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CHAPTER ONE


"Call for you, Mr. Harrison," the secretary's voice crackled over the phone. "It's Mr. Walden at W.C. Enterprises…"
"I don't want to talk to him now," Nick Harrison replied.
"But he said…"
"I don't care. Just tell him I'm in conference."
"Anything you say, Nick."
Sally Lewis had two voices. One was business like, monotone, emotionless. This is the voice she used most often when talking to Nick Harrison and other executives at the advertising agency. But she had a second voice, softer, sexier, punctuated by chuckles and giggles. It was this voice she sometimes used for Nick Harrison. And it was the voice she was using now.
"Busy, Nick?"
"Not at all," he replied into the telephone. "I was just sitting here daydreaming, in fact."
"Oh?" Sally Lewis' voice was even softer now. "About what, may I ask?"
"About…" Nick was about to say "Julie Connors". He had indeed been sitting at his desk thinking about his fiancee. Or more precisely, about his fiancee's luscious ass and the way it moved under her form-fitting slacks. But instead, Nick smiled and whispered into the phone: "About pussy."
"Oh, Nick," Sally giggled. "Whose?"
"Guess."
"Oh-oh, I forgot Walden…"
Nick heard the click on the line and hung up his phone. He had to laugh. Sally always got a kick out of the way he spoke to her on the phone. If anyone else at the agency knew about him and his secretary's dallying, it could mean trouble. Especially for an executive who happened to be engaged to the boss's daughter.
But Nick had always been more than careful with Sally. No one in the agency had the slightest idea that Nick was fooling around with his secretary, and he'd made the decision not to play around with her anymore, now that his wedding to Julie Connors was approaching.
But now that he sat back in his leather chair and let his eyes wander over the skyline view from his window, that decision looked questionable. He tried to think again of Julie's delectable ass, but instead he found himself dreaming of Sally Lewis' wet, spicy cunt. Suddenly Nick realized his cock was stiff and twisted in his snug briefs.
He shifted on the chair and adjusted his prick for more comfort. Yes, Sally was a sexy little piece. He could picture her soft brown hair falling over his thighs while she sucked on his prick, he could picture her firm, slightly pointed tits wobbling in front of his eyes, her green eyes filmy with lust as he ate her, her brown-fringed cunt oozing with lust as he twirled his finger inside her. She was sexy, and horny. It often drove him crazy to know that a few feet away, on the other side of his office door, sat a young woman who would be only too eager to satisfy him, any time he wanted her. And he had to restrain himself to protect his marriage-to-be.
But today was slow, most of the other executives were still out to lunch. Nick whirled around in his chair with half a mind to return to his paperwork. Then he was struck by an idea.
He grinned to himself. Yes, it was risky, it always is risky when you dip your pen into the company inkwell. But what the hell, he and Sally had never been caught before. And he had a hard-on a cat couldn't bite. True, he was supposed to see Julie that night. But that didn't mean he would find satisfaction with her, or find anything at all. Julie liked sex, but only when she wanted it. And besides, his date with Julie was still hours away. And when Nick Harrison had a hard-on, he didn't like to wait for hours.
Nick picked up his phone and dialed one digit to reach his secretary.
"Hello, Sally. Could you do me a favor?"
"Yes, Mr. Harrison." Miss Lewis was using her business voice.
"Go down to the archives and get me the material on the Caldwell account, please."
"Yes, Mr. Harrison."
"I'm leaving my office for a while so just keep the material on your desk until I get back."
"Okay, Mr. Harrison." Sally suddenly switched voices. "Still daydreaming?"
"Not really," Nick laughed.
"I was daydreaming too, Nick," Sally said softly…
"About what?"
"Guess," was all Sally said before she hung up. Nick waited a few minutes, then rose from behind his desk and walked to his office door. He opened it slowly. Yes, Sally had left her desk.
He closed, his door behind him. That way everyone would think he was still in his office. And no one would dream of entering that office without first speaking with Miss Lewis.
Sally sat at a desk right outside Nick's office. Her desk faced the corridor that ran the length of the agency's executive office floor. Right now the corridor was empty, although Nick could hear the sound of distant typing. There were panels on each side of Sally's desk, forming a sort of cubicle for her desk, and Nick could not see down the corridor. And likewise, no one walking down the corridor could see Sally's desk until he or she was in front of it.
Nick stepped out to the corridor and looked both ways. Not a soul in sight. He glanced back at the desk. He was glad that Sally had asked for a panel in front of her desk, in the opening, so that passersby could not glance down at her legs Sally's legs had attracted a good deal of attention from the day she started work there.
Nick stepped back into his office and quickly removed his sports jacket, then tossed it over a chair and hurried back outside to his secretary's cubicle. Sally would be back in a moment he had to act quickly. After a final glance both ways down the corridor, he walked around to the other side of her desk, dropped to his knees, and crawled under the desk.
Sally's seat was still warm. He had to laugh to thick that her fleshy buttocks were pressed against the leather chair just a few minutes ago. And they would again be there in another minute or two. This time, Sally was in for a surprise.
Nick could hear footsteps in the corridor, and expected to see Sally return. But the footsteps grew louder, passed, and then faded. Perhaps Sally had gone to the bathroom on her way back from the archives. Nick shifted to a more comfortable position. His cock was still hard. And then, he heard the footsteps. This time, he knew they were Sally's.
He crouched lower under the desk, sitting cross-legged. The footsteps grew closer. Then he saw Sally's legs, lean and smooth and her high-heeled shoes. She pulled back her chair and sat down, then stretched her legs out under the desk.
She gave a short scream when her legs bumped into Nick. Fortunately, the scream was very short.
"Oh Nick," she giggled softly, "what are you doing under there?"
He closed his hand around her calf. "Waiting for you."
"Oh Nick, you're such a clown…"
She quieted when Nick ran his hand along her leg and slid it under her dress. Yes, now she knew why he was under the desk. She moved her chair in further and stretched her legs, one on each side of Nick.
"Don't mind me," Nick whispered. "Go right ahead and work…"
"Shhh," Sally hushed. "If you don't say any thing no one will know…"
Again her words were cut off when Nick slid his hand further along her thigh. She spread her legs as wide as she could, and Nick took the invitation, sliding his fingers along her warm thighs and pressing once against the bulge of her hairy nest. Her panties were warm, but fortunately she was not wearing pantyhose.
Nick knew that Sally was staring down at her desk, pretending to be working in case anyone walked past. But her mind was certainly not on the papers in front of her. Nick was sure of that when he pressed against her pussy again and found her panties wet.
He crooked a finger in the elastic band of her panties and pulled, she raised her ass slightly from the chair to allow him to pull the frilliest down her thighs. Nick decided to take them off completely. If for some reason Sally had to stand up, she'd look pretty luscious with her panties around her knees. Nick rolled her panties down her calves and over her shoes, then dropped the pink garment to the rug. Her dress was up around her thighs now, he could look straight in and see her brown bush.
"Mmmmm," Nick murmured, running his hand along her inner thigh. "Looks delicious."
"Shhhh!" Sally hushed again.
He urged her thighs apart and moved closer, kissing her legs softly. She slid her ass along the chair to bring her cunt closer to his face. Nick pushed her dress up further and twirled a finger over her bush, then rubbed his middle finger through the mesh and along the wetness of her cunt lips.
Now Nick could see the pink lips sparkling with moisture as he spread them. First he slid his finger through the folds and an inch or two into her wet hole, using his thumb to stroke her clit. Already he could feel her thighs trembling with excitement.
The aroma of her pussy filled his nostrils as he leaned forward and planted a kiss on her thigh, an inch from her cunt. Then he slipped his finger from her pussy and pressed his lips against the pink doors, kissing them lightly. Her cunt was drooling. Nick's cock was still piping hot as he ran his palms along her inner thighs and then reached in with two fingers to hold open her scalding lips. Her clit poked out between them, large, pink, and throbbing. He pressed his lips over her hole again and shot his tongue out into the crack, licking from the bottom of her hairy slice all the way up to her clitoris.
Sally shook with pleasure when the tip of his tongue found her clit and fluttered it teasingly. Again she moved her ass to push her crotch further under the desk. Nick sank his fingers into her steamy thighs and sucked hard on her pussy, then closed his lips around her clit and began sucking, biting, kissing, and licking hungrily.
He could only hope that she could control her screams. Her legs were shaking heavily now, he could hear her breathing deeply. Nick knew that Sally always came quickly when he ate her, in less than a minute sometimes. And today, she seemed to be flying toward the end from the minute his lips first touched her pussy.
Nick ate more eagerly as he felt her responding, swallowing often as his mouth filled with her juices. He rubbed his nose against her clit as he lashed his tongue up and down in her slice, then took her pink morsel in his lips again and sucked. His finger slid along her crack now, teasingly approaching her asshole, then moving upward in the crack until the tip of his finger slipped inside her. He twirled it a few times, then thrust it in hard, burying his finger in her pussy up to the knuckle.
She shook wildly now, raising her feet from the floor, thrusting her cunt hard against his face. He knew she was seconds from her end. With his finger still buried in her cunt, he sucked her clit into his mouth and flailed at it with his tongue, sucking as if he wanted to draw every last drop of her pussy juice from her cunt and swallow it.
"Nick…" she breathed softly. "Don't, stop, Nick…"
Her words faded. Suddenly her legs tightened around his head, the warm, silky flesh of her thighs pressed against his head from both sides. He blew her clit out of his mouth, then clamped his lips around it again and started sucking harder than ever as she entered her climax.
It was sheer torture for Sally to control her screams. She wanted to howl at the top of her lungs, wanted to kick her legs high in the air and enjoy the frenzied excitement of her orgasm without worrying about her screams. But, Nick could hear her muffled moans and knew she'd placed a hand over her mouth.
He drank in her juices as they streamed from her cunt, still sucking savagely on her love hole. His finger pistoned in and out a few times, then left her body when her thighs stopped shaking. It was over, and she was breathing deeply, trying to catch her breath.
Nick sat between her legs for a few moments as she calmed herself. Then he slid her panties over her feet and up her legs. She stood up quickly to pull them over her ass, and while she stood Nick crawled out from under the desk.
Seconds later, he was standing next to her desk, she was sitting in her chair. To anyone passing by they looked like any other executive and secretary discussing business.
"That was wonderful, Nick," Sally grinned. Her face was flushed red, her eyes were gleaming. "You've made my day."
"I knew you'd be surprised to find me there," Nick laughed. "Pleasantly surprised."
"Risky, though," she said.
"Not really. I mean, who would ever imagine that while you're sitting there I'm down between your legs?"
"If anyone had come by while I was coming…"
"But they didn't," Nick shrugged.
Her green eyes twinkled as she licked her full, red-painted lips. "Is there anything I can do for you, Mr. Harrison?"
He smiled. "Yes, you can come in my office in about five minutes and have a bite of lunch."
"I've already eaten," she giggled, "but I could do with a bite." Nick grinned again and then walked to the door, opened it, and entered his office. His cock was still painfully hard under his slacks. He knew that the first touch of Sally's lips would send his gism soaring.
He glanced out the window again. Across a forty-story canyon he could see the windows of another office building, people moving back and forth. He had to laugh to himself to think that, if anyone were looking from that building toward his window, they were about to catch a real eyeful.
Nick swung around to face his desk, then slid down his zipper and reached in for his cock. He pulled the long, fat tool free of his briefs and breathed a sigh of relief as the hard pole was exposed to the cool air. The cap was swollen and red, blood pulsed visibly through the purple veins that covered his shaft.
The door opened slowly, Sally poked her head in.
"Come in, Miss Lewis, I have a job for you," he smiled.
She closed the door behind her and approached his desk. He watched her skirt swing back and forth over her legs, then enjoyed the wobble of her tits under her tight green sweater.
"Well, I see you're ready for me," she grinned when she reached the side of his desk and looked down at his crotch. "Think I should lock the door?"
"No reason to," Nick shrugged. "No one would open the door without checking with you first. And you're in here."
She knelt down beside his chair. "Have you been thinking about me," she giggled.
"You bet," Nick replied, swinging his legs around. "Go ahead, honey. You know what I like."
She was kneeling between his legs now, staring at his fat prick. Nick looked at her full red lips. He could hardly wait to feel them around his cock.
She gripped the rod in her fingers and squeezed it. A wave of pleasure surged through Nick's groin. When she stroked his rod a few times, he knew he was going to come in a matter of moments.
Slowly she bent over, her hair fell over his thighs. She held the rod upright in her fingers and kissed the bloated cap, then closed her lips around the knob and began sucking.
"Mmmmm, that's terrific!" Nick sighed, spreading his legs.
Her eyes were closed now as she started down his prick. Inch after inch of the pulsing shaft disappeared into her mouth, her warm, soft lips moved smoothly down the tender cockflesh. Nick felt the tip of his prick rubbing against the back of her mouth, then slipping into her throat as she plunged to the root of his prick, her lips touching his open fly.
She rose slowly, then held the cock upright as she twirled her tongue around his crown. A drop of pearly lubricant had formed in his pisshole, she licked it clean with the tip of her tongue and then enveloped his cock in her warmth again, sliding down sharply to the root. As he'd expected, gism was moving quickly toward his organ.
He had half a mind to undo his fly and pull down his pants so that she could play with his balls. But as she swooped down on his rod again, he felt his tool stiffening with seed. There was no time now. He stroked the back of her neck in encouragement, then closed his eyes as her caress moved upward along his cock again. His cock felt the air as she lifted her kiss, then the tip of her tongue as she lapped around his crown again. Her fingers moved along the shaft, which was wet with saliva now, then returned to the base as her caress smothered his rod again.
Nick's thighs tensed, his breath quickened. With his eyes still closed he felt her warmth moving upward again, then her lips pressing against his wet shaft as she plunged. This time she stopped about halfway down the rod, sucking softly on the red-hot flesh. Gism swelled his member to the breaking point.
A hoarse cry escaped his lips as her caress suddenly slid down his prick to the base. The cockhead pressed against the back of her mouth, then exploded inside her, sending spurt after hard spurt of his hot seed deeply into her throat.
She swallowed quickly, but continued moving her kiss up and down his prick as he came. His cock tensed and relaxed with each spurt, his thighs shook, his breath came fast and hard. And then, he felt the final drops of his semen leaking into her mouth.
She swallowed again, then licked his cock clean from base to crown. Her eyes opened, she looked up in his face, beaming with pride.
"Wow, you came fast," she murmured.
"Thanks to you," Nick replied, breathing deeply. "That was terrific, Sally."
She wiped her mouth and stood up. "I owed you that one, Nick."
He curled his prick back into his fly and zipped up. "I guess I was really horny today."
"The way you came, it looked like you haven't had anything in months."
Nick thought of his fiancee Julie, and how infrequently she satisfied him. "No, it hasn't been months," Nick laughed. "Thank God for that."
"You better excuse me now," Sally said. "I've gotta go redo my lipstick."
Nick blew her a kiss. "Why don't you take off early today, Sally. You've put in a hard day."
She was on her way to the door. "I'll see if I can finish my work." She stopped in the doorway, grinning. "My paperwork, that is."
He smiled at her again, then dropped his eyes to her ass as she slipped through the door. Yes, he said to himself, she's got a fine ass. One of these days I'm going to fuck that girl, and I'm sure I won't be disappointed.
He leaned back in his chair, chuckling to himself. There was still a pile of work on his desk. But at that moment, Nick felt completely contented.



CHAPTER TWO


Nick Harrison was a man who had every reason to be content, with a beautiful fiancee whose father owned the advertising agency Nick worked for.
And since Nick had worked long and hard to reach the point now where he could swing his swivel chair around to stare at the array of Manhattan skyline from his office on the fortieth floor, he let himself stare at the tall buildings and bask in his happiness.
He sighed and leaned back in the leather chair and his thoughts flowed leisurely and quickly over his recent promotion to account executive at Connors and Ross, on top of his engagement to Julie Connors.
Nick knew people would say one thing logically followed another. But he knew he was a good enough man to get to the top without marrying the boss's daughter. After all, his rise in Connors and Ross had been rapid and sensational a long time before Marshall Connors' only daughter returned to New York from school in Europe.
The phone rang and Nick swung around and moved up to his huge desk and picked up the receiver.
"Mr. Connors wants to see you in his office right away, Mr. Harrison," his secretary said in a crisp, professional voice.
"I'll go right in, Miss Lewis," Nick said.
Nick hung up the phone and shoved the chair back and got to his feet. As he crossed the deep carpet, the feeling and contented confidence came over him again, and he speculated if Connors wanted to discuss the Jarvis account, or the marriage.
Nick straightened his striped tie in the mirror over the small basin behind a partition in one corner of the large office. Then he walked out, and stopped beside Miss Lewis' desk, in the cubicle just before the long hall.
Miss Lewis' smile was dazzling, and filled with perfect, bright-white teeth and full, red lips. "Shall I hold all calls or have them transferred into Mr. Connors' office?" she asked. Her darting, devilish green eyes stared up at Nick and her voice softened to a husky, hardly-veiled intimacy.
"No, don't transfer them," Nick said, and he allowed himself the luxury of a rapid glance at the protruding mounds against her tight, green sweater.
"Very well, Mr. Harrison," she said, and took a deep breath, which accentuated the up tilted mounds. "What shall I do while you're gone?"
"You've earned a break," he said. "Have some coffee or something. Use your imagination."
"Thank you, Mr. Harrison," she said, and her smile deepened. "I'm a very imaginative girl. In everything I do."
Nick glanced a final time at the thrust against the green sweater. "I'm sure you are, Miss Lewis," he said.
Nick turned and walked out into the corridor and moved leisurely toward Connors' office. He nodded at other people who came from offices along the corridor, but he thought of Miss Lewis and that smile and those eyes and that body.
Nick shoved open the double doors and walked into the entrance foyer to Marshall Connors' suite of offices. His secretary, Miss Morgan, looked at him over the tops of wire-rimmed glasses. It was rumored that Miss Morgan had been in his office forever, that they had built the whole place around her neatly-kept desk, and as Nick looked at the compilation of wrinkles on her hawk-thin face, he was inclined to believe the story.
"Mr. Connors is waiting," she said briskly, and turned at once to her typewriter.
Nick opened the large oak-paneled door and stepped into Marshall Connors' cavernous office filled with nostalgia as well as elaborately expensive, dark-wood furniture.
"Come in, Nick," Connors boomed, and got up from behind the walnut desk at the far end of the room.
Nick walked quickly across the room, glancing as always at the huge portraits that hung along the walls, and at the framed degrees and testimonials and awards and cups along the shelves and on cabinet tops.
Connors, a tall, wiry man with brush-cut grey hair and a face which showed little evidence of his sixty years, stood between two enormous paintings, one of himself as a thirty-year-old pioneer in the advertising business, the other of Carlton Ross, his partner, who had died several years ago. Nick shook hands with Connors, and as always was impressed with the firm, aggressive handshake. Then Nick sat in the huge leather chair to which Connors gestured.
"Well, Nick, I've been looking over the Jarvis account and the new advertising campaign," Connors said, as he settled down into his chair. "And I could not possibly be more pleased. And Frank Jarvis told me at lunch today that he feels the same way."
"Thank you, sir," Nick said, and allowed himself the smugness of knowing the flattery was justified.
Connors leaned forward, his elbows on the desk. "Normally I would be inclined to reward you at this point," Connors said. "But I'm not going to Nick, my boy. Not in the normal sense, at least. Because I don't consider you a normal man."
"I don't quite follow you, sir," Nick said.
"Nick, I'm taking you off the Jarvis account," Connors said.
"Taking me off?" Nick asked. "But the campaign is just getting under way."
"Nick, anyone here can direct the campaign, now that you've set it up," Connors said. "Many men here with far less ability and drive can handle things now. Instead of a rest and a reward, I'm going to give you a challenge."
And Nick sat up in his seat and knew suddenly what the challenge would be, but allowed Connors the deference of seeming to have surprised him. "Again you've lost me," Nick said. "I'd welcome a challenge, but I don't quite understand."
Connors leaned back in his chair and stared at Nick a moment. Then he leaned forward on the desk again. "Nick, I'm putting you in charge of the Dennison account," Connors said, in a voice he would have used had he been a doctor telling a patient he had cancer.
Nick pretended surprise, but already his mind was racing. "The Dennison account?" he asked. "My God, everybody in the agency has had a crack at that account."
"And everyone in the agency has failed," Connors said. "You know, of course, that we're on the verge of losing the account. Not only is it one of our oldest and largest accounts, but it carries a great deal of prestige."
"To be blunt, though," Nick said, "isn't at least a part of the trouble the fact that old lady Dennison is impossible to deal with, since her husband died?"
"Frances Dennison is difficult," Connors said. "At times, difficult to the point of eccentricity. But she also has a shrewd business sense, and she does not suffer fools easily. She feels, and I must agree, that no one here has come up with an original idea for selling Dennison Beer in a long time."
"How soon do you want me to start?" Nick asked.
"Immediately," Connors said. "We'll have a meeting tomorrow at 10 and you can turn the Jarvis account over, and get briefed on Dennison. And this time tomorrow, Nick, it will be your baby."
"How much freedom will I have?" Nick asked. "I mean how much will I be bound by the things the agency has done in the past?"
"You will have complete freedom," Connors said. "Dennison Beer is losing money. Their sales have been steadily plunging. I want you to come up with something that reverses the plunge, and also makes Mrs. Dennison happy."
"I'll start right away, sir," Nick said. "Frankly, the Jarvis account was getting a bit boring. I'm glad that you gave me this challenge. And I'll do my best."
"Better than your best," Connors said. "Keeping this account is important to me. Very important. I know that other men have failed to satisfy Mrs. Dennison, and I know she is old enough to be considered senile. But, I respect her judgment. And Nick, other men that have failed this account have not been future sons-in-law, with an obvious shot at the whole agency some day."
Just the thought of sitting behind that desk in his impressive old office made Nick go tense. And he realized now that Connors was really testing him, and that failure could be disastrous to all his plans and ambitions.
"I'm both overwhelmed and flattered you're handing it to me," Nick said. "And I'm searching for something to say. But I'd rather wait and let my actions speak for me."
"I like to hear you talk that way," Connors said. "I'm depending on you Nick. This account will be crucial to our future relationship. Now, about the Jarvis account. Are there any loose ends that can't be resolved by tomorrow morning?"
"I don't think so," Nick said. "Later I'm auditioning girls for a new, brief commercial spot on TV. Once I wrap that up, someone can pick things up, I think."
"Then so much for business," Connors said. He stood up and walked over to an ornate oak cabinet and opened a panel that contained a bar. "What are you drinking?"
"Scotch and water," Nick said.
Connors mixed two drinks and walked around the desk and handed one to Nick. Nick stood up, and tilted his glass to Connors, and they drank silently a moment.
Nick savored the good Scotch and glanced around the office, and despite the challenge of this new assignment, the confidence and contentment warmed him and he thought how perfect his life was now, and how logical and ordered everything seemed. There was the upward movement in the agency, doing the best job with the hardest accounts, and there was the coming marriage to Julie. And Nick even let himself steal a glance at the chair behind the huge desk beneath the twin portraits.
Connors finished his drink. "Nick, I've got to go down and look at some layouts for the magazine saturation campaign on the Senesco account," he said. "Maybe you'd like to join me for just a few minutes."
"Of course I would," Nick said. "But I've got those girls coming in on the Jarvis TV spot."
"Of course," Connors said. "I forgot about that."
"I'm anxious to meet Frances Dennison," Nick said. "I know I have to come up with something good, really damn good. But I also know I have to deal with her and please her. I feel I could work better if I was familiar with her."
"The theory of know your enemy," Connors said. "And a very sound theory. I'm sure she is as anxious to meet you as you are to meet her. I'll tell you what. I was supposed to drop over to her place tonight and have a drink. I've been working night and day to save the account. But why don't you go in my place? Yes, that's perfect. It's at nine, and I'll call and make the arrangements."
"All right," Nick said. "I'll be going in blind, of course. I'll have only the vaguest idea about the beer, and no plans at all."
"That might be best," Connors said. "I think Frances Dennison might respond to that kind of approach. And be straight with her Nick, because she can spot a phony a mile off, and she's far too shrewd an old lady to be impressed by anything but how sharp you are…"
The ringing of the phone cut into Connors' words and he trailed the sentence off and went around and picked up the receiver. Nick saw the old man smile broadly and mumble something into the receiver.
And the face showed wrinkles as the smile broadened and Connors hung up. Nick was puzzled a moment, then he realized who was on the phone.
And just as the recognition hit him, the door burst open and Julie walked in.
"Well, I'll swear," she said. "I know when the two most important men in the agency get together it's very important. But to be kept waiting and then have to call to see if I'm allowed to interrupt is a bit much."
Nick got a quick provocative smile and then she hurried over and put her arms around her father's neck. Nick stared at her quick, nervous movements, and watched the short voluptuous body strain into tenseness as she leaned up on tiptoes to kiss Connors' cheek.
Then the burning black eyes were blazing at Nick and he smiled as she moved to him. Her full lips were soft and warm and quick on his mouth.
Julie danced away a bit and took his hand and cocked her head up at him. "What grave, valuable aspects of the business world were you discussing?" she asked.
"Things so grave and valuable it would stagger your imagination," Nick said, and stared down at the long, jet black hair and black eyes set in the pale face, and down past the puffed lips to the surge of the cone-shaped breasts beneath a tight, smart black sheath, and down to the flare of the hips, and the rounded melon-small buttocks.
"I've got those layouts to see about," Connors mumbled. He crossed the room quickly and muttered, "I'll see you at the meeting in the morning, Nick."
Julie squeezed Nick's hand and stepped to him. "Oh, Nick," she said. "That sounds ominous. What has he given you now? I know if he says he'll see you in the morning, it means you have something to do tonight. And you were supposed to come over and help me make final arrangements for the wedding."
Nick glanced at the door and then pulled Julie to him and delighted in the feel of her breasts against his chest as she stood on her toes. Nick cupped her face up and kissed her softly.
"Your father has just given me the Dennison Beer account," he said, and put a hand to her narrow waist and squeezed. "It's only the toughest account in the agency, and we are on the verge of losing it. And tonight I am scheduled to meet Frances Dennison and try to soothe and sell her. And I understand she is not only old, but also difficult to please."
"As long as she's a woman, darling, I'm sure you'll please her," Julie said. "Can we have an early dinner, or at least a drink after work?"
Nick shook his head. "I'm interviewing girls for the Jarvis TV spot," he said. "And I'll probably be late."
"And I had been looking forward to seeing you so much," Julie said, and wiggled her body against his, in a way that made him go warm.
Nick let himself unwind for a moment, and he bent down and smothered her warm, full lips in a surging kiss and forgot Jarvis and the job and everything. Her little hands dug into his back and her body moved in subtle arousing ways.
Nick stroked her black hair and closed his eyes and remembered the first sweet, stolen kiss many months ago, in her father's study in their luxurious Sutton Place apartment.
Then he pulled abruptly away from the sucking lips and shoved her body back. "Christ, Julie," he said and stared into her provocative, dark eyes and his breath rushed out.
"Just a sample of what you're missing tonight," she said. Then her sexy voice changed. "Call me, darling? At least twice?"
"At least twice," he said.
She pecked at his lips. "Then I'll run along," she said. "I've got just oodles of shopping to do. And I know you have to get back to work."
"I love you," he said.
"And I love you," she said very softly, and kissed his cheek, then turned and walked from the office.
Nick took a deep, contented breath and looked around the office, and then he headed back for his office. As usual he nodded and spoke to people he met in the corridor, but his thoughts were far from the deep-carpeted, office-lined hallway.
The touch of Julie's body still lingered and he thought wildly of taking her there on the floor of her father's office. She was obviously warm and primed for love-making, and this was not that common a thing for her.
Nick stopped at the water cooler and had a leisurely cup of the cool, pure mountain water, and remembered how stiff and nervous Julie had been recently when they made love. Whenever she relaxed, she was terrific, but she had never been able to adjust to the idea of making love before marriage, though she was 23 and not a virgin when she met him.
Nick threw the paper cup into the basket and turned toward his office. Again, he thought of the touch of her eager body and told himself that when they were married and she let herself go, she would be one hell of a woman in bed.
Nick turned the corner and saw that the area outside his office was filled with lovely young girls. He nodded at everyone in general and stepped to Miss Lewis' desk.
"No calls," she said, her teeth dazzling in the broad smile. "Looks like you're in for quite an afternoon. Maybe I should tryout for the part. It might be interesting."
"You're too valuable as a secretary," Nick said. "And besides, though I know it isn't proper to say this to a woman, baby, you're too old. The girl I want must be only seventeen or eighteen."
Miss Lewis turned her beautiful, beaming face into a mock pout. "Then I'll return to the typewriter," she said.
"Give me five minutes," Nick said. "Then send the first girl in."
Nick nodded to the group again, and went into his office and sat down. He knew he should look forward to an afternoon of interviewing lovely, young girls, and a couple of years ago he knew he would have jumped at the chance.
But now he thought of Julie and of marriage and the Dennison account, and then he let himself think of sitting behind the desk in that enormous office. The thought was pleasing and he smiled with contentment as he leaned forward and waited for the first girl.



