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Stepsister_s skillful mouth





CHAPTER ONE


Carmelita eyed Mark's stiff cock with lust. She knew the devilish glint in her dark eyes told him better than words that his new Stepmother was more eat-hungry now than fuck-hungry. She was standing before him, naked from the waist down, baiting him with her cunt, while her wet pink tongue licked still another invitation across her
plush red lips.
Suddenly her heart was pounding faster when a wicked little smile creased his lips.
Without waiting another second, she dropped to her knees before him, her pink tongue darting out to swoop away the drop of creamy nectar that oozed from the eye of his lust-hardened prick. Then her pouty red lips sipped teasingly around the ballooning knob at the end of his cock. He carefully lowered himself to the ground, so as not to lose those moist, sensuous lips on his burning cock for even an instant.
For Carmelita, the agony of her own wanton lust had to wait until she carefully, thoroughly, painstakingly entertained the boy's throbbing cock. Then, and only then, would he know the kind of treatment she expected from him when he ate her.
The thought of it made her cunt juice with hominess. Even as her puffy lips worked their way down his cock to his balls, her mind was consumed by the thought of his hot mouth working on her hot juicy cunt. It made her delirious to think her craving pussy would finally have the relief that only a tongue could bring it.
Fucking and cock-sucking were great, too, she told herself as the smell and taste of his hard cock worked its way into her mind. But every girl needed a tongue-fucking once in a while!
She was measuring his big cock with her lips and eyes now, drooling at the prospect of having it tucked in her cunt, after he had prepared the way
for it with. his tongue. Then she parted tier lips slightly, tantalizing hi, at the base of his cock-shaft with the heat and moistness of her mouth as she began a slow trip back to the tip of his blood-engorged prick. He was eager to cram his cock into the steaming moistness of her mouth, and she admired the self control he was as exercising.
"Man! You sure love that meat, don't you?" Mark moaned approvingly.
"Mmmmmm… what woman, wouldn't?" she breathed back, her eyes dancing with delight when she lifted them to meet his.
"Kiss my balls gasped. "That really lights my lire. Makes my short-hairs stand when
your hot mouth sucks on my balls..,
Carmelita responded to his eqdest withbut hesitation. She cupped the wrinkled nuts in her hand and lifted them to her kissing, sipping lips. Then slowly, teasingly, her tongue shot out and she began battering his balls with saliva; Her tongue slithered from the loose flesh of his balls down to the crack of his ass making Mark groan in ecstasy A as she ticked at his ass-hole.
It was just as exciting for Carmelita, knowing that shb could build this young stud to such a feverish pitch with the experienced probing other snaking tongue. Besides stirring her own juices with the taste of his ass and cock, she knew he would always remember her as the greatest experience in his life. That, too, was a stimulant to her rumbling cunt. And as the tempo of their wanton lust increased, they became totally lost to the heat and
excitement of their lewd game, neither of them realizing they were being watched.
Barry watched his stepmother as she leaned forward and ran the tip of her tongue up the shaft of his older brother?s prick, starting way down on the balls as far underneath them as space permitted her pretty face to plunge. She worked her way up to the bulging red knob, butterfly tonguing his prick-shaft as she approached the tip. Now she was stroking his cock steadily with her whole hand, not fast, but with a deliberate tempo, full strokes milking the rod into her moist red lips, commencing a hard in-and-out sucking motion. Then she sucked her stepson's cock to the tonsils on the downstroke, and out almost to the point of extraction on the upstroke, keeping her tongue in constant motion. Barry heard the little groans escaping his brother's lips.
"Jesus!" his brother kept saying time after time. "Jesus!"
The ground around where the two squirming bodies lay was spongy with layers of pine needles. Barry was perched twenty-five feet above them, on a boulder, and he doubted if Carmelita. and his brother could have stopped even if they knew he was there.
Jesus, Dad would kill them both if' he caught them, Barry thought. But it served their father fight! He never should have brought that whore.
cock tail waitress and her sixteen-year-old daughter back to the ranch from Las Vegas, then married the bitch; and given her everything tat would have belonged to his mother, had she lived. Slut! There she was, only one month married, and fucking her new husband's son! And maybe it wasn't the first time, maybe ha just hadn't seen them before.
Mark was twenty-one, and Barry always knew his brother was a real cunt-hound; he even envied his brother's reputation in the little Arizona town. Barry was only eighteen, but he'd been down to Madam's whorehouse on Main Street a few times, and he was sure he would never develop Marks reputation.
The thirty-three year old broad that his father insisted Barry call "Mother" was now poppin' Marks whole cock in and out of her mouth, licking her own saliva back off it, taking it up to her gullet with ease, wrapping the fuck-root with her tongue, the fuzzy crotch hairs tick1ing at her cheeks. Barry felt tinges of sorrow for his dumb father, but at the same time he couldn't help being turned on
"Ohhh, suck it, Carmelita. Suck my cock!" Mark moaned.
The name Carmelita fitted her. She was a beautiful copper-skinned. woman with long black hair that flowed down her back. At the moment however, it was flowing in soft strands over Mark's naked belly.
Carmelita was feasting with wild pleasure, eating her stepson's cock and balls with great enthusiasm.
She was kneeling between Mark's naked thighs, her
eyes glittering with desire, dark and staring at his huge, hard prick.
Mark's meaty cock was swollen and swaying
under his stepmother's lickings. For a long time she lingered at his swollen balls, licking them fervently with her tongue, kissing them with her moist red lips, smearing her lipstick on them. Then she again took the huge, hard head of Mark's swollen prick into her warm, moist lips, clamping the throbbing meat firmly and wetly, nursing lovingly on it. Her lovely face was distorted with passion her cheeks hollowed as the stiff, lubricated shaft of cock-flesh slid slowly deeper between her lips.
A feeling of excitement was building in Barry's own body as he watched his new stepmother slowly sucking the hard cock into the wet cave of her mouth. Then her pink tongue was making hot, moist circles on the knob, swirling round and round slavishly, bobbing her head faster and faster as she sucked and sucked… until Mark's cock erupted, and hot; sticky gushes of sperm filled her mouth. She was swallowing hard and fast, eager to capture every drop of jizz.
Barry really couldn't blame his brother. He himself had felt the warm beginnings of guilty hard-ons just watching this magnificent woman at dinners or lunches in the big ranch house. She towered in statuesque grandness as she walked to and from the kitchen, her black hair flowing in drifts behind her, a strand or two even falling into the sharp crevice between her high, taut fits.
Carmelita was standing with her back to Barry
now, her legs spread wide, completely naked from the waist down, the globes of her big ass looking so very kissable. Her black hair trailed down across the whiteness of that blouse like an arrow, pointing to the deep crack of that delightful ass. The twin buns moved invitingly as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other.
Mark was kneeling in front of her, his cock hard again as he smiled lewdly and got ready to suck his stepmother's cunt. Reaching around her, Mark gripped the cheeks of her ass in his hands, pulling her cunt towards his face and spreading these rounded globes at the same time. Carmelita braced her hands on. his shoulders and, bending slightly forward at the waist, began grinding her hot pussy against his face.
"Oh, Mark darling suck my cunt just a little higher! Suck on my cunt!" she pleaded, her perfect ass revolving in a smooth fuck motion.
Mark's tongue located the bud licking at it. As one of his fingers forced its way up her ass-hole, her hands left his shoulders and gripped her
butt-cheeks, attempting to spread them wider for his invading finger, to feel its full length twist and screw into her butt.
"Ohhh.!" Carmelita hissed. "Your father won't tongue-lick me..But you! Ohhh, please! Shove it all the way up my aching cunt! I need it! I need it!"
She was gripping the back of his head, pulling his face into the quivering jelly of her cunt, and her back was arched, Mark sucked it, nibbled the
clitoris, driving Carmelita wild. He was dragging his tongue from the top of her clinging gash to her ass-hole.
Carmelita's full ass rotated wildly. She threaded her fingers desperately through his thick hair as she stiffened and orgasmed, her shoulders jolting, bunching spasmodically.
At last, Mark stood up and turned his stepmother around. He. put his arms around her and began playing with her big tits, his hard prick brushing against the velvet skin of her naked ass. He began tonguing her ear from behind.
"You're ready to fuck, now, aren't you, Carmelita?" he asked, moving his rigid cock against her ass, which was bending in invitation.
Carmelita didn't answer, just reached behind her, grabbed his cock with a hot and trembling hand, and guided it to the drooling mouth of her hot cunt. She moved down and forward until she was on her knees on the ground.
They fucked furiously, throwing dirt around, Mark on his knees behind his crouched stepmother, bending his body like a bow while he fucked and bit her back and her neck, reaching around her body and grabbing her tits. Squealing, both of them were squealing, she twisting her ass in jerky rapid rhythm, and he pounding faster and faster. The cock kept disappearing into her cunt and Barry felt himself get hotter and hotter as his brother and stepmother fucked furiously among the pine needles.
Carmelita's hanging tongue began to wake up
and lick furiously at her lips, and the struggles of her hips assumed a rhythmic character. Their limbs towed with sweat and Mark's hips now sucked into the rhythm of her rocking body, now fast, now, stow. They came together, moaning and groaning in a fever of lust.
Barry slid back off the boulder and stood up. The confinement of his tight jeans over his hard-on was painful. He was almost limping as he walked back along the path to the barn, a few hundred yards away. God, he was horny!
The vane creaked around, pointing to the southwest, disturbing a.. perched bird which complained with agitated coos. That was when Barry saw her. Nancy, Carmelita's daughter. She flitted down the steps of the big house, walking
loosely, lazily.



CHAPTER TWO


At that moment Nancy was wishing she and her mother were still back in Las Vegas. She had learned to love that swinging town, the celebrities, the lights. Here, there was nothing! She shook her head in disgust, not knowing Barry was watching her.
He stood behind the rail fence until it became
clear where Nancy was going. She was headed for the big barn. Ho grinned to himself and backed up quickly staying close toy the building so she wouldn't see him. He entered the side door and wound his way between the stacks of baled hay. He hurried across the open space at the center of the barn and tumbled into the straw pile which was just inside the main door.
He snuggled low in the loose straw and partially covered himself as he waited for the big door to slide back, admitting Nancy into the barn.
The wait wasn't long. The door gave a groan, then rasped along its metal track as Nancy pushed it open. She hesitated, peering into the dimly lit building. Barry watched lustfully as the sunlight behind her turned her hair into spun silk. Her skirt was puffed out around her hips and hung loosely at her thighs. It would be easy to push up he speculated. His cock tensed in his snug jeans.
Come in,. baby! he silently implored. Come in and come fuck.
As if she'd gotten his message, Nancy stepped trough the doorway, moving out of the light and into dimness.
Barrys heart thumped harder. He didn't get this excited over the girls at Madam's at least, not since the fist few times.
Barry could almost feel electricity from Nancy's vibrant young body as she moved cautiously towards the center of the barn, glancing around. When she passed directly in front of his hiding place. Barry admired the high, firm mounds of his stepsister's tits as they jutted proudly forward.
They would make a couple of great handfuls!
His prick grew larger and harder at the thought of what he was about to do. Except for the constriction of his Levi's his cock would have been straight as a post.
He waited until she reached the center of the barn, then he quickly crawled out of the straw pile without making a sound, stepped to the main door of the building, and slid it closed.
The sound startled Nancy, and she whirled about.
"Surprise!" Barry said with a grin. His Stetson was pushed onto the back of his head, and he had a straw stuck in his mouth. The front of his pants bulged with his hard cock, but Nancy didn't look there.
She smiled with relief. "Wow, you scared me!" "Aw, come on," he said soothingly as he approached her. "You were hopin' to find me here, weren't you?"
She blinked, wondering what he meant by that. But she didn't make anything of it.
"I wasn't hoping to find anybody," she said. "I was just out for a walk."
He drew closer. He was almost up to his stepsister now, a cocky grin still plastered on his youthful, pudgy face. "Kind of a funny place to be walking ain't it? A big old dark, barn like this. Anybody coulda been in here. It's a good thing it was me huh, baby?"
He boldly tweaked the tip of one of her tits. Sharp thrills blossomed from her nipple, and it
hardened against the fabric of her bra.
Nancy was shocked. "Wh-what did you do that for'!"
"Just being friendly," he said, as he continued to grin at her. "Come on whatta you say we lie down over there in the straw for a while?"
Nancy was bewildered. This couldn't be the boy she'd joked with at the breakfast table, who'd smiled at her and talked so nicely! Dismay registered on her pretty face, and she took a backward step.
Laughing lewdly, Barry grasped his stepsister by the arm, He began, dragging her toward the straw.
"No!' she cried, trying to fight him off. "What are you doing? Let me go!"
But her cries were as useless as her: struggles. Barry was strong, and be had no trouble pulling her to the straw pile and tossing her onto the soft bed.
He laughed as if it was all a game. Sometimes he played this way with tire girls at Madam's and they liked it. But Nancy was terrified.
He dropped partially atop his stepsister and drew her into a close embrace. "Now we're gonna get acquainted, baby, he said.
"Noooooo! Let me up! I'l1 scream!"
He laughed and kept hugging her As they writhed in the 1oose straw. He was a monster. Her stepbrother was going to rape her! Nancy knew she would have to scream, though she wasn't sure she could be heard outside the huge barn.
She opened her mouth wide and let out a piercing shriek. But not much of it escaped before
Barry clamped his hand over her mouth, stilling the sound.
"Hey, you're some kinda hellcat, ain't you?" he said, pressing against her as he tried to hold her mouth and control her arms and legs at the same time. Nancy felt a lump at the front of his clothes and she knew he had a hard-on. At that instant her mind's eye pictured a cock, pictured it as a thick, stiff weapon, wet and hot. God! What was she going to do?
She was in the grip of cold fright such as she'd never known 'before. Then suddenly this changed, cold giving way to heat as Barry clamped his mouth onto hers and his tongue forced its way obscenely between her teeth. At the same time, his hand glided up the front of her body to grasp a round, jutting Ut in his strong hand. He squeezed it through her blouse and bra..
Giddy sensations swamped her brain as her tit involuntarily throbbed under her stepbrother's lustful mauling. Oh, no! she thought desperately. I can't let him touch my tides! This is wrong! But she couldn't seem to do anything about it. He was lying on one of her arms, arid he held the other one down, leaving him a free hand to roam over her at will. She didn't dare kick violently, for fear her skirt would slide up.
He pulled his wet mouth off hers and panted. "Quit fightin' so blamed much! I ain't gonna kill you." He chuckled. "Baby, we could have us a real fine time if you'd just let yourself go."
Then he did something that sent shock waves
slamming through her. He abruptly dipped his hand under her skirt and slithered it up her smooth, warm thighs. It went all the way to her panties, right where the thin nylon was stretched over her cunt mound, and the shock turned into a bail of flame that threatened to consume her completely.
"Nooooo!" she exclaimed, and attempted to push his hand down. But her legs responded to a different urge, easing open as he stroked her nylon panty crotch. His darting fingers caressed her cunt-lips through the filmy cloth, and her cries of protest turned into moans of carnal excitement. Her head tolled. Hey arms went limp.
"You've got a hot little pussy." he whispered.
Nancy fought harder, slapping him across the face and trying to scratching him. But Barry slid his fingers under the elastic legband and when he touched her delicate pussy hairs and soft cunt-lips she received the strongest jolt of excitement yet. Once more, her resistance ebbed.
He violated her moist, heated slit with the tips of his fingers and her brain reeled. Nancy knew she had to but she couldn't seem to galvanize her muscles into, action. She felt weak and loose. Yet the saline kind of tension she'd felt of late was now building in her nervous system, demanding release.
She whimpered as Barry fingered her tense clitoris, sending sharp, hot impulses racing through her. It was as if she were caught in thick, oozing quicksand, immobilizing her resistance and pulling her down.
Her stepbrother withdrew his hand from her panties, giving her momentary reprieve. However, he immediately began to unbutton her blouse.
"Don't… please don't… " she heard herself murmur. But he paid no attention and kept right on, opening her blouse completely. He pulled it out from under the waistband of her skirt.
Now it was simply a matter of twisting her supple young body and wrenching open the hooks of her bra. Nancy felt her tits surge forward in sudden freedom, and this shocked her into a new burst of resistance. She struck at him.
But when Barry pulled the slack cups off her round, quivering tits and wrapped his hands around those silken mounds, again her resistance gave way. She felt terribly degraded as his rough hands mauled her delicate tits. This was sinful. It was wrong yet the sensations that swept through her body were ones of warmth and exquisite delight! Nancy couldn't understand herself. This was like her obscene nightmares all over again, only much worse!
"Sweet baby… " Barry moaned. "Hey, you're really something.
He was punishing her tits, squeezing and twisting them. His fingertips concentrated on her thrillingly stiff pink nipples, rolling them and tugging them upward. Her stepbrother bent his head and she felt his hot mouth surround one of the tingling buds. His tongue stroked it moistly, then his lips sucked it up.
Her nipple danced in his wet, warm mouth,
buffeted by his tongue and washed by his syrupy saliva, She'd never felt such thrills! They were unbelievable!:
"Yes! Yes!" she moaned unwillingly.
Barry straightened up at last, his face flushed. Strands of light-brown hair were dangling across his forehead. He grinned.
"Now I've got something to show you," he said. Nancy seemed to see him through a- cloud as he opened the front of his Levi's, reached inside and brought out his cock., he immediately slid the foreskin back off its bulling prick-head, and she gazed at what appeared to be a thick, rosy arrow sticking out of his open fly.
"Noooo. Oooohhh, nooooooo" she said again, but now her protest was only a hoarse murmur as she stared spellbound at his big thick prick.
He carried her hand to his cock, and she wrapped her trembling fingers around the strong, handsome shaft. A drop of clear lubricant oozed out of the piss-hole and washed down over the bulbous cock-head.. She felt the throb of his hot young prick. It was an unbelievable sensation, giving her chills of wicked delight. She wanted to pet and stroke her stepbrother's cock, but at the same time something inside her sounded an alarm.
He waited to see what his stepsister would do. But he quickly drew her hand back, the sudden motion causing his cock to sway jerkily to and fro.
"If you don't want to play with it, I figure I'll have to put it to work." he said, then quickly pulled her skirt up around her waist.
He touched her belly through her shimmering pink panties, then carefully took hold of the dainty garment at both sides, gathering the filmy cloth in his hands. He tugged, and her panties began to slide down, exposing her navel, her delicately rounded tummy, then the first wisps of her blonde pussy curls. Unlike her mother, Nancy was fair-skinned, golden-haired.
Gazing down and seeing this happen watching her panties slide away somehow gave Nancy the strength she'd been lacking. It was as if she knew that if she didn't stop him now, she never would be able to.
Summoning up all her moral and physical resources, she began to fight fiercely. Barry caught only the merest glimpse of the slit which nestled amid the forest of blonde cunt curls before him, and she frantically tugged her panties up around her hips once more and struggled to her feet.
"Hey, wait!" Barry yelled in surprise. "Come back!"
But Nancy was already running across the barn towards the door. Her skirt had dropped to conceal her thighs, but her tits bobbed naked between the flapping edges of her blouse.
Barry sat where he was and sadly watched her escape. He wasn't about to use force, not real force if she didn't want to fuck. But he knew there would be another time. Her body had wanted to screw him even if her puritanical morals hadn't. And his pretty stepsister was worth waiting for.
He gripped his stiff pecker and fingered it idly as
he recalled the thrills of the last few minutes touching her juicy little cunt; fondling her firm, resilient tits; the glimpses he'd had of her nipples, her golden pussy curls, precious slit.
His cock throbbed harder in her encircling hand.
He gazed down at it and decided he might as well do what he felt like doing; otherwise he would remain hung up all dat It was no fun riding horseback with a pair of aching balls!
Barry settled back in the straw and closed his eyes. Summoning up a vision of Nancy as she'd been just moments before her tits and cunt wantonly exposed, her mouth panting hotly he began to stroke his iron-hard prick in a businesslike fasbion. As the moistly clinging foreskin worked up and down on his super-sensitive shaft, voluptuous emotions flooded his consciousness stimulating as all hell were the erotic image of the girl he'd just tried to fuck.
He visualized his stepsister totally nude, lying with her legs spread wide apart,, her little pink cunt thrillingly exposed and vulnerable. He felt himself fucking it, and his head turned light. He stroked his stiff prick rapidly;
He saw Nancy lying on her belly now, with her beautiful ass in the air as he approached her from the fear. He worked his hard cock into her tender cunt, then drilled it deep. He screwed her dog-fashion and felt her firm, rubbery butt compress and bounce against the slap of his lower belly,
Finally there was the supreme thrill of having
Nancy approach him while he lay on his back with his stiff cock soaring upward. She imprisoned the head of his cock in her warm, sucking mouth and drew on it while her tongue licked lasciviously over his hot, tinging prick-flesh.
Imagining Nancy fucking and sucking him was so exciting that he couldn't hold back any longer, and the cum fountained out of his thrusting cock as he continued to pump his encircling fingers up and down around it. Spurt after spurt of thick, milky jizz arced from the tip of his bulging red knob and landed in the straw. He groaned. His eyes rolled back behind closed lids. His whole body arched. He held his foreskin way back and the head of his prick slowly stopped twitching, expelling its final few drops of hot, creamy fuck-juice.



