
And they actually seemed ambitious regarding their daughter's singing career. Mrs. Whitcomb reminded Sherry of mothers who push semi-talented and totally untalented children into show business. What made Mrs. Whitcomb doubly ridiculous was that she and her husband were wealthy and had no economical need to force a stage career on their daughter. Perhaps, though, it was as Mrs. Whitcomb had said. Perhaps they intended singing to be merely an amusement for their bored daughter until she found somebody's rich son or just killed in Europe for a season or two. There was something else that bothered Sherry. Was her father actually setting Sheila up for the make? He seemed awfully interested in young Sheila. Maybe it was his way of getting even with her for the sexual relationship she was having with Tony.
"Daddy," Sherry said abruptly, "I feel a little bushed. If you don't mind, I think I'll run over to our motel and take a little nap." She wished she hadn't even bothered to leave Tony. She could be sleeping in his arms right now, but she had sincerely assumed her father might be worried about her. Now that he seemed to be enjoying himself with Sheila she decided to leave and she didn't want to wake Tony by knocking on his locked door.
"Very well, dear," Victor said. "Sheila and I will just look around and I'll see you there after a while. Ta-ta."
Wow, Sherry thought. Father has already adopted the speech mannerisms of the rich. Wonder if he might be considering showing Sheila the sex habits of the not-so-rich. She would not be at all surprised judging by the way he was looking at Sheila and holding her waist.
At the motel, Sheila stripped down to her bra and panties and prepared to take a nap in the bedroom. She admired herself in the mirror thinking that what they said about women in love was absolutely true. She did look different. There was a certain flush in her cheeks and glitter in her eyes. Tony had won her heart completely. She could hardly wait to see him tonight. She debated whether to return to the hotel and, despite his still sleeping, climb into bed beside him.
But she decided not to be selfish and demanding. She would let him sleep. She was about to climb into bed when she noticed that the dresser drawer was open. She went over to close it and noticed a check book among her father's handkerchiefs. She had never pried into her father's affairs nor had any desire to question his handling of their business affairs, but something made her pick up the check book. She leafed through it until she came to a deposit with today's date. There was the deposit – undoubtedly the check, less cash, from the Lucky Nuggett in Las Vegas. She continued leafing through the pages, noting the deposits at fairly regular intervals, until she came to the final balance. Actually, she had failed to notice it before, but now she realized that it was quite a lot of money – more than eighty-thousand dollars.
Still, it occurred to her that there was probably much more in the savings accounts she had heard her father refer to. She felt pleased that she was becoming something of a girl of means until she flipped to the front of the book and saw that the account was in the name of Victor Redgrave. That was odd, she thought. Her father had always deposited the money – or at least all except money necessary for day-to-day expenses in her name. And then she sighted a zippered leather folder. She opened it and was astonished to see that there was over one-hundred thousand dollars in savings books and bonds – all in the name of Victor Redgrave. There was nothing with the name Sherry Trent on it. Suddenly it struck her that there was something amiss. She would have to ask Daddy about this. No, she would demand an explanation. There might possibly be some logical explanation for her total assets to be in her father's name, but she could not understand why he would lie to her about it all these years. Yes, it was his lying to her that convinced her that something was definitely wrong. Sherry dressed quickly, gathered up the checkbook and savings books and bonds and practically ran back to the Alpine Hotel. When the elevator reached the tenth floor, she hurried down the hall to Tony's room and knocked hard. In a moment, Tony answered the door. He wore his shorts and his huge prick stood out at attention in front of him. He groggily rubbed his eyes and told Sherry to come in.
"Hi, baby," he muttered, flopped down on the couch and Sherry sat down beside him. "Oh," he said, glancing down at his hard-on, "pardon my morning erection. I always have one when I first wake up." Then, squinting, he stared at the big clock across the room. "Morning, hell," he said. "Jesus, how long did I sleep? It's almost two o'clock."
"I'm sorry for waking you, Tony," Sherry said, "but I had to talk to somebody. I-I didn't know what else to do."
Tony seemed wide awake now. "What's wrong, Sherry? You seem upset."
"I hate to bother you with my personal problems, Tony, but I am upset and I didn't know who else to turn to. I think my father is trying to cheat me out of-of everything." She burst into tears then and stared at the savings books and bonds in her hands. Tony put his arm around her and kissed her cheek. "Don't cry, honey," he said. "Sure, you can tell me anything. What's that you've got?"
