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A Lack of Air Conditioning

The hot summer sun poured in through the downstairs windows of the old hotel. By late morning, despite opening the windows, it was baking hot in the lobby and the office.

Jeri only wore a short skirt, panties, and a thin tee shirt, but even then, everything was already soaked in sweat.

Outside, in the back alley, she could hear the two men who were working to get the air conditioner unit running again. Trying to resuscitate the ancient unit, the head man had called it.

They couldn’t afford a new one and fixing the old one was taking time. Of course, here it was July already, in the worst heat, and the men were just getting to it.

That was one of the hassles of life in a small town, getting things done. Pleasant Mountain had a lot going for it, but a ready supply of reliable repairmen wasn’t one of them.

Even if they weren’t everything she could wish for that way, the younger guy was nice to look at, real eye candy.

Unfortunately, watching him made her feel even warmer.

His name was Greg and from the moment he showed up, her thoughts had focused on how nice it would be to get him alone and do a lot more than look.

He was probably not much more than twenty-one, so a few years younger than she was, with broad shoulders, rippling biceps, and an engaging smile. All that was enhanced by the bulging crotch of his jeans.

The sight made her smile to herself.

While Robert, her husband, wasn’t tiny, he was no porn star.

This Greg, however… She couldn’t help but wonder what he offered a girl.

That Robert had been ignoring her for far too long now added to her hunger and made her more than a little curious.

As the day wore on, Greg took off his shirt, giving her an even nicer view. Unfortunately, it was also a lot more frustrating.

The old guy, his boss, was around all the time, showing him how to do the work. He’d start Greg on something and hover around him to see that he did it right.

Greg glanced at her from time to time, so Jeri made sure Greg could see her.

She flashed him interested smiles. Maybe that could lead somewhere.

Whenever Greg came into the office for anything, she’d do something to get his attention.

Once he came in while she was sitting in her chair and she put her long, bare leg up on the desk and stroked it, turning it like she was rubbing lotion into it.

She’d always been told she had sexy legs and the look on his face told her he knew she was doing it for him.

The next time, she pretended to ignore him but turned sideways so he’d see her in profile, get a look at her breasts, and the way her nipples showed through the sweaty cotton.

And Robert was gone.

He’d been there when the men first arrived. He’d gone over the work with them and then holed himself up in their little apartment that was alongside the office at the back of the building.

He said he’d be going over the accounts, see if they couldn’t stall payments to some vendors, and maybe make some calls to get travel agents interested in booking the hotel.

The truth was that they had money problems that added to her stress. Anything he could do that would improve the cash flow would be helpful.

Unfortunately, she had come to learn that Robert wasn’t the most creative guy she’d ever known, in or out of bed.

Not long after Robert disappeared she’d caught sight of Greg glancing over at her.

He ran his gaze over her and didn’t try to hide it. The leer that crossed his handsome face lifted her spirits.

She gave him a soft and amused smile letting him know she knew he was scoping out her body and that she didn’t mind it at all.

She liked having him look.

Under the best of circumstances, she hated it when guys took peeks but pretended they weren’t looking.

She found it attractive if they flirted a little, took a chance on being rejected. If they were willing to make a move, be a bit forceful, then she found that sexy.

But she had to admit that Greg was in a tough spot. He was an apprentice on the job with his boss and her husband both hovering close by. He didn’t have much of a chance to do anything. Still…

While giving him sidelong glances, she’d taken a good look at him too, paying especially close attention to the nice bulge in the crotch of his tight jeans.

Jeans made it hard to tell a lot but she guessed he was pretty well endowed. Picturing what he might look like naked, imaging his huge, throbbing, erect cock, gave her a tingle of pleasure.

The desire to do more than imagine him naked and that they were doing more than looking at each other was potent.

Unable to do more than fantasize for the moment, Jeri tried to turn her attention back to her own work, which involved guessing if they’d have any income at all over the next week.

They did have one or two guests with bookings, thank goodness.

Still, that wasn’t enough. Her rule of thumb was that the hotel needed at least fifteen guest nights a week to break even—to make the mortgage and taxes and utilities. She sighed.  

Juggling the budget in the absence of money gave her a headache.

She was about to give up when the old guy, Greg’s boss, waddled into the office, wiping greasy hands on a red cloth and looking pleased with himself.

“Well… we finally got her running,” he said, nodding his head toward the big unit that sat out back.

He walked over to a vent and put his hand up against it, waving for Jeri to do the same. When she did she felt a stream of cool air.

It wasn’t strong or cold, but it was cool.

“This old gal will take some time to cool the place down, but there’s life left in her.”

“Thank God.”

“Greg will stay and finish up. He’ll clean up the mess we made. There’s still one filter that needs replacing, but I didn’t have one for a unit this old. I called over to the supplier in the city and they’ll send one this afternoon. Things are kind of busy now, but if it’s okay with you I can send Greg over first thing in the morning to install it.”

The idea of Greg coming to the hotel by himself suggested some interesting possibilities, and just considering them made her tingle in a lovely way.

Getting rid of Robert would be relatively easy. He was always looking for excuses to take off these days.

The situation depressed him too.

“That sounds fine. So you are leaving now?”

“Nothing else to do here and we got other calls to make. Don’t expect too much, now. Your system is old and it’s going to cost a hell of a lot to run it, compared to a new one, but it has life left in it.”

“I appreciate you getting the thing running at all.”

Having it trying to cool the drafty hotel meant that the electric bill would be enormous, but without it, no one would stay there at all.

“No problem. I’m glad we could get her going again. It looks like it will be a hot couple of months.”

As he left she looked out through the open back door and saw Greg loading tools into the truck.

When he straightened up and put on his shirt, she watched his muscles ripple and thought about how nice it would be to have a chance to get him all hot and sweaty the next day.

Robert had let himself get out of shape—in many ways.

The old guy went over and gave Greg some last-minute instructions and then got in an old pickup.

As he drove away, she went to the refrigerator and got out two bottles of beer.

Greg was finishing loading when she came out and handed one to him.

“I appreciate the good work.”

He took it with an appreciative grin. “I’m just the apprentice.”

“Even so… I’ll bet that there are other things you’ve mastered, or at least know how to use your equipment for.”

She noted happily that his gaze was riveted on her damp tee shirt, which was plastered against her hard nipples.

Greg glanced up at her face, reading it, hesitating just a moment before reaching a handout, using his index finger to trace one.

“There are one or two things I know more about than air conditioning.”

She looked in the truck through the open backdoors. The tools all hung on the sides and a narrow workbench ran the length of it, with a space to stand and work.

“Nice truck.”

He chuckled. “I guess so.”

“It has lots of room.”

He nodded. “You are welcome to step in and look around.”

As she stepped up, he ran his hands over her legs, pretending to boost her up and into it.

He followed her in, closing the doors behind him. In the darkness, he pressed up against her back.

Jeri grew excited at the brush of his crotch against her ass.

“It’s hot.”

“You are much hotter.”

“Right now I am smoking,” she agreed.

“You’re wearing too many clothes,” he said, pulling her tee shirt up.

He tossed it aside and caressed her bare breasts from behind and she rubbed back against his hard chest.

He began undoing her skirt and letting it fall to the ground. She turned to face him, leaning back against the workbench as he tucked his fingers in her panties and tugged them down to her knees.

Impatient, she put her hands on his hard-muscled chest and ran her fingers over the rippling muscles, his flat belly. Then, as she wiggled to let her panties drop to the ground, she undid his jeans, wanting to see him, to find out if his cock was as beautiful as she had imagined.

She put his hands on her shoulders as she reached into his pants and wrapped her long fingers around his swollen shaft and brought it out.

He had a gorgeous prick, and she squatted down, stroking it and kissing the tip, then licking it.

Greg let out a gasp as she opened her mouth and tasted him, wetting his cock.

He was rigid with desire and his hands gripped her shoulders, pulling her to her feet.

He pushed her back against the workbench and moved close. She put her hands on his shoulders and he gripped her thighs, boosting her up so that her ass rested on the bench and he moved up between her legs.

He reached down to guide his cock between the lips of her pussy and then grabbed her ass cheeks to pull their bodies together.

When his cock filled her, she cried out with pleasure and she hooked her legs around him, wanting to feel the heat of his throbbing cock buried deep inside her pussy.

He thrust into her with a lovely violence that made her entire body tremble with lust and madness. This male animal was alive inside her, pounding into her wonderfully.

She saw the hunger in his sweaty face, felt the passion in the thrusts of his hips that created the wondrous movement of his huge cock in her.

In the heat of the moment, in the sweaty heat of their embrace in the van, she came, her body twitching joyously, spasmodically.

“Holy fuck,” he cried, and she felt the pulsing release of him spending inside her, his cum gushing up inside her.

Later they dressed in silence. Before they left the truck, he kissed her.

“Tomorrow,” he said. “We’ll have more time.”

“And we can do it inside, in a bed in the air conditioning,” she laughed. “I want it to be slow next time.”

“And more than once,” he said. “I’ll drive you crazy,” he said. “I’ll fuck you hard and then so frigging slow you will scream.”

As he drove away she had a momentary pang of regret.

She’d enjoyed herself, but this was the first time she’d fucked another man since marrying Robert.

Maybe it was the crazy heat, along with him neglecting her. Maybe it was boredom. It didn’t matter.

When she’d married, she didn’t expect to feel such a need for other men, but there it was. Maybe it was wrong, but it had been so good.

She’d damn well needed it and it had been glorious. No way did she intend to go back to suffering.

Besides, she was pretty sure Robert had started cheating on her.

She couldn’t be sure, and for some reason, she’d never questioned his strange absences.

Now, having screwed Greg, having decided to do it again, it dawned on her that she didn’t really care if Robert was fucking around or not.

They had grown far enough apart that it didn’t matter to her. What she’d do about it remained to be seen. Their money problems meant she didn’t have many options.

She walked into the apartment feeling Greg’s jism inside her and decided that, whatever was going on, fucking Greg now and then, or someone like him, would at least make her life more tolerable.

As sweaty as she was now, she scarcely noticed the heat.


A Room With a View

The next morning Jeri was in the office early.

She had no idea what time Greg would arrive with the filter and, of more interest, his stiff cock and she wanted to make sure she was around and ready for him.

Her pussy had been wanting him all night.

The door opened and Robert came into the office and looked at her.

“I’m going to a business meeting,” he said.

Jeri stared at him and suppressed the desire to laugh. A business meeting.

Even if that was really where he was going, another in an endless line of business meetings wouldn’t do anything to solve their most important problem—a negative cash flow.

“The mayor wants to talk about some new tourism projects.”

He seemed to want to justify leaving, as if she cared.

“She has a couple of ideas that might involve us.”

“Fine.”

Her charming Robert had turned out to be a dreamer, an optimist. At first that had seemed wonderful. It made him seem strong and confident, but over time she realized it was the opposite.

When nothing good seemed to come of his dreams, he weakened and grew whiny. That was disappointing.

“I need to talk to her about delaying the next loan payments too.”

“Right.”

The mayor was also their banker, and her bank held their mortgage.

“Talk about totally refinancing the fucking white elephant,” she said. “It’s a good time. You know we aren’t the only business in town suffering from the downturn in tourism and the bank won’t want this place on its books.”

He winced and she knew he’d never suggest anything that dramatic, especially when it implied failure.

“I might be a while.”

The words were music to her ears.

“Take your time. There’s not much to do here. It’s not like we have any guests.”

And then he was gone.

She sighed with relief. The meeting saved her the trouble of finding a way to get rid of him when Greg arrived and she wanted time with the man. A quick fuck in the truck had been fun, but now she wanted more than that.

She wanted to get him in her bed and see what joy that might bring.

Despite the prospect of having Greg’s hard body driving her delirious in her future, part of Jeri still resented the way Robert acted.

As he grew disenchanted with the business he increasingly left all the real work with the hotel to her—and she’d never wanted it.

This hotel was his dream—or it had been.

Jeri had adored their life in the city, the parties, the fun. She’d enjoyed her work as a data operator, or at least the social atmosphere of the office.

When his folks died he inherited the hotel and suddenly restoring it had been all he talked about.

He’d raved about it, overflowed with plans.

Over time he’d overcome her resistance to leaving Chicago and infected her with the idea that they could build something with this old, but still elegant hotel.

It was a classic emblem of the old West, Robert imagined restoring it to its grandeur and making it a tourist destination of its own.

Despite sounding exciting, it hadn’t worked out well at all. Jeri had been frustrated with the lack of social life in the sleepy town and a downturn in the economy killed their business dreams before they even got seriously started.

Fixing up the hotel so that it met modern city codes involved far more work and higher costs than either of them could have imagined.

They’d managed to open the doors to a town in decline, with businesses closing and few tourists arriving.

They’d gone from planning renovations to finding ways to survive.

That experience had changed Robert, or perhaps only shown her who he really was.

Somehow his interest in their marriage had died with his hopes for restoring the hotel. He kept talking his optimistic talk but he was going through the motions, attending high-profile events and playing big shot with city officials.

None of those things amounted to anything more than him getting his picture in the paper now and then with the mayor or some visiting bigwig. That impressed the locals, but locals weren’t their customers.

In every real sense, he’d given up.

Now she struggled to pay the bills and keep the place functioning. What choice did she have? They didn’t have anything but that damn hotel.

After Robert left, the hotel seemed calmer, almost pleasant.

It was a nice building and they’d done some wonderful work on it. Robert had gotten that part right.

And now, in the calm, with the air conditioner working, she waited impatiently for Greg.

Then he called. “The filter didn’t come in. Tomorrow, they said.”

“Come over anyway.”

“I can’t. The boss is sending me off on other jobs. It’s maddening, Jeri.”

“Good word.”

And frustrating. She’d worked herself up thinking about fucking Greg. Of course, this wasn’t his fault, but still.

“Tomorrow then.”

She’d have to make do with that. She was tired of putting off her own gratification.

When he hung up, to keep from sulking or getting depressed, Jeri thought again about the hotel.

It was a good hotel. The town and the economy were the problems—if people didn’t come to the town it was hard to get people in the door.

“How the fuck do you do that?” she said softly.

They’d tried a number of things and none of them had helped in the least.

She was holding out… but for what? Life was passing her by.

Back in Chicago, her friends were having fun. They worked hard too, but went home and then out to parties.

But she couldn’t just leave. She had no savings and would have to bum off friends while she looked for a job.

Not that she qualified for much, and being out of the workforce for a time didn’t help.

The front door opened, breaking her reverie.

The man who came in carrying a suitcase caused Jeri to do a double take.

What a man this was. He wore an expensive, tailored suit that made him an anomaly in Pleasant Mountain.

No one wore suits here and he was comfortable in his—it flattered him.

He was squarely built, with short brown hair and hazel eyes that she thought she might fall into.

Dreamy was the word that came to mind.

His presence drove Greg out of her head.

He looked like an ad executive or a New York banker, although a pale scar on his right cheek gave him a slightly more rugged air.

She drew in a breath and smiled.

“Good afternoon. I’m Jeri Jones. Can I help you?”

His broad, bright smile increased the temperature, offsetting the efforts of the newly repaired air conditioner.

“I hope you can. I just arrived in town. I saw your lovely hotel and I was wondering if you had a room available. I adore the old buildings in this town, especially this hotel. So if you have a room…”

She tried not to sound too eager.

“I think we can help you.”

“Without a reservation, I can’t be picky, but I was hoping you might have something upstairs, looking over the street. I know that would be asking a lot, given that I’m just walking in off the street…”

She smiled. “Actually, your timing is perfect. We have a room that fills the bill and is available.”

We can let you have the whole damn floor.

“The upstairs rooms are suites, though. I hope that is all right.”

“Perfect.”

His eyes were fixed on her breasts and he didn’t bother hiding his stare as he pulled out his wallet and handed her a credit card.

His smile clearly wasn’t totally because they had the room he wanted.

“My name is Mark. Mark Truman.”

She took the card feeling the warmth of his body in it.

“Welcome to Pleasant Mountain, Mr. Truman. Is your visit business or pleasure?”

He raised his eyes and looked into her eyes with a gaze that wouldn’t let her turn away if she’d wanted to.

“I think that everything we do should involve pleasure, Jeri Jones. Absolutely everything can be made pleasurable. Don’t you?”

The softness of his voice, something in its tone, told her that he meant that exactly as it sounded.

She wanted to answer him in kind.

“It doesn’t always seem that way, not always possible. But I agree that we could do more to make things more pleasant.”

She ran his credit card and handed it back. He took it and she felt a spark.

“Excellent. I like your attitude.”

There was something underlying those simple words and she felt a nervous flutter, although she was anything but nervous. Excited, yes.

“Let me show you the rooms we have available. There are two of them, and they offer different views, so I’m afraid you’ll have to choose one. I hope it will be a pleasurable decision.”

He laughed, sounding pleased.

“I think I can manage that. I enjoy choosing among various pleasures that I’m offered.”

I’m sure you do.

She almost said it as she grabbed the keys and came from behind the desk.

As she walk to the stairs and led Mark up she could almost feel the heat of his gaze.

He followed her, sizing her up and not caring that she knew, maybe wanting her to know. Some men made an art of letting women know they like them and seeing how they responded—Mark had that down.

As they climbed the steep, carpeted stairs from the lobby, he followed just far enough behind her that his face was level with her ass.

She knew her short skirt made it easy for him to see up it pretty easily and she imagined his gaze running up the backs of her legs, to her ass moving under her panties.

As they crossed a landing she glanced back at him, noting the way he reluctantly tore his gaze from her ass.

That he didn’t pretend that he hadn’t been staring made it nicer. She smiled.

“I’m sorry we don't have an elevator."

“It’s just two flights. That isn’t a problem. Actually, I can use the exercise. Doing office work doesn't do much for your health."

"You don't look like someone who spends his time cooped up in an office all day."

He laughed. “That’s true. I always try to find a way to con someone else into doing most of the office work.”

She watched him looking around at the landing, thinking something.

“This place has your mind drifting somewhere,” she said.

“I’m sorry. That’s true. When I look at these old buildings, I can’t help but think of all the men and women who were here before us, think about the people who’ve come to this hotel over the years…” he gave her a knowing smile, “…for their own reasons and purposes. I bet these walls could tell some fascinating and erotic stories.”

A number of exciting images came to her mind.

“You think?”

“I confess that I’m enamored of the old West.”

“Well you are in the right place,” she laughed, hoping that defused the heat she felt.

“I’ve read a lot of stories and histories. Imagine what this town must’ve been like back during the boom years when the independent miners were digging gold and silver out of the mines. With the money flowing this hotel would have been home to a lot of assignations and some incredibly wild times.”

“I’m not that big a fan of Westerns, but you make it sound lively. And you certainly have a vivid imagination.”

His smile showed a wicked tinge.

“Is that a bad thing?”

His words, the unsaid implications that she could read on his face, took her breath away.

“Not in the least.”

Determinedly, she turned back and continued upward.

At the top of the stairs she pointed at two doors, one at the end of the landing, to their right, and the other straight ahead.

“Both suites look out over Main Street. Some of these buildings date back to the 1800s.” She giggled. “I must admit they each have a kind of classic cornball Western view. You mentioning the old West made me remember… when we first got the place and I looked out the window I half expected to see gunfighters square off in the street. I’m sure that’s not exactly the history you were thinking of just now, but…”

“That’s part of it. Why don’t you show me the room? I’d like to look out that window and down on that street so I can see what those old cowboys are up to.”

She opened the door and he followed her into the room furnished with old furniture. The carpet was old and worn but had been elegant in its day.

She stood in the doorway and watched him as he looked around the sitting room.

“Some of this dates back to the heyday of the hotel.”

A heavy oak door stood open and he looked at it, letting her see the question.

"The bedroom,” she said.

She walked over and led the way in, which was exactly what he wanted.

Inside she pointed to a huge four-poster bed with a Western landscape hung over it.

"Old style opulence. That might have more stories to tell than the walls.”

With a glance at her, he turned to the bed and nodded.

"Indeed."

A shiver ran through her as the delightful picture of being on the bed with him, with Mark peeling her clothes off her.

"Is something wrong?"

She caught herself.

“Not at all. I was just distracted by a thought.”

She saw him blatantly run his restless eye over the curves of her body again.

“I think this suite will do nicely.”

"You don't want to see the other rooms?”

Showing him would prolong their time together.

He tossed his suitcase on the bed.

"Not unless you think there is something special about one of the others.” He glanced at the large wooden bed. “This one seems about perfect to me.”

“I think this one is the nicest.”

“Fine, then.”

“I need to warn you that we don't have room service. We can’t afford to bring the kitchen up to code. Food service operations are too expensive to maintain when you don't have a lot of guests. All the codes and regulations make it crazy. But there are fast food places around that deliver. I left a list on the desk in the sitting room. The other side of the page gives the restaurants we recommend. There is a bit of a selection, but I hope you like Mexican food because most of the good ones are Mexican."

He took off his suit coat and draped it over the foot of the bed.

“That’s fine.”

She didn’t want to leave yet but she couldn’t think of anything else to show him.

She’d expected him to make a move—she’d hoped he would.

The frustration about Greg not coming and the way Mark Truman had been playing her had her ready to boil over. If nothing more happened, she’d have to go downstairs and get out her vibrator and that thought left her feeling empty.

“Then I’ll leave you to settle in.”

He raised a hand. “Before you go, can you show me how these windows open? It’s a bit stuffy in here and I wouldn’t want to discover that there was some trick to them after you’d left.”

“There’s no trick to it at all.”

She went over to the window with him following close and undid the old-fashioned latch.

“The air conditioning was just repaired yesterday and it’s still struggling to cool things off.”

“I really prefer fresh air and you did promise me a cornball Western view.”

As the window opened, he moved up behind her and put his hand on hers.

She froze, framed in the open window, held immobile by his gentle touch. He took her other hand and put it on the other side of the frame.

