
        
            
                
            
        

    
	FORE­WORD

	As our mod­ern so­ci­ety be­comes in­creas­ingly urb­an­ized, and the over­all fam­ily struc­ture weaker, we are see­ing more and more of the phe­nomenon known as amor­al­ity.

	A good case in point is Charles Man­son, a per­son who never learned about good and bad, a per­son who never placed any value on hu­man life, simply do­ing whatever a mo­ment­ary whim dic­tated. The per­vas­ive cor­rup­tion in high polit­ical of­fice today of­fers an­other ex­ample.

	The young girl in this book is a child of the present. Liv­ing the life of the he­don­ist, she re­fuses to worry about to­mor­row and rarely thinks of the past. Her main con­cern is for today, and the pleas­ure it brings. For her, sex is merely some­thing to be en­joyed, car­ry­ing neither emo­tional ties nor moral over­tones.

	And so she goes from day to day, wan­der­ing from one sexual ex­per­i­ence to an­other, keep­ing her re­la­tion­ships with oth­ers on a phys­ical plane, al­ways look­ing for a new thrill.

	OVER­EAGER TEEN­AGER — the story of a young girl who em­bod­ies the life­style of many in our so­ci­ety. Her story is one which holds a les­son for us all.

	The Pub­lisher



	

CHAPTER ONE

	“So what do you say, little girl? Just you and me, up in the moun­tains this week­end? We could have a lot of fun in this bus!” Paul Markow leered.

	Sheree Sable smiled en­cour­agingly, as if she were think­ing it over. Her com­pact little body was stretched to its fullest length as she leaned off the curb, sup­port­ing her weight on the pas­sen­ger’s win­dow cas­ing. Her green eyes ex­amined the lush fur­nish­ings of the gleam­ing new cus­tom van as she flir­ted with its owner.

	“It might be fun at that,” Sheree winked, “But I’ve got other plans.”

	“Yeah, be­sides, it’s real tough to sneak out for a whole week­end when you’re only a teen­ager, Markow!” Johnny Hol­lister shouted from a group of guys stand­ing near the truck.

	Sheree and the man in the van glared at the big foot­ball player and his laugh­ing friends. The group was part of the usual Fri­day af­ter­noon crowd hanging around the frostie stand. It seemed to Sheree and her friend that the whole place was now watch­ing them along with Johnny’s guf­faw­ing foot­ballers.

	Markow fired up the en­gine in his new toy. The color was rising in his face all the way up to his hair­line.

	“That’s just great!” he growled at Sheree. “The whole fuckin’ town will hear about this by to­night! You told me you were eight­een!”

	The em­bar­rassed van owner put his rig in first and let out the clutch with a jerk. The bright yel­low truck roared off in a cloud of burn­ing rub­ber.

	“See you later, jail­bait!” the dis­gruntled driver yelled at Sheree as she jumped back from the roar­ing truck.

	The vo­lup­tu­ous teen­ager put her hands on her well roun­ded hips and looked dag­gers at Johnny and his friends. Her lips fanned the word “pricks”, and she flashed the group a pair of birds be­fore turn­ing on the heels of her san­dals and start­ing up the street.

	She had not taken ten steps, butt wag­gling sex­ily in the pro­voc­at­ive, sway­ing walk she had de­veloped, when Sheree heard the thump of a large set of ten­nis shoes hur­ry­ing after her.

	“Hey, babe, what’s your hurry?” Johnny Hol­lister smiled boy­ishly as his long strides brought him even with her.

	Sheree ap­praised the tall ath­lete coolly, as if she weren’t seeth­ing in­side. With his dis­arm­ing grin, his su­per build, and his ra­di­ant, All-Amer­ican-Boy, freckles and red-blond thatch of short hair, she had to ad­mit the big brute had a cer­tain charm.

	“Why don’t you get lost, Hol­lister?” Sheree asked him as rudely as she could, speed­ing up her sexy gait.

	“Now, now, what’s your prob­lem, foxy lady?” Johnny grinned imp­ishly. “You didn’t really want to waste a whole week­end with him, did you? I thought you might like to go to a movie to­night with me in­stead. Hell, I’ll even pay!”

	“You are low rent, Hol­lister,” Sheree fumed.

	“Come on, foxy, don’t be that way, this is your chance to move up in class. You got a stop wast­ing your­self on losers like Markow.”

	Sheree was too angry to speak for a mo­ment.

	She trudged along, search­ing for the right re­sponse, some­thing that would put this lout in his place. Then, it hit her. Why not use what al­ways seemed to work for her?

	“And just why do you want to go out with me, Johnny-honey? Do you want to save my soul or some­thing?” the smile in­tens­i­fied as she saw the big foot­ball player’s face turn­ing pink.

	“Why, Johnny, I don’t think you’re an evan­gel­ist at all! You look just like Markow and all those other guys, the way you’re un­dress­ing me with your eyes right now!”

	Johnny’s glance shot up to Sheree’s face. The red­den­ing teen­ager kept his eyes away from Sheree’s lush little body.

	“Yes, in­deed, big guy, you look like a man with evil designs your­self,” she teased. “Why, I bet you’d like to take me to that show to­night and feel my boobies. And later, after the movie, I’d put money on the fact that you’d like to get my shorts off and fuck my hot little twat un­til you pumped it full of cum, wouldn’t you, baby?”

	Johnny had turned beet-red. His lips opened to deny her chid­ing ac­cus­a­tions, but no sound es­caped his mouth.

	“Yeah, I know that’s what you want, Johnny-luv, all you guys are the same. You just want to jam your big, stiff dicks in my tiny pussy and blast me full of jism.”

	Sheree shook her head, as if this were the sad state of the world and she un­der­stood it fully. They had covered the three blocks from the frostie stand on Main Street to the Sables’ two-story Vic­torian home on Chest­nut. Sheree walked slowly up the steps, turn­ing as she reached the porch.

	“Oh, well, Johnny, I guess one guy’s cock is as good as an­other,” she grinned sud­denly. “Why don’t you meet me at the show, in the lobby at nine to­night, and we’ll see how well you fuck!”



	
CHAPTER TWO

	Sheree stood ad­mir­ing her­self in a mir­ror of the theater wait­ing to start her cam­paign against Johnny Hol­lister. Sheree was well equipped for the com­ing battle. Stand­ing a petite five feet tall, with long au­burn hair cas­cad­ing down to her shoulders, Sheree had hips as tight and well roun­ded as a halved peach.

	Care­fully ex­amin­ing the out­fit which sheathed her frame like a second skin, Sheree was pleased with the ef­fect. The sun had turned her flaw­less olive skin a golden brown, which sharply con­tras­ted to the bright white of her well-stretched shorts. The golden tan ex­ten­ded every­where ex­cept for the small tri­an­gu­lar patches left by her string bikini. She could see the little flashes of white sur­round­ing the dark dots of her red nipples clearly through the sheer fab­ric of her blouse.

	“Just check­ing out the mer­chand­ise one last time, heh, mama?” Johnny Hol­lister’s con­fid­ent voice came from the lobby doors be­hind her. “I had to prac­tic­ally beg to get in here to­night,” Johnny smiled down at Sheree and put his arm around her shoulder as they star­ted for their seats. “This thing is R-rated. Guess they’re afraid we’ll see some­thing we’re not sup­posed to see.”

	Sheree dug her white Peds into the car­pet, halt­ing the couple. She flashed a mis­chiev­ous smile up at Johnny.

	“Why watch when you can do?” Sheree asked in a whis­per, pla­cing her hand briefly on Johnny’s zip­per. She winked at him in the dark­ness.

	“You, you mean — NOW?”

	Sheree took the big foot­ball player by his highly-touted arm and led him to­ward the street exit. She grinned at him in the dim light of the park­ing lot as they left the blackened theatre.

	“Uh, yeah, why wait? What the hell!” Johnny tried to sound cas­ual, but the ten­sion in his voice was ap­par­ent.

	The two walked along in the dark­ness, Johnny’s arm drapped awk­wardly over the sen­su­ous teen­ager’s shoulder. They crossed the park­ing lot and headed down Oak Street.

	“I, uh, been want­ing to take you out ever since you moved into town a couple of months ago,” Johnny fi­nally offered by way of con­ver­sa­tion. His hand dropped down onto Sheree’s jig­gling right breast.

	“Well, why haven’t you?” Sheree asked with a warm smile, mak­ing no move to dis­lodge the huge paw.

	“Let’s, uh, cut through here,” Johnny sug­ges­ted sud­denly, his voice sound­ing con­stric­ted from the ex­cite­ment he was ob­vi­ously ex­per­i­en­cing. “It’s through the school­yard, and it’s private.”

	Sheree pre­ten­ded to yawn, push­ing her firm young boob even harder against Johnny’s palm. “That sounds like a dy­nam­ite idea to me, Johnny-luv,” she cooed. “I can hardly wait.”

	It was ap­par­ent from the grow­ing bulge in Johnny’s pants that he could hardly wait either, which made Sheree smile. If he got ex­cited enough, he might come in his jeans — the ul­ti­mate dis­grace for a brag­ging, self-ap­poin­ted stud like Johnny Hol­lister!

	Johnny sud­denly pulled her to him and down onto the moist grass, his lips part­ing and his tongue delving into the sweet­ness be­hind her open lips.

	His hands were on her breasts, ur­gently knead­ing and ma­nip­u­lat­ing them through the thin cloth of her blouse. Then she felt the but­tons be­ing un­done and the kiss of the warm sum­mer night air caress­ing her na­ked nipples along with Johnny’s fin­gers.

	“Oh, Johnny, you hot baby, come on! Come and suck my cool tit­ties,” Sheree moaned as she broke off the kiss and lay on her back. She humped her pussy up to­ward him quickly sev­eral times, en­joy­ing the lewd­ness of her ges­ture and the startled, tor­tured look of de­sire on his face.

	With a loud groan, Johnny bent low and took Sheree’s nipple in his mouth, his rough-sur­faced tongue sweep­ing around and around the pebbly tip as he sucked pas­sion­ately with his lips. He twis­ted her other bud lov­ingly between his thumb and in­dex fin­ger, tele­graph­ing waves of pleas­ure down Sheree’s spine dir­ectly into her tight, con­tract­ing cunt.

	“Ummmm, good, baby, real fine! Suck my boobies nice now, and Sheree will let you stick that big, hard prick of yours all the way up her hot little pussy,” Sheree teased in a low whis­per.

	“Would you like that, Johnny-luv, would you like to shoot a big, boil­ing load of cum up into my tight little cunny?” Sheree kept on whis­per­ing the words slowly, tan­tal­iz­ingly, as she felt the suc­tion on her tits in­crease and the throbs of de­light strenght­en­ing through­out her steam­ing pussy. Through half closed eyes, she could see that her words were mak­ing the boy lose all con­trol.

	This was ab­so­lute heaven, Sheree told her­self. Soon, very soon now, she would let this fum­bling oaf un­zip her shorts and fin­ger her to a blis­ter­ing cunt as he sucked and played with her tit­ties. It had to be soon, her sex-drugged mind told her, be­fore her moisten­ing pussy over­flowed with cunt juice and left a tell­tale stain on her white shorts that would be very hard to ex­plain when she got home to­night.

	“Mmmm, feels good, sweet­heart, but don’t you think it’s time for cunt?” Sheree mur­mured, push­ing the big foot­ball player away. “Or don’t you want my hot pussy? You just know that I want that big, stiff cock of yours soooo bad, right now, lover-boy!”

	Sheree could barely con­tain her laughter. Johnny was com­ing all un­glued right in front of her eyes. He seemed to have lost all con­trol of his hands. First they shot up to his belt and zip­per fum­bling to free his bul­ging cock, then he de­cided to take Sheree’s shorts off first, then he elec­ted to leave the tight shorts till last, since he couldn’t get them un­zipped, and he began claw­ing at his own stub­born cloth­ing again.

	“Aw, poor baby’s so hot he can’t trot!” Sheree taunted the boy in his con­fu­sion. “Here, let Sheree help.”

	In one smooth mo­tion, Sheree arched her back, lift­ing her shapely ass off the ground, and un­zipped her shorts, shuck­ing both shorts and panties com­pletely off. She lay back and let her knees drop open, spread­ing her tender pussy wide in the en­gulf­ing dark­ness.

	“Right here, lover, my cunt wants you!” Sheree im­plored Johnny in a husky whis­per. She guided his hand to her glisten­ing pink slit.

	Johnny came to life as his fin­gers touched her wet slick­ness. He gasped with ex­cite­ment as his middle fin­ger sunk all the way into her and he leaned down once more to­ward her erect nipples.

	“You’re too fuckin’ much!” the turned on foot­ball player growled as he threw him­self sav­agely onto Sheree’s heav­ing tits, lick­ing and suck­ing and fin­ger­ing her like a wild man.

	Sheree squirmed be­neath his re­newed at­tack, get­ting her­self into a com­fort­able po­s­i­tion, sa­vor­ing the wan­ton warmth build­ing up in her churn­ing cunt. Johnny was es­tab­lish­ing a rhythm, his lips pulling at her stiff, ex­ten­ded nipples in time with his fin­ger thrust­ing deep into her tight, well-lubed pussy. She caught the tim­ing quickly, eagerly thrust­ing her mound up to meet him on the down­stroke and pulling her aroused clit up the full length of his re­treat­ing fin­ger on the up­stroke.

	Tighter and tighter, Sheree’s burn­ing hot cunt gripped around Johnny’s pis­ton­ing fin­ger. Little yelps of pleas­ure es­caped from her com­pressed lips as her hips thrashed up and down faster and faster to meet his thrusts.

	Shame­lessly, the ex­cited girl reached up to cup her own breasts, push­ing them to­gether un­til her tender nipples were taut against each other and Johnny’s hun­grily suck­ing lips were en­vel­op­ing both erect buds at once. She jammed his head down onto her burst­ing mounds and let her gyr­at­ing ass go crazy.

	Sheree’s mouth hung open, her eyes seem­ing to roll loose in her head, as she gasped for air and her pussy spasmed wildly around its wel­come in­vader. Johnny’s fin­ger hammered into Sheree’s grasp­ing pussy like a jack­ham­mer as the come swept over her, and her wrig­gling ass bucked up­ward as though she were try­ing to ex­ecute a back roll in an ef­fort to drive her clitty still wilder.

	The in­tens­ity of the or­gasm made the young girl nearly black out as it spread up from her clit­oris in waves of mind-shat­ter­ing sen­sa­tion, ex­plod­ing in her burst­ing nipples, then slam­ming into lieu lust-filled brain. Her lithe body whipped help­lessly about un­der Johnny’s lips and fin­gers, still shud­der­ing with small mini-thrills of ebbing en­joy­ment.

	At last, the sat­is­fied teen­ager lay quiet. Sheree stretched out lan­guidly, like a cat be­side a fire­place, still bathed in the warm after-glow of her cli­max. Her float­ing mind settled slowly back to earth.

	Sheree real­ized hazily that Johnny had straightened up in front of her and that he was rock­ing back on his heels, tug­ging at his jeans. As his white un­der shorts dropped down the heavy muscled legs and Johnny’s spear-hard dick bounced into view, Sheree fi­nally shook the cob­webs from her mind and began to re­act. She reached out and grabbed the thick cock firmly in her small fist and jerked the vel­vety skin up and down the whole seven inches, work­ing the steely prick faster and faster un­til she felt it con­tract in her grip.

	“Ali­h­hhh, wait! Don’t do that, let me put it in your…” Johnny howled in an­guish.

	The ex­cite­ment of Sheree’s touch had been too much for the big teen­ager’s in­ex­per­i­enced prick. Huge spurts of hot, creamy cum shot from the tip of his jerking cock as Sheree’s prac­ticed hand pumped him dry. A lumpy dribble of sperm slid down his rap­idly dwind­ling dick, run­ning over her clench­ing fin­gers.

	“Mmmmm, gooey, isn’t it?” she said teas­ingly, drop­ping his spent cock dis­gustedly against his empty nut sack. It had all worked out ex­actly as she had planned it. She wiped her hand off in the damp grass and began pulling her clothes back on.

	“Hey, what’s this num­ber, baby? Don’t get dressed yet!” Johnny pleaded. “I’ll be ready to go again in a couple of minutes. You can’t go without let­ting me…”

	“Fuck my hot pussy?” Sheree asked, sound­ing as if she were dis­ap­poin­ted about the way things had gone.

	“No way, little boy!” she taunted him, get­ting up to leave. “I was wrong to go out with you in the first place, to­night proved that. Come and see me in a couple of years — after you’ve de­veloped some stay­ing power, know what I mean, ti­ger?”

	Sheree gave the sprawled out foot­ball hero a de­ris­ive laugh and star­ted to walk away. He grabbed her ankle with a grip that could crush rock.

	“Let’s not be hasty, babe!” Johnny’s voice was a low growl in the dark­ness. “I don’t think I like your at­ti­tude.”

	He gave Sheree’s ankle a squeeze, to il­lus­trate how little he liked her at­ti­tude. A sharp flash of pain burned up her leg and she was sud­denly wor­ried about the deser­ted loc­a­tion she had picked for to­night’s fun and games.

	“Listen, Johnny-luv, I’m a little tired to­night. That first came you gave was a real knock­out and I don’t think I could give your cock the kind of ride I’d really like to,” Sheree lied con­vin­cingly. “Why don’t we try it again to­mor­row night?”

	“We can’t do any­thing to­mor­row night that we can’t do right here and now,” Johnny was in­sist­ent. “Lay down!”

	“Ohh, but we can!” Sheree’s mind was ra­cing. “We can have a couple of belts first. I get really turned on and ready for any­thing after a few drinks and we can take our time and fuck in a bed, in­stead of the hard ground!”

	“Where?” the voice was sus­pi­cious, but the vise around Sheree’s ankle loosened a little.

	“At my place!” Sheree rushed on. “There’s a small travel trailer right next to my folks’ house, in that va­cant lot. I sleep out there in the sum­mer a lot. We could ball all night!”

	“Yeah?”

	“You bet, Johnny-luv! My folks go to bed at about ten, you show up at around el­even, I’ll let you in and,” Sheree’s voice be­came a sexy prom­ise, “we can fuck all night long!”



	
CHAPTER THREE

	The next night at ten-thirty, Sheree lay star­ing up at the stars through the open vent in the trailer roof. She reveled in the feel of the cool breeze push­ing at the closed drapes and, the sen­sa­tion caused by her fin­gers roam­ing the hills and val­leys of her own nude body.

