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  Chapter 1


  


  Beth groaned at the sound of her cell ringing behind her. Forcing her eyes open, she tried to focus on the blurry red numbers on the alarm clock on the nightstand. 7am? Who would call her this early?


  She pushed herself to roll onto her back, fumbling with her hand, trying to find the phone in the tangle of covers around her body while wincing at the pain the sudden movement caused in her head.


  The phone stopped ringing, but Beth continued to rummage for it, finally hooking her foot into the blanket and kicking it off in hopes to see the phone. She didn’t see it, but the thud on the floor in front of the bed gave away its new location.


  “Figures,” she mumbled, sitting up, and rubbing her temples.


  She shouldn’t have stayed an hour past her shift last night drinking, but it wasn’t like she had a job to go to these days. That, and free drinks on her pathetic budget were too good to turn down. What had been easy to turn down were the advances of Scott, the bartender and Earnie, the manager of the Mercedes Lounge.


  Beth’s internal warning system had told her she’d had enough when she found herself thinking Scott was a fine-looking specimen, and it had been far too long since Beth had had something between her legs not powered by Duracell.


  There was no way Scott could be good enough to make him worth the drama fucking him would cause. Although she hoped her stint as a cocktail waitress was a short one, for the time being she had to be there, and didn’t need Scott spreading stories about her spreading.


  Phone, that’s why she was up, not to think about last night’s poor choice that mercifully didn’t lead to a much poorer one, like the one that had landed her in this boat in the first place. Beth leaned over and picked up the bottle of water from the nightstand and chugged down half of it.


  She put it back next to the empty one she’d had the foresight to drink before she fell into bed last night to stay hydrated and avoid…the headache she’d woken up with anyway. Not trusting herself to stand just yet, she leaned forward and crawled down to the foot of the bed.


  She spotted her black I-phone on the floor and reached for it. Not trusting her balance, Beth lowered her upper body to the bed while grabbing the phone. As her fingers closed around it, she looked to her right and caught her reflection in the mirror on the inside of her open closet door.


  There she was naked, face down and ass up and not for the right reason. There should be a guy behind her, hands on her hips pounding her hard enough to make her ass jiggle and her eyes roll.


  Could have had that, but she had to go and be a good girl. No, that was the point, she was no longer a girl. Beth was a 40-year-old professional woman, not the wild coed she had been twenty years ago.


  Sitting up on her knees and sliding the phone open to see who called, she idly wondered if she still had to act professional and worry about her reputation while being unemployed? The call was from Carol which could mean another cleaning gig.


  Waitressing three nights a week and cleaning offices when one of Carol’s girls called out. Not exactly the type of work or income she’d envisioned when she’d earned her bachelor’s in advertising and marketing.


  Beth supposed she couldn’t complain as far as her chosen career path went, she did get a job out of college and after working for a small firm for six years, was able to land a position with A&S Marketing the largest agency in the state.


  She’d done well for herself, well enough that being out of work for the last three months shouldn’t have been an issue. But Beth liked to spend it as fast as she made it and was never one to worry about what might happen down the line.


  2020 Lexus, expensive wardrobe, dining out, and a condo barely within her budget. Beth’s commissions had always been enough to handle the condo and car payments with her salary covering everything else.


  Beth figured she could make up for what she spent by working more and making more. A recipe for disaster she now realized she was lucky to pull off for as long as she had. Then three months ago everything had gone to shit because of one bad decision.


  She’d always been professional with her clients even when they weren’t professional with her, which was often. As an attractive woman in a field where clients knew she wanted, and needed, their business, Beth had dealt with more than her share of frat boy BS.


  Everything from some light flirting she’d pretend to be oblivious to, to far more overt comments about her ‘sweetening the deal’ to the classic give a little get a little quid pro quo she swore every man was taught in business 101.


  Beth had never played ball and had lost potential business over it, but her reputation as being all work and no play had helped land her the job at A&S. What the owner, Anderson Silver, had seen in Beth wasn’t just her ability, but the way she refused to use sex for advancement.


  Silver was an old-fashioned church going family values type who expected his employees to conduct themselves professionally and ethically. Sexual harassment was not tolerated, nor was any extracurricular activity between employees. Any misconduct between employees and clients was also grounds for termination.


  These rules worked fine for Beth, not just because she had no interest in grabby clients for professional reasons, but men her age or older did nothing for her. Beth not only worked hard, she played hard.


  As hard as she’d played when she was a party girl coed who worked her way through school as a topless waitress and occasional dancer. Unlike most strippers however, Beth didn’t look for a sugar daddy or take money from older men to give them a private show.


  She made her tips from them, but once her shift was over, she’d hit the clubs or frat parties and fuck guys her age. Once Beth graduated and quit her night job to pursue an actual career, she continued to prowl the clubs seeking the night’s stress relief.


  As Beth grew older, the boys stayed the same age. It wasn’t a conscious thing at first, but by the time she was thirty she’d already lost interest in guys her age. By thirty-five she was a full-blown cougar and at forty that lifestyle hadn’t changed.


  Men her age were looking for wives, usually wife number two, three and counting. They talked careers and money, houses and settling down. Many had children from the previous marriages and came with the drama, baggage, and needy egos resulting from their divorces.


  Beth didn’t want to be a rebound, a girlfriend, or to playhouse and spend every night talking about work, listening to someone else’s problems, and then settle for one and done uninspired sex.


  No, Beth wanted one thing and one thing only from men, and that was hot no strings attached sex, and guys under twenty-five were more than happy to get their cocks sucked, their brains fucked and then leave while she fell into the type of deep sleep inspired by booze and multiple orgasms.


  While working for A&S Beth had slowed down the frequency of her ‘hunting’. Not that she thought she could lose her job for what she did as a single woman on her own time, but she also didn’t need to be the subject of any rumors that would call attention to her personal life.


  Unfortunately, in a moment of weakness fueled by revenge, lust and way too much to drink, Beth called full attention to her sexual proclivities and in the worst way possible. Silver may have been big on his employees adhering to a certain standard of behavior, but that didn’t apply to his clients.


  Beth, and her other female co-workers, dealt with just as much, if not more, pervy advances from clients. As she always had, Beth ignored all of it, or if she had to would state she was there for business only, and if they wanted more, then she wasn’t the right person for the job.


  That was until she went out for a working dinner with a client, Jonathan Marx. He had brought his son, Kyle with him to be part of the meeting. His recently graduated, 22-year-old, hot AF son, Kyle.


  During the long meeting which featured appetizers, dinner, desert, and coffee, all three of them had been drinking. Beth normally kept her alcohol consumption to a minimum on occasions like this, but Kyle drank like the frat boy he recently was and had good-naturedly egged her on to keep up.


  Jonathan in the meantime didn’t drink as much but continued to buy Beth and Kyle rounds. The reason was obvious as it seemed he not only wanted to teach Kyle about business, but how to be an asshat as he hit on her all night.


  He wasn’t even subtle, commenting directly on her ample breasts even though she wore a modest dress which showed minimal cleavage. He’d referred to them as a great pair of ice breakers, and they were probably her best assets when it came to gaining new clients.


  Kyle had looked as offended as Beth had been, to where he’d leaned over and whispered something that caused Jonathan to tell him to stop being a priss and learn how to be a man. Beth ignored or deflected his ‘compliments’ which extended to her ass and legs after she had gotten up to use the bathroom and he’d gotten a look at them.


  Making it more awkward, Jonathan was married, and Kyle had mentioned “Mom” two or three times to him conversationally, but an obvious attempt to remind the dog he was married and hitting on a woman in front of his son.


  His behavior spurred her to drink more to stay relaxed and not smack his face and try to look his wife up and call her to tell her what a pig her husband was. Still, he represented a big company that had the potential to land her a large commission and impress Silver, who had brought up a possible promotion for her if she kept up her good work.


  Beth hung in there, trying to pitch her ideas even as he continued to make lewd remarks about everything from her ‘bedroom eyes’ to her ‘made for one thing lips.’ That comment had come on the heels of Beth walking blindly into it by saying she felt she had the skill set he needed to get his new product line to take off.


  By that time, she was past buzzed, and well on her way to drunk, and told him they were done. She pulled out her company credit card to pay the exorbitant dinner tab because she didn’t want to feel like she owed him anything.


  Kyle, a look of disgust on his face, went to the bathroom, at which point, Jonathan leered at her and told her she could stop pretending to be a frigid feminist now that his son wasn’t there. He told her his room number at the hotel adjacent to the restaurant and to be there in a half hour.


  “All you have to do is keep your mouth and legs open for a couple of hours, and the contract is yours.”


  Beth had thought she’d reached the point over the years that she couldn’t be offended, but that was by far the crudest proposition she’d ever heard. Without dignifying it with a response, she rose from the table, found the waiter, paid the bill, then left.


  She had to cut through the lobby of the hotel to get to the valet and had been wondering if she should ask if she could leave her car, and take an Uber home, as she wasn’t sure driving was a good idea.


  She heard her name called and turned to see Kyle approaching her. He apologized profusely for his father’s disgusting behavior, and Beth told him he shouldn’t be sorry, and take it as a lesson on how not to act with a woman.


  Kyle agreed, then offered to buy her one more drink at the hotel bar. Had she been less intoxicated and less pissed off, Beth would have known to say know and leave. But Kyle’s ocean blue eyes, killer smile, flawless features and what looked like an impressive build under his suit, was more than she could resist.


  After all, what was one more drink?


  One drink led to shots of tequila then a couple more drinks. Between shots, Beth saw Jonathan heading past the bar to the elevator leading up to his room, his cell phone to his ear. Kyle’s phone rang, and as he sat there smiling at Beth, told his father he was already in his room, and he’d see him tomorrow.


  He put his phone away and that was when Beth knew she was going to fuck him. Two drinks and a half hour later she was naked in his bed, with the taste of his cum in her mouth as he licked her to a second orgasm.


  They fucked like animals, Beth taking him around the world, letting him pound her in every position and coaxing three rounds from him and that was after the blow job. She’d been too drunk to leave and feel asleep in his bed.


  The morning started perfectly, waking up with first his fingers, then his cock in her pussy. They fell back to sleep, then showered together where somehow Kyle was able to fuck her again, with her back pressed into the wet tiles, her legs around his waist.


  From there the morning went from sugar to shit and quickly. She was just leaving Kyle’s room when Jonathan showed up to look for him. He was livid, calling her a whore and a bitch and making a scene.


  Beth knew he wasn’t pissed because he’d slept with his son, it was because she’d slept with his son over him. Beth slunk into the elevator with him still calling her names and other people looking at her like they were rubber necking at a car accident.


  She arrived in the lobby and after asking for her car to brought around was told it was towed. After taking an Uber to the impound and paying two hundred dollars between the tow and ticket, she went home, changed, and went to work, arriving two hours late.


  Beth was immediately called into Silver’s office where he told her Jonathan had called and said Beth had seduced his son and spent the night with him to get Kyle to talk him into giving her his business.


  Beth admitted to having sex with Kyle and apologized for her lack of discretion, but also pled her case citing Jonathan’s behavior and how she walked away from the deal, Kyle ‘just happened’


  A half hour later she was cleaning out her office. Three months later and she couldn’t find a job. Between Silver, Jonathan’s contacts, and good old gossip, Beth was being blackballed. Her resume was good, but now her reputation was that of a slut.


  The irony of going from assholes being upset she wouldn’t put out, to now acting like she was a sleazy whore wasn’t lost upon her. The one interview she’d had which would have been at far less money, but at least a job, ended with her being told that the job was hers…if she showed off that skill set she’d bragged to Jonathan about.


  Unemployment was a fraction of what her salary had been because it went off her base, not commission, and she’d used up what little money she hadn’t blown on her wardrobe and reckless impulse shopping led her to buy.


  Waitressing, a job her longtime friend Chris had gotten her, and the cleaning gigs didn’t come close to her lost income, but it was something. She had a few weeks of unemployment left and if she didn’t get a job by then, she’d be forced to short sell the condo, and have to rent somewhere, and most likely an area nowhere near as nice as where she currently lived.


  Job…money…phone call!


  Beth snapped her head up from where her chin was resting on her chest. She’d begun to doze off as for the thousandth time since it happened, she had revisited the reason she was in this mess.


  She knew it was her fault, but still bitter that close to twenty years of good behavior in her career had been ruined by one careless night. Made worse was the fact men got away with this shit all the time.


  Fine for a dog client to coerce a woman into sex to get his business, but a woman couldn’t have some non-blackmail inspired fun on her own with a client. Jonathan had ratted her out because she hadn’t accepted his advances but went and fucked his son.


  Beth had been honest with herself since it happened and knew that’s why she’d fucked Kyle. It wasn’t because she was drunk, or he was hot, she did it because his father’s behavior had enraged her, and she saw a perfect way to stick it to him by letting his son stick what he couldn’t.


  She supposed if it came down to it, she could get a job, but at such a pay cut she wouldn’t be doing a lot better than she was now, and she’d have to deal with all the talk behind her back. That, and guys hitting on her worse than ever because in their mind she did play ball.


  Before she got lost again, she fell back onto the bed, stretching her long legs and called Carol back.


  “Morning sunshine!” Her best friend since college chirped in her ear.


  “Anyone ever tell you it’s obscene for someone to always be so happy in the morning?” Beth asked, holding the phone away from her ear to avoid Carol’s voice from sending another sharp pain in her head.


  “You did back in our freshmen year at URI when they put us together as roommates.”


  “You’re consistent.”


  “You sound like hell, Beth,” Carol laughed. “Was he worth it?”


  “Hasn’t been one since the last one, and no one’s good enough to be worth what happened after that.”


  “That was over three months ago,” Carol gasped. “That’s got to be a record!”


  “Funny, so I decided to keep sampling rather than have the same dick for almost twenty years, sue me.”


  “Marriage has kept me out of trouble like the kind you finally got yourself into,” Carol pointed out. “It was inevitable that anal retentive boss of yours was going to hear something about you,” she sighed. “But leave it to you to do it in spectacular fashion.”


  “Carol, I wake up and go to bed every day since that night knowing how bad I fucked up, do you need to harp on it?”


  “You’re right, and I’m sorry but you know you could settle for something, you don’t want to.”


  “You know why because we talk about it all the time. It would be a daily walk of shame, at least for now. More time needs to pass, sooner or later this will fade.”


  “Where will you be living by then? In my in-law apartment where you can overhear me and Rick having boring marital sex?”


  “I’m tired, hung over, and as bitter as you are perky right now,” Beth told her irritably. “You know better than to call me early unless you have a dirty office for me to clean so I can make a few bucks.”


  “Drunk and didn’t go Mrs. Robinson on someone? Wow, this mess did change you.”


  “I’m going to hang up in a minute.”


  “Just don’t understand why now that you have no worries about someone knowing about your bedroom habits is the time you’ve decided to slow down. Nothing can be worse than too much, you know.”


  “Thank you Confucius!” Beth snapped. “Do you have something for me?”


  “I do, and good news is it pays better than the usual gig.”


  “Better than fifteen dollars an hour? Hard to believe.”


  “Beggars, choosers and all that, my friend.” Carol reminded her. “I am trying to help you, Beth.”


  “Right, my turn to be sorry, and I know you bring up the other stuff because you want me to be okay and move on, but I can’t yet.”


  “No worries, and for now we stick to for now. The gig is for five hours and pays $40 dollars and hour plus tips.”


  “That’s a lot of money to pay someone to clean, and what tips? They leave a few bucks on the kitchen table?”


  “Um, no, it’s a little more personal than that,” Carol said evasively. “But the tips can be fifty dollars to a lot more, depending.”


  Beth frowned and tried to focus through the haze in her head.


  “Beth?”


  “Yeah, just thinking. I don’t like the sound of the word depending. It sounds like something sleazy is involved.”


  “That’s what I mean by depending. I’m downstairs, how about you buzz me in, and I’ll come up and we talk about it?”


  “You came to my building to talk about a cleaning job?”


  “You’re going to have a lot of questions and I’d rather do it in person.”


  “Carol, just tell me. I feel like shit and probably look worse.”


  “I have a large Dunkin Hazelnut coffee with a turbo shot for you.”


  “Well, maybe for a little while,” Beth found herself grinning. It wasn’t about a coffee, but the fact Carol always thought of her, and had always been in her corner, especially through this. “I guess the rumors are true, “I’m pretty easy.”


  “I know,” Carol replied. “That’s why I thought of you for this job.”




  Chapter 2


  


  Beth quickly brushing her teeth, then grabbed a face cloth from the rack and soaked it in cold water. She stared at her reflection, taking in the wild mess of her long reddish brown hair from not putting it up before she went to sleep.


  Her face was worse, she always wore her makeup heavy when working the lounge, after all, if you were going to dress trashy you may as well go all the way. Her thick black mascara and last night’s bronze eyeshadow she wore to bring out her dark brown eyes were smeared, as was what was left of the hot pink lipstick. The color was too young for her, but so was the mini skirt, stockings and slinky sleeveless top that left her naval bare that comprised last night’s outfit.


  Just before she applied the cool damp cloth to her face, Beth thought it was a shame to be sporting the freshly fucked look without the hot fuck that caused it. Instead, this was the demeaning job, too much to drink, came home and basically passed out look.


  Beth washed her face, but left her hair alone, she’d hop in the shower after Carol left. Still naked, she went back into her room and opened her bureau drawer, pulling out a pair of Spongebob pajama pants and an old Jack Daniels t-shirt to toss on.


