
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
    
      ANOTHER TRAILER PARK VIRGIN

    

    
      
        AR TABOO

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Another Trailer Park Virgin

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Truckstop Treasure

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Trailer Park Virgin

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

    

    
      
        Read Me Romance

      

      
        AR Taboo

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2023 by AR Taboo. All rights reserved.

      No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, email to riley_alexa@aol.com

      http://alexariley.com/

      Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Locales and public names are sometimes used for atmospheric purposes. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions, or locales is completely coincidental.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ANOTHER TRAILER PARK VIRGIN

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        His sister forced his hand.  

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          CLAY

        

      

    

    
      “Clay?” April calls out as she knocks on my bedroom door. I look up and make sure the lock is turned so she can’t just walk in. Then the knob jiggles, and I stop moving. “Clay, are you ready? It’s time to go.”

      “Shit,” I hiss to myself as I quickly pull out and reach for a towel. “Coming.” I grit my teeth as I wipe my cock off because I’m definitely not cumming, and now I’m going to be horny as fuck all day.

      “What are you doing in there?” She twists the knob, but thankfully it holds as I grab the sex toy and towel and shove it under the bed.

      Shoving my cock in my shorts, I notice the bottle of lube on the floor and kick it underneath with the rest of it. Once I’ve got my shirt on, I go to the door and yank it open.

      “I’m ready.”

      My sister is standing there in her cheer uniform, and I can’t help but notice how much of her bare stomach is showing and how short the skirt is. I’m still so fucking hard that I could have cum with only an extra sixty seconds, so all I can think about is rubbing against something soft like that inch of exposed skin or the inside of her thigh. Fuck, I need to stop thinking about her like this.

      “Are you okay?” She cocks her head to the side and appraises me. “You’re all sweaty.”

      “I thought you said we were going to be late.” I move around, and when I do, the front of my shorts brushes against her cheer skirt, and I hiss with painful need.

      “Hey, are you hurt?” She reaches out, and when her hand makes contact with my forearm, I stop moving. “Talk to me, Clay. You’ve been acting weird lately. Is everything all right?”

      “I’m fine.” I jerk out of her hold and storm to the front of our trailer. “Let’s just go, okay?”

      Having her hands on me is too much. It’s bad enough that I can’t stop thinking about my own sister when I do those things, but having her touch me makes it worse. It’s like it’s real, and that’s something that can never happen.

      “Thanks for the ride,” she says when she gets in my truck.

      “You’re welcome.” I pull on a baseball cap and turn out of the trailer park toward the high school.

      April is a senior, and it’s her last week of school. I graduated a couple of years ago, and it’s just been the two of us ever since. While she’s at school, I work at the factory down the road, and I’ve been saving up to send her to college. She’s so damn smart and beautiful that I know she’s going to go big places one day. Probably far away from here, but I try not to let that thought depress me.

      She pulls down the visor in my truck and reaches into her bag for her lip gloss. I come up to a red light, so I watch her as the wet wand glides over her full lips. The way she’s holding her mouth is in the shape of an O, and I think about what it would be like to slide my dick past those pretty pink lips. If I’m not careful, I’ll cum in my pants, so I turn away and keep my eyes on the road.

      “Damn,” she says after I start driving again.

      “What?” I glance over and see she’s got a look of worry on her face. “You forget something?” I’m already putting on my turn signal and pulling off on the side of the road.

      “No, I um, think I started my period?” She says it like a question, but does she expect me to know?

      “Do you need me to go to the store?” I’ve been so many times for her I’ve lost count, and I know what kind she uses.

      “Could you just check for me?” Before I can answer her, she turns in the seat and spreads her knees wide. Her cheer skirt rides up, and I can see the navy blue bloomers the cheerleaders wear under them. “Can you see anything?”

      I swallow hard at the sight of her like this, spread and open and probably wet. “I can’t.” I clear my throat and swallow again. “They’re dark, so I can’t see.”

      “Oh, let me pull them out of the way.” She innocently smiles as she reaches her hand between her legs and grabs the material of the bloomers.

      The dark navy material is pulled out of the way to reveal her pretty white cotton panties that are snug against her little cunt. I can make out the curve of her pussy lips, and with the way they’re wedged between them I see just how puffy they are.

      “You’re good,” I say when I don’t spot a stain. Then I force myself to look out the window so I don’t lose my control.

      “Really?” She seems skeptical as she tries to look down between her legs. “It’s so hard to tell with this uniform on.” It’s because her tits are so big she has to wear two sports bras with her uniform now. “Could you check again?”

      “April,” I warn because she's been doing this kind of thing more and more since she turned eighteen. She goes past what normal brothers and sisters are supposed to do. Like last night when she walked around wearing only my T-shirt and nothing else.

      “I don’t want to get embarrassed at school,” she says softly, and I sigh and turn back to look at her again. “Look closer and make sure.”

