
        
            
                
            
        

    
	FORE­WORD

	The pro­cess of grow­ing up and passing through ad­oles­cence has been char­ac­ter­ized by great in­ner tur­moil, un­cer­tainty, and tre­mend­ous pres­sures from fam­ily, close friends, and peer groups. Cer­tainly, in our multi-fa­ceted so­ci­ety, the prob­lems youths now face seem more marked than ever be­fore.

	Tiffany John­son is a teen­ager em­bark­ing on her own spe­cial jour­ney into ad­oles­cense. She finds her­self plagued by power­ful emo­tions, some­times feel­ing un­cer­tain about her awaken­ing sexu­al­ity, some­times be­ing angered over her youth­ful mis­judg­ments. It is only through a series of un­usual de­vel­op­ments that Tiffany man­ages to pull her world into per­spect­ive and define her true am­bi­tions and ob­ject­ives.

	HOT NEIGH­BOR GIRL-the story of a young Amer­ican girl com­ing of age. A les­son to us all and a re­minder that the jour­ney to adult­hood is a dif­fi­cult one.

	-The Pub­lisher



	
CHAPTER ONE

	„Mom ought to go her­self,“ Tiffany John­son grumbled as she stomped off an­grily to­ward the small con­veni­ence mar­ket a few blocks away. „This damned store is too far to walk in this heat.“

	Tiffany‘s pert tits jiggled un­der her skimpy hal­ter top. The caress of the smooth cot­ton sur­face made the girl‘s nipples spike and harden as she quickly marched for­ward. The fric­tion and sen­sa­tion was caus­ing a pe­cu­liar itch between the in­ex­per­i­enced teen­ager‘s sleek thighs.

	„Ooooooh! That feels neat,“ Tiffany squealed to her­self with de­light. She was glad her par­ents still thought of her as a skinny child and hadn‘t even no­ticed her not wear­ing a bra.

	Tiffany watched her knobby, erect nipple points cut­ting a boun­cing, jig­gling path un­der the pink fab­ric and told her­self that she cer­tainly wasn‘t a skinny, flat-ches­ted child any­more! The pretty young teen shook her flow­ing red hair back over her nearly bare shoulders, en­joy­ing the way it tickled her well-tanned skin.

	May as well en­joy the free­dom while I can, Tiffany thought to her­self as she looked down at her swollen nub­bies. By the end of this sum­mer, she reasoned, Mom and Dad would have to be blind not to no­tice her rap­idly de­vel­op­ing curves. Then the lec­tures on boys and be­ing care­ful and wear­ing „lady-like“ clothes would start-Tiffany re­membered all of it from when her older sis­ter had lived at home and gone through it all be­fore.

	The blast of cold air that greeted the hur­ry­ing teen­ager as she pushed open the glass door was like a breath of heaven. It was early af­ter­noon and eas­ily over one-hun­dred de­grees out­side. Tiffany stood by the cold case and reveled in the de­li­cious stream of fri­gid air.

	„Real cooker out­side, ain‘t it, Tiff?“ the boy be­hind the con­veni­ence store counter asked the per­spir­ing teen. He was a tall boy with a dark mus­tache that made him look older than his eight­een years to girls like Tiffany. His name was Sammy Hodges and he knew all of the kids in the neigh­bor­hood.

	„Yeah, it‘s real bad out there, Sammy,“ Tiffany agreed. „Bet a day like this makes you glad you work in­side where it‘s cool all the time.“

	„The only time this dump is cool is when a little darlin‘ like you walks in to brighten it up,“ Sammy smiled.

	Tiffany blushed. Sammy flir­ted with all the girls in the neigh­bor­hood, and every­one knew it, but this was the first time he had ever treated Tiffany like any­thing but a kid. She wasn‘t sure if she liked the way he was grin­ning at her, star­ing un­ashamedly at her pointy nipples.

	The door opened and Les Dud­ley came in. Les was Tiffany‘s next-door neigh­bor and the father of her best friend, Bon­nie, Sammy straightened up and ac­ted all busi­ness as the older man entered the store. It didn‘t look good, hit­ting on young teen­agers in front of the father of one.

	„Hey, Tiff! How ya doin‘?“ Les asked his comely little neigh­bor.

	„Uh, real good, Les.“ Tiffany answered hes­it­antly, try­ing to fig­ure out what was dif­fer­ent about the older man today. Les was al­ways friendly to her, but not the way he was right now. He looked drunk or some­thing.

	Les cut a very un­steady path down the aisle to­ward the beer and wine de­part­ment. He pulled out two six­ers of beer and a couple of fifths of sweet wine.

	Tiffany watched her best friend‘s dad out of the corner of her eye as she got the three items her mother had sent her after and put them on the counter. The young teen‘s mind was lost in a swirl of worry and she barely nod­ded to Sammy as he took her money and gave her back the change. Les was drunk! Tiffany told her­self anxiously. He had ob­vi­ously been tip­ping the bottle already this af­ter­noon and it looked as if he planned on really mak­ing a night of it to­night.

	„I‘m on my way home, Tiff. Want a ride?“ Les asked, pick­ing up his bag of booze.

	Nor­mally, Tiffany would have re­fused to ride with a man she knew to be drunk. But this time was dif­fer­ent. The little red­head knew that Les and Bon­nie‘s mother had a rocky mar­riage already, par­tially be­cause of his drink­ing. Bon­nie and her mom were away for the week and Bon­nie had told Tiffany be­fore they left that Les had prom­ised not to touch a drop while they were away.

	„Uh ... sure, Les, an air-con­di­tioned car beats walk­ing in this kind of heat!“ Tiffany smiled at Les, man­euv­er­ing the older man out the door. „Let‘s go straight home, though, or my mom will worry.“

	„Don‘t worry, little girl. Old Les will get you home in a hurry. I won‘t stop off in the park and squeeze those fine-lookin‘ little nub­bies of yours, even though they do look ripe for the pluck­ing!“ Les giggled like a school­boy and staggered to the car.

	Tiffany went beet red. Booze sure makes people act dif­fer­ent, she told her­self. Never be­fore had any­one com­men­ted dir­ectly on Tiffany‘s deep­en­ing curves, let alone made an off­hand re­mark about fond­ling them.

	Some­thing really odd happened as Tiffany thought about Les‘ drunken re­mark on the short ride home: her spongy nipples grew as firm and long as they had on her walk to the store when they had rubbed against her hal­ter. And the un­fa­mil­iar itch­ing sen­sa­tion re­turned to Tiffany‘s tiny cun­tal open­ing. Whenever Les looked over at her pop­ping nipple buds, the itch­ing grew worse and her tit­ties seemed to pump even fuller!

	Tiffany squirmed in the seat of the big sta­tion wagon, wish­ing the pe­cu­liar sen­sa­tions would leave her. The vir­ginal teen­ager was shocked to find that the crotch of her panties was wet with some kind of lub­ric­at­ing fluid. She hoped Les hur­ried so she would be saved the em­bar­rass­ment of hav­ing the oily stuff seep through her tight white shorts.

	In des­per­a­tion, Tiffany willed her­self to for­get about the strange feel­ings ra­ging through her body. She tried to con­cen­trate on Les and his drink­ing prob­lem. Maybe if she could help him, she reasoned, it would take her mind off her­self for a while.

	„Why don‘t you come over for din­ner to­night, Les?“ Tiffany in­vited her neigh­bor. „Mom and Dad would love to have you, I know.“

	„Nah, thanks any­way, kid, but I think I‘ll just hang around my house to­night, watch the tube, have a few beers,“ Les said. „Maybe later in the week I‘ll come over.“

	Tiffany didn‘t want to see Les stay home by him­self and guzzle the night away. If Bon­nie‘s mother called and found him in that state, it would prob­ably be all over for their mar­riage.

	„Why don‘t I come over for a little while and keep you com­pany?“ Tiffany found her­self blurt­ing.

	Les smiled and stared right at the nu­bile teen­ager‘s bud­ding nipples. Tiffany felt a rush of warmth in her petite mounds, a rush that shot through her up­per chest then poun­ded down into her moistened pussy slit. The itch be­came so pro­nounced that it was all the con­fused teen­ager could do to keep from touch­ing her­self there right in front of her leer­ing neigh­bor.

	„Honey, you can come over any time!“ Les chuckled in a way that re­minded Tiffany of the way the older boys at school laughed when they were telling dirty jokes to each other.

	„Well, I‘ll take this stuff in to Mom, then tell her I‘m go­ing over to Mar­lene‘s for a couple of hours,“ Tiffany told the smil­ing Les.

	„Sounds great, little girl, I‘ll be wait­ing,“ the older man prom­ised.

	Tiffany got out of the car and hur­ried into her par­ents‘ house. She was men­tally kick­ing her­self for telling Les she‘d be over, but she hadn‘t been able to think of any other way of try­ing to keep him sober. It wasn‘t a bad idea, she kept telling her­self. If she could just get some cof­fee into him and maybe get him to eat some din­ner ... it just might work out okay!

	Tiffany tried not to think about the curi­ous sen­sa­tions her body had been ex­per­i­en­cing all day. She tried to put the pulsing, pound­ing feel­ing her tit­ties had been en­gulfed with when Les had eyed them out of her mind. She tried not to think about be­ing alone with the older man in his house.…

	„Well, come on in, sweetie,“ Les said in a slurred voice when he opened the door an hour later and found Tiffany stand­ing on the step.

	„Hi, Les!“ Tiffany said war­ily, see­ing that her best friend‘s father was even drunker now than he had been earlier.

	The petite teen­ager came in­side and headed for the kit­chen. Les staggered along in back of her, clearly won­der­ing what she was up to.

	„Here, a little cof­fee, some din­ner, and you‘ll be fine,“ Tiffany prom­ised Les, put­ting the cof­fee pot con­trol on very black.

	„Oh, no!“ Les shook his fin­ger at the young­ster. „None of that Java for me, little girl. I‘m just startin‘ to really fly. Don‘t want to land yet!“

	Tiffany felt her heart sink­ing. Les was prob­ably too far gone to reason with already. It hurt Tiffany deeply to see a group of people she had known since she had been five years old-Bon­nie, her mom, and Les-go­ing down the chute be­cause one of them couldn‘t con­trol his drink­ing.

	„Listen, Les, I‘ll make you a deal,“ Tiffany said at last. „You drink some of this cof­fee, and I‘ll fix you a great din­ner, okay?“

	Les got a cun­ning look on his in­ebri­ated face. „Counter-pro­posal, honey! You have a blast of my wine and agree to stick around a while, and I‘ll drink your filthy brew. Maybe even let you fix that din­ner after a while. Whad­daya say?“

	Tiffany had never drunk any­thing stronger than soda pop be­fore, but it looked like her only chance to sober Les up. She nod­ded and took the glass of cold, red li­quid that the older man was of­fer­ing her.

	The wine tasted a little like spoiled grape juice, only sweeter. Tiffany choked down half a glass full, then made Les a cup of cof­fee. She watched ap­prov­ingly as he nursed the hot, bit­ter fluid down and she re­filled his cup.

	„Now we‘re some­where get­ting ... I mean, now we‘re get­ting some­where,“ Tiffany said aloud, ex­plod­ing into a flurry of giggles as she heard her­self re­vers­ing the words.

	Some­thing very odd was hap­pen­ing to her head, the short red­head told her­self as she gulped down the rest of the wine in her glass. The room was sud­denly very warm and her knees felt as if they might melt away at any mo­ment. She had to sit down some­where soon or fall right on the kit­chen floor.

	„Here, let me help you, honey!“ Les offered, see­ing the way booze had af­fected the young girl.

	Tiffany found her­self lean­ing heav­ily upon Les as he put his arm around her and guided her to the couch in the liv­ing room. The teen­ager nod­ded grate­fully as Les sat her down and then joined her on the over­stuffed sofa.

	„You see now why people drink, Tiff?“ Les asked in a whis­per, leav­ing his arm around the tiny red­head. „It makes you loose ... free ... free to do things you‘ve al­ways wanted to do, but never had the guts to do when you‘re straight.“

	With that, Les dropped his hand down onto Tiffany‘s right breast and squeezed it gently through her hal­ter top. The up­raised nub­bin of her half-firm nipple gave a jerk of ec­stasy as the ex­per­i­enced older man kneaded it ad­eptly be­fore its owner could even re­act.

	„Unnghhh!“ moaned Tiffany, her head spin­ning in a con­fus­ing flurry of emo­tions. The fin­gers on her pulsing knob made the sen­sa­tions she had en­joyed earlier in the day seem like child‘s play, and yet she knew she should break away from the de­li­cious thrills! Les was old enough to be her father and, be­sides, she sus­pec­ted that she was more than a little drunk.

	„I ... oh­h­hhh! I feel soooo straaaange!“ the frightened teen mewled, not know­ing what to do next.

	„Just let old Les work these little treas­ures a bit and he‘ll make ‚em feel greeeeeaaaaat!“ Les hissed in Tiffany‘s ear, mov­ing his other hand onto the groan­ing girl‘s left tit.

	The thrills pump­ing through Tiffany‘s heav­ing chest doubled as she ex­per­i­enced the joy of hav­ing both nub­bies toyed with for the first time. The ra­di­ant little red­head lay back on Les‘ arm, too over­come with the heat his work­ing fin­gers cre­ated in her throb­bing tit­ties to move. She knew that if she didn‘t stop him soon, some­thing even more wrong might hap­pen, but the heav­enly mas­sage was just too stim­u­lat­ing, too dev­ast­at­ing to res­ist.

	The young teen‘s fears were well foun­ded. As soon as she closed her eyes and let the for­bid­den pleas­ures wash over her without protest, Tiffany felt Les eas­ing the bot­tom of her skimpy hal­ter up­ward, bar­ing her flut­ter­ing tummy. He kept knead­ing her tingling knocker points as he moved the knit­ted ma­ter­ial of her top higher and higher.

	„Nooooo! Don‘t raise it any more!“ Tiffany heard her­self beg, her own voice sound­ing dis­tant.

	Les paid no at­ten­tion to the teen­ager‘s bleat­ing plea. He eased the tight-fit­ting cloth up over the girl‘s springy, pert young mounds and took her na­ked nub­bies in his know­ing hands as soon as they were ex­posed.

	Tiffany moaned. She told her­self she should be in des­pair, that she should be ashamed that a man as old as Les was ogling and play­ing with her bare tit­ties-the first male to ever touch her in that way.

	But the sigh­ing teen­ager couldn‘t bring her­self to stop Les‘ lewd fond­ling. The way he was rub­bing her fully ex­ten­ded, throb­bing-with-need nipples was so ex­cit­ing that Tiffany could barely en­dure it. The itch between her legs was now a ra­ging fire of deep­en­ing pas­sion and her sparse young bush was awash in the thick, oily fluid that seemed to gush from her un­touched cunt.

	„Your tits are hot­ter‘n a set of pis­tols, honey,“ Les growled in the writh­ing girl‘s ear at that mo­ment. „They‘re small and per­fect and just make up a mouth­ful. Gotta taste ‚em ... suck ‚em ... lick those hot little nipples of yours!“

	Tiffany wanted to call out, to tell him no, to protest that she was a nice girl, and nice girls didn‘t go this far! But the words stuck in her throat, pushed down by the fiery spasms of joy Les‘ fin­gers were caus­ing in her pound­ing tits.

	Les‘ mouth found the mewl­ing, coo­ing teen­ager‘s left tit at that mo­ment, and she knew that she was lost. The rough snake of a tongue curled around Tiffany‘s pulsing knot of coral flesh and her whole titty jerked against the firm­ness of his suck­ing lips.

	„AGH­H­H­HHH! OH! OH, GOD!“ Tiffany wailed with sur­prise. Everything Les had done up to this point had felt good, had felt great, in fact. But noth­ing she had ever ex­per­i­enced, noth­ing she had ever ima­gined in her girl­ish day­dreams about sex had pre­pared her for THIS!

	The tan­tal­iz­ing fric­tion of Les‘ wrig­gling tongue caress­ing her nipple as his mouth tugged in­sa­ti­ably at her burst­ing globe sent Tiffany into or­bit. The fren­zied teen tried to shove more of her hot breast into the older man‘s lips as she jiggled her right tit frantic­ally against his fin­gers. The in­tens­ity of the jerking sen­sa­tions rip­pling through her pump­ing tit­ties made Tiffany scream with de­sire then gurgle with joy.

	„Let‘s get this off, okay?“ Les asked from some­where a mil­lion miles away, tug­ging at the hal­ter.

	Tiffany didn‘t an­swer. She couldn‘t make a move, fear­ing that the mar­velous, newly-dis­covered sen­sa­tions would ebb away. She knew some­where, in the depths of her con­science, that the beau­ti­ful feel­ings were wrong for her to en­joy, but she knew just as cer­tainly that she wanted more of them, that she could not deny her­self their sear­ing pleas­ure.

	The hal­ter was off in seconds and the won­drous surges of en­joy­ment star­ted again al­most im­me­di­ately. Les was suck­ing at her right nipple this time, and his fin­gers were strok­ing and prod­ding the left. Some­thing was hap­pen­ing down lower too, Tiffany was vaguely aware. Les was us­ing his free hand to rub the itchy spot right at the top of her pussy slit through the rough fab­ric of her tight shorts and panties.

	The itch didn‘t go away, Tiffany was sur­prised to find. The ex­quis­ite feel­ing grew sharper and more fierce as Les ran his hand all over her legs and up into her crotch, press­ing down es­pe­cially hard as he traced the out­line of the little red­head‘s petite cunt. The burn­ing sen­sa­tion grew so strong that Tiffany knew she had to have some­thing done to her there, but the con­fused teen didn‘t know ex­actly what.

	Tiffany im­me­di­ately dis­covered that Les was well aware of her „prob­lem“ and knew just how to deal with it. The aroused teen­ager felt the waist­band of her tight-fit­ting shorts sud­denly loosen as the top but­ton was un­done. The zip­per at the side moved down­ward, and Tiffany sud­denly felt her tight little ass be­ing lif­ted off the couch and the shorts be­ing worked clear of her thighs. Les pulled the girl‘s panties down with the white shorts and flicked both gar­ments free of the now-na­ked teen‘s ankles.

	„Oh, Je­sus!“ he gasped, tak­ing his head from Tiffany‘s nipples for a mo­ment and gaz­ing down at the nude young girl. „Tiff, you‘re such a little beauty. So sweet, so in­no­cent, so much wo­man for such a little girl.“

	Tiffany looked up at Les without fear now. She knew she ought to be afraid or ashamed or em­bar­rassed or ... or SOME­THING! But she found that she wasn‘t. She liked the way he was look­ing at her. She liked be­ing na­ked in front of him. She liked the way he was star­ing boldly at her ex­posed little flesh pie.

	And she found her­self want­ing his lips on her tit­ties again. She found her­self NEED­ING them.

	Eyes glassy with pas­sion, Tiffany held her arms out to the older man and lay back on the couch. She smiled at him.

	„Suck them, Les!“ she sighed in a little-girl whis­per. „Please, lick my hot tit­ties again. It feels so good when you do it to me.“

	Les grinned. „You fuckin‘ bet I will, baby doll! And you‘re gonna like what I suck next even bet­ter!“

	With that, Les placed just the tip of his middle fin­ger in little Tiffany‘s cun­tal slit and stirred the hard di­git around. Tiffany moaned with de­light as the rough sur­face of the man‘s knuckle ground against the up­per part of her pussy, where the throb­bing, itchy spot was.

	„Ooooooh! I bet I will like it!“ Tiffany burbled ex­citedly, bunch­ing her tiny slit up against the in­vad­ing fin­ger in­stinct­ively. „Dooooo it to me. Do whatever nasty things you want!“



	
CHAPTER TWO

	Les Dud­ley pushed Tiffany com­pletely onto her back on the big couch and threw one of the girl‘s slender, per­fectly pro­por­tioned legs over the sofa‘s broad back. He placed the other heel on the cof­fee table next to the couch, split­ting the pretty little red­head‘s juicy beaver wide and open­ing her to him totally. He kneeled between her legs and bent for­ward, his mouth diving for Tiffany‘s up-turned, heav­ing breasts.

	„Oh, God, yes! Yes, suck them! Bite them!“

	Tiffany begged him. „Put my whole titty in your hot mouth and suck it till it pops.“ Les al­most did as the frantic teen­ager pleaded. He eased all of one plump, ripe young mound into his eager lips and mouthed it un­til the nu­bile little teen was quiv­er­ing from head to toe with cum-lust. He pummeled the very tip of Tiffany‘s vi­brant globe with his tongue, bat­ter­ing the spongy cyl­in­der of tender flesh un­til the girl was scream­ing in ut­ter ec­stasy.

	„OH­H­H­HHH! EEEAAAAAHHH!“ Tiffany heard her­self howl­ing with joy. The blood was pound­ing through­out her lust-filled little body and the slip­pery juice was ooz­ing out of her cunt so fast it made twin rivers of de­sire down her youth­ful, taut thighs.

	„You‘re the hot­test little bitch I‘ve ever seen,“ Les muttered, his voice crack­ing with ex­cite­ment. „You‘re gonna take to fuck­ing like a duck to wa­ter!“

	Tiffany gasped as she heard the word „fuck“. Les was go­ing to fuck her! The enorm­ity of what was go­ing to hap­pen to her struck Tiffany like a gi­ant fist-FUCKED! Only the really wicked, really raunchy girls at school were rumored to fuck! Only the most well de­veloped of the girls in her ju­nior high school-like Tiffany-ex­cited the in­terest of the boys, and only the wild­est of those few were gos­siped about as ac­tu­ally „do­ing it“ with guys.

	„I ... I don‘t know if I want to be ... to be....“ Tiffany hes­it­ated, un­able to spit out the word.

	„Fucked?“ Les asked calmly, star­ing down at Tiffany as if she were a six course meal and he hadn‘t eaten in days.

	„Yeah,“ the girl answered, em­bar­rassed.