  “Bringing sexy back,” Beth muttered as she shook out the wrinkled shirt. She eyed her reflection before she pulled the shirt on.


  Her breasts, which she referred to as her money makers back when she used them to support herself through school, were still things of wonder. Granted, at forty they were beginning to show the effects gravity had on large, heavy, all natural breasts.


  But they were still impressively firm and close to as high and proud as they’d been in her glory days. With a sardonic smile, she raised her arms and gave her tits a shake, causing them to bounce and jiggle.


  Close to two decades since she’d worked her last shift at the titty bar, she was back to using her body to support herself. Not that she was topless at the lounge, but her tops barely contained her breasts and the last few weeks she’d been foregoing a bra to increase her tips.


  Beth’s nipples were proportionate to her breasts, a rosy red, they were large, and very prominent when erect. Her silver dollar size areola were the same shade, and a striking contrast to her fair complexion.


  Her hair and eyes also stood out in comparison to her skin tone, and when she painted her full lips pink or red it called even more attention to them.


  “Sex sells, baby,” she told her reflection as she pulled the t-shirt over her head.


  As moral as Silver pretended to be he’d somehow always turned a blind eye to some of the racier campaigns, Beth and others had created for clients, which caused her more bitterness at how selective his morals were.


  Beth lifted her right leg to slip into the pajama bottoms, and briefly looked over her shoulder to check out the ‘rear view’. Over the years, her ass gained some curve, and although still fairly tight there was a little jiggle in her cheeks, especially when it was given a smack during sex.


  Likewise, her hips and thighs had thickened over time. Not to the point she could be considered chunky, but she certainly had more curves than in her younger years. But as the sayings went real women had curves and thick thighs saved lives.


  She still had no shortage of men looking at her legs and her other assets at the lounge and was propositioned enough not to worry she’d lost anything; she’d just evolved from a slender young girl into a mature woman.


  As mature as one could be wearing Spongebob pants, she thought as she pulled them on. She stared down at her red painted toes, the same shade as her long nails and wondered how many more mani-pedi’s she could get away with before she couldn’t afford them anymore.


  Her buzzer rang, and Beth hurried down the hall and into the living room to let Carol in.


  “Hey, check it out, you can still pull off just fell out of bed coed!” Her friend laughed as she entered the room carrying a tray with two coffees and a small bag along with a black shopping bag.


  “I do what I can.” Beth followed her over to the couch where she sat, putting the tray on the glass coffee table.


  “I brought you a toasted onion bagel, figured you’re not about to make yourself anything to eat.”


  “Have I told you how much I love you?” Beth kissed her cheek.


  “Nah, you’re too busy bitching.” Carol told her. “Nice pants. You trying to appeal to even younger boys these days?”


  “Ha-ha,” Beth said, but with a smile.


  She picked up her coffee and the bag from the tray and sat in the loveseat across from Carol. She took a sip of the strong coffee and sighed. “This is just what I needed.”


  “Doubt that, but it’s what you’ll settle for.” Carol quipped while placing the black shopping bag on the couch next to her.


  “Trying to focus on the simple pleasures, I can afford those,” Beth bit into the bagel, then quickly took a second larger bite, damn she was hungry.


  “Well maybe we can help you with that, at least until you decide you’re ready to swallow your pride and take a pay cut and re-establish yourself.”


  “They’d want me to swallow more than pride.”


  “You tell yourself that but end of the day you did a good job for a long time and someone is going to realize they can score a damn good rep who will be hellbent on showing Silver what a mistake he made.”


  “I signed a two year Do not compete, and I know there are ways around it, but Silver is the big fish in the pond, and people don’t want the hassle.”


  “Okay, well. Let’s talk here and now.”


  Beth nodded as she shoved the last of the bagel in her mouth and washed it down with more coffee.


  “That is if you don’t choke first.” Carol gave her a wicked smile. “Then again, you’ve stuffed more than that in your mouth. Remember Tim Stevens?”


  “How could I not!” Beth whistled. “I measured the damn thing, 10 and a half fucking inches! Kid should have gone into porn.”


  “So should you because the story was you managed to take him all the way.”


  “Not a story,” Beth said proudly. “I gagged on that thing until I had every inch of it down my throat.” She giggled. “I had a sore throat for two days, but it was worth it.”


  “I had a sore twat just from fucking him,” Carol recalled. “That slut, Gigi Walters claimed she took him in the ass. Damn liar, she wouldn’t have been able to walk the next day.”


  “I was limping for a couple days.” Beth paused to watch the look on her friend’s face before waving her hand. “I’m kidding.”


  “Never know with you.”


  “I won’t say I never took it in the ass back then, but not that thing,” Beth winced just thinking about. “I think that boy fucked every girl in our sorority.”


  “Good times,” Carol nodded. “Glad I had them before I settled down. Rick has no idea the things I did in college.”


  “Things I still do, or used to.” Beth lamented. “Had a chance last night, Scott, the bartender. But all I could think of was do I need more drama?”


  “That and what happened with Kyle. Last night was the right move, but you should get out there and have some fun, no work and no play will drive you crazy.”


  “Yeah, batteries only do so much.”


  “Course if you ever grew up and started dating men and not kids you might meet someone. Someone with a good job who could move in and help you pay…”


  “You have work for me?” Beth cut her off from the same conversation they’d been having for years, that she should settle down and get serious with someone her age.


  “That’s up to you. It’s a cleaning job, but quite different which is why it pays so well.”


  “You made it sound like it was more than cleaning,” Beth leaned back into the loveseat with her coffee. “Didn’t think you provided that kind of service.”


  “Maid for you is a straight up cleaning service, and always has been,” Carol told her. “But a couple of years ago I was approached by a man who owns close to three dozen hotels around the country who had an idea for a new hotel with a special angle, and he opened one here six months ago.”


  “The Alpha hotel?” Beth guessed.


  “Yes, what do you know about it?”


  “Used to be the Marriot, but was bought out and seriously upgraded into five star category.”


  “But it caters to mostly to a specific crowd; CEO’s, wolves of Wall street, investors, seven figure income types.”


  “Don’t most five star places cater to them?”


  “Alpha is different, its men only.”


  “They can get away with that these days?” Beth asked. “Where are all the Twitter loons who whine about that stuff?”


  “The ones who’d complain are never going to be their clients. The owner, Gabriel Strauss is worth two billion, he doesn’t care about bad press which leads to good press with his chosen clients.”


  “They could boycott his other hotels.”


  “He owns them through so many names people have no idea what he owns, besides all those people who cry boycott were never using them anyway, stay off social media, there’s no real people there.”


  “I’ve seen that in my spare time,” Beth smirked.


  “The clients are mostly single, although there are some married types who travel alone. Unlike Silver, Strauss and his associates don’t judge morality.”


  “That’s great, but you’re making it sound like this is as sleazy as you made it out to be.”


  “Strauss asked me if I had any girls who would be willing to dress scantily while they went about cleaning the rooms and going about their business at the hotel. He was insistent they be attractive and well suited for the job, which is why he pays sixty dollars an hour, with me getting twenty, the girls getting the rest.”


  “I suppose it makes sense that guys with that much money would be the type to want to ogle cleaning girls.” Beth raised her eyebrows. “Or is more expected?”


  “The Alpha has a look but don’t touch policy, the girls are there to be enjoyed aesthetically, but not to be harassed, but…” Carol trailed off.


  “But what?”


  “You know how escort agencies really work?”


  “No, I haven’t gotten that desperate yet.” Beth grunted.


  “It’s illegal in most states to sell sex, o on the books what the agencies sell is time. You pay an escort service to have a pretty girl on your arm for an event or to just spend time with you. The service claims any sex that happens is the escort deciding she’s so into her company that she does it on her own, just two people having fun.”


  “And that lame angle works?”


  “Yup.”


  “Are you saying that’s what happens at this hotel?”


  “Some of the men are just there for the view so to speak. Many stay in their rooms and watch the maids clean and put on a show, and they are expected to do that. Show some ass, some cleavage, strut around, and for that, the tips are fifty to a hundred dollars,


  “Each girl usually covers six to eight rooms, so think about $300 or more in cash in your pocket every day.”


  “They’re pulling $1500 a week in cash tips?”


  “None of them work five days, Strauss is big on variety, so I use a lot of girls and its three shifts each. Still $900 or more under the table, plus the hourly for the three five-hour shifts.”


  “Over a grand a week.”


  “And that’s if they’re sticking to the official policy.”


  “Let me get this straight, you’re saying if one of these rich pervs wants a little something extra, he pays for it?”


  “Yes, and they pay well. One of my best girls, Mandy, told me a guy gave her $250 for a blow job while still in her uniform, she didn’t even have to get naked, he was into something called clothed female naked male or something like that.”


  “But she had to suck his cock!” Beth scrunched her face up in disgust.


  “No, she didn’t have to, she chose to,” Carol explained. “The Alpha employs security on every floor and each girl has a pager. She pushes the button, there’s someone knocking on that door in thirty seconds or less and they have master passes to get in if they don’t want to open up.


  “Keep in mind these men have a lot to lose in a sexual assault scandal. Strauss may be fine with prostitution, but he won’t tolerate any type of coercion or abuse.


  “The guests are all submitted to background checks, and with the type of money and connections Strauss has there are no secrets. If there’s prior instance of sexual abuse they are denied membership to the hotel.”


  “Membership?”


  “Think of it like the Playboy Club. If you’re a member you can check in at any location. Nonmembers have to be vetted, its amazing how many people he has signed up around the country.”


  “He takes his perversion seriously.”


  “He’s providing a fun service to wealthy men who like the finer things in life, but in a manner safe for everyone. The suites are amazing, the food gourmet, each hotel has its own wine cellar, and the maids and other female staff are sexy as fuck and expected to be flirty and as friendly as they care to be.”


  “You’re pimping girls,” Beth said softly. “Here I was thinking you were this pole up her ass married housewife who owned a cleaning service.”


  “I’m not pimping them!” Carol snapped. “They do what they choose, and nothing is held against them if they don’t put out. It’s kind of part of the game that the guests themselves have no idea if the girl will be willing to go the extra mile. If she doesn’t maybe the girl who comes in at night or the next morning will.


  “Plus, not every guy is looking for sex, some just get a kick out of watching the show. Think about the clubs you used to work. Girls like you showed off your tits for tips, but there was nothing else, other girls put out in the back rooms, right?”


  “Right?”


  “And most guys were fine with just looking, then calling it a night, right?”


  “Yeah, but…” Beth took a deep breath. “What you’re doing is asking me if I want to be one of these girls?”


  “Yes, one of my best girls quit on me last night, guess she has a boyfriend and he found out what her job was. She was never the type to do anything but let them look, but you can imagine how he felt so she chose him over the job.


  “I have a few girls on standby, and can find others, I run ads under gigs on Craig’s list, but I thought of you. You could use the money and you’re more than qualified if you know what I mean.”


  “You think I’m a whore?”


  “Knock it off,” Carol waved her hand at her. “I just said you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, and even if you did? You’re a single woman, and who is anyone to judge?”


  “I can’t believe you’d think of me for this.”


  “You need the money Beth! This is a grand a week for 15 to 20 frigging hours!”


  “Dressing like a reject from a porn movie and shaking my ass while I wave a duster around.”


  “You walk around the lounge in a minis skirt, fuck me heels and a shirt that have you a bounce away from a wardrobe malfunction!” Carol sounded exasperated. “And for what? The waitress rate of $6 an hour and a hundred in tips?”


  “About that, but…”


  “And since you started you tell me that every shift you have some asshole trying to get into your panties or offering to pay you to take them off, yes?”


  “True.”


  “What’s the difference then?” Carol threw her hands in the air. “I’ll tell you the difference. Way more money and in a much nicer environment, and the guests? They’re a hell of a lot more polite with their requests than the knuckle dragging apes who gawk and grope at you at that pit.”


  “How do you know?’


  “Beth, do you think I’d send a young girl in my employ into a hostile environment? I ask them about what happens and tell them to be honest. I went there myself, stopping the girls, asking them questions, talking to the security guards. I found out the manager is a woman who used to run a big time brothel in Vegas.


  “Straus is paying her and other men and women who worked the industry, big money to run these places professionally and in a way the girls feel safe whether they’re only showing off or they’re going all in.


  “I spoke to Lexi for an hour and she has a zero-tolerance policy for anyone hassling her girls, including the security guards. Her former head bouncer is the head of security in this location. It’s safe for the girls and the guys looking for a little extra service.”


  “Fine, I’m sorry I made the pimp comment, but I think you’re missing something here.”


  “Apology accepted, trust me I wrestled all night with whether or not I wanted to bring this up to you. Now what am I missing?”


  “I’m forty years old, Carol.”


  “You look damn good for any age, Beth. You couldn’t pull off being a waitress at a men’s lounge if you didn’t have the looks.”


  “But you just made the point about the clientele. Those guys see a pair of long legs, big tits, and red lips. They don’t give a shit how old I am, a hole’s a hole.”


  “That’s crude, you’ve definitely been working there too long.”


  “Nah, I’ve been crude since high school, but what I’m getting at is the type of guy who stays at this place? I’m assuming they’re not kids and being older they want to see young perky tits and wide eyes with cute little pouts and tight young bodies, they don’t want to look at someone their wife’s age.”


  “Sexy doesn’t have an age limit,” Carol smiled at her. “Wasn’t that one of your campaigns? The one for the over fifties dating site?”


  “Yeah, but that was a dating site, this is all about eye candy.”


  “You have a damn candy store under those baggy ass clothes.”


  “The candy is a little stale compared to the new tarts on the shelf.”


  “Beth, you know the term milf right?”


  “Of course, I am one. I mean I don’t have kids, but that’s what I am to the young guys I chase after, well used to.”


  “Stop it, you haven’t become a nun, you’re just a little gun shy.”


  “Whatever, I’m not someone a rich perv wants to watch.” She laughed humorlessly. “Maybe he’d give me money to leave and send in the hot chick on the way out.”


  “You’re assuming they’re all looking for daddy’s girl or sugar baby types. Beth, some of the things the girls tell me these guys want aren’t always what you’d think. For example, one girl told me a guy gave her a hundred dollars to lick her feet then get off on them.”


  “Eww,” Beth exclaimed.


  “But an easy hundred dollars, no?”


  “For them. I’ll not only be twice the age of the other girls, but I’m not putting out or being a damn bullseye.”


  “You have an amazing body and you’re beautiful,” Carol persisted. “I’m sure some of these guys would appreciate a mature woman as hot as you.”


  “I don’t know.”


  “Some of them are older, you’d still be young to them.”


  “Dirty old men, great.”


  “And let’s face it, young girls might have the pouts and the giggles and the tight little bodies, but older woman are far more experienced and better at…”


  “I’m not doing anything like that!” Beth raised her voice. “I’m not going to do any of it!”


  “But you’re always bitching about money! Think about it, even just three days of doing nothing but wiggling your ass and bending over to give them a look down your top will make you close to what you were making.”


  “Carol, do you have any idea how humiliating it would be if one of these guys told me I was too old, or complained t they weren’t paying this kind of money to stare at a middle aged woman?”


  “I don’t think that would happen. These guys aren’t grabby frat boys, they’ll appreciate a fine older woman like they do an older expensive wine.”


  “Carol, I appreciate it, but I can’t do this.”


  “One shift,” Carol said softly. “Just one, you feel awkward or someone is rude or it’s not for you, then you don’t come back.”


  “I know it’ll be all those things.”


  “If nothing else consider it a favor to me. I don’t have time to find a girl for today.”


  “Ask one of the others to cover the shift for the extra money.”


  “Or how about you help me help you.” Carol countered. “One damn shift, six hours, 10-4 and you don’t like it you call me and at 4:10 I’m looking for another girl.”


  “10-4? Isn’t the cleaning done early?”


  “They request when they want a girl to come in. Some are there for the other luxuries and would rather not be there to be distracted by you, so they’ll go have something to eat or dip in the pool. Others do want to be there to watch. You’ll get a text whenever a room wants you, in the meantime you just keep rotating through the rooms, even if you just go in there to ask if they want anything.”


  “And no issue if I say no to anything?”


  “None at all. The girl you’re filling in for doesn’t usually do anything and she’d been working since the place opened. Sucks to lose her.”


  Beth finished her coffee as she considered it. She hadn’t seen this coming that was for sure.


  “You’ll make $240 just in pay, and I’m sure you’ll get another couple hundred in tips. Bet it’s a $500 dollar day. You can’t use that?”


  “Okay,” Beth nodded. “You’re right, if I can strut around that pit I guess I can do it in front of some guys that might actually have some manners, plus I’m helping you out of a jam.”


  “Perfect. You’ll have to be there by 9:30 and report to Lexi, her office is on the first floor.”


  “I’ll look around and try to find something to wear. I have a couple of short black dresses I wear to the clubs.”


  “I have your uniform right here.” Carol held up the bag. “One sexy maid ensemble coming up.”


  “Where the hell did you get it, the Halloween store?”


  “Close, I found a site that sells costumes, but far more revealing and erotic. Maids, Naughty Nurses,” she snickered. “Barmaids.”


  “Funny, let’s see it.”


  Carol reached into the bag and held up the one piece black dress.


  “Are you kidding?” Beth rose from the loveseat to reach out and grab the dress.


  She stood and held it in front of her. “Jesus Christ, they’ll see my goddamn ass cheeks when I walk, never mind bend over.”


  “It comes with a black thong, but I’m sure you have some of your own if you prefer.”


