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Molly’s Little Sister


Ethan and Molly twirled on the dance floor like butterflies in a light, warm, summer breeze.  The music was delightful, and she looked more beautiful than a field of fresh flowers.  Her eyes sparkled as she spun in Ethan’s arms.  He was so happy he had asked to go with him to the prom.  She was probably the one girl he knew in the whole world with whom he felt he would like to spend the rest of his life.  She liked him as much as he liked her, she was smart, she was kind, she listened to him, and she was beautiful.  She was the first girl he had met who he wanted to get to know rather than just screw her brains out.





She had lovely auburn hair and eyes as green and bright as the leaves on the tree in spring.  She had a smile that melted his heart and a musical laugh that charmed him the first time he heard it, which was when he ran into a freshman in front of her locker when he was in a hurry and spilled his notebooks and text books in a shower of sheets of paper.  She had laughed because she had known he was a hockey player and figured him to be a macho, insensitive jock.  She was touched when he not only didn’t shout at the freshman and threaten to beat the hell out of him, but was more reassuring and simply bent down to collect his papers with, she noticed in surprise, a blush of embarrassment.  She later learned that he had run into that freshman because he was staring at her and not watching where he was going.


The song ended and they went back to their table.  He pulled out her seat for her and sat beside her.  They looked in each other’s eyes for a few moments and kissed.  They broke apart and Molly blushed.


“Oh, Ethan,” she giggled.


Ethan smiled at her and just glanced down for a moment and caught a glimpse of her cleavage down the front of her low-cut dress.  The beautiful sight made his penis twitch, but he quickly looked away because he liked Molly and he didn’t want to just lust after her like he did most other girls.


“Isn’t that your sister?” Molly asked.


“Where?”


“The one with all the guys around her table?”


Ethan looked and saw Pam, looking gorgeous in her tight-fitting, red dress, sitting at a table practically surrounded with guys.


“Yeah,” he said.


“I didn’t know she was so popular.”


“Neither did I.”









*     *     *     *




 

Tom said something funny and Pam laughed out loud.  Mark and Steve and Joe laughed with her.  The whisky she used to spike the punch was making her feel silly.  Her face was warm and she could feel her bare chest flush red right down to where her breasts were held by the constricting dress.  She could feel her breasts jiggling when she shook with laughter, and she knew that all of these guys around her were enjoying the sight in their own way.  She looked around at their faces and each of them quickly looked up to her eyes to avoid the embarrassment of being caught staring at her tits, and she thought it was so funny she began to laugh again.


She looked at them again.  There were four of them.  Tom and Mark were in her class and Steve and Joe were seniors, and they were all handsome guys, if not gentlemen.  She believed she was horny enough to take them all on.  She grinned at the thought and blushed again when she felt juice seeping from her slit.


“I’m ready to get out of here,” Pam said.


“Where do you want to go?” Tom asked.


“Somewhere we can get some more J.D.”


“I know a place,” Steve said.  “Let’s go.”


“Let’s take my car,” Tom said.


They all went out to Tom’s car.  He drove and Mark sat in the front.  Pam sat between Steve and Joe in the back seat.  Tom’s car was huge, which pleased Pam.  She didn’t have to worry about where they would take her to fuck her, she could do it with them right here in the back seat.


They were headed to some remote party store where the owner never checked ID and would sell to anyone who had cash.  Joe, on Pam’s left, grew bold and put his arm around her shoulder.  Pam put her left hand on his right leg, and her right hand on Steve’s left leg.  She could feel them stiffen when she touched them, but she could tell they were suddenly very excited.  The odor of her pussy juice was very subtle and enticing to her, but she wondered if the guys realized what it was.


By the time they reached the party store, she was casually stroking their thighs, but not touching the hard lumps in their pants.  Steve jumped out and went in.  When he came out of the party store a few minutes later, he was carrying a brown, paper bag.  He jumped back into the car and Tom tore out of the parking lot.


“You going to Lathrup?” Steve asked, taking a swig from the bottle and handing it to Pam.


“Yeah,” Tom said.


Good, Pam thought, sipping from the bottle.  That would be the perfect place.  She accidentally swallowed too much and started coughing.  Joe took the bottle from her, drank some, and passed it back up to the front.  Pam recovered somewhat, turned, leaned forward and kissed Joe, but he was slow to respond.  She opened her mouth and plunged her tongue into his mouth, and he quickly began to get the idea.  Mark turned around and watched Joe’s hand slowly glide up Pam’s side and squeeze her breast through the dress.  Her flesh bulged out the top like a water balloon ready to burst.  Pam moaned and rubbed her body against him.


Joe sucked her neck and started squeezing both of her tits.  Finally, he started getting into it and returned her heavy kisses and they began to make out.  He turned her on and she quickly forgot about the other guys in the car.  She let his hands run all over her tits and legs, trying to feel him up herself.


Pam noticed that the car was turning and slowing, and finally stopped.  She looked out the window and recognized that they were in the Lathrup Park dirt parking lot, although it was dimly lit.


She turned to Steve and began to kiss him just as passionately.  She was all warmed up and he was even slower than Joe to respond to her.  It only took a moment before he was returning her deep kisses and feeling her tits and ass.


“I want to fuck you,” Joe whispered in her ear, leaning over her shoulder.


“Yes,” Pam whispered back.


He unzipped her dress and unhooked the back of her bra.  The car suddenly became very quiet, except for the soft noise of the hard rock from the radio.  He pushed down the front of her dress, pulled her bra off, and squeezed her bare tits.  Pam gasped and arched her back.  He squeezed hard.


Pam was feeling embarrassed and her face was glowing bright red.  This was the first time she had ever made love to anybody while somebody else was watching, and there were three other guys in the car with them.  This wasn’t the same as being seen naked, and it turned her on.  She opened her eyes and grinned seductively at Mark, Tom and Steve.


She turned around and lay back across the wide seat.  Joe pulled up her skirt and pulled down his pants and spread her legs.  She got uptight when he bared her cunt.  She felt totally helpless and it gave her a turn on she never felt before.  Joe didn’t seem to mind Mark or Tom being there at all.  He held his cock pointed right for her cunt.  Her mouth was open, her legs were spread, and she looked up at Steve while Joe moved himself between her legs.  She felt Joe’s fingers on her cunt spreading her lips apart and she felt the head of his cock pushing her open.  She was beginning to enjoy this and rocked her hips with his.  She didn’t mind anymore that these guys were watching her get fucked.  Joe held her ass and mounted her, driving into her hard, and her excitement grew.


It felt good, especially when the air was quiet and tense.  She closed her legs around him and let him fuck her as fast and hard as he could.  He was grunting in her ear and she was licking the side of his neck.  The loud slap, slap, slap of his belly coming down on hers seemed to echo inside the car like it was a cavern.  Joe’s neck muscles were strained like steel cords.  He suddenly grunted and squirted cum into her belly.  Pam felt his warm liquid filling her up and smiled.  His cock felt good sliding in and out of her, but she was ready to have the other guys.


Joe pulled out and left Pam on her back with her legs spread.  His cum glittered on her tender, pink pussy lips.  She touched it and licked it from her fingers.


“Who’s next?” she said, looking around.


The guys looked at each other dumbly.


“Me,” Mark said, and Pam smiled up at him.


He got out of the car and came around to their side.  He opened the door and had to wait for Joe to get out.  While the door was open, Pam watched them between her spread thighs.  Joe and Mark were saying something to each other, but she couldn’t hear them.  Joe pulled up his pants and stuffed his hard cock back in, while Mark opened his and climbed in on top of her with a big hard-on.  The sight of his hard cock sticking out in front of him, eagerly waiting to go into her cunt made her mouth water with anticipation.  Her cunt was still warm and it felt nice when Mark slid smoothly into her.  Mark was a little heavier than Joe and he felt good when she closed her legs around him and he began to hump her just as fast and hard as Joe.


She closed her eyes when she started to have an orgasm.  Her cunt was tight, but slick, and Mark’s cock slid quickly and easily in and out.  She bit her lower lip and the spasms of her orgasm clamped her cunt around him erratically.  She was moaning and whimpering, and the sensation of his cum shooting into her almost shocked her.  She climaxed, shouting with joy, rubbing Mark’s back vigorously.  He was very quiet as he came.


When he finished, he sighed deeply, looked down at Pam, and kissed her.  The door opened and Pam, looking past Mark’s shoulder, saw Tom lean in.


“Speed it up,” Tom said, pulling Mark’s shoulder.  “I’m next.”


“Ok, ok,” Mark said, climbing off.


Pam giggled, feeling warm and glowing all over.  His penis hung between his legs and dripping with cum.


“I got a hard-on here that’s gonna kill me if I don’t have somewhere to put it right away,” Tom said impatiently, dropping his pants.


Pam laughed.  “There’s plenty of me to go around, Tom,” she said.


He looked at her with a sarcastic smile and she laughed harder.


“Come on, don’t keep me waiting,” she said, holding her arms out for him.


His cock was long and thick and hard, and she wanted it.  He looked like he was angry, but he climbed in on top of her between her spread legs anyway.  She stared into his eyes, licking her lips while she felt him poking his cock around, searching for her cunt.


“Are you having trouble finding it?” Pam laughed.


“Shut up,” he said, blushing.


The head of his cock finally penetrated her cunt and he lowered it into her.


“Oooohh,” Pam sighed, with a satisfied smile.


She wrapped her legs around him and dug her heels into his ass.  She hugged him tight and stroked her hand through his hair.  Tom raised his hips and brought them back down again and again, picking up speed and coming down harder and harder.


“Uhn ... uhn ... uhn,” he grunted in her ear.


His warm breath tickled her bare shoulder and made her shiver with excitement.  Droplets of perspiration beaded together on her forehead and ran off the sides of her head through the strands of her hair, leaving tiny trails of sweat behind on her skin.  Pam was beginning to pant with exhaustion, but her body was still thrilled with lust and passion, and she moaned each time Tom’s cock pushed deep into her womb.


“Oh yes ... oh yes,” Pam panted.


Her body was convulsing.  Her fingernails were digging into Tom’s back.


“Yeeahh ... yeeaahhh ...  ggnnyeeaahhhh,” she shouted, and orgasmed again.


As she came, pulling Tom as deep inside her as she could make him go, she felt his body jerk and then the flood of cum that streamed from his cock like water from a hose.  Tom raised his head and shouted a string of curses and obscenities that made Pam blush in modest embarrassment.


“My God,” she said, when he finished with a deep sigh, and laughed.  “You’ve got a mouth like a Marine.”


He smiled and nodded.


“My brother’s a Marine.  He told me that fucking Korean girls is the best.  He says they have the best cunts in the world.”


“He’s never seen my cunt.”


“No, he hasn’t.  You got a fine cunt.”


He climbed off and backed out of the car.  Pam watched him through her spread legs.  Her eyes had adjusted to the dim light and she could see him struggling to stuff his penis back into his pants.  He was looking back at her with a sinful grin across his face.  Pam reached down to finger her cunt.  Although she had cum twice and had the sperm of three men inside her, she was still hot for another fuck.


“Send Steve in here,” Pam said.


“You got it,” Tom answered.


Steve was the last one.  She was the only one of the four with whom Pam had never made love before.  He was one of the most desirable men in high school, but he had been going out with Shelly since eighth grade.  It was only a week ago that they broke up, to everyone’s surprise.  Pam had been looking forward to this for a long time, and she wasn’t going to let him get away from this opportunity tonight.


Steve poked his head in the car and looked down at Pam on her back with her legs spread.


“What’s up?” he said.


“Come on,” Pam said, smiling at him.  “Do it to me.”


He smiled back at her, but looked distraught about something.


“What’s wrong?” Pam asked.


“I don’t know.”


Pam sat up and slid back to make room for him.


“Sit down,” Pam said.  He sat beside her and Pam leaned forward, looking into his face.  “Are you still thinking about Shelly?”


He sighed and stared blankly out the door.


“Yeah, I keep thinking about her all the time.”


“What do you think about her?”


“She’s all right.”


“She is?” Pam said skeptically.


Steve nodded, with a vague shrug.


“I don’t think what she did to you was fair.”


“What?”


“How long did you go out with her?”


Steve thought for a moment.  “About four years.”


“And she just broke up with you to go out with another guy from Oakwood.”  Pam watched him for a reaction.  “I think that’s pretty cold.”


Steve’s hands clenched into fists.  Pam could see the muscles in his jaw rippling intensely.


“Damn,” he whispered.  “She hurt me so much.”


Pam put her arms around him and hugged him.  He looked at her and she saw a tear on his cheek and the trail from his eye.  Without another thought, she was suddenly kissing him, frantically, as if they had been waiting years to kiss each other.  To Pam, it felt as if she had been waiting years to feel his lips against hers.  Now she wanted his dick in her pussy.


His strong hands came up and squeezed her bare tits.  Pam gasped.  His hands felt good.  She reached down to his lap and unbuckled his pants.  Her warm hand slipped down inside and wrapped around his cock.  He was good and stiff, burning up in her hand.  Pam struggled with his pants, grunting as she tugged them down.  He raised his hips to help her and Pam finally got them off.


Steve sat back, his hands pushing down on the seat on either side of him, staring down at Pam.  She was squeezing his cock and staring at the head.  Her mouth was open and her tongue was roving over her lips.  She had a look of evil intentions in her eyes, and it made Steve a little nervous.  She stroked his hairy, tanned, muscular thighs, and rubbed his swollen, tender balls.  Steve was trembling.  Pam felt his excitement run through her whole body.  She dropped her head, put his cock in her mouth, and sucked it all the way to the back of her throat.  Steve groaned deeply.


“Mmmm,” Pam moaned.


His rod was fantastic.  He was long and thick and hard and hot.  Pam couldn’t understand how Shelly could let go of a guy as great as Steve.  Not only was he good looking, but he was sweet and sensitive.  Now he was hers.


She climbed back up on the seat, her legs spread over his lap, and kissed him.  His hands came up to squeeze her tits again.  She reached down to his lap and guided his cock to her cunt.  She raised her hips, put the head between her lips, and lowered her weight on him with a long, satisfied sigh.  This was what she had been waiting for all night.  She began bouncing hard on him, unaware that they were shaking the whole car.  Her lips were locked to his, and his hands roamed all over her body.


“Oh ... oh God ... oh God ... oh yeah ... more Steve ... more ... oh yeah,” Pam shouted.


“Uhnn ... uhnn ... uhn,” Steve grunted.


Her tits shook right in his face and he buried his face in them, licking and sucking.


“I’m gonna cum,” he panted.


“I’m gonna cum, too,” Pam squealed.


Another orgasm was washing through her body, causing a roar in her ears that drove her wild.


Tom and Mark and Joe stood together outside the car against the fence that surrounded the softball diamond, silently watching the car visibly bounce up and down on the rear springs.  Through the fogged up windows they could see the form of Pam moving up and down like a wild beast trapped in a cage.  Suddenly, they all heard Pam’s ear-piercing scream from inside the car.


“Jesus,” Mark muttered.  “Steve’s getting it good.”


“Yeah,” Tom said.  “I think she likes him.”


Joe, his head tilted back with the J.D.  bottle, coughed and wiped his mouth.


“You’re kidding,” he said.


“No.  He’s known it for a long time.”


Tom kicked a rock, which hit the fence with a thud.  The car was suddenly very quiet, and the crickets began to chirp again.


“So did Shelly.”


“Did Pam break them up?” Mark asked.


“No, she had nothing to do with it.  Shelly fell for another guy.”


“Oh,” Mark said, staring dumbly at the car.


Pam sighed.  Her head was rested on Steve’s shoulder.  She had a satisfied smile on her face.  Her arms were around his neck and his arms were around her.  His penis was still in her cunt and she was moving her pelvis very slowly in a back and forth motion.


“I’ve liked you for a long time, Pam,” he whispered.


“You have?” Pam said, looking into his eyes.


“Yes.”


“I’ve liked you, too.”


They gazed into each other’s eyes for a few moments, then Pam tilted her head, opened her mouth, and kissed him.  The door opened and startled both of them.  They looked up at Tom staring in at them.


“Are you two done yet?” Tom said.  “I want to get something to eat.”


“Yeah, I guess so,” Steve said sheepishly.


Grinning, Pam lifted her leg off him and let his dick slide from her cunt.  She turned and sat beside him.  She pulled her dress up over her tits.  Steve picked up her panties and handed them to her.  Pam lifted her foot and pointed her toes out, looking at Steve.  It took him a moment to understand, and he blushed again.  He held the skimpy, light panties open, Pam slipped her feet in the holes, and Steve slid them up her legs.  He saw the cum dripping from her cunt, running down her leg.  She pulled her panties up and straightened her dress.


The other guys opened the doors and piled into the car, destroying their mood.


“Where’s that bottle?” Pam said.









*     *     *     *




 

The floor was practically vacant, and the prom was nearly over.  Ethan and Molly were dancing to the last song, although Ethan wished it would last the rest of the night.  Eventually, the song ended, and Ethan and Molly were left standing alone in the middle of the floor.


“Let’s go for a walk,” Molly said.


Outside, Ethan’s GTO was the only car in the parking lot, looking lonely under the stark, bluish light.  Molly pointed to a trail that led through a garden behind the building.  They looked up at the stars and the pale moon.  The crushed stone path was dimly lit by short light stands.  They came to a small, Japanese style bridge across a softly burbling stream.  On the other side, they found a peaceful area amid the trees.


Molly stopped him.  He turned and looked down into her delightful eyes.  He closed his eyes, bent his head forward, and kissed her.  She went limp in his arms and he gently lowered her to the ground.  He hovered over her, kissing her.  Around them, the silence of the trees and the garden seemed to sing for them.  Ethan broke the kiss with a soft smacking from their lips.


“You’re so beautiful,” he said.


“I want you to make love to me tonight,” Molly said.


“Right here?”


“Yes.  Right here in the garden.”


Ethan searched her face eagerly.  She smiled at him and he smiled back.  She was trembling with nervousness and breathing hard.  Ethan scooted down and touched her ankles.  Molly’s eyes fluttered.  She watched him carefully.  He removed her shoes, then reached up under her skirt to the top of her white pantyhose and pulled them down.  She raised her ass off the ground and he pulled them all the way down to her ankles and off.


Her legs spread instinctively.  He was beginning to breathe hard as he moved his hands up her legs from her ankles to her calves and spread her legs wider.  He could feel her trembling.  When her legs were wide enough apart, he lifted the hem of her skirt and ducked his head under.


“Oh God,” Molly moaned.


His hair tickled her thighs and his warm breath gave her goosebumps all over her body.  She couldn’t see what he was doing.  She could only see the movement of his head under her skirt.  She stared straight up at the tiny points of shimmering light through the leaves of the trees right above them.  One of his hands was on her thigh, and his other was touching her, right there where only she had ever touched herself, where she never thought she would let a man touch her.


Without much light to see by under her skirt, Ethan had to feel around for what he was looking for, but he wasn’t concerned about appearing awkward or clumsy.  He was sure she had gone through all of that with other guys she might have gone out with.  He was sure Molly would understand.  He didn’t want her to find out how much experience he had with women, but he didn’t want her to think she had to be patient with him while he fumbled around.


He touched her pussy and Molly moaned.  She was moist and warm already.  He bent forward to kiss her mound and Molly gasped.  Her reaction pleased him.  He poked out his tongue to lick her and Molly became totally limp.  She began to squirm when he started to lick her pussy with long, wet strokes.  He heard from her only faint gasps and moans, so he concluded that he had performed for her just the way she liked it.


“Please, give it to me,” she begged.


She was practically writhing out of control.  Ethan sat up and looked down at her.  She was laying on her back with her legs spread.  Her mouth was open and panting and in her eyes he saw a look of desire.  He knew for sure she wanted him right then.


He pushed her skirt up and exposed her legs and lower body.  Her pussy was beautiful in the light from the garden, and her wet, glistening pussy lips seemed to be parted and waiting for him.  Molly reached up and began to unbuckle his pants.  She was breathing hard.


“Do you have a condom?” Molly asked.


“Yes,” Ethan said, remembering the one he had put in his back pocket before he picked her up.


He pushed down his pants and pushed down his boxer shorts.


“Oh my Lord,” she cried, staring at his erection.


“Hold still,” Ethan said, crawling between her legs.  “It won’t hurt.”


“What is that?”  Her voice was panicky and she backed away from him.


“It’s just my dick,” Ethan said, sitting up, feeling confused.


“No.  You can’t put that inside me,” she shouted.


She scrambled to her feet and stood away from him and pulled her skirt down.


“What’s wrong?” he said, feeling hurt.


His huge cock hung out in front of him from his open pants.


“You’d better take me home.”


“I’m sorry,” he said, but he could see it wasn’t going to do anything.


He stood up and pulled up his pants.









*     *     *     *




 

Ethan didn’t see Molly at school that whole day.  No one he spoke to had seen her, and none of her friends knew where she was.  When he got home, he was too depressed to even think about doing his homework.  He trudged up the stairs to his room and collapsed on the bed.  The phone rang and he had to trudge all the way back down to answer it.


“Hello?” he said.


“Hi,” came Molly’s voice.


“Where have you been?” Ethan said.  His loud voice surprised him.  “I was so worried about you.”


“You were?”


“Yes,” he said, more calmly, suddenly feeling less confused.


“I’m sorry.  I didn’t feel like going today.”


“Are you ok?”


“I’m fine.  I just had to think for a while.”


“Did it, I mean, did it ...”


“Yeah, it did.”


“That’s good, I guess.  Molly?”


“Yeah.”


“I’m sorry.”


“For what?”


“I don’t know, but whatever I did last night to upset you, I’m very sorry.”


“You don’t have to be sorry.  I’m the one who’s sorry.  I shouldn’t have said those things last night.  I’d like to make it up to you.”


“Ok,” Ethan said, his heart filling with joy.


“Will you come over?  I’d like to see you tonight.”


“I’ll be there in thirty seconds.”


Molly giggled.  “Bye,” she said.


“Bye.”


Ethan raced so fast to her house that he was afraid he was going to get pulled over.  He skidded to a stop in front of her house in less time than it had ever taken him before.  He jumped out of the car and ran to her front door.  She was standing there with the door open, smiling at him.  She was wearing a white, satin robe, and she looked more beautiful than any woman in the world.  She opened the door to let him in.  They looked at each other without any words, and embraced each other in a strong kiss.


“I missed you so much,” Ethan said.