"These are my father's savings books, his checkbook, stocks and bonds. I just found them by accident. There's an awful lot of money here, Tony, and-and it's all in his name. For years Daddy has told me that he was saving my money and investing it for me – that it was in my name for my future – and my name isn't on anything. I have an awful feeling that something's wrong. Do you think I'm crazy?"
Tony's eyes narrowed. "I wouldn't put anything past that son of a bitch," he said. "If he told you he was putting money in your name, he certainly should have done it. At least in joint accounts with both of your names on them. And he never mentioned anything about separate accounts with only his name on them?"
Sherry shook her head.
Tony thought for a minute. "I'll tell you one thing," he said. "I'd hold on to the things you have and I'd see a lawyer quick. Whenever there's any problem like this, banks and companies will freeze all withdrawals until matters are settled. I know because it happened to a friend of mine. A lawyer can protect your interests, Sherry."
"But who shall I see and what will I tell Daddy?"
"Fuck Daddy!" Tony said, rubbing his chin thoughtfully. "For now, leave these things here with me where they'll be safe. There is somebody I can call in Los Angeles. My agent's friend, Bruce Morris. He's a lawyer." Tony picked up the phone then and made a long distance all to Los Angeles. A moment later he was talking to Bruce Morris, explaining the situation. "I don't care how much it costs," Tony said. "I'll pay for it. Okay, I'll tell her. Tomorrow morning here at the Alpine? Fine. Come right to my room. I'll see you then," Tony said and hung up. "We're lucky," Tony said to Sherry. "He's not tied up for a few days. He wants to fly up in the morning and see those papers and things you've got. Also, he says to keep them from your father – no matter what. If your father asks you where these things are, say you don't know. Lie to him. Anything. But don't let him know anything until you've talked to Bruce."
Sherry hugged Tony, throwing her arms gratefully around his neck. "Oh, Tony, you're wonderful. I-I don't know what I'd have done without you, darling. Thank you… thank you…"
"That's all right, baby. There may be some mistake, some explanation, but we're doing the right thing. Now don't worry anymore. Promise?"
Sherry nodded. "Promise."
"Where's your father now?"
"I don't know. I left him with a girl named Sheila Whitcomb at the hotel a little while ago. They're probably still around the hotel."
"Okay, let's go over there and pretend that nothing's happened. Maybe he won't even notice the missing papers until after Bruce has had a chance to look them over tomorrow. But if he does ask you anything remember to play dumb. Understand?"
Sherry said that she understood. Tony dressed then and they went downstairs to look for Victor Redgrave and Sheila. They didn't seem to be anywhere and, finally, Sherry inquired at the hotel desk if the clerk had seen her father.
"Yes, Miss Trent," the young man said. "As a matter of fact I noticed your father with a young lady about ten minutes ago. They took the elevator." Sherry asked the room number of the Whitcombs and learned that it was 416. "Thank you," she said.
"Not at all, Miss Trent," the man said. "Say, I wonder if you would sing My Cheatin' Heart tonight. It's my favorite. I hate to ask but…"
"Certainly," Sherry said. "I'd be delighted to. It's a promise."
They left the delighted clerk behind and stood in the casino. "Your father doesn't waste any time, does he?" Tony said sarcastically. "The dirty ol' man is probably fucking that girl this minute."
Sherry just stared straight ahead. "I wouldn't be surprised," she said. "Well, I don't suppose we should interrupt them. I don't really think they're doing anything, though."
Tony gave a laugh that wasn't a laugh. "You want to bet. Come on. We don't have anything to do anyway. Let's go up and say hello."
Sherry hesitated, then remembering all the years that her father had lied to her and his jealousy over Tony, she suddenly said, "Okay, let's go."
They took the elevator to the fourth floor and went down to room 416. Tony raised his hand to knock and Sherry stopped him. "I don't think this is a good idea," she said. "I mean, why should we bother them even if they are screwing? To hell with it. Let's go."
"You mean you're not even curious?" Tony reached down and turned the knob and, surprisingly, the door opened. There was no sound coming from inside. "So eager they didn't even lock it."
"Tony!" Sherry whispered. "No. We can't just walk in that girl's mom."
