
        
            
                
            
        

    CH-1837 My Young Playmate By Lance Edwards
FOREWORD
Charles MacDonald had it easy. Bom rich, he had built a publishing empire worth millions. But Charles was interested in more than money, and had built up a stable of mistresses that a pasha would have envied.
Besides his outside women, he enjoyed the favors of his assistant, Bonnie Eldridge, a woman as sensual as she was talented. Their relationship, working and otherwise, was perfect until the arrival of Evelyn.
Bonnie didn't mind sharing her lover, for she had a few things going herself, but in this case the competition was too much for her. Evelyn was the picture of youth and health, a girl no woman could hope to match. Things looked bad for Bonnie and she was likely to lose her job and her lover to the same innocent girl.
Charles took Evelyn with him on a business trip to the Coast. The starry-eyed girl was enjoying herself immensely until she met Bob, a man who turned her whole life around. Even back home she could not forget his masculine good looks and the wild time he had shown her.
Things went from bad to worse at the office. Brenda, Bonnie's personal secretary, had problems of her own and for once was unable to help her boss. Her boyfriend had become involved with her next-door neighbor and all her thoughts were bent on revenge. Jay arrived on the scene and Bonnie knew her days were numbered. The tall handsome man was a whirlwind of energy and had been appointed to turn the whole magazine around. Bonnie sank lower and lower into a pit of depression until she finally discovered a way to reclaim her errant lover.
It was a severe remedy but well worth the gamble. Charles ended up with his hands full of trouble and no one to turn to. He, too, had one ace in the hole, but he hardly knew whether to take the chance.
This novel is set in the sophisticated world of high fashion, high finance and even higher passions. It will transport the reader to a world where money and lust are so inextricably tangled that sex has become little more than a selling procedure. It combines the lusty elements of an adult tale with an adventure story that will keep the reader's attention to the last suspenseful page.
 
CHAPTER ONE
Bonnie Eldridge was her own woman. Why not? She glanced around at her spacious office, the carpeting deep-pile, rich soft beige in color, the furniture expensive and elegant, the view from her fortieth-story windows breathtaking.
It was quiet here. Quiet, elegant, well-ordered. Outside her office, the madness and confusion that appeared to be a part of the publication of a monthly magazine raged on. In here it was another world.
At thirty-five, Bonnie figured she had it made. She was Executive Editor of a prominent woman's magazine, one of the pace-setters in the world of style and fashion. She made an incredible salary, even by her own grasping standards, and she had absolute power over those who worked for her. Yes. She was rich and powerful, just what she'd always wanted. She'd planned, schemed, sold her body and soul, just for this moment.
She ought to be smiling, ought to feel happy, elated.
What was wrong?
Part of her present uneasiness was her publisher. He was rich, dynamic, good-looking, and bright as hell. He was also cruel, driving and tyrannical.
At first, when she was just an Associate Editor who contributed a column a month of bright, sharp copy to the magazine, he had been her chief admirer. Now things were different. Ever since he'd given her the top position, ever since he'd really come through and set her up, he had grown tougher, colder, and more remote. She didn't understand it. They still slept together, occasionally. God knows, he'd always thought she was the best in bed. But there was another element involved, now - almost as if he felt he had been taken advantage of.
Bonnie was too smart not to sense this, too sensitive in those areas where it counted. She really didn't have any other talent except her ability to read people. And she was reading MacDonald bad these days.
Her inter-office buzzer sounded.
"Yes?"
"It's Production, Miss Eldridge. Colin Hyatt wants to speak with you." Her secretary's voice was low and cool. Bonnie had brought this girl along with her, had trained her in every subtlety, every nuance. She wanted her absolutely right, and Brenda Lever was perfect.
"Tell him I'm in conference. I know what he wants - the color separation on page thirty-four isn't working out. He's resisted that photograph from the beginning."
"Right." Brenda Lever switched off the intercom and picked up the phone. "I'm sorry, Miss Eldridge is in conference right now and cannot be disturbed." Her voice was like silk.
"The hell she can't, you understand? The hell she can't! I've got to talk to her. We're up to our ass in trouble down here."
Brenda Lever hung up the phone. One thing about working for Bonnie Eldridge. You had plenty of power, yourself. She'd learned everything from that chick, everything. As private secretary to the Executive Editor, Brenda Lever didn't have to worry about anything. Or, rather, she only had to worry about one thing: Bonnie Eldridge. The rest worked itself out, easily.
It was her turn for the intercom to buzz. Brenda had been expecting this. She knew more about that chick than the woman would ever have guessed.
"Brenda? Has Mr. MacDonald phoned?"
"No, Miss Eldridge. Not yet." She kept her voice cool, innocent. Oh yes. She knew what was worrying her boss. Things weren't going all that well with the king. Fuck him better, baby. Fuck him better! Brenda was a realist. She knew how Bonnie Eldridge had got on top. Well, let's keep it that way, for both our sakes.
"Well, uh - let me know as soon as he calls. I have, uh, something to discuss with him."
"Yes, Miss Eldridge. I'll let you know right away."
Bonnie stood up from her massive mahogany desk and paced around her office. Where the hell was he? Why didn't he call? This was the third day in a row she hadn't heard from him. It wasn't good, it wasn't very fucking good at all!
 
* * *
 
"Fuck me again, Daddy - oh, fuck me again! It feels so good, it feels so sensational! Oh, wow! You are really something else, a king! A great big male stud with a great big male cock! Oh, how I love it!"
Charles MacDonald looked down at the little chick, sizing her up. One thing you had to say for Timmy White, he knew where to get the right kind of chick!
It was his second day at Timmy's. A long time ago they had worked this out together. Charles had money, Timmy had connections. He had connections, plus a very groovy little penthouse pad on Lexington Avenue in the Murray Hill section. Just the right kind of place, not too expensively furnished, not designed to knock the chicks' heads out, but just right.
His own townhouse in the East Sixties was no good. For a smart, sophisticated New York woman, it worked very well. But for the teenybopper kids, for these little nymphs he really loved to fuck, the whole place was too much.
Timmy's was a lot better, and Charles enjoyed the additional advantage of being out-of-touch. He didn't want anyone to know where he was when he went off on these kicks. Really, it was just the sex-scene he loved. This was it!
"You like it, huh? You want some more? You really like my cock, sweetheart? You like that big meat?"
"Uh-huh," she murmured. She was already moving her lips down to his cock, lapping on his belly, working her way down, down, coming close to his prick.
"Eat it, baby, suck me! Suck me good!"
The little chick was running her tongue up and down his hard cock, wetting it all over, making slurping sounds, getting ready to take it down her throat.
Charles raised his hips and sank his big cock downward, moving lower and lower in her throat, feeling the warmth and excitement of her young lips against his big shaft.
"That's it, baby! That's it! Suck me good, oh, suck me good. I want to push it way down you, baby - push it down to your guts!"
The chick moved her lips, her mouth, her whole body, taking him deeper and deeper within her, playing her tongue around his hard cock, bringing him on to climax.
Oh, wow! He had shot his load, how many times over the past couple of days? Many. Many.
Still, he wanted to feel his hot sperm rush down her throat, shoot into her belly, fill her up with himself.
Charles MacDonald had reached the age when only the very young, the really very young, could turn him on. This kid must have been maybe fifteen, sixteen years old. Mother! He felt himself coming, he was going to shoot down her throat, let himself go all the way down, into her!
He felt his body and legs begin to stiffen, he was going to come, shoot it all out!
Oh yeah, oh yeah! This was great. Really great! Timmy could really line them up, could really find the right kind! This chick was outta sight!
"That's all, baby. That's all. You really did it, did it very well. Now, maybe you'd like to go on out into the living room. I think I'll just lie here for a while, just sort of take it easy. You really did it for me, baby. Really did it!"
Charles felt old, tired, pooped-out.
He'd been here a long time, been up to his ass in sex for days. It was time to go, now, time to slip back up to the East Sixties and resume his life as publisher, king, man-in-charge.
His mind turned to Bonnie. Oh yes, Miss Eldridge. He'd have to take care of her, somehow. She was getting in his hair, asking too much. Yes. Tomorrow he'd have to look into all that. Meanwhile, he would just rest a while.
Charles got to his feet. One thing you should never be is ungracious. He had the attitude of the rich concerning that.
Opening the bedroom door, he peered out into the living room. The little chick was sitting, still completely naked, on the couch in front of the fireplace.
He walked into the room with a towel around his waist.
"What's your name, Sweetheart?"
"Evelyn. Evelyn Bryan. Why?"
"Oh, I just wanted to know. I suppose I really should have asked you before we went to bed. That would have been more gentlemanly."
"It doesn't matter. Lots of cats I make it with never ask me my name." She said it matter-of-factly. No sarcasm, no criticism intended.
"Well, here, Evelyn, I want you to have this." Charles handed her a crisp one-hundred-dollar bill.
The girl looked at it, turning it over in her hand, staring at it in fascination.
She started to hand it back.
"It isn't necessary. Timmy takes care of us. Thank you, anyway."
"I know Timmy takes care of you - and I take care of Timmy. But I want you to have that, anyway. You were very good, very good. I'm only sorry I didn't meet you earlier. I've been here quite a while, you know."
"Yes. I know." She looked directly into his eyes, a question forming. But she never asked the question. Just held onto the bill and headed for the bedroom and her clothes.
"Will that be all, Mr. MacDonald?"
Charles found himself amused. She sounded exactly like a chambermaid who had just turned down your bed for the night.
"Yes, thank you. I believe that will be all."
She reappeared from the bedroom in a few minutes.
"Thank you, Mr. MacDonald. Thank you a lot."
He looked at her. She really was a very pretty little girl. A thought crossed his mind...
"Evelyn?"
"Yes?"
"Uh, could I call you some time? I'd really like to see you again."
"Oh sure. Just a minute..." She reached into her shoulder bag and produced a tiny pad and a bail-point pen. "I'll write my number down here. I'm in almost all of the time-but if I should be out, my roommate will take a message." She handed him the slip of paper and started for the door.
"Evelyn?"
"Yes?"
"Did you like me at all?"
"Oh, yeah. You were just great, Mr. MacDonald." She slipped on out the door.
 
* * *
 
"Well, how was the day in the world of the mass media? Meet any good magazine publishers lately? Feel in touch with the American housewife? Everything great in the world of fashion?"
"Why don't you shut your fucking mouth?"
"And why don't you just stick it up your cunt!"
Brenda Lever looked at him. This rotten, lay-around-the-house hustler was the guy she came home to every night. Her so-called lover. Look at him, he hadn't shaved, he was still in his pajama bottoms, and it was six o'clock at night.
"Come here!" It was an order. Brenda looked at him, studied him carefully and tried to decide whether she really would go over and join Roger Flemming. Why? Why? But she moved in his direction, somehow not being able to resist him.
"Come here, you cunt, and let me kiss your tits! How the hell long can one day be?"
Brenda let herself down beside him and felt his scratchy, unshaven face against her cheek - and wanted him more than anything in the world.
He nuzzled her ear, running his tongue in and out of it lightly. "Wanna fuck, Baby? Wanna fuck?"
She could feel herself beginning to get hot, beginning to pant a little.
With a quick movement, she drew herself away from him.
"Fuck you, you mothering stud! Fuck you!"
Roger just laid his head back and laughed. He was laughing his ass off!
"Stop that! Stop that, you sonofabitch!" Brenda looked down at him and hated him for laughing, hated him for taking advantage of her, of using her good job for Jus own lazy convenience.
"You think - you think you can just lay around here all day? What the hell you do, I'll never know. And then when I come home you figure you can just give me a couple of kisses, make a little lousy love, and everything's all right! Well, I'm telling you, bastard, things are going to change. They are really going to change!"
"Uh-huh." Roger let his head slide to one side and stopped laughing. They went through this scene almost every night. Same old shit! But the chick was with him, no doubt about that. She'd stay with him. He didn't have to worry about this set-up.
Brenda Lever was twenty-four years old. She wasn't old, but she sure as hell wasn't a fucking kid. Roger had met her at a Village bash, one of those fucking downtown parties where everyone was high on one thing or another, and everybody was looking to get fucked. He'd pick her up, leaving a groovy little seventeen-year-old chick he'd been working on all evening, until he found out she lived with three other chicks in some fucking new apartment building that took everybody's rent and left them with peanuts for groceries and other accessories.
No, no! He'd been through that scene. With a dude like he was, you had to offer a little something better, a little privacy, a little comfort, some good meals, the works!
He hadn't made a mistake in selecting Brenda, either. She was even good for a few bucks walking-around money every week. Oh, yeah. His ass was comfortable here. He wasn't going to fuck up this scene.
"Hey!" Roger sat up straight on the couch, a mildly serious look on his face. "You think I didn't do anything, today? Well, why don't you just take a look at the bathroom? Go ahead - take a look!"
"You cleaned it, huh? I'm working my ass off for the bitch of the whole world all day, knocking myself out, and I'm supposed to be impressed because you got around to cleaning the bathroom. Don't break my heart!"
Roger settled back. He really didn't care. The chick would yell and holler for a while, cook them something really groovy for dinner, and, in general, take good care of him. Right now, she was just uptight from all the shit she'd had to put up with from that damned cunt she worked for.
"What do you want for dinner?"
He liked her voice better, now. It was getting cooler, more into it.
"What would you like, my sweet? Just name it and I'll duck out to the nearest deli and deliver to you all the goodies and spices of Araby!"
"Oh, fuck you, Roger. Fuck you! Why can't you ever be serious? Even for a little while?"
"Because, Baby, because. You are the only thing I'm really serious about!"
Brenda wished she could believe it. But she loved to hear it said.
"How about a couple of steaks? Feel like steak tonight?"
"Why not?" That's exactly what Roger felt like, but he didn't want her tearing into him about how all he ever wanted was steak and other expensive food.
Brenda split out to pick up the groceries for their meal and Roger turned on the television set.
He had a damn good deal here. The pad was outta sight, the chick made great bread, he knew, and she took care of him in just about every way she knew how. If, sometimes, she got a little uptight, or anything, he just made a little love, socked it to her with his big, fat prick, and things picked up again. Oh, yeah! He liked the deal.
He headed for the shower, dropping off his shirt and trousers on the way into the bathroom. When she got back, well, they were gonna fuck. And then a great big steak dinner!
He hummed to himself as he rubbed the soap into a rich lather, the hot water from the shower pouring down his back.
Over the rush and splash of the shower, he heard the doorbell ring. Shit! Had she forgotten her apartment key again? Crazy broad! They paid her about a million dollars a week to keep a whole office organized, and she couldn't even remember her own keys!
He patted his body hastily, wrapped a towel around his waist, and headed for the apartment door. Why, right in the middle of his shower?
He swung the door open wide and turned, already prepared to jump back into his hot shower. His motion was quickly interrupted as he found himself staring into a pair of bright blue eyes, only one of the really sensational features of this little chick, he decided, taking her in at a glance. Wow! Some groovy little blonde chick!
"Oh, I'm sorry! I really am sorry... see, I live across the hall and Brenda keeps a key for me in case I forget mine and..."
The color was beginning to rise in her cheeks. Here he was all wet and soapy - it was pretty clear she'd gotten him out of the shower or the tub, or something.
Leah tried to keep her eyes averted, but she found herself stealing a look at his tanned, muscular body, glistening now with sudsy bubbles and tiny drops of water.
"Oh, that's okay. Come on in. I'll pull on a robe!" Roger headed for the bedroom. Wow! He had no idea that something this groovy lived right across the hall. You can be sure Brenda would never mention her!
"Oh, no, really. I'll wait for Brenda to get back. You really don't have to..."
But by this time Roger was striding back into the living room, knotting the sash of a white terrycloth robe around him.
"Sit down. Brenda'll be right back. She just went out to the store. What's your name? Mine's Roger."
He had steered her over to the sofa where she sank down into the cushions, almost unaware of what was happening.
"Mine's Leah." She was seated now, looking slightly uncomfortable, really sorry to have caused him so much trouble.
"You have a last name, Miss..."
"Oh yes, my name is Leah Adams. Brenda and I are pretty good friends, but we almost never see each other. You know how it is in New York, everyone running all over the place, always on some schedule or something." She was finding it hard to make conversation.
Roger joined her on the couch, his arm running along the back of it, behind her. His robe had slipped open to the waist, his muscular chest fully exposed, the smell of warm soap and water all over him.
"Uh-huh. Would you like a drink, Miss Adams? We have scotch and gin - and I think there's some vodka." Roger moved slightly closer to the chick, letting his arm drop down so that it just barely touched the back of her neck.
"Oh, no, thank you. I'm sure Brenda will be here any minute, and I really do have to get into my apartment!" She was aware of his body, of his arm touching her, of the quiet feel of sex in the air.
You had to hand it to Brenda, she was as efficient in her choice of lovers as she was in her secretarial job. Roger couldn't know it, but he was just one in a long line of handsome, well-endowed young men that Brenda Lever had accommodated in her apartment. If he had known, he might not have felt as secure, as in-charge as he did. The young men came, and they went! Roger was up to bat, right now.
They heard Brenda's key in the door, and Leah rose to go.
"Thanks so much, Mr..."
"Roger," he replied, the feeling of frustration settling into his stomach like a lead weight. Shit! How he would have loved to touch those tits!
Brenda reacted with some surprise when she saw Leah, but the two girls were obviously old friends and it only took her a second to recover. She really hadn't expected to find Roger with another chick on her return. Still, the whole thing made sense. How many times had she forgotten her own keys? Besides, she trusted Leah, even if she wouldn't trust Roger across a lighted room!
The little blonde exchanged a couple of words and was gone, ducking out of the door, heading across the hall.
Make a mental note, Roger baby! Make a mental note! We'll be seeing more of her before it's much later. Yeah!
"I'll fix the steak," Brenda said, heading for the tight, compact kitchen with its endless array of the latest appliances.
"Okay."
Yeah. That was okay. They could fuck after they ate. Roger wanted to think a little more about Leah Adams.
He swung around and pretended to be watching television.
CHAPTER TWO
Bonnie stayed in her office until almost seven o'clock, telling herself it was essential she go over these lay-outs for the October issue, but knowing inside her that she was really waiting to hear from Charles MacDonald.
He sometimes came to his office after the business day had closed, secreted himself in his spacious, top-executive office, and went over various reports and financial statements.
Bonnie had her office door open, now that the floor was deserted. She could see him arrive, could intercept him on some pretext or other, perhaps get invited into his office for a drink and a chat.
Where the hell was he anyway? It had been days since she'd seen him. Her insecurity was mounting. She could feel it. They used to spend nearly every day and every night together. Something was wrong.
Well... maybe he'd call her at her apartment. He had to show up some time, didn't he?
She arrived back at her apartment just in time to say good-night to her maid. The apartment, as usual, was immaculate. Bonnie glanced around, happy with the almost precisional quality of it.
"I'll be going now, Miss Eldridge. I may be a little late arriving in the morning though. I have a dentist's appointment."
"Don't worry about it, Hilda. Everything looks wonderful."
"Thank you, Miss Eldridge. Good-night."
"Good-night."
Bonnie was alone. She moved about the living room, turning on the lamps, standing a second in front of her enormous picture window to catch the view of Manhattan, the lights shining brightly in a thousand sky-scrapers.
The telephone rang and Bonnie found herself almost leaping for it. Shit, I am nervous, she thought to herself.
Carefully controlling her voice, she lifted the receiver and breathed a warm hello.
"Bonnie? Listen, baby, you were supposed to join us for this fashion thing over at the St. Regis. Remember?"
It was Evan Hansen, the magazine's top space salesman, and, as far as she was concerned, top bore.
"Oh yes, Evan. Well, I can't make it. Something came up. You know."
"Look, Miss Lady Editor, half the world of fashion is here, like just about everybody. You really should snap to and get over here, baby. Sort of important to the magazine."
"I understand, Evan, but I can't make it, not tonight. I'll make the next one." Bonnie felt as if she was dealing with a ten-year-old. Space salesmen were all alike. Big, playful boys with nothing on their heads but blondes and booze.
"Well, I think I ought to tell you... Charles MacDonald just showed up and he'll probably wonder where in hell you are. Not good to let the publisher down, you know."
She felt herself gasp slightly. So Charles was at the St. Regis. She'd get over there right away. How was her hair? Bonnie remembered she had meant to keep an appointment with her hairdresser earlier in the day, but she'd been so upset she cancelled out.
"Well, I'll see what I can do. But you understand, Evan, I really do have another engagement. I'll have to leave early." That's right, leave early with Charles, if she was lucky.
"Right! Just make an appearance, Bonnie. That's all!" He hung up.
She headed for her bedroom upstairs. What would she wear? What the hell would she wear that would really knock Charles' eyes out? She began rummaging through her closets, trying to decide between one high-fashion outfit and another. One thing Bonnie Eldridge didn't lack was a few closets filled with the latest fashions. It was her business.
She was pulling the gown over her head, one of the latest by her favorite designer, when the phone rang. Oh, shit! Just when she was in such a rush.
"Hello." Bonnie tried to indicate by the tone of her voice that the phone had interrupted her. She really didn't have much time for this conversation.
"It's Charles, Bonnie. I just wanted to give you a call."
"Oh, Charles. You're at the St. Regis, aren't you? I'll be right over." She had tried to minimize her eagerness in her voice.
"Yes. Evan Hansen said you were on your way. Well, I have to be leaving now, but I just wanted to check, just wanted to make sure that you planned to be in the office in the morning. I'd like to see you about eleven o'clock, if that's convenient."
She felt her heart sink. He was leaving. But where was he going? She was only running over to the St. Regis to see him, only trying to locate him.
"I'll only be a couple of minutes, Charles. I'll be there in just a few minutes."
"Yes, well I have to leave right now. Tomorrow morning okay?"
"Yes. That will be fine. I'll be there."
The phone clicked dead. Now what did she do?
Bonnie stood there, indecisive for a moment, finally reaching down and pulling the gown off, drawing it over her head, flinging it on the floor.
Hell! This was all she needed. Hadn't seen him for days, and now this.
She paced her bedroom half undressed. Well, one thing was certain. She wasn't going to that lousy party at the St. Regis if Charles MacDonald wasn't going to be there.
 