“I missed you, too.  I’m sorry I didn’t see you at school.”


“I forgive you, for everything.”  He kissed her again.  “I love you.”


“I love you, too,” she whispered breathlessly, kissing him.  “Let’s go up to my room.”


She took his hand and led him slowly up the stairs and down the hall to her bedroom.  Ethan felt his pulse rising and his heart beating faster.  He wasn’t sure what she had in mind, but he was sure he was going to like it.  She closed the door and they stood together in the middle of the room, holding hands and kissing.


Molly stepped back from him and, with Ethan’s complete attention, opened the robe and let it fall off her shoulders.  Ethan’s eyes grew wide.  Under it, she was wearing nothing more than tiny, lacy, black panties and a tight, lacy, black bra.  He looked at her body from her long, lithe legs to the flare of her hips and slender waist, to her heaving chest and her smiling, warm face.  He had never seen her naked before.


“You look ...”  he began.  “You look ...”


He could not find the words.  Molly simply smiled modestly.  She sat on the bed.


“Now take your clothes off.  I want to see what you look like.”


Ethan was trembling with nervousness and anticipation.  His heart was pounding and the roar in his ears was deafening.  First, he pulled his shirt off over his head.  He looked at Molly and she seemed pleased to look at his hard, muscular arms and chest.  She looked great herself, leaning back on her elbows.  He felt so lucky that she wanted him.


He stepped forward and put his foot up on the bed between her knees.


“Untie that for me,” he said.


Molly laughed nervously and sat up and untied his basketball shoe.  He put that foot down and put his other foot up and she untied that shoe.  Ethan kicked off his shoes, unzipped his pants, and let them drop to the floor.  Molly gasped and he looked up at her.  She was staring at his hard cock.  For a moment, he was afraid she was going to freak out again and ask him to leave, but she looked intrigued.


“Come here,” she said in a deep, husky breath, motioning with her hand.


Ethan approached the bed.  She moved over and he laid beside her.  She laid back on her side, facing him.  His penis was long enough to lay over the bed across the short distance between them.  Molly reached out to touch him.  Her fingers grazed over his shoulder and chest, down over his stomach, and touched his penis.  Ethan gazed into her eyes.


“Lay back,” Molly said, firmly pushing him back.


Ethan laid flat on his back, waiting for whatever she wanted to do.  She leaned over and kissed him, pressing her hand into his chest.  She quickly sat up with her knees tucked under her and removed the brassiere.  Ethan’s mouth watered at the sight of her beautiful, soft, round breasts, and she laid back and tugged the panties off.


“I shouldn’t have stopped you last night,” Molly said.  “I know how anxious you were.  You’re probably even more anxious, now.”


Ethan grinned, but he wasn’t about to tell her what he did with his sister last night.  She leaned over him again and kissed his chest.  The strange sensation gave him goosebumps and made his nipples as hard as small, pink, buttons.  She lightly kissed each nipple, licked the left one, and began sucking.  Ethan moaned, squirming like so many girls he had made squirm in the past.  Molly shifted to his other nipple and sucked it, as well.  His cock throbbed painfully, aching for some sort of relief.


Molly drifted down, kissing his abdomen every few inches, until she reached the tender area of his groin right above his penis.  It was too heavy to stand straight up, but it was harder than a bar of solid steel and so red and throbbing that it looked like it might explode.  It was standing mostly upright, curved over like a tree in a strong wind.  Thick, purplish vein stood out on its surface, making it look like some sort of evil, alien creature.


Molly moved down again and hovered over his penis on her hands and knees.


“Does it hurt?” she said.


“Yes,” he groaned.


Molly put her hand around it and lifted it.  It swayed in a heavy, floppy motion.  Her grip was light, tender and gentle.  She lightly moved her hand up and down and Ethan groaned, squirming more urgently on the bed.  His legs kicked and his toes curled.  It felt so good, but it was agony all the same.  The anticipation was going to kill him.


He could feel her warm breath on the head.  He felt something soft touch it and looked down.  She was kissing it, smothering the head with her lips.  Her tongue came out of her mouth and, with a soft, wet, smacking sound, she began to lick around the swollen, purple head.


She put the head in her mouth and began to suck, but she did it in a timid, innocent way that he found so incredibly erotic.  He breathed out a long, deep sigh.  He could let her suck him like this forever, but he didn’t want to cum in her mouth.


He touched her cheek and she looked at him.


“Roll over,” he said.


“I want to put a condom on it first.”


“Ok.”


Molly reached for her night stand and took a small condom packet from a box.  Ethan saw the box for the first time and realized she must have expected to be pretty busy.  She tore open the packet, pulled out the thin, latex condom, placed it over the end of his penis, and, holding a small bit pinched in her finger, rolled it all the way down his cock.  It was a very tight fit, and rolled down about three quarters of the way before it ran out.  Ethan had only seen the expiration date on a condom once or twice before.


When she was done, Molly sat back and looked at the thick, smooth, long and shiny pole sticking up from Ethan’s body before her.


“Is that too tight?” she said.


“It’s tight, but I think it will be all right.”


“Good,” Molly said, and rolled on her back beside him, giggling like a little girl on an Easter egg hunt.


Ethan crawled up on his hands and knees over her, his shiny, latex-covered staff hanging down between his legs making him look like a sexually-aroused horse.  He bent over and kissed each of her nipples, sucking them in turn.


“That feels so good,” Molly moaned.


Her nipples were taut, hard, pink points.  She seemed to melt under him into the mattress, becoming a pool of passionate flesh.  Ethan closed his eyes as he fervently sucked her nipple.  Her heat rose from her body and enveloped him completely.


He opened his eyes again and stopped sucking her to look down on her form.  She was a naturally gorgeous woman.  Without clothes she was very exquisite.  Her breasts heaved as she breathed deeply.  Her upper body narrowed sharply at her waist and then flared out again very seductively at her hips, giving her a classic, hourglass shape.  He was very taken by her appearance.


He wanted to make her cum before he put his penis inside her.  He moved down, spread her legs, and stared at the beauty of her flower for a few moments, then bent forward and kissed her.


“Oooo,” Molly gasped, spreading her legs wider.


Ethan tenderly licked her wet slit, occasionally poking his tongue into her hole.  Molly squirmed with pleasure, moaning and squealing out loud.  Ethan licked her with exuberance, swirling his tongue around her clitoris like he was cleaning her from the inside out.


“Oh yes ... oh yes ... oh yes,” Molly panted.


Her legs were hanging over his shoulders, and they started to flex and her whole body jerked with strong spasms.  Her moans and pants turned to screams and shouts, and Ethan figured she was cumming.


Finally, he couldn’t wait any longer.  He turned her on her stomach and spread her legs.  She screamed in surprise and fear, but clamped her mouth shut and stifled it.  Ethan pulled her hips up, reached between her legs to spread her pussy lips, lifted his cock to her cunt, placed the head between her moist, pink lips and entered her.  Molly’s body jerked and she started to scream, but cut it short.


Ethan clamped his hands around her hips and pushed.  From Molly’s closed mouth came a muffled cry and her body jerked again, but Ethan’s cock wouldn’t go into her.  She was a whole lot tighter than he thought she’d be.  He inched closer to her and tried again.  With a harder push, his cock began to slide into her.


Molly’s hands were alternately squeezing and releasing handfuls of the sheets up by her head, she was trembling all over, and her back was covered with a light sheen of perspiration.  Ethan pulled her hips back and carefully fed a few more inches of his cock into her, and then again, until he was deep enough to feel the head of his cock touching the very end of her womb.  He let go of her hips, leaned over her back, and began to gently fuck her with slow, deliberate in and out strokes.


Her head was laying against the pillow and, when he pushed in, he could make out an agonized, twisted expression on her face that might have meant she was feeling pain and discomfort or extreme ecstasy.  It was never easy to tell, but Ethan figured this time he knew.


Holding himself up on one arm, he touched her cheek.  She turned to look at him out of the corner of her eye, but her expression did not change.  She was whimpering when he pushed in, and he knew he had to do something.


He slowly withdrew his cock.  When it came out, she sighed with relief, panting from exhaustion.  Resting on top of her, his hard, latex-wrapped cock squeezed between the cheeks of her ass, he brushed aside her hair.


“Why didn’t you tell me were you were a virgin?”


Molly shrugged.  “I’ve been reading books on how to have sex, but I never knew a man could have a penis so big.”


“Is that why you were so scared last night?”


“Yes.  I’m sorry I didn’t tell you.  I wanted to do it with you so badly.”


“It’s ok,” he said, kissing her shoulder.


“How was I?”


“God, you were so tight.  How did you think you were?”


“I’m not sure.”


“Did you cum?”


A broad smile crossed her face and she turned over and looked at him.


“Yes,” she said.  “I never came before.  You made me do it.  I love you so much.”


She squeezed him in a tremendous hug.  She felt his rock hard penis against her thigh and reached down to touch it.


“But you didn’t cum,” she said, sliding her fist over the smooth, wet latex.  “Don’t you want to put it in and cum?”


“Of course,” Ethan said.  “But you’re gonna be sore for a few days.”


“I wanna make you cum,” she said, spreading her legs under him and shifting his cock toward her cunt.  “Put it back in.”


“But ...”


“If I’m going to be sore, I want it to be for a good reason.”


Ethan grinned.  Molly held her cunt lips apart and he put the head of his cock back in her cunt and carefully pushed it all the way up.  Molly’s teeth were clenched together the whole way, but when Ethan got it all the way in and started to gently pump his hips, Molly smiled up at him and pulled him down in a hug and kissed him.  Ethan was thrilled that he was going to cum inside the girl he loved.  Maybe one day he would cum inside her without a condom.









*     *     *     *




 

Ethan waited patiently on the sofa, desperately wishing Molly would hurry up.  Brandi, Molly’s younger sister, was going to bore him to death with her endless stories about the crushes she and her friends had on all the boys in her class.  He didn’t necessarily believe any of it but he listened politely, anyway, as she bragged about the number of boys she had kissed.  Ethan merely smiled and nodded.


Brandi was very much unlike her older sister.  Whereas Molly was reserved and quiet, Brandi was outgoing and talkative.  She had that angular, bony awkwardness, but she had the beauty and grace that she and Molly shared with their mother.


Nodding his head as he listened, Ethan glanced down at Brandi’s bare legs, which she continually crossed and recrossed.  Their pale, white skin looked smooth and soft.  She was wearing a cream blouse with a short plaid skirt, white ankle socks and plain sneakers.


Every now and then when she crossed her legs her skirt flipped up and exposed her white cotton panties.  He felt an anxious twitch in his pants and placed his clasped hands over his lap to hide his growing interest.  If she didn’t stop coming on to him like this, he thought, he might have to show her firsthand what it meant to be such a tease.


When Molly was home with Ethan, Brandi would secretly watch from the stairs as she and Ethan sat side by side on the couch.  Molly always had her hands busy in Ethan’s lap.  She knew what they were doing.  Molly was quick to lean down when Ethan was ready to cum so she kept the couch clean.  A blowjob always followed Molly’s handjobs.


But that never seemed to be enough.  Soon after she raised her head, Molly would be sitting in Ethan’s lap, rocking back and forth and moving up and down.  Ethan licked her breasts while she did that.  He really liked kissing Molly, and sometimes he would kiss her between her legs.  Watching that always made Brandi dizzy.


What she couldn’t believe was the way she saw her sister take him up her rear the way she did.  It looked so easy for her.  Brandi could barely get a finger inside herself without it hurting too much.  She always figured she was a lot like her sister, but that way they were really different.


She swore Molly loved every second of it, too.  Brandi wished Molly would go away so she could get Ethan alone for herself.  She wanted him to be the one to break her in.


“Do you and Molly do it?” she said.


“Do what?”


“You know ... It.”


“No, I don’t know.  What do you mean?”


She put her hand on his thigh, very near the hard lump in his crotch.


Brandi’s voice was a husky whisper when she spoke.


“You know, it ... sex.  Do you and my sister ... fuck?”


Ethan lifted her hand off his leg.


“You shouldn’t be asking stuff like that,” he said.


Undaunted, Brandi pulled her knees up on the sofa, tossed her right leg over his lap and straddled him.  Her weight settled on his lap and Ethan felt the warmth of her crotch pressing on his groin.  She rocked her groin, rubbing her crotch on his hardness.


“What are you doing?” Ethan demanded.


Brandi put her hands on his chest.  Her chest heaved with deep, excited breaths.  When she sighed, she blew her warm breath over his face and he smelled the cherry Lifesaver she had been sucking.  He put his hands around her slim waist to lift her off, but she held firm.


“Will you do it to me, too?  Will you fuck me?”


Before he could protest, Brandi clamped her mouth on his, thrusting her sweet, sugary tongue deep into his mouth.


For a moment, Ethan kissed her back.  His hands tightened around her waist, pulling her down on him like he was trying to force himself into her through their clothing.  Brandi let out a whimper that was muffled by their locked mouths.


But it was only for a moment. Ethan knew it was wrong and quickly lifted her light body off and set her on the sofa beside him.  Brandi opened her mouth to speak, but the sound of Molly’s bedroom door closing shut her up and she looked away with a pout on her puffy, red lips.


They both looked to the stairway when they heard Molly coming down.  Ethan crossed his legs to try to hide the painfully obvious bulge between them.


“Hi,” Molly said, smiling.


Ethan looked up at her.  She looked so beautiful, even wearing just a fuzzy white sweater and jeans.  She had the same, enchanting pink glow that seemed to emanate from her skin each time they made love.


“Hi,” he said.


Molly glanced at Brandi and Ethan looked at her to see what she might see in her sister.  He held his breath when he saw that Brandi’s cheeks were flushed bright red, besides that she was still breathing hard and her legs were pressed together.


“What’s with you?” Molly said.


“Nothing,” Brandi replied.


“You shouldn’t drink so much pop.  It makes you hyper.”


Brandi gave her a snide look.


“Shut up,” she said, and rushed up the stairs.


For an instant, Ethan had an image of her jumping on her bed and shoving her hands in her panties, but it vanished when Molly spoke.


“You ready?” she said, slinging her purse over her shoulder.


“More than ready,” Ethan said.


He got up and let her lead him out the door so she wouldn’t be able to see the front of his pants.









*     *     *     *




 

“Do you want me to keep going?” Ethan said.


“Oh God yes,” Molly moaned.


Ethan lowered his head and continued licking her pussy.  He crawled over her, unbuckled his pants, and forced his cock into her tight hole.  He pulled out quickly and squirted cum on her belly.


“Why’d you do that?”


“I wanted to see what it looked like on you.”


She rubbed her fingers through it.  A puddle collected in her belly button.  She was stroking his cock and rubbing the head in it.


“You ready for more?”


“Definitely.”


She pulled his shirt up and bared his chest.  She aimed his cock at her cunt and slipped it back in, pulling him down on top of her.  His cum made a glue between their bodies and she giggled.









*     *     *     *




 

Ethan rang the doorbell and Brandi opened the door.


“Hi.  Is Molly home?”


“She’s still at work.  You want to come in?  You can wait for her.”


“Sure,” Ethan said.


He knew he was taking a chance that she was going to come on to him again, but he decided to take it.  It sort of flattered him, anyway.  He went in and sat on the couch.  Brandi went to the kitchen.  He heard her moving around in there, but she didn’t seem all that interested in him.


He got up and went upstairs to the bathroom.  He’d had to pee real bad.  He shook off the last drop, flushed the toilet and started to pull his pants back up.  Suddenly the door opened and Brandi came in.  He quickly yanked up his pants to hide his penis.


“Brandi, please,” he said.


She stood with her back against the door, blushing.


“Sorry, I just wanted to see your ... thing.”


She glanced down at her crotch.


“You can’t.  You’re too young.  Besides, you’re my girlfriend’s sister.”


He tried to pull his pants up tighter, but his cock was growing hard, in spite of him.


“I know that, silly.  What are you so scared of?”


“She’ll kill me if she finds out we’re doing this.”


“Then don’t let her find out.”


She reached for the front of his pants.  Ethan thought about stopping her, but he wanted her to touch him.  He watched her hand get closer.  It touched the ridge sticking down the right leg.  Her eyes looked up to his.  They were wide with excitement.


He took her hand by the wrist and stuck it down inside his pants.


“Oh my God,” she gasped when she touched it.


Her small hand was cold and she squeezed it tightly.  He let his pants fall.  Her mouth fell open and her eyes grew even wider.  She began to stroke it slowly.  Ethan leaned back against the wall.


“How long is it?” she asked.


“Twelve inches.”


“I touched Pauly’s once, but he didn’t have one like this.  Does every guy’s thing get this big when they get older?”


“No, just a few.”


“Wow.  This is so cool.”


Brandi put her other hand under her skirt.


“Will you fuck me with it?  I need it so bad.”


“Ok,” Ethan conceded.


He needed it as badly as she did.  His cock throbbed painfully.  Veins bulged out all along the shaft and the head was swollen and purple.


He sat on the toilet seat, flipped up her plaid skirt and pulled down her white, cotton panties.  She stepped out of them and sat on his knee.  She put her hand around his cock and continued to stroke it.


He spread her legs and pushed his finger into her pussy.  She leaned back against his chest, rubbing his cock against her thigh.  His finger rubbed her warm, wet slit and he pushed it between her lips.  Brandi groaned, rubbing her crotch on his bare thigh.


Ethan pushed his finger deeper until something stopped him.  He wondered what it was, then realized it was her hymen.


“You’re a virgin,” he said, astounded.


“Of course I am.  What’d you think?”


“By the way you act I thought you’d been fucked a lot of times.”  She blushed.  “If I do this you’re gonna bleed all over the place and she’ll know I fucked you.  Your parents will know I fucked you.”


“Oh please,” Brandi begged.  “I won’t let them find out.  You can fuck me and make me bleed and I won’t cry at all.  Please.  I’ll show you.”


She quickly stood up, faced him, spread her legs over his and lowered herself toward his cock.  Ethan grabbed her by the waist before she impaled herself on his pole.  She grabbed his shaft and rubbed the fat head between her wet pussy lips.


He let her do that for a while.  He let her push down only far enough to let the head be stopped by her hymen.


“Don’t tease me like this,” she said.  “Maybe you could stick it in for just a little while.”


Ethan shook his head.  “Maybe you should just suck on it for a while.”


“What?”


“Get down on your knees, right there.  Now, just put it in your mouth and suck on it.”


On her knees in front of him, holding his cock in her right hand, she stared at him in disbelief.


“Suck on it?  What is it, a sucker?”


“Lick it just like an ice cream cone.”


She stared at the head for what seemed like forever, then stuck her tongue out and licked it.


“It’s so dry,” she complained.


“It’ll get wet when you lick it some more.”


She appeared to accept this and licked around the flare of the head.  Ethan closed his eyes.


“Does that feel good?” she said.


“Oh yeah,” Ethan sighed.  “Now put it in your mouth and suck it.”


“Like this?” she said, and without waiting for an answer, stuck the head between her lips and sucked as hard as she could.


Ethan rolled his eyes back. “That’s perfect.”


She was quiet for a few minutes while she sucked him like that, then she popped it out of her mouth.


“I’m tired of this.  What about me, now?”


She lifted her skirt, showing him her pussy, which was almost bare except for a few wisps of brown hair that grew out of the mound.  Ethan stared at it, mesmerized.


“Ok.  I’ll eat you now.”


“Eat me?” she said as he stood up.  He put his hands around her slender waist and lifted her on the edge of the vanity.  “What do you mean eat me?”


“This,” Ethan said.


He flipped up the front of her skirt, spread her legs and knelt between them.  She squealed when he stuck his face up to her crotch and licked her cunt.  It only took a few moments for her to respond to the stimulation.  She began moaning and grinding her hips and pushing her cunt closer to his face.  Her hands gripped the edges of the counter, her soft thighs squeezed his head, and she climaxed, screaming out loud.


As her moans began to subside, Ethan lifted his head.  His lips and chin were covered with her shiny fluid.  Her face glowed with the effects of her orgasm.


His cock touched the inside of her thigh.  He rubbed the head along her wet slit, knowing how incredibly tight she would be.  He still hadn’t cum and he was dying to put it in her.


“Do it, please,” Brandi whispered.


She wrapped her legs around his waist and tried to pull him in.  Ethan let the head of his cock part her pussy lips.  She was breathing very hard.  He put his hand on one of her small breasts.  She pushed her chest out.


“Touch the other one, too,” Brandi breathed.


Ethan put his hands on both, squeezing gently.  His hips moved slowly back and forth, pushing the tip of his cock against the resistance of her hymen.  He knew how easy it would be and how good it would feel to just shove his way into her without regard for how much pain it would cause her.


But he couldn’t.


“No,” he said.


He pried Brandi’s legs apart and freed himself.


“Why not?” she said as he pulled up his pants.


“It’s not right.  Sorry.”


He quickly left the bathroom.









*     *     *     *




 

Ethan and Molly sat in a Pizza Hut, finishing the last of their Meat Lover’s pizza with extra cheese.


“Can I talk to you about something?” Ethan said, staring at his slice.


“Sure.  What?”


“It’s about your sister.”


“My sister?”


Ethan nodded.  He started to speak but hesitated, not knowing how to say it.


“She came on to me tonight.”


He did not want to mention the incident in the bathroom.


Molly laughed.  “Are you sure?”


Ethan nodded.  “She sat on my lap.  And she kissed me.”


“Oh my God.”


“She flirts with me all the time, but I ignore it because she’s just a kid.  Tonight she told me she wants me to make love to her.”


“We should do something about this.”


“Like what?” Ethan said, relieved that she wasn’t mad at him.


Molly shrugged.  She stretched her leg under the table and put her foot in his lap.


“I’ll bet if you show her what you’ve got in here it’ll scare her off for good.”


Ethan was shocked.


“You want me to do drop my pants in front of your sister?  She’s just a kid.”


Molly giggled.  “Yeah.  But only if I get to watch.”


Ethan shook his head.  “I don’t know,” he said.


“I do,” Molly said.  “Let her take you up to her room, then whip this out.  Then, when she screams and runs away, you come get me.  You’ll see just how turned on I can get.”


“I don’t know.  She comes on pretty strong.  What if she’s not frightened by it?”


He knew it wouldn’t work.  Brandi had already seen it and she didn’t seem to frightened.


“Then I guess you’ll just have to fuck her.”


She waited for his reaction and laughed when he looked so serious.


“I’m joking,” she said.  “I won’t let you fuck anyone but me.”