	The nu­bile teen let her mind drift, know­ing it would soon float back to Johnny Hol­lister and the won­der­ful come his fin­gers and lips had given her the night be­fore. That was what was so cool about sleep­ing out here in the sum­mer — you could fin­ger your­self off all night and no one knew the dif­fer­ence.

	Idly, Sheree began teas­ing her clit­oris again as her other hand stoked her nipples. She thought about Johnny’s lips on her tits, and how great his fin­ger had felt caress­ing her juicy cunt. She was al­most sorry that he wasn’t here right now. Maybe she’d even let him be the first to fuck her!

	The very thought made Sheree giggle aloud. The whole school thought of her as the hot­test piece of ass in the county and she was still a vir­gin!

	Sheree rolled back and forth on the bed, her laughter un­con­trol­lable as she re­lieved her two-month ca­reer as Ce­dar City’s hot­test pussy. Ever since the fam­ily had moved into town in the middle of the semester, people had been talk­ing about Sheree.

	Her first friend in town had been Pam Leyton a foxy, tough-talk­ing bru­nette who liked to fuck and suck as well as she liked to breathe. Hanging around with her, ad­just­ing her vocab­u­lary to fit Pam’s — fuckin’ fight; that low-life cock­sucker; right­eous little cunt licker — Sheree was soon cast in the same role and the boys swarmed around like crazy.

	Flattered by all of the at­ten­tion from seni­ors with hot cars and big bank­rolls, Sheree soon wised up to the fact that they also had hot dicks and big balls. And all they really wanted was a chance to shove those hot cocks into her un­tried little pussy and empty the con­tents of those nuts up into her womb.

	De­cid­ing that any­thing was bet­ter than go­ing back to her former goody-goody role, Sheree ac­cep­ted one of the of­fers from Tom Brad­ley, a tall, good-look­ing senior, and re­solved to fuck him sense­less, if that was what he wanted as the price of a date.

	It was Tom who had star­ted Sheree on the road to prick-teas­ing and edu­cated her about the male ego. Want­ing to get it over with, Sheree had simply un­zipped Tom’s pants as soon as they were parked. His cock had not really been that large, Sheree real­ized now, but back then it had looked like a base­ball bat in her in­ex­per­i­enced eyes.

	“Oooh, Tommy, it’s so big! You’ll split my little pussy wide open with that big thing if you’re not care­ful!” she had ex­claimed in won­der.

	A muffled gasp had es­caped from the senior’s clenched jaw as Sheree took his cock in her tiny hand and began strok­ing it in a choppy, am­a­teur­ish man­ner. Pulling the cock skin up and down faster and faster as she got the knack, Sheree had used every dirty word she knew to tell Tom how much she wanted to feel his hot prick in her tight cunt.

	Nat­ur­ally, it hadn’t taken long. A flood of steam­ing cock juice spur­ted out onto the dash of the car, drib­bling down onto the shag car­pet amid Sheree’s squeals of ex­cite­ment and Tom’s curses.

	That was when Sheree began to learn about hu­man nature and the male ego. For Tom Brad­ley hadn’t told his ad­mir­ing bud­dies what really happened — he had gone on and on about what a great fuck Sheree Sable really was!

	And Sheree had never set the re­cord straight. Why should she? Her phone never stopped ringing for dates. She never missed a big party. And she had yet to meet a guy she couldn’t get to shoot his nuts all over the head­liner or front seat of his car as Sheree’s tal­en­ted fin­gers whipped his meat and her eager voice spurred him to un­ex­pec­ted ex­cite­ment.

	It had all star­ted out as a game, one in which Sheree had been more than will­ing to put up her knock­out, vir­ginal body as table stakes. Now, ly­ing in the dark­ness of the trailer, fin­ger­ing her warm, juicy cunt as she men­tally re­lived her “ca­reer”, Sheree wondered how many more boys with big repu­ta­tions as studs she would em­bar­rass be­fore one of them fi­nally fucked her.

	How big could her sex God­dess fame grow without ever fuck­ing any­one? There was a light tap­ping sound on the trailer’s metal door. In the quiet of the sum­mer night, it soun­ded to Sheree like the fist of doom bash­ing at her hide­away. It was prob­ably her mom! “Shit!” Sheree fumed as she jumped up.

	Panic grow­ing as the tap­ping be­came more in­sist­ent, Sheree wiped the pussy juice from her fin­gers and pulled on the flan­nel pa­ja­mas she kept in the closet for emer­gen­cies. She went re­luct­antly to the door and opened it.

	“Damn it, girl, do you have to be so slow and noisy about let­ting me in?” a deep male voice came from the dark­ness.

	Johnny Hol­lister crouched down next to the wooden steps, a brown gro­cery bag un­der his arm and a wor­ried look on his face. Sheree stood with her mouth open in ut­ter sur­prise, and Johnny im­me­di­ately seized the op­por­tun­ity. He shouldered past her, pulling the door closed be­hind him and fum­bling at the lock. He breathed a sigh of re­lief as it clicked shut.

	“Shit, honey, this is no work for a nervous guy!” the big foot­ball player whispered, the ex­cite­ment crack­ling in his voice.

	“What the fuck are you do­ing here?” Sheree de­man­ded, shock leav­ing her and cold fear set­tling in its place.

	“I was in­vited, re­mem­ber?” he waved the brown bag at the dumb­foun­ded girl. “And I got my ticket!”

	The bag pro­duced the un­mis­tak­able clink of bottles hit­ting each other as the foot­ball star sat it down on the table. He pulled out two plastic cham­pagne glasses and sat them down next to the bag with a flour­ish.

	“Not only sloe gin, but cham­pagne!” Johnny grinned mis­chiev­ously. “Now let’s get the party star­ted.”

	Numbly, as though she had been caned from a block of ice, Sheree watched as Johnny un­capped the cheap cham­pagne and filled the glasses. Their eyes were ac­cus­tomed to the near dark­ness, so it seemed al­most light in­side the small room when Johnny found Sheree’s tran­sistor ra­dio and flipped it on. The green light from the dial and the soft thump of the rock beat seemed to fill the whale trailer.

	“Where did you get this?” Sheree ges­tured with the full glass, play­ing for time.

	“Wasn’t easy,” Johnny smiled, gulp­ing some of the bub­bling li­quid down. “I had to give Bill Has­ket’s older brother enough money to get him­self a whole case of beer to get him to buy this for me.”

	Sheree swal­lowed a mouth­ful of the highly car­bon­ated, slightly sour wine. She toasted Johnny with her glass and smiled.

	“I like a man who’s re­source­ful,” she en­cour­aged him, mak­ing her smile even warmer. If he drank enough, Sheree knew from past ex­per­i­ence, he wouldn’t be able to do any­thing when they were in bed to­gether — if it should come to that.

	Johnny grinned like a little bay and drank the rest of the cham­pagne in his glass. He im­me­di­ately re­filled his glass and took an­other sip.

	“Mmm, good cham­pagne, isn’t it?” Sheree lied. “You know, Johnny, I want us both to get totally ripped to­night, so we won’t have any in­hib­i­tions later, when we’re fuck­ing, ya’ know?”

	Johnny’s grin froze on his boy­ish face and he hur­riedly downed his wine in one gulp as Sheree cas­u­ally men­tioned “fuck­ing”. The ex­per­i­enced girl smiled. This was go­ing to be easier than she had thought.

	It took only a few more minutes for the tipsy foot­ball star to drain off the rest of the cham­pagne. He came un­stead­ily to his feet and shuffled over to open the sloe gin and make them each a drink. He poured both glasses full with a min­imum of mixer. Stum­bling back to the bed, he handed Sheree her drink and sat down heav­ily next to her, put­ting his arm over her shoulder.

	“Hey, list’n,” he mumbled, “aren’t you the little girl who told me she slept in the raw?” He eyed the baggy flan­nel pa­ja­mas sus­pi­ciously.

	Sud­denly, it was Sheree’s turn to be em­bar­rassed. She kept these pa­ja­mas out here for emer­gen­cies only, and she was ashamed to have any­one know she even owned such ugly things, let alone hav­ing them think that she nor­mally wore such un­be­com­ing clothes.

	“I just put these on real quick, in case it was my folks at the, door,” she ex­plained nervously.

	Johnny’s face broke into a sly, lewd grin. “Take ‘em off!” Sheree giggled un­eas­ily, know­ing she was trapped. “Okay, but first we need one more drink,” she prom­ised.

	Johnny made the drinks in a flash, straight this time, no mixer at all. The sweet li­quor burned only slightly as Sheree downed her glass­ful, but it seemed to lack wal­lop.

	“Come on, baby, we’re drink­ing the holy liv­ing shit out of this stuff and I still don’t see any skin!” Johnny hooted im­pa­tiently, hold­ing up the half-empty fifth to il­lus­trate his point.

	Sheree grabbed the wav­ing bottle away and drank from it in big, steady gulps. She fi­nally gagged on the sug­ary taste after she had chugged half of what was left.

	Back­ing up to the table, Sheree turned up the ra­dio and began mov­ing to the beat. Slowly, ever so slowly, her feet began to slide in per­fect time to the mu­sic. Her arms twis­ted and snaked like those of a go-go dan­cer, but firm young thighs jerked up and back un­der the loose fab­ric of her pa­jama bot­toms. Her breasts were swinging and rolling un­der the bil­low­ing top, their move­ments eas­ily traced by the jut­ting bulges of Sheree’s rap­idly erect­ing nipples.

	An­other song began, an even faster one. Sheree’s arms came up over her head and her lithe teen­age body whipped from side to side, her hips grind­ing and her tits boun­cing as tautly as they had the night be­fore dur­ing her or­gasm.

	Even in the dim light of the trailer, Sheree could see Johnny’s cock harden­ing be­neath his zip­per. When it looked big enough to tear the front of his pants out, the young temp­tress slowed the tempo and lowered her hands to the front of her pa­jama top. She un­did the but­tons slowly, let­ting her fin­gers fumble in­ten­tion­ally with the cloth as she ground her hips in time to the beat.

	As the last but­ton came free, Sheree ex­ecuted a turn, giv­ing the pant­ing foot­ball player only a glimpse of sway­ing tit as she turned her back to him and kept on dan­cing. She shook her shoulders and half her arms out in back of her, let­ting the gar­ment slip slowly down her arms and fall to the floor at Johnny’s feet.

	Tan­tal­iz­ingly, she glided back to­ward him, cross­ing her arms over her chest and turn­ing to face him. An inch at a time, des­cend­ing in per­fect time with the beat, Sheree let her arms slip down­ward, teas­ingly re­leas­ing her mounds to roll free in a mes­mer­iz­ing dance of their own.

	Johnny picked up the sloe gin and in­haled what was left in three large swal­lows, his eyes never leav­ing the bob­bing, boun­cing tits jig­gling two feet in front of him.

	Pla­cing her hands on her rock­ing hips, Sheree gave the loose-fit­ting pa­ja­mas a shove. They slipped down to the top of her pu­bic fringe, just a small tuft of brown fur show­ing over the elastic top band.

	Sat­is­fied, Sheree began to shake and shimmy again as the tempo in­creased. She star­ted slow and in­creased the speed of her move­ments un­til the mu­sic reached a cres­cendo. As the drums crashed and the elec­tric gui­tars wailed at the song’s cli­max, Sheree par­ted her legs and pushed her cunt lewdly for­ward, her shoulders shim­my­ing wildly.

	The baggy pants slid ma­gic­ally down the slender columns of her legs, re­veal­ing the pout­ing gash of her pussy as her tits slapped across her chest against each other, vi­brat­ing slowly to a halt as she held the wan­ton pose and the mu­sic died away.

	Johnny couldn’t ut­ter a sound. He simply dropped the bottle on the floor and reached for her.

	The next twenty minutes were a sex and booze in­duced blur for both of them. Sheree’s drunken mind spun crazily as she felt her­self pushed down onto the bed and strong male fin­gers ex­plor­ing every inch of her pulsing body. Her tongue was bur­ied in Johnny’s mouth, thrust­ing in time to the fin­ger ravaging her will­ing cunt. His cock seemed to ap­pear out of nowhere, and she moaned with pas­sion as she took it in her hand and began pump­ing its rock-hard length with the gentlest, most pleas­ing strokes she knew.

	The old, fa­mil­iar rhythm star­ted build­ing in her hips as Johnny’s fin­ger bur­rowed into her cunt slit and slid al­most to her deeply bur­ied hy­men. Harder and harder the beau­ti­ful teen­ager pushed up­ward with her yearn­ing pussy, meet­ing his surges eagerly as her need for or­gasm in­creased.

	Sud­denly, it was as if someone had hit Sheree in the back of the skull with a sledge­ham­mer. She felt her­self tum­bling, fall­ing away. It was as if Johnny’s heav­enly fin­ger was the only thing hold­ing her throb­bing cunt onto the earth’s sur­face.

	Then the fin­ger was gone! In drunken panic, Sheree opened her eyes. Blear­ily, she saw Johnny pulling off his jeans and rolling what looked like a bal­loon onto his jut­ting cock. Then he was back kneel­ing between her open legs, spread­ing her moistened pussy lips wide.

	“No, please, no!” Sheree wailed frantic­ally, but her cunt was already stretch­ing open to re­ceive the tower­ing prick be­ing wedged into it and her voice soun­ded small and far away even to her own ears.

	She gasped as she felt his weight crash down onto her and the thrust of his hips sent a sear­ing pain deep into her cunt and everything went black.



	

CHAPTER FOUR

	“Sheree, you awake?” the wor­ried voice of Johnny Hol­lister drif­ted into her groggy mind from some­where.

	“Oh­h­h­hhh, shit! What happened?” Sheree groaned as she tried to sit up.

	She fell back na­ked on the bed. Johnny was ly­ing next to her, his cock shriveled as small as a little boy’s. Sheree stared at the limp prick curi­ously, re­mem­ber­ing how big it had been when she passed out. Her cunt ached, as though her period was com­ing up soon.

	The truth hit her like a blow to the stom­ach.

	“You fucked me!” Sheree wailed as she real­ized what had happened. “You filthy bas­tard! You knocked me out and fucked me while I was asleep!”

	Tears sprang im­me­di­ately to the cool green eyes, and Sheree’s proud young breasts shook with sobs as she con­tem­plated the sad way she had fi­nally crossed over into the world of adult sex.

	“Take it easy, honey. Do you want to wake the whole neigh­bor­hood?” Johnny pleaded, put­ting his big arms around the dis­traught girl as he tried awk­wardly to com­fort her.

	“I didn’t know, I mean, I just didn’t think it would make much dif­fer­ence if I went ahead or not,” the foot­ball star offered lamely. “I mean, with your repu­ta­tion, what’s one more, I thought. Who could have guessed you were cherry?”

	“Take your fuck­ing paws off me!” Sheree screamed, shak­ing her­self free. “With my luck, you prob­ably knocked me up!”

	“No, I wore a rub­ber. We’re safe, don’t worry about that part of it,” Johnny as­sured her.

	The big foot­ball player looked down guiltily at the bright red spot of evid­ence on the sheet prov­ing Sheree Sable had been a vir­gin. He shif­ted around un­eas­ily, un­able to bring him­self to look up at Sheree as he spoke.

	“I feel ter­rible about this, Sheree, I really do. I never would have done it if I’d have guessed all those stor­ies weren’t true, but by the time I found out they weren’t, it was too late!”

	The real con­cern in Johnny’s voice touched some­thing deep in­side of the young girl. Sheree tried to tell her­self that she had been raped, that she should scream and bring the whole block in on them. Her blood on the sheet was proof that she had never been fucked be­fore. Every­one would have to be­lieve her rape story in spite of all the ru­mors about her.

	But some­how, she just couldn’t do it. For it was Johnny whose eyes were mist­ing now. He sat with his head down, look­ing scared and guilty, and Sheree real­ized that, des­pite all his good looks and brag­ging, the poor guy had prob­ably never got­ten into that many girls. He had been just too ex­cited by the sight of her nude, de­fense­less body to stop him­self.

	Sheree let out a deep sigh and wiped away the re­mainder of her tears. She put her arms around the wor­ried foot­baller and pressed her hot nippled spikes gently into his hairy chest.

	“I guess it’s as much my fault as it was yours,” the pretty teen­ager sighed, rest­ing her head on his shoulder. “I should have real­ized that you can’t fuck around forever without even­tu­ally get­ting fucked.”

	“You, you mean you’re not still pissed about what happened?” Johnny asked fear­fully.

	“Nah, I’m not really mad about what you did,” the ex-tease ad­mit­ted. “But I am dis­ap­poin­ted that I missed my own se­duc­tion.” Her breasts caressed his chest and her au­burn hair tickled his broad shoulders.

	“You know, kid,” Johnny’s deep voice was sud­denly ser­i­ous as he held her eas­ily away from his body and stared into her bot­tom­less green eyes, “You are not only the best look­ing girl in Ce­dar City, you are the finest chick I’ve ever met. I want you to be my girl, ex­clus­ively.”

	Sheree’s heart al­most fluttered out of her rib­cage. Sheree couldn’t be­lieve how happy the whole idea of be­ing re­spect­able, of par­ti­cip­at­ing in all of the high school so­cial life that she and her friends had al­ways jeal­ously put down be­fore, of be­ing Johnny Hol­lister’s girl sud­denly made her.

	“Oh, yes, Johnny, yes! I’ll go steady with you!” she soared, kiss­ing him pas­sion­ately, hun­grily on the lips.

	For the next thirty seconds, her tits rub­bing against his chest, his hands coil­ing and toy­ing with her hair as they em­braced, Sheree was as happy as she had ever been in her young life.

	Johnny pushed her down onto her back. He kissed her ten­derly on the mouth, then moved his lips down quickly onto both nipples, giv­ing them each a long, slow, suck­ing kiss.

	“You’re the fox­i­est chick in town, in the whole damned state, and I want you more than any­thing!”

	It didn’t take Sheree long to de­cide. She held out her arms and gave him her warmest, most se­duct­ive smile.

	“Well, what are you wait­ing for? Get one of those rub­ber things out and come here. Your girl wants to make love to you!”

