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Don took his
baseball cap off and wiped at the sweat on his forehead. He’d been
walking for hours under the sweltering summer sun. The road he
walked was gravel, and his every step seemed to start an avalanche
of pebbles into the ditch.

“Damn damn
hot,” he muttered, peeling his shirt off. His well-defined muscles
were bronzed from working outside.

It was at least
another mile or so to the farmhouse where he was told he could find
work. He found himself wishing that the ride he’d hitched could
have taken him a little farther. He didn’t even have any water.

There was a
slight rise in the road ahead as it intersected with another dirt
lane. Cresting this bump, Don saw the house. It was pretty old, and
so far away still that he couldn’t tell its exact shade of red.
Even at this distance, the sunlight glinted brightly from the
windows.

Good, Don
thought. Clean windows meant money, paying work. People out there
didn’t usually trouble themselves with keeping their homes
spic-and-span unless they had money to burn.

As he drew
nearer, he noticed someone watching him from one of the windows on
the second floor. By the long, blonde hair he figured the face for
a girl. He idly wondered if she was pretty; the last place he’d
worked didn’t have any women worth a second glance.

Don finally set
foot on the dirt driveway. There was an old pickup parked up by the
house with its hood propped open.

“Dad!” a
feminine voice called from an open window, “There’s someone
here!”

A rough and
dirty face peered out around the hood, followed by the rest of the
man’s body. He wore a pair of overalls. He wiped his hands on a rag
before offering one to Don. Don shook it.

“You’re the man
called about work?” He asked.

“In the flesh,”
Don replied.

Still holding
his hand, the farmer looked him up and down, “Well, you certainly
look strong enough. We’ll find out if you are, tomorrow. Time for
supper, I think,” releasing Don’s hand, the farmer clapped him on
the shoulder and led him up the porch.

“Name’s Jim, by
the way,” the farmer said as he disappeared into a side room,
leaving Don standing in a hallway.

The house was
cool on the inside. Don lifted his shirt, ready to put it back on.
A hand snatched it from him. Don felt a stirring in his pants when
he looked at the hand’s owner.

“Daddy won’t
want you wearing that dirty thing to the table. I’ll throw it in
the wash and grab you a fresh shirt.”

She gave
him a smile as she turned around and walked down the hall. Her
short-shorts were so high up that Don could see the bottom of her
ass cheeks. Damn nice! Don
thought.

Before rounding
a corner, she turned around and winked at him. Just then, Jim came
back.

“Was that Erin
I heard?” The farmer asked.

Don figured she
was the only girl in the house, so he nodded. The farmer smiled,
“My daughter, home from college for the summer. Sure has been nice
to have company round here.”

“That it is,”
Don agreed. He was thinking about that tight, round ass.

Erin and her
dad set the table not long after she delivered a fresh shirt to
Don. He sat down in a chair, his mouth watering at the scent of the
food laid out before him.

They ate
without talking; the only sound the clinking of forks and knives on
plates.

A foot brushed
his leg. Looking up from his food, he saw Erin wink at him again.
Her toes moved up his calf, then between his thighs. They brushed
against his cock, which hardened a little at the touch.

The foot pulled
away. “Daddy?” Erin asked.

Her father
looked at her.

“Can a friend
come over? She texted me and said she’s close by. She needs a place
for the night. Please?”

Jim thought for
a moment, then shrugged. Erin took this for a yes; she grabbed her
cell and started texting. A moment later, it buzzed with a
reply.

“She’ll be here
soon. She’s great, we had lots of classes together,” Erin glanced
at Don, “She’s exactly like me. You won’t be able to get enough of
her!”

Don coughed.
He’d taken a sip of water while she’d been talking.

“Sorry,” he
sputtered, “Went down the wrong way.”

Jim nodded at
him then went back to his own food.

Erin
hadn’t lied. They’d only just finished clearing the table when Don
heard an engine out, followed by a car door opening, then a knock.
Erin went and answered the door, resulting in lots of squealing and
hugging. Her friend’s name was Cathy, and they were rather alike.
At least in terms of how they made Don’s pants get tight at the
front.

Jim gave
Don a nice guest room, then left on a trip for a part they’d need.
Don turned off the light and laid on the bed, thinking about the
two girls sharing a room just down the hall. He wondered if the bed
creaked.

The door did
creak, then.