“I know, I know.”  He put his pizza down.  “When do you want to do this?”


“How about tonight?  My parents are gone for the whole weekend.  If I know her, she’s probably be so turned on she’ll be begging for it.  And if I know you, you’re probably so hot it’ll take all weekend for me to cool you off.”  She seductively licked some pizza sauce off her finger.  “Thinking about you with my sister turns me on.  Let’s go somewhere and do it.”


“Where?”


Molly glanced around.


“The restroom.  Give me a minute then meet in the women’s.”


She slipped away from the booth, barely able to contain her excited grin.  She looked back at him and let the door close on the women’s restroom.  Ethan got up and went after her.  He made sure no one was looking, then slipped into the women’s room.


Molly was standing at the counter, touching up her lipstick.  She giggled uncontrollably when he came in behind her.


“Hurry up and get your pants off.  We won’t have much time,” Ethan said.


He was trembling nervously out of fear that someone was about to walk in.


Molly quickly pushed her jeans down to her ankles and hopped up on the edge of the counter.  Ethan let his jeans fall to the floor.  Molly put her hand around his shaft and pulled him toward her cunt.  She hooked her feet around his hips, held him with one hand on his shoulder, and put the head of his cock between her pussy lips.


“Now,” she whispered.


Ethan pushed his hips forward and his cock quickly slipped into her moist cunt.


“Oh God,” Molly moaned.


She wrapped her arms around his neck and squeezed her legs tightly around his waist.  Ethan wasted no time and started pumping his hips virgorously back and forth.


The door opened and they both froze.  Together, they turned to see who had caught them.  It was a cleaning lady with a mop in her hand.


She cleared her throat.


“If you don’t mind, I have to clean this restroom.”


“Sorry,” Ethan said.


He yanked his cock out of Molly and quickly pulled up his pants.


“Sorry,” Molly said.


She hopped off the counter, put her foot back through the leg of her jeans and pulled them back up.


The cleaning lady glared at them sternly when they made their way past her.  Quickly going back to their table, they started giggling like mischievous kids.









*     *     *     *




 

Ethan was alone with Brandi in the kitchen.  Molly made some excuse about going back to the school to pick up some books she forgot to bring home.  He didn’t know where she went, but he knew she was going to walk in on them just as they were in the act, so he had to figure out a way to get there.


With Brandi it wouldn’t be that difficult.  She was very excited, like she knew this was her chance to take advantage of Ethan.


“You got me real hot today,” she said.


She was drinking a glass of lemonade.  She was wearing the same plaid skirt and white blouse, but she had pulled her hair back in a ponytail, giving her an even more innocent appearance.


Odd, Ethan thought.  He could have sworn it was the other way around.


She strutted slowly to his end of the kitchen.


“Did you do it with my sister tonight?”


“No, not yet.”


She leaned against the counter beside him, toying with the buttons of her blouse, which was already open down to her bra.


“Is she any good at it?”


“She’s very good at it,” Ethan insisted, wondering if Molly might be listening in.


“I could be good at it, too.  I only wish I had someone to practice on.”


This was it, Ethan said.  She left the door wide open for him, and Brandi and Molly were waiting for him to take it.


“You could practice on me,” Ethan suggested.


Brandi’s eyes brightened.  “Could I?  Would you teach me how?”


“Sure,” Ethan said, knowing full well where this was going.


“And are you going to go all the way with me?”


“Well, we’ll see.”


She agreed.  They went up to her room.  Brandi assumed they had to be quick before Molly got home, but Ethan knew they could take their time.


He took her up to her room.  It was definitely a girl’s room, painted pink and decorated with posters of teen idols and pictures of horses.  She hopped on the bed.  Ethan sat down next to her.  He could tell she wasn’t sure how to start, but he solved that for her.  He put his hand on her cheek, tilted his head and kissed her.  Her tongue responded almost instinctively.


Her hand touched his thigh and moved up to his crotch.  It moved over the lump of his erection, stroking gently.


“Could you take it out?” she whispered.


Ethan opened his pants and lifted it out.


“Oh good lord,” she whispered, her eyes growing wide.  “It looks bigger than before.”


This was pretty much the reaction he expected.  As Brandi put her hand around it and started stroking, he wondered how much longer Molly was going to wait.  He hoped she got here before Brandi went much farther.


But it was too late.  She shocked him by bending over and sucking the head of his cock into her mouth.  His own mouth fell open.  It felt so good.  She had already improved over that afternoon.  She had one hand around the shaft and the other fondled his balls while her head slowly moved up and down a couple of inches.


It was almost too easy to forget about Molly’s plan and let Brandi finish.  She worked him up pretty good that day and it would feel great to shoot off in her mouth.  He was tempted to try, wondering just how pissed Molly would get.


Any time, Molly, he thought.  He put his hands on Brandi’s shoulders.


“Brandi, please,” he said softly.


Molly walked in and froze, her face set in shock.  To Ethan it looked real.


“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” she exclaimed.


Brandi quickly raised her head, thought for a moment, then spoke.


“I’m think I’m giving Ethan a blowjob.”


Molly stepped toward the bed.  “He’s my boyfriend.  Get your own.”


She put her hand around Ethan’s cock like it belonged to her and glared at her sister.  Brandi backed down.  The room was quiet and tense.  Ethan could not judge her feelings, or anticipate her intentions.


She dropped to her knees in front of Ethan and licked the head of his cock, never taking her eyes off Brandi.  Brandi did not move the room was deathly quiet except for the smacking of Molly’s lips.


She closed her eyes and closed her lips around his shaft, letting it slide over her tongue to the back of her mouth.  She moaned while she sucked.  Brandi stared at Molly, her eyes and mouth open wide.


Molly stood, releasing his cock.  Ethan and Brandi watched her silently like an audience at a burlesque show.  Molly unfastened her jeans and let them drop to the floor, along with her panties, which were wet in the crotch.


She pushed Ethan back on the bed, climbed up over him, and mounted him.  Brandi slid back against the pillows at the headboard.  Molly’s cunt sounded wet as she lowered herself on him.  She had her lower lip between her teeth and whimpered softly.


Ethan pushed Molly’s shirt up over her tits and unclasped the bra that held them back.  They were fully developed and much bigger than Brandi’s.  He squeezed them and Molly put her hands over his while she moved up and down.


Brandi pulled up her skirt and stuck her hand in her panties.  Her eyes were glued to the spot where their bodies came together.


Molly shook out her hair.  She looked down at Ethan, a sly smile on her lips.  Together they looked at Brandi.  Her hand worked feverishly between her wide spread legs.


“I think you’d better fuck her,” Molly said.


Ethan’s eyebrows arched up.  “Are you sure?”


Molly nodded.  “I don’t think we can keep it from her anymore.”


Brandi watched almost in horror.  Molly climbed off Ethan.  Ethan’s cock was long and thick and shiny.  He kicked off his shoes and pants and yanked off his shirt.


“Take your clothes off,” Molly said.


“Me?” Brandi whimpered.


She looked at Ethan’s cock again.  Suddenly she felt very scared at the thought of that thing going inside her.


“Do you want to do this or not?” Molly said.


She reached for Brandi’s panties and pulled them down to her ankles.


“Take off your skirt so it doesn’t get wrinkled.


Brandi slipped off her skirt.  “You sound like Mom.”


“Mom wouldn’t let Ethan fuck you.  You are a virgin, right?”


“No,” Brandi insisted, then relented.  “Sort of.”


“Sort of.”


She looked at Ethan, who was laying on his side, watching them.  His long, hard cock stuck out from his body and laid across the bedspread like a support pole that held him upright.


Brandi took off her blouse and the bra.  Molly massaged the insides of her trembling thighs to relax her.


“Oh God,” Brandi mumbled as Ethan climbed on top of her.


He spread her legs apart.  He put the head of his cock between the lips of her pussy once more.  This time, however, it was going all the way in.


He gently pushed his hips forward.  Her pussy lips parted, enveloping the huge head that forced its way between them.


“Ow,” Brandi said, wincing at a quick sting of pain.


“Relax,” Ethan said soothingly.


He pressed forward firmly and punched through her hymen.  Brandi gasped and screamed.  Ethan kept pushing.


“Oh God ... oh God,” she shouted, squeezing his shoulders as hard as she could.


She was every bit as tight as he imagined she would be.  He started rocking his hips, sliding his thick shaft in and out as much as he could.  Brandi gritted her teeth together, then screamed.  Her body rocked with his.  He pumped his cock deep into her and she moaned deeply.


Ethan was thrilled with how tight she was.  He couldn’t contain himself for long and climaxed, shooting his cum deep into her womb.  She was so tight he could feel the pulsing of his cock himself.


He pulled out, leaving Brandi panting with her eyes closed and her legs spread.  Molly laid on her back beside her sister and parted her thighs, beckoning to Ethan with a smile and a seductive look.  Ethan moved between her legs, his wet cock swinging like a rope.  She was already very wet and stretched.  His cock slipped right into her and he continued like he hadn’t even cum.


When she caught her breath, Brandi laid on her side to watch them.  Molly wrapped her legs around Ethan, holding him down tight against her body.  When his hips thrust forward, she pushed her hips up to meet them.  They went rapidly, and Molly moaned softly over and over.  She fingered her pussy, and felt the warm cum leaking out.


It wasn’t long before Ethan was cumming inside her sister.  He jerked and grunted, tossing his head back.  Brandi didn’t realize when he was doing it to her how good it must have felt for him.


They kissed.  Ethan’s hips were still moving, although much more slowly, and Molly’s ass continued to squirm on the mattress.  Ethan was sweating.  He had a sheen of sweat on his back.  She reached out and touched the rippling muscles of his back.


“Does it still hurt?” Molly said.


Ethan rolled off and laid between them.


“Yeah, it hurts a little.  But it felt really cool.”


“You’re bleeding,” Molly pointed out.  “That’s your cherry.  It’ll stop after a little bit.”


“When can I do it again?”


She fondled Ethan’s cock.


Molly glared at her sister’s hand on Ethan’s bent penis.  She wasn’t sure if she liked the idea of sharing her boyfriend.


“Maybe you should wait a while,” Ethan said.  “You’ll be sore for a few days.”


He looked at Molly.  The jealousy in her eyes was poorly hidden.


“Besides, I don’t think your sister is too thrilled about the idea of me doing it with you all the time.”


He crawled down the bed and buried his head between Molly’s thighs.  Molly sighed and moaned.


“Maybe just one more time but that’s it,” Molly said in a breathy voice.  “Then you have to get your own boyfriend.”


Brandi bit her lower lip and squeezed her legs together.  Her sister’s heels pressed into Ethan’s back and she was enjoying the way he licked her pussy.  She had one more chance to fuck Ethan, at least for now.  She had to figure out a way to make that one chance a good one.









*     *     *     *




 

It was the news Ethan dreaded hearing.  They had talked about this for weeks, but all the talking was done.  He going to miss her terribly.


“I’m going to miss you,” he said.


He was sitting on the edge of her bed.  He wore jeans and his hockey jersey.


“You said that twice already,” Molly said.


She was folding a pair of jeans and stuffing them into the suitcase.  She was wearing a pair of jeans and a plain white turtle neck top.  Her hair was in a ponytail.  Ethan sat silently.  She stuffed a few more pieces of clothing in then stopped and looked at him.


“Don’t look so pitiful.  It’s only for a month.”  She closed the lid and locked the suitcase.  “There.  I’m done.”


There were three other similar suitcases lined up and two shoulder bags, all stuffed.


“Do you think you packed enough?” Ethan said.


She slapped his shoulder, suppressing a grin.  He grabbed her around the waist, pulling her back against him, and stuck his hand down the front of her jeans.


“I’m gonna miss this, too,” he said.


His fingers went into her panties and touched the lips of her pussy.


“Don’t do that, Ethan.  You’re gonna turn me on.”


He stuck his finger in her pussy and rubbed.  Molly struggled for a bit, then went limp and rubbed herself on his lap.  The lump of his hard cock pressed into her soft ass.  Ethan pushed his finger way up inside her wiggling it around.


“Ok, you got me,” Molly moaned.  “But make it quick.  My parents are downstairs.  They’ll kill us if they catch us fucking.”


Ethan pulled her down on his lap.  Her legs straddled his right leg and she rubbed her crotch on his thigh.  His other hand slipped up under her top and squeezed her plump tit.


“You want me to fuck you quickly?  I don’t think I can do that.”


Molly giggled.  “I never saw my Dad kick any guy’s ass before.  I’d like to see him do it you.”


Ethan picked her up and dumped her on the bed.


“Ok, you’ve made your point.”


He unbuttoned his jeans.  Molly watched him, grinning.  He dropped them to the floor and stood in front of her in his underwear.  His erect penis pushed out the front like it was going to tear through.


Molly started removing her jeans.  Ethan grabbed them and yanked them down.  Molly yelped and laughed.  They got stuck around her ankles because she hadn’t removed her shoes.  Her face blushed red and her hand covered her mouth to hide her laughing.  Ethan yanked her panties down and tore them.


“Oops.  Sorry,” he said.


Molly could hardly contain her laughter.  She was unable to speak.


Ethan whipped his shorts down, lifted Molly’s legs high, and pulled them down over his shoulders.  With her legs tied at the ankles with her jeans, it was like he was slipping himself into an inner tube.


“What are you doing?”  Molly said.


Her face was deep red.  Ethan stopped.  He was holding his penis, aligning it with her pussy.


“I’m fucking you?”


“Why don’t you take my pants all the way off?”


Ethan shook his head.  “No time.  Have to make it quick.  Don’t want to get my ass kicked.”


Molly put her hand over her mouth to hide her laughter again.  Ethan tried to get his cock inside her, but couldn’t find her hole.


“Let me help,” Molly said, giggling.


Ethan was on his hands and knees, holding himself over her.  His cock hung straight down.  Molly used one hand to spread her cunt lips and the other to guide the head of his cock.  The head touched her pink, wet opening and she looked up into his eyes.  Ethan lowered his weight.  His cock sunk into her and Molly groaned.  He laid his body on top of hers and she wrapped her arms around him.  His hips forced her legs wider, but they were still tied at her ankles behind his back.


“Do it, Ethan,” Molly whispered in his ear, holding him tight to her body.


He pushed her shirt up over her tits.  He had trouble opening the clasp on the front of the bra with one hand.


“Could you help me with his?” he said.


Molly giggled.  With a quick flick of her fingers the clasp gave way and released her tits.  Ethan leaned closer and licked her left nipple, while his hips pumped furiously.  Molly stroked her hand through his hair.  She was moaning, but her mouth was clamped shut to keep herself as quiet as she could.


Ethan switched to her other nipple, then kissed her.  “How am I going to make you cum if I can’t take my time?  You’ve never cum when I fucked you hard.”


“Don’t worry about it.”


Ethan shook his head.  “I turned you on.  I have to figure out a way to make it work.”


“No, I- “ Molly started.  She was listening.  “I hear someone coming up the stairs.”


They both froze.


Ethan knew he was dead.  If one of Molly’s parents opened the door right then they were going to get a good look at his naked ass sticking up in the air.  They were very conservative people.  The last thing they wanted to find out was that their daughter was fucking her boyfriend in her own bedroom.


“I better get up,” Ethan whispered.


He lifted himself and started backing himself out from between her legs.  His cock was still halfway inside her when the door opened.  They both looked up.  It was Brandi.  She gasped and covered her mouth when she saw them.


“Close the door,” Molly said in a fierce whisper.


Brandi did, like she had forgotten it was open.  She blushed.


“What are you doing here?”


“I came to help you pack.”


“Bullshit.  You came to sit with Ethan,” Molly said.


She grabbed Ethan to keep him from getting away.


Brandi nodded, smiling.  “I like Ethan.”


“Too much, I think,” Molly said.


She was up on her elbows, glaring at her sister.


“This is a bad idea,” Ethan said.


He didn’t mind Brandi being there, but he thought Molly would.  He tired not to feel turned on anymore.  It was very hard to quit once he was in the middle of it.  He knew his cock would not only be erect for the rest of the day, until he had a chance to do something about it, but it would ache for the rest of the night.


“I just want to watch,” Brandi said.


She sat on the chair by Molly’s dresser and put her hands on her bare thighs.  She was wearing a short, black skirt and a thin, blue sweater that buttoned down the front.  The buttons were undone at the top, exposing her cleavage.  Her nipples were hard and stuck out through the fabric.  Apparently she wasn’t wearing a bra.  He could imagine how horny she must be.


Molly looked at Ethan.  Ethan shrugged.


“What are Mom and Dad doing?”


“Watching tv.”


“All right, you can stay,” Molly said.


Brandi’s face brightened instantly.


“But don’t say anything.  And if you hear Mom or Dad coming up here, try to keep them out.”


She reached between Ethan’s legs, grabbed his cock and pulled it back into her.


“What were you saying about making me cum?”


“I was saying how it would be nice if I had a chance to finish what I started.”


His hips began pumping into her and his weight rocked the bed.


“Not so hard,” Molly whispered in his ear.  “They’ll hear the bed squeaking downstairs.”


Ethan eased up.  He was breathing hard.  Molly’s hands were up under his shirt, rubbing his back.  He bent forward and kissed her, pressing his cock as deeply into her body as he could make it go.  Molly moaned and ground her pelvis upward.  Her arms and legs squeezed him tightly.  Ethan did it again.


Molly gasped.  “Oh God, you’re gonna make me cum.”


“I hope so,” Ethan said.


He jammed his cock in hard once more.  Molly gasped, squeezing him in her arms and legs.  She was coming.  He pushed hard and fast.  Molly was whimpering in his ear.  The bed was rocking and he was probably going to alert her parents, but to hell with that.  He was making her cum.


His own orgasm was building fast.  This was one he was anxious to share with her.  He pushed himself up, yanked his cock out, and erupted with thick globs of cum.


“Oh,” Molly cried.


She stared at the end of his cock with wide eyes.  Brandi gasped in surprise.  One shot after another leapt from the hole at the tip and splattered on Molly’s naked body.  Ethan held his cock aimed at her tits.  After only a few shots she was covered with white splotches and globs.


“Oh my God,” Molly said.


Brandi got up, came to the edge of the bed, bent over her sister, and licked up a fat glob of cum on Molly’s tit.


“Brandi,” Molly cried in a weak voice.


“What?” Brandi said, looking up.


She had cum smeared on her lips and chin.  Molly just stared at her.  Ethan was amused.  The last drops of cum fell from the end of his cock to Molly’s flat belly.  He slipped it back into her cunt.  Brandi bent her head down and licked up another glob of cum.


“Oh Brandi,” Molly moaned.


She put her hands on Brandi’s head and pulled her down to her other breast.  Brandi licked them clean and moved down over her sister’s belly.


Ethan removed his cock from Molly and wiggled out from between her legs.  Brandi hovered over her sister, eagerly licking up his cum.  She turned her ass in his direction.  He admired the way her soft cheeks shook beneath the thin fabric of her skirt.  He took the hem of the skirt and lifted it.


“You’re not wearing panties, either,” Ethan said, staring at her bare ass and the delicate, diamond shape of her vagina between her legs.


“What are you doing?” Brandi said, looking back over her shoulder.


Ethan put his hand between her legs and spread them apart.


“Keep licking your sister.”


He stuck his finger in Brandi’s cunt.  She was warm and wet and tight.


“Are you going to fuck me?” Brandi said.


“Ethan, are you fucking my sister?” Molly demanded.


“Not yet,” Ethan said.


He put the head of his cock in Brandi’s cunt and pushed.  She groaned, squeezing her eyes shut.  Ethan’s thick, hard cock slid into her tiny hole.


“Now I am.”


“Ethan, I don’t want you fucking my sister while I’m gone.”


“You’re not gone yet.”


He grabbed Brandi’s thighs and pulled her back to the edge of the bed, jamming his cock deeper into her.  He couldn’t see Molly’s face, but she was probably fuming.  Brandi raised her head, tossing her hair back, and arched her back in, which thrust her ass up.


In some ways, fucking Brandi was more fun than fucking Molly.  Brandi seemed to like it more.  She was more eager to do it than Molly.  He still loved Molly, but he had to admit, and he hated himself for this, he enjoyed fucking Brandi more.  She writhed and moaned when he was inside her.  Molly just or laid there and let him do it to her, and she didn’t like to do it in too many positions.


Brandi, on the other hand, was a wild child, a woman-child with a body for sin and a streak of desire for boys as wide as the Grand Canyon.  He watched her dip her head.  Molly’s arms came up around her sister, hugging her.  He heard their lips smacking.  They were kissing.  This was great.


Brandi’s hand reached back between her legs and felt for Ethan’s cock.  Ethan pushed up her short blouse and squeezed her tits.  They were pressed on Molly’s tits.


“What would your parents think of this?” Ethan said.


“They’d shit bricks,” Molly said.  “No daughter of theirs would do anything so lascivious.”


“What’s las-, lasciv-, what’s that word mean?” Brandi said.


Ethan and Molly laughed quietly.


“Hold on, I’ve got something for you,” Ethan said.


Brandi turned her head back to watch him.


“Are you gonna do it?” she said.


Ethan’s answer was a low grunt and a hard buck of his hips.


“Oh,” Brandi gasped when she felt his thick cock throbbing and the warm cum that quickly filled her tight hole.


Ethan pulled his cock out and some of his cum dribbled on Molly’s thigh.  Brandi rolled over and laid on her back beside her sister, moaning and glowing with joy.


Molly sat up and looked at the blob of cum on her thigh.  She scooped it up with her finger and licked it off.  Ethan was standing at her side of the bed.  She picked up his wet cock and licked it clean.  Ethan moaned and put his hand on the top of her head.  The head of his cock was very sensitive and that was where she was licking the most.


Brandi placed her hand on Molly’s belly and moved it to her pussy.  She stuck her finger in.  Molly stopped sucking Ethan and looked at her.


“Can I suck him next?” Brandi said.


“Sure.”


Molly moved aside and Brandi moved to the edge of the bed, lifted Ethan’s cock, and put it in her mouth.


Ethan saw Molly gazing between her sister’s legs.  Her eyes had the look of hunger and desire.  He could see his cum leaking from the soft lips of Brandi’s cunt.  Molly could see it, too.  She put her hands on Brandi’s thighs, spread them apart, and lowered her mouth to Brandi’s mound.


“Molly, what are you-” Brandi started to say, but she just gasped when her sister licked her warm pussy.  “Oh, Molly,” Brandi sighed.