	Johnny sat grin­ning his big lop­sided grin for a mo­ment then he was off the bed like a shot, rum­ma­ging through his pants pack­ets. And then she felt him back on the bed be­side her and there was the sound of foil be­ing torn open and the fed of his lips on hers. Their tongues in­ter­twined and she felt his fin­gers be­gin their soft knead­ing of her stiff­en­ing nipples as her own hands trav­elled.

	Gingerly, still bothered a little by the sore­ness his thrust­ing prick had caused earlier, Sheree spread her legs as his fin­gers slipped down her stom­ach and into the tangled patch of her pu­bic mound. His long middle di­git eased it­self down over her pulsing clit and into her already moist cunt. The fin­ger moved faster and faster as her pussy juice began to really flow and her hand closed around his smooth cock skin with long, easy strokes.

	Know­ing in­stinct­ively when he was ready, Sheree let Johnny’s tongue slip from her mouth and drew her knees up nearly to her tits, open­ing her slender legs as she did so crawl­ing up near her glisten­ing slit, Johnny rolled the rub­ber onto his cock and placed the latex covered head against the will­ing girl’s pussy lips.

	Sheree felt the vaguely re­membered stretch­ing sen­sa­tion as Johnny eased the tip of his burn­ing shaft into her softly spread­ing cunt mouth, then the ex­quis­ite, filling pres­sure as he inched his ri­gid dick deeper into the slick, yearn­ing canal that was her pussy.

	“Oh, no more for a minute, lover,” she groaned. “Give my tender cunt just a second to get used to you again!”

	Johnny smiled down at her and with­drew un­til just the end of his horny cock was left in­side her. Then he eased it for­ward again, let­ting it slide with tan­tal­iz­ing slow­ness over her dis­ten­ded clit, feel­ing her tight little tube of flesh open slightly as he fucked back into her. He gave Sheree’s pussy a dozen more slow half-pen­et­ra­tions, feel­ing her hot little cunt re­spond beau­ti­fully to his gentle love mak­ing, open­ing up to de­luge his prick with lub­ric­a­tion.

	“Ooooooh, oh, lover, don’t wait any­more!” Sheree sud­denly moaned into his ear. Her pussy was send­ing a mes­sage to her, an ur­gent re­quest that she now re­layed to Johnny: “Mmmmmm, fuck me! Give me cock, baby, it doesn’t hurt any­more. It’s heaven. Fuck me deep!” she growled.

	Johnny re­spon­ded as though she had jabbed him in the ass with a hot needle. He drove his cock down into her grip­ping cunt. His hips bucked for­ward, then whipped back, draw­ing his prick al­most out of her, then ram­ming it back in to the hilt.

	Sheree felt her­self im­paled on his massive cock and she loved it. She gripped him with her cunt muscles, feel­ing the big prick bat­ter­ing her to­ward an un­real cli­max as she milked the glid­ing cock skin be­neath the rub­ber, us­ing her pussy walls like a glove full of hot, yield­ing fluid. Faster and faster, the heat in her loins built as the mighty cock slid in and out and the blessed fric­tion threatened to start a fire in her slip­pery cunt walls.

	“Ahhh! Baby, can you ever fuck!” Johnny panted in her ear as he rode her.

	Sheree’s legs were around his back, pulling his pis­ton­ing hips even deeper into her, sink­ing his big cock to the fullest in her smol­der­ing pussy. She was de­li­ri­ous with the pleas­ure of his pu­bic mound up against hers and the sen­sa­tion of be­ing totally filled with burn­ing, ham­mer­ing cock.

	Johnny could hold back no longer. He began skew­er­ing her pussy as quickly and deeply as he could, ram­ming his burst­ing cock in and out of her steam­ing cunt as his nuts ex­ploded into her. Sheree sur­rendered her­self to the thrill of his come, slam­ming her mound up want­ing to meet his thrusts, pulling him in frantic­ally with her slender thighs, whis­per­ing, “Fuck me, fuck me harder, fill me with cum, fuck meeee!” to drive him still faster into her tor­tured cunt as he came.

	Sud­denly, Sheree was quiet. The force of the or­gasm hit her like a fist in the solar plexus, her breath es­cap­ing in a squeal of pas­sion. She ex­ploded be­neath him, writh­ing and buck­ing un­con­trol­lably, her head flail­ing from side to side, nos­trils flar­ing, breath com­ing in ragged gasps.

	Sheree’s pussy seemed to en­vel­ope her whole be­ing for the next full minute. The over­power­ing waves of ec­stasy re­ver­ber­ated through the spas­ming girl like the waves of sound from a tun­ing fork. Shat­ter­ing thrills of pleas­ure vi­brated through her pulsing cunt, echo­ing, build­ing, rolling again through her reel­ing mind and clench­ing pussy.

	At last, the little after-shocks of joy ebbed away, leav­ing Sheree breath­less and spent. She felt Johnny’s shrink­ing prick pull free of her re­lax­ing cunt lips.

	“That, lady was un­real!” Johnny panted, kiss­ing her lightly on the lips.

	“Still want me as your steady?” Sheree asked quietly. “No strings at­tached. I en­joyed that as much as you did.”

	Johnny grinned. “Do you have to ask, beau­ti­ful? Who else would do, now that I’ve had you?” He pat­ted her ass play­fully.

	Sheree laughed and kissed him again. They lay in bed un­til the sun was al­most up, laugh­ing and talk­ing and try­ing to get to know each other. They prom­ised to get to­gether again soon.



	

CHAPTER FIVE

	As soon as she awoke, Sheree knew that she had over slept. The heat from the mid-morn­ing sun made the trailer’s in­terior un­bear­able.

	Sheree was out of bed and scram­bling into her clothes in an in­stant, know­ing that her mother would ground her for the whole sum­mer if she came out and found evid­ence of last night’s fuck ses­sion. The wor­ried teen­ager had the trailer in per­fect or­der within minutes, and she was whist­ling a little tune as she bounced into the house to clean her­self up and get rid of the last in­crim­in­at­ing ob­ject — the sheet with her vir­gin’s blood stain.

	Sheree walked con­fid­ently into the kit­chen to con­front her mother. When she saw the note on the table, she laughed out loud.

	“Shit, what was I wor­ried about?” Sheree asked her­self as she scanned the short sen­tences. “Mom told me yes­ter­day that she was go­ing out to Mrs. Cul­ver’s place to get fresh ve­get­ables for DeeDee’s wel­come home din­ner. I should have re­membered she’d be gone all day!”

	Crump­ling the note and aim­ing for the wastebas­ket, Sheree pulled off her hal­ter top and headed for the shower. She was com­pletely na­ked by the time she reached the top of the stairs, and she paused only long enough to toss her things into her room be­fore plunging into the re­lax­ing shower she had craved.

	The warm wa­ter felt mar­velous as it cas­caded over the shapely teen­ager’s vo­lup­tu­ous body. Sheree re­viewed the night be­fore as she ca­vor­ted un­der the spray, let­ting the caress­ing jet of wa­ter play over her sens­it­ive pussy lips as she re­called the thrill of Johnny’s hot cock slid­ing in and out of her grasp­ing cunt.

	What a sum­mer she was go­ing to have with that big stud balling her every day, Sheree told her­self!

	The ex­cite­ment of the memory was too strong to res­ist, with the shower mas­sage hit­ting her squarely in the pussy while an­other set of spray streams jiggled her erect tit­ties.

	Sheree gave in to the over­power­ing need to fin­ger her­self. She squeezed her clit gently between her thumb and fore­finger, dig­ging her long middle di­git fully into the fluid depths of her ex­cited pussy as she did so. Her free hand stale up to her throb­bing tits and began to tickle and tease the pop­ping nipples as the mad­den­ing shower mas­sage con­tin­ued to pound away at her tingling body.

	Sink­ing back against the cold tile shower wall, Sheree felt the first wave of pre-or­gasm tight­en­ing her cunt chan­nel. The horny teen­ager fin­ger-fucked her pussy frantic­ally, sens­ing her come only a few strokes away.

	The front door banged shut down­stairs. Sheree froze her over stim­u­lated body cry­ing for re­lease as her mind fought to reason out who could pos­sibly be down­stairs at this time of day. It couldn’t be her mother, and her father never came home from his store for lunch.

	It must be Johnny! The an­swer hit her like a jolt of high voltage. Sheree was out of the shower and run­ning down the stairs in seconds, a large towel wrapped around her drip­ping torso. A fuck was bet­ter than a fin­ger bang any day!

	“DeeDee, it’s you!” Sheree groaned as she came to the land­ing and saw her older sis­ter stand­ing in the entry hall.

	“Well, some greet­ing, Sis,” the tall blonde smiled. “You sure have a way of mak­ing a girl feel wel­come.”

	Sheree grinned des­pite her dis­ap­point­ment. She was glad to see her statuesque older sis­ter, even though the sight of Johnny and his long, hard prick would have pleased her a lot more at that par­tic­u­lar mo­ment. She ex­plained this, in a slightly laundered form, to DeeDee.

	“Shit, kid, I don’t blame you!” DeeDee laughed, her melon-sized tits shak­ing be­neath the skimpy tee-shirt she wore. “A big stud would be a wel­come sight for me right now too!”

	“Wow, Dee, it’s fuckin’ outta’ sight!” Sheree shrieked as she stepped out on the front porch.

	DeeDee was stand­ing next to a brand new red Porsche.

	“Is it yours?” Sheree asked in­cred­u­lously, run­ning her hand over the hand rubbed body. “I’d give my left tit for a set of wheels like this!”

	“Oh, you have to give both tits, luv, and your pussy, and your ass, and pretty good head!” DeeDee laughed eas­ily.

	“Can we go for a ride?” Sheree asked, barely hear­ing her sis­ter’s sar­donic com­ments.

	“Sure, honey, just give me a hand set­ting this junk in­side, okay?” The two girls car­ried the bags into the liv­ing room and made their way back out to the gleam­ing red road­ster. Sheree was sure that she had never felt any­thing quite so soft as the real leather seat in DeeDee’s car. And she was pos­it­ive she had never heard any­thing as sexy as the rumble of the ex­haust as the older girl turned on the en­gine and backed the sleek sports car out into the street.

	“You’re really filling out, shorty,” DeeDee kid­ded her little sis­ter, glan­cing ap­prov­ingly at Sheree’s full hal­ter.

	“I’ll never have tits like yours, Sis,” Sheree answered truth­fully. DeeDee had a set of thirty-eight D’s which would have looked ri­dicu­lous on Sheree’s short frame. She said as much to the older girl.

	“That’s true,” DeeDee smiled. “You’d spend half your time just try­ing to sit up!” Sheree giggled. She thought how much fun it would be, hav­ing an older sis­ter again, now that she was grown up enough to feel un­threatened by DeeDee’s spec­tac­u­lar looks.

	When DeeDee turned down Elm Street and headed back for home, Sheree’s face froze and she felt as if her whole world had just dropped through the floor­boards.

	Johnny Hol­lister was stand­ing on Elm Street, peer­ing into the ice cream par­lor. And he wasn’t alone. On his arm, star­ing up ad­or­ingly at the big hulk of a quar­ter­back, was one of the cutest little red­heads Sheree had ever seen. The couple dis­ap­peared into the shop.

	“What’s the mat­ter, Sis?” DeeDee asked as they pulled up in the drive.

	“Nothin’!” Sheree replied an­grily.

	They entered the house to­gether, Sheree star­ing down at the car­pet, say­ing noth­ing. Now she knew what Johnny’s prom­ises meant.



	

CHAPTER SIX

	Sheree fought back the tears. She sat down on the bed and pulled ab­sently at the drawstrings on her top. They par­ted, and she got as far as wad­ding the gar­ment into a ball and toss­ing it into a corner be­fore she began shak­ing un­con­trol­lably with sobs. The tears welled up in her green eyes and steamed down her pretty cheeks.

	The half na­ked girl threw her­self into the middle of her double bed and cried like a baby.

	“Hey, babe, did you think to tote my bag up? I don’t want to put these sweaty rags back on…” DeeDee’s buoy­ant voice trailed off as she opened the door and saw her sis­ter.

	“Sheree, honey, what’s the mat­ter?”

	The sob­bing girl turned slightly and saw the beau­ti­ful blonde stand­ing over the bed clad only in the wet towel thrown around her lean waist. The milky white breasts swung free and loose, like mini­ature, pink-tipped bas­ket­balls.

	DeeDee sat down next to Sheree on the bed, run­ning her hand com­fort­ingly through the younger girl’s long dark hair and over her sun­tanned back. Sheree re­spon­ded to the ma­ter­nal ges­ture by turn­ing over and bury­ing her head between her sis­ter’s un­be­liev­able knock­ers, cry­ing as if there could be no to­mor­row.

	“Come, tell DeeDee what’s the mat­ter?” the tall blonde im­plored her, crad­dling the girl ten­derly in her arms.

	Tear­fully, her story in­ter­rup­ted by shud­der­ing sobs, Sheree choked out the de­tails of her brief ro­mance with Johnny Hol­lister. She told DeeDee about her big repu­ta­tion, her cock-teas­ing, and her joy­ful de­cision to be­come Johnny’s steady. When she fin­ished, she was no longer cry­ing.

	“There, there, babe, no real harm done,” DeeDee whispered softly, kiss­ing Sheree on the fore­head. “At least you got a good fuck out of the deal. Don’t let the big oaf get to you this way. You’re lucky you found out about him this soon!”

	“But, but. I really thought I loved him, Dee!” Sheree whined, still feel­ing miser­able.

	“Sure, sure, sweet­heart, I know you did. Next time out, just re­mem­ber what I’ve told you in the past — fuck with your pussy, not your heart. Don’t give that away un­til you’re sure, un­der­stand? The rest is just harm­less fun.”

	Sheree gave a half-hearted smile and sniffled back her tears. “Okay, Sis, I’ll re­mem­ber next time. You can be sure of that!”

	Act­ing purely on im­pulse, Sheree turned her head and kissed her sis­ter on the lips, to thank her for her kind­ness. She meant for it to be a light, quick peck on the mouth, but then her lips found DeeDee’s, she leaned for­ward a bit and their na­ked breasts swung against each other. The two sis­ters gasped as nipple caressed nipple, and a sharp charge of un­ex­pec­ted pas­sion shot through both girls’ pulsing tits.

	Sheree didn’t know ex­actly what it meant, but she knew that she en­joyed the sen­sa­tion, and she brought her arms up around DeeDee’s neck. Mash­ing her solid young tit­ties into the older girl’s lar­ger, spon­gier ones, rev­el­ing in the for­bid­den pleas­ure of her pebbly nubs mind­ing against DeeDee’s length­en­ing nipples, Sheree let her breath es­cape in a long, hiss­ing whine of de­sire.

	They drew apart, look­ing deeply into each oth­ers eyes, not dar­ing to say a word. Then their lips were to­gether again, drawn as if by ir­res­ist­ible mag­netic force, and Sheree’s mouth was open and she felt DeeDee’s tongue worm­ing its way deep into her throat.

	The blonde sis­ter’s hands were sud­denly on the younger girl’s breasts, mas­sa­ging them ex­pertly, twist­ing the small pink nipples in just the right way, mak­ing Sheree’s head spin with de­li­cious sen­sa­tion. The small girl re­spon­ded quickly, reach­ing out to cup the ends of DeeDee’s sway­ing mounds in her own tiny hands, tweak­ing the long nipples softly as they grew even firmer between her teas­ing fin­gers.

	“At, ah, oh, yesss, baby, just per­fect!” DeeDee gasped, tear­ing her mouth away from Sheree’s ad­or­ing kiss. “Keep do­ing them just that way, it’s per­fect. And your own little boobies, so firm, so solid and sweet!”

	Ab­ruptly, DeeDee pushed the younger girl down onto her back and Sheree’s breath caught in her throat as she saw her big sis­ter’s sen­sual lips des­cend­ing to­ward her up turned tit mounds. A sigh of con­tent­ment es­caped her lips as she felt DeeDee’s lips en­circle her taut nipple, and a shud­der of in­tense de­light shook her en­tire body as the older girl’s tongue lashed the throb­bing nub.

	Slender fin­gers trailed down Sheree’s quiv­er­ing tummy, paw­ing only briefly to undo the girl’s cut off jeans and slip past the elastic bar­rier provided by the tight pink panties. DeeDee’s quest­ing fin­gers found Sheree’s lush little pussy fur­row and star­ted their quick plunge down into the hot, moist slit it­self.

	Sheree pushed with all her strength at that mo­ment, and DeeDee found her­self shoved off onto her side. Panic showed clearly in the older sis­ter’s face, as though she were afraid Sheree had real­ized her in­ten­tions only at the last mo­ment.

	But DeeDee had mis­un­der­stood her kid sis­ter’s in­ten­tions. Sheree reached over and yanked DeeDee’s towel free, ex­pos­ing all of the older girl’s fleshy charms. At the same time, she hur­riedly shucked off her own shorts and panties. She heaved the towel and her own clothes into the corner, rolling back to smile al­lur­ingly at her mag­ni­fi­cent older sis­ter.

	DeeDee scooted across the bed and took Sheree in her arms once more. Furry mound against mound, tits against swell­ing tits, du­el­ing tongue against tongue, the two sis­ters writhed against one an­other.

	After a few mo­ments, it was DeeDee’s turn to break away. She pulled back slightly and slipped her fin­ger up into Sheree’s well lub­ric­ated cunt. Shak­ing with the thrill of her sis­ter’s fin­ger glid­ing up and down her yearn­ing canal, Sheree lay back and opened her legs, pulling one of DeeDee’s enorm­ous tits down against her ur­gently nurs­ing lips. The ex­cited teen let her wild­est in­stincts take pos­ses­sion of her shiv­er­ing body.

	“That’s soooo good, baby!” DeeDee groaned with pas­sion as Sheree sucked. “Now my left one, do my left titty too, please, sweety! Oh, oh, that’s it, suck, suck! Uh­hhh-ohhh! Got to do you too! Got to suck yours at the same time!”

	DeeDee shif­ted around on the bed, keep­ing her nipple shoved firmly into her little sis­ter’s eagerly suck­ing mouth and her fin­ger jammed into Sheree’s slick snatch. The el­eg­ant blonde head dipped low and cap­tured one of Sheree’s firm tits as DeeDee’s fin­ger flew in and out of the younger girl’s ever tight­en­ing cunt.