	„Don‘t worry, honey. It won‘t hurt,“ Les prom­ised her. „As a mat­ter-of-fact, it‘ll feel bet­ter than any­thing we‘ve done yet and you‘ll be scream­ing for it by the time I‘ve fin­ished turn­ing you on. I guar­an­tee it!“

	Tiffany lay back on the couch, her tits start­ing to feel cool from Les‘ saliva coat­ing both of them. She tried to chase the won­der­ful feel­ings from her mind, so she could think about what had happened and was hap­pen­ing to her in a lo­gical, ra­tional way.

	But Les knew enough to strike while the iron, or the girl, was hot. Be­fore Tiffany could sort out any­thing in her mind, Les‘ hot kisses were shower­ing down on her sens­it­ive nipples once more.

	„Oh, please, not now. Not yet!“ Tiffany pleaded. „Let me think about ... about ... mmmm, ooooooh, that feels so gooooood!“

	Les‘ tongue was all over Tiffany‘s perky young nubs, toy­ing with her nipple tips, lift­ing the bouncy little globes and drop­ping them, roughly fil­ing its way across the tender flesh on the un­der­side of each of her pulsing tits. The heady sen­sa­tions re­turned im­me­di­ately, and Tiffany couldn‘t think at all. She was too busy gurg­ling and moan­ing and wrig­gling be­neath Les on the couch, try­ing to get more of her hot little tits up into his ad­or­ing mouth!

	„Oh, so good. So very good,“ the little red­head babbled as Les‘ tongue and mouth made the de­li­cious feel­ings grow even more in­tense.

	Les slipped his fin­gers up onto the girl‘s burn­ing nipples and squeezed them in uni­son. Tiffany moaned and pumped her cunt up­ward against his chest out of pure in­stinctual need. He kept knead­ing the pli­ant young mounds as he slowly let his tongue slither down between her tits and work its way down her quiv­er­ing belly.

	„Ooooh, that feels so wild!“ Tiffany burbled as the hot, wet ser­pent of Les‘ tongue traced its way down her tummy to the edge of her thinly furred little cunt.

	„Your cunt‘s so beau­ti­ful!“ she heard the older man mur­mur, as if to him­self. „So tiny, so per­fect, so fuckin‘ wet and ripe for the TASTIN‘.“

	With that Les bur­ied his head between Tiffany‘s spread thighs and kissed her hard on the silky pink in­ner folds of her gush­ing pussy. A charge of elec­tri­city seemed to arc from Les‘ mouth to his nipple-milk­ing fin­gers, mak­ing Tiffany‘s youth­ful body jerk as if it had been hit by light­ning.

	„OH, G AAA AW WW WD!“ the ec­static teen­ager screamed.

	Tre­mend­ous surges of joy­ous sen­sa­tion pulsed through Tiffany‘s cunt as Les licked the smallish open­ing from top to bot­tom and drilled just the tip of his tongue in and out of her clasp­ing hole. The little red­head was groan­ing and thrash­ing about on the couch, un­able to con­trol her muscles amid the holo­caust of in­tense feel­ing Les was cre­at­ing in her in­ex­per­i­enced body.

	„It‘s good, it‘s ... it‘s ... un­nnggghhh! I-I ... oh­h­hhh!“ Tiffany mewled and whined with pleas­ure. She wanted to scream out that it was the greatest thing in the world, but all she could do was grunt and hump her little cunt up at the older man‘s won­drous tongue and en­joy the beau­ti­ful feel­ings as it rolled over her gyr­at­ing body.

	Les found the young­ster‘s swollen, minus­cule clit at that mo­ment and popped it between his lips. He sucked at the su­per-sens­it­ive little wand of flesh and lapped at the very tip with his tongue.

	The first real or­gasm Tiffany had ever ex­per­i­enced hit her im­me­di­ately, and with the force of a run­away freight train. Jolts of cum-pleas­ure tore up­ward from the wail­ing red­head‘s well-licked pussy and slammed into her spas­ming tits. The force of the all-en­vel­op­ing cli­max made Tiffany‘s petite body shake as if she were hav­ing an epi­leptic seizure. The heady thrill of cum­ming was so great that the de­li­ri­ous teen­ager nearly blacked out with joy.

	As the mists slowly cleared, Tiffany saw that Les had re­leased her tit­ties for the mo­ment and taken his juice smeared face away from her sop­ping pussy. He was sit­ting back on his knees, yank­ing off his shirt and un­do­ing his trousers. Tiffany watched with un­reas­on­ing, de­tached in­terest as the older man pulled the pants down to his knees and dropped his boxer shorts on top of them.

	A thick, angry-red snake of ri­gid male flesh stuck out straight at Tiffany as the shorts fell away. It sat atop a furry sack with two huge lumps in it, and the rod of meat it­self looked at least eight inches long.

	„What are you go­ing to do with that?“ Tiffany asked in­no­cently, her mind too clogged with post-cum list­less­ness and lan­guid pleas­ure to think co­her­ently.

	„It‘s my cock, baby, my prick,“ Les ex­plained. „I‘m go­ing to fuck that hot little box of yours with it, just as soon as I heat it up again!“

	Tiffany let this in­form­a­tion sink in. It was all she could do to keep from laugh­ing. After all, it was ap­par­ent to any­one that some­thing as thick and long as Les‘ cock would NEVER fit in any­thing as small as her little pussy.

	„Oh, okay,“ the red-haired beauty told her older lover at last, de­cid­ing to hu­mor him for the mo­ment. He had made her feel bet­ter than she ever had in her life, and she wanted more of his ex­quis­ite oral love. Plenty of time later, Tiffany told her­self, to let Les dis­cover for himelf that she was too small down there for his big prick to enter-but AFTER he had made her cum again with his ter­rific mouth and tongue. „

	„Are ... are you go­ing to lick my ... my thing again?“ the still-shy young girl stammered.

	„You mean your cunt, baby?“ Les asked con­fid­ently. „You bet­ter fuckin‘ be­lieve it! I‘m gonna tongue your sweet little pussy and suck those cute little tits un­til you want this pecker rammed up in you the way a glut­ton wants food!“

	Tiffany shuddered at Les‘ foul lan­guage, secretly en­joy­ing the dirty words al­most as much as she liked ly­ing na­ked in front of the older man. It was ter­rific, hear­ing him de­scribe in filthy de­tail what he was go­ing to do to her nu­bile body, then watch­ing as he did just what he said he was go­ing to.

	Les bent down and began lap­ping at Tiffany‘s pink folds once more. Her cum had left, a lake of shim­mer­ing, clear oil-like fluid in the petite pink bowl of her cunt. Les‘ tongue made a sound like a cat lick­ing up cream as he dipped it again and again into the tiny treas­ure, suck­ing down the hot, spicy juice.

	„Oh­h­hhh, that sounds so naaaasty,“ Tiffany purred con­ten­tedly, listen­ing and watch­ing as Les licked her pussy out.

	The ra­ging itch re­turned al­most im­me­di­ately to the young red­head‘s well-tongued cunt. Les eased his hands up onto Tiffany‘s stiff nipples and tweaked them in time with his steady tongue probes into her flow­ing box. Tiffany was amazed at the heat build­ing within her cunt and tit­ties so soon after her or­gasm. The in­ex­per­i­enced little teen­ager wondered just how of­ten she could cum, and thanked her lucky stars for this op­por­tun­ity to find out.

	„L-Lick me, Les. Right at ... at the top of my, my c-cunt!“ Tiffany spat out the dirty word proudly. „It feels best right up there.“

	Les smiled up at the girl, his face shiny with her warm juice. „You bet it does, sweet­heart. That‘s where your clit is. Right....“his tongue shot out and hit the tiny nub­bin of sens­it­ive girl flesh, „ ... here!“

	His dart­ing tongue vi­brated Tiffany‘s clit and the pretty red­head‘s whole body shuddered. The in­tens­ity of the tremors that Les‘ oral caress caused left no doubt in Tiffany‘s mind that she was go­ing to cum again, and soon.

	„Yessss, that‘s the spot,“ she urged him, pump­ing her ass onto his tongue. „Lick me there, oh­h­hhh, there, please.“

	Les laughed and stabbed at Tiffany‘s clit a num­ber of times with his dart­ing tongue. He squeezed down tighter on the moan­ing teen‘s nipples as he lapped at her love but­ton, laugh­ing all the harder as his touch set Tiffany writh­ing on the couch anew and ca­reened her help­less body to the brink of a new, even more shat­ter­ing or­gasm.

	Just as the bab­bling teen­ager as­cen­ded to her peak, Les pulled his tongue out and re­leased her throb­bing nipples. Tiffany bucked up­ward frantic­ally, seek­ing her re­lease from the ab­sent tongue and fin­gers. Her eyes flew open and a whine of pure need es­caped her lips.

	„M-more!“ she pleaded un­stead­ily, her whole be­ing burn­ing with lust. „Just a little more, please, Les.“

	But the older man only smiled and moved in between the beg­ging girl‘s spread legs a bit farther. He stead­ied his sway­ing cock with his hand and dir­ec­ted the bulbous, bright red head down­ward, on a col­li­sion course with Tiffany‘s de­light­ful little pink fur pie.

	The in­stant Les‘ knob-like prick head touched Tiffany‘s wet slit, the small girl‘s torso jerked as if she had been prod­ded with a high voltage wire. The tip of the big cock was smooth and in­cred­ibly hot against Tiffany‘s splayed-open cun­tal gash, and the teen­ager felt a surge of fear coupled with a new wave of lust as the ri­gid knob slid over her vir­ginal cunt mound.

	„What ... what are you go­ing to do?“ Tiffany gasped as Les ran the slick, burn­ing knob of male meat over her tiny clit.

	Les con­tin­ued toy­ing with the turned on, slightly fear­ful teen­ager, ig­nor­ing her ques­tion. He moved his fiery prick tip up and down Tiffany‘s wildly juicing cunt, get­ting the head of his prick as greasy and smooth as an oiled ball bear­ing. The more the rock-hard bulb of meat touched the young girl‘s weep­ing cunt, the hot­ter Tiffany seemed to get. In just a few mo­ments, she was in­stinct­ively push­ing her little twat against the glisten­ing knob.

	„Yeah, your cunt knows what it wants, baby doll,“ Les laughed sud­denly, watch­ing the wide-eyed young girl‘s hip-twist­ing, hunch­ing antics. „And old Les is gonna see you get what you need.“

	Tiffany sucked in her breath and waited as the older man reached un­der her ass cheeks and lif­ted her small butt up slightly. Her pussy was now in a straight line with Les‘ stiff ram­rod-like cock. He moved for­ward a little, the tip of his sear­ing tool nudging Tiffany‘s un­tapped pussy well open.

	„It-it‘ll never fit,“ the now-frightened teen­ager com­plained.

	Les pushed harder, the round head of his cock for­cing it­self a bit deeper into the vir­ginal open­ing. Tiffany groaned as she felt the slip­pery, burn­ing staff split­ting her tiny gash wider and wider, mash­ing its way past her lust-slickened pussy lips un­til over half of the huge flesh ball was in­side her.

	„I don‘t know about ... OH­H­HHH!“ Tiffany‘s com­ment broke off in a wail re­min­is­cent of a wounded an­imal‘s ter­ri­fied howl.

	The head of Les‘ cock was lodged in the moan­ing girl‘s pussy mouth. The older man closed his eyes to sa­vor the ex­quis­ite tight­ness and warmth of the young girl‘s un­used cunt. He let his cock tip sim­mer in the slip­pery cauldron of her pussy sheath for a mo­ment be­fore shov­ing for­ward.

	Tiffany felt an­other inch of scald­ing male flesh pierce her stretched-tight pussy. The red-haired young beauty squirmed un­der the un­pleas­ant, pussy ream­ing on­slaught but her twist­ing move­ments only suc­ceeded in driv­ing the bulbous tip of Les‘ in­vad­ing prick right up to Tiffany‘s taut hy­men.

	Les leaned for­ward now, his chest against the young teen‘s aroused nipples. The older man‘s weight crushed the girl‘s pli­ant globes back against her chest wall as he lay on her, send­ing a su­per­charged jolt of pleas­ure down Tiffany‘s back­bone to her im­paled pussy. She rubbed her nipples against the hairy sur­face al­most auto­mat­ic­ally, hop­ing for more good feel­ings to bal­ance out the pain the big cock was caus­ing in her pulsing twat.

	„Cherry pluck­ing time, baby,“ Les whispered in the young­ster‘s ear, buck­ing his hips for­ward as he spoke.

	„UN­NNNGGGH­H­HHH!“ Tiffany wailed, the head of Les‘ cock rip­ping through her fra­gile mem­brane like a bull­dozer tear­ing through a thin strip of elastic.

	The waves of pain throb­bing through Tiffany‘s cock-filled cunt threatened to knock her un­con­scious. She could feel every inch of the older man‘s prick shoved deep in­side her. His furry ball sac res­ted on her ass cheeks and his wiry pu­bic hair was pressed tight against her own sparse curls.

	„It hurts so bad!“ Tiffany moaned.

	„Just give it a minute, little darlin‘,“ Les whispered gently in the girl‘s ear. „The pain is leav­ing you. The good part is just a minute or two away.“

	Tiffany hoped he was right. The agony pump­ing through her torn-open cunt right now made it seem un-likely. The hurt­ing teen could hardly see how some­thing so pain­ful could bring joy to any girl.

	„Feel it pulsing in­side you, honey?“ Les whispered. „Do you feel my big cock turn­ing your little pussy on? Don‘t you feel that tight cunt of yours suck­ing at my hot prick?“

	Tiffany groaned at Les‘ lewd sug­ges­tion. She DID feel it! The longer Les‘ fat prick stayed in­side her, the less pain­ful and more sens­it­ive to feel­ing Tiffany‘s grip­ping cunt walls be­came.

	„It doesn‘t hurt so much now,“ Tiffany mur­mured, her arms com­ing up and lock­ing around Les‘ na­ked back.

	The older man smiled down at her and moved his cock up and back in­side her with two slow, de­lib­er­ate strokes. The fric­tion of the thick cyl­in­der of male meat slid­ing against Tiffany‘s suc­cu­lent young cun­tal sheath made the girl suck in her breath in won­der. His prick felt so good glid­ing up in­side her that she could barely be­lieve it!

	„Oh­hhh, that‘s beau­ti­ful,“ the young teen­ager cooed in ec­stasy.

	„It gets bet­ter,“ Les as­sured her, drilling his cock in and out of her with faster, harder strokes.

	„Mmmmm, so goooood!“ Tiffany moaned, hold­ing on for dear life as he punched her quick and deep.

	The blood sang through Tiffany‘s ears and her body tem­per­at­ure seemed to soar. Her cunt came up to meet the down­ward plunging cock with each surge, and the small girl‘s feet wrapped them­selves in­stinct­ively around Les‘ back as he fucked her.

	Tiffany could feel the knobby head of his big cock pulling al­most free of her cling­ing cunt mouth, only to ream its way sav­agely down into her spongy depths again and again. The re­lent­less punch of the fat cock in and out of her tight pussy tube made Tiffany moan and squirm and throw her­self up to his thrusts like a wo­man pos­sessed. A huge, mind-bend­ing cum was build­ing within the newly de­flowered little teen and Tiffany knew she must have it. „Oh, fuck me, Les!“ the rut­ting teen­ager moan-ed. „I‘m so close ... and I need it so bad.“

	Les sighed and rammed his prick into the gor­geous little red­head faster and faster. He was groan­ing now with each lunge, and Tiffany knew that she was about to ex­per­i­ence her first cunt­ful of male jizz.

	„Do me,“ she begged mind­lessly. „Shoot it in me. Fill me up with it!“ The older man closed his eyes and fucked wildly down into the plead­ing, mad-with-lust teen. Les groaned and stiffened, then bur­ied his cock in Tiffany‘s grip­ping sex sleeve to the hilt.

	„Here it ... CUUUMMMS!“ Les wailed.

	Tiffany felt a spat­ter of some­thing un­be­liev­ably hot way up in­side of her, then an ab­so­lute river of heated li­quid pump­ing down into the depths of her womb. The lava flow of jism set off a furi­ous series of spasms in the girl‘s tiny cunt, a flut­ter of sen­sa­tion that fed up into Tiffany‘s pressed down clit and triggered the most furi­ous or­gasm she had ever ima­gined.

	„EEEAAAHHH!“ the young girl screamed, ex­plod­ing un­der Les like a buck­ing horse tear­ing out of a just opened chute.

	The older man held on for dear life as Tiffany jerked and hunched against his spurt­ing cock and dug her nails into Les‘ butt. Tiffany was bab­bling and gurl­ing and whim­per­ing as her cunt con­trac­ted frantic­ally and her tits jerked against her lover‘s hairy chest.

	It took what seemed like hours for the heav­enly throbs of pleas­ure to drain away. The two of them lay in­ter­twined and pant­ing for long minutes after the rich spasms of joy fi­nally did cease.

	„I guess you‘d bet­ter get cleaned up a little be­fore you go home,“ Les said at last, pulling him­self free of Tiffany‘s clasp­ing cunt. He looked a little sheep­ish, now that his pas­sion was spent.

	„Uh, yeah, guess I‘d bet­ter,“ Tiffany agreed, get­ting up slowly.

	All sorts of thoughts were spin­ning around through the teen­aged nymph‘s mind. She was ashamed, frightened, sat­is­fied, de­lighted, ter­ri­fied by what she‘d done-all at the same time. But most of all, she was cer­tain that she wanted to do what she‘d done today again. She turned halfway down the hall­way and faced Les, who was busy zip­ping up his pants.

	„Will you fuck me again?“ Tiffany asked the older man simply. „I don‘t mean to­night-I really gotta get home soon-but like, to­mor­row ... or the next day? Can we get to­gether again and do it?“

	A re­lieved smile broke over Les‘s face. „You bet, an­gel,“ he told her. „Any time you want. Any time at all!“



	
CHAPTER THREE

	Tiffany ex­pec­ted her body to be really sore the next morn­ing when she climbed out of bed but, to her sur­prise, it wasn‘t. She got dressed quickly and went down­stairs. There was a note on the table from her mom.

	„Dad and I had to go to town for the day,“ Tiffany read aloud. „Will be back early this even­ing. Money on the table for break­fast and lunch. Love, Mom.“

	Tiffany smiled and put the note down. She gathered up the dol­lar bills and stuffed them in the pocket of her tight fit­ting jeans. Ever since yes­ter­day af­ter­noon when Sammy had flir­ted with her, be­fore Les had come into the store, Tiffany had been won­der­ing just how much the older boy had really been in­ter­ested in her. Now she had a great chance to find out.

	It took only a few minutes for Tiffany to walk down to the con­veni­ence store to buy break­fast. She made sure that her lips were moistened with some of her mother‘s lip­stick be­fore she left the house and that her eyes were lightly etched with eye liner and mas­cara.

	„Hi, Tiff,“ Sammy greeted the young red­head as she sauntered into his store. „You‘re lookin‘ great today.“

	Tiffany smiled at the older boy. She wondered if he could tell that she had changed since yes­ter­day. She wondered if he could sense that she wasn‘t a vir­gin any­more.

	„How about one of those egg sand­wich things and a cup of hot chocol­ate, Sammy?“ Tiffany asked the grin­ning boy.

	Stand­ing near the counter as she ate the mi­crowaved break­fast, Tiffany watched Sammy wait on the few cus­tom­ers that came into the store. She also watched Sammy watch­ing her out of the corner of his eye. Every time she bent for­ward to put her cup of chocol­ate down or pick it up, the dark haired clerk‘s eyes fol­lowed her down. It was plain that he en­joyed the view Tiffany‘s low cut hal­ter top af­forded him as she bent over.

	Char­ley Mar­tin, the owner of the store, came in at nine o‘clock and put on a jacket with the name of the com­pany em­blazoned over the pocket. He helped Sammy count the cash and then took over the re­gister.

	„Whew, long night!“ Sammy sighed as he came around to Tiffany‘s side of the counter and leaned on it next to her.

	Tiffany fin­ished her sand­wich and put the wrap­per in the trash bar­rel. She nursed the hot chocol­ate, not want­ing to burn her mouth on the fiery li­quid.

	„Go­ing home now?“ Tiffany asked, try­ing to sound cas­ual.

	„Yeah, my bones really need the rest,“ Sammy said, stretch­ing. „Want a ride back to your place? It‘s right on my way.“

	Tiffany felt her heart beat a little faster. Sammy was try­ing to be cool about the whole thing, but Tiffany could see he was eye­ing her tits without be­ing ob­vi­ous about it. The fact that he was made her nipples swell and out­line against her blouse right be­fore his eyes.

	„Sure, let‘s go,“ the smil­ing red­head said at last.

	Sammy opened the door for her, then raced ahead to get the car door. Tiffany thought Sammy‘s car was the neatest thing she had ever seen. It was an old Jag­uar XKE con­vert­ible. It needed paint and a little re-up­hol­ster­ing but Tiffany loved the way you sat right down on the ground in the air­plane-like cock­pit with all the toggle switches and knobs on the dash.

	Show­ing off a little, Sammy floored the Jag for a couple of blocks as he went through the gears. They ar­rived back at Tiffany‘s house in what seemed like seconds.

	„Wow! What a fant­astic car!“ Tiffany bubbled to the proud owner as they pulled up in front. „Would you like to come in and have some cof­fee? You look like you could use a cup after work­ing all night, and be­sides, my folks are in town for the day and I‘d be grate­ful for a little com­pany.“

	Sammy‘s eyes lit up like light posts when Tiffany said her folks weren‘t home, and the girl felt her heart pound even faster. He wasted no time in get­ting out of the car and com­ing around to let the little teen­ager out.

	„Just make your­self at home and I‘ll get your cof­fee,“ Tiffany told her guest, in­dic­at­ing that he should take a seat in the front room. „It‘ll have to be in­stant cof­fee, since my folks didn‘t eat break­fast here today, but don‘t worry. I make a mean cup of in­stant. Dad taught me.“

	Sammy didn‘t reply as Tiffany went about her work in the kit­chen. He seemed kind of awk­ward and tongue tied now that he was out of his nat­ural ele­ment at the store. Tiffany got the cof­fee ready right away and brought it into him, hop­ing the strong black brew would perk Sammy up a little.