Ethan smiled.  These two should have been doing this a long time ago.  If it weren’t for their parent’s ultra-Christian morality always holding them back, they’d have been much more open with their sexuality.


Brandi watched her sister’s head move between her legs for a few minutes before she seemed to remember she was holding Ethan’s cock.  She put it back in her mouth and sucked.


Ethan thought their parents would come up any minute to see what was going on.  They’d been up here for a long time and they’d been pretty quiet.


He tried to imagine their father’s reaction if he were to walk in and see this scene on Molly’s bed.  He would have a heart attack.  He was not too thrilled with the man.  It upset him the most that Molly and Brandi had to live under him, and when they moved out, all of his obnoxiousness would be heaped upon his poor wife.


Ethan wanted to cum one more time, in Brandi’s mouth, before he went.  It was getting late, almost time for Molly’s father to come up and chase him out.  In the morning Molly would be leaving.  He really would miss her, her smile, her laugh, her soft, beautiful tits.  He would give anything to know if Brandi was going to sneak back in here sometime later that night after their parents had gone to sleep and slip into bed beside her sister, wake her with a gentle kiss, then continue kissing as she moved down over Molly’s plump breasts and her flat stomach to her warm, moist pussy.  Ethan groaned and started to cum.









*     *     *     *




 

Charlie’s ‘65 Oldsmobile was big and luxurious.  There was room in the front seat for a whole family and room for all their furniture in the back.  Ethan hardly felt the bump when Charlie drove into the parking lot of the Playhouse, one of those new, upscale men’s entertainment places.


Right away, a smartly dressed valet rushed out to meet them.  He trotted to Charlie’s side of the car.


“Good evening, gentlemen,” he said.


Charlie started to explain why they didn’t need to have their car parked, but a woman’s voice cut him off.


“That’s my ride, Frank,” she said.


Frank turned to look at her, and she emerged into the glow of the headlights.


So this was Lena.  Ethan’s mouth fell open.  He watched her walk toward the car in the glow of the headlights.  This wasn’t a girl they were picking up.  This was a woman.


“My God.  Great idea to pick her up,” Ethan said.


“Thanks.”


Lena was tall and redheaded and had long legs encased in pale stockings that went up to her mid-thigh, held up by garter straps.  She strutted confidently, smiling as she approached the car.  She said something to Frank the valet, patted his cheek, and continued toward the car.


Everything about her bounced as she walked.  Her tiny, super-short pink skirt bounced, revealing glimpses of her tiny, frilly white panties and the garter belt.  Her thick, big head of wavy, dark red hair bounced and swayed around her glowing face.  Her plump, round breasts bounced, barely contained by the tight, tissue-paper thin cutoff tank top.  She wore no bra beneath it, and her dark nipples were visible through it, as obvious as the sun on a cloudless day.  Her face was childlike.  She had lovely, large, brown eyes, a tiny nose, and full lips.  The lower lip was heavier, more sensual than the upper lip.  Her waist was narrow, her hips flared out beautifully, and her legs were long and strong.  She looked like she had just stepped off the stairway from heaven.


She came to Ethan’s side of the car and leaned in his open window.


“Hi Charlie.  Thanks for picking me up,” she said.


“No problem, Lena.  This is Ethan,” Charlie said.


“Hi,” she said.


“Hi,” Ethan said, and struggled to keep himself from looking down the front of her shirt.


“Where do we go?” Charlie said.


“Down by the Harrison docks,” Lena said.


“Ok.  Get in.”


Lena lifted the handle on the passenger door and pulled it open.  Ethan started to get out, but Lena put her hand on his shoulder.


“Don’t get out.  I’ll slide in between you two,” she said.


Ethan pressed himself into the seat to give her as much room as he could.  Lena put her foot in the car, flipped the back of the tiny skirt up, revealing the back of her panties, plopped her soft ass in his lap, and closed the door.  Ethan put his hands around her slender waist and felt her delicious warmth and softness.  Charlie started the car and drove off.


Lena squirmed her ass on Ethan’s lap and looked at him.


“You have a hard on,” she said.


She pressed her soft cheeks on his erection.  The stiff ridge of his penis found its way between her cheeks.


“And a big one, too.”  She looked across at Charlie.  “You didn’t tell me this boy was hung.”


“Didn’t I?  Must have slipped my mind,” Charlie said.


“I’m sure it did,” Lena said, and slid off Ethan’s lap onto the seat between the two guys.


“So who is this guy we’re going to see?” Ethan said.


“He’s a deadhead I know from years ago.  If I blow him, he’ll give me an ounce of hash,” Lena said.


“He’s not a cop, is he?” Ethan said.


Lena laughed.  “Benton?  A cop?  That’s good.  He’s too wasted to be a cop.”  She laughed again and put her hand on Ethan’s thigh, feeling his erection.  “Damn that’s big.  How come you never told me your friend was built like a truck?” she said to Charlie, while she looked into Ethan’s eyes.


Charlie shrugged. “You never asked.”


“Of course not.  Nice girls don’t ask things like that.”


“Nice girls don’t have to ask,” Ethan said.


Lena appeared to be scrutinizing him.


“You’re not a virgin, are you?” she said.


“No.”


“I didn’t think so.”  She looked down at her hand on his thigh then back up at his eyes.  “Are you gay?”


“No,” Ethan said.


She leaned closer.  “I didn’t mean anything by that gay stuff.  I just wanted to make sure before I, you know, tried anything.”  She squeezed his erection.


“What would you have done if I was gay?”


Lena shrugged.  “Not much, I guess.  Not much I can do.  I’ve tried to fix gay guys, but it never works.  I hate it when guys go gay on me.  It’s such a waste of manhood.  So when are you going to let me see this tool?  Or are you gonna keep it a secret from me all night?”


“Right here?” Ethan said.


“Yes.  Right here.”


Her fingers unfastened the button on his jeans.  He straightened his legs to allow her to pull the zipper down.


“How did you guys meet?  I didn’t think many high school guys dated strippers,” he said.


The zipper finally gave way and Lena reached into his jeans.  Ethan sucked in his breath when her cold fingers wrapped around his shaft.


“Oh my,” she sighed.


“We’ve known each other for years.  Lena was my sister’s best friend from grade school,” Charlie said.


“Until she got married and moved to Tampa,” Lena said.  She pulled Ethan’s penis out of his pants like she was pulling a dangerous snake out of a bag.  It came free and she gasped.  “Oh my goodness.”


Her hand moved slowly up and down his shaft.


“So what happened?” Ethan said.


“When we were kids, Lena and my sister would hold me down and do all sorts of crap to me like rub mud in my face and make me eat bugs.”


“It was a lot of fun,” Lena said, and grinned at Ethan.


Charlie went on.  “Then they started taking my clothes off and stuffing things down my underwear.”


“That was when it got good,” Lena said.


“That was when we both discovered I had an erection,” Charlie said.  “They had me tied down and pulled off my underwear and played with it until I came.”


“It shocked all of us,” Lena said, shaking her head.


“What happened after that?” Ethan said.


“We made him fuck us,” Lena said.


“Over and over.”


“That doesn’t sound too rough,” Ethan said.


“It wasn’t,” they said together, and laughed.


“And Lena and I have been doing it ever since,” Charlie said.


Lena sighed.  “And it got better and better as he got bigger and bigger.”  She put her left hand in Charlie’s lap and stroked his thigh.  “Two guys with hard-ons.  What’s a girl supposed to do?”


“I can think of something,” Ethan said, and reached for her waist.


“Don’t get started with anything.  We’re here,” Charlie said, turning the car down a gravel driveway.


Ethan groaned, and released Lena.


“Why couldn’t you drive slower?” he said.


“You guys could have got in the back seat,” Charlie said.  He shut off the car.  “Now put your pants back on.  I don’t think this guy’ll give us anything if you’re naked.”


Lena looked at Charlie, trying to be serious while Ethan crammed his penis back into his pants, but she giggled.  Charlie looked deadly serious for a moment, then laughed with her.  Ethan looked up at them.  They were both looking at him.  He blushed.


“Oh, aren’t you so cute,” Lena said, placing her hand on his cheek.  “I don’t think I ever saw a guy blush before.”


“Oh great,” Ethan said.


He quickly let himself out to finish pulling up his pants.  Lena and Charlie got out and started toward the house.  Ethan followed them, walking awkwardly without being able to bend his right leg all the way.


Lena led them to the door of a small, dark two-story apartment building.  Most of the windows along the side were dark, and it was quiet enough that Ethan could hear the water from the river lapping against the shore.  He paused for a moment to look up at the shining moon.


He heard Lena speaking, then heard the door buzzer.  She opened the door.


“Come on,” she said.


Ethan slipped in behind Charlie.


Lena had already started up the stairs.  Charlie was right behind her.  Ethan couldn’t help stare up at Lena’s gorgeous ass.  The white strip of her lacy panties was crammed between her soft, round cheeks, and the tiny skirt bounced off her ass with each step she climbed.  As she turned and made her way up the second flight of stairs, he peeled his eyes away and shook his head.  She looked great.  The stiffness between his legs was now a dull, excruciating ache, dying to feel itself pressed between those soft cheeks.  He began up the stairs.


Lena was knocking on one of the apartment doors when he reached the second floor landing.  He was feeling sillier and sillier about all of this the closer he got to the apartment.  There was nothing like getting busted for a drug deal to ruin his chances of playing pro hockey.  He would much rather skip the hash and get Lena into bed.


Ethan got to the apartment door.  Lena and Charlie were waiting for someone to open it.  Lena knocked again.  They could hear music from inside, a Van Morrison song.  Lena and Charlie looked at each other.  She shook her head.


“He does this every time,” Lena said, and knocked again.  “He gets so stoned he can hardly think straight.  I hope he hasn’t done that tonight.  He knows I’m coming over.”


She knocked again.  Ethan stared at her.  How often did she do this?


Finally the door opened.  It swung open slowly, revealing the interior of the apartment a little at a time.  But the person on the other side of the door was not a guy, but a girl.  Her face was obscured by her long, straight hair and dark sunglasses.  She wore an old, faded football jersey with the number 32 on it and a tattered pair of jeans.  She was barefoot.


“Who are you?” the girl said in a slurred voice.


“I’m here to see Benton,” Lena said.


“Ok, cool.  Come on in,” the girl said, and turned away.


Lena shrugged and they followed her in.


The room was bathed in a dim, reddish light and reeked of pot smoke.  The Van Morrison music was no more than a poorly balanced drone with the bass turned way too high.


They stepped through a doorway draped with beads.  A grubby looking guy in a chair against the far wall jumped up immediately.


“Lena,” he shouted, and ran up to hug her.


The girl who let them in sat down on a beanbag beside another equally grubby looking guy and ignored everyone else in the room.  The guy beside her, whose long, orangish hair was pulled back in a ponytail, seemed oblivious to the planet he was on.


Benton, who had shaggy, curly hair and was wearing a baggy, paisley-printed shirt, was whispering in Lena’s ear.  She giggled and nodded.


“Have a seat, guys,” she said, waving absently in the direction of Ethan and Charlie, and walked off holding Benton’s hand.


Ethan looked around.  The only thing to sit on was a pair of beat up beanbags.  Lena and Benton returned to Benton’s armchair and she settled on his lap like a daughter waiting for a bedtime story from her father.  Benton wore a grin so big it told the rest of the world to fuck off, he had a hot babe in his lap.


Ethan got the point.  He picked a beanbag and sat.  Charlie sat in the other.  Between them was a low table with a lamp and an ashtray stuffed with cigarette butts and chewed bubblegum.


The red haired guy and the girl with the sunglasses were smoking a joint, and Lena and Benton seemed to be absorbed in themselves, laughing at things they were telling each other.  There was a tv next to the other guy and girl and Ethan would have loved to turn it on to watch anything, but he didn’t feel too comfortable about getting up to turn it on.  He doubted it worked, anyway.


The girl got up, went into the kitchen and returned a moment later with a bottle of Pepsi.  She opened the bottle and handed it to the red haired guy, who passed her the joint.  She took a deep hit and passed it back to him, and stood there in the middle of the room, moving to the music.  Ethan wouldn’t have minded a cold Coke, and he was pretty sure Charlie wouldn’t have minded, either.  However, neither the guy nor the girl seemed too interested in sharing what they had.  It gave him an uneasy feeling this was going to take all night.


Lena had changed her position on Benton’s lap.  She was straddling him, facing him.  Her arms were up over her head and she was writhing, like she was giving him a lapdance.  His hands were on her hips, just under her skirt.


For a moment, Ethan felt a pang of anger and jealousy, but he didn’t know why.  Sure, he would have done anything to be in that guy’s position right then, watching this gorgeous woman writhe on his lap, but what should he care?  She wasn’t his girlfriend.  He had no reason to feel jealous, and she wasn’t trying to make him feel jealous.  So why was he jealous?


The girl with the sunglasses grabbed the bottom of her jersey and slowly pulled it off over her head while she swung her hips to the music.  Ethan and Charlie looked at each other.


She was naked under the shirt, and skinny.  Her bony ribs and small breasts made her look undernourished.  She unbuttoned her jeans and let them drop to the floor.  She wasn’t wearing panties, either.  She looked like a young, bony, awkward girl, except that she moved like a woman.  She certainly wasn’t ugly, she just wasn’t like Lena’s kind of sexy.


He turned his attention back to Lena.  She had got up and was holding Benton’s hand, helping him out of the chair and leading him through the drape of beads over the doorway into his bedroom.  Ethan sighed.  So much for integrity.


The skinny girl was still naked, except for her sunglasses, and she was working on the red haired guy’s pants.  The way he was sucking on the joint, maybe he hadn’t noticed what she was doing.  She got the pants open, though, and his erection popped up.  His eyes were closed, he was holding the joint on a roach clip with his pinky extended, and he had a big, dumb grin on his face, but he knew he was going to get laid, which was more than Ethan could say for himself that night.


The girl stood over the red haired guy with her legs on either side of the beanbag.  She squatted down, reached between her legs, and quickly lowered herself on his dick.  The guy’s expression didn’t change.  The girl continued to move to the beat of the music, except that she was going up and down instead of side to side.


Ethan could not tell what was going on in Benton’s room.  He could just see the end of the futon on the floor, but he couldn’t see if anyone was on it.  Occasionally, Lena would move in and out of his view in the doorway, and each time she was wearing less.  The more he saw of her naked, the more jealous he got, even though he didn’t understand why.  She was just fucking Benton for the free hash.  Ethan just wanted to fuck her because she looked great, which wasn’t much different.  So why did he feel miserable about it?  Because she could be out here fucking him instead of the pothead, that’s why.


The only action the red headed guy made on his own was to grab the girl’s tit with his free hand.  She seemed much less passive than him, although neither of them appeared to care too much about what happened around them.  They obviously didn’t care if a couple of strangers watched them fuck.


Two pair of feet appeared at the end of the futon, visible through the doorway only up to the ankles.  It looked like Lena was on top, judging by the position of the pretty pair of feet.  He could hear them moaning and laughing above the music.  He had to tear his eyes away.  It was agonizing to have to watch other people fuck without having a turn himself.


The girl with the sunglasses started screaming at the top of her lungs and tossing her head around like it was about to come off.  Obviously, she was cumming.  The last thing Ethan expected from her was to be so vocal about it.  She was hardly vocal about much else.


For a while she was hunched over the guy, breathing hard, her palms on his chest and her arms straight to support herself.  The guy had his head turned to the side, puffing on a joint he held by a clip in his left hand, while he squeezed one of her tits with his right hand.  Every rib in her torso stuck out when her chest expanded to suck in a breath, even around to her backside.


She pulled off her sunglasses and looked over her right shoulder at Ethan.  He could only see her right eye from under her stringy hair.  It was a little glazed over, but she was looking right at him.


She lifted herself off the guy and his thin penis slipped out of her hole.  Turning sluggishly on one foot, she moved toward Ethan.


Her bare feet padded on the hard wood floor one in front of the other like a slinky cat.  Balance seemed to grow more and more challenging for her with each step.


 She knelt down in front of him and put her hands on his knees.  The corners of her mouth were turned up in a distracted, playful grin.  Looking into her face, he realized she was older than he had first thought.  Her face had a few faint wrinkles and she wore a slightly worn, tired look.  How much of it was caused by the drugs, he couldn’t tell.


Her hands moved up the insides of his thighs toward his groin.


“Ever had a blowjob, kid?” she said, gazing into his eyes.


Her left hand moved over the lump of his erection in his pant leg, but she didn’t seem to notice.


“Once or twice,” Ethan said.


He glanced at Charlie.  Hee was almost laughing.  Her hands reached for his zipper.


“Then you’re a lucky guy.”


Ethan looked to the doorway to the other room, where Lena was still rolling on the bed.


“Maybe,” he said.


The girl was trying to pull his jeans down and he hated to stop her.  He’d love to get a blowjob sometime tonight, but he’d prefer one from Lena.  He gave in and lifted his hips so she could get his jeans off.


She held the waist of his jeans and tugged them down toward herself to about the middle of his thigh.  Most of his dick was exposed, but the head and part of the shaft was still covered.  The girl reached for it, held it as if she might be picking up a slimy lizard by its body, and drew it free of his jeans.


“Just tell me when you’re gonna cum so I can take it out of my mouth,” she said in a slurred voice as she stroked the shaft.


“Sure,” Ethan said.


The girl nodded.  When she blinked, her eyelids moved sluggishly, in slow motion.  She stuck her tongue out past her lips and licked the head.


Ethan watched her tongue move around on the head of his cock.  How old could she really be?  She looked thirty, but maybe she was older than that.  Would that make her better at sucking than any of the girls his own age?


She touched the tip of the head to her lower lip and slowly sucked it into her mouth.  Her eyes were closed.  Her head moved slowly back and forth.  Her mouth felt so warm and wet and soft around the end of his cock.  This was a woman with years of experience with a penis in her mouth.


Ethan looked at Charlie.  He shrugged.  Ethan sat back with a deep sigh.  He only hoped he had the time to let her finish.


She was very gentle and very deliberate.  She worked her mouth slowly down on the shaft until the head touched the back of her mouth, then sucked firmly as she drew her head back.  As the head left her mouth, she closed her lips tightly around it so that she was kissing the tip.  Ethan’s eyes rolled back in his head and he groaned. 


The Van Morrison record ended abruptly, leaving the apartment immersed in an unearthly silence.  Once Ethan’s ears adjusted to the silence, he heard only the soft, wet sucking sounds of the older girl’s mouth on his rod and the gentle moans Lena made in the other room.  The red-haired guy got up, went to the stereo, removed the record, put on the next one and put the Van Morrison album back in the old peach crate with all the other old albums.  Ethan watched him through the slits of his barely open eyelids.


A moment later, a Doors tune blared from the speakers.  Ethan jumped and accidentally jammed his cock into the girl’s puffy, soft lips.  The head struck the back of her mouth and pushed partway down her throat.


“Uunnghh,” she gagged.


Her eyes bulged out and her face turned a deep red.  Her head quickly snapped back to get the penis out of her mouth.


“Sorry,” Ethan said above the noise of the music.


She wiped her mouth.


“Forget about it,” she said.


Her lips were up against the head of his cock and she held it around the shaft, making it appear that she was speaking into a microphone.  Her lips parted again and softly slipped down over the end of the shaft.  Ethan flinched.  She was sucking him deep into her mouth, practically lifting him out of the chair.


“Ethan?” Charlie said.


He looked at Charlie, who nodded toward the bedroom.  Benton had emerged through the beads, his face beaming.  On the other side of the beads, Lena was dressing.  He just caught a glimpse of her beautiful breasts before she pulled the cutoff tank top down over them.  She cupped them in her hands, adjusting them.  When she looked up, she saw him looking back at her.  He didn’t look away.  She smiled and looked down to pick up her vest.


“Oh my God,” Benton said.


His wide eyes stared at Ethan’s lap.  He had forgotten about him.  Lena was so engrossing, who could blame him?


“Dude, you got the biggest dick I ever seen.  Larry, check this out.”


Benton came over, put his hand around his shaft and removed it from the girl’s mouth.  Ethan looked over at Charlie, hoping for some help out of this impossible situation, but he was trying to hold back his laughter.


“Dude, this is the biggest dick I ever seen,” Benton said again, staring at him with wide eyes.  He held his erect penis like an antique dealer appraising a priceless vase.  “How’d you make it so big?”


“It came that way,” Ethan said.


“Cool,” Benton nodded, turning his dick to see each side.


Lena walked by behind Benton, holding up a baggie containing ground hash.


“You guys ready to go?  Or is your friend staying for the party?” she said.


She turned and headed for the door.


Ethan tried to get up.  The girl had his cock in her mouth again.


“Sorry,” he said, trying gently to pull it out.


She shrugged and released it.


“No problem,” she slurred.


She crawled on her hands and knees back to the beanbag.


Ethan barely managed to get his cock stuffed back into his jeans and make it out of the apartment to catch up to Charlie and Lena.  They were just outside the front door.  He didn’t want them to see how anxious he was.  Coolness was the only exterior he wanted Lena to see.


She burst out laughing when she saw him walking funny with the painful, stiff erection in his jeans.  Charlie was laughing, too.  Ethan was grateful for the darkness that concealed his embarrassment.


Lena approached Ethan as he started for the car.


“Did you cum in her mouth?” she said.


“I didn’t have time.”


She put her arm around his waist and rubbed up against him like a cat in heat.  Her right hand snaked down over his abdomen to the ridge of his rock-hard cock.


“It’s just not your night, is it?”


“I’ve had better.  Who was she?”


“How the hell should I know?  I thought she was your friend.”


“Ok.  We got the hash.  Let’s go.  I’m starving,” Charlie said.


The car was quiet when they drove off again.  Lena started laughing.


“I’m sorry.  I don’t mean to laugh.  It was just so funny when Benton grabbed your dick.  I though you were gonna die,” she said.


“I thought he was gonna pull out his dick and compare them,” Ethan said and groaned.


Charlie laughed.  “Maybe he just wanted some advice on how to make his bigger.”


He drove right to the McDonald’s and parked in a spot at the back of the parking lot beneath a tall, overhead lamp that bathed the car in a pale, bluish light.


“Can I get you anything?” Charlie asked as he got out.


“Nothing for me,” Lena said.


Ethan pulled a couple of dollars out of his pocket and handed them to Charlie.