* * *
 
"How was that for a steak dinner?" Brenda looked up at Roger, enjoying the sensations of his strong arms around her. They had finished dinner and were snuggled together on the couch. This was her favorite time of day, the moment she waited for.
"Pretty fucking good! You're a pretty fucking good cook." Roger leaned down and kissed the top of her head, letting his nose and lips linger in her hair.
"And you're a pretty fucking good cock! How's that for a compliment?"
He knew what she wanted. She was beginning to get horny. They'd been together for a month now. Time enough for Roger to learn about all her reactions. Okay. He felt pretty good. Time for a little nooky now.
He drew back slowly, letting her head slip down, encouraging it with a slight movement of his hips, finally let it lie right on his crotch.
His big meat was always ready to go, always ready to spring straight up, come to a full erection. No trouble there!
Brenda pressed her head a little more firmly between Roger's legs. He was still wearing the white terry-cloth robe, completely open at the top, exposing his tan, muscular chest. Now she was moving her head from side to side, working smoothly, evenly, bringing his big cock up, using her head to push his robe aside.
"Yum, yum." Brenda looked up into his eyes, a smile playing on her lips, her head working carefully and gently. His cock was fully erect, now, leaping out of his robe, only inches from her mouth.
He watched her eyes. They began to cloud over in anticipation of sex.
"Suck it, baby, suck me! Suck it wet and good!"
With a slight tilt of her head, Brenda had his cock in her mouth. She nibbled eagerly at the head, running her tongue up and down the shaft, playing with him with her mouth.
Roger leaned back on the couch, his hands under his head, and let the chick work on him. She had full, sensual lips and a tongue that was strictly educated in bringing a man pleasure. He was really enjoying this, really ready to let her suck him for as long as she liked.
He leaned forward, for a moment, letting his robe drop completely off him, and reached for Brenda's loosely-buttoned blouse. In a second, he had it off, was reaching for the catch on her bra. Her firm tits, their big, brown nipples gleaming in the half-light of the room, were all exposed now.
Roger reached down and put his mouth on them, first one, then the other. He sucked them, gently and then bit them with tiny little movements of his teeth.
Brenda was beginning to breathe hard, to get excited.
Reaching lower, he unbuttoned her skirt and slid his big, warm hand down across her belly, reaching downward, touching her silken, soft pussy, running his finger gently in and out.
She groaned, loving it. Oh, shit! She loved it when Roger touched her like that.
In a single movement, he had pulled down her skirt and panties together. She was laying there, now, completely naked. He swung his head down and began to suck her cunt, began to run his tongue first around the thick, outside lips, and then pressing it into her, deeper and deeper.
She was wiggling her hips, now, swaying, groaning. She loved it when he sucked her, loved it!
They shifted their positions, slightly, and were now ready for a dual-position, were ready for sixty-nine!
Brenda had his stiff, thick cock in her mouth, working it down her throat, taking it deeper and deeper with each forward movement of her head. Roger was running his tongue further and further into her, eating her, drinking her in, aware that her juices were now coming in a rush.
They continued this way, each of them getting hotter and hotter, panting, groaning, reaching their tongues to each other, pressing their bodies closer and closer together.
Suddenly, with a quick movement, Roger reversed himself, drawing his cock out of her mouth and sliding it, all wet and slippery, across her body, down, down, his body arching over and forward, and finally slipping it into her moist, throbbing cunt. She squealed with pleasure, pressing on the buns of his ass, drawing him tighter and tighter to her flaming cunt.
With a few more movements, they were both coming, Roger shooting his hot load into her, she raising and twisting her hips, lifting her legs higher and higher to get more and more of his thick, stiff meat into her.
"Oh, my dear Roger! This is too much, too much!" She smashed her lips onto his wanting to tear him apart, wanting to eat him alive if only she could.
They lay there, their mouths pressed together, his cock still throbbing inside her, lay there for a long time.
He's worth it, Brenda thought. He's worth every bit of it!
It was eleven o'clock. Bonnie heard the grandfather clock in the stairwell sound out the hour. She was in bed, reading, her thoughts miles away from the book in her hands.
What had happened between them? What was wrong with Charles? Where had she gone wrong?
The same questions ran through her brain, endlessly.
She had to know, had to know. It affected everything in her life, her job, her love-life, everything.
Maybe she would find out tomorrow, in the office. Their meeting was twelve hours away. How in hell could she wait that long?
A meeting in the office wasn't right, anyway. She wanted to see him alone, talk to him in warm, intimate surroundings, make love to him.
She could feel her desperation mounting. It had been growing all evening. God! This had to stop, she had to think of something to get her mind off Charles.
She needed, she needed someone to talk with, someone to provide her with a little company. Yes. That was it!
She put the book down and slipped out of bed. Reaching for her dressing gown, she moved across the white fur rug and reached her desk. Pulling out the center drawer, she reached down and produced her leather-bound address book.
She ran her fingers down the "D's" - yes, that was it. Lonnie Dyer. She checked the number and lifted the phone. Some company tonight? Definitely!
The phone rang five or six times. Bonnie felt her disappointment mounting... he was out. Damn!
On the sixth ring, a voice said "Hullo" - very young, very soft, very deep.
"Oh, hello. Is Lonnie there, please?"
"No. He's not here."
The voice didn't offer any explanation... didn't give any hint of where Lonnie might be.
"Could you tell me, could you tell me when he might be expected back?"
"Pretty late, I think. Maybe tomorrow morning."
"I see, Well, I really had hoped to see him tonight." You could hear the disappointment in her voice.
There was a pause.
"Anything I can do for you, Lady?"
Brenda caught just the slightest hint of suggestiveness in his tone. Not enough to pin down, really, but there, nevertheless.
"Well I don't know. My name is Bonnie Eldridge. Maybe you've heard Lonnie speak of me.
There was another pause.
"Are you, uh, one of his clients?" The voice was very low and suspicious as well now.
"Well, Lonnie and I are very good friends, we've known each other for quite a while, uh, yes, I guess you would say I am one of his clients." Why the hell not tell the truth? She wanted company, didn't she?
"Uh-huh. Well, see, I sort of substitute for Lonnie when he's tied up. like tonight, I mean."
He paused again.
"Would you be able to come over? I mean, right away?" She had a feeling of anticipation. His voice was very good, at least. That was an important sign.
"Sure. Where do you live?"
She gave him the address. "And the name is Eldridge?"
"That's right. What's yours, by the way?"
"Jerry. Jerry Thompson. You got a doorman?"
"Yes, but I'll phone down right now and tell him to expect you. About twenty minutes?"
"Just about that."
He hung up the phone. Bonnie placed the receiver of hers back in its cradle. This was probably some kind of madness but she had never had any trouble with Lonnie. And since this was a friend of his there really could be nothing to fear.
Long ago, Bonnie had learned to live with her particular 'predilection,' as she called it, for young boys.
Her first experience, driving along one of the beach roads in East Hampton, had been about five years ago. She'd never forget the boy, maybe sixteen, seventeen at the most, walking backward down the road, his thumb in the air for a ride, his tanned, brown legs thick and sturdy inside his flashing white tennis shorts.
She'd driven him down a winding side road, the boy chattering happily beside her and made a direct pass. It ended up with his playing with her tits as they parked in a wooded area, and then she had simply lowered her head into his lap, slipped out his thick, stubby cock, and sucked him until he shot his load into her mouth and down her throat.
The thrill was sensational! Up to this point in her life, she had reserved sex as she reserved her good looks, her careful manners, and her bright mind, simply for getting ahead, for making it up the ladder to the top.
Sex, and she was pretty damn good at it, too, had been just another of her personal attributes, something to be cultivated and used.
With the boy on the beach road, she had experienced, for perhaps the first time in her life, the pure joy of sex, of sex for its own sake without anything desired beyond the act, itself.
The whole thing had been pretty awkward, of course, and she was frightened to death that word would get out. That probably accounted for her reaching into her purse, producing a fifty-dollar bill, and pushing it into the surprised lad's hand.
She never saw the boy again, even though she spent summer after summer out in the Hamptons. As a matter of fact, once she was over her immediate fears, she used to drive her Buick convertible up and down the beach roads, looking for him or for somebody like him!
But the lesson had not been wasted on her. She knew two things, now. She enjoyed sex with young boys more than any other kind in the world. And she didn't mind paying for it. After all, what was there better to buy?
Her association with Lonnie Dyer went back about two years. He'd appeared at one of the numerous parties she attended, led in by one of New York's most notorious homosexuals.
Bonnie remembered studying him, watching him carefully all evening. She liked what she saw. In appearance, he could have been home on holiday from any of a number of expensive Eastern prep schools. Very trim, very manicured, very well put together, with that soft tan that young athletes develop without ever having to think about lying on beaches in the hot sun.
He was well-mannered, appeared to be reasonably intelligent, his black eyes never really giving away anything, but taking everything in carefully, and he conducted himself in a perfectly-trained manner all evening long, despite the hard looks of the shocked hostess and some of her more puritanical guests.
Bonnie had made a point of being particularly friendly to him and had succeeded, before the evening was out, in getting his phone number.
She had debated a long time before she used that number. He was a hustler, there was no doubt about that. And she really was afraid, in her position, to get involved. But Charles McDonald had gone off on one of his business-with-pleasure trips, spending almost a month, and Bonnie found herself growing lonely. She tried Lonnie's phone number and got him.
From then on, she had a perfect arrangement. He came by when she phoned him, they talked a while, sipping brandy, Lonnie drinking a coke - and then they made love, really great love, as far as she was concerned.
When he left, Lonnie had a fifty-dollar bill in his pocket. Nothing had ever been mentioned about his price, but he seemed to find this sum suitable and Bonnie liked the symbolism of it. After all, wasn't that what her first young man had cost her?
It had all worked out well. She, happy with her juvenile lover, he agreeable to the ministrations of an older woman, so long as the price was right.
Bonnie had often wondered what some of her chic friends would think if they should ever discover her secret love life! Fortunately, there were entrances on both levels of the duplex she occupied and even if Charles MacDonald should have appeared unexpectedly, Bonnie knew Lonnie would depart, quietly and furtively, with no one the wiser.
And now she was going to meet a friend of Lonnie's. This could be interesting. In a funny way, she was glad Lonnie had been out tonight. What she really needed was diversion, something to keep her mind off her problems... There was nothing like a new face to help there!
She ran, her doorman and informed him of her visitor's impending arrival. Then she straightened the bed, folding back the heavy satin spread carefully, and dabbed on some expensive perfume.
This was going to be fun!
 
* * *
 
Jerry Thompson turned to the little chick and gave her a pat on the ass.
"Come on, Baby. I gotta go. I'm filling in for Lonnie on an appointment."
He looked down at her, digging it as she lay there on the bed, her firm young tits glowing warm and sweet in the half-light of the bedroom, her young, flat belly glistening, the soft, silky hairs around her tiny snatch making a perfect love-nest.
"I hate to go, I really hate to. But it's bread, Baby and besides, I don't want to let Lonnie down."
He sat down on the bed next to her, rubbing his hands gently over her body, playing with her erect little nipples, treating her almost as if she were some fragile kind of doll.
"Don't go, Jerry. Come back to bed, come back with me and let's make some more love."
Her voice was low, gentle. That was one thing he had really dug about this chick, her voice. She was a waitress in a coffee shop over on Lexington. Jerry had been going there for coffee for about a week now. It was just his luck that on the night she finally agreed to come with him, something had to come up.
But he and Leah needed the bread. The rent was already over-due and business wasn't all that good. He really had to make it!
"Look, Charlotte, we can make love again... we can make it a thousand times. I really dig you." He was sitting there, naked, next to her on the bed. He leaned over to kiss her and she pulled him down, harder and harder, on top of her.
He kept his lips pressed to hers and began to run his hand over her tits. Jesus, she felt good! This chick was really great! He felt his cock start to stiffen, to grow thicker and longer and begin to throb and he knew he'd have to stop before long.
But he really didn't want to.
"Look, Baby why don't you just stay right here and wait for me? I won't be long, I promise!"
She appeared to think it over. "No. I better go. My roommate will be wondering what happened to me. I'm just sorry, Jerry, that you have to go out."
"Yeah, well, how about we get together tomorrow night?" He hoped she would say "yes."
"Why don't you come by the coffee shop about ten? Then we'll see." She was busy dressing, getting ready to leave. Jimmy reached over and kissed her, his tongue pressing itself against her lips until she opened them for him. "Yeah, We'll see!"
He showed her out of the apartment and watched while she waited for the elevator. Tomorrow night! Tomorrow night! Wow!
She waved to him as the doors closed.
He was dressed in a matter of minutes. The broad was waiting to see him. He mustn't hold her up. Some of these rich chicks really got up-tight if you were late. Jerry figured her for rich with an address like that.
He drenched himself with after-shave lotion, pulled on a shirt and a pair of slacks, slipped into his socks and boots and at the last minute decided to put on a sports jacket. You could never tell about those fucking doormen!
He grabbed a taxi at Thirtieth and Eighth Avenue and gave the address. The traffic was a cinch at this time of night and he was in the East Sixties in nothing flat.
No trouble with the doorman, he had been fixed, that was easy to see, and he was on his way up in the elevator. Wow! This was some shack the chick lived in. The lobby had just about knocked his eyes out.
You had to hand it to Lonnie. He always managed to line up the rich broads. No trouble at all for him. He looked like a rich kid, the sonofabitch. He really did!
He rang the bell and waited. He only hoped all this wasn't going to take a lot of his time. He had his mind on that little chick, Charlotte, and he really wasn't much in the mood for hustling tonight. He could count on his cock, though. Never any trouble getting a hard-on. Not for him.
CHAPTER THREE
The doorman had phoned Bonnie that her guest was on the way up. Good! He was a little late... but not terribly late. That was a good sign!
She waited for the apartment doorbell to ring, but took her time answering it when it did. No sense in seeming over-eager - even if she was!
She opened the door to face a boy of about seventeen, with a smooth complexion, a shock of dark brown hair, and good, even features. He was just what she'd been waiting for.
He was smiling at her, although Bonnie couldn't help noticing that his eyes didn't seem to be smiling, didn't seem to be reacting much at all, as a matter of fact.
"Hello. I'm Bonnie Eldridge." She extended her hand to him, the perfect hostess in any situation.
He looked at her outstretched hand, hesitated a moment, then gave it a light squeeze. "I'm Jerry."
"Come on in." She led him into her interior-decorated living room and gestured for him to sit on the couch.
"Would you like a drink? I have just about everything."
"Uh... yes, please. Scotch and soda okay?" Jerry usually didn't drink when he was working, but tonight he figured he needed one. The chick was okay to look at, but she was pretty old and he was going to have to work pretty hard to make love to her.
Bonnie moved over to the bar to make the drinks, a little disappointed. Somehow, she had always liked it that Lonnie just drank coke or some other soda. It somehow, made him seem like more of a boy to her.
"How's that?" She handed him a heavy, cut-crystal highball glass, filled to the brim.
"Wow! That's some drink! I don't know if I'll be able to finish it all."
"Just drink what you like, Jerry. Now tell me, have you been in New York very long?" She always found it a little difficult to get a conversation going with Lonnie. She expected it might be even harder with Jerry.
"Uh, about four months." What the hell did she want to know that for? Jerry was always pretty careful about telling people too much. They might want to know more...!
"Where are you from?"
"Upstate."
Well, there didn't seem to be much point in pursuing that. She sat down on the other end of the couch, keeping a distance between them.
Bonnie didn't know, couldn't know, how other people behaved in this situation, but she felt almost obliged to make a little conversation, at least.
What did you do? Just say, "Let's go to bed" and start right out making love?
. Jerry hoped to fuck she wasn't going to want to talk all night. He had been with gabby broads before. They never got around to the point of the whole fucking thing. They tied you up all night, then at the last minute wanted you to fuck them. Yeah? He hoped she wasn't one of those types!
Back in Maine, where he came from, Jerry had started hustling at a pretty young age. It all began when some old cat, all drunk and slobbery from an Elks Club party, had picked him up on a dark, tree-shaded street in the little town he lived in, fucked around with him i while, and slipped him a ten-dollar bill.
Jerry had liked the whole action. He didn't mind the old fart going down on him. He was a pretty horny kid, anyway, and he liked the bread. He liked it a lot!
Bread meant that you were somebody, that you could buy the things you wanted, that you could walk around like a king. To a fourteen-year-old boy from a pretty poor family, that made a lot of sense. A lot of sense indeed.
From then on, he'd hung around outside of bars and the Elks Club and any place else he figured some guy might come out of boozed up, and waited for the action. He'd done pretty well, too. He never had to worry, these old farts weren't going to tell anyone. Most of them had wives and kids and stuff. They were glad as hell to forget all about it the next day.
It wasn't until he'd arrived in the City, though, and got in touch with Lonnie, that he began to realize there was really big bread in hustling.
That fucking Lonnie! He made four, five hundred dollars some weeks. And you can bet he sunk it all right in the bank! He was a smart kid. He'd been good to Jerry, showing him the ropes, letting him fill in for him when he was too busy to make a score himself, giving him a place to stay, and plenty of money, too.
Yeah. Lonnie had been good to him. Jerry wouldn't forget it.
"Would you like another drink?"
Jerry looked at his glass and was surprised to find that it was empty. Man! He must really be uptight tonight!
"No, thanks. I was wondering, if, ah, we could - well, you know, what I came for." He had to move this along. She might decide to talk and fuck around all night.
"Yes, what you came for. Certainly. Want to follow me?" Bonnie was a little surprised at his directness, but just as glad to get going. It had been quite a while since she'd been in bed with a young man, and this particular young man looked pretty sensational! She' could hardly wait.
She wasn't wrong in her estimate.
Upstairs in her bedroom, he quietly slipped out of his shirt and trousers, his boots and socks already placed neatly near the bed.
He stood there, looking at her, totally naked.
He was quite a sight! Bonnie found her head reeling a little at the closeness of this boyish body with its beautifully defined muscles in the arms and chest, and the huge cock that hung down between his legs.
As they said, "this is some dish!"
Following his lead, she dropped her dressing gown and slipped her nightie off over her head.
They stood facing each other, totally naked, totally unacquainted, totally ready to share their sex.
"Shall we-shall we go to bed?" Bonnie suddenly felt nervous and restrained. After all, what did she know of this young man? He had said he was a friend of Lonnie's. That was all.
Jerry didn't say anything. He just moved over to the bed, slipped onto it, and stretched out on his back, his arms under his head. He had found this was the best position for opening the scene. Some of these chicks wanted to be fucked, some of them wanted to cop your joint, others had freakier things in mind. If you just took a neutral position you were all set for whatever they wanted.
He waited. She was pacing around the room, moving slowly backward and forward, like she didn't know quite what she wanted to do. Man, this was a hangup!
"Why don't you come over here and join me on the bed?" he selected his words carefully, trying to use his best English, trying to put this rich broad at ease. He wanted to get out of here!
She sat down on the edge of the bed and looked at him, his full, young body glistening in the half-light of the bedroom, his huge prick lying against his left leg.
I want that, she thought to herself. I want that. Still, I'm not sure. I hardly know him!
Jerry leaned over, took her by the shoulders, and pulled her down to him, his hands on her tits.
She didn't fight, didn't resist. He turned her around, her face to his, and placed his lips upon hers, forcing her mouth open with his tongue.
Suddenly, the chick was into it, running her tongue down his throat, clutching him to her, beginning to breathe heavily, and grind her shapely hips.
Jerry responded fully, drawing her in close, pressing himself against her. He could feel his cock begin to rise, growing and pressing against her legs. She was running her hands up and down his back now, in a soft, fluttery motion, reaching lower and lower, massaging his ass, exploring him.
Jerry did a half-turn so that his big, stiff prick was now fully exposed. He felt her hands reach down for it, felt her begin to play with him. Yeah! He knew what she wanted now. He rolled farther back so that she could get to it more easily.
Bonnie began sucking his tits while his hands played with hers. The scent of him was nearly overpowering her, some cheap aftershave lotion, she concluded, but she loved the firmness of his body and his huge cock was exciting her tremendously. Her mind rushed back to the wooded roadside in East Hampton. Yes, here was another boy, another set of muscular legs and a smooth, firm body, here was another big, lovely cock for her to suck!
She moved her mouth down his body, sucking his belly, running her tongue over his thighs. With a quick movement, she placed her mouth on the head of his cock and began to dart her tongue about on it, at the same time making sucking motions with her lips.
Jerry elevated his hips, thrusting his dick even deeper into her mouth, and held her head with his right hand. He pushed her down farther and farther onto the shaft of his cock, moving his hips in a rotating motion, fucking her mouth.
She was breathing heavily, loving this, wanting more and more of this young boy, wanting to take him even deeper into herself. Jerry continued to hold her head down on his cock, playing with her tits with his left hand.
He had come four times that day. This would make the fifth time. He knew he could do it, all right, but it took some concentration. He kept his mind on Charlotte, concentrating on the vision of her groovy body, her firm young tits, and felt himself begin to come.
With a low moan, but one loud enough for her to pick up on, he shot his load down her throat, draining himself, emptying himself into her. He sighed with relief, he had done it.
Bonnie felt the same thrill she always enjoyed when one of these young men reached his climax. She felt desired, wanted, and powerful! It was a feeling she adored.
Jerry lay there, holding Bonnie's tits, and breathing deeply. Well, it was over. He'd made it! And now he could split, take off and spend his time thinking of Charlotte. He figured the whole thing had taken just under an hour. That was pretty damn good, considering how she fucked around in the beginning.
He rested for about five minutes and then, disentangling himself from her, reached over the side of the bed and began to pull on his socks.
She didn't say anything, just watched as he slowly and methodically dressed himself. He was good, she thought, very good, but somehow Lonnie was better. There was a certain elegance about Lonnie, even in bed, that she appreciated. Well, after all, she had only wanted a little company for the evening. He had certainly proven to be that!
Bonnie drew on her robe and headed for her purse. This was always a sticky moment, but one she had learned to cope with. It suddenly occurred to her that she'd left her purse on the credenza in the downstairs hallway.
"Just a moment, Jerry. I'll be right back." She left the bedroom and descended the Stairs. Somehow, she preferred that he leave by the upstairs exit. That's the way Lonnie always left.
She was back in a few minutes, two fifty-dollar bills in her hand. He was waiting for her at the top of the stairs.
"Here you are, Jerry. Thanks so much. I enjoyed it."
He accepted the bills and shoved them into his pocket, never even looking at the denominations. With a broad like this you didn't have to worry. There would be plenty there. Besides, she was Lonnie's client and he wouldn't have wanted to haggle over price.
"You can go out right here," she said, and opened the door to the hallway and ushered him out. "Say hello to Lonnie for me. Tell him I'll be calling soon. Really, I will."
"I will. And thanks a lot!"
Jerry was on his way to the elevator. He didn't look back.
CHAPTER FOUR
"Miss Eldridge's office." Brenda Lever's voice was firm, correct, properly arch. She knew how to answer phone calls, but more importantly, she knew how to handle herself on the phone. For important callers, her voice was polished, polite, slightly deferential; for the less-important, there was just a trace of coldness in her tone; and for those Miss Eldridge didn't want to talk to, for one reason or another, her voice was like ice.
"Brenda, this is Mr. MacDonald."
"Oh, yessir! How are you, sir?"
"Fine, thank you. Is Miss Eldridge in, yet?"
"No, not yet, Mr. MacDonald, but I expect her any moment." Too bad, Brenda thought to herself. She's been waiting for this call for days and now she has to be late!
"That's all right. I'm seeing her at eleven. I just wanted to tell her we'd be meeting in her office. Two of the management consultants are going over some matters in my office this morning, so I believe we will have more privacy there. Would you give her the message, please?"
"Certainly, sir. Just as soon as she comes in."
"Thank you." He hung up and Brenda replaced the receiver carefully back on the phone.
Well, it looked like Bonnie Eldridge was still in with the publisher! Good. No one knew better how important that was than Brenda Lever.
Bonnie arrived in about twenty minutes, her usual cool not quite intact this morning. Brenda studied her. Something was wrong.
"Good morning, Miss Eldridge." This polite, formal greeting was for the benefit of the other secretaries and staff members. Brenda never gave anything away.
"Good morning, Uh, would you come into my office as soon as it's convenient, please?"
"Certainly, Miss Eldridge."
Brenda waited a few minutes, then picked up her shorthand book and let herself into the inner-office.
Bonnie was pacing nervously back and forth.
"What the hell's the matter, Baby?" Brenda was really concerned. She rarely saw her boss when she wasn't completely cool.
"Look, Brenda, I've lost my wrist watch and I've got an appointment with Charles at eleven..."
"Yes, I know. He phoned to say he would meet you here."
"Well, see this is the difficult thing. He gave me that watch. It cost a fortune. And he's sure to ask me where it is."
Brenda studied her. This was very unlike Bonnie, this degree of panic over a relatively minor incident.
"Where did you lose it?" She was keeping her voice cool and collected, hoping Bonnie would pick up on the mood and stop pacing.
"I... uh... I don't know." Brenda knew. She knew very well. That son of a bitch Jerry had taken it last night, had taken it while she was downstairs looking for her purse. She's been over the thing a thousand times in her mind. That had to be it.
"Uh-huh. Well, you'll probably find it, and for right now, why don't you just tell the Boss that it's in for repairs, that is, if he asks." Brenda really couldn't understand her nervousness. She wished to hell Brenda would pull herself together.
"Oh, he'll ask, all right, he'll ask. Charles never misses anything. He'll probably notice it right away."
"Why didn't you just wear another watch?"
"The only other one I own has diamonds, not exactly suitable for wearing in an office. Oh, Brenda, this is bad news, especially right now." Bonnie continued pacing.
"But why? It's such a little thing. Why would he care?"
"You have to know Charles to understand that, know how petty he can be. And I was counting on this meeting so much, really counting on everything going so well."
Bonnie was exaggerating the importance of the watch. Charles might or might not notice that it was missing and she could always lie and say she was having it cleaned. What was driving her mad, really mad, was that Jerry had taken it.
Like most people with possessions, she was obsessed with every one of them. She felt taken, raped. She hated the feeling. Of course, she would have to straighten this out with Lonnie and it was certain that she would never see that Jerry again, but she hated the whole damn thing, the emotional turmoil just when she needed to be her coolest, her own self-recrimination for buying the services of a hustler, the whole thing. It was all very upsetting. She had wanted to be in the best mood possible this morning, but was now a nervous wreck.
"Look, Bonnie, if I were you I'd forget it.
You have an important meeting coming up. Now why don't you just let me get you some coffee and you sort of relax for a little while. You just get your head cool and everything will work out fine."
"Thank you, Brenda. Yes, I would like some coffee and maybe a little time alone. I'm not seeing anyone, not anyone, you understand, until my appointment at eleven."
Brenda turned and walked out of the office, her mind on Bonnie, but her present mission to order some coffee. This meeting had better go well, Baby! We're both in this, you know.
Bonnie watched the office door close and settled herself at her desk. There was one thing about having a perfect secretary, one was always taken care of. She must remember to put in for another raise for Brenda, even though she was already the highest-paid member of the secretarial staff.
She put her head in her hands. Why, oh why, on this particular day did she have to feel so cheap, so low, so used? He had stolen her watch. Okay. But he had taken something else, too. He had removed her faith in young boys, had put doubts in her mind about all of them, had made her feel old and dirty. She couldn't forgive him for that!
 