CHAPTER THREE


The roads came into Cinimon Ranch out of raw purple mountains that always cuddled other colors streaked high in jagged folds. The. entire ranch seemed to be always hidden under a low-hanging cloud of pale dust. Nancy looked out of. her upstairs bedroom window and said aloud again, "I hate it!"
She had spent a particularly restless night, and even now, just after seven, her body was warmed and glowing with a particularly feminine sensation, a union of pleasure and guilt.
She walked back and lowered herself to her four-poster bed. Her blonde hair was in disarray, and there was perspiration on her forehead and warm tits. She closed her eyes and pictured herself seducing Barry, drawing him into her bed, holding his convulsing body as he fucked her and filled her cunt with his sperm.
Yes, she hated this place… but now, from somewhere deep within herself, she had to admit that her position in life was gloriously changed. She was frightened and yet monstrously elated. Barry would try again to fuck her, she knew that. But what she didn't know was whether her body could wait for him!
The itch in her cunt had kept her awake half the night. The pain in the tightness of her nipples was almost unbearable, waking her each time she had dozed off In her mind's eye she kept seeing that thick, rosy cock-head sticking out of the open fly in his Levi's. And regardless of how many times she washed her hand, she could still feel that burning throbbing shaft of cock-meat as though it was still locked in her fist.
There was a sound outside in the hallway, and Nancy opened her eyes wide. She got up and moved silently to her door, listening intently. She heard only the creaking of the old house and her own uneven breathing. It was nothing, just her
imagination, she told herself. She was sure she had the house to herself all day today. Mark and Barry, her mother and new stepbrother had all left for Winslow, seventy miles away, for an entire day of shopping. She bad made a silly-sounding excuse in order not to be included in the outing. Actually she hadn't been able to picture herself sitting in the back seat of the car, next to Barry, after what had happened in the barn.
Feeling safely alone with her secret again, she moved Over to the vanity and looked at herself in the mirror. She thought about the thick hardness of Barry's cock when it had been in her hand the day before. A wondro,us thing! Goose pimples rose all, over her body and waves of hominess washed over her with Ahxilling intensity. Her hand moved under her nightdress and a finger touched, teased her vibrating cut.
Nancy squeezed her thighs together aroijnd her hand. Her pussy-1ips had become wet, the small slit had oozed open, and her finger slid, then slipped, outward and upward as it caressed her slithery itching cunt-flesh. Then she slowly combed her fingers through her juice-soaked beaver. The memory of Barry's fingers on her hot cunt was so fresh in her mind, she had little difficulty thinking it was'hia greedy hand there now.
"Well, well, Miss Cold-cunt ain't so cold after all. My, my. What d'ya know about that!" It was Barry's voice, and he stood in the open doorway with a knowing grin on his handsome face.
"Barry! I…errr- I thought you went with
the others to Winslow!"
"And leave you here all by your lonesome all day? Wouldn't think of it. Listen… about yesterday… I was just so damned horny, I..
"Don't apologize," Nancy snapped,
"Well, I was gonna, but after coming in here and seeing you fingering yourself, maybe I ought to try again.
"Shut up! I mean… oh, Barry, I'm so embarrassed! You wouldn't tell..
"Let's get something straight, girl. Our secrets will be strictly our secrets. That make you feel better?"
Nancy smiled. She stood up and turned her back to him. "I don't know what's wrong with me. It wasn't just what you did yesterday, Barry. Lately I've been feeling so…
"Horny's what you're trying to say, hmmm?"
"I'm a virgin, Barry."
"Time you did something about that, baby," Barry said and then moved into the room, closing the door behind him.
"I'm so dumb. If… if you could.., teach me. If you'd promise to be gentle… if you wouldn't tell anyone…
For an answer, he turned. her around and held her chin up close to his. Then Nancy found herself lost in the warmth of his kiss, in the heat of his body against her, in the throb inside her cunt.
Slowly he peeled her nightdress off and shed his own clothes. She stammered, conscious of his eyes staring down at her round tits, and his muscular leg
moving up and down her thigh.
He pushed her long, honey-colored hair back from her shoulder and kissed her warmly on the cheek. She squirmed.
"Hmmmmmm. Leave it to me, he moaned, and wiggled his wet tongue in her ear. He moved her down on the huge bed.
She flinched and tried, to continue in a matter-of-fact tone, "I really like you very much,
and just because I asked you to help me like, I don't want you to think.."
Casually moving his arm down her back, he slipped his hand around her tiny waist. He looked back into her eyes and wrapped his naked leg completely around her tense thigh.
"Don't worry. I'm not thinking much of anything at the moment."
He moved his hand up and touched the bottom of one soft, conical tit with his fingertips. Then, lifting his leg up, be turned his body, slightly sideways,. letting his hot, pulsing cock fall against her quivering leg.
Nancy gulped, really nervous now and breathing a great, deal faster. She turned her face to his and her arms dropped to her sides completely uncovering her milky white jugs.
"Oh, baby," he smiled, throwing the covers to one side. lie took his arm from behind her back, sat up. and vabbtd her tits in his hands. "God, they're beautiful! They even smell like a baby's powdered ass," he whispered, bending down and sucking noisily on one pink nipple as his hands
squeezed and teased the gorgeous mounds of tit. Wiggling his tongue from one firm nipple to the other, he swallowed all of each tit that his mouth could take.
She gasped.
Then he pressed the soft flesh together and ran his hot tongue wildly from one rich nipple to the other again, but faster now. Not interrupting his movements, he maneuvered his body so his knees were between his stepsister's legs. Kissing, nipping, and tonguing the delicious red buttons, he pushed his face deep into each trembling globe, leaving them moist with his saliva.
"Oh, darling, what a terrific feeling!" she cried passionately as her hands pulled his head ever closer to her, feeling his mouth suck the ache from her tits.
"Ohhh, don't ever stop," she moaned.
Changing his position, Barry stood up on the bed, moved from between her legs and maneuvered his knees beneath her arms. She tensed again.
Ignoring her questioning look, he grabbed hold of the bed frame for support. Her eyes widened, startled, as she gazed at his hard cock looming enormously above her face. Carefully, he sat down and placed it between her tits, which were still drenched with his spit. She turned her face to the side, frightened, as she focused on the large purple head of his prick, only inches from her mouth. Grabbing both her warm tits in his strong hands, he tubbed them up and down firmly against the sides of his thick, pounding cock.
"Oh, God! Oh, God!" she moaned.
He reached out and grabbed hold of the bed frame again, sliding his hard, wet prick across her soft boobs leaning forward, he pushed it against her lips. She twisted her head to the side, wincing.
He took a different tack. Moving back between her legs, he leaned forward and ran his hot tongue over her smooth; flat belly, into her perfect navel,
then on down into the mesh of soft, curly blonde hair above her juicy cunt. She quivered.
"Mmmmmmm, like a bed of roses," he sighed as he pressed his nose into her beaver and inhaled deeply. "You don't know what a precious little cunt you've got there, baby. But you know what it's for when I get through with lesson number one," he promised as he moved her from side to side, wiggling his tongue down between her thighs.
"Oh! Ooooooohhhhhh!" She sighed as he licked up and down avidly over her tender swelling cut. A little tear escaped her eye ashe thrust his long tongue in and out against the puckering lips of her virgin cunt, sucking fervently.
"We better stop, we better STOP!" she choked, but her flngers dug into his hair frantically. He pushed his face over deeper into her cunt as he lapped her juice away hungrily.
"No!" she cried as he spread her cunt-lips a little more his fingers, then tongued in and out, trying to force open her virgin cunt mouth..
"Were gonna need Vaseline or baby oil," he breathed into he cunt. "You're pretty tight." He nuzzled again at her clenched cunt-hole, driving her
wild with the hot breath from his nostrils sweeping through the nest of cunt hairs. "You got any?"
She shook her head no, still crying. Then he saw the jar of face cream on the dresser and decided on that. He opened the jar and slapped a hunk of the cream over his stiff, throbbing cock.
Nancy stared at the massive tool, greased with cream and pounding skyward, as he nestled back between her legs.
"Now don't worry, honey. You're gonna love every second of this. Honestly, it's the simplest thing in the world. It'll be nice and easy." He smiled as he directed the slippery head of his prick to the lips of her juicy pussy.
As he gently pushed his prick in her gash, she groaned and closed her eyes. "Just relax, will you?" he whispered as he leaned forward carefully, his hands underneath her armpits. He pushed his demanding cock-head a little deeper in his stepsister's cunt-mouth. Her body stiffened. "You got the sweetest little box in the world, so great, so warm and tight," he murmured. He thrust once more and she moaned again. "See? I've already got the head inside. I know it hurts a little, but it feels so damn good at the same time, right'?"
She nodded her head against his shoulder. It did feel sensational, so thick and filling, almost to the point of gagging a little in the back of the throat she thought. And thea he shoved: all the way.
"Ooowwww!" she cried out; grabbing hold of his arms.
"It's in. My cock s in your cunt!" he groaned, as
if surprised himself. He lowered himself gently onto her trembling body. He looked down at those big tits bulging between their bodies. "Terrific, baby. Just terrific!"
She answered with gurgling, animal-lust sounds from deep in her throat. A thick, throbbing, long hunk of meat had smashed through her cherry, shot up through her body and she could feel it lodged in the back of her throat..:. She loved every inch of it!
He took her head gently between his hands and kissed her lips sensuously. He slowly rotated his pelvis,. pushing his cock even deeper inside her torn-open cunt. He moved his tongue into her mouth as she moaned. And with that, they were joined at both ends.
She relaxed a little and her arms pulled him lightly to her hot, perspiring body. He jammed his cock into her tender cunt harder now, and moved his hips slowly from side to side. He felt her flngers dig into his knotted shoulders.
She. turneds her lace from his, panting and gasping. "Oh, darling, I was so scared of this moment, and now it's so wonderful! You've made it everything I've dreamed it would be!"
Barry moved his arms down and struggled to place his hands underneath his stepsister's soft, round as, pushing her pelvis upward as he thrust wildly into her tight cunt-hole. "Open wide and let me in all the way, sweetheart," he whispered, trembling urgently himself now. His feet felt the bottom frame of the bed, and he pushed against it.
for leverage.
"God, it's killing me! Please!" she pleaded, feeling his pounding cock stretching her tiny cunt-hole wide.
Barry let his feet drop from the bed frame and slowly pulled his blood-engorged prick partway out of his stepsister's tight twat, then rammed his pulsating cock all the way in again, pumping her cunt good this time,. up and down, his body rolling furiously over hers.
She kissed him passionately. Her tongue searched inside his mouth now. That sensation in her pussy was the real thing; she sighed appreciatively, knowing that cock belonged there, captive to all her lusty wants. By rolling her hips slightly, she measured the pulsing prick and felt her own juices churning and boiling at the sensation.
Again he pulled his juice-sopped dick out slowly to the head, then plunged its balls deep into her oozing cunt for what seemed to her to be a divine eternity.
Then they drove at each other in pleasurable rapture, the bed rocking noisily under their lewd bumping and grinding. Pulling his hands from beneath her warm body, he pushed them up between their sticky bellies and cupped her violently trembling tits firmly. Her tongue thrust down into his throat and sucked hungrily on it. His hands never stopped kneading and squeezing the heavy tits as he humped excitedly into her fleshy curd. pulling his fire-hot pecker out to its head slowly, then driving deeper, over and over again.
Harder and harder. Stuffing her with more cock each time.
"Oh, God, no, I think..I think?., she stammered asihe felt her clutching his hair with a
new urgency.
then she came with complete surrender, her cunt muscles squeezing madly at his hard cock. Her orgasm swept throuth body and mind like a gist tidal wave, all-consuming, wet and breath taking. Her pent-up anxieties, fears and desires were flushing out of her now.
With utter abandon, Nancy thrust her tight… cunt up at him for more. And he fucked with all
his strength until he could feel himself building toward that final urge to blast his creamy load into her sucking cunt.
Pulling her mouth away from hisp she screamed out loud as they writhed together in a delirium of lust, heat, insanity and beauty. Aaaagggg-hhhhhh! Unnnggghhhh!!" she cried, squeezing his thick cook with all the strength of her cunt muscles.
Barry grabbed hold of his stepsister's legs and lifted them high. Spreading them, he grasped her, ankles for support and dug his ready-to-come rod deeper into her juicy cunt, that final, wild
moment of passion coming at him fast now. She sobbed loudly, her head twisting in a frenzy
He had to admit to him if at that split second that this fuck was different. Different and too much! His come started clear as crystal deep down inside him and the rapturous feeling spread and
ground up through his legs and gut until a chill grabbed at the back of his neck, circled back down thigh his stomach until it gushed uncontrollably up through his cock and cut through his open piss-slit in a pulsating flood of never-ending jism.
She screamed with delight again as she felt the hot cum jet into her cunt shooting high up into her hole over and over again. The tender, hot walls, of her cunt seemed to cry with bliss at the refreshing splash and soothing relief his juice-spitting cock was giving it now.
Her body responded with whiplash writhings, involuntary and frantic. "Nnnrrnngggghhhh! Mmmmmm! Ohhhh, more!" she cried, squeezing and sucking his cock for every last drop. "Delicious! Mmmmmmmm… So delicious!"
Panting heavily, he shakily let her legs down and withdrew his spent cock. She lay limply under him as he sat back and tried to regain his breath.
Heavy, breathless moments went by, but when Nancy stretched luxuriously and used her fingers to spread the lips of her cunt, revealing the tender coral-colored inner flesh, Barry sat back on his haunches and gaped, knowing he really wanted to devour that lovely pussy,
He saw a little dimpled hollow on her thigh, about an inch from her cunt, and he. kissed her there. He dropped forward on his elbows, moving his face close to that inviting cunt, already eating it with his eyes.
He deliberately let his breath play across Nancy s inner thigh, then kissed and sucked gently
at the spot again. Nancy's reaction was almost violent.
"Higher!" she cried. "Kiss my pussy!"
He put his mouth on her pulsing gash and flipped her clit with his tongue. He buried his face in that sweet-tasting hole, deeply inhaling its fragrance.
Barry shot his hot little tongue up into her fuck-hole, and Nancy's ass bounced with joy on the bed. Nancy's cunt grew even hotter as he reached under her and moved a twitching finger up her ass-hole. She squirmed and sucked the invading finger deeper into the too-tight tunnel, tying to impale her shitter on it
Barry stopped his pussy-sucking for just a. second as he revolved his body around on the bed and moaned, "Let me fuck you in the mouth, honey, and before his stepsister could protest, he stabbed inch after inch of his cock into her mouth, driving into her until she thought she would choice.
But Barry knew he really had her now, and-he returned to her hot twat. Directly in front of his eyes, her clitoris was clearly visible, aroused by his tonguing. She was moaning on his prick as only a girl getting her gash tongued can moan, Barry now sucking that cunt eagerly. Her entire body jerked and trembled. The pulsing of his thick meat in her mouth on1y made her grind her sopping-wet cunt tighter against his lapping tongue.
Barry's wet tongue smeared ever her wet cunt-flesh until it glistened. The ever-moving tongue discovered the strands of damp hair curling
out, caressed them. She slid lower and hooked her legs over and around the back of his neck.
Barry's was a feast of musky, milky juice and tender cunt-meat. His appetite grew stronger as his tongue swept the dew from the soft, velvety walls of her cunt. The smell and taste of her snatch sent his tongue into a frantic snaking, whipping dive deep into her tender cunt for more and more of the sweet nectar. Again and again he drove his tongue deep into the weeping fuck-hole to get more of the delicious juice.
Barry was intoxicated. Somehow excitement and love were all mixed up with exaltation. Never had he felt so powerful. The power… the love… the lust.
Now Nancy was no longer sucking, but merely kissing the tip of his cock with unutterable tenderness, then kissing up and down the length of his prick. Soft, open-mouthed, worshipful kisses.
Barry's brain zoomed, and he sucked deeper into her juicy cunt. Her velvety mouth and wet tongue felt so luscious!
Barry's head went wild with movement, his tongue licking all around her ass-hold, starting at
the top of the crack and licking down over the hole to the space between it and her cunt.
While her soft lips and warm tongue flitted over the head of his prick, she jacked him off with the fingers of one hand and teased. his nuts with the other, her own body tightening toward another orgasm.
Barry pumped a heavy load of cum deep into her mouth at almost the same instant Nancy ex -ploded for what must have been the fourth time.
Their bodies went like rubber and collapsed. And that's when Barry felt the streak of pain along the side of his head, and red blood ran into. his eyes. He half-crawled; -half fell off the side of the bed and landed on the floor next to the wall. His hand shot to the cut above his eyebrow,:and the blood ran out onto his palm. Then the room came into focus again.
On the other side of the bed, Barry's father, six foot two and two hundred thirty pounds of hard-skinned rancher, stood with his ham like fists tightly clenched, his eyes red with fury. Nancy's scream was louder than any of her previous ones, and trickles of Barry's white cum still dribbled from the corners of her mouth while team streamed from her frightened eyes.