  Beth turned the dress to get a better look at it. It was an old fashioned style that would leave her shoulders as well as her upper chest and back bare. The ruffled top was attached to the ‘sleeves’ which were ruffled cuffs around her upper arms.


  The silky black material felt more like lingerie than a dress, and the white lace belt and the black straps that extended from the dress to crisscross over her back added to that effect.


  “Comes with these too,” Carol tossed her a package which she caught and turned over in her hand to see what it contained.


  Black fishnet thigh highs.


  “This is ridiculous. It makes what I wear at the lounge look like my pajamas.”


  “And the tips you’ll get at the Alpha will make the tips at the Mercedes look like the change you find in your couch.”


  “I don’t know, this looks like something you’d see in a porn video.”


  “You walked around topless in a schoolgirl skirt in college.”


  “Twenty year old me wasn’t worried about her age.” Beth’s eyes narrowed as something dawned in her. “Shit, what if one of my former clients is in town? What if I meet someone and when I get back into the game down the line run into them?”


  “No offense Beth, but the guests at this place are top of their food chains, they’re not in town for advertising.”


  “That’s weak.”


  “Stop worrying about everything!”


  “Okay, okay. What about shoes?”


  “What about them?”


  “Surprised you didn’t buy a pair.”


  “I assumed you’d have a pair of black fuck me heels.”


  “Thanks.”


  “You don’t have a pair?” Carol raised her eyebrows.


  “No,” Beth replied, then grinned. “I have a half dozen.”


  “See? I knew you’d be perfect for this. Now get in the shower, get yourself all dolled up, and go show those young girls how it’s done.”


  “We’ll see about that,” Beth stared at the dress. “I suppose I can always wear this in the bedroom if this doesn’t work out.”


  “That’s the spirit!” Carol looked at her watch. “I have to get going.”


  She came around the table and gave Beth a quick hug before heading for the door.


  “One more thing!” she called over her shoulder. “No bra!”


  “I kind of figured.” Beth muttered as Carol closed the door behind her.


  Beth stared down at the package of fishnets in her hand. What had she gotten herself into?




  Chapter 3


  


  “Please be empty,” Beth muttered as she pushed her small cart of cleaning supplies and empty trash bags towards room 228. This was her second room, and the first had mercifully been empty. Beth had emptied the trash, made the bed, and wiped down the bathroom. Even with no one around she felt awkward. Each time she bent over; the ridiculously short hem rose over the cheeks of her ass.


  On the other end, with no bra, her heavy breasts threatened to fall out of the low cut ruffled top. She was a half hour into what she already knew would be her only shift and already regretting it.


  The straight out of a porn shoot maid costume was bad enough on its own, but the thigh high fishnet stockings and black fuck me heels made it even worse. Not, the worst though, that was seeing three of the other maids as she took the elevator to her floor and walked down to the wing she would be covering.


  Like her, they were dressed in a variety of slutty maid ensembles. Unlike her, none of them looked to be older than early twenties, a couple had Beth wondering if they were old enough to drink.


  At that age they could pull off the outfits and the job itself. Even if Beth still ‘had it” to the degree these guys were accustomed to, she was close to twice the age of the other girls she’d seen. What was Carol thinking having her try this? It was a matter of time because one of the guests complained.


  These guys wanted to sit back and ogle-or more-daddy’s little girl, not her mom. Beth had passed a few guests and noticed them checking her out. All of them had greeted her with a good morning, and a smile.


  Still, her confidence wasn’t buoyed. It was one thing for them to think she was worth a second glance out in the corridor, but another to be their entertainment in the privacy of their room.


  Beth knocked softly on the door and called out the greeting Lexi, the manager of the racy cleaning crew, told her to use.


  “Hi there, I’m Beth, are you in need of my services?” Hi there, was she twelve? And services…she wasn’t providing any services other than emptying the trash, making a bed, and getting the hell out of there.


  But despite her misgivings, she managed to utter the greeting in a cheerful and upbeat tone that had her wondering if she should go into acting because she was feeling far from either.


  “Yes, luv, please come in.” The response was delivered in a clipped British accent.


  “Great,” Beth muttered, and grabbing a roll of plastic trash bags, her small bucket with an all-purpose cleaner in it, and the absurd purple feather duster she’d been given, she took a deep breath and entered the room.


  Please don’t let him be naked in his bed thinking she was going to ‘service him’. Beth walked down the short hallway that led into the large suite. To her relief he wasn’t in the bedroom, which was to her left, but sitting at the beautiful cherrywood desk in the main room.


  Not just sitting but wearing a pair of black silk pajama bottoms and a matching black robe tied loosely enough to show his chest. He appeared to be in his fifties with short black hair with streaks of grey.


  His blue eyes were bright and his smile even brighter as she walked into the room.


  “Good afternoon dear, I didn’t quite catch your name through the door.”


  “It’s Beth, sir,” she returned the smile with what felt like Oscar worthy bit of acting.


  “Bah, with the sir, my name is Evan.”


  “Nice to meet you, Evan.” She pointed into the other room, “Would you like me to make your bed?”


  “That would be lovely,” he leaned back in the expensive leather office chair. “But perhaps you could start out here?”


  “You look like you’re working,” she indicated the laptop on his desk and the folders piled next to it. I don’t want to distract you.”


  “My luv, that’s exactly why I said to come in!” He laughed, and it put Beth somewhat at ease. It was a full-throated genuine laugh, not forced, or worse, creepy. “I’ve been working all morning and could use a distraction.”


  Now his eyes roamed up and down, but the smiled remained. “I have to say, not quite what I’m used to here.”


  “I’m sorry, would you like me to leave and send another girl? A younger one?”


  “No need to be sorry,” he put his hand up, and his smile faded. “And I am sorry if you misunderstood me, I did not mean to come across as insulting.”


  “Sorry,” Beth now felt foolish. “I just…”


  “Okay, let’s stop being sorry!” The smile returned. “I take it you’re new?”


  “First day,” she admitted.


  “New and nervous, no need to be sorry for the first and certainly no need for the latter.” He cocked his head. “You understand that or am I trying to be too clever?”


  “I got it and thank you.”


  “What I meant by you being different was that it’s refreshing to see a beautiful and quite voluptuous mature woman in front of me.”


  “You’re too kind,” Beth couldn’t help but smile at the compliment.


  Between his accent, his smile, and his calm demeanor she was beginning to relax.


  “Don’t get me wrong, women are lovely in all shapes and sizes and beauty is timeless. The young girls are truly scrumptious little morsels, but still girls, the vision before me is a true woman.”


  “Wow, I thought I was supposed to be working for a tip,” Beth laughed.


  “And witty!” He clapped his hands. “Another thing most of the young girl’s lack. They come in and giggle and strut about and I won’t deny that I enjoy it, but it’s an act, you on the other hand seem quite genuine.”


  “I’m a natural I guess.”


  “Are they natural,” he nodded towards her chest.


  There’s the pervy, she sighed inwardly, but joked. “Gravity tells me yes.”


  “How do the young people say it? Pictures or it didn’t happen?”


  “I better get moving, this room isn’t going to clean itself.”


  Beth ignored the last remark and walked over to the wastepaper basket next to the long expensive couch which faced a wall that featured what had to be a 65” flat screen TV. In her brief meeting with Lexi, a redhead in her fifties who had the looks and body to be doing this job herself, Beth had been instructed to always walk slowly, and keep her back to guest so they could watch her ass.


  She did just that, and as she did at the lounge, put some extra swing into her ‘voluptuous and natural’ hips. As disarming as Evan had been, she felt her stomach flutter as she sauntered over to the couch.


  She could feel his eyes on her, something she was no stranger to the last few weeks she’d been serving drinks. But it was expected at a place like that and with a crowd of leering guys in various stages of inebriation.


  Here, in a place where the clientele had six or seven zeros at the end of their bank account, it seemed worse. In a sense, Evan’s manners, charm, and money, made being ogled seem seedier. She reached the can and again as instructed, rather than bend over, she bent her knees and squatted.


  The move spread her legs and lifted her skirt halfway up her ass. Beth felt her face flushing, something that never happened at the lounge. It had never happened when she was topless as a coed either, but back then she was too young to feel shame.


  Beth made herself take her time, plucking the small trash bag from the can and tying it in a knot, then replacing it with a new one. She imagined the view he was getting. Her well rounded cheeks exposed, the thin string of the thong the only thing keeping her from being bare assed.


  She was aware it was a classic blow job position as well as making a guy think of a woman hovering over their face. Beth rose and went into what she was told was the required ruse of dusting.


  Dusting meaning moving about the room, waving the purple feathers over random objects in or spots on the wall. While doing this, Beth alternately reached up over her head, drawing her skirt up, or bending over to show off her ass.


  She moved slowly, putting on the required show, and after making her away around the far section of the room, turned and worked her way back towards Even. Now when she bent over he was getting a look down the low, loose fitting top.


  “They told me the room came with a gorgeous view,” he indicated the window behind her. “But they didn’t tell me there were two views,” he winked at her. “The rear view is as impressive as the front.”


  “I do what I can,” Beth replied while pretending to drop the bag, then leaning over to pick it up, another trick of the trade she was told to implement.


  She’d done it only a few steps from him and paused to give him an extended view of her breasts.


  “You’re doing plenty. Definitely all natural; fake tits don’t jiggle like that.”


  “That’s part of being a mature woman, everything jiggles a little.”


  “Yes, your ass has an adorable one. Very spankable I might add.”


  “Would you like me to make your bed now?”


  “What about my basket?” He pointed to the one under his desk as he rolled his chair back a couple of feet to allow her access to it.


  Beth again managed not to sigh or roll her eyes but couldn’t find it within herself to smile. Evan’s smile was now more like a coy smirk, bringing back her misgivings. But she was doing this for Carol who was doing this for her.


  “Of course,” she came over and squatted to reach under the desk.


  She sensed movement and noticed Evan had eased his chair forward. She was now between his legs, and if she turned to face him, her face would be in his crotch. Beth swapped out the trash, noting there was barely anything in it.


  This time she didn’t linger, quickly tying the bag, and starting to rise. She stopped when a balled up piece of paper landed on the floor in front of her and bounced under the desk, landing against the wall.


  “Really?” Beth slipped, a look of annoyance flashing across her face.


  “Oops, sorry about that,” she glanced up to see his eyes were staring directly down her top. “But please be a dear and pick that up for me?”


  Beth gritted her teeth as she had to get on her hands and knees to crawl partially under the large desk to reach the paper, leaving her ass in the air in front of him.


  “Take your time, luv,” he said softly.


  Beth grabbed the paper, squeezing it in her first hard enough to whiten her knuckles. Yet she stayed in character, giving him a thrill as she swayed side to side. She released a startled yelp when he slapped her ass.


  She jerked her head up, banging it on the desk. Her eyes watering in pain, she backed out from the under the desk and shot to her feet.


  “Did I say you could touch me?” She demanded as she rubbed the back of her head.


  “I’m so sorry!” Evan’s eyes were wide and there was an alarmed look on his face. “I just thought a little spank would be okay!”


  “Nothing is okay if you don’t ask first,” she threw the paper ball at him, hitting him in the chest. “I expect that from frat boys and drunks at a bar, not someone who supposedly has class.”


  Evan looked taken aback, and Beth’s stomach tightened as she realized her outburst was more than a little out of place considering what this job was. After a moment of awkward silence, a smile spread across his face.


  “I love it!” he exclaimed. “The fire in those dark eyes, the wherewithal to call out my bad behavior in a place that encourages bad behavior. Good for you, my dear!”


  He reached into the pocket of his robe, removing a roll of hundred dollar bills, and peeling one off.


  “My apologies.” He extended his hand.


  “Can’t buy your way into forgiveness, you know.” God this was the exact type she couldn’t stand, wealthy, smug, thought he could do what he wanted, and although attractive, twice the age of her men of choice.


  When he frowned, Beth checked herself and plucked the bill from his hands. She didn’t need him to complain and make Carol look bad.


  “But I suppose everyone gets a second chance,” she gave him a smile, and as she had nowhere else to put it, folded the bill and tucked it into the top of her thigh high just like she had had at the club years ago.


  “Bravo! Well met, Beth.” He bowed his head. “But I would be remiss if I didn’t say that jiggle was even better than expected.”


  “Shall I make your bed, Evan?”


  “Ah, right, the job at hand. That would be lovely if you don’t mind.”


  “Not at all.”


  Beth entered the bedroom, putting the trash bag, duster, and bucket down. The bedroom was out of Evan’s line of sight, but as she leaned over to straighten the sheets, she heard a soft thumping behind her.


  She looked over her shoulder to see he’d used his foot to roll his chair several feet so he could watch her. She rolled her eyes but made sure to lean all the way over to reach the other side of the bed.


  For the next few minutes, she put on what she felt was a good show, walking around the bed several times to fuss with the sheet and comforter, and at one point went all in and crawled onto the bed.


  On all fours, she went up to the headboard to fluff the pillows, then crawled backwards and posed for a few seconds with her lower legs off the bed, before sliding off, and bending over one more time to smooth out the covers she’d just knelt on.


  Beth turned around and was confronted by the sight of Evan with his cock in his hand, slowly stroking it.


  “Bloody good show, luv!” His hand continued to move. “As you can see, it was quite inspiring.”


  “I…thanks.” Beth said, flustered, hoping he wasn’t going to proposition her.


  “You’re embarrassed? Very endearing for a woman your age who I am sure with your looks has seen more than a few cocks in her time.”


  “What’s that supposed to mean?”


  “Stop being so defensive and lighten up, Beth.” Evan’s fingers now idly slid along his cock as he spoke. “Unless you were married or in a long relationship, I am sure you’ve had many lovers over the years, and no, that does not make you a slut, it makes you a person who enjoys life.”


  “Never married,” she found she was having a hard time not looking at his cock.


  Not just because it was bigger than she would have imagined, and rock hard, but it was the casual way he sat there having a conversation while playing with it.


  “No long term lovers?”


  “I rarely even date.” Why was she telling him this? Because she was caught off guard and not thinking of anything other than there was a man stroking his dick in front of her.


  How long had he been doing it? She’d kept her back to him the last few minutes she’d been on the bed.


  “Rarely date, but often fuck?” He smiled knowingly at her.


  “I’m not a s…”


  “Don’t say it!” He cut her off. “Slut is a term created by insecure men who hate that women enjoy sex with men other than them, it’s a nasty slur born of rejection and bitterness. Projection if you will.”


  “Interesting,” Beth’s eyes dropped back to his cock.


  “You have had a lot of fun, haven’t you Beth?”


  “I’ve had my share.” She forced her gaze to his face.


  “Yes, my eyes are up here,” he winked, and Beth surprised herself by laughing.


  “That was good.”


  “Tell me, Beth. You like older men? Men your age? Or,” his smile turned sly. “Do you like them young?”


  “I should really be going; I have other rooms to clean.”


  “Right, time is money,” he pulled the money from his pocket with his free hand and peeled off another hundred. “Maybe this will buy me a few minutes?”


  He dropped the bill on the floor between his feet.


  “Looks like you’re trying to buy something else judging by where you put it.”


  “I am, my dear, but I assure you it’s not what you’re thinking,” he chuckled. “Dirty girl.”


  “I do need to see to the other rooms.” Beth walked over to pick up the trash and other items.


  “This is the Alpha, Beth. I’ve been here a dozen times since it opened as I have several clients in the area. There is no time limit for taking care of a guest. If others are in need, they can call and someone else will be sent to their room.


  “But I understand, more rooms, more money, so I’m happy to compensate you for some extra time.”


  “Only time?” Beth raised her eyebrows skeptically.


  “Perhaps a little more than that.”


  “Not everything is for sale.” Beth wanted to smack herself, she wasn’t here to argue, just get gawked at while making some extra money and get her ass out of here.


  “Untrue, luv, everything is for sale in one form or another.”


  “Money can’t buy love,” she countered. “At least not real love.”


  “You have a point there. My wife comes from a wealthy family as well, so I have no doubt she loves me.”


  “Married?”


  “Don’t judge luv, you don’t know me or my tastes and what I indulge in from time to time in what I consider a harmless manner.”


  “Right, your life, your business.” Beth nodded.


  “But love aside, anything can be bought, especially games.”


  “Games?”


  “It’s what I call my little indiscretions, games.”


  “I don’t play those games.”


  “You play games, all women do, just with whatever man is lucky enough to warrant your attention.”


  “I need to go.” She pointed to the money between his feet. “You can keep that.”


  “It’s yours for answering one question. How’s that for a start?”


  Beth sighed, but a hundred dollars for a question? No one said she had to be honest.


  “Okay, go ahead,” her eyes strayed to his cock which was still hard despite the fact they were carrying on a conversation.


  “Do you like them young?”


  “Yes, I like sex not bullshit, and that’s all they want too.”


  “I knew it! Another double standard, men like me can chase the little girls, but women who like young men? Seen in a predatory fashion.”


  “If you say so.”


  “What happened to your career?”


  “Excuse me?” Beth was caught off guard.


  “You have the attitude and bearing of a strong professional woman. You’re doing this, and you did a good job, but I could see the look in your eyes and sense the hesitation and reluctance in your movements.


  “You’re not someone who is accustomed to using your body for more than recreation.”


  “That’s a second question.”


  “Then here.” He dropped another hundred on the floor.


  He finally removed his hand from his cock, but it was still hard, twitching between his legs. What was turning him on so much?


  “Lost my job,” she said simply, being vague was worth another hundred dollars, she was already up to three and hadn’t done anything she would have a hard time living with.