	As Tiffany re-entered the room, she found Sammy sit­ting in her dad‘s fa­vor­ite re­cliner, a ci­gar­ette smol­der­ing in his hand and a dreamy, far away ex­pres­sion on his face. Tiffany re­cog­nized the scent right away-pot! She sat the cof­fee down on the table next to Sammy and he turned to­ward her.

	„Hit?“ he asked, of­fer­ing the joint to Tiffany. „I al­ways un­wind a little after a night shift in the store. Makes me sleep bet­ter in the day­light, ya know?“

	„Sure,“ Tiffany said, tak­ing the ci­gar­ette re­luct­antly. She had only smoked grass once be­fore, at a friend‘s pa­jama party a year ago. They had got­ten all messed up that night, but Tiffany wasn‘t sure if it was the dope or six girls all sit­ting around gig­gling and passing the pun­gent weed back and forth that had got­ten her high that time.

	The heavy gray smoke drif­ted down into the young girl‘s lungs like a thick fog as she in­haled deeply. The nervous teen­ager held out as long as she could, try­ing to be cool in front of Sammy, then ex­pelled the chok­ing, burn­ing smoke with a hiss. A fit of cough­ing seized Tiffany im­me­di­ately and a rush the size of greater Los Angeles whirled through her head. The room spun and she found her­self gig­gling at the sen­sa­tion.

	„Good stuff, huh?“ Sammy asked, wink­ing know­ingly. „One good hit and you‘re fly­ing. Come here, baby. Sit down be­side me be­fore you fall down.“

	Tiffany al­lowed Sammy to pull her to the floor next to his chair. He drank his cof­fee in big gulps, a goofy smile on his face that set off a new series of giggles in Tiffany. Sammy wolfed down the rest of his cof­fee and laughed along with the snick­er­ing girl.

	After what seemed like an hour to the be­fuddled Tiffany, the two of them stopped laugh­ing and he levered him­self out of the con­fines of the re­cliner and dropped down next to her on the car­pet. He grinned at her and put his arm around her shoulder, pulling the little red­head in close.

	„You make fuckin‘ outa sight cof­fee,“ the older boy com­pli­men­ted Tiffany. „Or at least it seems that way when you drink it stoned.“

	„Everything seems bet­ter when you‘re zonked!“ Tiffany told Sammy pro­foundly.

	„Everything?“ Sammy shot back, a wicked look on his face and a twinkle in his brown eyes.

	„Well ... I don‘t know,“ Tiffany said, blush­ing furi­ously. „I haven‘t really tried ... EVERYTHING.“

	Sammy drew her in closer and tilted her head back to be kissed. „Let‘s see if you‘re right,“ he whispered, his mouth cov­er­ing hers.

	Tiffany felt Sammy‘s tongue pok­ing at her closed lips al­most in­stantly. She had never let a boy kiss her that way but she knew a lot of girls did. It had al­ways seemed dirty to Tiffany be­fore, but now she wanted to try it.

	Sammy‘s tongue slithered into Tiffany‘s mouth as soon as her lips par­ted. Tiffany felt a surge of ex­cite­ment rocket through her pussy and tits as the snaky tongue slithered over her own, prod­ding and pok­ing at it.

	Tiffany put her arms around Sammy‘s neck and let her­self go. Her tongue danced with his now, ripples of ex­cite­ment flow­ing through her as she grew hot­ter and hot­ter and the wet, burn­ing kisses be­came more and more in­tense.

	Hard, in­sist­ent male fin­gers found Tiffany‘s nipples as they poked out the soft ma­ter­ial of the small girl‘s top. Sammy‘s fore­fingers and thumbs cap­tured both pointy nubs of sens­it­iv­ity and began rolling and squeez­ing them slowly.

	„Mmmmmmm,“ Tiffany mur­mured, her lips still locked on Sammy‘s and her tongue still flit­ting around his.

	The older boy wasted no fur­ther time. He re­leased the pant­ing teen­ager‘s tits for a mo­ment and moved his hands around to the back of her hal­ter. He fumbled with the tie, then mastered it. The pink tits fluttered down­ward, the bod­ice of Tiffany‘s pink knit top fol­low­ing them un­til the whole pile of ma­ter­ial landed in folds on the red­head‘s lap and she sat na­ked to the waist.

	Sammy re­cap­tured Tiffany‘s bob­bing tit­ties with a sure, gentle grip that let her know he‘d handled plenty of na­ked boobs be­fore. He twis­ted her nipples and jiggled her ripe little mounds in a way that had her groan­ing and press­ing the warm, pli­ant flesh into his hands in no time.

	„Gotta see what I‘m feelin‘,“ Sammy panted, break­ing off the kiss sud­denly and sit­ting back so he could eye Tiffany‘s jugs.

	„Jeeeeezus!“ the ap­pre­ci­at­ive boy gasped. „Those are little beau­ties, Tiff! You sure have filled out for a girl who‘s so young.“

	Tiffany smiled. She was be­gin­ning to feel just the way she had felt last night, when Les had stared at her totally na­ked body. The same hot, itchy feel­ing was grip­ping her between the legs, and her nipples were pumped so full that she thought they might ex­plode if Sammy squeezed them again.

	But Sammy didn‘t want to squeeze them. He had other ideas in mind for the lus­cious little globes jel­ly­ing so in­vit­ingly up and down as the ex­cited girl breathed in and out so rap­idly.

	„Come here, baby, and let me suck ‚em,“ Sammy de­man­ded, his fin­gers twin­ing around in Tiffany‘s cop­per-colored locks.

	The older boy lay back on the soft car­pet, his fin­gers still tug­ging at the long silky mane. Tiffany got up on her hands and knees and fol­lowed him, her firm knock­ers get­ting even big­ger as they dangled over the eager store clerk‘s open mouth.

	„Feed ‚em to me, Tiff,“ Sammy urged the girl. „Let that little cu­tie on the right down un­til I can suck that hot, sweet nipple ... then give me the left. Feed me, baby. Feed me your hot tit­ties!“

	Tiffany moaned and closed her eyes. She lowered her­self a little, un­til she could feel Sammy‘s hot breath on her right nub­bie. She sighed and went a bit lower, gasp­ing aloud as the wet, en­vel­op­ing warmth of his hungry lips caught her tender pink spike and sucked it in.

	„Oooo­hhh!“ the young red­head moaned. „Lick it. Lick my hot nipple, please.“ Sammy did more than that. The boy‘s rough tongue flicked the pulsing bud again and again, his sharp teeth nip­ping at the su­per-sens­it­ive knob between licks.

	Tiffany whimpered with de­light and bent lower, hop­ing that Sammy would take more of her throb­bing tit into his suck­ing, bit­ing mouth. Sharp little twinges of pleas­ure were arcing down into her cunt with each thrill­ing nip at Tiffany‘s erect nipple, and her other tit begged for sim­ilar at­ten­tion.

	„P-play with my left one,“ the aroused teen­ager begged sud­denly. „Feel my other titty while you suck me.“

	Sammy changed tits, his suc­tion­ing mouth fasten­ing onto Tiffany‘s dangling left breast like a hungry baby‘s. With his right hand, he began fond­ling and tug­ging at the girl‘s saliva slickened right nipple. He toyed with it in time with his love bites on the pump­ing right nub.

	„Oh­h­h­h­hhh!“ Tiffany groaned, her pussy con­tra­d­ing furi­ously as the boy caressed and sucked her tits in uni­son.

	The hot thrills os­cil­lat­ing through the young girl‘s turned on body were so in­tense that she barely felt Sammy‘s left hand un­do­ing her jeans. By the time Tiffany knew what he was up to, her jeans and her panties were pulled down to her knees and Sammy‘s fin­gers were ex­plor­ing the tiny crack of her wet cunt.

	The older boy‘s middle fin­ger sunk into the cen­ter of Tiffany‘s flow­ing gash and the girl‘s body bucked in­vol­un­tar­ily with need. The petite red­head opened her legs a little, mov­ing her knees wider on the car­pet, so that Sammy‘s di­git had easy ac­cess to her well lub­ric­ated little cunt.

	„Feels ... feels great!“ Tiffany moaned as Sammy fingered her hot pussy in time with his oral at­tack on her tit­ties. „Oh, God! It feels so good when you do that!“

	Sammy had moved his fin­ger up a little as he sawed it in and out of Tiffany‘s over­flow­ing socket. He was slid­ing in right over her dis­ten­ded, tingling clit now, and it was driv­ing Tiffany ab­so­lutely crazy with de­sire.

	„Un­nngh­hhh! Oh, oh, God, it‘s so great,“ the little red­head groaned, her hips driv­ing back onto her lover‘s rap­idly sluicing fin­ger.

	„This is gonna feel even bet­ter,“ Sammy mur­mured, let­ting the girl‘s tit glide out of his moist lips.

	Tiffany raised each leg as Sammy moved briefly into a sit­ting po­s­i­tion and worked her jeans down over her knees and calves. He had her com­pletely stripped in seconds, and he lay back in his former po­s­i­tion.

	„Open your knees more and boost that hot little ass up in the air!“ Sammy com­manded the kneel­ing girl.

	Tiffany did as he asked and Sammy put his feet between her legs. He slithered down­ward like a gi­gantic ser­pent, his body passing un­der her glisten­ing cunt. She thought he would stop when he reached her tits with his face, but the ex­per­i­enced eight­een-year-old just kept go­ing. He kissed Tiffany‘s flat little belly as he went, send­ing a shiver of an­ti­cip­a­tion through the girl. Was he really go­ing to kiss her ... THERE? She wondered to her­self.

	The small girl felt her knees be­gin to quake as she thought about it. Tiffany had heard about girls get­ting „eaten“ but she never thought any­one would do it to her. Just the thought of Sammy‘s mouth on her cunt nearly made her cum. Tiffany had thought up to this mo­ment that only dirty old men like Les ate cunt. The thought that good-look­ing young guys like Sammy lapped pussy too boggled Tiffany‘s mind.

	„Looks yummy,“ Sammy mur­mured as his head reached the teen­ager‘s muff. „Now sit straight up so that I can feel your tits as I suck this wet little trench dry!“

	Tiffany shivered and did as her lover asked. She sat back on her heels and lowered her cunt to his wait­ing mouth, his hands mov­ing up to seize and toy with her bul­ging nipples as he licked her dewy slit.

	„Ah­h­h­h­hhh,“ Tiffany sighed, push­ing her soppy cunt down onto the glor­i­ous, wrig­gling tongue.

	Sammy‘s en­trapped tongue wormed its way up into Tiffany as deep as the did­dling fin­ger had gone a few minutes earlier. Only this in­vader was soft and slick and wrig­gly as a live eel. The ca­vort­ing tongue pushed in deep, then writhed it­self de­li­ri­ously free, then tickled Tiffany‘s throb­bing clit, then sheathed it­self deep in her pussy tube once more.

	Tiffany was be­side her­self with joy. Her tit­ties were pound­ing in per­fect rhythm with her drum­ming cunt. Her eyes closed in ec­stasy, body sway­ing and hump­ing down­ward, soft groans of pleas­ure es­cap­ing her pursed lips, the young teen rode the im­pal­ing, eager tongue and pushed her burst­ing nipples against Sammy‘s caress­ing fin­gers.

	„It‘s ... oh­h­h­hhh!“ Tiffany broke off. She had star­ted to tell him how won­der­ful it was, how sav­age the grip­ping sen­sa­tions flow­ing through her elec­tri­fied body were. But the feel­ing was just too over­power­ing. Tiffany could no longer speak. All she could do now was whip her lush little hips to a fren­zied peak on Sammy‘s stabbing tongue and gurgle mind­lessly as the first throes of her or­gasm washed over her.

	„Ughh! Oh­hhh! Urrrr! AGH­H­HHH!“ the spas­ming nymph grunted and moaned as the de­li­ri­ous, un­con­trol­lable feel­ings took her.

	Sammy kept on lick­ing and spear­ing the juicing twat above him un­til the de­luge of girl cum stopped. Tiffany was re­duced to a mewl­ing, sigh­ing bundle of post-or­gasm twitches and jerks when he fi­nally pulled his tongue out of her steamy cunt and let go of her pulsing nipples.

	Tiffany lay on the car­pet, un­able to sit up straight any­more. She put her tits and head down on the soft car­pet and lay there pant­ing, her round little ass cheeks stick­ing up in the air as she bent over.

	The lan­guor­ous feel­ing her cli­max had left be­hind had Tiffany‘s mind so foggy that she barely no­ticed Sammy‘s fin­gers as they began play­ing with her sat­is­fied cunt from be­hind. First one fin­ger slid in, then two, then a thumb star­ted toy­ing with Tiffany‘s soften­ing clit as the fin­gers plowed in and out of her greasy fuck chute.

	„Mmmmmmm, feels nice,“ the re­laxed girl muttered, not really con­cerned. If Sammy wanted to fin­ger her pussy some more, that was okay with Tiffany. Even if she didn‘t really feel the need to cum again just yet.

	After a few mo­ments, the fin­gers went away. Tiffany was on the edge of sleep, just float­ing on the pot and sex in­duced high and rev­el­ing in the warm, full feel­ing her or­gasm had left.

	Some­thing round and hard and hot as a griddle sud­denly re­placed the ma­gic fin­gers at the en­trance to Tiffany‘s damp little cunt mouth. The girl tried to chase the cob­webs from her brain but her head re­fused to clear. A stretch­ing, rend­ing pain shot through Tiffany‘s pussy gates as the big, round ob­ject muscled its way past her elastic little bar­rier and burned on into her cunt.

	„Oh­h­h­h­hhh! It‘s a big one!“ Tiffany moaned as she real­ized what the hard thing pen­et­rat­ing her was. Sammy was fuck­ing her, Tiffany‘s be­fuddled brain fi­nally told her. He was feed­ing inch after sear­ing inch of his hard pecker right up into her slip­pery little cunt tube!

	„Ugh­h­h­h­hhh! Oh, yes, Sammy, get it all in,“ Tiffany found her­self burbling. „I think I‘d like a nice fuck right now. I think I‘d like that a lot!“

	Sammy sunk the rest of his prong in Tiffany‘s tight pussy canal. She felt his nut sac slap her in her pu­bic fur as he went all the way in.

	„Mmmmm, it‘s sure a long one,“ the small girl sighed. Les‘ had been longer, she was sure of that, but Sammy had a nice, thick cock and the angle he had pumped it into her from made it feel like it reached all the way into her womb!

	„I‘ve never had it this way be­fore,“ Tiffany said, look­ing back over her shoulder at her dog­gie-style lover. „Be gentle with me.“

	Sammy nod­ded, a look of sheer lust on his hand­some fea­tures. He had clearly never ima­gined him­self drilling a foxy little teen­age pussy as nice as this one and he looked fully ready to en­joy every stroke.

	The long prick began mov­ing up and back slowly in Tiffany‘s stretchy little box. The young teen groaned and braced her­self as Sammy drew his cock halfway out of her, then forced it back into her. The lovely, pis­ton­ing fric­tion built quickly and Tiffany moaned and pushed her­self back to get more of it. The big cock head fit her snug cunt walls so tightly, and it felt so won­der­ful as the big stalk drug back and forth across her harden­ing clit.

	„Oh­h­h­h­hhh, oooooooh, I liii-like it,“ Tiffany cooed as Sammy fucked her faster and faster.

	„You‘ll like it even bet­ter when I do this!“ Sammy said, his voice harsh from the pleas­ure Tiffany‘s con­strict­ing little cunt was giv­ing him.

	The small girl had only seconds to won­der what Sammy was go­ing to do next be­fore his ac­tions told her. The rut­ting boy reached un­der Tiffany and dug her flattened tits out of the car­pet and palmed them in each hand. Sammy squeezed the tender flesh mounds gently as he rammed his cock in and out of the bent over teen­ager.

	„Ummmmmmm, oh, yeah!“ Tiffany wailed. „Do ‚em! Do my tit­ties while you fuck me, Sammy darling.“

	Sammy really turned it on. He worked his fin­gers down onto Tiffany‘s spiked nipples on each throb­bing breast and slapped his prick into her so hard and deep that he knocked her small butt up in the air with each thrust. He fucked her so hard her knees came up off the car­pet every time he stuffed her tight hon­ey­hole full of dick.

	The petite young girl whimpered with lust as she felt her second cli­max mount­ing up in­side her. The flashes of pre-cum de­light were com­ing so rap­idly and hit­ting her help­less pussy so hard that Tiffany was sure that this was go­ing to be a heart-stop­ping or­gasm. She wanted it. She wanted every pussy-sear­ing, pulse-pound­ing, dick-spurt­ing second of it!

	„Yank on my nipples!“ Tiffany cried out wildly, her cunt ham­mer­ing back onto Sammy‘s prick amid the loud, squishy sound of their sav­age fuck­ing. „Pull on my nubs and cram me full of that hot cock of yours. Do it. Do it so deep it kills me!“

	Sammy groaned at the girl‘s hot words and tried to stay with her. It was al­most as if she were fuck­ing him now, even though Tiffany was bent over and on the re­ceiv­ing end of his vi­ol­ent thrusts. Sammy hurtled his body for­ward with a fi­nal howl of ef­fort and long­ing. His thick cock tore so far down into the girl‘s cling­ing cunt that part of Sammy‘s pu­bic hair wedged into her pussy lips.

	The first spurt of Sammy‘s cum in Tiffany‘s fren­ziedly con­tract­ing cunt caused a tremor within the girl‘s pussy tube that threatened to squeeze the older boy‘s dick right off. Tiffany screamed that she was cum­ming and her whole body went as stiff as Sammy‘s jis­ming dong. The flood of cum from the moan­ing boy‘s teen­aged balls was so great that Tiffany felt the over­flow run­ning down the backs of both her thighs in just a few pumps of the clench­ing nut sac.

	Tiffany sighed and col­lapsed com­pletely onto her stom­ach, en­joy­ing the rich heat of the male jizz jet­ting up into her cunt only to flow out her over­filled hole. The bliss­ful quivers of cum-fever las­ted un­til the last drop of Sammy‘s white-hot seed was spent in Tiffany‘s sated pussy.

	„Oh, Sammy, that was won­der­ful!“ Tiffany purred when the boy‘s dong at last slipped from her well-hammered cunt.

	Sammy lay be­side her on the rug, gasp­ing for breath. He looked totally wasted as Tiffany turned her head to face him.

	„Nor­mally, sweet thing, I‘d fuck a hot little num­ber like you two more times, at least, be­fore my wang called it a day,“ Sammy panted. „But after work­ing all night, and that weed we smoked, and the kind of fuck you gave me ... I just gotta crawl home and get me some Z‘s, dig?“

	Tiffany re­membered what Les had answered last, when she had asked if they‘d fuck again. „Any time,“ she smiled at the tired store clerk. „Any time at all.“



	
CHAPTER FOUR

	It was three in the af­ter­noon be­fore Tiffany woke up. She had cleaned her­self up after Sammy had left, then lay down on her bed to take a short nap.

	„Fuck­ing sure tires a girl out!“ Tiffany giggled to her­self as she got up, not­ing that her nap had las­ted four hours.

	The pretty teen­ager wondered what she could do to pass the time be­fore her par­ents re­turned home. She looked out the win­dow and saw that none of the cars at the Thatch­ers-the neigh­bors on the other side of the house, away from Les‘ house-were in their drive­way.

	Tiffany didn‘t know the Thatch­ers very well; they had only lived next to them for a year or so. But she did know one thing. The Thatch­ers had a big, beau­ti­ful pool in their back yard, un­like her par­ents or Les, and swim­ming and ly­ing in the sun def­in­itely soun­ded like a cool way to pass the time on a hot day like this!

	Hur­ry­ing to her closet, Tiffany found her swim-suit from last sum­mer and skimmed into it. The ra­di­ant little red­head laughed as she saw her­self in the mir­ror. The top looked like only good wishes were hold­ing the strain­ing straps to­gether and the bot­tom looked pos­it­ively in­de­cent. It ac­cen­tu­ated every dip and crevice in the vo­lup­tu­ous young body that had all but grown out of it in the last year.

	„Well, there ain‘t no one home any­way,“ Tiffany told her­self aloud in the mir­ror, wink­ing. „And it‘s the only one I‘ve got, so it‘s just gonna have to do.“

	The nearly nude teen­ager slipped on a robe and her dark glasses and picked up her tran­sistor ra­dio. She hoped the Thatch­ers had left the gate open as they usu­ally did. There was no way she could climb a fence in this out­fit.

	The wa­ter felt truly beau­ti­ful as Tiffany floated in the middle of the pool on one of the Thatcher‘s air mat­tresses. She was sip­ping a plastic glass full of wine she had lif­ted out of her par­ents‘ sup­ply on the way through the kit­chen. She had to thank Les for turn­ing her onto this stuff, Tiffany was think­ing. It tasted really great out in the hot sun, and half a glass had toasted her brain al­most as badly as the grass had earlier in the day.

	„Oooooh ... waaaah­hhh!“ Tiffany sang along with the Beach Boys on the ra­dio, gig­gling as she heard how badly her un­schooled voice blen­ded with the band‘s tight har­mony.

	This is the life, Tiffany told her­self con­ten­tedly as she floated along. Mu­sic, good wine, good grass, cool wa­ter in the af­ter­noon ... and hot fuck­ing in the morn­ing!

	A shadow sud­denly cut across the pool. Tiffany looked around quickly, al­most fall­ing off the raft and spill­ing her wine.

	„What‘s this, a sea nymph in my pool?“ an amused voice boomed across the wa­ter.

	Tiffany shaded her eyes and saw it was Will Thatcher. The older man beamed down at her, his tanned body clothed in a pair of swimtrunks and a loud Hawaian shirt. She could see his eyes ap­prais­ing her youth­ful fig­ure even through the dark lenses of his sunglasses, and the big smile peer­ing out at her through the thick fo­liage of Will‘s bushy white beard made Tiffany sure that he wasn‘t go­ing to boot her out of his pool.