CHAPTER THREE


Three hours later, Nick's thoughts were drowned with beauty. Young, fresh beauty smiled at him and wiggled little, lovely buttocks in tight skirts and bounced huge breasts against tissue-thin sweaters.
No fewer than half a dozen girls had openly propositioned him, if he would give them the part, and one girl had even tried to sit on his lap. But somehow they did not really get to him, and he sat now, and talked without really concentrating, to a seventeen-year-old model who was batting her eyelashes and babbling away and twisting in the chair so that her ample body strained against her knit dress.
Nick was polite and went through the whole routine of having her walk around the room and then read the copy. But he had already narrowed the choice down to a couple of girls, and knew that either one of them would be perfect. Still, out of courtesy and the outside chance he would hit on something better, he was seeing all the girls.
Jarvis was introducing a new line of sportswear, and they wanted a definite girl, one with a good body, and definite sex appeal, yet one with a pretty but not overtly sexy face, the kind of girl who could be a cheer-leader in any school in the country and would excite people, yet would not have that come-right-to-bed look.
This girl had enormous breasts and she looked cheap and her lipstick was too gaudy and suddenly Nick got tired of listening to her jabber the reasons why she was sure she could handle the job.
He interrupted her and fed her the we'll-call-if-we-need-you routine and ushered her from the office. There were no more girls outside and he went back to his desk and heaved a sigh of relief and turned to stare at the skyline in the setting sun.
It still seemed hard for him to believe that he was engaged to a millionaire's daughter. Nick had come from a poor family, and had had to work very hard to get where he was now. And Julie had always had someone wait on her hand and foot. There were dozens of men who would have given their right arm to marry her, and for reasons even Nick didn't quite understand, she'd chosen him.
Nick certainly didn't have to chase her, either.
In fact he sensed her infatuation with him the moment they met. He played his cards right, never letting her know how much he wanted her, until it was she who made the first move, taking him in her arms in her father's apartment and pressing her lips hungrily against his. But that night, a kiss was as far as they went.
A few weeks later, after a number of lunches, dinners, and cocktails together, Nick managed to invite Julie to a party at the apartment of another executive at the agency. He knew that every single man at the party would be chasing Julie, but by this time, he was sure she was his. That night, he planned to steer her back to his apartment, and make it official.
Nick had taken Julie to a cozy restaurant for dinner before heading for the party. After two drinks, Julie was ogling him across the table, squeezing his hand in hers as they chatted. The slightest physical contact – holding hands or Nick's arm about her waist – seemed electrifyingly intimate to the both of them. Nick was sure that once they were alone, he was going to take her to bed. And once he'd taken her to bed, he knew she would be his alone.
At the party, Julie had been frequently separated from Nick. Everyone seemed to be vying for her personal attention – especially the men. Julie often discovered herself in the center of a group of leering men. But Nick was always close at hand, ready to whisk her away at the right moment.
Nick knew that Julie's status with the company was, only part of the reason for the attention. After all, she was very beautiful, very sexy, and totally unattached. True, she was a bit spoiled, and always insisted on her way, but Nick felt he could control her. He suspected that what she really wanted was to be treated roughly, to be pawed by a young man who wasn't afraid of her father. Men like that were hard to find in Julie's life. Even Nick had to admit to himself that he trembled in her father's presence. But he wasn't going to let her know that.
The party was only half over when Nick pulled Julie in a corner. She had drunk a lot, and it showed. Nick decided the time had come to make his move, and he was sure she was ready.
"What do you say we leave this jungle?" he whispered in her ear.
The music and voices were loud.
"I'd love to," she sighed dramatically.
They escaped without a word to anyone and fled out into the street. The cool air was like heaven after the foul, heavy, smoke-filled apartment. They walked silently, arm in arm for a few blocks, then Nick hailed a passing cab.
"My apartment, okay?"
"I'd like that." Her voice was husky.
Nick gave the driver the address and they sped away.
Thankfully, they had reached his small but smartly furnished bachelor apartment at about ten-thirty. Somehow she was glad it wasn't one of those extremely luxurious apartments – she would have been disappointed. It was exactly as she had envisioned his apartment to be like. The coloring of the decor was mainly in wood-tone shades of mahogany brown and tan with dashes of color here and there. A long marble-topped coffee table sat in front of an immense black sofa. The drapes were of a rich-textured fabric, the design in black and white.
"Your hobby by any chance isn't interior decorating, is it?"
"No," he laughed, obviously pleased that she was pleased. "But I did choose all the furniture." She screwed down the corners of her mouth and raised her beautifully shaped eyes and said, "I'm impressed."
"I hoped you would be." He looked at her.
"Would you like a drink?"
"I don't think so," she whispered, and through the whisper she could hear her voice shake.
"What would you like?" he asked.
"I'd like you to take me in your arms," Julie said with a slight smile.
She felt her knees grow weak as he approached her. He slid his arms around her and pressed his lips very gently against hers.
"Is there anything else you want?" he murmured.
"I'd like you to make love to me, in the bed," Julie replied. "I'd like you to make love to me every way you can."
"I'd like that."
He kissed her again, his hands roaming up and down her back. She felt a surge of excitement when she realized that, within minutes, she would be naked in bed beside him.
"Let's go into the bedroom, darling," he whispered as he caressed her ear.
They walked hand in hand from the room and stepped into Nick's bedroom. It too was smartly, plainly furnished.
"You don't know how I've looked forward to this moment, every second of today," she said as she sat down on the edge of the bed.
"And I have too."
Nick turned on a pinkish light on the bedside table, then flicked off the bright overhead light. The room was bathed in a flattering, soft, rosy glow.
Her heart was racing, her every nerve tingling, as Nick closed the drapes and then sat down on the bed beside her. He took her in an embrace, their lips met softly, their tongues intertwined in her mouth.
"I want to see your body," Nick murmured. "All of it."
Her knees were still wobbly as she stood up. She took a few steps away from the bed, then caught her image in a mirror on the wall. She could barely see herself in the faint pink light. Blood coursed furiously through every vein in her body. She turned and looked at Nick.
He was seated at the edge of the bed, eyes wide. Obviously he was looking forward to her performance. And she wasn't going to disappoint him.
Slowly, deliberately, she unbuttoned her dress. Then she pushed apart the sides of the garment and eased it off her shoulders. The dress fell to her waist, and his eyes lit up at the sight of her tits encased in a tight wrap of black lace.
Swirling her hips slightly, she let the dress fall to her ankles, then stepped out of it, picked up the garment, and draped it over the back of a chair. Nick followed every movement of her doughy buttocks as they quivered under her thin black panties.
Feeling his eyes all over her, she reached behind her back and undid the bra clasp, then pulled the cups from her chest. Her firm, fleshy tits wobbled forth, bare, white, satiny, the nipples pink and puffy in the colored light.
Her long, lean legs shone like ivory in the light, her smooth, unblemished calves and sleek thighs shimmered as she stepped barefoot to the chair and dropped her bra. When she turned, her tits were quavering gently, the crevice between them deep and faintly strewn with freckles.
Julie glanced at her figure in the mirror as she slid her black panties down her thighs. Her back was narrow, her spine a deep groove in the tanned flesh. The groove of her spine seemed to merge smoothly with the deep crack of her ass. Her waist was slender, her belly taut and flat, her navel deep, her hips wide, her bush a tangle of black, downy hair. Julie knew she was a beautiful woman. And tonight, she was very glad of it.
Her tits bobbed lightly as she stepped toward the bed, stark naked. His eyes danced all over her body.
"You're so gorgeous, Julie," he murmured in adoration.
He stood up and she reached the bed. But she spoke before he could take her in his arms.
"Your turn, darling," she said.
She sat down on the edge of the bed as Nick started to strip. He pulled off his shirt and slipped down his slacks, tossing them over the chair with her clothes. She watched his broad, muscular back ripple as he bent over to remove his socks his tan, flat belly and taut buttocks gleaming like marble. His legs were sinewy, lightly flecked with hair, his chest broad and darkly tanned. The bulge in his underwear was unmistakable.
Her eyes were fixed on that bulge as he pulled down his underwear. His prick popped clear, fully erect, long and hard, arched over his belly up to his navel. Blood pounded through the wide, spongy cap, his balls were large and taut underneath, tucked into a hairy sac. His rod sprang up and down as he started toward the bed.
When he reached it, he stopped and looked down at Julie. She settled back, her chest rising and falling slowly, her tits still quivering, her nipples swollen, her milky thighs spread slightly. She smiled, her small, white feet curled up against the blankets piled at the end of the bed. Through the pinkish light Nick could see her black bush twinkling.
He knelt down on the bed and lifted her into his arms. The first contact of their naked bodies left them both breathless.
"You're gorgeous too," Julie whispered.
"God, I'm so hard it hurts," he replied. "Feel it."
She reached down and squeezed his manhood.
"Mmmm, you are hard."
"I've been hard since the minute we stepped into the apartment."
"I want to feel that hardness inside me," she said, stroking the back of his neck.
She lay back, he stretched out beside her, pressing his thighs against hers, his chest crushing her tits, his lips pressing against hers, his hands stroking her arms. Her heart was beating so loudly she was sure he could hear it.
His breath too was quickening as they kissed, his hard, warm lips brushing against her soft, wet lips. Her tongue edged out, he sucked it into his mouth and then swirled his tongue around it. She let her hand drop to his crotch and felt the firmness of his cock again.
"I want to take you in my mouth, darling."
"Oh, Julie," he sighed.
She pushed him back on the bed. His body sprawled on the cool sheets, gleaming in the faint light. She rose to her knees and ran her hands over his chest and belly.
His long, fat cock pulsed with life as she gripped it. Slowly she lowered her head and caressed his navel, then moved her lips slowly toward his crotch. As her lips neared his tool, she reached for it with her hand again and lifted it upright, then gazed in admiration at the throbbing implement.
The pearly crown was dark and hot, pulsating with lust. Her white fingers closed around the base and loosely jerked on the outer flesh. Nick sighed in rapture when she slid a finger along the shaft and nudged it into his pisshole.
Julie clasped the entire rod in her palm now and quickened her strokes. His hardness was incredible, his heat unbelievable. The shaft was dry as her hand brushed against the swollen, reddened rim of his cockhead.
She looked in his face. His eyes were slightly open, his lips parted, his breath quick. She knew he was waiting for that first caress of her lips. She wasn't going to let him wait very long.
She dropped down and slipped the inflamed crown between her lips, closing them shut behind the crown and then plunging slowly down the vein-wrought shaft. As she slid upward she took the rod in her fingers again. Now the pole was wet and glistening with her saliva.
When she slid her fist along the shaft it moved easily, smoothly, her palm slipping over the bulging crown with the lubrication of her saliva. His balls bounced from the force of her strokes.
"Put it in your mouth again," he sighed. "God, did that feel good!"
With two fingers around the base she held his prick upright and clamped her lips around the cockhead again. Slowly she plunged to the trunk. Nick gasped, then exhaled loudly as he felt inch after inch of his maleness submerged in her heat.
Her lips were soft, buttery, moving down his shaft in the shape of a perfect "O" until his entire prick was bathing in her wetness. Her tongue twirled around the buried cockflesh furiously as it entered and left her.
Julie plunged sharply, quickly now, taking in all the shaft and closing her lips firmly around the base. She rose to the crown again, licking delicately around the knob, then bent the staff somewhat to lap along the seam. When she reached his balls, her tongue shot out to caress them.
Nick gasped again when she took his balls in her mouth and closed her lips. Using her tongue to move his balls around in her mouth, she gripped his prick with her fingers and began stroking. His thighs parted, his breath quickened. She dropped the sac from her mouth and licked up to his crown again, then took his breath away by wrapping her lips around the cap and dropping sharply to the root.
She knew she was drawing his gism steadily upward. But she had no intention of tasting his come not until she felt that hard member inside her. But she wanted to devour his cock, wanted to bite it and lick it and suck it for the rest of the night.
His thighs stiffened as she sucked on his cockhead. When she plunged, he gently pushed her head away.
"Please, no, I'll come," he said. "God, that felt terrific!"
"You taste so good, darling." He pushed her onto her back and began to mount her, but she had other ideas.
"No, not yet, darling. I want to do something else for you first."
She lay down between his legs and turned him onto his side. Nick still didn't know what she was up to. But he caught on quickly when she slid her head between his legs, lifted one of his thighs, gripped his buttocks with her hands and spread them, and then pressed her lips against his hairy ass crack.
He shook violently as he felt her nimble, wet tongue worming along the crack. Her fingers held his taut cheeks apart as she dug in to open his back door, slurping her tongue over his dry asshole. When she spread the tight anus wide and edged her tongue down into his channel, he let out a long, loud, blissful gasp.
Nick's body was twitching with spastic furor as she clamped her lips around his asshole and sucked with all her might. Then she guided her tongue along his crevice, all the way up to the small of his back, then down again until her tongue was nudging his balls.
With one finger running along his crack, she bit down on the hairy sac, and then, with his balls in her mouth, moved her finger to his asshole and crammed it smoothly into the channel.
"Oh, Julie!" he cried.
Working his balls around in her mouth, she thrust her finger in and out of his bunghole, twisting it around inside him to probe his prostate. He was whimpering in ecstasy, shaking his ass. Suddenly he rolled over on his belly and ground his aching prick against the mattress as she continued to feast on his asshole.
As her finger slid out of his chute, she caressed his balls with her other hand and pressed her lips over his back door again. Like a tiny snake, her tongue edged out and found its way into his hole, twining down as far as it would go. Already his ass crack was filled with her saliva.
Julie pressed her hands against his thighs and urged them further apart, then licked down from his asshole to his balls and flailed her tongue at the hairy nuggets. Nick ground his prick against the mattress more desperately. She could see he wouldn't be able to wait much longer before sinking that cock in her pussy.
Without warning she slipped a hand under his body and rolled him over on his back. Before he could react, she had plunged back on his cock, taking in the entire length of the fat shaft with one swoop.
"God, no!" Nick blurted out. "I've got to fuck you now!"
This time she offered no resistance as he climbed aboard, bringing his stiff rod down on the pillow of her moist black bush. Her arms closed around his back, her thighs shot open, scissoring around his buttocks.
"Fuck me, Nick, fuck me like I've never been fucked before!" she cried out.
"I sure will!" he grunted.
Nick rose to his knees. She opened her eyes when she felt him rise. Still panting, he grabbed hold of her waist and urged her onto her belly, then lifted her ass into the air.
Julie was whimpering too as she felt his hands on her buttocks. She assumed he was about to enter her from the rear. Her cunt was so wet by now she knew she could accept him easily.
But then she felt the hard cap of his cock rubbing along the crack of her ass. When she felt him rip apart her buttocks and press his crown against her bunghole doors, she screamed.
"Nick, are you going to…"
"It's all right, Julie, just relax."
"But I've never…"
"You want me to fuck you like you've never been fucked before," he muttered. "And I'm going to."
She gasped as she felt the cockhead pressing harder against her asshole. His hands yanked open her buttocks, two fingers shot out to pry open her doors. Then she felt the warmth of his cock enter her asshole as he drove his fat crown through her snug doors.
"That's a girl," he groaned. "You're tight but I'm wet."
Julie was too breathless to answer. She held her breath as he twisted his hips, then let out a wail when she felt another inch of his manhood slice rudely into her bunghole.
He slid back, then pushed again, and this time his prick drilled almost halfway into her anus. Lifting her hips and spreading her cheeks as far as he could, he eased his cock back until the crown alone was left inside her, then pushed hard with his hips. His long prick screwed smoothly into the narrow channel.
Julie screamed loudly as she felt his heat filling her asshole. The tip of his rod seemed to reach places inside her she never knew she had. In fact, she didn't realize he'd crammed his entire pole inside her until she felt his bush bristling against her buttocks and his balls pressed against her crack.
Slowly he began pumping in and out of her asshole, his hips slapping against her buttocks, his balls swinging into her oozing pussy. She was screeching like a wild animal, he was grunting from his efforts, and the bed was rocking and creaking loudly.
Nick sank his fingers in to her waist for leverage and screwed fiercely in and out of her bunghole. He looked down to watch his long, gleaming rod emerge from between her fleshy moons, then watched it disappear inside her again, spreading apart the pink doors of her asshole.
Quickening his strokes, he leaned forward and reached under her body to grip her dangling breasts. The nipples were as hard as his prick when he stroked them. Her head was shaking back and forth, her black hair showering the sheets under her as her body was jarred forward by his rude lunges.
"Nick, oh my God, Nick!" she screamed out, tightening her anus around his pistoning member.
He was pumping very quickly now, slamming her body down onto the bed with each lunge, his bloated rod ripping mercilessly into her asshole. Now her tits were crushed against the sheets, and he moved his hands back to her waist and nuzzled his way through her hair to caress the back of her neck. But she was shaking too wildly now; he could barely hold on.
The slosh of his prick in her asshole filled the room, along with the steady creaking of the bed, the steady, rapid slap of flesh against flesh as his hips sailed hard into her buttocks. Gism shot toward his prick again. It was time to spill it inside her.
He rose to his knees again, lifting her as he did so, and his cock remained inside her. She shook her ass, burying her head in the pillow. He pumped a few more times into her bunghole, then ripped his cock from her anus and drilled it into her cunt from behind with one long, clean lunge.
"Oh NICK!"
Her words were muffled by the pillow as she wailed. He wasted no time, twisting his member around with a circular movement of his hips, lunging sharply and bringing their bodies together with slap after slap of wet flesh.
Again he looked down and watched his prick emerge from her body, gleaming in the pink light. She had her eyes closed, savoring the caress of his balls as they swung against her cunt, savoring every last inch of his member as it bored into her.
Holding on to her seething tits for leverage, he lifted his hips from her ass, then paused with only half of his cock in her pussy.
"No, darling, please don't stop now!" Julie screamed immediately. "I-I'm going to come!"
He resumed his strokes, slicing into her at top speed. Each rapid thrust brought another scream to her lips, another thresh from her thighs and arms. Her head was shaking back and forth as she neared her frenzied end.
Suddenly he rose to his knees again, with his cock still buried inside her. He lifted her legs, and then maneuvered their bodies so that he was standing on the bed, she was arched into the air, her head buried in the pillow, her legs draped over his hips. His hands held her up, his fingers sank into her waist. Now his lunges pushed her forward on the bed, his balls swung freely against her drooling pussy lips.
"Oh my God, Nick! Here it comes!"
He screwed into her savagely, his thighs bulging, sweat dripping from his forehead. His cock was gorging with gism as she flew into the most intense orgasm of her life, slithering on the mattress like a snake as she felt the wave of pleasure sweep her into a near faint.
He drilled hard into her pussy again as she crested then groaned as his cock tensed and finally exploded. The first spurt of his warmth in her cunt brought a scream to her lips. He pumped furiously, his cream coming in torrents, his cock hammering into her so quickly that he whipped her juices into a froth even before her channel was filled with his spunk.
When finally he'd spent his last drop, he eased his cock from her cunt and let her fall in exhaustion to the mattress. He dropped on top of her, pressing his cock into the crack of his ass and kissing her back and neck madly.
Julie gradually regained consciousness. He rolled off her, she turned onto her side and embraced him.
"Nick, I've never…"
"Yeah, I know," he smiled.
They kissed, then Julie curled up in his arms. But he was aware that she would have to leave soon. And he wasn't going to waste any time. After they had lain together for a while, he began grinding his crotch against her thighs, then, when he was hard again, slid it into her sopping cunt. This time he fucked her for a full half-hour, first on top, then from the rear again, then sat down and let her sit on his prick and bounce up and down on his lap. By the time he spurted again inside her, she'd lost count of her orgasms.



CHAPTER FOUR


Nick was still sitting at his desk, staring out the window at the glittering spectacle of the Manhattan skyline and thinking about how he would handle old lady Dennison that night, when the phone rang and startled him.
He had a mind to ignore it. At this hour of the afternoon, it was probably Sally Lewis again with one of her giggling sex jokes. But the view out of his window had begun to bore him. He swiveled around in his chair and reached for the phone.
"Another girl to see you," Sally said. "I told her you were finished, and that she was too late. But she seems a bit desperate, and I believe she might burst into tears right here."
"Hell, send her in," Nick said. "One more won't hurt, and I can't stand to see a woman cry, particularly in my own office."
From the moment the girl came in, Nick knew she was far from what Jarvis had in mind. It was not only her incredible body, but her face had sex written all over it, and the way she moved across the office screamed bed, bed, bed, with each step.
"My name is Holly," she said, in a dead-tired voice that was somehow arousing.
"Sit down, Holly," Nick said, and motioned to the chair beside his desk.
"I'm Nick Harrison," he said. "And your last name? And do you have a portfolio or pictures of other jobs with you?"
The harshness of her laugh seemed strange coming from the lovely, honey-toned face and Nick saw that she was sitting on the edge of the seat, with her hands in her lap.
"Mr. Harrison, I have no pictures and no portfolio," she said. "The only job offers I've had in my brief career, or attempt at a career I should say, were for magazines or movies that you hear about but don't believe really exist. I naturally turned them down. I'm not even sure I have a last name any longer. Just call me Holly."
"All right, Holly," Nick said. "Suppose you tell me something about yourself."
Holly fidgeted on the chair and licked her lips. Nick stared at her and was overwhelmed with just how damn lovely she was. Her shoulder-length honey-blond hair framed a face marked by copper toned skin and big, blue eyes and full lips. Her up tilted breasts were straining against a black, one-size-too-small sweater. Her skirt now rode high above her knees to reveal golden thighs and slim tapered legs.
Nick looked back to the face and realized she had an incredible combination of obvious youth etched about the face, but also a way of twisting her lips and cocking her head and smiling that made him go warm with just the thought of touching her.
Still she did not speak, and he saw her body drawn tense and saw the hands pressed tightly together in her lap, and then he saw that her lips were quivering slightly.
He leaned forward. "Are you okay?" he asked. "Is something wrong?"
"Mr. Harrison, I really need this job," she said. "Or some job. I really do. I'm desperate."
"Frankly, Holly, you're not at all what my client had in mind," he said. "And I have no other jobs right now. You could always visit personnel. Do you take dictation or type? Do you have any skills?"
"Not the kind to use in an office," she said. "I can't do one damn thing in an office."
"How old are you?" Nick asked.
"Seventeen," she said. "I don't have a single skill, Mr. Harrison. I didn't even finish high school. All I have is this body and my face, Mr. Harrison, and I just don't know what to do now."
Nick saw that she was shaking slightly and then noticed a faint pallor that edged the eyes and he realized that something was really wrong with the girl.
"When was the last time you ate?" he asked the girl.
Holly looked at him, her blue eyes wide. Then she glanced away. "Yesterday morning," she mumbled. "I did have some coffee this morning though."
"Christ, you poor kid," Nick said. And he thought back to times when he was young and hungry, and he knew what it was like to go a couple of days without eating.
He shoved his chair back and stood up. "Come on," he said.
"Where are we going?" she asked, as she got slowly to her feet.
"To get something to eat," he said.
"I didn't come up here for charity," she said. But her voice was weak, and weary and she moved with small, hesitant steps to the door, and then she turned. "I could eat a horse," she added.
Nick was overcome with pity as he led her out, and he felt a little guilty about his plush life and the ease with which he had blocked out the fact that he had once been a hungry, teen-aged kid.
Holly sat shy and nervous as they sat in the plush restaurant. Nick felt good all over as he watched her eat soup and crackers, then a small steak and potatoes, and finally pie with ice cream. She kept glancing furtively at him between bites, her blue eyes wide, her body drawn in against itself.
Nick remembered standing in Connors' office with Julie, and stared at Holly and shook his head. He loved Julie dearly, but her life had been so easy, and she had never known the kind of suffering this kid had.
Nick glanced at his watch and realized he would have to hurry or he would be late for the appointment with Frances Dennison that Connors had set up. Yet he was reluctant to disturb Holly's obvious pleasure in her food. When she finished her pie and ice cream with quick bites she looked up at him. "I saw you glancing at your watch," she said. "I'm sorry to be taking so long, but I just can't stand the thought of finishing. It may be months before I eat like this again."
"Actually I do have to be somewhere in less than half an hour," he said, and he noticed now that her eyes were sparkling and that the pallor had drained from around the eyes.
Nick paid the check and escorted Holly outside. And as he shoved the door open, he saw that a wet slushy snow was falling and realized that the temperature was dropping.
He saw Holly shivering and he pulled her under an awning. He pulled out a twenty-dollar bill and pressed it into her hand. "Take a cab to wherever you live, and buy yourself some groceries," he said.
"I don't live anywhere," she said. "I was thrown out yesterday for being several weeks behind in my rent. And they kept all my clothes."
"What did you do last night?" Nick asked.
"Just walked around and went to an all night movie," she said. "Mr. Harrison, take me to your place. Please. Just let me get warm there. I'm so tired of being cold and lonely. I won't be any trouble. Just for tonight."
Nick swallowed and stared down at the blue eyes and the slightly trembling lips and the shivering, voluptuous body. "I'm afraid not, Holly," he said. "Look, I'll see if I can help you tomorrow. Take the money and get a hotel room tonight, and tomorrow I'll see about loaning you some money so that you can pay your back rent and get your clothes."
"Please," Holly said and took his hand in her little hand and squeezed. "I'm scared and lonely. Just one night Mr. Harrison. I'll sleep on the floor or in the bathtub. Haven't you ever been scared and cold and lonely?"
"Sure Holly," he said, and he knew he was making a mistake to take her home. But he knew he could not turn her out now, not the way she felt, not the way he could remember walking the streets on cold nights as a kid.
He saw a cab and hailed it, then he and Holly ran through the slush and climbed in. As Nick gave his address and the cab pulled from the curb, Holly nestled against him.
"I won't be any trouble," she repeated. "And I'll never forget this Mr. Harrison. I swear. I'd kill myself if I had to spend this night in some cheap dump all alone."
"If we're going to be friends, you'd better call me Nick," he said. And he thought of moving away from her body. Yet the gesture of her sitting against him seemed completely innocent, even child-like.
"Nick, I hope we're friends," Holly said. "You've literally saved my life, and I'll pay you back. Really I will."
"I've been hungry and cold and alone in my day, Holly," he said. "I know what it's like. And you won't even have to sleep on the floor. There's a couch in the living room that makes down into a bed."
"That's swell," she said.
They rode the rest of the way in silence, and Nick kept glancing at his watch. And he became more and more aware of the presence of Holly's voluptuous body. It seemed to radiate a warmth and aliveness, and he wondered what it would be like to touch her, to kiss her. Then he smiled to himself and thought of Julie.
Little Holly was a bundle of sex all right, he told himself as the cab stopped in front of his building. But he had been tempted by far more knowing and provocative women than this girl, and had not even come close to giving in.
"Gee what a nice building," Holly said, and they entered the brownstone. "You wouldn't believe the dumps I've been staying in recently. But I feel my luck is changing now."
"I haven't always lived in a house like this," Nick said, and it seemed strange, but he was proud that he had once been as destitute as this lovely girl obviously was.
"Someday I'll have something this swell, or even better," she said as they started up the stairs.
She moved up the steps with an effort and Nick realized she must be near exhaustion. But his concern with her health vanished quickly as he watched the movement of her rounded, perfect buttocks beneath the tight skirt.
"How far up do you live?" she asked. "I'm not sure I can make another flight."
"You're in luck," he said. "I live here on the second floor."
She stepped aside and then followed him down the hallway to his apartment. "God but I'm beat," she said, and he turned and saw that she was propped up against the wall.
"Don't give up now," he said and laughed. "Just a few feet more and everything will be okay."
He unlocked the door and took her hand and pulled her inside. She squeezed his hand and he marveled at how warm the hand felt, and how it seemed to glow with feeling and aliveness, despite her obvious exhaustion.
"Nick, this is a lovely apartment," she said, and cocked her head up at him and smiled in a way that made him go warm.
He pulled his hand from hers, but let his eyes feast up and down the jutting, curving body. Yet he still felt little actual desire for her, and as always with another woman, he thought instantly of Julie, and her dark eyes and pale skin and short stacked body. And of his deep love for her.
"Look, I've got to run in a minute," Nick said. "Since you're the guest, you have the choice of the bed in the bedroom, or the couch out here which makes down into a bed."
"You know what I want first?" Holly asked, and smiled deeply, and her blue eyes danced with an excitement that made Nick suck in his breath. "I want to take a hot shower for a long, long time. Do you mind terribly?"
He laughed. "Of course not," he said, and laughed to himself at mistaking the look in her eyes. Her child-like enthusiasm about something as simple as a shower made him glow with another kind of warmth.
"Well, you said you were in a hurry," she said. "And I don't want to get in the bathroom ahead of you."
"I'm ready," he said. "You go on and have your shower. But you still haven't decided which bed you want."
"You're the man," she said in a suddenly strange, taunting voice that disturbed Nick. "You should decide."
"I'll take the couch, you take the bed," he said. "There are towels in the closet in the bathroom and an extra tooth brush in the medicine cabinet. And there's food in the kitchen if you're hungry."
"Nick, you won't be sorry you did me this favor," she said, and leaned over suddenly and kissed his check.
He was amazed at the feel of her lips, and he actually felt his cheek was burning. The lips had that incredible texture he had noticed about her body and face, and felt when he held her hand. Her lips, like her body, seemed so syrupy-smooth and soft-firm and burning with a strange, surging fire.
"I'll try not to wake you when I come in," he said and stepped to the door.
"Once I hit the bed, Nick, I doubt that anything will be able to wake me," she said. "But just let me get one night's sleep in a decent bed. By tomorrow morning I'll be back in shape, and then Nick, you won't believe it's the same person."
Nick stared at her and a dozen things raced through his mind, and he felt very close to her and did not understand why, except for the bond between a girl on the way up and a man who had been down and was now on top. He thought of several things to say to her. But all he said was, "Good night, Holly."
"Good night, Nick," she said. "And Nick, you really saved my life. You're one swell guy. I'd have sold my soul tonight to have some place warm and nice to sleep. I'd have sold a lot just to be able to take a hot shower."
Then Holly turned and moved across the room and Nick stared as she suddenly unbuttoned her blouse and tore it off and twirled it in her hands as she stepped into the short hallway that led to the bathroom. Her enormous breasts strained against a small, white bra and the contrast of the stark white bra and the golden skin was staggering.
At the hall, she looked over her shoulder and smiled deeply, and stopped for one instant to stare at him. Then she was gone and Nick left his apartment, and stood in the hallway breathing deeply…
Thoughts of Holly's body and face and the touch of her lips and the feel of her hand raced through Nick as he hurried down the steps. He told himself he was a fool to let her come to his apartment.
Yet as he stopped in the doorway and pulled his coat around his ears against the snow and the cold, he asked himself how he could have done anything else. Here he was hurrying to some stuffy old bitch on Park Avenue to discuss an important account. And if he did not have this to do, he would be in the Connors' suite on Sutton Place, warm and well fed and surrounded by luxury and elegance.
He had come a long way to be here tonight, but not so far that he could turn Holly out into the night. He knew only too well that it was not merely a matter of taking his money and getting a room. When you're young and really down, you need that touch of warmth from someone else, that response from another human being that is more important than a crumpled bill.
Nick stepped into the soft snowfall and walked to the curb to wait for a cab. Holly had needed very much to be helped tonight. But tomorrow she had to go because she was obviously potential trouble. And he was so on top of things now, he would be a fool to take any kind of chance.
Then Nick saw a taxi and stepped into the street and thought of old lady Dennison.