  “Lay off? Nepotism?” he poked his chin as he thought. “You have an air of confidence and competency about you. Makes me think there was some type of outlier for you to lose your job.”


  “Go fish, I answered your question.”


  “Hmm, that leaves drama, something personal,” he flashed that smug smile. “Something scandalous? You refused the advances of a superior? Reported him? No, you don’t strike me as someone who would run to the big boys.


  “Can you cover that?” she pointed downward. “You’re not going to be using it. That’s not for sale.”


  “Bet if I were twenty you’d have already hopped on.”


  Beth was having a hard time getting a read on him. Well spoken, manners, relaxed and easy going, yet also coming out with an outright rude comment in the same tone.


  “You’re right,” she sank to his level. “I like when they’re hard for me and on their own, not because they took a blue pill.”


  “Now that’s a nasty assumption,” despite his words he didn’t look upset. “That is an ageist remark, my dear. I assure you I’m, as you said, all natural.”


  “You can stay that way while having random conversations? Doubt it.”


  “Believe it or not these little conversations inspire me.” He shrugged. “Consider it a fetish or kink if you will.”


  “Whatever,”


  “And you are very inspiring. But we’re digressing. How are you jobless? Perhaps another woman was catty and didn’t like a woman as attractive as you being close to their husband? Wife of a superior worried you were playing ball with her husband or a married to a client she was worried you were going the extra mile for?”


  “You know the boy’s club well.”


  “I do, they’re an awful lot, no matter their position or their money they’re grabby little boys.”


  “Says the guy staying at a hotel where the maids dress like playboy bunnies and who slapped my ass.”


  “Oh, touché!” He clapped his hands again. “That is marvelous!”


  His cock was still up. How? And why did she keep looking? Train wreck effect, or the fact it was a nice cock?


  “I aim to please.”


  “Aiming is something we’ll discuss, after you tell me why you were let go.”


  “You’re stretching that hundred.”


  “You got evasive when I brought up it being sexual in nature. Tells me some bit of impropriety was involved. Do share.”


  “Why would I?”


  “You don’t know me, in fact, it would take a warrant to obtain the real names of the guests here. By the same token I’m not sure you’re aware of this, but the names of the employees are kept private as well so no one could look anyone up without their consent outside this establishment.”


  “So?”


  “Sometimes its therapeutic to discuss an awkward situation with a stranger, kind of like a confession. Its why people blab their life story all over the net under fake names.”


  “Does it matter?”


  “To me, yes. You strike me as a woman who is generally businesslike, but like all of us, may have had a lapse in judgement, and in your case a damning one.”


  “Keep your money.” She bent to retrieve her things.


  “Another hundred.” He held the bill in his hand over the floor. “For a yes or no, answer. Scandal?”


  Three hundred for telling the truth to someone she’d never see again. Why not?”


  “Yes.”


  “Who did you sleep with? Client?” He dropped the money on top of the other bills and peeled off another. “Come on, luv. For all I know your name isn’t even Beth.”


  Damn, she never considered using a fake name, was his name Evan?


  “Really want to know?” she asked.


  “Of course.”


  “Make it another hundred,” she gestured to him as if daring him.


  “four hundred for some answers?”


  “You’re the one who wants to know so bad your dick is hard.”


  “Hmm, crude, and bold.” He flipped another hundred on the floor.


  “A client propositioned me. Not uncommon, but the rudest and most disgusting way it’s ever been done. I turned him down then,” she paused and lowered her voice to a whisper to mock being dramatic. “Slept with his son.”


  “Oh my,” Evan said softly, a look of excitement on his face. “That is juicy.”


  “Go big and get sent home, right?”


  “Darling you are a treasure!” Evan beamed. “Bet you fucked him harder because of who he was, getting even with his daddy.”


  “I wore him out.” Beth had no idea why, but she was getting into the conversation. “The last time he came it was barely a dribble and he whimpered like a baby.”


  “Yes,” he nodded, his hand back on his cock. “Poor boy was tired, but I imagine those lips are very persuasive.”


  “I’ve been known to be fluff more than pillows.” Beth smiled at the look of shock, and lust, in his eyes at that remark. “Work hard, play hard, and I used to work very hard.”


  “On the note of hard, I have quite the problem here, care to help?”


  “I…” she caught herself looking at his cock…no, what was she thinking? Some locker room talk was one thing, she wasn’t a prostitute. Even back in her college days she refused money for sex. “I’m not having sex with you.”


  “I’m not asking you to,” he told her.


  “Or blowing you or jacking you off.”


  “Not what I want,” he told her. “I mentioned I’m married.”


  “Then you shouldn’t be fapping in front of another woman.”


  “And you are an expert on what defines adultery?”


  “No, but…”


  “Then don’t be preachy, luv. I assure you I have never engaged in any form of sex with another woman in 30 years of married life. What I do enjoy is a good wank over another woman from time to time.”


  “Then like you said, call another girl.”


  “I’ll get a girl, you’re a woman. A busty one with some curve in all the right places. Why settle for a skinny little tart when you can have an entire pie?”


  “You’re not having anything, not from me.”


  “I will give you $200 dollars to spunk while you play with your tits for me.”


  “What?”


  “Sorry, I’m in America. I want to come while you…”


  “I know what you meant; I just can’t believe it.”


  “I know, a good deal for just dropping your top for a couple minutes.” He nodded down at his cock. “I haven’t wanked for two days, and you’ve had me excited. It won’t take long.”


  “I can’t believe you think I’m showing you my tits.”


  “Modesty? Something tells me you’re quite proud of those tits, and as well you should be.”


  “I wouldn’t be proud of myself for doing this.”


  “Because anyone will know? What happens here, stays here.”


  “I’d know.”


  “Three hundred.”


  Beth stared at the four on the floor, in addition to the one in her stocking, and for doing nothing. That, and the hourly and a few more normal tips and this was a sorely needed thousand dollar day. No need to do something degrading for more.


  But she knew she wasn’t coming back, and another…no, what was she thinking?”


  “Beth, I like you, not just your fine body, but you. You have a depth and attitude these young girls don’t have. They’re working their way through school or just making a living off being young, sexy, and having no qualms about sex for money. I admire that, if you have it, use it.


  “But you’re different, a professional woman reduced to doing what she has to, and not being afraid to resort to it.”


  “That’s a left handed compliment.”


  “You ever do this before? Perhaps you used that body to help out through school?”


  This guy was uncanny, was it experience, intuition?


  “That look on your face is my answer,” he grinned. “Full circle.”


  “I’m done now.” She stepped forward and put her heel on the pile of hundreds and slid them towards her.


  “Five hundred.” He held up the roll of bills.


  “You’re kidding,” Beth shook her head. “To jack off to my tits? You could get one of those girls to go around the world for that.”


  “I like that you know that expression, and for the last time, sex is not what I crave.”


  ‘Then you could find a nice young perky pair to jack off to for way less.”


  “That’s part of the game, Beth. I like you’re uneasy about it. I would never force anyone to do something they don’t want to, but some reluctance, maybe even a little shame? Sadly, it does it for me.”


  “Five hundred for me to pull my top down and watch you get off?” Why was she considering this?


  Because she had to sling a lot of drinks or clean a lot of offices for that much money, and it’s not like she hadn’t walked around flaunting her tits in another lifetime. That and he was right, they didn’t know each other, and the premise of this place was discreet fun.


  “No, for that much I’d like you to kneel here.” He pointed between his feet. “And play with them while I pleasure myself.” He glanced down at his now semi hard cock. “Guess I’m finally getting tired and need some inspiration.”


  “Play with them.”


  “Give me a little show, luv. I bet they’re big enough for you to suck on.”


  “I don’t know.” No, she should know that the answer was no.


  “Because of what I just mentioned, and you putting up a proper moral fight with yourself as well as me being your first experience here,” he quickly flipped through the remaining money in his hand. “Seven hundred. If I’m counting right that’s $1200 since you walked into this room.”


  That much for not having to spread her legs or go down on someone? Or even get completely naked? This was insanity.


  “Fair warning, most won’t pay so much for so little, but that’s because they are looking for full blown sex and are willing to keep trying until they find the girl who will, and for their price.”


  “This is…”


  “Going once…”


  This was two thirds of her mortgage payment earned in less than an hour.


  “Going twice…


  “Okay!” She blurted. Christ, he was right, who would know she did this?


  “Oh, sorry, one caveat for that much money?”


  “What’s that?”


  “I get to come on them.”


  Beth shook her head. “That’s…”


  “Going three times.” He went to put the money in his pocket.


  “Stop!”


  He looked up at her, a coy smile on his face. “Yes, luv?”


  “I’ll do it, but on my tits. You try and point it up at my face I’ll rub it in yours.”


  “Feisty!” He laughed. “But no worries, I will be gentlemen.” He sighed. “Besides, I have a rather crippling fetish for big natural tits, so it’s my preference more than manners.”


  He gestured to the floor. “Shall we?”


  With a feeling of the surreal, Beth knelt between his legs, her face not more than a foot from his cock which was once again fully erect in his hand. Taking a moment to flip her hair back over her shoulders so it wouldn’t get caught in the ‘splash zone” she gripped the ruffled top.


  “Come on, Luv, it’s showtime.”


  Beth yanked the top down the same way she’d rip off a band aid, too quick to change her mind. Her breasts sprang free, and Evan smiled in appreciation.


  “My dear, they are truly spectacular.” He stroked his cock faster. “Show them to me properly.”


  Beth cupped her heavy breasts and lifted them higher as Evan jerked his cock inches from them.


  “Hmm, not the first guy who’s seen them for money, am I?”


  Knowing the answer would speed up his climax, Beth went with the truth.


  “I waitressed topless my last two years of college.”


  “Short skirts and high heels?”


  “Schoolgirl skirt and white knee highs, patent leather shoes.”


  “With silver buckles?” His hand moved faster.


  “And a tie around my neck hanging between my tits.”


  “Those tits?”


  “These tits.” Beth held them higher and rubbed her thumbs across her nipples. “These big suckable nipples.”


  “Show me how suckable they are.”


  She had to use that expression, she lamented, but lifted her right breast while lowering her head. Beth didn’t believe in doing anything half ass and gave him his money’s worth. She slipped her tongue out and slid it over her swollen nipple.


  Beth told herself her nipples were hard simply from contact, but as she raised her eyes to meet his while she took her nipple between her red painted lips, she knew it was from more than that.


  She sucked on her rosy flesh, then pressed her lips hard to her breast, leaving a perfect lip print around her nipple.


  “Bravo,” he whispered.


  Beth switched to her other breast futtering her tongue around her nipple before sucking on it. She spent more time on this one, watching him lick his lips as he no doubt imagined his mouth taking the place of hers.


  She lowered her tits and resumed rolling her nipples between her fingers, teasing them with her red nails.


  “Jiggle them for me,” Evan’s breathing was already getting heavier.


  Beth bounced her tits in her hands, while shimmying side to side.


  “Perfect, look at them, real tits, a woman’s tits.” His voice carried a slight tremor as his eyes feasted on her. “Big hard nipples to match.”


  Beth’s nipples were erect, and her own breathing had picked up. She felt her face flushing as she watched his hand glide over his cock. He had leaned forward so it was over her breasts, his head an angry shade of purple from being hard since she’d been making the bed.


  “Did it turn you on, Beth? All those men staring at those luscious young tits and those long legs and sweet ass?”


  “Yes,” she told herself she was telling him what he wanted to hear. “I’d be wet all night.”


  “But I bet you didn’t let them touch. You were a little cock tease, weren’t you?”


  “I wasn’t a hooker.”


  “And you’re not one now, just showing yourself off for money like you did back then.”


  A drop of sweat tricked down her back, and her nipples were aching between her fingers.


  “Are you wet now, Beth?”


  “No,” she whispered even though she could feel the heat building between her legs.


  She couldn’t believe she was getting aroused by this. He was older than her type, married, and paying her to do this, three strikes against this being something she’d want, but there was no denying her body’s reaction.


  “Liar,” he said softly, then gripping his cock beneath the tip, squeezed it.


  Pre cum flowed from his tip and a shudder went through her when the thin strand broke and the warm sticky fluid landed on her breast. It slid down the curve of her flesh, and Beth sucked on her lip as it flowed over her nipple and onto her fingers.


  “It’s okay to be turned on,” Evan told her.


  He’d rubbed his palm over his cock and worked the pre cum down his cock. His hand now glided more easily over his now slick shaft and Beth found her eyes were glued to his head, waiting for him to explode.


  “It’s arousing to be desired, to have a man willing to pay just for the privilege of seeing your breasts.” He reached forward, his hand hovering over her right breast. “May I? Just a little squeeze?”


  “Okay, just a little,” her voice was as breathy as his and she felt like a young inexperienced girl who was being touched for the first time, nervous, embarrassed, but…excited.


  He put his hand on top of her breast and gently squeezed it. His touch sent a wave of heat through her, and if he asked if she were wet now, she doubted she’d even try to lie. He didn’t take his hand away, and she didn’t ask him too.


  “A little confession, luv. My wife is a beautiful and sensual woman, but she is quite small on top. I find her titties adorable because they’re hers, but sometimes I need to see, and touch, the kind of breasts I long for.”


  His finger grazed her nipple before sliding along the side of her breast and she released a sharp breath at the brief touch.


  “Come for me,”


  She swore she had no idea where the words, or the urge to utter them came from.


  “Come where?”


  “All over my tits.” Her voice sounded husky and she became aware of her hips rocking as she stared at his engorged cock hovering over her. “Show me how much you like them.”


  “You talk to the boys, like this? Tell them what you want?”


  Beth stopped herself from replying. Why was she talking dirty to him? He hadn’t asked for that. She should just be holding her tits and letting him do his thing. For that matter why was she letting him touch her?


  “All that money and it’s too much to ask for some randy talk? Talk that you started? Come on, luv, you know you’re getting into this.”


  Beth hesitated, but knew her flushed skin and the way her breast heaved under his hand made it hard to deny the accusation.


  “If nothing else, the sooner I come, the sooner you go,” he winked. “You know, in case you want to tell yourself it’s just about getting the job done.”


  “Think about it, luv, the sooner I come, the sooner you go.”


  “I tell them I want every drop,” Beth spoke quickly, trying to make it seem his last words were the reasons she was doing it, and to try and hide the slight tremor in her voice.


  “Then tell me that,” His hand had picked up speed.


  “I want you to come on me. I want to feel that warm cum while you paint my tits.” His cum, it was going to happen, and with her full consent, she’d agreed to this.


  “Yes,” he moaned softly.


  He squeezed her breast harder, his fingers trembling as his hand made a wet slapping sound on his slick cock.


  “That’s it, baby,” she purred in a smoky voice usually reserved for her young lovers. “Give it to me.”


  “Say please,” he moaned, then at the quick flash of annoyance in her eyes caused by his demand, added, “Please?”


  “Please come for me,” she moaned, and wished she could convince herself it was all for show. “Please give it to me, Evan! I want to feel it so bad; I want to…”


  “Fuck!” Evan gasped as his cock erupted.


  The first surprisingly thick spurt of cum splashed onto her right breast just over her nipple. The second landed higher as he aimed his cock to catch the top of her breast. He aimed to his right as he stroked, sending a squirt of cum between her breasts before spraying some onto her left tit.


  “Yeah, take it,” he groaned as he pumped his cock. “Take all of it.”


  A bizarre mixture of shame and excitement washed over her; both caused by the same event. Her topless on her knees talking dirty and fondling her tits while a strange man paid her to cum all over her.


  Mentally, Beth was properly appalled, but her physical reaction betrayed the way she truly felt. His warm cum sliding over the curve of her breasts and over her sensitive nipples had sent a wave of moist heat flowing between her spread thighs.


  Her hips rocked, causing her clit to stiffen against the thin material of the thong.


  “All of it,” she whispered, her voice thick with lust. “Every drop, baby. I want every fucking drop.”


  Evan squeezed the tip of his cock, groaning as he wrung several more pearl like drops from it. Beth shivered as each one struck her breast, and to her dismay she realized she’d released her right breast and was reaching for his cock.


  She covered the move, or hoped she did, by letting go of her other breast and spreading her arms out, letting him take in the hot mess he’d made on her tits. She gave them a shake, sending drops of come onto the floor between them.


  More of it slid from them down her stomach and onto the inside of the top where she’d pulled it down. Beth sat back on her knees, trying to control her breathing as well as the sudden desire to rise to her feet, slip her thong to the side, and sit on his still twitching cock.


  He wasn’t even her type, and he’d paid her to do this! She’d sworn she wouldn’t do anything today other than clean, and the first guest she met, she let him jack off on her like a cheap slut? Well, maybe not a cheap slut, seven hundred was a lot of money.


  “That was just what I needed,” Evan sighed contentedly. “My only regret is it was over so quickly. Bravo on a job well done, luv.”


  Beth gave him an awkward smile, then rose to her feet, gingerly making her way across the bedroom and into the bathroom.


  Cum slid down her body as she walked and the movement made her aware of how wet she was, her thong peeling from her sticky flesh as her legs moved. Beth closed the door behind her, and ran the water, dipping the edge of a towel into it.


  She wiped off her breasts and stomach, trying to ignore the way her nipples ached from being brushed by the towel and her clit throbbed between her thighs. She tossed the towel in the hamper, and wet the face cloth, dabbing her forehead, then her chest with the cool water.


  Beth resisted the urge to put it over her face for fear of ruining her make-up and fought off the even stronger one to sit on the sink, put one foot up on the edge of the tub and masturbate. Why was she so turned on?