	„Hope you don‘t mind, Mr. Thatcher,“ Tiffany said in her best little girl voice. „But the wa­ter looked so in­vit­ing, and no one was us­ing it, and Will held up both hands. „Enough, fair maiden,“ he said in his re­sound­ing bari­tone. „You can float in my moat any time. Let me get this scream­ing shirt off and I‘ll join you. Damned thing looks like an ex­plo­sion in a paint fact­ory. Wife buys ‚em for me.“

	Tiffany laughed. She didn‘t know Will very well, but he al­ways seemed to make her smile when she did talk to him. He was a pro­fessor at the local uni­ver­sity and he had a droll wit that Tiffany liked but didn‘t al­ways un­der­stand.

	That was prob­ably be­cause he had so much edu­ca­tion, Tiffany told her­self as she watched Will un­but­ton his gaudy shirt and toss it on a chair. That and the fact that he was a real old guy. Tiffany guessed he had to be at least fifty or close to it. That seemed as old as the Dead Sea Scrolls to the half tipsy teen­ager.

	Will picked up the other air mat­tress and shuffled to the edge of the deep end. He gauged the depth to about shoulder high on his six foot frame and pre­pared to jump in feet first, the mat­tress un­der his arm.

	„Once more into the breach!“ the older man muttered as he stepped off the side.

	Tiffany giggled as Will slipped off the mat­tress three times be­fore he fi­nally made it on. He paddled to­ward her, mut­ter­ing more quotes from clas­sical lit­er­at­ure that she didn‘t un­der­stand. She de­cided that she really liked Will, or Doc­tor Thatcher as her father liked to call him when they joked to­gether over the side fence.

	„Well, I see it‘s go­ing worse for your dad than he lets on,“ Will bantered with the young red­head as he rode up next to her.

	„What?“ Tiffany asked, not know­ing what he was talk­ing about.

	„Why, good God, girl, it‘s plain to see!“ Will pre­ten­ded to be amazed at her in­ab­il­ity to un­der­stand. „The poor man doesn‘t even have enough money to clothe his chil­dren. They run around al­most na­ked!“

	Will waved a hand ex­citedly over Tiffany‘s swim­suited form and she laughed. The young red­head drank the rest of her wine in a few gulps and felt the warmed-by-the-sun li­quor hit her im­me­di­ately. She winked at Will.

	„You don‘t seem too shocked by my ‚na­ked­ness‘,“ Tiffany told her friend the pro­fessor. „You seem per­fectly con­tent to float around out here with me, watch­ing me drink my wine and eye­ing my butt!“

	Will laughed. „Well put, my dear, well put. I‘ll watch your butt any time. Half na­ked or totaly nude, makes no dif­fer­ence to me.“

	A wild thought ro­co­cheted through the young girl‘s mind. She looked around the pool, then shook her fiery tresses.

	„Too many win­dows around here to be nude,“ Tiffany told Will teas­ingly.

	„Non­sense, sweet child,“ Will smiled back through his well-combed beard, the leer­ing qual­ity in his grin mak­ing him re­semble some sort of per­ver­ted, un­der­weight Santa Claus. „The only win­dows that really have much of a view are those in my house and those in your par­ents‘. My wife is still out shop­ping, spend­ing my filthy lucre be­fore I even make it. Is there any­one home at your house?“

	„No,“ Tiffany ad­mit­ted.

	„Well then. Doff your duds, kid, if you want an all over tan. Old Will won‘t mind, I‘ll as­sure you of that,“ the pro­fessor urged her, wav­ing his hand over her float­ing body once more.

	Tiffany hes­it­ated, but only for a mo­ment. She re­membered how great it felt, hav­ing Les and then Sammy star­ing at her nude young body. Tiffany didn‘t see what it would hurt hav­ing Will see her too. She thought it might be really a kick, really kinky!

	„Okay,“ the red-haired temp­tress smiled at Will. „Here goes!“ Will‘s eyes widened be­hind his dark glasses as Tiffany reached down and un­fastened the tie at the edge of her bikini bot­toms. She tugged at the two hunks of tri­an­gu­lar cloth that had scarcely hid­den her ass cleft any­way, rais­ing up slightly as she did so.

	„They say the sight of the moon will drive men wild,“ Will com­men­ted as both of Tiffany‘s pert little cheeks came into view. „And they damned well may be right!“

	Tiffany chuckled, de­lighted by Will‘s off­hand „moon“ joke. She wagged her butt at him and un­did her top, the wide stretched straps of the too small gar­ment snap­ping in­stantly apart like a halved rub­ber band. The now na­ked girl tossed both pieces of her shed swim­suit up on the patio, her tits wob­bling pro­voc­at­ively in the sun­light as the tiny bits of cloth sailed up onto the con­crete.

	Will wasn‘t watch­ing the swim­suit. When Tiffany turned back, she saw that his eyes were fused to her boun­cing breasts. His in­tent stare felt as if it might burn holes in her ex­posed nipples.

	„Why, Will. I DO be­lieve you‘re turned on by my bare tit­ties!“ Tiffany teased the older man. „I‘d best turn my back on you be­fore your get too over­heated out in this hot sun.“

	Tiffany was laugh­ing to her­self as she paddled her air mat­tress in a half circle, turn­ing her butt to­ward the sil­ver-haired pro­fessor. She was be­gin­ning to un­der­stand why girls toyed with men be­fore se­du­cing them ... it was ter­rific fun!

	„Mmmm, this is bet­ter,“ Tiffany said aloud, let­ting her knees slide down into the wa­ter as she spoke.

	The wider Tiffany‘s legs spread as they eased into the wa­ter „by ac­ci­dent“, the bet­ter beaver shot the pro­fessor was af­forded. The nymphet heard the older man‘s breath­ing be­com­ing higher pitched and more fre­quent as her pink little snatch winked right at him.

	Tiffany felt the mat­tress she was on start mov­ing back­ward in the blue wa­ter. She felt the trans­fer of air as Will‘s fin­gers gripped the plastic sur­face and pulled her float­ing form back to­ward him.

	There was a de­pres­sion in the mat­tress right be­hind Tiffany as she drew close to Will‘s float. She felt his hand strok­ing her bare butt sud­denly, then a warm, glow­ing feel­ing spread over her back­side as the older man mas­saged her ass cheeks more gently in a sweep­ing circle. His fin­gers moved fur­ther down in Tiffany‘s openly dis­played cun­tal crack with each sen­sual sweep.

	„Ah­h­h­h­h­hhh, I ought to let you put some sun-tan lo­tion on that, Will,“ Tiffany sighed. „You have such a nice, soft touch.“

	Will let his soft touch work lower, un­til his hand was feath­er­ing its way up and down the teen­ager‘s hot, leak­ing cunt mouth. The old pro­fessor slipped a long, delving middle fin­ger into the open­ing and Tiffany moaned softly and let her legs scis­sor out even wider.

	The older man found Tiffany‘s dis­ten­ded love pearl right off the bat and he tweaked it lov­ingly. The red-haired teen whin­nied with joy and paddled back in the wa­ter, shov­ing more of Will‘s other fin­ger up into her­self.

	„Beau­ti­ful pussy, my dear,“ Will mur­mured, punch­ing his fin­ger in and out faster. „It flows like Niagara. But enough of the wa­ter fore­play. Let‘s get to dry land and see how this tiny treas­ure handles a cock!“

	Tiffany re­strained a giggle. She was flattered that Will had wanted to see her nude, and she didn‘t mind him play­ing with her cunt or tit­ties. But she never thought a man as old as Will still fucked. She de­cided she still had a lot more to learn about this sex busi­ness as the sil­ver-haired pro­fessor towed her to­ward the patio.

	Will was a most will­ing teacher. The older man pulled his fin­gers out of Tiffany‘s cunt and jumped off his mat­tress as they reached the shal­low end. He lif­ted the small girl off the plastic float and de­pos­ited her on the side of the pool, boost­ing him­self out with strength and agil­ity that sur­prised Tiffany.

	„Why don‘t we just lie back here, on these chaise lounge mat­tresses, my dear?“ Will offered, in­dic­at­ing the shaded area of the patio, near the house.

	Tiffany was about to com­ment that there were no mat­tresses back there but Will had plucked them off the lounges and de­pos­ited them side by the side be­fore she could even open her mouth. She let Will take her by the hand and lead her back to the shady area.

	„Lie down, darling girl, and let me feast my tired old orbs on you,“ Will urged her.

	Tiffany sat on the mat­tresses and then lay back. She grinned imp­ishly up at the fifty­ish pro­fessor and opened her legs wide. She fucked her lewdly dis­played cunt up at him shame­lessly, en­joy­ing the look of rapt at­ten­tion on Will‘s bearded face.

	The horny pro­fessor put his hands on his hips, eyes never leav­ing Tiffany‘s pussy, and dropped his own swim trunks. The girl on the ground felt her heart flut­ter­ing faster as she eyed Will‘s short, fat cock. It was not very long, but it was the thick­est prick Tiffany had yet seen, even in it‘s present half-hard state.

	„Lick it a little, my love,“ Will sug­ges­ted, step­ping for­ward on the mat­tress un­til his dangling pecker head was right in front of Tiffany. „Come here, on your knees, and suck me, my little sweet­heart.“

	Tiffany didn‘t move. She had heard about girls who sucked cocks but she had never done it. None of the men she had been with up to this point had ever asked her to. She didn‘t know if she could take the thick, floppy tube of man meat in front of her into her mouth without gag­ging. She wasn‘t sure she wanted to find out.

	„Come, come, my dear,“ Will smiled. „A nu­bile, will­ing little minx like you must have had a num­ber of cocks in your pretty mouth by now. Don‘t be bash­ful.“

	„I-I‘ve never ... never done it be­fore!“

	Tiffany blur­ted un­der the older man‘s prod­ding. „I‘m not say­ing I won‘t, I‘m just say­ing I don‘t know how.“

	Will grinned. „Scoot right on up here, on your knees, child. It‘s the easi­est thing in the world to learn, and I am an in­structor, re­mem­ber?“

	Tiffany nod­ded. She got up onto her knees as Will asked and brought her head up even with his soft cock. The teen­ager licked her dry lips nervously.

	„That‘s right, get ‚em good and moist,“ Will whispered.“Now take me in your tiny hand, my dear. Hold my cock in your palm and stroke it gently. That‘s right. Now, lick just the head of it with that hot little tongue of yours.“

	Tiffany did as he asked. The older man‘s prick began to pump up im­me­di­ately as she held it and stroked the loose skin up and back softly. The short, fat cock jerked in her palm as Tiffany‘s tongue touched the warmth of Will‘s bul­let-smooth prick head.

	„All around, darling!“ Will urged her, his voice a gentle, con­ten­ted but com­pel­ling whis­per. „Lick it all around a few times. Get it good and wet, then tongue the rest of it. Run your little tongue all along the bot­tom of it as it starts to get hard, right down to my balls!“

	Tiffany ran her tongue around and around Will‘s pump­ing cock head. She could feel the blood pulsing into the ever-grow­ing, mush­room-shaped dong tip, and the sen­sa­tion de­lighted her. She grew bolder-de­cid­ing the taste of cock was quite nice, really-and let her tongue glide down the rest of the bur­geon­ing dick staff. The aroused teen­ager lapped at the big blue vein that ran un­der the fat dong, then let her wan­der­ing tongue stray down onto Will‘s hairy, wrinkled nut sack.

	„Oh­hhh, that‘s tre­mend­ous, Tiffany, my little love god­dess,“ Will mur­mured ap­pre­ci­at­ively. „Now take me in your mouth. Open your lips and let my cock slip right up into your warm, del­ic­ate mouth.“

	Tiffany was really get­ting into mouth­ing prick. She hastened to do just what Will coached her to do. The petite teen­ager opened her lips will­ingly and fed the hel­met-like head of the old pro­fessor‘s dong into the small, elastic ring cre­ated by her tight lips.

	„Ah­h­h­hhh! Heaven on earth,“ Will sighed. „More! Get more of it in that hot, wet little cav­ern, darling. And caress it with your tongue as you suck it.“

	„Mmmmmmmmmmm,“ Tiffany purred as she did what Will wanted. She wanted him to know that she was en­joy­ing it too. The thick mass of his slip­pery cock felt great to the aroused red­head as she eased more of it into her mouth and circled her tongue lazily around the heated staff.

	Will leaned down and slipped his hands around the kneel­ing girl‘s tits. He thumbed Tiffany‘s erect, burn­ing nipples as she sucked at his quickly firm­ing cock.

	„Won­der­ful, dear, just keep suck­ing and lick­ing,“ Will urged the young girl. He rocked his hips for­ward, bury­ing the re­mainder of his prick in Tiffany‘s com­pressed lips and nudging the head of his cock right up into the front of the girl‘s throat.

	„That‘s the girl,“ Will said re­as­sur­ingly. „Open your throat and just let it glide in and out. Keep suck­ing and us­ing your tongue!“

	„Ullllppppppp!“ Tiffany man­aged to burble past the wide hunk of cock meat saw­ing in and out of her bob­bing mouth.

	The turned on teen­ager was totally into suck­ing cock now. Tiffany‘s head moved hun­grily up and down Will‘s firm prick, her cheeks hol­low­ing with suc­tion as she pulled at it with her wet, tight lips. The little girl‘s tongue never stopped lap­ping at the throb­bing dong and her head moved faster and faster.

	Will groaned and squeezed down hard on Tiffany‘s stiff pink nipples, grind­ing them between his thumbs and fore­fingers. He pushed his hips for­ward in time with the small red­head‘s quick­en­ing mouth lunges, his cock head berth­ing it­self in the snug con­fines of Tiffany‘s throat with each stroke.

	„Ummmmmmmmmmmm!“ Tiffany hummed, her tit­ties jerking and spas­ming un­der Will‘s ex­pert touch. She knew he was about to cum and she could feel her boobies tight­en­ing for a shat­ter­ing or­gasm on her part. The hot-mouthed little teen put her slender arms around Will‘s ass and hugged him closer, suck­ing frantic­ally at his pis­ton­ing dick. She wanted them to cum to­gether. She wanted them to get off NOW!“

	Tiffany got her wish. Ab­ruptly, Will let out a gasp of in­tense pleas­ure and torqued down like a vise on the kneel­ing girl‘s eraser-stiff nipples. Tiffany felt an arc of or­gas­mic joy flash from tit to tit, then slam down­ward into her un­touched pussy just as she felt the first jet of Will‘s cum spat­ter against her circ­ling tongue.

	„Oh! Oh, God, swal­low it!“ Will mumbled al­most in­co­her­ently. „Drink it all, you hot little bitch!“

	Tiffany kept suck­ing and tonguing the jis­ming prick, her neck work­ing frantic­ally again and again as she gulped down the salty flow. The fire­cracker cums ex­plod­ing in her white-hot nipples seemed to grow more power­ful with each gush of Will‘s cum, and Tiffany felt she just couldn‘t get enough of the mol­ten male seed.

	It seemed like an hour be­fore the gob­bling, suck­ing teen heard Will‘s voice gently im­plor­ing her. It was as if she were hear­ing him through the roar of a wa­ter­fall. She real­ized, as her senses re­turned to nor­mal, that the roar was the pound­ing of her blood as it rushed through her cli­max­ing body.

	„... enough, darling girl,“ Will was say­ing. „You sucked out every last drop. Just lick it clean and let it go. An old fel­low like me needs a long rest be­fore his prick can get hard again. I‘m no teen­age buck, you know.“

	Tiffany swirled the last of the older man‘s thick, slip­pery sex pud­ding off the end of the de­flat­ing cock with her rest­less tongue. With a little sigh of sat­is­fac­tion, the young red­head re­luct­antly let Will‘s prick slip from her sperm-coated lips. Tiffany licked the heavy cream-like cum off of her mouth and swal­lowed it.

	„I think cum is de­li­cious,“ Tiffany told the older man, look­ing up at him shame­lessly.

	Will laughed. „You‘ll at­tract a lot of boys if you let that at­ti­tude be­come well known, young lady. I pre­dict you‘ll be very pop­u­lar!“

	„Am I pop­u­lar with you?“

	„Ex­tremely,“ Will whispered, pulling Tiffany up to her feet and en­fold­ing her in his arms.

	Their lips met and Tiffany felt all the old feel­ings churn to life once again in her na­ked tits and cunt. She wanted to ask Will to fuck her. The stun­ning teen­ager was about to ask just that when they heard a car pull up in the drive­way.

	„My wife!“ Will said dis­ap­poin­tedly, hur­ring over to the spot where his dis­carded suit lay dry­ing in the sun.

	„Raincheck,“ Tiffany hissed to­ward the pan­icked pro­fessor. „I want you to fuck me!“

	„Soon!“ Will prom­ised, tug­ging his suit back up into place.

	Tiffany nod­ded en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally and ran, gig­gling, to­ward the pile of wet cloth that was her swim­suit. There wasn‘t time to put it on. The laugh­ing teen­age girl ran out the side gate to­ward the safety of her par­ents‘ house, suit tucked un­der her na­ked arm.

	Fuck­ing was sure ex­cit­ing, Tiffany chuckled to her­self as she reached the back door and hur­ried in­side. In more ways than one! She pressed her back against the closed door and stood pant­ing for a few long minutes.

	„You‘d think a close call like that would dis­cour­age me,“ Tiffany said aloud at last, chas­tising her­self for her wan­ton be­ha­vior.

	But Tiffany knew it wouldn‘t. She could feel her­self get­ting all hot and bothered again, just think­ing about Will‘s flood­ing cock and all of that hot, tasty cum! The old itch was re­turn­ing as she re­membered Will ... and Sammy ... and Les.

	Tiffany strolled to her room to get dressed. She chose her clothes care­fully, won­der­ing if Les would be home to­night.…



	
CHAPTER FIVE

	Tiffany waited un­til an hour after din­ner be­fore ask­ing her mother if she could go for a walk. It was seven in the even­ing and it was just start­ing to get dusky and cool off.

	Giv­ing one last look to­ward Les‘ dark, life­less house, Tiffany headed off to­ward the con­veni­ence store. Dis­ap­point­ment showed clearly on her face as she roun­ded the last block and saw Sammy‘s car wasn‘t in the park­ing lot.

	„Must be his night off,“ the teen­ager muttered de­jec­tedly.

	It looked like no sex for the horny young teen to­night. Tiffany had already checked Will‘s drive­way and found both the pro­fessor‘s and his wife‘s cars parked there.

	Fresh out of can­did­ates for fuck­ing, Tiffany told her­self. Bum­mer night.

	The short red­head wandered aim­lessly for a block or two, try­ing to calm the pro­nounced needs that had arisen in her youth­ful body over the last few hours. The suck off ses­sion with Will had been good, but it had only served to heighten Tiffany‘s level of de­sire. Think­ing about get­ting fucked by Les or Sammy or maybe even Will, if his wife had gone out this even­ing, had stirred the lusty little red-haired charmer‘s pas­sions to the boil­ing point. Tiffany‘s cunt was wet and her nipples stabbed out­ward against her tight tube top.

	„Hey, hey, Tiff!“ a male voice sud­denly broke into Tiffany‘s hot thoughts.

	Bobby Whi­taker‘s old con­vert­ible was limp­ing along right next to Tiffany on the deser­ted sub­urban street. Bobby and Tom Max­well were ges­tur­ing to her, Tom lean­ing out of the car and wav­ing his long, skinny arms frantic­ally.

	Tiffany sauntered over to the boys as they stopped the den­ted old car. She smiled and shook her red locks back over her shoulders, know­ing her tit­ties would give a par­tic­u­larly big, eye-open­ing bounce and roll as she did so. Bob and Tom were eight­een and Tiffany thought either of them might make a nice catch as a steady boy­friend.

	„Hi!“ Bobby grinned as the sexy little teen­ager ap­proached the car. „You must have been off among the stars some­where, Tiff. We been yel­lin‘ at you for half a block!“

	Tiffany didn‘t say any­thing. She just smiled and leaned down to rest her fore­arms on the door at the pas­sen­ger side. The tube top bowed out a little un­der the weight of her tit­ties-as she had known it would. Both boys‘ eyes went to her cleav­age like two sets of mag­nets to an iron bar.

	„What are you guys up to?“ Tiffany asked sweetly, try­ing to keep from laugh­ing at how ob­vi­ous the two high school boys were in ogling her boobs.

	„We ... uh ... got some beer,“ Bobby stammered, at­ten­tion fo­cused on Tiffany‘s rolling knock­ers. „We wondered if you, uh, might like to ride around with us. Maybe pop a can or two?“

	Tiffany didn‘t have to think about it. She nod­ded her ap­proval right away and hopped in the car as soon as Tom got out and opened the door for her. She wedged her­self between the boys in the front seat, en­joy­ing the feel of be­ing sur­roun­ded by male flesh.

	„Out this way is a good place to tip a couple,“ Tom as­sured Tiffany know­ingly as his buddy turned onto a through­way lead­ing fur­ther out into the sticks.

	„I‘ll leave it up you,“ Tiffany flattered the two „older men“. She knew that a week ago her heart would have been ra­cing like a cheap watch at the very thought of be­ing alone with two guys eight­een years old. But after her ex­per­i­ences with Les and Will, these two didn‘t make her nervous at all. Even Sammy seemed young to her now, and he was four years older than Tiffany.

	„This is a great god­damned spot!“ Bobby shouted en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally, spin­ning the wheel and aim­ing the car down a small dirt road lead­ing into some trees.

	The con­vert­ible bounced and rolled its way through the un­der­brush and down the rut­ted path. They roun­ded a hill and came into a clear­ing. Tiffany looked around. There was no way any­one could see them from the road. In the gath­er­ing dusk, they were as good as in­vis­ible.

	„This is really private,“ Tiffany said ap­prov­ingly. She ac­cep­ted the icy beer Tom was of­fer­ing her and sipped it.

	„Yeah, it sure is,“ Tom smiled, look­ing nervous.

	Bobby put his arm over the back of the seat and knocked back his can of beer. Tiffany watched his Adam‘s apple go up and down as he chugged the foamy li­quor down.

	„I, uh, dropped by Sammy Hodges‘ place this af­ter­noon,“ Bobby men­tioned as soon as he put his beer down. He looked straight ahead but he was glan­cing at Tiffany‘s re­ac­tion out of the corner of his eye.