CHAPTER FIVE


Nick waited in the foyer of the Park Avenue apartment and his mind raced with thoughts of selling Dennison Beer, and of selling the old lady on his handling of her account.
He straightened his tie twice, and glanced nervously about the foyer, and at the dark stained wood and the paintings and the two heavy, old chests and the neo-Greek statues of warriors with spears on top of them.
The butler, an elderly man with pinched wrinkles and faded blue eyes and wispy grey hair finally returned and nodded at Nick and then gestured to a door.
"Mrs. Dennison will see you now, sir," he said. Nick thanked the butler and walked through the door into the largest room he had ever seen, outside of Grand Central Station. It seemed a block long and was lined with floor-to-ceiling bookcases filled with old leather-bound books. The carpet was so thick he felt he would sink into it, as he might sink into quicksand.
Gigantic stately plants grew from elaborate copper pots and a fireplace bigger than Nick's living room was blazing with gigantic burning logs. And the ceiling was recessed panels beneath dark wood squares.
Nick passed pieces of magnificent old, heavy wood furniture and moved down the room to the far end, where a wrinkled woman sat sipping something from a delicate flowered teacup.
Nick was slightly unnerved as he reached the huge, overstuffed chair where the woman sat, and he remembered the things he had heard at the agency about the impossibility of dealing with Frances Dennison.
Nick walked past a table whose legs were twined with carved flowers, and whose top was filled with silver or gold-framed faded photographs.
"Young man, you're late," the old lady said, rising from her chair.
"It's hard to get a cab in the snow," Nick said, cursing himself for this blunder on the night of their first meeting.
"Oh, don't apologize," she said and took a dainty sip from the fragile teacup. "I admire a man who's late. Shows that he's human. What do you drink?"
"I drink Scotch," Nick said. "With a little water." He looked at the old lady, at the proud, wrinkled face and the fine line of her profile and the firmness her body still possessed and he realized she must have been a lovely woman at one time. And he also decided he liked her.
Mrs. Dennison stepped to a purple, flower covered cord and pulled and before she turned back to Nick, the butler was coming into the room.
"Yes, Mrs. Dennison?" he asked.
"This young man drinks scotch with just a bit of water," she said. "And I'll have another cup of gin."
The butler came over and took the teacup and left, and Nick stared at Mrs. Dennison with a new respect. She sat back down in her chair and nodded toward a similar chair opposite her.
"So you're going to try to sell my beer?" she asked.
"Mr. Connors has given the Dennison account top priority," he said.
"I should hope so," she said. "Sales have fallen off recently and the idiots Marshall has put on the account are simply not to be believed. When Marshall called and said he could not make it tonight, and was sending one of his top men, I actually shuddered, Mr. Harrison."
Nick started to mouth a platitude, to pour out an oily line of talk that would praise the agency and the account and the old lady. But something told him not to. Because he detected in this old lady a definite toughness, and an honesty, and he told himself that he would be making a bad mistake to follow the same line other men from the agency had followed.
"Sales might have fallen off because people don't like the beer," Nick said, in a win or lose it all statement. "Advertising can only do so much."
The butler brought the drinks in and there was a long minute of silence as Nick took a drink of his scotch and then watched Mrs. Dennison take short, dainty sips from the teacup.
She held the cup in her lap and leaned toward Nick, her faded eyes wide. "Mr. Harrison, the beer is lousy," she said. "It always has been. But before, your agency has been able to sell it, in great quantities."
Nick drank his scotch and looked at the wrinkled old lady and told himself he faced the toughest challenge of his career at the agency. Because how in hell could he deal with a client who thought her product was inferior?
"Do you know, to be honest, I've never had a Dennison Beer," he said.
"Well, Mr. Harrison," she said, "I haven't had one since, oh, when was it we had that party and I got so drunk? Yes, 1929 I think. Terrible, just terrible. But then I must confess. I'm not a beer drinker. It seems a waste of time. Early in life I discovered gin, and it has become a habit. In prohibition of course, in speak-easies, we drank from teacups. And the habit has stayed with me. A whim a wealthy old woman can allow herself."
"I'm not a beer drinker either," Nick said. "I believe in doing the job thoroughly, and whiskey does it best."
"So you're not afraid to admit you like to drink?" she asked, and took a dainty sip from her cup.
"I love to drink," he said. "As long as it doesn't interfere with my work."
"I think we'll get along just fine, Mr. Harrison," she said. "Marshall knew what he was doing when he sent you over. I warned him not to send another of those proper namby-pambies who spent half the time assuring me how proper and sober they were."
"I'll tell you what, Mrs. Dennison," he said. "I'll sell your beer if I don't have to drink it. Give me a week or so, and I'll develop a campaign that will have customers rushing bars and package stores in droves."
"I wouldn't think of having your enthusiasm and confidence dampened by having to know what the wretched stuff tastes like," she said. "You work that campaign out and then you call me here. I'm home all the time when the weather is like this. I like you, young man, but I warn you I have very definite ideas and no little knowledge of the market, and I'll give you hell if you don't live up to my expectations."
Nick smiled. "I've never failed a charming and gracious lady before," he said.
"No indeed, I'm sure you haven't," she said, and finished her gin and set the cup down on an ornate oak table.
The butler appeared at the door, and Nick stood up and bowed slightly. "You'll be hearing from me in a week," he said.
Mrs. Dennison smiled and nodded, but did not say anything. Nick followed the butler across the huge room, and out of the apartment. He hurried from the building, and stood under the canopy and saw that the snow had stopped falling and now was piled deep along Park Avenue.
"Cab, sir?" the uniformed doorman asked as he touched the tip of his cap.
"No, I think I'll walk," said Nick.
Nick turned down the sidewalk and took a deep breath of the fresh, cold air and enjoyed the crunch of snow beneath his feet. His feeling of contentment warmed over him and he congratulated himself on the way he had handled Mrs. Dennison. And he had genuinely liked the old lady and her mannerisms and eccentricities were refreshing after the usual Madison Avenue types he dealt with. But he also knew he faced a hell of a challenge to come up with something in a week that satisfied her.
Nick turned a corner and walked east to Lexington Avenue, and went into a bar, ordered a scotch and water and took it back to the phone booth and dialed Julie's number.
She answered before it rang a full time. "How did it go?" she asked.
"Very well," he answered. "She likes me and seems pleased that I'm going to handle the account. But I told her I'd come up with something in a week. Which means it's going to be a hell of a week."
"I'm sure you'll come up with something wonderful, darling," she said.
"I think I should speak with your father," Nick said and took a sip of the scotch.
"Oh, Daddy's out," she said in a husky voice. "He won't be back until very late. I've been sitting here waiting for you, Nick. And do you know what I have on?"
Nick swallowed and poured down the whiskey.
"No, what?" he asked. "Not one thing," she said. "I'm curled up on the big rug in front of the fireplace, and feeling very lonely, since I gave the servants the night off." Nick pictured that small, pale, voluptuous body curled on the rug, with the flames accentuating the black hair and eyes, and lighting up every fabulous hill and valley she possessed.
"Christ, Julie, you pick the strangest times and places to get excited about sleeping with me," he said. "What if your father came back?"
"Oh, he said he'd call first, and we could lock the door," she said. "Aren't you game, Nick? I am. And please darling, don't criticize my whims. You know how difficult it is for me to make love to you at all before we're married. Tonight though, with the snow and the fire and a few martinis, I feel very much like your wife."
A few martinis, Nick said to himself. Yes, it took alcohol to make Julie a wild, warm lover. "Listen, darling," he said. "You know how urgent this Dennison account is, and I've got an early morning meeting to hand over the Jarvis account."
"And you've just got to dash home and work all night," she interrupted.
"That's what you get for loving a working man," he said, and drained his drink.
"Sometimes I hate my father and that damned agency," she said. "Why does he have to give you all the tough jobs? It isn't fair, Nick, really it isn't."
"We could move the wedding up," he said. "Skip all the formalities, just run down to City Hall in a few days. Then there would be no more cold, lonely nights for us."
"Oh Nickie, now don't start that again," she said. "You know how much a big wedding means to Daddy and to me, and mother would roll over in her grave if she thought I'd get married at City Hall."
"Julie, just let me get things wrapped up tonight," he said, and again visualized that body lit by the fire. "Tomorrow night you can meet me after work and we'll have all evening together."
"You promise, now, Nickie, job or no job," she said.
"I promise," he said. "Now I've got to run. I love you, Julie."
"I love you too, darling," she said.
Nick hung up and went to the bar and had another quick scotch and water. He was glowing with whiskey-warmth and self-satisfaction as he stepped back into the cold and crunched through the snow.
Lights glistened red and green and yellow on the white snow and cars made peaceful, purring sounds on the snow-rutted street. Nick moved along and thought how well things were going, with his coming marriage to Julie, his initial success with Mrs. Dennison and the obvious possibility that one day he would be sitting in the enormous, nostalgia-filled office, running Connors and Ross.
He turned a corner and nearly slipped on a patch of ice and caught himself on an ice-slick street sign. Then he walked carefully down the street and thought how when he and Julie were married he would make certain Julie became the kind of lover who never needed a drink, or anything else, to turn her loose and wild in bed.
The wind whipped up now and blew snow in Nick's face, and he turned up the collar of his coat and felt a little chilled. And for the first time since Mrs. Dennison's, he remembered that a seventeen year-old girl was spending the night in his apartment.
He stopped abruptly and again he nearly slipped on a patch of ice. Christ, he muttered to himself. He had really been a fool to let the girl stay there, no matter how miserable and lonely she was. If Julie or her father ever discovered that she was sleeping there tonight, everything he had worked for and wanted would be dashed in an instant.
He hurried home, anxious to see the girl again and make it damned clear that she had to be out early tomorrow morning. He was filled with apprehension as he opened his door, and he told himself he had been a real fool to let his compassion endanger him the way he had.
The apartment was dark, and for an instant he thought she might be gone. But he switched on the light and saw her blouse by the bedroom door. And as he stepped across the room, he saw that there was a bottle of scotch on the coffee table in front of the couch. He picked up the bottle which had been nearly full when he last saw it. Now it was one third gone.
Nick shoved open the bathroom door, and in the moonlight he saw a skirt, a white bra and a pair of tiny, white panties, a direct trail to the bed, where Holly was sleeping.
Nick stepped closer, and stopped beside the bed. Holly was naked and even in the faint moonlight, Nick could see the vivid contrast of her golden body against the white sheets.
The curve of her back was lovely, and Nick took a deep breath and stared down at her luscious buttocks and her slim legs. And just as he turned, he heard her twisting on the bed and looked around as she shifted over onto her back.
Nick could not believe the loveliness of her lush body, spread golden and young on the bed beneath him, and he bent down and stared with fascination and let himself touch her leg an instant. The skin had a fantastic texture and seemed liquid-warm and alive.
Nick shook his head and smiled to himself and stood up. Holly twisted again in a way that emphasized the enormous breasts with huge dark brown nipples. And then her lips fell open and she muttered something, and her tongue licked at her lips.
Nick stared a moment more, then turned and left the room. He went quickly to the bottle of scotch and poured a double shot and gulped it down. His finger seemed glowing with warmth from touching her leg and he imagined possessing that young, vibrant body fully, and went warm all over at the thought.
Christ, he mumbled, and shook his head. Just thinking of her that way was stupid, he told himself. Tomorrow she would be gone, and he would have only Julie to think about. Julie and his future, which at this point seemed perfect and unlimited.
He had another, quick drink, then went into the bathroom, and turned on the water in the shower and thought of Julie and her invitation, and his excuse about having to come home and work.
As he stripped his clothes off, he admitted to himself that he had really turned her invitation down because he was not about to jeopardize his future by making love to her on the floor of her father's apartment. And also because he had wanted to come back to his apartment and see Holly one final time.
The shower water was hot, and he tensed his body and started whistling and told himself to concentrate on the meeting tomorrow morning, and on the new Dennison account. But as he stepped from the shower and toweled off, there was only one thing on his mind: the naked young girl lying in his bed.
Nick wore only a towel as he left the bathroom and walked to the couch, where he was to sleep that night. He drank down another scotch. But still he couldn't get his mind off Holly. The moment he thought of her darkly tanned flesh against the white sheets, his prick started to grow stiff under the towel wrap.
Tomorrow, she'll be gone, he said to himself. In fact, he might never see her again. He sat for five minutes on the couch, trying to resist the urge to walk into the bedroom for one final peek. And then, as he finished another drink, he knew he wouldn't be able to resist the temptation any longer.
Slowly, quietly, he stepped into the bedroom. Holly was still lying on her back, sleeping soundly after her long period without sleep, and the scotch she'd consumed. Nick walked to the side of the bed again and stared down.
Her eyes were closed, her mouth slightly open, her rich, full lips sparkling in the moonlight. Her tits were rising and falling with her breath heavy, fleshy mounds tipped with large pink nipples. Her belly was flat and dark, her navel deep, her thighs slender and smooth. He looked at her pussy. Her bush was blonde and sparse, and through the light hairs he could make out her pink cunt lips.
Nick's heart was pounding as his eyes moved along her thighs. Her calves were slender, her ankles thin, her feet small and tan and tipped with a white polish. The only piece of jewelry she wore was a white bone ankle bracelet that made her tanned feet seem all the darker.
The towel Nick wore was pushed out in front by now as his cock gorged. It could be so easy, he thought. All he had to do was lie down beside her take her in his arms. He was sure she would respond, sure she would gladly give herself. And what pleasure awaited him in that tan young body, in those full lips, those quivering tits, that blonde-fringed cunt. He had a feeling that her touch would be so thrilling he'd come the moment she laid a hand on him.
Slowly, very carefully, Nick touched her flesh again. He let his hand rest on her warm thigh, then pressed lightly against her belly. She didn't budge her breath was still slow and heavy. Nick's finger moved delicately around her navel, then along her tan flesh to her tit. Two fingers closed around the spongy nipple, stroked it a few times and then released it.
The pink wad seemed to grow larger immediately. By the time Nick let go, it was twice the size of her other nipple. Nick stroked the second wad until it too was swollen, then leaned back and stared in lusting worship at her body.
The sight of her nipples puffy and throbbing was so tempting he had to fight the urge to bend over and kiss them. He looked at her cunt again glistening in the moonlight. Nick had seen many beautiful young models in his days at the advertising agency, but he had to admit to himself that none of them was as sexually vibrant and enticing as this young girl naked on his bed.
Almost without thinking, Nick pulled off his towel and let his prick wave in front of him. He took hold of the aching member and squeezed it, then tried to soothe the soreness of his hard-on by stroking the shaft a few times. His eyes were still glued on her nipples, and a surge of pleasure passed through his body at his first stroke.
Still stroking very slowly and lightly, he ran his hand over her belly again, then into the warmth of her inner thighs. He let a fingertip barely brush through her blonde bush, then bent over and placed a very gentle kiss on her navel.
Holly stirred, taking a deep breath and then rolling over on her side. Nick froze, cock in hand, until she'd settled into a comfortable sleep again. But then, as he reached down to touch her thigh, she rolled over again, onto her belly.
Now Nick gazed in adoration at her firm, doughy cheeks, split by a deep, hairless crack. Between her thighs he could just make out a few blonde hairs sparkling in the faint light. He pressed an open palm against her buttock, stroking his prick again. When a finger slid into the crack, he moved it up and down, almost out of his mind now with the urge to leap on top of her.
Bending down slightly beside the bed, Nick rubbed the tip of his cock in her ass crack, then stood up quickly to see if she would respond. She didn't. He rubbed his cockhead in her ass crack again, still stroking the shaft. Suddenly he realized that gism was shooting swiftly into his cock.
The thought of rubbing his cock in her ass crack until he came, and then watching his white cream spurting all over her naked, darkly tanned back, was almost enough to put him over the edge. With great reluctance, he let go of his prick and dropped his hands at his side. It was no use. The longer he stayed in the bedroom, the greater the chance he would do something he'd regret.
After one last, longing look at her nakedness, Nick left the room and returned to the couch. He drank down one scotch, then another, trying to knock himself out. But as he turned out the lights and slid under the sheet he'd put on the couch, he still couldn't forget Holly.
At every sound, Nick turned his head to peer through the darkness, expecting to see Holly coming to him. His cock was still half stiff. He had to force himself to think of Julie, of Mrs. Dennison, of Mr. Connors and Nick's new job, trying to lull himself to sleep.
He wasn't sure exactly when he fell asleep, or when he woke up again. But when he did open his eyes again, he could see that it was early morning, and barely light out. And he also had the strong feeling that he was being watched. That feeling forced his eyes open wide and set his heart pounding as he quickly rolled over on the couch.
Holly was standing near the couch, naked and grinning.



CHAPTER SIX


Nick gasped loudly as he looked at Holly. She stared at him with a wicked gleam in her wide, blue eyes, her hands on her hips, her long nipples pointed at him like another pair of eyes.
"H-Holly…" was all he could get out. His eyes roamed from the enormous uplifted breasts to the narrow waist and the flare of her hips, her dark thighs and the blonde nest between them…
"I fell asleep early so I woke up early," Holly said in a near whisper. She too was gazing, staring at his naked body. It took a few seconds before Nick was fully alert and aware of what was happening. Quickly he pulled the sheet up to cover his crotch.
"What the hell are you doing, standing there naked like that?" Nick asked, trying to sound authoritative and annoyed. But he couldn't tear his eyes from that luscious, copper toned young body.
"I didn't think you'd mind," Holly grinned, stepping closer to the couch. "You have a beautiful body, Nick, I was just looking it over."
Nick could only wonder how long she'd been standing there. He leaned up on one elbow and forced a frown.
"Holly, please, go back to bed," he said without conviction.
"Don't you like my body?" Holly asked with pursed lips, as if she were pouting.
"I think you're very, very beautiful," Nick said gulping. "That's just the problem."
"Problem?" Holly giggled. "Take another look."
Nick felt his heart racing, his cock beginning to stiffen as she approached the couch. Half of him wanted her to turn around and walk to the bedroom and leave him alone; that was the half that wanted to marry Julie and rise to the top of her father's company. The other half of him wanted her to jump on the couch with him and take her in his arms.
"Please, Holly. Behave yourself."
"Just take a look, Nick."
Holly smiled deeper and slowly turned around and Nick's heart pounded as he stared at her profile and then her back, and finally her front again.
"You're lovely," he said. "But come to your senses, Holly. You can't just stand there in front of me like that." Nick stared at her heaving breasts and her lush body and tried to think of something stern to say, but his thoughts were muddled and his body weak with warmth and his heart pounded.
"Oh, I don't intend to just stand here," Holly said. "I just wanted you to see my body. Men always go crazy when they see me like this. And I just love having my body admired."
"Holly, go put some clothes on," Nick said. "I've got to get to work, and don't forget you've got to leave this morning. Now, don't make me angry. Don't make me sorry I let you stay here."
Holly's laugh was deep and mocking and Nick stared up at the way she rippled her body so that each mound and crevice seemed to ebb and flow. And then Holly sank to the edge of the couch and Nick moved back.
"Nick, baby, I promise you won't be sorry you let me stay here," she said. "I know I was something of a drag yesterday, but the food and shower and scotch and a good night's sleep have put me back in shape. And Nick, baby, see what shape I'm in."
"Holly, get off the damn couch," Nick said, and shuddered at the lack of conviction in his words.
"Nick, it's snowing out," she said. "And I'm a girl who likes things warm. Very warm. In a little while, I'm going to be out in the snow."
Her body glowed in the early morning light, her young, ripe body a length of golden flesh. Nick couldn't help staring.
"I let you take a look," Holly whispered. "Now let me have a peek."
"Holly!"
Nick shuddered as she reached for the sheet and ripped it back from his body. There was no denying that his prick was fully erect, and Holly's eyes opened wide when she saw it.
"You don't really want me to go, I can see that," she smiled smugly, still staring at his cock.
"Holly…" Suddenly she looked up in his eyes imploringly. Slowly she leaned forward, Nick felt himself freeze as her full lips neared his. Then he felt his eyes closing with a mind of their own as those soft, wet lips pressed eagerly against his.
Her kiss was hot and wet and her hands roamed knowingly over his body, pinching and tickling. He tensed for a moment. He told himself he was a fool to make love to a seventeen-year-old girl and that he was jeopardizing everything he wanted and had worked for. But then, when Holly's warm fingers met his hard prick and lifted the organ into the air, he knew he would never be able to stop her now.
Her tongue, sudden and wicked, shoved its way into his mouth and sought his tongue. He groaned and clamped his hands over her back and kissed her desperately. He didn't know whether he'd moved closer to her, or she had slid closer to him on the open couch, but now their bodies were pressed together, bare flesh burning against bare flesh, as they embraced and kissed and panted in rising passion.
Nick squirmed and grunted, she pressed her body closer against his and her lips and tongue continued to thrill him. His hands roamed her back and buttocks, he savored the touch of her flesh, moaned at the feel of skin that seemed to vibrate with a fiery desire. When she ground her tits against his chest, biting his tongue as it lashed into her mouth, Nick thought he would go delirious with sexual hunger.
Holly too was breathing deeply as he cupped her breasts in his palm and squeezed the mounds, then twirled his finger around the hard, bloated nipples. She pressed herself against him again, he tried to feel each part of her flesh burning against his with an insane, tingling warmth.
She moaned and dug her nails into his back as he held her in his arms. Honey, he said to himself, her flesh is like honey, sweet and warm and liquid. He opened his eyes as he caressed her ear, looking down her back. The dark flesh was split by the deep, graceful groove of her spine, and he could see the very top of her ass crack.
"Oh Nick," she purred as she reached into his crotch and gripped his cock again. "It's so warm, so warm and hard."
Nick felt himself go dizzy as a wave of pleasure passed through his body, starting at the end of his prick, where her warm fingers were, and reaching to every last nerve in his body. Nick had made love to more women in his life than he could honestly remember, but he could not recall ever being as horny as he was now.
Holly had removed her lips from his and was staring down at his prick in admiration. She held the hard tool up straight, the swollen cap aimed at the ceiling, the thick veins shining in the dull light. The shaft was arched in full stiffness, the blood beat rapidly through his dark veins. Slowly, she bent over and let her honey-blonde hair fall to his thighs. Oh my God, Nick said to himself with a sudden start, she's going down on me!
Nick couldn't help but gasp as he felt the first touch of her wet lips on his cockhead. She kissed it once, then trailed her tongue down the shaft until her lips were pressed against the base, nibbling. Her light fingers massaged his balls as his thighs began to stiffen.
Her tongue flicked his balls once, then again, then plucked the loose flesh of the sac into her mouth. Nick gasped as his balls were tossed around in her mouth, then held his breath when she released the sac and licked her way upward along the shaft. God, she may be seventeen, Nick said to himself, but she sure as hell knows what she's doing!
Her tongue swirled around his cockhead, her lips closed around the cap and her caress moved halfway down his shaft, then up again. She lifted her lips from his rod and stared at his glassy eyes, grinning.
"Do you like that?"
"Ah, Holly…"
She was already sucking his cock again, moving the soft, delicate circle of her caress up and down his shaft slowly. He felt the heat of her mouth moving down, covering inch after inch of his long rod, then her tongue lapping out around his crown when she'd risen to the top. There was no doubt about it: if she continued like that for another few moments, he wasn't going to be able to keep himself from blasting into her mouth.
Her slender fingers were holding the pulsing shaft upright, stroking it softly. She kissed the crown, then wrapped her soft lips around the bulge and sucked noisily. He could feel himself trembling as he waited for her next plunge.
She dropped sharply onto the pole, taking in most of it with one smooth, gentle swoop. He felt neither her lips nor her teeth, only the wetness and warmth of her mouth as it surrounded his aching prick. His thighs moved on their own, urging his cock deeper into her mouth, and she accepted all of it.
Again she rose to the crown and swooped down on his pole as far as she could, this time squeezing the fiery ring of her lips more firmly around his shaft. Her tongue twirled around the rod as it slid into her caress, her breath blew against his bush as she paused at midsection and sucked softly. Then she dropped further, letting the tip of his cock slide along the back of her mouth and into her throat.
Holly too was gasping for breath now as she rose and fell rapidly on his thick tool, sucking furiously on the head, curling her tongue continually. Nick opened his eyes and watched her work, admiring the smooth flesh of her shoulders, her honey-blonde hair as it fell to his thighs, her full lips as they parted to accept his prick. Her tits were dangling forward now, but still looked firm and ripe, the nipples so swollen they looked ready to burst.
He watched his thick cock slide from between her lips, gleaming with her saliva. Her lips too shone with moisture as she sucked on the glowing knob of his cockhead. Then he gasped as he watched his prick disappear into her mouth again, felt her blonde hair tickling his thighs. Gism was soaring toward his prick so quickly it felt as if he were about to pee in her mouth.
She was groaning softly as she sucked his cock, her voice very soft and childlike, breathy, almost a whine. He slid a leg between hers and pressed his thighs against the wetness of her cunt. She moaned louder, whining with lust, grinding her pussy against his bare leg.
Nick's eyes closed again as she took his balls in her hand and tossed them around gently. His prick was sliding smoothly down her throat, her lips were reaching almost to the base of his long prick, her cheeks were puffing out as the member filled her.
He took hold of one of her huge tits and massaged the putty-like flesh in his fingers. The entire mound was darkly tanned except for a circle a fraction of an inch larger than her areola, he knew that her bathing suit was scanty enough to turn every head on the beach – and so were her tits. And from the looks of the faint white ring around her hips, she'd recently done some nude sunbathing. He'd suspected, in fact, from the moment he laid eyes on her, that she was from California, or Florida, or someplace else where the sun shines all year long. There was just an aura of sunny sexuality about her that in his mind placed her on a beach in the hot sun, her lush young body soaking up the sun's rays as if they were nursing her to ripeness like a luscious piece of fruit.
She was groaning more loudly now, pressing her wet bush against his leg. Her fingers jarred his balls her mouth closed around his cockhead and then moved slowly down the shaft. Gism inched into his prick. He hadn't the faintest idea how he was going to force himself to stop her.
But there was one way. He stared at her body, her wobbling breasts, her long nipples, her fleshy, tan thighs, her blonde nest pressed against his leg. He had to fuck her, had to savor the snug warmth of her young pussy before he wasted the fury of his passion by exploding in her mouth.
Nick settled back on the couch, watching her plunge onto his glistening cock again. Gism swelled his prick. He reached out at the last moment and pushed her head away.
His prick snapped back against his belly. She looked into his eyes with disappointment, as if he'd just taken away her most prized possession. But before she could say a word, he took hold of her waist and pulled her on top of him.
Her buttocks were blazing as they settled on his thighs, her tits were quivering before his eyes. She stared down at him, grinning, her eyes glassy like his and her mouth open as she breathed very deeply.
"Put it in me!" she gasped as she reached down for his prick. Her fingers closed around it. "Ah, darling, it's so hot!"
She lifted her buttocks from his body and raised his prick upright so that the cockhead was nestled in her bush. Nick was gasping and groaning himself as he took hold of his prick and rubbed the crown along her cunt lips. The pink flaps were positively drooling with pussy juice.
Digging his fingers into her waist, he pulled her down sharply on his crotch. His fat cock bore cleanly into her wet channel, her blonde bush met his bush and her soft buttocks crashed into his balls as she sat on him, fully stuffed.
"Oh Nick!" she crooned, shaking her head back and forth. "It's so deep, I can feel it!"
"God, you're tight!" he blurted out. "And so wet!"
For a few moments Nick couldn't move. He savored the snugness of her pussy, felt it twitching all around his member, felt her warmth penetrating his shaft and her wetness coating it. But then she slowly lifted herself, easing her channel upward along his shaft until his crown alone was left inside her. When she dropped again, her buttocks slapped into his thighs, his cock drove deeply into her cunt and sent her head shaking back and forth.
Now he took firm hold of her waist and screwed his hips upward to fill her. She bounced on top of him, screaming and gasping, her tits wobbling from the force of his lunges. Within a few moments she was bouncing furiously, erratically, like a puppet on a string pulled in every direction at the same time.
He watched her tits shake in front of his eyes, watched her face contort with pleasure, her lips open to gasp for breath, her eyes open once and then close as he drilled his prick up into her cunt again. He let go of her waist with one hand and took hold of her flying tits, grinding the steaming flesh against her chest as if he were trying to flatten her tit into a pancake. But they were much too large for that.
Her nipple throbbed against his palm as he fondled her tits. He slid a finger into the crack between her mounds, then looked down at his cock as she rose above it. His prick emerged from her body, glistening, and he could see her pink cunt lips stretched open by his thick manhood. Then he watched her blonde bush descend to his pelvis again, watched his cock disappear into her pussy and her tan thighs slap crisply against his at the end of her plunge.
But Nick remembered that, when she was lying naked in his bed, it was her tan buttocks that had most enticed him. He let her rise and fall a few more times on his cock, then, just as his rod began to stiffen with seed again, he lifted her from his stake and tossed her onto her belly.
She groaned when she felt his cock leave her. But before she had time to miss his delving thrusts, he climbed to his knees and straddled her ass prick in hand.
"Hurry, Nick, oh God, hurry!" she bleated.
He gazed in wonder at her firm, dark moons, then pressed his open palms against the scalding cheeks and yanked them open. Her ass crack was hairless. But an inch from her asshole, he could see the blonde hairs of her bush. He steered his cock between her buttocks and rubbed the hot tip along her wet slice.
She reached under her body to guide him into her. His crown cleared her doors, he pumped once and drove his long staff into her cunt all the way to the base. She screamed so loudly as he entered her that he had to wonder if she were coming.
For a moment he didn't move, and Holly lay still underneath him. Their bodies were locked together, his pelvis rested on the warm pillow of her buttocks. Then he pulled back and rammed his pole into her cunt again, his wet cockflesh slipping easily into the tight channel, his balls swinging freely against her upturned cheeks.
The room was suddenly filled with her wails, with the steady slap of bare flesh against bare flesh as his pelvis clapped against her ass again and again. Holly shook her head back and forth, then buried her face in a pillow to stifle her screams.
Nick reached under her body and took hold of her tit, massaging it softly at first, then twisting it around in his palm as if he were trying to tear it from her body. Her pussy twitched wildly around his pistoning member, squeezing it when he was inside her, flexing a few times as he slid it from between her cheeks, twirled his hips to rub his hot stake against her clit, and then lunged hard filling her to the brim. Gism was soaring into his prick again, and this time he had no intention of stopping.
But he wanted to feel her tits against his chest as he came, wanted to stare into her face as he reached the peak of his pleasure. He pumped a few more times into her cunt, then slid it gently from her body.
"Oh, Nick!"
Before she knew what was happening, he flipped her over, spread her thighs, and jumped between them. His cock rubbed against her wet lips, he took hold of the organ and slid the cap through her doors. She was shaking her head back and forth again and moaning continually as he readied his first lunge.
When it came, she tightened her cunt around his prick and screamed in his ear. He pressed his chest against her breasts, feeling the nipples beating against him, caressing her lips and neck madly as she shook under him.
Holly's hand roamed over Nick's back then found his hard buttocks. A finger slid into his ass crack, then another hand pressed against his cheek, pushing down, sending his prick sailing into her cunt all the more quickly. The fury of her passion was so intense that he had no idea if or when she was coming.
She flexed her pussy around his member digging her fingers into his buttocks and lashing her tongue into his mouth when he pressed his lips against hers. Each thrust of his hips brought a loud, wet, sloshing sound as he tore into her snug channel, then a clap of flesh against flesh, then two long, sensuous groans.
"I'm gonna come now!" Nick panted in her ear. "I can't stop now!"
"Do it!" she wailed. "Do it, Nick, do it, do it!"
She shrieked as the entire length of his thick tool bored deeply, quickly into her thrilled cunt. She was almost sobbing now, scratching his ass with her fingernails as he quickened his strokes.
He could feel the end of his rod reaching to the farthest limits of her pussy, ripping along the tight, wet channel, sliding from her cunt for only a split second before he drilled back into her. Gism swelled his cock, shudders of pleasure surged through his balls, his pelvis, and his ass as her fingers caressed it. In all his life, Nick had never felt such total, thoughtless pleasure.
A hoarse groan caught in his throat as his cockhead bulged inside her. Two quick thrusts brought him to the brink of his orgasm. And then one long, hard lunge pushed him over the edge.
Pumping at top speed, he swung his balls against her ass and ripped ruthlessly into her cunt. She bucked wildly under him as he grunted in her ear, lashing his prick to the ends of her channel just as the first hard spurt of his gism blasted in to her snug pussy.
"I feel it!" she bawled at the top of her lungs. "Oh my God, I feel it!"
They were writhing on the couch as he came rocking the mattress, slapping their bodies together with an insane fury. Nick's orgasm seemed to last for a full thirty seconds before the last drops of his semen oozed into her body.
Nick could hardly catch his breath as he came to a rest on top of her. He could feel his come surrounding his prick, and he knew that he'd filled her to the brim with his cream.
"Oh Nick, that was so good," she whispered, still moving her hips around under him. "Your come was so hot, I could feel it spurting against me."
Nick lay on top of her, motionless. Julie's face, then her father's passed before his eyes. But it was done, and he didn't regret it. If he was going to throw his future away for a woman, or for a girl, for that matter, at least he'd thrown it away for the best fuck of his life.
"Come on, Nick honey," she purred, squeezing his buttocks. "Don't stop now."
Nick woke with a start and sat up on the couch. He looked at Holly's deep smile, and he shook his head to clear his vision.
"I've been studying you, Nick," she said, and she sat up, her body golden and inviting. "Your face is so rugged and tough and those blue eyes seem out of place. I think my blue eyes are perfect with my hair and all. I mean, logical. But with your face, the eyes really turn me on, baby. And that blond hair cut seems so, oh, what is it. Sort of collegiate."
She reached over and ran her fingers through his hair, but he pulled away. "What time is it," he asked. "Hell, I haven't heard the alarm go off."
Holly leaned over and kissed his ear, and he tensed as he felt the flick of her hot, wet tongue. "I turned the clock off," she whispered, her words hoarse and diffused through the kiss. "You were sleeping so soundly, it seemed a shame to wake you. The phone even rang, and that didn't even disturb you."
Nick took one long arousing glance at Holly's body, honey-golden against the sheets. Then he scrambled to the edge of the couch.
"Christ there's a meeting at ten," he muttered and tried to pull the sheet around his naked body.
Holly laughed. "Nick, honey, ten has come and gone, so there's no reason to go dashing off. And you hardly need to hide yourself beneath the sheet. I think I'm familiar with every, shall we say, aspect of your body. And Nick, baby, you've got some body."
Nick shoved the sheet back. "Holly, that damn meeting could well cost me my future," he said.
Her smile was content and provocative, and her laugh came from deep in her throat. "Well Nick you seemed much more interested in the present than in the future," she said. "Why not call in sick today, baby? The weather is terrible."
Nick stood up and stared at Holly, and licked his parched lips as she leisurely stretched her body, and looked up at him with a mocking, dancing smile.
"Holly, my whole future depends on this morning at the agency," he said. And he was stunned at the way just looking at Holly's lavishly displayed body aroused him.
"Nick, tell them you have a fever," she said, and licked her lips slowly and twisted her legs in a way that made Nick's breath go short.
"Holly, I've got to get to work," he said. "And dammit, you've got to get out of here. Now, about this morning."
"Yes, Nick darling, about this morning?" she said. "Why don't we spend the rest of the day discussing this morning, Nick. Discussing it and, you know, other things."
"I'm going into the bedroom and get dressed," he snapped. "I'm going to shower and shave. And when I'm ready, I expect you to be ready to leave here. I mean it Holly."
Holly sat up on the couch, her breasts heaving as she took a deep breath. "Nick, I don't want to be put out in the cold and the snow," she said. "I'm no saint, but if I have to make love to have a place to sleep I want it to be someone like you. I'm desperate, Nick. And I'm afraid and I'm lonely. Just let me stay for a couple of days. I'll make things so good for you that it'll make this morning seem like a kid's necking session."
Nick had to look away from Holly or he knew he would never be able to walk away from her. "Dammit, Holly, you've got to get out," he said. "I'll see about getting you some money so you can pay your back rent and get your things."
"Nick, really, I dig you," she said. "I don't just want money. I want to stay here with you, baby. Didn't you dig this morning? Don't you like my body, Nick? Look over here Nick, and tell me you don't like my body."
Nick stumbled to the phone and sat down, careful not to even glance back at the couch. "Your body is marvelous," he said with conviction. "I've never known a girl whose body excited me the way yours does. But that doesn't change the situation."
Nick picked up the phone and dialed his office, and asked for Miss Lewis. He listened to the phone buzzing and sneaked a glance at the copper body spread against the white sheets. He remembered the feel of the skin and the glowing warmth that permeated the body and the way she moved and the taste of her warm, wet, wild lips.
"Mr. Harrison's office," Miss Lewis said, her voice brisk and efficient.
"This is Mr. Harrison," Nick said and again glanced at Holly, and saw that she was kneeling on the side of the bed.
"Oh, Nick, where have you been?" Miss Lewis asked, using the intimate tone she liked when there was no one else around. "I tried calling you at home. You missed that meeting."
"I know," he said. "I slept through the alarm and I guess I slept through your call too. Look, I'm not feeling too well this morning. Oh, Sally, how much damage was done by my missing that meeting? Is Connors ready to kill me?"
"Nick Harrison, I think Connors is ready to kiss you, darling," she said. "The word is all over the agency about your get together with old lady Dennison last night. She called Connors and he came down here beaming from ear to ear looking for you."
"Thank God," Nick said. "Look, I'll be down there in a half an hour." And Nick trailed the words off and sucked in his breath as he turned and saw Holly swaying across the room. He went rigid as she sat down on his lap, and smiled and bit his ear.
"Nick, are you all right?" Miss Lewis asked.
"On second thought, I don't think I'll be in today," he said. "I have something of a fever."
Holly laughed and snuggled up against Nick, and he felt her smooth glowing, golden body and knew what he had told his secretary was not far from the truth.
"It's a miserable day," Miss Lewis said. "If you feel bad you'd better stay at home."
"Yes, I'll get started on the Dennison account," Nick said and twisted his mouth from Holly's eager lips. "Call Connors first thing, and tell him that."
"Of course," she said. "If you need anything, Nick I could drop by after work."
"I don't think I'll need anything," he said quickly, and put a hand up and cupped one of Holly's huge breasts. "But thanks, Sally."
"I didn't think you would," she said. "But a girl has to keep trying. Take care of yourself, and I'll see you in the morning."
"Yes, in the morning," he mumbled and hung up.
"Holly, this is absolutely the last day you can stay," he said.
And then she mashed her lips over his mouth in a twisting kiss, and Nick told himself he was foolish to risk everything for another day with this girl.
Then Holly was squirming around and his hands were moving over her young body, and he was rubbing and mashing and tickling and squeezing every inch of her dark flesh. And then, her tan thighs were wrapping around his back and his hard prick was sliding into her again.
This time Nick pumped furiously into her, slamming her down on the mattress with each thrust. Her hands roamed over his back, again a finger slid into his ass crack. She found his swinging balls and began massaging them, then took hold of his cock as it slid from her pussy and stroked it a few times before he could cram it back inside her.
Once again, her passion was so intense that he didn't know when she was coming. His orgasm neared slowly, steadily. By the time his gism was again swelling his prick, Nick was gasping for breath desperately, straining every muscle in his body as his peak approached.
Holly suddenly rolled back under him, lifting her legs higher and closing them around his back. His cock seemed to enter her at a new angle, seemed to reach even deeper into her channel. And then as she screeched and screamed under him, he sailed into her young pussy again and filled it a third time with his piping-hot seed.
Still, she seemed to want more, gripping his cock when he rolled off of her and sliding her thighs around one of his to grind her pussy against his leg… He knew that she was going to put him in traction if he let her hang around much longer. But what a way to go!