  Beth was no stranger to sleazy scenarios. Over the years she’d had her share of wild times, including sex in cars, public bathrooms, and other places she could have been caught. But this was different, it wasn’t even sex, just essentially being used for target practice.


  But for money.


  Was that it? The taboo of getting paid? Like Evan had said, the thrill of someone finding her so attractive they’d pay just to cum on her? Was it the act itself? The idea that she wasn’t getting anything in return, she took money to just let Evan use her to get off?


  Beth took a few deep breaths and tried to stop her mind from racing. She eased the top back over her breasts, and another shameful thrill went through her when she felt a few drops of cum that had made their way inside the top, press into her breasts.


  Not feeling completely in control of herself, but not wanting to remain in the bathroom too long so Evan wouldn’t think she was doing what she’d thought of doing, she exited the bathroom.


  Evan was no longer sitting in the doorway and when she left the bedroom she saw that not only was he back at his desk but typing away on his laptop.


  “Your money is in your bucket.” He spoke without looking at her.


  Beth leaned over to pick up the bucket and saw the hundreds neatly folded at the bottom of it. She plucked them out and tucked them into her stocking with the others, then picked up the two small bags of trash.


  She paused unsure of what to say or do, and for several seconds watched Evan look away from his laptop, but only to open a folder on his desk and stare at whatever was in it.


  “That will be all, Beth.” His words were accompanied by a flick of his hand as if he were shooing her away, while he picked up another folder.


  Stunned at being dismissed so coldly after what had just happened, she slowly turned away. Feeling like a scolded dog with its tail between its legs, she slunk down the hallway. She’d reached the door when he called out behind her.


  “Oh, Beth, one more thing.” Without waiting for her to reply, he continued. “Unfold the money, I left you something else.”


  Beth waited until she excited the room before slipped the bills from her stocking and unfolding them to discover a yellow post it with four words written on it.


  “Everything is for sale.”




  Chapter 4


  


  Beth shoved her cart down the plush carpeted hallway, still fuming at what had happened with Evan. Smug smooth talking classless piece of shit. Lulling her with his soft spoken, laid back manner to get what he wanted, then turn into a total jerk.


  Yes, she’d been well compensated, honestly over compensated considering an average escort makes a couple hundred dollars an hour to have to suck, fuck and do whatever else they’re asked. Beth had scored over a thousand to take a load on her tits.


  But the fact he’d conned her, then threw the switch and sent her away like he was a parent shooing away an annoying child. Beth stopped at the next room, and hesitated before she knocked.


  Why was she still here? She should have left her cart, gone down to Lexi, and said see you later. This shit wasn’t for her. Beth had herself mostly convinced it was for Carol and she didn’t want to make her look bad.


  The other part of her knew her anger was as much at herself as Evan or the sleazy purpose of the hotel itself. She’d allowed herself to be conned. The situation was bizarre, and he’d caught her off the guard with his cock out, then playing twenty questions with her, keeping her off balance.


  His note got to her not just because it was rude, but because he’d proved his point. All that paled in comparison to the real source of her angst.


  She’d gotten into it.


  There was no denying the reason, it was the pure sleaze of it. Beth had spent two years working in a sleaze pit strip club, and the lounge she worked for now didn’t exactly ooze charm. But even back in her topless days, she’d never done anything more than strut around and shake her tits other than occasionally get on stage and get down to her panties, but that had maybe been a couple times a month.


  Even that was just being ogled and the money thrown at her was just in appreciation of her body and nothing more. Beth wasn’t shy or a prude in any way and had some wild encounters with her lovers over the years, but they were lovers, maybe only for those few hours, but still lovers.


  This was the first time in her life she felt she’d whored herself, and it wasn’t a good feeling that she’d done it. A worse feeling that she’d been aroused by it. Had Evan been polite on the way out, she’d probably still be horny.


  But his attitude had taken care of that situation. Now the couple of sticky spots inside her top as well as the one between her legs were something she now wore with shame. Beth knocked on the door, hoping no one was in there.


  The door opened and a tall thin man wearing a dress shirt and tie, but only a pair of boxers beneath it, appeared.


  “Hi there,” she managed to chirp. “I’m Beth, are you in need of anything?”


  “Good morning,” he flashed a quick smile, the looked down her top from his imposing height. “A very good morning!”


  “That’s why I’m here.” Here we go again.


  “But unfortunately, I have a zoom call in a few minutes and will be on for a couple of hours. Perhaps you could come back after one?”


  “Absolutely,” she managed a convincing smile if only out of relief.


  “Good, see you then, and here you go.”


  He passed her two folded up twenties, and after slipping the do not disturb sign on the door, closed it.


  Not a bad deal for doing nothing, or at least for not doing anything yet. Beth tucked it into her stocking next to the folded hundreds. She’d felt stupid doing that, but the other girls she’d seen as the morning went on were doing the same thing.


  One girl had money tucked into a half a dozen places around her legs, and Beth wondered what she’d done to earn it all. Beth had been told by Lexi there was a room on every floor where the girls could ‘freshen up’.


  She’d poked her head into it and saw it contained two shower stalls and two tables with a mirror that reminded her backstage changing rooms. Each table was lined with more makeup than Beth had ever seen in one place outside of a Display at a store.


  There blow dryers and curlers, bottles of spray mouse and gel, rows of nail polish, anything a woman would need. They got laid, come in here, showered, then got all dressed up to get messed up again.


  Beth had left the room with the first tingling of being offended, yet somewhat turned on by the idea of these girls moving from man to man, cock to cock, and getting paid to do it. Then a quick shower and on to the next.


  It had appeal in the sense a woman doing something degrading in a porn would, sexy, but nothing she would do. But she’d just done it, hadn’t she? Not to the degree they were, but Beth had thought about using the room to shower her shame from her more than a couple of splashes of unwanted come.


  But she’d decided to keep going, hoping that as it got later in the morning more people would be out of their room. Beth rolled her cart to the next room which had a note attached to the door. She reached for it, hoping it wouldn’t some type of sexual request or weird role play asking her to come in and say ‘good morning, daddy’ or something else.


  Lexi had told her that happened often, and Beth had no idea how she’d respond it. She breathed a sigh of relief when she saw the note simply said they were at the pool, but the door was open and to please clean while they were out.


  Beth stared at the note, there was something off about it. It took her a minute to realize it was the handwriting, it was perfect and with the larger loops and smoother flow of a woman. Not that there weren’t men with good penmanship, but women seemed to have a certain style to theirs.


  Whatever, it didn’t matter who wrote it, no one in the room was a way to kill some time without being asked to do anything, or even ogled. Maybe the guest was a woman. It certainly was man town here, but what if a wealthy woman liked young women?


  Beth entered the room and once she looked into the bedroom, decided it wasn’t a woman staying here. It wasn’t just the men’s clothes strewn about the bed, but the bottle of lotion in the middle of the bed surrounded by wadded up tissues.


  “Gross,” she grunted, and decided she’d leave it until last.


  Beth emptied the trash and straightened the rest of the suite, foregoing the dusting since there was no one to watch her do it. She wiped down the bathroom, taking her time to stall hitting another room as long as she could.


  She went into the bedroom and after picking up the dirty clothes, including a pair of cum stained boxers, she used the end of the duster to pick up, threw them in the hamper. Beth went to the bed, and after pulling on a pair of latex gloves she had in the bucket, picked up the tissues.


  “Jesus, this guy going for a record?” She said aloud, shaking her head at how many there were.


  She picked up the bottle of lotion and put it on the nightstand, before straightening the sheets. She felt something under them and removed a small bottle of cherry flavored “slick lube.” She could see the bottle was sticky and even with the gloves, picked it up like she thought it was going to bite her and put it next to the lotion.


  Lifting the sheet also revealed a small tablet, and several oily stains caused by the bottle of lube being opened as well as two other large crusty stains that matched the ones in the underwear.


  “Why bother with the tissues?” Beth muttered.


  At least having to change the sheets would kill more time she supposed. She yanked them off the bed, grimacing when she spotted two more cum stains. This had to be a young guy staying here, no older guy could make this big of a mess in the day since the bed had last been changed.


  Beth balled them up and pushed them into the hamper, then went into the small linen closet to get fresh sheets, and a new comforter. When she came back to the bed, she picked up the tablet.


  She touched brought the screen to life and was now staring at a close up of a woman with black hair and piercing blue eyes sucking a long thick cock. Inspiration, at its finest. Beth stared at the image and saw it was on full screen.


  She tapped it to get to regular size and saw the title of the video beneath the screen.


  “Lucky stud gets his cock sucked by the hot milf next door.”


  Beth glanced at the sidebar where previously watched videos were listed, and all of them were Milf themed. A young guy, most men her age weren’t into milf porn. Beth put the tablet down and wondered what his story was. If he was staying here he had money.


  She put the tablet down and proceeded to make the bed, rolling her eyes at the oily stain that had seeped through to the mattress. Well, she wasn’t about to try and flip it by itself so just pulled the sheet over it.


  Beth crawled across the bed, tucking in the corners of the sheets, then sliding off to toss on the comforter. As she made her way around the bed, leaning over to smooth it over, she stepped on something on the floor at the foot of the bed.


  She looked down to see another wadded up tissue. Beth bent over to pick it up and caught sight of another under the bed. Getting on her knees, she peered under the bed to see several more as well as a magazine.


  “Call Guinness, I think we have that record,” she sighed as she leaned over, reaching under the bed, and trying to get the tissues.


  She slid out the magazine, which was titled “Best Milf’s in Porn.”


  Beth shook her head at a blurb advertising articles “Your mom’s friends want you!” and “How to satisfy a cock hungry cougar!”


  The only thing this kid was satisfying was whoever owned stock in lube and tissues. The bed was several inches off the floor, but Beth still had to get down low to get her arm under the bed, putting her ass in the air as she felt around for the crumpled up soiled tissue.


  She got the last one and was easing her head and shoulders out from under the bed when she saw someone standing in the doorway.


  “Shit!” Beth exclaimed, as startled, she lifted her head to soon and banged it on the bed frame.


  “Are you okay?” A voice sounded next to her as she rubbed the back of her head, her eyes tearing up from the sharp pain.


  “I’m fine,” Beth blinked until her eyes had cleared, then looked up to see a young man with dark hair and light green eyes staring down at her.


  “You sure are!” He gave her a huge smile. “I’m Benny.”


  “Beth,” she replied as she stared up at the young man thinking he was damn fine himself.


  He wore just a red bathing suit with a towel slung over his shoulder. She’d been right, he was young, very young. His face, as well as his chest was devoid of hair, and his features were smooth and borderline pretty.


  He was smiling away at her and making no effort to hide the fact he was staring down her blouse as her remained on her knees in front of him. Despite his boyish appearance, his body was that of a man.


  His stomach was flat and hard, the faint beginnings of a six pack noticeable. His shoulders were broad and his chest deep. Benny’s biceps were well defined and as he clasped his hands in front of him, the muscles in his thick forearms moved under his skin.


  Aware of one of the reasons his forearms were that well developed, Beth rose from the floor, already knowing she’d be thought of the next time he had to break into the tissues.


  “I didn’t mean to scare you,” he apologized.


  “That’s okay, I’m just about done here.” She looked into his eyes and noticed they had flecks of gold in them. “You have pretty eyes, Benny.”


  “I…wow, thanks.” He blushed and she felt a smile creep across her face. This good looking and shy? That was a rare combination. “You have a pretty everything.”


  “How long were you standing there?”


  His blush deepened and he looked away. “A few minutes I was you know, watching you. Sorry.”


  “Don’t be, it’s what this place is all about, right?”


  “Yeah, that’s what my dad says. Him and my mom are staying in room 240 down the hall.”


  “Your mom is here?” She’d been right about the note. “Here?”


  “Long story, not a great one.” He shrugged. “Mama drama, you know?”


  “Right, well,” she passed him the magazine in her hand. “I think this is yours.”


  His eyes widened and he blushed again. God, he was adorable!


  “Yeah, guess it is.” He took it and she saw his fingers were trembling.


  He shifted his weight from one foot to another, rocking nervously. She had already figured out he was on the shy side, but at this point he looked like a deer in headlights.


  “How old are, Benny?”


  “I’m 18,” he stated proudly. “Just graduated high school, and I’m going to Cornell the fall.”


  “18,” she repeated as her eyes trailed from his face down his chest and stomach.


  He hadn’t fully dried off out of the pool and there were a few drops of moisture glistening on his skin. “Just a baby,” she added softly.


  A baby with a significant bulge in his tight bathing suit. Careful, she warned herself as she watched him return the favor, his eyes roaming up and down her body. Young was one thing; this was a kid.


  Not just a kid, but one who obviously didn’t have much experience with women, as his next words proved.


  “How old are you?”


  “Honey, you never ask a woman that,” she clucked her tongue. “Someone should have taught you that.”


  “Sorry.”


  “Or her weight, and if you notice any grey? You never mention it, got it?”


  “Okay, thanks.” He nodded so quickly he looked like a bobblehead.


  “Not that the hot little things your age worry about any of those things, but” she couldn’t resist. “Your mom’s friends wouldn’t be happy.”


  He frowned at her remark, and she leaned forward to tap the magazine in his hand. “I figure you have this just for the articles.”


  “Oh!” He laughed, and his nerves showed in the way was both too loud and cracked in the middle of it. “Right, Mom’s friends, that’s just um…I don’t know.”


  “You like older women, Benny?” Careful I said! Beth knew all about people all having inner voices, but she wondered if she were the only one who went through stretches of ignoring theirs like she seemed to be today.


  “Kind of, I think they’re hot.”


  “Why is that?” Beth slid forward again, and this time, with an obvious effort to not let her think he was scared held his ground.


  In her heels she was his height, and her prominent chest barely an inch from his.


  “Well, I mean…its cause they’re older I guess. They still look great and they know how to um…you know?”


  “Maybe I don’t know.” She looked into his eyes. “Maybe you should tell me what you think older women know how to do.”


  Why was she teasing this kid? He wasn’t a 22 year old in a bar who although still out of his league with a woman like Beth at least had confidence and knew what he wanted from her, and what she needed from him.


  This kid was blushing from just her talking to him and looked like he wanted to run and hide. There was a far cry from being a cougar on the prowl and being a full blown predator.


  “Things…you know, sex things.”


  “Sex things.” Beth nodded. “Like what?”


  “You know.”


  “You keep saying that, and I do know, but question is, do you know?” She was still teasing him, but she was just having some harmless fun at his expense. He was too young and inexperienced for her.


  “Of course, I do!” He said so quickly it proved otherwise.


  “Then tell me, what are older women better at?” Beth put her finger up and pressed it to his lips, causing his eyes to look as if they were going to fall out of his head. “And say it like an adult, not a little boy. I mean, you are 18 now. You’re a man right?”


  “They, well,” his eyes were darting around, looking everywhere, but at her face. “Have a lot more experience with sex.”


  “Just sex or are you talking about how much better we are at giving head?”


  “I…oh, boy,” he whispered. “But yeah, I guess older women do that better.”


  “We do, those young girls you go to school with have no idea what they’re doing yet.”


  “I went to an all boy’s school,” he admitted. “I heard college girls can be wild though.”


  “I was,” Beth admitted. “All boy’s school, huh?”


  “Yeah, my parents, well mostly my mom wanted me to focus on school, not be distracted.”


  “That doesn’t work,” Beth shook her head. “When you deny someone something then they tend to get obsessed and think about it more.” She indicated the bag full of tissues on the floor next to her. “Lot of obsession in there.”


  Benny’s managed to turn even redder and ran his hand through his still damp thick black hair. Just bending his arm to do that caused his bicep to stand out. His impressive physique was an obvious result of the same pent up frustration that led him to masturbate so much.


  “Are you a virgin, Benny?” Why was she asking him that? There was playful teasing and just being mean. Or did she want to know for reasons she shouldn’t be thinking about?


  “No! I…” his shoulders slumped. “Yeah. I haven’t been around many girls and my mother is really…” he trailed off.


  “Overprotective.” Beth finished. “Sorry to hear that. You’re a fine looking young man, shame you don’t get to enjoy it and all that pent up frustration is going in there instead of all over a pretty girl.” She pointed to the bad again.


  “Who you telling?” he sighed so dramatically, she laughed, and her reaction caused a sheepish smile to cross his face. “Pretty lame, huh?”


  “It sucks,” Beth agreed. “But your mom can’t be at college with you and those girls are going to find you quick.”


  “Think so?” he asked hopefully.


  “I know so,” she smiled, and gently put her hand on his cheek. “You’re cute, you have a killer body, and you’re also sweet. Lot of girls like shy and sweet, lot of college boys are cocky jerks.”


  “Hope so,” Benny leaned his cheek into her hand and the move had her caught between wanting to give him a hug or throwing him down on the bed and taking him in ways he’d only seen in movies.


  “What the hell is going on in here?” A woman’s voice demanded behind them.


  “Mom!” Benny’s eyes went wide, a look of fear on his face as she spun around so quickly he stumbled and had to put his hand on the bed to avoid falling.


  “Why are you still just in a bathing suit? Did you walk around the hotel like that?”


  The woman firing questions at him in a shrill tone that only an over reacting mother could achieve looked to be a few years older than Beth. She was an attractive woman, or probably was when her face wasn’t twisted up in indignation, with long honey blond hair, and the same eyes as her son.