But Tony paid no attention and opened the door. Then they were standing in the living room, which was empty. Sherry started to protest again but Tony held his fingers to his lips and pointed toward the bedroom. Sherry heard sounds then, like voices but not like voices. They were more like moaning and there was the sound of bed springs squeaking. Tony caught Sherry by the wrist and led her toward the door. When they reached the doorway, Tony pushed Sherry back slightly and, still with his finger to his lips, shook his head and pointed at the sight before her. Daddy was kicking Sheila Whitcomb! Fucking her with all his might!
Mouth open, Sherry stared at the spectacle on the bed as though hypnotized. The prim and proper Sheila Whitcomb did not look so prim and not proper at all with her legs wide apart and clawing frantically at her father's buttocks and back as Victor Redgrave's ass pumped hard, driving his cock into her cunt. The two seemed oblivious to everything but kicking. Tony and Sherry might as well have been a mile away. Sheila's eyes were shut tight and both of their voices rose now. Apparently instructors taught more than just foreign languages at the finishing schools the highbrow Sheila had at tended, for she seemed most adept at "kick talk".
"Fuck my cunt off, Victor," Sheila was saying as she thrust her pelvis like a veteran acrobat at Victor Redgrave's plunging ass. Sherry was surprised that suddenly her father's age was more apparent than she had previously noticed. He rode the girl well but the flesh on his legs and rump sagged slightly and quivered as be slammed his meat home. In contrast to the younger, more firm legs that pummeled his backside, he was noticeably an older man. "… Yes, stick it in, you bastard… you dirty cocksucker, mother-fucking son of a bitch, jab… jab… jab… cram it in, up in all the way… yes, yes… kick my ass off… hurt me with your prick… stab my snatch… oh God, yes… that's the way to screw… you know how to fuck a girl's twat, don't you? Nice baby, nice… feels good, huh? You like it between my legs, don't you, you cunt-lapping fucking degenerate? That's what you are, you know that? You're a miserable kicking degenerate! Fuck me harder or I'll kill you!" she screamed insanely. "You rotten bastard. FUCK!"
"She doesn't seem to like your father, does she?" Tony whispered.
Sherry was dumbfounded. She had never beard of ceiling someone vile names while they were making love. She noticed several longstem glasses on the nightstand. "Maybe she just had too much to drink," Sherry said. "I never heard anything like it."
"Bullshit," Tony said. "I've seen chicks like that before. They're a special breed. They like to let out all their hostility toward men when they've got a guy helpless between their legs. Don't talk so loud," Tony cautioned. "Let's just watch and listen. Little Miss Rich Bitch is a real sickee, believe me. I know."
Now Miss Sheila Whitcomb had Victor Redgrave by the hair, her face a hideous grimace as she directed him and abused him. "You can kick better than this, you dumb asshole," she said. "I know you can. Anybody can kick better than this. There, that's better, my nice baby. Keep your hard-on up nice and stiff or I'll rip your balls off, you understand? Like it inside where it's nice and juicy and hot, right? Ummm, so do I like to fuck, baby. Just keep feeding it stiff and straight inside my slit or I'll gouge your kicking eyes out. Right? Right? Answer me you stupid asshole! Answer me or I'll make you take your prick out and you won't be able to come. I'll pretend to give you a blow job and then I'll bite your Goddamn cock off, do you hear? Answer me, you bastard! But keep on kicking while you do…"
"Yes, Sheila," Victor Redgrave whimpered, pumping. "Yes, my precious. It-it feels nice inside you. I like to fuck your cunt."
"Shit!" Sheila ranted. "Any college kid can do better than that. You mean you can't fuck and you can't talk either! That isn't talking."
"I… I want it inside your cunt… I like to stick you, Sheila… I like fucking your ass off, you bitch!" Victor Redgrave said.
"That's better," Sheila said. "Now tell me how you're going to make me a star. Tell me! You're going to see that I sing on the stage just like that asshole daughter of yours, aren't you? Keep fucking my cunt and tell me about it again… kick and talk… stab and tell this innocent little thing you seduced about kicking her cunt and about making me a star!" Sheila raked. Victor Redgrave's back viciously with her long, talon-like nails. "Tell me or I'll make you take it out and I'll kick you right in the balls!"