CHAPTER SEVEN


The cab sped down Lexington Avenue, the tires slurring in the deep snow. Nick sat limply against the seat, so exhausted he could hardly breathe. He glanced at his watch and cursed himself. He was already ten minutes late.
The cab slid around a corner, and Nick braced himself for a moment. Then he relaxed again and closed his eyes an instant and saw Holly's provocative smile and those lips. And that body.
He opened his eyes and swallowed and took a weary breath. Today she goes, he told himself. And yet, in an instant he was thinking of their love making, which had started yesterday morning.
He had always considered himself a good lover, but he had never known he possessed the stamina he had shown with this girl. Stamina, hell, he muttered and felt his legs would buckle when he tried to stand up again.
He told himself that it made no difference about their love-making, because she was going to get out when he got home. And then he was thinking of the feel of her young body, so smooth-soft, and liquid-hot and golden.
Christ, he muttered to himself, and looked from the window at people trying to hurry through the deep snow. The Dennison account, he told himself. He had to think of something about the account to tell Connors this morning.
But when the cab stopped in front of his building and he paid the driver and climbed out, his thoughts had wandered half a dozen times to the honey-toned girl he had just left in his apartment.
And as he hurried into the building and caught a crowded elevator he found it impossible to keep his thoughts from Holly's lips, and her blue eyes, and the seemingly endless ways she had of arousing him. He stepped from the elevator and asked himself how in hell could a seventeen-year-old girl have learned so much about making love.
Miss Lewis' smile was dazzling as usual, her perfect white teeth gleaming and her green eyes flirting openly with him. They discussed the day he had missed and some calls and she asked how he was feeling.
And then as Nick turned to his office, she said, "Oh, by the way, Mr. Connors wants you to contact him first thing."
"I'll bet," Nick said more to himself than to her.
He went into his office and sat down and poured over some letters and glanced at a couple of inter-office memos. Then he spun around in his chair and stared at the skyline and the thick, grey snow clouds and tried desperately to think of something on the Dennison advertising campaign.
But, a quarter hour later, when he turned back to his desk, his mind was void of anything but images of Holly. He tried to purge the girl from his thoughts by visualizing Julie's pale, voluptuous body and beautiful dark hair and eyes. But he only felt guilty about lying to her on the phone yesterday and telling her he could not see her because he was sick, and working at home.
He was thinking of Holly again when Miss Lewis brought in coffee and a Danish.
"I don't want to nag," she said. "But you really ought to call Mr. Connors."
"I'll call him as soon as I finish my coffee," he said.
As he swallowed the hot coffee and watched Miss Lewis walk slowly from the office, he told himself he should have gotten involved with her, if he had to be unfaithful to Julie.
But he watched the perfect, rounded buttocks disappear and knew it was not simply a matter of an affair with a beautiful woman. It was a damned obsession with Holly, an obsession with a seventeen-year-old girl he had literally taken out of the storm.
He took another sip of coffee and shook his head and picked up the phone. He was nervous and guilt-ridden and completely unsure of himself as he called Connors.
"Nick, boy, good to hear from you," Connors boomed. "Congratulations on your meeting with Frances Dennison. She was nothing but praise about you."
"I'm glad to hear that, sir," Nick said. "And I want to apologize for missing that meeting yesterday morning."
"That's okay, son," Connors said. "The other men from your account group were able to handle the transfer of the Jarvis account. I'm just glad you are feeling better now. You know, your secretary told me you wanted to work at home yesterday. Well, what with this weather and you down with a fever and the pressure of less than a week, you know, Nick, perhaps you should work at home the next few days?"
"What sir?" Nick asked. "Work at home? Well, I'm feeling fine now. And I hate to be away from the office so long. I mean there'll be services or information that I'll need."
"It can always be sent over to your place by messenger," Connors said. "Yes, the more I think about it, the more I like the idea of your holing up and working out a campaign that will floor Frances Dennison."
Nick felt lost and confused and he thought of Holly there in his apartment, and of being with her a week. A wild week of not leaving the apartment. Of possessing that golden young body again and again in the warmth of the apartment while it snowed outside. Of possessing her and losing his job and Julie and everything he really wanted and had worked for.
"Nick, are you there?" Connors asked.
"Yes, I'm sorry," Nick said. "I was thinking."
"You know, Nick, you don't sound too well yet, to be perfectly frank," Connors said. "Perhaps you shouldn't have come out so soon. And you know, boy, you've got a lot of pressure on you. Frances Dennison is impressed, and expects you to deliver, and if she is disappointed, it could be hell to pay."
"Well, perhaps I should work at home," Nick said. And he swore to himself that he would send Holly packing as soon as he got home. He had not reached the point, despite her looks and body and ability to make love, where he would jeopardize his life at this pivotal point.
"Don't let me down," Connors said. "I'm counting on you, Nick, to save this account. But more than that, with your engagement to Julie and all, well, son, it's imperative that you deliver and show that no matter what, you're the best man in the agency."
"I won't let you down, sir," Nick said, and he had never felt less confident.
"And Nick, don't let your work keep you away. Julie will be impossible to live with if she thinks you can't see her because of your work."
"When I'm working at home, I should have enough time for everything," Nick said and realized how stupid he sounded. "I mean, I miss Julie as much as she misses me, and this way I should be able to see her more often," he added.
"She'll be glad to hear that," Connors said. "She's so anxious now. She's even talking about moving the wedding up."
"I can't wait to call her then," Nick said, and felt things were collapsing.
"You get on home and get to work," Connors said. "And take care of yourself. Anything you need can be sent from the office. And feel free to have your secretary work with you at home if necessary. I want results in a week, Nick. And I'm confident you can give me results and please Frances Dennison."
"Thank you for your confidence," Nick said.
"I'll talk to you later, Nick," Connors said. Then he laughed. "And if you're still feeling bad and need a bit of home nursing, well, I imagine Julie will be able to take care of that."
Nick groaned to himself, and just the thought of Julie visiting his apartment made him weak. "I'm sure she can," he said. "In fact I'm going to call her now."
"That's fine, son," Connors said. "Keep in touch and of course I'll be seeing you over at our place."
"Yes, of course," Nick said.
He hung up and took a sip from the cardboard container and screwed up his face. The coffee was tepid and too sweet now. He threw it and the Danish into the waste-paper basket.
Nick swirled around and stared at the grey-etched skyline and told himself he had to think rationally and get moving on the Dennison account. And he had to get rid of Holly or everything would be lost.
He watched a helicopter cross behind the tall building, blinking its red and green lights on the way to the airport. And he jokingly thought he'd like to be going somewhere now, anywhere away from the dilemma in which he had suddenly landed.
Nick turned back to his desk and picked up the phone. "Miss Lewis, I want everything pulled on the Dennison account," he said. "And anything else that might be of value to planning a new campaign. And I want it all sent by messenger to my apartment." Then he thought of Holly. "No, just a minute. Well, have it prepared for a messenger, and I'll call later when I'm there."
"You're going to work at home?" Miss Lewis asked. "Does that mean I get to help you there?" And there was no mistaking the kind of help she had in mind.
"I'll be at home a few days," he said quickly. "Because of the way I feel and the weather and all, and the urgency of having a campaign outlined in less than a week. But I think for now you'll continue to work here."
There was a moment of silence. Then she said, "I guess I knew that would be what you wanted Nick, I mean Mr. Harrison."
"I'll probably need you later, of course," he mumbled, and then told himself it was absurd to make excuses to his secretary.
"I'll get on those files and things right away," Miss Lewis said, her voice again brisk and impersonal.
Nick put the receiver down and looked at the letters on his desk and signed them. Then he glanced at the memos, initialed them and put them in his out basket.
The Dennison account, he said to himself, and stood up and walked back and forth across the room. He had to create an advertising campaign that would reverse a trend of decreasing sales, and also appeal to an eccentric old lady who hated beer, particularly her own, and who drank gin from a flowered teacup.
Not much of a challenge, Nick told himself and walked over to the lavatory behind a screen in the far corner, and ran cold water and splashed the water on his face. Not much of a challenge, he repeated as he returned to his desk. Except that he was obsessed with a young girl who was waiting in his apartment.
"There's no real problem but Holly," he said aloud.
And he picked up the phone and dialed Julie's number. "Oh, Nick, I hoped this was you," she said. "I've been miserable ever since you cancelled our date last night. And when I'm unhappy I just sleep and sleep."
"Julie, I want to come over," Nick blurted out. And he admitted to himself he would never be able to throw Holly out of his apartment without the strength of having been with Julie.
"Oh, darling, that's wonderful," she said. "I'll start getting dressed. We can have a fabulous breakfast, and I have so much to tell you."
"I'm leaving now," Nick said. "And by the way, if you just got up, don't bother dressing."
"Nick, what a terrible thing to say, with the servants right here, and for all I know, listening on one of the extensions," she said.
"I don't care," he said. "I love you and I'm on my way."
"I love you too," she said, and hung up.
Nick put the phone down slowly, and sat with his hand on the receiver. He thought of how little time he had to produce an advertising campaign, and of how much he loved Julie.
Then he got up and started for the door, but his thoughts were not on beer or the girl he was going to see, but on the girl he had to throw out of his apartment.
Nick felt good and confident again as he walked into the Connors apartment. Hanson, the butler, greeted him warmly, and asked about his health, then led him back to the glassed-in terrace which overlooked the East River.
The butler seated Nick at the table and brought him a glass of cold, fresh orange juice. "Miss Julie will join you shortly," the butler said.
Nick drank the juice and looked out at the barges on the river, and down to the United Nations and over the river to the grey dullness of Queens. The sky was darker now and he saw the wind whipped white-caps along the river.
Nick had just taken the last swallow of orange juice when he heard a noise behind him and looked over his shoulder.
Julie looked ravishing in a thin, black robe which accentuated the lovely paleness of her body without hiding any of its obvious assets. Her dark eyes sparkled and her face was creased with a broad smile.
"Good morning, darling," she said and kissed his cheek, then sat down opposite him at the table.
"You look lovely," Nick said. "I don't know if I can concentrate on breakfast the way that robe flatters you, Julie. I just might reach over the table and…"
"Nick, please," Julie said with an edge on her words.
Hanson brought her juice and she sipped it slowly and then started talking about the wedding and how she had been thinking of moving the wedding up.
"You know I'm in favor of an early wedding," Nick said. "The earlier the better."
Hanson served a lavish breakfast, and Julie babbled about every minor detail of the wedding. Nick ate his omelet and stared at Julie's jutting breasts and tried to discuss the kind of flowers and what to give the attendants and the other items he considered complete trivia.
The wedding talk extended through a second cup of coffee and Nick felt Julie's robe must be nearly ready to wilt the way he stared at her. He nodded as she mentioned the kind of cars to rent for the wedding party and drained his coffee and leaned forward.
"Julie, why don't you get rid of the servants for an hour or so," he said abruptly.
"Nick darling, what a crude thing to say," she snapped. "Please don't come to breakfast here in my house literally dripping with lust."
"What the hell has changed you since you were lying by the fireplace naked and invited me over?" he asked.
Julie's pale cheeks went scarlet and she looked over her shoulder quickly, then leaned closer to Nick. "Don't you have any sense of discretion," she said, her voice low. "You know how difficult it is for me to make love to you before marriage, Nick. It simply tears me up, no matter how I feel about you. I have to be a little tight or in a certain mood or something."
"Julie, let's go somewhere together," he said. "I need you very much today, darling. Get dressed and let's go somewhere."
"I don't like the tone of what you're suggesting," she said. "Where do you mean? To your apartment? Or to a hotel?"
"Julie, this is something special," he said. "Look, I'm going to be working at home on the Dennison account. If not now, could you come over to my place later. Maybe tonight?"
"Nick, dear, I have two showers to attend later today," she said. "And I'd love to see you tonight. But not in the sense of running into your place and going to bed."
"Well, I'll get you drunk, if that's necessary," he said. "Or play games with you."
"Nick, how dare you talk like that," she said. "Sometimes I think your mind never gets out of the gutter."
A wave of anger flooded over Nick, and he shoved his chair back and started to get up and leave. But he checked his anger and calmed his heavy breathing and looked back at Julie.
"I'm sorry," he said. "It's just that you're so beautiful and I love you so much."
"I know darling," she said. "I love you and want you too. But it's only a short time now. And there will be nights when I get in that certain wicked mood. And since you're working at home, well, you never know when I might pop right in and surprise you."
Nick put his hand over hers on the table. "You're right," he said. "It is a short time. And then everything will be perfect."
Nick stared into Julie's black eyes and smiled slightly, then leaned over the table and kissed her lips softly. But he hardly felt love or even tenderness now, and hated himself for the way he was sometimes forced to grovel with her, and with her father. This will all change after the marriage, he thought as he pulled from her lips.
"Yes, everything will be perfect then," she said.
"I've got to be running," he said. "I'm behind on the Dennison thing now."
"I'll walk you to the door," she said. "And call me at home later tonight, darling, and we'll see about getting together."
He took her hand and they got up and walked to the door. As he opened the door, she stood on her toes and kissed his lips, and her breasts brushed his chest, and sent a flame of desire over his tense body.
As he walked from the apartment and down the deep-carpeted hallway, he told himself he had to get a drink, and think rationally about how he was going to get rid of Holly, without winding up in bed with her again.