“They’re quite simple, aren’t they? The windows, I mean.”

Her words sounded stupid but she felt she had to say them. After a moment she realized he was pressing his body up against hers, his crotch brushing her ass.

“I see that now.”

He peeked out the window, his face over her shoulder. One hand slipped down to her breast and cupped it.

“No gunfights today though, I see.”

She struggled for breath.

“It’s too late in the day. Gunfights are all at high noon. It’s a rule of some kind.”

“Gary Cooper’s rule.” His voice was soft, enticing. “Isn’t it exciting to think about how it was back then? There weren’t so many rules. People did whatever they could get away with.”

His words floated the few inches to her ear. His free hand encircled her waist.

“Imagine how it was in those days. The hotels were the center of things. This one probably had poker games in the lobby.”

“There’s an old photo like that downstairs,” she said. “A roulette table too. The lobby was basically a saloon.”

“Think about it. If a man and a woman were watching a gunfight from one of these rooms, he would probably have been a gambler or a salesman, not a regular cowhand. And she’d most likely be an erring widow or maybe a whore he’d hired and brought to his room. Either way, they’d come to the room for one, very exciting reason.”

She trembled. “I suppose so.”

“Imagine them standing here, that Western couple. They’ve come up here to fuck." The word made her tremble. "They are excited, but it’s hot and they open the window to get some air. Their bodies brush together as they look down at the street and see two gunmen facing each other. As they watch, they know one is going to die.”

His fingers pinched her nipple through the tee shirt as his other hand dropped to rest on her bare thigh.

“Up here our couple knows they are going to live, at least for the moment. And having seen death, they are even more excited by the moment, by the touch of a lover's flesh.”

His hand moved with his words, sliding up under her skirt and she gasped as it touched her pussy through her panties.

She rocked her head back against him, her mouth open as his fingers touching her released her smoldering desire.

“When you look out there you can almost see them, those two men, while up here, safe in this elegant room the gambler excitedly begins feeling up the woman he’s brought to his room.”

She felt his fingers slip under the crotch of her panties to touch the bare skin of her pussy. Her body jerked involuntarily and her breath grew ragged as he began stroking those strong fingers between the lips of her pussy, parting them and then working their way inside her.

She spread her legs for him, not wanting him to stop.

He continued his story: “The sight of a man dying in the street below makes them realize that only this moment means anything. It stirs their blood and they want to feel the pulse of life.”

“Yes,” she said, her words a moan.

“Like those two, you are wet with excitement and hungry for life.”

All she could do was gasp as his fingers explored her. Then, as he moved his hands and hiked her skirt up to her hips, the pounding of her heart was so loud she was sure it could be heard in the street.

He pulled the crotch of her panties to one side and she had never felt more vulnerable.

Her body ached and she still stood frozen with her hands on either side of the window.

“And here we are, Jeri. Two hungry people close together.”

“Yes,” she said, as she heard him unzip his pants.

She wanted to look, to see his cock but part of this seduction, if that's what it was, was just too delicious as it was.

She was letting things happen, knowing that this stranger was going to fuck her there in the window.

She stood frozen in anticipation, not wanting to move.

Nothing like this had ever happened to her before. She had fucked Greg, but never a man she’d just met.

It was an eerie seduction and she couldn’t summon the will to resist—or any desire to do so.

Then he moved behind her, putting a large hand on her ass as he guided his cock past the fabric of her cotton panties and into her, working the big head in between her pussy lips, then penetrating her cunt with agonizing slowness.

It felt huge, bigger than Greg’s as he rocked it into her, moving deeper.

She bent forward and gripped the window frame as his hands came up under her tee shirt, raising it so that he could hold her breasts and toy with them as he moved his hips and slowly fucked her.

Down below them, an old couple walked down the sidewalk toward the convenience store at the corner. Cars passed slowly under that window in the street where this man, Mark Truman, saw gunfighters as he fucked her, Jeri Jones.

This hunk of a man was steadily driving his hard cock into her wet pussy.

He kissed her neck, licked and sucked her earlobe, and then began thrusting harder. He bounced her shoulder against the windowsill and she pushed back, wanting all of him.

He moved a hand down to rub her clit as he fucked her.

“I want you to come,” he said, his voice a slow leak from a boiler. “I want to feel your orgasm.”

No man had ever said anything like that to her while he was fucking her. It surprised her, pleased her, and, soon, thinking about what he said, hearing those words echo in her head, she came.

Her cheek was flat against the wooden window frame, and it was damp with saliva that leaked from her mouth. He was taking her and then, she felt the heat of him coming inside her, spurting his seed.

When he released her, he sank to the floor and she slumped down beside him. She looked at him, saw his eyes sparkle.

“That was damn fine, Jeri Jones. I’m going to enjoy staying here.”

“I’m married.” She said it simply.

He kissed her cheek. “I’m not.”

Then he put his hand on her thigh. “I don’t know how long I’ll be in this town, but before I leave I want to fuck you every way a man can take a woman. And if there’s still time, start from the beginning and do it again.”

She liked the sound of that.

“I’ll see what I can arrange. You don’t know how long you are planning on staying?”

He shook his head.

“It depends on how some things go. I do have some business here, and I’ll tell you more. I know that things happen slowly in these little towns and I’m in no rush. I might be here a very long time.”

She smiled, then stood and pulled off her tee shirt. Naked, she walked to the bed, and with Mark watching her every move, she stretched out, spreading her legs so that he had a great view.

“Eventually I’ll have to get back to work, but if you aren’t too slow in recovering, I might have time to see what the second way a man can fuck a woman is like.”

Mark stood up and slowly took off his clothes, dropping them on the floor.

“Recovery is a process that can be accelerated if a woman wants to motivate a man.”

She crooked a finger at him, calling him to the bed.

“I do like motivated men. Especially if it motivated their cocks to get hard.”


A Motel Affair

Lana Drake turned her BMW onto the highway that led out of town, thrilling, as she always did, to the rapid acceleration as the powerful car smoothly got up to speed.

The throbbing of the engine added to the pleasure.

She quickly reached the edge of town where buildings grew sparse and the businesses less well maintained.

Clusters of small shops formed run-down strip malls that held hairdressers and internet shops.

Finally, she reached two shabby buildings that sat on the hillside above the highway. Each had a dilapidated sign. "CHING'S MOTEL," one sign said. The other read: "THE HIGHWAY CLUB (for gentlemen)."

Lana slowed and pulled off the highway and up into the parking lot, the two buildings shared.

Two cars sat in the parking lot of the club and one at the motel. She pulled alongside the one at the far side of the motel and looked over at the driver who sat in his car looking impatient.

As she stopped, the driver got out of his car and came over to hers.

“It’s a shame that we always wind up at Ching's sleazy motel."

She laughed. “So where would you like to go, Robert? Your hotel? My house? I could ask my husband to give us some privacy, I suppose."

He made a face. “You’re the one who won’t do it at my place."

She laughed. “On the sly, no. Are you so hard up that you’d prefer a quick fuck in a closet while your wife does laundry. Would that be better than taking your time in a sleazy motel?”

“Why a closet?”

“Because we can’t be blatant. It wouldn’t be worth the risk.”

“What risk?”

She shook her head. Robert was an okay lover, but not very bright. If he weren’t willing to play by her rules, she wouldn’t put up with him.

“The risk that you might accidentally have a customer come walking in, or Jeri might open her blind eyes.”

“What do you care? She’s my problem.”

“Her finding out would be a problem for me too. The prudes in this town won’t do business with a banker who is cheating on her husband, even if she is mayor. And in the next election, I’d lose that too. It’s a useful business connection.”

“In this economy, what business does that get you?”

“Have some faith, Robert. I'm building goodwill. If we ever get a turnaround in the economy I might have a chance to get my bank back on track. I need to do that if I’m going to get a promotion.”

“A promotion.” It was almost a snort. “You already run the bank.”

“Running a branch office in a little town isn’t my idea of success. If I expect to do bigger things in the banking world, I have to pay at least some attention to decorum.”

“There is that damn analysis of yours again.”

“The joy of Ching’s dump is that even if we were seen no one we care about would never admit being here, much less seeing us. That reduces the risk and that means more to me than a fancy room. It means I can relax and enjoy it, as the saying goes.”

“Maybe I should be more like you—planning a way out of this fucking burg. It's dying and there’s no future.”

“It isn’t a lack of ambition that’s keeping you here, it’s a lack of money. Remember who you’re talking to, Robert. I know all your cash went into renovating that hotel. Now you can’t sell it for anything near what you still owe on it, much less get back anything you’ve invested.”

“Bad timing,” he said.

“The timing couldn’t be worse. It sucks that it will be years before the economy recovers enough for that. In the meantime, you’re stuck here unless you go bankrupt or things improve.”

He pouted. “Every damn thing costs more than it should. I had to bring the place up to code before I could open it and this town has more codes and regulations than most cities. Besides, who knew the crash was coming?”

“I wasn’t saying you were stupid, just that your timing was bad. Of course, if you had any real plans to do something else, something better, and the means to do it, you could just walk away from the mortgage.”

“Sure, but like you said I’d be throwing away the down payment and everything I invested. I have no savings left. Why would you even suggest it? Your bank would lose.”

She smiled. “If you defaulted, we could put in a property manager and, as long as the hotel covered the costs of being open, we could hold onto it until the market turned around.”

He laughed. “That’ll be the day. No one is making money in this hole.”

She waved at the parking lot filled with cars.

"I guess Mr. Ching’s strip club is doing okay."

That earned her a snort of disgust.

“Ching doesn't pay city tax. His costs are low and sex always sells.”

She looked at the motel and the strip club next to it and thought he was right.

This place didn’t have much overhead. The girls weren’t on salary and so even a few customers dropping in for overpriced drinks and lap dances, plus the kickback from the whores, was all profit.

"More to the point,” Robert said, “sin is even more profitable in a downturn than at other times. The main reason his motel does okay is that the girls from the club take the hot sheet business across the parking lot to his motel."

She smiled. "And he makes money from people like us who are sneaking around."

“Sneaking around. That’s what we’re doing, isn’t it? I like that.”

She looked over at the office. “Ching is a funny old guy and that kid who works for him is... curious."

Curious wasn't exactly what she meant. Lana found him oddly sexy. He was a young, black guy, at least six three, and solidly built.

She hadn't seen him many times, just when he happened to be working behind the counter when she came to the motel, but he always gave her a look that resulted in a pleasant shiver.

He’d never said a word to her and it was impossible to tell if he was shy, or not as interested as she thought.

For all she knew, he was gay. That would be strange, a guy who turned her on from a distance being gay. But it could be.

Robert laughed. "I don't know a thing about either of them and never gave them a thought. I think the only conversation I’ve had with either of them was about getting a room. The kid mostly grunts."

He opened the door. “Speaking of rooms, I’ll be right back."

Lana stayed in the car, leaving the engine running and watching Robert walk into the office.

She wanted to keep the aircon going until the last minute.

A few moments later the office door rattled and Robert came out, pointed down the breezeway, and then headed for a room at a determined pace.

She smiled at the macho swagger in his stride that told her he was in one of those moods. She liked it when he was aggressive and he wasn't always, but they hadn't been together in a while.

He might even be creative for a change or initiate something special. The men in this town that she’d encountered didn’t have much imagination.

Despite the blast from the aircon, she felt her pulse increase, her cheeks grow warm.

She was fantasizing. Maybe she was the one in a mood.

She licked her lips, eager to see how the afternoon would play out.

She stayed in the car until he'd opened the door to the room and stepped inside, leaving it ajar, probably just letting the security latch hold it open.

A moment later, she followed.

The ruse wouldn't fool anyone who was paying attention, but that was fine. She didn’t fancy herself a secret agent. The idea was to avoid being conspicuous and not draw attention to the fact that she was there with Robert.

One drawback of being mayor as well as the president of the local bank was that everyone knew you.

Hell, in a town of 10,000 people, almost everyone knew everyone else. She just had the problem in spades.

The room was hot, but Robert had the room aircon roaring at full blast and he was shedding his clothes.

How typical of him to be in a rush. He didn't have a romantic bone in his body.

Most of the time that was fine with her. The only real use she had for Robert was hot sex. That he didn't want any deeper connection helped keep things nice and simple.

Moments like this, though, she could wish for a bit of seductiveness in his manner, something resembling foreplay.

She almost resented the way he took her for granted, assumed she’d be walking in ready to fuck with no preamble or even the fun of undressing each other.

Well, she’d picked him and she knew what she was getting. The unpleasant truth was that for now, she needed him—for sex.

That didn’t mean she liked him.

She dropped her purse on the chipboard desk by the door and came over to him.

He'd stripped down to nothing but his slacks when she faced him, putting her palms flat on his bare chest and pressing her body against his.

“Funny you mentioning the kid.”

“Why?”

“Because this time he actually said something.”

The look on Robert’s face amused her. Clearly, he couldn’t tell what to make of things.

“What did he say?”

"When I held out the money to pay for the room I saw him staring out the window. I looked to see what he was looking at. He was watching you sitting in the car. He had a dreamy look on his face, and when he gave me the key he gave me a shit-eating smile and said, 'she's hot.’”

The words sent a flash of pleasure running through her.

"He smiled?"

“And he said he thought you were hot. When he said it, I remembered that this wasn’t the first time he’s made a comment about you. A couple times before he’s given you that look before when we checked in.” He grinned. “The kid has a thing for you. I bet he fantasizes about fucking you. He’s probably sitting behind that desk picturing us in here on the bed and jerking off.”

She imagined that. “Is that what you’d do if you were him? If you were a clerk in a motel and saw a girl you thought was hot come in with a guy? You’d sit there and fantasize about them and jerk off?”

He laughed. “I’d probably grab one of the girls from the club and fuck her while I thought of fucking the one that turned me on.”

Her brain was drifting now.

Despite her desire not to rush, they didn’t have a lot of time. She had to get back to the bank for appointments later, so she turned her focus back on Robert, smiling at him.

Letting him know that the kid’s lust pleased her might spoil the mood. If she was sure of him… well, she couldn’t know whether teasing him would turn him on or off and she wanted to have a good time right now.

She put her lips to his ear and bit his earlobe as her hand reached for his cock and she wrapped her fingers around the swollen shaft.

“Well, while he’s in there fantasizing about fucking me, you can actually do it."

That pleased him. He nuzzled her neck, nipping the skin with his teeth, then moving his face up to suck her earlobe as she held his cock, stroking it.

The way her hand could bring it to life so easily pleased her, made her feel in control.

That she was doing it, made him think he was hot shit.

He touched her face. “Maybe I should fuck you and then invite the kid in and invite him to fuck you with me watching. I bet you'd like that."

She trembled at his words. He’d meant it as a crude joke; wanting to tease her, expecting her to tell him that he was more than enough for her. The truth was the idea got her hot.

She’d never been with two men but she’d dreamed about it.

Unfortunately, it was a more than even bet that if she took him up on the idea, dared him to do it, he’d be furious.

She doubted his ego was strong enough to deal with knowing she wanted another man, much less watching one fuck her.

He’d hate it, wondering how he measured up. If the kid was well hung, it would be worse for him.

She’d known a lot of men like Robert, who said that kind of bullshit, thinking it made them sexier somehow.

“I don't think it would work out," she told him, hating having to play it safe. "I think I'd rather have just you."

As he undid the buttons on her blouse, put his hands inside to fondle her breasts, his smile told her she'd passed some kind of test.

"Then I better fuck you good."

He pushed her onto the bed on her back. She lay still looking up at him, letting him think he was in charge.

“Strip,” he said, and Lana fixed her gaze on him, watching the twitch of his cock as she worked off her skirt and blouse, knowing that he liked her to put on a show.

When she was down to her panties, she tucked her fingers under them, touching herself, pulling the fabric aside, and spreading her pussy lips open for him.

“You want this?”

He was worked up, and he clambered onto the bed eagerly, his cock bobbing as he moved between her legs.

“Damn right I want that sweet pussy.”

He lifted her legs and pulled her panties up and off her feet.

She lay there watching him, enjoying the show, with her eyes flitting between the expression of lust on his face and the engorged prick he held in his hand when he moved closer.

She gasped at the heat of the head of his prick as he began working between her pussy lips and into the folds of her cunt.

She wanted it and hated that it was like this, grabbing a few hours out of the day to come to this awful motel for dirty sex.

It wasn’t surprising that he got caught up in that momentum, rushing, knocking off a piece in the afternoon when no one would know, so they could reappear in public sooner, rather than later.

The problem was it was wearing thin for her.

Much of the excitement, the erotic pleasure in these clandestine meetings was gone. She wanted to recapture that.

If he just had any imagination, if he had the balls to carry through on the idea of a threesome with the kid…

Now he pressed that hard cock into her cunt, working it into her, wetting it inside her. Clearly, he wanted nothing more than to give her a quick and rough fuck.

The rough part was fine, but as he filled her and his hips thrust his cock in and out of her pussy she knew she wouldn't be able to come.

She threw herself into it, wanting to make it more than it was. She pictured the kid from the motel watching them, waiting a turn with her.

If Robert weren't so conventional she might… well Robert, her lover who was eagerly ramming his hard prick into her, was what he was.

She hooked her legs around him, dug her heels into his body, wanting him deeper inside her, wanting more than he could give her.

She imagined the kid again, coming close enough to touch her tits while Robert fucked her, then putting his own hard cock where she could hold it, bring it to her mouth.

Then Robert came with a violent thrust and held his cock inside.

She felt it twitching inside her as his cum flooded her. She loved the sensation and wished it was just the beginning of an erotic afternoon.

As he rolled on his side beside her, she touched her pussy and gently rubbed it.

Soon he would get up, want to dress, and go back out to his regular life in the little town they lived in.

Her town, for better or worse.

Sadness touched her as she dressed.

It felt as if she'd used up her excitement quota. The initial excitement of having an illicit affair with Robert had turned to ashes.

The reality was that fucking Robert had become boring and tedious. But Robert wasn’t the problem with her life—the problem was that she’d let her life get to the point where he was her best option for getting laid.

This town, her town was drying up, withering on the vine.

The mines were shutting down, running on skeleton crews. Unless the price of copper shot up, she faced a wearisome life in a lackluster place where even an affair grew old quickly.

She did her best to keep some excitement in her life. She lived larger than most, and that was something.

But she did it by taking the initiative. She had seduced Robert, not the other way around.

Now, as they went out through the midday heat to her car, she caught another glimpse of Michael, the young man who worked in the office.

For a moment, she felt a glimmer of promise. There was something to explore, an option.

She turned it over in her mind as she drove them back into town.


Changing a Filter

When Jeri came into the office that morning, Robert announced he was going to go to the city.

That was three hours away.

“I’ve been invited to talk to a group of travel agents and tour group managers,” he said.

She nodded. While she didn’t have much hope that Robert would corral a busload of tourists anytime soon, at least with him out of town she could hope for a chance to spice up her day.

She hadn’t seen Mark since she’d left his room the day before.

She’d told him about some places to eat and she was sure he’d gone out and maybe he’d met someone. She glanced at the key rack.

“Is Mr. Truman out?”

Robert nodded. “He said he was meeting someone today…some sort of business.”

She wondered what exactly his business was, not that it mattered. What she wanted to know was how soon he’d be back.

Remembering how it felt to have that enormous prick of his moving inside her, she was looking forward to another tumble with him.

“He said he has a friend arriving tomorrow,” Robert said. Her heart sank. “He wanted the adjoining suite, so we are doing okay at the moment.”

She pictured a svelte city woman. “A friend?”

“Or business associate. It’s a guy named Lennox Brewer if that matters.”

She felt a sense of relief. He wasn’t bringing in a girlfriend. That meant he would still find time for her.

In the meantime, well, Greg had called and said he would be coming over with the new filter.

Greg was no slouch. He’d given her a good fuck in the van and she was looking forward to more of him in her bed this time.

When Robert left, she showered and put on a short skirt with a blouse that wrapped around her, almost more of a big scarf than a blouse.

She let it cross low in front so the tops of her breasts showed. She sprinkled them with her favorite perfume.

When Greg arrived he held up the filter.

“Let me get this thing installed.”

He went right to work, and so did Jeri. She stayed close to him, feigning interest in what he was doing.

He knelt by the vent and stood close.

After a short time, he realized that she was purposefully standing so that whenever he moved his hand would come into contact with her bare leg. Finally, he reached up and wrapped his fingers around her thigh, just up under the hem of her skirt.

As much as she’d wanted it, his touch startled her, especially when he gripped her tight.

“Teasing isn’t nice,” he said, looking up at her.

She smiled down. “No, it isn’t. That’s why I don’t tease.”

He nodded and moved his hand up further, to touch her pussy through her panties, push them up into her crotch.

“If we were alone…”

“We are. My husband went to the city.”

He reached up for her hips, turning her to face him, his face level with her crotch.

“Pull up the skirt.”

When she did, he pressed his face against her pussy, licking it through her panties, then pulling them down.

As she stepped out of them, he put his hands on the cheeks of her ass and pulled her close.

Her legs straddled him and his hot tongue tasted the soft flesh of her pussy.

His fingers played with her ass, teasing. She moaned as he began to eat her pussy, his tongue pressing into every nook and cranny of her. Resting her hands on his head, she sighed with the pleasure of his tongue in her cunt.

With her pussy pressing into his face, he brought one hand up between her legs and began working his fingers in her cunt.

She was wet and hot, and quickly he had most of his big fingers fucking her as he licked her clit. Suddenly her body exploded and she came, her pussy wetting his face.

His hand on her ass pulled her tight against him and she trembled with her orgasm.

When he released her, she balanced there, wobbly on her feet, her knees a little weak. He stood and scooped her in his arms, carrying her into her apartment. Stretching her out on the bed, he stepped back to look at her.

“Get rid of the clothes,” he said, keeping his eyes on her as she slipped off the blouse and her skirt.