CHAPTER FOUR


That day the entire house erupted into bedlam and the result was that Nancy found herself sitting in the town bus station, Barry beside her. They had been literally thrown out, amidst her mother's tears and his father's curses.
"Well, we really screwed up," Barry said. "It was all my fault."
"It was both our faults. What should we do now?"
"You tell me. I'm broke. You got any money?"
"Yes, but not much. Listen, I have an uncle and aunt that live in Barstow, California. I've stayed with them a few times before. Mother's never in touch with them any more, so she couldn't tell them what happened. We could call them, tell them wfre engaged or something, and I'm sure they'd let us stay with them a few weeks until we got ourselves organized. It's a small town but maybe we could both get jobs."
"Any port in a storm, baby. A few weeks and my old man will cool down and we'll be able to go back to the ranch."
"I'm never going back there. When I get enough money, I'm going to Hollywood and try my luck at acting. All my life I've wanted to be an actress."
"Actress? You're nuts."
"Well, anyway,. I'm going to try. You're welcome to come along if you want. Maybe we could make it together in Hollywood?'
"Shit, no. I'll come back to the ranch after a few weeks. Go phone your aunt and uncle. If they say okay, have we got enough for bus fare to Barstow?"
"Just barely?'
Nancy. decided against calling her Aunt Dotty arid Uncle Cliff collect. Best they didn't know how bad things really were.
Her uncle answered the phone, and readily
agreed to putting them up. As a matter of fact, he seemed overjoyed. A bit too overjoyed, Nancy thought as she left the phone booth. And she knew why. Uncle Cliff had been just aching to get his paws on her when her mother wasn't around to play watchdog.
Hours later, their bus drew up in Barstow. Nancy looked around the station until she spotted her Aunt Dotty and Uncle Cliff. Nancy was not particularly fond of her aunt and uncle. Her aunt was really okay, but her uncle made her feel uneasy whenever she was alone in a room with him. His eyes seemed to devour her, making her feel naked. His hands would always be accidentally brushing against her ass or across her tits as he pretended to reach for something. She was glad that Barry was with her. Maybe he would keep his dirty hands to himself with Barry around.
They made themselves comfortable at the house, and soon it was dinnertime. They ate and Barry and Nancy went out for a walk in the moonlight. As they kissed, Nancy could feel a burning sensation in her cunt, gnawing at her. She stood very still, looking at Barry almost coyly.
Her tits were barely covered by the low, tight fit of her dress and Barry could see the tautness of the flesh on her ribs as it strained against the material and accentuated the proud thrust of her tits. She moved closer to him, the flesh of her thighs rippling.
Barry felt his cock grow hot and it began to
pulse under his trousers. He felt helpless against its throbbing and pushing, and the ache to grab her and fuck her right there out in the fields raced through his body.
Coming to a barn, they both entered. She reached out for him, held him lightly and began to breathe heavily. Her hands clasped his neck and pulled his face down against her so that their cheeks caressed as she pressed and bumped her cunt-mound against his erect cock.
He buried his lips in her neck and moved his hand quiveringly down her smooth, flawless flesh until it was hidden in the confines of her dress. As his exploring fingers reached the top of her hips, he strained her body against him. His hands moved until they were cupping her buff-cheeks in sensual ecstasy. He crushed her against his cock until it hurt him, torturing himself. Her buttocks were smooth and hard as she strained into him then she relaxed and her ass-cheeks expanded fully into his hands.
Her arms moved around, his neck and the pressure was so reat that when she kissed him, his lips were crushed back on his teeth and he could hardly breathe.
His hands ran over her body with a growing urgency, over the fullness of her tits, the roundness of her thighs. His fingen began to work at the hem of her dress, pulling it up until he could feel the soft silk of her panties She moaned quietly under his persistent
touch and pulled him down to the hay-covered floor of the barn. His fingers found the tight elastic of her legband and gently, but firmly, he pushed them inside until he could feel her soft cunt-mound.
Nancy wriggled under his touch, knowing that she could stop him but straining her body toward his fingers at the same time. Slowly he tugged at the brief panties until she lay completely exposed and vulnerable to his touch and every wanton caress.
His cock was throbbing wildly inside the tight confines of his pants. Reluctantly, Barry released one hand and tugged at the zipper of his fly. He had to free his pulsing, demanding cock. He had to have relief from this sweet torture as the urgency of his passion seemed to become unbearable. His swollen cock gave an involuntary jolt, moving sharply towards his belly as he released it.
Nancy moaned softly as she stared at his thick, warm prick-shaft as it jerked upwards. It sent a desire through her that she had never felt before. She found it difficult to believe the size his cock had grown to.
Sharply she turned on her side, jutting her smooth, round ass towards him. She reached behind him and pulled him towards her until she could feel the hardness and the jerking of his cock against her belly.
He let his hands wander down towards her cunt and slowly began to finger her pussy-mound,
searching for the tiny hair-lined slit and protective lips. He found the hard little clit,. which he
massaged gently while Nancy moaned and writhed furiously under his touch.
"Oh, that feels so good, she breathed as she let her hands drop down to caress his throbbing cock. He gasped at the suddenness of her touck against his bare meat.
It was almost too much for Barry to take. He began to rock his body back and forth as her hand grasped tighter and tighter around his cock. It was too much and he finally found the tight, elastic slit of her cunt and forcefully drove a finger deep into her soft, warm fuck-hole. She gasped in pain and shock at the sudden intrusion.
"Oh, baby,. stop! It hurts. You'll have to do it slower, baby. Not so hard."
But Barry was breathing too rapidly now to listen to her plea and continued the punishing,
movement of his fingers, more quickly and powerfully. Nancy could feel the pressure begin to lessen as her cunt began to lubricate with her juice.
She tried to push Barry away, but the weight of his body prevented her from moving her hands. His cock was jerking and, throbbing wildly now as it pushed in and out of her tightly, clenched fist. He felt that he couldn't wait, he was about to shoot his load and he wanted to ram his prick deep into her cunt. He had to fuck her now!
Nancy. began to cough out sounds until he wasn't sure whether he was really hurting her or
whether she was involved in some choking passion. With a great effort he slowed his finger-fucking rhythm and tried to force her over on her back so that he could fuck her as she should be fucked.
"No, Barry. We mustn't do this."
Ignoring his stepsister's pleas, Barry forced her backward until her cant lay completely open, exposed and easy to fuck. His cock was about to burst, and he reached down to pry her fingers away from his thick, stiffened staff, so that he could stick his dick into her puffy gash.
As her fingers felt the hard, rounded head of the big cock leave her grip, he gasped, "Shit! I'm going to come. I'm going to come now."
Nancy felt a sudden bursting, and then a sticky substance covered the palm of her hand as his hips thrust forward wildly in passion. She could feel the jerking of his cock as it shot his sperm all over her hand and the barn floor. Finally, with a last weakening thrust, he flopped forward onto her, his cock deflating and slipping out of her hand.
Slowly he rolled over onto his back, trying to avoid her gaze and zip his pants at the same time. All of a sudden he felt strange.
Nancy just lay there, her skirt pulled up around her waist, her panties at her ankles. She looked at him, or looked through him. Barry wasn't sure.
They pulled themselves together and left the barn. Nancy noticed a shadow across the doorway. It was her uncle! Nancy wondered how long he had been there.
Nancy went straight to her room after saying good night to Barry. As she lay on her bed fully clothed, she thought about her experience with Barry in the barn. She had never felt a desire grow so strong. Her cunt still ached, and she dreamily let her hands roam over the voluptuous curves of her body. Her full, white tits were still taut from Barry's caresses.
She played with her hard, pink nipples, making them stand even more erect, and she pinched them, between her fingers until they ached with lust. She rubbed them, lifting her tits so that they were cupped lazily in her hinds.
The touch made her feel drowsily sexy and very unfulfilled. Her attention was soon directed to the softness of her burning thighs and the maddening feeling which burned deep in her cunt. She pressed her legs tightly together, letting her firm, full thighs rub excitingly against the soft pulsing lips of her cunt around the empty room;
She looked quick1y then, licking her lips in secret anticipation, she slowly pulled her dress up over her thighs until the white strips of satin-covered elastic which held up her stockings were exposed.
She raised them gently away from the softness of her legs and let them fall back with a faint,
exciting snap onto her bare flesh. She raised herself off the bed, quickly pushed aside the crotchband of her bikini panties and let her fingers stray casually to the lips of her pussy: She plucked at the
soft flesh, sliding her fingers along the warm, wet slit.
They dipped slightly into her throbbing cunt-hole. She hesitated for a moment, thinking that she shouldn't really be doing this, but she couldn't stand the pressure that was building deep inside her.
Nancy spread her legs wide and propped her feet up on the wall next to her bed, making sure her thighs were far apart. She stared down, watching with fascination as her fingers gradually parted the soft strands of pussy hair and drew the lips of her cunt gently apart, revealing the wet, open red slit running down to the tightly clenched cheeks of her butt.
She teased her forefinger along her exposed gash, pressing gently into the soft, wet flesh. Her fingernail scratched delicately at the rising hardness of her clitoris, making it stand up at attention.
Her middle finger slipped into the very center of her throbbing cunt, working its way, insistently, deep into the warm, moist red hole.
She slitted her eyes and played with her aching pussy, tickling and wiggling her finger in and out of her tiny cunt-hole until her butt-cheeks were twitching automatically.
Her other hand wandered back to her full, white tits1etting her fingers roll the warm flesh and pinch the stiffened nipples. Her desire had now become almost uncontrollable. Her fingers were squishing in and out of her cunt feverishly.
She wiggled her asscheeks violently, thrusting her cunt upon the intruding fingers. She wanted to be fucked right-now. Why hadn't she let Barry fuck her? It would, have been so simple. She remembered how his hands felt on her naked flesh, and it increased the tempo of her diddling until her fingers were flashing in and out of her aching cunt-hole at a fevered pitch.
Nancy panted desperately as the sensations in her tormented cunt increased rapidly. Her fuck-hole was dripping with juice, increasing in wetness with every deep plunge of her fingers until she could feel it oozing in a stream down her hand. She could feel her ankles drumming helplessly on the wall, and she stuck her fingers up her cunt even more deeply. She wished she had Barry's wiggling finger up her asshole now; driving her wild. Just the thought of it produced a thrill in her shitter and the little button-hole squeezed at the imaginary finger.
Clenching her thumb and forefinger over her nipple, Nancy pinched hard, bruising the tip slightly. Suddenly, she lay completely still, ready on the brink of orgasm.
Nancy tensed, tightening her muscles in violent, uncontrolled contractions as she felt her cunt. explode. She let herself writhe in complete and utter abandonment as she felt the thrill of orgasm bubble deep inside.
She Let out a long sigh relief and slowly and gently withdrew her fingers from her wet cunt. The
lips closed shut as the last of her juices seeped wetly between her fingers.
Nancy closed her eyes, her fingers resting lightly on her beaver and playing softly with the hairs until her breathing returned to normal.
Finally, Nancy went into the bathroom to wash up. Since her room was in an isolated part of the house, she didn't bother to shut the bathroom door tightly. She was so elated by her come that she didn't hear footsteps in the hail. She let the water run in the shower stall and soon began to wash herself under the driving water.
The aches and frustrations seemed to wash away under her massaging, soaping hands, first from her fits and then from her cunt as the shower flushed the soap from her smooth young body. Then as an after thought, Nancy soaped the middle finger of her right hand and carefully stuck it between the soft, hot lips of her cunt. She swished the finger around the insides of her juice-filed twat, slowly diddling herself.
Uncle Cliff's heart was pounding and he could feel the bulge in his pajama bottoms become bigger and harder until in a matter of moments his cock reached full erection. He let his hand go down and feel the stiff, pulsing rod as it jerked against the time material.
He gloated silently to himself, gazing at the tight hole of her ass as she bent to soap her legs. She had full butt-cheeks and perfectly shaped thighs. Her buttocks jutted nicely, with a warm-looking
dark cleavage which opened slightly as she bent forward to neat the darker point of her tiny, round shitter. He watched the muscles of her thighs tensing as she soaped, and they seemed to flow. up and down in a continual motion of sensuality.
Nancy straightened and turned a little. Her profile was dynamite. Her tits were high and full, white mounds of firm; soft flesh, and her belly was flat. She moved around a little more and he saw
the light muscles of her stomach working as she soaped her beaver and the intimate folds of her cunt. His cock jerked involuntarily as he watched with lust-filled eyes, not quite sure how deep she was soaping with that dainty finger. She was a picture of race and symmetry.
Uncle Cliff loosened the strings at the fly of his pajamas and pulled out his gigantic cock, stiff, throbbing, full of desire for his niece. He couldn't wait to fuck her.
He could just picture the look on her face as he went to her. He would hold her down and let his hands wander all over her voluptuous body, knead her gorgeous tits until she wanted to scream, and finally he would push his big cock up to the deepest depths of her cunt, and fuck her. He couldn't wait for her to get out of the bathroom so he could satisfy his appetite.
Nancy dried herself slowly, letting the towel rub sensually against her body. She could still feel a slight tingle in her cunt and nipples as she rubbed her tits dry. She wanted to go back to the privacy
of her room and masturbate again, but she changed her mind about that.
Without bothering to put her robe back on, she walked to her bedroom, strutting proudly stretching her body with each step. She locked the door and lazily dropped on her bed, extending her naked and sensual body out full length, and dosed her eyes to go to sleep, savoring the warm glow her body seemed to have now.
Suddenly, without actually realizing it, Nancy sat straight up. She felt somebody's eyes on her.