	„Oh?“ Tiffany in­quired in­no­cently, en­joy­ing the cat and mouse game the con­ver­sa­tion was turn­ing in to. „And how was Sammy?“

	„Tired,“ said Bobby with a sly grin, turn­ing to­ward Tiffany.

	Bobby‘s hand dropped off the back of the seat and onto Tiffany‘s shoulder. She ig­nored it, smil­ing back coolly and calmly at the grin­ning boy.

	„He must work too long hours,“ Tiffany com­men­ted, sip­ping more of her beer and hold­ing Bobby‘s gaze with hers.

	„Nah, I hear it‘s not his job that tires old Sammy out,“ Bobby went on, his hand creep­ing down­ward as he spoke. „I hear some of the stuff Sammy does for ... re­lax­a­tion ... are real strenu­ous. They take a lot out of you, from what Sammy says.“

	„What ex­actly did he tell you?“ Tiffany asked, her heart now start­ing to beat faster.

	Bobby‘s fin­gers reached the swell of Tiffany‘s half bare titty. He played with the stretchy fab­ric of her tube top, nudging it al­most im­per­cept­ibly down­ward.

	„Oh, he said you and him had a real good time this morn­ing over at your house,“ Bobby said cas­u­ally. „A REAL GOOD TIME!“

	Tiffany didn‘t reply. She felt the dev­il­ish teen­ager‘s fin­gers work­ing her top down. It was less than an inch from the pink­ness of her swollen nipple and Bobby was mov­ing the tight elastic more quickly now.

	„We ... uh, wondered if maybe you might, uh, you know....“ Tom‘s em­bar­rassed voice trailed off. „That is, we thought you might, well....“

	Tom broke off and guzzled a mouth­ful of beer. He looked the other way, un­able to face Tiffany.

	„What he means is, we thought you might like to party with us,“ Bobby fin­ished for his friend. „The same kind of party you and Sammy had this morn­ing.“

	Bobby‘s fin­gers were as bold as his sug­ges­tion. The good-look­ing dark-haired youth flicked Tiffany‘s top down over her spik­ing nipples and both of her lush little tits bobbled into view as the tight top snapped down onto Tiffany‘s tummy.

	Tiffany waited un­til her tits wobbled to a stop be­fore she looked up. The petite red­head turned to­ward Tom, then back at Bobby.

	„With BOTH of you?“ Tiffany asked. She figured the boys could tell from her ex­pres­sion that the idea didn‘t re­pel her. On the con­trary, it in­trigued her.

	„Sure ... why not?“ Bobby asked, his left hand en­vel­op­ing Tiffany‘s left tit.

	„Yeah,“ Tom agreed, his right hand snak­ing over to grab the half na­ked teen­ager‘s right boob.

	Tiffany felt the warmth flow­ing through her whole up­per torso. The heady feel­ing drif­ted down to her still clothed pussy mound.

	„Okay,“ Tiffany heard her­self say­ing. „Why not? Two hard cocks must be bet­ter than one.“

	„Oh, baby, are you ever right!“ Bobby prom­ised, his right hand find­ing Tiffany‘s chin and guid­ing her lips up to his. „And we got the hard­est cocks you‘re ever gonna find!“

	Bobby kissed the young red­head hard on the lips, his fin­gers drum­ming over her tender pink nipples as his tongue forced it­self so far into her mouth she thought it was go­ing to wriggle its way down her throat. Tiffany felt a rush of de­sire and she made no at­tempt to fight it. She opened her mouth to let in Bobby‘s ex­plor­ing, wag­gling tongue, and the little teen­ager felt her ex­cite­ment rising as her own tongue met and caressed Bobby‘s. Tiffany circled her tongue around the boy‘s just like she had earlier in the day with Will‘s fat cock. She sucked the slip­pery eel of a tongue just as if it were a limber, glid­ing prick.

	„Je­sus!“ Tiffany heard Tom mut­ter as he watched them.

	The couple‘s em­brace was too much for Tom to merely ob­serve without be­com­ing turned on him­self. Tiffany felt the shy boy‘s fin­gers on her shorts, fid­dling with the but­ton and then the zip­per. The cloth par­ted and she sucked in her breath as she felt Tom‘s hand mov­ing down un­der her panties as Bobby con­tin­ued to French her and rub her nipples.

	„Mmmmm,“ Tiffany moaned as Tom‘s fin­ger slipped across her aroused clit and down into her moist cunt.

	„Fuck, this bitch is hot­ter than Sammy told us!“ Tom whispered in a sur­prised tone. „Her cunt‘s like a lake, warm, slick-as-hell lake!“

	„Get her pants off,“ Bobby com­manded his friend, tear­ing his tongue out of Tiffany‘s suck­ing lips. „You fuck her while she blows me. I can tell she likes to eat cock. She was tonguing my tongue and suckin‘ at it like she ex­pec­ted it to cum right in her mouth!“

	„Sounds won­der­ful,“ Tiffany told Bobby in a sexy, growl­ing whis­per that soun­ded so turned on it sur­prised her.

	„Come on, hot pants,“ Bobby shot back. „Let‘s get you out of the car. There‘s a blanket in the back seat. All three of us will get on it.“

	Tiffany nod­ded and the boys helped her out. Bobby spread the old wool blanket on the ground next to the car and star­ted rip­ping off his shirt. Tom was way ahead of him. All he had left on by the time Bobby got out of his shirt was a pair of un­der­shorts with a huge bulge in the front.

	„Let‘s see what‘s un­der here,“ Tiffany said, tak­ing Tom‘s shorts in her hands and pulling down­ward.

	One of the longest, stiffest pricks Tiffany had ever ima­gined sprang out of Tom‘s shorts as she tugged them off. The small girl‘s heart skipped a beat as she saw the thin, throb­bing ten incher stand­ing out hard and ready over Tom‘s heavy nut sack.

	„Oh, God, what a cock!“ Tiffany sighed, touch­ing the hot stalk long­ingly. Tiffany felt Bobby‘s hands on her un­zipped shorts. The boy pulled, and her shorts and panties tumbled down onto the blanket.

	„God, what a pussy!“ Bobby groaned as he saw Tiffany‘s small pink slit nestled between her sparsely furred little patch of red pussy hair.

	„I can‘t wait to get in her,“ Tom said im­pa­tiently.

	„Why wait?“ Tiffany asked, sink­ing to her knees on the blanket in front of him.

	Tom‘s eyes grew wide as he watched the lovely little red­head lick her lips, then flick her tongue out to­ward the head of his hard cock. The tip of the aroused girl‘s tongue touched Tom‘s hot, pulsing cock head and his knees began to quake with ex­cite­ment. Tiffany smiled and licked the shiny, knob-like dong cap all over.

	„Oh, fuck, that feels ter­rific!“ Tom groaned. „Suck it, baby. Suck my big dick!“ Tiffany opened her lips and sucked the bulbous head into her saliva filled mouth. Tom sighed as the sens­it­ive, fleshy tip of his cock was im­mersed in the scald­ing pool and Tiffany‘s tongue began to baste the knobby prick head with her lava-hot spittle.

	„Holy shit, man!“ Tom groaned. „This bitch is dy­nam­ite with her mouth. I don‘t know now if I want to fuck her or let her blow me.“

	Tiffany worked the head of Tom‘s cock back into her throat and re­laxed her gag­ging muscles as best she could. The turned on teen­ager pushed her lips for­ward un­til every last inch of Tom‘s tower­ing prick was em­bed­ded in her mouth and throat, just to prove to her­self and the boys that she could take all of him. Then she slowly worked her head back, suck­ing as she with­drew, un­til the glisten­ing cock popped free.

	„Why not let me suck you and fuck you both?“ Tiffany smiled up at the boys. „We‘ve got a couple of hours, and I‘d like noth­ing bet­ter than to feel these long can­nons shoot off a couple of times ... in my mouth and my pussy!“

	Bobby had shed his clothes and come around next to Tom. As she spoke, Tiffany reached out and held a cock in each hand. Bobby‘s wasn‘t quite as long as Tom‘s but it was a nice thick one and Tiffany longed to feel it cleav­ing her cunt or mouth wide open.

	„Let‘s do it!“ Bobby shouted, drop­ping to his knees.

	Tiffany didn‘t an­swer. She just got down onto her el­bows and knees and took half of Bobby‘s wide prick in her mouth.

	Tom saw which end he was go­ing to get first time around and wasted no time in get­ting down on his knees be­hind Tiffany‘s wig­gling ass. He par­ted the girl‘s legs a little more, then angled his long cock to match up with the small girl‘s tiny, red fringed cunt.

	The tip of Tom‘s dick split Tiffany‘s tight little pussy mouth open just as she was shov­ing the last inch of Bobby‘s fat cock into her moist lips. The horny young red­head moaned and tried to re­lax both her neck and cunt muscles as the two boys pushed into her from op­pos­ite ends. It was like be­ing skewered on a gi­ant, throb­bing prick, and Tiffany reveled in the sen­sual, ob­scene thrill of it.

	„Mmmmmmmmm,“ she hummed, to let them know she was lov­ing it.

	„The little bitch is eat­ing this up!“ Bobby chortled. „Look at her. She‘s gob­bling my dick like a candycane while you fuck the shit out of her!“

	Tom grunted and poun­ded his cock into Tiffany‘s suck­ing, su­per-slick fuck tube. He was rolling his hips in a steady, driv­ing rhythm, and his long dick was ream­ing Tiffany‘s clit with each ham­mer­ing thrust.

	„Ungh! Ungh! Oooh!“ Tiffany cooed as the two pricks drove into her. The de­li­cious feel­ing of be­ing stuffed full of pound­ing male meat was over­whelm­ing her.

	„Man, that‘s it!“ Tom panted. „Do it, man. We‘re get­tin‘ it down pat now, Bobby!“ It was true, Tiffany real­ized with mount­ing joy. The two boys‘ sav­age fuck­ing was tak­ing on a mu­tual rhythm. Bobby was now let­ting Tom‘s jack­ham­mer­ing lunges do all the work. Her mouth was glid­ing up and down Bobby‘s thud­ding cock in per­fect time with Tom‘s in and out mo­tion of her burn­ing cunt.

	„Oh, God, it‘s so good I can‘t take much more,“ Bobby sighed at that mo­ment.

	„I fuckin‘ know what you mean, man,“ Tom agreed. „This little fox‘s pussy is so hot and tight it‘s sue kin‘ the cream right out of my balls!“

	Tiffany gurgled with pleas­ure and sucked even harder on Bobby‘s hard cock. She lapped at the swollen head hun­grily, giddy with the thought of his hot cum filling her mouth soon.

	„Harder, man. Fuck the little twat harder,“ Bobby urged his friend. „Make her cum. Let‘s all get off to­gether.“

	Tiffany could tell from Bobby‘s voice that he was al­most ready. She wanted to tell him that he didn‘t have to worry, that her hot little cunt was about to ex­plode into a rich, heavy cli­max. All she needed was the feel of their warm jizz filling her from both ends and she would cream all over the place.

	Tom‘s cock picked up the pace. Tiffany groaned way back in her throat from the throb­bing pleas­ure the big dick was giv­ing her as it sluiced quickly in and out of her sop­ping cunny. The vi­bra­tions of her throat around Bobby‘s im­planted cock were too much for him to take.

	„Jeeeeeezus! I‘m cum­ming!“ Bobby screamed, tug­ging at Tiffany‘s au­burn hair and ram­ming his dick deep in her throat. „I‘m shootin‘ my fuckin‘ wad!“

	Tiffany felt the first burst of cum gush­ing down her madly work­ing gul­let just as she heard Tom moan be­hind her. The long cock sheathed it­self to the hilt and bucked wildly in her spas­ming sex chan­nel.

	„I‘m creamin‘ too,“ Tom groaned. „My dick‘s ex­plodin‘ in this little bitch‘s tight cunt!“ The rut­ting teen­ager was barely ex­ag­ger­at­ing, Tiffany dis­covered. The cock up her clutch­ing cunt went off like a wa­ter can­non. Glob after glob of thick, mol­ten jism blas­ted up into the little red­head‘s womb as she swal­lowed mouth­fuls of Bobby‘s hot, slip­pery ball juice.

	The twin rivers of cum bub­bling into Tiffany from both ends sent her rock­et­ing into or­gasm. The cum-lov­ing teen­ager shim­mied and jerked be­neath the cli­max­ing boys as the grip­ping spasms shot through her body and sent her mind spin­ning out into space some­where. She felt as if she were float­ing on a sea of hot jism and all of the lovely, pussy-sat­is­fy­ing cream was flow­ing into her.

	„God damn, that was good,“ Tom sighed at last, pulling his spent cock out of Tiffany‘s over­flow­ing gash.

	The boy‘s voice and the ab­sence of his cunt-filling dick brought Tiffany back to real­ity. The small girl let out a sigh of sat­is­fac­tion and licked the last drops of cum off Bobby‘s rap­idly dwind­ling cock be­fore re­leas­ing it from her pursed lips.

	„You nearly sucked my brains out, baby,“ Bobby said, grin­ning down at the beau­ti­ful little nymph. He tousled her long red locks af­fec­tion­ately.

	Tiffany sat up on the blanket between the two boys. The warm af­ter­glow of her spec­tac­u­lar cli­max was still ra­di­at­ing through­out her body and it gave her a warm, peace­ful feel­ing. Tom‘s big load of cock cream felt good up in­side her and Tiffany lux­uri­ated in the taste of Bobby‘s jism all through her mouth.

	„I really dig it with two guys at once,“ Tiffany told the two boys. „It‘s bet­ter than any­thing I‘ve ever done be­fore. Are we gonna switch off this time, and let Bobby fuck me while I suck Tom?“

	„We‘re gonna rest for a while first, is what we‘re gonna do, hot pants,“ Bobby told the younger girl with a grin. „I know you‘re hell on wheels, but us guys gotta have a little time out be­fore we can fuck again.“

	Tiffany re­membered what Will had said earlier, about teen­age bucks and be­ing able to fuck again right away. She wondered if Will or Bobby was right.

	„I bet you guys are more ready than you know,“ Tiffany said slowly, de­cid­ing that Will must know more about sex than Bobby or Tom. After all, she reasoned, he was a col­lege pro­fessor.

	Be­cause he was closer and be­cause she hadn‘t sucked him all the way off yet, Tiffany chose Tom to ex­per­i­ment on. She leaned over his lap and took his wet, floppy dong in her hand. It was gooey and smelled of cum, both his and hers.

	Tiffany wrinkled up her nose as she real­ized that she was about to swal­low some of her own juice. Then she told her­self that men seemed to love suck­ing her pussy, so the stuff couldn‘t taste all that bad. She had to ad­mit, the idea of lick­ing Tom‘s cock when it still had her love oil on it was so kinky that it was turn­ing her on again.

	„What are you dooooooo­ing?“ Tom‘s ques­tion rose into a low pitched moan as Tiffany‘s hot little tongue began mov­ing over his sticky cock.

	Tiffany found she didn‘t mind the taste of her own cum at all. As a mat­ter-of-fact, the sweet­ness of her pussy lub­ric­ant con­tras­ted with the salty re­mains of Tom‘s jism in a way that Tiffany found to be both de­li­cious and ex­cit­ing. She licked the flac­cid dong all around, then popped the whole wet, slip­pery, limp hunk of meat into her suck­ing mouth.

	„Oh­h­hhh, fuck!“ Tom gasped, his breath es­cap­ing in a hiss of pleas­ure.

	The soft cock in Tiffany‘s mouth began to pump with new life al­most im­me­di­ately. The dick-lov­ing girl was de­lighted by the stir­ring ef­fect her suck­ing was hav­ing on Tom‘s wil­ted tool, and she fondled it ad­or­ingly with her quick mov­ing tongue.

	In less than two minutes, Tiffany was mov­ing her head up and down on a ri­gid, throb­bing ten inches of fully ex­ten­ded cock. The hot-mouthed little teen­ager com­pressed her lips even tighter around Tom‘s swollen mon­ster and let him hunch the head of it right back into her throat as she licked him.

	„She fuckin‘ did it!“ Tom sighed in amazement. „She‘s got my bone as stiff as a tire iron!“

	„She‘s tal­en­ted as hell, that‘s for sure,“ Bobby agreed from some­where be­hind Tiffany. „She got two of us hard for the price of one. My dong‘s like it was carved out of a rock just from watchin‘ her slurp on yours.“

	Tiffany knew in a hurry that Bobby wasn‘t just talk­ing. She felt his hands on her ass, rais­ing it and tilt­ing it up­ward so he could enter her from be­hind. Then she felt the hard tip of his prong nos­ing along her back­side as he kneeled into po­s­i­tion be­hind her.

	But some­thing Tiffany thought was very strange was go­ing on back there. In­stead of sink­ing his stiff wang right into her up-turned quim, Bobby rubbed the head of it around her cunt mouth for a while, then smeared the oily tip up and down her ass crevice.

	All at once, the thick head of Bobby‘s cock star­ted push­ing at Tiffany‘s greased up bung­hole. The dick-suck­ing girl thought at first that Bobby was just fool­ing around, that he would drop his prick down­ward at any second and sheath it deep into her yearn­ing cunt.

	But Bobby kept on shov­ing. Tiffany groaned with the pres­sure his hot, hard cock head was ex­ert­ing on her tiny open­ing. She tried to protest but her mouth was full of glid­ing dong.

	„Nuuuuuuuh!“ Tiffany gurgled around Tom‘s thrust­ing cock.

	But it was too late. Bobby‘s knot of cock flesh had already forced its way through the tight ring of muscle and the rest of his fat dick was eas­ing in after it.

	„Sorry, baby,“ the bug­ger­ing boy panted to Tiffany. „But I prefer a nice tender shit­ter like yours to sloppy seconds any day.“

	Tiffany moaned with pain as the boy‘s eight inch pecker worked its way into her tight, protest­ing anal pas­sage. It felt as if a hot knife was be­ing shoved into her rectum. Tears sprang to the vi­ol­ated teen­ager‘s eyes and she tried to pull her mouth off Tom‘s throb­bing cock.

	„Nothin‘ doin‘, honey,“ Tom told her, grabbing two hand­fuls of the girl‘s red hair and tug­ging her mouth down tight onto his swollen dick. „You stay right here and suck me off while Bobby blows his nuts up your back­door.“

	Tiffany groaned but could do noth­ing. The im­paled red­head braced her­self for Bobby‘s pain­ful on­slaught up her as­shole.

	She didn‘t have long to wait. Bobby crammed the rest of his burn­ing rod up into Tiffany‘s stretched ass chute. He didn‘t stop push­ing un­til his nuts slapped against the moan­ing girl‘s cunt and his cock hair was tight against her pert little moons.

	„ULLLLLGGH­H­H­HHH!“ Tiffany wailed, the pain nearly black­ing her out. Waves of ex­cru­ci­at­ingly sharp pain throbbed through her whole back­side. It was so in­tense she could think of noth­ing else.

	„Help me turn her on,“ Bobby was say­ing to Tom.

	Tiffany felt hands on her dangling tits and an­other hand on her un­used pussy mound. She real­ized, vaguely, that Tom was mas­sa­ging her nipples and breasts as she mouthed his cock, and that Bobby was run­ning a fin­ger up and down her wet cun­tal gash. He found her clit and began rub­bing it.

	A warm, glow­ing feel­ing tingled through the little teen‘s pussy pas­sage. The more Tom played with her tits and Bobby stroked her cunt, the bet­ter the feel­ing be­came.

	„Ummmmm!“ Tiffany moaned, hop­ing they could tell she liked what they were do­ing. It was even start­ing to make her tor­tured as­shole feel bet­ter.

	Tiffany heard Bobby laugh. He pushed his fin­ger into her cunt, bend­ing her clit nearly double. Tiffany moaned with joy once more im­me­di­ately and Bobby laughed again.

	„See, she‘s lik­ing it now,“ the boy told Tom.

	„In a minute or two she‘s even gonna start to like my dick up her ass. Just keep rub­bin‘ those tit­ties, Tommy.“

	Tiffany had to ad­mit Bobby was right. With each throb of pleas­ure their hands gave her tight­en­ing tits and spas­ming pussy, the pain lessened a little in her bung­hole.

	Bobby drew his prick back a bit in­side Tiffany‘s wink­ing brownie. He mashed it back into her slow and easy, his cock mak­ing an ob­scene, suck­ing sound as it filled her tight tun­nel once more.

	„Oooh!“ Tiffany sighed, the warmth really start­ing to build within her cunt and tits. The big pecker up her bung­hole felt okay now. She found her­self be­gin­ning to en­joy the stretched, well filled feel­ing it pro­duced in her ass.

	„She‘s ready,“ Tom told Bobby ex­citedly. „Fuck her in the ass. The little cunt‘s suckin‘ my prick so hard now that I can‘t hold back much longer. Stab that dong into her hard and fast. Make her cum along with me!“

	Bobby grunted and did just what his friend sug­ges­ted. His prick sluiced up and down the young girl‘s grip­ping shit canal faster and faster. He went in deep every time, his nuts banging time against her cream­ing pussy mouth with each driv­ing stroke.

	„ ‚Mmmmmmmmm-ooooooh!“ Tiffany growled with pas­sion around Tom‘s lip-pier­cing dong.

	The ass-fucked teen­ager was sud­denly on fire with need once more. Her tits were jump­ing nearly out of Tom‘s strok­ing fin­gers and her cunt was over­flow­ing with slick juice. Tiffany‘s thighs were trem­bling and her as­shole now itched with pangs of de­sire much like those usu­ally felt between her pussy lips.

	As­sholes can‘t cum like cun­nies, Tiffany told her­self in muddled con­fu­sion. But her scorch­ing, tingling bung­hole was telling her dif­fer­ently. The tiny pas­sage was flut­ter­ing open and closed like a gulp­ing pussy tube, and the won­der­ful feel­ing welling up out of her pummeled shaft was mer­ging with that ra­di­at­ing down­ward from her jerking tits and ex­plod­ing clit.

	„I‘m ... I‘m ready!“ Bobby screamed at that mo­ment.

	Tom groaned and put his cock all the way to the back of Tiffany‘s throat. His balls snapped to­gether twice, then gave a third mighty jerk.