      When I lean forward a little bit, she tugs on the edge of her panties and slowly pulls them to the side. “Can you see anything?”

      The sight of her actual cunt not covered up is like seeing heaven. She’s clean-shaven and so fucking pink that it’s like cotton candy. She’s wet, and I can see how it’s coating her slippery clit and making it poke out between her pussy lips.

      “Like I said, you’re good.” I say as I slowly lean back in my seat and turn away from her. I try to breathe, but my body is vibrating with the need to touch her, taste her, fuck her.

      “Thanks, big brother.” She giggles a little, and I hear her moving around. “It’s not for another week or so, but I could swear I felt something. Oh well.”

      Oh well? Oh fucking well. She just showed me her virgin cunt and expects me to shrug it off. If I was a bastard, I’d fuck her right here to show her what she gets for flashing that around. I’d pop her cherry so fast she’d never pull that shit again.

      “You’re just wet,” I say as I pull away from the curb and turn toward her school.

      “Really? That’s weird. I was listening outside your bedroom door when I felt it start.”

      I have to squeeze the steering wheel so I don’t grab my cock and start jacking it off. She listened to me fuck my toy and got wet? How much more can I take before all my control snaps to pieces?

      With a strength I didn’t know I possessed, I pull up to the front of the school.

      “Thanks again,” April sing-songs as she grabs the door handle. “I tell everyone you give the best rides.”

      I try not to think about those words as she goes to leave. “Wait,” I call out, and she pauses with her hand on the door handle. “Don’t ask anyone else to check you.” I narrow my eyes on her so she knows I’m not teasing. “You understand me?”

      “You’re the only person I trust to look at me there.” She smiles so sweetly it hits me right between my legs. “I love you, Clay.” It’s the last thing she says before she hops out of the truck.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          APRIL

        

      

    

    
      On Wednesdays, I get to go home from school with my friend Gracie. We usually walk to get a milkshake and then hang out at my place for a while. Clay has to work late those days, and he doesn’t like me being home alone. He says I’m only allowed to hang out with Gracie, and I have to stay close to home.

      He’s really bossy, but I know it’s because he loves me. Even if he doesn’t say it.

      “So you showed it to him?” Gracie says as she sips her shake.

      “Yep, and he didn’t even flinch.” I sigh as I sit back on my bed and drink my shake too. “It’s like he doesn’t see me.”

      “Are you sure he’s into girls?” Gracie asks, and I think about the question.

      Gracie and I have been friends forever, and we live in the same trailer park. She knows how I feel about Clay and doesn’t judge me. The thing I love most about her is that when I confessed my feelings for my brother, she told me about her own secret desire for her dad and brother. Together. Ever since then, we’ve been close, and I’ve never been ashamed to talk to her about what I feel. She used to live with her mom, but when she was around thirteen, she got dropped off with her dad and brother and her mom never came back. They’ve been taking care of her since, and thankfully, she only moved a few trailers away.

      “I’m pretty sure he only likes girls,” I say and then nod to myself. “Yeah, just girls.”

      “Then maybe you should find out what he likes.” She shrugs as she checks her phone. “Dang, I’ve got to go. Daddy said him and Ty will be home early today, and I need to get dinner started.” When she gets off my bed and grabs her bag, she looks over at me. “You know what I would do?”

      “What?”

      “Snoop.” She smiles at me and wiggles her eyebrows. “I’m sure he’s got something you can find and then you can see what he’s interested in.”

      “You know what, that’s not a bad idea,” I say as before I give her a hug goodbye and wait for her to go.

      Once I’m all alone, I go into Clay's room and poke around a bit. It feels weird being in here without his permission, but what else am I supposed to do? Since my eighteenth birthday, he’s not taken any of my hints. Last night, I walked around the house wearing one of his old shirts that was so worn he could see right through it. At one point, I sat on the couch with my legs crossed, but instead of looking at me, he got up and said he was ready for bed. It was only nine o’clock.

      This morning, I let him get a good look at my kitty, and still he didn’t make a move. Doesn’t he see what I’m doing? I’ve wanted him for so long, and now that I’m old enough and he can finally do whatever he wants, he’s ignoring me.

      Getting on my hands and knees, I decide to peek under his bed. That’s when I see something long and rubbery. When I grab onto it, my fingers dig in a little because it’s squishy. Pulling it out, I see it’s a sex toy shaped like what’s between my legs. The outside feels like skin and then there's an opening that’s really small. For a moment I’m surprised because there’s no way he could fit anything in there.

      Beside the toy is a towel and bottle of lube, and then it hits me that Clay uses the toy to masturbate. For some reason, my cheeks heat, and I feel tingly between my legs. I’m picturing Clay with his cock inside this toy, and part of me really wants to watch.

      I rub my fingers across it, and I can’t get over how soft it is. There’s a button on the back, and when I press it, the toy begins to vibrate. I gasp at the feel of it and how strong the sensation is. It’s so shocking I quickly turn it off. What does it feel like for him when he uses it?