	Tee­ter­ing on the brink of a pussy-rend­ing or­gasm, Sheree real­ized dimly that she should help DeeDee come too. She reached out and found her big sis­ter’s thick patch of pu­bic fur.

	Sheree slid a fin­ger slowly into the lushly damp bush, let­ting it wander up and down the fleshy slit, find­ing her sis­ter’s cunt already sop­ping with pussy juice. The fin­ger popped into the hot slash, con­tact­ing the up-raised knob of the older girl’s clit. Sheree took the little mini-cock between her fin­gers and rubbed it ten­derly, hear­ing DeeDee moan with pleas­ure as she fingered it.

	“Ah­h­h­hhh!” the tall girl growled with de­light as Sheree rubbed her clitty even faster.

	DeeDee’s long body went stiff and her hand shot out to grab Sheree’s be­fore the girl’s fin­gers made her come. With a rough ur­gency, DeeDee yanked her sis­ter’s hand free of her ooz­ing pussy.

	“No, not that way, little one!” DeeDee in­sisted, pulling away and ur­ging Sheree’s short legs open as wide as they would go.

	“Honey, I hope this doesn’t turn you off, but I’m too horny to care right now,” DeeDee rasped pas­sion­ately. “I just gotta eat you be­fore I come!”

	With that, the vo­lup­tu­ous blonde wheeled around over her un­res­ist­ing sis­ter and swung one of her long, per­fect legs over the younger girl’s breasts and face. She straddled Sheree’s body with her own, re­ad­just­ing her po­s­i­tion when her mouth was poised above the girl’s pout­ing gash and her own drip­ping cunt was hov­er­ing just above Sheree’s lips.

	Then her mouth was on Sheree’s pussy and her tongue was slither­ing over her younger sis­ter’s tight little hole, tick­ling her sens­it­ive slit and bur­row­ing down into the depths of her white-hot cunt chan­nel.

	Sheree’s brain was on fire! DeeDee’s snake-like tongue seemed to be every­where at once — slid­ing up Sheree’s seeth­ing, love slickened cun­tal canal, play­fully flick­ing her clitty, frantic­ally lick­ing her outer pussy folds — every­where!

	Grind­ing her heels down into the bed, Sheree pushed up with her legs and arched her back, lewdly mash­ing her hips up into, her big sis­ter’s de­vour­ing face. The spec­tacle of DeeDee’s an­gelic blonde head bob­bing up and down between her legs drove Sheree to new heights of wan­ton­ness.

	The sex-maddened teen­ager let her head drop back onto the bed and reached up to grip the tender half moons of DeeDee’s roun­ded ass. Pulling them down­ward, Sheree thrust her tongue out and drew the big­ger girl’s pulsing pussy down onto it, feel­ing the hat, mol­ten slick­ness of her sis­ter’s trem­bling cunt walk en­gulf her tongue. Sheree didn’t stop un­til her lips res­ted against the li­quid flesh of DeeDee’s pussy lips and her tongue was en­tirely sheathed in the older girl’s boil­ing cunt.

	De­li­ri­ous with the mount­ing sen­sa­tions sweep­ing through her in­ex­per­i­enced body, Sheree kept her tongue bur­ied in DeeDee’s twist­ing pussy, wrig­gling it like a coil­ing snake. Hot cunt was so slip­pery, so beau­ti­ful! Suck­ing cunt was heav­enly! She smeared her lips with pussy juice and ran them up and down DeeDee’s puffy pink slit, find­ing the erect clit­oris and gob­bling it up. Around and around went Sheree’s lick­ing tongue as she sucked the aroused little fin­ger of girl-flesh im­prisoned between her lips.

	DeeDee groaned, her ex­cited whim­pers rolling up into the hol­lows of Sheree’s tight­en­ing cunt send­ing vi­bra­tions rock­et­ing through the young girl’s pussy and up her spine. Sheree answered with a squeal of un­con­trol­lable lust, driv­ing her tongue back into DeeDee as fast and hard as she could man­age.

	The older sis­ter’s hips bucked wildly down into Sheree’s face, her cunt sud­denly con­tract­ing in a furi­ous or­gasm around the young teen’s frantic­ally fuck­ing tongue just as Sheree felt her own pussy spasm into a blis­ter­ing, mind-ex­plod­ing came around DeeDee’s de­li­ciously delving tongue.

	Sheree wrapped her arms around DeeDee’s churn­ing ass and held on rap­tur­ously un­til their hump­ing hips stopped thrust­ing, their sat­is­fied cunts stopped quiv­er­ing, and the flow of juices from their spent snatches was fi­nally stemmed. Not un­til Sheree had licked her older sis­ter’s pussy lips lov­ingly dry did she re­lease the taller girl from her grip.

	DeeDee rolled off onto her side and lay pant­ing from the in­tens­ity of their love-mak­ing.

	“That was fant­astic, kid,” she gasped. “Where did you learn to eat pussy?” Sheree smiled, pleased that her ob­vi­ously ex­per­i­enced older sis­ter did not know that this had been her first les­bian en­counter. She took DeeDee’s hand and squeezed it en­cour­agingly.

	“I just learned, Sis,” she winked at DeeDee. “Thanks for the les­son,” DeeDee laughed. “Why you little cunt! Ima­gine, be­ing that good at eat­ing pussy first dine out!”

	“It’s weird that I just had one of the best comes in my life a few minutes ago, and yet I’m still horny for you, big tits!” Sheree said, look­ing her sis­ter squarely in the eye.

	“Mmm, that’s what’s nice about be­ing a lady, sweets,” DeeDee smiled, lick­ing her lips. “We re­charge fast and stay horny all night.”

	“Well,” Sheree grinned imp­ishly and began rub­bing her sis­ter’s massive tits, “we may not have all night, but we sure as hell have all day. Mama won’t be home un­til even­ing. Come here!”



	
CHAPTER SEVEN

	It had been two days since DeeDee had re­turned home. Sheree marveled at the fact as she lay nude in her bed­room. It seemed more like two weeks.

	Not that she was get­ting tired of her older sis­ter. It was just that she felt she had grown closer to DeeDee in this short time than most sis­ters ever get. Her tongue now knew every crack and cranny of the beau­ti­ful blonde’s body by feel, and just the thought of that ex­quis­ite pink cunt had Sheree lick­ing her lips in an­ti­cip­a­tion.

	That was part of the prob­lem. Sheree had a real fear build­ing up in­side of her that, des­pite DeeDee’s as­sur­ances to the con­trary, she was be­com­ing ex­clus­ively les­bian. DeeDee seemed to feel this too. To­night she was go­ing out with one of the local studs, and she had sug­ges­ted that Sheree get a date for her­self and get her­self fucked.

	“You know, kid, get your­self some cock to go along with all of this great pussy we’ve been shar­ing!” DeeDee had laughed when she had told Sheree about her plans for this even­ing.

	But how? Sheree asked her­self, boun­cing out of bed. She paced her room un­cer­tainly, her smooth mounds jig­gling as she walked. How do you pick the guy, she asked her­self?

	She got an idea! Why not call her old pal, Pam, the mouth, te­flon and find out what was go­ing on.

	Sheree dialed Pam’s num­ber. The cute bru­nette only let it ring once be­fore she was on the line.

	“Hey, Pam, what’s hap­penin’?” Sheree greeted her.

	“Sheree Sable! I thought you sucked a poison cock and died!” Pam giggled. “Where have you been hid­ing?”

	“No place ex­cit­ing. My big sis­ter’s here from San Fran­cisco, and Mom’s been mak­ing me stick pretty tight. How’s your sum­mer been so far?”

	“Bummed out!” Pam sighed. “Bill’s car is all fucked up and we haven’t been out in a week. We had a double date set up for to­night, but the dumb chick that was sup­posed to be Joe Gor­don’s date got her ass groun­ded, so that’s off too!”

	That gave Sheree an idea. Gor­don was a good look­ing senior with a great car. As good a pro­spect as any for Sheree’s new fuck for fun philo­sophy.

	“Why don’t I fill in?” Sheree asked quickly.

	“You? You never double-date!”

	“Well, to­night could be the night,” Sheree offered. “What do you say?”

	“Great! Joe will go out of his shit­ting skull!” Pam ex­ploded with en­thu­si­asm. “Half the guys in town are just dy­ing to fuck you, girl!”

	“Oh, so it’s gonna be that kind of a date?” Sheree gave a nervous laugh.

	“Is there any other kind?” Pam de­man­ded. “We’ll be by at eight.” It was just slightly after eight when the cus­tom Chevy stopped in front of Sheree’s house and the horn honked. She was out of the door in­stantly and hur­ry­ing down the walk, pray­ing that a gust of wind wouldn’t come along.

	Sheree knew her father was watch­ing through the screen door and one little breath of wind would have sunk her. For there wasn’t a stitch of cloth­ing un­der the tiny skirt Sheree wore!

	“How you doin’, babe?” Joe grinned at her, try­ing to come on cooler than cool. “You look good enough to eat!”

	Sheree couldn’t res­ist. She smiled se­duct­ively and inched her short skirt up un­til her pout­ing pussy lips were re­vealed.

	“I’m ready to eat!” she whispered coyly, wink­ing at him.

	It took Joe a minute to re­act. He sat thun­der­struck, his eyes glued to Sheree’s cunt. Then he thrust an arm around her and yanked her over next to him.

	“Baby, you live up to all the shit I heard about you!” he smiled, still a little un­nerved by his good for­tune.

	Joe turned the key and the sleek car roared to life. They rumbled up to Pam’s house and Bill and Pam got in the back.

	Sheree stud­ied Joe as they cruised up Main Street, wait­ing for it to get dark. Joe was not as good-look­ing, nor as mus­cu­lar as Johnny Hol­lister, Sheree de­cided, but he was not ugly. Be­sides, she re­minded her­self, the idea was not to get to know Joe, it was to get to know Joe’s cock. She wondered how large it was.

	There was no need to won­der about the size of Bill’s prick, Sheree dis­covered as she dis­lodged her­self from Joe’s grip and turned to talk to Pam and her boy­friend. Pam winked at Sheree and un­zipped em’s pants. The shame­less bru­nette brought forth the semi-hard cock and began strok­ing it lov­ingly as she kissed Bill.

	Sheree watched her shapely friend’s hand-job tech­nique with pro­fes­sional in­terest. She ex­per­i­enced a grudging re­spect, coupled with a grow­ing de­sire within her pussy, as Pam whipped Bill’s meat into shape be­fore Sheree’s eyes.

	Pam stopped kiss­ing her boy­friend and scooted back in the seat just as Sheree was get­ting ready to turn around and see about tak­ing her own date in hand. In­trigued, Sheree saw her friend look both ways, to make sure none of the other cars on the street were too in­ter­ested in them, then dip her head down into Bill’s lap.

	With a slight smirk in Sheree’s dir­ec­tion, Pam flicked out her tongue and began teas­ing Bill’s prick with the tip. The act­ive pink snake danced up and down the full length of the gently curved meat stalk, lay­ing the purple head, swirl­ing round its ooz­ing eye, lick­ing at the pearl of cock juice con­tained there with ob­vi­ous zest.

	Sheree had never seen a blow job be­fore, and the sight of her young friend per­form­ing one com­pletely en­thralled her. Turn­ing al­most all the way around in the seat, Sheree let her legs slip apart and leaned for­ward against the seat to sup­port her­self. She felt Joe’s fin­gers creep along the back of her thigh, across her tight little ass cheeks, and up into the furry crevice of her already-hot snatch.

	Sheree sighed and hunched her cunt down onto the ex­plor­ing fin­ger, bring­ing her clit into con­tact with the rub­bing hard­ness it was yearn­ing for as Joe’s middle fin­ger went slowly up into the wet canal of her pussy. It was un­real rum­bling down Main with a guy’s hand in her cunt, watch­ing her best friend eat­ing an­other guy’s cock in the back seat!

	And that was just what Pam was pre­par­ing to do, Sheree real­ized. The bru­nette’s mouth was open wide. She licked her lips, smear­ing them with saliva and cock-flow, and placed them over the head of the bur­geon­ing prick. It now looked twice as big around and three times as long as it had be­fore Pam had star­ted her mouth ac­tion! Sheree could not un­der­stand how her friend was go­ing to get such a huge piece of meat into her mouth.

	But Pam clearly had no such wor­ries. Eagerly, she slickened the mon­strous head with saliva and began to suck. Sheree watched in awe as Pam’s cheeks hol­lowed wit the suc­tion and the big cock began to slip eas­ily through the girl’s pulling lips and dis­ap­pear slowly up into her des­cend­ing mouth cav­ity. The little bru­nette’s head didn’t stop un­til all nine inches of pulsing cock were hid­den from Sheree’s view, bur­ied deep in­side Pam’s well stretched mouth and throat.

	Sheree con­tin­ued to stare, eyes glazed with de­sire, as Pam opened Bill’s pants com­pletely, her mouth still sunk all the way onto his tower­ing cock pole. The im­paled bru­nette found her boy­friend’s nut sack and began caress­ing his balls as she star­ted her up­stroke.

	The big prick slipped flu­idly out of Pam’s mouth as her head came up. It glistened with hot saliva. Sheree could see her friend’s tongue mak­ing big circles against her still-hol­low­ing cheeks, and Sheree knew that Pam was swath­ing the plum shaped purple cock­head con­tinu­ally to in­crease Bill’s pleas­ure.

	As if to con­firm this, Bill groaned and smiled, rolling his head against the seat in ec­stasy. He opened his eyes and saw Sheree gaz­ing in­tently at him, with Pam be­gin­ning her second long, lazy throat-slide down his cock.

	The two grinned at each other, not know­ing quite what to do. Then Bill turned his head again and lay back, his head on the, seat, his eyes half-closed from the in­tens­ity of sen­sa­tions sur­round­ing his prick. He wound Pam’s short cropped hair around his fin­gers and pulled her head back up.

	Bill groaned again, as Pam went back down on him and swal­lowed a mouth­ful of saliva with his prick em­bed­ded in her throat. He urged her back up with a tug of her hair un­til only the mush­room tip of his cock was left between her lick­ing, suck­ing lips and she was ready to take the en­tire ex­panse again.

	Shore. Was be­side her­self with ex­cite­ment. She un­con­sciously hump­ing down­ward to meet Joe’s con­tinu­ing fin­ger probes up into her cunt, and she was squeez­ing her own nipples through the knit top she still wore. The sight of Pam suck­ing cock just a few feet away, plus Joe’s fin­ger against her own twitch­ing cunt, had [miss­ing text]. She was already hov­er­ing near a su­per-come of her own.

	Bill twined Pam’s hair more tightly around his fin­gers and pulled her bob­bing head rap­idly up and down his ready-to-pop prick. The bru­nette’s turned-up nose sunk all the way into his cock-fur with each down stroke, as the back of her throat stretched wide to ac­com­mod­ate every inch of the long dick.

	Faster and faster, Pam’s pretty mouth reamed Bill’s prick, her tongue still lash­ing wildly and her cheeks bob wing with suc­tion. Saliva oozed from the corners of the young girl’s mouth, forced out­ward by the fric­tion pro­duced by the power­ful blow job.

	What a cock­sucker Pam is! Sheree thought ex­citedly. At just the right mo­ment, the little bru­nette squeezed Bill’s nuts and drew her head back off of the pulsing tip of his cock.

	As the vixen-like girl squeezed, Bill gave a strangled cry and let go with a huge wad of cum. The hot jet of cock juice shot across the foot of space between Bill’s cours­ing prick and Pam’s open mouth, land­ing squarely in­side the bru­nette’s wait­ing lips. Then, be­fore Bill’s nuts could spurt again, Pam rammed the big cock back down into her throat, milk­ing all of the cum out of his tor­tured prick with her well prac­ticed lips and tongue. She bobbed her head re­peatedly, mas­sa­ging Bill’s balls with her hand, un­til there was no more cum to swal­low.

	What a show, Sheree thought to her­self! They must have done that little num­ber a lot, to have the tim­ing down so per­fectly. Pam had known just when Bill was shoot­ing off!

	That was all that gripped Sheree’s ima­gin­a­tion right now — shoot­ing off! She wanted to feel her pussy go off with a big, solid cock in it, in­stead of just a fin­ger.

	Joe was already way ahead of her on that score, Sheree real­ized as she looked back over her shoulder. They were not in town any more. Joe had gunned the car straight out of town and down onto the river road. He took a hard left up a deser­ted dirt road and stopped be­hind a row of shel­ter­ing trees and shrub­bery.

	Without pre­lim­in­ar­ies, Joe un­zipped his jeans and pulled them down. He yanked at his shorts and his long, curved cock leaped into view — rock hard and ready for ac­tion.

	Be­fore Sheree could even turn back around in the seat, Joe’s im­pa­tient fin­gers were tug­ging at her top, lift­ing it free of her arms and neck. Her tits popped into full view as the top sailed up onto the dash­board, her fully erect nipples re­flect­ing her eager­ness as clearly as a writ­ten in­vit­a­tion.

	“Man, what a beau­ti­ful little cunt you are!” Joe muttered his voice raspy wit de­sire.

	He grabbed her roughly by the shoulders and turned her to face the seat again, drap­ing her up­per body over the top as if he were try­ing to shove her head first into the already oc­cu­pied back seat. Joe didn’t waste time re­mov­ing Sheree’s short skirt, he merely pushed her legs farther apart, raised the cloth up over her tight little ass moons, and wedged his body in close be­hind her.

	Sheree felt the stiff length of his su­per-heated cock along the crease of her ass. The bulb-like head wormed its way down into the mouth of her well soaked snatch. He gave her a push for­ward, thrust­ing the girl’s head and tits out into the back seat area, then let her drop back a little, hold­ing his cock­head un­der her des­cend­ing cunt like a spear. The large shaft cleaved her lower­ing pussy as eas­ily as a punch pen­et­rat­ing new leather.

	Sheree’s al­most-vir­gin cunt had ac­cep­ted cock only twice be­fore, but it was beau­ti­fully lub­ric­ated to­night and it took Joe’s wall-stretch­ing prick hun­grily. Sheree once again ex­per­i­enced the won­drous, pussy filling sen­sa­tion of a huge cock stuff­ing her cunt com­pletely as she fin­ished the long, fant­astic slide down Joe’s big prick. Her ass was tight up against the base of his cock and the slick skin of his em­bed­ded dick was press­ing against her sens­it­ive clit so hard it al­most hurt.