"You're… you're going to-to be a star, Sheila. I'll make you a big success… I promise… promise… don't make me stop… a star… can't stop now… anything…"
Suddenly Sherry realized that her father seemed, in some strange way, to be deriving pleasure from this sick game Sheila was directing. He must be. He was sensitive, Sherry knew. If he didn't enjoy Sheila's abusive language his erection would have dwindled away to nothing long ago! And yet, there he was, fucking away despite Sheila's unspeakable language and vulgarity and cruelty.
Just then, Sheila's tone of voice changed abruptly, and it was evident, that she was preparing to reach her orgasm. With a few more brief efforts at sadism, she began to moan and pant and plead for Victor Redgrave to "pour it on". Her legs locked tightly around Victor's lower legs and she began pumping rapidly.
"Ohhh… coming… just a few seconds more… coming… wonderful… wonderful… please don't atop… Victor… harder… wonderful lover man… fuck… yes now… now!"
Victor grunted faster too and lifted Sheila's gyrating buttocks high off the mattress, making a kind of platform of her cunt, as he drove hard for his climax and they both reached the heights together.
Sheila's head tossed from side to side as she sobbed now and apologized for the abuse she had subjected Victor to during their sex act.
This post-orgasmic period was in startling contrast to Sheila's early mood. She apologized again and again, explaining that she was "truly sorry" but she could achieve satisfaction only when she belittled and threatened and used the moat vulgar language at her male lovers.
Victor seemed to understand. "Yes, you were getting a little bit out of line there for a while but I assumed you had some hang up you were trying to rid yourself of. You're a most unusual piece of teenage ass, my dear – you can rest assured of that. While I haven't had a great deal of teenage tail I'd say, without any fear of contradiction, that you are indeed an aberrational phenomenon when it comes to kicking. Except when you're performing fellatio and your mouth is full of cock and you can't talk." He tweaked her cheek playful. "You sound like some kind of professor," Sheila said, frowning.
"Really," Victor said, his voice a cultured purr. "Yes, quite possibly I do. Perhaps it's an attempt on my part to counteract your filthy, sadistic language of a while ago. You didn't sound at all like the lady I thought you to be. You sounded more like a common prostitute. No," he said, correcting himself, "on second thought like some perverted freak."
"I'm truly sorry, Victor," Sheila said. Her voice was filled with remorse and she held Victor close begging forgiveness.
Sherry knew her father well. He was not the type to let himself be pushed around. Not in the least docile. Now he was getting even for what he had endured a while ago. She nudged Tony and signaled toward the door. "Let's get out of here before they see us," she whispered.
Tony nodded and they slipped out, quietly closing the door behind them. In the hall, Tony said, "Well, aren't you glad we eavesdropped?"
"Yes, I suppose so," Sherry said indifferently.



CHAPTER NINE


Although Sherry's first two shows of the evening brought a good audience response, she knew that she had performed poorly. Deep inside, she feared her father would discover the missing checkbooks and papers and that an ugly confrontation would ensue. Thus far, he hadn't discovered their absence and she and Tony sat in the hotel coffee shop in a large booth with Victor Redgrave and the most proper Miss Sheila Whitcomb. They made small talk, waiting for both Sherry's and Tony's final shows of the night to begin. Sheila was sipping a cup of hot chocolate when a man wearing a tuxedo came over and informed her that there was a long distance telephone call for her. She excused herself, slid out of the booth and followed the man.
"Probably one of her country club chums in Paris got bored and decided to call for a chat," Tony said.
Victor found the remark amusing and laughed as he dabbed his lips with his napkin. Sheila returned a few minutes later looking whit, aced and in a state of shock. She slid into the booth without uttering a word.
"Anything the matter, my dear?" Victor asked.
"Are you all right?" Sherry asked, concerned. The girl did look ghastly and she dabbed tears from her cheeks.
"Yes, I'm all right now," she said, finally. "Thank you." In a matter of seconds she seemed to have completely regained her composure. "It was about mother and father," she said evenly. "The plane they chartered for Las Vegas crashed and there were no survivors. The pilot and mommy and Daddy are dead."
Sherry stared in amazement. She had heard about people being made of steel but she had never actually seen one. Sheila sipped her hot chocolate now almost as though nothing had happened. She was unbelievably calm.