“Just a couple of double cheeseburgers,” he said.


Charlie shut the door and left.  Ethan and Lena were uncomfortably quiet together.  Only the sound of the crickets all around them kept them company.


He glanced down at Lena’s thigh, which was highlighted by the light coming in through the windshield.  He was dying to say something to her.  She was probably thinking what an idiot he was.


“I never smoked hash before,” Ethan whispered, and winced as he heard the words coming out of his mouth.


Lena looked at him, a slight grin turning up the corners of her mouth.


“Never?”


“Why are we whispering?” Ethan said, and they both giggled like kids.


“I don’t know.  It’s so quiet,” Lena said softly.


She placed her hand on his thigh.  Ethan stiffened.  Her fingers were very close to the end of his erection.


“What’s it like?” Ethan said.


“What’s what like?”


“Hash.”


“It’s intense, not like weed.  You’ll love it.”  Her hand gently glided up his thigh to the ridge made by his penis.  “You’re still hard.  Don’t you ever go soft?”


“Not when I got a girl like you sitting so close.”


His hand came up and squeezed her tit.  Her nipple was a hard point under the thin, flimsy shirt.


Without another word, Lena tilted her head and kissed him.  Her wet tongue pushed its way into his mouth.  He couldn’t believe how nervous she made him.


She climbed up on the seat.  He slipped his hands down around her slim waist and lifted her all on his lap.  Her legs parted and straddled him.  Her warm mound pressed down on the hard lump in the front of his jeans.  She cupped his face in her hands and kissed him deeply, moaning faintly.  His hands slid down her backside and squeezed her ass.


“You wanna fuck me, don’t you?” Lena said with a deep breath.


“I think so,” Ethan said.


“You think so?”


“Yeah.”


“You wanna do it right now?”


“Yeah.”


“Me too.”


She reached down, opened his pants, and pulled out his erection.  It stood straight up between them and she stroked it fast and hard.  Ethan’s hand slipped inside the back of her flimsy panties.


“Do these have a slit crotch?” he said.


“No.  Tear them off,” Lena said.


“Really?”


“Really.  Do it.”


He bunched them in his hands and pulled.  She moaned and arched her back, pressing her tits into his face, but the panties didn’t tear.  He tried again, grunting with a hard tug.  The fabric shredded in his hands like tissue.


“Yes, yes,” Lena squealed.  She raised herself on her knees and guided his cock between her legs.  “I’ve been dying to know how this thing feels all night.”


Ethan was too excited to speak.  His heart pounded in his chest.  Slowly, the warm, wet heat of her pussy envelope his cock as she lowered herself on it.  She was deliciously tight.  He groaned.


“Oh God ... Oh God ... Oh yes,” Lena gasped, piercing herself deeper on his cock.


“Does it hurt?” Ethan said.


“Mm hm,” Lena said between clenched teeth.


She continued to lower herself on his lap, gradually taking the entire shaft inside her, until all of her weight was resting on his lap.  Her eyes fluttered open and gazed into his.


“I only thought I’d taken large men before.”


“Are you just saying that to make me feel good?”


“Sort of,” Lena admitted with a shrug and a smile.  Her lean body began to move up and down in his lap.  “That doesn’t mean it hurt any less.”  She pulled her top up away from her tits.


Ethan nodded.  “You have a point about that.”


Lena groaned, baring her clenched teeth.  Moving up and down in his lap created smacking sounds from her wet cunt.


“Of course I do.  I know about guys like you.  I date them all the time.”


“Charlie’s not like that.”


“He doesn’t count.  We’re just friends.”


“Some friends.  I don’t know married people who fuck as often as you.”


“Married people don’t fuck, silly.  They just watch tv,” Lena said.


Ethan glanced at the driver’s side mirror.  Charlie was walking toward the car with a bag in each hand.  He sighed.  It was too soon to tell Lena tha they had to stop.  He opened his mouth to speak when a car flashed by in the mirror.  Charlie stopped in his tracks.  The car door opened and a bunch of guys in Medford High School jackets got out.


“Get up,” Ethan ssaid, and lifted Lena from his lap.


“What?  What?” she said.


Ethan tossed her off and her hip hit the steering wheel.


“What the hell are you doing?” she said.


Ethan yanked his jeans up.  “Charlie’s in trouble.”


Lena’s expression instantly changed.


“Where?” she said, searching out the back window.


Ethan was out of the car in a hurry and ran toward the group of guys gathered around Charlie.  From their brush cut hair, these probably weren’t hockey guys, but football jocks.  He would enjoy beating the shit out of them more than if they were on the Medford hockey team.


Two of the biggest guys he had ever seen were moving toward Charlie.  One of them was pointing at him and saying something.  Charlie could only back away.  His jaw hung down and his eyes were wide open.


Ethan ran toward them as fast as he could, but was helpless to prevent Charlie from getting hit.  He watched the big, ugly guy who had been pointing at him raise his fist and thrust it forward.  It connected with Charlie’s face with a vicious smack, flattening his nose and snapping his head back.  He crumpled backward to the pavement, still clutching the bags in each hand.


Ethan shoved past a couple of the other guys and barreled into the guy who just hit Charlie.  He launched himself into the wide form like he was checking him into the boards, his forearms up and his shoulders down, one of the things he was best known for on the ice.


Ethan collided with the football player’s, knocking the wind out of him in a rush, lifting him off his feet and carrying him three or four feet.  He dropped back to the parking lot with a thud.


Most of the other guys were too stunned to react.  It had happened so fast and was so violently.  The other big guy, however, responded with a sucker punch from behind that grazed Ethan’s jaw.


He turned to face him, anger glowing in his eyes.  He was heavy set, a round face with the round body of a lineman, and the expression on that face changed instantly when he looked into Ethan’s eyes.  He had been hit harder by junior varsity defensemen half the size of this oaf, who was quickly realizing that his punch did nothing more than draw attention to himself.  Ethan’s clenched fist whipped out and struck his jaw like a sledgehammer and nearly twisted his head all the way around.  He dropped to his butt and grunted.


Ethan looked at the other guys.  One or two of them had wide open eyes and mouths.  He wondered briefly why none of them was moving toward him, then realized they were looking past him.  He had forgotten about the first guy, who was probably coming up behind him.  That was a mistake.


He spun around just in time to get punched in the face.  It was a good, hard blow that caught him off guard and staggered him backward.  The guy stepped forward and punched him again before he could get his feet set.  His left fist connected with his jaw and jerked his head sideways.  Ethan shook his head, tasting blood in his mouth.


He saw the next punch coming, a poorly telegraphed blow he easily deflected with his raised forearm.  Before the football player could counter with his other fist, Ethan clocked him across his jaw with a quick right.  The thug’s head snapped back.  Ethan popped him again with another right cross.  His knees weakened and buckled, and he slumped to the ground.


Someone jumped on his back.  Someone else grabbed his leg, and they dragged him to the ground.  All he saw was a flurry of fists punching him and feet kicking.  The last thing he heard before everything went black was the wail of a police siren.









*     *     *     *




 

Ethan was embarrassed to be recognized by one of the doctors at the hospital, as well as a couple of the nurses and most of the staff.  They kidded him about being in another fight.  When he explained to Lena that he spent a lot of time in this hospital because of fights in hockey games, she laughed, covered her mouth with her hand, looked at him with uncertainty, and laughed again.


They were sitting on a bench against a wall in the hallway of the emergency room.  Across the hall, on a similar bench, were three of the six football guys who had been fighting with Ethan.  Standing in the center of the hall between them was Officer Shenton, with a disappointed look on his face.  The other three football players were in one of the rooms along the hallway, one with a broken nose, one with a broken arm and one, the biggest of them all, with a broken jaw.  Ethan had suffered a bloody nose, a swollen, cut lip, a nasty gash on his left cheek just below the eye from the oversized football player’s trophy ring, a mild concussion and badly scraped knuckles on the back of his left hand.  The gash required a dozen stitches and the overexuberant intern had bandaged his whole left hand.


The three guys facing them had suffered only scrapes and bruises.  Not one of them could keep their eyes off Lena’s long, bare legs, including Officer Shenton.


Finally, Charlie came out, followed by the young intern who had bandaged him.  He was walking slowly, his head tilted back.  It was a little extravagant for just a bandage over the bridge of his nose, but then, Charlie had never had it broken before.  Ethan fought the urge to snicker and got up.


Lena rushed to him.


“Oh Charlie.  Does it hurt?” she said, holding his arm and guiding him carefully.


Charlie just groaned.  Ethan hoped he could hustle them out of there before the football guys started laughing at them behind their backs.

 

It was late when they got to Lena’s apartment.  Charlie had lost his appetite and wouldn’t let them stop to get another dinner to replace the one lost in the fight.  Ethan was starving, but he didn’t say anything.  He only followed Lena’s directions to her apartment while she tended to Charlie in the back seat.


Charlie had been quiet since they left the hospital.  Ethan watched him in the rearview mirror.  He was a good guy, but not tough.


He sat beside Charlie on Lena’s sofa while she went to the kitchen to get some aspirin.  Charlie had his head tilted back and was breathing through his mouth when he began to chuckle.


“What?” he said.


“Nothing,” Charlie said, slowly shaking his head.


“Oh, bull.  You’ve had me sitting here worried to hell about you, so if you’re feeling better you’re damn well going to tell me what’s so funny.”


“Ok, ok, Jesus.  You don’t have to jump all over me.  It was just the look on that guy’s face when you jumped him.  He hit you so hard and you didn’t go down.”


“Yeah,” Ethan said, and chuckled.


Lena returned with a glass of water and a couple of aspirin.


“Take these,” she said.


She dropped the white tablets in his open palm and handed him the glass.  As Charlie swallowed the aspirin one at a time, Lena sat beside him and opened her purse.


“Anybody wanna smoke some hash?” she said.


She held up the plastic bag and grinned like she was selling candy to kids.  She ran her other hand up the inside of Charlie’s thigh.


“Or maybe you’d like to do something else?”


Charlie turned to Ethan.  “Do you mind?”


“No.  Go ahead.”


“Good.  I’ve been waiting for a chance to do this all night,” Lena said, and had Charlie’s jeans open and his penis out.  It grew erect in her hands.


She leaned over his lap, her lips only inches from the tip of Charlie’s erection.  She opened her mouth, stuck out her pink tongue and licked the soft skin on the underside of the head with just the very end of her tongue.  Holding her tongue lightly on that soft skin, she gently closed her lips around the head.  Charlie sighed.


“Man, that feels so much better than getting punched,” he said.


Without releasing the head from her lips, Lena climbed off the sofa to the floor between his legs.  Looking back up at the two guys, she slowly slid his cock into her mouth, over her tongue and down her throat.


Charlie groaned from deep in his gut.  Ethan’s eyebrows arched up.  Lena sucked loudly, moving her head up and down over Charlie’s lap in long, slow strokes.  Charlie’s cock disappeared then reappeared from her mouth, drenched with her saliva.


Ethan squeezed his legs together.  He wanted to look away, but couldn’t.  He’d watched girls suck his own dick many times, but it wasn’t often he got to see another guy getting his dick sucked.  Charlie’s cock wasn’t as long as his, but it was just about as thick.  In Lena’s small mouth, however, it looked like an immense, throbbing beast with a life of its own.  It was a deep red with thick, dark, ugly veins that stood out just under the skin.


“Excuse me,” Ethan said and got up.


“Are we bothering you?” Charlie said.


Ethan turned away and headed for the kitchen.  “No, no.  It’s just that ...”


Lena pulled Charlie’s cock out of her mouth and licked up the drool that hung from the corner of her mouth.


“Do you mind if we go to my room?” she said, rising from her knees.


“No, not at all.”


Lena helped Charlie to his feet.  “Ok.  We might be a while.”


“Take your time.  Have fun,” Ethan said.


He watched them go off to Lena’s bedroom.  As they went through the door, she waved with a cute smile like she was waving goodbye to a little kid on his first day at school.  The door closed behind her and the apartment became quiet.


Ethan sighed.  He’d had better nights.  The local anesthetic to numb his cheek before it was sewed up was wearing off.  His whole head throbbed, as did his right hand.  He held it close to his chest, willing the pain to go away.  Coach Riley was going to be pissed if he couldn’t play next week.  He rolled his eyes, shaking his head.  Sometimes he just wished he could keep his pants on.

 

He found a Coke in the refrigerator and a People magazine to keep him occupied while he tried not to notice that the two of them were taking an awful long time in her bedroom.  Nor could he ignore that fact that Lena was making a lot of noise, as if she wanted Ethan and the rest of the apartment building to hear that she was having sex without him.


He looked up when he heard keys in the lock of the door, which swung open.  A girl stopped just outside, looking in, holding a ring of keys in her right hand and a stack of books in her left.  She was beautiful.  He immediately forgot about the magazine.


She had long, dark hair that hung to her shoulders.  Her eyes were dark and exotic and searched the room.  Her cheeks were high and round, her nose tiny and her lips full.  She wore a short floral print dress.  She stepped just inside the door and stared directly at him.


“Who the hell are you?” she said.


“I’m Ethan,” he said.


She shook her head.  With the bandages on his face and hand, he probably didn’t look too friendly.


“Charlie’s friend?” he added, and she nodded.


“Who does she have in there?” the girl said, pointing in the direction of Lena’s bedroom.


“Charlie.”


“Ah.”


She started toward the kitchen.


“Who are you?” Ethan said.


“I’m Tori.  Lena’s sister.”


“Oh,” Ethan said.


She sounded none too pleased to find a strange guy sitting in her living room while her sister was fucking one of her boyfriends in her bedroom.  She set her books on the table, avoiding Ethan’s eyes, and went into the kitchen.  He let out a deep sigh.  Could this night get any more difficult?


He looked toward the door to the bedroom.  Lena’s high-pitched squeal was very regular.  There was only one other door, which was open and led to the bathroom.  Did Tori and Lena sleep in the same bed?  Images of the two girls laying naked side by side flashed through his mind.


“Oh yes ... Oh yes ... Oh God yes,” Lena shouted from the other side of the door.


Ethan buried his face in the magazine to try to ignore it.  He didn’t look at Tori to see if she was trying to ignore it as well.


Finally, her screams died and the apartment was quiet again.  Tori was moving around in the kitchen, doing something with some silverware or something, but didn’t look in her direction.  Why didn’t she come out to visit with him?  Was he that repulsive?


After a few minutes of flipping pages, the bedroom door opened.  Ethan looked up.  Lena came out and closed the door behind her.  She was naked except for the tiny, white lace panties on her hips and the splattered drops of pearly white cum on her belly.  She grinned real big.  Her skin flushed with goose bumps and her nipples stood tall and hard.  The crotch of the delicate panties was soaked with her wetness, and the drops of cum ran down her hard stomach muscles and soaked the top edge.  She rubbed a finger through the cum on her belly.


“I see you met my sister,” she said.


She knelt on the couch beside him, spread her legs over him and settled on his lap, straddling him.


Ethan put his hands around her waist.  Tori still had her back turned.


“Sort of.  She didn’t seem too thrilled to find me here,” Ethan said.


“She’s shy around strangers.  Not like me, of course.”


She scooped up a drop of Charlie’s cum on her finger and licked it off.


“Of course,” Ethan said.


Lena climbed off and patted his knee.


“I’ll talk to her.  She’ll open up once she gets to know you.”


She went to the kitchen.  Ethan looked down at the wrinkled magazine beside him, where her knee had squished it into the cushion.  He had no desire to pretend to read it anymore.  He got up and went to the bedroom.


Charlie was laying face down on the bed.  He had fingernail scratch marks across his back.  He looked up.  His face was still red around the bandage on his nose.


“I made her cum pretty good,” Charlie said and grinned, looking pleased with himself.


“I heard.”


Charlie chuckled.  “I’ll bet the whole building heard.”


“They did.”


From the kitchen, they heard the girls’ laughing.  Charlie looked confused.


“Who else is out there?” he said.


“Tori,” Ethan said.


Charlie’s face brightened.


“Really?  Did she talk to you?  I told her everything about you, I mean everything,” he said.


“Why’d you do that?”


“Because I thought you’d like to meet her.  She’s cute, isn’t she?”


Ethan shrugged.  “Sure, she’s cute.  Look,  I just wanna go home and go to bed.”


“Already?  Don’t you wanna smoke some hash?”


Ethan shook his head.  “It’s late.  I’m tired.  Can I take your car?  I’ll bring it back in the morning.”


Charlie sat up, leaning on his elbow.  “Sure.  Lena put the keys on the dresser.”


Ethan stepped over the sheets and blankets piled on the floor at the foot of the bed, took the keys off the dresser, and went back to the doorway.


“Sorry,” he said, turning back to Charlie.


A hand touched his shoulder.  Lena appeared beside him.  Her hand moved down over the front of his jeans, feeling for his penis.


“You’ll have to wait your turn.  I’m not done with Charlie yet,” she said.


She jumped on the bed, giggling.


Ethan turned to leave.


“Ethan?” Lena said.


He stopped at the door and turned back.


“Go fuck Tori.  I happen to know she’s been dying to find out what you’ve got in your pants,” she said.


“Sure,” Ethan said and nodded.


Charlie and Lena were giggling and rolling on top of each other when he left.  He turned back to the living room, feeling an aching stiffness between his legs.  Tori was still in the kitchen with her back to the living room.  He was glad.  It made it that much easier to leave.









*     *     *     *




 

Ethan loved driving Charlie’s car.  It was so big and low and easy to drive.  He still loved his ‘66 GTO, but Charlie’s Olds was a laid back and take it easy kind of car.


It was a beautiful, sunny morning.  He parked the car in the lot outside Lena’s apartment building.  He stood at the panel of buttons outside the door, trying to remember which apartment he was in last night.  He never heard Lena’s last name, so that didn’t help.  He guessed and pushed one of the buttons for the third floor, but there was no answer.  He tried another button, and a girl’s voice answered.


“Hello?” she said.


Ethan hesitated.  Was that Lena’s sister?


“Uh, hi.  It’s me.  Ethan?  I was here last night with Charlie?”


There was a pause for a few seconds.


“Come on up,” the girl’s voice said, and the door buzzed.


He went up the stairs, knocked and waited.  Tori opened the door.


“Hi,” she said.


“Hi,” Ethan said.


She was as beautiful as he remembered, maybe even more.  She was wearing a pair of faded jeans and a white turtleneck shirt.  Her auburn hair was pulled back in a ponytail.  They stood for a minute staring at each other.


“Is Charlie still here?” Ethan finally said.


“Yeah.  You wanna come in?”


She stepped aside and held the door open.  He went in.


Immediately he smelled a strong, pungent odor that filled the whole apartment.  On the coffee table in front of the couch was an ashtray filled with ashes and tiny, twisted cigarette butts.  They had smoked the hash.


“You left pretty early last night,” Tori said.


“Yeah.  I wasn’t feeling well.”


He noticed the way she was looking at him.  He’d seen that look in her eyes before from other girls.


“Sorry to hear that.  You feeling better now?”


“Some.  Is Charlie ready to go?” Ethan said.


Tori giggled.  “He’s a little ... indisposed right now.  He got pretty wasted last night.”


Ethan looked at the closed bedroom door.  “Are they asleep in there?”


“Sort of.  They’ve been asleep for a while.  Every now and then I hear them going at it.”


Ethan started toward the door.  “Maybe I should get him up.”


Tori put her hand on his arm.  “Maybe you should let him sleep.”


Ethan looked surprised.  She smiled.


“Have a seat.  Would you like some coffee?” she said.


“Uh, sure,” Ethan said.


He sat on the sofa in the same spot he sat last night.  Tori went to the kitchen once again.  He watched her move about, opening the cupboard for a coffee mug, pouring the coffee.


“Do you like cream or sugar?” she said while she poured.


“Sure, just a little.”


She brought the mug out and handed it to him.  He held the hot mug in his uninjured hand and took a cautious sip.  It was very good.  Tori sat beside him, folded her legs Indian style, and picked up her glass of Mountain Dew.  They were quiet for a few minutes, sipping their drinks.


“How did you hurt your hand?” she said.


“Excuse me?”


“Your hand.  How did you hurt it?”


Ethan raised his injured hand and cradled it in his good hand.


“Oh, uh, in a fight,” he said, and felt sheepish.


“Ah,” Tori said and nodded.


She was looking straight ahead while she sipped.  Her skin was soft and pale.  He had seen that she was beautiful before, that was not difficult to notice, but he had not realized how beautiful she was, how much more so than Lena.  Lena had a hardbody, lean and firm, but Tori was softer, more delicate, her features more classically feminine.


Her cute eyes were small and girlish, her nose was a little button that turned up at the end, her lips were full and pouty.  Her jaw tapered into her neck, which seemed too fragile to hold up her head.


Her round breasts were deliciously obvious beneath snug fitting turtleneck shirt, and their shape was accentuated by the flatness of her stomach and the gentle curve of her waist.


She turned and looked at him.  Ethan realized he was staring at her and snapped his head around to face the other direction.  He took a deep breath, totally embarrassed that she had seen him gawking at her body.


Tori cleared her throat.


“Um, how many stitches did you get?” she asked.


“Twelve, I think,” he said, holding up his hand as if it was an exhibit.  “You probably think I’m pretty stupid for fighting.”


She giggled.  “Yeah, I do.  Did you win?”


Ethan started to explain to her why he had been fighting, but was confused by her question.


“If you think fighting is stupid, why do you care whether or not I won?” he said.


“Just curious.”


Before he could ask her his next question, she stood up.


“You want more coffee?” she said.


He stopped with his mouth open, distracted in the middle of speaking.  He looked down at the mug.  He had drank only about half of it.


“Uh, sure,” he said.


She held out her hand.  He put the mug in it.  She went back into the kitchen.  He watched her ass cheeks, which were so neatly encased in her tight jeans, move side to side as she walked, and he groaned.


Tori poured more coffee into the mug and returned to the living room.  She had a sly smile on her puffy lips as she walked toward him, shifting her hips side to side.  She stopped in front of him.


“Here you go,” she said, holding out the mug.


“Thanks,” Ethan said, and took the warm mug.


He lifted it to his lips and tilted his head back to sip.  Tori was still standing in front of him.  He looked up at her eyes while he drank.  Her lips were still curved up in a smile.