	“Hey, Bill, want to suck some choice tit?” Joe asked over Sheree’s shoulder. “I’m gonna’ be too busy for the next few minutes to do them justice.”

	Sheree sat im­paled and help­less as Bill stirred to life in the rear seat. Pam was seem­ingly asleep on his lap his de­flated cock still pressed into her mouth. Bill pushed her quickly aside and leaned for­ward, lift­ing Sheree’s left tit ap­prais­ingly in his palm.

	“Looks good to me!” he chortled hap­pily, plop­ping the firm pink nipple between his lips and start­ing to suck.

	“Oh­hhh!” Sheree cried with joy as she felt her titty be­ing ex­pertly tongued and sucked just as Joe humped for­ward, driv­ing his long, beau­ti­ful prick up into her again.

	How mar­velous! Sheree thought. A big, stiff cock rammed up her pussy in per­fect time with the dreamy feel­ing of her nipples be­ing mouthed and caressed.

	“Oh, man, is she tight!” Joe gasped, pick­ing up his fuck pat­tern. “Uh, uh, ugh, oh! You gotta try this snatch some time, Bill. Ugh, makes Pam seem loose!”

	Pam opened her eyes as she heard her name men­tioned. She stuck her cum sticky tongue put at Joe as he dis­cussed her cunt, then she winked at Sheree and sat up in the seat. Lean­ing for­ward Pam flicked her tongue out and licked Sheree’s right breast.

	Sheree thought she’d go out of her mind with all of the ter­rific sen­sa­tions rip­pling through her turned on body. She squealed with un­con­cealed de­light as her pixie-cute best friend worked on Sheree’s right nipple with the rough tex­tured tongue which had just teased Bill’s cock to a spew­ing cli­max. She grabbed Joe and Pam around their necks with her slender arms and pushed her throb­bing tits as deep into their suck­ing mouths as she could drive them.

	“Aah­hhh! Yes, oh, fuck me! Fuck me and suck me!” the frantic teen­ager shrieked, feel­ing the pussy con­stric­tions start­ing in her cunt chan­nel.

	Joe re­doubled his ef­forts, banging into Sheree’s tight little pussy for all he was worth. Faster and faster, his steely cock slammed into her grip­ping cunt. The rip­pling slick­ness of her in­ner­most flesh drove him to a frenzy. He grabbed her boun­cing ass moons roughly and held her wildly gyr­at­ing ass still so that he could jam his prick even more rap­idly into the li­quid depths of her un­be­liev­ably hot snatch.

	“Ugh! Oh! Oh, oh, OH!” Sheree whimpered un­der his as­sault, en­joy­ing his sav­age fuck­ing so much she hoped it would never end.

	Too close to pop­ping to care what any­one thought, Sheree re­leased her arm­hold on Pam and Bill and grabbed them by the hair. She slid their eagerly suck­ing lips up and back over her quiv­er­ing tit­ties, keep­ing per­fect time with Joe’s cunt-rip­ping thrusts. She mewed in ec­stasy as the twin tongues con­tin­ued to lave her nipples and the suc­tion in­creased as Joe battered away at her spas­ming cunt.

	Sud­denly, Sheree’s pussy closed so tightly around Joe’s prick that the jab­bing rhythm stopped com­pletely. Her tits heaved in their oral en­clos­ures, the tender nipples feel­ing as though they were be­ing prod­ded with hot pokers as the two tongues lashed them.

	“Oaoooooooh! Fuck meeee! Make me commme!” Sheree pleaded, tee­ter­ing on the brink between heaven and hell.

	Joe rammed the wel­come cock in all the way, break­ing the strangle­hold of Sheree’s grasp­ing cunt walls and send­ing the tor­tured teen­ager burst­ing over the top.

	“Oh, oh, oh, don’t ever stop!” the frantic girl screamed as her cli­max roared through her.

	Cunt fuck­ing back against Joe’s cock so hard that her clit bent in half, Sheree felt as tough her clench­ing pussy would rip the in­vad­ing cock right off. The au­burn-haired teen yanked her two friend’s heads up against her un­til their lips were press­ing onto her chest wall and her tits were bur­ied in their mouths and throats.

	It was un­real! Her sud­denly re­leased cunt came and came and came! Then seemed to be no end to her power­ful, pussy rip­pling con­trac­tions and the heav­enly spasms of pleas­ure which they sent through her still madly fuck­ing body!

	At last, the fife in Sheree’s quiv­er­ing cunt sub­sided, and the won­der­ful feel­ings that had racked her body ebbed away with it.

	Pam and Bill let her firm young breasts slip from their mouths as if on cue. Joe’s cock was still ri­gid and un­spent in­side her re­lax­ing cunt.

	Sheree’s cau­tion re­turned as rap­idly as her senses. She was acutely aware of Joe’s iron-hard length in her pussy. The birth con­trol pills DeeDee had given her would take at least two weeks to work, and Joe wasn’t about to wait two weeks to un­load!

	Sheree watched, in­ter­ested but ap­pre­hens­ive, as Bill pulled the rest of Pam’s cloth­ing free and fell on her like a wild man. His big cock was hard again, and he wasted no time in split­ting Pam’s will­ing gash with its full length.

	Quickly, Pam’s ass began to move up and down to meet Bill’s lunges, driv­ing the long flesh pole deep into her ac­cept­ing pussy. Bill pulled his lengthy prick al­most free of Pam’s thrust­ing pussy lips, then crammed it back in. Pam groaned and dug her fin­gers into Bill’s ass cheeks, ur­ging him faster, faster into her yearn­ing cunt.

	Sheree was only slightly turned on by the sight of Pam’s big, spher­ical tits mashed flat against Bill’s chest, and the re­play of the same kind of vi­ol­ent fuck­ing Joe had just given her. She had en­joyed the in­des­crib­able or­gasm she had just ex­per­i­enced, but no or­gasm was worth be­com­ing a mother — not in Sheree’s book!

	“Uh, listen, sweets, don’t come in my cunt!” Sheree whispered back over her shoulder to Joe. “My B.C. pills are new, just changed the brand, and they haven’t taken hold yet, dig?”

	“Gotta’ shoot, babe!” Joe rasped in her ear, throw­ing a fuck into her to em­phas­ize his prick’s hard­ness. “My balls are scream­ing!”

	Sheree nearly pan­icked as she felt the big cock slam into her. Frantic­ally, she tried to think of a way out of this pre­dic­a­ment.

	“Tell you what, mama. I speak flu­ent Greek, okay?” Joe sug­ges­ted hun­grily.

	Without fur­ther ex­plan­a­tion, Joe with­drew his burn­ing prick. It slid free of Sheree’s tight little pussy with an aud­ible pop, and the girl breathed a sigh of re­lief. She was thank­ful for her good for­tune, but she still couldn’t fig­ure out what Joe’s abil­ity to speak “Greek” had to do with it.

	All at once, she knew. Joe gripped her ass cheeks once more and spread them open, pla­cing the tip of his cock dead cen­ter in her tiny pink bung­hole.

	Though it was lub­ric­ated to the hilt from Sheree’s slick pussy juice, the frightened girl had to fight back her need to scream as the massive cock tip began pen­et­rat­ing her vir­gin anus. Joe was too turned on to be gentle. He hunched for­ward hard, driv­ing the tip of his large tool through Sheree’s protest­ing ring of muscle. It felt as though a foot-wide, white hot brand­ing iron was be­ing shoved up Sheree’s shit­ter!

	“Oh­hhh!” the pained teen­ager groaned.

	“Ahhh, yeah, you like it Greek too, huh, mama?” Joe asked ap­prov­ingly, mis­tak­ing her dis­com­fort for a moan of pas­sion.

	“What a hot little bitch you are!” Sheree’s rav­isher whispered in her ear, plunging his dick deep in her tor­tured as­shole. “Is there any­thing you don’t like to do with that body of yours?”

	Sheree couldn’t an­swer the pain was too in­tense. The huge prick reamed its way up into her bowels un­til she felt Joe’s hairy balls rest­ing against her pussy lips, and she knew that he was bur­ied to the hilt in her elastic rear tun­nel.

	There was noth­ing for her to do ex­cept fight off the tears of an­guish and pre­tend she was en­joy­ing it.

	Sheree knew Pam was watch­ing her out of the corner of her eye, des­pite the pound­ing fuck the bru­nette was en­joy­ing in the back seat, and there was her repu­ta­tion to think of. Be­sides, there was no safer place to have Joe shoot off his load in her, Sheree reasoned. What she had to do was make sure he did so be­fore he killed her!

	“Oh, yeah, oh, oh! Fuck me, Joe-baby! Fuck my hot as­shole!” Sheree wailed aloud, re­mem­ber­ing her old prick-teas­ing tricks. “Fill my butt with cum!” Joe stopped his slow, easy mo­tion in and out of her spongy ass socket and began throw­ing lunge after lunge into Sheree’s su­per-tight hole. The pain-racked girl tried to will her muscles to re­lax, but they seemed bey­ond her men­tal con­trol. They closed like brakes around the un­wel­come in­vader with each new thrust.

	“Jam it in me, stud! Fuck me harder!” Sheree squealed, rolling her hips back to meet him, hop­ing des­per­ately that her words and ac­tions would make him shoot.

	Joe re­spon­ded like a man pos­sessed. He let go of Sheree’s butt and cap­tured her boun­cing tits, crush­ing them into her hump­ing body, mash­ing the nipples against each other as he pawed them.

	With his free hand, Joe pulled Sheree back away from the car seat and slipped two fin­gers up her lath­er­ing pussy. The jolt of pleas­ure caused by the triple stim­u­la­tion of her clit and tit­ties as he thrust up into her shit chute had a strange ef­fect on the tor­tured girl.

	Sheree was sud­denly torn between un­be­liev­able pain and un­real pleas­ure. Her in­tense need to make Joe come began to re­cede. She began to en­joy each butt-fuck­ing stroke. The hot flashes of or­gas­mic build-up began again, and the buggered young girl began to feel that she could en­dure this agony/bliss all night, if Joe’s dick kept up the sweet rhythm in her ass.

	But Joe wasn’t go­ing to last much longer. He moaned in her ear that he couldn’t hold out any more, and pulled his fin­gers out of Sheree’s gush­ing cunt. He gripped her blood-gorged tits roughly, one in each hand, and used them as handles to ride her to a cli­max.

	“Oh­h­hhh, yesss!” Sheree howled, lov­ing the rough treat­ment her tits were re­ceiv­ing. They felt so pumped with ex­cite­ment that they throbbed for re­lease.

	Sheree had fi­nally man­aged to re­lax her ass muscles, and now Joe’s pen­et­ra­tion was so deep and rapid that Sheree felt as though a jack­ham­mer had been in­ser­ted in her as­shole. The fever pitch of Joe’s prick slam­ming up her shit­ter as he squeezed her tits was too much. She just had to come!

	Tak­ing mat­ters into her own hands, Sheree reached down and slipped two fin­gers up her own pussy. She was in­stantly re­war­ded with a cun­tal con­trac­tion so sharp that it al­most broke her fin­gers.

	“Aaaah­hhh! Yes, lover, blast my as­shole. Fill it with your hot cum!” Sheree cried in ec­stasy as she felt the first boil­ing jets of ball juice racket into her ass and spat­ter up against her bowels.

	The mol­ten jism triggered a gi­gantic come in her hungry cunt, and Sheree whimpered with re­lief as the or­gasm swept through her. Sheree bit her lip and hung on, her toes curl­ing with pleas­ure and her thighs shak­ing with joy, as Joe’s cum-coated cock plowed into her quiv­er­ing ass tun­nel and was milked for every drop of scald­ing prick fluid. Joe held her cli­max­ing tits and rammed his cock into her gulp­ing as­shole un­til his balls were pumped ab­so­lutely dry and Sheree’s un­du­lat­ing cunt muscles had stopped con­tract­ing in time with the tight ass ring im­pris­on­ing his limp dick.

	Slowly, Joe with­drew his dwind­ling cock, rub­bing his nuts con­ten­tedly. “I must have come a half gal­lon to­night,” he sighed.

	The sat­is­fied butt banger reached over to his glove box and with­drew a small box of tis­sues. Sheree took one of the offered tis­sues thank­fully and stuffed it up her tor­tured ass. She wondered if she would be able to walk to­mor­row.

	“Well, I didn’t know you en­joyed it up the ass so much!” Pam said cat­tily, smil­ing at Sheree from the back seat.

	The pretty bru­nette was pulling her dis­carded tank top back on. Sheree looked at Pam’s sweet look­ing tits, not­ing how firm and round they were, and licked her lips.

	“Oh, I like all man­ner of things you know noth­ing about, sweets!” Sheree winked.

	When they pulled up in front of Sheree’s house a half hour later, Sheree thanked every­one for a “real ball of an even­ing” and told them they’d all have to get to­gether again real soon. She got out of the car as grace­fully as she could and hobbled to­ward the house, her ass shoot­ing with sharp little stretch pains as she walked. Joe’s cum in her butt made her feel as if she had messed her pants, but it helped soothe the sore­ness.

	A large pain caught Sheree just as she came up the drive­way and she stopped to lean on the car next to her. In the dull light of the porch lamp, she could just make out what was go­ing on in the front seat.

	DeeDee’s beau­ti­ful blonde head was bob­bing up and down over a guy’s lap! Sheree leaned closer and saw that it was Rich, one of the few guys DeeDee had dated be­fore she split for San Fran­cisco. His head was back on the seat, his eyes droop­ing with pleas­ure, as DeeDee’s lips pulled eagerly at his stiff dick. She was suck­ing like a warm, fleshy va­cuum!

	Sheree felt her own cunt twitch as the pair reached a rapid cli­max be­fore her spy­ing eyes. Rich thrust his hips up to bury his mon­ster deep in DeeDee’s ex­pertly ma­nip­u­lated throat muscles just as a muffled cry es­caped his lips and Sheree could see her sis­ter swal­low­ing big gobs of hot cum.

	Back­track­ing so they wouldn’t be dis­turbed by her, Sheree crossed the lawn and entered the house. To­night had been great, she was think­ing, and to­mor­row would be even bet­ter. To­mor­row Sheree would get DeeDee aside and ask her all about suck­ing cock.

	All of the finer pieces of ass around town seemed to do it, Sheree de­cided as she got ready for bed. And Sheree was re­solved to be the best lay in town — the very best!



	

CHAPTER EIGHT

	The door opened and DeeDee sauntered into the bed­room. Sheree heard her come in and rolled over in bed. The tall blonde was dressed in a loose robe with noth­ing on un­der­neath.

	“Mom just left to have lunch with Dad,” DeeDee an­nounced, a sly smile creep­ing over her face. She took the robe off and sat na­ked an the edge of her little sis­ter’s bed.

	“We’ve got about an hour and a half, let’s not waste it.” The statuesque blonde reached for Sheree, but the younger girl rolled away. She threw back the coven, re­veal­ing that she too was com­pletely nude be­neath them. Sheree opened her legs and caressed her furry gash teas­ingly, stay­ing out of DeeDee’s reach.

	“I want you to suck it, Dee,” Sheree whispered, fin­ger­ing her swollen cunt lips. “And I want to sink my tongue into your hot pussy!”

	DeeDee smiled and reached for her sis­ter, but Sheree rolled farther away, keep­ing her heady snatch just out of the older girl’s tongue range.

	“But first,” Sheree con­tin­ued. “You gotta’ talk to me.”

	“Talk, talk, talk, doesn’t any­one ever eat pussy around here any more?” DeeDee giggled, lick­ing at Sheree’s thigh.

	“Ser­i­ously, DeeDee,” Sheree said, hold­ing up her hand. “I really want to talk to you first about some­thing.” DeeDee made no ef­fort to hide her im­pa­tience.

	“Suck­ing cock!”

	DeeDee smiled. “What’s to say?”

	“Well, I want to learn how,” Sheree began, her tone very busi­ness-like. “I got fucked in the ass, fucked in the cunt, and I saw two blow jobs all last night. I en­joyed all of it, but I don’t know how to give head if I wanted to!”

	“And you want me to teach you?” DeeDee said.

	“Sure, you taught me everything else, ex­cept balling!” Sheree smirked.

	“Smart ass!” DeeDee grinned, but it was clear that she was go­ing to help. “Let’s see, first off, we need a cock. Since neither of us have one, come here and we’ll im­pro­vise.”

	Sheree slid over next to her sis­ter in the middle of the bed. She wrapped her arms around DeeDee, en­joy­ing the fa­mil­iar surge of pas­sion as their tits rubbed to­gether.

	“Okay, now, babe, I’m go­ing to stick my tongue in your mouth as far as I can and keep it stiff, like a man’s cock,” DeeDee ex­plained. “Next, you run your tongue up and down it, then lick it around and around. Be sure you suck with your lips as you’re do­ing it, then just bob your head, okay?”

	Heart beat­ing with ex­cite­ment, Sheree opened her mouth and nod­ded, thrill­ing to the lewd feel­ing of DeeDee’s warm, wet tongue slither­ing deep into her mouth. The younger sis­ter squirmed with pleas­ure as their breasts ground to­gether, nipples find­ing each other like mag­nets, as their hips locked to­gether in a slip­pery cun­tal em­brace. DeeDee’s aroused clit rubbed the smal­ler girl’s tiny prong to a throb­bing erec­tion as the two sis­ters bumped their hairy mounds against one an­other.

	Sheree fol­lowed DeeDee’s ad­vice to the let­ter, hold­ing her mouth open and al­low­ing the older girl’s long tongue to slide eas­ily down into her throat as she sucked at it. The hot blooded young­ster squeezed the wel­come in­vader with her lips, mov­ing her head slowly up and back as she stared into her beau­ti­ful sis­ter’s clear blue eyes, lay­ing the tip of that sweet tongue with her own.

	It was too ex­cit­ing! Sheree real­ized with a mix­ture of dis­ap­point­ment and lust. She would never learn her les­sons this way. The heat was already build­ing up rap­idly in her wildly churn­ing hump­ing cunt, spread­ing un­con­trol­lably to her sharply spiked tit­ties. All she wanted to do was come!

	“This won’t do it!” Sheree groaned as DeeDee rolled her onto her back and began fuck­ing the younger girl hard.

	“Uh, ugh, oh, I know, babe, but it’s great!” DeeDee grunted, hunch­ing her pussy down onto Sheree’s. “Just keep on fuck­ing for now! I’ll get you some guys to prac­tice on, later!”