* * *
 
Roger had watched Brenda get ready to go off to work, lying in bed with his eyes half-closed, waiting like a spider. He let her think he was asleep. Yes. That was the best way. She'd get her ass out of here fast enough if she figured he was asleep.
He heard the front door of the apartment click shut and immediately jumped out of bed. Time for a quick shower and shave! He had something in mind and he wanted to look his best.
He emerged from the bathroom in a matter of minutes and handed for his closet. What he needed, oh, yes, there it was, what he needed was that pale-yellow cashmere sweater Brenda had given him. He pulled it on over his head, slipped into a pair of light tan slacks, and pulled on his loafers, not wearing socks.
Yeah! Now he was ready for the attack.
He let himself out of the apartment and headed across the hall. Now, if the little chick hadn't already left, well, there just might be time for a little fun-and-games.
He rang the bell and waited, humming softly to himself.
Leah Adams opened the door a tiny crack, peering out into the hallway, questioning to herself who could possibly have arrived at her door without her knowing it.
"Good morning!" Roger's manner was cheerful, at-ease, neighborly.
"Oh good morning. I couldn't imagine who it was!" She opened her door wider, taking him in. He was all fresh and scrubby, looking really good. You had to hand it to Brenda.
"I was just about to make a pot of coffee. Do you have time for a cup?" Roger was playing it in all innocence. He knew you moved carefully with high-class chicks like this.
"Well it just happens that I have some coffee percolating on my own stove. Why, uh, why don't you come in and join me?"
Yeah! That's what he'd been hoping, Oh, man! The situation was a natural.
"Oh, that's great! I know you're probably in a hurry to get on your way."
"Well, no, not really. See, I work right here in my apartment. That makes a difference, you know." She smiled at him, admitting him to her bright, sunny pad, with its slip-covered chairs and crazy art on the walls, and even a canary singing in a cage by the window.
Roger dug the place and he dug the chick. She looked so great this morning, all rosy and fresh from sleep, wearing just a robe with probably nothing on underneath it.
Oh, yeah! This was going to be fun.
"Just sit anyplace. I'll get our coffee." She headed for the kitchen, her robe billowing behind her.
Roger followed her, not wanting to let her out of his sight.
"What do you do, uh, Miss Adams?"
"I wish you'd just call me Leah. It all sounds so formal the other way. I don't like it at all."
"Good. I was hoping you'd say that. And my name is Roger, just in case you might have forgotten."
"I hadn't forgotten." She gave him a meaningful look.
Wow! This was really going good.
"I still don't know what you do." This was important to Roger. He liked to get people classified according to job, according to their ability to make some bread. You never know.
"Well, it's not very important, really, but I'm a designer. I work in fabrics, for a house over on Seventh Avenue. You know. They just sort of tell me what they need and I just sort of make it up for them." She smiled again.
"Hey, that sounds like a pretty swell job. I mean you don't have to go into an office, or anything, you can just be home all day and do your work right here. Man, that's pretty good. And I'll bet you're pretty good at it, too."
"Well, it does have its advantages." She had poured them two cups of coffee, placing them on a little tray, and was heading for the living room. Roger followed her.
She sat down on the couch, placing the tray on the table in front of it. Roger joined her.
"Do you take cream or sugar?"
He looked right into her eyes, choosing his words carefully. "I take whatever you've got, Baby."
For a second, he figured he'd moved too fast. But the chick just let her eyes rest on his and kept pouring their coffee.
Roger moved his arm across the back of the couch and let it slip gently down onto her shoulder. She didn't pull away, didn't move.
"You know, when I saw you last evening, when you rang the doorbell, I was really knocked out with you. I mean, you really took me by surprise.
"Yes, I know. It's not just everybody who can get you out of a shower, I'll bet." She smiled at him, lightly.
"Oh, no, I don't mean that, I mean, I really dug you when I saw you standing there at the fucking old door."
"You did?" She looked at him, all innocence.
"You know damn well I did. You saw it, come on, admit it."
"Yes, maybe I did." Her voice had an exciting, faraway quality to it. He felt himself getting hot and moved his arm down from the top of the couch to take her shoulder in.
The chick didn't move. Just sat there and let him put his arm around her. But it was pretty clear that she wasn't going to make a move, either.
"You know what?" He leaned his head in closer to hers, dropping his voice to an intimate whisper.
"What?"
"I really do dig you."
"But what about Brenda? Aren't you her lover or something?" The question was an honest one. Leah could only guess at their relationship. Brenda never discussed her personal affairs with anyone.
"Let's say we're very good friends. That okay?"
"Of course. And now I really must get to work." She started to rise from the couch, but Roger pulled her back down, taking her fully in his arms, reaching for her lips, kissing her with all his pent-up emotion. He really wanted this groovy little chick!
She pulled her lips away from him. "Roger, I really can't. Brenda is a good friend of mine."
But he could see that she really wanted him, wanted to make it with him right here in her warm, sunny apartment, make love with the damn canary looking on!
He pushed her farther down onto the couch and covered her lips with his mouth. He was going to fuck this chick like she'd never had it before. He was really going to show her how it was done!
This time, she didn't resist. She just lay there accepting his kisses, opening her mouth so that his hot tongue could penetrate her, beginning to push her body against him.
His hands were inside her robe now, finally reaching their target, playing with her firm, young tits, fondling them, squeezing her nipples, caressing her. He leaned his head down and put his mouth on one of her nipples, sucking it gently. He could feel her begin to get hot, begin to breathe deeply, begin to give herself to him.
He had her robe entirely open, now, his hands running down her tight little belly, rubbing her thighs. He felt his prick growing bigger and bigger, getting stiff and hot.
It was only a matter of seconds until he had his tongue on her body, licking her, running it in and out of her navel, heading for her cunt.
He pushed his face full into her crotch and heard the chick sigh, just one, long sigh. She wanted that. It was pretty damn clear she wanted him to eat her.
Roger ran his tongue in and out of her cunt, sucking her, getting her all juicy, tickling her clit, pressing his face even closer, getting her hot and excited.
She was going crazy, now. Her hands were all tangled in his hair, her breath was coming in gasps, and she was pushing herself harder and harder against his masterful mouth.
Oh, how that son of a bitch can suck! Oh, how good he is!
Roger moved his tongue harder, firmer between her legs. He was going to bring this chick on with his tongue, give her what she was dying for, not make her wait.
She pushed her hips upward, pressing her cunt even more tightly against his mouth, and began moving herself up and down, side to side, every way she could twist and turn.
He kept it up, kept his tongue action going, reaching up and taking her tits in his hands, their nipples now firm and erect, playing with her, sucking her off!
With a cry, the chick came, reached a climax and smothered his head with her hands and her tits. She was half-sitting, half-lying on the couch, completely naked, now, and she was taking it all in, giving herself to him, letting her hot cunt juices mix with his saliva, going through the best orgasm she had ever known.
Roger felt her shudder and settle back. Good. She was off, now, she had hers. In a few minutes he was going to get his.
His cock was big, stiff, ready for action. He unzipped his slacks and let it stand out - stiff and big-letting her see it, groove it, dig it.
Leah looked at his cock and sucked in her breath. It was the biggest she'd ever seen! Oh, God, this guy was nothing but sex, designed for it, built for it. She found herself envying Brenda even more. What it must be to have this king every night!
She began playing with his cock, lightly and uncertainly, at first, but then with better and better hand-movements. Now that she was getting used to its enormous size, she felt more capable with it, knew more what to do.
She lowered her head and began to suck the tip of his cock, gently. She knew she could never get that massive shaft down her throat but she wanted to taste him, to suck him, to get her mouth on his prick.
Roger waited for her to get him wet and slippery. He dug blow-jobs. He really liked them. But he wanted to fuck this chick, wanted to fuck her until she cried out for mercy.
He was ready, now, ready to put his big prick into her cunt and fuck her hard. He pulled back, sliding his cock out of her mouth, gently, and then pulled her under him. His enormous prick was waiting to enter her, pushing its way into her, filling her up to her womb, throbbing within her.
Leah cried out a little as Roger pushed himself into her, the head of his cock just getting past the opening of her cunt, but he worked slowly, surely and soon she was pulling him to her, holding him by the ass, working his cock in deeper and deeper.
Roger began to move his hips in a circular motion, driving his prick in, filling her up, playing with places deep within her that no one had ever touched before.
"Fuck me, Roger, oh, fuck me! Push that big hard cock, run it up into me, give me more prick, Baby, give me more prick. Do it, do it, DO IT!"
Roger fucked harder and harder, faster and faster, his cock getting hotter, his nuts crying out to come. Great! He had known this chick would be great! He wanted more, more, more, he wanted to shoot clear up to her brains, he wanted to fill her up with his come, he wanted to shoot her full!
With a low groan, he emptied himself into her, shot his hot come into her tight, young body, mingled his juices with hers, thrilled to the biggest moment he'd known in months. Oh this chick was great, great! He wanted more, more. She drove him crazy! He had to have her again.
Roger lay there on top of her, panting, the sun shining through the windows, the canary singing, his coffee cold in his cup.
"Hey, Baby, hey, you are the greatest! Can we just stay this way for a while?"
"Yes, Roger, for as long as you want."
Roger knew that would be for a pretty fucking long time.
 
* * *
 
"Good morning, Bonnie. Forgive me for walking right in, but your secretary was away from her desk when I arrived."
There he was. Charles MacDonald. Her boss, lover, king, all in one package. And he was treating her as if they were on a purely professional basis. Bonnie sensed this was going to be a tough time for her. She only wished she were better prepared for it.
"Good morning, Charles. Let's see now, when was the last time we were together?"
He ignored the remark.
"There are a couple of things I would like to go over with you. We'll have to make it sort of fast, though, I have a luncheon date... and then I'm leaving for the Coast this afternoon. Sorry."
He watched her face fall. It was a pretty rough way to treat the woman, but he had his reasons. She would just have to learn.
"Uh, certainly, Charles. Anything special to discuss?"
Bonnie felt the whole world was crumbling beneath her. Not even lunch with him? She had counted on that, at least. An eleven o'clock appointment generally extended through lunch. And the Coast? Why was he going to the Coast? She was out of touch with him, shut off, pushed out of his world.
Charles MacDonald watched her face closely. He had made this woman his top executive for a purpose. It was time, now, that she began to demonstrate her usefulness to him. If not, well, there were others, plenty of others who could replace her.
He seated himself in one of the low, comfortable chairs near the windows and leaned his head back. It was his favorite position for discussing business. It kept everyone at a distance, since they weren't able to see your eyes.
"I've been thinking, Bonnie, been thinking that the magazine needs a shot in the arm, some new and more lively features. As you know, we've just about been holding our own with circulation. There could be a drop at any time and that would spell disaster."
Bonnie was only half-listening to him. Her mind was on too many things, too many emotional considerations, to be at full attention in a business discussion with him.
"I realize that Today is a high-fashion magazine with practically ninety percent of its readership female, but I'm thinking that we might consider changing that. Men are more fashion-conscious today, you know. We should begin building an audience of male as well as female readership. Do you agree?"
"Hmmm? Oh, yes, Charles, certainly..."
"Are you listening to me, Bonnie?"
"Well of course."
"Yes. Well, the point is, I'd like you to consider hiring a top-flight man for the position of Assistant Executive Editor. It would be his assignment to bring more feature material - more articles and photographs - with a male-interest slant. Do you agree?"
"Yes, uh, that is, I believe so, Charles. I'd have to think it over. It's quite a departure, you know."
Bonnie didn't like the idea at all. She wasn't about to have some dominant-male type in the office, edging for her job, cluttering up her magazine with male feature material.
"Good! I knew you'd agree. That's what is so useful about you, Bonnie. You're always quick to seize upon and use a new idea." He lowered his head and looked directly into her eyes.
"Thank you, Charles. I appreciate the compliment."
All of this was going even worse than she had imagined. Why in hell didn't he break off this foolish business talk and let the conversation get on a more personal level? She felt as if she had never known the man, never been his mistress, never been anything to him.
"Well, I have the man for you. I hired him yesterday. His name is Jeff Whitman. He'll be reporting in Monday. Have a talk with him - I'm sure you'll like him - and then get him fixed up with a secretary and office space and the rest of it. In the interim, he can use my office. I won't be here for some weeks." She couldn't believe her own ears. What had started out as a simple proposal, a plan for her to consider, was now an established fact. He'd done this, Charles had done this, without even consulting her, without asking for her opinion, without anything.
It was impossible. Completely impossible! "Charles, it won't work."
"Thank you, Bonnie. I think that's about all for now. I really have to get on to my luncheon date. Oh, yes, there is one more thing. You may find that some of Jeff Whitman's ideas seem pretty radical, and I guess they are, too. But I'm sold on them. We've talked about them a lot so give him a chance. Let him have his head, Bonnie. I believe he'll do great things for the magazine. I'm sure you will eventually agree. And now I really have to run. Good seeing you. Keep up the good work! Goodbye!"
Charles MacDonald was out of her office in seconds.
Bonnie moved to her desk and sat down, her eyes staring straight ahead of her, unblinking.
She couldn't believe it, she simply couldn't believe it. Where had she gone wrong with Charles? What had she done? And who the hell was this Jeff Whitman?
"Is there anything I can do for you, Bonnie?" Brenda Lever had closed the office door behind her and was just standing there, watching her boss, worried by the look in her eyes and by her general state of shock.
Hmmm? Oh, no thanks, Brenda. I'll be all right. But, yes, I will be taking the afternoon off. I have some things I want to think over."
"Just as long as you're okay, dear. That's all that matters!"
Brenda stepped back through the door, leaving her alone in her office. No point in disturbing her any more.
CHAPTER FIVE
"You'll never believe this, you really won't. It really is too much!"
Evelyn Bryan's face was wreathed in smiles, her breath coming in short gasps from her walk up the three flights of stairs. Her roommate looked at her carefully and decided the chick had just found a four-carat diamond lying in the street.
"What is it, Evelyn? I've never seen you this excited. Baby, don't blow your cool. It isn't Christmas yet, you know."
"Just about, Myra, just about. In fact, it's better than Christmas. See it's like this." She interrupted herself to catch her breath. "Oh, honey, I'm going to the Coast. I'm going to be photographed for a magazine and I have just met the richest and most adorable John in the whole world!"
Myra found it hard to make sense out of all this, but she was pleased to see that her roomie was so happy. They were tight friends, the kind who'd been through a lot of scenes together, and she really wanted the best for Evelyn.
"Hey, why don't you slow down? I can't make any sense out of what you're saying. Just take it easy, baby."
"I can't! I can't! Oh, honey, I've got to pack my things and get ready for the Coast this afternoon. For San Francisco. Are you ready for this? For San Francisco!"
"They tell me it's a great town. What are you planning to do there? Go topless or something?"
Evelyn slumped down in a chair, the combination of her breathlessness and excitement overcoming her.
When she had more or less recovered herself, she told Myra all about Charles MacDonald and his offer to go with him to the Coast, and about how he had promised to have her photographed for his magazine.
"Isn't that super, Myra? Really super?"
"It is pretty great, love. I'd say you've really scored on this one. All I'm hoping, you know, is that the guy is straight, that he isn't putting you on. It's one helluva deal to end up three thousand miles away from New York without a buck, honey."
Evelyn brushed the suggestion aside. "No, baby, he's really the greatest, like really a gentleman. We only did it once, you know, Timmy fixed it up, but I had lunch with him today and he wants me to be ready to go with him at four-thirty, and, oh, Myra, isn't this just the greatest!"
"Okay, baby, it sounds good. But just make sure you get a few bucks out of him while you're out there, just in case you have to buy your own plane ticket back. Promise?"
"I promise. But, honestly, Myra, he really is the greatest and I know he means it."
Myra smiled to herself. She was three years older than Evelyn and had been in this racket since she was a kid. She knew just about all there was to know about men, good and bad, and she hated to see the kid get hurt. Still, there was no way of stopping her now. She had San Francisco on her mind in a big way!
 
* * *
 
"Hi! It's me! I'm back again!"
Roger looked her over and smiled to himself. This Leah Adams was a knockout in anybody's language. She was wearing a skirt and sweater, the kind of thing that could look like nothing on an ordinary chick, but on her looked like dynamite.
"Oh, Roger! I was just finishing a project. I really can't see you now. Honestly, I can't."
"Oh, no?" He reached down and kissed her warmly and fully on the lips. She resisted at first, then let herself melt into his arms. He was going to be a problem, a terrible problem. But she couldn't help digging him.
He moved her inside her apartment and closed the door behind them.
"Roger, Brenda will be coming home now any minute. We can't let her find us here, you know, together like this. I feel guilty enough without throwing it all right in her face."
"Don't worry about it, baby. She never gets home before six. We still have nearly an hour." He was moving her gently toward the couch. He really wanted, needed, some more of this chick. Having her made him feel big, male, important. With Brenda, well, he didn't even want to think about that right now.
"Please, Roger." She tried to force him away, but he was too strong for her.
"Come on, baby, let's make a little love. Let's make it feel good, baby." His hand was struggling with her sweater, trying to pull it up, out of the top of her skirt. He wanted to feel those young tits again, wanted them badly.
"We really shouldn't, Roger. We really shouldn't."
He noticed that she wasn't struggling quite as hard now. Yeah, she wanted it too. He could tell.
He had her sweater loose now and his hand was under it, playing with her arm, lovely tits, one more for today. Then he could face Brenda tonight with no problem. And tomorrow? Roger was getting pretty pleased with this new set up.
The doorbell rang and they both jumped. Shit, Roger thought. What if it's the bitch? But how in hell could she know he was over here? Still, you never could tell.
Leah gave him a long, slow look, tucked in her sweater and moved over to the front door. She was worried, too. If this were Brenda that could be something really pretty sticky. She tried thinking up an excuse but none came.
She opened the door a tiny crack, peering out into the hallway. "Who is it, please?" Her voice was shaking a little.
"It is me, Miss Adams. The super."
"Oh, hello Mr. Bevins, come in." She swung the door wide, a gasp of relief escaping her red lips.
"How are you today, Miss Adams? Sorry to bother you, but I have to check that pipe in your bathroom again. The tenant downstairs is still complaining about a leak."
He stood in the doorway, not moving, just sort of taking her in. What a good-looking little girl she was. Good thing he had sense enough to leave his tenants alone or he sure as hell would make one big pass at her!
"Oh, that's all right, Mr. Bevins. Come right in."
He glanced over the girl's shoulders and saw Roger standing in the center of the living room, his hands on his hips. What the hell is he doing here, he wondered to himself. That lazy-ass bastard staying with the broad in 9B making some action with this nice girl? Mr. Bevins had been a superintendent for a good many years. He read a lot of things and he didn't like Roger even a little bit. He figured he was taking the girl for all he could get, and besides he wasn't even listed on the mailbox. What the hell was he doing living in the building, anyway?
He was about to enter the apartment when the clicking of a lock across the hall diverted his attention. He turned his head just in time to see Brenda opening her door.
"Oh, good evening, Miss Lever. I believe your friend's over here visiting with Miss Adams." There! That should fix things just fine!
"My friend? You mean..." Brenda stopped short. She knew that Bevins disapproved of Roger and that legally he ought not to be living with her at all. She had tried to avoid the subject as much as possible. And what the hell was Roger doing over there, anyway. She left her door ajar and walked across the hall.
"Hello, Leah. Hello, Roger. Am I interrupting anything?" Her voice was like ice.
Roger was the first to answer. "Oh, no, of course not, Brenda. I just dropped over to see if Miss Adams was all right. I heard scuffling in the hall a few minutes ago."
"Scuffling in the hall?" The Super's ears were right on top of that. "What kind of scuffling?"
"Well, I'm not really sure. Just scuffling, I guess."
"Oh, uh-huh, sure. I see." Bevins made it clear that he saw a lot of things.
"Well, I'm sure Leah appreciates your gallantry, Roger, and now what do you say we just go on across the hall. I know how busy you are, Leah. These interruptions must drive you crazy."
Brenda was speaking between her tightly-clenched jaws. She was madder than hell, Roger could see that.
"Uh, well, good night, Miss Adams."
"Good night, Roger. Good night, Brenda."
The door closed behind them and Roger followed Brenda into their own apartment, ready for fireworks, not really giving a damn.
"What in the fuck was that all about?" She glared at him, her eyes blazing fire, her hands on her hips.
"Oh, come on, now, Brenda. Don't let's start off the evening with a fight. I told you, I heard something in the frail and went over to make sure the chick was okay."
"And you're a fucking liar, you son of a bitch. You were over there trying to put the make on her, you sexed-up bastard. You know what you were doing."
Roger decided to let her yell her head off. He'd scored with Leah that morning and he planned to score with her plenty of times in the future. Fuck this bitch! Let her scream.
Brenda hadn't finished. "... and if I ever catch you, you bastard, if I ever catch you with another woman, I'll cut your balls off! Do you understand? I'm asking you, do you understand?"
Roger didn't say anything. He just stretched out on the couch with his hands behind his head and closed his eyes. He figured this would last for about ten minutes at the most.
"And you get it straight, buster, Leah Adams is a friend of mine and she wouldn't let you touch her if you were the last fucking man in the whole shitty universe. Now get that straight!"
Um-hmh. That's right, baby, anything you say, baby. But you don't know the half of it. Roger smiled to himself.
It was just as he had predicted. In about ten minutes Brenda had worn herself out and just sort of slumped down in a chair, her face set in an image of gloom.
"Feel better now?" He leaned up on one elbow and looked at her, smiling. It was time to take over.
"Shut your fucking mouth, you bastard!"
He lay back down, closing his eyes again.
It was his turn up to bat. He knew he could get the chick all happy again if he wanted to. That was probably the best idea, right at the moment. Later, well, he'd see about it then.
"Come here; baby. Get yourself over here on the couch with me. It's time for a little lovemaking."
Brenda didn't answer. She still sat there, gloom all over her.
"Hey, are we or are we not going to fuck?" He caught the slight grin on her face.
"Come over here, baby, and stop all this bullshit. You know you're the only one I dig. That chick across the hall doesn't mean a shit to me. Now come here!"
Brenda threw herself on top of him, pinning him down with her body, pushing her lips into his, holding him tightly with her arms.
"Oh, Roger, I'm so jealous of you, so jealous of your groovy body and your big, thick cock, of the way you smell, of the whole masculine thing about you. I just get upset at the idea of your fucking anybody else..."
"Shhh." He breathed it deeply into her left ear. "Just be cool, baby, and it will all work out okay." He pressed his mouth more tightly against her ear and began running his tongue deep, down into it. He could feel her stiffen, her body growing taut with the promise of sex. "There, baby, that's better."
He had her out of her dress in a matter of seconds, watching her closely as she lay on her back on the couch in her bra and panties. She does have a good body, he thought to himself. Besides, she's a damned good lay when she wants to be.
Brenda wanted to be... had to be tonight! She was still insecure, still worried that Roger might have his eye on Leah. She'd show him what a good fuck was, just how it was done. She'd drive him crazy with sex, make him beg for more.
He was on top of her now, stripped bare for sex. She drew him down to her, her mouth seeking his tits, sucking on them hard, with little biting motions. She ran her tongue all over him, over his tits, his hard, firm belly, down his thighs. She was going to turn him on.
His hard cock was between her legs, straining against her cunt, pushing against her little pussy, trying to get in. With a quick movement, her head went down between her legs and her mouth took in the head of his cock. For a moment, Roger resisted. He had planned to fuck her soon, get her all hot and excited, drive any ideas about his action with Leah out of her mind. But he finally gave in, lay back, and let her suck his huge cock, her lips taking more and more of it in, running it down her throat, doing her best to get all of his thick shaft down her.
He was playing with her tits, rubbing and caressing them, squeezing the nipples, enjoying the satin-smooth feel of them. He moved his hand on down her body, slowly, lingering on the way, and finally inserted his finger into her cunt, playing with her tiny clit, moving deeper and deeper within her, his hand telling him that she was wet and slippery, ready for his cock.
Taking her head in his hands, he slowly slipped her up off his throbbing cock and shifted his position. In a second, his prick was deep into her warm, juicy cunt, plunging its way further and further in, reaching for her womb.
Brenda was moaning with pleasure, driving her hips up to meet his thrusts, loving the feeling of being filled with his giant meat.
"Oh, fuck me, baby, fuck me good, Roger, fuck me with your big, thick cock. Push it harder, baby, harder, give me more, give me more!"
His movements had increased, he was pounding harder and harder into her cunt, now, and he could feel himself getting ready to come.
"I'm gonna come, baby, gonna come. Do it with me, baby, please do it with me!"
"Oh, Roger, oh, Roger, I love you so. I want to come with you so badly." She was rotating her hips rhythmically now, bringing herself on.
Roger felt a shudder run through his body and he shot his load into her, the hot seed spilling out of him in a rush, the warm, soft liquid filling her clear to her womb.
At the same moment, Brenda let out a little cry and reached her own orgasm, the muscles within her contracting and pulsating frantically. She could feel Roger's hot come, could feel its warmth as it spread inward between her legs.
They lay there, Roger still on top of her, for long, long minutes, each of them relaxed now, and free of tension. It had been a bad scene, her words had been tough, but it was all over now.
Putting her bps close to his ear, Brenda murmured, "How many steaks do you want for dinner, lover boy?"
Roger smiled to himself. He'd won!
 