Don sat up in
bed as the light was turned on. Both girls stood in the doorway,
wearing nothing but their underwear. Don tried to hide his erection
under a quickly-grabbed pillow.

“You’re right,”
Cathy said, “He is handsome. Do you think he knows how to handle
two?”

“Let’s find
out,” Erin said as she walked into the room. Cathy followed.

Don
wondered if he was dreaming as Erin yanked the pillow out of his
hands, revealing how his erection had turned his boxers into a
tent. Cathy grabbed him
by the shoulders and shoved him back down onto his back.

“Have you ever
had a threesome?” Cathy asked.

All Don
could do was shake his head. He jumped a little as he felt Erin’s hand grab his
cock.

“Well
this is your lucky day then, isn’t it?” Cathy straddled his
stomach, grabbed his head with both hands, and kissed him.
Her mouth tasted sweet. She
stuck her tongue into his mouth, looking for his.

As their
tongues twisted together, she grabbed his hands and pressed them
against her ass. Her
cheeks were firm under his fingers, and his every squeeze made her
moan a little. Cathy started grinding her hips, rubbing her panties
against his stomach. The cloth was already damp. Don’s cock
hardened in Erin’s hand.

Erin
pulled Don’s boxers off. Cathy was blocking his view, so Don had no idea what she
was doing down there. He trembled when he felt hot breath blow
across the head of his cock. Was she going to put her lips around
him? All of his muscles clenched when he felt her fingers wrap
around his shaft just under the head and begin to stroke his thick
cock.

“His cock is so
big and hard, Cat,” Erin said, “You have to see it.”

Cathy
pulled away from their kiss. She arched her back, enticing Don with her pert tits, and
looked over her shoulder. “Wow. Do you think it will
fit?”

Don let go of
her ass with one hand and trailed his fingers up her stomach. Her
felt her hard nipple through the soft padding of her bra.

“I don’t know,”
Erin replied, “I think we need to lube it up a bunch first.”

Don felt
his cock go completely rigid as these words hit him.
Cathy chuckled.

“Look at that
big glob of precum that just came out. I think that cock knows that
it needs to fit into some tight spaces pretty fucking soon.”

“Come down here
and help me get it ready,” Erin said.

Don gave
Cathy’s fine ass one last squeeze as she dismounted. She’d made her
pussy so wet rubbing it against his abs that she left behind a
little wet mark on his stomach. Now Don could see everything. Erin had thrown her hair over
one shoulder so it wouldn’t get in the way. She was propping
herself up on one elbow, her mouth so close to his cock that he
could feel the warmth of her breath. She stroked him up and down
slowly as Cathy got into position on the other side. They both
seemed fascinated by the blob of precum trembling at the very tip
of his cock.

“Who gets to
lick it off?” Don asked.

Erin
pointed Don’s cock at
Cathy. She wrapped the fingers of one hand around Don’s shaft right
below where Erin held him. Looking into his eyes, she put her
tongue flat against the bottom of the head, then slowly ran it up
his taut flesh to slurp away the glob.

“Salty,” Cathy
said.

“Ooh, my turn,”
Erin interrupted.

Don looked back
at his cock. Incredibly, another big blob of precum had trickled
out of his cock while he’d watched Cathy swallow the first one.

Erin plunged
her lips down around Don’s shaft until they touched her fingers.
Her tongue swirled back and forth along his head, sending a
shooting sensation down his shaft and into his balls.

“Oh God!” Don
said.

He
couldn’t take his eyes off those lovely lips wrapped in a tight
ring around his rod. His breath caught in his throat as he felt
just how hot and wet her mouth was. Both girls let go of his shaft
so that Erin could press her mouth down even farther. She looked up
into his eyes as more and more of him went in.

As Erin
pulled her lips back up his shaft, leaving his cock shiny with her
spit, Cathy moved in and started kissing the flesh as it was
revealed. She ran her tongue up and down, finally using the tip to
tickle at the ridges around the head when Erin had only the very
tip of his cock between her lips. Erin pulled back and then spat on his cock. She
worked it around the head with her fingers.

While Erin was
doing that, Cathy stood up off the bed. She unhooked her bra and
took it off, and then slid her panties down her smooth thighs.

“I think I can
take his whole cock,” Cathy said.

“Yeah right,”
Erin replied, “It’s so big!”