"I don't know what to say," Victor said. "I'm terribly sorry. You're absolutely certain?"
"Oh, Sheila, how terrible, dear. Is there anything we-we can do?"
"No," she replied. "I'm afraid there's nothing anyone can do. There's no question about it. The identification of the bodies was positive."
"Would you like to go to your room?" Victor asked.
"Yes," Sherry agreed. "Why don't you go to your room and – and rest? You can let yourself – well, give vent to the way you feel, dear. Daddy, maybe you ought to call the house physician." If Sherry was correct, Sheila didn't much care that her parents were dead. No, she thought. No, she's simply in a state of shock.
That's it. Shock. But then as Sheila spoke Sherry realized that this pampered, spoiled girl was not in shock at all. She had ice water instead of blood in her veins.
"That won't be necessary," Sheila said, smiling. She was actually smiling – not any forced, stoic front – but smiling! "I'd rather watch your last show. Perhaps later, Victor, you and I can have a late snack in my room."
"Whatever you say," Victor said, stunned.
"Look," Tony said, "I think you should go and lie down." He started to rise.
"Please sit down," Sheila said. "I assure you that I'm perfectly all right. Mother and father are gone. They went quickly and nothing can be done to bring them back. The real problems will come in the near future. That's when I'll need rest. God, there'll be a giant funeral with every relative imaginable there. There'll be endless arrangements and, of course, the probating of the will. You see, I'm the sole heir to over four million dollars – a bit less I suspect after the government and lawyers get their grubby hands on the estate. So you can see that this isn't exactly an occasion for mourning, is it? Champagne anyone?"
Sherry could stand it no longer. She ran from the booth and went down the stairs to her dressing room. Tony entered right behind her. "If that girl's in the audience for my last show I'll-I'll walk off, I swear," Sherry said. "I never saw anything like her in my life…"
"Easy," Tony said. "Obviously she's sick. It's her problem, not yours. Why get yourself upset because she doesn't mourn the loss of her parents? You can't do anything about it, so you might as well accept it." He held her close and tried to console her.
"I guess you're right," she said, nuzzling in Tony's shoulder, "but I couldn't stay in that booth a second longer."
"Look," Tony said. "Sheila said something about having a late snack with your father after the show. If your father does go to her room, I want you to get all your things out of your room and spend the night with me. We should be together when Bruce Morris arrives to look at your papers anyway in the morning. I'll help you move, all right?"
Sherry nodded. "Yes, Daddy will stay with her tonight," she said. "Jesus, she'll probably give him the blow job of the century – in memory of her ma and pa."
"Sherry!"
"I'm sorry," Sherry said. "I'm not myself." Tony glanced at his watch. "I'm on in just a few minutes. When your show is over I'll meet you at the stage door. Give your usual performance no matter what, understand?"
Sherry agreed.
As she had promised, Sheila watched Sherry's last show with Sherry's father. Then Victor went up to Sheila's room with Sheila as planned. It was nearly two in the morning when Sherry and Tony finished moving Sherry's things to his room in the Alpine Hotel. They did not make love but cuddled close and thought of lawyer Bruce Morris's arrival.
"There's no problem in preventing your father from withdrawing any funds or cashing in stocks and bonds," Bruce Morris said. "We'll put an immediate freeze on everything. Naturally, your father is entitled to, say, ten percent of whatever you've earned since he has acted in your behalf as your business manager. No more. We'll arrange a comfortable allowance for you until you're of age and then you can have the entire sum. These cases are not as infrequent as you might think," Bruce said. "I assure you that the judge's decision in this case is very very predictable."
Bruce Morris smiled confidently, stacking the evidence on the coffee table before him. He was a distinguished-looking man with a pleasant smile and the look of efficiency. In his late forties, be had a ruddy complexion and the beginnings of a paunch beneath his expensive, gray mohair suit.
"Thanks a million, Bruce," Tony said. "That's what she wanted to hear. I appreciate your flying up on such short notice."
Sherry gave Tony's lawyer-friend a kiss. "I feel much better," she said. "I didn't want to seem grasping or selfish, but when I realized Daddy had been lying to me all these years Tony thought I should get help."