* * *
 
"Here, baby, put this on."
In his extended hand he held a yellow-gold wedding band, sort of an old-fashioned-looking one, thick and wide.
"Are you asking me to marry you?" Charles?" Evelyn glanced up at him, her eyes dancing.
They were on their way into the city from the San Francisco air terminal. Charles had arranged for a car and driver to meet them on their arrival.
"Would you want a husband as old as I am?" he asked, smiling down at her pretty face.
"If he was as nice as you, I guess I wouldn't care how old he was." It was true. Evelyn meant it. Charles had been just sensational to her on the flight out, her first Coast-to-Coast flight, her first time ever as a First Class passenger.
Oh, this was going to be fun! She almost had to pinch herself to believe it was really happening.
"You are a sweetheart, my dear. Meanwhile, put on the ring so that we'll look a little better dressed for the hotel clerk."
They were staying at the Fairmont. It was big enough to give them a certain degree of privacy, yet still elegant enough to be comfortable. Evelyn had loved the lobby, the crystal chandeliers, the beautifully dressed women, the handsome, rich-looking men. For her, it was something out of a movie.
Charles had been delighted with her reactions. He loved these young, unspoiled nymphets, these girl-woman creatures with their lovely little bodies, their soft, firm tits, and their complete sense of wonder and honesty. He had used his body for business purposes many times, making love to rich, sophisticated women when he was a young and very handsome boy, later learning to use the same type of woman for achieving his own money-making ends.
But it was the little girl, the young, inexperienced child, that really fulfilled him, gave him his truest sense of masculinity, and got him sexually most excited.
Evelyn wandered from room to room in their suite, touching the rich fabrics, savoring the scents of expensive soaps in the bathrooms, walking without her shoes over the thick, lush carpeting.
"Oh, Charles, it's beautiful, it's like a dream. I really could kiss you!"
"Then why don't you, my dear? I'd like that, sweetheart."
She rushed over to him, threw her arms around him, and pressed her lips eagerly against his. It was their first moment alone in days. Charles wasn't surprised to find that his cock was growing excited with just this one, first kiss.
Evelyn drew back, a look of mild surprise on her face. "You want to make love, don't you, you want to do it?" There was just a trace of disappointment in her face.
"Only if you do, baby. Only if you do."
Somehow, somehow it had all seemed so perfect that Evelyn had forgotten why she was along. He wanted her there for a purpose, for a purpose she understood all too well.
Okay. That's how it was. Sing for your supper, little girl! Evelyn had to admit it though she was a little disappointed. It somehow turned the whole trip into business. She remembered Myra's words. Yes, she sure as hell was going to get some bucks out of this guy before it got too late.
Without a word, Evelyn reached down and unzipped his fly, slowly, methodically, knowing what she was doing.
Reaching inside, she withdrew his hard, heavy cock, holding its thickness in her hand, playing with it gently, watching it grow and grow, begin to throb.
With a quick, easy motion she was on her knees in front of him, her head buried into his crotch, her lips and tongue running over his cock, playing with it, sucking it.
It felt good. Charles loved it when she sucked him, those tender young lips on his big meat, her soft, blonde hair there for him to touch. He liked it. But he wasn't going to have it this way.
"No, Evelyn," he said softly. "Let's wait until later. I'm really hot for you, but I don't want it this way."
She stopped sucking and looked up at him. Oh, that was better. Better! She would give him anything he wanted but she hated to feel used and cheapened.
She stood up, looking at him, smiling at him. He really was a pretty good guy, after all.
"Why don't you freshen up, baby, and we'll have some dinner. I know a place you'll love. San Francisco is famous for its food and restaurants, Evelyn."
She gazed over his shoulder, out the huge window behind him, and watched the million-dollar lights of the city turning on. Yes, San Francisco is famous for - for what? She'd find out.
 
* * *
 
Bonnie Eldridge paced her living room floor for the ninetieth time and looked, unseeingly, out at the lights of Manhattan. The room was dark and she hadn't even bothered to turn on the lamps. Her mind was in a turmoil.
What had she done, what had she done, what had she done? The question kept rocketing through her brain with no answers following.
She'd lost Charles MacDonald, that was almost certain. But why? Why? What had she done to him?
Would she lose her job next? Was that on the way? Was that why he had hired a new editor without even consulting her, had decided to change the direction of the magazine without asking her opinion?
Bonnie's world was crashing down about her. She was terror-stricken. Up to this point in her life, everything had been a ready-made progress toward success. Suddenly, suddenly it was all over.
She felt very old and very tired. She had to find an answer, somewhere. Charles hadn't even noticed that she wasn't wearing the watch he'd given her last year, hadn't even noticed.
The thought sent her mind spinning back to the events of the night before of that hustler Jerry and his thieving ways. Well, now, there was something she could do about that, something she could damn well do right now.
She headed for her address book. It was time to call Lonnie, to tell him what a sonofabitch his friend was.
She lighted the lamp and dialed, nervously. What would she say? Well, that would come as soon as Lonnie got on the phone.
"Hullo."
Bonnie recognized Lonnie's voice, low, even, unrevealing.
"Lonnie, this is Bonnie, I want to talk to you about, about..." She didn't continue.
"How are you?" His voice was level, controlled.
"Actually, I'm not very well, not well at all, Lonnie." The sound of him made her start fantasizing, turned on her sex instincts. He was a gorgeous kid-lover and Bonnie really wanted him.
"That's too bad. Anything I can do to help?"
"You could come over here this evening, you could come over here right now!"
"Can't make it right now, Bonnie. I'm just on my way out. How about around midnight? I should be free then."
"But that's so..." She had started to say that it was too late, but she changed her mind. It would be easier for her to see him personally. She simply couldn't tell him over the phone.
"All right, then. About midnight."
"Yes. I'll see you then. Be sure to clear it with the doorman, though. It can be pretty rough down there."
"I will."
He hung up.
It was about nine o'clock, maybe nine-thirty. Bonnie couldn't see the clock. Well, she'd wait for him. Maybe take a hot bath, try to get her mind on other things.
Lonnie was coming. Somehow that helped a lot.
 
* * *
 
The coffee shop still had a few customers, although its policy of early-closing had pretty well discouraged most regulars from showing up after eight.
Jerry sauntered in, found himself a table on Charlotte's station and waited for her to appear. Man, oh, man, he had a surprise for her tonight! She was gonna lose her mind!
She was coming out of the kitchen, a tray of clean dishes in her hands, when she spotted him.
"Jerry, you're early. We'll be open for like another half an hour."
"You mad at me because I'm early, I'll just walk get up and walk right out!" He grinned at her and she returned him a smile.
Wow! What a sensational chick! Jerry could really dig her.
"I'll see. I'll see if I can get off a little early tonight, Jerry, but I don't know. The manager's pretty tough."
"That's okay. I'll wait." He was in a great mood. Just seeing the chick put him way, way up.
"Well, anyway, I have to change out of my uniform and that will take a little time."
"Well, while you're changing into something better, why don't you just try putting this on, baby." He extended his hand to hers and pressed into it a solid platinum wristwatch.
She looked down into her hand, the smooth, rich feeling of the watchband sending her brain messages, and looked quickly back at Jerry with a confused expression.
"Oh, oh, where did you get it, Jerry? Where did you get it? It's the most beautiful watch I've ever seen. It must have cost a fortune."
"It's for you, my fair lady. All for you. Just stick with your ole friend, Jerry, and you'll be wearing diamonds and pearls!"
He loved this moment, this king-moment for him. He felt big, rich, important. He watched her face, watched her eyes as they widened when they saw what a valuable gift he'd given her. Yes, this was the way to do business, man!
"Oh, Jerry, I can't keep it. I really can't. It's too expensive, too rich for me. You'll just have to take it back!"
She held it out to him, but he just clenched his hands into fists and refused to touch it.
"It's for you, darling, just for you. And if you don't want it, then you'll just have to throw it into the garbage or something. But I can't take it back now that I've given it to you." He gave her a wide, expansive smile.
"Oh, Jerry, it really is so gorgeous. I'll be afraid to wear it. Why, I might lose it."
"It's all yours, baby. Now why don't you see if you can get out of that dumb uniform and let's you and me go out on the town. We're wasting the whole evening."
She looked at him with love in her eyes. "I'll be right back, Jerry. Really I will."
He watched her head for the back room and smiled to himself. If he didn't get the best lay he'd ever had tonight, it would have to surprise the hell out of the whole world.
Lonnie was late getting to Bonnie's apartment. He was sorry about that. The chick didn't like it if he was late and he needed this regular hundred a lot.
The night doorman gave him the same knowing look he always shot at him, and let him in. There was no question in his mind about what this young piece of shit was doing. Well, you could never tell about the rich. If Miss Eldridge wanted this kind of young ass, she sure as hell could afford it! But he didn't like him, just the same.
Lonnie rang her bell, waited for an answer and wondered if he'd come too late. Shit! That would be just his luck. His earlier appointments had kept him tied up longer than he expected. But he sure as hell didn't want any trouble here, not with one of his best bets.
The door finally opened. Bonnie was there, facing him with deep, sleepy eyes, wearing a dressing gown he'd never seen before.
"You're late, Lonnie. You almost never are, you know. What happened tonight?"
"I'll explain about all that. Right now, though, I'd like to come in and maybe have a drink or something."
Once again, the jarring note. Bonnie didn't like her 'boys' to drink. She wanted them young, inexperienced, soda pop babies.
Still, he did look damn inviting. He was wearing a dark blue blazer and a pair of extremely tight slacks, his thick meat outlined under the fabric of the material.
She opened the door wider and he stepped in.
"Tonight, baby, tonight I want you to fuck me. I really need it." Bonnie was surprised at her own words. She almost never said things like that.
Lonnie looked her over and considered the situation. He had already come four times tonight. He had been hoping she was in a mood to have him eat her pussy, something he could handle without draining himself.
"Okay, baby, I'll fuck you, if that's what you want."
"It's what I want, Lonnie, and what I need."
"Could we have a drink, please? I really am tired tonight." Lonnie's mind was on a million things. He'd been into some pretty freaky scenes tonight and then there was a bastard who'd paid him by check, a check on some fucking bank up in Connecticut! He'd have to make a run up there, tomorrow. Shit! He never should have taken a check from a John. That was the first thing you fucking learned as a hustler.
"Scotch all right?" Bonnie was standing by the bar.
"Just great."
She handed him a crystal tumbler filled with Scotch and he downed it in one long gulp. That was good! The fire inside him told him it was doing its work.
Bonnie sipped on her drink, crossing and uncrossing her legs, letting them extend outside her dressing gown. She wanted to turn him on tonight. She wanted to feel sexy for someone, damn it!
"Your friend Jerry..."
"Yeah?" How the hell did she know Jerry? What was that cocksucker up to, anyway?
"Well, I want to talk to you about him." Bonnie didn't really want to go on. What she wanted was to get in bed with this boy and have him fuck her and fuck her and fuck her. That's what she really wanted more than anything.
"Uh-huh. What about him?"
"I'll tell you later."
She looked at him, her kid hustler. At least some people didn't fail you. He looked very good tonight.
"Lonnie? Would you stay all night with me? Would you stay here?" It was the first time she'd ever asked him for that.
"How much?"
The question shocked her. Is that all they ever thought about, these rotten kids. Was money everything to them?
"I'll, I'll double the fee. Will that be enough?"
"Yes, I guess so. But - but you gotta know I've had a very busy night and I can't put out a lot. You understand?"
She was shocked again. Somehow, to her this was her boy, Lonnie. She knew he went a lot of places, but he was still her boy. It never really got into her mind that she was just another of his many clients, just another mark on the calendar.
"Lonnie, let's go to bed. Tomorrow morning, I promise you, I'll give you two hundred dollars. Now is that fair enough?"
"Yes, I guess so." He rose. It was time for him to do his thing again. They would go upstairs and Lonnie would fuck her. That's what she wanted.
As it turned out, Lonnie needn't have worried. Bonnie was down on his cock the moment they got into bed. She played with him, sucked him, let him run his hands over her tits and ass, kept her mouth pressed tightly against him, taking in all of his giant shaft and gulping for more.
He offered to fuck her, he tried to put his slippery cock into her cunt, but she refused. All she wanted to do was suck him, suck him all night long.
Lonnie dug the action, but he couldn't help wondering why the broad didn't want to get fucked.
Maybe a fucking lesbian, a dyke. Maybe she really is. Lonnie thought about it for a while before he went to sleep. The bed was good, that was one thing!
CHAPTER SIX
"Did you like it?"
"It was the best night I've ever had. Oh, thank you, Charles. Thank you so very much."
They had eaten dinner in a very fancy restaurant where Charles knew the owner. The food and service had almost overwhelmed Evelyn but she managed to take it in her stride.
Afterward, they went out on the town making one club after another, really seeing San Francisco at its best.
Evelyn had loved it, wishing it would never end.
Now they were in bed, back in their hotel suite, snuggled together. Oh, he really was the best! He really was!
He reached over and pulled her to him, his arms encircling her body, drawing her closer and closer. Evelyn yielded completely, moving into him, pressing her firm, young body hard against the older man's. For Charles, this was a supreme moment, the moment he had waited all day for.
"It's just us, Evelyn, just you and me, and all alone. I want you, baby, want you!"
"Oh, Charles, you're so good, really good! I love your big body and your big cock, I love everything about you. You're a whole new world, a new world to me."
"Haven't you ever had an older guy before, Evelyn?" He was holding her close, fondling her tits, running his hands gently over her young body.
"Not really. I mean, Timmy fixes me up with older guys, some times, but it's only for an afternoon, or something. I never really went away with anyone, Charles, never went away like this."
He believed her, and the thought of it got him even more excited. He really did like this little chick, liked her a lot!
He reached down and kissed her on the lips, very gently, at first, and then moving his mouth harder and harder against hers. She let her lips part and took his tongue in, meeting it with her own.
They kissed, long and hard, letting their tongues intermingle. She tastes like apples, he thought to himself, like fresh apples. He ran his tongue deeper into her mouth, down, down into her throat.
Evelyn was like a child. She nestled in closer to him, pressed for his tongue down her throat, clung to his body, pulled him as close to her as possible.
His cock was getting harder and harder, the stiffness pressing itself between her legs, his body thrusting itself forward, trying to get into her.
He took his lips away from hers and moved them down to her firm, young tits.
He sucked first one nipple, then the other, biting gently with his lips and teeth, feeling them erect and ready.
"Oh, oh, Charles, that's so good. That's so good, Baby!" She loved having her tits sucked, especially when someone knew how to do it. And Charles really knew how.
He had his right hand between her legs, caressing the silky mound, running his finger gently in and out of her cunt. He could feel her warmth and wetness, could feel the excitement in her tight, young sex, throbbing wildly against him.
"Oh, oh, oh, Charles, I love that. Oh, I love that!"
Evelyn was getting hotter and hotter, responding more and more to this older man, loving him for his gentleness and the way he was taking care of her. Myra had been wrong, this man could never hurt anyone.
With a quick movement, Charles brought his mouth down to her crotch, letting his tongue taste the whole area, sucking her gently on her thighs, running the tip of his tongue around her little opening.
Shit, this was good! She was so fresh, so young, so really beautiful. Charles adored every inch of her body.
Slowly and carefully, Evelyn began to massage him, playing with his tits, letting her hand drop down to his hard, muscular belly, reaching down lower and lower for his cock. She found it hard, stiff, pulsating, ready for her. With another tiny downward motion she had his balls in her hand and was squeezing them gently.
He felt good to her. He was a middle-aged man, but his body was tight and hard. She loved his gigantic cock and his big, heavy balls. He was a man. A real man!
With a gentle, sliding motion, she moved her head down to his prick, her tongue reaching for its head, making little darting motions over its tiny hole.
Charles reversed himself, letting his body move naturally and easily upward, straightening his legs, moving them into the sixty-nine position. He wanted to eat her cunt, wanted to keep his tongue in that wonderful slit, and he wanted her to suck him. He loved her full, beautiful lips on his cock.
He sucked her harder and harder, running his tongue deeper and deeper into her cunt, nipping gently with his lips at her tiny clit. Evelyn had his cock down, down into her throat, now.
She was moving her head more and more rapidly, up and down, up and down, wetting him with her saliva, getting his big cock hotter and hotter, all sticky and slippery.
He was mixing his saliva with her own juices, intermingling them, feeling her grow hotter and hotter as his tongue worked relentlessly away.
Charles felt himself coming, getting ready to shoot. He worked faster and harder on her cunt, wanting her to come with him, to reach her orgasm at the same time he did.
With a groan, he shot his load down her throat, sent a hot rush of his male seed surging into her.
Evelyn drained him, sucking at the juice, getting all she. could. He tasted good... she loved his hot, sticky sperm, loved it shooting down her throat. She felt herself getting closer and closer. Charles never stopped sucking her, never stopped eating her cunt.
With a tiny cry, she thrust her hips upward, moving her cunt harder and harder into his mouth and rushed into her climax, loving it, feeling better than she had ever felt, wanting him to keep his tongue in her forever.
They lay there, Charles's mouth pressed against her tiny cunt, her lips still holding his softening cock, lay there and grooved on one another, just taking each other in, not wanting to let go.
Finally, Charles turned himself around and put his arm under her.
"Evelyn, you really are beautiful. I love having sex with you."
"I love it, too, Charles. You know what you're doing, you get me so excited! Oh, I love it!"
They lay in silence for a few minutes, each of them relaxing into the other, Charles holding her, secure in the knowledge that she would be with him, would be giving him the kind of beautiful sex he needed. "Know what we are going to do tomorrow?"
"What, Baby?" Her voice was sounding sleepy. It had been a big day for her, maybe the biggest in her whole life.
"I'm going to take you to Golden Gate Park and we're going to watch some seals, and we'll have a beautiful lunch on Fisherman's Wharf, and, oh, Evelyn, you're going to love this town!"
"I do already, Charles." Her words were slow, muffled. "I already do because I really love you."
Charles held her gently in his arms, the way a father might hold a daughter. This lovely girl, this lovely little girl. He was entirely happy!
Lonnie awoke with a start and looked around him. Where the hell was he?
He always slept like a tiger. Even in his deepest sleep, he was coiled like a spring, ready to jump, never completely relaxed.
New places, especially, bothered him. It had been this way since he was a kid, moving from home to home, never really having a safe, secure place to sleep.
Oh, yeah. He was with Bonnie. He glanced around the huge, elegant bedroom, looked down the length of the enormous, satin-covered bed, and finally fixed his eyes on her.
She was lying there asleep, curled up into a ball. Why the hell had she wanted him to spend the night? She never even knew he was there.
That didn't matter. What did matter was that he had increased his earnings by another hundred bucks. Yeah. That would look pretty good bread to have for himself he thought.
He thought about how a dollar bill would look on top of her pussy.
Moving carefully so as not to disturb her, he slid himself out of bed and headed for the bathroom. What he needed was a good, hot shower. Lonnie was completely fastidious about his body, couldn't stand that feeling of being soiled, used, sweaty that sex gave him. Some days, he took as many as four showers. He figured it was one of his occupational hazards.
He showered and looked for a razor. He finally found a tiny one, used for shaving Bonnie's legs, probably and managed to scrape off his twenty-four hours' growth of beard.
Man, that felt better! He was clean, shaved, and ready to go out on the street. He wondered idly what time it was, figured it was about noon, time for his clients. He usually didn't have to worry, otherwise.
He itched his balls for a second. They are getting bigger, he thought to himself.
Lonnie re-entered the bedroom softly and quietly. He really didn't want to awaken Bonnie. That could be another hassle. She wasn't in a very good mood right now.
Still, he wanted his bread, wanted that two hundred dollars that was coming to him.
He dressed quickly, getting into his clothes, right to his jacket. The whole thing was to make her see that he was ready to leave when he did finally have to wake her up.
"Bonnie, Bonnie," he pushed her body slowly from side to side. "Hey, Bonnie, I have to go now. I really have to go!"
She stretched herself out, started to roll over, and then looked up into his eyes.
"Yes, oh, yes, Lonnie? What time is it?"
"I, uh, I don't know, Bonnie. It's late, though. And I have to go, now."
He slid a finger up his asshole then pulled it out. He had to go he thought.
He stood there, waiting for her to get herself awake enough to realize what the situation was all about.
"You, you have to go, Lonnie? Why?"
"I have an appointment, Bonnie. That's all."
"Oh, I wish you would come back to bed with me. I really would love you to stick that fat cock up my shithole and spew forth with hot come in my shit-stained bowels."
"Sorry. I can't I really have to go now. I spent the night with you, remember? Well, now I have to go."
"Yess, but," Bonnie had started to say "Yes, but, what am I supposed to do today?" It was some kind of hang-up from her childhood. She couldn't remember the occasion. It really just slipped out.
She watched him standing there, looking painfully young and handsome, and wished he really could come back in bed with her. Well that was the thing with hustlers. Their minds worked like taxi meters. Time was everything to them.
It suddenly occurred to her that she owed him his money. Well, she had put her purse carefully away in the bottom drawer of her bureau. Her experience with Jerry had taught her a lesson.
Jerry? She really must talk with Lonnie about that. Somehow, she just couldn't start the conversation. What was it? Maybe, just maybe, she didn't want to bring it up with Lonnie because he might be angry if she had done something with another boy. Now, that was silly. Still, she liked the idea.
She liked idea where men with long cocks would attack women with large pussies.
"How much did I say, Lonnie?" She really had forgotten. She'd been quite up set last night.
"You said two hundred." Lonnie couldn't believe this broad. How in hell could you forget an amount like two hundred dollars?
"Oh, my goodness, that is quite a bit, isn't it?"
Lonnie didn't say anything, just watched her counting bills out of her wallet.
She counted them again.
"I'm afraid I only have a hundred and eighty here, Lonnie. I guess I'll have to owe you twenty dollars!" She looked at him, smiling.
"Don't you have twenty some place around the house?" He was not smiling at her, just standing there looking dead serious.
"Well, I, uh, no, no I don't. Surely you trust me for twenty dollars, don't you?"
"That isn't the point. I just hate to be short. I never like being short. Sometimes people forget."
Bonnie looked at him and dropped her eyes. How could he be so cruel, so mercenary? He was turning the whole thing into some kind of petty business arrangement. After all this time, she thought.
"Well, I'm afraid you will just have to be short for the moment, Lonnie. I don't have any more money with me." Her voice had grown hard and cold.
"Okay. That's that." He headed for the upstairs door.
She moved quickly out into her hallway.
"Lonnie? Lonnie, you're not angry with me, are you?"
"I said I don't like to be short."
He disappeared out of the apartment.
Bonnie stood there, feeling empty and rejected. Once again, she had the feeling that she had suddenly grown very old.
Oh, why did it have to be this way? Why?
 