Her hands came up to the front of her jeans.  His eyes followed them, and he lowered the mug.  She popped open the button of her jeans and pulled down the zipper, peeling the two sides away like peeling a banana.  His eyes widened when he saw the top of her black panties.  He set the mug aside.  Tori turned herself sideways and sat on his lap, pressing her soft, firm ass on the long, hard ridge of his cock.  It wedged itself in the warm groove between her cheeks.  She lowered her lips to his mouth and kissed him.


“Lena told me you had a bad night last night.  She said I should make you cum,” she said.


She kissed him again.  Ethan placed his left hand on her hip.


“Make me cum?  She told you that?”


“Yep.”


“You’ve been assigned to make me cum?”


“No.  I volunteered.”


She took his right hand off the arm of the sofa and stuck it down the front of her open jeans.  His fingers under the elastic band of her panties and touched the soft, downy hairs on her warm mound.


“You made me wait all night for this,” she said and groaned.


His fingers inched toward the soft, wet lips between her spread thighs.  She spread them wider.  He pushed his middle finger between her lips and rubbed it back and forth over her slit.  He slid his other hand under her shirt to rub her flat belly and felt something cold and hard between the ridges of her stomach muscles.  He raised the bottom edge of the white shirt and looked down.  She had a pierced belly button and a small gold ring sticking out of it.


“Lena said you were built.  Are you?” Tori said in a whisper.


“What do you consider built?”


Tori rubbed her ass on the hard ridge that stood up in his lap.


“Nine inches is built.”


“I’m close to that.”


“How big are you?”


“Twelve inches.”


He watched her beautiful tits rise and fall on her heaving chest and press against the thin, white fabric.  Her hard nipples stood out like a pair of buttons.


“Twelve inches?  Oh my God.  Are you kidding me?”


“Does it feel like twelve inches?”


“No.  Is it really?”


“Yes.”


She rubbed her ass on it while Ethan fingered her pussy.


“Ok.  I’ll take your word for it.  Are you gonna show it to me?”


“You think I wouldn’t?”


Tori shrugged.  “I had to make sure.”


She started to laugh.  Ethan reached for her glass of pop and scooped out an ice cube with his fingers.


“This is kinky,” he said.


Tori wasn’t paying attention when he put his hand back down the front of her pants, spread her pussy lips apart, and slipped the ice cube into her cunt.  She screamed and leaped off his lap.


“Oh fuck ... Oh shit that’s cold,” she shouted.


She jumped around the room with her hand down in her pants.  Ethan laughed.  Finally she stopped jumping around and turned to him.


“That was mean,” she said.


Ethan shook his head.  “That was kinky.”


“Ok.  Fine.  Now that we’ve determined what kinky is, are you gonna show me your cock, or what?”


Her eyes glanced down at his lap.  Ethan looked down to see what she was looking at.  His erection was clearly visible in the leg of his jeans.  He looked into her eyes.  She grinned back at him, crawling closer on her hands and knees.


“Come on, show it to me,” she said.


He unbuttoned his jeans, pulled the zipper down, and peeled the sides away the same as she had done.  Tori licked her lips.  He pushed his jeans down past his hips, and Tori gasped.


“Oh my God.  It’s true.  You don’t know how long I’ve looked for a man like you,” she said.


Her warm hand closed around it and she leaned forward and kissed the head.  Her puffy lips parted and it slipped right into her mouth.


Ethan moaned.  Her wet lips smacked around his shaft.  Tori moved her head back and forth, taking more of it into her mouth.  Her left hand was closed around the shaft and her right hand reached under to squeeze his fat balls.


She reached for the glass of Mountain Dew, stuck her fingers in, and pulled out an ice cube.  Pumping his cock for a few seconds, she popped the ice cube into her mouth.  She giggled when she looked up at him.  She grabbed his cock with both hands and shoved the entire length into her mouth.


Ethan gasped.  The ice cube slid along the side of his shaft.  Tori rolled it around the head of his cock.  He put his hands around her head and pulled her closer, practically jamming his cock down her throat.


She gagged on it.  The ice cube was pressed against her cheek, bulging out like she had a huge wad of chew in her mouth.  He fucked her face, lifting his hips off the sofa and pushing his cock deep into her mouth.


She sucked it hard, tugging on his balls and jamming his cock to the back of her mouth.  He gritted his teeth and winced when it felt like she was going to rip his balls off.  He put his hands on top of her head, drawing back his hips when her teeth scraped along the shaft.


“Ow ... ow,” he said.


Tori took his cock out of her mouth.


“Sorry.  I get a little carried away sometimes,” she said, and crunched the ice cube in her mouth.


The head of his cock rested on her lower lip and she tongued it absently, smearing the saliva that coated it on her chin and left cheek.  She started licking along the side of the shaft and the thick vein that ran along the bottom with her icy cold tongue, letting the bulk of it rest on the bridge of her nose.


Ethan sighed, relieved that she was taking it a little easier on him.  He brushed her hair away from her face.  She reached his balls and sucked one into her mouth.  It was large enough on its own to fill her mouth, but she sucked in the other one, as well.  Her cheeks were puffed out like a chipmunk with its mouth stuffed with acorns.  He moaned each time she sucked in her cheeks and pressed his balls together.


She released them and licked her lips.


“Did my sister blow you last night?” she said, and licked the shaft.


Ethan shook his head.


“Did you jerk off when you got home last night?” Tori asked.


“No.”


“That’s too bad.  These are pretty full right now, aren’t they?” she said and rubbed his balls.


“Oh yeah.  They hurt.”


“They feel pretty full.”  She gripped the shaft and licked the head of his cock like a lollipop.  “You don’t mind if I empty them, do you?”


“No.”


“You ever cum in a girl’s mouth?”


“Once or twice.”


“She swallow it or spit it out?”


She stroked the swollen, purplish head with her tongue.


“Some swallow.  Some spit it out.”


“About a month ago I went out with this guy and we had some margaritas.  When I blew him later he tasted like limes.  Did you drink anything this morning?”


She closed her lips around the head and started sucking.


“Orange juice.  Maybe it’ll taste tangy.”


Tori smiled, showing her teeth alongside his cock.  Her bright eyes shined.  She was ravishing, especially with his cock in her mouth.


He dug another ice cube out of the glass of pop.  She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue and he put the ice cube on it.  Watching his eyes, she closed her lips around the head of his cock.


He sighed and closed his eyes when he felt the ice cube on one side of his cock and her warm tongue on the other side.  Tori’s head moved slowly back and forth, working her lips farther and farther down on his cock.  He could feel the warm breath from her nose in his pubic hair and he could hear her soft, muffled moans.  She was damn good at this.


He moved his hips back and forth.  Tori moved her head faster.  The soft insides of her cheeks and the warm, wet surface of her tongue rubbed the hot skin of his cock.  He moved his hips faster.  He was breathing hard.  He could feel the orgasm building inside him.  It was going to be a good one.  Tori was going to get a mouthful of cum.


She had one hand on his thigh and one hand on his balls, kneading them, as if she was milking him like a cow.  She had her eyes squeezed shut and was moaning when his knees turned weak and rubbery and he groaned.  His orgasm burst in her mouth like a dam break.


Her eyes shot open wide and her squeal was muffled by his cock, but she kept sucking up the cum that quickly filled her cheeks.  He grunted with each pulse of his cock until the orgasm began to taper off and his cum only dribbled onto her tongue.


She quickly pulled his cock out of her mouth and stood up.  Her mouth was open and she had a thick gob of white cum on her tongue as she leaned forward, wrapped her arms around his neck and tilted her head to kiss him.  For a moment, the thought of eating his own cum repulsed him, but he closed his eyes, opened his mouth, put his hands around her waist and let her kiss him.


She mashed her lips against his lips and thrust her tongue deep into his mouth, rolling it on his tongue to spread his cum around, as if she wanted to make sure he tasted it.


She pulled away with a smack of her lips.  He opened his eyes.  She was smiling.  Her face glowed with color.  His own cum coated her lips with a pearly sheen.


“Well?” she said, standing in front of him with her hands on her hips.


“Well what?”


“Does it taste like orange juice?”


“No, I don’t think so.”


She shook her head.  “I didn’t think so, either.”


She pulled the bottom of her shirt up, exposing her belly, the shiny ring in her belly button, and her perfect tits.


“Now I want to feel you inside me.”


She pushed down her jeans, stepped out of them, and climbed onto his lap, straddling his legs.  She held his long, hard cock pointed up between her legs.


“Be gentle with me,” she said, rubbing her thumb over the head.


“I’ll try.”


With one hand, Tori held the lips of her pussy apart.  With her other hand, she guided his penis to the opening.


“I always wanted to feel a man your size inside me,” she said as she rubbed the head of his cock along her wet slit.


Her small hand barely closed around the thick shaft.  The lips of her pussy seemed to open up to suck it in.


“I’ve been searching for a tool this size for years.”


She lowered her weight on him and her eyes and mouth opened wide as the shaft slipped through her fingers.


“Oh yes ... Oh yes,” she moaned.


Her teeth clenched together until she was completely settled on his lap.  Ethan had his hands around her slender waist where her hips started to flare out, as if guiding her down on his cock.  Her warm, wet pussy was so tight it was almost unbearable.


“That feels incredible,” she breathed, looking into his eyes.


“Is it big enough for you?”


She laughed.  “You’ll do.”


She started moving her hips up and down.  Ethan’s hands slid up her sides and squeezed her tits.  He stuck out his tongue and licked the warm skin between her tits.  Tori moaned and tossed her head back.  She put her arms around his head, cradling him like a child as he sucked her nipple.


He looked up at her.  Her mouth was open and her full, pouty lips quivered.  She leaned forward and kissed him.


The bedroom door opened.  Lena came out of her room wearing just a t-shirt, rubbing her sleepy eyes.  She stopped when she saw them on the sofa.


“What the hell’s going on here?” she said.


“Do you mind?  We’re trying to fuck here,” Tori said.


Lena put up her hands.


“Don’t mind me,” she said.


She went past them to the kitchen, looking away.  They watched her until she disappeared behind the wall, then they looked at each other and giggled.  Tori started moving her ass up and down again.


She leaned close to him to whisper in his ear.


“I think you’re going to make me cum,” she said, and nibbled his earlobe.


Ethan smiled.  He finally met somebody he really liked.









*     *     *     *




 

Ethan was crouched down, arranging the basketballs on the lower shelf.  He reached for one of the basketballs on the floor and saw a girl’s foot in a black and white saddle shoe with a frilly ankle sock.  The leg was smooth, bare and slender.  He looked up.  It was Brandi.


“Hi, Ethan,” she said, smiling.


She was holding a cherry blow-pop in her mouth.  She wore a short black and white checked skirt and a cut-off white top that bared her middle and her belly button.  Her long, straight black hair was pulled back in a ponytail and her full tits pushed out the front of her cut-off top.


“What are you doing here?”


“I came to see you.”


Ethan stood up and looked around, ostensibly to see if anyone was watching, but actually to avoid looking at her.  She looked incredibly sexy and he was afraid of what might happen if she turned him on.


“I’m pretty busy,” Ethan said, and put the basketball on the shelf.


Brandi laughed.  “That’s not so busy.”


She was right.  There was hardly anyone in the store and he was just rearranging the shelves to give himself something to do.


“If I don’t do my work I’ll get fired.”


She laughed again.  “Yeah, like you need this job.”


Ethan went to the tennis rackets and Brandi followed him.  There was one customer in the store, a woman with her two sons, and they were looking through the t-shirts on the other side of the store.  Ted was hovering near them in case they needed help.  Karen was waiting at the register to check her out if she decided to buy anything for her sons.


“Brandi, you shouldn’t be here,” Ethan said.


There was a tennis racket laying on the bottom shelf on top of the tennis balls where someone had dropped it.  He bent over and picked it up.  When he straightened up, Brandi rubbed herself against him.  He started to say something and she kissed him.


“Ethan, I want you real bad,” she whispered.


He could smell the cherry Lifesaver on her breath.


“It hasn’t been the same since school started last week.  I did it with a couple of other guys but they were nothing.  They were boys.  They weren’t like you.  You’re a man.”


Her hand reached down his leg and grabbed his crotch.  He was already hard and her small hand rubbed the ridge of his cock.  He could feel the warmth of her crotch on his thigh.  He returned her kiss, letting his hand run down her back to her skirt and squeeze her ass.  She hugged him hard, pressing her soft breasts against his hard chest, moaning as his tongue touched her tongue in her mouth.


Ethan pulled himself away.


“We shouldn’t do this, Brandi, it isn’t right.”


Brandi stepped back, grinning.


“Molly said I get one more chance, and I want to make the most of it.  Look, I’m not wearing panties.”  She raised the front of her skirt and showed him her pussy.  “I’ll even suck you off.  You like that, don’t you?”  She touched her lip with her tongue.


Ethan couldn’t resist her anymore.  He had to do it with her because he wanted to so badly.  Maybe if he did it this one last time she would leave him alone.  He looked around.


“Ok.  Come here.”


He held out his hand and she put hers in it.  He led her to the back of the store, past the hunting equipment and the shoes and through a swinging door.


The stockroom was lit by bare fluorescent lights and was lined with tall shelving units loaded with sports equipment.  He stopped, trying to think of a good place where they wouldn’t be disturbed.  He had this gorgeous, horny young girl who was begging him to take her and he had a stiff hunk of meat in his pants that he was dying cram inside her.  This was a great opportunity and he didn’t want Ted or Karen to interrupt them before he was able to enjoy this girl completely.


He knew a place.  One time Karen’s boyfriend had come in and they went back there.  She told him he and Ted walked past them three times and never saw them.  Ethan took Brandi there.  It was in a corner at the back of the stockroom, a secluded area surrounded by tall boxes of football jerseys and other shirts.


“Ooo, it’s romantic,” Brandi said as they stepped behind the boxes.


It was darker and quiet and confined, a very intimate place.


“It’ll do,” Ethan said.


He faced her and put his arms around her.  She giggled and tilted her face up and he kissed her.  Her body rubbed against his.  She was very hot and obviously anxious.  Ethan couldn’t wait to feel her tight, wet cunt sliding down on his cock again.


He pulled up her skirt and squeezed her ass.  Her knee pushed between his legs and she rubbed her crotch on his thigh.  Ethan pulled her ass cheeks apart and touched her asshole.  Brandi squealed.


“What are you doing?” she said.


“Just want to see how tight you are back there.”


He pushed his finger into her hole.


“Oh,” Brandi gasped.


She pushed her ass out.  Her arms were wrapped around him tightly.


“Are you going to fuck me there?”


“I might.”


With his finger still in her asshole, he kissed her again.  She was squirming.


“Sit down,” Ethan said.


He sat, patting one of the boxes that was about the height of a tall stool.  He put his hands on her slender waist and lifted Brandi on it.


“Are you going to lick me?” she said.


She was trembling in his hands.


“Yeah.”


“I’m really wet down there.  Do you like it when I’m real wet?”


“The wetter the better.”


Ethan pulled her skirt up, exposing her pussy.  Brandi spread her legs.  She was breathing hard.


“It’s very beautiful,” he said.


He squatted down, leaned forward and kissed her pussy.  Brandi squealed.


“Oh, that’s so good,” she whispered.


She held the edges of the box.


Ethan licked the soft folds of her labia, running his tongue between her lips.  She was very wet and tasted strong.  Her clitoris was an erect little knob and he twirled his tongue over it.


Brandi moaned.  Her legs spread wider and her butt scooted forward to the edge of the box, pushing her mound firmly against his mouth and chin.  Ethan pushed his tongue into her slit as deep as he could make it go.


“Oh God,” Brandi moaned in a low voice.


He licked slowly and she panted.  His hands snaked up under her short blouse and he squeezed her tits.  She was a couple of years younger than Molly, but her tits had already grown almost as big.


He stood up and unbuckled his pants.  He was breathing hard.  He could feel her sticky juices on his face.  He licked up what he could reach with his tongue.  His pants dropped to the floor and his erection popped out.  Brandi’s eyes widened.  Her legs spread wider and her butt squirmed on the box.


“Good Lord,” she whispered.


Ethan looked down at it.  Its appearance surprised him, as well.  It looked enormous, bigger than usual.  Was it possible for it to grow any bigger?  He would have to find out, but that could wait until later.  Right now he had more important things to do.


The box was just about the right height.  Brandi’s pussy was perfectly in line with his cock.  Her chest heaved as he approached her with it.  Her eyes were glued to it.  Her breathing grew heavier the closer it got.


Ethan put his hand around it to hold it up and guide it to her hole.  It felt thicker, harder and heavier.  This was unreal.  If he tried to shove this thing in Brandi’s tight pussy he might really hurt her.  He hesitated, the head hovering an inch from her parted pussy lips.  He stared at her tiny pussy and the huge head of his cock.  There was no way it was going to fit.


“Don’t tease me, Ethan.  Put it in, please,” Brandi panted.


She scooted her ass off the edge of the box and touched her wet pussy to the head of his cock.


Something told him he should stop before he injured her, but it wasn’t as strong as the desire to feel her pussy around his cock.  Throwing better judgement out the window, he pressed the head to the tiny pink opening between her pussy lips.


“Uhn,” Brandi moaned.


Her face was screwed up in obvious pain.  The fat head looked like it was trying to split her apart.  Ethan pressed harder.  Her delicate lips parted reluctantly and the rest of his cock started to slide into her body.


“Ow ... ow,” Brandi cried.


Ethan knew he should pull it out and spare her the pain, but she was just so tight and warm and wet.  She let go of the box and put her arms around his neck.  She was biting her lips and forcing the cries back.  He could feel her shaking.


Ethan pulled his hips back.  Brandi gasped, panting in his ear.  He pushed his cock deeper and she wrapped her legs around him, whimpering weakly.


“Oh God, Ethan,” she said in a weak voice.


He moved his hips slowly back and forth a few times.


“Does it hurt?”


Biting her lip, Brandi nodded.  Her legs trembled and her arms squeezed his neck tightly.  Ethan pushed it deeper.  Brandi gasped when it touched bottom, her arms clenching around his neck.


“Oh, Ethan,” she breathed.


She was so tight it was hard to move his cock in and out.  She moved with him when he thrust his hips forward or drew them back.  He had his hands on the box behind her to hold himself up over her in a leaning position and her body rocked with his as he fucked her.  Brandi held on and whimpered.


“Don’t cum in me yet, Ethan.  I want to lick it first,” she said.


Ethan stopped moving his hips.


“You do?” he said, looking down at her face.


She looked into his eyes and nodded, then kissed him, moaning.  He put one hand on her chest and squeezed her tit.  She kissed harder, her ass moving up and down.  Ethan unhooked her legs from around his waist and slowly pulled his cock out of her cunt.


“Oh ... oh ... oh,” she sighed, watching its length slide out of her body like some alien being that had possessed her.


The head finally flopped out.  Ethan stepped back.  His thick penis hung before him glistening with a coating of her juices.  Brandi stuck her finger in her pussy, staring at it.


“It’s so beautiful, Ethan,” she said.


She hopped off the box and knelt in front of him.  She was breathing hard as she put her small hand around his cock and raised it to her lips.  She kissed it tenderly.


“I love your dick, Ethan,” she said.


He could feel her warm breath on the hot, wet skin of his shaft.  Her pink tongue poked out of her mouth and licked the head.


Ethan flinched.  She licked up her own pussy juices, her tongue slathering down one side of the shaft and up the other.  She licked the underside and the shaft rested on her cheek and forehead.  She opened her mouth wide, put the head of his cock in, closed her lips around the shaft just below where the head flared out, and moved her head back and forth about and inch or so.


“Take it deeper,” Ethan whispered, moaning as she sucked.


Her small mouth was open as wide as it was going to go.  There was not much room for more of his cock.  Nevertheless, she tried as hard as she could to force more of it to the back of her mouth.


Ethan turned to lean against the box and she had to let it fall from her mouth.  He settled himself and she went back to sucking it.  She had one hand on his thigh to hold herself up and the other wrapped around his shaft, pumping it.  It was so thick she could barely get her fingers all the way around.


She opened her eyes and looked up at him while she sucked.  Ethan gazed back into her deep brown eyes.  Secretly, he was concerned.  His penis was bigger, clearly.  Brandi was having difficulty taking as much of it in her mouth as she had the first time she sucked it.  It was already much too big.  Some girls were frightened of it now.  What if it kept growing?  It if got any bigger he was never going to be able to have sex again.  It would be physically impossible.  It had to stop growing some time, didn’t it?


Brandi gagged on it.  She took it out of her mouth and coughed.


“Sorry,” she said, smiling.  “That was too deep.”


“It’s ok.  Don’t hurt yourself.”


He relaxed on the box.  Brandi angled his cock to the side and licked his balls.  He spread his legs so she could get to them more easily.  She rubbed them in her hand and he winced.  They hurt.  She sucked one into her mouth.  It ached.  She switched to the other one.  She looked up to his face and stopped.


“Are you all right?” she said.


“My balls hurt.”


“Was I sucking too hard?”


Ethan shook his head.  “No, it’s not you.  They’re sore.”


Brandi giggled and stood up.


“What were you doing last night?  You must have fucked some girl pretty hard to make them sore like that.”  She pulled up her skirt and straddled his legs.  “What was her name?”


“Tori,” he said, immediately wishing he hadn’t used her real name.


Brandi looked chagrined.  Her legs were spread over his.  She reached down between them and picked up his cock, which was as hard as a rock but drooped over by its own weight.


“Did you fuck this Tori girl before?” she said.


“No,” he said.


He put his hands around her slender waist, his fingers touching her bare skin over the waist band of the skirt.


“Is she better than me?”


“No.  Of course not.”


Brandi found the opening of her pussy with the head of his cock and pushed herself down on it.  She grunted softly.  It was still a tight fit.  She was very wet and the head parted her lips and slid inside her when she pressed herself harder.


“Do you like her more than Molly?”


She settled all her weight on his lap.  His cock was buried inside her.


“No, not at all.”


“That’s a cop-out answer,” Brandi said.


“I know.  But it’s the only one I have.”


Ethan pushed her cutoff shirt up over her tits and leaned forward to lick them.  Brandi moaned softly.  She rocked slowly on his lap, her had way back.  Ethan had his hands on her ass, moving her back and forth, and licked her nipples.  When one was wet with saliva, he switched to the other, then back.  As Brandi grew more excited she moaned louder and rocked faster.


“Oh God, Ethan.  It feels so big.”


She looked into his eyes.  She could be girlish and coy and precocious one minute, then the next minute become a deeply erotic, sexual woman.  It was her innocence that gave her away, and was probably what turned him on the most.  She had a wild fascination with sex and men’s bodies, not the mature, experienced attitude her sister had.