  She was on the taller side, and slender, but her navy blue designer dress was snug enough to hug the curves she did have as well as prop up her smallish chest. Also calling attention to her chest was the diamond pendant that between the size of the stone, intricate cut, and gold chain it hung, from cost a small fortune


  “I forgot to bring something to change into with me, and I…I didn’t think it was a big deal.”


  “Walking around close to naked is rude, and improper. Not to mention an invitation to all those young tramps that work here who are looking to earn their money.”


  Beth had tried to subtly slide over a few steps from Benny, but his mother’s gaze slid over to her.


  “Speaking of tramps, why were you so close to my son?”


  “I’m sorry, ma’am, we were just talking.” Beth refrained from telling her to piss off the way she wanted to. Poor kid, no wonder women made him nervous. Two minutes around her, and Beth felt like she was dealing with a watered down “Mommy dearest.”


  “Did you think my son was hard of hearing or do you always stand two inches from the person you’re talking to?”


  “Come on, Mom, it’s no big deal.” Benny was blushing again, but this time because he was embarrassed over his mother’s behavior. “We were just talking.”


  “Talking about what?” She put her hands on her hips and Beth noted the thick Tiffany bracelet around her wrist as well as a diamond on her finger that made the pendant seem small.


  Stuck up affluent bitch who thought she could treat everyone like shit, including her son as the next words made more than clear.


  “I wasn’t talking to you, Benny which means she answers, you don’t.”


  “I was just leaving,” Beth told her.


  “Funny because I was watching for a minute before I spoke up and all I saw was you getting closer and looking at my son like he had a free lunch sign around his neck.”


  “That’s not true,” Beth protested even though she was dead on.


  “Possibly, after all, you’re the one doing the advertising, but I doubt you’re free.”


  “Mom, please,” Benny said softly as he looked at her imploringly, wanting her to stop making a scene.


  “Please what? Please don’t protect you from a woman who makes more money on her knees than she does cleaning.”


  “Okay, that’s enough!” Beth snapped. “I don’t have to take this.”


  “You’ll take whatever you’re paid to take.” She pointed to Beth. “Or did you get that wad of hundreds tucked into your fishnets from doing a good job dusting?”


  Beth felt her face growing hot both in anger, and the fact she had made that money on her knees, just not quite the way Benny’s mother was thinking, but it was close enough to sting.


  “No answer for that?” She smirked. “Didn’t think so.”


  Her eyes dropped and she stepped forward and yanked the magazine from Benny’s hand.


  “What’s this?” she looked at it then grimaced in disgust. “What have I told you about pornography? This is disgusting, these women sell themselves into degradation, and indecent men worship them for it.”


  “Sorry, Mom,” he whispered, but there was a flash of anger in his eyes.


  Beth wondered if his infatuation with Milfs was partly due to a mommy thing. Not in the sense of a twisted form of lust for his mother, but maybe to fuck an older woman and take his anger out on someone that might remind him of her. A take that bitch motivation.


  “I’ll be leaving now,” Beth picked up the trash.


  “Now is the key word. If I hadn’t come in you’d have talked your way into my son’s bed.” She laughed harshly. “The joke would be on you because he doesn’t have any money.”


  Beth knew she should be walking out but couldn’t take any more of this bitch.


  “You realize where you are, right?” She gestured around the room and noticed Benny cringing as she walked up to his mother until she was in her face.


  “Yes, I do, and…”


  “A place where men come to look at and maybe do more with the staff. You have some nerve bitching at me or anyone else here for doing their job. Maybe your issue should be with your husband who for some reason checked you into this place like it was a family friendly establishment.”


  Benny’s mother scowled, and glared at her, but when Beth met her gaze she slowly nodded.


  “You have a point, considering where we are I suppose you’re not completely out of line. This was my husband’s idea, and I found out and crashed the party so to speak.”


  “Then take it out on him, not your son, and sure as hell not me.” Beth went to step around her, but she stopped her with a hand on her shoulder.


  “I’m sorry,” she said, but her eyes appeared anything but. “I’m sorry that I walked in before you could take advantage of my son.”


  “I wasn’t going to…”


  “Sorry,” she cut Beth off. “That I took an easy mark from you. The one boy in a hotel full of men who would never pay to have sex with a woman past her prime.”


  “What did you say?” Beth eyes widened.


  “You heard me. That’s also why I’m sorry. I’m sorry that life is so hard for you that you have to humiliate yourself by parading your middle aged ass around in a hotel full of young pretty girls and hope someone here will have pity on you and let you try to prove you’re still worth a few dollars.”


  “Mom! For god’s sake, you’re being mean!” Benny exclaimed.


  “The truth can be mean, Benny,” she replied while staring daggers at Beth. “Truth is this woman is probably not much younger than me and trying to survive in a young girl’s profession. You’re probably the only man in this brothel she could get attention from and that’s because you’re not a man, you’re a naïve boy who has no idea what desperation looks like.”


  Beth was speechless, not just at the words, which hit her harder than she would ever let on, but the anger and raw disdain coming from this entitled bitch.


  “But I should be nicer, it can’t be easy putting on that outfit and covering your age with make up and coming here where you’re hopelessly outclassed by the other girls and hoping you make some money while they’re busy, getting the crumbs from their table and most likely having to degrade yourself into doing things they would never do.”


  “Here,” she reached into the small coach bag hanging from her wrist and pulled out a fifty. “A little something to compensate you for your time.” She flashed a nasty smirk. “Easiest money you’ll make today.”


  Beth was ready to go off on her and tell her just because she got knocked up by the right dick, didn’t make her less of a whore. But when she saw Benny staring at them, and visibly upset, she bit back the comment,


  Instead, she ignored the money and walked out of the room, making it a point to do so slowly and swing her hips, giving Benny a good long look at her ass on the way out the door. She smiled when she heard his mother snap.


  “Benny, don’t stare!”


  Her smile faded at her next words.


  “You don’t want anything that half the men in the state have already had.”




  Chapter 5


  


  Beth stood in the doorway of the supply closet removing the supplies from her cart and putting them on the shelves. She was done here, Carol could be upset at her if she wanted, but there was no way she was doing another three hours here.


  In the four rooms she’d been in she’d been manipulated into a sleazy sex act, one that did it for her in a way she still found disturbing, and just now chewed out and degraded by a rich snot who controlled her adult son as if he were a child.


  Beth finished emptying the cart and pushed it into the back of the walk-in closet to put it next to another.


  “Excuse me,” A voice spoke behind her.


  Oh, great, what now? A guest looking for someone to come entertain them?


  She backed out of the closet to see a man in a black Armani suit with a blood red shirt and black tie.


  “Can I help you, sir?” She did her best to remain in character until she could get the hell out of here.


  “My name is Benjamin Reynolds,” he extended his hand. “Are you Beth?”


  “I am,” she took his hand. “Is there something I can do for you?”


  “Yes, you can let me apologize to you for the ugly behavior of my wife a little while ago.”


  Benjamin…Benny was a junior. As she looked more closely she could see the resemblance, the dark hair, the pretty features, although Benny senior had a neatly trimmed beard to cover some of the pretty.


  “I appreciate that, but what’s done is done.”


  “But it shouldn’t have been done. I’ve been blessed to have been born into some money and made a lot more on my own, but I work hard to instill in my boy that we’re not better than anyone else and to treat people with respect.”


  “Your wife never got that memo I take it.”


  “I’d take offense to that remark if it wasn’t true,” he gave her a slight smile to show he was joking. “She was born into money as well, but from the attitude of better than. She’s not an awful person, just protective of our son.”


  “Too protective,” Beth noted. “Not doing the kid any favors, you know he’s going wild when he hits college right?”


  “I agree, and that means he’s fair game for his first piece of ass.” He stopped. “Sorry, that was a little crude.”


  “That’s the least of the crude I’ve dealt with today,” she brushed it off with a smile. “But you’re right, and if she’s a piece of work, that’s going to suck.”


  “Especially when she finds out how much money we’re worth.”


  “It’s an Ivy league school,” Beth pointed out. “He won’t be the only kid from money there.”


  “True, but there’s a lot of scholarship kids and some come from poor backgrounds.”


  “You’re sounding a little better than yourself right now.”


  “I don’t mean it that way, all I want for Benny is a girl who’ll be good to him, if she is I don’t care where or what she comes from. But let’s be real, there are gold diggers, but worse just flat out mean manipulative controlling girls.”


  “Like his mother.” Beth spoke, then put her hand up. “Sorry, uncalled for.”


  “Not entirely given your encounter with her. But that’s what she worries about except she has the wrong idea of sheltering him. I know that is the wrong approach. His first taste could turn into his last and the odds are against that first being the best girl he’ll meet.”


  “I follow.”


  “Plus, young men and women should have some fun, experience life to its fullest. Sample the buffet so to speak so they’ll recognize that right person when they meet them.”


  “No argument from me,” she shrugged. “But don’t know why we’re having this talk. I accept your apology and wish Benny the best, he’s a sweet kid. I’d hate to see him end up with a bitch.”


  “That’s why we’re having this talk.”


  “Now I’m not following,” she admitted.


  “Beth, you work here, you know what this place is.”


  “My first day and my last.”


  “Oh,” he seemed put off by her response, but then brightened. “Maybe that works even better.”


  “I appreciate the apology, but when I said my last day, I meant as of now, that’s why I put everything away.”


  “Maybe not just yet,” he held up his hands. “Just give me a couple minutes, okay?”


  “Compared to the other things I’ve done today; I suppose I can give someone who’s not embarrassing me a couple minutes.”


  “Back to what I was saying, you know what this place is. I did too, but only through a friend, I’d never been here before.”


  “The infamous friend,” she rolled her eyes.


  “Seriously, I know my wife mad a bad impression, but I have a good marriage. I have no interest in what goes on here.”


  “Then you’re here because?”


  “Because my son, despite his looks and being a good kid with a lot to offer, is still a virgin.”


  Beth nodded as it became clear.


  “So you decided to bring him here so one of the girls could make him a man. He gets laid and maybe that makes it so he’s not jumping into marriage with the first girl who blows him.”


  “Not sure I’d have put it that way, but yes.”


  “Then why is your wife here?”


  “Because she was supposed to be visiting family and it fell through. She wanted to come with me for the conference this weekend. Every other decent hotel is booked solid, so I kept this reservation because I am in town for my work.”


  “She must be thrilled.”


  “I managed to convince her we’re here because there was nowhere else, not that I’d planned it. But she’s been on Benny like white on rice. She would have had him in our room if I didn’t put my foot down.”


  “So much for that.”


  “Maybe not. In a few minutes I’m meeting Helen downstairs and we’re going to lunch with potential clients. Benny will be alone for a few hours. Helen called down to the desk and said none of the staff are to go to his room.”


  “They’ll honor that?”


  “Yes, they don’t need headaches, and she played up his age and they’re here by mistake.”


  “I’m sure you could pay someone to break the rules and something tells me this place will look the other way.”


  “Not sure, but I thought seeing you already met him, and now that you might be quitting…”


  “You want me to have sex with your son?”


  “Yes,” he answered with no hesitation.


  “Look, I’ll be honest here. I do like young men, but the word is man.”


  “He’s eighteen.”


  “He’s never had sex with anything other than his hand.” Beth pointed out. “I don’t want to be his first, it wouldn’t be right. He’ll never see me again.”


  “That’s what I want. Just sex, down the line he’ll find someone to care about, but for now he needs to get over being so damn shy and gain some confidence.”


  “Sorry, I can’t.


  “You cleaned his room, right?” Without waiting for an answer, he went on. “I was his age and remember the days where the sheet rubbing on me could get me going. But Benny is past that, he’s a chronic masturbater.”


  “TMI, please.”


  “He does it out of anxiety as much as motivation for lack of a better word. He’s obsessed with porn and seeing it’s all older woman material you’d be perfect!”


  “He’s too young and I’m not first time material.”


  “I appreciate you having some morals,” he nodded. “I can’t help find it ironic that in a hotel full of sex workers posing as maids, I’d find the one who would say no.”


  “Sorry,” she remained steadfast. She may have teased him a little in the heat of the moment of being in the room with him, but now that she could think about it, she was doing the right thing for the first time today.


  “Alright,” he nodded. “It’s too bad, you’d really be helping him out, now and for when he goes off to school. Young girls can be cruel, they find out he’s a virgin he’ll get teased and might even embarrass himself during his first time, maybe freeze up and not be able to do it.”


  “Guess you’ll have to hope for the best.”


  “Then it’s all over the school and social media and he already has confidence issues with girls because he’s been so sheltered. That would be devastating, and he’s such a good kid.” He sighed. “But I guess you’re right, its sleazy and a lot to ask someone to do.”


  “Not here it’s not, but I’m not the person for it.”


  “Understood.” He shrugged, then extended his hand to her. “Nice meeting you, Beth.”


  She took his hand, and he pressed something into her palm.


  “No,” she said when she looked down and saw a room key with several hundred dollar bills folded around it. “I can’t take this.”


  “The key is an extra, and the money is yours to keep,” he backed away his hands up. “Whether you earn it or consider it compensation for my wife’s shitty behavior, that’s your choice.”


  He put his back to her and walked away. Beth looked back at the roll of hundreds in her hand. There had to be at least a thousand dollars there.


  “Ben,” she followed him. “I…”


  “Maybe its best if you don’t.” he had reached the elevator and was stepping into it. “After all,” he spoke to her as the door began to close between them. “Just think how pissed his mother would be.”


  The door closed leaving Beth staring at the elevator, the money gripped in her hand.


  A payback fuck, isn’t that what had landed her in the first place?


  Beth hit the button for the first floor and waited for the elevator. She was going to do the right thing this time. Yup, the right thing, the absolute right thing.


  “A little something to compensate you for your time.” Helen’s words flashed through her mind.


  “Bitch,” Beth whispered.


  She saw the nasty smirk that accompanied her words as plain of day in her mind’s eye.


  That nasty smirk from a woman wearing jewelry that was worth more than Beth’s car. A snotty arrogant bitch who treated her son like shit.


  “Easiest money you’ll make today.”


  Beth glanced at the money in her hand and turned away from the elevator.


  “We’ll see about that,” she whispered as she tucked the money into her thigh high.




  Chapter 6


  


  Beth walked down the hallway her heart already racing at the thought of what she was going to do. All the moral arguments she’d made with herself were out the window. Benny was 18, an adult, and a good kid who needed help getting over his shyness.


  His father was right, if he went to a big school like that without any experience with women he could end up being used, or worse, humiliated in the exact way his father described. That’s why she was doing this, to help a nice kid who was being deprived of all the fun a good-looking boy his age should be having.


  “That’s it, Beth,” she mumbled. “Justify.”


  She reached the room and looked at the key in her palm. If he were too nervous she’d stop. She wanted to give him a good time and have some fun in the process, but if he seemed like he really wasn’t sure, she wouldn’t push.


  Something told her that wasn’t going to be the case. As Evan had said when she described her encounter with Kyle, she could be very persuasive. She slipped the key into the door, hoping it wouldn’t make too much noise.


  The lock made a barely audible click, and she eased the door open. Even though the carpet was thick, she still removed her shoes to enter as quietly as possible. The short hallway that led to the suite allowed her to enter without being seen and gave her a view of the main area.


  The TV was off and there was no sign of Benny on the couch or any of the chairs. The bedroom was to her left and as she crept towards the doorway she heard moaning.


  “Fuck me! That’s its baby! Give it to me! Oh, fuck yeah!”


  Beth peeked around the door to see Benny naked in the bed, his tablet in one hand, his cock in the other as he watched the movie. Her eyes lingered on a cock as magnificent as the rest of his body.


  Long, thick, and hard, the type of hard only a young man was capable of achieving, even after he’d spent the prior night and the morning using up lube and tissues. The former was next to his hip, where it had fallen onto its side, leaking its contents onto the sheet.


  The way his cock glistened told her he’d used quite a bit of it. His father hadn’t been kidding, if he’d made that mess in one night, and was going back at it as soon as his mother had left, he did have a problem,


  Beth sucked on her lower lip as she watched him stroke his cock. He was doing it slowly, edging himself as he watched the movie, or maybe having come so many times, there was no sense of urgency to get off right away.


  Her gaze drifted from his cock to roam along his body. He had the sheet off to the side, covering his left leg and hip, but the rest of his body was exposed. The muscles in his forearm moved as he stroked, and his hard stomach even tighter from pleasuring himself. She stared at his balls, his large and probably already once again full balls.


  They kept filling, and he kept jerking off because they’d never been properly drained. Coming into tissues or all over the sheet was not a substitute for a warm willing mouth or an even warmer cunt.


  Beth knew where he could find both, especially the latter as she was feeling quite warm, as well as wet between her legs. Already knowing how this was going to end, she slipped the money from her stockings and put it down on small table in the hallway.


  Lifting her skirt, she worked her fingers into the thong and eased it down, releasing a soft moan as it peeled away from her already moist sticky slit. She stepped out of it and dropped it on the table next to the money.


  Beth then stepped quickly into the bedroom and yelled.


  “Oh my god, what the hell are you doing?”


  “Holy shit!” Benny gasped.


  Beth had to struggle to hold back a laugh as he dropped the tablet, and quickly yanked the sheet up. The tablet hit the floor, and the bottle of lube went into the air when he pulled the sheet, but the look on his face took the prize.


  In seconds he’d turned beet red, and his eyes were so wide they looked as if they were going to fall out of his head. His jaw worked as if he wanted to say something, but all that came out was a stammering, “I…I…was…”


  “You’re making a mess is what you’re doing!” Beth strode up to the foot of the bed, hands on her hips and doing her best to glare angrily at him.