CHAPTER EIGHT


At noon, the sky was black as night, and the wind whipped menacingly and swirled up gusts of snow from the sidewalk. Nick huddled into his coat and turned the last corner, and glanced up at the sky. He shivered and told himself he had been lucky to get home before what was obviously going to be one hell of a snowstorm.
He knew Holly would use the storm as an excuse, but he was determined to get rid of her and spend the rest of the day on the Dennison account, and then see Julie tonight and get things back to normal.
The scotch he had consumed since leaving Julie's had fortified him and he had been able to rationalize throwing Holly out with the money he had taken from the bank. And if necessary, he told himself, he would personally take her in a cab to her place and payoff the rent and see that she got her things.
But that's the end of my involvement, he muttered to himself, as he turned into his building. He stomped on the mat to get the snow off his shoes, then took his mail from the box and hurried inside. He kept repeating what he would say to Holly as he walked up the stairs. And he knew now that the realization of how near to disaster he had come in getting involved with this girl would block any desire he might feel for her.
His heart started pounding as he turned the key and shoved the door open. He fully expected to see her nude body displayed against the couch or standing temptingly in the door to the bedroom.
But he closed the door and stood still a moment, and she did not appear. He called her, but there was no answer. He walked into the bathroom. There was not a trace of her.
"Thank God," he muttered aloud, and got out of his coat and went over and took out the scotch.
And he saw that the bottle was nearly empty. He shook his head and poured the remaining whiskey into a glass. For a girl so young, she surely had an appetite for scotch, he told himself. Then he smiled. For scotch and for sex and for God knows what else, he added.
He went into the bedroom and took his tie off and put on the pair of ragged, old leather slippers that Julie thought were disgraceful. Then he returned to the living room and sat down at his desk and took out pen and paper.
He had decided to start work on the Dennison account, without first studying any of the material on previous campaigns. He hoped he just might strike something entirely new. And if not, he could have tons of stuff sent over from the office.
But half an hour later he had only a page of doodling, and he kept thinking of Holly out in the snow with absolutely no money. He was sorry now he at least had not been able to give her the money and tell her good bye.
And he thought of her blue eyes and honey blond hair and that incredible youthfulness, so offset by the golden, glowing body. And he remembered the marathon love-making.
He stood up and paced the room, and tried to clear his thoughts. He went over and stared from the window and saw that the snow was coming down heavily now, and he felt a slight chill.
Again he paced the room, and since Holly was gone and the danger past, he allowed himself the luxury of remembering how warm and full of life her presence had made his apartment.
He went back to the desk, but again, he found himself merely doodling, and he got up and walked into the kitchen and put on a pot of coffee. And as he poured a cup of coffee, and put in the milk and sugar, he heard a noise in the living room and he froze an instant.
He put the cup down and walked warily from the kitchen. He froze as he stood in the doorway to the living room.
Holly was shaking snow from her hair which was soaking wet. Her thin clothes were matted to her luscious body with snow, and left little to the imagination.
She looked over suddenly and smiled. "Hi," she said. "I didn't know you were back. My God, I'm freezing."
"You'll catch pneumonia," Nick said. "What were you doing out in a snow storm dressed like that?"
"Well, it wasn't snowing when I left, and I thought I'd try to sweet-talk my clothes back," she said. "But the old bastard I owe the rent to made it clear he wanted his money or you know what."
Nick was startled at how glad he was to see her, not just because the sight of her body made him go warm, but because he somehow felt good just being with her. And he felt very protective toward her.
"Get out of those wet clothes," he said and walked over to her. "And go take a hot shower. I'll see if I can find something for you to wear, though my clothes will probably swallow you whole."
"Oh Nick, I'm so glad to see you," she said. And she put her arms around his neck and shoved her shivering body against him and kissed him deeply.
Nick tore from her lips and shoved her away. "Get out of those clothes," he said.
"Sure, Nick baby," she said. "I'll meet you in the bedroom in half a minute."
"Dammit, that's not what I mean," Nick said. "I've got work to do today. And we've got to get your things back and get you settled."
The sparkling, lustful gleam of the blue eyes faded abruptly, and her whole voluptuous body seemed to sag. "You really mean that, don't you Nick?" she asked. "After all of what happened yesterday, you still want to throw me out, don't you?"
"Holly, this is an impossible situation," he said, and dared not let himself look at her. "I'm engaged and at a pivotal point in my career and I'm going to be working at home this week."
"At home? All week? During the day?" she asked. "Nick, honey, this could be the wildest week you ever spent."
Holly surged against him, her breasts goading him and her lips eager and wet and knowing, and her little fingers roamed knowingly over his body. He went tense and then limp and warm, and he gasped when her hot tongue snaked into his mouth.
Again he tore away from her and stepped back. And this time he turned away. "Get undressed and get that hot shower," he ordered. "And there will be hot coffee and something to eat in the kitchen."
He walked quickly into the bedroom and started rummaging through his clothes. He heard her go into the bathroom and he sighed with relief. As he picked out a pair of jeans that were too small and a plaid shirt, he told himself he was getting rid of her the minute she got warm. Because, otherwise he was lost. Another touch of her body and taste of her kiss and he was gone and so were his job and his marriage and everything.
Nick put the clothes on the bed and returned to the kitchen and heated the coffee. He put on some canned soup and made a couple of ham sandwiches.
"The clothes are in the bedroom and there's coffee and soup and sandwiches in the kitchen," he called out. "And I've got to get back to work."
Before he sat down at his desk he had a double shot of scotch, but its warmth only added to the warmth that already coursed through him. He settled down at his desk with great and desperate resolution.
But he twirled the pen in nervous fingers and started doodling again, and after ten minutes he was writing the word Dennison over and over again in a desperate attempt to get to work on the beer campaign.
He heard Holly leave the bathroom and licked his lips and thought of how she must have looked coming from the hot shower with water cascading from her golden body.
Hell, he muttered and threw the pen down. It was impossible to even consider work as long as she was here, and he was absorbed in visions of her body.
He stood up and walked to the window and stared at the thick blanket of snow that was falling. But he did not feel cold at all now and he had to smile slightly as he thought of the reason. Then the smile broke into a frown. Fool, he said, half aloud. He remembered the money he had taken from the bank and he knew he could have her out of the apartment in ten minutes, and in less than an hour, he could be at work at his desk and she could be out of his life.
He crossed the room with long strides and paused at the bedroom door and knocked. There was no answer so he knocked louder.
"I'm in the kitchen," she called.
Nick went into the kitchen and stopped abruptly at the door. Holly stood by the table eating a sandwich. She wore nothing but the plaid shirt, which barely covered her thighs. The top two buttons were open and her breasts nearly bare.
"Thanks for the food," Holly said. "I feel much better now after the shower. And not at all cold any longer. I hate the cold, Nick. I was so miserable while I was out in the snow and away from your apartment."
"Holly," Nick said and swallowed and walked slowly toward her.
He looked from the blue eyes down to the full, damp lips and as he stared at the copper mounds barely hidden by the shirt, he knew he could not throw her out. And then she shifted her legs and the shirt was pulled onto one hip, and Nick felt a shiver race up his back.
He put his hands onto her shoulders and she turned into his arms, her breasts just grazing his chest. She leaned up and kissed his lips softly. "Holly, I got some money today and I can get your clothes for you and get you a decent place to stay," he said, very quickly, in a desperate last effort at rationality.
Then she shoved her warm body against him and he slid his hands down and around and cupped buttocks which were firm and damp and burning.
"Do you really want me to go, Nick?" she asked, and ran her fingers through his hair.
"No, Holly, I want you to stay, more than I've ever wanted anything," he said, and squeezed the buttocks and felt her fingers tickling his ears and neck. To hell with the job and the marriage and everything, he muttered to himself, and again he felt feverish from the touch of her body.
"And I want to stay more than I've ever wanted anything," Holly said and smothered his ears with wet lips.
Nick felt his knees grow weak as she licked into his ear. He held her tightly, running his hand along her back. When he looked down at the floor, he could see that her bare feet were raised on tiptoes.
Still holding her, Nick sat down in a chair beside the table and opened his legs, she stepped between them.
"You know you're going to drive me crazy, don't you?" he smiled.
She grinned back impishly. "Are you complaining, Nick?"
Staring in her eyes, he reached out and gripped her bare thighs, then ran both hands upward and under her loose-hanging shirt. The golden flesh of her hips was burning. Her legs stiffened as his hands roamed, her body began to tremble all over.
"You have the most beautiful body in the world," Nick said softly.
Her eyelids dropped closed, her lips parted as he moved his hands up and down her thighs. She winced when one hand moved to the inside of her thigh and pushed under the shirt to her crotch. Her honey-blonde bush was already wet.
Staring still at her youthful face, Nick fingered the buttons of her shirt, opening one at a time. When the last button was undone, the shirt fell open, exposing the dark expanse of her belly and most of her hefty round tits, and her wet blonde nest.
Nick pressed his lips against her belly immediately, digging his fingers into her soft buttocks to press her closer. With one hand he reached up blindly and pushed back the shirt from her tits, leaving both of her huge areolas exposed. Then he ran his hand down her hourglass figure, over her bulging breasts and into the hollow of her waist, then around her flaring hips and down her tanned thighs until he was caressing her ankles.
Her belly was undulating as he kissed it, working his tongue into her deep navel and then twirling it in ever-widening circles around the indentation. He could feel her legs trembling, her chest rising and falling heavily.
His tongue was leaving a trail of goose bumps over her belly as he reached up for her tits again. The nipples were hard and pulsing. The heavy mounds quivered from his touch, and he nudged them both and watched them shimmy deliciously. He slid his finger into the crevice between the doughy masses, then pinched both of her nipples in his fingers. He could almost feel the electricity surging through her body.
"Oh, Nick," she breathed out when his tongue moved downward from her navel, her eyes still closed.
Her crotch was level with his eyes, he could see the blonde vee and through it, the pinkness of her cunt lips. Already he could smell the aroma of her lust. Leaving her tits quivering, he palmed his way around in her waist and over her hips, then slipped his hand between her legs to urge them apart.
Nick's prick was rock-hard under his slacks his heart was beating fiercely as he saw her blonde push open somewhat and her cunt lips sparkle just inches from his face. He knew what he was going to do, and he could hardly wait to enjoy Holly's response.
Her cunt hairs were sopping wet when he ran his finger through her bush. He pressed gently against her warm, fluttering pussy lips, and felt a jolt rock her entire body.
"Oh God, Nick!" she blurted out when he moved his head forward and planted a kiss on her belly, just an inch above her blonde hair. "You d-don't have t-to do that…"
"I want to," Nick whispered. "Very much."
Tenderly picking apart her pussy lips with his fingers, he moved his head toward her pungent gash again and blew his breath through the wet tangle.
"Ew, Nick darling!" she warbled. "I feel faint all over!"
Pulling her pussy lips apart further, he kissed the folds softly, then lapped once along the oozing slice. He could feel the shudder run the length of her body. Her breath was growing quick and hard already.
During all of their previous love-making sessions, it was always Holly who lavished her oral talents on Nick. He'd been longing to show her what he could do, longing to watch her writhe in delight from his skillful caresses. And now he was going to eat her pussy as it had never been eaten before – if it had indeed ever been eaten before!
He lapped along the slice again, then pushed her clit through her cunt lips, lifted the pink hood, and took the fiery wad in his lips and sucked. Her thighs began to shake immediately, her hand was trembling as she touched the back of his neck. For a moment he thought she was going to come right on the spot!
He dug his fingers into her molten buttocks, pushing her closer, pressing his face against her pussy. Her thighs spread further. He ripped open her slice and opened his mouth, then pressed it over her entire pussy, sucking and drinking in her ample juices. His tongue shot out, through her lips and into the tight channel of her cunt.
Her pussy contracted when his tongue entered it. He teased her with a few quick jabs into her body then slid his tongue out and lapped over her clit again. When he looked up at her face, he could see her tits heaving, her eyes closed, her head shaking slowly back and forth, her face contorted with urgent pleasure.
Her belly rolled with delight as he ate hungrily at her cunt, lapping at her pink lips, pulling on her hard clit, twirling his tongue around the tender kernel, pressing against it with his lips. He used his nose to hold her lips apart and shot his tongue into her channel again, then ripped it out and began lashing at her clit again.
Reaching up, he took one of her tits in his hand and fondled it, feeling her chest rise and fall, her nipple pulse furiously in his grip. Her breath quickened even more when he took her clit securely in his lips and twisted it back and forth still edging his tongue out to caress her. Her head was tossed back now, her pelvis was gyrating sensuously around his caress.
His fingers massaged her buttocks as he gobbled down her juices, working her clit around between his lips and shooting his tongue into her gash. He had to hold her thighs to keep her from shaking. Her hips were buckling, pushing her cunt against his face, guiding him in and out with a hand on the back of his neck. Good God, he thought again, is she coming?
He held on tightly to her thighs as she convulsed, twisting, shaking, undulating, gyrating, bucking, shaking. She thrust her pussy at his face as if she were trying to drill his nose right through her body. Her clit was trembling so much by now that Nick could feel it pulsing between his lips.
Suddenly her spastic movements slowed. He looked up and saw her eyes open. Then she had been coming!
"Ah, Nick," she smiled down at him, stroking the back of his neck. "I couldn't describe how good that felt."
"You're delicious," he grinned.
"Take off your clothes, darling."
Nick stood up and ripped off his shirt then kicked off his shoes, rolled down his slacks kicked them free, and then removed his socks. No sooner was he naked than she dropped to her knees at his side.
Nick's cock was so stiff that it arched up from his crotch almost to his navel, the huge head dark and throbbing. He ached for her touch, but she made him wait, licking at his hips, then rising from her knees to tickle his chest with the tip of her tongue. She moved down again, over his waist to his hips then right past his crotch to his knees.
He felt her tongue, wet and quick, trailing over his flesh like a feather, leaving a trail of goose bumps in its wake. She continued to his feet, moving her kiss over his ankles and between his toes while one hand rose to press against his thigh. Her fingers groped for his prick, when she found it Nick had to let out a long, deep sigh.
She took the rod blindly in her grip and squeezed it as she continued caressing him from head to toe. When she moved upward again she caressed the back of his thighs, then pressed her face against his hard buttocks. Urging his thighs apart further, she blew her breath into the hairy crack, then pulled his cheeks apart and blew another breath at his asshole.
His cock was so hard now that it hurt when she squeezed it. Her fingers began stroking the rod slowly as her breath blew again into his ass crack. Suddenly he felt the wet tip of her tongue moving over his cheeks and then slipping into his crack, lapping from the top all the way down to the puckered doors of his anus.
Nick closed his eyes as he savored the thrill of her warm lips on his spread ass. The tight doors opened as she opened the cheeks further. He waited, then gasped when he felt her tongue edge through the crack and worm into his warm channel.
His body shook wildly, his prick beat fiercely in her grip as her breath blew into his asshole. Her tongue licked quickly into the tunnel, then lapped noisily at his asshole doors, then slid between them again and twined down his bunghole. Nick let out a loud moan when she moved her tongue away from his hole and sliced a thin finger through the doors and deeply into his narrow chute.
She pumped the digit in and out of his asshole, then slid her head between his legs, face upward, and took his balls in her mouth. Nick was gasping and moaning continually now as his hairy scrotum was enveloped by her heat, his balls squirted back and forth in her mouth. When she started stroking his prick again, Nick could feel the gism rushing toward his organ.
Still sitting on the floor, with her head between his legs, she released his sac and ran her tongue along the underside of his long shaft. The nimble implement followed the line of his dark seam then circled his dark cockhead and fluttered in his pisshole. Her tongue moved down to his balls again, then back to his crown. This time, when she reached the end of his rod, she closed her lips softly around the crown and slid more than half of his aching prick into the warmth of her mouth.
Just as her kiss reached the middle of his shaft her finger pushed hard up into his asshole again. Nick's knees wobbled, a gasp escaped his lips. He could feel her finger twisting around in his anus, his balls swinging against her chin when she slid her kiss all the way to the base of his cock. He knew his end was coming, and quickly.
He opened his eyes and gazed down. His legs were spread, his thighs tense, her head between his legs. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted as she took him into her mouth again. He stared at her beautiful, lush tits, at her hard nipples, at the deep crack between the mounds, then looked over his shoulder at the rest of her body. Her legs were stretched out, her toes curling, her thighs spread apart enough to reveal her twinkling pussy lips. If she's not the most beautiful girl I've ever laid eyes on, he said to himself, then I don't know who is.
"Mmmmmm," she purred when his prick popped free of her kiss. "You're so delicious too."
She plunged down on his cock again and drilled her finger into his ass. Gism surged toward his cock. But this time, he had no intention of letting himself spill his seed in her mouth. He had to feel her tight, warm pussy first.
Her caress swallowed his rod again, then moved slowly to the end. At that moment, just as her lips left his cockhead and her finger slid out of his ass again, Nick dropped to his knees, one on each side of her body, and took his cock in hand. She didn't catch on at first. But when he urged open her tits and rubbed his crown in the dark space between them, she opened her eyes and smiled.
Now she took over, placing a hand on each tit and pulling the globes apart. Nick's hard pipe slipped into the crevice, he pressed the shaft against her body and then sighed when she pushed her tits closed again and locked his prick in her warm vise.
"Wow, it's warm," he grinned. "Like a pussy."
She pushed the mounds against his cock more firmly, broiling it in the scalding heat of her tits. "It feels so good to have you there," she said softly. "Mmmm, it's so hot!"
Slowly he began to pump with his hips and push his cock through her fleshy vise. His crown slid through the crack and then emerged at the top of her cleavage. She bent her head downward immediately and let him slide the cockhead through her lips, then left her head in place, and her lips open, as he slid his cock back through her tits. He lunged upward again, and his cockhead drilled through the crack and right into her open mouth.
Nick's balls swung as he pumped, bouncing off the underside of her tits. He stroked the back of her neck, his eyes open to enjoy the sight of her bronzed body, the spectacle of her huge tits parting as he thrust and his hard prick up between them and into her mouth.
His belly pressed against her tits, feeling her nipples hard against his flesh. The thrill of her tits around his cock, her lips around his crown as he pumped upward, was so delightful that he had the urge to cream right then and there. He knew he could stare down at his prick as he pumped it through her tits and watch his gism squirt from her cleavage. Or he could thrust his prick into her mouth as he came and feel her warmth around his rod as it spurted into her throat. But he still had to feel her cunt first.
He pumped a few more times, drawing his gism into his prick, then reached down and pulled her hands from her tits. The mounds fell open, but they were still large enough to keep his shaft locked between them. He opened the melons and let his cock snap back against his pelvis.
"I'm ready now!" he shuddered as he lifted her to her feet. "Brother, am I ever ready now!"
She embraced him, kissing his neck. "Let's go into the bedroom, darling. Hurry!"
"No," he whispered. "I want you right here!"
He lifted her light body into the air and placed her on the kitchen table. Her buttocks came down on the cool glass surface, she leaned back immediately and spread her legs.
Nick stepped to the edge of the table and rubbed his cockhead against her cunt. Holly sighed, then dropped her head and closed her eyes as he urged her thighs further apart. After a few strokes with his fingers, he slipped his crown through her wet lips and stepped forward to push it deeply into her body.
Holly wrapped her legs around his back as he began thrusting. His cock slid smoothly, cleanly into her channel, his balls swung first against the edge of the table, then against her ass when he rose on tiptoes. Staring down, he could see his pink shaft gleaming as it emerged from between her blonde-fringed portals, then the edge of his cockhead just beginning to appear before he lunged again and brought their bushes together and his prick into the deepest regions of her snug cunt.
She was squirming madly already, tossing her head back and forth. Her tits swam over her chest as she shook, her belly rolled with lust, her thighs stiffened, her feet pressed against his back as his lunges quickened. From time to time she flexed her cunt walls as he pumped into her, then relaxed them as he eased his cock out of her body, as if her cunt were a fist stroking his cock.
"I-I'm gonna come again, Nick!" she screamed suddenly. "R-real soon!"
He knew the time had come. Easing his rod from her pussy, he climbed onto the table and mounted her. He paused briefly to fondle her tits, then lowered himself between her golden thighs and took his hard cock in hand. Her nipples were like darts against his chest as he came down on top of her.
Holly was gasping in anticipation as he rubbed his wet cockhead along her cunt lips. Her legs rose in the air, then locked behind his back. Nick slid his prick through her doors and lunged smoothly, bringing their bodies together and stuffing her deeply with his fat member.
She screamed something in his ear, but he couldn't make out her words, she was shrieking too wildly. He began thrusting, swinging his balls against her ass and slicing his hard pole smoothly into her drooling love hole.
He caressed her neck as she threw her head back, then nibbled at her earlobe, lunging all the while. Her cunt was so wet that his prick swam inside it, but it was still tight enough to grip him firmly. Even his balls were drenched as they swung against her gash.
Each time he pulled back, he could feel her cunt contracting as if she didn't want to let him leave her. But before she had time to rue his loss, he was inside her again, and her cunt was stiffening around him.
Thrusting steadily, he lapped at her nipples, then returned to her lips and tried to cram his tongue into her mouth. But she was fighting for breath; she pulled her lips away and gasped. Her hips were bucking now, their bodies met again and again with loud, wet slaps. Her wails were echoing through the kitchen so loudly he was sure everyone in the building could hear her.
He stroked faster, she twisted her hips, bending his pole inside her, pushing it around in her cunt. Each inward thrust sent a shiver through her body, drew a gasp from her lips. He knew his long prick was driving deeply into her, caressing every inch of her pussy.
"Come in me!" she cried out suddenly. "Come in me, Nick, come in me now!"
She was slithering over the table under him, throwing her hips up to meet his thrusts, shaking her tits, her head. He pumped mercilessly, drilling his thick manhood into her cunt as if he were trying to slice it right through her belly. Gism was again working its way into his cock, and this time he knew it was going to continue right through the pole and into her pussy.
"Oh God!" she sang out. "I-I'm… yes, I'm coming again! Ew, Nick, I'm coming!"
"I'm gonna fill you up with come!" he gasped into her ear just as she was about to go over the edge. "Right now!"
"Ahhh, yes…"
She entered her second orgasm with a wild scream, kicking her legs in the air, tossing her hips at his, shaking convulsively all over. He drove his hot prick into her so quickly that he felt his hips were beyond his control.
But no sooner had she reached the peak of her pleasure and begun to coast down the other side, riding his gism-gorged prick, than she suddenly soared again, shaking her head and kicking her legs into the air all over again. At first Nick didn't quite understand what was happening. But then, as he felt his own end just seconds away, he realized she was coming yet one more time!
Her hips sailed at his, her fingers dug into his hard buttocks as his cockhead bloated with an impending eruption. He slammed his chest against her downy breasts, sliced his cock ruthlessly into her sopping cunt. By now he could hardly breathe.
Nick buried his face on her shoulder, feeling his load stuffing his pistoning member. Her fingers slipped into his ass crack, one digit bored deeply into his hole. He froze, then sailed into her again.
"Come in me!" she screeched at the crest of her orgasm. "NOW!"
A final thrust brought his cock to full tenseness. He pulled his hips back, gasping, and then rammed his prick home again. A sharp spurt of gism splashed into her cunt, and she immediately let out a howl.
Nick too was groaning loudly as he spurted, feeling her cunt filling with cream around his prick. She squealed in delight as she felt the molten semen filling her, flexing her cunt as he ripped into her at lightning speed, swinging his balls heavily against her ass. Her finger was still inside his asshole, but by now she'd forgotten about it.
Nick continued pumping until his balls were drained, then came to an exhausted halt on top of her. She embraced him, kissing his neck and shoulders madly. Her pussy was still flexing around his prick.
"Holly…" he began.
"Yes, darling?" she whispered, kissing his ear.
He was about to tell her that he'd just enjoyed the most exciting fuck of his life, but he decided against it. He kissed her, then twisted his hips, wishing he hadn't come yet so that he could enjoy more of her.
Then he realized it: his prick was still almost hard inside her. Slowly he began to pump again.
"Oh, Nick!" she squealed as he filled her.
He worked his cock in and out of her cunt for a few minutes, feeling it grow stiffer. When he was almost at full heat, he moved his lips close to her ear and whispered. "Let's do it the other way, doggie-style," he said. "I want to look at your beautiful ass while I fuck you."
"Oh, Nick!"
Nick stumbled from the bed and his legs nearly buckled beneath him. He leaned against the bedpost for support, and looked down at Holly. She was sleeping soundly, a smile on her lips, her body curled against itself.
Then she deepened the smile, sighed and twisted around so that her body faced. Nick, and her breasts heaved with the deep breath. He turned away and dragged himself into the living room and sat down beside the phone.
The snow fell steadily and everything outside the window was white and dull, and Nick shivered and thought of going back for his robe. But he picked up the phone and dialed Julie's number.
Nick tried to clear his thoughts, but he was drugged by the sessions with Holly, and he felt light-headed and slightly weak and cold. The phone rang several times and Nick had the horrible thought that Julie might be on her way over to his apartment.
Then Connors answered abruptly, and Nick had no idea what to say for a moment. He had the absurd thought that somehow Connors would be able to tell something was wrong.
"This is Nick," he said finally. "Bow are you tonight, sir?" And he realized that somehow his conversations with Connors always made him feel like an idiot.
"Good to hear from you, son," Connors boomed. "Julie and I were just talking about you. Good thing you called. I think she was getting a little restless about tonight."
"I see," Nick said and stared at the snow and shivered. "Well, the fact is, sir, that I was calling to tell her I probably can't see her this evening. I really do need to stay here and concentrate on the Dennison advertising campaign. I'm afraid I feel I'm getting a bit behind."
"She won't be happy to hear that, son," Connors said. "But I understand. Don't let me down on that. And by the way, Frances Dennison called me today. I told her things were progressing, of course. And she wanted to be able to get in touch with you, so I took the liberty of giving her your address and phone number. You know how she is Nick. You have to humor her."
Christ, said Nick to himself. "That's perfectly all right, sir," he said to Connors. "And now, could I speak to Julie?"
"She's right here, son," Connors said. "Practically tearing the phone out of my hands." There was a moment of silence. Then Julie said, "Oh Nickie, I don't believe you're going to work on that silly old lady's beer advertising," she said. "I'm afraid it's absolutely necessary, darling," he said. "Things are going slowly and I can't afford to get any further behind. Ask your father how important it is."
There was another silence. Then Julie said, very softly, "Daddy just left, Nickie. He has to go out. And the servants are out, also. Do you know what that means?"
"Julie, like you said, darling, it's just a short time until we're married," he said. "I've simply got to give priority to this Dennison thing. There are just a few days left. No matter how much I want to see you."
"Well, I'm going to talk to Daddy about this," she said. "He has no right to get you all busy and tied up right before our wedding."
"Look, I'll call you later," he said. "I've got to get back to work now."
"Okay, Nickie," she said. "But don't wait too long. And remember that I love you. Good night. For now."
"I love you too," he said. "And good night and I'll talk to you later." Nick hung up and went over and poured a drink and gulped it down. The chill of the room permeated his body, and he took another drink and stared at the heavy snowfall.
He told himself he would call Julie later, but for now he cared for nothing but getting back into bed and snuggling up against the girl with the smooth, golden, feverish body.