Then she lay on her back, her legs apart, and touched herself gently as she watched him kick off his shoes and then begin undoing his pants.

She sighed happily at the sight of the large, hard cock jutting out so enticingly.

When his pants were off, he moved between her legs, grabbing her thighs and lifting them to his strong shoulders.

He smiled down at her as she cried out at the presence of that large, throbbing flesh penetrating her.

With him pressing her legs back toward her, he thrust into her, bouncing her on her bed, filling her with that wonderful cock. She grabbed her own legs and pulled them back more, letting him drive deeper into her until she felt the powerful rush of him spending inside her.

When he lay on her, looking pleased with himself, she shared the feeling.

“I have to go soon,” he said. “The boss won’t like me being out of sight too long.” He rolled off her and lay on his back.

The news was disappointing, but she didn’t want to act too needy and scare the man off.

She reached over to slip her hand under his tee shirt and stroke his chest.

“Come back when you have time for us to get naked.”

His eyes sparkled. “Sounds like something that needs a little planning, you having a husband and all.”

“That’s why God invented cell phones,” she said as her hand ran down his body, feeling the hard muscles.

As she reached his crotch, she found him getting hard again.

He tucked his hands behind his head and smiled at her as she stroked his shaft.

“On the other hand, I don’t want the boss to think I didn’t take my time and do the job right.”

His cock was swelling, growing rigid.

“No, we wouldn’t want that. And you can tell him that something came up.”

She bent over him to run her tongue the length of his cock.

“Oh you lovely cunt,” he moaned, making her so happy that she opened her mouth and took the head of his prick in her mouth and began to suck him.

As his cock continued swelling in her mouth, he pulled her up alongside him, rolled her on her side, facing away from him, and lifted her leg.

She felt the warmth of his body as he moved close behind her and then she sighed at the way he slid that lovely prick into her and began fucking her.

His big hand came around to touch her cunt and rub it as he fucked her from behind.

He took her more slowly this time, filling her, moving in and out with more deliberate actions as if he was enjoying the sensations of her cunt caressing him.

She let his thrusts rock her gently on the bed, bathed in the soft morning light and feeling life had improved.

And then he came, filling her cunt with his glorious cum.

When he left, she stayed in the bed, realizing that since moving to Pleasant Mountain these illicit affairs, cheating on her husband, had given her about the only real joy she’d had.

That said something, but she wasn’t quite sure what it was or if what it said was about her situation or about her.

Certainly, Greg was a good lay, but they didn’t have enough in common for that to last long. She was a novelty—new pussy, and he was an accommodating guy with a hard cock. That would wear thin.

And Mark? Well, he was another hot guy, but passing through. He was just here for a time and she’d be smart to just enjoy it for what it was.

No matter.

If fucking stray men was going to help her stay sane and satisfied, then she’d take it. It wasn't how she'd imagined her life, but for now, she'd see where it led.


Meeting Molly

That morning, waking to a clear blue sky, Mark felt a rush of optimism.

The western weather was perfect and lifted his spirits. And he'd learned that his landlady was a good, and eager fuck.

A great start. It put him in a perfect situation and a good mood for beginning the next phase of his research.

The location was everything he’d hoped for, and the situation was promising. But he needed technical talent.

He got out his phone and made a call.

“Of course, I know Chapitos,” Molly Brown said when he asked her to meet him at the little Mexican restaurant that Jeri had recommended.

He’d eaten there the night before and it seemed fine.

“I know every place in this tiny town,” Molly said. “The food is okay there and the bartender makes a damn fine margarita.”

So they’d agreed to meet there for dinner.

In the meantime, he wanted to take his phone and get some shots of the town.

As he showered, he found himself thinking about the nubile Jeri Jones. She was a lucky and unexpected find.

He’d had no idea what the prospects for decent pussy would be in this town and what a pleasure she was—an eager hot wife, willing, and hot.

In fact… she had promise for the movie.

She wasn’t very experienced, but she was an eager student. That was often better for his purposes than an accomplished slut.

When he dressed, more casually now, in slacks, loafers, and a polo shirt, he went downstairs.

A man was behind the desk.

“You must be Mr. Truman,” he said, looking up.

Mark went over and held out a hand. “Mark,” he said.

“I’m Robert Jones, the owner.”

So this was Jeri’s husband.

“A lovely place you have here,” Mark told him as they shook.

“We haven’t gotten it to where I imagined it,” he said. “Times are a little rough.”

“Well, it’s a pleasure to meet you and stay in your fine hotel. I’ll tell friends about it.”

Robert Jones smiled. “Please do.”

It was a pleasantly warm day.

The town wasn’t big and there wasn’t a lot to see, but he took his time checking it out.

He stared in shop windows and bought a souvenir wanted poster of Billy the Kid for his godson back in Buenos Aires. Then he took it to the post office and mailed it along with a note.

The kid was what, twelve? Sure he’d get a kick out of the fact that Mark had thought to send him something.

At lunchtime he grabbed a burrito and a soft drink from a cart and ate in the park, enjoying watching college girls jogging by and giving him indecipherable looks.

It had been a long time since he’d just sat in a park and let the world go by and it made him feel good.

Then he went to a museum and spent some time looking at photos of the town the way it was in its heyday.

There were a couple of shots of the old hotel that made him realize he’d picked the perfect location. He bought copies of the photos in the gift shop.

Finally, it was time to head for his meeting.

He rambled the two quaint blocks down Main Street to Chapitos, checking out the stores and art galleries along the way, and still got there early.

Mark liked being early for appointments, especially when he wasn’t on his own turf.

The place was rather empty. Mariachi music played on a speaker system, but not loudly. A Hispanic man with a big mustache sat at the bar with limes and shot glasses in front of him. A Tequila drinker.

Mark took a seat in a booth and was pleasantly surprised when a shapely, cheerful, petite, black woman with a sparkling smile came to take his order.

“I hear you make great Margaritas here,” he said.

“We do. If that’s what you want.”

What do I want?

At the moment what he wanted was to be pushing her down on a table and licking the woman’s pussy until she screamed—that was what he wanted. But she was only offering drinks.

“A margarita then.”

He noticed her name tag. Grace, it said. He made a point of staring at her body, but she ignored the message.

She nodded her head as her delicate hand wrote the order, then she walked to the bar. The motion of her ass in a short skirt gave him a lovely something to watch.

“She is hot,” a voice said from behind.

Mark turned to see a goth girl, with ratty yellow hair, streaked with purple. She wore all black and her sweatshirt and pants were baggy.

Still, she had a good figure, even if she was hiding it.

“Molly Brown?” he asked.

She nodded and walked over to sit across from him.

“The one and only, although not unsinkable. And you have to be Mark Truman.”

“I do?”

“Of course. You see, I know almost everyone in town, so if you weren’t Mark Truman, then I’d know who you were. But, because I don’t know who you are, then by default, I do know who you are.”

She smiled. “So does that mean you aren’t Mark?”

He laughed. “That’s dizzying. You lost me on one of those high-speed curves. Regardless of your logic, I am Mark.”

“The Mark Truman who is looking for a videographer?”

“The very same.”

“Excellent, as I am the Molly Brown who is looking for a Mark Truman who is looking for a videographer.”

“If you brought some clips, then order a Margarita, or whatever, and I’ll take a look at them.”

She slid a phone across the table and twisted in her seat.

“Grace, the nice man is buying me a Margarita. Make it double trouble.”

She turned back to Mark as he picked up the phone.

“Since you were specific as to the nature of the work you have in mind, I put something together. After all, you’ve seen my G-rated shit on Youtube.”

He nodded and clicked the video on.

“You didn’t give me enough time for decent editing, but I did what I could.”

“That’s fine. I wanted to see more raw footage,” he said.

She laughed. “See if that is raw enough then. The sound is muted.”

He switched on a video and was treated to a scene of a young man eagerly eating a woman’s pussy. His professional side noted that the lighting was good and the action clear. He didn’t know the man, but it tickled him that the woman was Grace, the waitress who at that moment arrived with the drinks.

She put a napkin in front of him and sat the glass on it. On screen, the man moved over her naked body.

“You video well,” he told her. “Not all sexy women look good in action videos.”

“Action?” she chuckled. “Well, glad you like it, I suppose. Molly needed actors for the shot and when she told me she had corralled Greg to be the stud, I agreed.

“Greg seemed to have a good time doing the shoot,” Molly said. “And, in case you are looking for talent, I personally think his prick photographs well.”

Mark agreed the guy was well-hung and compared to tiny Grace he looked huge.

The camera panned around to give a clear view of him holding his cock and putting it between Grace’s pussy lips.

She hooked her legs around him and reached for his shoulders as he drove it into her.

“And then they fuck,” Molly said.

“Grace,” a man behind the counter called.

“Work,” she said and left.

Molly leaned her elbows on the table.

“In my short career doing porn, which is that video, I haven’t figured a way to make that part more interesting. Most porn videos focus on the cock in pussy or balls slapping. If I was seriously doing one of these for real money I’d give that serious thought.”

As he watched Greg cum in tiny Grace, Mark felt his cock throbbing.

He took out his wallet and handed her some money.

“As promised,” he said.

“And?”

He sipped his drink. “This stuff is all right. If you want the work, I’m definitely interested in having you seriously doing one of these—for real money. Especially if you have ideas on how to tackle that problem you mentioned.”

“A full movie?”

He took out his own phone and tapped on it.

“Send me that video. I’m sending you a script. If you want to do it, we need to put together a storyboard, pick locations, find extras, and put together a budget.” He took another sip of his drink. “This is good.”

Then he looked at Molly, who looked stunned. “Is something wrong?”

“I thought this was a bullshit scam,” she said. “I figured some pervert wanted a porn short on the cheap.”

“Well, I guess that’s accurate. I did. And now I want to make a Western porn movie with a decent budget and I want you to shoot it.”

She looked at him differently now.

“You’ve done this before…” she grinned. “Wait a minute.”

She sat, staring at his face. “I know you. I’ve seen you, I mean. You were in The Rough Road Home—the bad boy biker that rough fucks all the hot wives as he’s heading home from the war, that was you.”

He nodded. “Right the first time. I played that and many other forgettable roles in hot sex epics made in Brazil.”

“And now doing production?”

“I got tired of other people getting all the big cash. I contacted an old friend of mine who is an investor, and we are putting this package together.”

“You’ll be in the movie?”

“Sure. Why pay someone else? Besides I have something of a fan base.”

She smiled at him. “I’ll bet. And people love their cowboys as well as motorcycle gang bangers.”

“Then you are interested?”

“Absolutely. Would this work be done based on a written contract?”

“Sure. My main investor is coming to town to firm things up. We will form a small company to do this film and everything will be as above board as porn gets. I want clear title to it when it’s done as much as you want to get paid what we agree on.”

She grabbed her drink and took a long sip. “Okay then.”

“What about the availability of local talent? Will we need to bring in actors?”

She smiled. “That depends on what you are looking for and how many you need.”

He nodded. “Grace strikes me as talented.”

“The way she spreads those lovely brown legs and takes a big cock is a little impressive. And she always needs more work. There’s no telling how long this place can survive in this economy.”

“And the guy?”

“Greg? He’s always happy to bang pussy and apparently doing it on camera didn’t cramp his style any. Pay would be a plus in his book. I’m sure we could find more willing guys and gals if you need them.”

“I’d like to see your equipment,” he said. “I want to make sure you have everything we need.”

She laughed. “I wouldn’t mind seeing yours either, stud. Buy me dinner and we can go to my place.”

So they ordered a dinner and when they’d eaten, walked to her place.

After she let him in and got them each a beer, she opened a door to a room filled with an impressive array of camera gear and lighting equipment.

“Why all this?” he asked. “In this town, I mean.”

“I brought it with me. I went to UC film school,” she said. “I had big plans and a serious gear addiction. After I graduated, reality set in. The only work I could find sucked. School loan debt sucks big time and all the work was unpaid internships. Then I got offered a job teaching video at the local university here and jumped on it. ”

“So we can work on paying that debt off. If this film does well…” He let the thought hang in the air.

“That would be sweet.”

She licked her lips and walked up to him. She put her beer bottle down and tucked her fingers in the front of his slacks.

“Now that I’ve shown you mine, I get to see yours.”

Then, without waiting, she unzipped him and put her hand in his pants, sighing as she found his rising cock and took it in her hand. “Feels bigger in person.”

He laughed. “You must’ve watched the video on television and not on the big screen in an adult theater. It’s more impressive there.”

“It was impressive enough on television.”

She turned her face up toward him expectantly. He put a hand behind her head, grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her head back. Then he kissed her, giving her his tongue. She sucked it as he put his hand under her sweatshirt and grabbed a handful of soft tit and ran his thumb over her nipple.

Her hand squeezed his cock, telling him she didn’t want romance—Molly was looking for a hard fuck and that suited his mood perfectly.

He turned her, putting her back to the dining table and pushed her onto her back. She let go of his cock and he yanked her sweatpants down.

She wasn’t wearing anything under them and as he tugged them off her feet, he put his face between her legs, tasting her tangy, musky cunt.

She trapped his head with her legs and moaned as he ate her.

While he licked her, he kicked off his loafers, undid his own pants, pushed them down and stepped out of them—never stopping his exploration of that wet pussy, running his tongue through her folds and enjoying the way she squirmed on the table.

He worked three fingers into her wet pussy as he began to torment her clit.

“Shit,” she moaned.

He felt a shudder rip through her and then her body began to convulse. He licked her and fingered her until she stopped trembling, then pulled her to the edge of the table. He hooked her legs with his arms and moved up, tipping her back until his prick rested on her pussy.

“Put it in,” he said.

She touched it, wide-eyed, and then pushed it between her lips.

He drove it into her, burying it inside her in one single stroke that made her gasp.

Then he turned her, rolling her on her side and putting her legs together on the table. She was bent ninety degrees at the waist as he put a hand on her thigh, slapped her ass with his other hand, and began fucking her.

She moaned as he pounded into her and the wet, slick cunt caressed his throbbing prick.

He didn’t come right away and was able to enjoy taking the moaning bitch on the table in front of him. They rocked the table and when he came, erupting inside her, they almost capsized.

“Wow,” a voice said.

Mark turned and saw Grace standing in the doorway, looking at them.

“Get over here,” he said as Molly rolled onto her back. “She needs her cunt cleaned up.”

Grace came over but was staring at Mark’s cock.

He took her by the arm, then pushed her face into Molly’s cunt.

“Eat the bitch,” he said. “I’m sure you’ve tasted her before, but now she’s filled with my special sauce.”

When the woman put her face down and began to lick up his cum, Mark smiled and lifted her skirt.

She was wearing panties and he eased them down her lovely legs taking in the view of her curvaceous brown ass and lovely pussy lips.

As he ran his hand over her ass and watched her devour her girlfriend, Mark decided that the little town of Pleasant Mountain had potential.

From the hotel and the look of the town itself to Jeri Jones, to these two hot bitches, he saw a lot of potential.


Legal Assistance

The next day Mark walked leisurely back toward the hotel, letting his mind drift. He felt good.

He’d had a delicious breakfast of Grace’s pussy while Molly sucked him off.

After eggs and bacon, he’d fucked Molly.

She wasn’t the greatest fuck in the world, but enjoyable.

Lennox would be arriving the next day, so he needed to make arrangements.

Of course, Lennox wanted to take his own look around… he was excited about investing in the movie, but that sort of thing was new to him and he needed reassurance.

He wanted to see the town and see how the work was coming along.

He’d want to sample the local pussy too.

So Mark had put Molly to work on the logistics for the movie. He had the prime location. As slow as business was, he was sure he could talk Jeri and Robert into letting them use it for their prime location.

Well, maybe when Robert learned what kind of Western it was going to be… well, who knew? He’d have to ease him into the idea.

Suddenly he saw a sign that caught his attention.

“Markham & Everson, Attorneys at Law.”

On impulse, he walked in and saw a slim, young woman in a pale blue silk blouse and darker skirt that accented a delectable ass and lovely, strong legs standing beside a desk, looking through some papers.

She was tall. He guessed that she was nearly six feet tall. A very sexy six feet at that. She turned and looked at him.

“Can I help you?”

“I was wondering if one of the attorneys was free to talk to me about drawing up contracts and some aspects of State law.” He smiled. “I’m not from here and I’m looking at what needs to happen to do some business here.”

The woman cocked her head. “A preliminary consultation is one hour and would be billed at the hourly rate; however, if you decide to work with the firm, then we credit that toward the work we do.”

“Fair enough,” he said.

She held out a hand. “I’m Serena Markham.”

“Serena Markham of Markham and Evers?”

“That's right. Mr. Everson died a couple of years back. He was my partner and my husband.”

“Sorry,” he said.

She shook her head. “That’s fine and not your fault. I’ve just never got around to doing the paperwork to change the name.”

She led him into her office and he took a seat as she went behind her desk and sat. “So, who are you and what kind of company are you thinking about?”

“I’m Mark Truman and it’s for a project, possibly more, but that’s uncertain. I’m running the project but there are some investors. We don’t know how many there will be.”

“Project is a big word, Mark. Different projects require different approaches and have different legal ramifications. If you want me to help you…”

He smiled. “Okay, you are my lawyer, right?”

“As long as you pay your bill anything you tell me is privileged.”

“We intend to make a low-budget movie.”

“Based here?”

He nodded. “It’s a Western.”

“Well, that makes sense.”

He watched her face. “An adult Western.”

“As in…”

“As in consenting adults fucking.”

He waited for her reaction and all he got was an amused smile.

“I see. Are there many principles involved in the company?”

“Me, as the producer, and the investors. We will give some shares of profit to the actors and production people, and perhaps for marketing and advertising.”

“And you’ve done this before?”

He smiled. “I’ve worked in front of the camera and directed some for a Brazilian company. This is my first solo, more or less, project.”

“And you will act in it too?”

He nodded. “We want to capitalize on my following. We intend to round out the case with some local people. If I can’t get enough locals, then I’ll bring in some actors I know. But I’ve lined up the videographer here.”

“Really? We have local porn video talent right here in Pleasant Mountain?”

“She’s never done this before, but the subject matter doesn’t bother her and she’s good.”

“And you need what? From me, I mean?”

So many things, I need from you, he thought.

“From you… we’d need model releases, releases for the locations, work for hire agreements with the videographer and editors and probably other people, and a contract that gives us permission to shoot adult videos in the hotel, where most of the action takes place.”

She made notes on a pad. “Nothing particularly difficult about that, nor forming a limited company for the production. It’s probably better if we make it for this one project. If your project is successful and you decide to make another you can easily form another.”

“I bow to your wisdom.”

“Why here?” she asked. “Why this little town?”

Mark saw she really was interested.

“It’s got the right vibe and low costs.”

“And you are thinking of Bright Star Hotel?”

He nodded. “I’m staying there now.”

“You should talk to their banker. The hotel is in some financial trouble due to the falloff in tourism over the last two years. The whole town is suffering, but my guess is that the Jones’s are overextended.”

“And this banker…”

“Is my sister. Lana Drake. She’s also the town mayor, so if you need to do any shots anything outside of bedrooms you’ll want to talk to her anyway.”

She opened a desk drawer and took out two business cards.

“Here is her card, as well as mine.”

“I suppose we could get insurance to cover something happening to our location.”

“Or just convince Lana not to foreclose while you are making it. Get her to agree in advance. If you are employing locals, in whatever capacity… I think she’d look favorably on that.”

“What about having porn movies becoming a growth industry in her town?”

“It’s hard to say with Lana. She might relish the idea. My sister gets bored with things in this town. She was hoping that she’d make her branch shine so they’d promote her to the city.”

“Then we will have to chat with her about the prospects and get her on our side. Maybe run the financing through an account we set up in her branch.”

“Couldn’t hurt.” Serena looked at her notes. “I’ll need to research the legal aspects of model releases as they apply to adult entertainment, and make sure we cover everything in the location use and release contracts as well. This will take me some time.” She grinned. “It’s new territory for me.”

He took out a phone. “Give me your account and routing numbers and I’ll send a retainer right now.”

She smiled at him and handed him a card with the bank information. As he accessed the bank app he felt her watching him closely, curiously.

Her business card had an email address. He quickly typed a message. “I’m sending you a link and password,” he said. “It will let you watch the movie I directed most recently.” He smiled. “For reference.”

“Are you in it as well?”

He nodded.

“Then I imagine I’ll be seeing a lot of you.”

He saw her lick her lips as she glanced down at her notes. “So I’d better get to work.”

As Mark went back out into the sunshine it felt like he was getting things done. The project was gaining momentum. Lennox expected him to have much of this sorted out before he arrived.

So much of talking about the project to people was new to him. Convincing people to work with him, getting backing… all of that was weirder than fucking on camera, but it was enjoyable.

The one he’d make wouldn’t be any grand art film—it would be another fuck and suck like so many others, but it would have better dialog and a story. That was his vision.

And making the film was his chance to create a real business, to get past being an underpaid employee of a company that ground out endless flicks. If the film did well it would establish him.

Now he needed to talk to Jeri and her husband and find out about renting the hotel. In retrospect, he wasn’t sure if fucking Jeri that first day had been a good idea. Now he had to negotiate with them and it wouldn’t help if Robert figured out she was cheating on him.

But she’d been radiating a hunger that he’d felt as an aphrodisiac. In fact, he wanted to fuck her a lot more times.

Beyond that, it was just possible that he’d found his leading lady. Making that work would be tricky, given her marriage. He needed to take things slow and not tip off Robert until he knew if that was even a possibility.

In the meantime, he was sure she wanted more of his cock and he certainly wanted to give it to her while she was fresh and excited.

If she decided to be in the film, well he’d seen it before. She’d get a little jaded about sex and wouldn’t bring the same attitude to fucking.

If he was going to enjoy her he needed to screw her every which way now.

He thought she might jump at the chance to get out of her life. If so, well, he wanted to come in every one of her holes before the screen test.