  She doubted she was that good of an actress, but Benny was too flustered to know the difference.


  “I…I’m sorry!” He had pulled the sheet up to his chest, holding the edges of it like a little kid.


  Except a little kid wouldn’t have a prominent tent pitched below his waist.


  “You should be!” Beth exclaimed, throwing her hands up for effect. “I was just in here and had to change your sheets and clean up all your nasty tissues. I come back in and here you are messing them up again!”


  “But its…it’s my bed.”


  “No, it’s the hotel’s bed, and I work for the hotel. You think I have all day to keep coming in here because you can’t go an hour without jacking off?”


  “Sorry, but I…” he looked away from her. “Kind of need to.”


  “You don’t need to, you want to.” Beth lifted her leg and placed her right knee on the bed. “You like playing with your cock, don’t you?”


  “That’s…how did you get in here, anyway?”


  “Don’t turn this around on me!” Beth scolded him. “You’re the one in trouble.”


  “Trouble?”


  “Yes, trouble! I’m going to complain that I have to keep changing them and that means I can’t be taking care of other people.”


  “Don’t get me in trouble!” My mom thinks doing this is disgusting. She’s always telling me not to do it.”


  No surprise there, Beth thought, and felt bad she was teasing him, but she would make it worth his while.


  “Doing it is one thing but look at those stains! You really have to use that nasty lube?”


  Benny stared helplessly at her.


  “Well? Why do you use it?”


  “It feels better I guess.”


  “All about you,” Beth sighed. “It feels better for you. Who cares the maid will have to change your sheets again?”


  “You don’t have to; I mean not until tomorrow.”


  “You’re going to sleep with them like that? All oily, and don’t think I don’t know what those other crusty stains were.” She scrunched her face up. “Now I have to deal with that nasty shit again?”


  “I’ll change them, just show me where they are.”


  “No, that’s what I get paid to do, right? I’m only good for one thing, cleaning your mess.” She snapped her fingers and pointed. “Let’s go, get out of the bed so I can do my job.”


  “Now?”


  “Yes, now. You think I have time to wait for you to finish?”


  “But…”


  “Let’s go!” Beth clapped her hands. “Out of the bed, now.”


  “But I’m naked!”


  He said it so seriously, Beth had to bite down on her lip not to laugh.


  “Oh, well, guess you should have thought of that. It’s one in the afternoon, most people aren’t naked.”


  “Yeah, but…”


  “Out of bed, now. I have other rooms to clean.”


  “Then do those and come back.”


  “Now I have to change my schedule for you? Not happening, kid, and if you don’t like it then tough, because if you weren’t making another mess I wouldn’t have to do it.”


  “Please? I…hey!”


  Beth had grabbed the bottom of the sheet and yanked it back. Caught off guard it slipped from Benny’s hands. With a look of panic on his face that was even more priceless than when she’d first surprised him, he covered his cock with his hands.


  “Give that back!”


  “Nope, its dirty, can’t have a guest covering themselves with dirty sheets, now can we?”


  “Please?”


  “Aww, you embarrassed?” Beth teased as she slid her other leg up on the bed, so she was now kneeling at his feet.


  “Yes!”


  “I don’t know why; you have nothing to be ashamed of.” Beth couldn’t help sucking on her lower lip as she took in his hard young body.


  “Well, I am, can I have the sheet back?”


  “I’ll tell you what’s a shame,” she ignored his pleas. “That a boy as fine as you with a cock that big is jerking off like it’s a sporting event, instead of sticking it in some pretty young thing’s tight little twat.”


  “You…you talk really dirty.”


  “Oh? Should I clean up my language too?” she asked while sliding further up the bed, so she was between his knees. “I mean, I may as well, seeing I have to clean everything else, while you get to be dirty all the time.”


  “I’m not dirty.”


  “No? How about you show me that cock? I saw the lube, you made it all sticky and nasty again, didn’t you?”


  “Can you just leave?”


  “Not until I do my job, after all that’s all you think I want to do all day, so I may as well do it.”


  “There’s nothing to…hey!” He cried out when she slapped the backs of his hands with hers.


  “For god’s sake stop being a little boy and move your fucking hands!”


  Between the slap and her tone, Benny’s hands jerked back enough for hers to slide under them. He groaned when she quickly wrapped her right hand around his cock.


  “Oh!” Benny groaned as she gave it a squeeze. “You…you can’t do that!”


  “Do what?” she smiled innocently as she slowly pumped his oily cock in her hand. “All I’m doing is trying to clean off this cock. Rub all that nasty lube off.


  “But…I…” he stuttered while trying to put his hand on her arm to stop her.


  “No buts. Let me do my job or I’ll get in trouble.” She brushed his hand away and noted it didn’t take much effort to do so. “Now put your arms over your head so you don’t get your hands dirtier than they are and let me take care of this mess.”


  Benny’s attempt at a reply turned into a moan when she jerked him harder. God he was fucking hard! So hard she felt him throbbing in her hand. Youth and enthusiasm, only a boy his age could whack off all night, and morning and still be this hard again.


  “Yeah,” she whispered when he didn’t make another attempt to move her hand. “That’s it, you lie back and relax and let’s get this taken care of.


  “That feels so good,” he breathed his eyes glued to her hand gliding along his shaft.


  “It does,” Beth’s voice contained a tremble of excitement. “Damn, you have a big fucking cock.”


  “I…guess so.”


  “I know so,” Beth put her other hand on him, now using both fists to pump him. “Trust me, I’ve seen my share of cocks, and this is one of the biggest.”


  She wasn’t lying. It had looked good from when she’d peeked into the room, but now that she had it in her hands, she was surprised at how long and thick it was. She slid her left hand down his shaft and cupped his balls.


  Benny groaned as she gently squeezed them before lightly teasing her long red nails over them. Like his raging hard on, his once again full balls were a testament to his age. His age and the fact they’d never been properly drained.


  “These need cleaning too,” she massaged them while stroking his cock. “Can’t do my job halfway now can I?”


  “I think I’m dreaming.” There was a tremble of excitement in his voice and she smiled when he put his arms over his head like she’d asked him to.


  “I know I’m not, because I’m not cleaning in my dreams,” she gave a dramatic sigh. “Especially not anything this messy.”


  She released his cock and looked at her now slick hands.


  “Now I’m all slimy. Better get rid of this before I get it all sticky too.”


  Beth grabbed the hem of her dress and peeled it over her head, tossing it to the floor.


  “Jesus,” Benny sat up, his mouth open and his eyes on her breasts. “You’re…naked.”


  “Nothing gets past you,” Beth rolled her eyes, then leaned forward and put her hand on his shoulder, shoving him back down to the pillow. “I told you to lay back and let me take care of this.


  “S…sorry,” he fell back onto the bed, his eyes roaming over her body and lingering on the patch of dark hair between her thighs.


  “No, you’re not. If you were sorry you wouldn’t have made a mess of yourself.” Beth took his cock back in her hand, this time jerking him faster than before. “I don’t know if I’m ever going to get this stuff off you.”


  Benny’s hands were now by his sides, his fingers moving as if he were dying to touch her but afraid to. Beth leaned further over so the tip of his cock slid between her breasts and down her stomach, leaving a trail of precum on her soft skin.


  She lowered herself further, so her nipples were grazing his chest and moved side to side. Benny swallowed hard and released a soft moan as his cock slid across her belly, and Beth made a similar sound as her hard nipples worked across his chest.


  Her hair fell across his chest adding more sensation to what she knew was already the best experience of his life. Beth lifted her head to see him staring at her, and slipping her tongue out, flicked it across his left nipple.


  He gasped in surprise then moaned when she traced a slow wet circle around it before sucking it between her lips. His cock jumped in her hand and his body tensed as she trailed her tongue across his muscular chest to suck on his other nipple.


  “Need to make sure they’re clean too.” She placed a soft kiss on his erect flesh, then rose higher, bracing herself on her elbows.


  She rocked back and forth, now sliding her breasts from along his cock and up his stomach and lower chest, then back again. His dripping cock worked along her body, and his thighs trembled around her as he teased his sensitive head with her soft flesh.


  “Getting me all sticky now,” she clucked her tongue. “What am I going to do with you?”


  “Anything you want,” his voice was barely audible. “Damn you have big tits.”


  “These tits?” Beth eased back so his cock was between her tits and gave them a shake, slapping his cock with them. “You like them?”


  “Love them.”


  “Then you won’t mind me using them to help get you cleaned up?” Beth squeezed her breasts between her arms, pressing them around his cock.


  She moved up and down, sliding his cock between her soft tits, and Benny’s moan was so loud she had to hold back a laugh. But there was nothing funny about the big pulsing dick she was titty fucking.


  “Go ahead, move your hips,” she told him. “Work that dirty cock between those big tits.”


  Benny moved, tentatively at first then faster. Beth was sure the increased speed had little to do with confidence as much as how good it felt.


  “Can I touch them?”


  “With those sticky hands?”


  “Please?”


  “No,” she was enjoying the control she had over him. “You’re not clean yet.”


  “I…I’m not going to get clean,” he moaned as he desperately thrust his cock through her tits.


  “You’re right,” Beth bounced up and down, sliding her tits around him faster. “This is just smearing everything around.”


  She stopped moving and he whined in frustration when she let her tits go and slid back so his cock was no longer between them.


  “Please don’t stop!’ Benny begged her. “I was going to…”


  “Going to what? Make an even bigger mess?” Beth shook her head. “Good thing I stopped.”


  Benny stared at her helplessly as his cock twitched in front of her.


  “But I was so close!” The pathetic whimper made her smile, but when her eyes fell on his cock, it faded, and her tongue slid slowly over her red lips. God, it looked good.


  “But if I let you finish its going to go everywhere!” Beth took his cock in her hand once more. “You think I’m wipe all that cum off you?”


  His hand came up, reaching for his cock, but she caught his wrist and pushed it back onto the bed.


  “No touching,” she playfully berated him while she continued to tease his tormented cock. “You’ll make another mess.”


  Benny stared at her, then with a groan let his head fall back on the pillow in defeat.


  “Hmm,” Beth lowered her head until her lips were inches from his tip which was an angry shade of purple. “Unless maybe there’s a way you can’t make a mess all over the bed.”


  She blew lightly on his cock, making it jump in her hand.


  “If only there was somewhere all big hot load could go other than all over you and the bed.”


  Beth flicked her tongue across the tip of his cock and his hips jerked, pushing his spongy head against her chin, and smearing it with pre-cum. Losing control, she turned her head and nuzzled her cheek against his cock like a lust crazed kitten.


  She moaned at the sensation of his hard hot flesh sliding along her face. Even the sticky lube rubbing off on her added an additional dirty thrill. She turned her head, rubbing his cock on the other side of her face, and her as swayed behind her as she continued to tease herself as much as she was Benny.


  “That looks hot,” he was back to staring at her, a look of hopeful anticipation on his face as Beth was now slapping his cock hard against her cheek.


  “Does it? You like seeing me get all sticky from your sloppy dick?”


  Beth slid the tip of his cock along her cheek, squeezing it and leaving a trail of pre cum on her face as she drew it to her lips. She inhaled sharply for show, and licked her red lips, her tongue barely an inch from his straining cock.


  “Smells good,” she gave his head a quick lick. “Cherry flavored.” She licked him again, this time placing her tongue in the middle of his shaft and sliding it to the tip.


  “Hmm,” she purred. “This is like a big hard lollipop, isn’t it?”


  “Please,” Benny whined.


  “Please what?” Beth gave him a wide eyed look of confusion. “Keep cleaning?”


  “Yes, I mean no, I mean…you know what.”


  “Do I?” Beth saw the look of pure exasperation in his face. “Fine, I guess I should stop stalling, this cock isn’t going to clean itself, now is it?”


  Beth’s plan was to take it slowly into her mouth, work him down her throat inch by inch and make him squirm. But the moment she slipped her soft red lips over his swollen head, Benny released a shuddering moan, that caused her to take him deep into her mouth in one smooth suck.


  “Oh my god!” Benny gasped as Beth bobbed her head, noisily slurping on his sticky cherry flavored dick. “I…I’m getting my dick sucked!”


  Beth would have laughed at his youthful excitement, but not only was her mouth full of hard young flesh, but she had released a low moan of her own. God, she needed this! A hot young guy, a big hard cock in her mouth, and knowing full well it was going to be stuffing her hot wet cunt before they were done.


  She didn’t care how many times he’d come since last night; she was going to suck him off, and then suck him hard again and ride him in a way he only thought happened in the movies he whacked off to.


  She still had her hand on his and when his free hand came up, she caught that one as well and pushed it down, holding them by his sides as she showed off by giving him a hands-free blow job.


  Beth released him from her mouth and as his cock bobbed in front of her, she fluttered her tongue up and down the length of his shaft. Benny was moaning, and when her eyes met his they were as wide as saucers and his expression a mixture of excitement and disbelief as if he still thought this wasn’t real.


  Beth lowered her head and sucked on his balls, causing his hands to grip the sheet beneath hers. She took her time, slathering his swollen sac with her tongue in between gently sucking on each of his balls.


  She ran her tongue back up his shaft, and slid his cock along her face, before managing to capture his head between her lips without the use of his hands. She bobbed her head more slowly this time, and opening wider, managed to take him all the way down.


  “Oh shit,” he groaned. “That’s…damn you’re good at that!”


  Beth giggled around his cock, then further demonstrated her skills by slipping her tongue out and sliding it over his balls. She shook her head, working his sensitive tip around her mouth and back of her throat.


  “Shit!” Benny grunted and his legs tightened around her as the move brought him close to the edge. “I…I think I’m going to…”


  His words turned into loud moan when Beth resumed bobbing her head. She went fast and sloppy, keeping her mouth open more than necessary to allow drool to slide down his cock and to make the sloppy gurgling to add an additional thrill for him.


  “Yeah, oh, yeah!” Benny’s voice was getting high in pitch as his cock pulsed in her mouth. “D…don’t stop, please don’t stop!”


  He turned his hands over, his fingers lacing between hers and gripping tightly in his excitement. Beth thought the move was adorable, but there was nothing adorable about the way he lost control of his hips and was now driving his dick into her descending mouth.


  Beth didn’t mind, to the contrary it got her wetter and further drove her lust. No girl his age was going to suck his cock like this, and she was thrilled to be not only the first, but odds are the best head he’d get for some time.


  “Yeah, yeah, shit!” Benny cried out embarrassingly loud as his cock erupted, filling Beth’s mouth with hot cum.


  She continued to suck his spurting cock, her eyes rolling back at the way the warm sticky load slid over her tongue and down her throat. Beth slipped her right hand from his, and cupped his balls, rubbing them and coaxing everything he had from them.


  He had a lot, Beth had cleaned up the results of several loads from last night, possibly the morning, and he’d sent several long thick spurts into her mouth. Not that she mined, Beth sucked greedily, working for every drop while she pictured his bitch mother mocking her.


  “S…stop! Stop!” Benny squirmed as she swirled her cum coated tongue around the raw nerve the tip of his cock had become. “Oh, god, it feels too good!”


  Beth tormented him for another minute, loving the way he writhed on the bed until his hand found its way into her hair and tried to push her off. She slipped his cock from between her lips, and while looking him in the eye, let some of his cum drool from her mouth back onto his twitching dick.


  “Damn it, now I made a mess.” Keeping her eyes on his, she took him back in her mouth and slurped the cock from his shaft.


  “That was…holy shit,” Benny gave her an ear to ear grin. “I just got a blow job.”


  “Be more fun when you can last longer.” Beth rose to her knees and stared down at his fine young body. “Benny my boy, with your looks and that dick, you are going have those little sluts lining up for you.”


  “My mom says I should wait for a nice girl.”


  “Your mom’s a prig with a pole up her ass.” As she spoke her eyes were on his cock.


  His still twitching, still hard cock. Youth an enthusiasm.


  “She would shit if she knew what just happened.” His eyes were also on her, taking in her tits, then glancing down between her thighs. “You won’t tell, right?”


  “What happens at the Alpha stays at the Alpha.” Beth gripped his cock and squeezed it hard enough to make him groan and to cause one last pearly white drop to ooze from his tip. “You’re still so fucking hard.”


  So hard, and she was so wet and horny.


  “Yeah, does that a lot,” he gave her a sheepish smile. “Sometimes I can jerk off back to back when I’m really into a movie.”


  “You can come back-to-back,” Beth whispered as she pumped him in her fist, her pussy gushing at his words.


  “Still sticky too,” she sighed as pumped him. “I think there’s only one way to get this thing clean.” Beth swung her fishnet clad leg over his hip while rising on her other knee.


  “You…what are you doing?” Benny’s breath caught when Beth hovered over his cock and slid his head over her aching and very moist clit, releasing a low moan as she moved it in a slow circle around it.


  “Say goodbye to your virginity, baby,” Beth slid the head of his cock through her wet lips and eased his head inside her.


  Benny’s mouth opened, but between nerves and experiencing his cock entering a woman for the first time, he was speechless. Beth slowly lowered herself onto him, and unlike when she sucked him, managed to keep control, and ease him into her.


  He moaned like a bad actor in a porn, when Beth had him fully inside her, but she had no room to talk as she released one almost as loud as her pussy spread around his large head and thick shaft.


  Bracing her hands on his chest, she lifted her other leg over his hip, and now straddling him, rocked her hips, working his cock inside her at this point sloppy wet cunt.


  “Fuck yeah,” Beth breathed as she now moved her hips in a circular motion, grinding into him. “How’s that, honey? How’s it feel to have your cock inside a woman?”