* * *
 
It was almost noon. Roger had played it cool, not making it across the hall this morning, not rushing things. He knew Leah Adams was pretty certain to be upset about Brenda's mood last evening and didn't want to make things worse.
He hated it because it was probably going to set things back with them. But he knew the best thing to do was to play cool, to let her have a morning of work, sort of get it off her mind.
But it was time, now. Time to test out his theory.
He let himself out of the apartment and walked across the hall. He found her door slightly ajar. That was pretty unusual. The chick was really terrified of leaving her place open.
He listened for a few minutes, hearing the sound of voices inside. Suddenly, he recognized the Super's voice, heading for the door.
"... So that should hold it, Miss Adams. Sorry to have to bother you again."
Roger waited for him to get the elevator and get the hell off the floor and started across the hall again. This time he was going to score! No doubt about it.
He rang the bell and waited. He could hear her moving around inside, but she sure as hell didn't seem to be in a big hurry to answer her doorbell. Roger rang again.
Leah opened the door a crack and looked out at him.
"Hi!"
"Oh, Roger, I wish you hadn't come. I mean, I really can't see you any more, you know."
He pushed the door farther open and stood facing her.
"Why?"
"You know why. You know how terrible it was last evening with Brenda. I wouldn't go through that again for anything in the world."
He had moved himself inside by now, closing the door behind him.
"Come here!" He motioned to her.
The girl didn't move, just stood there looking at him.
"I said come here!" His voiced barked it, like a command.
Leah moved toward him hesitantly, not knowing what he was going to do to her, but fascinated by his masculine manner.
As soon as she was close enough, he reached out and took her in his arms, drawing her into his chest, pressing her tighter and tighter.
With a quick motion, he leaned down and pressed his lips hard against hers. She struggled for a moment, tried to protest, but finally gave in to his long, lingering kiss.
"There. That's better. I don't want to hear any more about it." He loosened his hold on her and moved over to the couch.
"Roger, oh, Roger, we really mustn't. Brenda knows now. I'm afraid she'll do something terrible."
"Brenda doesn't know anything about it. I took care of the whole thing when I got her home last night. Now will you relax, please? And just incidentally give me another kiss."
He drew her down on the couch beside him, covering her lips with his, forcing her lips apart with his tongue.
She clung to him, passionately, working her own tongue against his. They stayed that way, kissing and caressing each other, for several long minutes.
"Oh, Roger, that's so good, so good! I'm crazy about the way you make love to me."
He continued to hold her close. "You are? Well why don't we try a little more?"
Once again he put his lips to hers, forcefully and with his tongue extended, and beginning to play with her tits. She was wearing a minidress and no bra, he noticed. This was going to be beautiful!
He stretched his legs out on the couch and pulled her down beside him, his right hand reaching for the back of her dress to unzip it.
"Oh, Baby, you taste good! You really do!" He could feel his big cock beginning to get stiff. This chick really turned him on in a hurry.
Roger had her out of her dress in a few quick movements and was busy slipping off his own slacks and shirt. They were naked now... her sweet, young body contrasting with the dark fabric of the couch. Boy, she was beautiful! There wasn't a blemish on her body!
Leah reached down and took his balls and cock in her two hands. She'd never felt anything like it. He was heavy, massive, huge! She squeezed his balls, lightly, and played with his erect prick. It was standing straight up, a full ten inches of thick, heavy meat. She loved it!
Roger had his fingers in her tight, tiny cunt, massaging her little clit, playing with her, running his fingers deeper and deeper into her. He was stroking her ass with his other hand, making tiny rubbing and pinching movements all over it. Boy she felt good! Her skin was like satin.
"Oh, fuck me, Roger, please fuck me. I'm so hot I want you so much!"
He rolled over on top of her and spread her legs, moving his hard cock into place in her crotch.
She was all wet inside, now. He moved his cock slowly forward and felt her warm, sweet juices, felt himself driving deeper and deeper within her. He began rotating his hips, moving himself back and forth, fucking her at first gently and then with faster and harder motions.
Leah was moving her hips, pushing herself into him, moaning and begging him for more.
He knew he was going to shoot pretty soon. This chick got him so fucking hot.
"Wiggle your ass, Baby, wiggle that sweet little ass! Make yourself come, Baby, come with me, Baby!"
He felt his hot load shoot into her, spraying itself against her womb. He closed his eyes and pressed his bps tightly against hers. Oh, oh, oh, man! That was good. That was so good! He must have shot the biggest load of his whole life!
Leah was squirming herself against him, her body smooth and hot, her hips gyrating wildly. She felt his hot come deep inside her and worked herself on his prick with even more force, quicker action.
With a tiny squeal, she reached her pitch and grabbed him around the neck, her fingernails digging into the flesh of his back. Oh that was good, oh, Boy, that was good! she'd never had a man like this, never in all her life.
They lay there, both of them exhausted from their efforts. It had all been so quick, so frantic. But that's how it had to be. They wanted each other so badly, needed each other's bodies. They couldn't help getting hot together.
"Oh, Roger, you make such good love, you really do." Her voice was muffled. She had her head buried in his smooth, tan chest.
"So do you, Babe. So do you." He really felt great! All relaxed and groovy. Thick little chick really did it for him!
"Roger?"
"Yes?"
"Promise me you won't get mad if I ask you something?"
"Baby, I couldn't get mad at you right now if I tried. You don't know what you did for me!"
"Roger, what did you tell Brenda?"
He slid off her and sat up at the end of the couch, lighting a cigarette.
"Do you really care?"
"Well, I would sort of like to know. Yes. I guess I really care. Please tell me."
"Come on, Leah, don't worry about it. Brenda's cool. That's all that counts."
"Roger, I wouldn't want to do anything to break you and Brenda up. I mean that." She was sitting up, too, looking him directly in the eyes.
"You won't, don't worry. We really aren't all that much to each other, anyway. I mean, I don't feel about her like I feel about you." This was the truth, but not quite the whole truth. As usual, Roger was skipping over certain details.
"Uh-huh." Leah sensed that he was not being quite truthful, but she couldn't pin it down. After all, Brenda had never really told her about their relationship so how could she be expected to know?"
"How about we have something to eat. I'm starved, Babe. You really take it out of me!"
"I'd like to, Roger, but I really do have to go. I have an appointment with one of my clients and I'm already late. Maybe another day. Okay?"
"Sure. I'll go on over to the apartment and see what's in the refrigerator."
He rose and walked slowly toward the door. She followed him, holding onto his arm.
At the door, he reached down and took her in his arms, pressing his lips firmly against hers. They clung together for a few minutes and Roger could feel his cock start to get hard again. Shit! This girl drove him crazy!
She pulled herself away, slowly and carefully. "I'll have to get going, now."
"Right. See you later, Baby."
He was out of her apartment and back into his own in a matter of seconds.
 
* * *
 
Lonnie turned the key in the lock, opened the door, and walked into his apartment, his sixth sense telling him someone was in it. He had a thing about that. He could always tell without even looking around if the place was empty or if there was someone in it.
He walked to the bedroom door and looked in. Jerry and some broad were asleep on the day-bed along the wall, their bodies pressed tightly together on the narrow cot.
His own bed was untouched. That was the rule. No one ever slept in or on his bed. It was strictly a private thing. Jerry got the message one afternoon when Lonnie appeared and found him taking a nap on his bed. With one quick movement, he had him rolled over on the floor.
No one slept on Lonnie's bed!
He walked into the kitchen and put the coffee on. While it was percolating, he took out his billfold and started counting his night's earnings. Pretty good, pretty damn good for one night.
He counted out three hundred and eighty dollars. The amount annoyed him. It should have been four hundred! That fucking Bonnie, richest woman in the world, had just stiffed him. Well, he'd get that twenty out of her, one way or the other.
Lonnie didn't like his clients coming up short. They knew the price in advance. If they didn't have the money, then they shouldn't play. Most of them had plenty of bread, anyway. Why the hell should he take a beating?
He poured himself a cup of coffee, lighted a cigarette, and stared at the wall. Lonnie was young, very young, for a life that consisted mostly of work and what he did was work, no matter what people thought!
He almost never went out on his own. He wouldn't spend the money. His bank account was growing, growing. That's what counted. By the time he was twenty-four or twenty-five years old, he'd have enough saved to go in business for himself.
If it took long hours and plenty of hustling, he could do it. He wasn't going to end up like his old man!
Jerry walked into the kitchen, rubbing his eyes. "Did I smell coffee, man?"
"Yeah. Have a cup."
"Thanks. Don't mind if I do."
Jerry took two cups out of the cupboard and poured them full of coffee. He placed them on the kitchen table, opposite Lonnie, and sat down.
"There's a chick in there."
"Yeah. I saw her when I came in."
"You might know her, the little waitress in the coffee shop on the Square. You know, her name's Charlotte."
"I probably know her when I see her." Lonnie's voice was cool and unemotional. If this cat wanted to spend his time making it with waitresses, that was his business. But he better work enough to come up with his piece of the rent. That was all.
"Jerry?" She called from the bedroom, trying to locate him.
"In here, Baby. In the kitchen. Come on out and have a cup of coffee."
Charlotte appeared at the kitchen door, her black mini-dress tight over her tits.
"Hello." She was nodding to Lonnie.
"Hi." He smiled at her and let it go. She was a good-looking broad, that was true. As for Lonnie, he really dug guys, good-looking, masculine cats in their twenties. That was his scene.
Charlotte joined them at the kitchen table, lifting her coffee cup to sip it.
It was then that Lonnie picked up on her wrist watch.
He studied it carefully. Yeah. He's seen it before. You didn't find expensive watches like that in very many places. Now where the hell had he seen that one before. He concentrated his attention on it while the two of them were rapping over their coffee.
Yeah! Now he knew! The fucking thing belonged to Bonnie Eldridge. Now he remembered something else, her remark about Jerry last night... he had meant to follow up on that. What the hell?
"Do you always stay out all night, Lonnie?" She smiled at him, making it clear that she was just putting him on.
"Lots of nights. Not all."
He studied the watch for a second or two more. That was the one. It was that stupid cunt Bonnie's, for sure!
"That's a good-looking watch." Lonnie looked at her evenly.
"Yes, isn't it? Jerry just gave it to me last night. I told him it was too good for me but he insisted." She was blushing with pleasure, obviously thrilled to own so expensive a piece of jewelry.
"I hope you got a warranty with it, Baby." Lonnie was looking directly at Jerry, his meaning pretty clear.
"Oh, oh, sure, you know, I picked it up in a deal. One of those things that just happened when you're on the street." Jerry felt uncomfortable under Lonnie's gaze. Shit! He hadn't meant for him to know about the watch, but it was too late now.
"Uh-huh. Especially if that street happens to be in the East Sixties." Lonnie looked at him coldly and let the subject drop. There was no sense going into it with the chick around.
"Speaking of watches... I have to go. I'm due at three today, and I have to get home and dress and everything." The chick got up from the kitchen table, looking at Jerry.
"Oh, uh, sure, Baby. I'll take you down and get you a cab."
"No, that's not necessary, Jerry. I can find one by myself. You just stay here and have another cup of coffee. I'll probably see you tonight or at least I hope I do." She giggled, lightly.
Jerry wanted to get out of the pad right now, but the chick had killed his excuse. Oh, well, what the hell! He might as well tell Lonnie about it. What was the big deal?
He saw her to the apartment door, gave her a long, slow kiss and told her he'd see her later. Then he returned to the kitchen.
Lonnie was on his feet.
"Where the fuck did you get that watch, Buster? You better tell me and you better tell me straight!"
Lonnie had him by the arm, holding him solid. Jerry had on only his slacks, his chest and arms bare, and the grip went right into his muscles.
"Come on, Lonnie, lay off!" He tried to shake himself loose, but the grip tightened around him with even more force.
"I asked you a question, Buster, and I want an answer."
Lonnie stood about three inches taller than Jerry and he had a lot more muscles to work with. Jerry didn't want to tangle asses with him, that was for sure.
"Okay. I clipped it off that rich broad of yours... that Miss Bonnie Eldridge, or whatever the fuck her name is. She just left it laying there on her dressing-table and I sort of picked it up. I wanted it for Charlotte. I really am crazy about that kid."
Jerry saw Lonnie's arm shoot out, but he didn't have time enough to duck. The blow sent him reeling, staggering around the kitchen. The next one sent him flying to the floor. Lonnie finished it off with a couple of solid kicks in his rib-case.
"Shit, Lonnie, shit! What the hell's the matter? What the fuck are you doing?"
"You're lucky, Buster, that I don't just decide to beat the shit out of you, you know that? Just beat the fucking shit out of you!"
"Hey, man, like what - "
Lonnie grabbed him, pulling him to his feet, holding his right arm in a vise-like grip.
"I'm telling you now, you bastard, and I'm telling you for good - don't you ever fuck with one of my clients again! You ever do it again, cocksucker, and I'll fucking kill you with my bare hands! Got it?"
"Hey, I didn't mean to make you any trouble, no kidding, Man. I figured she'd never miss it, a rich chick like that."
"I told you, you ever fuck around with a client of mine again and I'll fucking kill you. That cunt was up-tight last night, and this morning she stiffed me twenty bucks. It's shit like you pulled that louses the whole thing up, do you dig? It's shit like you pulled! Well, from now on, you keep away from every one of my broads and johns."
Lonnie turned and walked out of the kitchen, slamming the bedroom door behind him.
Jerry eased himself into one of the kitchen chairs and gently explored his battered ribs.
"Christ! That guy is some tough sonuvabitch!"
CHAPTER SEVEN
"Oh, Charles, I love it here with you. Can we please stay for a long time?" Evelyn looked up from brushing her long, blonde hair and smiled into the mirror at him. She had a little-girl, pleading quality in her voice.
"We can't stay too much longer, sweetheart. You have a career back in New York, remember?"
"Oh, Charles, I've gotta kiss you, right now!" She ran over to him and smothered his face in kisses. "Are you really going to make me a model, like you said? Are you really?"
"You bet, baby. And right in the centerspread of one of the world's leading fashion magazines. How do you like that?"
She kissed him again, pressing her soft, young lips against his, darting her tongue gently against his mouth.
"I can't believe it. I really can't believe it! Everything seems like some kind of crazy dream, so unreal. One minute I'm just a dumb little call girl working for Timmy and the next I meet you and live like a queen in this gorgeous city and get photographed for a magazine and everything!" She was breathless, breathlessly happy!
"That's 'cause you're a good little girl and make your daddy happy. Didn't you know that?"
"And oh, Daddy, you make me happy!" She snuggled herself against him, pressing her exciting young tits tight against his chest.
"Hey, come on! We'll be back in bed, at this rate. I've got to go out and finish up some business this morning. And you're going, well, that's a surprise. But you are going to have a busy morning making decisions, just like an executive."
"Um-hmh. I'd rather go back to bed right now." She continued rubbing herself against him, trying to get him hot, bring his big cock up.
"Later, baby, later. Now why don't you get all dressed up in one of those new midis you picked up on Maiden Lane, while I finish reading these reports."
"Okay, baby, but I really..." She didn't finish her sentence. She didn't have to. Charles knew what she meant and he liked it, liked having her want him in bed. For an older guy, it was pretty clear that he could still produce!
The taxi pulled up in front of Gump's and Charles stepped out, helping Evelyn to the sidewalk.
"Okay. Your assignment for today is to go into this beautiful store, look it over, wander all through it, and by the time I get back in two hours I will expect you to have selected the one piece of jade jewelry that you really want most out of their whole collection. Got that?"
"Aren't you coming in with me?" Evelyn looked at the elegant shop with some misgiving. She wasn't used to this kind of store. She felt herself growing insecure.
"Nope. I have an appointment, as I told you. But I'll be back in a couple of hours. You'll see. You'll really have a sensational time in there!"
He eased himself back into the taxi and drove off, waving out of the back window to her.
Evelyn looked in the windows. Wow! There were some really beautiful things in them. This was some place!
She entered the store somewhat timidly, looking about her at all the smartly-dressed shoppers, wondering if her own dress was right. She was glad, anyway, that Charles had insisted upon this one. It was the most expensive in the shop and it made her feel a lot more secure this morning.
"May I help you?"
A tall, really handsome young man had approached her. Evelyn noticed that his suit was cut in the latest fashion - wide lapels and a deep vent in the jacket. I wonder if he's a model, she thought to herself. He certainly could be.
"I - I'm looking for jade. For a piece of jade." She felt her color rising. That's what Charles had said, wasn't it? A piece of jade?
"Well, you certainly have come to the right place, Miss. We have the largest collection of imported Oriental jade in the whole country." He smiled at her, his black eyes friendly and warm. She really liked him.
"Oh, well, uh, my friend recommended this place."
"Why don't you come with me? I'll be delighted to show you our collection."
He offered her his arm and they began moving through the store.
Wow! This must be the friendliest store in the world. She couldn't imagine getting service like this in New York. She loved walking through the shop with him, holding his arm, catching the glances of the other women shoppers.
"I'll bet you're from out of town." He was smiling down at her again, as he led her toward the elevator.
"Yes. New York."
"Um. That's a good town. How long have you been here in San Francisco?"
"Oh, just a few days, really. I have to go back soon."
"That's too bad. There's really so much to see here. You'll have to come back when you can spend more time."
"Yes, I'd love to. I really love this city."
Like all San Franciscans, Bob Thorpe liked it when visitors complimented his town. It was such a beautiful place. If they didn't rave a little, there really had to be something wrong with them.
He was sizing this chick up, digging her long, blonde hair, putting a mental price tag on her dress. It had cost plenty, he could see that.
"Do you have anything special in mind?" He was leading her to a glass case, preparing to show her the jade.
"Not really, I mean, I'll have to be honest. I don't even know what jade is. My friend just said..."
"Your friend has good taste. Now, let me begin by giving you a little lesson in imported jade."
He explained it all to her, illustrating his lecture with various pieces of beautiful jewelry from the collection. Evelyn found herself enchanted with the whole thing and really digging the guy. He was so neat. So groovy. He had all this class, but he really didn't push it around. Just kept talking in a low, beautifully-modulated voice, meeting her eyes with his from time to time, and smiling down at her with his gorgeous white teeth.
Oh, this was fun! Charles had been right, as usual. She was loving this illustrated lecture, loving the beautiful pieces of jewelry, really digging the salesman.
Somehow, 'salesman' didn't seem quite the right term for him. He was too assured, too elegant just to be a salesman.
"Have you worked here long?" she interrupted his talk for a second.
"For a few years. I'm very fond of Gump's. It's a very pleasant place to spend time, especially when the customers are as lovely as you."
Evelyn felt herself blushing. Wow! He was some smooth operator!
"By the way, my name's Bob Thorpe. I'm a vice president of the store."
Evelyn found herself looking at him with even greater interest. A vice president! Wow! He must really be important. And here he was, helping her, working just like a salesperson.
"My name is Evelyn. I have to tell you that this is the most fun-shopping I've ever had."
"Why, thank you. I might tell you that you are the most enjoyable customer I've ever had, too. How's that for an exchange of compliments?"
Evelyn just smiled at him, too confused to make any comment.
"Do you see anything you like here? We have more pieces, of course, but these I have been showing you are really among our best."
He had returned to business. Evelyn concentrated on the lovely pins and pendants and rings and bracelets in front of her. Which one? She really didn't know.
"Could you choose one for me? You know, one that would be right for me? I'd really appreciate it."
He gave her another deep, winning smile. This chick was too much! Here she was, checking out thousands of dollars worth of jewelry, but too innocent and naive even to know which piece she liked.
Bob was more interested in her all the time.
"Tell you what, why don't we have lunch together and just sort of think about it? By the time we've finished eating, you'll probably have a really good idea of which one you like best."
He'd made the play. Now he'd wait for the reaction.
Evelyn blushed even more deeply. "Oh, uh, I'd love to, but, see, my friend is picking me up here in a little while and I guess we'll be having lunch together. You know."
"Oh, yes, your friend. I'd say he's a very lucky guy."
"I'm a very lucky girl. He really couldn't be better for me!"
"Yes, well, that's good. Sorry we can't make it for lunch, though. But maybe we ought to get back to your selection before your friend returns."
"Yes. I guess so." Evelyn felt vaguely disappointed. She really would have liked to go with this handsome guy. He was sort of getting to her head.
She glanced up and caught him studying her with a deep, serious expression in his eyes. She let her eyes rest on his, not moving them away.
"Do you like parties? I mean, really way-out parties?" He was looking at her closely, watching her reactions.
"Sure. I love parties."
"Well, I'm giving one, tonight. I live over in Sausalito, that's across the bay. If you'd like to come?"
"Oh, I'd love to!" Evelyn had accepted the invitation without thinking.
"How about your friend? Would he mind?"
"Oh, I'd forgotten all about, I mean, yes, I guess he probably would. He doesn't like parties all that much. He told me he didn't." Her face fell again. Damn! She really would love to go, but Charles wouldn't want to and he'd never let her go alone.
Evelyn was having her first lesson in the chief problem of 'being kept.' There just isn't much freedom in it, comfortable as it can be.
"Look. Let me do this. I'll just write my address and phone number here on my card. If something should happen that you can get away, well, the party's probably going to go on all night, so don't worry about coming too late. I really would love you to see my place and meet my friends."
Evelyn accepted the card without looking at it, just slipping it into her purse. It would be fun but there wasn't much chance.
"And now, back to the business at hand. I think - I really think this is the one for you."
He slipped a beautifully-carved pendant on a gold chain over her head, letting it rest between her firm, young tits. He stood back to admire it and smiled.
"Yes. That's the one. What do you think?"
"I think it's perfect." She smiled at up at him, really digging his whole style.
 