And before Lennox got ahold of her.

That guy did something to women.


A Business Proposition

A little after noon, Mark walked into the hotel lobby and found Robert at the desk.

He caught his eye and held up a bottle of scotch he’d bought on the way back.

“Do you have a few minutes for a drink and a chat?” he asked. “You and your wife?”

Robert gave him a puzzled glance, then smiled. “Sure.”

He called Jeri, who came in.

“What’s happening?”

“I’d like to talk about a business proposition.”

She saw the bottle.

“We need glasses,” she said. “I’ll get some.”

As she went into their apartment, Robert pointed to the living room setup in the lobby.

“This is the most comfortable place,” Robert said. Mark nodded and they sat down

“I really like this hotel,” he said.

“I’m glad,” Robert said. “As I said, we haven’t been able to finish restoring it.”

“The work had to slow down,” Jeri said, coming back with the glasses and putting them on the coffee table.

Mark opened the bottle, poured stiff drinks, and handed them out. “Because money got tight…”

“Yeah. Fucking right,” Robert said. He sipped his whiskey. “We expected there to be more cash flow, and there were cost overruns… the usual stuff, but then tourists stopped coming.”

“I might be able to provide some short-term help.”

Robert leaned forward. “How?”

“I’d like to use your hotel—the whole place, for a project.”

“A project?”

“I’m in the movie business. We are planning a small-budget movie and this hotel would make a perfect location for some of the shots. A lot of them, actually.”

Jeri clapped her hands. “A Western movie!”

Robert snapped his head to look at her. “What makes you think that?”

She giggled. “The day Mark, Mr. Truman, checked in, he was going on about how the place evoked the old West,” she said. “He even imagined gunfighters in the street.”

Mark liked the way her cheeks reddened, remembering the way they’d fucked in the room.

“Yes, that’s right,” he said. “I guess I tipped my hand.”

“And how does that work?” Robert said. “From a practical point of view.”

“Well, it would mean that we’d want to take over the hotel during the shooting. We’d want some rooms for staff, makeup, and gear, and others to shoot in. We’d like to restore the lobby so that it looks like the picture, complete with a roulette wheel.”

“Damn,” Robert said.

“We’d pay for any modifications we made, and of course, agree to a flat rate for the entire place for the time we’d need it.”

Robert was trying to hide his pleasure. “That could mean canceling some reservations.”

Mark knew there wouldn’t be many. Robert was negotiating.

“We appreciate that, and only point out that we are scouting locations and the cost of each location is a big factor, as well as available local talent. I’m going to be meeting with the mayor to find out if the town will be helpful or if they don’t want us coming here and screwing things up, doing things like closing the hotel for tourists.”

“I could help with that,” Robert said. “I have a good relationship with the mayor.”

“That’s a plus,” Mark said.

“Have you done any movies that I’d know?” Robert asked.

“Probably not. I was working with a small specialty film company in Brazil. My investor thought we should go off on our own. He’s lined up distribution for us already.”

Robert nodded as if this was all old hat.

“And how long would you need the hotel for?”

“My videographer is storyboarding the script, breaking it into scenes. Then she’ll decide how many should be shot here. There’s a tradeoff between shooting on location and shooting in a studio. We do a mix, but if we have the entire hotel, we might just do all of the interior shots here. Off the top of my head, I think it would be a month.”

“Not a problem. We are going into a slow period right now, so that would be perfect.”

“So you do a projection. Let me know what it would cost for one month and how much it would be for additional weeks if we went over… movies often drag out a bit.”

“But we would be here, right?” Robert asked. “I mean, we live here.”

“Of course. We can put that in the contract.”

“You are serious?” Jeri asked.

“Enough that I’ve started our lawyer, Serena Markham, drawing up a basic contract.”

“Serena?” Jeri said, looking displeased.

“Yes. I walked into her office on my way here and got her started working. So, as soon as my videographer finishes her schedule and logistics, we can sit down and talk about a deal. The investor would have to approve it, of course.”

Robert scowled. “So we come to an arrangement and then you have to sell it to him.”

“He’ll be here tomorrow.”

“The friend you booked a room for?” Robert asked.

“Exactly.”

“And he makes final decisions?” Robert asked.

“About operations. The one with the money makes the rules.”

“Always,” Robert said.

“But this hotel will sell itself. When he’s had a chance to look around the town and meet with the mayor, we can all sit down and discuss terms.”

“That’s wonderful,” Jeri said. “A movie being made right here.”

Robert stood up and held out a hand. “I think we can come to a reasonable agreement that will benefit us both,” he said. “Now I need to make some arrangements and go over the books to see what sort of numbers we can offer you.”

“Excellent,” Mark said.

As Robert hustled off, Mark turned to Jeri.

“That leaves the hotel empty but for us. It would be a shame not to take advantage of that.”

Jeri looked at him. “So you met Serena.”

He smiled. She wanted to know if he’d fucked the lawyer. She was jealous and that was almost cute.

But then, he’d fucked her when he’d met her, so she might assume that he’d make his move on any sexy woman. He wouldn’t mind fucking Serena before this was over, but right now he had plenty of pussy and he needed her being a clear-headed lawyer.

“I spent an hour in her office telling her the legal things I needed her to look into. That was it.”

He finished his drink. “We did business, then I came here to talk to you.”

He stood and held out a hand. She took it and he pulled her to her feet.

“And now that Robert has decided to leave us alone…”

“I have to watch the front desk.”

He smiled and led her behind the desk, walking through the door into their apartment. Inside, he pulled her against him. The almost startled look she gave him, as if she hadn’t known what he was doing, tickled him, aroused him.

He put his face to her neck and held her ass, caressing her soft ass cheeks.

“If we leave the door open a crack, you’ll know when the swarm of tourists desperately needing rooms begins.”

He hiked her dress up slowly. “I can fuck you dressed, just in case you need to run out and meet someone.”

He listened to her ragged breathing as he got the hem to her waist. Then he turned her to face the wall and knelt behind her, putting his face into the warm, damp spot in her panties.

He pulled the crotch aside and tasted her, smelling her musky arousal and feeling how it fueled his own.

She moaned and bent over, putting her hands on the wall as he fingered and licked the tender pink flesh of her cunt until she was slippery wet. Slowly moving up, he licked her ass cheeks and began unzipping his pants, undoing them.

He freed his stiff cock and brought it to her smoldering hot pussy lips, then held her hips and drove it deep, feeling the way it was sucked into her welcoming flesh.

He thrust into her snug, moist haven, driving his prick into her and bouncing his pelvis against the soft ass cheeks.

Her gasps of pleasure made him feel fantastic.

The physical pleasure of being inside her, combined with the knowledge that he was cuckolding Robert, whom he didn’t like much, made it a grand fuck.

He came inside her, feeling satisfaction in spending inside the man’s lovely, willing, and obviously ignored wife.

Then he wiped his cock on her thigh and pulled her dress back down.

“You see?” he said. “We managed a quick fuck with no loss of business.”

She turned and straightened her dress.

“You lovely bastard,” she said.


Michael's Talents

Lana was surprised at how agreeable Serena had been about helping her sister out. When Lana called, she said she’d provide a cover story for her while Lana ‘took care of private business,’ and didn’t even pry.

Then it turned out not to be necessary.

The next morning, as she got ready to go to the bank, she told her husband that she was going to see her mother that evening.

“Serena and I are going to go over her will.”

He nodded. “That’s fine. I won’t be here.”

“Why not?”

“I’m going to Los Angeles for that conference I told you about six months ago. The one on the calendar in the kitchen.”

She remembered. “When do you leave?”

“Today. I have a midday flight. And this is on the calendar too, but I’ll be gone five days.”

She tried not to smile. This was perfect. “Tell your mother hello for me.”

When she got to the bank she called and told Serena the news.

“Lucky you,” she said. “By the way, I have a new client that you are going to want to meet,” she said. “He’s in town from Brazil.”

“Brazil? That sounds exciting. And he is doing business here?”

“He’s looking into it. That’s all I can say. I told him to see you—both as a banker and the mayor.”

Something in Serena’s voice told her the guy would be worth seeing.

“Tomorrow would be good,” she said. “I’ll be at the bank all day.”

“I’ll tell him,” she’d said.

With that settled and the entire night free, Lana decided to work through lunch, and go to the motel straight after work.

She called Michael and told him she’d be there.

“Yummy,” was all he said.

Around two, Robert called. “We need to celebrate,” he said.

She heard the excitement in his voice. “Celebrate?”

“Some guy is in town and we had a meeting. He wants to make a movie and he thinks our hotel would be great as the main location. He’s asked me to put the numbers together, figure out what we’d charge him. And he wants to do it soon. We are going to catch up on those back mortgage payments now.”

She smiled. This had to be Serena’s client—it couldn’t be a coincidence.

“That’s excellent news, Robert. Unfortunately, tonight I have to go to a dinner with my husband. A major client is in town with his wife and they have to be entertained. It will be dreary, especially knowing your good news.”

“Well, another time.”

“Definitely,” she said, starting to wonder if she wanted to waste any more time on Robert at all.

She was being nice just in case she needed him. She decided that dumping him could wait until after she found out exactly what Michael had to offer a hungry woman.

She turned back to work.

The day dragged out, but Lana managed to finish a lot of nasty paperwork she’d been putting off. When the bank closed she went to her car and drove out to the motel.

Room twelve was off to the side, around from the office.

She went to the door and opened it, finding him sitting on the unmade bed in boxers and a tee shirt.

His dark brown body looked even better than she’d thought.

He turned to look at her, turning away from his beloved television, which was showing a porn movie.

The room was a mess. Clothes and empty beer bottles were scattered around. An empty pizza box was on the dresser.

The furniture was more battered than in the other rooms, but the same cheap crap. He'd stuck pictures of naked girls on the walls with tape. They looked like they'd been cut from sleazy men's magazines.

They were vulgar—lots of beaver shots.

Overall, it was squalid, but somehow that just made Lana’s pulse quicken.

He came close to her, grabbing her and pulling her against that young and powerful body before kissing her hard.

His large hands explored her back, moving down to grab the cheeks of her ass before beginning to work her dress up her hips.

When it reached her waist, he slipped his hands inside the backs of her panties, caressing the mounds of her ass roughly.

He sucked her earlobe and licked her face as he ground her pelvis against him. Then he kissed her, a more romantic and sensual kiss than she'd expected.

She was getting wet.

He put his mouth to her ear again and slid his hands out of her panties, ran them up her shivering body, and rested them on her shoulders.

His voice was soft in her ear, his breath hot and as damp as her cunt.

"Get down on your knees."

She dropped to her knees, hurriedly tugging his boxers down and freeing his ebony cock.

She stared at it for a moment then took it in her hand, wrapping her elegant fingers around the biggest cock she'd ever touched. It was engorged, hungry and she kissed.

He moaned and grabbed her head.

"Suck it, bitch. Make me come in your mouth."

She parted her lips, wetting his glans with her tongue before taking it in her eager mouth and tasting his definitely masculine and musky flavor.

He held her head tightly and thrust his hips forward, driving it into her mouth, and then fucking her face.

He was too eager and she sucked him, knowing he'd come quickly. His ragged breath told her he was close and then he came, filling her mouth.

She expected her spent lover to stop then, but he grabbed her arms and boosted her up on the bed, spreading her legs apart.

She fiddled with her dress, getting it up again as he tugged her panties down to her knees and lifted her legs, pushing them back toward her.

Then his fiery tongue touched the lips of her pussy making her burn to her core.

He held her legs in one large hand and began working his fingers into her vagina as his mouth assaulted her pussy. When his fingers grew wet exploring her moist tunnel, he began fucking her with them as he sucked her pussy lips, tugging on them, then sending his hard tongue in pursuit of her clit.

She moaned and arched her back in response to the wildly erotic sensations.

Then she cried out as her body exploded, her Kegel muscles massaging the fingers plunging inside her.

He raised up, kneeling at her pussy, and pulled her panties off her feet, tossing them aside then grabbing her ankles and splaying her legs apart.

She looked down and saw that he was rigid again, his cock hovering over the swollen lips of her cunt.

She reached for him, guiding that monster down and pressing the head between the lips, moaning softly as the beautiful glans disappeared into her, sinking into her cunt.

He rocked forward, stuffing it into her steadily, filling her with it.

She saw the expression of sheer joy that crossed his face as he plowed her damp furrow.

Soon he'd buried it in her and he moved up higher, rocking her back, tipping her pelvis, and going even deeper.

He was above her now and he straightened his legs and began pounding his cock into her. The bed protested as he bounced them. He took her in long strokes that nearly knocked the wind out of her and that she found glorious.

She reached around her own legs to pull them back more for him and felt him go even deeper.

He stared into her eyes, but then his own began to roll back in his head.

"Fuck me, Michael. Come in my pussy."

Whether or not the words made any difference, she felt the gush of Michael’s cum power into her.

She'd never felt a man come so hard that the sensations conjured up pictures of his cock inside her, shooting off like come fleshy cannon.

With that image spinning in her head, she came too. Again.

Michael went to the small fridge and got them each a beer.

He held her and they drank the beer and watched the porn movie.

It was stupid, but all the sucking and fucking, and feeling her up as they watched, got Michael hard again.

Soon she found herself face down on the bed, with her arms outstretched.

Michael was on her back, working his cock into her again. Then he held her there and took her in agonizingly slow strokes as he kissed and licked her neck and ears.

Just as she began to think he’d never stop slow fucking her, he lifted up, grabbed her hips, and pulled her to her knees.

“Play with it while I fuck you,” he said.

She reached back to stroke her pussy and he began to fuck her hard.

He held her hips painfully tight and his pelvis slammed into her ass as he fucked her.

“Come for me, mayor lady,” he said.

She’d wondered if he’d known who she was, not that it mattered.

What did matter to her was the huge prick rocking her world, jamming into her cunt. She rubbed her clit furiously and then…

“I’m coming,” she moaned as it took her.

She trembled and felt her body squeezing that big, hard, black cock that was filling her.

“Damn!” he shouted, and she felt the rush of his cum in her.

He held his body against hers until he softened and slipped out, then they collapsed together.

When she finally had the strength to get out of bed and shower, Michael lay still.

The shower felt wonderful. She thought of asking him to join her, liking the idea of having his naked body close. But he wasn’t a cuddly sort.

If he came in the shower with her he’d be hard and would want to fuck her.

She was thinking of something a little less intense.

Knowing she had five days to enjoy him, although she’d intended to stay the night, she decided to go home.

She’d save some of this animal for another time.

When she went back into the room he was lying in the darkness. She sat on the bed and stroked his cheek.

He opened his eyes. “Did I hurt you?"

She laughed. "No. You made me feel wonderful."

"You sounded like I hurt you."

"Sometimes pleasure and pain sound the same. Sometimes they are the same."

"That's confusing. Some girls complain that I’m rough with them. I don’t mean to be.”

“Your big cock can be intimidating. A girl knows you are going to stuff that thing in all the way and she gets tense.”

He shrugged and she kissed him. “The truth is that you were about perfect for me. At times I need it hard like that.”

“Good, because…”

She saw his hand moving on that great prick.

He was stroking it and it was hard again. She leaned forward and took it in her hand, glanced at his face, then opened her mouth and took him inside.

His hand touched her neck, his fingers cupped the back of her head as she sucked him.

She held that prick at the base and sucked him hard. Her other hand caressed his balls, felt them alive, warm in her hand.

He exploded in her mouth and she swallowed his salty jism, ignoring the part that ran out of her mouth.

When she lifted her head, he smiled. “Nice.”

“Unfortunately, I have to go now.”

He didn’t seem to mind. “You'll come back?"

She touched him gently. "Yes, I’ll be back soon. Maybe tomorrow. I’ll call you and tell you."

He reached out and caressed her breast. "I could do it again in a few minutes. I’d like to fuck you again. I’ve thought of so many ways I want to fuck you."

Lana giggled with pleasure and amazement. She wasn't used to being the conservative one; she was the bitch with the insatiable sexual appetite, but now...

"That's lovely, but I need some rest. I’ll come back."

"And then I can take you other ways?"

"Of course."

As she stood by the bed admiring his body he grew aroused again.

He was a marvel and the rising cock was tempting, but she liked leaving men a little hungry, so she began to gather her clothes.

"Leave your panties here. I want them."

She smiled at him, loving the fascinating and contrary parts of him.

He'd shown himself to be an assertive lover, yet at moments like this, he was a young man being introduced to sex by a more experienced woman.

"Of course."

His eyes shone in the dark. She saw those eyes; they remained locked onto her as she put on her dress.

She turned her back to him and bent over to slip on her heels, letting him see her bare ass. It paid to leave him wanting more.

She picked up the panties and brought them to him.

"Now I have to go."

“Why can’t you stay? I can fuck you all sorts of ways.”

"My husband is at home waiting for me. He’ll want to fuck me too."

She watched his chest as he listened wanting to see how he’d respond to that. His breathing didn't change.

"Do you like it when he fucks you?"

"Very much." She knew he didn’t want to hear the truth.

"And that other man?"

She knew he meant Robert.

"Not as much as having you fuck me. When your cock is inside me it is a wonderful alive creature, Michael."

This time she meant her words.

"I'll fuck you so much that you don't need those two."

"That sounds lovely but as wonderful as you are, sometimes a girl just wants variety, Michael. Just like young studs.”

Then she stood and left him.

In the parking lot, she sat in her car catching her breath, letting her heart slow its pounding.

The girl she'd seen earlier was with her two men, or perhaps another two, staggering back toward the strip club.

"No. I have to get inside. I’m supposed to be onstage stripping in a minute. If I’m late, the boss will be pissed," the girl was saying.

“Should we come along and help? We “know how to get your clothes off fast.”

“You are bad men.”

She laughed and kissed them and went inside.

Lana thought for a time about where she was, what she'd just done, and would certainly do again.

She thought about Michael, vividly recalling both his passion and his huge cock.

She'd wanted an adventure and found a new one and he seemed like a far more adventurous and imaginative lover than she'd imagined.

Already she wanted him again. She'd almost stayed with him for the night. That would be dangerous.

Of course, that would make it exciting, but she needed to ration herself and keep her options open.

Suddenly a picture popped into her head. She saw herself sitting in her expensive BMW outside a strip club and sleazy motel, fantasizing about a young, black guy who worked at the motel desk, giving rooms to whores and their Johns.

It made her laugh, but she sensed an element of sadness in her own laughter.

Sometimes you are too ridiculous for words, Lana.

She turned on the car, loving its roar, then started home knowing that soon she’d be back, sitting right here in this parking lot.

She’d come back to savor this new young lover. He was too good to stay away from, and she couldn’t resist the call of pleasure.

So she’d come back for more. Lana, this is your life. At least I’m alive.

She stepped on the gas and let the pleasant and sensual roar of the engine reassure her. Putting the car in gear she listened to the crunch of her tires on the gravel as she pulled out of the parking lot and onto the highway, headed toward home.

She thought idly about calling Robert.

She could tell him that her husband had gone out of town and ask him if he wanted to fuck her in their bed.

She didn’t need sex, but if Robert was naked in her bed she could tell him about her dark lover, about his huge cock and stamina.

Maybe jealousy would be an aphrodisiac. Although, in Robert’s case, she was fairly sure it would make him go limp.

The idea made her laugh.


Lennox Brewer

“Here he is,” Mark said, hopping up and heading for the door. “Hey, ya, Lennox.”

Jeri turned to look toward the front door and saw a tall, angular man coming in. He was sexy, but not handsome.

And the sexy part was intriguing—a little dark, maybe. He certainly didn’t look like anyone’s idea of a romantic lead in a movie or something like that.

Mark introduced them and she shook Lennox Brewer’s hand, noting his firm handshake. There was an undercurrent of strength in him that wasn’t physical, but it reinforced his sex appeal.

At least for her.

“Can you show us around?” Mark said. “I want Lennox to get the grand tour.”

So she did. There were no other guests and she showed them the rooms.

The tour ended in Lennox’s room. As she walked to the window, Mark coughed.

“I’m afraid I have to get to an appointment,” he said. “It’s a meeting about the project. So I’ll leave you two alone.”

“Where’s Mark off to?” Jeri asked.

Lennox shrugged. “Meeting with a banker, a lawyer, or a possible investor. He needs to get the project rolling because until we get the company funded, he’s burning his own money.”

“I thought you were the investor.”

“I am. But until there is something to invest in, in the form of a written prospectus and a company, he’s winging it. And then, it’s wiser to spread the risk over several people so we will entertain interest from other parties.”

“I see,” she said, although it was more that she’d lost interest in talking about business. But Lennox was wound up about the project and his excitement was contagious.

Alone in the bedroom with him, she felt that same dark sensuality she’d noticed when she first met him.

She wondered if he’d make a move, but she’d run out of reasons to stay.

“I should get to work.”

“Actually, now that we are alone, there are a couple of things you should know about the movie project.”

“Other than you want to use the hotel for filming?”

“Yes. Things more directly related to you.”

She looked at him. He was playing with her. “Like what?”

“First, it’s a porn movie,” he said.

She saw he was watching her, looking for her reaction. She tried to be poker-faced. “Really? Mark doesn’t seem like a porn producer.”

“What do they look like?”

She laughed. “Okay, I have no idea. But I was thinking fatter and shorter, and balder.”

Lennox smiled. “I know that guy. He sells overpriced jewelry in New York City.”

Jeri thought about Mark and decided maybe he did know something about fuck films. He sure knew about fucking.

“Does that bother you?” he asked.

She wasn’t sure. “We need the money. If Robert doesn’t care….”

“The other part is that Mark thinks you should star in this movie.”

She laughed. “Me? Star in a porn movie?”

“He thinks you have a knack, the kind of talent that looks good on screen. It’s more than just being willing to let people fuck you. People who are good at it get work. You’d earn decent money and maybe have a new career.”