	„AGH­H­H­H­HHH! I‘M BLOWIN‘ MY NUTS, TOOOOOO!“ Tom shouted in tri­umph as the first huge wad of jism gushed into Tiffany‘s madly work­ing throat.

	The little teen­ager felt her­self tee­ter­ing on the brink of a tre­mend­ous or­gasm. She swal­lowed the steamy jizz flow­ing into her mouth, grow­ing hot­ter with each tasty mouth­ful. Bobby sud­denly gasped and shot a gi­gantic streamer of cum right up her as­shole at that ex­act mo­ment. It drove Tiffany right over the edge.

	„Unnggh­h­h­h­hhh!“ the help­less, cli­max­ing girl gulped as she gobbled down cum and felt her­self be­ing blown apart by the hot rush of Bobby‘s white-hot seed up her butt.

	Vi­ol­ent tremors of cum­fer­vor tore through Tiffany‘s shak­ing body. It was the greatest or­gasm she had yet ex­per­i­enced be­cause all three of her sex cen­ters-ass, tits, and cunt-were all spas­ming to­gether like three power­ful sexual bat­ter­ies all linked in series. The sen­sual blasts re­ver­ber­at­ing through Tiffany‘s trem­bling body were un­be­liev­ably strong and they seemed to roll on forever.

	„Holy fuck, look at her go!“ Bobby gasped.

	Tiffany barely heard him. She was gurg­ling, sob­bing, twist­ing wildly back and forth in a fren­zied ef­fort to milk every last drop of cum out of both boys‘ soften­ing pricks as the sav­age or­gasm tossed her about like a cork in a hur­ricane.

	„Je­sus, she sucked my nuts as dry as a bone!“ Tom panted at last, tug­ging his cock out of Tiffany‘s suck­ing mouth.

	„Did the same to my poor old balls, pard­ner,“ Bobby sighed, eas­ing his prick free of the gyr­at­ing girl‘s over­flow­ing shit­ter. „Hot­test fuckin‘ piece I‘ve ever had!“

	Tiffany moaned as the boys left her. It took what seemed like an hour for the beau­ti­ful, over­power­ing throbs of joy to gradu­ally lessen, now that the boys‘ pricks were gone. The small red­head lay flat on her stom­ach and moaned, en­joy­ing the bliss that en­vel­oped her sat­is­fied body.

	Tired­ness over­took Tiffany in a mat­ter of minutes. The teen­ager‘s eye­lids grew too heavy to hold up. She closed them and drif­ted peace­fully off to sleep.



	
CHAPTER SIX

	The clock be­side Tiffany‘s bed said el­even-thirty the next morn­ing when the little teen­ager fi­nally opened her eyes and pre­pared to get out of bed. Bobby and Tom had got­ten her home by nine o‘clock and she had headed straight for bed, but their three-way love-mak­ing ses­sion had tired her as if she had been up un­til three in the morn­ing.

	„Won­der what I‘m gonna do today?“ Tiffany whispered aloud to her­self.

	The young girl giggled. She knew very well what she wanted to do. She wanted to find someone who wanted to fuck her, then ball his brains out!

	Who would it be today? Tiffany asked her­self. Sammy? Will? Les? Tom or Bobby? Or maybe someone new!

	It really didn‘t mat­ter, the little red­head de­cided, climb­ing out of bed. Now that she had dis­covered this won­drous, ec­stasy-pro­du­cing game called sex, the vo­lup­tu­ous teen­ager knew she would play it as of­ten as she could, with any guy who turned her on and happened to be handy.

	Tiffany pulled on a robe and headed for the shower and a short ses­sion with her make up mir­ror. She wanted to look beau­ti­ful for the af­ter­noon‘s fun and games. And she wanted to get star­ted on them as soon as pos­sible. Just think­ing about screw­ing made her cunt itch with de­sire.

	It didn‘t take Tiffany long to get ready and get out of the house. She had ex­amined her as­shole in the shower and found, to her re­lief, that it was no more dam­aged by Bobby‘s fat cock than her pussy had been by Les‘ that first time. That made her feel good be­cause she had already de­cided that if a guy wanted her that way, she wouldn‘t mind it at all.

	Tiffany checked Les‘ house and found he wasn‘t home. That didn‘t really sur­prise her since it was a week­day and she had figured Les would be at work. Will wasn‘t at his house either. Tiffany stopped at a pay phone and looked up Bobby‘s num­ber in the book and called it. His mom said he and Tom had gone fish­ing and that she didn‘t ex­pect them back un­til after dark.

	Frown­ing, Tiffany said good bye and hung up. It looked as if Sammy was her last hope. She star­ted for the store.

	Half a block away from the park­ing lot, Tiffany‘s heart lif­ted. She could see Sammy‘s Jag­uar parked out front. The anxious teen­ager prac­tic­ally ran the rest of the way, her nipples spik­ing as she got closer.

	„Hi!“ Tiffany sang out as she burst in­side the front door.

	Sammy looked startled. A guilty look crossed his face.

	Tiffany smiled. She knew the brag­ging eight­een-year-old was prob­ably wor­ried about her re­ac­tion to his telling Tom and Bobby about her new found hot pants. It amused Tiffany to let Sammy sweat a minute be­fore telling him it was okay.

	„So ... Tiff! How‘s it go­ing?“ Sammy stammered un­eas­ily.

	Tiffany kept up her si­lence an­other few mo­ments, en­joy­ing the way the older boy‘s eyes were un­able to meet hers. The brief feel­ing of power over a male four years older than her was really ex­cit­ing.

	„I‘m doin‘ fine,“ Tiffany fi­nally told the wor­ried clerk, let­ting him off the hook with a friendly smile.

	The vo­lup­tu­ous little teen came up to the counter and leaned over, her tit­ties dangling into plain view be­neath her top. Tiffany grinned more warmly at Sammy.

	„I‘m just fine ex­cept for one thing that is,“ the young girl went on, her girl­ish voice drop­ping to a lower, sex­ier whis­per. „I kinda need ... you know ... what you gave me be­fore!“

	Sammy went red and looked around the store quickly, even though there were no cus­tom­ers. He usu­ally chased girls, but it was ob­vi­ous that he wasn‘t used to hav­ing them chase him.

	„I‘d love to, honey, but I don‘t get off for three hours yet,“ Sammy told the sexy teen­ager. „If you were to come back then....“

	Tiffany held up her hand, cut­ting him off. „I can‘t wait that long, Sammy,“ she told him. „I want your big cock NOW!“

	Sammy blanched. An ex­pres­sion of help­less­ness, then of de­sire came onto the boy‘s face as he eyed the beau­ti­ful little teen­ager.

	„I can‘t, Tiff,“ he pleaded at last. „There‘s no place to do it here. If we got caught ... my job, you know. Mr. Mar­tin would fire my ass for sure.“

	Tiffany shook her tits al­lur­ingly, her nipples stiff­en­ing against the fab­ric of her top as they dragged across the soft ma­ter­ial. Sammy‘s eyes bulged as much as the pink nubs be­com­ing erect un­der the cloth.

	„Come on, Sammy,“ Tiffany said softly, crook­ing her fin­ger at the boy. „Fol­low me. The back room. You can hear the bell if someone comes in. I‘ll suck you. I‘ll lick your fat prick un­til you cum. Then I‘ll gulp down every last drop.“

	Sammy groaned and came out from be­hind the counter, Tiffany was already back­ing into the small room used for stor­ing mer­chand­ise. She un­did her top and pulled it off be­fore Sammy even got in the room and stood wait­ing for him with her pert little nipples stick­ing out from her bare tits.

	„Je­sus, sweet Je­sus, those are nice,“ Sammy sighed, hust­ling for­ward as he saw her na­ked breasts await­ing his greedy hands.

	„Lean back against that and play with ‚em while I blow you,“ Tiffany com­manded the eager boy, point­ing at a waist-high stack of boxes piled against a wall.

	Sammy leaned back and Tiffany kneeled down in front of him, her fin­gers fly­ing to the front of his jeans. The horny girl had Sammy‘s pants un­done and his prick out in seconds.

	„My tits!“ Tiffany hissed, her lips mov­ing closer to the head of Sammy‘s half-hard dong. „Lean over and rub my nipples while I suck this thing.“

	The ex­cited clerk com­plied in­stantly, his hands find­ing Tiffany‘s hard little points and his fin­gers go­ing to work. The kneel­ing girl groaned with de­light and licked all around Sammy‘s pump­ing cock tip.

	„Uh­hhh!“ the boy moaned. „Oh, fuck, your mouth. Put that fucker in your mouth, baby!“ Tiffany giggled at the boy‘s frantic need, but she did what he asked. His fat, ever-grow­ing pecker head felt slick and salty in her mouth and she laved her tongue all around the thick staff be­hind the pulsing knob.

	Sammy‘s legs quiver­erd and his hands flew up to Tiffany‘s head as she teased him with her suck­ing, tug­ging lips. Only half of his harden­ing cock was in her mouth and she was let­ting the rest of it pen­et­rate her lips in tiny, mil­li­meter by mil­li­meter seg­ments.

	„All of it!“ Sammy begged. „Get all of my cock in those hot little lips.“ The boy pressed for­ward on Tiffany‘s head with his strong hands, for­cing the rest of his heated prong between the girl‘s suck­ing lips. Sammy let out a sat­is­fied moan as he felt the whole ex­panse of his cock be­ing tickled and caressed by Tiffany‘s hotly work­ing tongue.

	„God, yes, Tiff baby!“ the ex­cited boy wheezed. „Blow me, honey, suck my dick un­til I shoot.“

	Tiffany winked up at him to show him that was ex­actly what she had in mind. She didn‘t mind his rough treat­ment. If any­thing, it turned her on even more, know­ing how badly he had wanted her mouth around his stiff dong.

	The sexy teen­ager moved her head up and down Sammy‘s cock like a real ex­pert, her lips purs­ing tightly so that their trips over the boy‘s hot skin felt like an in­cred­ibly small, li­quid pussy. Tiffany slapped and spanked the thick cyl­in­der of prick meat with her lively tongue, draw­ing gasps and sighs of ap­pre­ci­ation from the horny store clerk with each little waggle of the ever-mov­ing di­git.

	„Shit! You suck so fuckin‘ good for a little girl,“ Sammy groaned. „You‘re blowin‘ me like a champ, baby.“

	Tiffany gurgled with joy and moved her head faster, rel­ish­ing each thrill­ing plunge up and down the throb­bing meat pole. She wanted to taste Sammy‘s hot spunk, to swirl the thick, gooey pud­ding around in her mouth, then gulp it greed­ily down into her wait­ing belly. It made her weak in the knees to think about Sammy groan­ing and jerking and shoot­ing wad after wad of his heady jism down her throat as she licked at his jack­ing cock to prod out still an­other spurt of the tasty cream!

	And Sammy wasn‘t far away from do­ing just that, Tiffany real­ized with mount­ing lust. The boy was mak­ing strange, ur­gent sounds at the back of his throat with each thrust of his swollen prick into her cling­ing lips. Each time her tongue mas­saged his em­bed­ded wang, Sammy sighed and shoved his cock hair even harder against her suck­ing mouth. He was try­ing to get his already fully sheathed prick even deeper in Tiffany‘s gulp­ing throat.

	Tiffany didn‘t mind at all. The feel of his su­per­heated, ready-to-blast cock glid­ing through her com­pressed lips was so sin­fully sen­su­ous that she felt she might shoot off with him at the same mo­ment his salty cum spurt forth.

	„Mother­fucker! Gonna ... gotta....“ Sammy sud­denly moaned aloud.

	Tiffany opened her throat as wide as she could and sucked him in deep, her tongue go­ing crazy against the sens­it­ive bot­tom part of his jerking prick. Sammy stiffened like a body go­ing into rigor mor­tis and his balls clenched to­gether tight.

	„Take it,“ the boy burbled in ec­stasy. „Get every last fuckin‘ spurt of it, you hot little cunt!“

	A gey­ser of jism roared out of the small open­ing in the tip of Sammy‘s fat cock. Tiffany swal­lowed fast and man­aged to get every dribble. Her tongue was circ­ling the head of his ex­plod­ing cock in a frantic ef­fort to un­cap as much of the pun­gent, de­li­cious cum as the big prick could un­leash.

	„Oh­h­hhh! Christ, honey, eat it,“ Sammy was groan­ing. „Eat every fuckin‘ spurt!“ Tiffany mewled with joy and did just as the ec­stasy-filled boy asked. She sucked and gulped and licked and bobbed her head un­til the thick dong was limp as cooked noodles and had no more cream for her to swal­low.

	With great care, Tiffany cleaned the last of Sammy‘s sex pud­ding off the end of his dick. She swal­lowed the tiny pearls of cum and re­leased his cock. The smil­ing teen­ager was just in the pro­cess of lick­ing her lips to get the re­main­ing jism off when she heard the voice be­hind her.

	„Dis­gust­ing!“ Char­ley Mar­tin rasped men­acingly. „That was the most dis­gust­ing dis­play of de­vi­ant sex I‘ve ever had the mis­for­tune to wit­ness!“

	Tiffany re­cog­nized the angry store owner‘s voice without even turn­ing. A thou­sand thoughts flooded the kneel­ing teen‘s con­scious­ness, all of them dev­ast­at­ing. The man knew her folks. He was go­ing to tell them about her. She would prob­ably not be al­lowed to date boys un­til she was twenty-one. No man or boy would prob­ably ever be al­lowed to be alone with her again if her par­ents had their way!

	„M-mr. Mar­tin!“ Sammy was stam­mer­ing. „How, how did you ... I mean, I didn‘t hear the bell when you came....“

	„I don‘t doubt it, young man,“ Char­ley Mar­tin thundered. „You were moan­ing and car­ry­ing on dur­ing that de­gen­er­ate act so much I doubt you could have heard the trum­pet of doom! Now, get your clothes back on, both of you. I‘m go­ing to take the young lady home and have a few words with her poor par­ents, and I need you to watch the store, if you can tear your­self away from be­ing a per­vert for that long. I‘ll have a few things to say to you when I get back!“

	Sammy nod­ded fear­fully and yanked his shorts and pants back up. He looked down at his zip­per and buckle as he hitched him­self back up, avoid­ing his boss‘ burn­ing stare.

	Tiffany pulled her flimsy top back over her bare tits and retied it, dy­ing a little more in­side every second as she did so. Her par­ents were go­ing to kill her, there was no doubt about that.

	„I just can‘t be­lieve the per­ver­sion I saw you in­volved in, young lady,“ Char­ley was say­ing to Tiffany as they drove along. „I‘ve known you since you were a baby. Hell‘s fire, you‘re still a baby! And I never dreamed you‘d turn out like, like you have.“

	The older man shook his head in sad­ness and dis­be­lief.

	Tiffany knew she was ab­so­lutely sunk as she looked at Char­ley. Mr. And Mrs. Mar­tin were local church lead­ers, they never drank nor smoked. She doubted they ever even had sex, since they were in their forties and never had chil­dren.

	That, and ut­ter des­per­a­tion, gave Tiffany an idea. She looked at Char­ley crit­ic­ally. He wasn‘t a bad-look­ing man. He was gray­ing at the side­burns in a most dis­tin­guished kind of way, and he had a slight pot belly, but he was tall and not bad look­ing and she thought he might really have been hand­some if his brown­ish hair had been styled a little longer.

	The im­port­ant thing was, Tiffany doubted from the way he had talked that he had ever had his cock sucked in his whole church-go­ing, Bible-thump­ing life! She thought about Linda Mar­tin-short, dumpy, prissy, not just ho­lier-than-thou but ho­lier-than-any­one-and she knew she was right.

	„Mr. Mar­tin, you know you shouldn‘t be so quick to con­demn people,“ Tiffany star­ted out slowly. „I think the Bible says that some­where.“

	Char­ley Mar­tin shot a glance at the petite, lovely red­head. He grumbled.

	„What you did was in­ex­cus­able, young lady. And it‘s my Chris­tian duty to make your par­ents aware of the little slut you‘re turn­ing into so rap­idly!“

	Tiffany slid over nearer the gro­cer. She put her hand on his arm and smiled at him, her most se­duct­ive, sexy smile.

	„Aw, Mr. Mar­tin, you ought to live and let live,“ the teen­age temp­tress told the older man. „After all, you should not knock some­thing if you haven‘t tried it.“

	Char­ley went red. „I would NEVER al­low such a blatantly per­ver­ted act to be per­formed on me, young lady.“

	Tiffany took a wild chance. „Is that why your cock got so hard when you were watch­ing me swal­low Sammy‘s cum?‘ she asked calmly.

	„I ... I....“ Char­ley‘s face went as red as the stop light they were hal­ted in front of at the mo­ment. He tried to de­fend him­self but no words came out.

	Tiffany grinned, know­ing she now had a chance. She had been way too flustered to have looked at Char­ley Mar­tin‘s crotch when he had caught her and Sammy in the back room, but she knew now that old Char­ley was hu­man after all.

	„Oh, Mr. Mar­tin, you don‘t need to feel em­bar­rassed that you liked what you saw,“ the teen­ager began slowly, in her low­est, purring tone. „After all, it feels soooo nice to have a pair of lips on you down there. It‘s not like a pussy, not like that at all. You see, there‘s a tongue work­ing on you too, at the same time, lick­ing and tick­ling and just kinda‘ run­ning all around your hard, hot cock as those lips are suck­ing away. My mouth is hot and wet, just in­cred­ibly wet. And all the time you know I want you. I want to drink down every little spurt, each little drop of that hot, sticky white stuff.“

	As she spoke, Tiffany let a hand stray to Char­ley‘s lap. She found his prick build­ing into a massive hard on and she heard him gasp as her fin­gers made con­tact with it.

	„S-stop! Stop that, you shame­less slut,“ the older man pleaded.

	But it didn‘t sound to Tiffany like Char­ley really meant it. She kept her hand where it was and slowly began caress­ing his pump­ing cock through the ma­ter­ial of his slacks.

	„No, don‘t do that,“ the gro­cer begged the pro­voc­at­ive little teen. „You mustn‘t!“ Tiffany just kept on smil­ing and un­did the older man‘s belt. She con­tin­ued to rub his prick as she un­zipped his pants.

	„All those years,“ she whispered as she worked the zip­per down­ward. „All those years of watch­ing young girls like me com­ing into your store, with our tit­ties hanging out and our asses barely covered. You must really be ready, Char­ley. Ready for tits and ass and my hot, suck­ing mouth on your big cock. And I‘m good, darling, I‘m so good. My tits are firm and bouncy and my nipples taste just like honey-that‘s what all the guys tell me. Don‘t you want to ... taste ... them?“

	Char­ley began pant­ing. His eyes were wel­ded onto Tiffany‘s poin­ted nipples as she spoke. The light had changed but no one no­ticed. There were no other cars on the deser­ted sub­urban street at mid-morn­ing.

	Tiffany worked Char­ley‘s shorts open and pulled his long, curved stalk out of his un­done trousers. It was as lengthy a prick as she had ever seen and it arced down­ward like a ba­nana. The hot red staff pulsed with life in her strok­ing hands and the tip was already ooz­ing droplets of the well hung gro­cer‘s clear, slick pre-cum fluid.

	„Oh­hhh, it looks de­li­cious,“ Tiffany cooed as she toyed with the big, round shaft. „I want to lick it. I want to suck it. I want to feel this big, hard thing go deep in my throat and feel these....“ Tiffany reached in and put her fin­gers around one of Char­ley‘s large nuts, „ ... shoot a huge load right down into my tummy!“

	Char­ley groaned and put the car in drive. He drove on auto­matic pi­lot, guid­ing his big four-door Chevy up the street and into the local park in a haze of un­fa­mil­iar lust. He got them into a wooded spot off the main road through the sprawl­ing neigh­bor­hood park and shut off the en­gine.

	Tiffany looked around. The place was empty ex­cept for a couple of little kids down by the play­ground equip­ment a half a mile away. It was per­fect.

	„Mmmmmm, come here, you yummy-look­ing darling,“ Tiffany purred to­ward Char­ley‘s bone-hard dong.

	The hot-blooded teen­ager leaned for­ward, hold­ing the thick hunk of man­meat steady with one hand. With the other, Tiffany un­did the ties to her top once more. The ma­ter­ial fluttered down into her lap and her tits sprang into the gro­cer‘s eager view.

	„Holy Heav­ens!“ Char­ley Mar­tin breathed in dis­be­lief. „They‘re so lovely.“

	„Hold them,“ Tiffany coached the older man. „Squeeze my nipples as I suck your big cock.“ Char­ley groaned and took her spec­tac­u­larly shaped little knock­ers in his trem­bling hands. He found her pink, erect nubs and began to tweak them as Tiffany‘s lips found the head of his twitch­ing meat stick.

	„Guh­h­h­hhh!“ Char­ley gasped as Tiffany‘s young, hot lips closed over the tip of his cock and her tongue traced a wet path around it.

	Tiffany giggled in­wardly, know­ing no man alive could res­ist her now that she was blow­ing him. She re­laxed a little in­side, start­ing to really en­joy Char­ley‘s large cock in her mouth. There was no way she had to worry about him telling her par­ents, not from her on in!

	Char­ley whimpered like a puppy as Tiffany‘s warm little mouth en­gulfed him. The older man‘s hips shot up­ward un­con­trol­lably as her lips came down fur­ther, and his fin­gers clamped down on her nipples like a drown­ing man grabs a life­line.

	The feel­ing of be­ing in ut­ter con­trol over a man like pil­lar-of-the-com­munity Char­ley Mar­tin was al­most as big a turn on for Tiffany as his fin­gers paw­ing her nipples or his prick glid­ing into her glisten­ing lips. The little teen­ager began to really get off on it. She worked her head from side to side as she forced more of the fat, gleam­ing-with-saliva staff up into her mouth and hummed with pleas­ure.

	Char­ley couldn‘t sit still. His butt kept boun­cing up off the vinyl seat and he was groan­ing, ur­ging Tiffany on each time she sucked him in or touched him in a new way with her dart­ing tongue.