Cathy got
onto the bed and, facing away from Don, straddled his chest.
The smell of her pussy that
close to his face made his cock tremble again. Erin spread his legs
apart and then started tonguing his balls while Cathy grabbed him
by the base of his shaft.

A chill
swept through him as she lightly blew on his wet cock.
He knew how to get her
back.

Grabbing
her ass with both hands, he pulled her hips closer to his face. The slit of her shaved
pussy already glistened. Don replaced her juices with his own as he
put his tongue flat against her pussy and slowly licked up and
down. She tasted so good that he just wanted to lap away, but he
restrained himself. He felt her muscles stiffen as he tongued her
little erect clit. She started grinding her pussy against his face,
instantly soaking his lips and cheeks with their combined juices.
He felt her start jerking his cock. Come on, damn it, suck it!
Don thought.

Erin must have
been thinking the same thing.

“I thought you
said you’d be able to swallow his entire cock?” Erin asked.

Don felt
a pair of warm, moist lips wrap around his shaft just under the
head of his cock. He
squeezed her ass to keep himself from coming when he felt her mouth
take in almost his entire dick. His tongue moved quickly across her
slit. This made her moan on his dick, sending little vibrations
through the shaft right into his balls, which Erin was still
tonguing.

He was
surprised; Cathy kept her mouth down around almost his entire
length for much longer than he thought she’d be able to. When she
finally did pull away, he could feel all the spit she’d left on him
slowly trickle down his flesh.

“I want him to
eat me out, too!” Erin said.

Again,
Cathy dismounted him. After stripping out of her bra and panties, Erin came up
and took her place, her pussy inches away from Don’s mouth. She
smelled a little different from Cathy. He wondered if she’d taste
different, too.

Then he
felt Cathy straddle him
around the hips, facing him. She reached behind herself and grabbed
his cock. She held it steady as she lowered her pussy down. There
was some resistance when he felt the head of his dick press against
her sopping pussy, but then his shaft slid into her. Her pussy was
wet and tight around him. As she kept pushing down, he gritted his
teeth as he felt the skin get bunched back.

Erin
pressed her pussy lips to Don’s mouth. He stuck his tongue into her wet hole. She did
taste a little different. He ran his tongue around her opening,
then squeezed her ass as he began running his tongue through her
slit. Erin trembled in his grip. Then he heard the girls start
kissing.

Cathy
rolled her hips on him, moving her pussy lips a few inches up and
down his cock each time. Don flexed his cock inside her, and he felt Cathy tighten
up around him for a moment in response. He wanted to feel both
girls come on his cock. Erin’s pussy was getting so wet from his
tonguing that he wondered if she was going to come in his mouth.
Don watched as Cathy ran her hands down Erin’s back.

Don
started to lift his hips every time Cathy rolled her pussy back
down onto his cock. Her
tight little cunt took his whole cock in each time he did this. He
could feel the head of his dick bump against the back. This had an
electric effect on Cathy. She started slamming her tight pussy down
onto him so hard that he had to pull his mouth away and grit his
teeth as the skin of his cock got pushed back by her
grip.

He let
himself sink into the sensations. The tight pussy moved
rhythmically up and down his shaft as used his tongue to pleasure
the girl sitting on his face. As he watched, Cathy’s knuckles went white as her fingers
suddenly tightened on Erin’s back. The next moment, he felt why.
She’d buried his cock all the way in her, and now her walls were
undulating against his rod as she came on him. He had to suck in a
breath to quell the tingle he felt in his balls, urging him to fill
her young pussy up with his cum.

The mattress
shifted a little as the girls dismounted him. He watched as they
went on all fours on the bed, their feet hooked on the edge. They
both arched their asses into the air. From Don’s angle, they looked
like two perfect hearts.

As Don stood,
Erin wiggled her ass and said, “Fuck me first. You already banged
Cathy.”

That suited Don
just fine. He went behind her and spread her ass apart with his
hands, playing with the firm flesh. He’d made Cathy come on him,
now it was Erin’s turn to feel his thick cock.

Erin wiggled
her ass at him again. “Come on. What are you waiting for? Fuck me,
already!”

Grinning, Don
grabbed his cock with one hand and pressed his head against her
hole. He loved that moment of hesitation as her pussy tried to
stretch itself around his girth, then, finally, the head managed to
slide in against the tightness.