      What would it feel like for me?

      Peeking out the window, I see Gracie has gone home and Clay still has a long time before he comes home from work. Curiosity gets the better of me, and I climb on his bed with the toy in my hand. Surely I can play with it a little before he comes home, and he’ll never know.

      Wiggling out of my skirt and panties, I spread my legs and turn it on again. The vibration is loud as I hold the soft rubber of the toy between my kitty lips and begin to rub. I’ve touched myself before but never used anything like this, and I’m not prepared for how good it feels.

      Lying on his bed, I’m surrounded by the scent of Clay as I rub it faster and close my eyes. It’s so good, but I can’t help but think it would be even better if he was doing it to me. Maybe even with his mouth. I’ve heard the boys at school talking about licking kitty, and god how I want my brother to lick mine.

      The pleasure builds, and I pull it away so I don’t go too fast. I tease myself as I let it build and imagine Clay’s here with me. I rock my hips and grip the sheets as I moan, and I know I can’t wait much longer.

      “Clay,” I call out because I can’t help myself.

      “April?” His deep voice shocks me out of my almost orgasm, and I’m so surprised I fling the toy away.

      It lands with a soft thud at the end of the bed, but the vibrator part is still on, and it’s buzzing so loudly that I can’t pretend I wasn’t using it. I’m also completely naked from the waist down with my legs spread, so I can’t exactly deny much.

      “I’m sorry,” I squeak, but his eyes are almost black as they rake over me.

      More calmly than I expect, he reaches for the toy and then walks around the bed and holds it out for me. When I look up at him, his dark eyes narrow. “Finish what you started.”

      “Clay, I’m sorry—”

      “Fucking do it, April.” He angrily cuts me off. “You’ve teased me enough for one day, and I’ve been in pain ever since this morning.”

      I start to apologize again, but he shakes his head, so I take the toy.

      “Put that on your cunt while I watch.” He grabs his desk chair then puts it right beside the bed before he takes a seat. “You’re lucky I don’t fuck you dirty for that trick this morning.”

      Somehow my kitty throbs at the thought, and I put the toy between my legs. I can feel his eyes on my skin, and when I sneak a glance his way, I see he’s unbuttoning his pants. His cock springs out like a baseball bat on a coil and stands straight up. It’s leaking out of the tip, and he’s right: It looks painful. The head is dark and fat like it’s straining for release, and I can see the veins on it pulse with his heartbeat.

      “I’m sorry,” I say again as I start to rub. “I didn’t mean to tease you.”

      “Yes you did,” he snaps as he grabs his length and begins to stroke it. “You pretended to be innocent.” His grip on his cock tightens as he moves it faster. “Then I catch you in my bed saying my name while you rub your pussy.” He looks so mad as he jacks off. “You’re my sister. This isn’t right.”

      “But I love you,” I say as I whimper and rub the toy on my kitty in time with his own strokes. “How can it be wrong?”

      “We’re not supposed to do it.” More cum leaks from his cock as he says the words, so I spread my legs so that he can see between them better. “Put your fingers in it,” he demands.

      Using my other hand, I slide two fingers in my kitty, and he groans. “I’m pretending it’s you,” I say as I rock my hips.

      “Fuck.” He stands up so fast his chair falls over backwards.

      The sight of his cock full and thick while he jerks off next to me is all it takes to set me off. The orgasm is so powerful I cry out, and then I’m too sensitive to keep the toy on me. I toss it down on the bed as I watch him and a feeling of pleasure rolls over me.

      Before I know what’s happening, Clay is climbing on the bed. “Come here.” He grabs my hair and brings my mouth to the tip of his cock. “I’m gonna wash your mouth out with cum for that kind of talk.”

      He pushes my head down, and his cock surges all the way to the back of my throat. He’s too big for me to take all of it, but I barely get a lick before he’s cumming.

      “Driving me fucking crazy,” he hisses as I hurry to swallow his release. “You’re a baby brat.” More of his cum fills my mouth, and I moan at the way he’s using me. “Suck it, Sissy, and show me you’re sorry for making me do this.”

      I whimper with need all over again as he calls me the nickname he used when we were little. I greedily lick every inch of him I can reach and try to show him how much he means to me. When the last drop is down my throat, he pulls out and leaves me empty. I want his warmth back inside me, and I reach for him.

      “No,” he says, shaking his head as he puts his cock back in his pants. “This was a mistake, and it won’t happen again.”

      “That’s not fair.” I pout, and he stares at me.

      “Not fair? You think it’s fair I have to watch you bending over without panties on? You think it’s fair you leave the bathroom door open when you shower? You think it’s fair I have to hold you on my lap when we watch a scary movie while you wiggle and squirm?” He’s breathing heavily, and I can see the front of his pants is tented and full. He’s probably still in pain.

      “I mean it’s not fair you got licked and I didn’t.” I sit up on the bed with my knees apart. “I think I should get a lick too so we’re even.”