CHAPTER FIVE


"Who's there?" Nancy cried out. There, was no response but she was a shadow move. Her closet door was flung open and she was face to face with Uncle Cliff.
"Hello, Nancy;" he laughed. "Expecting somebody else? Berry, perhaps?"
She reached for the blanket in an effort to cover
her naked body, but her uncle quickly grabbed it from her hands, leaving her completely exposed as he took in her body with those awful eyes of his. She wanted to scream out for Barry or Aunt Dotty, but decided against it for the moment.
"I saw your boy friend, Nancy. How could you do that? You didn't let him fuck you in the barn. You're a regular prick-tease, aren't you? Letting him feel you all up and then sending him off to bed with a hand-job. Well, you won't get away with that silly shit with me."
She closed her eyes, trying to fight back the tears of terror as he moved closer to her. "Don't scream, Nancy. I'm going to fuck you now. When I'm through with you, you won't be horny for a long time." He laughed as he reached out and gabbed one of her tits cruelly.
She tried to scream, but his hand crashed down hard across her face in warning and she knew that it would be useless to fight. Nancy turned to him. He looked so mean. He wasn't going to show her any tenderness or mercy, she was sure of that.
Uncle Cliff sat down on the edge of the bed, pinning her shoulders to the blanket. With one hand on her throat he Jet his other roam lustfully over the curves of her tits, pinching the already sore nipples, then gliding over the firm, flatness of her belly.
His fingers slowly ran down the supple thighs toward her knees, and then,tauntingly, slowly, yet demandingly up the inside of her thighs just below
her cunt. She froze as she looked down at his big cock sticking stiffly out from underneath his pajamas.
It was so big! His gigantic prick was jerking up against his belly, the cock-head red and throbbing with desire for Nancy's young, firm body. He wanted to sink that cock into her cunt and make her submit to him.
Cliff saw her naked body and without effort he pinned her to the bed and feverishly stripped; She lay back on the bed, too weak to move,-too feeble to resist. He came at her with that big fat cock.
Nancy wished that he would rape her fast and get it over with.
But he was taking his sweet time. His hand moved over her tits, kneading and pinching while his other hand cupped the soft pussy-bush between her lovely legs. His fingers worked slowly, demandingly through the soft down; spreading the lips of her pussy until he found her clit. He rubbed it hard until it stood up from his violent massage. Nancy felt so helpless as her body reacted contrary to her wishes.
"You like it, don't you, baby?"
Nancy didn't bother to reply. His forefinger continued to rub her clitoris while his other fingers searched for the tight slit of her cunt. The search was driving her insane with fear, anxiety and
anticipation.
He found it and pushed and prodded at the soft fleshy lips of her cunt and eased one finger in
slowly. She bucked helplessly under his touch and moaned.
She tried to avoid his fingering but he just pushed harder until his finger slipped wetly into the moist warm hole between her legs. He could feel the walls of her cunt cling tightly around his finger and he teased it slowly within her, trying to force out her juices.
It was natural reaction and he wanted her cunt to be completely wet and open when he rammed. his big cock inside. Finally he stuck another finger in her cunt. Her hole was so tight. She was going to be a great fuck.
Nancy cried out in pain as he continued to work his fingers around and around her cunt, trying to stretch it. With his two fingers up her cunt, Uncle Cliff could feel a shudder run through her whole body and hear her whimper a muffled moaning sound deep in her throat.
He moved his fingers around inside his niece's tight hole teasing her cunt and making it juice uncontrollably.
Nancy squirmed and writhed with desperate energy but he held her, steadying her by clutching one hand around her bare waist, letting her know how he could squeeze and crush her. He moved forward and pinned her undulating, gyrating body tightly against the squeaky mattress. Her squirming, writhing protest added immensely to his enjoyment of what he was doing, and was about to do.
The weight of his body over her and the pressure
of his searching, probing hands made it all but useless to protest, but she had to register her contempt in some way. She could feel the strong hard-on as it jerked against the inside of her thigh. She knew that he was going to fuck her now. His breath was as rapid as a dog in heat.
Nancy felt him move his big pulsing prick higher up between her thighs and she gritted her teeth. She felt it probing, slipping at her between his guiding fingers, poking at the tender meat of her cunt. It was so big too big to- fit into her tight hole, she told herself. But she could feel him slowly forcing his way into the tight; unyielding hole. She could feel her body screeching in every pore as he tried to shove his prick into her cunt. Her tender, young cunt-lips throbbed painfully as the huge knob forced its way into her.
Her stretching cunt felt as if if were a raw wound; being both soothed and stimulated by an outside, foreign pressure which was a result of his cruel attack.
A groan spilled from the depths of his chest, exploding from his mouth and resounding from every corner of the room. Nancy's cunt ached as the throbbing head of the cock pushed harder and harder. Then, with. one gigantic effort, 'he jerked his hips forward.
His massive cock flooded into her tiny cunt like a great tide, bursting and smashing all before it; deeper and deeper his prick went until his pelvis
smashed hard against her belly. He felt her fleshy ass-cheeks flattening against the mattress as he squirmed his crotch tight down between her spread thighs. He had wanted to fuck her for a long time and now he was. At long last he was going to satisfy the hunger in his cock for his niece's young body. A hunger that began the first time, she arrived with her mother and he saw her innocence and beauty. Uncle Cliff's head flopped forward and he place his hands convulsively on her shoulders, drawing them up her back as he thrust again deeper and deeper into her mint. He drew them down her back and held her waist for a moment and then clasped her hips so that his fingers fit into the crease of her thighs and his thumbs reached out for each other against her buttocks.
He pulled the cheeks of her ass hard back against him and held his prick inside her fuck-hole to its fullest extent while he revolved his hips around and round, scraping the tender, aching walls of her cunt with its giant blood-filled cock-head.
"Stop, please. I can't stand it!" she cried. "You're hurting me. Your cock's too big! The pain was almost too much for her to bear.
Uncle Cliff rocked back and forth on top of her, fucking her like a wild stallion, paying no attention to her plea. Nancy wanted to cry out but she could feel herself slipping into the pleasure of the fuck as his huge cock plunged deeper and deeper into her open hole. The tightly stretched walls of her cunt were lubricating freely now and Nancy was losing
ground to the sensation of his giant prick pistoning in and out of her creaming cunt,
Uncle Cliff lowered his eyes and watched his moist, throbbing cock wet along its whole length from hex streaming cum juice as he rammed into her fuck-hole again and again. He saw the ragged pink edges of her cunt-flesh drawing back with it and swallowing it whole again like the lips of a child eating an oversized all-day sucker. The sight of his long, thick cock being devoured by the plush softness of her tight cunt sent chills of excitement through his whole body. This is the best fuckin' piece of ass in my life! he thought happily.
With a deep-throated groan, he began to establish a powerful.. rhythm of thrust and withdrawal, clasping her hot thighs and crushing them back.
He spread her thighs farther apart. His head tingled and his cock throbbed and enlarged. He felt all-mighty, all-powerful, she was so helpless under his thrusting cock. He wanted, to split her right up to her navel, to lose his whole body in her cunt.
She began to whimper as he drove into her tiny cunt hole. He felt the end of her hole with the tip of his cock as he screwed his hips against her and he could feel the flood-tide building in his balls..
Cliff began to pant even harder and his head rolled back and forth. He was grunting like a pig as he continued to fuck her cunt hard. He thrust and thrust some more and she moaned with pain from every movement of his cock.
He felt his big cock grow ticker and thicker to the point of bursting and the great flood trembled at the darn. He tensed his butt, scratching his nails along the skin of her back and with every forward surge he trembled from his heels to his wildly swaying balls.
Nancy also felt her uncle's big cock ballooning ticker and thicker inside the tight sleeve of her cunt. Soon! she told herself again and again. Soon it would be over.
Uncle Cliff ground and scratched at her brutally and cruelly, his passion soaring to fevered pitch. There was no holding back now. He had to come inside her cunt. She began to squirm under him and her movement excited him more; he thrust harder between her widely spread thighs ramming his cock up inside her cunt, loving the pained contortions she. went through each time he thrust into her tight, sweet snatch.
He groaned in pain from holding back the bubbling, boiling-hot lava in his balls. But he could stand it no longer. His entire body quaked and tensed as the roaring flood of his jizz burst into her hot little pussy. It was like a torrent, a tidal wave.
Nancy felt his prick erupting inside her cum spurting creamy cum deep into the hidden corners of her cunt, filling her almost to the bursting point with the hot slippery liquid. But the torrential floods brought with it a quenching relief from the pain and agony her uncle had put her through.
Nancy thought it was over. She rolled slightly on
her side, trying to force her uncle's weight off her tired body. He slid to her side, but didn't release the hold that he had around her waist Nancy tried to struggle, but his grip was too strong.
"Please stop. You've gotten what you wanted. Now leave me alone."
"We're not done yet, little niece. I want everything you got, cunt!"
She was too numb to do anything now. She felt herself being rolled over on the bed; His hot weight dropped on. her back, his flesh oozing over her like some great mass of rubbery, soft jelly.
Nancy was aware of the hardening of Uncle Cliff's cock again; this time it jerked against the crease of her buttocks and she could feel the pressure of his hands on her. His hands ran over her ass and up the inside of her thighs and calves, and he smoothed her buns with his fingers. She wondered what he was up to.
Nancy felt a dull discomfort between her butt-cheeks and she-shuddered against him, but made no other movement. It was a wasted effort
Cliff ran the edge of his tight hand down the crease of her asscheeks. It was hot between them and the flesh was a little wet and clinging from his cock. His fingers began to explore the puckered skin around her butt-hole. And then, it was clear to Nancy.
. Her uncle was going to ram that big fat prick up her ass-hole.
A new panic rushed through Nancy's body. She
couldn't move. He pulled apart her buttocks. like two halves of a peach. She tried to tense her soft globes together again, but he tore at them with determination. She couldn't resist.
Cliff leaned back slightly so he could see her tiny shitter. He sucked in his breath and dug at her bung menacingly with his middle finger. She cried out as he scratched her ass-hole with his nail, then tried to push her body farther into the bed to avoid the probing.
Cliff felt the warmth of her ass as the tight hole dosed around his finger up to the first knuckle and his whole hand squeezed in viselike pressure on her closed, smooth white ass-cheeks.
He slapped the white globes of flesh with his free hand, making her cry out. Cliff caught her by the nape of the neck and squeezed savagely with his thumb and forefinger.
"Relax, baby. Open up your little ass-hole or I'll break your fucking neck!"
She gasped and pleaded with him in low exclamations of pain as he felt her body relax slightly and go limp with resignation.
Cliff moved his finger deeper into her tight little butt-hole, causing her to cry out again, but she checked her tension halfway as she felt the increasing pressure on her neck.
Uncle Cliff moved his finger farther and farther into her ass-hole, scraping the side with his nail in. cruel passion. She began to move her ass like a frightened animal, trying to escape but getting more pinned down as she struggled. Nancy could
think of nothing but the pain as his fingers delved and scraped at the lining of her ass-hole and the flesh seemed to be tearing away from the rest of her body.
She was sobbing now. But it only seemed to encourage Uncle Cliff. He looked down at her writhing body and his cock jerked against the inside of her thighs, throbbing lustily once more.
Suddenly he removed his fingers from her ass-hole and held his cock in his hand, stroking it gently, feeling as though he might comet at any moment. Gently, he pulled the foreskin back to reveal the bright-red knob.
He tightened the grip on her waist, forcing her ass back against his thickened, demanding cock. It rode starkly against the deep crease of tier ass and ground against her for several minutes; then his
fingers finally directed his prick-shaft at the small hole which he had already stretched with his fingers.
The knob of his cock prodded her shitter, testing the tightness. He gritted his teeth and held her waist as he pushed his niece down into the bed.
Uncle Cliff jerked into. her, with long, hip-thrusting stabs which made him bite his lips at the sensation. He could feel her ass-hole clasping the tip of his prick now, pressing against it and he could feel her legs flailing out, on either side; trying to avoid his entry.
A long moan of pain burst from her lips and her body thrashed wildly under his, completely helpless. She gnashed her teeth in pain as he rammed against her ass-hole until half the length of his cock was inside. She bucked her ass up at him.
trying to throw him off, but as she moved at him, he rammed his dick farther into her shitter until his cock was buried balls deep inside her butt.
When Uncle Cliff rammed in, his foreskin was pulled painfully back in a sharp blaze of stabbing pain, and as he withdrew to the tip, her asshole seemed to drag at his powerful cock as if haling to let it retreat. Her buttocks were thrust up at him and she could feel the heat of his body against her thighs, their bodies joined through her ass-hole.
Cliff rammed in and out of her, fucking her ass without thought of the pain that she was suffering. It seemed as if his massive prick was right up to her belly, tearing her insides to pieces, as if suddenly he would tear some part of her and, in a flare of pain, kill her.
He jammed that prick into her softening, moistened ass-hole. He wished that he could fuck her shit-chute forever and ever, but he could feel the pressure building up in his balls and he knew that he would come soon, come in her ass.
Nancy groaned and. writhed beneath the wild abandon of his thrusts, knowing that her struggles only made it worse. She began to squirm her ass, attempting to ease the pain she was feeling.
"That's it, baby. Twist your ass. That feels so good," he cried. "Tighten it!"
She did as he asked, forte wanted this cruel ripe to be over. She began to clasp and unclasp the tight elastic ring of her ass-hole around the hardness of his pistoning cock in rhythm to his
thrusts between the soft cheeks of her butt
Soon, the pain, the helplessness of her position, the obscene. fucking he had given her were too much for Nancy. Her body and mind went with it. "Oh, give it to me!" she cried, lurching forward and hack against him.. She screwed the soft ass-cheeks back hard against his driving pelvis.
A fire sparked in her belly, erupting like art explosion, driving ill thoughts of rape, shame and the fact that the crude sweating male flicking her ass-hole was her Uncle Cliff. Her own movements to end it had betrayed her and her body was no longer hers. She had no control over anything now. She began to whimper and her teeth were tightly clenched together.
"Uncle Cliff knows what's good for you,. baby You like my cock, don't you?"
"Oh, yes. Just fuck my ass, Uncle Cliff." She couldn't get enough of his cock now. She wanted more and more.
"What do you want, baby? Tell me."
"I want your cock. I want your. cock!" she cried.
"Where do you want it, baby? Uncle Cliff wants to know where you want it"
"I want your cock in my ass I want you to fuck my ass; Give it to me harder. Yes, harder!"
Cliff's cock began to quiver. His loins were feverish, his whole body swelling with a sense of triumph, Ha hammered harder and harder into her ass-hole and ha was on the verge of ejaculation.
There was no holding either of them back now.
"Oh, I'm coming!" she cried beneath his pounding body, the juices of her passion rising like a flood deep into the well of her cunt.
"Jesus!" Uncle Cliff cried, "I'm coming in your ass!"
Nancy bucked and writhed now beneath her uncle like a wounded animal in the last throes of death, feeling a sudden jerking of his throbbing cock deep up inside her butt as he pumped his flick-juice far into the recesses of her ass-hole. At. the same time, spurred by the flooding release of his passion ripping through her body, she could feel the fire of exploding lust erupting deep down in the secret corners of her cunt. Her body shook, her nerves quivered and with a wild scream of release, she came madly.
Their bodies quivered in frenzy and then Uncle Cliff collapsed over her limp body. Nancy lay still. Nothing would ever be the same again.
He rolled from her without saying a word, and Nancy could hear him putting on his pajamas. She just lay as he left her, flat on her stomach, with her legs still wide apart on the mattress.
"It's time to leave," Nancy told Barry the next day.
"Leave? To go where?"
"I don't know where you're going, but I'm going to try my luck in Hollywood."
"Like I said before, Nancy you're nuts. Well,
I'm going back to the ranch. It ain't much, but someday it'll be mine. When my old man croaks; anyway.
Well to each his own she thought. Her Uncle Cliff was never going to get his grubby paws on her again! Barry said. "Where'd you get the money to go to Hollywood?"
"My uncle," she said. Of course she didn't add that her Uncle Cliff called her a "dirty little blackmailing slut" and a lot of other things before he coughed up the three hundred dollars.
"Can I grub thirty bucks from you for bus fare home?" Barry asked, blushing a little.
"Sure, Barry. And' I ought to tell you this, too. In a very special way of my own, I'll always remember you. I guess a girl always remembers the first boy in her life. Kiss my mom for me, will you?"
"I may do more than that!" Barry said, and remembered the scene between his brother and Carmelita.
Nancy. missed the point, and just smiled. She couldn't imagine any a young stud like Barry would turn his back on a chance to see Hollywood, with all the glamor and excitement it had to offer, to go back to the ranch to wait for his "old man to croak". But that was his "thing", she decided with a shrug of the shoulders, and Hollywood was hers.



CHAPTER SIX


Nancy arrived in Hollywood by bus. That's not the way she had always planned it, but when she looked at the money she had hit her Uncle Cliff up for, she decided there was no other place to go. The money seemed like her only chance. Bus fare and a month's rent, and, if she didn't eat too much, she could make it.
Nathan Warner was not part, of Nancy's plan. Nathan entered her life fifteen minutes after the bus driver said, "Hollywood, all out, watch your step." In the months that would follow, Nancy would often wonder if the "watch. your step" business didn't have a double meaning.
She stood there at the corner of Ivar and Hollywood Boulevard, next to her cardboard luggage, looking like she just finished milking the cows, clear-skinned~and honey-haired, her, firm young figure looking wholesome and farm-girlish. Those, big, tight tits were attracting their due attention from the wolf eyes passing by, and that's when the blond and extremely handsome Nathan stepped up and convinced her, the luggage was "much too heavy for a little thing like you to lug round town; here, let me help."
And so Nathan Warner helped. He was living, temporarily. (so he said) in a small motel on Sunset Boulevard, and it was "getting much too dark to be apartment-hunting. We can put your luggage in my motel room and hunt you up a place to live tomorrow morning, first thing."
And that's how it came to be that by ten o'clock that night. Nancy found herself paying homage to Nathan's, big, thick dick. It was much bigger than the only other two cocks she had ever seen in her life. But then this was Hollywood and everything was bigger and more fantastic! She let her, hands caress his prick, toy with it, and felt her mouth- watering as she imagined sucking it. It brought a new kind of joy leaping through her.
"It's beautiful, Nathan, I love it. Give it to me. Oh, darling, forget how young I am and give it to me. All of a sudden, now that I'm here in Hollywood, I feel like a woman. Not a little girl any more. And you can help me. You will help me, won't you, Nathan?"
Nathan helped her.
He helped her down on the bedspread in the half-dark motel room. He helped her peel off her stockings and then he stuck his tongue in her mouth. He sent his hands on independent tours of her white shoulders, arms, those remarkable fits, her flat belly, her thighs and her full ass. One of his hands slipped under the waistband of her panties, his fingernails combing her pussy-hair, one finger devilishly pressing at the mouth of her cunt. He helped the warm elusive lips of her cunt to open, to fall away wetly, his fingers finding her cunt, and Nancy's sigh was almost a hiss.
He helped her, too, by pressing the soft flesh of her tits together and running his hot tongue wildly from one rich nipple to the other, faster and faster, kissing, nipping and tonguing the delicious red buttons, pushing his face deep into each trembling globe, leaving them moist with his saliva. The nipples became rubbery and he was leaving little tooth marks all over them. Then he maneuvered his knees beneath her arms and grabbed hold of the bed frame for support. He leaned forward and lay the large purple head of his prick against her lips.
Her nipples thrilled, tensed harder as she stared at the massive hard-on ramming straight up from
his swollen balls. She reached up and took hold of it with her hand. Nancy came apart her brain streaking with multi-colored lights.
And then Nathan Warner helped her stuff his big throbbing cook into her sucking mouth. Her head bobbed up and down and her tongue lapped the juices from the tip. Nathan was groaning continuously. He rubbed his pounding cock all her pretty face, then back into her mouth. He began to rock his hips sliding his oiled cock up and down between the soft lips. His body tossed and arched over her head and he wrapped her arms around his ass to pull his cock deeper into her working mouth.
Nathan helped Nancy all he could by having her stand beside the bed, her legs on either side of him, and letting her rub her dripping cunt against his face. He could seethe pink, open creamy lips of her pussy through the silky wet bush of hair. His lips touched the edges of the tight, tingling lips. He felt on his cheeks the soft blonde hair that surrounded that hot-gash.
Nancy ground her cunt against his sucking mouth for many trembling, breathless moments. The pulsing lips of her cunt parted slightly, wet and ready, finally drenching his lips and tongue completely. Then she could led the teasing rub of his tongue inside her moist hole driving her wild. She began to slowly weave her hips up and down, sliding her tight young cunt up and down, up and down on the warm, slick tongue. She drew it deeper and deeper into her warm hole, loving the
feel of its deep penetration, putting every ounce of her body into the stroke of her slowly churning pussy.
Then Nathan's hands slipped down her back, fingers moving on the supple cheeks of her white ass, and he held them for a moment, lifting the soft mounds of flesh, then massaging them. He dug his strong fingers into the rounded cheeks, separating tern widely before probing one finger into her little butt-hole. He worked the finger until her shitter was loose and the cunt on his tongue was a wildly alive and twitching trap.
Then Nancy was back down on the bed and his tongue was lashing around in her mouth and she could taste her own sweet juices on it. She panted into his mouth, her tongue seeking his, as if to calm it. Their tongues met and they licked each other, making wet slurpy sounds. Nathan's body lifted, his cock searching for the warmth of her young, tight cunt.
Nancy felt his prick glide into her wet, puffy gash?, searching for her hole, finally hooking into it and sinking deep until her cunt-lips hugged at the very base of it. Her nails clawed at his back, reaching down to his ass to urge him deeper.
"Oh, how you can fuck!" Nancy screamed.
She adapted her own rhythm to Nathan's fucking motion, gyrating her hips and blonde haired cunt in time to his movements, allowing herself to savor every moment of his withdrawals, his slow plunges.
"Tell me when you re coming! Tell me when
you're coming! I want to feel you coming inside me!"
Her cut was swollen to bursting and she rubbed it harder into his crotch hairs; His cock stopped its motion and struck rigidly inside her hole as if tapped in the fleshy cunt-walls embracing it.
Nancy came once, and then again, moaning in his mouth. All the muscles in her stomach, cunt and ass were rolling and gyrating at the' same time, but in different directions, the juices flowed freely when Nathan Warner emptied his heavy load into her quivering cunt-hole.
And that's how this sometime Hollywood piano player helped Nancy her first night in town. Starting the next morning, it was her turn to help him. It was then he told her he was in "tap city", and hoped he could move into her new apartment with her, because he was about to be evicted from the motel. There were certain advantages to the arrangement. Nancy figured. He had a car, a little MG, and she didn't. He explained to her that it was just impossible to live in California without a car. He also explained that he could share the rent and food expenses, once he got back to work. And she wanted to break into the movies; that was important. He knew the ropes.
"Might as well face it, baby, you're going to have to put out for the right people. I can point the right producers kid directors out to you and warn you against the phonies.
Nancy had figured on that anyway, and she was glad he. wasn't going to stand in her way. She
didn't need a jealous man around right now in her life, thwarting her plans.
Then, too and probably most important of all there was his wonderful fucking to come home to every night. And so, for the next eight months, that is how Nancy and Nathan Warner lived. But day by discouraging day she was to find out that it wasn't all so easy as it sounded.
And then came the day that irrevocably changed the relationship between Nancy and Nathan although she would not become aware of it till months afterward.