CHAPTER NINE


Nick listened to the phone ring, and he thought it would never stop. And then there was silence and he turned away, but it started ringing again. He cursed and stared at the phone as though it would attack him. Then, finally, there was silence.
Nick crossed over to the desk and sat down and sipped the hot, steaming coffee. He sat on the edge of the chair, his body tight, and he fully expected the phone to start ringing again.
He told himself he was being childish to huddle isolated in his apartment, as he had for the past three days. Yet, he could not face anyone. Not the office, not Connors and certainly not Julie. He knew his career and his marriage and his future were flowing steadily down the drain, and he could not function and he could not face people and have to apologize and explain and be criticized.
He took a sip of coffee and then put the cup down and picked up his pen, and he printed HOLLY on the paper. Holly, he muttered, and drank the coffee again, and relaxed back in the chair.
Holly had ruined him, he knew. Yet he could not blame her. He could only blame his weakness. Somehow, several days ago, he had lost control of things. He had lost himself to her luscious copper-toned, insatiable body. And time had been suspended since then, time and work and responsibility.
And the strange thing, he had to remind himself, was that his obsession with Holly had now extended beyond her body and her ability in bed. He simply enjoyed being with her he felt warm and alive when she was in the room. And she had completely taken over the apartment in so short a time and insisted on cooking and cleaning and doing errands.
Nick sighed and stood up and walked over and flicked on the radio. The music was soft and gentle and seemed to blend with the mood of removal that the snow packed up against the windows enforced.
Nick mixed a drink and took a swallow and thought of the beer account. It seemed an eternity ago that he had been confident in his ability to do the job in only a few days. And what was worse was that Holly now insisted on leaving him alone several hours a day so that he could do his work. But he had accomplished exactly nothing. He would sit a few minutes and then think of the blue eyes and blond hair and the damp, puffed lips and the golden body.
Suddenly, a loud grating commercial burst on the radio, and Nick flicked it off. He drained the drink and put the glass down and turned to the window. The snow had stopped again but the sky was grey and grey hovered about the buildings, and the few trees he could see looked pitiful with their stark, bare black branches whipped helplessly by the wind.
Nick asked himself how he could have thrown away all he had for a seventeen-year-old girl. He had thrown it away and trampled on it. And now he was immobilized because Holly was out buying clothes. He felt he could not function until she returned. Yet, when she returned, he would function in only one way, he told himself grimly, and it would not help anything.
He doubled his hands into fists and slammed them together so hard that the pain made him gasp. Then he turned from the window and hurried into the bedroom. He put on his coat and scarf and gloves and hat and left the apartment.
The day was raw and windy and bitterly cold, and the weather struck Nick harder because he had been in his apartment for so long. He walked out to the street and huddled in his coat and looked up and down for a cab.
The wind swirled snow up and Nick stomped up and down to keep warm. He felt somehow emaciated after the hours in bed with Holly, and being outside seemed strange after the three days in the apartment.
But he knew he had to do something, break from his lethargic, sex-ridden existence, or he would ruin everything. He glanced down the street and felt the wind and cursed. It had been difficult making the sudden decision to go to Julie. If a cab didn't come soon, he might lose his nerve. And he knew this was absolutely the last chance to salvage everything he thought was important.
He looked up and saw a taxi and waved his hands frantically. The cab pulled over in a wide are that sprayed snow and wet his pants from the knees down.
"Sorry about that snow," the driver said as Nick climbed in and slammed the door.
"That's okay," Nick said and gave the driver Julie's address and brushed the wet snow from his pants.
The cab hummed through the snow, the chains on the tires clunking, and Nick settled back and realized that he was in such bad shape that just being able to leave the apartment seemed a victory. And he hoped desperately that Julie was home. And somehow, home alone.
Nick braced himself as the cab turned a corner. Then he lit a cigarette and took a puff and another, and ground the cigarette out in the ashtray. He was weak and tense with anxiety when they reached Julie's building, an urgent anxiety that left Nick uncertain and confused.
He paid the driver and trudged through the snow and entered the building, not knowing what he would say or what reason he would offer for his refusal to answer the phone.
All the way up in the elevator, he tried to think of something. Something to soothe Julie, and Connors if he were there, and something to salvage his future. But as he rang the bell he was thinking of Holly again, and of what she would think when she got back to the apartment with her new clothes and he was gone.
There was no answer and he rang the bell again and told himself that perhaps this meant that the servants were gone. Then the door opened and he stared at Hanson.
"Why Mister Nick, Miss Julie will be pleased to see you," Hanson said. "I don't want to talk out of turn but I can tell you she and her father have been anxious about you. How are you feeling? Have you recovered from your recent illness?"
"I'm fine now, Hanson," Nick said. "And thank you for your concern."
Nick followed the butler down the hall and into the living room…
Julie was curled in a chair before a roaring fire, reading and sipping a martini. She looked up and broke into a smile and leaped up from the chair.
"Nick what in the world has happened to you?" she asked.
"I'm sorry Julie," he said scanning her short lush body which was accentuated by red slacks and a tight red blouse. The red highlighted her pale skin and black hair and eyes. "I've been holed up on that damn beer account. I felt I had to isolate myself or I wouldn't get anything done."
"I've been worried silly, darling," she said. "I've tried to call you time after time and even thought about going over, but I couldn't quite bring myself to do that. I think I was afraid of what I might find."
"What do you mean?" he asked quickly.
"I don't know, Nickie," she said, and cocked her head and stared at him in a way that made him uneasy. "Your entire attitude toward me seems to have changed lately. And naturally the first thing that I thought was that you had some woman in your apartment, like that secretary of yours."
"Miss Lewis?" Nick asked. "I haven't seen her since the last time I was in the office Julie."
Julie pouted and made a small circle with her toe and Nick realized she was barefoot. "Well darling, when you abandon me like that you must understand that I have to protect myself and all," she said. "So I asked Daddy to get you another secretary. And by the way, Nickie, Daddy is pretty upset that you haven't kept in touch with him. That crazy old lady that owns the beer company has been calling him night and day."
Nick took a step toward Julie and felt the warmth of the huge fire and realized how weak and warm and terrible he felt. "My God, Julie," he said. "That's a terrible thing to do. To cost that kid her job. She's a good secretary and I feel a certain loyalty toward her."
"But a great deal more toward me, I hope," Julie said. "Now let's not have a big scene about some little typist. She will get another job in the company. And Daddy will find you another one just as good and not so attractive."
"Dammit Julie, I don't like the idea of having you and your father do things like that," he said. He felt dangerously angry and told himself to calm down because he was in a bad situation, and hiding a disastrous secret that could ruin him in an instant.
"Then don't hide from us," Julie said, and her voice was soft and husky. "After all, we both have quite an investment in you. And we both feel a bit possessive. Now, excuse me for a moment. Get yourself a drink and relax and in a moment I'll have a surprise for you."
Julie left before Nick could say anything, and he watched the roll of her small rounded buttocks beneath the tight red slacks and was amazed that the sight did not in the least excite him.
He stumbled over and mixed himself a double scotch and water and then sat down in the chair by the fireplace and stared into the dancing flames. He could gladly choke Julie on the spot, costing Sally Lewis her job. Yet he felt so guilt-ridden about Holly and about the Dennison account, he was stripped of any courage or self-confidence.
He poured the scotch down and felt rivulets of sweat on his face and down his back and told himself he could expect a great deal of his life to be managed behind his back once he was married to Julie.
If he married her, he said and stared at the flames. Because he had so little time left on the Dennison account and he had no confidence, he knew he would have nothing but blank pages to show Connors and Frances Dennison. And the Holly situation was impossible and he knew it was only a matter of time before Julie or Connors or someone similar found out he was keeping a seventeen-year-old girl in his apartment.
Nick finished the drink and wondered where Julie was. He went over and mixed a drink and sipped it and glanced around the enormous, paneled room, and at the furniture and the paintings in gilded frames and the impressive leather bound books.
This had been his dream, for years, from the days when he had been a desperate, lonely, poor teenager like Holly. And now it was his, was at his fingertips. Except for Holly. He cursed her aloud and drained the scotch, and then had the strangest feeling of guilt thinking about the girl in that way. To hell with it he muttered and got another drink and sat down in front of the fire.
He thought he heard someone at the door and he stiffened and realized he might have to face Connors. He laughed and settled back and told himself he could not even think of a decent lie to tell. And he realized the beginning of the end might be tonight, with both Connors and Julie.
Then there was a noise and he turned and gasped. Julie was crossing the room, very slowly, and wore nothing but a black, lacy bra which barely contained her straining breasts, and a pair of brief black panties which hardly covered anything essential.
Nick stood up and stared at her and past her to the door, and asked himself if she had lost her sanity. She obviously saw his concern and smiled and shook her head as she stopped in front of him.
"I gave Hanson the night off," she said. "And Daddy won't be home for hours, and as a precaution, I put the chain lock on. Though it would really be more fun to leave the door unlocked and be really daring."
"Christ Julie," Nick mumbled and looked up and down her ripe, pale body, and the peaks and crevices were accentuated by the tiny bra and panties.
"I'm a bit drunk and a bit desperate, Nickie," she said and stepped to him. "And though it upsets me to do this, darling, when I'm finished with you tonight, I won't have to worry about your secretary or any other woman."
The flames danced about her pale, lush body as she stepped to him and dropped to her knees. The black bra and panties seemed to make her flesh all the more pale. He was about to reach for her, but she pushed his hand away. "Take off your clothes," she said softly. "Right now."
Nick didn't like her tone of voice, but he wasn't going to argue, not when she was sitting a foot away from him in her bra and panties and waiting to make love with him. He stood up in front of the fire, ripped off his clothes, tossed them carelessly over a chair, and stood over Julie. Her eyes were riveted on his cock, which was already half erect. "You don't mind being stared at, do you?" she grinned.
"Not by you," Nick replied. "I like to stare myself."
"Then I'll give you something to look at," Julie said.
She stood up and reached behind her back to undo her bra snap. When she pulled off her cups, two luscious breasts tumbled free, very pale and doughy, tipped with dark, wide areolas and nipples that were long and already firm. Grinning at Nick, she tossed the black bra aside and then slid her panties slowly down her white legs. Her buttocks quivered when she kicked the panties free. Nick was staring at her thick black bush, and the faint line of hair that ran from her nest upward toward her navel.
"You're excited now, aren't you?" she said, still standing over him. Nick looked down at his prick. "It looks that way."
"You want me, don't you?"
"Of course I do…"
"Then you'll do exactly like I say," she smirked. The look in her eye reminded Nick of her father. "Understand?"
He let his eyes stray over her tits, then down to her thick bush. "Sure, darling. Anything you say."
He was still staring at her curlicued bush as she dropped to her knees beside him and reached for his cock. She gripped the stiff pole loosely in her small, white hand, but did not squeeze or stroke. Nick reached out and palmed one of her tits, but she pushed his hand away, releasing his prick.
"Eat me," she ordered. "Lie down on the rug and eat me."
Nick was tempted to throw her down in front of the fire and leap on top of her, but he knew Julie well enough to know that she always wanted things her way. He'd play along, for now.
Nick lay down in front of the fire, the rug soft and furry against his naked flesh. He stretched out on his back, she came toward him and placed one foot on each side of his body. Staring down in near mockery, she began to lower her pussy toward his face.
His prick was still pulsing hotly as she brought her pink slash downward. He reached out for her as her buttocks met his chest, eager to taste her wet cunt, which he could already see glistening underneath the dense black mane. He stroked her back then moved his head as she shifted her body and inhaled the sweet aroma of her cunt.
"It smells good, doesn't it?" Julie smiled.
"Very good," Nick murmured as he buried his face in her muff and inhaled again. He felt her curly black hairs against his face, her soft buttocks against his chest, then the wetness of her pussy lips against his mouth as he nosed his way through her mane and licked at her love hole.
She sighed deeply as he kissed the clean, wet flesh, pushing his nose and cheeks against the gash to spread her lips. Her clit was large and red as it slid from between her doors, and he used the tip of his tongue to flutter the fleshy morsel, then removed a hand from her back and reached in to finger the clit as he licked his way down her steamy gash.
With a thrust of his face he licked along the crevice, from the bottom near her asshole all the way to her clit. His tongue nibbled around the clit, then his lips closed around the kernel and sucked it into his mouth. Julie sighed again, her thighs beginning to shake.
Nick lapped and kissed, sucked and licked at her love hole, swallowing hard as her sweet nectar filled his mouth. He pressed his face hard against her cunt lips, holding them open with spread fingers, and shot his tongue deeply into her cunt, worming it around and then sliding it out to lash at her clitoris again.
"That's a good boy," Julie crooned, rocking on top of him now. "Keep going."
Her hand rested on his shoulder, she moved it to the back of his neck and pushed him lightly against her pussy. His tongue snaked into her gash, delving deeper and deeper as she contracted her pussy and drew the tongue inside her. By now his face was soaked with her juices.
He looked up as he ate, eyeing her tits as they quivered above him. She swayed back and forth slightly, her eyes half closed, a smile curled on her lips. He reached up with his free hand and pressed his palm against one of her breasts. The flesh felt like hot dough. When he pinched her nipple between two fingers, she sighed once again and pushed her cunt lewdly against his face.
Nick wormed his tongue in mid out of her cunt, twining it around inside her and then curling it over her throbbing clit. She was gasping continually now, rocking on top of him, grinding her spicy buttocks against his chest. And still Nick's cock beat achingly, untouched.
As he continued to caress her, she lifted her ass from his chest and moved her pussy over his face. He heard her moan shrilly as the tip of his tongue trailed along her moving gash and reached the pink doors of her asshole.
Nick saw the wide, white cheeks of her ass spreading above his face as she parted them with her hands. Her ass crack was deep and hairless.
"Rim me, darling," she ordered. "Suck on my asshole!"
He could hardly breathe as she dropped onto his face. He licked into her crack, from the top near the small of her back all the way down to her puckered doors. He could feel the heat of her thighs against his face as his tongue shot out at the pink flesh of her bunghole and edged into her anus.
Julie wailed loudly as his lips met her asshole. Her fingers stiffened, she spread her cheeks more. Nick now peered through her tight jaws into the blackness of her anus. Without a moment's delay he steered his tongue along her crack and clamped his lips over her hole, then shot his tongue out as far as he could into her body.
He gasped as he fought for breath, but kept his tongue inside her asshole. He knew that his prick had sliced through that opening many times, knew that her hole had often been filled with his gism. The way she was squirming around on top of him now was enough to drive him crazy. And still his hard prick was untouched.
Nick sucked hard, then used his teeth to stroke her pink flesh, then crammed his tongue back into her asshole. She shook wildly on top of him, her cheeks hot and soft against his face.
"Suck it clean!" she breathed out, staring down at his face as she ground her ass against it.
Nick closed his eyes, then took hold of her thighs and lifted her body a few inches so that, as he licked along her asshole toward her pussy, he could move his tongue under her body and into her cunt. She screamed the moment his tongue reached her clit and his lips closed around the fiery kernel.
Her whole body was on fire now, twitching and shaking. Nick knew he could bring her quickly to orgasm if he wanted to. But he could play the game too. He moved his tongue back under her and let her down on his face again, worming his tongue back into her bunghole.
Nick's lips were sparkling with moisture as she pulled her ass from his face and slipped back along his body. His eyes opened, a thrill shot through his body when he realized she was going to touch his prick.
His legs were spread on the rug, and she layout between them, her pale, naked body gleaming in the fire. Her hand moved slowly into his crotch Nick held his breath as he waited for her first touch.
Gripping the tool around the middle, Julie pulled it backwards, bending it sharply so that the pole was pointed at Nick's feet. A drop of lubricant was forming at the pisshole. She blew a hot breath over the red knob, then kissed the veiny shaft once lightly.
"Beg me to suck it," Julie said, grinning when she met his glare. "Plead with me."
If that was the way she wanted it, Nick said to himself, that's the way she'll have it. "Suck it please, I beg you!" he urged. "Please Julie please!"
Still grinning, she lowered her head. Her wet lips closed around the tip of his cock, she sucked for a moment and then slid her caress slowly down the length of his shaft.
He was squirming as his prick at long last was enveloped by her warmth. Her lips were like a ring of wet heat moving up and down his hard staff, her tongue was like a snake as it twirled around his member. His hips moved upward to gently slide his cock deeper into her mouth when she plunged.
His taut balls were burning as she licked them, then took them in her mouth and juggled them around with her tongue. He opened his eyes and looked down just as she closed her lips around his cockhead again. Slowly, inch by inch, he watched his long tool disappear into her mouth.
Gism had already begun to fill his prick when she suddenly lifted her mouth from his prick and let it snap back against his belly.
"You like that?" she smiled.
"Oh Julie, I love it!" he gasped. "Don't stop now!"
"Spread your legs," she said, lifting one leg and draping it over his shoulder. "I want to lick your asshole."
He raised his ass from the rug and draped his other leg over her shoulder, breathing deeply in anticipation. Julie parted his hairy cheeks with her hands and licked into the slice, then pressed her wet lips over his asshole and slid her tongue inside him. Nick couldn't help squirming and moaning as the nimble implement twisted and twirled in his asshole.
While she worked in his asshole, she reached out blindly and gripped his cock. Nick sighed when he felt her fingers begin stroking his hot prick, jarring his balls, her fist sliding easily over the rim of his cockhead and then back down again. He only hoped he wouldn't come in her hand.
Julie sucked hard on his asshole, then pushed his legs from her shoulder and leaned up on her hands above his crotch. She lifted his prick with one hand and then lowered her lips toward the crown.
Her mouth was filled with saliva, and Nick could feel the moisture all around his rod as it entered her. She left a huge glob of saliva on his crown as she slid her kiss off his prick, then used her hand to work the moisture all over his shaft.
"I want you nice and wet, nice and slippery," she grinned. "Because I want you to fuck me up the ass again."
Nick's heart leapt into his mouth. He knelt up, she fell back on the rug and rolled over on her belly, thrusting her pale cheeks into the air. He almost dove on top of her.
His cock fell into the groove of her ass as he lowered himself on her body. He reached down and yanked open her buttocks. Her crack was still wet with his saliva.
Julie buried her face in the thick rug to stifle the scream she knew she'd utter when he penetrated her. Nick brought his dark cockhead to her hole then moved a finger into the crack to part her doors further.
"Hurry up!" she shouted, her words muffled by the rug.
He inserted the tip of his organ in her tight doors, then pushed hard with his hips. The cockhead pierced her cleanly. Her body froze, he stared down at her doughy cheeks as he prepared the lunge that would fill her.
His prick bent as he tried to ram it home, he withdrew it slightly and then pumped again. The cockhead pushed into her tight channel. He slid it out an inch, then rammed it in again with all his might. The shaft sliced smoothly into her body, his balls swung into her ass as his cock was buried to the hilt.
She lunged backward against his pelvis, screaming madly. Nick eased his cock back, then drilled it in again, knocking her body down harder against the rug. His balls swung into her buttocks again, and again she screamed.
Nick's long, hard pole pushed its way into her body, again and again as they both soared toward a wild orgasm. His wet member bore cleanly into her chute, pushing apart the walls and seemingly making the channel feel looser and looser with each plunge.
Nick rose on his hands to watch her ass quiver from his lunges. He could see his prick, glistening and pink, sliding from between her pale moons, then disappearing again when he slammed into her, leaving her cheeks wobbling enticingly. He had to admit it again: Julie had one of the world's greatest asses. And right now, his pelvis was slamming against it, his balls were bounding into it, and his hard prick was ripping deeply through the cheeks and into the tight, hot confines of her anus.
They were both covered with sweat by the time Nick felt his gism inching into his prick again. He had every intention of blasting it into her asshole too. He knew how much Julie loved to feel his spunk inside her, how she often came the moment his warmth filled her ass. But just when he thought he was about to explode, she squirmed away from him, ripping his cock out of her asshole.
"God, Julie, please, don't make me stop!" Nick groaned hoarsely. "In my pussy!" she shouted. "Oh God, put it in right now!"
She was already rolling over onto her back. Nick dove between her ivory thighs and guided his prick to her black nest. She took hold of the rod to steer it inside her, throwing her legs into the air and rolling backward as he prepared to stuff her pussy.
Her lush tits were swimming over her chest as he lowered himself on top of her. Her nipples poked against his chest. Slowly, he eased his throbbing stake through her pussy lips.
But just when she was sure he was about to fill her, he slid his cock out and rubbed the cockhead along her lips. She squirmed in eagerness, moaning.
"Put it in, dammit!" she screeched. "Nick, put it in me now!"
He knew he could tease her the way she'd teased him. But he couldn't wait to feel her warmth around his cock. With one smooth lunge he drove his cock inside her, bringing their bodies together as she thrust upward. His balls swung heavily against her upturned cheeks.
"Yes yes yes!" she howled. "Fuck me Nick fuck me hard!"
Nick began to pump, contracting his buttocks as he guided his hot poker in and out of her body. He could hear the wet sound of his prick slicing into her, the sweaty slap of flesh against flesh as their hips clapped together. By now she was squirming so wildly that she'd moved a few feet along the rug, he wrapped his arms around her to hold her still and quickened his thrusts.
Her tits were crushed between their bodies, her legs locked around his back as their passion mounted. She screamed each time his balls swung against her ass, then thrust her hips up to meet his lunges. It was plain to see she was moments from her end.
Her legs kicked in the air, then draped over his shoulders as he continued pumping. Her body was bent like a pretzel now, her thighs crushed under his body, her feet kicking against his back as if she were trying to push his cock into her cunt even more quickly.
Nick could see her raw pink gash as his cock split it open. The trunk glided in again, then smoothly slid out, glistening. Gism was entering his prick. And God-dammit, he muttered to himself, this time nothing is going to stop me!
"Faster!" she screamed. "Faster faster!"
He lunged at top speed, ripping into her pussy and slamming her ruthlessly down on her rug. But the harder he lunged, the quicker her hips seemed to thrash, the louder she screamed.
"Faster!" she wailed again.
"I'm gonna come!" Nick blurted out.
"Wait for me!" she shrieked.
Nick could hardly breathe. He pressed his face against her tits and sucked a nipple into his mouth as his rod stiffened with seed inside her. He eased the rod back, leaving the engorged crown between her cunt lips, then lunged into her again for what he knew would be the last time before he exploded.
Her hips flew up to meet his, his cock ripped into her and the first spurt of his seed splashed hotly into her body. The moment she felt his warmth, Julie jolted into a savage climax, writhing under his strokes as his cock continued to spurt into her creaming channel.
Nick's every muscle was aching by the time he collapsed on top of her, leaving his cock inside her wet hole. Julie too was gasping for breath. Now, her mocking smile had been changed into a grin of satisfaction.
"Nick, tell me how much you need me," she whispered in his ear as she stroked his sweaty back.
"I need you very much," he whispered. "I love you and I need you and I want you."
"That's my baby," she purred, patting his back.
Nick told himself that he wasn't throwing away his chance for a life and a marriage and a future just for bedtime with a teenager. Yes, he could be happy with Julie. Somehow.
"I told you you'd never want another woman," Julie said. "And now if you make up for hiding from me and causing me all that worry, I might let you love me again tonight."
Under his breath Nick cursed her. It was suddenly so clear. He never would dream of marrying a woman like Julie if it wasn't for her father and for the future a marriage with Julie might offer. He didn't love her, he didn't feel toward her the way he felt even about Holly.
But he said nothing about it. Instead, he poured out a string of flattery and sweet talk. It was what she wanted. And whatever Julie wants, she gets.
Nick stumbled into a bar and ordered a double scotch and water and drank it down in one swallow. He had another drink and tried to erase the memory of his groveling scene on the floor with Julie, and the way he had faked desperate passion while he pandered to her vanity.
He did not know if he could love Julie again after seeing her like that. And yet, he told himself, none of this would have happened if he had not gotten involved with Holly. Julie would change after the marriage, he told himself.
The marriage, he said, and saw a couple of men stare at him and he realized he was mumbling aloud. The juke box was loud and the bar filled with smoke and Nick tried desperately to sort out his thoughts, but everything was a haze. He felt weak and desperate and he despised himself.
Then, as he finished the drink, the thought came to him. And it was so simple he marveled that he had not thought of it sooner. He could not deny his obsession with Holly. And he could not give her up. So he would simply tuck her away in an apartment, and see her there. Yes, he said, and smiled, and realized that he could work on the beer account and somehow cover things until after the marriage.
Nick was smiling as he left the bar. He caught a cab and leaned forward, anxious to get home. He would enjoy Holly tonight, and tomorrow get her a place of her own. He could see her only when he wanted to, and somehow everything would work out. And there would be no danger that Julie or her father or someone else would walk in and find him living with a teenager.
Nick settled back and whistled softly and stared at the snow from the window of the speeding cab and knew now that he would break that damned Dennison thing wide open tomorrow.



CHAPTER TEN


Nick was still whistling as he entered the apartment. A night with Holly, then the ending of the agony of being discovered, he told himself.
"Hey, anybody home?" he called as he walked over to the bar.
Holly came from the bedroom, dressed only in the plaid shirt with the two buttons open as usual. Nick stared from the surge of the breasts down to where the shirt ended, and despite his love-making to Julie he immediately went warm and his face flushed with desire.
"Baby, am I ever glad to see you and have I ever solved my dilemma," he said.
"Nick, listen," she said very softly, and she looked over her shoulder toward the kitchen.
Nick swallowed and his mood evaporated in an instant. Instinctively he knew that something was badly wrong. And then he realized Holly was pale, and there was a strange desperate look in her eyes.
She took a step toward him. "Nick, I'm sorry, listen to me," she said. "When the bell rang I thought it was you and I was so anxious to see you I answered the door without thinking. You never told me not to, Nick."
"What the hell are you talking about?" Nick asked.
"Well, when this dippy old lady came barging in, I had no idea what to do or say, Nick," she said.
"Old lady?" Nick asked and a chill shot up his spine. "Oh, God, it can't be. Not now."
"She insisted on waiting for you," Holly said. "Is she something else, baby. I offered her a drink. And you know what she did? She took a bottle of gin and insisted on going into the kitchen to look for a teacup."
Nick poured a glass half full of scotch and gulped it down. It fell heavily onto a gnawing, rolling stomach. "Christ, there goes the whole works," he said. "I'm dead in this town, Holly."
He could see himself now, trying for unemployment and not even being able to get that. He licked his lips and shook his head. Here everything was going to be worked out, and he had to come home and find Frances Dennison in his kitchen and Holly standing here in nothing but that shirt.
"Why the hell didn't you put something on after you let her in?" he asked. And he cursed the day he ever met Holly.
"I did, Nick," she said, very quietly. "I put this shirt on. I was naked when I answered the door."
Nick laughed then, laughed and shook his head and felt tears forming in his eyes from the wracking laughter. "We're some team, Holly," he said. "We've really done this thing beautifully. We just missed one trick. We should have been making love on the floor when she came in." He laughed harder, then the laughter choked in his throat.
"Nick, are you all right," Holly asked.
"Sounds like a party in there," Frances Dennison called, and Nick stumbled back and sat on the couch and muttered, "Oh, Christ."
"Oh, here you are young man," Mrs. Dennison said as she emerged from the kitchen with a bottle of gin in one hand and a tea cup in the other. Her faded eyes were sparkling and she was wrapped in a huge flowered shawl.
Nick stood up and glanced at Holly, then at the old lady. "Good evening, Mrs. Dennison," he said and felt absolutely defeated and absurd.
"Young man, don't you ever answer your phone?" she asked, and she perched on the edge of a straight backed chair by the desk. "This is the first time I've been out of the house in weeks. But I was intrigued about you after our meeting and curious about your work on my beer advertising. And Marshall Connors told me you had been working at home. But he didn't tell me you had a helper."
She glanced at Holly and the girl shrank back and looked at Nick. "Christ, go put something on," he snapped at Holly. "You're dressed like a tramp."
"Why young man, how very rude," Mrs. Dennison said. "Come here child, I want to get a closer look at you."
Holly inched over and stood in front of Mrs. Dennison. Nick watched the old lady look from head to toe as she sipped her gin.
"About this girl," Nick said.
"Come now, young man," Mrs. Dennison said. "I hope you're not going to offer me some feeble excuse, and tell me she's doing your typing or something like that."
"There's not much of an excuse, is there?" he asked. "I guess the situation is rather obvious."
"Rather obvious," she said and nodded and sipped from the tea cup, "even to an old lady who is filled with gin."
"But things are over now," Nick said desperately. "This in the end, in fact. If you weren't here, she'd be out by now. This in no way impairs my love for Miss Connors. It was a stupid indiscretion on my part."
Nick saw Holly's lips tremble and she sniffed, but she did not say anything.
"Oh that's right, you're engaged to that pasty-faced Connors girl," Mrs. Dennison said. "Why it's terrible for you to talk about this lovely girl the way you are. I won't have it. Why she'd make three times the woman that frigid Connors would. What's your name, child?"
There was no answer and Nick looked up to tears rolling down the lovely golden cheeks. "Her name's Holly," he said.
"Holly," Mrs. Dennison said. "Holly, what a lovely name. Well, young man if I were Holly, I would not stand for the way you talk to her. But that's between you two. Now tell me how you're planning to sell my beer?"
Nick thought of half a dozen lies, each one less plausible and more stupid than the last. He swallowed and felt his stomach rolling and stared into the penetrating eyes embedded in the deeply wrinkled face. Then he shook his head.
"I don't have any idea, to be perfectly frank," he said. "I haven't been able to come up with a damn thing."
"I respect you for being honest," she said. "But I must say I'm disappointed. I couldn't help but see the papers on your desk here. I would say the word HOLLY is written approximately twice as many times as the word DENNISON."
"I still think I can come up with something in the next couple of days," he said weakly.
"I fully expect you to," Mrs. Dennison said and she put her cup down. "I like a man who's hard and likes women, Mr. Harrison. But I also like a man to deliver when it counts. And I don't like to be disappointed."
"You won't be disappointed," Nick said and never had he felt less confident.
"I'll be getting along Mr. Harrison," Mrs. Dennison said and stood up. "And if you've got any sense you'll hold onto Holly and forget the Connors girl despite your ambitions. Good night. I'll expect to hear from you in two days."
Nick glanced around and saw that Holly was gone. He escorted Mrs. Dennison to the door, stunned by her reference to his ambitions. He kept assuring her he would come up with something, and when she walked out, he offered to escort her to her car, but she wouldn't hear of it.
Nick waited a minute then slammed the door and went over and took a double shot of scotch. He was still stunned by what had happened, not only finding Mrs. Dennison here, but about her attitude about Holly and Julie.
"Holly," he said aloud. He turned and hurried into the bedroom. Holly was dressing.
"Why are you putting on your old clothes," he asked. "And where the hell are you going?"
"Out of your damn life," she hissed. "I'm going back out onto the streets where you found me, like the other tramps."
"Holly I'm sorry I said that," he said and stepped to her. "I was desperate."
"Well, since I mean absolutely nothing to you and I'm obviously the cause for all your misfortunes, I'll walk out of here and remove the desperation," she said, and she buttoned her blouse.
Nick reached for her, but she jerked away. "Look Holly, let's get into bed and discuss things," he said.
"Go get in bed with your society girl," she said. "If you so much as touch me, I'll scratch your eyes out."
"Look Holly, I've been under a lot of pressure," he said. "And dammit, I did take you off the street. Don't forget that. I've treated you well and it's cost me plenty."
"Do you know something?" she asked, and sniffed and brushed tears from her blue eyes. "I was in love with you, Nick. That's why I wanted to stay with you. I loved you and felt warm and comfortable and not afraid or alone. Do you think I'd have any trouble getting some guy to look after me? Some guy with more money than you've ever seen, if that was what I wanted."
"Holly, give me time to think," Nick said. "I never realized things were like that."
"No, I'm sure you didn't," she said. "You felt you were doing me a great favor and that I was just some sex-starved little girl. Well, I do go crazy over sex, but only with a man I love. It might interest you to know you're exactly the third man I've ever made love to."
"Holly, what did you expect me to think about you?" he asked. "I know I was insensitive to you. But I was engaged, don't forget that. And I was involved in the most important ad earn campaign of my career."
"To hell with your career," Holly said. "I've swallowed my pride for the last time with you, Nick Harrison. And now I see just how hollow and selfish you really are. So go back to your precious pasty-faced fiancee and climb up high in her father's company."
Again Nick reached for Holly. And again she jerked away. "Holly, you can't just leave like this," he said. "Where will you go? At least wait until morning."
Holly shoved past him and walked into the living room. "Oh, you were going to throw me out anyway," she said. "That's what you told Mrs. Dennison wasn't it?"
"I meant I was going to get you a separate apartment," he said, and followed her into the living room. "So there wouldn't be any chance…"
She turned, her blue eyes blazing, a smile of scorn on her lips. "So there wouldn't be any possibility of anyone of importance discovering you were involved with a teenage tramp," she said. "Keep little Holly tucked away and run over and jump in bed with her if its convenient."
"Look, Holly, let me give you some money," Nick said. "And I know a nice hotel you can go to and then tomorrow we can talk."
"Save your money, Nick baby, because you're going to need it," she said. "You're going to go down so fast when you mess up the Dennison account that you're going to need every cent you can get to salve your precious ego."
"Then get the hell out of here," Nick muttered.
Holly burst into tears and ran from the apartment. Nick stalked over and slammed the door and stood sucking in his heavy breath. Little bitch, he muttered to himself.
Nick walked over to the window and stared out blankly at the snow and told himself Holly's leaving was the best thing that could happen. And Frances Dennison's attitude gave him a second chance with her account.
Nick poured a drink and sat down at the desk and thought how things would get back to normal now, and he would come up with a great ad campaign and still marry Julie and shoot up quickly to the top at the agency. He could still have everything for which he had struggled so long and so hard.
Nick drank the scotch and felt a chill in the room and he got up and went in and put on a sweater. Then he fixed another drink and sat down again, but he still felt cold.
And he knew that by the time he finished his drink that he would get nothing done on the campaign tonight. He told himself to go to bed and get a good night's sleep and tomorrow he would come up with something.
But he shivered and thought of the empty, chilled apartment. His mind raced, and he thought of trying to see Julie. But he thought of their scene on the floor in front of the fireplace and the thought chilled him even more.
He stood up abruptly and drained his scotch. He squeezed his eyes shut and saw Holly and saw the honey-smooth, pulsating, warm body and the blue eyes and he shuddered as he remembered the hatred in those eyes as she left his apartment.
And now he would never see her again. He opened his eyes and told himself he would have to accept the fact that Holly would have cost him his job and his marriage.
Then a strange feeling of loneliness surged over him and he felt cold and his stomach rolled over and over. And he ran into the bedroom for his coat and told himself he had to get out to a bar, and be with people and get something to drink and tomorrow somehow he could get up and knock off the Dennison thing.