      He looks at my kitty that’s still tingly from my orgasm and then sucking his cock. He licks his lips and thinks for a second.

      “Fine. I’ll lick you, and then we’ll be even. Okay?” I nod quickly. “But that’s all we’re gonna do. Nothing else.”

      “What if we keep it a secret?” I offer, and he shakes his head.

      “No. It’s this or nothing. You want your licks or not?”

      Before he can finish the question, I’m sitting up and crawling toward him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          CLAY

        

      

    

    
      The factory closed early today so we all got sent home. Rick and Ty about ran out of there to get home to Gracie, and I can’t help but think something might be going on with them. That’s their little girl, so maybe they’re just excited to get home, but I see the way they look at her.

      What can I say? I was thinking about April all day and the way she let me look at her. She opened her legs and showed me what I’ve been jacking off too for far longer than is right. Then I come home and find her in my bed with her legs spread once again, only this time she’s rubbing her pussy and saying my name.

      “I can see how horny you are from here.” I kneel down on the floor as she climbs off of it and stands up. She walks toward me, and this way I’m eye level with her pussy. “You been walking around school all day like this?”

      “Maybe.” She steps apart, and I can see her wet pussy lips in front of me.

      “It’s not right. I’m doing this and then I want you out of my room. Don’t come in here asking me to do it again.”

      I look up at her, and she’s got on her cheerleading top but nothing else. She reaches out and touches my hair as I lean forward and run my tongue between her lips. Her moan is loud as she pushes her hips forward and I lick her again. She tastes like bubblegum. I slide my tongue over her clit, and the little nub is hard.

      “Is it okay?” she asks softly as she pushes it closer to my mouth.

      “You taste good, Sissy,” I say before I can help myself. I’m supposed to be mad at her but somehow eating her pussy makes me feel so fucking good. “Real good.”

      “I like it when you love on me.” She’s got both hands in my hair now, and she’s rocking her hips against my mouth. “When you make me feel special.”

      I suck on her clit, and she cries out a little as her fingers tighten in my hair. The smell of her and having her taste on me is too much, and I reach into my pants again. I start rubbing my cock again as she lets me eat her, and her little moans and whines have me panting.

      It’s been a long fucking day, so I don’t hold back as I cum all over my hands. Once I’ve pumped the last of it out, I rub it on her leg. I’m not sure why, but I like seeing it on her. She must like it too because she cums just as fast as she pushes her cunt against my mouth. I try to take it away, but she doesn’t let me.

      “One more, Bubba. One more, pretty please.”

      She’s using the name she used to call me when she was little, and I can’t tell her no. I suck on her pussy and push my fingers into her until she cums once more. This time, her legs give out, and she falls in my lap. When she does, I feel the heat of her pussy rub my cock, and we both still with wide eyes.

      “I’m sorry,” she whispers, but neither of us moves a muscle.

      I can feel her wet cunt that’s soft from all the orgasms right at the tip of my bare cock. “We can’t,” I say as I swallow hard. “It’s not right.”

      “But what if it feels good?” She’s the one to move first, and the head of my cock rubs over her clit.

      We both hold our breath as she does it again, and I shake my head. “There’s cum all over me.”

      Her breath is shaky as she slides the cum-covered tip to her entrance. “Can I feel it? Just this once?”

      “You’ve still got your cherry. It’ll hurt.” I should pull her off my lap right now before this goes too far, but as she teases me and keeps rubbing the tip, I don’t move.

      “But you’re my Bubba. You’ll be gentle.” She presses down on the head, and I can feel her virgin pussy trying to stop me.

      “Don’t, Sissy,” I say and grab her hips.

      “I don’t want anyone to have my cherry but you.” She touches my bottom lips with her finger and then cups my face. “I love you, Bubba. Don’t you love me?”

      My chest aches and my cock swells. “You know I do.”

      “You don’t say it.” She pouts, and I hate when she does that.

      “Because it’s not that easy.” Ever so slowly, she slides down until the full head of my cock is inside her hot little cunt.

      “We don’t have to tell anyone.” She leans down, and her lips brush mine.

      When I feel her slick tongue touch mine, I groan and feel my resolve waver. “You promise?” I say, and she nods eagerly.

      “Come on, Bubba, don’t you want me?”

      “More than anything.” Grabbing her hips, I hold her still as I slowly push inside her barely legal pussy. “All I do is dream about you, dream about fucking you.” When I push against her cherry, she hisses in pain, and I shake my head. “Be still. You asked for this.”

      “It’s too big.” She shakes her head, and I push her back against the bed so she’s pinned there.

      “Take it.” I grunt as I hold her down and thrust all the way inside.

      “Clay!” she cries out, and there are unshed tears in her eyes.

      “Fuck, it’s tight.” I moan as I fall on top of her and thrust in and out fast, taking what I want. “You kept teasing, kept pushing for more. You came and shoved your cunt in my face and made me eat it. You begged me to fuck you, so spread those thighs and let me.”