	„Oh, that‘s won­der­ful. It‘s so great,“ Char­ley gasped amid all the strange, de­lighted noises he was mak­ing. „I didn‘t know! I didn‘t know it could be like ... like this!“

	Tiffany was get­ting really turned on. Her cunt was a swamp of gleam­ing de­sire and her tit­ties were bunch­ing and jerking with each tug of Char­ley‘s maul­ing fin­gers. She let his long, thick dong slip from her jaws for a mo­ment on the next up­stroke.

	„How would you like to fuck me, Char­ley?“ Tiffany asked the older man, look­ing up at him with hot, needy eyes. She con­tin­ued to whack his fat, slip­pery prick off with her hand as she stared up at him await­ing his an­swer.

	„Come on, baby,“ Tiffany fi­nally urged the older man when he failed to an­swer. She could see he was too turned on to be able to talk co­her­ently. „I need this big prick right up in­side me. Let‘s get over in the back seat and do it, okay?“

	Char­ley nod­ded woodenly, like a man in a dream. His face was a ca­ri­ca­ture of car­nal de­sire and his cock was as stiff and red and ready as Tiffany had ever felt as she pumped it up and back in her tiny palm.

	„Me first,“ the aroused teen­ager sug­ges­ted.

	Char­ley said noth­ing and Tiffany smiled and hopped over into the rear seat. She took her top off com­pletely and un­zipped her shorts.

	The older man‘s eyes looked ready to pop right out of his head as he turned around and watched the lovely young girl shinny out of her tight shorts and pull off her sheer panties.

	„Come on, Char­ley,“ the now na­ked red­head urged him from the back seat. „Come back here and suck my hot tit­ties and stick that big thing right up my little pussy.“

	It was all Tiffany could do to keep from laugh­ing as the gro­cer turned around and made his way over the seat. Trousers fall­ing down around his knees, im­ped­ing his pro­gress, big, stiff wang flop­ping wildly about in front of him, face red from lust and ex­er­tion, Char­ley fi­nally fought his way over the seat and tore off his pants. He got between Tiffany‘s wide spread little legs still wear­ing his uni­form shirt, his shoes and his socks.

	„Get it in me,“ Tiffany prod­ded Char­ley im­pa­tiently, feel­ing really hot. „Push that fat cock right in me, I can take it.“

	Char­ley brought his prick for­ward, nudging the wide tip of it right up against the cup of Tiffany‘s warm, pink little cunt mouth. The del­ic­ate lips split open as the pres­sure in­creased and the aroused red­head felt her cunt gush­ing hot fluid over the meaty head as it forced her dilated pussy gates apart.

	„Oooooh, it‘s so big,“ Tiffany purred, know­ing it would make Char­ley go even faster.

	Sure enough, the horny gro­cer grunted with ex­cite­ment and shoved even harder. Tiffany let out a long, gurg­ling sigh as the big-bore pecker knob mashed through her stub­born cun­tal ring and ground its way up her slip­pery fuck tun­nel.

	„All the way,“ Tiffany gasped. „Drive that big fucker all the way in!“ Char­ley‘s eyes were wild with de­sire. He rammed the last three inches of his cock up into the little girl‘s glove tight chan­nel, his nuts ham­mer­ing into her ass as he filled her totally with his pump­ing, steely hard­ness.

	„Unngghh! So good,“ Tiffany groaned. „Cock feels so good in me. Suck. Suck my hot nipples a little, Char­ley, be­fore you fuck me silly with that big thing.“

	Show­ing re­mark­able agil­ity, the older man bent low, keep­ing his prong berthed deep in the small girl‘s hot cunt, and sucked her left nipple into his hungry lips. The im­paled teen­ager shivered with de­sire as she felt the man‘s tongue lap at her hot flesh knot and his lips pulling nois­ily at the dis­ten­ded nub­bin.

	„Oh, shit, that‘s sen­sa­tional!“ Tiffany mewled. „Lick it and suck it, Char­ley darling. Work your big prick around in me as you eat my tits!“

	Char­ley gound his hips against the red­head‘s, his lips open­ing to draw half her pumped-up titty into his suck­ing mouth. His tongue beat a steady tat­too against her sens­it­ive nipple as his stiff dong rubbed Tiffany‘s ex­ten­ded clit to a frenzy of need.

	The turned on gro­cer pulled his prick back out of the teen­ager‘s squishy little box and drove it back as he changed tits. Tiffany whimpered with joy and kicked her heels up over the plunging man‘s broad back. She brought her feet back down and wrapped her thighs around his hips so that he could pen­et­rate her deeper and she could ride right along with him.

	„Oh, fuck me, Char­ley. Really give it to me now,“ the juicy-cun­ted teen im­plored him. „I‘m ready for a hot fuck­ing. I really want to feel your big balls empty their stuff in me.“

	„You beau­ti­ful little Jezebel,“ Char­ley hissed. „You could drive a man crazy with your warm little body!“

	The sex-crazed store owner began fuck­ing Tiffany as if he were crazy. Char­ley‘s cock flew up and down the small girls‘ will-oiled cun­tal sheath. The older man huffed and puffed and ripped his long dick in and out of the sur­prised girl as if he were try­ing to kill her with it.

	„Oh! Oof! Oh, sweet God, slow down!“ Tiffany gasped as the tall gro­cer drilled her again and again with his pussy-plug­ging tool. „Don‘t do it so fast. You‘ll tear my poor cunny apart!“

	But Char­ley had waited a long time to fuck a girl as young and as pretty as Tiffany. The older man went totally out of con­trol. His hips moved like a steam en­gine‘s drive wheels, his thick cock spear­ing deep into the girl‘s tender cunt sev­eral times each second.

	„Ugh­h­hhh! Oh­h­hhh, God, you‘re fuck­ing me to death!“ Tiffany groaned.

	Char­ley looked down at the moan­ing, cling­ing girl and smiled a wild-eyed mad­man‘s smile. He nod­ded and kept on banging his big dick in and out as if he were ra­cing someone.

	„Yes, yes, I‘ll kill you, you little temp­tress,“ the older man whispered. „I will fuck you to death!“

	Tiffany star­ted to beg him to slow up or stop but then some­thing hit her. A huge, sear­ing jolt of pre-cum pleas­ure sud­denly rippled through the young girl‘s pummeled pussy. The size and strength of the pleas­ing con­trac­tion sent Tiffany‘s mind reel­ing. It was as if someone were fuck­ing her with a fiery sword and her clit was burn­ing up with pas­sion.

	„G-god, am I gonna cum!“ Tiffany croaked, her or­gasm sizz­ling just a few strokes away.

	Char­ley emit­ted a long, an­im­al­istic growl of pure lust and bucked his mighty cock down into the girl‘s spas­ming cunt for all he was worth. His hips were a blur of mo­tion as he sawed Tiffany‘s clutch­ing cunt as if he were in­tent on tear­ing her clit right off with the scorch­ing fric­tion.

	„EEEEEEAAAH­H­HHH!“ Tiffany screamed as the first tremor of cli­max gripped her pussy slit.

	The little red­head arched her back and crammed every pulsing cen­ti­meter of Char­ley‘s hot dick up into her scald­ing cunt. The acid bath of her drench­ing cunt oil triggered a furi­ous series of jerks and jumps in the older man‘s rock-like dong. A tor­rent of jizz flooded into Tiffany‘s in­ner depths and she could feel his pecker lift­ing in­side her wildly grip­ping sex chan­nel, pre­par­ing to launch an­other lava spray of cum into her.

	„Fill me, you fucker!“ the or­gas­ming teen­ager wailed. „Drown me in your hot sperm!“ Char­ley groaned and hung on, the girl now tak­ing con­trol of their fuck­ing due to her blis­ter­ing need. Her body arched and hunched be­neath him like a bas­ket of wrig­gling snakes and she whined and held him in her clutch­ing arms.

	Tiffany rode her trim hips up onto the big cock again and again, shock waves re­ver­ber­at­ing through her cum-filled pussy with every thrill­ing hump up­ward. Her clit was pound­ing with sen­sa­tion and her wink­ing cunt tube milked a jet of mol­ten nut juice from Char­ley‘s en­trapped dong with every clench­ing thrust just as surely as her hand would have jerked him off.

	The older man‘s nuts fi­nally ran dry and his cunt-stretch­ing prick began to melt away in­side the rut­ting teen­ager. Tiffany sighed and let her furi­ous gyr­a­tions be­gin to slow. She pushed up, grind­ing her hips to get each fi­nal dribble of the tired gro­cer‘s heated out­pour­ing, un­til there was just no more of the sticky white goo for her little pussy to coax out.

	„Mmmmmmm, that was beau­ti­ful,“ Tiffany breathed in Char­ley‘s ear at last, when she had all but stopped cum­ming and mov­ing be­neath him. „You got off like a real ti­ger, you big darling.

	That‘s the most jizz I ever had up my little cunt!“ Char­ley beamed from ear to ear and pulled his prick free of the young girl‘s cling­ing snatch. He looked down and saw the big puddle of jism that had col­lec­ted between Tiffany‘s sun-tanned thighs on the vinyl. Her pussy was ooz­ing the white goop like a cream-filled eclair.

	„I ... I did cum a lot, didn‘t I?“ the older man asked proudly.

	Tiffany smiled at him as he sat up. She got to a sit­ting po­s­i­tion also and leaned down over the shim­mer­ing pool of warm male cum.

	„You shot more than any guy I‘ve ever been with,“ the se­duct­ive teen told him in a husky voice.

	Keep­ing her eyes on his, Tiffany began lap­ping the spilled cock cream up off the seat. Char­ley gasped as he saw her swal­low­ing his spent jizz. When the last of the milky over­flow had van­ished down Tiffany‘s suck­ing lips, the gro­cer had a chance to really gasp. Tiffany picked his gooey cock up between two fin­gers and lapped at the head with her cum-smeared tongue.

	„Ah­h­hhh,“ she panted hotly. „I‘m go­ing to drink it fresh from the source this time.“ Char­ley lay back against the seat and sighed as the little teen­ager cleaned off his prick with her warm, wet mouth. He groaned as his limp dick began to pulse to life once more in her gently suck­ing lips.

	„I‘ve missed so much,“ the older man mur­mured, strok­ing Tiffany‘s long red tresses as she or­ally caressed him.

	„Don‘t worry, darling,“ Tiffany told him, tak­ing his cock from her lips mo­ment­ar­ily. „You won‘t have to worry about miss­ing out any­more.“

	The cock-hungry teen then put his dick back in and sucked.



	
CHAPTER SEVEN

	„...and you‘ve done noth­ing but run around all sum­mer up to this point,“ Tiffany‘s mother con­tin­ued her lec­ture. „Fin­ish­ing up this yard work be­fore I get back from the city cer­tainly won‘t hurt you, young lady. I‘ll see you in a few hours.“

	Tiffany looked up from the flower bed be­hind her par­ents‘ house. She nod­ded si­lently to her mother and watched as the short, stocky wo­man turned and went back into the house. It was only a few minutes be­fore Tiffany heard the fam­ily sta­tion wagon start and back out of the drive.

	As soon as the car had been gone a few minutes, Tiffany stopped her weed­ing and sat back on the soft grass. It was get­ting hot, really hot, in the mid-af­ter­noon sun. Her tits were wet with per­spir­a­tion and her fore­head dripped with it. She could see her nipples clearly out­lined be­neath the wet fab­ric of her tube top.

	„Sexy ef­fect,“ Tiffany muttered aloud. „Too bad there‘s no one to see it.“ As if in an­swer to her state­ment, Tiffany heard a fa­mil­iar voice call over the fence.

	„Hey, good lookin‘, what ya crawlin‘ around on the turf for?“

	„Les!“ Tiffany sang out, turn­ing to­ward her neigh­bor.

	Les had opened the side gate between his place and Tiffany‘s. He stood in their yard dressed in a sports shirt, thongs, and old wash slacks. He ap­proached the kneel­ing girl slowly un­til his shadow offered her wel­come re­lief from the boil­ing sun.

	„Jeeeeezus!“ Les whistled softly, look­ing down at the teen­ager‘s nipples through her nearly trans­par­ent top. „It wasn‘t all an al­co­holic wet dream after all!“

	Tiffany grinned up at her ori­ginal se­du­cer. She coyly eased a thumb in beteen her hot breasts and nudged the top of the tight fit­ting elastic tube down un­til both her bouncy young boobs could spring free.

	„Huh uh,“ she shook her head. „You really did get into my pants. I‘ve been won­der­ing when you‘d come back for more. It‘s been over a week.“

	Les was mes­mer­ized by the sight of Tiffany‘s twin beau­ties bob­bing in the sum­mer sun­light. He grinned a stu­pid, can‘t-be­lieve-it‘s-true grin.

	„Bon­nie and the wife are in town shop­ping,“ the older man star­ted out awk­wardly. „And I just thought I‘d come over and see if you needed help with the yard.“

	Tiffany laughed. She star­ted to tell him that she knew he‘d come over to see if she needed a cock up her cunt-which, as usual, she did-but then she thought about it. If she stopped her yard work to fuck Les, which she wanted to do des­per­ately, then all of this shit would still be un­done when her mom got home in a few hours and she would catch hell.

	„I‘ll make you a deal,“ Tiffany spoke up at last. „If both of us get on this stuff, we can fin­ish it in an hour or less. Then we can spend the rest of the day at your house, fuck­ing and suck­ing. Is it a deal?“

	Les laughed. „That‘s the strangest de­mand to pay for it I‘ve ever come across. But I‘ll take it. Where do I start?“

	Tiffany was about to tell him when the squeaky side gate on the other side of the yard sud­denly opened and Will Thatcher shuffled through it. The old pro­fessor looked startled to find Les in the yard and he looked as if he were de­bat­ing what to do next.

	„Come here, Will,“ Tiffany called to him, her na­ked tits bob­bling as she ges­tured his way. „I‘ve got a deal for you....“

	„Well, this is cer­tainly a nice way for neigh­bors to meet, Will,“ Les said jok­ingly an hour later.

	Will chuckled and pat­ted Tiffany on the head as he answered. „A cap­ital idea on this young lady‘s part, Les, a cap­ital idea.“

	Both men lay na­ked on chaise longues next to Will‘s pool, drinks in their hands. Tiffany, also nude, was on her knees on a lounge chair cush­ion between the two men. Her head bobbed busily up and down over Les‘ cock for a few strokes, then over Will‘s. As Tiffany turned and sucked one man, her hand kept the other dick busy.

	„Just let us know when you‘re ready to fuck, Tiff,“ Les said idly.

	Tiffany hummed and switched pricks. She was in heaven, a hot cock in one hand, an­other in her raven­ous mouth. She felt as if she could blow the horny grown-ups all day in the hot sun, but knew that she would have to have one or both of their manly dongs up her steam­ing slit soon.

	„She‘s done a lot for us so far today,“ Will told his new friend and neigh­bor. „Why don‘t we all move back in the shade and do some­thing for her?“

	Les nod­ded and clinked glasses in a toast. „Great idea, Will. I get first lick on that sweet young pussy.“

	„All right,“ Will agreed. „That still leaves me suc­cu­lent, ex­clus­ive rights to those nu­bile, tasty little breasts.“

	Tiffany made no protest as the two older men lif­ted her to her feet by her arms. She went with them to the mats laid down in the shade of the patio deck, her blood pound­ing at the thought of hav­ing two lov­ing mouths roam­ing all over her lusty young body once more. All that cock-suck­ing had raised her de­sire to a fever pitch be­fore they, even touched her.

	„Right here, darling, on your back if you please,“ Will in­dic­ated the cen­ter of the large cush­ioned area.

	Tiffany lay down obed­i­ently and spread her legs. She smiled up at the two men and their firm, twitch­ing peck­ers, and gave them her most in­no­cent look.

	„God, what a teas­ing, ex­cit­ing little bitch she is!“ Les mur­mured, drop­ping to his knees between Tiffany‘s out­stretched legs.

	„A cun­ning little wench if there ever was one,“ Will agreed, get­ting into po­s­i­tion above the girl‘s rap­idly rising and fall­ing breasts.

	Tiffany closed her eyes and waited. She could already feel Will‘s hot breath on her up-raised nipples and Les was tick­ling her in­ner thighs with his long, wet tongue.

	„Am­bro­sia,“ Will mumbled as he plopped one of the little teen‘s sweet nipples between his lips and began to nurse.

	Tiffany squirmed on the mat, her move­ments car­ry­ing her cunt right up to Les‘ ad­or­ing mouth. The sales­man sunk his tongue to the hilt in the wrig­gling red­head‘s pink meat pie and mashed her clit flat as he thrust it in and out of her. , „Oh­h­hhh,“ Tiffany sighed with con­tent­ment. „You beau­ti­ful, won­der­ful darlings. Suck me. Bite me. Lick me every­where!“

	The two older men didn‘t dis­ap­point her. In the next few minutes Tiffany writhed and mewled with in­tense pleas­ure as Les licked her cunt to a frothy peak of de­sire and drilled his prob­ing tongue down into her as­shole a few thrill­ing, ass-churn­ing times. Will nipped and licked and sucked at the girl‘s heav­ing tits un­til Tiffany was be­side her­self with joy and tug­ging in­sist­ently at the pro­fessor‘s white-gray mane as she threw her ass up at Will‘s ex­plor­ing tongue.

	„Oh, oh, God, I‘m so hot!“ Tiffany cooed, her eyes still closed and her body go­ing wild. „I‘m get­ting so hot for your big cocks. Put them in me, please. Fuck me. Fuck me in the cunt and the ass-both at the same time, PLEASE!“

	The men stopped their frantic oral min­is­tra­tions and sat back to look at each other for a mo­ment. Will smiled wryly at Les.

	„This girl is an ad­vance stu­dent,“ he marveled. „I have not par­ti­cip­ated in what she asks since my un­der­gradu­ate days!“

	„She‘s a hot one, all right,“ Les agreed. „But I know we can handle her. Which do you want, cunt or as­shole?“

	„As I said, I haven‘t had a piece of ass in the lit­eral sense for a long while,“ Will answered. „I‘ll take the low ground, you take the high, my friend, if that‘s all right with you?“

	Les grinned. „You‘re okay, pro­fessor, sounds good to me.“ Will re­placed Les between Tiffany‘s thighs. He mo­tioned to the re­clin­ing girl to turn over. Tiffany did so, the mat feel­ing cold and rough on her tender belly. She got up onto her knees and thrust her ass up into the air.

	„Per­fect, my dear,“ Will as­sured the girl, mov­ing in be­hind her. „Per­fectly pro­por­tioned, per­fectly angled. Just hold still and I‘ll....“

	„Uh­h­h­hhh,“ Tiffany drowned him out with a groan of sat­is­fac­tion as Will‘s prick went up her cunt from in back.

	The ex­per­i­enced ass banger coated his cock thor­oughly with Tiffany‘s oily lub­ric­ant be­fore he with­drew it and placed the tip at the gates to the girl‘s tiny anus. The puckered eye began to spasm as the horny pro­fessor pushed for­ward, his fat pecker head for­cing its way past the protest­ing ring of muscle.

	„Oh­h­h­h­hhh, go slow!“ Tiffany begged. „I want it. I want all of it. But you‘ve got a really wide one and I‘ve only done it this way once be­fore.“

	Will seemed to un­der­stand. He eased his greasy cock into Tiffany‘s tight little rectal tube slowly, let­ting her get used to the bloated, stuffed-with­fuck meat feel­ing as he entered her. In a few minutes, he was balls deep in her and squeez­ing her girl­ish nipples as he leaned over her back like a stal­lion mount­ing a mare.

	„Ah, feels bet­ter,“ Tiffany panted. „I-I‘m start­ing to like it okay.“ Im­me­di­ately, Will wrapped his arms around Tiffany‘s small waist and sat back, pulling her over with him. The sur­prised teen­ager found her­self sit­ting up­right on the pro­fessor‘s lap, his thick cock up her butt like a hot spike.

	Will spread his legs open and Les knee-walked for­ward, his long, erect dick spring­ing up and down be­fore him. He placed the tip of his cock in the cen­ter of the girl‘s drip­ping snatch and pushed up­ward.

	„Un­nnnggh­hhh!“ Tiffany drew in her breath as the big prick pen­et­rated her cunt in one long thrust.

	Never in her life had Tiffany felt so full of cock. She could feel both of the thick prongs in­side her, sep­ar­ated only by a thin wall. It was as if a gi­ant dick had been punched into her whole lower body. Her lower torso pulsed and throbbed with the beat of the two male or­gans skew­er­ing it.

	„You bounce her, Doc, and I‘ll take care of these,“ Les told Will, reach­ing for Tiffany‘s stiff nipples.

	The girl didn‘t know what her neigh­bor meant for a mo­ment, but then she felt Will‘s hands on her sides, lift­ing her ass up the pump­ing shaft of his cock meat. Les pulled his prick back in Tiffany‘s tight cun­tal tube at the same time, then crammed it back in as Will let the girl‘s own weight bring her glid­ing back down onto his hard dick. Les‘ lips found Tiffany‘s at that mo­ment and his fin­gers fondled her breast points as their tongues in­ter­twined.

	The ef­fect on Tiffany was ut­terly dev­ast­at­ing. The teen­ager nearly passed out from the won­drous flashes of pre-cum good­ness the two cocks caused in her stretched front and rear holes. In two strokes, Tiffany was rock­et­ing to­ward her best cum ever.

	Will lif­ted the girl faster and faster, his fat cock bur­row­ing right up her slip­pery ass chute again and again as his part­ner‘s cock speared up Tiffany‘s grip­ping cunt. They grunted in uni­son as they felt her holes tight­en­ing down even more and their pricks rubbed one an­other through the thin wall of her slick mem­brane.

	„UR­RGH­H­HHH!“ Tiffany gurgled in ec­stasy, her cries lost in the cav­ern of Les‘ mouth as he Frenched her con­tinu­ally and toyed with her tit­ties as he fucked her.

	It was just too good, too hot for all three of them to last for long. Tiffany felt her cunt and ass spasm into or­gasm as her tits jerked in Les‘ grop­ing hands. Stars went spin­ning across her closed eyes and she heard wail­ing, mur­mur­ing sounds from far away that she even­tu­ally real­ized were com­ing from her.

