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Louis lugged the case of Pabst out of the
trunk of his Ford.

“You sure that’s going to be enough?” Ryan
asked, watching him from one side of the driveway.

“It’s six beers a piece,” Louis said, hefting
the 24 pack. It was a Friday night, and the four of them were all
about to go inside to see what was on SportsNet.

It would distract them from the real reason
they were there.

Or distract Louis, at least.

“Why the hell can’t Bob just leave his
daughter home alone? Isn’t she 18 and in college, for Christ’s
sake?” Ryan said.

“Because he doesn’t trust her to not have a
party and trash the place,” Louis replied, “And we said we’d help
him out.”

“Right,” Ryan said, “That’s why.” Then he
gave Louis a sidelong glance, as though the two of them shared a
secret.

It made Louis’s heart jump in his chest.
There was no way that Ryan could know about what had been going
on.

“Come on, let’s get inside to make sure she
hasn’t got an early start on any troublemaking,” Louis said.

He started up the slight incline of the
driveway, the bottles of PBR clinking against each other within
their cardboard case.

He knew that his performance at work had been
flagging lately. And also that he’d been spending a fair amount of
time hanging out with Bob at his house.

He told Bob it was because his own wife and
children were driving him crazy. It was nice, Bob was a single dad
and they could hang out and drink beer after work.

The real reason was Krissy.

Just thinking about her made Louis’s balls
ache and send a tingle of desire down his shaft. She was just the
hottest little minx he’d ever laid eyes on. A perky, perfectly
curved ass. Glistening full lips. High, firm tits.

And some part of him thought that she shared
his desire, at least in part. Because for the last couple weeks
when he came over she always seemed to wear the skimpiest shit. Or
find any excuse to bend over in his view.

Just this past Monday he could’ve sworn that
she’d winked at him.

It had gotten to the point that he couldn’t
think about much other than what he wet little pussy might taste
like. Or what it might feel like sliding up and down his rigid
cock.

He’d jerked himself off a few times thinking
about her, and the fantasy had given him the hardest cock he’d had
in years.

And now Bob wanted him to house sit for the
night while he was away. Friday night was a prime party night, so
Louis didn’t blame him.

Of course, he’d be all alone with Krissy. And
it was one thing to go from fantasy to reality. So in an attempt to
control himself he had invited Ryan and a couple other guys from
the office over, bribing them with promises of beer.

“Does Bob have a nice TV setup?” Bruce asked,
mounting the steps up the porch.

“Yeah it’ll do,” Louis said.

He took the steps carefully. The blood
pounded in his ears and left his whole head hot. What was Krissy
wearing right now? Would she stay upstairs in her room the whole
time? Would she come down?

“It shouldn’t be locked,” Louis said when all
of them stood in front of the front door. Ryan reached out and
tested the knob. It twisted and the door opened. They all piled
into the front foyer, kicking off their shoes and hanging their
jackets.

Closing the
front door, Louis called up the stairs. “Krissy? You here?”

She must
not have been thinking of company coming over, because she appeared
at the top of the stairs in nothing but a tank top and a pair of
panties. Louis felt his cock jump in his pants. He could see her
nipples through her shirt.

She smiled at
him, but that smile disappeared in surprise when she saw all the
other guys.

“Umm... Hi?”
Krissy said. She made no move to leave, or to cover herself, either
not realizing how she was dressed or not caring.

Ryan whistled.
Louis shot him a venomous look, but the guys were all too busy
staring up at Krissy.

With a giggle,
she turned around and walked slowly back to her room. Louis thought
that she’d walked very slowly indeed, and had swayed her hips far
more than usual. All he could think of was how her ass had flexed
as he ran to the garage to grab everyone another round of
beers.

“Krissy is one
nice piece of ass,” Ryan said. They’d been sitting around the
living room for about an hour, drinking all of Louis’s beer.

“Tell me
about it,” Louis said before he could catch himself.

Everyone smiled
at him.

“Get her down
here,” Ryan said, “I have a question for her.”

“Krissy,
can you come down here?” Louis yelled, turned in his
chair.

The stairs
creaked as she made her way down. Soon, she was standing in the
living room looking nervously around. Louis squinted at her. She
seemed to be breathing rather quickly, and he noticed sweat on her
chest. Her nipples were also stiff.

“Yes, Louis?”
Krissy said.

“Ryan has a
question for you,” Louis replied, nodding to where Ryan sat.

Ryan had a huge
grin on his face, and he let his eyes openly run up and down her
lithe form. “Are you behind the problems Louis’s been having
lately?”

Louis’s eyes
widened. Krissy’s mouth opened and closed a few times.