Don eased
himself into her inch by inch. When he couldn’t press in anymore
because she was so damn tight, he pulled back a little. The part of
his shaft that came out of her glistened with her wetness.
Breathing out slowly, he would push back in, making it a little
farther each time. Finally, after a few thrusts, her pussy accepted
his entire length. He left his cock in her like that for a second,
flexing it.

“Oh fuck, he’s
so big,” Erin said.

Not
wanting to leave Cathy out, Don reached over and shoved two of his
fingers into her sopping hole. He smiled as he felt the hungry
walls of her cunt close in around his fingers.

Erin
pulled forward a bit, then rammed her hips back. One hand on her
ass, the other hand busy pleasuring Cathy, Don started fucking
Erin.

She was moaning
like a little slut only a few strokes in.

“Oh my God,
it’s so good,” Erin moaned.

Don went
faster. Her pussy made wet slurping noises as it swallowed up his
cock with each fuck.

“Don’t stop!”
Erin yelled as she started slamming her ass back each time, “Oh
God! I’m going to come. Keep going!”

Don’s lips
pulled back from his teeth. He stared down at his cock as it
crammed into the girl’s cunt. She was getting tighter, and that
tingle had returned to his balls. Just like with Cathy, he felt
Erin’s pussy start convulsing around his shaft. This time, he could
actually see her come. Her pussy would move up and down a little
with each contraction around him.

As soon as she
finished, Erin pulled away from him and turned around. She grabbed
his cock and started jerking it quickly.

“Give it to me
now!” She said, as she wrapped her lips around the head of his dick
and looked up into his eyes.

Don felt his
balls tighten. His cock got harder. It jumped a little in her mouth
as he felt his cum burst against her tongue. It happened again and
again, each time making his whole body clench up.

Using her thumb
and forefinger, Erin made a tight ring around his cock at the base
of his shaft. She ran this ring up and down his flesh a few times,
milking every last drop of cum into her mouth.



Keeping
her mouth closed, Erin let go of his dick and pulled back a
little. Cathy grabbed
her by the chin and turned Erin to face her. They kissed for a bit,
then moved away from each other.

“That
tastes so good,” Erin said. She opened her mouth and stuck her
tongue out at Don. His cum was gone. Cathy smiled and then opened her mouth. It was
filled with his creamy jizz. They kissed again, swapping his come
from tongue to tongue,

It was so hot,
watching those two hot college girls sharing his come. Don even
felt his cock start to stiffen up again.

Soon, both
girls were sitting on the bed smiling. They’d finished swallowing
his load.

“That was fun,”
Erin said.

Cathy giggled.
“Yeah, it’s so hard to find a good fuck sometimes. I’m tired. Let’s
head back to your room.” She stood up and put her underwear back
on.

Erin stood up
too. She walked up to Don and grabbed his flaccid cock. “Every time
Daddy leaves, I’m going to be needing this.”

“It’ll be
waiting for you,” Don replied.

When Erin
bent over to grab her clothes, Don slapped her on the ass. Both
girls giggled as they left the room. Lying back down on his bed,
Don could hardly believe it had happened. If his balls weren’t so
sore, he’d have said it was a very pleasant dream. He could hear
the girls whispering and giggling to each other down the
hall.

He hoped
that Jim would leave his farm often. This was shaping up to be the
best job Don had ever had. Smiling, he drifted off to
sleep.
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I stepped
carefully down the steep, old track. It had a deep groove, as
though from heavy use. However, no fresh prints marred its surface.
I was the first person to set foot on it in a long time.

Reaching out, I
put my hand on the cold, hard wall of the ravine for support.

Somewhere
ahead, some loose rocks clattered down and banged as they hit the
ground.

I thought I saw
a man-shaped thing peer down at me for a second before
disappearing.

“Hello?” I
said.

No one liked
hiking these trails but me. Too dangerous. But I liked a little
danger, it made me get wet and tingly between the legs.

Looking up, I
saw the bruised color of the sky. It would be night soon. All the
light would drain out of this ravine before then, and I would be
stuck in the shadows unless I hurried.

I told myself
that the rocks had fallen by themselves, and that the shape was
just the light of dusk tricking my eyes.

As the air
began to cool, I regretted opting for the tight short-shorts and
tank top. They’d seemed like a good idea at the time – I thought I
might see a hot guy also willing to brave this trail who I could
show off the goods to – but in the twilight, they just made me feel
cold and exposed.