      “I’m sorry,” she whimpers as she spreads her knees and lets me go deeper.

      “I tried to warn you.” I thrust harder, taking out all the years of frustration. “You just wouldn’t quit.” Grabbing her arms and pinning them above her head, I rut between her legs like a dog. “You think I don’t love you?” I shake my head as I stare into her eyes. “I’m doing this because I love you.”

      “You are?” Her breath hitches as I feel her cunt squeeze me.

      “I’m fucking you because this is what you need. I’m your brother, I’m not supposed to be doing this. But here I am filling you up with my cock so that you can be happy. That’s how much I love you.”

      “I love you so much.” She rubs her pussy against me as I fuck her, and I love the way it feels.

      “You need my cum in you too, don’t you, Sissy?” She nods quickly and squeezes around me.

      “Promise me you’ll put it in me.” She bears down so I can go hard. “I want to know what it feels like. I want to be a woman. You can have any hole you want.”

      “If you’re a woman, it means I get to fuck you all the time. Not just this one time. It doesn’t matter if you’re walking around naked or not. If I’m hard, you better have your pussy ready.”

      “Will you still treat me like your little girl?”

      “You still going to be a brat?” She smiles and squeezes my dick with her cunt. “I’ll take that as a yes.”

      My cock throbs, and I reach between us to rub her clit as I hold myself as deep inside her as I can go. All it takes is a few quick rubs on her clit and she cums all over me. Her pussy juices coat my cock as I pump cum into her, and I look between us at the sight. She’s so fucking greedy she keeps wiggling down on it to take more and suck me dry.

      “Fuck.” I groan as I fall on top of her like dead weight, and she giggles and wraps her body around mine. “I love you, Sissy,” I mumble against her neck as I slowly pull out and let the rush of cum run out of her.

      “I love you too, Bubba.” She touches my face and then kisses me gently. “I’m the happiest girl in the world.”

      “Now that I’ve given in, I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to go back to the way it was before.” I swipe my cock through our mingled release and then push it against her back hole. “Which means I’ll want this one too.”

      Her eyes widen in shock as I press against it, and she tries to wiggle away. I shake my head in warning as I bear down, and the fat head of my cock pops through the tight barrier. She hisses but stays still as I slowly glide into her ass.

      “It burns,” she says but doesn’t tell me to stop.

      “Fuck, it feels good to me.” I smile as I keep going, letting her have more.

      “Do you have to do this one all the time?” She whines a little as I start pumping faster.

      “You said I could have whatever I wanted,” I remind her, and she huffs.

      “Fine.” She pulls her knees up so I can get in easier and lets me fuck her ass.

      With how tight her hole is, I don’t last long, and when I’m finished, I eat her pussy again to make it all better. She cums on my face a couple of times before she finally falls asleep in my arms.

      Part of me is mad at myself that I resisted this for so long, but I know it was better that we waited. April got me to admit my feelings out loud, and I got to make her into a woman.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

          APRIL

        

      

    

    
      I’m leaning over the bathroom sink to get close to the mirror. I’ve got to finish my makeup so I’m not late for graduation.

      “Where are you?” I hear Clay call, and I smile at my reflection. I know what that means.

      “In here, Bubba,” I say back, and then he appears in the bathroom doorway.

      He’s fully naked, and he’s already got his cock in his hand. The muscles in his arms are flexing as he jacks off, and when he sees I’m already naked, he nods in approval.

      “Fuck yeah, I’m dying.”

      I go back to doing my makeup in the mirror, but I spread my legs in invitation. “Go ahead, but be quick. We’re gonna be late.”

      “I’ll get you there on time,” he says as he comes up behind me and puts one hand on my hip. “Just woke up and you weren’t in bed.”

      He uses his other hand to guide his cock into me, and once he’s pushed in a few inches, he lets go and starts to thrust.

      “I told you I had to get up early to get ready.” He’s taking me hard from behind, and the heat of an orgasm builds.

      “Yeah, but you know you gotta take care of me first.”

      I’m getting wetter by the second, but I’m always like this when he’s around. Seeing my big brother without his shirt on, or god forbid naked, I have to get a ride. He’s so hot I have a hard time not begging him for it constantly.

      “You’re big this morning.” I moan as I grip the counter, my makeup forgotten.

      “I missed you.” He pumps deeper, and I practically purr at the attention he’s giving me. “You know how much I need this.”

      My orgasm hits me hard as he starts to cum, and I can feel his cock pumping. He’s got a big load for me this morning too, so I squeeze around him until he’s finished the last drop.

      “Thanks, Bubba,” I tell him when he pulls out and kisses me on my shoulder.

      “Love you, Sissy.” He looks at me in the mirror and hugs me from behind. His fingers play with my nipples as I go back to getting ready, and then eventually they slide down my stomach and between my legs.