Finally, she
managed a, “I... I don’t know what you mean?”

Reaching up,
Ryan beckoned for her to move closer. When she did, he touched her
hand, then let his fingers run down the outside of her thigh. Louis
had to lean over to hide his bulge.

“I think our
boy here has been so busy thinking about fucking your young brains
out that he can’t concentrate on work.”

The other guys
sitting around all nodded.

Krissy’s whole
body seemed to flush red. She looked quickly at Louis, then
away.

“What have you
been doing?” Ryan continued.

Krissy shuffled
her feet around a bit before saying, “Masturbating.”

“Thinking about
Louis?” Ryan pressed.

Krissy
nodded.

Ryan hadn’t
taken his hand off Krissy’s thigh. Louis watched as he worked the
tip of his finger around to her ass, pushing it beneath her
underwear.

“Look, Chris,
we need Louis at one hundred percent at work. There’s only one
thing I can think of to fix this problem,” Ryan glanced around her
body, giving Louis a look, “You need to fuck him. Right now.”

Everyone was
silent. Louis’s heart thumped so hard against his chest that he
felt his whole body shake.

“Okay,” Krissy
said.

Clapping his
hands together, Ryan said, “Go get him, tiger.”

Louis leaned
back in his chair, his hard cock plain to see down one leg of his
pants. He just couldn’t believe what he was seeing and hearing. All
of that was washed out of his mind, though. Krissy took a few steps
back, looking over her shoulder with her lip sucked between her
teeth. She sat down on his lap, leaning to one side a little with
an arm over Louis’s shoulder.

“I’m sorry I’ve
been a distraction, Louis. Can I make it up to you?”

Feeling her ass
pressed against his rod like that made Louis squeeze some precum
out of his cock. She smiled at him as she felt his cock flex. Then
she kissed him, long and deep. Her hips started gyrating a little
on his, and his shaking hands seemed to move of their own volition
to her stomach. Her skin felt so warm through her shirt. Still
trembling, they travelled up her body.

He cupped
her breasts, feeling her stiff nipples against his palms. He
squeezed. Oh
God, he thought. They
were as firm as he’d hoped.

Krissy pulled
out of the kiss. She whispered to him, “That’s so nice, Louis. It
feels so good for you to touch me like this.”

“I know, baby,”
Louis said, “It feels good for me, too.”

Moving one of
his hands, he placed it on her thigh. He pressed his fingers
between her legs, and started moving them up toward her pussy.
Glancing up, he saw Ryan rubbing his hard cock through his pants.
One other guy, John, had actually pulled his cock out and was
masturbating furiously.

Louis felt his
fingers slide over her pussy as she slid out of his grip. Her
panties were damp.

She stood in
front of him, looking down into his upturned face. Krissy smiled,
then pulled her shirt off. Her tits bounced as the tight fabric
moved off them. Stooping, she slipped out of her underwear. One of
the guys groaned at the sight of her bending over, a wet spot on
his pant leg where precum had leaked from his cock.

Offering her
hands, Louis took them. She pulled him to his feet. He was so much
taller than she was, he noticed.

“You’re so
hard, Louis,” Krissy said. She knelt down in front of him, her back
arched and her ass on full display for all the guys watching and
touching themselves to the sight of her young flesh.

Putting her
hands on her thighs, Krissy leaned forward. She enveloped the head
of Louis’s cock through his pants with her lips. He felt a jolt go
through his body as she enlarged the wet spot that had been there
before.

He couldn’t
take it anymore. He could see down the curve of her back to her
perfect ass. If his cock stayed in his pants any longer, it felt
like it would break.

Louis wrenched
his belt off and let it fall to the floor. He pulled at the button
so much that it actually popped off his pants. It didn’t matter to
him at all, though. The next moment, he had his zipper down and was
pushing his pants and briefs down his thighs. His cock popped out
of his underwear like it was spring loaded. The flesh of the head
of his cock was so taut that he thought he could see his reflection
in it.

“Whoa, boys.
Guess we were right about him wanting to fuck Krissy,” Ryan said.
He had his own hard cock out and was stroking it, his eyes fixed on
Krissy’s heart-shaped ass.

Looking up into
his eyes, Krissy opened her mouth wide, ready to receive his meat.
Louis wanted so badly to feel just how warm and wet her lips would
be around him, so he didn’t get why he started slowly running the
tip of his cock along her cheeks. He let it brush past her lips,
leaving a clear and shiny trail of precum along her pretty
face.

Finally, he let
go of his cock. She grabbed it, her fingers barely long enough for
the fingers to touch around his girth. As she ran her hand up his
length, a glob of precum leaked out of him.

“Yum!” Krissy
said.