Molly liked having sex, that was obvious, but he was never sure if she liked having sex with him.  Brandi did.  She was smiling and moaning and writhing on him like an animal.  Few girls were like this when they were making love.


Hell, Brandi wasn’t making love.  She was fucking, and not just some guy, she was fucking him.  She specifically wanted him.  She always had.  She was in love with him.  Why had he been unable to see that before?


“Oh God ... oh God,” Brandi was panting.


She was cumming.  He was cumming, too.  He felt it rapidly building inside him.  They were rocking together very fast, but making little noise.  Brandi bit the side of her hand to keep herself from screaming out loud.  Her eyes were wide open and stared straight into Ethan’s eyes.  She had one hand on his shoulder to hold herself up.  Ethan’s hands were around her slender waist, just above the womanly flare of her hips, pulling her down firmly on him.


When his orgasm finally exploded inside her, she gave a small yelp of surprise.  Her eyes rolled back in her head and closed.  Her mouth hung open.  Her body became limp but continued to bob up and down on his lap.


For a moment he was afraid she had passed out.  He grabbed her before she fell backwards and hugged her to his body.  Her arms hung limply at her sides and her head rested on his shoulder.  He held her like she was a baby girl who’d skinned her knee, except that she had her legs spread over his lap and his erect penis was deep inside her, still pumping cum.


She had passed out, he was sure.  He was afraid he’d injured her somehow.  This situation would be very difficult to explain if he had to call an ambulance.  When she stirred and moaned he was greatly relieved.  The last thing he wanted to do was hurt her.


“Oh, Ethan, that was incredible.  I think I saw stars.”


He could feel her warm breath on his ear as she whispered.


“Are you ok?” he said.


Brandi lifted her head from his shoulder and looked at him.


“I’ve never been better.”


She put her arms around him and kissed him.  Ethan’s hands moved up from her waist and squeezed her tits.  They were both breathing hard.


Her hips started moving again, slowly back and forth.  He could feel his cum running down over his balls.  In the back of his mind he knew it would stain the box he was sitting on, but he didn’t really care.


“I love you,” Brandi said, kissing his face.


“I know.”


She stopped.  “How do you know?”


Ethan shrugged.  “I figured it out.”


She looked uncertain, until Ethan smiled at her.  She smiled back and kissed him again, moving herself up and down on his cock.


“Are you gonna fuck my ass now?” she panted.


Ethan shook his head.  “We don’t have that much time.”


For a moment she looked hurt.  Her lips looked incredibly sexy when she pouted.


“Will you stick your finger in me again?” she said, her voice sounding girlish.


Ethan’s left hand slipped down to her ass.  He touched her tiny, delicate asshole with his middle finger and gently pushed it in.  She moaned deep in her throat.


“Oh God.  That feels so funny.”


She moved up and down faster.  Ethan pushed his finger deeper.


“Oh ... Oh ... Cum inside me again, Ethan.”


She fell forward, resting her head on his shoulder, moaning as he thrust her roughly up and down.  Ethan stroked the arch of her back.  Her large tits pressed against his chest, staining his shirt with the saliva he had covered them with.


“Uhn ... uhn,” Brandi moaned in a high pitched voice.


Ethan felt himself getting dizzy.  The sensations of her hot body were so intense he thought he was going to pass out himself as his orgasm reached a climax.  Then his cock was throbbing and he was pumping more sperm into her body.


“Oh yes, Ethan, yes,” Brandi panted.


She clamped her lips to his again, moaning as she writhed on him.  She kissed him and pumped her hips even as his orgasm passed.


He returned her kisses passionately.  Then she was giggling.


“What’s so funny?” he said.


She blushed.


“I like it so much with you, Ethan.  I don’t ever want it to stop.”


“I know.  I don’t want it to stop, either.”


She sighed and stopped moving her hips.


“You should break up with Molly so you can go out with me.”  Ethan hesitated and she laughed.  “See, you know I’m right.”


“You’re a little young for me.”


“Please,” she said, looking annoyed that he was patronizing her.  “I’m too young to go out with but not too young to fuck?  Give me a break.”


Ethan felt put in his place.  Once again he was surprised by how smart and perceptive she was.  Plus, she was right.  He felt pretty sure that it just wasn’t going to work out between him and Molly, no matter how badly he wanted it to.  There was every reason why she was perfect for him, he just wasn’t that interested in her anymore.


Brandi, on the other hand, was wrong for him for every reason in the book, and he didn’t care about any of them.  He suddenly wanted her forever.


“You’re right,” he said, and this time she was surprised.


“I am?”


He nodded.  “What are we gonna tell Molly?”


Brandi appeared bewildered.


“I don’t know.  She won’t be happy about it.”


“Yeah, I know,” Ethan said.


He lifted her off his lap.  His penis fell from her slot and slapped against his thigh.


“Wait, you can’t put that in your pants.  It’ll make a mess, then where will you be?”


She bent over, picked up his penis, and licked it.  With a deep sigh, she licked up all the sticky juices from it and his thighs and balls.


“There, that’s better,” she said, licking her lips.


Grinning, she leaned forward and kissed him.  He could taste the mixture of their juices on her tongue.


“I’ll do that for you anytime.”


Ethan stood up and pulled his pants up, then reached between her legs.  She watched his hand go under her skirt.  He wiped his hand up the inside of her thigh and drew it back.  He had wiped up a stream of cum.


“You can’t go home like that.  It’ll run down your leg all day and if your Mom sees it she’ll ask what you’ve been doing.  Let me clean you up.”


He put his hands around her waist to lift her on the box, but she stopped him.


“Don’t.  Let it leak.  It’s mine now.  You gave it to me.  I like the way it feels.”


“If you like it that much I can give you a lot more.”


Brandi giggled.  “I hope so.”


They came out of the stock room holding hands.  Brandi had a broad smile on her glowing face that wouldn’t go away.


When they stepped through the swinging door Ted was there in the shoe department, standing by the woman and her sons, who were seated.  Ted was holding a shoe box and the boys were trying on basketball shoes.


They all looked up at him and Brandi.  It took Ethan a moment to realize Ted had to go back to the stockroom to get the shoes and he must have heard them.


But it was the woman who distracted Ethan.  She was looking right at Brandi.  He could tell by her expression she knew exactly what they had been doing by the overtly joyous look on Brandi’s face.  If she said anything he knew he was dead.  He rushed Brandi past her without looking at her.  The woman said nothing and they continued to the front of the store.


Only Karen was there, straightening clothes on a rack.  He and Brandi both smiled and said hi to her.  She said hi back, but Ethan didn’t want to talk to her, either.  She knew something about his endowments and had pressured him to go to bed with her.  He wasn’t in the mood to deal with her right then, although in the back of his mind he considered accepting her offer.


“I wish I could stay with you all day,” Brandi said.


They stood by the front counter.


“I won’t be here much longer.”


Brandi sighed, staring dreamily up into his face.


“I hope I’ll see you later.”


“If we do see each other again I hope we do more than just fuck.”


Brandi giggled, blushing.  She was the coy little girl again.


“I wouldn’t mind.”


She stood on her tip toes and kissed him, then rushed out, turning as she went through the door to wave.


Ethan stood staring at the sunny parking lot through the glass doors.  He couldn’t believe he was really in love with her.


“Did you just screw her?” Karen said.


Ethan snapped out of his daydream and looked at her.  She was standing beside him, looking out at the parking lot.


“Uh, yeah,” Ethan admitted, unsure if he should have.


“Damn.  Some girls get all the good ones.”


She turned and walked back to the clothes rack.  He watched her ass in her tight slacks.  She was good looking.  Maybe he would just have to take her back to the stockroom.









*     *     *     *




 

Ethan was very tense when he went to Molly’s house to finally greet her on her return.  Brandi probably bragged to her about making love with him, or let it slip, or maybe Molly pried it out of her, but somehow he was sure she knew.  He couldn’t face her knowing he had lied to her.  And what if she hadn’t had sex for three weeks?  She might be really horny and want to have sex with him.  Would he be able to do that?  Would he even want to?


Yes, he was pretty sure he would want to.  She still had a hot body.  Just the thought of her gorgeous boobs in his hands started to give him a hard on.  Now that it was getting hard it wouldn’t go away.  It would not be cool to meet Molly’s parents with a huge bulge in the front of his pants.


Brandi opened the door.


“Hi, Ethan,” she said, smiling brightly.


“Hi,” he said back, staring at her.


She was wearing cut-off jean shorts over bikini bottoms, the straps of which came up on her hips over the waistband of the shorts, and a wet bikini top.  Her wet hair was combed straight back on her head and hung down her back between her shoulder blades.  Suddenly his erection swelled in his jeans.  He held his hands in front of himself to try to hide it.


Brandi stepped out on the front porch.  Her puffy lips parted slightly.  Her full, round breasts filled the small cups of the bikini top, practically spilling out over the top and jiggling when she took the steps.  The smooth, delicate skin of her bare chest was covered with tiny goose bumps as the moisture evaporated.


“Are you here to see Molly?” Brandi asked in her low, breathy voice.


Ethan swallowed hard.  It was almost too much to contain himself.  He desperately wanted to bury his face in her gorgeous cleavage, warm it with his breath, and sink his rod into her moist, warm pussy.  He had to clasp his hands behind his back to keep himself from grabbing her right there.


“Only ‘cause I have to,” Ethan murmured.


Brandi smiled sheepishly.  She took a deep breath and her breasts strained against the top.


“You want me, don’t you?”


Ethan wanted her so badly he would have shouted it as loud as he could, then grab her and take her right there.  His heart was pounding so hard it hurt.


“Yes, I do.  So badly.”


“How bad?”


Her hand touched the ridge of his erection against the inside of his leg.  Ethan tried to hold it back, but groaned out loud anyway.  Brandi giggled.  He pulled her hand away.


“You’ll make me cum in my pants, then I’ll have a big stain.”


“I’ll wash your pants for you.  But you’ll have to take them off, first.”


From inside, Brandi’s mother shouted, “Brandi, who is it?”


“It’s Ethan,” Brandi shouted back, visibly annoyed.


“Let him in and tell Molly he’s here, don’t stand there with the door open.”


Brandi clenched her lips together angrily and stomped her foot, which made her breasts jiggle.


Ethan was amazed at how sexy her emotions made her look.  They went inside.  Brandi went up the stairs and Ethan gawked at the cheeks of her ass where they stuck out the bottom of her shorts, until Mrs. Dunn came toward him from the kitchen.  He remembered to try to hide his erection with his hands and hoped he wasn’t blushing.


“Hi, Ethan,” Mrs. Dunn said, extending her hand.  Ethan shook it politely.  “Molly asked about you as soon as she got back.”


“Oh, she did?” Ethan said.


That was bad.  He hated to have to let her down hard.  How bad was it going to be when he told her he wanted her sister?  His stomach started to knot up.  He wanted to turn around and leave, and if it hadn’t been for his intense desire for Brandi, he probably would have.


“Come in and sit down,” Mrs. Dunn said.


She appeared genuinely pleased to see him.  How was she going to react when he dumped Molly for Brandi?  This was a puritanical household and he was about to throw it into a shambles of debauchery.  When he though about the effect this would have on the girls’ father he was pleased with himself and anxious to bring it about, except that the man would certainly forbid both of the girls from ever seeing him again.  This thing just got worse and worse.


“Where’s Mr. Dunn?” Ethan asked.


Mrs. Dunn led him into the living room.


“He’s still at work.  He won’t be home until later.  Have a seat.”


Ethan sat on the sofa.  At least he wouldn’t have to be there when the old man blew up.  As he sat down he noticed Mrs. Dunn glance between his legs.  Her eyes lingered there a moment too long and she quickly looked away.


“So tell me how you’ve been, Ethan.”


“Fine, Mrs. Dunn.”


“How is your hockey coming along?”


“Pretty good, but I still have a lot to learn,” Ethan said, wondering what the hell she was doing.


She had never shown much interest in him before, why the sudden desire to have a conversation?  He heard footsteps coming down the stairs and toward the kitchen and was immediately relieved to be rescued from her.


“Ethan,” Molly said.


Ethan stood up and turned around.


“Hi,” he said.


He almost said wow.  She looked more beautiful than he remembered.  It wasn’t what she was wearing because she wore just a pair of shorts and a t-shirt.  There was something else about her, an aura she gave off.  Brandi was behind her, smiling at him and trying to get his attention.


Molly did not seem so pleased to see him.


“Hi,” she said.


She hesitated for a second then put out her arms and Ethan hugged her.  As he stepped back he noticed Mrs. Dunn looking at his groin again.  He knew she had seen the bulge of his erection and he was terribly embarrassed.


Mrs. Dunn got up.


“Well, I’ll let you kids get caught up.  I know Molly has a lot to tell about Paris.  If you need me I’ll be next door at Mrs. Anderson’s.”


“Ok, Mom,” Molly said.


She sat on the sofa next to Ethan.  Brandi was leaning against the railing behind the sofa.  Molly looked back at her.


“Could you leave us alone, please?” Molly said.


“All right,” Brandi said.


She sounded annoyed and Ethan felt sure she was.  She wanted him for herself and he felt the same about her.  She was probably jealous that Ethan was alone with her sister.


Brandi went to the sliding glass door, opened it, and went out.  Molly and Ethan watched her for a minute.  Brandi unzipped her cut-off shorts and dropped them.  Ethan’s cock twitched and silently he groaned.  The bikini bottom Brandi wore was very skimpy and sexy.  The cheeks of her ass were barely covered by the tiny triangular patch of fabric on the back.  She bent forward slightly and he had to clench his teeth together to keep from groaning out loud.  Finally, Brandi laid down on the chaise lounge to sun herself.


“That’s the bikini I got her in Paris,” Molly said.  “Doesn’t it look great on her?”


“Yeah, it does,” Ethan said.


She looked very hot and turned him on, but he wasn’t going to tell her that.


“So tell me about Paris.”


“It was very nice.  The people there weren’t nearly as rude as I had been told.”


Ethan nodded.  “I heard they were pretty rude, too.”


Molly looked away, giggling.


“What?” he said.


She looked down at his lap.  “You have the biggest hard-on.”


He blushed and covered it with his hands.


“I’m sorry,” he said.


“Don’t be.  It was just so funny, because my Mom saw it, then you turned all red and you’re so cute when you blush.”


She touched his cheek.  Ethan looked away, grinning with embarrassment.


“It got hard when I thought about you on the way over.”


“Oh, you’re so sweet.  I’ll bet looking at Brandi in that bikini didn’t help.”


“No, she looks pretty hot.”


“Did she come on to you while I was gone?” Molly said.


Ethan was taken aback and suddenly he found he couldn’t keep any secrets from her.


“Yeah, she did, and I didn’t stop her.”


“How many times did you make it with her?”


“Once.”


“Just once?” Molly said.


Ethan nodded.  He felt so humiliated.  Molly put her hand lightly on the ridge in his pants.  Ethan flinched.


“I know.  Brandi told me all about it.  She said she loved it.”


“And you’re not upset about this?”


“What, that you didn’t keep your word not to fuck my sister or that you slept with other girls behind my back?”


Ethan was startled again and she must have seen this on his face.


“I’m not dumb, Ethan.  I know girls like you a lot and I know you sleep with a lot of them.  I know a lot of things about you, Ethan.”


“Then why are you rubbing my dick?”


Molly shrugged.  “I guess I like you as much as Brandi and all those other girls.  Besides, it feels good.”


“I’m not a guy you’d fall in love with, am I?”


She shook her head.


“You’re a nice guy, but not that nice.  You chase girls too much.”


“You were just waiting to lay this on me, weren’t you?”


Molly laughed.  “Yes, I was.”


“I have something to lay on you.”


“What?”


“You know how my penis is so big?”


“Yeah?”


“Well, while you were gone, it got bigger.”


She was quiet for a minute, staring at him.  She took her hand off his lap.


“Can I see it?”


He unzipped his jeans and pulled it out.


“Oh my,” she sighed.  She put her hand around it and stroked.  “Was it this big when you did it with Brandi?”


“Yeah.”


“Oh, Ethan,” Molly sighed.


She bent forward and kissed the head.  Her lips parted and the head went into her wet mouth.


Ethan rolled his eyes back in his head, enjoying the feel of his cock sliding over her tongue.  He thought about Brandi.  She said she loved him.  Did she mean it, or was he just a stud for her to use as well?  Was she even old enough to realize all she wanted him for was sex?  He hated to find out the answers to these questions.


Molly’s lips smacked as he took his cock out of her mouth.


“Ethan?  I have something to tell you, too.  When I was in Paris I met a man and he had a girlfriend who liked to do it with girls.  Well, I did it with them and I found out I like to do it with girls, too.”  She looked up at him, her hand still working up and down on his shaft.  “You’re not mad at me, are you?”


Ethan shook his head.


“No, I’m not mad,” he said.  The calmness of his own voice surprised him.  “Do you like girls more than guys?”


“About the same.”


Molly smiled demurely.  Her thumb rubbed the head of his cock.


“Can I ask you a favor?”


“Sure.”


“You see, when I did it with that couple the thing I found out was that when the guy came in the girl’s pussy and I licked it out, I liked that the most.  So what I wanted to ask was, would you fuck my sister one more time?  I want to lick your cume out of her pussy.”


Ethan’s eyebrows went up.  Hell, he was thinking he was going to be in big trouble for fucking Brandi behind her back and it turns out this was what she wanted all along.  They both looked at Brandi through the sliding glass window.


“I’m going away to school in a month or so and unless I can talk one of my friends at school into trying it, I’m going to have to go without the taste of a pussy until about Chirstmas when I come home.  That is, if I can talk you and Brandi into doing it with me.  So will you do it?”


“Are you asking me if I’d be willing to have sex with Brandi again?  What a silly question.  There’s no decision about it.  Of course I am.”


Molly went to the sliding glass door, opened it, and asked Brandi to come in.  Brandi came to the door.


“What’s up?” she said.


She saw Ethan’s cock sticking out of his pants and her eyebrows went up.


God, Ethan thought, Brandi had a great body.  He stared at her legs.  Her shapely curves made his hard cock twitch in his pants.


Molly led her back to the couch and they sat on either side of Ethan.


“Ethan and I have something special to ask you.”


“Yeah?”


“We want to know ...” Molly started, then hesitated.


Ethan could tell she was embarrassed about this.


“We want to ask you if you want to make love with us,” he said.


Brandi looked from him to Molly, then back, as if she was trying to figure out if they were for real.  Then she smiled.


“Cool.”


Molly sighed.  Ethan was surprised she was relieved.  He was under the impression they had talked about this before he came over.  Hell, they talked about everything else.


Brandi put her hand around Ethan’s cock.


“Are you really gonna let me do it with Ethan?”


“Actually, I’d like you to do it with him all the time.”


Brandi’s eyes brightened.  “Really?  Why?”


Molly looked embarrassed.  She put her hand around Ethan’s cock, above Brandi’s.


“Well, you see ...” she said, trying to avoid the question.


“She’s got this thing,” Ethan said.  “She likes to lick girls and she wants to lick my cum out of your cunt.”


Molly looked at her sister.  “Will you do it?  It’s not to weird, is it?”


Brandi shivered.  “It sounds cool.  I can’t wait to try it.  When do we start?”


Ethan looked at Molly.  This was up to her.  He was ready to go right there.


Molly shrugged.


“Mom’s next door and Dad won’t be home for about an hour.  You guys want to do it now?”


“Cool.  Let’s work him up real good so he cums a lot,” Brandi said.  “Then will you let me lick it out of you?”


Molly laughed, quickly becoming more relaxed with the situation.


“Sure,” she said.


Ethan smiled.  This was getting better by the minute.


The three of them were quiet for a few minutes, obviously unsure how to start.  Ethan didn’t really care.  Both girls had a hand moving on his cock and one way or another it was going to get much more interesting.


He didn’t have to wait long.  Brandi and Molly were gazing into each other’s eyes with something deeper than just admiration.  It was lust, pure lust.  They leaned together and kissed right in front of him.  They tilted their heads to opposite sides and he could see their tongues come out of their mouths and touch just as their lips pressed together.  One of the girl’s hands squeezed tightly around his cock.  They kissed for a long time with their eyes closed.  When they broke apart their lips were smeared with saliva and they gazed into each other’s eyes.  Then Molly turned to Ethan and kissed him.  Her tongue thrust into his mouth.  She was moaning softly.


“I want to suck him now,” Brandi said in a soft, breathy voice.


Ethan’s eyes were closed while he was kissing Molly.  He felt Brandi’s warm breath on the end of his cock, then he felt her tongue lick him.  Her warm, wet mouth closed around the head of his cock and he moaned.  He thought he might lose it right there.


Molly’s right hand was still around his cock.  Her left hand had come up and touched his cheek while she kissed him.  She broke away and looked down at her sister.  She was breathing hard.


“I want to suck it, too,” she said, and leaned down with Brandi.


Brandi’s eyes were closed and she was moving her head up and down slowly, her puffy lips smacking as they slid on the end of his shaft.  Her tiny jaw saw stretched as wide as it would open to get around it.  She looked like she was choking on it.


Brandi opened her eyes and saw her sister next to her with an eager look in her eyes, licking her lips like a hungry cat.  She took it out of her mouth and licked up the saliva on her lips.


“You want some of this?” she said.


The head was covered with her saliva.


“Yes, I do,” Molly said, yanking it away from her.


They giggled.  She licked the side like an ice cream cone.  Brandi stuck her tongue in and licked the other side.  Their tongues touched again at the tip of the head and swirled around each other as the girl’s lips came together and they kissed again.


Molly’s mouth replaced Brandi’s over the head of his cock.


“Oh God,” Ethan moaned.


Molly unfastened his belt and pulled his jeans down to his ankles.


“Don’t cum yet,” Brandi said.  “Molly wants it in her pussy.”


She climbed up and kneeled on the sofa beside Ethan.  With Ethan and Molly watching, she hooked her fingers over the edges of the cups of her bikini top and pulled them down, letting her breasts fall out.  Ethan was in heaven.  Her young breasts were big and beautiful and her pink nipples were erect domes at the tips.  She leaned over and kissed him.  Ethan squeezed one of her breasts.  She stuck her tongue in his mouth, too.  Then she moved up and stuck her tit in his face.  Ethan licked the nipple.  It tightened and goose bumps rose on her skin.  He closed his lips around it and sucked like a baby.