"Wait until you receive the bill before you think me," Bruce said, grinning at Tony. "Morris, Blaney, and Abernathy is not an inexpensive law firm. Let's see, there's the cost of plane fare from Tahoe to Los Angeles roundtrip, court costs naturally, and now a three-martini lunch. No use trying to bribe me with kisses young lady. A fee is a fee and…"
Tony slugged Bruce playfully in the stomach and they embraced each other as the three of them went downstairs for lunch. "You didn't know that young Caruso's father here put me through law school, did you?" Bruce said.
"No," Sherry said. "Did he really?"
"Yes, really. Just keep me advised of your whereabouts if you're still traveling around. When things start popping in court I'll want to contact you."
"Will Daddy go to jail?" Sherry asked.
"No, nothing like that," Bruce said. "He'll be just a little less rich than he thought, that's all. You were very wise in contacting me now. It's a hell of a lot smarter than waiting till they liquidate everything and head for Arabia or some God forsaken place."
"I-I don't think Daddy would do anything like, that," Sherry said.
Bruce glanced skeptically at Tony. "I wasn't implying that he would," he said. "But this way we're certain, aren't we? When it comes to money, dear, never trust anyone. Sounds awful, I know, but listen to a veteran who has witnessed example after greedy example that would curl your teeth." They entered the elevator. "Oh, one other thing," Bruce said, smiling at Tony, then at Sherry, "when you get married make up your wills for Christ's sake, will you? You wouldn't believe the delay and red tape you save."
"Who's getting married?" Sherry said, blushing.
"And who's planning on dying?" Tony said. The elevator opened on the casino floor and they exited and entered the main dining room. Sherry and Tony ordered hotcakes and eggs and sausage. Bruce ordered a double martini and the dietetic luncheon. Sherry realized why he had a paunch and why his complexion was ruddy. She liked Tony's friend very much though. He was friendly, told funny jokes and inspired unquestionable confidence. Bruce was on his second double martini when Victor Redgrave arrived. Sherry introduced Bruce to her father, not mentioning that he was a lawyer. Victor Redgrave was visibly distressed and merely nodded at Bruce.
"Is Sheila all right?" Sherry asked.
"Yes, how did she manage through the night?" Tony added, his sarcasm intentional.
Victor ignored Tony with a hasty, "Fine, fine." Then he questioned Sherry fretfully. "Dear, I just returned from our motel. There were some papers and things in one of the – uh – dresser drawers. They seem to be – uh – missing. I was just wondering if I misplaced them. Have you seen them?" Sherry glanced back and forth from Tony to Bruce, not knowing what to say. The moment she had dreaded had arrived.
"They're very important, dear," Victor went on. "And – uh – I noticed that your things are gone. Do you suppose we could have been robbed? Did you take your clothing and things?"
Tony suddenly interrupted the silence. "Mr. Redgrave, your daughter's things are in my apartment along with the papers and things you mentioned. Sherry told me about the checkbooks and things yesterday – she found them by accident – and I advised her to see a lawyer. Mr. Morris is an attorney. Your things are not missing and you were not robbed. Mr. Morris has everything and he will be in touch with you. Meanwhile don't try to write any checks or cash any stocks and bonds?" Victor Redgrave turned scarlet, his face twisted in rage. "You Goddamn meddling Wop!" he said. "What gave you the right to interfere in my daughter's and my affairs?"
"Affairs is right," Tony said, not bothering to elaborate on the sexual aspect of the comment, though he could clearly see that Sherry's father caught his meaning.
"I demand that you return my property," Victor said.
"I don't know what you're talking about," Bruce Morris said, picking up his briefcase from the floor and holding it tightly on his lap. "If and when she gives something to me I'll inform you."
"No!" Sherry interrupted. "I don't want to lie about this. I gave everything to Mr. Morris and he's going to see that everybody gets a fair share. You've been my business manager so you'll get ten percent, Daddy. Maybe even a little more."
Victor tried to grab the briefcase, but Bruce Morris held on tight. "Ten percent! What the hell are you talking about, you ungrateful little – little bitch! Ten percent? Ten percent?"
Bruce Morris spoke calmly. "Precisely," he said. "Isn't it true that you told your daughter that you were saving her money for her and investing her earnings for her benefit? That she would be financially well off some day?"
"Well, yes, of course, but…"
"Fine," Bruce said. "We're just formalizing your promise to her, that's all. You did intend to keep your promise to your daughter, didn't you?"