CHAPTER SEVEN


"Nathan Warner at the piano," the sign out front of the Mon Cherie entrance read. Four 8 X 10 glossy photographs were pinned to the cardboard sign. They showed a handsome, sun-bleached, blond, sensual-lipped young man in various poses; his full professional smile revealed capped Hollywood teeth, for which he was still paying and
would be for a long time to come.
Nathan Warner, the piano player at the Mon Cherie Lounge on upper La Cienega Boulevard in Hollywood, was handsome in a way that appealed to women, both young and old. But he was primarily concerned with making a few bucks extra in tips above the ten dollars that Buck Pappas, owner of the cocktail bar, paid him for each night's stint. Any amount would help keep him in Hollywood on his single track objective to become an actor.
Tonight he was angry with everyone and everything. He'd had only one brief break, and he wasn't getting many tips. Perhaps it was most appropriate, for this was the night when it all began; for Nathan Warner, at least, at the Mon Cherie, where the events started that brought him to his ultimate damnation; to what Nathan Warner, especially, would call an existence bordering hell and beyond.
Fifteen minutes till quitting time, the door opened and a well-dressed party came into the club. Buck Pappas hopped over to greet them, beaming, and got two tables together for them over in the corner close to the piano. There were ten in the group, Nathan counted. They were drunk from another club and here to raise hell, with no money left for tips. Regular bastards. He knew the type. He sorted the new party out into couples and noticed a small woman with her back to him. What a shape! She seemed to be with the bald-headed drunk to her right who was doing all the ordering.
Then -he saw her face in profile: Oriental-maybe Japanese or Chinese? Maybe Spanish or Mexican!
He couldn't tell. He started playing show tunes,
beginning with Gypsy.
He was curious, The woman had dark hair and there was something about her that was incongruous with the rest of the group. He aimed the music at the women. He heard her laugh. She said something across the table to another woman. He picked up what he thought was an accent. Maybe she was French, but he hoped she was Japanese.
He caught a good look at the woman's profile and saw the makeup. He guessed her to be over thirty-five. She was small and dark, but he still could not tell whether she was Japanese. This woman must have been a real beauty in her day, he thought.
He calmly decided to find out if she was Japanese or not. He chorded into the first minor chords of China Nights, a. tune any Japanese girl would know.
Nothing registered. But she looked around, smiling, her eyebrows raised. He could see that she wasn't Oriental definitely some French or Spanish blood. She looked directly at him, turned and put the back of her chair to listen. The music was different, lie could seethe careful eye make-up: It was the eyes that had given her an, Oriental look.
That was when Nathan Warner first saw the stone on her right band. God, what a diamond, he Thought.
The woman turned back and said something to her companions. They were all prosperous-looking. She probably was their guest, Nathan figured. And somehow she knew the tune was for her. She looked back again at Nathan, got up and came over to the piano bar, sliding onto a stool to his left. His best side.
He finished the song, looking directly at her, using his eyes. She opened her purse, pulled out a bill and put it in the tip glass on the bar top. A ten spot. He flinched. The jackpot. He smiled at her,. showing his capped teeth. He was trying.
"Hello," he said.
"Hello," she replied huskily. "What's your name?"
"Nathan Warner," he said. "It's on the marquee outside. What's yours?"
"You can call me Paulette."
"Are you from Europe or America?"
"Can't you guess from my accent?"
"No, I can't," he said. "I thought you were Japanese!"
She laughed. "I know, because you played a Japanese song."
He was surprised. "Not many American women would know that."
"I've traveled. Europe. Japan. Now I'm here."
"Alone?"
"Certainly. Why not?"
He knew it was too early to ask, but he wanted to know. "Over there. Your husband?"
She put her fingertips to her lips and broke into
tinkly laughter. The big ice was right in front of his eyes. I belong to myself," she said, "and my husband is dead.
"What about men?"
"I have them," she said, straight and direct. "I like young men she said.
"That's good," he said. "Means I've got a chance."
His boyish charm came on strong.
"Of course," she said, matter of factly. "You're nice-looking."
He was silent, then he asked her quickly, "Are you visiting somewhere or what?"
"No, I'm staying at a hotel."
"Where?"
She didn't answer, but smiled sweetly. He got the point. Okay, he'd play it her way. He fingered some background chords. "That group over there.. You with them?"
"They're people who knew my husband. He was in the oil business. Texts oil. Ranchland Oil. You may know the company.
Who didn't? Nathan thought. He had to play it right now.
"Of course you have to remain with their party," ha said, "since they were associates of your husband." He was really asking a question, but she was already ahead of him
"I'll set away," she said and leaned forward to touch his lips with the tip of her soft fingers. That ring was directly in his view. It was all he could do to hold her gaze and not stare at the diamond. "I
wanted to get away from them in the first place," she admitted. Then she added, "Didn't you know?"
And that was how it started.
Later, Nathan Warner lay naked on the bed in her Beverly Hills suite. That was where it turned out she was staying. What the hell? Nancy could worry about her own hangups tonight, he was thinking.
Paulette had wanted him undressed and she. wanted a bath. So he lay there and watched her through the open door of the tiled bathroom, waiting He was anxious.
Paulette took her time. She dried ceremoniously, then came out of the bathroom nude. Her skin was a light bronze. She was skinny enough and not flabby. Her legs were marked by little blue veins. She kept her tits pushed high with one arm. They were starting to sag, but they were still all there.
What she must have been at one time! Nathan thought. She moved slowly across the pile carpet to the bed. Her feet were bony and bare, and there was something very sensuous about them. She stopped beside the bed and looked down at him. She dropped the small towel.. Nathan was looking at her, reveling in the daintiness of her body. This woman had him going, and how.
"You're looking at me," she said.
"That I am. Your body is beautiful."
She was looking at him, too, in eyes examining all of his body. He knew that all of her very being
was beckoning for him to touch her. He reached up and cupped her hips with his hands. He felt them twitch slightly. She still wore the diamond ring. Nathan turned and reached for the bedlamp switch to turn it off.
"No," she said. "Keep the light on. I want to see you make love to"
"Sure," he said huskily. "I'm for that too." He reached for those beautiful tits and felt them. The two tips hardened, and she breathed heavily. He pulled her down and their lips met. Her thighs were touching his and her tits were flat against his chest. She pressed hard up against his stomach. His cock was pulsating. She understood and raised her ass, as if searching for his hard prick. He could feet the vibrant trembling of her body, yet she seemed to hesitate.
She suddenly twisted to one side and lay down alongside him. She half raised herself on one elbow and. ran her hands over his chest and stomach, moving her hands lower and lower Then she did a curious thing. She lifted and shifted her position bent his left leg up
and stroked the kneecap.
"Why that?" Nathan asked.
"Because I remembered something.' She shivered. Her eyes were now deep and burning, like oval pools of bloodshot amber. "Make love to me," she whispered. "All over."
Her lips were parted and he kissed her. A moan gurgled in her throat. He knew now what to. He
moved his lips over to the tip of her left tit, then kissed it. She held him tight and twisted her body; she had a strange look in her eyes.
Goose pimples prickled along his spine. He couldn't recall any woman who had responded so passionately. He suddenly wanted to oblige her in everything. The soft quivering of her feminity urged Nathan forward. Her passion was contagious. She pushed his head downward and he smelled the fresh-skin fragrance of her bath.
"Force me," she whispered. Her breathing increased, and he knew what she wanted and that she was near. Suddenly, he wanted her to have it his way. Really wanted her to.
Her entire body went straight, then bowed. Slowly, hesitantly, she spread her legs and then straddle his head. His tongue shot into her cunt, grinding against her gash.. She moved frantically
as he rubbed his hands on her tits, his fingers pinching the erect nipples while he groaned into the hollow of her seeping snatch. His sucking became a simmering hysteria, and now he could fee! the thrill of her ass-hole tightening around his finger.
His hands slid beneath the cheeks of her ass, squeezed them, parted them, helped them to bob up and don on his lapping tongue, and all the while her hips were moving in a steady fucking motion beneath him, steadily increasing in fanaticism.
"Mmmmmm, love it, love it! Gonna eat you alive!" he moaned into her cunt. She could feel his
whiskers rasping, against her clit as tongue probed again and again into her juicy cunt, his teeth gently biting now and then at the fleshy outer lips.
Nathan was still munching between Paulette's thighs, his head bobbing back and forth, and it looked. like she was about to go crazy. She was slack, mouth open, tongue hanging out. Nathan's cock was stiff, thick and pulsing, and her eyes found it like it was a lost lover. She began to gobble at his prick frantically, plunging her little nose into his crotch bush, twisting her head as she licked up and down. Nathan just kept on sucking at her sopping gash, sucking the juices from deep in her fuck-hole. He felt her shudder and beard her growling on his prick like a lunatic.
Then Paulette rolled over, straddled Nathan and sank down on his cock. She sat there, quite still, his cock deep inside her cunt. Then, little by little, she became amass of groans and graceful whimpers as her taut and clamping cunt poised and strained, receiving again and again the hard length of his prick, every joyful inch of it.
Nathan was now jamming, stuffing, sludging his long, hot cock up her cunt until it slammed into the end of her hole. His prick went in right to his balls basking in the warm juice rushing everywhere inside her horny cunt, and he knew that she was ready again.
Paulette clutched and pressed her legs around his haunches, jamming his prick firmly inside her cunt again as Nathan fucked her with all his might. He
roamed his hands again over the pushy tits and Paulette came again, pumping her ass in fresh hunger, wanting still more. He could see an inner glow lighting this strange woman's face, and her smooth, round, resilient tit-flesh began to heave even faster. The rich crimson of her cunt stretched round the base of his cock, holding it, and her nostrils flared. Her knees were drawn up high and she screamed when his hot jizz gushed into her cunt in a flood, and new moans rose, rolled upward and echoed in one stifled gasp.
Her chin came forward on her chest, watching. Her expression was like none he had ever seen. It was a thing that came in waves for her, like tides coming in and out. Her, cries echoed in the room. A subconscious sense of fear ran up his spine.
Now he worked alone and relief was fast coming and short-lived, pleasant and easy and a solitary letdown to the passion she had stirred within him. There was now no mutual response from her. He didn't mind. Lying there, both their emotions spent, sleep came to her first.
Her legs were entwined with his and he cupped a lit with one hand. He felt serene and comfortable and secure, and momentarily put all thoughts of tomorrow out of his mind. When he drifted off to sleep, the light was still on.
And that was the very way it was the first night Nathan Warner, the Mon Cherie piano player, spent with Mrs. Paulette Du Bois, the widow of the founder of. that post World War II business phenomenon, Ranchland Oil of Houston, Texas.



CHAPTER EIGHT


He later vaguely recalled that she stirred at one time tor other and got out of bet that was all he remembered until he felt for her body and discovered she was gone.
He always awoke slowly. It took Nathan Warner a while to recognize his surroundings. Then he remembered. Beverly Hilton! Without opening his
eyes. he called: "Paulette." Thank goodness he remembered her name. "Paulette?"
There was no reply. He sat up in bed and looked at his watch on the table. It was 2:00. It was the next day. He noticed the bed light was off. The air conditioning in the room was chilly. He staggered over and pulled the curtains, then checked the bathroom. She wasn't there. He was naked so he pulled the curtains and showered. It felt good.
Where the hell was the woman?
He finished showering and got out of the tub to dry. Then he saw a safety razor and blades on the hand basin. They were new. He lathered and shaved. Damned thoughtful of her, he thought.
He went back into the bedroom and found his underwear. On the coffee table was a white hotel envelope. It was propped against an ashtray. He finished dressing, then picked it up.
"I'll be a sonofabitch!"
There was forty dollars in the envelope and the note was to him. It was written in an erratic hand, but was easy to read: "Dear Nathan, I have some business to take care of. Thank you for last night. I'll leave this money for you. Perhaps you'll need…"
"And how, sister, he muttered. "You don't know the half of it." He read on: "I'll be busy all day. Please meet me here at nine o'clock tonight; we'll have dinner in Little Tokyo. All for you. Don't worry about the club. Tell the owner to find a new piano player." Ha ha. It was signed "Paulette''..
This would be a tight squeeze, he realized. Nathan felt he couldn't let Buck Pappas down. He looked at his watch. Time was moving on. Maybe lie could get a fill-in at the club. Ha knew a broad that played some piano.. Her number? He racked his brain. What if she couldn't play in his place?
He stood there in the middle of the room and thought about it A wealthy, unattached, attractive widow with forty dollars already on the barrel head and Buck Pappas owing him for a week's piano-playing. There was no question. He had to keep the appointment.
He didn't think about the scene last night. He would think about that later. Maybe he'd have to make it again, but it didn't bother hint yet. Still he hated like hell to let Buck Pappas down. If he stood him up, Buck would be stuck, and there's nothing worse than a piano bar without a piano player; So he wouldn't, he decided. He'd go back to his and Nancy's apartment and find that lady piano player's number. He couldn't remember her last name. He juggled his time mentally. Dozen and one things to do.
"Christ, I got to move," he muttered. He scratched on the envelope; "Okay, Empress. I'll be back. Thanks for the dough. Your slave,"
On the way back to the apartment, he ran some errands, then bought a little booze and a few groceries.
Nancy was there when he opened the apartment door. The place was tidy and she was on the couch with a magazine, her grease face still on, and the
television going. The ashtray in front of her was full of cigarettes. And the room was full of smoke.
"Hello, Nancy!" he said. He took his bundle on into the kitchen and put the ham and cheese into the refrigerator. He put the liquor up on the liquor shelf. The lack of response was obvious. He called out from the kitchen. "Like me to mix you a drink?"
"No thank you."
She burned him. He ignored her sarcasm and brought in his suit. He went into the bedroom and hung it up. Then he opened his desk drawer and started looking for the piano player's address. He ignored Nancy.
"At least you could come over and kiss me," she said.
"I thought you were waiting to write me an invitation;" he said.
He hopped across the floor, hoping he hadn't overdone the sarcasm. Bending, he took her chin in his hand, lifted her face and kissed her. Nancy had deep full lips, soft and pliable and moist. Even with her grease face on, she was good-looking girl, he was thinking. He pulled her up and saw she didn't have anything on under her dressing gown. Her tits were firm and full. He kissed her until suddenly her arms went around his shoulders and she buried her face on his chest. She squeezed him tighter than usual.
"Hey, baby. Whatcha doing home in the afternoon?" he asked.
"Wailing for you. What else?"
"You know you don't have to wait brine."
"I don't know. I just wanted to see you."
"That's great, sugar. He kissed her. long and sweet. "I always want to see you, too," he whispered.
"I 'know things are bad for both of us. Sometimes I wonder what we are going to do. I'm just about at the end of my rope."
"Want me to get out, he asked.
"No, of course not, darling. I just want, I don't know… I want to work things out for us both."
"Well, when I first moved in, you didn't tell me you were hard up, too. But when you said get out and work or git, I've been there pounding that piano until sometimes I think I never want to see another one."
"Darling, I know how bad it is for you. I'm sorry. I wish you could get something soon.
He remembered. "Nancy, what about Weindorf…
your producer date last night? I forgot to ask She turned her head away and was quiet for a
moment. He wanted to ask her, but didn't know how. It wasn't easy to live with a woman and wonder if she'd had to put out for a producer, no matter what kind of an arrangement you 'ye made with her about both going your own way. Nathan knew very well that a man may think he doesn't mind sharing a woman, but eventually it gets under his skin.
Nancy answered for him "If you mean would I have to sleep with hint the answer is yes and no. Yes, I'll have to put out if I get the part, and no, I
didn't and I won't. Is that what you wanted to know?"
Nathan burned despite himself. He felt his face grow red. He patted her shoulder and slid his hands down to her well-rounded hips. She didn't have her panties on either.
"Nathan," Nancy whispered. "I'm in love with you. Don't you know?"
"Sure, baby. Sure, I love you, too," he said.
"No," she said. "You don't. Not the way I do."
"What's this sentiment all of a sudden?"
"I don't know what's wrong with me. I kept wanting to get away from Weindorf last night and come to you. I had a feeling that came over me all of a sudden, as if something was happening to you. I finally ditched him just after two, and rushed back here. I went to bed and waited and you didn't come. It never bothered me before. But last night, I wanted to have you in my arms something awful."
"Baby, I've never heard you say anything sweeter. If I'd known, I would have come on home.
She pushed back in his arms and looked up at him. Nathan was surprised. There were tears in her eyes and he'd never known Nancy to go sentimental. She was just a dumb kid. And would do anything for, her career. Yes, so dumb… as much as she was beautiful.
"Where were you last night?" she asked.
He couldn't help but laugh but a tremor ran up his spine. He didn't know if he liked it or not.
She'd never asked that before.
"Don't laugh, Nathan, please. I worried about you all night and today when I didn't hear, I went out and called your answering service several times."
"I know,!' he said. "They told me."
"It's no good, is it? I mean, to worry about someone so much. I wish I never met you that day on Hollywood Boulevard."
He pulled her back down onto the couch. She turned and cuddled against him; He felt her tit and left his hand there. "Do you really want to know the truth?" he asked.
"Not if you don't want me to. I have no right to ask. I don't want to be falling in love with you, but.I am. I know it complicates things."
"How?"
"Like last night. Don't you understand? All the while he was pawing me, I was thinking about you.
Nancy didn't tell him about the previous evening but the memory shot through her mind. Weindorf, the producer, had been something else! Of course she couldn't tell Nathan that, and the grip of guilt made her shudder. It was true, she had been thinking of Nathan while Weindorf was fucking her, but it had been obscene just the same. And she hadn't been thinking of the part Weindorf might give her either. No, she had to admit to herself now, she had been thinking of nothing but coming, being fucked amidst all that luxury. But that didn't mean she didn't low Nathan.
"I'm gonna eat your cunt until you die!" Weindorf' had said, beckoning her to the bed. "And then I'm gonna fuck your pussy until it screams!"
"Animal," she said, and smiled warmly. Her pink nipples stiffened when he said the word "pussy". She slid her sheer panties down, exposing a bush of wet hair that marked a perfect triangular arrow, pointing directly to an already moistening cunt. Her thighs were white-white, firm and long. Her belly was flat and beginning to heave a little faster now in expectation of that hot-blooded cock she knew he was warming beneath the bed covers. The center of the bed was swelling to the shape of a miniature tent.
"Come get fucked, sweet woman. You'll feel better afterwards, and then we'll talk."
She rolled her nylons down with teasing movements, and then slid in between the sheets. He felt her lips peel open as the tip of her tongue drove firmly against his teeth. She wriggled it in circles inside his mouth, licking slowly at his palate.
His hands slipped down her back until he felt his fingers moving on the supple cheeks of her ass, and he held them for a moment, lifting the soft mounds of flesh, then massaging them. He dug his, strong fingers firmly into the rounded cheeks, separating them widely before probing one joint of the finger until her ass-hole was lubricated smoothly, and she came wildly alive.
She lifted the covers while he was doing this and stared down at the thumping head of his cock
pressing strongly into the swell of her thigh Nancy. licked the palm of hand with her wet tongue
and gripped the hardness of the thick, hot prick.
She felt his breath coming faster on her cheek, and then his tongue was. lashing about in her mouth, tasting the sweet juices other saliva.
His big hand dosed on her lit, and he played with it gently, elongating the nipple between two fingers. At her asshole, his other hand worked a finger up to the second joint…
She panted into his mouth, her tongue seeking his, as if to calm it. Their tongues met and they licked each other, making wet sounds with their juices. His body lifted, his cock searching for the warmth of her wet cunt. And then she felt his prick glide into the lubricated ache of her gash, searching deep into her hole, finding its snug home when her cunt-lips. hugged at its very base. Her nails clawed at his back, reaching downward until they met his ass. She brought her fingers under his body and found his ass-hole. She circled it gently with the tip of her finger. One finger found the hole. in, out. In, out.
She adapted her own rhythm fucking motion, gyrating her hips and wet-haired cunt mound in time with his movements, allowing herself to savor every moment of his withdrawals, his slow plunge a. She settled herself for his first come as he drove his prick more securely into her heavily juiced hole.
Revolving his hips, he made his cock rotate in a circle inside that hot, clinging pussy. She ground
against his prick, clenched and unclenched her hole on it as his ass-diddling finger sent great shocks up and down her spine. Her cut was swollen to bursting, and. she rubbed it harder into his crotch hair.
Now his cock stopped its motion and stuck rigidly inside her fuck-hole, as if trapped in the fleshy cunt walls embracing it.
She came once, and then again, moaning on his mouth; but she didn't want him to come. Not yet. All the muscles in her stomach, cunt and ass were rolling and gyrating at the same time, but in different directions and she was coming for a third time, the floodgates opening widely, the juices flowing freely.
Then, in a giant gush, she felt like she was drowning in his sperm. She made a funny little sound as the thick jizz hit home.
Wanton with lust, she then licked his limp cock dry of her own syrupy cunt-juice and his cum. She licked until his prick hardened and he came again, shooting jizz deep into her mouth, and she swallowed hard against its thick, buttery gush.
That was in truth what had happened the night before with Weindorf, but she couldn't bring herself to tell Nathan the truth. She turned her head away and was quiet for a moment.