Something
snapped above me, a dry twig or something. I stopped, crouched with
one hand against the cool rock, and looked up. Nothing. About to
stand and continue, I halted mid-rise. Whatever it was, it was
shuffling around up there. Was that breathing I heard?

Hardly daring
to breathe, myself, a pounding noise in my ears, I crept along
toward the exit. The noise seemed to be following me.

Clearing a
small outcropping, I saw it. The ravine ended; dense trees and
underbrush waited for me on the other side.

But what if
whatever, or whoever, made the sound was waiting for me? I had to
risk it; my phone got no signal out there. I tensed my legs, ready
to dash.

A rock cracked
off the ground right behind me. With a yelp, I leapt from my crouch
into a dead sprint. Before I knew it, I was already among the
trees. A few brambles seemed to reach out and grab at my skin.

“Hey!” Someone
called from behind me. I jerked to a halt, one hand pressed to a
tree trunk. My whole body shook with aftershocks of adrenaline as I
turned around. Two men, smiles on their faces, looked down at me
from their spot on the ridge of the ravine.

“I’m sorry, did
we scare you?” The man on the left said. He was a little taller
than the other guy. His arms and shoulders looked good in his tank
top.

“Told you I
heard someone,” the other said. He looked just as fit as his
friend.

Okay, Selena, don’t blow this, I told myself, you have two hot hikers talking to
you. My regret for
wearing the skimpy sporting attire melted.

“Scared?” I
said, “Nah. I love sprinting madly int brambles and tree
branches.”

The guys
climbed down, giving me ample opportunity to watch their muscles
flex beneath their clothes. As they walked over, I pushed the hair
away from my face and ran my fingers through it to straighten it
out. There was something animalistic in the way they walked and
moved that quickened my pulse. I got a little wet.

“I’m Jason,”
the taller man said. He waved at his friend, “And he’s Dean. Look,
not that it’s not nice to see a good-looking girl out here, but
it’s getting dark. Why haven’t you left?”

I was sure if
he was being coy with me. One corner of his mouth had raised in a
roguish smile. It also intensified that animalistic aura that
surrounded him.

I thought about
what it would be like to fuck him. Glancing at Dean made me wonder
how it would feel to be fucked by both of them at the same time.
I’d never done anything like that before.

“Oh,” I said,
flashing them my own mischievous smile, “Just looking for
boys.”

The other
corner of Jason’s mouth quirked up. I could see a sliver of white
teeth through his slightly parted lips. He took a step toward me. I
could almost feel the heat radiating from his body. I had the
sudden urge to wrap my arms around him, to lift his shift and leave
wet kisses all over his abs. His hand moved from his side, reaching
out to touch me.

“Jason!” Dean
said, “The sun’s almost gone. The moon will be up soon.”

The connection
between us broke as Jason looked at his friend. They both looked up
into the sky. Turning my own eyes up, I saw that the sky was now
that deep purple before true night. All around us, long shadows
reached out. The entrance to ravine was black.

“You boys
afraid of the dark or something?” I said.

Still looking
up, Jason said, “Afraid? No. We’re usually the ones people are
afraid of.”

I could see the
full moon through the canopy now. It gave us an empty-eyed
stare.

My smile
faltered. There was something frightening in the way Jason had
spoken.

“What do you
mean?” I asked.

Both men looked
at me. I jumped in the spot, my heart racing again. Both of them
had yellow eyes. When Jason smiled at me, his teeth reshaped
themselves into pointed fangs. Dean and Jason fell to the ground,
writhing and tearing at their clothes. Their bodies changed, got
more muscular, the new flesh ripping their clothes as it grew.
Their faces got longer, with feral snouts.

I couldn’t
move. Soon, they stood, two hulking werewolves looking at me with
hungry eyes.

The monster
that had been Jason moved so that he stood right in front of me. I
could feel his hot breaths blasting my bare skin. He grabbed my
shoulders, throwing me to the ground. I tried to scramble
backwards, but my back hit the trunk of a tree.

With a single
leap, Dean stood over me. He slashed down with his claws, severing
the bands of my tank top. The next sweep tore the front of my shirt
and ripped my sports bra. My tits tumbled out. My nipples were
stiff and pointy from my fright.
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Melissa fidgeted with her feet under the
table. Sat across from her, trying to sort through an unorganized
pile of forms and receipts, was a representative from the IRS. He
was there to audit her.