* * *
 
Something was bothering Charles. She'd noticed it the minute he arrived at Gump's to pick her up.
He'd arranged for the purchase of the pendant, barely looking at it, handed her the gift-wrapped box, and led her out of the store.
"Feel like some lunch?" He asked it casually, distantly. His mind was on other things, that was clear.
Evelyn stopped walking. "What is it, Charles? You seem upset about something." She studied his face.
"I am, Evelyn. Those sonofabitches are trying to move in on me, trying to take over. Well, it will be a cold day in hell..."
Evelyn didn't have the first idea what he was talking about. She knew almost nothing about Charles' business except that he had a magazine and she was going to appear in it.
"Is it really bad, baby?" Her question was sincere.
He looked down at her and smiled. "I'm sorry, Evelyn. There's not much you can do about it, is there? I really am spoiling your good time!"
"No, not really. I mean, I just wish there was something I could do to help." Evelyn looked up at him, her face serious.
"Come on! Let's go have some lunch!" He took her by the arm, his hand brushing lightly against her tits. No sense in getting the chick upset!
They were just finishing lunch when Charles told her, "I can't be with you this evening, Evelyn. I'm sorry. I know it's hard for you to be alone in a strange city, but I really do have to call another meeting. Will you forgive me?"
"Oh, sure, Charles. I understand. Don't worry about me. I'll find something to do."
"Good girl! There are several theaters right here, maybe you'd like to go off and see something by yourself?"
"Sure, Charles. Don't worry." Her mind was turning to Bob Thorpe's party. Would she dare? She'd have to think about it.
 
* * *
 
Evelyn spent the evening alone in their suite, going over the fashion magazines Charles had left her, especially reading "Today" very carefully. That was the one she was going to model for. She couldn't see herself in any of those crazy clothes, but if Charles thought so, then he must know.
He'd told her he'd be back about midnight. That was only an hour away. She'd totally dismissed the idea of going to the party. She didn't even know where the place was, somewhere over the bay, he had said. That sounded pretty far away. No, she would just wait for Charles.
When he got home, they'd go to bed. She'd make a lot of hot, sweet love to him and maybe he'd feel better. She felt herself getting excited thinking about his big cock in her. He may have been an older man but he was damned sexy! She wished he were here right now!
The phone on the bedside table rang, startling her. Who could that be? She let it ring a couple more times, then answered it.
"Hello." Her voice was low, tentative. She couldn't think who would be calling her.
"Evelyn, it's Charles. You all right?"
"Oh, yes, Charles. I'm fine." She breathed a sigh of relief. Why did telephone calls always upset her?
"Listen, baby, I've got bad news. I'm down here on the Peninsula and it doesn't look like I'll be able to make it back tonight. We're all putting up at a motel and we'll keep this discussion going until dawn, if it's necessary."
"Oh." Evelyn didn't know what to say.
"I'm sorry, baby, but it will just have to be that way tonight. But I'll see you in the morning. I should be back by ten or eleven o'clock tomorrow. Try not to be too lonesome. This will be the only time we're apart. I just can't help it tonight."
She felt sorry for him. He sounded so sincere, so upset.
"Don't worry about it, Charles. I'll be all right. I just hope everything turns out okay for you."
"Thanks, baby. I have to run now, but you just lie there in that big bed and think about me. We'll make up for all of this tomorrow night. I'm really hot for you, Evelyn. Really hot!"
"I'm hot, too, Charles. I really will miss you tonight!"
"Sorry, baby. I'll see you tomorrow." He hung up the phone.
Evelyn sat on the edge of the bed, feeling awfully alone. This had been a pretty down evening. She really felt lonely right now. The thought that he wasn't coming back tonight, that she'd be spending the whole night all by herself depressed her.
Bob Thorpe's party edged its way into her mind again. That might be fun. At least there would be people. She wouldn't have to spend all this time by herself.
She got up and found her purse, locating his card in a matter of seconds. There it was - 'Bob Thorpe, Vice President.' Wow! She liked the idea. And there was his home phone number, all written out for her.
Evelyn lifted the phone. Why not? She wasn't doing anything bad or deceitful. It was just a party, something to give her company!
 
* * *
 
Bob Thorpe's parties were well-known all over the Bay area, well-known, that is, to a certain group of swingers and young people who drove the freeways, prowled the beaches, and generally made the scene in Northern California.
His pad was high up in the hills, looking down at the little village of Sausalito and providing a fabulous view of San Francisco, the Golden Gate bridge, Treasure Island and the bay. He lived on the hill, surrounded by decks and terraces and all the other essentials of California living. Inside, it was Oriental-modem, a combination of the best of the ancient Chinese and Japanese and modern Californian.
Right now, it was the setting for a party of about twenty people-some couples, some singles, some indefinite! The lights were low, the music was way-out and moody, and there was a heavy smell of pot in the air. Things were really just getting underway. His parties always started late, and lasted long.
It was his Filipino houseboy who called him to the phone. Bob took it in his bedroom, stretching out across the enormous king-size bed and reaching for the telephone. He was expecting a long-distance call from New York. This was probably it.
"Hullo, Bob?"
"Yes."
"This is Evelyn, remember? This morning in the store?"
"Evelyn? Oh, yes, Evelyn! How are you, and how's that elegant new bauble your friend bought for you?"
"Fine. Everything's fine. But I was wondering..."
"Yes?"
"I was wondering if my invitation to your party was still good. I know it's really sort of late, but..."
"Late? What do you mean, late? Things are just starting here, baby. Sure, you bet, you come right on over!" He found himself getting excited. The chick was really some dish!
"Well, uh, how do I get there?"
"Where are you?"
She told him and he hesitated a moment. He could run into the city and pick her up but it wasn't an especially good time for the host to leave the party.
"Look, Evelyn, go down to the lobby and have the doorman get you a cab. Just give the driver my address. He'll know where it is. The traffic's light this time of the evening and you should be here in about a half hour. How's that?"
"That's okay, Bob, except, uh, I really don't have much money with me. I never spend any, see?" She giggled a little nervously.
"Don't worry about it, baby. When you get here, I'll run out and take care of the driver. You just hurry on over."
"Okay. I'll see you soon." She hung up the phone and went into the bathroom to do her face. She'd wear another one of the new outfits Charles had bought her, a sheer, see-through pants suit with a lightweight, white wool cape to wear over it for evenings. That ought to be just right!
"Hey, gang, wait till you see the little chick from New York who's on her way over." Bob was addressing himself to his living room full of people.
"Where'd you meet her, lover boy?"
"Never mind where I met her. Just wait until you see her!"
Bob looked around the room. Things were beginning to pick up, now. There were small trays of ready-rolled joints placed around on the tables, his houseboy meticulously rolled grass for every party, and most of the couples were turning on, maybe having a drink, just lounging around, digging each other and the sounds.
This was one of his smaller parties. This was the kind, he thought to himself, where things happened. He was glad Evelyn was going to make this one.
He listened for the cab, heard it pull into his drive.
Evelyn was just getting out, looking around at the fantastic setting, digging it. Wow! Some pad!
Bob took one look at her and really flipped. She looked like a little doll, the white cape falling over her young tits, and a little pair of hot pants that revealed her taut little asshole.
He felt his cock stiffen in his jeans.
She began rotating her hips and licking her lips.
"Hello, baby! Welcome to the old plantation." He gave her his biggest smile and she returned it, really digging him.
He paid off the cabbie and they headed into the house. He could hardly wait to show this chick off! Man! She was a knockout!
He slipped her cape off in the entrance hall and really did a double take! She was wearing no bra under her see-through top, and the effect of her half-revealed young tits hit him right where he lived.
"Oh, baby, you look sensational!" He stood back and admired her. Shit! That outfit was sex, itself!
He noticed she was wearing the jade pendant.
"This for old times sake?" he asked her as she rotavated her hips around and around.
"Maybe."
"Well, it sure as hell has found its home, right there where it's hanging, baby. Wow!" The warm jade did seem to nestle just right into the cleavage of her beautiful tits.
Bob took her, arm in arm, around the living room, introducing her to his friends, digging that the guys were already into her and knocked out with her threads. Sensational!
Evelyn was knocked out with his groovy pad and with the way-out looking guys and chicks in the place. This looked like a really good party. She was glad she'd come. All thoughts of Charles and his problems were out of her mind now.
"What'll it be, baby, a glass or grass?"
Evelyn wasn't quite sure she knew what he meant. "I guess I'll just have a Coke, please. Do you have that?"
"Sure. Maybe later, though, maybe later you'd like to try some of this really sensational grass I just got. It's from Colombia, baby, and it's really out-of-sight."
"Maybe." Evelyn had tried smoking pot and it really didn't do much for her. She didn't mind it, it just wasn't her thing. But if he wanted her to later, she'd try it.
A few of the couples were dancing, moving their bodies around in the area near the big, open fireplace. The night was chilly but here in Bob's living room it was all warm and cozy. Evelyn loved it. This was what she'd always heard about California living. Easy, relaxed, everyone grooving.
"Evelyn, there's something I've been wanting to do." Bob was looking deep into her eyes.
"What's that, Bob?"
"This!" He gathered her up in his strong arms, almost lifting her off the floor, and kissed her passionately. They held the kiss for minutes, neither of them wanting to let go.
Bob let his right hand slide over her tits, brushing them lightly, at first, and then with increased pressure. Oh, she felt good! He wanted this little chick, wanted her bad!
He began to sway their bodies rhythmically, moving in time to the music, pressing himself closer and closer to her, digging the fresh, young feel of her sensational tits, the crazy way she rubbed her legs against his.
They moved around the room, clinging to each other, their bodies swaying. Bob felt himself begin to get excited, the rubbing sensation of her soft, young body doing crazy things between her legs.
"Oh, Bob, we really have to take it easy. This is too fast!" She was speaking low, into his ear. The sound of her voice drove him crazy. He moved them, still swaying with the music, out of the living room and down the hallway toward his bedroom. He had to see this chick. He had to feel all of her!
They swung into his bedroom, Bob reaching behind him to close the door. Lifting her up in his arms, his mouth pressed firmly against hers, he moved over to the bed and laid her down on top of it.
Evelyn didn't protest. She had been moody all evening, wanting to make love, wishing that Charles would come home. Now, well, now she had this beautiful man and he was going to make love to her. It was as simple as that!
He lifted the top of her pants suit and brought his mouth down to her firm, teenage belly, kissing it, running his tongue over it. He continued pushing the top up as his lips sought out her beautiful nipples, sucking them, biting them gently, nuzzling his whole face into her breasts.
Evelyn just lay there, stroking his black, curly hair, digging the motions his mouth and lips were making. She loved to have her tits sucked. It drove her crazy.
He had managed to unbutton the top and slip it back so that she was now revealed to him, her warm, young flesh catching the highlights of the low lamps burning in the room.
He was kissing her madly, now, his mouth seeking hers, his tongue running down, down her throat, his hands playing with her firm tits, squeezing them, caressing them.
With a quick motion he slid down the pants, lowering them to her ankles. Then he worked down her panties over her hips, Evelyn raising herself slightly so that they could move down freely.
He felt Evelyn's hand loosen his zipper, felt her reach in and draw out his stiff, heavy prick, moaned as she began to play with it, taking it gently in her hands and running the skin up and down.
He reached down and loosened his belt, slipping out of his trousers. They were laying there naked, grooving each other, wanting each other.
He drew his head into her warm, sweet crotch, licking at the silky blonde hair, letting his tongue work on her thighs and her cunt.
With a light, sliding, motion, Evelyn brought her body around and placed his now-gigantic cock in her mouth, sucking at its head, running her fingers up and down its shaft.
He was hot, hotter than he'd been in a long time. This little girl, this beautiful kid, was making him hotter than any chick he'd been with for a long, long time. She knew what she was doing. She loved it! Bob dug that. He dug the way her soft lips and warm tongue were moving over his prick. He wanted to eat her alive.
Neither of them heard the bedroom door open. It was only when Bob glanced up and saw their faces ringed around his bed that he realized the gang from the party had assembled to watch the fun. "Hey, come on! How about a little privacy here?" His tone was sharp and forceful. He didn't know how the chick would react to this and he didn't want anything spoiling his good time.
Evelyn jumped, looking up into the faces of the crowd. Wow! This was something else!
A series of laughs and shouts followed.
"Hey, Bob, let's see you do it!"
"Come on, baby, do the thing!"
"Man, the party's really started, now!"
Bob sat up, shielding Evelyn's body with his own. "Okay, you clowns, why don't you go find your own friends to play with? This is strictly a private session!" There was a note of irritation in his voice.
With a few more laughs and shouts, the gang left the bedroom and headed back for the living room. They could hear them laughing through the open door. No one had bothered to close it.
"I'm sorry, baby. I should have explained a little more about my guests. They're a pretty free-wheeling gang. They don't give a damn about anything. I hope you're okay?"
"I'm fine, Bob. But I think I'd like to get dressed right now. I just feel like it."
"Oh, sure, here let me help you." He was pissed off. If that bunch of crazy bastards had blown his action with this chick, he'd kick them all off the nearest deck.
They moved back into the living room, Bob's arm around Evelyn, and dug the scene.
The air was really heavy with the scent of pot now. A sort of gang striptease seemed to be in process. Evelyn watched in fascination as one after the other of the guests struggled out of their clothes and began to move about the room bare-assed.
Guys were helping chicks undress, chicks were helping guys, and a few members of the same sex were equally busy stripping each other. Evelyn's eyes widened. Wow! This was going to be an orgy! That was something she'd never let Timmy send her on and here she was in California, right in the middle of one with no one asking her opinion at all.
"I'm going to have a joint. How about joining me?"
Bob didn't wait for an answer, just took her by the hand and led her through the crowd over to one of the tables where the rolled cigarettes were waiting.
They sat down on an unoccupied couch and Bob lit one, drawing in deeply, sucking down the smoke, holding it tightly in his lungs. He passed the joint to Evelyn and she pulled in on the smoke, imitating his actions.
She found it very smooth, very pleasant. This was the best she'd ever tried. She dragged on the joint deeply again, held in the smoke, and passed it back to Bob.
Neither of them said anything. They just sat there smoking, working their way through three joints before they stopped.
Evelyn felt her mind beginning to grow remote. The whole scene was getting more distant, sort of like watching a movie. She felt good, though, all relaxed and easy.
It was starting to be fun, now. She watched the crazy antics of the other guests, some of them dancing, some of them beginning to have sex on the soft, shaggy rug in front of the fireplace, others just wandering from group to group. All of them were stark, bare-ass naked! Wow! This was something really new to her.
She sensed that the lights were beginning to go down, that the only real illumination in the large living room was the fireplace. It was groovy, sort of dark and restful and mysterious.
She felt Bob's hands move over to her, felt him undoing her clothing, felt herself moving toward him on the couch, all naked and ready.
She was pleased to find that this body was naked beside hers. It was all so dreamy, so unreal, so good! She reached her mouth to his ear and began running her tongue gently in and out, at the same time running her hands over his smooth, tan chest, playing with his nipples, pressing her own hard tits against him.
In one easy motion she slid to her knees, pushed his legs apart, and took his huge cock in her hands, playing with it, running her fingers up and down it, gently squeezing his balls.
Her mouth went down to his prick easily and naturally. She wanted to suck him, she really wanted to suck him. He was so handsome, so beautiful. He was one of the most elegant guys she'd ever known. Oh, how she wanted to suck that beautiful prick!
She had had her head buried in Bob's crotch, his cock in her mouth, but at the same time she was aware of a pair of hands reaching around her from behind and taking her firm, hard tits into them. Who was that? It couldn't be Bob, he was stretched back with his eyes closed. Evelyn wanted to look around, but her mind was on Bob's cock. She wanted to make him come, wanted him to shoot clear down into her belly. She wanted his big, hot load. Oh, how she wanted it!
Her tits were being rubbed, squeezed, played with. She could feel warm, strong arms around her, felt the hard, firm muscles of a man's chest against her back. His fingers were working their way down, reaching for her pussy, inserting themselves.
His fingers were fucking deeper inside her, increasing in rhythm. He had surrounded her completely now. She could feel his big, stiff prick against the lower part of her back.
She continued sucking Bob, letting the fingers work her cunt. This was groovy, groovy! She dug the combination of sensations, dug that she didn't know who was playing with her, dug the beautiful, dreamy feeling the pot had given her.
Bob stiffened slightly, stretched his legs forward, and shot his hot sperm down her throat. She gasped eagerly, taking it all in, wanting him to love it!
The fingers were working rapidly, now, bringing her on, getting her closer and closer. With a little shudder, Evelyn felt herself reach climax, felt the warm thrill and surge of it, felt the warm, relaxing after-glow.
She let herself lean back, resting her head on her unseen lover's chest. His arms tightened around her. He smelled warm, soapy, clean. She liked the feel of him, the feel and smell of him.
Bob was sitting with his head against the back of the couch, his eyes closed, his big cock just lying against his right leg. He was letting the effects of the pot and the groovy feelings that Evelyn had given him work around in his brain.
Suddenly, Evelyn felt herself being pulled down, down onto the soft rug, her face upward. In a matter of seconds, a huge cock was pressing at her lips, seeking entrance to her warm mouth.
She started to resist and then gave up, opening her lips, taking it in. She was lying on her back, now, her unseen lover on his knees over her, his cock deep down her throat.
She sucked him harder and harder. Oh, he tasted good, it was a beautiful prick!
She was suddenly aware that someone was licking her crotch, running a tongue about her thighs and cunt, wetting her pubic hair. Oh, it felt so good! Someone really knew how to suck!
Her mind was drifting now. She was really into the pot. She loved this, sucking cock, being sucked, the firelight casting warm shadows on the walls, all the sounds around her of people grooving one another, the music in the background. Oh, yes, she grooved on this!
Evelyn felt his prick stiffen. She knew he was getting ready to come and she worked harder, faster, trying to give him the best blow-job he'd ever had.
In a few seconds, he was shooting his hot come down her throat, moaning a little, obviously loving it. She took it all, sucked him to the last drop.
Her own cunt was getting hotter and hotter. The tongue was really working now, driving in and out, deeper and deeper. With a quick rush of sights and sounds, Evelyn came, reached her climax and just lay there, trembling with pleasure.
It had been the best sex she'd ever known!
Everyone moved off and she climaxed back up on the couch with Bob. She loved that. No one had said a word! That was the way to do it! No long conversation, nothing!
She moved her head over onto Bob's chest and relaxed. This was really the greatest party she'd ever been to!
 