CHAPTER NINE


Nancy stretched out on her back, looking at him. She seemed to have a new tenderness in her eyes. He unfastened her belt and her dressing gown slid open. She put her arms around him, pulled him down to her.
"Baby, baby," she murmured heatedly. Already her nipples were hardening in their dark circles. His
fingers played on them as if they were piano keys, and she gasped softly. His hot, moist tongue soon replace the fingers There was that insistent pounding deep within her cunt.
Then his tongue was lower, weaving around the small wet spire of her cut, and he expertly vibrated it between his lips, letting his tongue thrust farther into the slithery saltiness of her gash.
"Oh, God! Ooh, God!" she moaned.
Then he gripped the bobbing cunt between his teeth, nibbling it gently.
"Bite," Nancy hissed between clenched teeth. "Bite it off, hon."
His mouth ate deeper into her wet, fleshy gash, sucking, biting, gasping. He moved around until Nancy had his hot cock in her mouth, gulping it. Her jaws locked his prick like a vise, wouldn't let. go of the bobbing meat. Together, that way, they came gloriously.
He held her close, his lips buried beneath her ear.
"Did… did you have someone last night?" she asked.
"No, darling. Of course not," he said. "I stayed away for… you know, for the producer. I went home with Buck Pappas, slept late, and took care of some things this afternoon. You know the rest."
Suddenly, her eyes were shining. She believed him and was happy. She snuggled deeper into his embrace. And a warmth that only Nathan seemed able to give her crept over her body. Only this man
could make her feel all woman
Later, Nancy was all sweetness and affection; and Nathan too.
"I'm in love. I'm in love. I'm in love," she sang and bounced around the room. He laughed and caught up with her and patted her on the naked ass. She was a sight to see, he thought, with her flimsy dressing gown streaking out behind her and all creation open in front.
He was pretty well fucked out. But he kept a careful look at the time. He still hadn't had, a chance to get out and call the girl piano player. He hated to do that to Buck Pappas, but he felt compelled to keep the appointment with Paulette.
Maybe Nancy would dress and go out shortly, he thought. She usually headed off for coffee with the girls about now; if she didn't have a date br something. But she didn't show any immediate sign of leaving.. Finally, he asked her, "Sugar, aren't you going out?"
"No!" she said, just like that. "Why?"
"Nothing. You usually see the girls. I've got to get to the club soon. About thirty minutes."
"I'm not going out tonight, and maybe not ever again.
"Whoa. That's harsh."
"I've found my man."
She grabbed him and hugged him and kissed him full on the lips. She gently used the tip of her tongue and licked his eyelids, his earlobe, and gain kissed his lips.
Bitch, silly or not, she was sweet, he thought.
Her eyes were all bright and shining. Finally, she let go and went into the kitchen. He hopped into the shower, came out and started dressing. He smelled food. "Hey, what's that?" he called out.
She came in with a plate full of ham, eggs, and cheese sandwiches. They looked good. He started in on them hungrier than usual. She went back for coffee. This was something, Nathan was thinking. Food in this apartment was always every man for himself. Now here was Nancy acting like a regular housewife or something.
Nancy stood there watching him eat. She refastened her gown belt. "Darling," she said. "I'm going to stay home tonight, write some letters, and wait for you. If I go to sleep, I'll get up and fix you something to eat. And tomorrow night, I'm going to cook you a nice dinner."
"You flipped or something?"
"Oh, Nathan, I've found you."
"Baby, you've had, me all the time," he said. Shit. She had it bad. He really felt tender toward her.
"I'm going out tomorrow and try to find a job. A regular job."
"What about your career?" he asked; dubious.
"If I make it, I make it. If not, I've got you."
"You'll get the breaks if you keep on. You've got the talent and the looks."
"1 can't Not anymore. It's ridiculous, I know, but I'm in love with you," she said. "Oh, darling, I forgot."
"What?"
"There's a male part in Weindorf's picture just list for you. Second lead. His budget is low, so he might use a new face. Needs a good looking guy like you."
"Fat chance I got. My agent won't even see Weindorf. They don't get along."
"No, dear. What I mean is… I told him about you."
He was surprised. "About us, you mean? Baby, you've mined your chance."
"I didn't exactly tell him that way,"' she faltered trying to explain. "When he was talking about the roles, I kept thinking about you, and I… well., I told him I knew a guy who was just right for the part. I said you were a… a cousin."
She turned beet-red. Shit… maybe she might get away with it, he thought. Be a helluva thing if Nancy got him to Weindorf where his genius agent couldn't or wouldn't. -
"Great girl. You did right, Nancy. Look, if you could set up a meeting some way… say you have him over some night, and I'll drop by, see?"
She was silent for a moment. "Do you really want me to, Nathan?"
"Sure, honey. That'd be great. You could pass me off as a cousin. I meet him, have a few drinks, and I'd blow, see."
She gave him a funny stare. Sometimes he couldn't get her at all. Little tear pockets formed, then she wiped them away and laughed. Or tried to laugh. It was a cross between a chuckle and a sob.
"All right; darling. If you really want, I'll do it for you."
"Know what that'l1 make you?" he asked
"It could make me a sort of working housewife." She blushed and lowered her glance. Her words hit him. He didn't mean it that way at all. God, one thing he didn't need now was a money eyed girl hanging around.
Nathan finished dressing, ate all of the sandwiches and coffee, and went to look once more for the piano player's name and phone number. He didn't want Nancy to know, because it still bothered him about what he was going to do to Buck Pappas if he didn't get somebody to take his place. He moved around, restless, then he remembered what Nancy said about waiting up. Sonofabitch! He didn't want her to do that. Suppose he couldn't get away from the wealthy widow until morning? Above all, he didn't want to upset his chances with all that Texas gold before he really got the lay of the land.
"Say, Nancy. Don't wait up for me. Go on to bed and-"
"You will be back when you close, won't you?"
"Sure. Sure!"
She looked relieved. It annoyed him. He was thinking of the rich dame, the Beverly Hilton, and that South African lodestone. Maybe there'd, be another forty..or more.
"Look, Nancy. I met a guy that's got something going with Producer's Studio. Small deal. But if he comes in, I may have coffee with him for an hour
or so. Could be something."
He was lying like hell, but it relieved him. She was all tender smiles,
"Oh, darling.. Of course. I'll go to sleep and dream of this afternoon, and you can wake me when you come." She walked into his arms and slid her arms under his suit coat. "Don't tell anyone, but I'll be… in the nude for love." She squeezed him. "Run along or you'll be late."
He kissed her and left. She was standing still with the doorway still slightly open watching him depart just like a dutiful wife. Fuck that! He got sweaty in his palms thinking of it.
He started the MG and kept the top down. He knew he should go straight to the club and tell Buck. Instead, he headed up into the Hollywood hills, not particularly thinking of any destination, rode around awhile, looking at the cars and dames, thinking, then drove ever to the Beverly Hilton. He hunted for an un metered unrestricted parking post, which put him three blocks away. He walked back to the hotel.
"Well, Empress." he muttered, "if you got forty bucks worth last night, I'll try for eighty tonight."
He sure as hell needed the money.
As he walked back towards the hotel, he couldn't help thinking about 'Nancy and that love-struck look in her eyes. She was Willing to blow her own chance to get a part in a movie; but would do anything to get him a part. It didn't make sense, he told himself. Not in Hollywood anyway. And to make matters worse, his
conscience bothered him; not only about Nancy, but also what he was doing to Buck Pappas.
"Man, you better get your head on straight! First things first. And right now you need some operating money because without it, you ain't got nuthin' no how."
His pace quickened and he found himself grinning at the difference twenty-four hours had made in his life. A beautiful woman with lots of money walked into his life and suddenly he's worrying about hurting the feelings of the very people that were down on him the day before. Yesterday, Nancy sent him off to the club bitching about rent money; and when he got there, Buck Pappas pleaded poverty when he asked for his back pay. Today, everyone was singing a different tune.
He liked the new lyrics better.



CHAPTER TEN


Paulette Du Bois of Ranchland Oil may have been in that foggy bottom age between forty and forty-five, but she was dressed for game that night when Nathan Warner met her. Nathan didn't know then that it took her two hours to app1y her makeup so that it would take a microscope to find those spider-web wrinkles of the night before on
her face. Her features reminded him of a beautiful Japanese wax doll, especially when he saw she had her hair done up in the curious Oriental manner she used.
Paulette was wearing the most gorgeous-colored Japanese kimono he'd ever seen. Sexy as all hell! And those kimonos cost like hell, too.
She looked silly. She bowed low to him when she opened the door. Then raised up quickly. Her movements were jerky. and awkward. Bitch! Nathan thought. Why the hell. don't American women realize they can't wear kimonos?
"Do you like my kimono?" she asked, trying to delicately spin around for him.
"And how! Do I!" he said. "You were my lucky night."
"I hope so," she said.
"But why the special rig?"
"For our Japanese dinner," she said. "We'll have Japanese sukiyaki tonight, and I just knew you'd love me to wear a kimono. I'm small, like Japanese women.
"Paulette, you're great. Sukiyaki sounds terrific." He didn't really like it. Chinese food was his fare, not Japanese. But he could take it.
"You have a valid driver's license, don't you?" she asked.
"Sure, why?"
"I've arranged for a rental car."
"I'll be damned!" he said, then remembered Buck Pappas. He asked to use the phone. Hell, since he was going out with her, Paulette could just
as well hear. Might make a point.
"Paulette, I've got to call the club. I di4w't geta chance yet."
"Sure," she said, unconcerned.
He dialed the club number. Buck Pappas came on like a demon. Nathan had to shake his ear and hod the receiver out six inches. Pappas was talking Greek, English, and a little Egyptian as well. It culminated with: "Where in the hail are you?"
"Buck, I'm sorry, but I can't make it. Something important."
The receiver smoked. Buck started calling Nathan an assortment of names.
"Look, big boss man. You. can't squawk. I got last week's money coming."
Buck called him some more dirty names.
"Screw you," Nathan said. "I can't make it." He saw Paulette had paused and was listening. Buck hung up on him. Nathan covered real quick by talking. "Okay, Buck I know how much it means to you. I value your friendship. I won't let you down, if that's the only way you'll pay me for last week. I'll be there. I'll just have to explain to someone."
He was talking into a dead phone but Paulette was listening now with both ears. When Nathan turned to her, he screwed up his face. "Empress, he called, to her. "This is terrible. I can't let the club down. You heard. He owes me for last week, and if I don't play tonight, he won't pay me a cent. Gee, honey, I'm sorry.." he said. She was watching him.
"It's the only way, honey. I got to show up," he added.
"Is it the responsibility or the money that worries you?"
"Honey, it's both. But the pinch is worse on me because Buck can get by without me for one night, but I can't get by without the money."
She walked to the couch and picked up her purse. "How much does this club owner owe you, my dear?" she asked.
It was working. He thought quick. "Twenty bucks a night… five nights a week and twenty for last night."
She opened her purse and took out a roll of bills and handed them to him. "Please count out $120 for your services and consider that you are paid," she paid.
It was his turn to be petrified. He knew he looked stupid with the roll in his hand, but he did as he was told. The roll must have come to at least $800. He handed her the balance of it.
"Paulette, I don't know what to say." He didn't really. This was far better than the eighty he was hoping for and the dinner was yet to come.
"Please don't talk about it any more then," she said. "It's just as well. Perhaps I have something that may interest you. I need a driver while I'm here in L.A."
So this was the angle. Nathan Warner didn't hesitate. He took hold of her hands. "I'm the man, sweetheart," he said. "I'll be your slave, Empress."
"But first, I must see if you're a good driver or
not."
She looked at him curiously. He knew what she was getting at. He felt suddenly like a lamb going to slaughter. He'd have to figure her out later.
"Didn't I pass last night?" he asked.
"One cannot judge with only one test," she replied.
"Well then, when do we start?" he asked.'
She got on the phone again and asked for her car to be brought around front. She didn't wear a coat over her Japanese kimono but she did pull a velvet black shawl around her shoulders. They went down the elevator and out through the lobby. Jackie Kennedy couldn't have gotten. more attention. It embarrassed Nathan, but the widow was oblivious to the stares she received.
Out front, Nathan figured she had something rented like a Rambler or Ford. Not so. A big black Caddy was sitting there as big and formidable as a Roman chariot and looked as much to Nathan.
They got in, with proper doorman assistance. The desk clerk came running out with the papers for the car…all smiles for her, and looking down his nose at Nathan. The kimono, the Cadillac, the clerk, the stares; all irritated the hell out of Nathan. He cursed under his breath. "Fuckin' nut!"
Paulette reached over and turned the key for him. It was one of the little hidden things in the maze of dashboard decor. They got out into the street in one piece. He could feel Paulette laughing at him under her silence.
"You've used a Cadillac before, I see," he said sourly.
"Of course. My husband and I used a new one each year."
"Empress, I don't mean to be personal, but when did your husband die?"
"Of course not," she said, serious enough. "Two months ago."
"I'll be damned!"
"What you mean, Nathan dear, is that you're surprised that I went with you so quickly."
"If truth you want, truth you'll get. Yes."
"Do you want to know my story now or later?" "Split it, sweetheart."
"I don't understand."
"Tell me half now and half later."
She laughed and inched closer. "My husband died of a heart attack. Quite suddenly. He was in London. I went there for his body. I sent his body home to Houston, and traveled to the Orient. I'd just flown in when we met. I didn't go to his funeral. He would have wanted it like that."
"Sweetheart, since we're truthful, I'll ask something else. Did you love your husband?"
"Love? I respected him deeply, and isn't respect as valuable as love?"
"Relative, little girl, relative, in my opinion."
"He loved me deeply and that was more important."
"Do you have anything to do with. Ranchland Oil now?"
"I own Ranchland Oil. My husband left the
company to me. He was very independent and very successful. We owned all the stock." She laughed. She knew from his expression that it puzzled him.
She went on: "My husband was a very good businessman. He surrounded himself with good men. It, would not be good for me to actively participate in the owning of the business, so I take long vacations and live any place I choose.'?
Nathan found himself wondering suddenly what kind of man her husband had been.. He wanted to ask more, but he didn't.
"Do you have any children?" he asked.
He saw a cloud pass over her face, an tried a guessing game. She had children! She did not reply right away.
"Perhaps that's the half that I'll tell you about some other time." "Good girl." he said. "Well, boss lady, you re the financier, so where do you want this driver to drive?" He tried to brighten things.
"Little Tokyo," she said. "I have a reservation at the New Ginza!"
'They had a terrific time, bantering and joking through dinner, then wandering down Hollywood Boulevard before heading back to the hotel.
He was still happy though, and once inside the hotel room he asked Paulette for another drink. She ordered a bottle of Scotch and had it sent up while. he was in the bathroom before he had a chance to tell her that Scotch left him hung over like Herod the day after. He really drank only bourbon.
She mixed him a Scotch and soda, and fixed one for herself; then she disappeared into the bedroom half of the suite and started changing her kimono. He could hear her humming little snatches of tunes to herself. He reined on the sofa, kicked off his shoes, then remembered to stand up and get his coat and tie off.
Finally she came out in a little blue and white cotton thing shaped like a wrap-around beach towel. It had the same effect on Nathan because she didn't have anything else on. He knew because he reached around and found out. She pulled his hand back out from underneath the fold-over.
"Nathan is a naughty boy!"
"Then mix me another one, boss lady, please, ma'am!"
She leaned over and kissed him instead. It was then he noticed the little wrinkles again.
"Phew, Empress!" he said. "You're really something. Go on, mix that drink. Otherwise I'll lose steam at the top of the hill!"
She laughed. She was right, this old girl. She fixed his drink and nibbled at his ear while he sipped it.
"I like you, Nathan," she said.
He pulled her to him and felt her tits beneath the cotton smock. She kicked off her slippers and curled up in his arms and let him play with her. As different as she was from Nancy, there was something about her that excited him. She undid his belt and his hard prick sprang out. By now, he
wasn't thinking about much else.
And that that's where things started fading for Nathan. The saki, dinner, and now the Scotch all added up. Re remembered reaching for her and pulling tier down onto the deep pile carpet. He pulled the belt off her dressing towel and opened it. That small, creamy body, even if it was rough-hauled, turned him on in a big way. He kissed her tits and bit hard on one.
"Ouch! Nathan, please!"
He pressed his body against her and felt himself falling. Over. and over, spinning, going, gone! Although things were foggy, maybe he noticed then he didn't really know that all this while she just lay there with her legs straight out and face turned to one side. That was strange.. She stirred and kissed him. She reached over and tickled his stomach.. Then she eased him back onto his back.
"You're drunk," she said, touching the tip of his nose with her finger.,
"Gloriously so darling!"
She got up and started pulling his clothes off. He tried to help, but couldn't. Vaguely, he remembered that she went to the bathroom and came out with a wet wash towel.
Paulette got him to his feet and he staggered around to the bed. She began kissing him again. No man could drop off to sleep with that He started to pull her down beside him but she said no, she would make love to him.
Nathan was really vague by then, but it was glorious. There he was naked, and she ran her
hands over his body, over his arms… down his 1egs… across his chest. She felt and massaged every nook and muscle she could find. The massage was soothing and all he had to do was enjoy it. He half dozed and got ready to make love to her again.
"No, don't exert yourself. I love to look at your body. You're so handsome. Let me massage you," she said. She did! Dainty little twinkle-fingers walking up and down his spine and he loved it.
That was the night she did something strange for the first time. He didn't think anything about it then, because he had been drinking.
"Nathan, darling," she said. "I want to do something different. Do you mind?"
He understood her. For some reason, he didn't care. He imagined Paulette might want to do something odd. What she did was odd enough, all right, but he wasn't sober enough to realize it then.
"Sweetheart, you just go right ahead."
"Then close your eyes!"
He did, but nothing happened right away. She just kept tickling and kissing him. He drifted off to. sleep. He felt his hands and legs being moved about.., but this was part of the sensuous pleasure he was enjoying. He was vaguely conscious that she was giving him some ever-so-light flat hand slaps around his legs and hips. It stung but he didn't really mind. Not then, anyway.
Nathan wanted to turn over. He pulled, but his arms wouldn't move. Little Paulette giggled. He opened his eyes, and pulled again. He woke up, groggy
"Don't be silly, darling," she said. "Just sleep."
He tried shaking his head to clear it. He wanted to know what it was she liked to do. It seemed to Nathan his legs were stuck to something.
"Nathan, guess what! I've put tape on your arms and legs and tied you to the bed,"
"Damn my soul. You have?" he said groggily. He looked and there were two-inch wide bands of tape around his wrists and ankles and running off the edge of the bed. The joke was on him. He laughed. "Empress, you got yourself a slave now."
"I like to watch your body this way," she said. Oh, well. Everybody's got a different tuning fork.. Some vibrate on various levels. He tried to turn his wrist so he could check his watch, but Paulette had already taken it off his arm. It couldn't last long. he, figured. He'd go soon. "Honey, enjoy what you like," he said.
"Can I, Nathan, darling?"
"Sure" And there's more for sale, he wanted to
say.
She kissed him, all soft and tender, and started massaging again. He wasn't uncomfortable so he drifted off. Then he became conscious of her patting him again just enough to cause a stinging sensation. She was busy at it. It hurt a little.
"Whoa there girl," be said. "A beat mule can't work, you know."
She just laughed – little tickling sounds, he was later to recall She popped him a few good flat-handed licks and let it go at that. She started twinkle-fingering him again. Ah, this was pleasure,
he thought.
But then, to Nathan's horror, he saw Paulette held a leather whip in her hand! She began to lash the bare flesh of his legs, and the whole scene took on a wild, weird frenzy that, even in his grogginess, Nathan found both repellent and overwhelming in excitement. Feverishly, Paulette brought the whip down twice three times, the urgency of her strong tensions most apparent as the whip again thrust up and down like a flickering light.
He could see in her eyes that she wanted to become more frantic in her attack on his bristling fresh. It was evident, too, that she wanted to have his pain mount in intensity as her own urgency increased and yearned to be released. Her fiery eyes said she wanted to come this way; some of that explosion found its way to Nathan's bare legs, and his wandering brain had to come to grips with the fact that this was real.
Paulette's face left no doubt of what had. happened. It was real, all right. She was in ecstasy! Then she put down the whip and kissed each little bruise on his legs, licked them warmly. All pain disappeared almost as quickly as it had come. And Paulette was smiling! A sort of victory smile…
His head was bursting for sleep. Shortly afterward, he felt her on his stomach. Vaguely, he knew he had to get with it. He wished he hadn't played so long because when a man doesn't feel like marching up the walls of Jericho and blowing the bugles, it's hell. He tried remembering the money. Nathan was working at it when it
happened for her all little moans, quivers, tremors, animal cries, squeaks. and hisses. The works. Paulette was something to behold when she went into orbit, he realized. He was glad that she'd been satisfied at last for of course it was with his diligent assistance. He opened his eyes and it was dark. Damn. She'd turned the lights off and he didn't know it.
She turned around, found his ear and whispered. "Thank you, Nathan darling."
"Anytime, Empress," he said. 'I'm your driver, remember."
"You will be more to me. Much, much more," she said. "I like you very much. I need you."
For some reason, Nathan felt an ice-cold prick of intuition twist in his stomach. The tone of her voice, perhaps. A last thought of Nancy came to his wind. He'd cross that bridge tomorrow. He was beat. He dozed off to a long and deep sleep. The last thing he remembered was Paulette being very easy and gentle as she undid the heavy tape from his wrists and ankles.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