"Naturally." Victor seemed trapped, at a loss of words.
Bruce shrugged as though the matter were simple. "Then simply because you neglected to place her name on her property doesn't change anything one bit. We're simply putting her name on things so that if anything should happen to you, her ownership can be easily established. You wouldn't want Sherry to go through all the legal red tape to determine her right of inheritance if you should become deceased, would you?"
Victor thought for a moment. "I made a will," he said.
"Good, I'd like to see it," Bruce said. "Why don't you sit down and have a drink and then we'll look at the will?"
Victor Redgrave glared at all of them. "So thank you," he snarled and left.
"Daddy never mentioned anything about a will to me," Sherry said.
"That's the reason I pressed him about it," Bruce said. "I doubt if he has one."
They sat talking during breakfast while Bruce finished his third martini. Finally, his food arrived. He was nearly through with his brunch when Victor Redgrave returned, this time with Sheila.
"Sherry," Victor said, "Sheila and I have something to tell you. Right after her parents' funeral – uh – we plan to go to Europe for a brief vacation. When we return we plan to be married."
"Tell them the rest," Sheila said.
"Yes, yes, of course," Victor said. "So you see, I won't be able to act as your business manager any longer. I'll be working with Sheila, trying to make a career for her in show business. I expect great things for her. She has a fine voice and so I'll be acting as her business manager and all around coach."
There was a long, long silence. It seemed incredible that Victor had snared an heiress for a wife on such short notice. Upon learning that, he was practically broke he had managed to finagle a potential fortune in a matter of minutes! Tony and Bruce broker into hysterical laughter and gradually even Sherry joined them.
"What's so funny?" Sheila asked, angry. "Don't you realize that I'm going to become a star? Isn't anybody going to offer congratulations? Oh, I see. It amuses you that a wealthy girl would even bother to achieve stardom. It's true that show people don't count for much among my friends, but I've always been independent."
"Good luck and congratulations," Tony said, and Bruce chorused in.
"Yes, Daddy," Sherry said. "I hope you're both very happy. Be sure and drop me a postcard from Paris or someplace. Goodbye and good luck to you both."
Victor just stood there, as though there were something else to say but he couldn't quite say it. His bride-to-be had already headed for the exit. "Victor, I think we've said quite enough to these people. Now let's go!" she commanded.
"Yes, dear," he said and waved goodbye to his daughter as he back stepped away.
When they had gone, Tony shook his head. "Jesus, if I ever saw two people who deserve each other more I don't remember it. I'm glad he didn't squawk about the money. We could have brought a few other charges against him, too."
"What other charges?" Bruce asked, puzzled.
"Oh, maybe child molesting or…"
"Please, Tony," Sherry interrupted. "I'd rather we didn't go into this any further."
"All right, honey," Tony said, calming himself. "I'm sorry."
Bruce glanced at his watch. "Well, gang, I'd better be heading for the airport. The flight lasts only a little more than an hour, but they serve the dandiest martinis." He stood up. "Glad to be of service. If you know of anybody who needs a divorce…" – he glanced toward the door where Sherry's father and Sheila had just exited – "… be sure and get in touch. I don't handle divorce cases personally but I have a partner who does. I have a feeling if the young lady does become a star and your father doesn't get control of a nice chunk of money soon they may require my colleague's services. No offense, Sherry. It's just that in these matters has taught me to be a skeptic, especially where money and a considerable difference in age is involved. Bye."
Sherry and Tony walked Bruce to the front door of the casino. He refused Tony's offer of a ride to the airport and hailed a taxi. A moment later he was off.
"Feel better?" Tony asked Sherry.
"I guess so," she said. "But I must say that an awful lot has happened fast. I didn't expect Daddy to marry ever and now – I just don't know what to say."
"You don't have to say anything. It's time for me to say something. Let's go for a little hike in the wood, okay?"
Sherry grinned. "You mean a bike-hike or a fuck-hike?"
"Maybe both," Tony said. "Come on." He took her by the band and they strolled down behind the hotel and along the golf course to the lake front. They walked slowly, enjoying the fresh air and the blue water to their right and the mountains and big trees to their left. They had been silent for a long time. "I don't ever want to be away from you, Sherry," Tony said.
"You just think I'm a good lay," she said, squeezing his hand.