* * *
 
Evelyn heard a car start up in the driveway and jerked open her eyes. It was light outside. What time was it? How long had she been asleep?
She was lying on the couch in Bob's living room, a fur robe drawn over her. She sat up and looked around the room. Except for one couple who were completely asleep in each other's arms over near the fireplace, the room was empty.
Oh, what time was it? What time? Her mind was on Charles. Oh, what would he say?
She jumped off the couch and went looking for a clock, or maybe she'd find Bob someplace. But she had to know what time it was or she'd suck someone's asshole.
She headed for the bedroom. There was probably a clock in there. Just as she crossed the bedroom threshold, she heard him humming to himself. She looked in and there he was, all showered and shaved and dressing.
"Bob!"
"Good morning, sweetheart. Like the party?"
"Oh, yes, but I have to know what time it is, Bob. I have to know how late it is. I have to get back."
"Now don't worry about that, baby. I'm driving in myself in just a few minutes. It is, by the way, exactly ten-thirty. Is that late?"
"Oh, Bob, I don't know. I don't know what time Charles will really be back. Maybe he's there now, wondering where I am. I should never have stayed so long."
"Well, don't worry about it now, baby. There's nothing you can do at the moment. I'll be taking off in just a few minutes and I'll drop you right in front of your hotel. How's that?"
She felt a little better. After all, Charles had said something about arriving at noon, or was it eleven? She couldn't remember.
Bob looked sensational, as always. Evelyn wondered how he could party like that and be up so fresh and ready the next morning.
"Would you like some coffee?" He smiled at her, pulling on his plaid sports jacket.
"Oh, no thanks, Bob. I really think we have to be going."
He walked over to her and took her in his arms, "I wish you could ever be in this much of a rush to see me. I'd like it!" He kissed her lightly on the lips.
"Yes. I'd like it, too." She was looking at him seriously. She was starting to get a thing for him, she could feel it. This would never do!
They drove over the Golden Gate Bridge in silence, Evelyn torn between digging the gorgeous view and worrying about Charles.
They were making their way up San Francisco's hills before Bob broke his silence.
"When will I see you again, Evelyn?"
"I don't know, Bob. I mean, I'm not even sure when we're going back to New York. And it's very hard for me, well, you know, it's hard for me to see you here."
Bob understood. He understood the scene, but he wasn't going to let this little chick just walk right out of his life.
"If you give me your address in New York. I promise I'll write you."
"Oh, would you, Bob? That would be great! Really great! Here, let me write it down." She reached for her purse.
"And if it should happen that you get some, uh, time off while you're still here, you know where to reach me, right?"
"Yes, Bob, I do. Here's my address. I really wish you'd write." Evelyn's voice made it clear she meant it.
"Well, here you are, right in front of the Fairmont, as promised. It was fun, Evelyn. Great fun. We'll be seeing each other again. You watch and see!"
"Oh, thanks so much, Bob, and please write!" Evelyn was off running, dashing across the lobby, heading for the elevators.
CHAPTER EIGHT
Brenda Lever was cleaning her desk for the third day in a row. She hated it! It was practically her only alternative, however, to sitting with her hands folded and giving it away to all the other girls in the office.
Bonnie Eldridge had been in and out, spending her time pacing back and forth in her office when she was in, and there was simply no work for Brenda to do, outside of the small routines like opening the mail.
What was wrong with Bonnie? It worried Brenda, worried her a lot. No one was better aware of how closely her own career was tied to that of Bonnie's than she was. If anything happened to the Executive Editor, it was a cinch her private secretary would be on her way out in minutes.
Brenda had made plenty of enemies in the organization, made them chiefly in her protection of Bonnie, out of her loyalty to her.
That kind of employee usually got the axe when the boss fell from power.
"I'd like to see Miss Eldridge, please." The voice was firm, determined, masculine, very much "in charge."
Brenda looked up from her desk. Standing in front of her was a short, dark, stocky man, probably in his fifties, with deep brown eyes that gave almost nothing away.
"I'm sorry, Miss Eldridge isn't in. May I tell her who was calling, please?" She kept her coldest, most professional manner. She didn't like this cat.
"Where is she? Isn't she usually in by this time?" He met her eyes directly, not liking this cold, uppity bitch.
Brenda ignored his question. "You had an appointment?" She knew damn well he didn't. She kept the appointment book.
"Charles MacDonald said to drop by and see her. She's supposed to fix me up with office space or something. But it isn't important. I'll see his secretary and get it straightened out."
He turned, starting to leave her desk.
"Uh, just a moment!" Brenda felt something here, felt some power behind the guy, and he had dropped the name Charles MacDonald as if they were old buddies. Who the hell was he, anyway?
"... Just a moment! I'd like to be able to tell Miss Eldridge your name. She's always interested in her callers."
"Just tell her Jeff Whitman stopped by. Charles has told her about me." He walked off, not looking back.
Well, you sonuvabitch! Brenda wasn't used to this kind of shit. Who the hell did he think he was, anyway! Still, she felt a little shiver run through her. The guy had power, that was pretty obvious. It was even more obvious that he hadn't liked her from the beginning. And what was that he'd said about an office?
Wow! This guy could mean trouble.
Bonnie Eldridge arrived in about a half hour and Brenda followed her into her office. She wanted to find out where it all stood and she also wanted to warn Bonnie about the guy.
"Yes, Brenda?" Bonnie looked tired, haggard. Whatever the hell she was doing to herself wasn't good.
"Someone named Jeff Whitman came by to see you about half an hour ago. Do you know who he is?"
Bonnie thought a minute, her mind not very clear this morning. "Jeff Whitman? No, I never heard of him."
Good, Brenda thought. Just another phony!
"Well, he said Charles MacDonald wanted you to fix him up with office space or something."
Bonnie's head got in shape in a hurry. Shit! This must be that Assistant Executive Editor Charles had been talking about. Oh, no! Not this morning! Not in her condition!
"Oh, yes. Charles did say something about him. Know where he is?" She kept her voice cool. It was no time to alarm Brenda.
"He said he was going to see Charles' secretary about getting him an office."
"Oh." Well, she'd just have to face it. The fight was about to begin. Might as well get on with it.
"Would you phone over there, please, and tell him I'm in."
Brenda looked at her closely. They were going to have to play ball with that clown? She didn't like it.
Brenda left the office to go make the call and Bonnie turned her mind back to the night before. Oh, damn! Why had she done it? Why? She could get in all kinds of trouble, ruin her whole career. It was Charles' fault, all his fault. If only he hadn't left her so nervous, so upset, so lonely!
It had been about nine o'clock in the evening. She'd ordered her usual monthly supply of drugs, toiletries, and beauty-aids from the pharmacy over on Lexington Avenue at about seven-thirty. Actually, she hadn't even thought about the order after that, her mind was too busy with other things.
So she was surprised when her doorbell rang and she opened it to find a delivery boy standing in the hall.
"Miss Eldridge? Here's your order from Jackson's."
The boy stood smiling at her, obviously waiting for a tip. He was about sixteen, handsome as hell, and with a very knowledgeable look in his eye.
These delivery boys in the East Sixties grow up very fast, she remembered thinking.
"Oh, oh, yes, I had almost forgotten. Come in."
He walked in and looked around while she was getting her purse.
"Wow! This is a great place you have here, Miss Eldridge."
She looked at him, handing him a folded dollar bill.
"Thank you. Uh, what's your name?" The words formed on her lips even without her thinking.
"Bret. Bret Reeves. Pleased to meet you." He extended his hand and she accepted it. He let it slide slowly out of hers, making sure she got the sense of contact.
"I, uh, I suppose you have to get right back to the drugstore, Bret? I know how busy you are."
"No, Ma'am. You're my last delivery for the evening."
"Oh, I see. Uh, where do you live?" She didn't know why she asked. It was just a matter of making conversation.
"Oh, way uptown, you know."
"I see. Well, uh, Bret, would you like something to drink, a Coke or something?"
He looked at her closely, the folded dollar bill still in his hand.
"Do you have any Seagram's Seven? I drink Seven-and-Seven most of the time."
Bonnie found herself genuinely shocked. This child, this little boy, he drank mixed drinks. She couldn't believe it! He has to be putting her on.
"Well, I might find something." She started toward the bar.
"Never mind, Bonnie. I'll fix the drinks."
She was shocked again. He'd called her Bonnie. What kind of kid was this, anyway?
He was at the bar now. "What would you like?"
She hesitated a moment, feeling somehow invaded, taken over. "I guess a little Scotch will do."
He delivered their drinks and sank down onto the couch next to her. Bonnie felt herself beginning to get nervous.
"Do, uh, do you go to school, Bret?"
"Sometimes. When I feel like it." He grinned at her and downed his drink. She looked at him in amazement. He was so young, so fresh, so handsome. How could he be so strange?
"What do you do?" He was up on his feet, heading back to the bar.
"I'm, uh, a magazine editor. It's a fashion magazine," she concluded lamely. What did you talk to a sixteen-year-old about? Still, Bonnie had to admit he was handling himself with all the authority of an adult.
He returned with his drink and sat down on the couch again, this time a little closer to her than before.
"That should be great! I wouldn't mind working on a fashion magazine, all those beautiful broads running around. Wow!" He winked at her, knowingly.
She thought a moment. "Do you know much about girls, Bret?"
"I know plenty about every type of female, but you gotta remember, I been around for quite a while."
Maybe he was older than he looked, though she doubted it.
"Well, how old are you, anyway, Bret?"
"I just turned sixteen. Right? I'm just sixteen. But I've been into chicks since I was twelve, you know. I really dig 'em! I've had lots of affairs, done a lot of things."
Bonnie looked at him. I'll just bet you have, she thought. He was so damn good-looking, so self-assured. She just bet those little girls ate him right up!
"Can I get you another drink? I'm on my way over the bar."
Bonnie was beginning to worry about his drinking. After all, he was only sixteen!
"I'm fine, Bret. But do you think you really ought to have another drink?"
"You bet!" He was pouring himself a generous glassful. "My old man could out-drink any guy in the neighborhood. I come by it naturally."
This time when he returned with his drink he moved in quite close to her and put his arm across the back of the couch.
"You know, you're a pretty good-looking woman. As a matter of fact, I'd say you were really beautiful!" He smiled at her, his boyish dimples and smooth, rosy complexion moving closer to her face.
Bonnie suddenly realized that she had on her dressing gown - nothing else. She reached up and closed the opening at her throat a little, concealing her cleavage. This boy was a fast worker, apparently. She really hadn't decided yet just what she was going to be doing with him.
"And - and you're a very good-looking boy, Bret. Really handsome!"
"Yeah? Well, you're beautiful, and I'm handsome, why don't we do something about it?" His words were beginning to be a little slurred. The alcohol was having an effect.
She thought a moment. "What would you suggest?"
Without a word, he reached over and pressed his lips firmly against hers, his hand reaching inside her robe for her tits.
Bonnie almost immediately drew back.
He looked at her, offended. "Hey! Don't you want it? I figured we might do a couple of numbers together and now you're backing off. What is it?" He pulled on his drink and looked at her, a slight disapproval in his manner.
"Well, you move awfully fast, Bret. I mean, I hardly know you. A woman likes to know someone a little better." She knew it all sounded lame and phony. She really did want him. She wanted his warm, young boyish cock, and he knew it, too. Who was she kidding?
"Oh, you mean you wanna talk some more? Okay! Let's have us a couple more drinks and talk it over. I know what you mean!"
He picked up both their glasses and headed for the bar. She was really getting alarmed, now.
"Bret, I really don't think you should have another drink."
"Oh, come on, Bonnie, let's get a little high. After all, you were the one who wanted to talk." He returned with their glasses, snuggling down next to her on the couch.
"Okay? Now, what shall we talk about? You wanna hear about all the girls I've fucked or about all the chicks who have gone down on me or what? I'll tell you anything, no kidding!"
Bonnie didn't know where to turn. This kid, this sixteen-year-old kid, was getting her hot. She had to admit it! She wanted him, wanted him badly. But, still, she felt fear, felt some restraint, couldn't put her finger on it. What was it? Maybe it was because he was so open, so direct. Still, she liked that, too. What was it that was frightening her?
"There was this one broad, I mean, she was sort of an older woman, and all she wanted to do was jerk me off. Are you ready for that? She used to give me twenty-five bucks every week just to let her jerk me off. Wow!" Bret was reminiscing, really talking more to himself than to Bonnie.
"And then there was this other chick, she really was something, too! And all she wanted was to suck my balls. Never touched my cock, just wanted to suck my balls. Call that freaky! Wow!"
He was pretty high now, Bonnie could see that. His eyes were bright and shiny, his face flushed. He was completely into the booze.
"And what, what do you think I want to do to you, Bret?"
He laughed out loud. "I don't know. I really don't know. But I'll bet you'll pay me good, whatever it is!"
Bonnie put her mouth close to his ear and whispered, "I want to suck you, Bret. I want to suck your cock!"
"Great! That's just great! I love to have my cock sucked. I'd rather have my cock sucked than anything else!" His brow furrowed for a moment. "But you gotta understand, really gotta understand, I need to have some bread. You gotta give me some bread if you suck my cock!"
He leaned his head back against the couch and smiled. "You understand, right? You gotta give me some bread!"
"I'll take care of you, Bret. Don't worry about it."
"Yeah, I know. I know." His eyes were closed, he was completely relaxed, just waiting for Bonnie to start.
She reached over and put her hand on his firm, young thigh. She let it move over onto his crotch, and felt his out-size prick lying against his leg. He wasn't even hard, he was completely soft, and still his cock was enormous! Bonnie couldn't believe that a kid this young, this boyish, could have a piece of meat like that.
She zipped down his jeans very slowly, letting her fingers play with him as she did, feeling the rising sensation inside his pants.
She moved her hand inside his fly and drew out his cock, now half-hard, starting to swell and extend. It was one of the biggest cocks she'd ever seen! The kid was sensational!
She reached up and undid the top buttons of his jeans, laying back the fabric, revealing his whole pubic area. He had soft, curly black hair around his prick and balls, his belly and legs were satin-smooth. Bonnie was getting hotter and hotter.
This was really a beautiful boy and she was about to have him! Have him all to herself! She let her dressing gown slip open and pressed her bare tits to him, hoping he would put his hands on them, would play with them.
For a moment, he did nothing, just lay there with his huge cock sticking straight up, his eyes closed and his head back against the pillows of the couch.
With a quick movement, he turned himself toward her, took her round, firm tits in both his hands, and leaned down to suck the nipples.
Bret was in heaven! She loved this, oh, how she loved this! He kept sucking her tits, harder and harder, while she let her hands play with his prick and balls, pressing her finger on the tip of his cock, moving the skin up and down, squeezing his balls tightly. She began to jerk him harder, and he pressed her tits even tighter into his mouth.
Suddenly he released his mouth from her and cried out, "I'm coming! I'm coming!"
Bonnie was on her knees in a second, her mouth over his hot prick, catching the warm, sweet juices that he was shooting into her. He tasted great! He tasted sensational! She sucked everything out of him she could get, holding her mouth tightly against his prick, letting her lips move up and down the shaft.
Bret sat up straight, withdrawing his cock from her warm lips.
"I'm sorry, Bonnie. I always come that way. come quick. Hope you didn't mind."
"Mind? I loved it." She was aware that these kids got themselves off in a hurry.
"How soon can you come again?" Her voice was low and sexy.
"It takes a few minutes. In the meantime, I think I'll just have another drink!" He staggered to his feet, heading toward the bar, his cock hanging out the front of his jeans. What the hell did he care! This bitch had seen it, hadn't she?
Bonnie was really getting worried about him. "Bret, I don't think you should."
"Yeah, I know, you don't think I should have another drink. Well, let me tell you something, you fucking cocksucker. I'll have just as many drinks as I want to and there's not a damn thing you can do about it!" He glared over his shoulder at her, and went on fixing himself a large glass of whiskey.
Oh! He's getting mean! Bonnie felt her fears rising. She had known there was something about this kid, something she was truly afraid of. Now she knew it all. He was the kind of person who was affected by alcohol in the worst way, in the most negative manner. He was really getting mean and cruel! She drew her robe around her.
He staggered back to the couch and slumped down in it. His cock was still hanging outside his jeans.
"You wanna suck me again? Well, I'll just tell you something. It's gonna cost you a lot more to suck me the second time. A lot more! You understand that?" His eyes were bleary, his clothing all rumpled.
She studied him carefully. It was time he left, time he left before he really got hard to handle.
"Well, Bret, I think that's enough for us tonight. There'll be other nights, you know. And now I'll just get you some money."
She started to rise, but he grabbed her by the arm and jerked her back down on the sofa.
"Where in hell do you think you're going? You're supposed to suck me again. See?" He reached down and lifted his heavy cock for her to look at. "You want some more of that, don't you?" His words were even more slurred than ever.
"Bret, yes, I do want some more, but not tonight. Do you understand?" She started to rise again, but he pulled her back down beside him. He was strong, she noticed. Very strong. Her heart began beating faster.
"You're tryin' to get rid of me, ain't you? You want me to get the hell out! Well, I'm gonna tell you something, lady, gonna tell you something clean and clear. You're in trouble. You're in real big trouble. Did you know that?"
Bonnie couldn't keep her eyes off his face. The cheerful, boyish look had disappeared. It was hard, cruel, tough. His face was a study in hate right now.
"What, what do you mean, Bret? Why am I in trouble?" She could feel her heart beating faster.
"I'll tell you why, you just bet I'll tell you why. You get me up here, I was only trying to make a delivery, and you got me drunk, and you sucked my cock. And I'm only sixteen, lady. Only sixteen!" He thought a minute, letting his head clear. "See what I mean about trouble? See what I mean? Like, like your doorman won't dig it if I make a big problem in the hall, now will he? And like everybody on this floor, they won't dig seeing me out there making a big stink about what you did to me, now will they? And like my Old Lady, when I get home, she won't like seeing me this way, and she won't like hearing about some rich cunt sucking my prick, either. I'm only sixteen, see, you gotta remember I'm only sixteen!"
She couldn't believe it. The boy was threatening her, trying to frighten her into something. What was it? Money? She'd already offered to pay him. What did he want?
"Bret, I think you have it all wrong. If you'll just let me go get my purse."
"Yes. That's a good idea, lady. You go get your purse. And you bring back a lot of money, see? I mean, I wanna tell you that it better be a lot of money! I'm only sixteen, don't forget. You don't want trouble with the cops or anybody about me, do you? No, you don't want that. So now you just go get me a lot of money. We'll just see how much you bring!"
He had staggered to his feet and was tucking in his shirt.
Bonnie rushed out of the room, heading for her purse. How much did she have in it? She couldn't remember. Oh, yes. There was a fifty-dollar bill and some smaller ones. Good! That ought to do it. All she wanted now was for the awful boy to get out of here, to go and leave her alone.
She returned to the living room and found him leaning against a wall, drunkenly.
"Got the bread? You better have, I'm telling you, you better have!" He swayed toward her, looking menacing.
"Here, here's fifty dollars." She reached out the bill to him, being careful not to touch his hand. All she felt was pure revulsion when she looked at him now.
"Fifty? It's not enough! I want a hundred!" He moved closer to her.
"But, I, I don't have a hundred! That's all I have tonight!"
"You want me to go out in the hall and make a stink? You want me to get the doorman?"
Bonnie wondered how real his threats were. Still, she didn't dare risk it.
"I'll tell you what Bret. If you go now, take the fifty and go nice and quietly, I'll have another fifty for you if you come by tomorrow night. How's that? Will you do that?"
"You sonuvabitch! I want a hundred right now, I mean right now! You want trouble?"
"No, and neither do you." Her voice was harder now, firmer. She had to risk it. "If you go quietly now, like I'm asking you to, I'll have another fifty-dollar bill for you tomorrow night. But if you make any trouble, I'll phone for the house detective and have him hand you over to the juvenile authorities." It was a long-shot. There was no house detective but he couldn't know that.
"You gettin' tough? Listen, I can make you so much trouble, lady. I can make you so much trouble - " He lunged toward her, but missed, the fifty still in his hand.
"I'm warning you." She managed to keep her voice steady. Bret thought it over, a lot of things going around in his washy brain. He didn't like that phrase 'juvenile authorities.' He'd had his run-ins with them. And, after all, he could always turn the rap on this broad if she didn't give him the fifty next day.
"Okay. You win. But remember, I'll be back tomorrow night, right at nine o'clock. And you better be here. You get it? You better be here with the money!" He gave her a hard look and stumbled toward the door.
He was almost out the front door when he turned and shouted over his shoulder. "Don't forget, Miss Bonnie Eldridge, I can always make you a lot of trouble!" He slammed the door behind him.
Shit! She hoped the neighbors hadn't heard. Fortunately this was a pretty well built building. She looked down at her hands. They were shaking.
How had she ever managed to get herself in a mess like this? She mounted the stairs to her bedroom, knowing she would be tossing and turning with worry all night.
 
* * *
 
"Baby, you have the prettiest, the grooviest, the greatest tits in the world! Your boobs are sensational, did you know that? Just look at those little pink nipples, all set up there for sucking. What a doll you are!"
Roger and Leah were lying on her bed, the door to her bedroom partly ajar into the living room, her soft white body looking sensational against the pale yellow sheets.
"Your tits are groovy too, Roger," she said, giving him a playful pinch.
"Yeah, they're not bad, hon, for a guy, that is!" He grabbed her hand and ran it down to his half-hard cock. "But I think you like that better, huh?"
"I like it, I like all of you, Roger. Where did you learn to make such good love?"
"Same place you did, I guess. Ever realize how good you are?"
"Uh-huh. I know, I know. We're both great!" She snuggled closer to him, loving the feel of his strong arms around her, loving the silky-hardness of his body.
"Let's try it again, shall we?" He was running his hand up and down between her thighs, lightly brushing her silky mound.
"Oh, we can't, Roger - we really can't! Brenda could come home at any minute. I really am worried about her, Baby, really worried. She knows more than we think. I'm convinced of it."
He leaned up on one elbow and looked down into her face. "Now why the hell should she know anything? She's never seen us do it and I keep her pretty damn happy. You're just imagining things!"
"I don't think so, Roger. I don't think so."
"What the hell are we talking about her for, anyway? Come here, Baby, let your daddy love you." His prick had grown to full size again and he wanted to fuck her in the worst way. He played with her, running his hands over her soft warm body, squeezing her nipples lightly, pressing his body forward onto hers.
"No, Roger, no! It really is too dangerous!" He didn't answer her, just kept working her up, getting her more and more excited. He wanted his big hot cock in her, he wanted to feel her hips sway and wiggle with him, wanted to see her closed eyes and the look of ecstasy on her face.
He was getting in now, pressing his cock deeper and deeper into her warm wet cunt. Oh, this was good, man! This was good!
They both heard the key turn in the living room door, but neither of them moved for a few seconds. Then, with a quick movement, Roger was off of her and peering out through the half-open bedroom door to see who it was. Oh, shit! Brenda! Now what?
He leaped out of the bed and rushed to the door, slamming it shut. In seconds, he was pulling on his trousers, buttoning his shirt. Leah just lay there in the bed, the covers over her head. She was too frightened to move!
Brenda pushed the bedroom door open and stood there looking in. Roger was nearly dressed, except for buttoning his shirt. She couldn't see Leah in bed, but she knew she was there.
So this was it! She had known Roger was up to something. She knew enough about men to tell when they were only faking it. And that sonuvabitch had been faking it with her for weeks.
So it was Leah? Well, that wasn't too much of a surprise. It was always these big-eyed, innocent-looking cunts who copped your man behind your back. That was another thing she'd learned.
She looked Roger in the eye, coldly and directly, not saying a word. He was pretty damn uncomfortable, that was obvious.
"Brenda - " he had started to say something.
"I'm returning your apartment key, Leah." She sent it clattering across the bedroom floor. "When you, uh, can manage to find the time, I'd appreciate having mine back."
With a long, hard look at Roger, she turned and left the apartment.
He felt immediately relieved. At least the cunt had not made a big scene in front of Leah. That would have been shit! He could handle her alone, he'd take care of it, but he didn't want her yelling and screaming at Leah.
He sat down on the edge of the bed. "It's okay, Baby. You can come out now. She's gone. Wow! That could have been a real scene!"
Leah didn't say anything, didn't move, just lay there.
"Hey, Baby! It's all okay, now. You can come out." He tried to pull the covers away from her eyes, but she held them tight.
"Hey, come on, it's all over!"
She turned over on her side, her face away from him, and lifted the blanket a little.
"Roger, I feel dirty and cheap, dirtier than I've ever felt before in my life. I don't know how I'll ever be able to face Brenda, but I do know one thing. You and I are never going to be like this again. I don't want to see you any more, Roger. Never again!" There was a tone of finality in her voice.
"Oh, come on, Baby. You're just upset. Here, let me hold you for a minute." He reached over to take her and she pulled herself away, hard.
"Roger, I mean it. I don't ever want to see you again." Her voice was cold and emotionless.
He thought about it for a minute and decided this was a bad time to try to talk to the chick. She was too upset.
"Okay, Baby. I'll talk to you later. I'll go see Brenda now. You watch. Everything will be all right!"
She didn't answer, just stared away from him toward the wall.
Roger checked himself out in the mirror to make sure he was all put together, and headed for the front door. Well, now to face Brenda. This could be a real pain in the ass, but he had already worked out a pretty good excuse.
He closed Leah's door behind him and started across the hall. Shit! What the hell was this?
There was a pile of what looked like clothing in front of Brenda's door. He walked over and looked at it more closely. Shit! It was all his things, his threads! Roger lifted his sport jacket, noticing only at the last minute that both sleeves had been ripped off it. He lifted his favorite shirt, white silk with a long collar and three-button cuffs, and found it full of rips and gouges, as if someone had deliberately cut it up.
It was the same way with the rest of his clothes. They had been ripped, torn up, demolished! At the bottom of the pile he discovered his electric razor, the top smashed in as if someone had stomped on it.
Why, that fucking bitch! He'd kill her, he'd kill the bitch! Roger had never had a lot of threads, but he was proud of the ones he owned, they were all good things, no cheap shit or anything. Now everything was wrecked, ruined. After all the good care he'd given them!
He began pounding on Brenda's door, pounding and ringing the doorbell and making all the noise he could. He had left the door unlocked, simply slipped the latch, on his way over to Leah's. His key was inside there, inside there with that goddamn whore-cunt! He'd kill her, he'd chop her up just the way she'd chopped up his things!
He started shouting at her through the door, shouting every obscenity he knew, calling her every name in the book.
There was no answer from inside the apartment, but a couple of doors began to open along the corridor. An old lady stuck her head out, her eyes wild with terror, and immediately slammed and double-locked her door. A deep male voice shouted down the corridor, "What the hell's going on out there?"
Roger interrupted his pounding on the door and thought for a second. Shit, this could be bad. Someone was sure to call that fucking super or maybe even the cops. He didn't live in this building legally and he knew for sure the super hated his guts.
He moved down the corridor and rang for the elevator. As soon as it was well on its way to the floor, he came back to the door of Brenda's pad, reached down and picked up his tom-up threads, and put his mouth almost directly against her door. "I'll get you for this, you cunt-bitch! I'll get you for this, just wait and see!"
There was no answer from inside the apartment.
He stepped into the elevator and pushed the button for the lobby level. Shit. Now what was he going to do? He didn't even have a place to sleep tonight!
CHAPTER NINE
Charles MacDonald helped Evelyn out of the chauffeur-driven limousine right in front of his town house. He had thought about this all the way back from the Coast. Would it be better to deliver her to her own apartment, let her go on staying there, and continue seeing her at Timmy's place? Or should he break his long-standing rule about young girls and let her move in with him?
He decided on the latter course of action.
After all, Evelyn had been perfect on the Coast, had managed everything with no problems, no difficult moments, nothing at all. Besides, he wanted this little chick around him now. Their time in San Francisco had convinced him that he was really high on her.
Evelyn stood in the middle of the sidewalk, looking up at the house. Actually, the place had originally been two town houses, standing beside each other. Charles had paid an architect a fortune to design them inside and out as one house. He had to admit the final effect was impressive!
"Wow! Is this it, Charles? Is this where you live?"
"Right, Evelyn, That's home-sweet-home from now on."
"Wow!" She was incapable of saying much else. It was the most elegant, the biggest and grandest, house she had ever seen. And she was going to be living here! The whole thing really was too much. She couldn't really believe it! Just wait until she told Myra, she wouldn't believe it, either. All that talk about his stranding her out there in San Francisco and everything. Oh, just wait until she told her!
They were in the house in a matter of minutes, Evelyn wandering from room to room, unable to believe how fabulous everything was. Charles was showing her about, helping her get acquainted. She was going to be here for quite a while, he decided. She might as well learn her way around.
"... And now, let's go upstairs. I want you to see your bedroom!"
"My bedroom? You mean, my very own bedroom, here, in this house?"
Charles grinned down at her. "Sure. Why not? You'll need a place to sleep, won't you?"
"Yes, but, but, but, what about us, Charles? Aren't we going to be sleeping together anymore?" There was a note of genuine concern in her voice.
He loved it!
"Oh, of course we'll be sleeping together, Evelyn. But you don't want me around every night, do you?"
"Well, I'm not sure."
He took her in his arms and kissed her, loving the way her soft, young body moved into his instantly. No hesitation, just a full and immediate giving.
"Evelyn, you're a little doll, you really are. You make me very happy, and you get me pretty damned excited, too!" Charles pointed down to the bulge in his trousers: Evelyn laughed.
"Come on, I'll take you to your room. I think you'll like it."
She loved it. She'd never seen anything so beautiful. It was all silk, and satin, and filmy white material. The bath was enormous, a tub you stepped down into, like a Roman empress! Oh, wow! She couldn't believe her eyes.
"Charles, my head is swimming. I really don't know what to say!"
"Don't say anything, Sweetheart. Just come here and give me a kiss."
Evelyn moved over to him swiftly, pushing herself hard against his body, trying to take him all in. They stood there in the middle of the lavish bedroom, Charles holding her, running his hands up and down her back, playing with her ass, their mouths pressed together in a deep, wet kiss.
"Oh, Charles, let's make love. Please let's make love."
He moved her onto the bed, laying her down on the white satin spread, pressing his lips harder and harder against hers, fumbling with the buttons of her blouse. In seconds, he had exposed her full, round tits, the nipples pink and rosy in the late-afternoon light. He kissed them gently at first, then began to suck them, harder and harder. She got him hot, hot, hot. He could never get enough of her!
Evelyn's hand slipped down between his legs, reaching for his zipper, trying to set his hot, hard cock free.
He had her blouse off now and was zipping down the side of her skirt. She lifted her hips, slightly, and he slid both her skirt and her panties down her long, beautiful legs.
He had his own things off in a matter of seconds.
They were laying there, inter-twined in their nakedness, the rich, smooth texture of the white satin spread caressing their bodies.
His hand was on her silky mound, now, his fingers running in and out of her wet, moist cunt, his tongue running deeper and deeper down her throat. She smelled so good, she tasted so good! Charles could feel himself getting hotter and hotter, his prick getting stiffer and stiffer.
Evelyn was playing with his balls, massaging them gently with her fingers, squeezing them lightly... filling her hands with them. She began to work on his throbbing cock, holding the big meat firmly, massaging it, running the skin back and forth. She loved his cock, she really did! She loved to suck it, she loved it to fuck her!
He dropped his head down to her belly and began making funny little criss-cross patterns on her, running his tongue back, across, and forward, licking her all over, getting her wet and sticky, driving her more and more into desire.
With a final movement, he put his head between her outspread legs and began sucking her cunt, running the tip of his tongue in and out only lightly at first, then with a firmer, faster rhythm.
Evelyn was jerking his cock madly, now. She wanted to feel his cream, wanted him to shoot in her hand, wanted all that warm, creamy load in her hand.
She was twisting and turning now, wiggling her hips, pushing them harder and harder against Charles's mouth, trying to take his tongue in deeper and deeper.
With a shudder that ran through his body, Charles shot his load, poured out his hot semen, emptied himself into Evelyn's hand.
She felt the warm liquid and it immediately brought her own excitement to a fever pitch. She pushed herself against Charles' mouth one more time and reached her climax, letting out a little squeal of joy as she did.
Neither one of them moved for a long time. They were resting, relaxing, digging each other. The room had grown nearly dark by this time. Evelyn wished they could just slip under the blankets and go to sleep.
It had been a big day for her!
 