She didn’t know that the IRS made house
calls. If she had, she might have forgotten to mention some of her
income sooner. Mr. Banks, the rep, was quite handsome in his dark
suit. The way he had moved around when he first came in suggested
that he liked working out. Normally, she didn’t go for guys with
glasses, but the tasteful frames he had on brought out the color of
his eyes.

There wasn’t a ring on his finger,
either.

“So, how long will this probably take?”
Melissa asked.

Banks looked up from the papers. He pressed
his lips into a thin, frustrated line. “I don’t know, miss.
Possibly all day. I might have to come back again to get all of
this stuff sorted out.”

Melissa ran her fingers through her blonde
hair. She knew she was pretty. She went to the gym every day. Maybe
if she flirted with him a bit, he might make her tax problems go
away. Or at least become less.

She got a little wet just thinking about
making him hard for her. She looked down at herself. She was
wearing some blouse and a pair of skinny jeans. Not bad, but she
wanted to do this job right. She needed to turn the heat up. There
was just the thing in her closet, she knew.

Standing up, she said, “Will you excuse me a
moment? There’s something I forgot to get that I think you
need.”

He shooed her away with a wave of his hand.
Melissa went upstairs to her bedroom. No guy had just dismissed her
like that in years. Usually they spent all their time staring at
her rack, or trying to walk behind her up staircases. Not being
wanted really was a turn-on, she guessed.

Upstairs, she pulled all her clothes off. She
looked in the mirror, putting her hands on her knees in her best
Marilyn impression. Her tits were nice and perky. Already, the
nipples were a little stiff from her dirty thoughts downstairs. She
pulled on a transparent pair of black underwear. From her closet,
she grabbed her sluttiest little black dress. It hugged her body,
showing off her shapely ass. Its plunging neckline hardly covered
her breasts. Melissa grabbed her tits and pushed at them until they
looked the best.

The finishing touch was a pair of long black
gloves. She looked at herself against in the mirror. If Banks
didn’t pop out of his pants at this first sight of her, he’d have
to be gay.

Melissa made her way back downstairs and
peeked around the doorway into the kitchen. Banks was leafing
through an old pile of receipts. Melissa coughed. Banks didn’t look
up.

“I hope you brought that form from your last
job, miss, it’ll really smooth the process.”

This was going to be more difficult than
she’d thought. He was one of those down-to-business types,
completely professional. It was going to take more of an effort to
seduce this one.

Melissa walked into the kitchen, letting her
hips roll a little. She felt so excited that her legs began
shaking. She knew that the crotch of her transparent black panties
was already wet with her juices. Would he finger her, she wondered?
If he did, she was going to suck all of her own juices from his
fingers, right before putting something hopefully much bigger into
her mouth. She loved having something hard in her mouth to suck
on.

She steadied herself against the table
briefly, waiting for the tingling in her pussy to die down some
before she could rip his clothes off and fuck his brains out right
there. No, this would be better starting a little slow. Make him
sweat for it.

“Would you like a drink?” Melissa asked.

She slunk around behind him. His chair was
only a few feet away from the sink. She smiled as she rummaged
noisily through one cupboard, pretending to look for a glass.

“No, miss. When my break comes, I’ll head
over to that little diner across the street, but thank you though.
Your cooperation with the IRS is much appreciated.”

Melissa shut the cupboard. She turned around
and walked up so she was right behind banks. Slowly, she knelt
over, pretending to read whatever form he was pouring over at the
moment. She rested her breasts on his shoulder, and made sure he
could feel her hot breath on his ear and neck.

“What’s that one for?” Melissa asked.

She saw his cheeks get a little red. He
wasn’t so impenetrable after all. Her pussy tightened up a
little.

“This? This is a record for... for...” He
swallowed emphatically, clearly uncomfortable.

Melissa put her hand on his other shoulder
and gave it a little squeeze.

“Miss, did you find that other form you were
looking for?”

“Please,” she said, “Call me Melissa. If
we’re going to be seeing each other so much over the next few days,
use my name.”

“Okay, Melissa. Did you find the form?”

She needed to feel him between her legs. She
needed him to know how hot and wet she was for him. Melissa reached
down and grabbed his hand in hers.

“Yeah, I found it. It’s right here, see?”

She ran his hand up between her legs. He
shivered a little when his fingers brushed her wet panties.
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