The next
instant, her lips shoved down around his cock and she started
sucking.

“Damn it, I
can’t take it anymore,” Ryan said. He slid down onto his knees,
right behind Krissy. As she slowly worked more of Louis’s big cock
into her small mouth, Ryan started playing with her ass, pulling
her cheeks apart to get a look at her asshole and running his
fingers down her cleft.

“Shit, let me
in one this,” Bruce said. He wasn’t wearing pants any more, Louis
saw. Bruce knelt down beside Ryan and they both started running
their hands all over her body. Louis saw Bruce’s hand move between
Krissy’s thighs, and she moaned around his cock.

Louis grabbed a
handful of her hair and held on as her mouth started making laps up
and down his shaft.

“Wow, Louis,
her pussy is so wet already. You must really get her going,” Bruce
said.

“You ever been
fucked in the ass, girl?” Ryan broke in.

Krissy’s eyes
widened as Louis watched Ryan ease the tip of his finger into her
tight pucker, but she made no move to stop him. If anything, she
started grinding her hips against the hands feeling her up.

“Is your pussy
nice and wet for me, baby?” Louis said, stroking her cheek with his
free hand.

She nodded up
at him, as much as she could with her mouth full of cock.

“Can I share
you with my friends?” Louis asked.

A more emphatic
nod came this time. Louis smiled down at her. This smile turned
into a grimace as her tongue licked around the head of his cock,
igniting his nerves with pleasure.

“Yeah, baby,”
Louis said, “Suck Louis’s cock just like that.”

The whole room
was filled by the sopping wet sounds of fingers jamming into tight
holes and cock sucking.

“Hey, Louis,
you want to be the first to fuck her?” Bruce said. Louis could tell
by the way the tendons in his forearms were working that he was
finger banging Krissy as hard and fast as he could. She’d had to
take her mouth of Louis’s cock a few times to let out a whimper or
moan.

“Hell yes!”
Louis said. Gently, he pulled Krissy’s mouth off his cock. She
breathed deeply as strings of her spit slowly stretched and fell to
her floor from the entire length of Louis’s hard rod.

Bruce and Ryan
each wrapped one arm around Krissy’s back, and they each stuck
their other arms under her knees. She squealed as they lifted her
up between them. She was in a position like sitting in a reclined
chair, but her legs were spread wide open. Louis felt his cock
quiver when he saw that her pussy was shaved. The skin of her pussy
lips was a little darker than the rest of her body, and he could
see the stiff little nub of her clit.

Louis stepped
in between her legs. Grabbing his cock, he pressed the head to her
cunt and pushed. He watched as his member slowly disappeared inside
her. She was so tight that he felt the skin of his cock getting
stretched back as he entered her more deeply. She was biting her
lip as she looked down as well, and her hands were balled into
fists over Bruce and Ryan’s shoulders.

“Oh, Louis,
you’re cock is so big and hard inside me,” Krissy said.

Bruce and Ryan
watched her tits jiggle as Louis pulled his cock back and shoved
for the first time. She squealed again, and her pussy tightened up
around him so that he had to stop for a moment. The desire to shoot
his wad into her was almost unstoppable.

“Calm down
there, sailor,” Bruce said.

Louis pulled
her hands off their shoulders and wrapped them around his own. He
slipped his own arms under her knees and the other men let go.
Standing up with her in his arms, he bounced her pussy up and down
on his cock. Each time he let her fall down onto his stiff rod, he
filled her pussy up all the way. He could feel his balls slap
against her ass.

Then Ryan stood
behind her. He had a wicked grin on his face. Louis held Krissy
still as Ryan positioned himself. Again, Louis felt her pussy
tighten up around him as her body involuntarily tensed from Ryan
shoving his cock into her ass.

“Oh Louis, oh
Louis...” Krissy started saying. The men were bouncing her body up
and down between them like a toy. Louis could feel Ryan’s balls
slap into his every time she moved back down onto their cocks.

Suddenly,
Krissy dug her nails into Louis’s back and she buried her face
against her shoulder. He felt why a moment later. Her pussy
convulsed around his shaft, getting sopping wet at the same time.
She whimpered as she came on him. Louis had his teeth gritted as he
fought against fought the urge to come.

She’d gotten so wet that Louis could feel
some of her juices running down his shaft and his balls. Krissy
shivered in his arms as her pussy fitfully squeezed around him a
few more times.

Pulling away, Krissy in his arms, Louis
slowly lowered himself down to the floor. He laid on his back.
Lifting Krissy again, he got her to turn over. Soon, he felt his
cock stretching her asshole out as he entered her again. This hole
was even tighter than her pussy, and it squeezed and touched his
cock differently.