      He rubs his thick fingers between my pussy lips as I put on my makeup, and when I’m finally finished, he fucks me again. Some days he’s insatiable, but so am I.

      I still haven’t told anyone about what we do, but some people at school have noticed. On the days he drops me off, we spend extra time in the truck cuddling before I have to go inside. It’s usually a long hug while he slips his cock under my cheer uniform and cums inside me before class. Some days I have to act like I'm going for my bag so I can give him a blow job before he goes to work. One time, the principal caught Clay with his head between my legs eating my kitty, but I kept my legs open so the principal could look at my kitty, and he let us go with a warning.

      Clay was so pissed, but I let him put it in my butt so he got over it. My favorite thing is the whole world is riding his cock, so when he asks me on the way to graduation if he can fuck me in my cap and gown, I’m all too eager.

      This time when the principal catches us, he threatens to deny my diploma unless Clay lets him watch. I didn’t care as long as Clay was the one putting his cock in me. So the principal watched, and I got my diploma with my brother's cum running down the inside of my leg.

      All in all, it was a perfect day.

      

      
        
        THE END
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            CHAPTER 1

          

          JESSIE

        

      

    

    
      I’ve been working at The Pit Stop for about three months now. Ever since I turned eighteen and my mom took off. She said she was done raising a kid and it was time for her to live her life. I wouldn’t exactly call what she did raising me, but there was no use arguing.

      She was behind on rent for our trailer, and I didn’t know it until the landlord came with eviction papers. After that, I was desperate to find something fast, and The Pit Stop was hiring. They have a row of bunk houses out back they let waitresses stay in for cheap, and I didn’t have a lot of options.

      It’s clean enough, but it’s about the size of a closet with only a cot and a sink. Some of the girls rent their bunks to truckers for some quick cash, but it’s so tiny I don’t know how they both sleep in there at the same time. From what I’ve seen, they make a lot of money doing it, so I should ask.

      “Order up,” Waylon calls, and I wipe my hands on my apron.

      They make us wear these ridiculous uniforms, and mine is about three sizes too small. They had a box in the back I had to pick through, and none were big enough for me. Most of the waitresses here are skinny, but I’ve always been bigger than the girls my age. The buttons on the front of my uniform pull tight, and I double-check to make sure it hasn’t popped open.

      Waylon slaps his palm on the bell a few times, and I hurry to the window. “Move your fat ass, Jessie.”

      Grabbing the plates, I take them around the counter to one of only three booths that are occupied. Since I’m new, I’m on third shift so I mostly see long haul truckers wanting a hot meal. They only need one waitress on this shift, and it’s always the newest hire. The Pit Stop food isn’t the worst thing I’ve ever eaten, but it’s a frontage road truckstop, so we’re not exactly pulling in high dollar customers.

      Once the food is delivered, I go behind the counter and get back to washing dishes. I’m humming to myself as I scrub when I hear the bell over the door. When I look up, my hands stop moving, and I stare as Big Otto comes in.

      He’s one of the late-night regulars, and something about the way he watches me makes me nervous. Tonight, his cap is pulled down low, and his long beard hides most of his face, but I can still feel his eyes on me. He nods to the other guy in the booth but doesn’t say a word as he takes a seat at one of the booths and reaches for a menu.

      After drying my hands, I grab my notepad and walk around to his booth. Music is playing from the jukebox so I have to speak up when I get to him.

      “What can I get you?” My voice is still soft, but he knows I’m there, and when he looks up, he takes his time checking me out.

      “What've you got?” He stares at the buttons straining to keep the top of my uniform closed.

      “One of the waitresses made pies today,” I offer, trying not to think about the way he’s taking his time looking me over. I shift from one foot to the other as his tongue darts out and slides across his bottom lip.

      “What kind of pie?”

      “Cherry?” I don’t know why I say it like a question, but he grins a little like he’s pleased by my answer.

      “That’s my favorite.” He leans close, and I’m so nervous, I don’t dare move an inch. He’s like a wild animal, and I’m afraid he’ll chase me if I run. “Think you could hold still while I eat it?”

      I’m scribbling doodles on my notepad so I can avoid meeting his gaze. What does that even mean? “Um, I’m not sure.” My laugh is forced, and I want to go crawl under the counter and hide from this man. I’m not really scared of him, but something about him is scary.

      “I bet it’s real fresh, ain’t it?” When he reaches for me, I’m unable to take a step back before his big hand gently rests on my hip. “How much?”

      “It's on special today,” I stammer and then swallow hard.

      “I heard some of y’all got rooms out back. Think you could let me have it in there?”

      Oh, this must be how the girls make their extra money. Although I don’t know why truckers would want to eat in the bunk houses because they’re not really that nice. It would be stupid to turn down any extra money right now because I’m saving all my pennies to get the hell out of here.

      “Absolutely.” I smile a little, and when I do his fingers on my hip flex in a possessive grip. “I get off in about twenty minutes.”