When Nathan Warner woke up the next day, there were little men with booster rockets aimed at each other across the broad span of his brain. They were firing them one by one. His mouth tasted like an Alabama election, it stank. His body was bruised slightly and his skin was stinging, as if he had a sunburn.
She was gone. He got up and went rummaging around for aspirin. Five tablets down, with water, and a second glass lull for a gargle; "I wonder if that dame ever sleeps?" he muttered to himself, talking out loud. He staggered around the room, looking. Where was the white envelope? He checked the carpet to see if it maybe had fallen down. No note. No forty bucks. "The damn bitch," he said aloud.
He showered, shaved and dressed. The aspirin was rumbling in his stomach, doing more work there than on his head. He winked at his watch on the table by the bed He sneaked another glance at it. Two-twenty. Then a hunch hit him for some odd reason. He whipped out his wallet and opened it. There was a note all right in his wallet! "IOU $l20. Thanks, darling. We have a trip to make. Please bring a small overnight bag. Be here at seven, dear! Paulette."
"The hell you say, woman," he said.
He crumpled the note in his hand and threw it on the floor. He stalked out of the room, not even bothering to take down the DO NOT DISTURB sign. He walked the three blocks to his MG, fuming, all burned up. "I got in the MG and drove back to his apartment. He was halfway up the steps to the door when it started hitting him, and he came to a dead stop.
Re turned and scooted back down hoping she hadn't seen him. He remembered yesterday. He remembered how good sex had ben with Nancy. What. the hell? Last night with the widow was
good, in a way, he thought. But the widow had to put something on it.
Somewhere in the back of his mind hovered a quiet guilty thought: Nancy had been expecting him to come home since last night. The answering service! He remembered. He scooted over to a corner phone booth and checked in.
"Mr. Warner, Nancy has called every hour on the hour, and Mr. Buck Pappas has called twice."
"Listen, sugar plum, I want you to tell me something. Please don't tell me wrong. Now, did you tell either Mr. Pappas or Nancy that the other had called?"
"Well, I told Mr. Pappas that Nancy had called…and..;"
"Never mind the rest. You got a pencil and paper handy?"
"Sure, Mr. Warner, that's part of my job."
"If Mr. Pappas calls, tell him that I'm away on a film job and you forgot to tell him will you do that for me?"
"All right," she said reluctantly.
"Now, when Nancy calls, tell her the same thing. You forgot to give her the memo before. Now get this exact: I called long distance from location. I went on a quick trip with a producer to a Mexico location. Tell her I'll drop a letter to her and will be back in a day or so. Also, tell her I love her."
He rechecked with her again to make sure she had it. He knew it was too much for her, but all he could do was hope she had her memo correct and would follow through. By God, he thought, his
mind was made up. He wasn't going to let any rich Mexicali Rose beat him out of one hundred and twenty bucks just because she was tape happy and he was the fall guy. He. would keep that appointment with Jim again tonight; and show her who had the best insurance policy.
He figured his remaining cash torn the original forty and his last night's piano tips and it wasn't much. But it would do. He bought a small flight bag; two white, shirts, some socks, underwear, and toothpaste and a toothbrush. He then went and had a big steak. The Japanese sukiyaki and five aspirins had left nothing but an empty cavern in his stomach.
Then he got in his MG and drove out to car dealer, Warner told himself that sometimes the opportunity comes to a man to do something, and he better be ready to grab at-it. He hated to get rid of the little bomb, but he parked and collected the papers out of the glove compartment. He got out and handed the papers to the man. Just like that.
"Three hundred is all she's worth," the dealer said.
"Pay me in cash," Warner said.
The dealer got in, drove the MG around back while Nathan cooled his heels, came back and gave him the cash. He transferred the papers to the dealer, then went across the street to a brand had a quick bourbon while he Collected his thoughts.
Suddenly, he wanted to see Nancy, to find out just what she could do for him with Weindorf, the producer.. But first, he had to collect his dough
plus interest from the Empress. He'd already made up his mind to go on her trip with her.
He got up and walked to a corner drugstore and got an envelope and stamps, then came back to the neighborhood bar for another bourbon. He borrowed a piece of paper from the bartender and wrote on it: "Darling, hope you heard the good news from the answering service. Production man going back up to Hollywood will mail this for me today. Here's $300. My advance. Please pay rent, get groceries, and sit tight. Set up the deal with Weindorf. Some way for me to meet him. See you sometime. Save that dinner for me."
He addressed the envelope to Nancy at the apartment. At least that ought to make her feel better, and the setup for Weindorf could be his break at last. He added a PS: "I'll come when I can. Love you." He signed it, "Man in Mexico."
Two hours later, Nathan Warner sat behind the wheel of the big black rental chariot. Empress was decked out in sweater and slacks, sitting close beside him. She didn't have her Oriental look on today, but he called her "Empress" just the same. He drove fast, out of L.A., whipping the hones and watching the rear-view mirror.
Destination: New resort in the desert, twenty five miles northeast of Phoenix, Arizona. Paulette had the propaganda folders and the reservation spread out In her lap. The place was a new
super-duper resort hotel, complete with gardens schmaltz, pile carpets, paneled club room, barn, and a stable for horses. Lots were for sale, and that was part of the reason Paulette wanted to go see the place. He learned from her that some of her husband's business contacts had told her about the glories of Arizona living as opposed to the smog and winds of Los. Angeles, or the hot humidity of Houston, Texas.
Paulette said she liked to travel at night. They drove along. sometimes talking, sometimes listening to the radio, until shortly after midnight they spotted a motel with a truck-stop restaurant open nearby, and they pulled in. They. went over for food after checking into a dingy motel room. Paulette wore stretch pants and sweater. She bad her hair done up on her head, and her makeup was light; Truck drivers and tourists eyed them and he was glad she looked like something instead of forty.
He paid for the food tab directly from the one-twenty he had in his inside coat pocket. The moment he opened her Beverly Hilton suite room, she'd handed it to him and he hadn't said a word, just put it in his pocket. They went back to the motel and Paulette told him to go to bed, that she would take a bath. That suited Nathan since he was tired from the drive.
As soon as Paulette get into the small bathroom, he pulled all the bills out of his coat pocket, put them in a sock, then hid the sock in the small flight
bag. If she wanted to play the I.O.U. game, at least she'd have to search, he had decided.
Nathan drifted off to sleep, hoping that tonight wasn't a night for tape. He felt Paulette crawl in beside him. All night long he could feel her squeezing him now and again. Once, when she woke up, he thought duty was imminent. But she was just in a lovey-dovey mood. He had, never seen her in early morning without her warpaint. He turned her face over to him. It was morning, but she still was asleep. He silently wished he hadn't taken such a close look. There was something naked about her. Her eyes were closed. Her skin was pasty cream. She needed sun. It gave her an expression of ghost-like unreality. She looked forty now or more. But it wasn't the age that made the difference. It was a sallowness beneath the natural dark complexion of her skin.
One thing Nathan knew about these kind of women; there was hardly any middle-age. They were beautiful, then all of a sudden they disintegrated into pudgy, oily-skinned grandmothers. Paulette wasn't leather-skinned yet.
Nathan hopped out of bed and went to the bathroom. When he finished, she was sitting up in bed, yawning and stretching. Her tits were bare and sagging. She didn't seem to care any more. She held her arms up for him to come to her. Her lips met his. While they kissed, she rubbed him tenderly.
"Oh, poor Nathan," she said playfully, "did it hurt when Paulette pinched you, dear?" She rolled
over and giggled, then put her hands over her face. At times, Paulette could act like a teenage girl. "I'd hate for your handsome face tote scarred up, but I wouldn't mind about the rest of you too much."
"Nuts to you, sugar blossom!" he said. "You know damn well nothing's going to happen to my face. That's my. future. I'm going to be a star because of my face."
He searched for a cigarette, got his kit and went into the bathroom and shaved. She watched him for along moment, her eyes alone unsmiling.
"Let's hit the road," he called out to her. He towered and came out dressed
"I'll check the map while you're dressing," he
told her.
He scooped, up his bills from the sock and put them back in his coat pocket. Suddenly, he noticed the wealth of South Africa lying on the bedside table. This was the first time he had known Paulette to take off the stone. She was still in the bathroom. He kept looking at it, trying to count the carats. He looked again. That was all.
That was the morning he found out it took Paulette. two hours to put on her mask. He waited and smoked coffin nails, one right after the other; He checked the maps. For a while the booklets on the resort held bis interest. He wondered if Paulette was really serious about building a house out there. No doubt she had the money.
He wanted a cup of coffee. "Look here,
Empress, he called out to her; "I'm going for a cup of coffee, I'll bring you one if you like."
"I don't want to stay alone, she said, her voice full of petulance.
Well, a man had to take a stand sometime, Nathan decided.
"Sugar, I didn't ask you if you wanted to stay alone. I asked you did you want a cup of coffee?"
"No!" Short and sweet.
"When you finish, come to the restaurant and get me and I'll put the bags in the car."
No reply.
"Do you think you can get the waxworks on before noon?" he called back sarcastically. He knew he shouldn't have said that, but she was acting like a big baby. He heard the washbasin water go on full flow. Funny how women could use such subtleties to voice their emotions rather than spoken words, he thought, glad that she couldn't hear him now. He slammed the door and went for coffee.
While he sat in the small restaurant watching the time pass and people come and go, lie got to thinking about the money he had remaining. He hopped up and bought one of those laugh cards because it had art envelope. He winked at. the cashier and asked her to do him a favor. He got her to address the card for him… to hiniseif at Nancy's apartment.
Then he went back to his bar stool and slipped one hundred dollars into the fold-over of the. card inside. He sealed it. Nancy would get it and take it to be just a card from somebody to him. She'd probably figure somebody was sending him money
owed him. He couldn't lose. He bought two thirteen-cent stamps from the machine, pasted them on, and gave the letter to the cashier to mail for him.
"You only need one stamp, sir," she said.
"I know. Just putting the other one on for insurance," he replied.
It got to be twelve o'clock, and Nathan paid his coffee tab. He left the cashier a fifty-cent tip. She learned he walked back over to the motel ready to hop all over Paulette. Rich woman or not, she could act a little less like a bitch. He found her sitting in the front seat of the black caddy, all sweetness and smiling. The bags were already in the car.
"I've been waiting," she said.
"Why didn't you call me?"
"It is not feminine to impose upon a man besides, you were busy talking to the cashier."
Be bitchy, damn you, he wanted to say. But what the hell? He leaned ever and gently pinched her chin, wondering how much she'd seen. "Lovely, love1y, he said. "How sweet you are. A real queen!" He got in and headed the big Detroit chariot toward Phoenix; He tramped on the gas, anxious to get there.
Paulette had not forgotten ter dug. It was flashing in his eyes. All the way to Phoenix taking the remainder of the afternoon, she sat well over on her portion of the front seat. She was mostly silent, looking at the changing terrain, and once.
dozing in the sun. Her lips were still pouty. But each time Nathan started to say something to her, he would glance down at the ring and think twice.
But he kept thinking about Nancy and the deal she might get him with Weindorf, the producer. Just one good role was all he needed. Just one good role, and his own good looks would do. the rest.
An empty, nagging feeling settled itt the pit of his stomach; it told him he should be there with Nancy, coaching and directing her in the part she had to play with Weindorf. The more he thought about it the more he realized he was creating doubts in his own mind that weren't there before. Nancy had done a great job so far, and he wasn't even aware of what she was doing. She'd do all right on her own, he decided. After all, wasn't she in love with him?
Then he felt Paulette's hand come to rest on his leg and he snapped out of his private thoughts. He was back to the Empress and the here and now of her teasing fingers, as they strummed a tune on his inner thigh just below his cock. When he felt her fingers working at the zipper to his pants, his foot eased off the gas to bring the Caddy back to the legal speed limit and he fixed his eyes on the road, pretending not to notice. It didn't bother him that his cock sprang out of his pants stiff and hard, contradicting his indifferent attitude.
Paulette stroked the big prick that jutted out of his pants. She, too, remained silent, but she had a devilish grin on her face. And after a few more
strokes she loweredher lips to tlw purplish knob of his cock and sipped at the drop of cream oozing from the eye of it. By the time they got to Phoenix, she was sucking the last of his cum from his cock.



CHAPTER TWELVE


Nathan Warner sat propped up in bed on new pillows, sipping a bourbon and soda, and he laughed all to himself. Oh, but it was great! Carefree Inn, Arizona; the sun by day, whiskey unlimited by night and day; Paulette's petulance now and then; and tape on the wrists and ankles anytime.
Nathan had never asked questions. He accepted whatever she wanted to dish out in the way of information. This was the way he had decided to play the game. But she had not broken and he still knew damn little. However, halfway through the two-pound Arizona cut, he decided to break his own rule. He decided to do some asking for a change.
"Empress, sweetheart," he said, while she nibbled at her steak. "I'm a wage earning man, and you know there are things like rent, utilities, etc., back in Hollywood to be met. Who sends back the bacon?"
She looked at him for a moment, getting it all settled. "Do you need some money, darling?" she asked, all sweetness., her voice tinged with the right amount of disdain for the subject of money.
"I didn't want to trouble you, darling!" he said, just as sweet.
"How much money do. you need?" Just like that.
"How much am. I allowed?"
"Dear, do you have an apartment alone?"
He saw that coming. What did she take him for anyway? He knew better than to stand up in a canoe, or tell one woman he was shacking with another.
"I have to share my apartment with an old Army buddy. We split the rent in order to get by. I'd be ashamed for you to see it."
"Don't you have a girl?" she asked softly.
"You know me better than that. Sure I do. You,
Empress."
She started looking all twinkly and happy. There was no difference in women, Nathan thought. They would believe what they wanted you to tell them.
"Is your mind made up to become an actor?" she asked
"I don't mind being your driver, Empress."
"Please do not say so unless you mean it" There was something, strange and hard about her words.
"I mean it,"The said without flinching.
She sat there toying with the steak, her eyes downcast. The widow was almost beautiful there in the dim light of the steak place. She must have really been sharp when she was young But he kept remembering her in the morning without her wax face.
She raised her eyes and looked at hint. "I want you, Nathan."
"You have me, sweetheart."
"No I don't," she said. "But I will." There went that chill down his.sprne. He now knew something he had been putting off; Paulette had gone for him hard. He could tell she was
serious; yet he wanted to play it coot and right. He needed the dough, and to him, Paulette was no different from any other broad he'd slept with except in termsof cash.
Driving back to the luxury of Carefree Inn
Paulette snuggled close to his shoulder and said to him, "Darling, I know you must pay bills. Would five hundred cover part of them?"
"It'd be a damn good start, honey," he said. He had deliverately avoided mentioning money again, just to see what she would do.
"You can send it tomorrow. I'll give you some travelers' checks. When you do, write to your friend and tell him that you're giving up the apartment."
Now Nathan was surprised, but he tried hard to avoid showing it. "You really want me to, darling?"
"Yes. I know you feel a responsibility for your friend. But give him plenty of notice."
"What about my things?"
"You can pick them up sometime."
"Well! Now that that is settled, may I ask two questions? First, how long will we be out here riding the range? Second, just where do you plan to stable me?" He had to play it cool. The five hundred was just about what he had been aiming to ask for as a starter.
"The answer to both questions can wait until tomorrow." She leaned over and kissed his cheek. "I love you," she said. "Do you love me?"
"The answer to that can wait until we get back to the room, then I'll tell you."
She was happy with that. He decided he would lay it on good once they got back. For five hundred bucks, he could tell her he loved her, easy.
"Darling, I want tonight to be special," she
whispered gently.
"Empress, whatever you want you get!"
It was special all right, he later found out. It was nearly dawn when they finished.
The suites were furnished with beds that had real honest-to-goodness bedposts. Period furniture. After she got the tape on good and proper and wrapped it arouhd the bedposts, Paulette started by tickling and massaging his naked body. Then she got to lightly spanking his thighs and pelvis with the strap. "Let, up, Empress," he said. "You're hurting me!"
Please let me," she begged. "I love to make love to you!"
She started in again. Nathan. knew now for sure. The gal had it bad, and he could see the passion cover her eyes. She had her mouth open, and was already in a state of ecstasy. He'd already decided that he would endure. Maybe there was at least another five hundred from where the one promised came. Finally he could not help it. He really jerked against the tape,
but it could not be jerked loose.
When she saw him struggling, she eased up and went back to massaging his body and kissing him. He stopped pulling against the tape. God, he thought, what a freak!
It was near dawn when she finally finished and took the tape off his arms. He got up; showered, and brushed his teeth. That bitch! His wrists and ankles were sore from the tape. He showed then to her accusingly. She rubbed them, gently clucking.
"Poor Nathan," she said. "Do I hurt you so?"
He got a cigarette and sat down. He wanted to discuss it with her, but didn't know how to put it. He had little use for head-shrinkers, he was thinking, but this was something that had him perplexed. He always figured as long as he heard the right chords when it came to sex, he didn't care what kind of hangups the piece of ass of the moment had.
He decided to let the conversation go for a few minutes. He had a few hangups of his own to take care of right now; He wanted to fuck her. An ecstatic whimper of eagerness fled her lips when she saw what he had in mind, and she pulled her knees wide apart, placed a forefinger along eithet side of her cunt, spreading her cunt-lips as he lowered his weight into the cradle of her upraised thighs.
He had never known any female to accept the male prick into her cunt with the demonstrative willingness of Paulette Du Bois. The instant his cock-head kissed the fiery flesh of her waiting pussy, animal heat began flushing upward from her in forceful waves. His cock penetrated a thin moment, and a half-whispered scream sounded from her lips, like she was fucking for the first time! Her thighs jerked against his hips and her face screwed into a mask of passion. He hadn't managed a half-dozen strokes before her maniac movements told him she was again in orgasm.
He eased forward in a single gliding thrust that sent the full length of his cock into the juicy hotness of her fuck-hole. Her half scream became a
banshee wail of feverish joy, and with arms and legs she seized him, clamlike, found his mouth and
slithered the pink length of her tongue between his ps.
At once he began to steadily fuck into her, hunching his cock smoothly into her cunt, then adding that extra, forceful hunch that drove his prick shaft with firm pressure against her clitoris. Each of these knocked small puffing grunts from deep inside her, sounds that became desperate cries of animal lust when their lips parted. On his twelfth stroke her cunt muscles attacked his invading cock and clamped around it firmly. Her next orgasm struck with mighty force, and for a space Paulette Du Bois became a mewling, screaming, clawing fiend bent on using her fiery cunt as a tool to break off Nathan's cock.
She bucked, heaved, and raked his head back with her nails, eyes rolling wildly as she chewed her tongue, the hot jets of his first come spurting into her cunt arid adding fuel to her wild display. A deluge of feminine noises bubbled from her throat, passed lips that formed odd, unnatural shapes. About the entangled couple the air hung heavy with. the strong smell of jizz and cunt juice.
"Ohbh, ohhhh, fuck me, fuck me!" she murmured against his tongue. Paulette yelped like a lunatic, up off the bed with. her ass, dancing outrageous dance. She coiled small, stretched big… and came and… and came. His prick stuck deep in her cunt, soaking in the hot bath of
their mingled juices,
Then Nathan turned her about until she was kneeling on her hands, exposing her meaty rump. The globes of her ass were taut and smooth and a little sweaty, snow white and raised to his prick. He drew them apart in a manner one separates a peeled orange in halves, and he paused for a~ moment to watch the tight pucker of her ass-hole. Nathan poked it with a finger. It blinked furiously in protest.
Paulette spread her knees just a littic more, waiting for him. She angled her thighs farther apart and grunted when he poked her in the ass-hole with his finger again. Then he put the tip of his finger at the very center of her winking pucker and pressed. Paulette winced and strained at it,, and suddenly it popped inside. Nathan began moving it around in her skiff er, expanding it, then working it in and out in preparation for what was to follow. Paulette was wiggling her hips and mumbling, shivering in anticipation as Nathan moved in. behind her.
She lowered her head ta rest on her forearms and said, "Fuck me there, love!"
Nathan inched forward until the knob of his cock found the narrow cleavage of her butt-cheeks. She took hold of his prick by reaching down between her thighs and then she stationed the blunt end of meat squarely against her ass-hole. Nathan gripped her firmly by the hips, then slowly and firmly applied pressure with his hips and Paulette gave out an explosive grunt when his knob popped through the tightly puckered ring of her shitter.
He exploded in her butt-passage in raw gushes and Paulette was crying real tears. Nathan clawed at the soft flesh of her ass, and he knew Paulette was coming until she wanted to die from it!
Nathan lost interest. At this point he never cared any more. He thought again about the questions he wanted to ask her. After they lay entangled and got their breath back, he turned her over. He cleared his throat, about to whisper. Paulette started telling him something before he had a chance to phrase the matter in a way in which he could talk about it. What she said took him by surprise.
"Dear, I wanted you so much tonight," she said, "because I won't be in the same room with you for several days."
He was puzzled and showed it. She got up, pulled on a robe and made a production out of explaining.
"Darling, I'm going to have a guest, and it'll be improper for us to stay in the same room," she said.
"Another man?" He couldn't think anything else but that. He didn't want any man cutting in on the cash. He bristled and it was a lucky stroke. Paulette thought he was jealous. She hugged and kissed him for it.
"No, dear. It's not a man. I have no man but you. It's my daughter. She'll spend a few days wit me," she revealed.
"Well," he said. "I'm very surprised. Your daughter, huh? Want me to return to Hollywood?"
"No you'll move to another hotel. I've already arranged it."
"Fine, he said, trying to outguess her and be cooperative at the same time. "Where?"
"Scottsdale!"
"How long will your daughter be here?".
"Four days"
"Is she coming from Houston?"
"No, from her school in Iowa: She's a student at the University of Iowa."
He had automatically imagined her daughter to be a teenager, perhaps attending some exclusive school So he naturally wanted to know more. He could see the motherhood tears behind her eyes, and he was trying to figure this new angle. It was the first he knew about a daughter.
"Go on, baby," he said, "and tell me about it."
Any more children?"
"No. Only one. I haven't even seen my daughter in fifteen years. Not since she was five. years old."
It didn't take Nathan long to find out she had needed she could talk to. The story tumbled out from there on, and he finished without interrupting her.
"Her father was an Australian. I was married once before. I don't like to remember it. We met and married in Houston. We didn't have much then. We had some trouble, and finally we got a divorce. He got our daughter and went home and married Australian girl."
Probably got tired of the tape, Nathan thought. Then another thought struck him maybe the Aussie was the one who started it. He kept quiet,
though, so Paulette could talk it out of her system. "I was working in a cabaret at the time, working very hard to study and earn money to get out of my background. I'm Mexican in part, and he could never forget that. It made no difference to my second husband; he was a nice man. But we broke up. I really intended to keep my daughter, but I couldn't work and look after her, too. I put her in a home for children. At the time of our divorce, he managed to get her and when he left for Australia, he took our child. I could do nothing. Later, I married my husband, who was already well on his way to success with Ranchland Oil. He was twenty years older than I."
"And you haven't seen you daughter since?"
"No." She cried a little. Nathan supposed it was a normal emotion, but he couldn't imagine Paulette caring one whit one way or the other about the child. Her tears seemed incongruous.
"I've sent money to my daughter and have written over the years to her. She's a good child, and has always answered."'
"What about the father?"
"He was a good man, I think, deep in his soul. At least he didn't try to keep me from contacting her. He swore I couldn't see her until she was grown.
''How come she's in the United States?''
"He'd gone to the University of Iowa, and he sent her to his school."
"How is it that you're meeting her here?'
"I've decided to build my permanent home here
in Arizona and I want her to visit here. I want to show her the place. Perhaps she'll come
and live with me. Since I have no other children, I'll leave my money to her."
God, you are mixed up, Nathan wanted to say. But he couldn't blame her for hoping. He was damn curious all of a sudden about this Australian daughter.
She looked at him all funny for a moment, then reverted to a giggly state. "Nathan, can I trust you away from me?"
"Of course you can, little girl "Will you be true?"
"You know I will."
"If you don't, I will not forgive you." There was a cold ring to her tones that sent a momentary chill up his spine.
He changed the subject. He was sleepy and fed up with her coquettishness. "Look here, sweetheart," he said, "I've got an idea. I can be your chauffeur."
"Oh; I don't want her to suspect me."
"Empress, I'm an actor he.said. "Remember?
It would be a good thing. Listen, I can get a cab, drive you to the airport, drive you around. You can impress her; see? Honest, sugar. I can carry it off so well that she'll never suspect a thing."
Poor Paulette, he thought. She was torn between several emotions. She wanted to keep an eye on him. She didn't want her daughter to know about her lover. He could see she was trying to make up her mind.
"My daughter must never know."
"I'll act my part like it was an Academy Award performance. You do the same. She'll never know."
"Darling, I love you for this," Paulette said to him. "Thanks for everything."
"That's why I'm here, Paulette. For your sake."
She was all over him again, hugging and kissing him. He turned off the light and dropped off to sleep. She had a call in for eleven.
She let him sleep until one and by that time she was dressed. He showered and shaved in no time, and they went down to the lobby. He waited while she cashed her travelers checks for him. When he counted it in the men's room, it was six hundred. The widow could be generous when she wanted to, he saw.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