Sitting up into reverse-cowgirl position,
Krissy beckoned to the other guys. Louis grabbed her ass, grunting
as she started bouncing on his cock like it was a ride at an
amusement park.

The two guys who’d been sitting on the couch
watching the whole time stood up, their cocks already hard and in
their hands. They walked up to Krissy. She spat onto her hands and
grabbed both of their shafts, jerking them hard and fast in time
with Louis’s cock cramming into her tight asshole.

Bruce stepped in between the two men, and was
rewarded with Krissy sucking his cock down her throat. He grabbed
her head with both hands and started fucking her face. Ryan watched
from the side, stroking himself.

Like a pro, Krissy switched the cocks in her
mouth around, making sure each man’s member was slick with her spit
and throbbing with desire to feel her lips again.

Louis was busy watching her stretched asshole
move up and down his shaft, and the way her ass cheeks felt in his
hands as he helped her move. Though it was more like trying to keep
her youthful energy in check.

He felt sweat break out on his forehead as he
gritted his teeth. The uniform tightness of her asshole felt
incredible around him. It seemed like he was constantly about to
come.

Louis let one of his hands trail up her ass
and up her back. Her flushed skin felt so hot and smooth under his
fingers. His thoughts kept returning to how turned on she was, and
he felt his cock getting harder in her with each passing
moment.

She started going crazy on Bruce’s cock,
then, taking her hand off one of the other men and using it to
quickly jackhammer up and down the big shaft jammed most of the way
into her mouth. She moaned around him, bobbing her head back and
forth as quickly as she could.

Bruce’s whole body seemed to have gone rigid,
and a look approaching pain contorted his face. He started coming
into Krissy’s mouth, gasping every time he fired another spurt
through her waiting lips. For the last couple, he pulled his cock
out of her and let his jizz splash on her face and neck. It leaked
down her body.

One of the other guys stepped into Bruce’s
place. She only had her lips on his shaft for a few moments before
he grunted. He didn’t come in her mouth at all, instead pulling his
cock out and letting his cum fly all over her tits. She giggled as
his hot jizz trickled down her flesh.

The third guy lasted only a few strokes of
her mouth. He seemed to like having her warm lips wrapped around
him, as he emptied his entire load down her throat. Krissy
swallowed every drop eagerly. The whole time, she never let up
bouncing the tight ring of her asshole up and down Louis’s hard
shaft.

Reaching up, Louis pulled her down so she was
lying down on him. He looked over her shoulder at Ryan, who was
still jerking his cock.

“Come fuck her pussy,” he said.

Ryan didn’t waste a second. He straddled
Louis’s legs and lifted Krissy’s knees to her chest. He slipped his
cock into her pussy and the three of them fucked on the floor.
Louis had sucked in a breath and was letting it out slowly through
his teeth,

“Oh Louis, are you going to come, too? Are
you going to come in my ass?”

“Yeah, baby,” Louis said, “You can have it
all.”

Louis felt his balls tighten, and then his
cock reached full hardness and started jumping around in the
constricting space of her asshole. His hot cum splashed inside her
as she continued working up and down on him. Louis’s whole body
flexed each time he shot into her. He barely even noticed that Ryan
was coming too, holding completely still as he emptied his balls
into Krissy’s pussy.

“Fuck!” Louis said as his cock continued
pumping.

After a while, Ryan pulled out and stood up.
His semi-flaccid cock was covered in cum and juices from Krissy’s
little cunt. Krissy relaxed completely on top of Louis. Louis
kissed her long neck and gently ran his fingers along the inside of
her thighs.

“Oh Louis, I can feel your cum in me,” Krissy
said. She wiped some of the cum from her tits and licked it off her
finger. After a few more minutes of lying together like that, she
stood up off him. He felt of pang as his softening cock pulled out
of her asshole. He watched her tight little body as she walked down
the hall to the bathroom.

Ryan got up and went over to the box of
Kleenex on the coffee table. He pulled a few out and wadded them
up, then began cleaning the mingled juices from his cock.

He tossed the box at Louis, who caught it and
did the same.

He couldn’t believe that had just happened.
His cock and his balls ached deeply. But it was a satisfied ache. A
real ache.

“That do it for you?” Ryan said.

“What?” he replied.

“Get you to start thinking with your head
instead of your cock?”

“Yeah, I think,” Louis said.

“Good, because we need you back up to 100% at
the office. And hey man, I’ll bet you there’ll be plenty of
opportunities to come over and fuck her brains out whenever her old
man isn’t around,” Ryan said.

“Right,’ Louis said.

They didn’t talk about what happened for the
rest of the night. And they sure as hell didn’t tell Bob.
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