CHAPTER ELEVEN


Nick stared into the mirror at the red-tinged blue eyes and the lines beneath the eyes and the stubble of beard. He folded his right hand into a fist and slammed it into the wall and the pain soared up his arm.
Fool, he muttered to the puffy-faced image in the mirror, and turned away in disgust. His head throbbed and his stomach swirled about and he felt he might vomit at any moment.
He scraped his hand along the wall for support and dragged himself into the kitchen and took the container of tomato juice from the refrigerator. He poured the cold juice down and leaned against the refrigerator.
Then he went over and made a pot of coffee. He stared at the dancing blue flame of the burner on the stove, and thought of the dancing flames along Julie's naked body.
And he thought of her phone call just now, that had pulled him from a deep drunken sleep. And her thinly veiled demand that he visit her later in the day. Nick took two eggs and some bacon from the refrigerator and moved back to the stove and cursed Julie. Then he cursed himself and took a deep breath of the cooking coffee.
He looked down at the eggs and the greasy bacon and his stomach did a flip. He knew he would feel better if he ate, but the thought of eating was more than he could bear.
He took the coffee off the stove and poured a cup. And he thought immediately of Frances Dennison drinking gin from this cup last night. God, was it only last night, he asked himself and sat down at the table.
Only last night that Holly had left his apartment, only a matter of hours since she had left his life forever. He not only had no idea where to look for her, he had no idea of her last name.
What a fool, he muttered and poured sugar and milk into his steaming coffee. To think he had only worshipped her wild, hot body, and had not had the guts to realize he had fallen desperately in love with her.
He took a tentative sip of the scalding coffee, and told himself that now he had no reason to worry about Holly's messing up his future. Now he was left free to marry Julie and be subject to her every whim and to work and grovel for her father.
Nick had just managed to swallow some of the coffee and feel it warming his chilled body when the phone rang. He put the cup down and hurried into the living room and jerked up the receiver and prayed that it was Holly. "Nick, this is Sally Lewis," the tense, tired voice said. "Do you know what's happened to me?"
"Well Miss Lewis, uh, Sally, yes, I was going to call you," Nick said. "Now about your being transferred to another executive, well…"
"Transferred, hell," she said. "I've been fired. Effective at five this afternoon. Nick why did you let them do this to me? You know how unfair it is."
"Christ, I had no idea," he said. "I thought you were simply being transferred. Who the hell told you you were being fired? I'll have his rear end." Her laugh was harsh. "Miss Julie Connors told me Nick," she said. "And she made it quite clear what kind of a girl she thought I was."
"I don't believe it," Nick said, but he knew perfectly well that Julie was capable not only of having the girl fired, but of taking pleasure in delivering the blow herself.
"Nick please don't let this happen," she said. "Without a reference I'll never be able to get a decent job. And I've worked hard for you. You know that. And I've covered for you."
Nick detected the urgency in the girl's words and her tone and he squeezed the receiver and told himself he had become a vehicle for causing suffering for people that he liked and who helped him.
"Don't worry, Sally," he said, after a moment. "I'm going over to the Connors apartment right away and I'll take care of you."
"Oh Nick, I hate to put you to all this trouble," she said. "But I'm desperate. And Nick there's something you should know. Something that gives an absurd and unfair twist to this whole thing."
"What, Sally?" he asked.
"Well Mr. Connors has propositioned me several times, Nick," she said. "And a couple of times when I was working late, he's really mauled me. And he told me he would fire me in a minute if I didn't work for you."
"Listen, Sally, try to take it easy," Nick said. "I'm going over there now, and I'll call you as soon as I can."
"Gee thanks," she said. "I knew I could count on you Nick."
Nick hung up and a feeling of outrage coursed through his hung over body. Yet, he shuddered at the thought of storming over to the Connors apartment. He had lost Holly, and if he did this, he might lose everything else.
Nick went back into the kitchen and finished his coffee. Then he poured a second cup and walked into the living room and sat down at his desk. He sipped the steaming coffee and stared out at the cold, grey, snow-filled morning.
Dennison Beer, he muttered. He put his cup on the desk and bent over and took a pile of material on the Dennison account out of the carton that had been sent over by the agency. He drank the coffee and studied the previous ad campaigns that had been devised by the agency, and he knew that he was only stalling his trip to the Connors apartment.
The campaigns were all directed at sportsmen and had a heavy masculine tone, and Nick told himself that they resembled so many other ads directed at men. He finished the coffee and stared at the grim, snowy day through the window, and thought of Holly and her golden, glowing warmth and her youth and her enthusiasm and the way she made the apartment seem alive and exciting.
Nick stood up and went into the kitchen and poured himself a third cup of coffee and returned to his desk. Dennison Beer advertising could use an infusion of Holly's youth and aliveness, he told himself and drank the coffee.
He sat and stared at the snow and finished the coffee. Then he went into the bedroom and started dressing. He had pandered to Julie on the phone and told her he would be over later. By the way he gave in to her, he should have said crawl over later, he reminded himself. And now he had promised Sally Lewis he would storm over and save her job.
When he left the apartment and walked down to the street, he felt funny, and as he shoved the door open and stood in the sidewalk, he realized that somehow he simply did not care any longer about Marshall Connors and his agency and his daughter.
He had to wait ten minutes for a cab and he was shivering with cold when he finally climbed into the taxi. And as the taxi hummed along the street, he thought how warm he had always been with Holly.
The cab hummed faster and Nick shivered and his stomach seemed to be contracting. Holly, he repeated, and again he thought that he would never see her again.
And he stared out at leafless trees whose slim, black limbs were hung with ice and he thought of Dennison Beer. And he thought of Holly and of warmth and of honey.
As the cab slid to a stop for a red light, Nick suddenly thought of a beer advertising campaign based on a girl like Holly. Youth and sunshine and a glowing, honey-smooth idea. Nick leaned forward and remembered that for the past few years, beer sales were decreasing in bars and increasing in supermarkets where women did their shopping.
As the cab hummed forward again, Nick thought how the population was steadily shifting downward and how, in a few years the majority of the population would be under thirty.
He thought of the heavy, dull, middle-aged-men campaigns that had been devised by Connors and Ross for Dennison Beer. The market was going down in years and toward the opposite sex but the advertising kept plugging along the same, losing rut.
When the cab stopped in front of the Connors building, Nick dropped several coins as he hurriedly paid the driver. He did not even bother to pick them up. He nearly ran up the sidewalk and into the building and tried to picture the grin of pleasure on Marshall Connors face when he told him the campaign he had in mind.
Yet in the elevator he thought of Sally Lewis, and he thought of Julie and thought of his life as her husband and of his future at her father's agency. He knew if he were careful, he could have it all now with this Dennison thing he could take the whole works.
But he got out of the elevator and moved over the soft thick carpeting, and he knew he could not do it now. He had fought long and hard for something that could be his. But he had lost Holly and he felt cold and he no longer cared. He paused in front of the Connors apartment and realized that since he no longer cared, since he no longer had to please Julie and her father, that he felt more like a decent human than he had felt in a longtime.
Hanson answered the bell and bowed and scraped and showed Nick to the living room. The room was empty and Nick wandered about and looked, as he always did, at the elaborate furnishings and thought of his desperate ambitions.
And yet, he turned to stare into the fireplace and watch the liquid flow of golden-red coals, and he knew that not only would he probably never realize his ambitions, but that in a few minutes he would very likely be out of a job.
"Nickie, darling," Julie called and he turned as she came into the room.
She wore black silk lounging pajamas beneath a thin white robe, and Nick thought instantly how Julie always seemed tones of black and white and grey, while Holly was always golden and copper and blue.
"My secretary just called me," Nick said. "What the hell is this about her being fired? And about you firing her?"
Julie walked to Nick and pecked at his lips and then pulled away and sighed so that her breasts flowed against the thin material of her pajamas. "Yes, I was going to tell you this morning," Julie said. "I certainly didn't expect the little bitch to call you herself."
"My God, Julie," he said. "Don't you know what you've done? Sally Lewis is a hard-working efficient secretary and there is absolutely nothing between us. You can't just fire her like that. After all, she works for me."
Julie stepped closer and put her hand on Nick's neck. "Oh, don't be tedious, darling," she said. "If you weren't involved with the girl, then what difference does it make. Really, it doesn't matter, because I know after the other night there's no chance another woman will be able to interest you."
"It matters because the girl is without a job as of this afternoon," Nick said, and he twisted his neck from her tickling fingers. "It's damned unfair for her to lose her job for no reason. And how the hell do you think I feel having you go in there and fire my secretary."
"Nickie, your concern for the working class is touching and all that," she said, "but you must remember that you're in the process of moving from that class to my class, darling. You're fixing to marry me and enter a different kind of world, and it upsets me terribly that you're so concerned because I decided to fire a cheap little typist."
"Julie, you haven't bought me yet," Nick said, and looked at Julie and asked himself how he could ever have been in love with her. Or was it just his ambition, made easier because she was a beautiful girl.
Julie sighed and shifted her weight so that her body was starkly outlined against the flimsy robe and pajamas. "Please Nick, let's drop the subject," she said. "Tell me, how do you like my new outfit. I bought it especially for you. I must confess that I'm going to tantalize you unmercifully until we're married, so there will be no problem about your straying."
"The outfit is lovely," he mumbled.
"And how about what's in the outfit," she asked.
"Remember all those lovely things you said the other night, Nickie? I would like to hear some of them again, darling."
"Julie, you're a lovely girl with a lovely body, but I'm not concerned with that now. We've got to settle this about Sally Lewis and see where we stand."
"Um, Nickie," Julie said and moved to him, so that her breasts brushed his chest. "Just give me half a minute darling, and you won't even remember the girl's name."
Nick pulled away, and saw the provocative smile on Julie's face twist into an ugly sneer. But he was angry now, too, and he realized he did not want any of this, not from this girl, not from her father.
"If Sally Lewis leaves Connors and Ross, so do I," he said. "It's that simple, Julie."
"Yes, Nickie, it could be that simple," Julie said, and her words were etched with scorn. "Especially since you've messed up on the Dennison campaign. Daddy is getting quite upset at you, and you're obviously going to let him down."
"I've come up with the perfect idea for Dennison," Nick said. "But that has nothing to do with us, Julie. If you're capable of firing Miss Lewis before we're married, God only knows what you'll be capable of afterwards."
"Nick, I won't stand here and let you talk to me that way," she said. "You forget who you are, darling. And who I am. And you forget that I'm used to getting my way. After our time on the floor the other night, darling, you said all those lovely things, and assured me there would be no problems."
"I was still capable of selling my soul then, Julie. But it's not the same anymore, baby. In fact it's over. Finished. You can find yourself another boy to praise and pander to you. And I'm going to find a decent woman."
Julie took a step and slapped Nick. The pain creased his cheek and nose and he went rigid, then warm.
"You get out of this house, you bastard," Julie hissed, her face scarlet, her lips trembling. "Crawl back to the gutter where you belong. When I tell my father about you, you won't even be able to find a job in the gutter."
"You and your father can both go to hell," Nick said and stalked across the room. He paused at the door. "And Julie, with the next boy you pick up, be shrewd and don't make love to him. You're so terrible at making love that it gives your whole game away."
"Filthy cheap…" she screamed, and he walked down the hall to the door. As he left the apartment she was screaming that she was calling her father, that he would take care of Nick.
Nick slammed the door and paused a moment and caught his breath. He had no doubt that Marshall Connors would take care of him, and would slam the door to every decent job opportunity he came across.
Yet, as he left the building and stood in the snow and shivered, he had a good feeling, a clean feeling of being his own man, that he had not felt in a long time.
But, a few hours later as Nick huddled over a scotch and water in a neighborhood bar on Lexington Avenue, he felt only dejection and defeat. Sure he had walked out on Julie and on Connors.
But he drank the whiskey and told himself that if he had had any self-respect he would never have let himself get involved in the situation in the first place.
So here he sat, getting drunk, without a fiancee and without a job and without a future, if he knew Marshall Connors. And most of all, without Holly. Holly, he muttered, and finished the drink and ordered another one. The chill permeated the small bar and he thought of her warmth and the way her honey-smooth body always burned with desire.
And he thought of the hatred that glowed in her blue eyes when she left his apartment. He laughed bitterly and told himself he was shallow and blind and selfish, not to have realized how much he loved her.
Nick's hand was trembling as he lifted his drink to his mouth. He had to calm down, he had to find a way to pull himself together. There were a lot of decisions he was going to have to make. Very soon.
What bothered him the most was the fact he was alone. He could live without Julie, he knew that. In fact, now that the engagement was off, he felt as if a weight had been lifted from his shoulder. But it would be a lot harder to live without his job, without any job if Connors really wanted to ruin him. And it was very hard not to have Holly to go home to.
If she were home, he said to himself over a fresh drink, I wouldn't be here. I could rush home and into her arms and then it wouldn't matter about Connors and Julie and the job. At least, not for tonight.
Nick had an idea. He knew he couldn't bear the thought of going home alone tonight. There were many phone numbers in his address book, but he didn't feel like seeing any of the women they belonged to. Not tonight, not when he'd have to explain everything. There was one number, though, that he could dial, one woman who would sympathize with his plight because it was hers as well. Sally Lewis.
Nick crossed his fingers as he dialed her number at the pay phone. One ring, two, three, four. Damnit, she was out!
Nick was about to leave the booth when he was struck by another idea. An idea of how he might not have to stay alone that night after all. At first the idea seemed ridiculous. But the more he thought about it, the better it seemed.
He looked in his wallet. Yes, he still had the number of the call-girl service that a friend from work had recommended. He'd never used the number before, but he'd been assured that the service was first-rate.
The solution was perfect. He wouldn't have to be alone, he would have a beautiful woman to go to bed with, to take his mind off everything. And since he didn't know her and she didn't know him he wouldn't have to explain anything, wouldn't have to be reminded of the predicament he was in. It struck him funny to realize that, whenever he was in trouble, he thought of sex.
He looked at the small card with the call-girl service's number on it. The card contained a picture of a very beautiful brunette with thick, painted lips. Just the sight of her convinced Nick he was making the right move. He fingered the dime, then picked up the receiver.
As he dialed, he read the printed matter on the other side of the card. One phrase struck him like a hammer on the head: "Call any time for one of our girls – or two, or…"
Nick's face broke into a grin. Hell, if he was paying for it, he could have anything he wanted. Anything. And all his life he'd tried to imagine what it might be like to make it with two women at the same time. Tonight, he decided, he was going to find out.
His heart was pounding as he waited for an answer. After three rings, a soft feminine voice answered.
"Hello? Can I help you?"
"Dh, yes, yes you can," Nick sputtered. "I'd like a girl, tonight. Right away…"
"All right, hold on. Let me have your address, please."
Nick told her the address, his voice shaky. It was so easy!
"Any preference?" the woman asked.
"Preference?"
"Yes. Would you like a blonde, a brunette, a redhead, a black girl, an Oriental? We have them all."
"I'd like… a blonde," Nick replied. "And a redhead."
"You want both?"
"You heard me."
"That will be our special package," the voice explained. "It's slightly cheaper than twice the price of one girl. But we have to send certain girls…"
"Certain girls? What do you mean?"
"Well, some of our girls don't go for that, if you know what I mean. I'll send you a nice couple who get along fine with each other, and I'm sure the three of you will enjoy yourselves."
"Make sure one is a blonde."
"A blonde?" the woman said.
"Wait a minute." Nick held on for a moment, then the woman returned to the phone. "Yes, I have just the pair for you. Alice is a blonde, and she's very pretty. Her girlfriend is a bit young, but I don't think you'll mind."
"Not at all," Nick beamed.
"And she's a redhead," the woman said softly.
"How long will I have to wait?"
"You just sit tight, Mr. Harrison. I'll put them in a cab right away."
"Thank you."
"Thank you. And have fun."
Nick hung up the phone. He was already starting to feel better. He could be home by cab in ten minutes. He only hoped that the girls wouldn't be late.



CHAPTER TWELVE


Nick sat in a living room chair, in his bathrobe, nervously smoking one cigarette after another. It seemed he glanced at the clock every ten seconds.
As soon as he'd arrived at his apartment, Nick had quickly straightened up the living room and put fresh sheets on the bed. Then he'd put out a few bottles of bourbon and gin, and some ice, water, and glasses. It was strange, but despite all he'd been through, and all the trouble he might now be in there was really only one thing on his mind right now: the two women who were already late in arriving, and what they were going to do for him?
Fidgeting nervously, Nick turned on the radio, then turned it off and put on a stack of records. He lit another cigarette, then stubbed it out and poured himself a glass of bourbon. The liquor felt warm as he swallowed it, he could feel its effects surging through his body, calming him. A slight rush of excitement rose in his chest each time he remembered what he was waiting for.
Nick's prick grew hard under his bathrobe as he let his imagination paint a picture of what would soon happen in his bedroom. Two girls! Why hadn't he called the call girl service before? Then he remembered Holly and her disappearance. A feeling of anger and hurt came over him when he realized that at that very moment, she might be lying in a man's arms, naked, making love to him just the way she made love to Nick.
His heart skipped a beat when he heard the doorbell ring. He stood up, tightened his bathrobe tie-string, and started for the door.
"Hello, Mr. Harrison. You're expecting us?"
The voice was soft, the girls staring and smiling as he swung open the door.
"Uh, yes, yes I am," Nick said, unable to keep himself from gaping at the two women. "Come in, come in."
He stepped aside to let them enter, his eyes taking in every bit of his guests from head to toe as they passed him.
"My name is Alice, and this is Eve," the first girl said, shaking his hand.
"Get comfortable, girls," Nick said as he followed them into the living room.
Alice was a tall blonde, her narrow hips wrapped in the tightest pair of jeans Nick had ever laid eyes on. Her legs were long and slender, her buttocks high and firm, her chest largely exposed by a blouse she'd left unbuttoned almost to the navel. Her flesh looked tan and smooth, her tips were thin and painted red, her eyes wide and blue.
Eve, much shorter than Alice, had short, frizzy red hair, and long, brightly-painted fingernails that matched the color of her red lips. She too wore tight jeans, but in place of a blouse she wore a tee-shirt that was stretched over two of the largest, plumpest tits Nick had ever seen. His eyes were popping out of his head as he watched her walk toward the couch, her tits bouncing heavily with each step.
"Can I get you a drink?" he asked when they were seated.
"Sure, scotch for me," Alice said.
"And you, Eve?"
"Gin, if you've got it," the redhead replied.
"Coming right up."
Nick's cock was as hard as nails under his bathrobe as he began to mix the drinks.
"Late night for you girls, eh?" he called out.
"The night's young," Alice grinned. "For us, anyway."
"Is this your first time out tonight?" he asked.
"Sure," Alice answered. "We only go out once a night." She grinned and glanced at the redhead. "We like to be fresh for our customers."
Nick carried the drinks to the couch and handed one each to Eve and Alice. He couldn't take his eyes off Eve's tits.
"How long you been with the service?" he asked as he sat down in a chair opposite the couch.
"That doesn't matter, does it?" Eve smiled. Nick let his eyes drop to her chest. In a few minutes, he said to himself, I'm going to have those mammoth tits in my hands.
"Are you married or something?" Alice asked, glancing around the room. "Awfully big place for one person."
"I had a housemate, you could say," he smiled.
"She's away, I take it?" Alice asked.
"Sort of," Nick nodded.
"And while the cat's away…" Alice grinned.
"The mice will play," he laughed.
Eve finished her drink first, Nick quickly prepared another, then fixed himself and Alice a second. Eve had already kicked off her shoes, and he glanced down at her red-tipped toes. Her flesh was so white it appeared she never saw the sun, though Alice was quite tan.
"Is this the first time you've called our service?" Alice asked halfway through her second drink.
"Yes, it is," Nick replied.
"And the first time you've made it with two girls?" Eve asked, sipping, her thick lips pursed around the rim of her glass.
"Uh, well…"
"Sure it is," Alice chuckled. "I can always tell."
Nick's cock was so stiff under his bathrobe that it hurt. The only question in his mind was, which of the two women would he start with? Alice's long legs and slender hips were quite enticing, but Eve's tits would be hard to stay away from when they climbed into bed together. My God, he said to himself with a sudden horror, please don't let Holly come back now.
"Are we going to make it in the bedroom?" Eve asked when she'd finished her second drink.
"Yeah, I guess so…" he began.
"Then why don't we go in there and get comfortable," the redhead said, already rising.
"Sure. Let's go."
Nick let them both walk in front of him. His eyes were riveted on Eve's broad, fleshy buttocks as they wobbled under her jeans.
He showed them into the bedroom. The fresh sheets were pulled back, the light low. Alice sat down on the edge of the bed, Nick sat beside her, but Eve stood in front of him.
"Mind if I get into my working clothes?" Eve grinned.
"Not at all," he shrugged.
The redhead pulled her tee-shirt over her head, revealing a pink bra stuffed to overflowing with two fleshy tits. Before she reached back to undo her bra snap, she slid down her jeans and bared her broad hips, wrapped in matching pink panties that were sheer enough to show her thick red bush underneath. Her buttocks were quivering heavily as she pulled her pants from around her ankles.
Alice too was staring as Eve continued to strip. She undid her bra snap and pulled off the cups. Two ponderous melons bounced forward, each bloated as if filled with air, and tipped with huge areolas and short, fat nipples.
"Wow!" Nick couldn't help but blurt out. "I've never seen…"
"I know," Eve grinned, crooking two fingers in the elastic band of her panties and sliding them down her pale thighs.
He gaped at her red bush, let his eyes roam over her thighs, her flat belly, and her gigantic tits again. But before she reached the bed and sat down on the edge, Alice was on her feet, unbuttoning the rest of her blouse buttons.
She peeled off the blouse, then unhooked her bra and slid the straps from her shoulder. Her tits were small and firm, her nipples enormous, her flesh a smooth tan from her waist to her neck. He watched her suck in her stomach as she undid her jeans snap. Her belly was tan and flat, her navel very deep.
Alice was grinning as she slid down the zipper of her jeans and then wiggled out of the snug material, baring two long, sleek legs and a pair of narrow hips wrapped in black panties.
Nick peered through the black material, but couldn't see her bush until she slid the panties down and dropped them to her ankles. Her bush was much less dense than Eve's, the hair pale and straight as opposed to Eve's frizzy mane. Her buttocks were firm and tanned, her ass crack merging gracefully with the deep golden groove of her spine.
"You sunbathe in the nude, I see," he said, his heart pounding in his ears.
"There's no other way," Alice said as she approached the bed. "Now let's see what you look like."
Nick's hands were shaking as he stood up and pulled open his tie-string. He slipped the bathrobe from his shoulders and dropped it to the rug, then, staring at Alice, slowly slid down his underwear. His cock snapped back against his belly when he had removed his briefs, fully erect, his balls taut underneath.
"Not bad," Alice smiled, "not bad at all."
He walked to the bed, Eve moved over along the edge so that he could sit between them. Nick's prick was pulsing, his heart racing. This was it!
"You look hard," Alice murmured. "Let's see."
She reached into his crotch and closed her thin fingers around his shaft, squeezing it a few times as if to judge its stiffness.
"Mmmmm, it's hard," she whispered.
Eve reached in next for a squeeze. Nick leaned back on his hands as she gripped the rod at the middle then stroked it a few times before dropping it.
"Yes, very hard," the redhead said.
No sooner had Eve let go of his prick than Alice reached for it. Again she closed her slender fingers around the hard cock. First she stroked the shaft with one fingertip, rubbing gently against the rim of his crown. Then she closed her fist tightly around the staff and began stroking slowly, staring down at his crotch.
The redhead watched for a few minutes, then reached in and began fingering Nick's balls while Alice continued stroking. He spread his legs wider to allow the redhead more room to play with his balls. Her fingers were warm and delicate, her nails long and red. He watched her work, then reached out with both hands and plunged into their pussies.
First he ran his fingertips along their gashes, feeling Alice's growing moist much more quickly. But when he found Eve's clit tucked away within her red bush, and began stroking it, her cunt quickly began to water.
Alice spread her dark thighs when Nick slid a finger into her cunt and eased it all the way to the knuckle. Her grip grew tighter around his prick. Then he slid a finger into Eve's looser, wetter cunt, and her thighs too shot open, her caress on his balls became more deliberate.
Nick couldn't help grinning. It was like paradise. He looked down and saw Alice's fingers loosely wrapped around his cock, caressing it gently, saw Eve's red-tipped fingers stroking his balls, saw his hands buried in two wet cunts, his fingers working in and out of the warm chasms. He knew that any time he wanted, he could fuck either of them.
His eyes rose from his crotch to Eve's chest. Her tits hung forward slightly as she worked on his balls, the two melons swinging back and forth under their own weight. The nipples were hard now, protruding from her huge areolas.
He glanced at Alice's tits. Her nipples too were hard, her tits barely quivering. A few freckles were sown in the wide space between her mounds.
He was considering leaning over and sucking on one of Alice's nipples when Eve suddenly rose from the edge of the bed and knelt down on the rug between his legs. Alice let go of his prick. Eve grabbed it immediately and bent it forward so that she could kiss it when he leaned down.
Nick sighed as he felt her first warm caress on the tip of his cock. Her thick lips parted, then closed around his cockhead. For a few moments she sucked gently on the spongy cap, juggling his balls around in her palm.
Then she moved down, slowly, taking in almost his entire cock before starting up again to lick around his crown. Nick gasped, spreading his legs further.
Nick kept his finger in Alice's pussy, pumping in and out, as the redhead rose and fell on his prick. She was breathing deeply now, as if she was thrilled to be sucking his cock. She gagged once when she took too much of the pole into her throat, then moaned softly when she removed her caress and rubbed his prick against her cheeks.
His eyes opened wide when she gripped both of her heavy breasts, pulled them apart to open her cleavage, and leaned forward until his prick was nestled between the mounds. Then she pressed her globes together, locking his member in a vise of burning flesh.
His hips were stirring now, and he let his finger slide from Alice's cunt. Eve slid her tit-vise up and down his prick, then bent over to let the cockhead slide into her mouth when it popped through the top of her crevice. He could feel her hard nipples pressing against his belly as she worked.
But gism was already soaring from his balls. He watched his cock slide from Eve's mouth and disappear between her tits, then pop through the top again. The cockhead was quickly surrounded by her wet lips.
"Hold on!" he blurted out as his prick tensed. "I don't want to come, not yet."
"Come in my mouth," Eve murmured.
"Oh no," Nick chuckled, "not now."
He eased his cock from between her tits then turned to Alice and took her naked body in his arms. She embraced him, running her hands up and down his back as he kissed her and screwed his tongue deeply into her mouth. Her hard nipples pressed against her chest, her tits flattened against his body.
Nick was kneeling, kissing Alice, when he felt fingers exploring his buttocks. He knew it was Eve. He turned and embraced the redhead, squashing her tits against his chest. Now it was Alice who fingered his ass, her thin fingers slipping into the crevice and trailing down to his asshole, then nudging his balls as they hung between his legs.
He was shaking all over now, unsure which way to turn. He knew he had to plunge his cock into one of their cunts, and right away. He favored the redhead, but was afraid that he'd come the moment he felt himself inside her. So he turned to the blonde.
She lay on her back as he urged her down, but he quickly flipped her over on her back and gripped her hips, lifting them up so that her ass was in the air. Kneeling behind her, he gripped his cock and rubbed the crown along the crack of her ass. Alice was already moaning softly.
Breathing deeply himself now, Nick moved closer to her upturned buttocks and steered his cock through her thighs. He rubbed his crown against her wet, blonde-fringed cunt, and Alice buried her head in a pillow to stifle her screams. He reached under her body and palmed her tits, then slid one hand down and guided his cock to her love hole doors.
He eased the cockhead into her warmth, feeling her buttocks trembling.
"Go ahead, put it in her," Eve urged, lying on the bed so that she could see his cock enter Alice.
Nick slid his cock forward smoothly. His pole sailed into the blonde's pussy, his pelvis pressed against her warm buttocks. When he pulled back and then thrust forward, his balls swung against her ass, and she screamed into the pillow.
Slowly, he began to pump his cock into her body. He held her hips for leverage, pulling her ass backward as he lunged forward. His rod sliced into her cunt at the perfect angle, the crown reaching deeply into her. When he looked down he could see his cock glistening with her juices as it emerged from between her cheeks, then disappeared again as he lunged.
But Eve was not going to remain out of action for very long either. She crawled around on the bed and slid her head under Alice's hips. First he felt her warm breath blowing on his prick as it slid from Alice's cunt. Then he felt Eve's warm lips against his balls, closing around the swinging sac as he continued to thrust steadily into Alice from the rear.
He eased his prick from her cunt, then rubbed the cockhead along her crack.
"Put it back in, please!" Alice gasped.
"I will," Nick grinned, taking hold of her buttocks. He spread the tan cheeks and rubbed the tip of his cock against her bunghole.
"Go ahead, go ahead!" Eve shouted. "Fuck her in the ass, she loves it like that!"
The end of his cock slid easily through her doors, the shaft edged into her an inch, well greased by her pussy juice. He took firm hold of her buttocks, twisted his hips for a better angle, and then, holding his breath, lunged forward with all his might. The hard pipe bore deeply into her snug, dry tunnel.
Alice's head was buried in the pillow again, but he could hear her scream. He pulled back, lunged forward, slapping into her buttocks. She was screaming continually now as he pumped mercilessly into her bunghole. Now when he looked down he could see his cock emerging from between her pink doors, then disappearing again as he ripped into her once again.
Nick's thighs began to tremble when he felt Eve kneeling behind him and kissing his buttocks. He closed his eyes, still screwing into the blonde, as Eve's fingers ran along his crack. When one digit pressed against his asshole, his heart skipped a beat.
He stopped pumping for a moment. Then he felt Eve's finger pop through his asshole doors and plunge deeply into him. Her other finger was stroking his balls. He resumed pumping, slowly, his head spinning as Eve screwed her finger around in his bunghole.
Alice's body was jarred again and again by his crude strokes. He held himself up on two hands now, twirling his hips as they sailed into the blonde's ass. Eve still screwed her finger around, then added a second digit and slid both of them deeply into his snug channel.
"Oh my God!" he cried out hoarsely, "I don't believe it!"
He pumped until gism was again nearing his prick. No, he had no intention of coming just yet. At least not until he had a chance to savor the redhead's cunt.
Without warning he ripped his prick from Alice's asshole. She groaned and began grinding her hips against the bed. He turned and embraced Eve, pressing his chest against her mammoth tits. The nipples were like nails against his body.
She began kissing his neck, he reached down and fondled her tits, then fell back on the bed and pulled her on top of him. Eve caught on quickly. She raised her hips and reached down to steer his cock to the doors of her red-fringed gash, then closed her eyes, swirled her hips around, and dropped sharply to his body. She and Nick both let out a long, loud moan as his cock drilled smoothly upward into her oozing pussy.
Nick's eyes followed Eve's tits as they danced above his head. Gripping both of the bouncing jugs, he screwed upward with his hips and guided his cock in and out of the redhead's cunt as she rose and fell on top of him. Now it seemed that Eve too was rising quickly toward an orgasm.
The idea of watching her come sent a surge of excitement through his body. He pumped for a few more minutes, then pushed her off his body and onto her back and dove between her pale, fleshy thighs.
She screamed in approval when he pressed his lips against her cunt and shot his tongue into her gash. With his fingers he pried open her cunt lips further, baring her large, throbbing clitoris. When he took it in his lips and sucked, she wailed at the top of her lungs.
Closing his lips tightly around the pulsing morsel, he began sucking harder, digging his fingers into the molten flesh of her buttocks. But Alice was quick to join in. As Nick continued to suck on Eve's pussy, he felt a hand around his prick, then the wetness of lips against the crown.
He rolled onto his back and pulled Eve aboard. His nose slid into her gash, his tongue shot out to lap at her clit as she tossed and moaned on top of him. Again he felt wetness around his cockhead. This time, it was not Alice's lips, but her pussy that surrounded him, wet and fiery.
He didn't have to open his eyes to know that the blonde had straddled his hips. When she plunged onto his prick, taking him in to the hilt, he had to pull his head away from Eve's cunt to gasp for breath. But the redhead grabbed his head and pushed his face back into her crotch, pumping forward with her hips in invitation.
Clamping his lips around her pussy, he swirled his tongue around her clit, pumping with his hips to toss Alice on top of him. She rose and fen quickly on his member, slapping her warm buttocks against his hips.
Nick opened his eyes and took hold of Eve's huge tits as they swung above his head. Gism was again creeping toward his rod. But it seemed that Eve would come well before he did.
He waited until he was sure that Eve was about to come, then lifted her off his body, pushed Alice off his prick, and urged the blonde onto her back. In seconds he was between her dark thighs, steering his cock toward her cunt.
He found her pussy and slid his prick smoothly inside her. Eve was moaning beside him, longing for attention. But Alice embraced him, locking her arms around his neck and thrusting her hips upward to meet his strokes. Now he was sure it was Alice who would come first.
Alice's pussy tightened around his cock as it entered her, like a fist. He pumped fiercely, with half a mind to continue thrusting until he emptied his balls inside her.
But then he felt Eve's lips on his neck. She was lying on her belly beside him, nuzzling her head in to caress him. He turned his head toward her, met her lips and wormed his tongue into her mouth without breaking stride with Alice's sailing hips.
The redhead sucked on his tongue, pressing her lips against his as hard as she could, gasping for breath through her nose. Again he felt his seed inching toward his prick.
He broke off his kiss with Eve and caressed Alice's lips, but she pulled her head away to gasp for air. Surely she was close to her end, her hips were flying, her cunt flexing quickly around his pistoning member. Slipping his hands underneath her ass, he sank his fingers into her buttocks, pulling her hips upward now to meet his strokes.
Suddenly he felt Eve's fingers again prying open his asshole. He expected to feel her finger slice up into him again, but this time he suddenly felt a warm breath blowing over his asshole.
"Ah yes!" he groaned. "That feels so good!"
Spreading his cheeks wide with her hands, Eve lapped once along his hairy slice. Nick shook from head to toe, still thrusting wildly into Alice's pussy. Eve wrapped her lips over his rear doors, then blew another breath into his body and began worming her tongue in and out of his hole.
Gism shot into his prick but Alice suddenly flew into a savage orgasm, screaming and groaning in his ear as he screwed into her creaming pussy. She was bouncing up and down on the bed under him when he felt his cock stiffen in her pussy. This was it. And he wasn't going to stop now.
Eve's tongue was still slicing in and out of his asshole as he sailed hard into Alice's cunt again and felt his prick tense. Then, he groaned hoarsely and shuddered, his cock exploding and sending a hard spurt of seed deep into Alice's cunt. Alice screamed again when she felt his warmth filling her pussy. Nick slammed his hips into hers at top speed as she writhed under him, Eve dug her fingers into his ass cheeks and kept her lips pressed against his bunghole, her tongue in his channel. Her fingers were stroking his balls as they emptied into Alice's body.
Alice was still gasping as he slowed his strokes, then slid his cock from her pussy and rolled over. But Eve wasn't yet satisfied. She sat down on his chest immediately and thrust her red cunt at his face. He accepted the invitation, working his tongue around in her wet slice until she was shaking in orgasm on top of him.
He was barely finished with her when the blonde began sucking on his cock, nursing it back to stiffness. When he was hard, he lifted Eve's ass and slid into her pussy from the rear, sending her quickly into another orgasm. But this time Nick continued pumping for a full fifteen minutes before he felt the first stirrings of another orgasm.
When he collapsed on the bed in exhaustion, Alice and Eve both went to work on his cock, four hands and four lips caressing the pole until it was stiff with gism. He shot into Alice's mouth, she swallowed deeply as she rose and fell on his stake.
"I need a bit of a rest," Nick huffed and puffed when Alice had licked his cock clean.
"Sure thing," Alice grinned, stroking his thighs. "Did you like that?"
"Did I?" he laughed. "Hell!"
"I bet you can get hard again if you want to," Eve murmured, rubbing her palm against his cock.
"Hey, why don't you two make it together," Nick said, "I bet that will get me hard again right away!"
Alice exchanged grins with Eve, then settled onto her back. "You're the boss."