      “Go on to the kitchen and box me something up. I’ll meet you around back after your shift.” When he stands, he towers over me, and I have to crane my neck all the way back to look up at him. “I’ll be waitin’ for you.”

      His big hand comes up, and I don’t flinch away as he cups my face in the most gentle caress. I don’t know if I’ve ever been touched so sweetly, and against all my instincts, I lean into his palm.

      “That’s what I thought,” he says more to himself than me.

      When his hand drops away, I feel the loss of it and have to blink a few times to snap back to reality.

      “Order up!” Waylon shouts like he’s been saying it for a while, and by the time I realize it, Big Otto is already out the door.

      To my complete shock, I see a few hundred dollars bills lying on the table where Big Otto was sitting, and I glance around to see if anyone else has noticed as I hurry to tuck them in my bra. One of the older waitresses, Thelma, told me anytime someone left a big tip to stick it in my bra and keep my mouth shut. It’s never happened before tonight, and I’m nearly buzzing with the thrill of it.

      “Jessie!” Waylon yells, and I scurry around the counter. “Christ, if I gotta keep hollering at you I’ll get someone else to do your fuckin’ job.”

      “Sorry,” I mumble as I take the order to another table and check on my customers. I don’t like that Waylon talks to me that way, but he does it to everyone, so I shouldn’t take it personally. Thelma told me to ignore him, but it’s hard when it’s just the two of us here.

      While I’m closing out the last table, the waitresses for the morning shift start showing up. After I hurry to clean up, I drop some cash in the jar for the pies and box up the last piece of cherry. Once I’ve done that, I decide to get some of the leftover fried chicken and biscuits to take with me in case Big Otto wants something else besides pie. Although he seemed really excited about only having dessert.

      “Where are you running off to?” Thelma looks at what I’m holding as she ties on her apron.

      Leaning in close to her so the other girls don’t hear, I whisper about Big Otto coming in. “I put the money up just like you told me.”

      Thelma peers out of the backdoor to the bunkhouses in the distance. They line the edge of the woods behind The Pit Stop, and there’s a shower house between them.

      “Shit, Jessie please tell me you know he’s not talking about eating that dry-ass pie Tiffany made?”

      “Who’s calling my pie dry?” Tiffany comes in the back door and throws her cigarette butt in the sink with the dishes.

      Thelma ignores her then takes me by the upper arm and pulls me to the side. “How much did he give you?” She looks around to make sure the coast is clear as I reach in my bra and pull out the wad of hundreds. “Yeah, that’s what I thought.”

      “What’s wrong?” I keep my voice low because she’s starting to worry me.

      “I’ve been working at this diner going on twelve years, and I’ve never seen Big Otto look twice at a waitress. Hell, I didn’t know he could talk until I saw him chattin’ you up.” She shakes her head and sighs. “He wants something from you these girls around here give out for free half the time. From the looks of it, he’s got more money than God, and he’s willing to spend it on you.”

      “What should I do?” I don’t trust many people, but Thelma has never once lied to me or led me astray.

      She looks back outside to the bunkhouses then at me. “Just make sure you get the cash up front, and when he fucks you, tell him not to use a condom. I don’t think you’ll have a hard time convincing him to bareback, but when he cums, don’t let him pull out.” When I blink at her a few times, she rolls her eyes. “I knew you were a damn virgin.”

      My mouth opens and then closes as I try to think of what to say. This is a lot to process at once, but if it means getting enough money to get my own place and get the hell out of this town, then maybe Thelma is right.

      Silently I turn to walk out and just as I step outside, Thelma calls after me.

      “I’ll be here if you need something, okay?” After I nod, she lights up a cigarette and then shoos me forward. “Go on now, he’s waiting for you.”

      In the distance I see Big Otto step out of the shadows of the trees, and somehow he’s even bigger than before. I glance back one last time at Thelma, who raises her chin at me before taking a long drag on her cigarette. In a way, knowing she’s nearby makes me feel better about going to the bunkhouse all alone.
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            CHAPTER 1

          

          RICK

        

      

    

    
      I watch as she scurries around the kitchen putting food onto plates. I can’t seem to pull my eyes away from her creamy, thick legs as she moves about the kitchen wearing one of my shirts. It’s something she always does on laundry day.

      The older she’s gotten over the years, the higher and higher the thing seems to be hitting on her fucking thighs. Thighs that seem to be taking up every one of my thoughts lately. Thighs I think about late at night when I stroke my cock. Thighs I want to part before feasting on what lies between them. I want to sneak into her room and taste that young pussy that I know still has a cherry. It’s in there and it needs to be taken.

      Running a hand over my face, I try to ease some of the tension, a tension that’s been building for months now. A hunger like I’ve never felt. It can’t be fed and is growing each day.