“He told you—”

She realized these men had been talking about what she was like in bed, what it was like to fuck her.

For a moment that bothered her, but then she found it got her warm. The idea that she was sexy enough to talk about and that Mark thought she was hot enough to be in a movie, a damn porn movie, made her a little lightheaded.

“You are bullshitting me, right?”

“Not at all.”

“So why are you telling me all this?”

“Because I’m the big investor. I need to be certain that everything Mark is pulling together is going to work. I need to be confident in the script, the production company… all of it. I get a say on the casting because that affects the potential to earn money.”

“So what are you saying?”

“I’m trying to make sure you know what’s going on so you can decide what you want. If you don’t buy into his scheme, then the plans change. So I’m telling you the situation so you can tell me if you are interested. If you are, we can move forward.”

“What I want?”

It had been a long time since anyone seemed to care what she wanted. Robert had fixated on the hotel and ignored her desires. Even men who pleased her, like Greg, did it as part of enjoying themselves with her.

“Exactly. Look, here’s how I work with people. I lay out the facts and let people decide what works for them. Like now. If you think you’d like to try this, then you know what the score is—there are no regrets because it’s all upfront.”

“That’s reasonable.”

“We are planning a porn flick and Mark wants you in it. That tells me he’s fucked you and that he liked what you showed him.”

That made sense. “So, if you want to be in the movie, you’d be fucking other people—not just whoever the script calls for you to suck or fuck, but to help the movie.”

The idea still had her head swirling, but it made a certain kind of sense. “I see.”

“If you want to be considered for the part, then I want to fuck you now.”

Something about his approach pleased Jeri. “Is that so?”

“It’s exactly the way it is. And, I’m being honest. I’m not saying I want to fuck you to see if you’d be good in the movie—I wouldn’t know about that. No, I want a piece of Jeri because you are desirable.”

“Should I be flattered?”

“One reason I got involved in financing a porn movie is the desirable prospect of fucking an array of hot women while making money. And I’ll admit that I like the idea of men watching a porn movie and fantasizing about fucking a woman that I’ve already had. And I especially like the idea of fucking you before the studs in the film get their pricks in you.”

He touched her cheek and she felt it grow warm. “And you and Mark are serious about the possibility of me being in the movie?”

“Absolutely. If you want to try to become a porn star the opportunity is there. But I’ll also tell you another truth. You’ll need to have a screen test before anything is settled. While I can’t fuck you and know what you’ll be like, as a producer and investor I’ll expect to see what all the actors are like when they fuck. We need to find out how well you take direction, follow the script. And you’d need to show that you can do it with a camera crew there.”

She was thinking it over, imagining telling Robert.

Even more, she was imagining being paid for fucking hot guys and not needing Robert.

“My husband might object to me taking that test. And we’d be filming in our own hotel, so I expect he’d notice.”

He shrugged. “As far as I know you are a free woman and can make a choice. He could divorce you, I suppose—that’s another choice. Of course, if he divorces you then he’d lose the hotel.”

She smiled, picturing Robert in that situation. “That’s true.”

“So?”

“I’ve never, ever thought of being in a movie of any kind, much less porn.”

“Then it’s time to think about it.”

“So if I decide I want to give it a try, I need to fuck you?”

He smiled. “Well, yes—me and then whoever you do the screen test with other actors. And, if you get the part, you’ll fuck whoever the script calls for you to fuck.”

That too was a new thought. She didn’t even get to pick her lovers.

“I suppose that makes sense.”

“And whether or not you want to be in the movie, I’d certainly like to fuck you.”

His eyes told her he was telling the truth, and the look he gave her certainly gave her an exciting tingle.

She stood there and he moved closer.

Automatically, she moved back and bumped against the wall.

His body pressed against hers and she felt his hard cock.

Just as she thought he’d hike up her skirt and do her right there, he kissed her.

“I want you naked,” he told her. “I want to eat your pussy and then fuck you.”

She swallowed. “Yes,” she said, and a gasp escaped her lips as he began to unbutton her blouse.

The unreality of this was making her world spin.

He kissed her bare skin as he pulled the blouse off her shoulders, then licked his way to the hard nipple when he bared her breast.

The cool air, his warm touch, his hot lips combined to make her quiver.

He was different than Mark or Greg. His confident touch was more… possessive. He was taking control of her, and she was letting him, giving herself to the experience.

He dropped her skirt to the floor, and she was standing there in just her panties, but only for the moment it took for him to kneel in front of her and peel her panties down.

Suddenly her naked pussy was in front of his face and then he was licking it as he pulled the panties down her legs.

Tremors of desire shot through her as he lifted a leg and put it on his shoulder as his tongue ran the length of her cunt and flicked her clit before working its way back down.

She touched his head, ran her fingers through his hair, and held it as he began to eat her and fuck her with his fingers.

With her back pressed against the wall and her leg over his shoulder, all she could do was hang in that balance and go with the overwhelming sensations of lust.

She moaned with his assault and then she was coming. She pulled his hair, squeezed her leg and dug her heel into his back, and rode the waves of pleasure.

He put her leg down and stood, scooping her into his arms.

She still trembled with her orgasm as he stretched her out on the bed and looked at her.

He undid his shirt and tossed it aside.

She liked the look of his body, lean, and athletic, but not a hunk. A beautiful tattoo of a dragon covered the right side of his chest.

He undid his pants and dropped them.

The lovely, thick cock that jutted out curved slightly upward, and it was pierced—two gold studs were mounted on each side of the great bulbous head.

This would be new.

He sat and finished getting off his shoes and pants, then moved between her legs.

Her eyes were fixed on that rigid cock, the pierced prick that he intended to fuck her with.

He got on his knees, hooked his arms under her legs, and lifted them, moving closer. His cock brushed her pussy, and he shoved her leg to his shoulder so he could hold his shaft and guide it between the swollen lips.

He stared into her eyes and the dark, almost menacing look made her quiver more.

“You want it,” he said. “You want my cock reaming out that sweet pussy.”

“Yes,” she said, knowing he hadn’t been asking permission.

He leaned forward, his weight heavy on her legs, his rock-hard piston moving into her.

His hand moved under her leg again and he slid his hands up, grabbing her ankles, pinning her feet to the mattress on either side of her head as he impaled her with his sword.

She moaned with the pleasure of it, and then he lifted his weight up, straightening his legs, and began to fuck her, his body a machine that hovered over hers and raised and lowered, driving his shaft deep and then nearly out of her again.

He smashed deep and then came out and she was pinned there, helpless, but loving it.

He was a powerhouse, a fucking machine and she writhed with delight. Finally, he came. She felt the first hot spurt of his seed just as he groaned his pleasure.

Then he buried his prick in her, let go of her legs, and grabbed her ass. His hard prick pulsed, shooting his jism deep into her.

When he released her, she lay limp with exhaustion from so much damn pleasure.

It was afternoon and the light was growing dim.

He examined her by Braille, letting his hands measure all of her contours, trace the curves, explore the furrows of her body. She lay still, even when he dipped his fingers in the cum that welled in her cunt and put his fingers to her lips.

“Open,” he said.

When she did, he put them in her mouth, and she sucked them clean.

She knew he wanted more, that this was just a respite, and his constant fondling, touching, had her in a steady state of arousal.

After a time he put her on her stomach and again she lay there as he touched, explored, fondled her.

She felt his cock rising, brushing against her thigh. She felt desire growing in his touch too, as he ran fingers through the crack of her ass, as he lay beside her kissing and licking her shoulder.

He moved over her, lying on her back, his cock a warm reminder of his lust between her legs.

He worked his knees between her legs, spreading them apart, and moving up so that he slipped inside her again.

He lay there, barely rocking his hips, moving gently inside her. He was sucking her earlobe, his breath hot, damp on her cheek. Then he rolled on his side, pinning her down and his cock slipped out.

He spread her ass cheeks and the head of his prick was hot, damp, insistent at her anus. “No,” she said. “I’ve never…”

“Yes,” he said, rolling flat again and forcing the pierced glans painfully through her sphincter.

She cried out.

He grabbed her wrists and held them over her head as he rocked his hips, working his prick into her virgin asshole.

She could do nothing as it stretched her out, filled her.

He was fucking her ass, steadily screwing her butthole.

She never thought much about anal, other than knowing some people did it.

It wasn’t something she’d wanted to do, but the man wanted her that way—this man. So she accepted it, and soon the pain eased.

She began to relish him moving in her rectum, violating her back door. He drooled on her neck as he fucked her.

“Nice, tight ass,” he said. “That is so damn good.”

When he came, the feeling of his hot, wet cum shooting up in her rectum was amazing, and the knowledge that she’d been ass fucked made her feel a little wicked. The damp tickling of his cum leaking from her ass gave her an oddly satisfied feeling.

“You know, if you decide to be in the movie, you’ll be taking it every hole and from more than one cock,” he told her. “Think it over carefully. You won’t be able to go back to the way things were.”

She did. He held her and she let herself imagine doing what he’d said.

It was a crazy vision, of herself fucking strangers on camera, divorced, earning money that she used as she pleased.

“So, if I do it, I’d need to walk away from my old life entirely?”

“No, but I’m betting you want to. You do this and you can afford to divorce Robert. He doesn’t have shit, I understand, and the hotel is worth less than you owe. But I might be able to help you with that.”

“I have to go soon,” she told him. “Robert will be back.”

He touched her pussy.

“Not yet. And so what if he comes back? Even if you don’t do the movie, then you are better off without him. If he was giving you what you want, you wouldn’t have fucked Mark, much less me.”

She felt his cock moving, getting stiff again.

“But as you said, if I don’t make the movie, or the screen test says I’m no star, then I’m up shit creek. He’ll find out I’m cheating on him, and I can’t afford to divorce him. We’d have debt from the hotel and no income.”

“I have a plan for that,” Lennox said.

“What kind of plan?”

“I need to talk to the banker, but from what Mark said, I think renting the hotel for the movie might be a bad idea.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Maybe it would be better if I bought your fuckhead husband out.”

“He won’t want to sell. He inherited it from his parents.”

Lennox chuckled. “He’ll prefer selling to the alternatives.”

There was a darkness in his voice that both frightened and excited her.

“So it doesn’t matter if he knows about us.”

“Not in the least.” He took a nipple between two fingers and squeezed it. “And now I’m going to fuck you again.” He took her wrists in one hand and put them over her head, then sucked her earlobe into his mouth and nipped it. “I intend to be a little rougher now, Jeri. I’m going to teach you about the blurred lines between incredible pleasure and pain… I think you will like that.”

She saw he was serious.

He pulled the belt off his pants and held it.

“You don’t mean to…”

“I’m going to spank you,” he said. Her chest tightened. “Feel free to scream, if it suits you. I certainly don’t care if he hears you. And, screams and moans are erotic. Hearing them will get me hard again even faster.”

And when he spanked her bare ass, she saw that he was right.

He played with her and abused her ass cheeks, bouncing her between heaven and hell until she exploded in a fit.

Then he put clothespins on her nipples, and he made her mount his rigid cock, taking it in her pussy and then switching to take in her ass again and riding him until he came inside her in a fiery spurt of jism.

She lay there thinking how he’d used her and knowing she was already addicted. After such a long time of sameness and dullness, she was ready to throw herself headlong into experiencing everything they could throw at her.

“How soon can I do the screen test?” she asked. “I want to know.”

“More or less after I’ve fucked you every way I want to,” he said.


Mark Meets Lana

Mark’s call made Lana’s day.

It had been slow and boring and now she heard a sexiness in the man’s voice that made her feel good. It woke something inside her.

“Serena said you’d call about some project you are bringing to town,” she said.

“Possibly. We are considering it and since it concerns you, involves you both as mayor and as a banker, I wanted to go over it with you and get your input.”

“It sounds like this could be a lengthy discussion.”

“Possibly.”

She glanced at the clock. Meeting in a public place would be good cover and if he showed promise, they could move to a more private place. If the guy was a jerk, well, she’d talk business and ditch him. Michael would probably be available.

“The bank closes soon. Maybe it would make sense for us to meet for drinks.”

“Is Chapitos okay?” he asked. “It’s the only place I know.”

“That’s fine,” she said. “If the talking goes on too long, we can have dinner.”

“I’d like that,” he said.

Her first impression of Mark was that he was almost too good-looking, too sexy.

It had to be cultivated.

Maybe it was the dim light of the restaurant but when she sat in the booth across from him and they ordered drinks from a cute black waitress who paused to flirt with him, she realized that almost everything about Mark Truman struck her as sexy.

He was the essence of masculinity and she found it heady to be around him. On top of that, he had a gentlemanly politeness that she wasn’t used to, especially with strong men.

It struck her as an almost unfair combination.

As they drank, he began to tell her about his project, shooting a movie in the town, mostly at Robert’s hotel.

She found it hard to keep Robert and Mark in mind at the same time. It made her dizzy thinking about all that this could mean to her, to the town, to the hotel…

“Do I know any of the stars?”

“It’s a low-budget production, I’m afraid. This isn’t a Hollywood epic.”

“Still…”

He looked resigned. “You should know that this is going to be an adult movie.”

She saw he was watching her face as she digested the news.

And that changed things, for sure, but she wasn’t entirely sure if it changed them for the better or worse. It would be trickier, she knew that much.

“An adult movie? A porn flick?”

She realized she’d never met someone in the adult entertainment field, as they called it, before.

“A Western porn flick.”

She swallowed. “So you are asking my permission to film it?” she laughed.

“More or less.”

“That doesn’t seem your style. Even before you told me what it’s about, I thought you seemed like a man who takes what he wants.”

Mark smiled, looking at her for a moment before answering.

“I think the movie project definitely needs your permission and cooperation,” he said. “When it comes to other matters, of course, that would be different.”

“We are talking about a lot of things,” she said. “I find it hard to separate them.”

“I’d think a sexy woman who was also the town’s mayor and its most prominent banker would have to be good at multitasking.”

She gave him a wry smile and sipped her straight scotch, savoring it.

“You’d think so. But there are limits.”

Suddenly she felt his hand on her knee, warm, confident, strong.

He gripped it.

“Well, when I do business, I find it useful to get the other parties to buy into my plans. In other things, perhaps not so much. My investor, however, is less of a negotiator, more of a conqueror.”

“Your investor?” She was finding it harder to breathe than she should. That hand…

“I’m the scriptwriter, the producer, and the star. Lennox Brewer of Taboo Investments provides the money. He’s in town now, but he’s…” Mark grinned, “…exploring other aspects of the deal with some other associates. You’ll meet him soon.”

She reached down and put her hand on his. “

And just what are you exploring now?”

“Possibilities,” he said. “Determining how important dinner is to you right now. If you weren’t in the mood for Mexican food, I might suggest some options.”

She licked her lips. “I seem to have lost my appetite—for Mexican food.”

He signaled to Grace, holding up his credit card.

“I have an important question for you, Madam Mayor. About local knowledge."

"And what is it?"

"Have you ever been fucked in the Bright Star Hotel?”

She felt her neck grow warm. She imagined Robert being at the desk when they went in. The idea gave her an evil thrill.

“Why sir, I don’t believe I’ve ever had the privilege.”

“If your appetite returns we can always send out for pizza.”

Lana Drake was not a big fan of pizza. Or hadn’t been until now.

As they walked to the hotel Mark put his hand around her waist.

Lana loved the confidence of his touch as he moved his hand down to caress her ass as they walked.

She walked close to him, feeling his masculine warmth and feeling her pussy grow increasingly wet as she anticipated him touching her all over.

His strong body pressed against her hip and side as they walked through a warm and fragrant evening. The entire mood seemed almost too perfect.

The lobby encounter with Robert never happened, because Mark led her up an outside staircase that she’d never noticed before.

As they went into his room, she looked around.

“This room must’ve been specially constructed for clandestine affairs,” he said, whispering in her ear and making her vibrate.

Then his tongue touched her ear, wetting it and then sucking her earlobe into his mouth, making her shiver.

She’d always seen the room as drab old West, but now there was a magical element to being in it. A magical element and an exciting, hot man who wanted her.

The bed was big, and when he put her on it she stared at him. He climbed over her and began undoing the buttons on her blouse, baring her breasts, sucking one nipple.

She let herself be swept up the moment, moaning softly as he moved to the second nipple, and the cool air touch the damp one he’s teased erect.

“You’re married aren’t you?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said. “My husband is out of town. Why? Does that matter?”

He kissed her, forcing his tongue in her mouth and his hand was up under her skirt, his fingers on her thigh and then running over her pussy through her silk panties.

“On the contrary, it only makes arousing you, taking you that much more delicious. Stolen kisses are much sweeter.”

Her heart raced as he slipped those fingers under the leg of her panties and stroked the bare skin making her let out a hiss and arch her back.

“God,” she moaned.

“How do I want thee? Let me count the ways,” he said, nuzzling her neck as his fingers began probing inside her. “Ah, but the lady already said she wanted to be taken.”

He pulled his fingers out and yanked her panties down to her knees. He pushed the skirt up to her waist, then moved between her legs and kneeling there.

He undid his pants, unzipping them and taking out a huge, swollen cock.

She reached down to touch it and felt its heat but he pushed her back, lifting her legs, putting them on his shoulders and pushing them back.

The stiff flesh of his cock pressed into her, spreading her pussy open; he leaned into her and she cried out as it stuffed her, stretched her.

And then he took her, fucked her like some barbarian raping his conquest.

She’d never been fucked so hard in her life, not even when Michael rammed his large black prick into her.

He pulled out of her and rolled her onto her side, bending her legs, and then taking her from behind, filling her again, while his hand held her hip.

He thrust into her, shaking her body with more power than she’d ever experienced. And then she came, her body trembling with an orgasm that felt like an earthquake.

“Fuck,” he said, then he came.

She felt an incredible rush of his seed inside her, warm, wet.

And then he pulled out.

She lay there, limp, and he began undressing her, finishing what he’d started.

He pulled off her blouse, then her underpants, and undid her skirt and tossed it on the floor.

Then, as she lay there in nothing but her heels, he stood and undressed.

When he was naked he got back on the bed and kissed her on the mouth. His tongue tasted her mouth and then worked its way down to her breasts, her belly, and then to her pussy.

A finger slipped into her cunt and when it was wet, he shoved it in her mouth. She sucked it, tasting his cum as he stared into her eyes.

He rolled her onto her belly and ran his tongue down her spine, then licked and kissed her ass cheeks.

It was all new, exciting, and when he spread her ass cheeks apart and licked her anus, a bolt of lightning ran through her.

She was giddy, and he was fingering her pussy and licking her asshole at the same time.

He pulled his fingers out of her cunt and moved them to her ass and invaded her there too.

One, then two fingers stretched her ass and he put his face down to lick her pussy as he finger fucked her asshole.

He was preparing her, she knew that. The idea of taking that big cock back there frightened her, but he was going to do it.

After a time he moved back up, pulling his fingers out and wrapping his arms around her.

He lifted her, moving toward the wall so that she was upright her hands on the wall, on her knees in front of him, her ass brushing against his stiff cock.

She tensed as he guided his cock to her anus. It felt incredibly huge. Then his strong arms wrapped around her and pulled her down and back against him.

She felt an intense pressure and then his cock popped inside her.

My God! she thought.

Little Lana Drake is being ass fucked by a porn star in Robert’s decrepit hotel.

She groaned as he worked his prick into her, forcing more and more of it into her, and began fucking her harder.

Suddenly he grabbed her again and turned them both so that he sat up against the headboard and she sat facing away from him with her ass impaled by his prick.

He pulled her back against him and she saw them reflected in the mirror over the dresser.

“Now we are going to make you come again,” he said.

He slipped several fingers into her cunt. “I’m going to fuck your ass and you are going to rub your clit. Keep your eyes open and watch yourself as we masturbate you to orgasm.”

Touching herself, under those circumstances, was so different from being alone in bed, playing with her pussy.

She didn’t have to fantasize a partner—he had his very real, very hard cock throbbing in her ass and his fingers filling her cunt.

The closest thing to this she’d experienced was jerking off with a butt plug in her ass, and that didn’t begin to compare.

She writhed as she rubbed herself, her hand moving faster and faster. He watched her in the mirror and so did she.

And she came.

Her juices ran over his fingers as she squirmed and gasped on him and finally sagged back against him.

He pushed her forward.

“My turn now. Fuck my cock with your ass. Make me come.”

She put her hands on his legs and began to rock her hips, moving her ass over the thick prick inside it.

He squeezed her ass cheeks and when she glanced in the mirror she saw he was watching his cock in her ass.

“Balance me,” she said, moving to put her feet flat on the bed on either side of him.

His strong hands held her waist and she reached down to grab his balls and caress them as she moved up and down, slamming her ass down on him, then pulling up again.

“Fuck yes,” he cried, grabbing her and yanking her down on him as he shot his spunk up her ass.

She sighed and sank back against him as his cum warmed her rectum. Then he softened and slipped out of her.

The moonlight came in softly through the window as they lay together on his bed. She ran her hands over his body and wondered at the fact that the attraction didn’t seem to fade.

Usually, when she was done with a man, satisfied by him, she began to be bored with him.

Not Mark. She thought it might take a long time before she was bored with this man.

And other thoughts pressed her too.

She looked at Mark’s huge cock, lying limp in her hand. As she caressed it, it was growing again.

“What if I wanted to invest?” she asked.

“What?”

“In the movie. I have some money and God knows banks don’t pay decent interest. I was thinking about buying into the movie myself.”

He rubbed his chin. “It isn’t a sure thing at all yet.”

“Why not?”

“Using the hotel, this town, is an idea we are exploring. We don’t have a signed deal yet with anyone. Your sister is working on contracts and a company that can enter into deals. Lennox has provided the seed money to get us this far.”

“And what if it goes ahead? Would he be the only investor?”