Molly was sucking his cock deeper and deeper into her mouth.  Ethan’s hips were rising off the couch to push it deeper.  Molly paused a second, took a deep breath, and forced the head past the opening of her esophagus.


“Oh yeah,” Ethan moaned.


He watched his shaft disappearing into her mouth and could feel it sliding down into her tight throat.


Brandi gasped.  “Molly, what are you doing?”


She took his entire cock down her throat, burying her nose in his pubic hair.  She held him there, moving her head back and forth slightly, then pulled him out.  She smiled at Ethan and licked her lips.


“I learned that in Paris.  Like it?” she said.


“I loved it.”


“What did you do?” Brandi said.


“I swallowed him.  Want to see me do it again?”


She took him in her mouth and sucked him down her throat again.  Ethan groaned, lifting his hips off the sofa.  It was such a tight fit and felt so good he wanted to cum right there.  It took a great deal of effort to control himself.


“Wow.  That is so cool,” Brandi said.  She was in awe.  “How do you do that?”


Molly took his cock out.


“I just hold my breath and swallow it.”


She stood up and pulled off her t-shirt, removed her bra, dropped her shorts and took off her panties.


“It wasn’t that easy to learn, either, and the guy who taught me wasn’t nearly as big as you are.”


She turned around and straddled his legs, reached down for his cock and guided it to her pussy.  She moaned when the head pushed her pussy lips apart.


“Oh man.  I forgot how much it hurts.”


Molly’s own saliva worked like a lubricant and his pole slid up inside her as she lowered herself on it.


“Oh yes ... Oh yes,” she sighed.


Ethan put his hands on her hips.  She settled on him completely.  He could feel the end of his cock way up inside her.  She was writhing slowly on his lap, pressing herself down firmly.


“Oh, Ethan ... Oh, Ethan,” she was moaning.


He moved his hands up and cupped her tits.  They were soft and warm and Molly squirmed when he squeezed them.  She put her hands on his knees and he could hear the juices from her cunt squishing as she moved herself slowly up and down on his pole.


Brandi got off the couch and went in front of her sister.  She put her hands on Molly’s tits and Ethan moved his hands down to Molly’s hips.  Molly leaned forward and tilted her head to lick Brandi’s nipples.


“Ooo,” Brandi cooed.  “I’m so turned on.”


Molly looked over her shoulder at Ethan.  “I think you’d better fuck her now.”


“Ok,” Ethan said.


Molly stood up and lifted her leg clear.  Brandi stood before him, looking down at his erection lustfully.


“Ok, do it,” Ethan said, wagging his wet dick at her with his hand.


Grinning, Brandi shed her bikini bottoms, straddled his legs, put the head of his cock between her pussy lips, and pushed herself down.


“Uhn,” she grunted.


She bit her lower lip and forced it into her body.  She leaned forward and put her hands on Ethan’s hard stomach to support herself.  Her plump tits were squeezed together between her arms.  She managed to wiggle her way down on the pole.


“Oh, Ethan,” she said and laid forward on top of him, moving her ass up and down.  “I can’t wait to feel you cum in me.”


Molly was laying on the couch beside Ethan, to his left.  She was fingering her pussy while she watched them fuck.


Brandi kissed him.  Her tits flattened on his hard chest.  She was moaning as she writhed on him.  Her lips were locked to his and her tongue was deep in his mouth.  His hands were around the soft cheeks of her ass, helping her move up and down.


He pushed her up, lifted her off and set her on the sofa.  She was giggling with excitement and her nipples were hard points.  Her tits jiggled delightfully and her legs were spread, exposing the pink, parted lips of her cunt.


“I’ve got a ton of cum to give you,” Ethan said.


He stood up and pulled off his shirt.  His huge dick swung in front of him, dripping with the combined juices from both girl’s pussies, and their eyes followed it.


“Please, don’t tease me,” Brandi said.


She raised her legs and spread them wider, inviting him to take her again.  He knelt between her legs, grabbed her ankles, and raised them to his shoulders.  He parted the lips of her pussy with one hand and lined up his cock with the other.  Brandi moaned when he entered her again.  Ethan held her by her thighs and pumped himself in and out.


Molly crawled over her sister and gave her a kiss.  Her little tongue moved down over Brandi’s chest to her left nipple and licked it.  Brandi moaned with her eyes closed.


Ethan rubbed Brandi’s luscious thighs.  This was a hell of a situation he’d got himself in.  What guy wouldn’t love to have two gorgeous young girls anxious to let him please them?


He heard a noise and stopped.


“What was that?” he said.


Molly raised her head and Brandi opened her eyes, both listening.


“Oh shit.  Dad’s home,” Molly said.


Ethan realized he had heard the garage door opening.  He yanked his cock out of Brandi and looked for his clothes.  He saw Molly’s clothes and handed them to her.  Brandi sat up, stuffing her large tits into the tiny bikini cups.


“Where are my shorts?” she said in a loud whisper.


Ethan found her bikini bottoms under his jeans and handed them to her.  He pulled on his shirt then tried to get his cock back into his jeans.  It was painful trying to bend the rock hard thing down into his pantleg.


Brandi slipped into her bikini and quickly went out to the back porch for her shorts.  Molly had her t-shirt and shorts on and was hiding her panties and bra under her shirt as the door to the garage opened and Mr. Dunn came in.  Molly plopped in the recliner and Ethan turned on the tv.


“Hi, guys,” Mr. Dunn said.  He set his briefcase on the dining table.


“Hi, Dad.”


“Hi, Mr. Dunn,” Ethan said.


He stood with his back to Mr. Dunn and switched channels on the cable box on top of the television.  He knew eventually he’d have to turn around.  He hoped he could wait there until Mr. Dunn wasn’t looking.  If he saw Ethan’s erect penis hanging down his pants he might figure out they were up to something.


“Have you guys been watching something funny or just telling funny stories?”


“No, why, Dad?” Molly said.


Ethan admired her for trying to sound innocent, but he didn’t think her father would buy it.  He was too smart for that.


“Your face is flushed.  You look like you’ve been laughing at something.”


“Oh, yeah, it was that commercial with the frogs,” Ethan said.


He and Molly looked at each other.  They both knew her face was flushed because she’d had his dick inside her.  She looked like she was about to panic.


“Ah, yes, I’ve laughed at that one myself.”


He chuckled as if he was remembering the commercial.  Molly appeared a little more at ease.


Ethan could see Brandi on the back porch at the far end, out of view of the sliding glass door and the kitchen where her father was.  She had put her shorts back on.


The front door opened and Mrs. Dunn came in.  She greeted her husband and asked Ethan if he would join them for dinner.  Before he knew it, the girls had changed clothes and they were climbing into Mrs. Dunn’s minivan and going to the Beefcarver, their favorite place for a family meal.  Ethan stayed as far from Molly’s father as he could.  His erection had not gone down a bit.  Occasionally he caught Mrs. Dunn smiling at him with that knowing look in her eye.  Brandi took every opportunity she could to touch him or rub against him.  Poor Molly just looked feverish.


Ethan managed to keep smiling despite the unbearable pain in his cock and balls.  There were several times when he wanted to go to the men’s room to relieve himself, but Molly seemed to be reading his mind.  When they first got to the restaurant and they were at the back of the line, she whispered in his ear that she wasn’t going to let him waste it.  When Brandi, who was standing in line in front of him, pressed her ass against his groin when her parents weren’t looking he thought he was going to lose it in his pants.  Molly squeezed his arm painfully and he managed to hold it.


Fortunately, dinner didn’t last all night and they were back home in a couple of hours.  Ethan thought they were done for that night, but Molly apparently had another idea.  She asked her parents if she could go out with Ethan for some ice cream.  When she invited Brandi to go with them Brandi looked puzzled, but only for a moment.  Brandi seemed to understand that her sister had something in mind for the three of them and was suddenly eager to go.


They jumped into Ethan’s GTO and he drove off.


“Where to?” he said.


Molly’s excitement bubbled over and she started giggling.


“I’m such a bad girl,” she said and laughed.


“What?” Brandi said, leaning forward against the back of the front seat.


“Yeah, what?” Ethan repeated.


“I had a great idea when we were eating.  We can go to Aunt Tilly’s”


Brandi made a funny face.  “Eww, Aunt Tilly’s?  Why?”


“Who’s Aunt Tilly?” Ethan said.


“Aunt Tilly is my Mom’s sister.  She and Uncle Joe are swingers.  They’ve been trying to get me to join them for years.  They think I’m a prude and that I want to save my virginity for my wedding night.”


“Really?  I thought you did, too,” Brandi said.


“And you think they’ll let us have sex at their house?”


“I’m pretty sure.  I just hope they don’t want to watch.”









*     *     *     *




 

Aunt Tilly seemed pleasant enough, Ethan thought.  Uncle Joe was out of town for the weekend, which didn’t bother him at all.  He expected Aunt Tilly to be a dumpy, middle-aged woman.  He was pleasantly surprised when she turned out to be an attractive, even sexy woman in her mid-thirties.  She looked like a younger, prettier version of Molly’s mother.


“Your Uncle Joe went to Vegas with his bowling buddies,” Aunt Tilly said as they sat in the living room.  “No doubt he’ll have his way with a few of the strippers there, then come home to tell me all about it.”


She got a pop for each of them and they talked for several minutes.  She was pleased to meet Ethan and excited for Molly that she had such a hunk for a boyfriend.


“Well, he’s kind of our boyfriend,” Molly said, indicating to Brandi.


Aunt Tilly looked between the girls and Ethan, trying to figure out what she meant.


“You mean you girls share him?”


“Yeah,” Brandi said excitedly.


Aunt Tilly smiled at Ethan with a gleam in her eye.  She glanced down at his lap as she turned to Molly.


“He must have something very special for you girls to want to share him.  You never share anything.”


“He does,” Molly said.  “That’s why we came to you.  Mom and Dad wouldn’t understand.”


“Let me guess.  You girls want Ethan to make love to you and you need a place where your parents won’t find out.”


“Something like that,” Ethan said.


Aunt Tilly looked thoughtful as she sipped her tea.  Ethan and the girls watched her anxiously.  If she said no they would have to do it in his car, which would be uncomfortable at best.  Plus, she might decide to inform Molly’s parents, which would get them all in trouble.


“All right,” Aunt Tilly said, and their excitement soared.  “But on one condition.”


“What’s that?” Molly said cautiously.


Aunt Tilly looked directly at Ethan.  He could read the curious desire in her eyes.


“You have to let me see what this stud keeps in his pants.”


Molly looked at Ethan.  He shrugged.  He had no problem with showing her his dick if Molly didn’t mind.


“Ok, you can see it,” Molly said.


Ethan looked at Aunt Tilly.  “Is it all right here?”


“Here is fine,” Aunt Tilly said, leaning forward.


She had a sexy smile on her lips.  Ethan unfastened his jeans and pushed them down.  He heard Aunt Tilly gasp when his dick popped up.  He was relieved to let it stand straight again.


“Oh my,” Aunt Tilly said.  “Now I understand why you girls want to share him.  He’s certainly got enough for both of you.”


She got up and sat between Ethan and Molly and put her hand around his cock.


“And all this time I thought you were a virgin,” she said, touching Molly’s cheek with her other hand.  She looked at Brandi.  “You, girl, you don’t surprise me.  You always chase boys.  You’re just so small for a thing this big.  I’m surprised he didn’t kill you with it.”


Brandi giggled.  “Ethan wouldn’t hurt me.  I love it when he puts it in me.”


Aunt Tilly’s head was nodding.  Her hand was moving up and down on his cock.  Ethan could see the anticipation on Molly’s face.  She was dying to get back in bed, too.


“What time do you kids have to be home tonight?” she said.


“We can stay out pretty late.  It’s a weekend,” Ethan said.


“Would you girls mind sharing him with me when you get done?” Aunt Tilly said.


Molly laughed.  All the tension seemed to flow out of her.


“I don’t mind.  You’ll have to wait, though.  I’ve got dibs on that wad he’s been saving.”


Aunt Tilly was looking at Molly, smiling and shaking her head.


“You really surprise me.  I thought I had you figured out.  You used to be so much like your mother.  Now I have to wonder what she’s really like.”


Ethan didn’t have to wonder.  He was pretty sure he knew.  Mrs. Dunn wanted to get her hands on his cock since the first time she saw him that night.  He was sure if it weren’t for her husband holding her back she would be much more like her sister, just as Brandi and Molly were alike.


Ethan put his hand over Aunt Tilly’s hand.


“I don’t think I’m gonna last much longer.  I’ve been worked up like this for a long time tonight,” he said.


Aunt Tilly squeezed his balls.  “These must be pretty sore for you.”


Ethan grimaced.  They were swollen with sperm and tender to the touch.


“Aunt Till, don’t make him cum,” Molly said.  She stood up.  “Can we use your bedroom?”


“Sure.  You’ll find some condoms in the drawer by the bed.  I doubt they’ll fit, though.”


Molly held out her hand for Ethan.  He put his hand in hers and got up.  Brandi got up and started for the bedroom.


“Thanks, but I’m not gonna let him waste it by filling a condom.”


The three of them went to the bedroom and closed the door.  For a swinger’s bedroom, it was remarkably ordinary.  He expected strange colored lights and leather ropes and stuff like that, but it looked like anybody else’s bedroom.


Molly stood next to him, holding his hand.  She was shaking.


“You ok?” he said.


“I’m fine.  Kind of excited.”


Brandi jumped on the bed and started to undress.  She was giggling with excitement.


“What were we doing when we were interrupted?” Ethan said.


He kicked off his shoes and pushed his pants down.


“You were fucking me,” Brandi said.


She was naked already, laying on her back with her legs spread.  One of her fingers was stuck in her pussy.


Ethan yanked off his shirt and tossed it across the room.


“That sounds good to me.”


Brandi was giggling as he got on the bed and crawled between her legs.  He hooked his arms under her legs and pushed them back.  Her knees were almost touching her head.  His enormous cock hung down directly over her pussy.  Her moist lips were parted, waiting for it.  Brandi’s little hands were trembling as she reached down for his cock and inserted the head between the parted lips.  Ethan lowered his weight and his cock sunk into her.


“Oh God,” Brandi moaned out loud.


Her arms fell limp to her sides on the bed.  Her mouth was open and she was panting, but her eyes were closed.


Now that he was finally back inside her, Ethan found it was a little easier to control himself.  He could pump his cock in and out and when he was close to an orgasm he just slowed down or stopped.  Once he pulled back too far and his penis fell out.  Brandi’s pussy lips stayed open like a mouth waiting for food.  Molly had taken off her clothes and laid on the bed beside her sister.  She reached down and reinserted Ethan’s cock.


“Oh God ... Oh God,” Brandi moaned.


She couldn’t move under him but she was tossing her head side to side.  She was having her orgasm.  He pumped his hips faster and shoved his cock deeper and he could tell that the intensity of her orgasm increased.  His own orgasm was building rapidly.  Brandi’s moans were very loud.  She was almost screaming.  He was sure Aunt Tilly could hear all of it.


His orgasm exploded inside Brandi.


“Oh God, yeah,” he cried.


His cock throbbed violently and it felt like his fluid was flowing out of him in one powerful stream like water from a fire hydrant.


Brandi’s mouth and eyes had opened wide.  She was gasping for breath.  Ethan’s groin spasmed and each time it did he jammed his cock into her, which made her squeal.  As his orgasm subsided and the spasming eased, the tension in all of Ethan’s muscles released and he collapsed limply on top of Brandi.  She put her legs around him and ran her fingers through his hair.  Both were panting hard.


They looked at Molly at the same time.  She was laying on her side, watching them, her fingers working in her pussy.


“That was beautiful,” she said.


“It felt pretty good,” Ethan said.


He lifted his sweating body off of Brandi.  His long cock slid out of her tight hole with a wet sucking sound and hung over her belly, dripping with cum.  Molly quickly crawled across the bed and grabbed his cock as he rolled on his back.  It was still rigid and he felt that dull, annoying ache deep in his groin.


Molly put it in her mouth.  The cum made it slick and it easily went down her throat.  She sucked, then pulled it out and smiled at him, stroking it with her hand.


“You can fuck me now,” she said.


She stuck her ass up in his direction, wiggling it for him.  He watched her while he rubbed his cock.  He was tempted to stick it in her ass.


He got up on his hands and knees and moved behind her.  She moved her legs apart for him.  He rubbed her pussy and she moaned.  He still felt that strong desire to stick his cock in something warm and tight.  He slipped his fingers into Molly’s pussy.  She had just what he needed.


Brandi was leaning up on her elbows to watch.  His thick, white cum oozed from between her tender pussy lips like a flood of cream.


He pushed his cock into Molly’s tight cunt and held her slender hips and waist to move it in and out.  She moaned.  He pumped slowly at first, gradually increasing his speed.  Most of his cock went all the way inside her when he thrust forward.  It seemed Molly’s hole got tighter the deeper he pushed.  He shoved it in as deep as he could and she squealed.  He held himself off, fucking her fast and deep, then his cum gushed into her.
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Aunt Tilly was in the living room, sitting on the sofa with her legs crossed.  The tv was on, but she wasn’t watching it.  The volume was low and she was flipping through a lingerie catalog, which she wasn’t too interested in, either.  She hadn’t been able to concentrate on much of anything since she put her hands around Ethan’s cock.  Listening to the moans and cries of the girls from the bedroom was driving her crazy with lust.  She could only imagine what they were feeling with that enormous thing stuffed between their legs, but she didn’t want to imagine it.  She wanted to feel it herself.


She was so turned on her face was warm and her ears were buzzing.  Every time one of the girls moaned out loud she squeezed her legs together to get that warm tingle in her crotch.


Her sister would probably skin her alive if she knew she had allowed her daughters to be molested by this brute in her own bedroom.  She didn’t care about that.  She knew Molly was capable of choosing fine men and if she wanted to go to bed with Ethan she wasn’t about to stop her.  Besides, she in no way thought of him as a brute.  He was a pure stud with a long slab of meat between his legs.


When she heard the bedroom door open she thought they were finished and would go home.  When she heard footsteps and looked over her shoulder and saw only Ethan wearing nothing but a towel, she became intensely curious.


“What are the girls doing?” Tilly asked.


She was completely taken in by the sculpted muscles of his body.  The front of the towel around his waist was pushed out slightly.  She swallowed hard.


“They don’t need me right now.  They’re paying attention to each other.  I came to see how you’re doing.”


He leaned against the sofa.  There was perspiration on his skin.


“And you think I do need you?”


“I’m hoping you do.”


Tilly took a deep breath.  This guy was good.


“Maybe you’d like to sit down,” she said, patting the cushion beside her.


Ethan came around the sofa and sat down beside her.


“Do you play football or something?” she said.


“I play hockey.”


Tilly glanced down at his lap.  The end of his cock stuck out from under the towel and laid stiff across his thigh.


“How many times did you guys do it tonight?” she said.


“Three, maybe four.”


“That’s a nice tool you have,” she said, sipping her tea.


“Thanks.”  He looked down at it.


“How long is it?”


“About twelve inches.”


Tilly stirred in her seat.  She was dying to touch it again.


“I can’t imagine my nieces being able to handle anything that size.”


Ethan shrugged.  “Most girls have trouble with it at first, but most seem to get used to it.  Molly did.  So did Brandi.”


Tilly put her cup down.


“If the girls didn’t take it all out of you, Ethan, I’d like to give that tool a try.”


She slipped her hand under the towel.  Her fingers touched his shaft and she closed them around it, squeezing firmly.


He spread his legs.  “It’s all yours if you want it.”


Tilly lifted the towel and his cock rose from beneath it.  She sighed.  It was a gorgeous tool, long and thick and throbbing.  It was what she had been looking for since the day she lost her virginity.


Her hand went down to the base of the thick shaft and she bent over his lap and closed her lips over the head.  It swelled in her mouth, growing thicker and harder, and she moaned.  He tasted of cum and she could smell the juices from Brandi and Molly’s pussies on him.  Her lips smacked and she sucked him hard like a vacuum.


She slid off the couch and got between his legs, looking up into his eyes while she moved her red lips up and down on him.  She did this for a long time.  She knew he had already cum at least once and, if he was like ordinary men the first orgasm always took the edge off his lust and he would have much more stamina for subsequent climaxes.  However, the penis she had in her mouth was no ordinary penis and she did not expect the testicles that came with it to be any more ordinary.


“Are you going to fuck me with it?” Tilly said.


The swollen, purplish head touched her lower lip.  She licked up the side of the shaft.


“I’ll do anything you want,” Ethan said.


“Great.”


She got up and stripped out of her clothes.  Standing naked before this handsome, virile young man was itself a thrill for her.  His eyes took in her entire body, from her full breasts to her flat stomach and narrow waist, to the womanly curve of her hips and her firm legs.  She was glad he could appreciate an older woman as herself and she was just as glad she had the opportunity to experience a well endowed stud such as him.


She climbed on his lap and settled down to enjoy a long, deep fucking.  To her there was nothing like being fucked by a man who had already spent himself, especially on another woman.  He wouldn’t be so anxious to get his own rocks off and she could use a prolonged, fervent thrust.


She had never thought about sharing this secret with her nieces since she didn’t know they were already sexually active.  However, if Molly and Brandi really had done it with this stud three or four times that day they probably knew a few things about fucking she hadn’t yet learned herself.


“How did you turn my sweet little nieces into fucking machines?”


Ethan shrugged.  “It just sort of happened.”


He had his hands on her tits and she was moving up and down on his cock.  She had never dreamed that she could feel so filled with a man’s meat.


The door to her bedroom opened and Molly came out.  She closed the door quietly and when she turned to come down the hall she saw Tilly naked, moving up and down on Ethan.  Her mouth fell open.


“Aunt Tilly,” Molly said, her voice rising in surprise.  “What the hell are you doing?”


Tilly moaned.  “I’m trying your boyfriend out for size.”  She leaned forward and pressed her tits into Ethan’s face.  “What’s Brandi doing?”


“She fell asleep.”


Ethan lifted his head from between Tilly’s big breasts and looked at Molly as she sat in the recliner.


“She fell asleep?  What’d you do to her?” he said.


“I don’t think it was what I did to her.  I think it was what you did to her.”


“I can believe that,” Tilly said, and pressed herself down on Ethan’s lap.  She loved the feel of his long, thick cock poking deep into her body.
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