	Sheree gasped and nod­ded her agree­ment, too close to com­ing to speak. DeeDee was right as usual, there were plenty of guys around to prac­tice on. Right now all either of them cared about was the driv­ing need of their locked hips and the tre­mend­ous feel­ing of tit against tit as they rocked to their first or­gasm of the morn­ing.

	“I sure hope this works out okay,” Sheree said anxiously, look­ing out the front win­dow.

	Both girls were dressed in their best, and sheerest, sleep ware. They stood in the front worn of the fam­ily home the clas­sic fig­ures of each clearly vis­ible through the cos­tumes, watch­ing the guests ar­rive for their little “party”. Rich’s car had just pulled up in the drive­way, and Joe’s sleek Chevy was right be­hind it.

	“If Mom and Dad hear about this, they’ll fuckin’ kill us!” Sheree sighed.

	“They’re halfway to Ore­gon by now. Quit wor­ry­ing!” DeeDee smiled, go­ing to the door.

	Joe strut­ted in first, a bag of bottles un­der his arm. He stared at the nearly nude sis­ters, his eyes bugged out in ad­mir­a­tion.

	“Hey, all right!” Sheree smiled as she took the bag and looked in­side.

	He fol­lowed Sheree into the dimly lit kit­chen and watched her make the strong drinks. “This looks like it’s gonna be just the kind of party you said it was!” Joe hissed ap­prov­ingly.

	“Here you go, stud,” Sheree answered, hand­ing the drink to him. She stirred the oth­ers to­gether. “I hope your nuts are ready for heavy ac­tion to­night.”

	“Whew! If they ain’t ready to blast all night for a fox like you and a su­per-fine piece like your sis­ter, they ain’t ever gonna be!” Joe said with a wink. “How about it, any chance of trad­ing off to­night? You know, a double header?”

	“That’s what this little get-to­gether is all about,” Sheree winked back. “Lot’s of head, lots of fuck­ing, any­one you want — no holds barred!”

	Sheree picked up the drink tray and car­ried it out into the front room, Joe fol­low­ing along. The ste­reo was go­ing, the in­sist­ent thump of the bass notes filling the room as Bill and Pam ar­rived and said hello to every­one.

	“You’ll have to mix your own!” Sheree smiled at the late ar­rivals and mo­tioned with her drink to­ward the kit­chen.

	“With pleas­ure,” Bill as­sured her, head­ing for the kit­chen with Pam in tow.

	The drinks were mind fuzz­ing. Sheree had used nearly a whole fifth of whis­key in tall glasses, with a min­imum of mix and a lot of ice. The first few minutes of the party had been very up tight, with every­one know­ing ex­actly why they were there, but no one want­ing to be the first one to men­tion sex.

	Joe fi­nally put his free arm loosely around Sheree’s shoulder and gave her left nipple a friendly tweak. Out of the corner of her eye, Sheree no­ticed that her tit was not the only sex ob­ject in the room that was re­ceiv­ing at­ten­tion. DeeDee had un­zipped Rich’s jeans and Pam’s hal­ter top was be­ing play­fully un­tied by Bill.

	Sheree had never been na­ked in front of such a large group be­fore but, now that she was about to be, she found the pro­spect ex­hil­ar­at­ing. She stood un­mov­ing and un­protest­ing, her heart beat­ing so hard that she hoped no one would no­tice her tits boun­cing with ex­cite­ment, as Joe un­did her long, sat­iny robe and slid it for­ward over her shoulders and arms.

	The airy gar­ment floated down over her breasts and dropped past her waist, end­ing in a shiny puddle of ma­ter­ial around her feet. Breath­ing hard with the heady thrill of be­ing the first one to be totally nude, Sheree stepped free of the shim­mer­ing heap sur­round­ing her ankles and kicked the robe un­der a chair.

	“Come on, you slow­pokes, let’s all get na­ked and fuck!” Sheree taunted the still-dressed group with a win­ning smile.

	She turned back to Joe and stepped into his quickly out-stretched arms, feel­ing his hands on her firm ass cheeks as he em­braced her and their lips met in a long, sen­su­ous soul kiss. All around her, the hot young girl heard the sounds of giggles, em­bar­rassed male chuckles, and cloth­ing hit­ting the soft car­pet.

	Sheree un­buttoned Joe’s shirt while still kiss­ing him, man­aging to work it off com­pletely and drop it to the floor. Her hands went to work on his jeans next, quickly un­buck­ling the belt clasp and un­zip­ping his fly.

	She felt his long, stiff prick spring out and slap up between her legs as she yanked down his shorts.

	Break­ing away from Joe, Sheree glanced around the room quickly as she knelt to re­move the last of Joe’s cloth­ing. Pam was nude to the waist, her per­fectly round tits jut­ting out proudly. Bill was tug­ging at her shorts and panties while she fiddles with his belt buckle. DeeDee’s gown was off and her spec­tac­u­lar fig­ure was com­pletely re­vealed bring­ing gasps of de­light from all of the na­ked males in the room. Rich was as well hung as Joe, and his cock was as thick as Sheree’s wrist.

	Sheree stared up at the firm cock thrust­ing out just a few inches above her face. No point in put­ting off the in­ev­it­able, Sheree urged her­self for­ward. She fondled the warm, hairy nut sack gingerly, a little fear­ful of look­ing dir­ectly at the one-eyed mon­ster that she had prom­ised her­self she would suck off be­fore this night was over.

	Sheree toyed with the droopy scrotal sack, rolling the firm balls in­side around un­til she felt them con­tract. A drop of sem­inal fluid ap­peared. Sheree went in close and gave a feath­ery kiss to each furry nut, bring­ing a sharp in­take of breath from Joe.

	En­joy­ing her teas­ing per­form­ance, Sheree leaned back and blew gently on the purple cock­head, tak­ing the shaft in her hand and work­ing it a few times as she ex­haled. Joe moaned and rocked closer to her lips on the balls of his feet. A tiny bead of pre-cum juice fell to­ward the car­pet, leav­ing a long streamer of sticky fluid float­ing down be­hind it. Sheree worked the re­main­ing goo into the cock tip with her thumb, rub­bing the slick juice around and around un­til it dis­ap­peared.

	“Suck me off! Blow me!” Joe gasped, not caring by now what the oth­ers in the room might think.

	Sheree smiled up at him with her little vixen grin and flicked out­ward with her long, pink tongue, just miss­ing his prick. She licked her lips and leaned in close, but she drew back at the last second.

	Joe groaned. “Please, Sheree, baby, eat my cock. Take it all!” he pleaded.

	Not quite ready for that yet, Sheree re­spon­ded by purs­ing her full lips against Joe’s thump­ing cock­head. She let the smooth, sticky sur­face brush her kiss­ing lips, mov­ing quickly up and down the shaft length, shower­ing kisses over the musky sur­face.

	Sheree licked her lips to catch the bland fla­vor of the ball fluid. It didn’t have much taste at all Sheree was re­lieved to dis­cover. It wasn’t good but, more im­port­antly, it wasn’t bad. She stud­ied the en­tire ex­panse of cock, from the large vein un­der­neath to the brood­ing purple-plum head, warm­ing to the idea of swal­low­ing as much of this mon­ster as she could.

	But she hes­it­ated.

	The teen­age temp­tress stopped bathing the cock in but­ter­fly kisses and sat back on her heels. She ova­led her lips, then roun­ded them, try­ing to de­cide which shape was just the right size to ac­com­mod­ate the tower­ing hard on wav­ing just in front of her un­de­cided mouth.

	Joe helped her make up her mind. He grabbed her sud­denly by her long au­burn hair and pulled her into him, hit­ting her mouth just as it opened, bury­ing his burn­ing cock tip deep in the but­tery re­cesses of her vir­gin mouth and throat.

	“Uh­h­h­hlllpp!” Sheree gagged, try­ing to speak as her oral cav­ity was be­ing stuffed full of hot cock.

	“Ohh, yeah, baby, that’s it! Give me a hum­mer!” Joe croaked in ec­stasy. He began fuck­ing in and out of her tightly com­pressed lips, mis­tak­ing her un­eas­i­ness for a hum job.

	A hum­mer? Sheree pan­icked. What the hell was a hum­mer? Here she was, try­ing to learn how to give a de­cent blow job, and this guy wanted some­thing even more exotic, some­thing she had never even heard of.

	“Hun­mmmmm?” Sheree vo­cal­ized as she thought about it, swirl­ing her tongue around the burn­ing prick as she con­sidered her next move.

	“Ath! That’s it! Hum and suck, suck and hum, you fuck­ing un­real little cunt!” Joe moaned with pleas­ure at her oral con­tor­tions.

	“M m m m m m m m m m m m m m m, aaaaah­h­h­h­hbbh, blIJlllb!” Sheree gurgled hap­pily, fig­ur­ing out the mean­ing of the word “hum­mer”.

	She began mak­ing every noise she could think of that would vi­brate Joe’s cock as she bobbed her head greed­ily and fought to re­lax her throat to take in more and more of its mol­ten length.

	Joe rocked er­rat­ic­ally on the balls of his feet as the young girl sucked most of his eight inches into her hot mouth. His knees sud­denly buckled and he col­lapsed in a con­trolled roll back onto the plushly car­peted liv­ing room floor.

	Sheree stayed with him, for­cing his legs open and keep­ing her ur­gently work­ing mouth glued to the ri­gid cock im­planted deep within it. She loved it! Her ini­tial re­luct­ance had evap­or­ated com­pletely, and she couldn’t get enough of Joe’s tasty prick. She squeezed his nuts with one hand and guided the long, spear-like cock into her suck­ing lips with the other. She was care­ful to pull her fin­gers clear at the last mo­ment, so that the whole shaft of sear­ing man meat could enter her yearn­ing mouth. The sperm-heavy nut sack beat time against Sheree’s chin as she took all of his long prick in re­peatedly, long­ing to taste the su­per-heated jism build­ing in those swollen balls.

	Again and again, Sheree’s pretty face plunged down onto Joe’s up-thrust dick. The sex-mad girl whimpered and moaned with joy as her part­ner reached out and squeezed her pas­sion in­flamed nipples. She in­creased the pace as he fingered her tits, bob­bing her head wildly, lov­ing every jab of the hot prick ram­ming into the back of her throat, de­light­ing in the feel of his slip­pery cock slid­ing in and out through her avidly suck­ing lips.

	Cock! Beau­ti­ful cock that was all Sheree lived for at that mo­ment. She wanted to suck it, to eat its heady load! She knew in­stinct­ively that only the tor­rent of cum which would soon be ham­mer­ing out of Joe’s tight­en­ing nuts would be able to quench the flames she felt build­ing in her flow­ing cunt and aching tits.

	The pas­sion-fren­zied girl con­tin­ued to gobble Joe’s prick frantic­ally, torn between her de­sire to taste his hot juice and her need to feel that stiff cock stretch her tight little pussy. Her body de­man­ded to come and the taste of his jism would not be enough to get Sheree’s rocks off by it­self.

	Just when she thought she could stand it no longer, Sheree felt her legs be­ing pried open by gentle fin­gers, and soft hair tick­ling her thighs as a head po­si­tioned it­self between them. A long, fa­mil­iar tongue lashed up and down Sheree’s pussy be­fore plunging deep in­side her mol­ten cunt.

	DeeDee! Sheree reeled with de­light as she re­cog­nized her big sis­ter’s all-know­ing tongue. It flicked her pussy ex­pertly, whip­ping the throb­bing clitty to a new plat­eau of ex­cite­ment as it dove in and out. It simply had to be DeeDee, Sheree knew. No one else could suck pussy like that!

	Break­ing her own suck­ing rhythm for only one beat, Sheree looked down between her tits and con­firmed her sus­pi­cions. DeeDee’s an­gelic face grinned up at her, tongue thrust out and bur­ied in Sheree’s soupy muff, her firm tits sup­port­ing the younger girl’s hump­ing ass cheeks.

	Sheree groaned at the raw erotic fla­vor of the scene and jammed her head back down onto Joe’s glisten­ing pecker. She felt DeeDee’s tongue re­new its at­tack on her clit as she was lick­ing Joe’s cock­head. Sheree moaned once again and dipped her head down into Joe’s lap, sink­ing his cock in her vi­brat­ing throat as DeeDee re­sumed tongue-fuck­ing her pussy.

	Sheree could feel each bump of DeeDee’s rough tongue slide over her clit as her older sis­ter pushed all the way into her spas­ming cunt. Noisy smack­ing filled the room as DeeDee sucked at Sheree’s wink­ing pussy lips.

	A muffled howl of pure an­imal de­light left Sheree’s throat and she sucked at Joe’s prick with such force that she feared she would pull his balls right up the pulsing tube of his dick. Her head was fly­ing up and down the hot shaft. DeeDee’s tongue was pile driv­ing in and out of Sheree’s clasp­ing cunt as the younger sis­ter gurgled with joy around Joe’s throat-sheathed cock.

	All at once, Sheree felt it. Joe’s cock and balls jumped in uni­son and the first wave of her own or­gasm rippled back and forth between her clutch­ing pussy, her spas­ming as­shole, and her well-mas­saged tits.

	Sheree al­most lost con­scious­ness as the full force of her or­gasm ripped through her. White-hot flashes of cli­max­ing fury tore through her cunt. She squashed her pussy down onto her sis­ter’s ri­gid tongue, scream­ing with blessed re­lief, only to have the scream choked off by the first scald­ing jet of cock cream. The hot goo spattered against her ton­sils and oozed down into her throat.

	Sheree gulped the boil­ing jism down, still lost in the red-haze of her own or­gasm. She reveled in the taste of the bit­ter-salty cum, sa­vor­ing the thrill of DeeDee’s tongue in her pussy and Joe’s cock in her mouth. Jism blas­ted down her gul­let in thick, heavy wads, filling the young girl with a sense of for­bid­den de­light as she thought of the wild scene they must be present­ing to the oth­ers in the room.

	Glob after glob of sticky cock cum slid dawn Sheree’s throat as she sucked Joe’s throb­bing prick head. He groaned with pleas­ure and un­loosed an­other spurt of burn­ing se­men which hit her throat like bul­lets pep­per­ing a brick wall. Sheree re­leased the ebbing prick from, the grasp of her throat muscles and let ft slide un­til it res­ted just in­side her lips, lick­ing the jism smooth cock­head rap­idly with her dan­cing tongue. She was promptly re­war­ded with a last squirt of cum, which she wal­lowed her tongue around in, get­ting the full fla­vor of the steam­ing man-juice be­fore she swal­lowed it.

	De­li­cious! Sheree’s per­ver­ted mind squealed with joy. She wondered if all men had such tasty cum nestled in their balls, just wait­ing for her eager mouth and tongue to come along and lib­er­ate it!

	Joe pulled his thor­oughly drained prick out of her mouth and lay like a dead man. A weak smile played across his face.

	“What a suck off!” he whispered, more to him­self than to Sheree. “What a cock­sucker you are!”

	Joe lay in his stupor, re­peat­ing his ob­scene lit­any over and over again, as though it might some­how make his limp cock hard again and give him an­other chance at a cli­max as mind-rend­ing as the one he had just ex­per­i­enced. Sheree watched him for a few mo­ments, then crawled over to­ward the middle of the room, where the ac­tion looked live­lier.

	DeeDee was stretched out in the middle of the liv­ing room on her back, wait­ing for her little sis­ter. Sheree straddled her, their tits rub­bing to­gether as the younger girl bent low to kiss her on the lips. The con­tact of their nipples rub­bing to­gether lent fire to their tongue lock­ing cum tast­ing kiss.

	But the kiss was short-lived. Sheree felt her trim ass bump up against some­thing hairy, and she turned to see what it was.

	It was Rich! His face was bor­ing into DeeDee’s wet pussy, eat­ing and suck­ing between the blonde’s wide-open cun­tal lips.

	Sheree hung on for dear life as Rich’s tongue con­nec­ted with DeeDee’s ready-to-blast clitty, and the big shot over the top. DeeDee’s fren­zied, twist­ing or­gasm took Sheree by sur­prise, and she barely had time to grab a nipple in each hand and ride out the storm.

	“Ahhh, yes, oh, I’m there!” DeeDee squealed, her or­gasm pulsing through her tall frame.

	The thrash­ing hip move­ments con­tin­ued for a few more mo­ments, then the jerking sub­sided and the older sis­ter lay quiet. Only an oc­ca­sional tremor of pleas­ure shook the moun­tain­ous tits in Sheree’s hands and a calm, re­laxed smile creased DeeDee’s strik­ing fea­tures.

	Sheree dis­moun­ted and leaned back against a chair. Her breath came in big gulps as she stud­ied the scene. Bill was fuck­ing Pam over in the corner, hump­ing like there was no to­mor­row. Joe was re­cov­er­ing slowly, still lay­ing flat on the floor. DeeDee was do­ing the same, her face still re­flect­ing the warm after-glow of her come. Only Rich — his long, thick cock jut­ting out away from his mus­cu­lar body, his chest heav­ing with short­ness of breath from gob­bling DeeDee’s fur pie — looked ready to do any­thing about Sheree’s horn­i­ness.

	Tired as she was, Sheree could not take her eyes off of that massive dick as Rich hauled him­self up into an easy chair. She knew that she had to have it — up her ass, down her throat, in her pussy. It didn’t really mat­ter. All she wanted was that big cock chan­nel­ing its hot load into her aroused body!

	Sheree cast a plaint­ive glance at DeeDee, her green eyes beg­ging for the chance to drain Rich’s first jism of the even­ing. Re­lief swept through her as DeeDee smiled know­ingly and nod­ded her blonde head.

	“Go on, Sis. Blow him,” DeeDee grinned. “But re­mem­ber what I told you. He’ll last all night after he comes once!”

	“I’ll chance it!” Sheree smiled, crawl­ing to­ward him.



	
CHAPTER NINE

	As she knelt in front of Rich’s lap, Sheree felt her cour­age flicker. This cock was big­ger that she thought!

	The blood-gorged mon­ster waggled back and forth a few inches be­low her mouth. Sheree moistened her lips and put her hand on it, ex­amin­ing the wide head with ex­tra care.

	It was go­ing to stretch her mouth to the limit, she was sure of that. And yet she was eager to try. Sheree longed to feel Rich’s balls empty their hot li­quid con­tents into the warm, wet cav­ern of her mouth!