“Probably not, but that’s his end of things. He’s agreed in principle to a certain budget and I’m working with some people to get a more detailed budget. But that means agreeing on a price for the hotel, finding out what other fees we’d have to pay as well as storyboarding the script and figuring out what the shooting will cost. Once we have that, I can introduce you to him, and then you two talk about that. I could even bring you to that meeting. He’s a woman’s man, so I’m sure he’ll make an offer. The question is whether it appeals to you.”

“You think he’d make an offer you’d be jealous of?”

“The only jealousy I ever feel is more like frustration.”

“Frustration?”

“If a woman I want is with someone else, or not interested in me, that’s frustrating. But jealousy? Why would I care what she does if it doesn’t affect me?”

“I suppose you have to think that way. You fuck women for the movies and that’s just business.”

“And other women are for pleasure. I have zero nesting instinct. If I had a woman living with me, that would be for convenience and she’d better accept that she might not be the only woman sharing my bed.”

“And you’d accept the same behavior from her? Bringing men home?”

“Of course.”

“And this movie… are you using local talent?”

He laughed. “Are you interested in fucking for the big screen.”

She shook her head. “No. I know a black guy who is extremely well hung. He might be suitable.”

He kissed her and stroked her hair. “Leave his name and number when you finally drag your tired ass home and I’ll have him checked out.”

He kissed her again, then pulled her face down to his cock.

“Now suck it hard and when I feel I’m about to explode, then I’ll put you against the wall and slow fuck you. I’ll stuff you full of hard cock, and use you in a terrible slow fuck that will make you scream.”

The idea thrilled her and Lana opened her mouth to lick the bulbous head of his prick.

He wanted her again and he wanted to take her in a wonderfully agonizing way, it seemed.

Her pulse raced, anticipating all the things he might do to her before the night was over.


Screen Test

Throughout the morning Jeri thought about what Lennox had told her—and the things he had done to her.

The news, the experiences had her in turmoil. It was too much to take in at once.

Amid so many options, so many possibilities, one thing had become clear. The time had come to make a change. Whether or not the movie was an avenue for her, she needed to leave Robert.

She finally accepted they were done, and now she had some choices, things to try—they were strange, unforeseeable options, but now that they’d been offered, they were viable.

Picturing herself working in porn movies was unsettling and risky,  but the prospect sounded a damn sight more promising than spending her life in an unhappy marriage trying to make a success of a hotel she’d come to hate.

At noon Robert went out. He told her where he was going but she didn’t pay any attention. Where he went, when he came and went, didn’t interest her anymore.

When Mark came in, she gave him his key.

“Lennox told me,” she said. “About the movie.”

Mark seemed a little concerned. “What about it?”

“That it is porn.”

“I wanted to tell you that.”

“He also said you thought I might be good in it—that I might have what it took to make it in porn movies. Is that true?”

He nodded. “Yeah. I wanted to tell you that too. I was thinking of the best way…”

“He decided that when he was telling me he wanted to fuck me was a good time for me to hear the rest.”

“That’s Lennox. So you aren’t shocked or hurt.”

“No. Surprised, both at the idea and my own reaction to it.”

“If the work does interest you, if the reality of doing it doesn’t turn you off, I think you would do well.”

“And there is decent money to be made doing that, fucking people for movies?”

“Yes. I’ve done okay, but you need to play it, build it up. The pay for shooting a movie is a living wage, but I can connect you with people who promote porn stars and do merchandising. They put up a website with some graphic pictures and video clips and have affiliate ads that make you money, and you build a fanbase. Then, there are paid appearances and so on. Some porn stars become a shill for a product line, like sex toys or something. It all adds up.”

“You have one of those websites?”

He grinned. “Yeah. A girl in Brazil runs it. She even answers my fan mail.”

Jeri nodded. That part she could get her head around. You grew popularity into fame and cashed in on it.

“But I’d need to do well in a screen test.”

“Absolutely. Working in front of a camera—the presence of the crew inhibits some people.”

“So how would the screen test work?”

“I’d give you a short script… no dialog, just a description of the action we want. We set up in a room to see how you do when you have to perform in front of a crew. Just some action from the movie to see how you do.”

Her heart pounded. “You’d fuck me with a crew filming us?”

“No, it isn’t that simple. It needs to be like the real thing. I’d direct your screen test and it would be similar to a scene from the movie—one of the hotter scenes and done with other actors we are auditioning for the movie. Saves time.”

She tried to imagine the guys, visualize just meeting some guy and fucking him. “When?”

“Soon. We have a couple of local guys coming in for tests.”

Again, the realization of what she was getting into was sobering. She was agreeing to have sex with guys she’d never met. Or maybe guys she knew from town. And it would be recorded. And Mark would be watching, telling her what to do with them.

“Molly and her assistant are setting it up in a room that Robert gave us for test shoots. When I told him we’d pay the regular rate for the room he didn’t ask what kind of shoots we were doing. I think he doesn’t want to know.”

“He’s in three kinds of denial,” she said. “About our marriage, about the hotel, and about this project being some sort of salvation.”

“Well, if I haven’t scared you off, let's go upstairs,” he said.

She sensed that Mark had mixed feelings about using her in the movie.

If he was telling the truth, then he thought she would do well, but he didn’t really want her to.

"You have doubts about me," she said.

He touched her cheek. "Acting in porn changes people. I like who you are, what you are. I have no idea who you will become."

Considering it was how he made his living, she found that sweet and curious.

"It's my chance," she said.

She still couldn’t honestly say she wanted to try being a porn star, but thinking about this screen test had gotten her pussy wet.

More to the point, she couldn’t stand to let things go on the way they had. She needed to get away from Robert.

And even if the movie career was a bust, Lennox had said he’d help her. Even though he was a dark man, for some reason she trusted him completely. She took a deep breath and held out her hand.

“Is there a script?” Maybe reading it would calm her.

He shook his head. “You don't need one. You are going to fuck hot guys and I know you understand that part. I'll give you directions as we go.”

He smiled. "If you need them."

As they walked upstairs, Jeri’s heart raced. Her palms grew sweaty. If she did this, she was going to do a lot more than simply fuck a strange man. A couple of strange men. She was going to do it for public consumption.

Thinking about it, she understood. That’s what porn movies did—they took things beyond most people’s sex lives, and created a fantasy world where everyone got off.

If she did this… then she stopped.

She’d said Robert was in denial, now she was doing it herself. She’d already fucked Mark and Lennox without a moment of regret. She got off on fucking them and she knew damn well she was going to fuck and suck whoever she had to in order to dig her way out of her shitty life.

She looked at the clock and saw that she had five minutes.

She still couldn’t bring herself to admit that she wanted to do this. The very fact that the possibility of being paid to fuck so people would pay to watch… It was time for her to put up or stop pretending she had what it took to change her life.

In the bedroom, the lights were the first surprise—arrays of lights were aimed at the bed.

She stared at it thinking that soon she'd be on that bed, naked, those lights showing her being fucked.

“This is Michael,” Mark said, indicating a large black man in a robe. "He's your first partner in the screen test."

“Hey,” he said and she smiled at him, trembling slightly at the prospect of him fucking her. And he would just be the first.

“And this is Alex,” he said. A stout young man, okay looking but no glamour boy, winked at her as he ran his eyes over her. He was wearing sweatpants.

Since they’d been selected for this, she had no doubt they were both well hung.

Then she met Molly Brown who was messing with the camera and Grace, a lovely, petite black girl.

“We do a bare-bones approach to a screen test,” Mark explained. “No makeup or costumes, just the basic action.”

“Action,” she said. “But there’s no script?”

“Since we aren’t worrying about dialog, just do what I tell you.”

"Right," she said. Her long breath emptied her lungs and left her trembling. Just, he'd said. Just then another man came in… another well-built young man. It was Greg.

“Greg?”

“You know each other?” Mark asked.

“Yes.”

“Molly thought he’d fit in. Are you good with that?”

She let out another breath. Somehow it seemed even weirder to think about fucking a guy she knew on camera.

“It’ll be fine.”

“Then are we ready?” Mark asked. Molly nodded and pointed the camera at the bed.

“To begin, you get on the bed and the guys will come close.”

She shuddered, realizing that she’d be fucking two men, not just one. Y

“You strip for them, for the camera, and touch yourself.”

She glanced at the men, at Mark, and made her decision—the unchangeable, decision to take the gamble, to start a new life.

She moved onto the bed. The lights were a little distracting.

Mark stood near Molly and she looked at him. “Roll,” he said.

More than slightly self conscious, Jeri looked at the camera and began undoing her blouse, exposing her breasts.

The two men came over and sat next to her to fondle her breasts as she pushed down her shorts.

Michael’s robe came open and she turned her head to see his enormous black cock. It was near her face and she felt its heat, smelled his arousal.

On the other side of her, Alex pulled down his pants and she saw a thicker, although shorter prick that was equally hard.

As she got her shorts off, Alex leaned over and kissed her, giving her his tongue as he shoved his hand inside her panties.

As Alex broke the kiss and moved his wet down to her breasts, Michael pulled her hair, tipping her head back and putting the head of his cock to her lips and brushing it across them.

She looked into Molly’s camera, then opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, flicking it over the slit, tasting salty pre-cum before he pushed it into her mouth.

Michael shrugged off his robe, then he swung a leg over her, pushing her back against the ornate headboard. With his hands against the wall, he began fucking her mouth, his huge balls slapping against her chin.

Alex kissed his way to her belly and his hands pulled her panties down and off.

She was naked in front of the camera, taking Michael’s prick in her mouth.

Alex lifted her legs and lay crosswise on the bed so that her legs were over him. He began to finger her, opening her pussy for the camera and pushing fingers of the other hand inside her, slowly fucking her with them.

Then he moved his fingers and shifted his hips, moving his prick closer, working his stiff shaft into her wet and hungry cunt.

Even at such a weird angle, he stuffed her full, and Molly came close. Even though all she could see was Michael’s prick fucking her face, she knew the woman was pointing that camera right at the place where Alex’s cock was entering her.

Michael came then, filling her mouth.

“Don’t swallow it all,” Mark said. “Let Molly get shots of his cum running out of your mouth.

When Michael finally got off the bed she saw that Greg had undressed and Grace was on her knees sucking him.

Alex grabbed her and pulled her over him.

“Mount me and ride my cock,” he said.

When she did she found his cock was slippery with her juices and when she sank down on him, he pulled her chest down to his. His hard chest pressed against her breasts.

Greg pulled out of Grace’s mouth and walked up behind her. Putting his hands on her hips he licked her ass.

“Lift up off him for a minute,” he said.

She got to her knees and raised up off Alex’s cock then moaned as Greg drove his own cock into her, thrusting deep.

After a few thrusts he pulled out, and Alex worked his cock into her again then pressed her back down so she was filled with his flesh again.

Greg got on the bed, straddling her ass. He grabbed her hip and his cock was pressed into her anus. She gasped as he flexed his legs, driving his cock into her ass, double penetrating her for the first time.

She thought the crazy sensations might scramble her brain as Alex thrust his hips up making his cock explore every inch of her cunt while Greg drove his into her rectum.

“Tight fucking asshole,” he moaned happily. “Damn that loves my cock.”

“Oh, God,” she moaned and her body exploded making her squirm between the two men, her cunt squeezing Alex’s thrusting cock.

Alex groaned and her cunt flooded with his jism, followed by the rush of Greg’s cum shooting up her ass.

As the men rolled her onto the bed and moved away, Michael came up between her legs.

He was rigid again and he knelt there and lifted her legs.

She was ready for him as he thrust into her pussy with Molly hovering close, capturing it all.

Grace was close too, and she straddled Jeri’s face, her own face coming down to Jeri’s cunt.

Michael pulled out of her pussy and, as Grace began to lick her cunt, he pushed her legs back further and forced his cock into her ass.

She tried to cry out, but Grace lowered her pussy to Jeri’s mouth, and she tasted the sweet, tangy, musky, cunt as the woman fingered and licked hers.

Michael worked his hard, swollen prick deep into her ass, fucking it while Molly’s camera moved to various locations to capture the action from new angles.

Jeri did her best to lick the pussy in her face, but it was hard for her to focus.

Grace was forcing more fingers into her and astonishingly, Jeri was coming again, her hips bucking as her orgasm tore through her.

Michael started coming.

She felt the first spurts of his cum in her ass, then he pulled out, shooting it over her pussy and Grace’s face.

As Grace began licking the creamy cum, Jeri worked her fingers into Grace’s pussy and trapped the girl’s clit against her teeth with her tongue.

She rubbed it and Grace clamped her knees against Jeri’s head as she came.

Grace sank down on Jeri. “Cut,” Mark cried out.

The bed shifted and she turned her head, looking over Grace’s brown thigh to see Mark yanking down Molly’s pants, undoing his own, and driving his cock into the girl.

“I guess that’s a take,” Michael said. “Although, after a bit, I wouldn’t mind a retake.”

Although she was exhausted, Jeri was sure she wouldn’t mind one either.


Serena's New Employment

Serena looked at the man sitting in the chair, facing her.

“You are the one investing in Mark's film?”

Wordlessly, he put a business card on the desk and pushed it across. She picked it up.

Lennox Brewer, Taboo Investments.

When she looked up, Lennox smiled.

“And you are the lawyer. Nice to have all that straight. Me investor, you lawyer.”

He wasn’t trying to be pleasant, but she found him attractive in a way that she didn’t quite understand.

He wasn’t anything like her concept of an ideal man, yet her late husband had fit that model exactly, and that hadn’t done much for her at all.

“What can I do for you?”

She saw his smile. It was more of a leer that suggested his thoughts had nothing to do with business, investments, or the law.

He was staring at her tits, probably undressing her in his mind.

“First, I need to know who you represent.”

“What do you mean. Mark hired me to represent the company.”

“Does that mean you can’t represent me?”

“I couldn’t for these contracts. But otherwise… my retainer is for that specific project.”

“So you could handle a negotiation that was related, but separate.”

“I suppose.”

“Could you handle having a drink with me?”

“To discuss the legal matter?”

“If you want. Actually, I want to buy all your time.”

She laughed. The man was audacious. “All of my time?”

“Every hour of it.”

“How would that work?”

“You finish the work for the company, but then close this rinky-dink practice and come to work for me.”

“Why would I do that? Why would you want me to.”

He smiled. “I’ve checked you out. You are a first-rate lawyer in a third, maybe fourth-rate market. You work for peanuts. You own your home. You are widowed and have no serious ties here.”

“My sister.”

“Who is a big girl with a life of her own. I want you to come with me.”

“Where?”

He tented his fingers. “That depends on the projects. I go around the world doing business. From my perspective, I live here at the moment. I’ll live and work somewhere else in a few weeks.”

“Why would I do that? Besides, I can’t practice law anywhere else.”

“Taboo investments has offices in New York and Brazil. We will get you licensed to practice in New York, although normally you won’t actually practice law as much as manage local lawyers who you would hire as I need them.”

“Manage them?”

“I tell you what needs doing… you tweak it so I’m within the legal boundaries that matter, and then you hire local talent to do it. You’ll be working internationally, handling multiple major deals at once.”

He sat back. “And before you ask, I will pay you a fucking fortune.”

“Because I’m such a hot lawyer?”

“That’s a factor all right. You have other qualities too. In fact, I researched you, but I didn't make this decision until I walked in here and saw you, heard you talk.”

“When you saw me. I was behind my desk.”

“Your eyes.” Lennox stared at her. “It’s right there.”

“What is?”

“You are dying here. Dying a pleasant death in Pleasant Mountain. You want and need excitement. You need a career and a man that will challenge you.”

“Challenge me?”

“Make you push the envelope, do things you don’t do on your own.”

“Like what?”

“Oh, I don’t know you well enough yet to be specific. But mostly I’m thinking of nasty things. Things you shouldn’t do but would want to.”

She felt warm. It was scary having him read her inner thoughts, and it surprised her that he penetrated it so easily.

She’d worked hard developing a shell, and outward indifference to shield her from disappointment.

Her husband had been a disappointment in that regard. He was a good man and an honest one. When she married him she had no idea how boring that would make her life.

“You might be imagining things. Projecting your fantasies on me.”

Lennox didn’t blink. “No. I’m not. Right now you are wondering what to do with your life. You’ve been flailing around for a time and now that you have an excellent offer in front of you, you are hesitating, wondering how to respond. And I can solve that problem.”

“You can?”

“By telling you what to do, stupid cunt.”

The words burned her ears, shocked her a little.

“I’m supposed to be impressed by a man who calls me filthy names.”

He stood up and gave her a hard look. “Yes,” he said. “Actually, you are.”

Walking around her desk, he stood beside her, making her feel uncomfortable. Then he grabbed her hair by the ponytail and pulled her head back.

She stared up at him and he reached down and pulled her peasant blouse down her shoulder, exposing her breast.

“Work for me and the world will know you as a kick-assed corporate lawyer who strikes fear in the hearts of all around you. But in private you are going to be my cunt. My sex toy. You being feared will make owning your body that much sexier.”

The fire in his eyes made a stark contrast with his calm voice.

Before she could answer, he bent down and kissed her and his hand clasped the bare breast.

“You, my lawyer cunt, will travel the world with me. You will use those legal brains to earn me money, which I find very sexy. In turn, I will use you for my pleasure…whatever that might be.”

She wondered if this was a strange dream. He was describing a fantasy world, a world she imagined more than once.

“What—”

He let go of her breast. “There is only one first time for things and one first time with a particular person. Those, my love, are to be savored. So now, rather than talk, instead of pretending that you need to be convinced that this is exactly what you want, slowly unzip my pants and take out my cock and show me what a slutty cunt you can be.”

It was insane. She was a solid citizen, not some whore. But the feeling of power that radiated from him, overwhelmed her, made his crazed proposition sound… delicious.

With a shaking hand, she gripped his zipper and pulled it down.

He relaxed his grip on her hair but didn’t let go.

She put her hand in through his fly and her fingers found his stiffening cock and touched the metal studs in its head. Wrapping her fingers around his shaft, she ran her thumb over the studs for a moment before pulling it out.

The situation was surreal. It was hot.

His cock, brushed against her cheek and she inhaled sharply. Holding that cock, her fingers encircling that big prick, she knew she’d reached a momentous point.

“You need to decide,” he said. “And then act.”

A shiver of doubt rippled through her and then was replaced by a tremor of excitement—the element missing from her life.

She put out her tongue and flicked it over the head of his cock, experimenting.

“That’s right,” he said. “Tease the bastard.”

Her left hand pinched the head of his cock between two fingers and the right gripped it at the base she put her lips to the shaft, licking and kissing it.

Then she let go of the head and put her lips to it, opened her mouth and took it inside.

He sighed as his flesh filled her mouth.

He thrust his hips, fucking her mouth as she sucked him.

She heard his breath grow ragged. He was close and she didn’t want this. She didn’t want him coming in her mouth. No, she wanted his cock inside her.

Suddenly he pulled out of her mouth. His hard cock bobbed in front of her face, her saliva on it.

He pointed to the desk.

“I want you bent over your crappy desk.”

She stood and did what he said, certain that he was still reading her mind, knowing she wanted him to fuck her.

Impossible.

“Pull your dress up,” he said.

Lying face down on the desk she hiked her dress up her legs and over her ass.

“Show me your pussy,” he said.

She reached under her body and pulled the crotch of her panties to the side and spread her pussy lips open, showing him the tender pink flesh.

He moved closer, standing behind her.

His hand grabbed one of her ass cheeks through her panties, his other brought his cock to her and he moved again putting his cock into her, driving himself just inside her.

She writhed on the desk, wanting all of it, wanting him fucking her.

“I have plans for you, Serena,” he said, his voice harsh.

He put his hands on her back, sliding them under her blouse, pinning her down. Then he began to fuck her, driving her into the desk with a steady series of hard thrusts of his hips.

“You love this office fuck, don’t you, lawyer bitch. That’s good, because I want you to come. Come for me right here on your goddamn desk.”

And she came, her cunt squeezing that cock inside her and feeling her orgasm shake her body.

It had been too long, and this was too fucking good.

He picked up his pace, rocking the desk, and finally, he buried his cock in her and held it there.

The warm rush filled her as he pumped his jism, thick and creamy, into her.

When he finished, he put his cock in his pants and zipped them up.

“This is going to be excellent,” he said.

“By the way, find out everything you can about Robert Jones and that stupid hotel. I’m setting up a meeting with him in a day or so and I’m going to buy his half for almost nothing. Rough out some kind of quitclaim for him to sign.”

She heard the delight in his voice. There was a predatory quality to it that made her shiver, but with delight.

“Okay,” she said. She felt weak, but still excited.

“I was told that your sister wants to meet with me about investing in the movie.”

“Lana? Does she know…”

“That we want to make a fuck film? I'm sure Mark told her. I bet that's exactly why she wants to invest.”

“Lana?”

“You need to make a final decision about my offer, cunt. Even if you turn me down, I want you to be at that meeting as my attorney.”

“All right,” she said.

He grinned. "But I’d like to know. If you accept my deal, if you are part of my operation, then my meetings will go differently. I can give you more detail about where we are taking this.”

She stared at him, thinking that he had something in store for Lana. If she agreed to his deal she was sure he had something in store for her as well. Based on what he’d said, fucking her in the office was just a tease.

She tried to picture working for him, being his sex toy. It was silly.

Then she imagined saying no. She pictured staying here in Pleasant Mountain with its small community and lack of opportunities to cut loose.

As outrageous as it seemed, Lennox was offering her a life of cutting loose, of breaking rules and knocking down boundaries. It scared her. It was exhilarating.

"I'll take the deal," she said. "Subject to negotiations."

He laughed and stood up, then walked to the door.

“Text me your address and how to get there. I’ll be there at eight. If you do well, I’ll spend the night. We will see that you get a small taste of things to come.”

Based on what had just happened, several things came to mind and she involuntarily licked her lips.

Lennox saw it and laughed. “I knew it,” he said. “You are already addicted to the life just from my description. I can see you... God that shit is starting to get my prick all hard again.” He touched his crotch.