"True, but there's more to it than that. I'm pretty good in the sack too, aren't I? I mean, can I screw good or can't I?"
They both laughed.
"Seriously, Sherry, I didn't mention this before because I wasn't sure how I felt about you, but I have a chance to do a variety show with Rory Cramden when I finish here."
"Really?!" Sherry said. Rory Cramden was possibly the biggest comedian outside of television. "That's wonderful."
"As you know, Rory travels all around the country. He presents just one big show a month maybe – in an auditorium or a concert hall – where he can make a bundle in one shot. None of this working every night. Just scattered rehearsals and the pay is damn good. Since it's a variety type show he uses all kinds of performers. I think between your agent and my agent it could be arranged for you to travel with the company. You might make less money but at least we could be together. What do you say? And even if you can't work on this tour, you could at least arrange to work the next one. I'm talking about Mr. and Mrs. Agnello, Sherry."
Sherry stopped in her tracks and tried to look thoughtful, as though deliberating. Then, despite herself, she was smiling through her tears. "How do I know you're not worse than my father?" she teased. "How do I know that you don't want to marry me just because I have stocks and bonds and money in the bank?" She draped her arms about his broad shoulders and kissed him full on the lips. They embraced for a long time. There was only the sound of the forest and their deep breathing and the gentle lapping of the water against the shore. They parted and Sherry walked more jauntily now, sure of herself, even a little independent. Cocky.
"I don't know," she sing-songed. "I read a book once where a man married a girl and then tossed her in the lake so he could have all her money. Insurance money."
"Come on. Cut it out, Sherry."
"I'm under age," she said. "I'm only sixteen you know. Daddy might not give me permission." She made an ugly face. "Sherry Agnello. Ugh. I just don't know, Tony."
"Keep it up and you are going in the lake," Tony said.
"The kids would be half Italian. All of them Agnellos. Their schoolmates would maybe call them Wops."
"Okay, they'd get called Wops."
"And my career would suffer. I'd make less money."
"Your career would suffer and you'd make less money."
"In bed you'd be just an oaf. You'd use me selfishly and I'd just be sacrificing myself. A love object for your pleasure. Also, your peter's too big and you'd hurt me I'd probably develop female trouble and you'd go seek female companionship elsewhere."
"Cut it out, Sherry. I mean it."
Sherry broke into a run along the shore. Tony sprinted after her, but she had a good head start.
"I can't go through with it," Sherry called, laughing over her shoulder. "I can't cook spaghetti. You're just not Mr. Right."
Sherry darted through the trees and began running away from the lake. Tony raced after her. She wasn't all that fast but she was agile. Tricky. Like a chipmunk. It took twenty or thirty yards before Tony could down her. He pinned her shoulders to a bed of pine needles finally and then they lay huffing and puffing staring at each other.
"Now what?" Sherry said. "I could scream, Tony. You know that. Mounted police or somebody would come and rescue me. I'm only sixteen. They'd put you in jail."
"Never mind. Go ahead and scream. I want to get used to Mrs. Agnello's screams. Let me hear it."
"When the curtain goes up tonight you won't be there," Sherry said. "The show won't go on. You'll be locked up in the pokey. Just what do you think you're doing?" His hand was under her blouse. "You can't do this to a minor," she said.
"If I'm going to jail I'm getting my money's worth." Now his other hand was tugging at her hip-huggers, pulling them down.
"You'll get ten years for this, Tony. Don't be a fool, you lustful Italian."
"Statutory rape isn't ten years. They'll find your clothes at my place and know you cooperated."
"I forgot about that. You tricked me into moving my things to your room."
"Now you let the picture, baby. See my plan? See how it all fits in?"
Sherry was practically naked now. Her hand found him and she spread her legs apart just a little. She still feigned a lingering trace of resistance. "Yes, I see now. I-I want to see how it all fits in."
"Good, I thought you might," Tony said. He shifted so that his weight was not pressing so heavily on the future Mrs. Agnello. Agnello men always showed consideration for their wormen. It was a family tradition and he didn't want to break with tradition.
"Ummmm," Sherry said.
Birds, bees and sundry creatures of the forest went about their business paying no special attention to the lovers beneath the trees. One squirrel paused, then moved on. He had better things to do than watch a couple of other living things (even if they were rather large ones) mating on the ground.
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