	Quickly, the horny tean­agers’s tongue dar­ted out and back, lash­ing at the drip­ping cock­head, tast­ing the fla­vor­less sem­inal fluid and rolling smoothly over the lust-slick sur­face. Rich sighed as the tongue made con­tact with his swollen shaft, and Sheree teased him by let­ting her tongue circle slowly down the en­tire ex­panse of skin. She licked and caressed the whole throb­bing pil­lar of prick meat so that she could slide the tur­gid cock into her lips more eas­ily.

	Now was the time far that, Sheree told her­self, mov­ing for­ward in between Rich’s open legs, her tits dig­ging into the soft fab­ric of the easy chair. He was breath­ing harder with each circ­ling tongue sweep and Sheree re­membered what DeeDee had told her about Rich be­ing quick to come on the first go-round.

	Sheree placed the head of the big cock up against her lips and began to suck, let­ting her mouth go com­pletely slack. Slowly, as if Rich’s huge prick were en­ter­ing a tight little pussy, the large-bore head began pier­cing the loose ring of Sheree’s suc­tion­ing mouth. It slid across her lips very gradu­ally, Sheree’s cheeks hol­low­ing as the pull in­creased, un­til the slick head popped all the way in­side her lips at last. The hot-mouthed girl leaned for­ward, driv­ing the rest of the mam­moth dick up into heir des­cend­ing mouth and throat un­til her lips came to rest against Rich’s curly brown pu­bic hair.

	“Mmmmm!” Sheree re­joiced in her newly de­veloped tal­ent.

	It thrilled her, to be able to take all of this well-hung stud’s cock, but she knew she had to coax the cum from his nuts be­fore the ten­sions spilt her lips. Eagerly, Sheree began lay­ing the huge head with her tongue while she bobbed her head.

	A sen­sual im­age of how they must have looked flit­ted through Sheree’s mind as she sucked the salami-sized cock. A tingle of pre-cum ex­cite­ment gripped Sheree as she ima­gined her own sleek young body kneel­ing be­fore Rich, one hand on his wrinkled nut sack, lips frantic­ally slid­ing up and down his saliva-glisten­ing cock, her pretty face con­tor­ted into a mask of pure, cock­suck­ing an­imal lust.

	An­other surge of ex­cite­ment raced through Sheree, and she real­ized she was about to come. Just from suck­ing a cock!

	And Rich was go­ing to shoot off with her. He was now groan­ing half out of his head with the ex­quis­ite sen­sa­tions her all en­gulf­ing mouth and throat were caus­ing. He no­ticed the per­fectly shaped young tits ly­ing within his grasp reached down and seized them, squeez­ing the lust swollen nubs in time with Sheree’s slurp­ing twinges.

	Sheree caught his throb­bing cock with her throat muscles and hummed, suck­ing hard at the same time. She pushed her thighs to­gether and shif­ted her weight, stim­u­lat­ing her pulsing cunt as Rich clamped down hard on her rock-hard nipples.

	“Aah­hhh!” Rich wailed with the un­bear­able pleas­ure of re­lease. “Take it all, you hot-mouthed cunt!”

	The first sear­ing flashes of or­gasm tore through Sheree just as the first blobs of seeth­ing cum shot from Rich’s en­trapped cock and slammed into the back of her throat. The im­pact of the steam was like a high pres­sure fire hose. The cli­max­ing teen­age girl had to fight off her pan­icked re­ac­tion to let go of the shoot­ing cock. She held on and kept suck­ing, waves of joy tear­ing through her body as the heated man-juice boiled into her throat.

	Gush after gush of hot jism washed down Sheree’s des­per­ately swal­low­ing throat in an end­less stream. She gobbled the gooey de­luge of sperm-lava as quickly as she could, en­joy­ing its creamy slick­ness against her still-work­ing tongue and the heady fla­vor of the salty ball juice.

	Sheree’s lust-clouded mind was torn between two fears. It seemed that the sea of cum gurg­ling down her throat would never stop, and that she would surely drown in all this hot se­men. An­other part of her wanted the heated flow of life-giv­ing cum to last forever. Part of her felt that suck­ing and swal­low­ing this de­li­cious jism was the way she wished to spend etern­ity!

	Rich sighed and re­leased Sheree’s tits, fall­ing back heav­ily into the chair. His prick fired a few di­min­ish­ing surges of cum down the girl’s grasp­ing throat and began to shrivel out of her oral grip.

	“Mmmmm!” Sheree gasped and gulped for air as the big cock re­treated from her throat.

	Pleased with her­self, Sheree did not re­lease the spent cock im­me­di­ately. She squeezed Rich’s puckered scrotal sack and sucked at the cock’s mush­room tip, nurs­ing a last dribble of jism out of the ex­pen­ded prick. She gulped the part­ing shot down and cleaned the shrink­ing cock care­fully with her tongue, sa­vor­ing each drop of the re­main­ing milky jism be­fore let­ting the shrunken dick slip from her lips.

	“You’re as good as your sis­ter, kid!” Rich said with a smile as weak as Joe’s had been. He stroked her hair.

	Sheree gave him a cum-smeared grin. She en­joyed the com­pli­ment, but she was too out of breath to an­swer him.

	Turn­ing her back to­ward Rich’s chair, Sheree lay back against it, in­tent on catch­ing her breath. The scene over in the corner of the room froze the air in her lungs and im­me­di­ately re­vived her in­terest in sex.

	Pam was in the fi­nal throes of her or­gasm. The short, round-breasted bru­nette was rock­ing back and forth on top of Bill’s cock at a fren­zied clip. She sat up­right on the bur­ied prick and humped it with her thrust­ing pussy, her per­fectly orb-shaped tits jig­gling wildly as her hungry cunt ate the large cock and let it slip free only to munch it all in again.

	The raven-haired girl babbled in­co­her­ently as she slid up and down the meaty prick: “Cock, give me hot cock! More! Ugh! Sweet prick! Fuck meeee!”

	Pam’s eyes were closed and her move­ments be­came more jerky and in­vol­un­tary as her well prac­ticed body felt the cli­max and humped furi­ously to heighten it. The big tits slapped up and down in time to her cunt’s auto­matic sex rhythm and her vo­cal ur­gings.

	Sheree found her own pussy heat­ing up once more with the wan­ton spec­tacle of Pam’s pussy glid­ing over Bill’s large prick. She got up on all fours and made her way over to Pam, plop­ping her­self down right next to the bru­nette’s cunt. It was fas­cin­at­ing, watch­ing Pam ride the stiff cock, her short cropped hair whip­ping like dark silk in a hard breeze, mouth hanging open as the full force of the or­gasm took her.

	How beau­ti­ful! Sheree thought, to be shar­ing this mast in­tim­ate of mo­ments with her friend. She felt her own pussy tight­en­ing as she watched Pam shake with pleas­ure, rolling her head mind­lessly, eyes still shut tightly, her tits jump­ing er­rat­ic­ally in a sym­path­etic dance of theft own.

	Pam’s eyes came open and she saw Sheree watch­ing her. The two girl’s eyes met and a flash of si­lent un­der­stand­ing shot between them.

	Wish­ing only to share the in­tense mo­ment Pam’s come had given her, Sheree came up onto her knees and held out her arms to her still-im­paled friend. Pam leaned for­ward cock still sunk to the hilt in her cunt, and em­braced Sheree.

	Theft kiss was such a touch­ing, sis­terly one that Pam did not re­coil as their lips met. There was a sharp in­take of breath as their nipples came to­gether, and Sheree was temp­ted to use the open­ing to slip her tongue into Pam’s hungry mouth.

	But there was some­thing she wanted even more right now, and Sheree re­luct­antly pulled back. She noted the look of flick­er­ing dis­ap­point­ment on Pam’s face with in­tense pleas­ure, know­ing that it meant the little bru­nette’s pussy would be hers for the eat­ing some­time later in the even­ing.

	But right now, it was Bill’s up­right cock that Sheree wanted. When Pam moved back, the large prick sprang free of her pussy’s slick grasp and stood up proud and firm. Its load of hot jism was still un­delivered.

	The big cock shone with Pam’s cun­tal lub­ric­ant and the re­mains of her flood­ing cum. Noth­ing could have ap­pealed to Sheree more than sink­ing that throb­bing, sticky cock deep in her throat and suck­ing those tasty flu­ids into her stom­ach un­til they were joined there by the spew­ing sperm trapped in Bill’s nuts.

	She turned to­ward Bill and ap­proached his ri­gid dick from the side. Sheree opened her mouth and cap­tured the bulbous head of the sway­ing cock between her lips and began to suck. A chill of tri­umph raced through her as she tasted Pam’s cunt on the hot tip.

	The prick-hungry girl sud­denly felt her legs be­ing wedged open and the head of an erect prick be­ing stead­ied against her juicy cunt lips. She re­laxed and hunched back­ward, for­cing the broad cock point through her pussy ring and up into her warm cunt chan­nel.

	“Shit, you love to fuck!” Joe said from be­hind her, slam­ming his hips for­ward and deep-fuck­ing her clutch­ing pussy.

	The mo­mentum drove Sheree down onto Bill’s cock so hard that it threatened to rip the back of her throat out. She let out a strangled cry and held on as Joe screwed her cunt hard.

	“Nah, wait a minute, Joe!” Bill held up his hands and scrambled around un­der Sheree. He got up onto his knees and urged her up onto all fours, keep­ing his cock sunk in her mouth.

	“Now, go ahead a fuck her,” Bill smiled across Sheree’s prick-skewered body at Joe. “Your hump­ing will drive her onto my cock and mine will nail her pussy back onto yours!”

	“Yeah!”

	The push and pull im­pact worked great. Sheree’s supple body provided a will­ing cush­ion for their furi­ous lunges at both ends. Their cocks entered and left her in per­fect har­mony.

	Sheree never dreamed such fuck­ing ex­is­ted. She was ex­plod­ing with dual pleas­ure of hav­ing her cunt stuffed full of won­der­ful cock while the other big prick plowed in and out of her in­sa­ti­able mouth!

	The girl let the men ram at her as they wished, thor­oughly en­joy­ing the feel of their ham­mer­ing cocks and the sen­sa­tion that she was at last really liv­ing up to the repu­ta­tion that she had es­tab­lished in town. Surely, there was noth­ing more dar­ing or won­der­ful than fuck­ing two guys at once in front of three other people!

	But Sheree hadn’t coun­ted on the horn­i­ness of the three people watch­ing her. She heard DeeDee whis­per­ing to Rich, and Pam gig­gling.

	A feel­ing of in­tense ex­cite­ment, mixed with fear of the un­known, grew in Sheree’s mind as she felt Joe pull free of her gush­ing pussy. He was slid­ing un­der­neath her, pulling her cunt down lower and spread­ing her knees apart.

	“Ummp!” Sheree gagged as she felt an­other, even wider cock split­ting her pussy from be­hind.

	It had to be Rich! His su­per-hung prick strained against her pussy lips for a few seconds then rammed its way up into her un­til his balls slapped against her belly. In and out, the big cock plunged, un­til it was thickly coated with Sheree’s hot juice. Out it came, to be quickly re­placed by Joe’s slightly smal­ler prick bor­ing up from un­der­neath. Sheree settled back onto Joe’s cock, won­der­ing what Rich was up to. Were they go­ing to trade off fuck­ing her as she sucked off Bill?

	Then Sheree felt Rich’s tower­ing dick nudge her tight little as­shole! Surely, she thought, he knows a cock as big and thick as his can’t go in there!

	The hump­ing, suck­ing teen­ager ob­vi­ously had a lot to learn about Rich’s abil­it­ies as an ass-plug­ger, and he was more than will­ing to teach her. The gi­ant head ground against Sheree’s wink­ing anal ring, shov­ing mer­ci­lessly for­ward un­til the elastic muscles were wrenched to their lim­its and the tiny star-shaped open­ing ac­cep­ted Rich’s out-sized prick head.

	“Un­nhhh!” Sheree moaned around the cock burn­ing her throat as Rich fed his ass-rend­ing log into her shit­ter an inch at a time.

	The ter­ri­fied girl held per­fectly still. Joe’s cock drove up into her belly and Bill’s cock filled her mouth, as Rich po­si­tioned him­self around Joe and rammed his prick all the way up into Sheree’s tor­tured as­shole. She was sure the two men could feel their cocks rub­bing one an­other, sep­ar­ated only by the thin mem­brane between Sheree’s cunt chan­nel and her well-stuffed ass chute.

	Joe pulled nearly out, then threw a hard fuck up into the girl’s con­tract­ing pussy. Sheree moaned, torn between the pleas­ure Joe’s prick caused as it slid over her clit and the pain she felt as her ass canal gripped Rich’s butt-split­ting cock.

	“Maybe this will make it bet­ter, Sis,” DeeDee offered, slid­ing her head in between Sheree’s dangling tits and Joe’s chest. The honey blonde took her sis­ter’s nipple between her lips and began to suck.

	“Al­ways room for one more!” Pam giggled slip­ping un­der Sheree’s other tit. She tongued and tickled the pulsing nub, send­ing jolts of joy ra­cing down Sheree’s spine to­ward her pain-racked lower body.

	Sheree sighed, bob­bing her head once more to meet Bill’s re­sum­ing fuck thrusts into her mouth. The two girls suck­ing and lick­ing her tits as Bill poled her throat was enough to over­come Sheree’s ini­tial re­luct­ance. She pushed back with her hips, jam­ming her­self down tighter on Rich and Joe.

	“That’s it, baby! Look at the little cunt go!” Joe wailed as Sheree began fuck­ing him again.

	“Yeah, what a tight ass she’s got!” Rich screamed with pleas­ure, drilling his prong into her at a light­ning rate.

	“Mmmm! Mmmm!” Sheree groaned, be­gin­ning to get turned on by the wild­ness of the scene and the skill of the girls’ tongues on her hot nipples.

	Sheree felt her nubs grow­ing so large and so sens­it­ive, as the two fe­males lashed her tit­ties that she knew she would come soon. She pound her nipples down into the two girls mouths and shoved back harder with her hips, moon­ing loudly around Bill’s plunging cock.

	“Ohhh! I’m close!” Bill howled with de­light. “Keep on suck­ing, you hot little bitch!” Joe gripped Sheree’s thighs and hung on, find­ing it all he could do to keep his prick im­planted in her boil­ing pussy as the turned on girl’s hips began whip­ping wildly to­ward or­gasm. Rich put his hands around her trim waist and rode her, con­tent to let Sheree’s buck­ing, wrig­gling ass suck him off like a second mouth as her pussy went into high gear.

	The sen­sa­tions seemed to be swirl­ing through Sheree’s lust-swept body from all sides. They melted to­gether to form a white-hot sheet of de­sire that en­vel­oped her and made her hungry for the shower of male cum that would re­lease her over­power­ing or­gasm.

	“Ah­h­hhh! Swal­low it all!” Bill sud­denly roared.

	The first spat­ters of his sticky cream hit Sheree in the mouth just as she felt his hands en­twin­ing them­selves in her long hair. He tugged her for­ward, bury­ing the gush­ing cock deep in her suck­ing throat. Sheree went crazy with the taste, gulp­ing the hot jism down as if it were food from heaven.

	The sight of Sheree eat­ing Bill’s load while her churn­ing ass wiggled back to meet their com­bined thrusts was too much for Joe and Rich. With bel­lows of pleas­ure, the two men came at the same mo­ment, blow­ing wad after burn­ing wad of cum up Sheree’s ass and pussy.

	Sheree’s brain was once again trans­formed into a red haze of pas­sion as she felt them go­ing off in­side her. Her pussy spasmed in time with her clamp­ing as­shole and shud­der­ing tits. The or­gasm ra­cing through her body made her ob­li­vi­ous to any­thing ex­cept the flashes of total joy rip­ping through her su­per-charged frame. She jammed Joe’s big dick bliss­fully up into her grip­ping cunt as she worked Rich’s pump­ing cock over with her tight ass chute, rev­el­ing in the feel­ing of hot cum pour­ing into her con­vulsing body from all pos­sible angles as she ate the last of Bill’s jism.

	At last, the flood sub­sided. Bill’s drained cock dropped from her lips and, he sat back to rub his car­pet-raw knees. Joe pulled out of her flooded pussy and lay mo­tion­less. Rich worked his shrink­ing prick free of her cling­ing ass and fell back onto the rug.

	Sheree looked around ex­citedly as the bod­ies fell away from her. It had been one of the most spec­tac­u­lar comes of her life, but she was dis­cov­er­ing some­thing odd about her­self and group sex — it turned her on so thor­oughly that she needed no time in between en­coun­ters. Her sa­ti­ated pussy was already hungry for more cock — or tongue!

	“Pam, sweetie, your time has come!” Sheree panted, tug­ging her breast im­pa­tiently out of her girl­friend’s still nurs­ing mouth.

	Sheree po­si­tioned her­self for a clas­sic sixty-nine, trap­ping her re­luct­ant friend with her thighs. Pam had no choice but to suck pussy as Sheree lowered her cunt down onto the bru­nette’s face and dove into the squirm­ing girl’s snatch with her own eager tongue.

	Pam was not the ex­pert cunt sucker DeeDee was, but Sheree was soon close to shoot­ing off again just on the know­ledge that Pam had never done this for any­one else be­fore. She loved the way Pam sucked Joe’s cum out of her pussy and nois­ily gulped it down.

	“Mmmmmm!” Sheree hummed, Pam’s up-raised clit clamped between her vi­brat­ing lips.

	“Oh­h­hhh-ah­h­hhh!” Pam screamed with joy, her or­gas­ming pussy send­ing a hot spray of cunt juice up into Sheree’s bob­bing face.

	“I’m next, Sis,” DeeDee said, tak­ing over Sheree’s po­s­i­tion between Pam’s open legs.

	“What about me? I’m ready for ac­tion again after watch­ing those two hot little cunts eat each other!” Joe an­nounced proudly.

	“Me too! Who wants it?” Rich bragged, wav­ing his stiff cock to­ward Sheree.

	“Came ahead, gang. We got all night!” She in­vited, lay­ing back and open­ing her legs. “Who’s next?”



	
CHAPTER TEN

	“Man, it’s go­ing to be the shits around here without you!” Sheree’s voice was dis­mal as she watched DeeDee load the last of her suit­cases into the Porsche.