      I should’ve seen this coming. When little Gracie’s mom skipped town five years ago when Gracie was only thirteen, I made no move to track her down. She’d abandoned her in a trailer. I took her in before any other fuckers around here could get to her. I found out a year later she died from a drug overdose. The only guilt I felt was for Gracie losing her mother, but in all honesty she never really was one.

      I always kept a close eye on Gracie. She and her mom lived down the trailer court from me and my own son, Ty. It’s how I quickly realized her mother skipped town.

      I felt sorry for the little girl who ran around, dirty and mussed. Her mom always had men coming and going, and it worried me for the little girl who wasn’t so little anymore. I threated every man that entered her mother’s trailer that if they touched Gracie, it would be the last thing they ever did. My son and I often took shifts just watching their trailer. Then Ty snuck in and put some cameras around, so we knew none of the men ever tried to slip into little Gracie’s room. Watching her sleep even back then made me calm. There was always something about her that Ty and I couldn’t look away from.

      Her ass wiggles as she moves back and forth through the kitchen.

      I think her mother knew if she left, we’d have her under our roof in seconds. One she tried to get under, but I wasn’t interested in a cunt everyone in the trailer park fucked. I think in the end she was just happy there was someone else to take care of Gracie.

      Ty and I have been doing that for the past five years, but the older she got, the more things started to change. She even calls me daddy and tells people Ty is her bother. I didn’t see her as the dirty little girl anymore. Oh, I wanted to make her dirty, but in a whole different kind of way.

      As if finally noticing me, she turns her head, looking over her shoulder.

      “It’s almost done. I made your favorite.” She places a plate on the table before making her way over towards me. Her waist-length, snow-white hair bounces around her with each step, her tits doing the same.

      She’s old enough and got big enough titties that she should be wearing a bra, but she’s not. I think they still have some growing to do. Standing on her tiptoes, she gives me a kiss on the cheek. I clench my fist to stop myself from grabbing a hold of her and pulling her into me. Filling my hands with her lush ass while I find out if she has panties on under my shirt.

      I should tell her to stop dressing like this. That she’s putting me on edge. That I’m going to take the very thing she seems to be taunting me with. I’m not the only one who seems to be noticing her lately, either. Ty’s eyes follow her just like mine do.

      “Is Ty going to be here soon?” she asks, making another plate.

      “He stayed late to pull some overtime. He’ll be home in a little bit.” At my words she finishes making the plate, then puts it in the microwave. It’s something she always does when either one of us gets home late from the factory. We both know that no matter what when we walk in the door, she’ll have warm food on the table for us.

      If you ask me, her staying after she graduated from high school is going to seal her fate. You can’t walk around half-naked in front of two men and not think they aren’t going to want a taste. We live in a small town. Most of the population works at the local plastics factory. It’s not like you can go down the road to a local bar and get some easy pussy—unless you want to fuck the same thing everyone else is fucking over and over. Why would I want that when I have a sweet young pussy at home?

      I would smell her cunt as I stroked myself off into a pair of her little white panties.

      I lick my lips thinking about the pair I got out of her dirty clothes last night. I’d already ruined them. The smell of her pussy was long gone from them, coated and replaced by my scent. It wasn’t enough. I need more. I want to taste it straight from her cunt as I jack my cock.

      She has to be out of panties by now. I have a feeling Ty’s been doing the same thing, so between the two of us, we must have gone through all of them by now. Does that mean she doesn’t have anything on under that shirt as she moves around, her big tits bouncing with each step?

      “You’re not hungry?” she asks, standing next to the little table in the kitchen. She licks her thick bottom lip before her teeth sink into it.

      “It’s not what I want,” I grunt out, making no move to come closer to the table.

      “But it’s your favorite.” She looks down at the table, then her big, blue, innocent eyes meet mine in confusion.

      I make my way over to the table, pulling out my chair and sitting down. She follows suit, and I can feel her eyes on me as I dig in. I do love her pot roast, but today it holds no taste. I sink my teeth into the juicy meat, and with each bite my hunger grows. A hunger that wants to be sinking its teeth into something else.

      When I’m finished, I look over to see she hasn’t even taken a bite of her own food. She just watches me like she’s waiting for something.

      “Do you want more?” she asks, the same confusion from before coloring her tone.

      “It’s not what I wanted.”

      “I can make something else.” She scoots to the end of her chair like she’s about to get up. The action makes the shirt she’s wearing slide up her thighs. One little move and I could find out if she has those panties on or not. I grip her by the wrist, halting her movements, my eyes locked between her legs. It’s been years since a seen a bare cunt. Got my mouth and dick in one. In the back of my mind, I knew it was because I didn’t want some random cunt. I was waiting for what was going to be mine.

      “Show it to me.” My words come out thick. I don’t look up at her. I keep my eyes locked right where I want them. I feel her pulse pick up, but her fingers move to the hem of the shirt.

      Her hand comes between her legs as she lifts the shirt up just a little, showing me her simple white panties.

      “They smell like you. I found them in your room when I was cleaning.”
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