Nathan found himself pacing the floor of his new hotel room, sipping a bourbon and soda and going over the events of the day. He couldn't explain the uneasy feeling in the pit of his stomach, or the sudden burst of nervous energy. Everything had come off just fine at the airport They picked up Paulette's daughter in a rented
taxi, with Nathan behind the wheel, and he had played his part to perfection. The girl was more impressed with his good looks than the tour they gave her, but Nathan handled that with finesse, too. He was polite and friendly toward the girl, carefully avoiding anything that might make Paulette the least bit jealous.
It was a bad arrangement, he decided. He didn't like being separated from the Empress like this. He didn't like eating alone, or, for that matter, sleeping alone. And what was so terrible about her daughter finding out she had a boy friend? The kid probably was shacked up with someone at school herself, he thought with growing anger.
Then it occurred to him that Cassandra's flirtations and open passes during the day may have gotten Paulette jealous anyway. She had been extremely cool but that was part of their plan. Now he had his doubts about whether she was acting or not. For all he knew, the twenty-year-old girl may have driven a wedge between him and Paulette and there was no way of finding out until she left, which was just wasted time as far as Nathan was concerned. Everything was getting complicated, he thought as he poured more bourbon over the ice and soda left in his glass.
It was almost midnight and he was thoroughly dIsgusted with the turn of events and how he had handled them. He knew now that he should have insisted on returning to Hollywood when she first told him they were going to be separated like this.
Paulette suddenly awoke and found Cassy missing, this would be the first place she'd look. "Look,
over something like this. So why don't you go on back to your mother?"
"My, my. Your cock is as handsome as your face," she said with a sigh, dropping her coat to the floor and moving towards him with catlike grace. "And while you're telling me to leave, your cock is begging me to stay."
He couldn't argue that point. The minute she opened the front of her coat his cock snapped to a full-size hard-on. And Cassy was just what he had imagined Paulette to look like when she was young petite and beautiful. Her size made her look younger than her twenty years, perhaps fifteen, and it really turned him on!
"Mmmmm… I could eat you alive," she purred, not taking her eyes from the ballooning head of his cock. "But I'm not sure if you're angry or not..
"Shit! It's not you, Cassy. It's the fuckin job I'm worried about. I had a hell of a time convincing your mother I could handle the job and you want me to blow it just like that!"
"No I don't! I want to blow you just like that!"
Without another word she swooped down and
kissed the tip of his cock, sipping away the drop of cream that oozed from the eye of it. The her lips were slithering down the length of it, kissing his cock and balls with a feverish urgency. She was on her knees then and her small mouth opened to breathe heat and moistness around the throbbing prick.
Nathan remained motionless, watching her eagerly attack the meal jutting ut from between his legs. Sonofabitek! he told himself. This kid is cock-hungry!
His right hand dropped down wider her chin and he pried her mouth open with his thumb – in her cheek, then slipped the head of his cock to the waiting entrance. Her lips stretched around the thick knob like a tight rubber band as be fed the cock into the heat and moistness of her sucking mouth.
"Mmmmmm…aaaahhhh," she purred over and over, as the thick shaft of meat slid along the length of her tongue to the back of her throat.
Nathan just wanted her pretty face devour his prick; enjoying the snug fit of her lips around it. He felt her small hand wiggle between his legs to cup his aching balls. Then a slender finger searched the crack of his ass for his ass-hole an toyed at that for a while before forcing her finger into the tight tunnel.
"Mmmmm…I love it!" she screeched, letting his cock slip from her mouth momentarily, but quickly recovering it and bobbing up and down on it again.
The juices were already boiling in his, balls and he knew it wouldn't be long before he emptied the load down her throat. But his mind was thinking past that moment of delight to what he was going to do next.
"Suck it hard, baby, cause I'm gonna fuck your ass off when you're finished!"
"Nnnnnnngggghhhh!" she cried, sucking his cock with a frenzy as her little ass wagged in anticipation.
"I'll bet that little cunt of yours is twice as tight as your lips.., and I'm gonna stretch it to fit my cock, baby. Just you wait and see!"
Cassy's head bobbed up and down faster and faster on his glistening cock. His threats only increased her desire to see if he would carry them out. When his strong hands clamped together behind her head, she knew he was about ready to come. She was delirious with excitement and didn't seem to notice that he was gagging her as he forced his thick cock farther down her throat.
For one brief moment, Nathan thought about Paulette her mother and rammed his cock harder into her mouth. That was for the tape on the ankles and wrists! His cock spit its first load of cream down her throat, causing Cassy to choke and gag as she tried to swallow as fast as it gushed out of his huge prick. That was for the strap treatment on the thighs! And all the time his cock was spitting cum down her throat, her finger was up his ass-hole, as though she was forcing it out from the back. He like the sensation. Then when
he fired the hot jizz down her throat, she popped her finger out suddenly.
"WOW!" he jasped at the surprise vacuum it created
"Nnggghhh… Good," she said with a gurgling sound froth the fuck-cream in her nibuth. Then licking the excess from her lips, added, "Gorgeous cock. Mrnmmmm… so big and salty."
"When you snapped your finger out of my asshole, I thought my balls were being sucked up into my belly!" he said with a laugh.
"Come on," she said, pulling him by the arm to the bed. "Now I want that handsome face of yours between my legs. It's your turn to eat me!"
"I told you I was going to fuck you, not eat you."
"You can fuck me after you eat me!"
She was as hot as a two-dollar pistol, Nathan decided as he pretended to be reluctant about satisfying her wish. If her mother finds out, he told himself with a sigh, this could be one hell of an expensive piece of ass!
"You act as though you're timid about tongue-fucking" she teased. "Try-it…you'll like
it!"
"Okay. I'll try anything once," he sighed, feeling as though he was giving another of his great. performances. At least his audience if one was convinced. he told himself proudly.
"Too much!" Cassy screeched, spreading her legs wide as Nathan crawled up the bed between them. "My first virgin mouth! Too much!"
He slid his hands over her young, well-turned legs, up over her hips and sides to the small, but perfectly shaped tits. It was all part of his act to convince her he was still reluctant to get down to the task of licking her pussy. Then he drew his' hands slowly down her sides to her hips, slipped them under her ass and squeezed those hard balls of flesh.
"You're driving me insane," Cassy cooed, lifting her ass even farther off the bed to offer hint the meal between her legs. "Please, Nathan. kiss my cunt. I'li die if you don't. PleaseT'
"More, lover, more!" she cried, squirming and rolling her hips to butter his mouth with the juices seeping from her cunt.
Then she reached down with both hands, swept aside the cunt-hairs and parted the moist, pink labes for him with her fingers, so excited now, she was prepared to come on his closed mo4th. His big finger was boring into her tight little ass-hole, but she didn't pay any attention to that, concerned only with his mouth and how it would feel on her longing cunt. Her eyes were wide, watching with anticipation as his handsome face lowered to the steaming heat of her pussy again. This time she got
her legs over his shoulders and got ready to clamp his mouth at her drooling cunt.
Nathan kept his lips together until they touched the soft, moist cunt-lips. Then he opened his mouth wide and liqiced his tongue over the weeping slit, followed by a deep plunge into her
She screamed and cried, releasing the flood of her pent-up orgasm on his snaking tongue. Another orgasm followed the first as his tongue swept around the walls of her cunt and whipped delightfully in the depths of her hole. Then his finger popped out of her ass-hole and she
wild with excitement, clamping his mouth to her cunt and feeling his tongue dart in and out with a familiar fucking rhythm. She answered the slippery serpent with another flush of twat-juice.
"Mmmmm… she finally purred. "You lied to me. That tongue is too talented to be a
.."I never said it was," Nathan answered with a grin, bringing his throbbing cock to the slit just occupied by his tongue.
"Well, the next time I'll know better and get a real tongue-job." she sighed, feeling the blunt knob of his cock penetrating the saliva-soaked lips of her pussy. "Mmmmm… I can just imagine how it feels slithering up my ass-hole…"
Nathan grinned down at her as he fed her the length of his ballooning cock into the tight sleeve of her cunt. She had a small snatch, just like her mother, he noted. Animal-lust sounds escaped from deep in her throat as his thick meat sank deeper into
her
fuck-hole.
"How would you like my cock up your ass-hole?" he offered in jest.
"Oooowwww… you say the nicest things!" she purred back. "Lick my tits, Nathan. I want to see that tongue of yours in action. I'm so glad I found you tonight."
Her nipples were hard and quivering even before his tongue slithered tip-toe and teasing around them. Chills ran up and down her spine as he sopped and licked and sucked at the tips of her aching tits, while his cock pistoned lazily in and out of her cunt.
That's when Nathan Warner felt the first sting of a strap on the bottom of his ass, just above his balls. It was followed by another and another on his ass and inner thighs.
"Sonofabitch of a bastard!" Paulette hissed with each whip of the strap on his exposed flesh.
The pain was real, but instead of quenching the lust in his cock, it sent him into a frantic, urgent need to empty his balls into Cassy's equally tormented cunt. It was weird Nathan thought as their bodies heaved and convulsed to the tempo of Paulette's slapping strap.
With each sting of the strap on his ass, his cock puffed up even bigger inside Cassy's milking, sucking cunt. The girl was gurgling sounds of ecstasy deep in her throat, as her orgasms rolled on and on like waves on the beach. His cock felt like it was going to burst like a pricked balloon, without freeing the backed-up flood of hot juices in his
tight aching, screaming balls. The agony of it all was becoming unbearable…when Paulette's hand suddenly seized a fistful of his ass flesh in an attempt to spread the cheeks so she could whip his nuts, and it triggered the explosion in his balls when her finger accidentally dug into his ass-hole.
"AAAHHHHHH!" he bellowed when the first was of cum cleared the eye of his cock.
"Nnnnnggghhhh! Ahhhhh…YEAH!" The remainder of his load fired easily, deliciously into the velvet softness of Cassy's mushy cunt.
Nathan slowly rolled off Cassy to see what Paulette was up to. And it was the damnedest thing he'd ever seen. She was slumped on the floor next to the bed, with her hand tucked inside her slacks-masturbating!
It was nearly dawn when Nathan's flight touched down in L.A. He felt refreshed form the short nap on the plane and rolled down the window in the taxi for the trip to Nancy's apartment.
The early morning air was invigorating like a cold shower as it blew in his face.
Without saying a word, he showered, dressed and walked out on Paulette and Cassy. Fuck that shit! He told himself. There was still over five hundred dollars in his wallet and another hundred in an envelope at the apartment, he figured. And he was caught up with his bill for the month. Why stick around to listen to the Empress bitch about
what happened? Besides, he told himself, if she still wanted to get in touch with him, she could simply call the Mon Cherie and get his answering service number from Buck Pappas.
It was just a matter of good business, he told himself. If he had stayed and begged for forgiveness, the cash flow would have been small. If she came to him, it would cost her plenty now, as well as her pride.
He wanted to slip into the apartment without waking Nancy, just to avoid all the questions he knew she'd fire at him. But he was no sooner in the apartment than Nancy appeared at the door to the bedroom naked from head to toe. As fucked out as he was from Cassy, the sight of her luscious, full body set off sparks in his balls.
"Nathan!" Nancy cried and in the next instant was all over him, smothering him with kisses and pressing her naked flesh against him.
"It's good to be home, baby," he said in all honesty. "You'll never know how much I missed you."
And she wouldn't, because he fed her a straight diet of lies in answer to all her questions. It was easier than he expected, since she wanted to believe everything he told her about his part in the picture.
"Baby, my ass and legs are all raw from riding that fuckin' horse during yesterday's shooting session."
"I can't wait to see the picture, sweetheart. How long do you think it will take before it's released?"
"Who knows?"But don't hold your breath. It's a television pilot and may never be sold."
"Were..there…did…you…damn!" she moaned, pressing her cunt mound against his groin. "Did you have a girl?
"Would I grab my pay and catch the first flight back to you if there was?"
"Ohhhh, Nathan," she purred.
Suddenly it was Nancy's turn to help him, the. way he had helped her when she first arrived in Hollywood. And she began by helping him undress. Then she kissed and licked the welts on his and inner thighs, to help ease the discomfort. Her tongue slithered up his thighs to the crack of his ass and painted its soothing saliva there, too. Up his ass-hole next, just to be sure she didn't miss any soreness and knowing how it drove him wild.
"Oh, Nathan!" she cried. "I can't wait any longer, I'm sorry… but I want you to fuck me.. I've got to have your cock in me before I can do anything else."
Without saying a word, he pulled her onto the bed beside him and got on top of her, maneuvering his cock into the mouth of her oozing cunt. Nancy felt the thitk, juicy meat glide deep into her drooling hole, filling very twitchinginch of ha. Then his open mouth covered hers and his tongue filled that cavity, while his hands squeezed her aching tits.
Nancy went wild with the tempo of his tongue in – cock-out, cock-in, tongue out rhythm.
with his hips pounding and slapping against her
moist creamy flesh… faster and faster. She was going senseless with the burning feel of his huge cock hammering into her cunt like this and loving how wildly happy it made her. It was impossible to concentrate, but deep down she knew she had to hold back the flood of juices.
Finally his cock stuck deep in the heart of her clinging cunt and he whispered, "I'm coming…
They remained motionless, breathless and silent then. She felt the stiffness seep out of his cock and slowly slip from the drenched confines of her cunt. And just as she was about to help him roll over next to her on the bed, Nathan began to move on his own. He moved down to kiss her tits; moved farther down her stomach to a squatting position between her legs; then moved his mouth to her cunt.
"Oh, sweetheart, I love you," she gasped. "But I have to tell you something. Weindorf, the producer honey… well, he gave me the part in his next movie. It's a good part… Are you listening, Nathan? I got the part! But.., but you missed the chance to meet him, sweetheart. He got someone else..
Nathan wanted to tell her he didn't give a shit.
He wanted to tell her he was happy just being with a real woman again. That he wanted her and needed her. But it was impossible at the moment. His tongue was up her cunt whispering sweet nothings to her brain.
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