* * *
 
Lonnie looked at his appointment book and groaned. He had just hung up the phone. One of his best clients, a rich broad who spent no more than twenty minutes with him, usually, and always slipped him a fifty had just called to say she couldn't make it tonight.
There were no other names on the pad for this evening. That's the way it went in this business. Some times there was more work than you could handle, like you had to come so many times you wondered if you'd ever be able to come again, and other times there was nothing. Tonight was going to be a nothing-night, that was for sure!
He'd have to go out on the street, and he really hated that. He had started there, a couple of years ago. And he knew how to work the street, no question about that. But he hated it, hated waiting around on some cold corner while the johns passed by and sized you up, giving you hard, appraising looks.
He'd managed to build up a call-service and that was the best. But sometimes it let you down. Like tonight.
Well, Lonnie didn't have to take out his bank book to know how it was going. He had stashed plenty of bread. He'd stash more. If tonight didn't work out, what the hell! He wasn't going to let it upset him.
He left his apartment and headed for Times Square. Now that most of the hustlers were working Third Avenue, he found his best luck on the Square. If you knew what you were doing you could usually score. Had to be careful, though. The place was loaded with fuzz. And then there were always those phony tourists who thought they ought to get it for nothing.
He hit the Square about eleven o'clock, just in time to see Jerry go into the coffee shop to pick up his chick. Fuck him! Lonnie had thrown the bastard right out of his pad. He sure as hell had cost him one good client - Bonnie Eldridge. He hadn't heard a word from her.
Lonnie leaned against a mail box on the west corner of Forty-fifth Street and Broadway and looked around. Lots of people out tonight. That didn't mean a fucking thing. A few people could do it, if they were the right people.
The crowds surged by him, after-theater types, after-movie types, tourists, he knew the crowd well.
"Hi. Gotta light?" Lonnie turned quickly... he had been looking the other way and the voice took him by surprise.
The guy was good-looking, clean-cut, probably about twenty-five. Lonnie immediately wrote him off as a score. He was too young and groovy. Probably just wanted to make out with him. Well, tonight he'd like to bring in a little cash, even if it wasn't very much. Lonnie almost never let his mind stray off money!
"Sure. Here." He lighted the waiting cigarette and gave the guy a cool smile. What a groovy cat! If only he hadn't been working, Lonnie might have given the guy a tumble.
"Thanks." He looked Lonnie over, obviously pleased with what he saw.
Lonnie just stood there, saying nothing, letting the guy dig him.
"You live around here?" He asked the question easily.
"No. I live in Queens." It was Lonnie's standard reply. He never gave away his address, never took anyone to his pad. All that could lead to was trouble.
"Uh, I'm staying over at the Knickerbocker. Like to join me for a drink?"
Okay, time for the commercial note. The guy was groovy, all right, but he was out for bread. "Well, see I'm trying to pick up a little money this evening. I had a bad run of luck." The guy studied him for a minute. "Like how much are you trying to pick up?"
"Oh, about twenty-five bucks, I guess. Something like that."
The score hesitated. "Okay. I'll let you have twenty-five. Want to walk on over, it's only a few blocks from here."
"Sure." Lonnie knew where it was, all right. It was one of the busiest hotels in the area.
They sauntered off together, neither of them saying much, just walking toward the hotel. Lonnie was pleased with himself. He was going to have this groovy cat and get paid for it! Now that was luck!
They went directly to his room as soon as they reached the hotel.
On the way up in the elevator, the guy introduced himself. "My name's Joe, Joe Ryan." He extended his hand.
"My name's Lonnie. Glad to know you." They got off at the tenth floor and wound their way down the dark old corridor. How many times, Lonnie wondered, how many times have I made it in this flea-bag?
Joe Ryan turned the key in his door and preceded Lonnie into the room.
"Hey, honey, I've brought us a friend!" Lonnie moved in quickly. What the hell was this? He'd counted on only the two of them.
She was lying in the middle of the bed, completely naked, no sheet, no blanket over her. Lonnie took her in at a glance. Dark brown hair, cute little face, nice firm tits, long, slender legs. She was a real dish!
Joe was slipping off his jacket, loosening his tie.
"This is Lonnie, Baby. Lonnie, meet Helen."
Lonnie smiled at her, coolly. Okay. He got the action. But the rate had just gone up.
"Like a drink, or would you rather have a joint? I've got some pretty good grass."
"Have any scotch?"
"Sure. I'll get you a drink." He headed into the bathroom and Lonnie joined him.
"You planning on a threesome?" The question was direct, right to the point. It wasn't like Lonnie to fuck around.
Joe looked up from mixing his drink. "Well, not exactly. I mean, there will be three of us."
"Yeah?"
"But, see, you don't really have to do anything. We, uh, we just want you to watch! You mind?"
Lonnie thought it over. "No. But the price is thirty-five dollars. It's always higher for three people."
"Yeah, man, but you don't have to do anything."
Lonnie wasn't going to hassle it. If they wanted to freak-out that was their business. His business was getting thirty-five bucks.
He turned and started to leave.
"Okay, man, okay. We'll give you thirty-five."
"Right, man. Like in advance, right?" You never knew with these freaks.
Joe looked at him, his lip curling just a little bit in disgust. "Okay. Here you are. Man, you sure do have your eye on the buck."
Lonnie watched him count out three tens and a five and put them in his pocket. "It's business, Baby. It's business."
They returned to the bedroom. The chick hadn't moved, was still lying there on her back, her round, firm tits sticking straight up, her legs slightly spread.
"You want anything, Baby?" Joe was directing the question to Helen.
"Just you, Baby, just you!"
He began to strip down, fumbling with his buttons, obviously in a hurry.
Lonnie sat down in a chair close to the bed and watched him. He had some groovy body, that was clear. He was really a good-looking guy, too. Tough news that he dug chicks. Lonnie especially liked his dark brown hair, all curls and ringlets on his head. Hey, wait a minute, the chick had the same dark brown, curly hair. Lonnie looked from one to the other, the resemblance was pretty plain.
He addressed himself to Joe. "That your sister?"
Joe looked up slipping off his socks. "How could you tell?"
"I don't know, you two just look a lot alike, I guess."
"Yeah, We're twins. Pretty good of you to notice."
He moved over to the bed, his body a good shade of tan, contrasting with his sister's rosy-white color. He stood over her, his eyes gazing down into hers, his long cock hanging well down his leg.
Lonnie watched them, fascinated. He'd never seen a brother and sister make it before. The thought turned him on. He could feel his cock beginning to rise in his jeans.
Helen reached up and took Joe's cock in her hands and began to play with it. He knelt on the bed, bringing it closer to her, shoving it out front. She massaged his long cock with one hand, playing with his balls with the other.
In a matter of minutes, his prick was standing straight out, long and hard, not too thick, but a damned good cock, nevertheless.
He knelt closer to her, bringing his cock right up to her lips. She opened her mouth and darted her tongue out, running it over the head of his prick.
Lonnie was really getting hot now. He felt his hand reach down and take his cock, begin to play with it through the fabric of his jeans.
Joe was straddling her now, on his knees on the bed, running his long cock in and out of her mouth, moving his hips in a fucking motion.
She had both arms around him, her hands on his ass, bringing him in and out, sucking him harder and harder. He had his head back and his eyes closed, all his attention directed to his hard prick, completely concentrating on the blow-job.
In a few minutes, he began to move himself around easily, keeping his cock in her mouth, but twisting his body carefully. His head went down between her legs, bobbing up and down, and Lonnie could see his warm, red tongue begin working over her little pussy.
Fuck it! He was going to have some fun, too! He was out of his clothes in a couple of seconds and was standing over them, watching them make out on the bed, his own giant cock hard between his hands. They appeared not to notice him but Lonnie was damn sure they knew what he was doing. That's what they wanted. They wanted to turn another guy on! Okay. He sure as hell was getting turned on!
They were both sucking hard, now, their bodies pushing upward into each other's mouths, their muscles working hard. Lonnie was jerking himself, like a mule would jerk his driver in a rainstorm.
It was fucking far out!
His eyes still tightly closed, Joe gave a little groan and begin to shoot his hot come into his sister's mouth, down her throat, clear into her belly.
She sucked even more eagerly, closing her lips tightly around his prick, drinking him in.
Her own body was thrusting itself upward harder and harder, taking in his tongue, getting him into her deeper and deeper. With a final twist and one more thrust, she reached her climax, her whole body trembling, her legs stiffening out, her hands holding her brother's mouth to her eager cunt.
Lonnie felt himself coming, too, felt the surge inside him, the final stiffening of his prick. His hot sperm shot out, shot onto both their bodies, the warm, wet load spreading itself across them, the sticky fluid dripping all over them.
He let himself go and fell forward onto the bed, right on top of the two beautiful bodies. No one moved. The three of them just lay there, a pile of bodies, three totally relaxed people in one inter-twined heap.
Lonnie had to admit he liked the feeling. He had his arms around them both, resting his head on the chick's breasts, pulling the guy's head gently toward his belly. It was a good moment!
It was Joe who broke it up. "Okay, kids, guess that's it for the moment. Anyone want a drink or a smoke?" He lifted himself up off the bed and headed for the bathroom.
Lonnie and the chick just stared at each other. Wonder if she wants to do it with me? One glance into her eyes told him the answer was "no."
He raised himself up off the bed and settled back onto the chair. What the hell! It had been a scene, a real scene. But you couldn't push these things too far.
He was going to shower off and get back to work. Still, he wouldn't have really minded a repeat!
CHAPTER TEN
Jeff Whitman had spread the pages out in front of her on a table in her office. Bonnie looked at them, half-seeing. He had obviously had the Art Department make them up for him. They looked pretty good.
"... and these columns will carry men's fashions, you know, high-fashion stuff the male-market is going for right now. Do you agree?"
It was clear that he didn't give a damn whether she agreed or not. He'd just appeared in her office, the dummy-sheets for the November issue of Today in a portfolio under his arm. He had almost not bothered to introduce himself, but Bonnie insisted upon that, at least.
"... and now here's something you may feel pretty strongly about, but I'm sure you'll get used to the idea once you think about it." He was going right on, not really asking her opinions about the changes he was making in her own magazine, letting Charles MacDonald's power over her answer any questions she might have.
Bonnie felt sick. She didn't agree with anything he was showing her, felt it was a really serious matter to attempt in a single issue to change what had been a best-selling women's magazine into this half-and-half freak. But she knew, knew very well, that her own opinions would never win over Jeff's. He was Charles' idea-man, he had all the power, now. She was nobody. Nobody!
"... see, this center spread will be a standard monthly feature. It's really here that we're going to change the course of the mag, shape the book up into something that a male audience can legitimately buy and read."
He looked up, waiting for her comment. There was none.
What she was looking at was a center-fold spread showing a very well-endowed young woman in a high-fashion but terribly revealing little gown. Bonnie recognized the designer, immediately. She had never liked his clothes.
The see-through dress was made of the flimsiest possible fabric, decorated here and there with sequins, and as mini-mini as possible. As a matter of fact, the angle the photographer had chosen amounted to little more than a crotch-shot in a girlie magazine.
Bonnie felt her head swimming. What were they doing to her magazine? What could Charles MacDonald be thinking of? And this awful Jeff Whitman, this awful - pornographer! That's all she could think to call him.
He waited another second for her reaction and then began folding the pages back together, putting them back in the portfolio.
"I can see you're not too happy, Miss Eldridge. Well, we expected you might not be. Anyway, that's how Mr. MacDonald wants it and I'm sure you'll like it better after you've had a chance to think it through."
He looked at her, almost feeling sorry for her. Charles MacDonald could be a ruthless guy. Jeff Whitman knew pretty well in his own mind that this whole change in Today had come about because MacDonald had found this groovy little chick, a little nymph for the centerfold. Well, it couldn't hurt the magazine too much, anyway. The circulation needed a shot in the arm. Maybe this would work.
"Well, I'll be getting back on down to the production department. Good seeing you, Miss Eldridge."
"Thank you, Mr. Whitman." Bonnie just sat there, not moving, not hearing. Just letting her reflexes do the reacting.
As soon as he was out of her office, she rang for Brenda Lever.
"Yes, Bonnie? What is it? Tough session?" Brenda had already established that Jeff Whitman was going to have plenty of power around here. She was already treating him with a careful new respect, a new politeness.
"I, I'll be taking the afternoon off, Brenda. Just keep my messages, please." Bonnie's eyes were far away, a deep, concentrated look in them.
"Are you okay, Bonnie? You don't look so good."
"I'm fine, Brenda. And if Mr. MacDonald should phone, just tell him I'll see him later." She rose, picked her purse and gloves, and started out of the office.
"Are you really all right, Bonnie?" Brenda was worried.
"Oh, yes, Brenda, I'm fine." She continued on her way, not looking back.
She would go to her apartment, think it over. Something was turning around in her mind. Something, she wasn't quite sure what.
 
* * *
 
"... and there is this crazy photographer, Charles, well, he really is the best, like out-of-sight, but he's such a nut and I kept getting it all wrong. You know. But I love it, I really love it!"
Evelyn and Charles MacDonald were lying in her bed in his huge town house, Evelyn excited from her first day's shooting as a professional model, Charles listening patiently and with a pleased look on his face.
"You really liked it, didn't you? I thought you might."
"Oh, Charles, it was the most exciting, the most fun thing I've ever done. Everyone was so nice to me, so careful of me. I really couldn't believe it!"
"It doesn't hurt, uh, Baby, that you're a friend of the publisher, you know."
"Oh, yes, Charles, I know, I know! You really are so sweet!" She reached up to kiss him, loving him very much, right at that moment. He had done so much for her. He really was the best guy she'd ever known.
The San Francisco thing kept coming back into her mind. It was true, he had been a handsome, young guy, almost any girl would have found him hard to resist, but she never should have cheated on Charles, never should have gone off to that party.
"Charles?"
"Yes, Baby?" He put his hand on her tits and drew her closer to him in the big bed.
"Charles, I, uh, oh never mind!" She had been about to confess, to tell him about her evening with Bob Thorpe. But she thought better of it.
"Something on your mind, Baby?" He was caressing her tits, now, leaning down to kiss her on the neck, running his tongue down lower and lower.
"Um-umh. Nothing!"
Evelyn settled back, ready to make love. He was such a groovy guy, why should she risk hurting him?
"Did you like the dress, Baby?"
His head was buried between her tits... she could hardly make out what he was saying.
"Oh, yes, Charles, yes! It was so beautiful, so expensive!"
"I know. I picked it out for you." He continued moving his tongue down her body, sucking her warm, white skin, making little criss-cross motions with his mouth.
"Oh, Charles, oh, Charles you are so good!" Evelyn took his head in her hands and held it, following his movements, letting him be free to go where he wanted, but just holding him lightly.
"I want you, Baby, I want your whole, entire, sweet, little body, all for me!" He was sucking lower, now, moving his lips down to her tiny pussy, inhaling the sweet scent of her, loving the satin-smoothness of her body.
She began rubbing his tits, lightly, letting her hand run down over his strong, flat belly, knowing that she would be holding his big cock in a few minutes.
He was into her, now, sucking her warm cunt, running his tongue deep within her, loving the warm wetness of her beautiful cunt.
"Oh, Charles, I love that so much! You feel so good to me!" She was rubbing him, massaging him, caressing him. She felt hot, hot and alive! He was so big, so powerful, so good!
They were both startled by the ringing of the telephone. Even though it was muted to lowest-volume here in her bedroom, the unexpected sound came as a shock.
"Let it ring!" Charles didn't want to be interrupted. He was enjoying himself too much. Who the hell could it be, anyway? He gave out his private phone number to only a very few people.
The constant ringing disturbed Evelyn. She hadn't yet learned that it is just as easy not to answer a telephone as it is to answer it.
"Charles, please. It's like driving me crazy."
"Oh, well, all right, but I'll kill the bastard who's calling me at this hour. Believe, me, I'll kill him!"
He reached for the phone.
Bonnie Eldridge had spent the afternoon in her apartment, not really seeing, not really looking. Once she had been so proud of the place... so pleased with what she and a decorator had been able to accomplish in one of these new Manhattan apartments. They were so sterile, so box-like to begin with. It really took a lot of ingenuity to transform them into something warm and exciting.
But she didn't even look at the place today. Her eyes were half-closed, unseeing. All that concerned her was the huge highball glass of scotch on the coffee table in front of her.
She could see that with no trouble at all. As soon as it was empty, she got up and made herself a new drink. Yes. She could see that, all right.
It was all over and she knew it. Her career was gone, Charles was gone, her whole life was gone. What the hell had happened? She tried and tried, had been trying for days, but no answers came. It was luck. Just luck. Bad luck.
She reached for her glass and took another long gulp. The scotch was good, thank God! At least she had that!
Bonnie was not a drinker, never had been. But on this long, lonely afternoon, with the gray skies of Manhattan outside her windows, the scotch seemed to become the most important thing left to her.
She could feel it, warming her insides, smoothing out her brain, making it all bearable again. That's what whiskey was all about, wasn't it? It took care of you when nothing else, when nobody else, did.
She took another long swallow, letting the scotch roll slowly across her tongue and down her throat. Oh, that felt good! She really wanted something to feel good right now!
It had all crashed in on her head, everything! Her lover, her job. How much more was there?
And those boys, her little boys. They had let her down, too. She'd always counted on them for the best in sex, counted on their eager young faces and their warm bodies to give her pleasure, to give her some relief from all the older men her business had compelled her to sleep with.
Where were they? Every one of them, every one!, had turned out to be bad, very bad. How could they do that to her? She had always been so good to them, caressing their lean, hard bodies, giving them her lips, sucking them off carefully and professionally.
Where were they? Everyone of them had left her, stolen from her, cheated her. They could be frightening, she knew that now. The kids were the toughest, the hardest of all.
But she missed them, she wanted their warm, young arms about her, wanted to feel their stiff pricks next to her, wanted all that smooth flesh and soft-but-hard touch they had.
Everything was gone, everything!
Bonnie took another deep pull on her drink, got up, moved over to the bar, and made herself another. Oh, yes! This was going to be a lovely evening. Maybe she'd drink up all the scotch in the house, maybe she wouldn't. Just have to wait and see!
She was getting more and more loaded, the images of her life swimming around in her head, her defeats more and more on her mind.
What was it, what was it she had done wrong?
She was suddenly aware that someone was in the room with her... standing over her, looking down at her. Now who the hell?
"Good evening, Miss Bonnie Eldridge! You forgot to pull your door tight shut, you really shouldn't do that, you know."
Bonnie looked up, her eyes bleary and out of focus. Who the hell was this, what the hell did he want?
"I did? That was very naughty of me, very!" She began to laugh, insanely, began to find this the funniest situation she'd ever been in.
Later Bonnie realized that the scene with the boy hadn't been funny at all. He had beaten her and stripped the apartment. In desperation she took some pills and called Charles. She had tried to kill herself, but before she was successful, Charles and Evelyn saved her. Once that Bonnie was feeling well again, she told Evelyn why she had tried to kill herself, which made Evelyn furious at Charles. She left Charles alone with Bonnie. Charles looked at Bonnie and finally broke the silence between them.
"Don't you see that I regret my mistakes?" he pleaded. "I don't know how I could get along without you. You name the terms. I'll fire that new guy and do anything else you say. Anything at all."
Bonnie stared at him for a while and realized that she was unable to resist his pleas. She nodded her head at the handsome executive and invited him to join her on the couch. In no time at all they were sitting with their arms around each other.
"Bonnie, how come you never married?" he asked.
The End
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