CHAPTER THIRTEEN


Nick dragged himself from bed and breathed in the flowery odor that still hovered in the room from Eve and Alice's perfume. He shook his head and felt the deadly hangover pound at it and at his stomach.
He kicked away an empty bottle of scotch as he stumbled into the bathroom, and the bottle rolled noisily across the room and hit the wall with a thud. He vaguely remembered the girls leaving early that morning. And then the scene with Julie came back to him like a sharp pain in the head.
He brushed his teeth and realized his hand was shaking, and when he finished and stared into the mirror, he shuddered at the bloodshot, puffy eyes that stared back.
He splashed cold water on his face and walked into the living room, and kicked another bottle of scotch. He walked to the window and looked at the deep snow and knew that Eve and Alice were the first in a long line of women who would help him blot out everything. Julie had said he'd go back to the gutter, and by God, she'd been right.
The phone rang, and Nick dashed over and jerked the receiver up. "Hello," he gasped.
"Nick, this is Sally Lewis," the soft, husky voice said.
"Oh, hello Sally," Nick said, and the disappointment hit him hard and he leaned against the wall.
"I found out what happened," she said. "And I want to thank you for going to bat for me the way you did."
"Well, it didn't do much good," he said. "Now we're both out of a job."
"I'm sorry to think it happened because of me," she said. "But I think frankly you're better off being out of that situation, Nick. I saw what it was doing to you, particularly the way the little bitch was running you ragged."
"I know, you're right," he said. "But it all came so suddenly, it's difficult to accept it. I'm in a sort of daze and have no idea what I'm going to do."
"What a coincidence, Nick," she said. "I don't have any plans either. Especially no plans for tonight, Nick. Why not let me show you that there's more to me than typing and shorthand."
Nick pictured Sally's dazzling smile and devilish green eyes and rust-brown hair and the fantastic body he had often stared at in the office. He could now accept the invitation she had been extending to explore that body in the comfortable surroundings of his apartment, rather than the usual, less pleasurable environment of his office. But then again, he didn't want to encourage her. He had the feeling that once they'd gone out together, or met at his apartment, he would start hearing a lot from her. And right now, he didn't want to see a lot of anyone.
"Sounds great," he replied. "But not tonight. I just don't feel like it…"
"I understand," Sally replied. "But I'll keep trying."
"You do that," he said. "And if there's anything I can do to help you find a new job…"
"I'll call," she giggled. "Bye now. And if you change your mind, call me."
"Fine," Nick mumbled, and hung up.
He went into the kitchen and fixed coffee and had two glasses of cold tomato juice. Then he sipped the scalding coffee and felt his stomach whirling around.
It seemed that getting drunk and being hung over were getting to be regular parts of his life. Drink and sex and blot out everything, he told himself, and burned his tongue on the coffee.
Self-loathing permeated his weary, aching body and he stood up and stumbled into the bathroom and washed his face with cold water. He kept thinking of what Julie had said about his going back to the gutter. God, she would love to see me now, he told himself.
He ran hot water and started shaving, and at one point he wondered, not just casually, how it would be to slit his throat. He finished shaving and splashed on after-shave and felt much better.
Then he studied his face in the mirror. A few days ago, he'd have looked at himself and smiled knowing he had everything and could go no place but up.
Then he laughed grimly, because he was in the gutter, so in a different way, there was nowhere to go but up.
God, snap out of this self-pity and self-loathing, he told himself aloud. Do something, he chanted to himself. That had always been his motto when he was young and poor. Instead of feeling sorry for yourself, do something.
Nick ran a hot shower and stayed a long time under the burning spray, and he felt like a new man when he stepped out. He hurried into the bedroom and got dressed and left the apartment quickly.
Because he knew now what he was going to do. He raced down the stairs and out into the snow and started walking down the icy sidewalk. Several cabs passed, but he felt good walking, and the chilling wind helped snap him from the deadly hangover.
He had one gambit left, and by God, he was going to play it. He might be dead with agencies in this town. But he still had one shot at something big.
He walked against a red light, ignoring the shouts of outraged drivers, and turned right and walked faster down Park Avenue. And he told himself that even if Frances Dennison did not buy his plans for the advertising campaign, at least he could talk to her. And since he no longer had Holly, it would feel good to just get his misery off his chest.
Holly, he said, and just repeating the name warmed him, and he knew that so long as he lived, he would compare any woman he ever touched with the memory of the golden girl that could have been his.
His heart was racing as he turned into the elaborate apartment house where Frances Dennison lived. And on the way up in the elevator, his spurt of courage began to sputter and he began to wonder if Mrs. Dennison wouldn't think him rude and forward to burst in on her this way.
But he knew he could not back out now, or it would be to an endless rut of drinking and self-pity.
The elevator door slid open and Nick stepped out onto the thick carpeting and moved slowly down the long hallway. He paused outside the door then pushed the bell.
The butler answered immediately and was very cordial and Nick was surprised when he said Mrs. Dennison was expecting him. Nick followed the butler down the corridor and into the massive ornate living room.
Frances Dennison got up from her chair and put her tea cup down. "Well, young man, I'm glad to see you again," she said.
"Pardon me for barging in on you this way," Nick said.
"Don't be silly," she said. "You said you'd have my ad campaign ready in two days, so I've been expecting you."
"Well, I have an idea," he said. "But I'm afraid I no longer have an agency."
She picked up her cup and took a sip. "Oh, yes, I know all about that," she said. "Marshall Connors called. I imagine he's called everyone he can think of by now. He only told me he fired you, but that you had done terrible things to his daughter and that she had broken the engagement."
"That's not exactly how it happened," Nick said. "I broke the engagement and I wasn't fired, I quit. But it's important to me that you know I'm capable of coming up with an imaginative campaign, and on the deadline."
"I never really doubted that you would," she said, and leaned over and pulled a heavy cord, and in an instant the butler appeared in the door. "Get this young man a double scotch with water, and fill my cup. And bring in a bottle of scotch and a bottle of gin and leave them."
The butler took her cup and left the room and Mrs. Dennison sat down again, and motioned to a chair for Nick.
"We have a great deal to discuss, young man," she said. "Of course, I'm anxious to hear your plans for my wretched beer. But if you don't mind an old lady prying, there are other things you ought to know."
"I appreciate your interest," Nick said and leaned forward.
"Well, I think you're a damn fool," she said. "Though the fact that you had enough sense to throw over that silly, frigid Connors girl gives me hope. I assume it was because of Holly."
"Yes, Mrs. Dennison," Nick said. "I was an utter fool about Holly. It was a mistake that will cloud the rest of my life. I don't think I'll ever be able to look at another woman without thinking of Holly and the brief time with her."
The butler brought the drinks and put the two bottles on the carved table beside Mrs. Dennison's chair. They drank silently for a moment. Then Mrs. Dennison smiled deeply, the heavy wrinkles creasing her face.
"I'm taking my account from Connors and Ross," she said. "I would like you to come to work for me as my advertising director. You can decide which agency will handle your proposed plan."
Nick was so stunned it took him a full minute to reply, and all the time, she sat there smiling and taking dainty sips of gin.
"Mrs. Dennison, I don't know how to thank you," he said. "I would consider it an honor to work for you. And I promise that you won't regret the decision."
"Oh, I'm sure I won't," she said. "But that's not the main thing I wanted to tell you. I mean the most important thing."
"What could possibly be more important," he asked.
"Oh, come now," she said. "I know the job is important, but be honest. What do you most want more than any job in the world?"
"Is it really possible, Mrs. Dennison," Nick asked. "Where is she? I'd go to the ends of the earth to find her but I don't even know her last name."
"You only have to go a few doors down the hall," Mrs. Dennison said. "When she heard you were coming, she refused to stay and see you. So you might have some trouble."
"But how did she get here," Nick asked. "When I left your apartment, I knew perfectly well she was going to leave," Mrs. Dennison said. "And I knew she wouldn't have any money. So I waited for her and brought her here. And she's brightened this dingy old apartment and made the past couple of days the most pleasant I've had in a very long time."
"Can I go to her now," Nick asked.
"Of course," she said. "And you convince her of the way you feel, and you spend as much time as necessary. And when you get out of bed, we'll have dinner and you can explain your campaign to me. She is in the fourth room down the hall."
"Mrs. Dennison, you're some girl," Nick said and stood up. He walked from the room and down the corridor to the fourth door and knocked. There was no answer, so he knocked louder.
"Who is it," Holly called.
Just the sound of her voice made Nick go warm. He started to answer, then opened the door and went in and closed the door behind him.
Holly turned from the window and the sight of her blue eyes and golden body made Nick catch in his breath. She wore only a pair of thin, blue, shortie pajamas, and Nick's breath came in rushes as he looked up and down the hills and valleys of her body.
"I don't want to see you," she snapped and reached over and picked up a robe. She put the robe on and turned back to look from the window.
Nick walked over to her and put his hand on her shoulder, but she twisted away. "I love you, Holly," he said softly. "I love you more than anything in the world. And I want to marry you."
"Your confession of feeling comes a little late, Nick," she said. "You have a fiancee and a very important job."
"Didn't Mrs. Dennison tell you?" he asked.
"Tell me what?" she said. "She only told me to expect you over today."
"I no longer have a job with Connors and Ross and I no longer have a fiancee," Nick said.
Holly turned from the window and stared at him, her blue eyes narrowed.
"When did all this happen?" she asked.
"Yesterday," Nick said. "When you left and I realized how I felt about you, I went through sheer agony, Holly. And when I saw Julie again, and realized what I had lost, I told her to go to hell."
"Well, you can go to hell yourself, Nick Harrison," Holly said and walked past him.
Nick stood fascinated at the sight of her rounded buttocks beneath the tight robe and pajamas, and he licked his lips and started over to her.
"I'm not going to get involved with you again, Nick," she said. "Not after what you put me through before, and what you said to me."
Nick's heart sank as Holly reached for the handle. She turned the handle and then shoved at the door.
"It's locked," she said as Nick came to her.
He tried the handle too, and the door was definitely locked. "Be quiet a minute," he said and pressed his ear against the door. "Hear that?"
"I hear something," she said. "But I don't know what it is."
Nick grinned. "I know what it is," he said. "It's an old lady laughing."
Holly grinned too. "By God, she's locked us in here," she said.
"She's not taking any chances," Nick said.
"Damn her and damn you," Holly said. "She knows if I spend just a few minutes alone with you, we'll wind up in bed."
"Holly, I love you and I would do anything to make up for the misery I caused you," he said. "But I'm half crazy with desire, and half crazy with fear I'll lose you again. And so I'm afraid you're dealing with a crazy man who is in no mood for a debate."
Nick put his hands on Holly's waist and she stiffened, but she did not pull away. He pulled her to him, and when her lush, warm body pressed against him he went warm all over.
He lowered his head and kissed her soft, damp lips and slid his hands down to cup her luscious buttocks through the sheer material. She made no response and he shoved her body harder against his and drove the kiss harder and marveled at the texture of her lips.
Then he pulled from her lips and stepped back a moment. She stared up at him, her blue eyes wide and without expression. Nick slowly pulled her robe off and then slipped the shortie pajamas off. And still she made no move or sound.
Fever raced over his body when he looked at her, looked down to the enormous breasts, with the huge nipples, down the narrow waist to the flare of her hips, and over the whole expanse of copper toned skin.
Tentatively, he touched her thigh with trembling fingers and the fever surged until he felt sweat pour from his body. Gently he rubbed the burning-smooth thigh. Then gently, he kissed her lips and felt her breath pour warm against his cheek.
She twisted from his gentle kiss and cocked her head up at him. And then she smiled slightly. "Nick darling, I hope you're well rested," she said. "Because if not, baby, God help you."
"Oh Holly," he smiled. "I want you so much."
Holly sat down on the bed, staring at him as he ripped off his clothes. His prick was hard when he slipped down his briefs and kicked them off. He could hardly wait to feel her naked body crushed against his, feel her honey-warm flesh in his hands and her heavy breasts pressed against his chest.
"I've been looking forward to this moment for so long," he said as he stepped toward the bed.
"So have I, Nick," she whispered, still staring down at his crotch, watching his stiff cock wave up and down as he walked.
Her eyes dropped closed as he lowered himself onto the bed. She fell into his arms and he kissed her hard on the lips. Her tits were burning against his body, her flesh radiating as he ran his hand along her back. Her tongue edged into his mouth and he chased it back into her mouth with his tongue, then took hold of one of her tits and worked it around in his hand.
She tried to push him down on his back, but instead he urged her down. Her eyes opened when she was lying on her back, and she saw him slipping between her legs and lowering his head to her belly. Her eyes closed again, her breath quickening in anticipation. Her belly was rolling, her hips swirling even before his lips met her thighs.
Nick shoved her golden legs apart and kissed her belly on the soft bed of tan just above her blonde bush. He shot his tongue out and curled it in her navel, then moved it down to her bush and through it. His hands pressed against her thighs, a finger from each hand reached into her pussy and spread her cunt lips apart.
She winced the moment his fingers met her cunt. Nick immediately pressed his face against her spread gash and slashed his tongue into her love hole, then licked along the slice until he had her clit at the end of his tongue. She was already wailing so loudly he knew Mrs. Dennison could hear her if she were still outside the door.
Using his nose and cheeks to press her cunt lips open, Nick let go of her thighs and slid his hands under her body, sinking his fingers into the steamy softness of her buttocks. His tongue lashed and lapped, his lips nibbled and sucked, his teeth grated and scraped against her clit as he felt her quivering all over from his caresses.
Still tonguing her clit, he worked a finger through her legs from behind and slid it into her pussy. She screamed as the digit filled her, he added a second finger and then sucked her clit into his mouth as the two fingers began pumping steadily into her sopping chasm. He was so turned on by her excitement that he thought he'd come if he pressed his hard prick against the mattress.
But Holly hadn't forgotten that cock either. As he continued to thrill her, he felt her hand on his back, then felt her body shift as she leaned up to pull on his legs. He caught on. With his face still perched above her blonde cunt, he twisted his body around so that he straddled her face then lowered his hips toward her.
But she rolled over on her side, and Nick managed to keep his head between her legs as he too rolled over. Her warm thighs pressed against his cheeks as he tongued her hole, her belly rolling with pleasure.
He felt her hand around his cock, squeezing it, bending it. He knew without looking that she'd opened her eyes and was looking at his prick, examining every inch of it. And he certainly didn't have to look to know that she was sliding the cockhead through her soft, sultry lips.
Nick moaned into her bush as he felt the warmth surrounding his bloated cockhead. Then he felt her lips move slowly down his shaft, stopping, then moving further until he felt her lips at the base of his cock, and his crown pushing against the back of her throat.
She rose to the cap and licked around the bulb, then plunged again. Gism shot like lightning toward his rod, he knew that a few more of her caresses would send his seed spurting into her mouth, no matter what he tried to do to stop it. And he had no intention of coming until he'd savored her luscious young cunt again.
He had the feeling that she too was drawing close to her end as he sucked her clitoris into his mouth and drove his fingers into her snug tunnel. He heard her gasp, then felt her lips move quickly down his shaft again, taking it in to the hilt. When her tongue shot out and caressed his balls, he knew he couldn't last much longer.
He slid his fingers from her pussy and inserted his tongue, using his fingers now to stroke her clit. Her cunt contracted, pulling his tongue into her body. She jolted as if she'd just received an electric shock.
"Oh Nick!" she screamed, pulling her lips away from his prick. "I-I feel it…"
Before she finished, he twisted his body around again and lowered himself between her thighs. Her legs shot open readily, then closed around his back. He reached down for his prick frantically as she squirmed and screamed underneath him, unable to wait even the five seconds it would take to fill her pussy with his manhood.
She winced and howled in his ear when he rubbed his cockhead along her pussy lips. He slid the tip of his rod through the wet portals and lunged smoothly. Their bodies came together, flesh against flesh, her arms closed around his neck and his balls swung into her ass.
Slowly, gently, he eased his prick back until the crown alone was left inside her, then twisted his hips to bend the shaft and press it against her clit. She sank her fingers into his buttocks and pushed him down, his cock sliced deeply into her cunt again.
"You feel so good," Holly murmured, licking into his ear. "So deep, so thick…"
"Oh Holly," he gasped, lunging into her again.
Her tits were burning against his chest her thighs were warm against his side. He caressed her neck, then licked at her nipples as his hips continued to flail, his balls continued to bound against her ass. Gism again filled his prick. This time, he knew he couldn't stop it.
His strokes quickened, her squirming and screaming grew more frantic. He wasn't sure if she was coming or not as his prick gorged with semen and prepared to erupt inside her.
He cried out as his cock slid back, then barged into her channel again. Holding her in a tight embrace, he screwed his tool into her twitching cunt and exploded.
If Nick had any doubts about her orgasm, they vanished when he began squirting. The warmth of his semen set her off, she writhed wildly under him as his rapid strokes brought his cock in and out of her creaming cunt, brought spurt after long spurt of his spunk into the tightness of her pussy.
She was still squirming when he came to rest on top of her. Her hand moved down his back her finger slid into the crack of his ass. Nick was amazed to feel his prick growing hard again inside her almost as soon as it had grown limp.
He fondled her tits and kissed her lips until he felt his organ at full stiffness. Then he began pumping into her again. In five seconds she was back at the peak of her pleasure, squirming under him and wailing in his ear.
Nick's body was covered with sweat as he screwed into her. Five minutes, ten minutes. They were rocking so hard the bed was creaking and sliding along the floor.
Nick was gasping for breath, Holly was as hot as a frying pan, when he rolled her over on her belly, lifted her ass, and sliced his prick into her cunt from behind. Five minutes in that position brought Holly to two more orgasms, and left her buttocks red from the pounding of his hips.
Then Holly took the initiative, pushing him onto his back and sitting on his prick. He let her do the work for five minutes, watching her body bounce up and down on top of him, watching her tits dancing in front of his eyes, watching her face contort with pleasure, watching his cock slice up into her cunt as she dropped to his crotch again. Slowly, he felt another orgasm gathering momentum within him.
He pulled her down on top of him and rolled over. Her legs closed around his back, and he took her in his arms and drilled his cock into her with all the speed his hips could muster. Five minutes later, they were both covered with sweat, and Nick's cock was gorging with another load of seed. Nick buried his face in her lush tits as his cock tensed in her pussy. He screwed in again, but still the member remained poised for orgasm. And then, with another lunge, he felt it blast open, heard himself groaning as he came.
It took them five minutes to catch their breath. Finally Nick slid his prick from her pussy and rolled over on his back, pulling her into an embrace and kissing her lips.
"Holly, you're terrific," he murmured. "And I love you."
"I love you too, Nick," she smiled. "I loved you all along."
"And I should have known it."
"If it wasn't for Mrs. Dennison…" Holly began.
"Yes, I know," Nick said. "And I shudder to think what might have happened. And I shudder to think of living as Julie's husband. Especially after I've known you."
"We won't mention Julie's name again, will we Nick?"
He kissed her. "Never again."
Nick rubbed his hands gently over Holly's glowing, damp body, and thought of the endless night of possessing that body and of being enclosed in a screaming driving world of honey.
Holly kissed his nose and then smiled. "You know, Nick," she said. "One thing about the name Frances. It can be used for our first child whether it's a boy or a girl."
"Yes, that's perfect," he said, and stroked her hair. "You know, I forgot to tell you, but Mrs. Dennison hired me today as her advertising director."
"Congratulations darling," she said and kissed his ear. "I knew she was going to give you some kind of a job."
"I'll need a really good secretary," he said. "The girl I had at Connors and Ross got the axe because of me. I think I'll give her the job."
"Um, that's nice," Holly said and nibbled at his ear.
"She's a very attractive girl," Nick said. "Julie was convinced something was happening between us. How will you feel about my having an attractive secretary?"
Holly slid her fingers down and tickled and Nick gasped. Then she kissed his lips and licked around the lips as she pulled away.
"Nick, when I finish with you each night and each morning, you may not have enough strength left even to get to work," she said. "I hardly think I'll have to worry about something happening at the office."
"I see what you mean," he said.
"You'll see even more clearly in a minute, darling," she said.
"Holly, I couldn't, not again," he said.
"Sure you can," Holly grinned. "Let me show you."



CHAPTER FOURTEEN


"Hello, Nick. Congratulations."
"Thanks, Hank," Nick replied into the telephone. "The phones have been ringing all day with calls from old friends, I guess the word is getting around."
"Sure it is," came the reply. "We all heard what happened with Connors, and that Dennison thing…"
Nick leaned back in his chair. He no longer had a window with a tremendous view of Manhattan, but his new office was far from uncomfortable, and twice the size of his other office.
"Yeah, Hank, things have worked out just fine here," Nick said. "I'm my own boss now."
"And I hear that Dennison Beer has been doing very well since you took over the account."
"Yes, it has. I've already gotten two raises in the three months I've been here."
"Sorry it took so long for me to call, but I just found out about your move."
"Thanks for calling, Hank. We have to get together for lunch sometime."
"Sure, Nick. By the way, I also heard you got married."
"Well, not exactly," Nick chuckled. "I have a roommate, though, and we're thinking about it. Maybe in a month or two."
"Well good luck, Nick. See you soon."
"Thanks again, Hank."
Nick hung up the phone and grinned. Yes, things were certainly working out just fine at his new job. Old lady Dennison never bothered him, and he was free to do anything he liked – so long as Dennison Beer sales continued to rise. His new office was far more comfortable than his last. Nick glanced at a door to his right, and chuckled. Yes, the new office had a few things he liked very much, and the small room with a bed in it was one of them…
He'd told Mrs. Dennison he wanted the bed in case he had to sleep over at the office while working on a new advertising campaign. So far, he'd not slept over a single night. But he'd certainly put the room to use.
Nick was about to pick up the phone and call Holly, but then he remembered that she would be out shopping that afternoon. He looked at the papers on his desk, and decided he was through working for the day. He leaned forward and flicked on his intercom.
"Miss Lewis, come in here please," he said. "I want you to take some dictation." Nick's prick was already beginning to stiffen as he stood up from his desk. He rubbed his crotch a few times as he walked across his office and opened the door to the right.
The room was small, the couch almost filled it. He kicked off his shoes arid sat down. No sooner had he leaned back than he heard a knock on the door.
"Sally?"
She opened the door and entered the room. "You wanted to give me some dictation," she smiled. She didn't have her notebook in her hand.
"Yes, dictation," Nick replied, opening his belt and zipper. "The usual way."
Sally was still grinning as she fingered the buttons of a purple silk blouse. Nick stopped undressing to watch her. She opened her blouse and slipped it from her shoulders, then reached behind her back to undo her bra clasp. The white cups of her bra fell free, exposing her round, firm breasts. Her nipples were long, her areola dark.
"I was hoping you would call," Sally smiled. "I was getting pretty bored at my typewriter."
She'd already unzipped her skirt. Nick watched her slide it down her legs and then step free of the bundle at her feet. Her legs were lean and smooth, a creamy white, her panties were blue and fringed with lace, her pantyhose were clear. She slid them down, then slowly rolled her panties down her legs and stood naked before him.
Nick's eyes roamed over her tits, then dropped to her brown nest, then to her bare, red-tipped feet.
"Put your high-heeled shoes back on," Nick told her. "You know how that turns me on."
She stepped up into her shoes again. Her calves stiffened, her buttocks grew more taut. Nick gazed at her nakedness for another moment, then stood up and stripped quickly.
She was sitting on the edge of the couch as Nick sat down again, naked. Immediately he took her in his arms, running a hand along her warm thighs. And immediately she ran her hand along his thighs and reached into his crotch.
Nick's cock was throbbing in her fingers as she lifted it and stroked softly. Nick's hand reached her pussy and pressed lightly against the brown bush, then a finger reached through the tangle and stroked her cunt lips. They were already wet, and she was already moaning softly.
He knew Sally always heated up quickly. The moment he found her clit and rubbed it between his fingers, she wanted his cock inside her. And he wasn't going to make her wait.
Gently he eased her onto her back. She kicked off one shoe as she lay back, thighs spread, tits quivering as her breath grew heavier and heavier. Her eyes were closed now, but she was still stroking Nick's cock.
He stroked her thighs a few times, admiring the silky smoothness, then climbed on top of her. Her legs shot open further as he settled down between them. She steered his cock to her pussy, then inserted the broad cap in her pink lips.
Nick too was breathing heavily as his chest pressed down against her hard nipples. She opened her eyes for a moment, then closed them as Nick twisted his hips and twirled his cock around in her channel. Then he lunged hard, and filled her cunt to the hilt with his hard, hot flesh.
Slowly, gently, he began to swirl his hips, twisting his cock inside her, shaking his balls against her thighs and buttocks, grinding his chest over her soft tits. She locked her legs behind his back and started to throw her hips up at his as he lunged. Now his cock sliced hard and noisily into her wet, twitching love hole.
In this office, Nick didn't have to care whether or not Sally screamed. And scream she did. He quickened his strokes as he felt her nearing her orgasm, and she began wailing at the top of her lungs, gasping, moaning, slapping her hips against his and scratching desperately at his back. Slowly, Nick felt his cock growing firmer, felt his gism inching into his rod.
"My ass!" Nick gasped. "Touch my ass!"
Sally's thin, delicate fingers slid slowly down his spine and into the crack of his ass. Still pumping, he felt her finger the hairy doors of his asshole, then insert one of her red-tipped digits into his channel. When she pushed hard and drove the finger into his asshole, Nick couldn't help but let loose with a loud shudder of pleasure.
Nick's strokes quickened as she began jabbing her finger in and out of his bunghole. Sally had a certain way of screwing her finger around in his ass, and at the same time fingering his balls, that drove Nick wild. It was he had to admit, the only thing that Sally did better than Holly.
She was nudging his swinging balls now as she screwed her finger around inside him. He sailed into her breathlessly, eliciting a gasp from her each time his fat tool filled her pussy. Bending over, he sucked a nipple into his mouth and began tonguing it as Sally teetered on the edge of her climax.
Another sharp thrust pushed her over the edge, and she squirmed and screamed underneath him as she came. His prick gorged with semen, he plowed back into her creaming pussy and shot his first spurt of seed deeply inside her. That set her off again, another orgasm following quickly on the heels of the first. As his cock spurted and then began to grow limp inside her, she came a third time, scratching his back and kicking him with the heel of her foot as she writhed on the couch under him.
Nick rolled off after a short rest, but Sally was in the mood for more. She fingered his prick as she lay on her back, grinning broadly.
"I have the best job in the city," Sally said. "I like my work, I like my boss. And I love the fringe benefits."
Nick was absent-mindedly fingering her wet cunt. "You'd sure be hard to replace," Nick chuckled, "in more ways than one."
Normally, Nick and Sally's trysts in the small room were brief, for they both had a good deal of work to get back to. But today was slow, Mrs. Dennison was out of town and would surely not be stopping by. And Sally was plainly in a particularly horny mood.
He let her work his prick back to stiffness, then climbed aboard and began screwing her again. This time they squirmed over the couch for a full half-hour before he came. By the time they finished, they were both covered with sweat and gasping, and five o'clock was close at hand.
Sally was the first to climb off the couch and begin dressing. Nick watched her slip into her purple silk blouse, marveling at how the material fell around the mounds of her tits.
"I think I'll take a long nap when I get home," Sally smiled. "Some days this job really knocks me out."
"Knocks you out?" Nick laughed. "Hell, I can hardly move!"
She giggled. "Sorry, Nick. But that was quite a workout, wasn't it?" She stepped over to the couch and kissed him on the lips. "I must've come ten times."
Nick watched her button the blouse, then pick up her skirt and wrap it around her slender hips. "See you in the morning, honey. There may be more dictation tomorrow," he said smiling.
She grinned. "I hope so."
Nick watched her leave the room, her high heeled shoes pushing her ass into a compact ball as she walked. She closed the door behind her, and Nick hopped off the couch and walked to the shower.
Yes, he thought as the water sprayed his body, he had it made. Sally was content to do anything he wanted, and not expect more. She had her life, and he had Holly. Holly. Nick pictured her face, her lips, her full, red-tipped breasts, her tight, warm cunt. He had to laugh when he thought of Julie, and the mistake he almost made.
He dried off slowly, then put on his suit and tie and left the room. It was already after five o'clock when he reached his desk. He made a few last minute phone calls and then left the office for the night.
The strenuous afternoon with Sally had taken its toll. He fell asleep on the bus on the way home and missed his stop by four blocks. All I want now, he said to himself as he walked back, is a good, hot meal on the table, waiting for me. And then a long, hot bath, and a cocktail, and a quiet, peaceful night watching television with Holly.
He climbed slowly to his apartment, every bone in his body aching with fatigue. He thought of knocking, then decided to use his key. But when he tried to open the door, he found the chain held it closed. He knocked, and heard the footsteps approaching the door.
"Hello, darling," Holly grinned as the door swung open. "I was hoping you'd be on time tonight."
Nick's mouth fell open. She was clad in a pink negligee that left a good deal of her chest exposed. A smooth, golden expanse of flesh stretched between her neck and the edge of the negligee, which barely covered her dark areolas. The sheer material revealed her tits underneath, and the smooth expanse of her belly. At the bottom, the pink garment barely covered her ass, her thighs were brown and fleshy under the edge of the material.
"Do you like it?" she smiled. "I bought it today."
"I love it," he said as he entered the apartment. "Turn around, honey."
She whirled, and Nick feasted his eyes on her ass, clearly visible through the negligee. She was not wearing panties.
"I bought it for you," Holly grinned as she stepped into his arms and pressed her warm breasts against his body. "I know you don't need anything to turn you on, but I figured it couldn't hurt."
Nick's legs were weak as he held her in his arms. He still longed for that hot meal, that shower, that quiet night with Holly beside him. But he knew from the way she pressed her tits against him, the way she slid her bare leg between his thighs as they kissed and pressed flesh against his crotch, that she had other plans.
"I think we should go right into the bedroom," she giggled as she kissed his cheek and tongued his ear. "I hope you didn't work too hard today, honey, because tonight I'm going to make you do it to me twice." She laughed. "At least."
"But honey…"
"No excuses, Nick," Holly whispered, pressing her leg firmly against his crotch again. "Now let's go to the bedroom."
Oh brother, Nick laughed to himself. What a life! This seventeen-year-old Goddess was going to kill him yet. And he was going to love every minute of it!
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