“I’ll save that for tonight. For our negotiations.”

When he left she knew she wanted him again.


A Videoed Gangbang

A soft muslin screen filtered the harsh afternoon sun that flooded through the window and cascaded over the bed.

Jeri, crawled naked across the bed to take Michael’s thick black cock in her hand to stroke it.

Behind her, Greg moved to put his face to her ass, to kiss her ass cheeks.

Molly knelt on the bed, moving her handheld camera close enough to capture Greg’s tongue as he touched it to the lips of her pussy, making her moan softly.

As Jeri’s mouth opened, Michael took her head in his hands and pushed his hard cock into it.

She rolled her eyes up at him, seeing him smile as she began to suck him.

Just behind Michael, she saw Molly move to stand behind the tripod-mounted camera that she focused on the huge cock moving between Jeri’s lips.

This would be good.

One of Greg’s fingers, wet with lubricant, slipped into her anus and he began fucking her with it as he licked her pussy, That made it hard to concentrate on sucking Michael, who was reaching down to stroke her bare back as he forced his cock into her throat.

Greg worked a second finger into her asshole, stretching it. She writhed with pleasure, knowing he was preparing her asshole to accept his lovely rigid cock.

She lost track of where Mark and Molly were as Michael reached far enough to grab her ass cheeks and pull them apart for Greg to shove a third finger inside her.

She moaned as he worked all three from side to side, stretching her.

After a time, Greg removed his fingers.

With Michael’s cock in her mouth and his hands pulling her ass cheeks apart, Greg got behind her and poked the head of his cock into her.

“Fuck the bitch,” Michael said and Greg rammed his prick into her ass.

With her mouth full of cock, her cry was stifled.

Greg took her roughly, ramming into her, backing out a tiny amount then doing it again until he had all of his shaft invading her rectum.

Michael let go of her ass and grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her head back and taking his cock out of her mouth.

“Oh yeah,” he said in a breathy phrase.

With Greg fucking her ass, Michael stretched out on the bed beside them.

When he was settled, Greg wrapped his arms around Jeri’s waist, and with his cock in her ass, he rolled them onto their sides.

Michael grabbed her leg and raised it, sliding down to bring his cock to her pussy.

He rubbed it up and down the slit between her pussy lips for a time, then began inching forward, coming closer and working the cock into her cunt.

When he had it mostly inside, he said something she didn’t catch, and Greg hoisted her again, rolling her over on top of Michael.

She felt his prick penetrating her, rubbing against the thick cock in her ass as their combined weight pushed her down onto Michael’s hard cock.

Before she could catch her breath, Greg began moving in and out of her ass, his swollen prick filling her tight rectum.

Michael began bucking under her, thrusting up into her pussy. A look at the passion on his face told her that he could feel the pressure of Greg fucking her ass and it was exciting him.

Speaking of excitement, her own body had never felt more alive, more highly strung.

Pinned between these two studs, taking a cock in her pussy and her ass at the same time, she wondered if anything could ever top the sensations she felt.

When she opened her eyes, Michael’s face was fuzzy. Her breathing was ragged and she heard herself crying out with Greg’s hard thrusts into her ass as if they were the cries of someone else.

And then she came.

Her body convulsed between her two lovers.

“Fuck!” Greg called out excitedly and she felt the spastic twitching of that huge cock that was reaming her ass.

She felt the pressure of his cum shooting up her ass as if it were shooting up inside her head. Then Greg collapsed on her and his cock slipped out of her ass. He sank onto the bed alongside her.

She was aware of Molly coming close to her ass, and she imagined the closeup she was getting of Greg’s cum leaking out of her ass.

“Now you,” Mark said.

Michael rolled her onto her back and knelt between her legs, his cock red and angry looking. Grabbing her ankles, he bent her legs back to her chest and poked the bulbous head of his prick into her anus.

He rubbed it in Greg’s cum and then threw his weight into her, impaling her ass with his enormous cock, almost knocking the wind out of her.

She moaned as he invaded her ass, fucking her furiously, bouncing them on the bed.

He straightened his legs, tipping her back and Jeri had a glimpse of Molly, camera in hand, flat on the bed and shooting between his legs.

As Jeri imagined the shot of Michael’s huge black scrotum swinging as he fucked her ass, he gripped the headboard and came, flooding her ass.

As he moved away, Mark straddled her leg and put the other leg over his shoulder as he thrust his hard prick in her pussy and began fucking her.

Greg pushed Grace onto the bed next to them then moved her around on her knees so that Jeri had a great view as he slipped his dick between her pussy lips, splaying them apart, then pushing it deep inside her.

The way he had her, Jeri knew Grace was watching Mark’s cock work in her too.

Impulsively, Jeri reached out and grabbed one of Grace’s breasts and fondled it.

Mark pulled his cock out of her.

“Finger her,” he told Grace.

As she did, Mark grabbed her by the ear and put his cock in Grace’s mouth.

He held her head and began fucking her face as Grace fingered her pussy.

Jeri watched as Greg pulled out of Grace’s cunt. He took Jeri’s hand and put it on Grace’s snatch and then he grabbed a handful of her hair and began fucking Jeri’s face as she worked her fingers into the black girl.

Molly circled around them busily, catching the action from all sorts of angles.

Mark signaled to her and then pulled his cock out of Grace’s mouth. Greg pulled his cock from her mouth and lay down on the bed. He held his cock and grabbed Grace by the arm.

“Get on it,” he said. “Ride that cock, little brown cowgirl.”

The tiny girl straddled him, sinking down on his cock. Greg grabbed her arms and pulled her down and kissed her.

Mark tugged Jeri over as he got behind Grace’s ass. He put her hand on his swollen prick and she wrapped her fingers around it, thinking it had never been so hard.

As she stroked it, Greg reached up from underneath to spread the girl’s brown ass cheeks apart.

“Wet her asshole,” Mark said.

When she hesitated, he grabbed her hair and pushed her face down, so that her nose and mouth were touching the girl. Tentatively, she licked it, dribbling saliva on the crinkled circle.

“Use a finger to work it in,” he told her.

She let go of his cock, then spit on her finger and worked it around, feeling Grace writhing on top of Greg.

Mark moved behind her and pushed his cock into her pussy, then he rocked gently, watching over her shoulder.

“Oh yeah,” Greg said. “Keep doing what you are doing.”

“Two more fingers,” Mark said, his instructions warm and wet on her ear and his cock hard in her pussy, as she pushed two more fingers into the little hole and heard Grace moan as she ground her hips down on Greg.

Mark slipped out of her and moved behind Grace, grabbing her hand and pulling her fingers out of the girl’s ass and back on his cock.

“Put it in her ass,” he said.

Jeri held the stiff flesh and forced it into the dark hole, now stretched by her fingers. She watched Mark impale her. She listened to Grace’s whimpering cries as the two men double fucked her.

Mark took the girl’s ass in long, slow, determined thrusts, stretching the tiny asshole.

Molly came in for a close shot and Mark grabbed Jeri’s hair again and kissed her hard on the mouth.

“Lick my balls,” he told her.

She moved behind him and cradled his scrotum, put her face close, and began licking them while she watched one cock moving in and out of Grace’s pussy and another in her ass.

“That’s it,” Mark said.

A strong pair of hands, Michael’s, gripped her hips and his fat ebony prick filled her pussy.

“Fuck, I’m coming,” Greg moaned.

Jeri put her hand on his balls and held them as he emptied them into Grace.

When she held Mark’s again, he came too. She felt the tension as he tightened his ass, arched his back, and shot his jism up inside the girl’s ass.

As they untangled, Michael wrapped his arms around her, picking her up and getting on the bed.

He pulled her down over him, working his slippery prick into her ass.

Mark moved Grace over Jeri’s crotch.

“Fist her,” he said.

Jeri moaned as Michael’s cock filled her ass again and then cried out when Grace pushed a hand in her cunt and began pumping it, working it inside her.

She came, crying out, shouting some fucking thing.

Inside her cunt, Grace was fingering Michael's prick, and then she felt the fiery deluge in her ass as his cock began to pulse as it released shots of cum.

She sagged in his strong arms and Grace pulled her hand out and began licking it.

“The distributors are going to love this,” Molly said.

“I hope so," Mark said, "because it would mean our cash flow would begin right away. If these people like what they see, they’ll book it for pre-orders online and hire someone to do a book version. Plus it will be dubbed into several languages.”

When Jeri lifted her weary head and looked up she saw Molly sitting in a chair with her hand in her pants, rubbing her pussy.

Mark chuckled.

“Grace, that’s it for today. Since none of us has anything left, why don’t you go over there and get your suffering girlfriend off?”

Grace laughed. “You just want to watch me eat her.”

“Don’t mind if I do,” he admitted. “If you were to finger her asshole at the same time…”

And that was exactly what the nasty little Grace did, much to Molly’s delight.


A Grand Offer

Even knowing what Lennox intended to accomplish, Serena was curious to see how it played out.

She knew he’d researched her, found out everything about her life, but it still amazed her that he read her so accurately.

The bastard even knew her fantasies, down to exactly what turned her on. He’d turned her inside out over the last couple of days.

Clearly, Lennox had a lot to teach her about negotiating, about doing business.

She saw legal loopholes and had a knack for understanding contracts, but Lennox knew people like no one she’d ever met.

He was a master at pushing the buttons that made people do what he wanted.

He certainly was able to make her want to do whatever he desired and make her love it too. Thinking of just how well he knew them sent a chill down her spine.

She stood naked in front of a mirror in her house looking at her new additions— a tiny gold ring that pierced her left nostril and the little gold barbells that pierced her nipples.

To celebrate signing her employment contract, Lennox had taken her to a local goth piercing place that Molly told them about. He’d selected her new ornamentation.

While they’d been there, he’d had the girl who owned the place put a gold ring in his scrotum too.

Then he’d fucked the girl and had Serena eat his cum out of her while he watched.

It was outrageous and glorious.

“This is just the early days. Part of what I have in mind for you is to make you an incredible and high-profile bitch lawyer,” he said. “You will be my attack dog. You are going to be famous and feared. You will stand out in a way that intimidates people. You and I, and Taboo Investments are going to rattle some cages and have a hell of a lot of fun doing it.”

She believed him completely.

Lennox trusted his instincts but left little to chance.

As she decided what to wear to the meeting, she kept his words in mind, for Lennox had been clear on what he wanted.

“Wear something that shows cleavage and leg, he said. “I want this Robert Jones thinking he is in the driver’s seat until we knock him flat. You projecting sex will keep him distracted and vulnerable.”

So she’d picked out a dress that normally she would have worn for a date, not the office. It was sheer black silk.

She put it on and smoothed it down her hips and felt awkward, going to a business meeting dressed that way.

It didn’t help that Lennox had insisted she not wear any panties.

“How does that help?” she asked.

“Your attitude. You’ll be in a business meeting without any panties on, your bare ass in the chair and it will make you feel sexy. That will come across.”

Then he grinned. “Plus you’ll know that I know.”

When she walked into the lobby of the hotel, Robert and Lennox were there, chatting.

The look Robert gave her, the surprise and then pleasure, told her that he was fantasizing about her. Lennox called it right.

Robert fidgeted nervously as they sat down—Robert in the easy chair and Lennox and Serena on the couch.

When Robert’s gaze left her breasts to take in her legs, she crossed them, giving him a good look.

When he took out a folded copy of the agreement she’d put together for Mark earlier, Serena almost felt sorry for him.

Robert unfolded the agreement and spread it out then looked up at Lennox.

“Shouldn’t Lana be here? She’s my banker and I’ll want the payments going straight to the mortgage. And I should call my wife. She needs to sign this too.”

Lennox shook his head.

“That’s not necessary. This meeting won’t involve them directly.”

“What are you talking about?”

“The thing is, I’ve decided not to rent the hotel from you,” Lennox said. “I’m sorry, Robert, but that isn’t going to work out.”

“We have a deal,” he said. “Mark and I signed an agreement.”

Serena shook her head. “No, what you and Mark signed was a tentative agreement on the terms of a rental. It covers what you’d charge and the obligations of the parties if the company decided to rent the hotel for filming and as a headquarters. It defines what the deal would be if there was one. But Mr. Brewer has decided to go in another direction.”

Robert’s look was pained. “What other fucking direction?”

Lennox sat back and crossed his arms, telling her that the ball was in her court.

“We know your circumstances, Mr. Jones.”

“So what?”

“Your financial situation is precarious. The bank could foreclose at any moment. That would not suit us at all. It would delay production.”

“That’s why Lana should be here. You could get her assurance that they won’t foreclose.”

Seeing that he was looking at her legs again, Serena put her hand on her exposed thigh and let her fingers slip under the short hem of her dress.

“That’s one possibility, she told him. But we, Taboo Investments, are prepared to make a different kind of offer.”

“Different how?”

“Mr. Brewer’s firm is prepared to buy out your half of the hotel.”

“What?”

“Even with Lana’s assurances, well, she is just the branch manager. As you are behind on the mortgage and have no serious bookings and few prospects, you are on the edge of bankruptcy.”

Robert grew pale. “That’s an extreme version of how things are.”

“Perhaps. Nonetheless, we are prepared to offer you a small amount of cash and absolve you of any debts related to the business.”

“How much?”

“Five thousand dollars.”

He laughed. “That’s nothing.”

She shook her head. “It’s enough for you to leave town.”

“Why would I leave town?”

“Because that is one of the conditions of the sale.”

“One of the conditions?”

She nodded. “We are prepared to assume your debt and hand you the cash on three conditions.” Serena opened her briefcase and a document on the coffee table.

“First, you would agree to sign this quitclaim. It surrenders any interest you personally have in the hotel. That lets you sell without requiring any inspection of the property, which I’m sure you realize is to your advantage.”

She took out a second, thicker document and put it on top. “Second, you will sign this divorce agreement that stipulates you get the money in your joint account and she gets all the personal possessions but your clothing. It also states that you will refrain from bothering Jeri Jones. Third, it states that you agree to leave town immediately and not come back.”

Robert’s face was red. “This is nuts.”

“This is the offer,” she said.

Robert looked at Lennox, wanting him to elaborate.

“Why? Okay, I get wanting to screw me out of the hotel… that’s business. But divorce my wife and leave town? What’s that about?”

Lennox nodded at Serena. The ball was in her court.

Serena had been thinking about how to tell him this part and now she saw it perfectly.

“That is due to the current situation in this town. You see, Mr. Brewer and his associate are enjoying fucking your wife in every hole and want you out of the way.”

“What?”

“They have offered her a job starring in the porn movie they will film here. That will require her to fuck several men and, I believe…” she looked at Lennox, “…do women as well.”

Lennox nodded. “Yeah, she eats the black chick.”

“I need to talk to Jeri,” he said.

Serena shook her head. “I’m afraid not.” She took out a final document. “This is a restraining order. I’m representing her in the divorce and the court has ruled you are not to go near her. I'll be glad to speak to your lawyer, however.”

“That’s bullshit.”

“Perhaps so, but it is still the only offer on the table.”

“What if I say no?”

She cocked her head. “You have that option, however, Mr. Truman and Mr. Brewer will continue to fuck your wife. Most likely they will let the bank repossess the hotel and rent it from the bank so they can make a movie in which your wife fucks half the town.”

“Then I’ll sue.”

Serena sighed. “Over what? Your wife has filed for divorce already. Fighting that costs money. If you do get a lawyer, the details will play out in court, and you will lose. So the end result is that you can stay and be divorced, as well as humiliated and bankrupted. Our way, you can leave town quietly.”

Robert grew dark. “A porn movie. That’s what you people do?”

“I’m a lawyer,” she said. “Mr. Brewer here is an investor. Mr. Truman and his people make porn movies. Mr. Brewer is fucking Jeri Jones because he wants to and she does as well.”

Robert was quiet, trying to think, to scheme. “I need time.”

Serena smiled. “Of course. That’s totally understandable.”

She looked at Lennox again then stood up. “I’ll leave the documents with you so that you can read them." She stood up.

Saying the next part, the part she’d written and memorized to show Lennox her metal, was harder. And she knew it had to be done while looking into Robert’s eyes.

"And now, Robert, Mr. Brewer, my employer, and I are going to go upstairs and fuck your wife. I will lick her pussy and then watch Mr. Brewer fuck her ass with his big, hard cock. After he fills her ass with his cum, I’ll come back down for your answer.”

Robert was shaking. He positively glared at the documents.

“I want ten thousand,” he said.

Lennox smiled. “After we've enjoyed your wife’s svelte body, after I’ve fucked her ass, if my lawyer bitch comes down and finds the papers are signed, then she’ll hand you eight in cash. And you will have four hours to get out of town.”

Robert sat, deep in the chair watching as they went up the stairs.

At the landing, Lennox put a hand on Serena’s ass and she trembled as he pulled her dress up to show Robert her bare ass. She held the dress up as they went up the rest of the stairs.

“I liked that idea of yours,” Lennox said. “Nice touch telling him about us doing Jeri like that. The idea got my cock nice and hard.”

They opened the door to his room. Jeri sat naked on his bed, waiting. As they came in, she smiled.

“How did it go?” she asked.

Serena knew Lennox had told her to wait like that. The connecting door opened and Mark came in, naked and his cock erect. He came over and touched Serena’s new nose ring.

“Sweet,” he said.

“You’ll be a free woman in by the end of the day,” Serena told Jeri.

Lennox took off his shirt and began to undo his pants. Mark undid Serena’s dress, running his fingers over the piercings in her nipples.

She felt her pussy get wet. Lennox got naked and was stroking his cock.

“Once he signs you will have a new partner in this hotel,” Lennox told Jeri. “Taboo Investments will have bought him out.”

“Why do we want this place?” Serena asked.

“Watching the little clips we did gave me an idea for it,” Lennox said. “With a small investment, it will make us some steady money catering to vice. I'll explain it all later. Meantime, you can ignore the dump.”

“Let’s hear it for vice,” Mark said.

With all of them naked, Lennox gestured for Jeri to stretch out on the bed, then they put Serena over her in a sixty-nine.

As she inhaled the odors of the other woman’s cunt, she felt strong hands running over her ass.

Lennox moved between Jeri’s legs and put his cock to Serena’s lips.

Knowing what he wanted, she took him in her mouth.

“Get it sloppy wet,” he told her.

As she sucked his cock, Mark pushed her hips down, pressing her cunt onto Jeri’s face.

Serena’s head swum as the woman began licking and fingering her pussy. Then Mark spread her ass cheeks apart and began licking her anus, his hot tongue wetting her, setting her body on fire as Lennox fucked her mouth.

Lennox pulled out of her mouth and drove his cock into the pussy below her face, fucking into Jeri a few times, then moving back to fuck Serena’s mouth again.

Then he lifted Jeri’s legs and rested them on his shoulders. He took Serena’s hand and put it on his throbbing cock.

“Put it in her ass,” he said.

Serena held it, guided it to the woman’s anus and watched as it spread the tiny star open and the tip popped inside.

Lennox rocked back and forth and his prick inched inside the woman’s ass. Lennox’s pushed her head down into the steaming cunt below her face and she began licking.

Behind her, Mark stopped licking her and she felt the press of his cock head at her own anus.

As he worked it into her, Jeri stuffed her hand in Serena’s pussy and began fisting her.

Gasping, Serena returned the favor, tenting her fingers and pushing them into Jeri’s tight cunt and fucking her with them.

“Damn that feels good,” Mark said, holding her hips and ramming his monstrous cock into her ass.

He was right. She was being stuffed, being fucked in two holes, and licking and fisting Jeri at the same time, as best she could.

It was hard to concentrate. It was hard to think.

Her heart pounded, a raging beat, and then her body trembled with her orgasm.

They rocked her and then Jeri’s body was writhing; she arched her back and quivered.

Mark’s cock exploded in Serena’s ass, sending his jism flooding her.

She felt the pulsing. Just before it stopped he pulled out and shot the last of it over Jeri’s face.

Lennox groaned as he came in Jeri’s ass, and he pulled out at the end too, shooting his salty, creamy spunk over her lips and face.

She licked it up.

They stretched out on the bed and rested for a time.

Serena couldn’t believe how good it felt to lie there, touching her lovers, being fondled in the afterglow of that fuck.

This was a new, crazy way to live and she loved it. Lennox could be cruel, but there was an excitement in it, and then there were times like this, just pure lust acted out.

She couldn’t get enough, and when she saw Lennox’s cock twitch, she bent down and took it in her mouth, wanting him aroused again.

Jeri did the same for Mark, slurping his flaccid cock and, when the men were hard again, Lennox kissed Serena’s cheek.

“Put on a robe and go down with that cum dried on your face and see if the chump signed the papers. You’ve got the money, right?”

“I do.”

“Then get the documents, make sure it’s all right, give him the money. Make sure your robe opens up so he can see your pussy and tell him that while Mark and I both have our cocks inside his wife, double fucking her, it’s a good time for him to gather his clothes, go to the bank and close their account, and get the fuck out of town.”

“With pleasure,” she said.

Then Serena watched Jeri mount Mark, sighing as she sank down on his cock and leaned forward.

She reached back to spread her ass cheeks, giving Serena and Lennox a great view of her gaped asshole—a hole that Lennox was moving up behind her to fill again.

“When you finish, get that sweet ass back up here,” Lennox said. “These two have to get to work, but I intend to play a lot more.

The hard edge in her voice made her quiver.


The Ground Floor

When Mark said that Lennox would be happy to meet and discuss investing, Lana decided it would be best for him to come to her house.

Her husband was still out of town and she wanted privacy.

This was her investment, a private deal, so her office wouldn’t do and she wasn’t going to his room.

A woman going to a man’s room carried too many connotations that she wanted to avoid. It gave the guy leverage.

She wore a cotton summer dress with a short hem that showed her legs and accented her breasts without being slutty. She wore sandals instead of heels. She wanted to seem casual, yet sexy.