  “Fucking amazing,” he went to put his hands on her hips, but she caught his wrists and brought his hands to her tits.


  She moaned as he eagerly squeezed them, his large hands covering a good portion of them. Beth leaned over, grabbing the headboard and pumped her hips, riding him as he played with her tits.


  “Fuck you’re hard, and so deep,” Beth whispered as she rode him harder. He’d just come so she saw no reason to take her time. “Don’t be shy, Benny, you’re fucking me! Play with my nipples, get them between your fingers.”


  He did as she asked and she closed her eyes, sighing as he rolled her swollen rosy nubs between his thick fingers. He was now moving his hips, he’d started slowly, but was picking up the pace, and Beth matched his rhythm, driving down on his rising cock.


  The bed rocked as she fucked him harder, pounding down on his seemingly inexhaustible cock. This was just what she needed. No, there was one more thing she needed.


  “I need to come, baby,” she breathed as she stared down at him. “You want to make me come?”


  “I don’t know how,” he replied as his eyes stared between them, watching his cock repeatedly vanish inside her.


  “I’ll show you,” Beth swung her leg over him, briefly marveling at the sight of his glistening and still fully erect cock. “And after you get me off, you’re going to really fuck me.”


  She rolled onto her back and wantonly spread her legs.


  “Get down there and get your first taste of pussy, baby.”


  Benny rolled over, but on top of her, rather than between her legs and surprised her with a kiss. It was more forceful than she expected, and awkward, his lips almost missing hers, before sliding over to press against them.


  His knee was between her legs, and she closed them, and ground her wet cunt against it as she returned the kiss, her arms sliding around his neck. Benny moaned when she pushed her tongue between his lips, while running her nails over his shoulders and down his back.


  His wet cock pressed into her hip and he worked his, sliding it across her. As much as she enjoyed the kiss, Beth needed more, and needed it now. She pushed on his shoulders and whispered.


  “Suck those tits, honey,” she laughed. “Time for you to try and clean me up.”


  Benny slid down the bed, his cock leaving a sticky trail along her inner thigh, but all she cared about was how enthusiastically he sucked her right nipple into his mouth.


  “That’s it,” she moaned, her fingers running through his hair. “Suck that titty! Show me how much you like them!”


  Benny showed her, switching to her other breast and this time swirling his tongue around her nipple before sucking on it. His hand was on her other breast, squeezing it and rubbing his thumb over her nipple.


  He went back and forth, licking and sucking and getting better as he went. His hands roamed over her body, her tits, her arms, stomach and down her upper thighs.


  “Like those stocking? They’re going to feel good wrapped around you after I come.”


  “I like it all,” he whispered into her left breast. “God, you’re so hot!”


  “Hot and wet,” she once again put her hands on his arms. “Now get down there and eat that pussy.”


  Benny slid down onto his stomach between her legs, and she prepared to tell him to spread her open. Instead, she cried out in surprised pleasure when he buried his face into her hot pink flesh.


  He slathered his tongue all over her, licking up and down, side to side while running his hands along her stocking clad thighs. He wasn’t much for skill, but his enthusiasm and the way his tongue worked between her lips had her moaning and pumping her hips.


  “Inside,” she instructed. He licked his way lower, and Beth lifted her hips, guiding his tongue. “Right there, shove it…Yes!”


  Beth squealed when he plunged his tongue inside her and mimicking her, shook his head, working his tongue around inside her wet slit.


  “In and out,” she said in a breathy voice. “Tongue fuck me.”


  Benny bobbed his head back and forth, his tongue sliding pumping into her. Beth, raised her legs, placing her feet on his upper back and admiring the way the black fishnets looked on his skin.


  He slid his hands closer to her pussy as he continued to probe her with his tongue and when his thumb grazed her clit, she whimpered and thrust her hips, smearing her sticky cunt in his face.


  “That’s the spot, baby,” she cooed. “But I want that soft wet tongue there.”


  Benny proved to be good at following instructions, sliding his tongue from inside her and through her lips up to her throbbing clit.


  “Hmm, that’s it, baby,” Beth playfully slid her feet along his back while slowly rocking her hips into his tongue. “Lick that clit, then suck on it, but nice and easy.”


  Benny swirled his tongue around her, before taking her pink nub between his lips and sucking.


  “Fingers inside me,” Beth sighed as she cupped her tits, and captured her nipples between her fingers. “I ow!” she gasped when he roughly jammed three fingers into her hard enough to hurt.


  “Sorry!” Benny withdrew his fingers and eased his head back. “I didn’t mean to…”


  “It’s okay,” Beth hooked her foot around his head and pushed him back to her needy pussy. “Just go easy, one at a time.”


  Benny quickly went back to bathing her clit with his tongue and this time very slowly easing his finger inside her. He moved it in and out, and Beth whispered. “Put another one in.”


  Benny added his second finger, this time more boldly and she moaned as he wiggled them inside her. His tongue was all over her clit, licking her every which way as if he were trying to figure out what she liked best or was afraid to do it the same way for too long.


  If Beth had already come and Benny had more experience, she might have been impatient, but this was the first time her clit had been touched by something other than plastic or her own finger, and it felt just fine.


  The thought she was his first taste of pussy added enough thrill to compensate for his lack of polish, and her legs were already tensing as she felt a much needed orgasm building deep within her.


  “There you go, honey,” she moaned as she twisted her nipples harder. “Just like that, keep that tongue moving.” She emitted a naughty giggle. “Got to get it all clean, right?”


  “Hmm-mm!” Benny moaned into her flesh as his tongue moved faster, fluttering over her clit.


  “Get that other finger in there, keep that pussy ready for that big fucking cock you’re going to be shoving in there.”


  She gasped when he added his other finger, and her hips jerked, driving them deep. She tugged on her nipples stretching them to where it bordered on painful. Her hips rocked faster as her pussy stretched around his thick fingers, and her toes curled into his shoulders.


  “Right there,” Beth whimpered, sounding as pathetic as he had earlier. “Keep licking, baby! A real man always makes his lady come, show me what a man you are!”


  Benny’s licking picked up pace and his fingers moved harder in his rush to get her to come. This time Beth didn’t complain about the way his fingers thrust into her, as her ass lifted off the bed, and her legs straightened alongside him.


  “Yeah,” she gasped. “Yeah, baby, right there,” she whined as she hung on the edge. “Suck it! Suck that…. fuck yeah!”


  Beth threw her head back and howled when Benny sucked her clit hard enough to smack his lips, just as he drove his fingers inside her. She released several long high pitched squeals as her hips went wild and her pussy contracted around his fingers.


  Benny did his best to keep licking her as she ground her pussy into his face and her legs lifted, clamping around his shoulders, and pinning him between her thighs. Beth’s high-pitched noises turned into a low guttural growl as the last of the wave of the powerful orgasm flowed through her and her pussy gushed around his fingers.


  “Baby, you made me come hard.” Beth sighed as she let her fall from his shoulders. “I needed that,” she smiled up at him where he was now kneeling between her legs. “Speaking of hard, how about you give me some more of that cock?”


  Benny gave her a nervous look, then glanced down.


  “I…um, guess I’m a little tired.”


  Beth noticed his cock was only semi hard. There was no way she wasn’t getting seriously fucked after coming like that, and quickly sat up. Sliding down the bed so his knees were between her thighs, she grabbed his cock, lowered her head, and took him into her mouth.


  “Goddamn,” Benny groaned as Beth sucked him hard and fast.


  Her lips pressed tightly around his soft flesh, and her tongue working around his oozing head, Beth went at it with all her skill, intent on getting him ready for what she hoped would be a good hard fuck.


  “Oh…yeah…oh!” he moaned and whimpered over her, his hands going into her hair and gripping it as Beth continued to work for her prize.


  She released an excited moan when his cock swelled between her lips and her head bobbed further as there was now more flesh to suck. More hard flesh. She slurped and sucked while stroking his cock and rubbing his balls, doing everything she could to have him as hard as he was before.


  When her mouth was completely full of once again throbbing cock, she leaned up and threw herself back on the bed. Putting her feet up on his chest, she reached down between them, and grabbed his cock.


  She guided it between her legs, and cried out when Benny, thrilled to be hard again, plunged his cock inside her with one long hard thrust.


  “Yes!” she squealed as he pumped his hips, slamming his cock into her. “That’s it, baby! Give it to me!”


  Like his licking, Benny’s thrusts weren’t consistent, going from long and slow to short and desperate. Some he buried himself balls deep within her, others he only entered halfway before sliding back.


  But the size of his cock, and the residual effect of her orgasm had Beth yipping in pleasure each time he entered her. Benny put his hands on her bent knees and leaned forward, now pounding her deeper.


  Beth grabbed his hands and yanked them to her tits, groaning as she squeezed them hard while he fucked her.


  “Yes, yes, yes!” she encouraged him. “Just like that! Keep fucking me! Pound that sloppy fucking cunt!”


  His eyes widened at her language, but he fucked her harder, finally finding some rhythm and now using long, delicious strokes that had her tits jiggling in his hands and her eyes rolling back. Beth stared up at him, loving the way he was smiling down while watching his young glistening cock pounded her hot mature pussy.


  “So big so hard!” she moaned, and not to make him feel good, he was giving her a damn good pounding at this point.


  Beth slid her hand between them and rubbed her clit with two fingers.


  “I want to come on your cock!” she hissed. “Make me do it! Fuck me as hard as you want!”


  She squealed as he took her up on that, his hips going into overdrive as he hammered away at her. Beth’s red tipped fingers blurred over her clit, working side to side as she watched him fuck her.


  Everything was perfect. His amazing cock, the look of lust and delight on his face, his hands on her tits, and even her feet on his shoulders, her red toenails showing through the dark material of the stocking.


  “Ohhh,” she purred as her thighs were already trembling. “I’m going to come again! All over your big dick, baby! You are giving it to me so fucking good!”


  Benny smiled then lifting his hand from her tits, grabbed her ankles and shocked her by pushing her legs back. She squealed when he bent her legs back until her feet were over her head and her ass was off the bed.


  Her eyes felt like the cherries in a slot machine as they rolled back at the end of each powerful, and now much deeper thrust.


  “Saw this in a movie,” he managed to say in between his heavy breathing.


  “Not shy now,” Beth tried to smile, but all she could do was yelp when he continued his onslaught on her pussy.


  Her fingers kept moving and her legs straightened in the air as her hips moved as much as they could in her position. Benny put his hands on either side of her head, leaning his weight down on her and putting it to her even harder, his cock splitting her slick pink lips around it.


  “Fuck!” Beth gasped, then went into a series of sharp yelps as her second orgasm in the last few minutes tore through her.


  Benny moaned as her pussy quivered around him, gripping him tightly each time he entered her, and trying to hold him there, sucking at him when he eased back. Beth’s feet kicked in the air and she bucked and writhed beneath him as waves of pleasure tore through her while he continued to fuck her all but senseless.


  This time when the last of her orgasm passed through her, she released a shuddering moan, and lay there, arms and legs by her sides, as limp as a ragdoll as Benny pounded into her.


  He slowed down and gave her that nervous smile that now seemed out of place the way he’d been giving it to her.


  “Can you roll over?”


  “Yeah?” His request cut through her post orgasm feeling of weakness. “You want me on my knees? Ass in the air?”


  “Please?”


  “Baby, when you make a woman come twice and fuck her like this? She’ll do whatever you want.”


  Benny smiled as he eased his cock from her, and with a grunt of effort, Beth rolled onto her stomach. Rather than rise on her hands, she simply bent her legs beneath her, raising her ass and offering it to him.


  With a boldness gained from the way he’d satisfied her, Benny grabbed the cheeks of her ass, squeezed them, then slammed his cock into her. Beth’s eyes bulged as he went to town, hammering into her with thrusts hard enough to rock the bed.


  “Fuck yeah!” she called out. “That’s it, baby! Look at you taking me! Just fucking me, using that pussy!”


  Benny’s hands went to her hips, then slid up her back, pushing on her as he leaned over to fuck her even deeper.


  “Deep!” she yelped. “So fucking deep!”


  Benny’s thrusts were getting shorter and his breathing harder. His hands trembled on her back, and Beth egged him on with her raunchy talk.


  “Pushing me down like this! That’s how you like me, baby? Face down ass up? You like just having your way with me? Fucking me goddamn silly, making me so weak I can’t move and stuffing my cunt with that big fucking dick?”


  “Oh, yeah!” Benny gasped. “I…I want to come on your tits!”


  “Then come on my tits!” Beth told him. “Just…oh my god!”


  Beth yelled as he gave her several long savage pumps that had her eyes wide and her mouth even wider as she gasped from the sheer force of his fucked. He pulled his cock out, and Beth forced herself to roll onto her back.


  Benny leaned over her, holding his cock, and she cupped her tits together for him. He groaned as he loosened his grip and sent a thick spurt of cum splashing onto her left breast. The second spurt caught the right, and they both moaned as he stroked his cock, moving it side to side to paint both her tits.


  Beth sighed as his hot cum slid down her tits and over her nipples and slipped her hand between his legs, rubbing his balls while he jacked off. When he finished he released his cock, then gasped when she grabbed it and pushing herself up on one elbow took him in her mouth.


  Benny whimpered as she sucked hard enough to hollow her cheeks and managed to milk a few more drops which she eagerly swallowed


  “Stop, I…I can’t…Oh!” Benny whined as she sucked him for a few more seconds then let him fall from her mouth.


  “Jesus, that was fucking amazing!” she whistled as she lay there, her cum covered tits heaving. “And I got paid for this!”


  “Who paid you?” Benny was sitting back, his hands on his knees trying to catch his breath. “Not my dad?”


  Idiot! She yelled at herself but recovered and smiled up at him as she ran her red nails along his rapidly deflating cock.


  “No, silly, the hotel pays me,” she released a long sigh. “Paid to get taken for a ride by a young stud.” She laughed, a loud genuine one, the kind of laugh she hadn’t heard from herself in months. “Best job ever!”


  “I don’t know if I’m a stud,” Benny shrugged.


  “Honey, I am twice your age with a lot more experience, and you have me feeling like I died and was brought back to life.” She sat up, shivering in delight as his cum slid down her tits and stomach.


  Giving him a quick kiss on the lips, she whispered in his ear. “Baby, you are going to make some girl every happy.”


  “Maybe more than one?” He asked. “I mean, I don’t have to get serious with the first girl, right? Maybe I should have some fun?”


  “If it’s just because she’s hot and thinks you’re hot, sure.” Beth told him. “But if she’s sweet, and sweet on you and you really like her? Then you hold onto that.” She winked. “But whichever comes first, okay?”


  “Okay.” He shook his head. “Sorry.”


  “About what?”


  “I made another mess.” He grinned and pointed to the load on her chest, another big one, damn this kid’s balls worked overtime.


  “You did,” she sighed, then leaning to her right, grabbed the sheet, and wiped it across her tits. “And guess what?”


  “What?” With a smile she held up the cum smeared sheet, then shoved it against his sweat slicked chest, sticking it there.


  “Looks like you have some cleaning up to do.”


  “Eww,” Benny grimaced as he peeled the sheet gingerly from his chest. “I thought that was your job.”


  “Honey,” Beth fondly kissed his cheek, then slid off the bed, and picked up her dress. “I just did my job.”


  She lifted the dress over her head, giving him one last look at her tits and pussy before slipping it down and smoothing it out.


  “Are you working tomorrow?” He asked hopefully. “We’re here two more days.”


  “It depends.” Beth turned away from him and walked out of the bedroom.


  “On what?” he called out behind her.


  “How much trouble I’m going to be in.”


  Beth slipped her shoes on and after tucking the money back into her stocking, picked up her thong and left the room. Closing the door behind her, and with a smile, thought about Benny’s mother as she hung the thong on the door handle.




  Chapter 7


  


  Beth picked up her cell from next to her as she lay on the couch and saw it was the call she’d been expecting, Carol.


  “Hey,” she answered.


  “Hey yourself. I was waiting for you to call at four, sooner actually.”


  “Oh, ye of little faith,” Beth laughed.


  “Oh, ye of little desire to even give it a try,” Carol replied. “How did it go?”


  “It had its ups and downs, only ran into four guests, one was a creep, two only wanted to watch while I cleaned the room. Rest no one was home.”


  “That’s three, what about the fourth?”


  “That one?” Beth asked. “I don’t remember.”


  “I don’t believe you.”


  “Would I lie to you my friend?”


  “I mean I don’t believe you did that. Screwed a kid after his mother told you to stay away from him.” Carol sighed. “Don’t learn do you?”


  “Apparently not,” Beth told her. “If you were there you’d have understood.”


  “Because she was a raving bitch or because he was young and hot?”


  “Little from column A…,” she trailed off, then asked. “Let me guess, she went running to the manager.”


  “She did, I mean you did leave a calling card after all.” Carol snickered. “Meaning you walked around bare ass the last hour of your shift.”


  “Guess that would explain the hundred dollar tips from the last two room I cleaned.


  “So yeah, she was not a happy camper.”


  “Sorry, I made you look bad.”


  “Don’t worry about it, anyway Lexi is going to be calling you sometime tonight.”


  “To tell me I’m fired?” Beth grunted. “Guess I’m two for two when it comes to payback fucks.”


  “No,” Carol laughed. “She’s calling to offer you a full-time job.”


  


  The End


  


  If you were intrigued by the Alpha Hotel, please be on the look out for “Full Service: Tales of the Alpha Hotel.” Due out this spring.
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