	Will groaned loudly enough to be heard at Les‘ house and let fly up the wail­ing girl‘s ass. His rich, hot spunk poured into her bowel, mak­ing her jump and squirm even more as his fiery dis­charge in­tens­i­fied her already al­most un­bear­ably thrill­ing cum.

	Les las­ted one heart­beat longer, then ad­ded his moan­ing voice to Will‘s and began spout­ing his mol­ten wads of jism up into the cling­ing girl‘s tight­en­ing cunt.

	The three of them stayed glued to­gether-melted into one twist­ing, groan­ing, cli­max­ing beast-un­til the men were drained of their steamy loads and Tiffany‘s or­gasm was flut­ter­ing slowly away. They pulled back from each other a little, Les‘ tongue fi­nally leav­ing Tiffany‘s mouth and Will‘s hands fall­ing away from her sides. The men smiled at each other in the in­tim­ate broth­er­hood of shared il­li­cit, il­legal bliss.

	„You rot­ten bas­tards!“ an ir­ate male voice sud­denly broke into the dead calm of Tiffany‘s in­co­her­ent, con­ten­ted thoughts.

	Three heads whipped around to­ward Will‘s side gate as if they were wired to­gether. Ed John­son stood framed in the gate, an ex­pres­sion of total rage im­prin­ted on his face.

	„Fuck my little girl! I‘ll KILL you!“ Ed screamed, run­ning for­ward.



	
CHAPTER EIGHT

	Will and Les man­aged to ex­tric­ate them­selves from Tiffany‘s em­brace and get up on their feet be­fore the on­rush­ing Ed John­son reached them. They sprang away from each other and Ed went right through the spot where they had been, turned, and began to stalk the pair, his arms out, fists doubled men­acingly.

	„Now, Ed, it ain‘t like it seems!“ Les pleaded with his old neigh­bor.

	„Yes, Mr. John­son, be reas­on­able,“ Will ad­ded in a soft voice, as though he were deal­ing with a ma­niac.

	„REAS­ON­ABLE?“ Ed thundered. „You do ... do ... THAT to my daugh­ter and then want me to be reas­on­able?“

	Ed lunged to­ward Will, arms flail­ing. Will stepped back, grabbed the big­ger, younger man‘s arm and-to the amazement of Tiffany, Les, and es­pe­cially Ed-flipped Ed‘s body into a high, vault­ing somer­sault that landed the startled man flat on his back in the middle of the wood deck. There was a tre­mend­ous smack as Ed hit the hard sur­face like a diver do­ing a belly­flop.

	„Oh­h­h­hhh,“ Ed groaned, ly­ing quite still.

	Will went over to the stunned father and leaned down calmly, hands on his knees. He was smil­ing his evil Santa Claus smile be­hind the white beard.

	„Black belt, Judo, old boy,“ he told the re­clin­ing man. „I don‘t mind dis­cuss­ing your daugh­ter and her sexual pre­co­cious­ness, if you wish, Mr. John­son, but I won‘t let you harm either Les or my­self. If you try that again ... I‘ll break your fuck­ing neck.“

	Will spoke quietly and in a most cor­dial tone, as if he were of­fer­ing to help mow the lawn. Ed looked up at the older man and blinked, like a fish out of wa­ter too long.

	„Well, I‘ll be damned!“ Les said de­lightedly, real­iz­ing that his large, mus­cu­lar next door neigh­bor wasn‘t go­ing to get to beat the hell out of him after all.

	Tiffany got into her clothes quickly, ig­nor­ing the stream of cum slid­ing down the backs and the fronts of her slender legs. She ran to her father.

	„Come on, Daddy, let‘s go home,“ she said gently, try­ing to help him up.

	„Let go of me, you little tramp!“ Ed shouted, jerking his el­bow out of his girl‘s grasp and strug­gling to his feet.

	„I‘ll have the law on you!“ the in­jured man screamed at Will, shak­ing his fist but stay­ing away. „Both of you.“

	Will con­tin­ued smil­ing. „If you do that, it will be very trau­matic for the girl, Mr. John­son. Court, re­port­ers, a long, sen­sa­tion­al­ized trial. Think it ever be­fore you act, I urge you ... as a good neigh­bor.“

	Ed John­son‘s face went beet red. He sputtered like grease on a hot skil­let but no words came out. His fists clenched once more but he made no moves to­ward the wiry old pro­fessor.

	„Come on, let‘s go home,“ he man­aged to tell Tiffany at last, through tightly clenched jaws.

	The two of them went out the gate to­gether. It wasn‘t un­til they got into the house that Ed no­ticed the dry­ing white lines run­ning down his daugh­ter‘s sun-browned legs.

	„Get in that god­damned shower and clean the filth out of your­self!“ he shrieked at the ter­ri­fied girl. „Then get your ass back here for the whip­ping of your life!“

	Tiffany dried her tears along with her body. She had taken a long, hot shower, in hopes that her father might cool down be­fore she got out.

	Her move­ments now were slow and resigned as she fin­ished dry­ing her­self and put on the fresh clothes she had brought with her to the bath­roomn. Halfway through her shower, she had re­called the look of un­con­trol­lable rage on her daddy‘s face as he had sent her to get cleaned up. There was no way in hell she was go­ing to get out of this one, she had real­ized at that point. He wouldn‘t cool down in two cen­tur­ies after what he had seen.

	Ed John­son was wait­ing for his daugh­ter in her bed­room. He had a belt in his hand and his soiled shirt-dirty with dust from Will Thatcher‘s red­wood deck-had been pulled off.

	Tiffany shuddered with dread as she saw her father‘s power­ful physique and the muscles rip­pling be­low the red furred chest. She got her red hair and skin col­or­a­tion from him and she had al­ways got­ten a secret thrill from that and from see­ing him without a shirt be­fore this. But now all she was go­ing to get from him was the beat­ing of her life and it ter­ri­fied her.

	„Take off those clothes, Tiffany,“ Ed com­manded his daugh­ter in a growl­ing bari­tone. „If you can take them off to do what you did, you might as well shed them to re­ceive your pun­ish­ment for that mis­con­duct. Be­sides, it will hurt worse that way!“

	„Oh, Daddy, I‘m so sor-“

	„OFF!“ Ed screamed, his eyes blaz­ing with an­ger.

	Sniff­ling, Tiffany un­did the but­tons on the blouse she had put on and pulled the gar­ment from her shoulders. She poin­ted at the bra she had so pristinely put on, hop­ing her new found mod­esty might help tem­per the pun­ish­ment, but her stern father just nod­ded. Tiffany turned her back and un­snapped it.

	„Get out of the jeans and panties and come lie across my lap,“ Ed grumbled, his belt snap­ping against his palm as he waited for his or­ders to be obeyed.

	Tiffany did as she was told, her whole body tens­ing as she awaited the smack of the leather across her firm little ass moons. Her father‘s pants felt scratchy and un­com­fort­able on her bare, sparsely covered pu­bic mound, but she knew that dis­com­fort was noth­ing com­pared to what was com­ing.

	The trem­bling teen­ager was right. The belt des­cen­ded on her na­ked ass with a re­sound­ing whack.

	„EEEEEE!“ Tiffany squealed with pain, her but­tocks throb­bing with waves of agony.

	„This‘ll teach you!“ Ed snapped, bring­ing the belt down hard again and again.

	Tiffany sobbed and clung to her father‘s pant leg, try­ing vainly to brace her­self against the con­tinu­ing ca­dence of the hot leather across her burn­ing back­side. The blub­ber­ing girl mashed her cunt down against her daddy‘s knee and hung on, her tits pressed tight to the rough fab­ric of his pants.

	„Oh­h­hhh, oh­h­h­hhh, I won‘t do it again!“ Tiffany wailed in misery.

	„You‘re damned right you won‘t,“ Ed breathed heav­ily, tired from the ex­er­tion of smack­ing her tight little bot­tom. „When I get through with you, you won‘t be able to do it, you‘ll be so sore!“

	The mer­ci­less beat­ing went on and on. Tiffany screamed un­til she was hoarse and had no more tears left to shed. She held on tight and simply winced as the strap snapped against her sting­ing, bare flesh.

	A strange glow­ing sen­sa­tion slowly crept over Tiffany‘s ab­used bot­tom. It came on so gradu­ally that she barely no­ticed the dif­fer­ence at first, but it kept on build­ing.

	The oddly pleas­ing pulses of feel­ing that re­minded Tiffany of the first time she had taken a cock up her as­shole star­ted grow­ing stronger and stronger with each lash of the heavy belt. The re­lieved girl dug her pussy into her father‘s knee and rubbed her tits against his leg even harder. She kept on moan­ing and cry­ing out, hop­ing he wouldn‘t no­tice that the pain was leav­ing her tor­tured frame.

	„Oh, Daddy, don‘t, don‘t. I beg of you!“ Tiffany faked shame­lessly, really be­gin­ning to en­joy the hot thrills the big belt was caus­ing.

	„I‘ll whip you till you pass out!“ Ed shouted back, still de­li­ri­ously angry at his young­est child.

	Tiffany gurgled way down deep in her throat. She hoped he did as he prom­ised. She knew it would be from cum­ming, not from pain, if she passed out now!

	„Take that, you bad little girl, and that and THAT!“ Ed screamed, work­ing him­self up into a frenzy.

	Tiffany moaned and pulled her­self even tighter onto her father‘s hard knee, work­ing her cunt de­li­ciously against it. The juice poured out of her like an or­ange half on a juice maker. Each stroke of the belt was good for an­other gush of the hot slip­pery fluid.

	All at once, Tiffany felt her­self slid­ing. Her cun­tal mound was so slick and sop­ping that she glided down off her daddy‘s roun­ded knee like a chunk of but­ter rolling across a hot pan. She ended up right in his lap, his cock just be­neath her warmly flow­ing cunt lips.

	The hot blooded girl could con­trol her­self no longer. She squirmed her pussy down onto her daddy‘s prick and rubbed her tit­ties openly against his leg. Her ass wiggled up to seek the sting­ing, sen­sa­tional leather‘s hot bite.

	„Oh, beat me, Daddy,“ Tiffany moaned. „Spank my little bot­tom again and again, ple­asssse!“

	Ed hit the girl once more and then stopped. Tiffany looked up at him and saw his as­ton­ished face star­ing at the wet trail her pussy had left down his pant leg.

	„You shame­less little twat!“ he said slowly, in a shockened mono­tone.

	„Oh­hhh, yesssss, Daddy,“ Tiffany purred, her cunt rub­bing right over his cock, her nipples two points of hot flesh against his leg. „I‘m a hot, hot girl. I‘m a juicy, hungry twat. All I want is to fuck and fuck and fuck. Ooooh, I want to cum so BAD!“

	Ed John­son was too as­ton­ished by what was hap­pen­ing to him to move. He sat bolt up­right, the belt frozen in his drawn back hand.

	Tiffany felt her daddy‘s cock stiff­en­ing un­der his trousers. She sighed with need and ro­tated her silky, wet cunt over the awaken­ing prick faster and faster.

	„Let me suck you, Daddy,“ the out-of-con­trol girl offered sud­denly. „I need a cock so much.“

	There was no reply from the pet­ri­fied father. Tiffany took that to be a good sign and im­me­di­ately got down onto the floor in front of her father. She un­zipped his pants and got her fin­gers into his shorts in a twink­ling.

	„OH, DADDY!“ Tiffany gasped as she brought out her father‘s still soft dong.

	The hunk of meat Tiffany held in her quak­ing fin­gers was at least an el­even incher. And it was as wide as any that her little pussy had ever taken. Her heart stopped at the very no­tion of get­ting a mon­ster like this up in­side her.

	„I‘ve got to have it, Daddy,“ Tiffany pleaded, never tak­ing her eyes off the harden­ing piece of flesh. „I‘ve just got to!“

	Hear­ing no protests from her father, Tiffany bent for­ward and licked all around the head of the mam­moth wang. It was such a big cock tip that it dwarfed all the oth­ers she had ever sucked and she couldn‘t wait to get the purplish knob of meat into her mouth.

	„Beau­ti­ful, beau­ti­ful cock,“ Tiffany breathed as she moved her head in closer, th-; very tip of the big dick dis­ap­pear­ing between her widely par­ted lips.

	„Ughh! No, you can­nnnnn‘t!“ Ed John­son sud­denly came back to real­ity, but it was too late.

	The real­ity was that his daugh­ter‘s mouth was already on his massive tool and that more and more of it was rap­idly van­ish­ing in­side her suc­tion­ing lips. The dis­mayed par­ent groaned but Tiffany paid no at­ten­tion. She fed inch al­ter inch of the hot, stiff­en­ing meat up into her mouth and throat, not stop­ping un­til the head of the mon­strous cock was threat­en­ing to cut off her air pas­sage al­to­gether.

	„Mmmmmmmm! Mmmmmmmm!“ Tiffany hummed, work­ing her head up and down the ever ex­pand­ing cyl­in­der of flesh, her tongue swip­ing at the burn­ing staff as she went.

	„St-stop!“ Ed pleaded, but his voice was weak.

	Tiffany went faster in­stead of stop­ping. She slammed her lips in and out at an ever quick­en­ing pace, get­ting a little more of the in­cred­ibly thick, length prick into her mouth on each head-bob­bing lunge.

	„Je­sus. Oh Je­sus,“ the hot-mouthed girl heard her father moan help­lessly.

	Know­ing she had won, Tiffany slowed her pace a little, tak­ing time to tongue her daddy‘s fat cock head a bit on each up­stroke be­fore plunging her mouth down onto the shaft again. She reached into his open pants, found her father‘s huge nuts, and took one of the egg-shaped ovals in each hand. Tiffany squeezed down gently on the tan­ger­ine-sized balls as she sucked harder on her daddy‘s bur­geon­ing prick.

	„Don‘t ... don‘t do THAT!“ Ed John­son pleaded. „I‘ll, I‘ll cum for sure.“

	„That‘s the name of the game, isn‘t it, Daddy?“ Tiffany countered boldly, lick­ing at her father‘s prick for a mo­ment in­stead of suck­ing it. „Un­less you‘d let me fuck you. This su­per-long, su­per-wide cock of yours sure would feel good up in my tight little cunny!“ Tiffany looked at her father ex­pect­antly, her tongue still trav­el­ing all over his hard, jut­ting man­hood. The older man ag­on­ized, his cock jerking every few heart­beats as his daugh­ter teased him with her limber, wicked young tongue and played with his tense balls.

	„I ... I don‘t know,“ Ed halt­ingly told her at last.

	Tiffany got up and threw her legs open. She squat­ted over her daddy‘s stiff dong and put one hand be­hind his neck. She used the other to reach down and guide the head of his huge cock up into her des­cend­ing pussy slit.

	„I DO!“ Tiffany whispered in her father‘s ear. „I know you want to fuck me, and I know my sop­ping little hole needs you to do just that!“

	Ed‘s breath left his body in a whoosh as his little girl‘s fiery, drip­ping wet pussy mouth went down over his up-raised cock tip. Tiffany sighed deeply and let her­self go, know­ing her cunt was so fluid by now that the long, thrill­ing slide down her father‘s iron bar-like pecker would be smooth and ut­terly spec­tac­u­lar.

	„Uh­h­h­h­hhh,“ Tiffany breathed ex­citedly. „What a hunk of hot meat!“ The tiny red-haired girl came to rest on her father‘s lap, every last inch of his glor­i­ous dick hammered up into her flow­ing cunt. She sat mo­tion­less for a mo­ment, rev­el­ing in the feel­ing the horse-sized prick gave her stretched-to-the-burst­ing-point pussy.

	„How ... how long are you when you‘re hard?“ Tiffany asked her father, both arms around his neck now and her mouth by his ear.

	„Nor­mally, twelve inches,“ Ed John­son mur­mured. „But your mother‘s never man­aged to make me this hard.“

	Tiffany giggled. „A foot long! God, it feels like TWO feet of hard, hot prick up in­side me. Let‘s see how it is when you ride it, Daddy.“

	The petite teen­ager put her knees down on the bed next to her father‘s thighs and began to pump her ass up and down on his fab­ulous dong. The tre­mend­ous cock glided in and out of her like a well-greased tree trunk, rob­bing Tiffany of her abil­ity to breathe dur­ing the first few seconds of her sen­sa­tion-packed ride.

	„F-fuck!“ the little girl stammered, totally caught up in the feel of her father‘s prick filling and empty­ing her pussy.

	Ed couldn‘t speak at all. It was ob­vi­ous from the ex­pres­sion on his face that he was in the middle of the best screw of his en­tire thirty-five year ex­ist­ence.

	„Daddy, Daddy, Daddy,“ Tiffany was chant­ing as she moved up and back. „Fuck me, fuck me. Fuck your little girl!“

	Ed grunted and put his hands on his daugh­ter‘s tight ass cheeks. She clung to his neck and rode him frantic­ally while he boos­ted her up­ward and pulled her back down with his power­ful hands.

	„Oh, do it Daddy dear,“ Tiffany was croon­ing in his ear. „Dooooo it to me so fiiiiii­ine.“ The strokes grew deeper and faster. Tiffany was un­able to think any­more. Her whole life was wrapped up in the next heav­enly slap of her father‘s big nug­gets against her fly­ing bot­tom and the next all con­sum­ing tug of his fat cock against her madly suck­ing cunt. Her clit was rub­bing along the en­tire, un­be­liev­able length of her Daddy‘s dong and her pussy was a gusher of hot, slip­pery oil.

	„Nuh, not ... enuuuuf!“ Ed John­son sud­denly moaned.

	Tiffany opened her eyes and looked at him. Her father‘s chest was heav­ing and his eyes were half-closed slits of pure lust.

	His in­hu­man ex­pres­sion ter­ri­fied her mo­ment­ar­ily. She sud­denly felt her cunt was be­ing filled by the cock of an awakened de­mon.

	The big man stood up, his cock still bur­ied in Tiffany‘s boil­ing, wet socket. He kicked off his pants and shorts and turned to­ward the bed. Tiffany‘s arms and legs were locked around him to keep her­self from fall­ing, and her pussy was stuffed with his flam­ing-hot cock.

	„Now ... now we fuck!“ Ed told his daugh­ter in a voice so choked with lust she barely re­cog­nized it as his.

	The power­ful man toppled for­ward onto the bed, pin­ning his little girl be­neath him. Tiffany had all the air knocked out of her by her father‘s con­sid­er­able bulk and force of his bat­ter­ing ram of a prick jam­ming it­self right up into her womb.

	No one had ever been in her this far, Tiffany told her­self in­wardly. It felt as if her daddy‘s hard cock was com­ing out the back of her throat any minute. The speared teen­ager opened her legs as wide as they would go and re­solved to ride it out.

	She didn‘t care if it did kill her. Daddy‘s big cock felt too won­der­ful to worry about the pos­sible con­sequences.

	„DO IT, DADDY!“ Tiffany urged him. „Do it just like you want to-hard and deep!“ Ed John­son nod­ded woodenly and began to fuck his only daugh­ter like a wild man. His mighty dong punched deep into Tiffany‘s womb again and again as his strong hips slapped for­ward with every ounce of strength in them.

	Tiffany whin­nied like a moun­ted mare and crushed her­self against her daddy‘s broad chest. She star­ted cum­ming on the first few strokes and just kept on spas­ming. The cli­max­ing girl thought that her nar­row­ing cunt would trap her father‘s ra­ging cock within its grip­ping walls but she proved too slick, too fluid, and his un­bend­ing dick was just too power­ful for her con­tract­ing muscles to con­tain.

	„OOOOOOOOOH! Oh, Daddy, I‘m cum­ming!“ Tiffany screamed as the pussy-rip­ping pleas­ure be­came too strong to deny any longer. „Oh, Daddy!“

	The room spun and Tiffany couldn‘t breathe any­more. In­stead of di­min­ish­ing, her or­gasm grew hot­ter and hot­ter as her father poured his slip­pery, cunt-rend­ing cock into her.

	All at once, Ed John­son shook like a tine on a tun­ing fork and groaned deep in his throat. He drove his cock down into his daugh­ter‘s su­per­heated depths one last time, her legs fly­ing straight up as he pinned her like a moth with his huge prick.

	Tiffany felt her cunt be­ing blas­ted with jets of cum. Her daddy‘s jism spattered into her very soul with long, steady bursts of in­cred­ible force.

	The little girl began to cry from sheer joy. The sen­sa­tion of her father‘s white-hot, pearl­ing cum flood­ing into her raised Tiffany‘s or­gasm to its fi­nal, shud­der­ing peak.

	„So gooooood!“ Tiffany mur­mured into her daddy‘s ear, her eyes filled with tears and won­drous de­light.

	Ed John­son couldn‘t speak. He simply held his daugh­ter tight and stroked her au­burn hair.

	„Mmmmm, Daddy, May I go to the drive-in to­night with Tom and Bobby and some of the gang?“ Tiffany asked her father.

	It was an hour after their first fuck and the couple was still in bed. Tiffany‘s dad lay smoking a ci­gar­ette, pet­ting her like a fa­vor­ite cat. Her head was in his lap and she had been suck­ing his prick.

	„Well, I guess so ... if you keep do­ing that a while longer,“ her father smiled down at the lick­ing teen­ager. „And if these boys aren‘t too much older than you. You say there‘s a bunch of kids go­ing?“

	Tiffany smiled. The bunch con­sisted of Tom and Bobby and Sammy and a friend of Sammy‘s-an­other boy who wanted to fuck Tiffany.

	„Yeah, there‘s gonna be a crowd,“ Tiffany prom­ised. „And they‘re all real close to me in age, just a year or two older at the most.“

	The little red-haired charmer grinned at her father. „Don‘t worry, Daddy,“ she told him, lick­ing his fat pecker for em­phasis. „You‘re the only older man I want to be with from now on!“

	Ed John­son lay back and en­joyed the blow job. Tiffany wondered how long it would be be­fore she had him talked into fuck­ing her in the cunt while Les banged her pussy and Will came in her mouth. She bet it wouldn‘t take long.

	Con­fid­ently, Tiffany took her daddy‘s prick head into her soft lips and star­ted to suck. He groaned loudly and pushed up auto­mat­ic­ally with his hips.

	Not long, she de­cided. Not long at all.
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