This was business, but it sure as hell wasn’t bank business.

When he arrived, dressed in a pullover shirt and jeans and sandals, she knew she’d made the right choice.

He ran his gaze over her, but she couldn’t read his thoughts. She led him out by the pool and gave him a cup of coffee.

“You want to invest in the movie, I understand.”

“That’s the idea.”

“There is no guarantee. It’s not at all a sure thing that it will make money,” Lennox said. “Most low-budget films don’t break even.”

Lana watched him, noting the hardness in his eyes.

“I understand that porn movies do better in terms of profit, if not total box office.”

Lennox smiled. “They do. A higher percentage of them make money. Still, anything in the entertainment business can be overwhelmed by current events, changing fashions…”

“So? Money sitting in the bank is being eaten away by inflation.”

He raised a finger. “Okay, that’s number one—me warning you that it’s a risky investment.” He lifted a second one. “Number two, you know that it’s a dirty movie. It won’t give you a great profile as an investor.”

“It suits you okay.”

He laughed. “The reason my company is called Taboo Investments is that I’m drawn to projects, companies that other investors won’t touch. They tend to be risky and, when they work out, profitable. The downside is that other investors don't want to be associated with that and don’t invite me in on their schemes. Fortunately for me, I don’t give a shit.”

“Then I’m good with that.”

He raised a third finger. “You say you have the cash for a third share.”

“I thought it was half. Is there another investor?”

“No. We divide the profit into thirds. Right now I own two-thirds and one-third is reserved for actors, production crews, Mark… it’s an incentive that gets them to promote the movie and work on the release, even though they aren’t getting paid directly for that.”

“So we share the remaining two-thirds? Any other details I should know?”

He smiled. “Well, just that, if those things haven’t put you off, if you are still interested, then you need to strip for me.”

“What?”

“Take your clothes off.”

“Why?”

“We are talking about a porn movie, Lana.”

“I want to invest in it, not be in it.”

“You are asking to buy in and wanted to know the costs. This is one of the costs.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Sure you do. I get involved in this kind of project as much for the pussy as the profits. It’s an exciting investment, a slightly taboo investment—all the best ones are.”

“It’s a requirement?”

“I do business in a different way, with a different kind of people than you usually meet in boardrooms, although not always. If you are going to be a partner in it, and maybe in future projects, then I want to know you are the right kind of woman or it won’t be fun doing business with you.”

“So you want to fuck me before you decide if I can invest?"

"Pretty much."

"How do I know you’ll sell me that third?”

“You don’t know. It’s a risk. And I want to do more than just fuck you.” His eyes sparkled. “I warned you and I need to find out if you are a risk taker.”

The banter was silly but there was a compelling something in his eyes that was hot in a totally different sense than saying Mark was hot.

Mark was sexy. Lennox was sensual and erotic.

He wasn’t a hunk. Not eye candy at all. He wouldn’t be a romantic or tender lover. This man was darker and more compelling. She smelled danger.

She sensed that if she let him have her she was in for rough love… an exciting and enticing trip to places other men wouldn’t take her.

“You want to do more than fuck me? What does that mean?”

His smile sent a shiver through her. “I want to use you; I want to make you do things that please me and the first of those is to watch you undress for me. Start by pulling down your top and letting me see your tits.”

The stupid part was that she ached to do exactly that.

Without ever making a decision, she pulled the elastic top down over her shoulders and then her breasts and sat there, showing them to him.

He nodded. “Stand up.”

She did, watching his eyes, pushing her dress down her hips and stepping out of it. He pointed to the diving board.

“Bend over that, with one knee on the board.”

When she did, he came over and put his hand on her ass. It was warm and her pulse pounded in her ears as he moved it down and ran his fingers over her pussy.

The doorbell rang and Lennox stood up.

“I’ll get that. You stay right here, don’t move.”

She froze there, knowing he’d planned something and expected her to go along with it.

She heard the click of heels and turned to see her little sister, Serena, dressed in tight shorts and a cutoff tee shirt.

It dawned on Lana that Lennox was fucking her little sister.

“I asked my lawyer to come by,” he said as they came out by the pool.

“Serena?”

“Lana,” the woman laughed as Lennox walked back over to touch Lana’s pussy again. “I understand you want to invest in our fuck flick.”

Lana caught her use of the word “our.”

“She wants to be,” Lennox said. “Did you bring the contract?”

“I did.”

“Put it on the table and come over here.”

Lana felt him pull her panties down, exposing her ass as Serena came over. Lennox squatted down and put his face in her pussy, licking her.

“Lana has a lovely musky cunt,” he said standing and kissing Serena.

Serena kissed him back. “Yes,” then she bent down and kissed Lana’s back. “Have you fucked her yet? Has she even seen that evil prick of yours?”

“No. I wanted you to be here.” He put his fingers in Lana’s pussy, fucking her slowly with them.

She faced him. “I’m here now.”

“Then get my evil prick out so she can see it.”

Lana turned her head to watch as her sister went down on her knees and undid Lennox’s pants, pulling out his prick and licking it. She ran her tongue over the studs in the head.

“Ever taken a cock like this?” Serena asked.

“No,” Lana said.

Serena looked up at Lennox. “She should taste it.”

Lennox took his fingers out of Lana and grabbed her arm.

“Get on the lounge chair, on your back.”

It was out flat and when she stretched out, legs apart, Lennox straddled her head, leaned over and braced himself on its arms.

His curved prick, the gold studs brushed her lips.

“Open up,” he said and when she did he pushed his cock into her mouth and started fucking her face with his balls brushing her forehead and Serena standing at the foot, watching and smiling.

“Is my sister a good cocksucker?” she asked.

“I’m finding out now,” he said. “She’s probably tasting your dried pussy juice on my cock.”

“Nice,” she said.

“While I’m busy, get out of those clothes, then kneel down there and eat her pussy so that she is wetter than wet.”

Lana found it all unreal as she watched her sister drop her clothes. letting them fall to the ground.

Her own sister was naked and intending to go down on her—to eat her pussy. The girl was changing or maybe this man was changing her.

It made sense. Lana was finding that something about Lennox was getting her to do things… even be there with her naked sister about to let him watch her sister eat her.

Lana saw Serena’s pierced nipples. That was new.

Lennox was definitely taking over her sister.

Then Serena put her hands on Lana’s bare thighs and put her face into her cunt. Lana moaned around the hard cock fucking her mouth.

When Lennox came, she choked on his cum and he pulled out, shooting more over her face, her tits.

“Trade places,” he told Serena.

As Lana lay there, Lennox pulled off his clothes and got between her legs, licking her pussy as Serena threw a leg across the chair and straddled her face.

Her damp, warm pussy was right over Lana’s cum-splattered face.

“Eat your little sister, Lana,” Lennox said. And as she tasted her sister, Lennox’s tongue and fingers began taking her body on a wild ride.

He penetrated her with fingers and tormented her clitoris with tongue and lips, and nipped it with his teeth.

All the time she was fingering and licking her sister, who writhed on her face. When Lana came, squirming, squeaking with her passion into her sister’s cunt, Serena ground her cunt down hard on Lana’s face.

Lana was weak and dizzy as Serena got up and she Lennox turned Lana over on her belly. Lennox hiked her hips up and put her on her knees.

Serena was stroking his cock—it was rigid again.

Then Serena sank down and licked it as Lennox played with Lana’s ass and pussy.

Lana felt a pressure on her anus. It was Lennox’s thumb. He worked it into her as Serena sucked his cock—the cock she’d just sucked.

Lennox stood up, his prick dripping saliva from Serena’s mouth.

He moved behind Lana and Serena moved too, watching as Lennox worked it between her pussy lips.

He held his thumb in her ass as he drove his cock into her pussy and began fucking her. Then he pulled his thumb out.

“Spit in her ass,” he told Serena, who leaned over and Lana felt the cool dribble of her saliva into her ass.

Lennox pushed his thumb back in and then pulled it out.

“Again,” he said.

This time, he pulled his cock out of her. Lana felt the brush of Serena’s cheek on her ass as Lennox pulled her head down and forced his cock into Serena’s mouth. Then he released her.

“Put it in her ass,” he said.

Serena held his cock, put the head at her anus. She could feel his piercings as Serena forced his prick through her sphincter and then she moved her hand allowing Lennox to thrust his hips forward, impaling Lana.

She moaned as it invaded her.

Lennox used her asshole for her pleasure.

He had Serena playing with her pussy while he ass-fucked Lana. It was incredible.

Then Lennox grabbed Serena by the hair. He pulled his cock out and put it to her mouth.

“Taste your sister’s ass,” he said.

Serena groaned, but Lennox pushed his prick between her lips, fucking her mouth for a moment, then he shoved his prick back in Lana’s accommodating asshole.

He rammed into her hard, shaking her body, then he groaned and her rectum was filled with a rush of his warm jism, shooting up her ass.

She lay exhausted on the chair with his cum drying in her ass crack.

Lennox got up, looking satisfied.

“I’ll sign the contract now, then we can send out for some lunch, and then come back here for more games.”

Lana couldn’t even try to imagine what else this man had in mind, but she was happy to go along with it.

Not to mention that if this investment paid off, maybe there would be more. It was a hell of a lot more exciting than banking. And if her husband objected… well, he wasn’t exciting anymore than the rest of her life in this town.

And if she could pass on banking for Taboo Investments, maybe she'd pass on him too.


Epilogue - Serena

Serena walked over to the sliding door that led to the balcony, enjoying the way the couple Lennox had invited over were looking at her.

The way Lennox had her decorated got attention all right. Naked, except for high heels, as she was now, she knew the effect was stunning and it showed off her new tattoos.

He’d had her decorated with a vine and flowers that started on her pussy and wound up to her belly and then her breasts.

It went between her legs, wound around her thighs, and up over her ass cheeks. A branch ran the length of her spine.

The tattoos accented her height, her long legs.

He’d gotten her more piercings too—a shiny platinum ring in her navel and another in the hood of her clitoris got their fair share of attention.

“The movie is doing incredibly well,” the man of the couple told Lennox.

“Naturally, we are pleased.”

He was older, probably in his late fifties. The peroxide blonde with him was a bit younger and still attractive.

“You’ve gotten it into all the right places,” Lennox said.

“How about putting her in a movie?” the woman asked, staring at Serena. “The novelty would sell.”

Serena turned sideways to them, showing them her profile and then stepped out on the balcony and leaned on the railing, knowing they’d be looking at her ass and seeing her pussy.

They were excited by her and that made her feel good. Even if nothing happened, like so often in the negotiations she participated in, she’d learned how to arouse men and women.

It was useful in business and pleased her. With her new look, with her money, and position, she could have almost anyone she wanted.

Now she wanted them to want her and to listen to their conversation.

“That’s private stock,” Lennox said. “I only share that with special people. And I need my lawyer around, not on location somewhere. Besides we already have a new movie coming out.”

“We need to think further down the road. We need to start a new one before that one is released.”

“Talk to Mark,” he said. “I just bankroll the shit.”

“We will,” the woman said. Serena heard the lust in her voice. “I will.”

Then came the click of heels as the woman walked out onto the balcony and put her hands on Serena’s back and stroked it.

“I assume Mark has fucked you,” she said. “Is he as good as he looks in the movie?”

“He has the equipment and he knows how to excite a girl,” she said.

She left it at that, wanting to be honest. She’d enjoyed fucking Mark. He was a stud, but he was straightforward.

After being with Lennox, well, he’d addicted her to kinkier fun than she'd ever imagined she'd explore, much less enjoy. Being with him meant a steady and heady mix of good sex, head games, a little pain, and always surprises—people, toys, and situations, that were incredible.

He’d fucked her on his private jet and given her to a sultan of some Middle Eastern country she saw almost none of.

The sultan’s idea of fun involved a lot of spanking, but his sons had both fucked her in a most satisfying way. And when the Sultan signed a deal to let Taboo Investments participate in a new hotel, Lennox provided two young women and a man who fucked her every which way while he watched.

Then he’d taken his pleasure too.

She didn’t expect much from this couple beyond decent sex, an orgasm, but if she pleased them, Lennox would show his appreciation later in an interesting manner.

As the woman’s hand moved down to her pussy, Serena turned to face her, then she took the woman’s face in her hands and kissed her.

The woman opened her mouth for Serena’s tongue and Serena began to unbutton the woman’s blouse as she tasted her.

The man walked up, undoing his pants and taking out a rather stiff, entirely adequate cock and stroking it.

In the living room, Lennox lifted a glass and toasted her as she sank to her knees and took the man’s cock in her mouth. She began to suck him while her hand went under the woman’s skirt and slipped under the crotch of her panties and into her wet snatch.

After a time Lennox walked over and undressed. With his cock hard, eager, he hiked up the woman’s skirt and pulled her panties down.

He’d pace things, seeing how she reacted, always being a little rough, but not enough to frighten her.

Unless, of course, the bitch seemed to want it.

As the man came in her mouth, Lennox bent the woman over the railing and was fucking her from behind.

Serena licked the man’s softening cock and watched, waiting for Lennox to give her a cue of what he’d want.

Whatever it was, it would be exciting.


Epilogue - Jeri

From the moment Jeri and Michael arrived in Las Vegas, they seemed to be the center of attention. At a conference for adult entertainment professionals, that was saying something.

She was swarmed by autograph seekers, both men and women.

A few were a little touchy but most just wanted to meet her, to get an autograph and be able to say they met them.’

Las Vegas was absolutely fucking crazy.

Mark had sent them to the convention to promote the new movie they’d starred in.

He’d produced it. Molly Brown had written and directed it. The woman had a talent and it was an amazing bit of porn from the viewpoint of a bisexual woman.

To promote the movie they had a booth set up that was showing parts of the movie and giving away signed photos of she and Michael both naked.

Michael’s erection was the focal point of his photo.

The merchandising company that was handling the two of them had come up with a money making scheme that seemed incredible to Jeri.

They had talked her into selling used panties on her website. In the most recent movie, she'd worn a lacy pair of panties while Michael fucked her with Grace sitting on her face, being eaten.

With Molly’s camerawork, that scene had become the trailer for the movie and an internet hit.

At the end of the scene, after coming in her, Michael pushed the crotch of her panties back in place, and pushed the fabric into her, with the camera zooming in.

Realizing what they had, her merchandising company came up with a grand scheme.

They re-enacted the scene with Michael fingering her damp crotch for a time. Then, as Grace did a voiceover, talking about the movie a bit, Michael peeled the panties off her. They put them in a baggie and both signed them with a sharpie.

The website held an auction for those panties and they sold for almost as much as she got for acting in the movie.

Now, at the booth, the company was selling more panties… other panties that she wore after being fucked by other actors, who signed them along with her.

“Talk about residuals,” Michael said as he watched the inventory disappear.

And they fielded other offers too.

Even though they were there representing Mark’s production company, when they checked into the hotel they were overwhelmed with dinner invitations from other production companies.

“You two are a hot couple,” Mark had warned them. “You’ll get all sorts of offers and while I think we are a good team, you are free agents. Just don’t take on too much work or overexposure will kill you.”

“Since we are here, we should find out what some of the other offers are all about,” Michael said and she agreed. It was heady stuff and it couldn’t last all that long before newer bodies and faces came on the scene or just movie makers with a different slant that caught on.

There were other opportunities too.

The man who’d bought the panties offered to pay even more for more personal variation—the offer was too good to pass up.

The first night, they met the man and his wife for dinner at an exclusive restaurant. The couple was in their fifties and average looking. After a wonderful dinner at which they learned more than they ever wanted to know about real estate, they went with them to their penthouse suite where the man played Michael’s role in the movie.

Then she and the man sipped single-malt Scotch and watched Michael fuck his wife the same way.

They all signed the panties and she and Michael went back to their hotel richer and wondering about the foolishness of the wealthy.

When Michael fucked her ass later that night, Jeri realized how easy it would be to get a rich man to marry her if that was what she wanted. But what she wanted right then was to make Michael come in her ass and then read through the various pitches and decide what she wanted to do for her next movie.

She was still finding out all that this new world had to offer her.


Epilogue - Lana

The Bright Star Hotel finally looked good, Lana decided.

If you liked cliche Western, that is.

Buying into it with Lennox had been smart. Jeri really wanted to wash her hands of her half and once Lennox told Lana his idea for it, she couldn’t refuse.

They’d restored all the rooms and made the lobby look exactly as it did in the old photos at the museum—the way it had been in the gold rush days, right down to the roulette wheel.

It hadn’t been cheap, but Lennox had been right and the new business was a huge success.

Now she looked around at the eager faces in the lobby.

Four women and three men, all strangers, and she and Greg were having drinks. A fourth man was leaning against the wall, his pants down and Grace, dressed like a saloon girl in the old West, knelt in front of him, sucking his cock.

Lana had on a similar costume and Greg was dressed like a card shark.

Lana put her drink down and nodded to Greg. They each picked up a handful of room keys.

Lana walked up to each man in turn, handing him a key with a number on it, and taking advantage of the closeness to rub her hip against his crotch, while Greg did the same with the ladies.

As they took the keys, each person read the room number.

“Those are your room assignments,” she said. “Remember the rules… there aren’t that many. You can mix and match as you please although you have agreed to fuck whoever you are assigned to a room with. You aren’t required to fuck in the rooms and we encourage you to enjoy the hotel. Grace or another charming lady of ill repute will be tending the bar all evening. If you decide to enjoy sex in a public space, however, you are not allowed to refuse any comer. Start playing in the lobby and anyone who wants you can have you.”

“This is a brilliant idea,” a woman told her as she watched the man come in Grace’s mouth. “An old west brothel is a great atmosphere for anonymous sex.”

“We also cater to private parties,” Lana said. “Greg is our general manager and he would be delighted to accommodate all sorts of special events, from birthday parties on up, and with whatever sort of tone lights your fire. The kinkier the better. For premium parties, we can even provide well-known porn stars including some luscious Brazilian ladies our associate Mark has starred with.”

A red-haired woman sidled up to Greg and held up her key, showing a star.

“From the look of my key, he gets to accommodate me tonight.”

Greg smiled and slipped his arm around her rubbing against her ass. “I’m looking forward to it.”

A dark-haired man with shoulder-length hair man held up a key.

“I’ve got that star too,” he said puzzled.

“That’s tonight’s special,” Lana told him. “You and I will be joining them for a foursome.”

The man looked from Lana to the other woman and smiled. “Now you are talking,” he said.

“I’ve got the overlook room,” a man said happily. “That’s the one that they used for the gangbang in that Western movie, right?”

“That’s right,” she told him. “There’s a hidden television in the wardrobe and the DVD is in it if you need inspiration.”

A tall, too thin blonde, came up to him and pulled her blouse open. “Well, I’m your partner, pardner. Maybe I can inspire you in an old-fashioned way.” She took his hand and led the man upstairs.

Greg pushed the lady he was with up against the wall, hiked up her dress, and began licking her pussy.

“I have to say he is most accommodating,” a lady said.

The dark-haired man came up behind Lana and put his arms around her waist and the woman smiled.

“Well, it seems you will be busy. I think I’ll go see what I’ve got waiting behind door number five.”

As she left, the man pushed Lana face down on a table and pulled her long skirt up.

She wore the crotchless bloomers of the time and he fingered her pussy as he undid his pants, eagerly.

She didn’t usually work these events, but Lennox was making arrangements for a new film, talking to some people about it.

When he knew something, he’d send for her. He might send Serena to get her. The last time…

She shivered, remembering.

Serena had developed a delicious cruel streak along with her new tattoos and piercings.

Lana didn’t quite get it.

Meantime, this event had booked the hotel for the week and she knew she would sample every cock on offer and some of the pussy. That, she did get.

As the man drove his cock into her from behind, he sighed.

“Fucking a goddamn whore in a Wild West Saloon… what a fucking trip.”

She glanced and saw a couple at the bar, watching. The man had his hand under the woman’s skirt, feeling her up as Grace poured them drinks.

The man was fucking her better than she’d expected, and then he leaned forward and sucked her earlobe.

“That’s good, darling, but now I’m going to fuck your ass,” he told her, hissing the words.

And then his cock slipped out of her pussy. She gripped the table as he rammed hard into her ass.

At the bar, the woman said something to the man feeling her up.

He nodded and they walked over to the table.

The man unzipped his pants and stroked his cock as he put it to Lana’s lips.

“Suck him, Miss Kitty,” the woman said. “I want to see him come in that nasty saloon whore mouth before I take him upstairs and have him eat me.”

As she took the cock in her mouth, Lana smiled to herself, thinking about next week, when she was sure Lennox would demand to hear what happened in detail while he tied her up and fucked her.

When the man fucking her ass came, she moaned around the cock in her mouth. He wiped his cock on her ass cheeks and then slapped her ass.

“Damn nice little town you have here. Goddamn fucking friendliest place on earth.”

Again she smiled. The man was a top hedge fund manager.

If he was happy they could be sure his firm would book the hotel for many special occasions, like client appreciation weekends.

Yes, things were good and from what Lennox had said, they would get much, much better.

The man fucking her face came and the woman bent down to kiss her, to taste his cum.

Another man, the one Grace had given a blowjob to earlier lifted the woman’s skirt and squatted down to lick her pussy.

Lana stood up and went to the bar, watching Greg fuck his assigned partner from behind on the stairs.

“Gimme a shot of whiskey, bartender,” she told Grace.

“I suppose you want a clean glass?”

“Not important when your mouth is full of cum,” she said.

The whiskey tasted good and warmed her heart.

The dark-haired man had replaced Greg, taking the woman from behind. Eventually, everyone would drift off to their rooms, but unless the dark-haired man wore himself out too quickly, Lana knew she was in for a good night of fucking. And sucking.

She looked at the redhead and sighed. And, of course, being eaten.

She raised her glass. “To the Bright Star Hotel, Brothel, and Western Party Emporium,” she said.

The future looked bright.

THE END
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