	“I wish I could stay longer too, beauty, for all the same reas­ons,” DeeDee whispered, strok­ing Sheree’s tits through the flimsy fab­ric of her hal­ter top. “But va­ca­tions only last so long, and I gotta get back to the city.”

	It had been a week since the all night fuck party and DeeDee had been Sheree’s only sex part­ner since then. Now that she was de­part­ing, Sheree felt truly alone.

	“I just wish Pam wasn’t be­ing such a cunt about this whole thing!” Sheree said de­jec­tedly.

	Pam had been un­able to ac­cept what had happened at the party in the cold light of day. She had called the next morn­ing, her voice bor­der­ing on hys­teria, to tell the Sable sis­ters that they were noth­ing but a “couple of cunt-lick­ing lez­zies” who took ad­vant­age of “straight girls” like Pam once they had them drunk. She had re­fused to talk to either Sheree or DeeDee since the phone call after the party.

	“Yeah, I guess some chicks just take longer than oth­ers to own up to their vices,” DeeDee sighed.

	“All I know is, I’m not go­ing near Pam un­til she cools down!” Sheree in­sisted.

	The tall blonde rubbed Sheree’s nipples af­fec­tion­ately and kissed her on the cheek. She star­ted for the house.

	“I’ll just tell Mom good­bye and then split,” DeeDee yelled back at her sis­ter. “I hate these long scenes, kid!”

	Sheree nod­ded, a tear rolling down her cheek. DeeDee came burst­ing out of the house, gave Sheree a wink and a quick hug, and hopped into the car the miser­able young­ster no­ticed a tear in DeeDee’s eye also as she waved and backed out of the drive.

	What a fuck­ing drag, Sheree thought mor­osely, walk­ing back up to the house and sit­ting de­jec­tedly in the shady porch swing. This had star­ted out to be the best sum­mer of her life, and now it had turned to crap!

	The door opened and Sheree’s mother came out. She was dressed for vis­it­ing or shop­ping.

	“I think I’ll drive out to Mrs. Cul­ver’s and buy some fresh corn for din­ner, dear,” Mrs. Sable an­nounced. “Would you like to come along?”

	Sheree nod­ded glumly.

	Sheree de­cided as her mom’s car van­ished down the heat-shim­mer­ing street, she didn’t feel like sit­ting on her petite ass in the shade. What she felt like do­ing was some­thing ex­cit­ing, like tak­ing the keys to her father’s old pick up out of the kit­chen drawer and driv­ing it down­town!

	In a flash, Sheree had lif­ted the keys and was sit­ting in the relic of a truck, try­ing to re­mem­ber which pedal went where and how the gears worked. DeeDee had let her drive the Porsche a num­ber of times in the past two weeks, and Sheree felt fairly con­fid­ent as a driver.

	The trip down­town was un­event­ful, but nerve-rack­ing. The farther Sheree drove in the truck the more nervous she be­came.

	What she needed was to stop for a few minutes and calm her nerves. She pulled onto Main Street and headed for the frosty stand at the north end of town.

	Sheree wheeled the old truck into the lot and went in­side. She breathed a sigh of re­lief as the cool air hit her and she heard the sound of laud rock banging out of the juke.

	Johnny Hol­lister and two other foot­ball play­ers were lean­ing against the mu­sic ma­chine, talk­ing. Sheree star­ted to back out of the door, but it was too late. All of them had already seen her.

	“Hey sweet stuff, don’t go! Come on in!” Jack O’Ri­ley yelled.

	“Yeah, don’t you be so shy, now!” Pete Han­son grinned. “We heard you ain’t the shy type!”

	Jack and Pete roared with laughter. Johnny Hol­lister and Sheree turned red and tried to avoid each other’s eyes.

	“You as­sholes shut up!” Johnny roared, un­able to stand the em­bar­rass­ment a mo­ment longer.

	Both stopped laugh­ing, but Pete’s face turned in­stantly nasty. He glared at Sheree, then at Johnny.

	“Come on, Hol­lister,” Pete broke into a vin­dict­ive grin. “Me and Jack like to play with our food be­fore we eat it!”

	The two burst out into laughter once more and Johnny’s face turned a deep crim­son.

	In one sweep­ing mo­tion, Johnny grabbed Pete by the front of his tee shirt with both hands and lif­ted. There was a rip­ping sound, as the fab­ric began to tear. The noise stopped and the light cloth held, and Pete Han­son was sud­denly dan­cing a foot off the floor — all one-hun­dred and ninety pounds of him — try­ing des­per­ately to break free of Johnny’s iron grip.

	“Now what did you mean by that last crack?” Johnny asked quietly.

	“Nothin’!” Pete stammered, still strug­gling to get loose.

	“Good!” Johnny roared, giv­ing Pete a cas­ual toss.

	The foot­ball player’s body sailed back into the room, land­ing with a crash in the middle of a table. Pete rolled off and went ca­reen­ing into the chairs, send­ing fur­niture fly­ing as he came to a stop on the sticky floor.

	“Now both of you, get the fuck out of here!” Johnny yelled, tak­ing a step to­ward Jack.

	Pete bounced up and headed for the door, his pal in close pur­suit. Neither of them stopped un­til they were out­side.

	Sheree stood rooted in amazement. She was com­pletely baffled by Johnny’s ac­tions. She hadn’t re­turned any of his calls, or come to the door when he had stopped by to see her. And surely, he had heard about her big scene with Joe and the oth­ers! Yet the big clod had de­fen­ded her as if they were en­gaged or some­thing!

	Johnny Hol­lister came over to her, a sheep­ish grin on his freckled, All-Amer­ican-Boy face. His color was slow­ing re­vert­ing to its nor­mal well-tanned shade, but the em­bar­rass­ment was still there.

	“Well, I guess I’ll have to bum a ride home with you,” Johnny mumbled. “I just chased mine out.”

	“Okay, but you get to drive!” Sheree ac­cep­ted in­stantly.

	“Must be a hun­dred and ten today, easy,” Johnny said as he nosed the truck out onto Main. “I thought we’d die at foot­ball prac­tice this morn­ing.”

	“Yeah! I’d give any­thing for a cold sixer of beer today!”

	“Any­thing?”

	“Well, any­thing within reason!” Sheree quickly cor­rec­ted her state­ment.

	“How about a nice, re­lax­ing swim with me? Is that within reason?” Johnny asked anxiously. “I’ll get a couple of six­ers of ice cold beer. How about it?”

	Sheree hes­it­ated. She really had no de­sire to get in­volved with Johnny Hol­lister again. She still re­sen­ted the way he had canned her and lied to her. But on the other hand, it was really hot and beer soun­ded fant­astic, and a swim would be ab­so­lute heaven on a day like this.



	

CHAPTER EL­EVEN

	“Here, have a cool one,” he grinned at Sheree as he got back in the cab and they star­ted out once more.

	“You are fant­astic!” Sheree cried en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally, open­ing two cans and hand­ing one to him. She downed two mouth­fuls of the cold brew.

	“Hey, aren’t you go­ing to go back into town to pick up our swim suits?” Sheree asked sus­pi­ciously, no­ti­cing that Johnny wasn’t slow­ing down as they barreled to­ward the foot­hills.

	“Who needs ‘em?” Johnny yelled into the teeth of the hot wind rip­ping in through the open win­dows.

	She knew in that in­stant that she was go­ing to let him fuck her when they got to the swim­ming hole. There was sud­denly no doubt or re­luct­ance in her mind about it.

	Yawn­ing, Sheree stretched her slender arms up over her head, drop­ping them be­hind her neck. She un­tied the strings hold­ing her hal­ter top and let them fall, her arms drop­ping to her sides.

	“Sure is hot,” Sheree whispered to Johnny, wink­ing and shim­my­ing her shoulders.

	He turned to an­swer just as the thin knit ma­ter­ial slid down her chest and floated off the tips of her breasts to settle in a clump atop her cut offs. His com­ment stayed frozen on his lips as he watched the ma­ter­ial des­cend and those round, firm beau­ties slip into full view.

	“I bet you’re hot too,” Sheree con­tin­ued to speak in a mat­ter-of-fact tone even though the ex­cite­ment was rising in her as Johnny stared at her bare tits.

	Sheree un­buttoned his shirt, her nipples brush­ing his chest as she leaned over to undo the shirt front. Johnny twis­ted be­neath her hands, al­most rip­ping the shirt from her fin­gers in his at­tempt to help her work it off. He let go of the wheel, one hand at a time, as Sheree tugged the shirt away from his per­spir­ing up­per torso.

	“Mmmm, what a nice, brown chest you have, with just the right cov­er­ing of hair!” Sheree crooned, lick­ing her lips.

	She let her hands wander over Johnny’s chest, toy­ing with the hairy strands. The teas­ing fin­gers made their way down­ward, com­ing to rest at the zip­per of Johnny’s cut off jeans. Sheree gripped the zip­per firmly and pulled, let­ting her hands slip to the sides of his jeans as the zippered front popped open.

	“Lift your butt a little,” she com­manded, yank­ing at the denim.

	Johnny did as he was told and a second later, Sheree had his shorts and cut offs in a pile around his ankles. His half-hard cock stood up droopily in his lap.

	“Oh, it’s just like see­ing an old friend!” Sheree teased, lean­ing over the soft prick.

	She looked up at Johnny, a coy look on her face. He was swal­low­ing hard, not know­ing what to do.

	“Hmm, should I suck it or shouldn’t I?” Sheree pre­ten­ded to de­lib­er­ate in a stage whis­per. “This little fel­low has been a very naughty boy, chas­ing that little bitch I saw you with — hasn’t he?”

	There was a sud­den edge in Sheree’s voice and her nails dug into Johnny’s sens­it­ive cock flesh just enough to be men­acing.

	“Ow! What bitch?”

	“Ohh, that little cunt I saw you walk­ing down­town with, the day after you asked me to go steady,” Sheree said, her nails bit­ing deeper into the im­prisoned cock.

	“She was my cousin!” Johnny wailed. “I told you about hav­ing to show her around town!”

	“You really looked like you were get­ting into your work when I saw you,” Sheree growled. “Did you get into her?”

	“Hell no!”

	Johnny flashed Sheree a boy­ish smile. “I never said she was ugly.” Sheree giggled, in spite of her­self. It didn’t really make a hell of a lot of dif­fer­ence, she real­ized. It wasn’t as if she had re­mained pure as the driven snow for him that was for sure! She leaned down over the now-limp cock, her nipples burn­ing into his hairy thigh, and dus­ted the head of his prick with her lips. She heard a sharp in­take of breath above her, and she smiled at the know­ledge that this big, in­ex­per­i­enced hunk of muscle had never had a blow job be­fore.

	Flick­ing her tongue out like a long, pink snake, Sheree felt the slick­ness of Johnny’s smooth cock­head and tasted the dusky male­ness against her lips. She opened her mouth wide and let all of the flac­cid prick into her. What a feel­ing of power it gave her, be­ing able to stuff all of his man­hood into her hungry mouth at once!

	But it wouldn’t last long. Already, the thick cock shaft was grow­ing with every beat of his heart, for­cing it­self out of Sheree’s hot little mouth cav­ern as she licked and tongued and sucked at its grow­ing length.

	“Oh, Johnny, you have such a hot, tasty cock!” Sheree panted as she re­leased it for a mo­ment and sat back to ad­mire its saliva glisten­ing hard­ness. The big cock towered up from atop its nut sack like a tele­phone pole bal­anced between two boulders.

	“And now for a little taste of your prick juice!” Sheree said, al­most to her­self. “Now don’t you hold out on me. When you feel it come, just let it all shoot out and I’ll swal­low every last drop of it, okay?”

	Sheree paid little at­ten­tion to Johnny’s an­swer — some­thing close to a whim­per — as she dipped her mouth once more onto his cock and began to suck. Her mouth slid up and down the throb­bing prick as quickly as she could bob her neck. Sheree whirled her tongue rap­idly around the cock­head and sucked with all her strength. She fondled Johnny’s large balls lov­ingly with her hand.

	Up and back slid Sheree’s suck­ing lips on the burn­ing cock shaft, her mouth lick­ing and gob­bling un­til she was half crazy for the taste of throat-sear­ing cock cream. She felt as if she had been born to suck cook, to feel its smooth, firm flesh slid­ing in and out of her lips, to taste the pli­ant, rub­bery im­pact of a purple prick head against the back of her throat, to ex­per­i­ence the rough tickle of wiry pu­bic hair against her bur­row­ing nose.

	“Brrrrr, mmmmmm!” Sheree gargled swal­low­ing all of Johnny’s pulsing seven-incher. She made her throat muscles con­tract around the thick cock, milk­ing the slick skin and vi­brat­ing it at the same tune.

	“Oh­h­hhh, oh, shit! Can’t take too much more!” Johnny groaned and thrashed be­neath her oral as­sault, hump­ing up from her throat in­vol­un­tar­ily.

	Sheree let her neck go slack with the lunges, ab­sorb­ing his thrusts eas­ily, keep­ing his dick bur­ied deep in her hum­ming throat. He was al­most there, she real­ized, for his balls felt like grossly en­larged golf balls in her hand and they were start­ing to tighten and con­tract, get­ting ready to shoot their hot li­quid load!

	Lift­ing her head sud­denly, Sheree let Johnny’s cock drop from her lips and dove back un­der­neath it.

	She sucked in one hairy testicle, then the other, un­til her mouth was stuffed full of loose scrotal skin and burst­ing balls.

	She hummed a tune. It was off-key, muffled, and not very good. But the ef­fect was im­me­di­ate and spec­tac­u­lar.

	“AAAAH­H­HHH!” Johnny howled and slammed on the brakes.

	Sheree felt the nuts in her mouth give a tight little jump as she heard him shriek and felt the brakes grab. She hung onto his legs for dear life to keep from end­ing up on the floor of the skid­ding truck. At the same time, she quickly re­leased Johnny’s spas­ming balls and sucked in his wav­ing cock just as the first blast of cum shot out.

	The truck shuddered to a halt but Sheree barely felt it. Her only con­cern was for the de­luge of hot cum spray­ing into her mouth and cas­cad­ing down her throat in a gulp­ing tor­rent. Wave after wave of sticky se­men emp­tied into the frantic young girl’s mouth, spat­ter­ing onto her teeth and gums and churn­ing across her tongue to bathe her ton­sils in a thick flood of ball juice as she worked her warmly suck­ing lips up and down the spurt­ing cock.

	Out of her mind with pas­sion, Sheree reeled with joy as she gobbled the gush­ing cum like a milk-starved kit­ten. She mewled with de­light at the volume of li­quid she was gulp­ing down. Johnny must have really been turned on by her mouth and tongue. It felt as though he hadn’t come in months!

	The wan­ton nature of the way she was get­ting him off nearly had Sheree on the way to pop­ping. Her long, silky hair dangling onto his legs, her lips smeared with saliva and the last surges of his cum, her pretty face split open by a driv­ing pole of prick meat! Sheree’s pussy con­trac­ted with the first of a series of minor spasms as she saw the whole erotic pic­ture in her mind’s eye.

	Sheree ground her hips against the slick scat cover, try­ing vainly to stim­u­late her clit against the fab­ric of her panty crotch and get her­self off. The feel­ing was good, but not quite enough to push her over the top to a really great or­gasm.

	Re­luct­antly, Sheree stopped hump­ing the seat and sucked the last traces of cum from Johnny’s shriveled cock. She swirled her tongue around the rap­idly de­flat­ing prick from top to bot­tom, swal­low­ing the re­main­ing jism with pleas­ure. Of all the guys she had blown so far, Sheree had to ad­mit that Johnny’s cum was by far the tasti­est she had eaten!

	“Yum, your cock is not bad, Johnny-stud,” Sheree said with a cream-smeared smile, straight­en­ing back up in the seat.

	Johnny sat look­ing straight ahead, try­ing to get his breath. His heart was vis­ibly thump­ing be­neath the hairy chest, and his ex­pres­sion was some­what thun­der­struck.

	My blow jobs seem to have that ef­fect on people, Sheree thought with sat­is­fac­tion. She turned to see what Johnny was star­ing at.

	Ob­vi­ously, her cock­suck­ing abil­it­ies had al­most landed them both in the hos­pital this time, Sheree dis­covered as she as­sessed the situ­ation. The truck had come to a stop about a yard short of a heavy metal gate Johnny’s uncle had put across the dirt road to keep his cattle in and people out.

	Johnny slipped off his ten­nis shoes and dove. The flash of tanned muscle that was his large body slid si­lently un­der­neath Sheree’s float­ing frame like a large, friendly tar­pon. On the re­turn trip across the creek, Sheree felt his hand brush her as­s­cheeks, then tighten into a lightly bind­ing band which went nearly all the way around her tiny waist.

	Johnny’s head and shoulders broke the wa­ter next to her and Sheree felt a fin­ger part­ing her pussy lips and slid­ing into her up to the first knuckle. It felt dreamy hav­ing her sun-warmed cunt fingered in the cool­ing wa­ter as she was slowly pulled over to him by just that one fin­ger.

	“Ohhh, feels SOOOOO nice, Johnny. Leave it in,” she cooed just be­fore their lips met.

	Sheree put her arm around his neck and reached down into the wa­ter to where his cock should have been if it were still hard. It was there, firm and steady in the flow­ing cur­rent. She gripped it hard, and began strok­ing it as Johnny’s fin­ger bobbed her up and down like a cork.

	Breath­lessly, Sheree rode the slid­ing fin­ger. She moaned as her su­per sens­it­ive clit ground against Johnny’s thrust­ing di­git, her pas­sion-heated pussy send­ing gushes of cunt lub­ric­a­tion out into the wa­ter.

	“Uh, oh, quick, Johnny, fol­low me,” she urged, break­ing away from him and mo­tion­ing for him to fol­low her to shore.

	The eager-for-cock teen­ager made for the bank with a rapid back­stroke, her tits dip­ping and re­sur­fa­cing along be­hind her with each stroke, as if they too were beck­on­ing to him to fol­low. Sheree reached the other side of the swim­ming hole and jumped out, stag­ger­ing up to the tarp and pitch­ing her­self down on it.

	Johnny was only a few steps be­hind her. As he reached the edge of the can­vas, Sheree turned over on her back and opened her legs. She held out her arms.

	“Fuck me. Fuck me hard, Johnny!” Sheree panted up at him un­du­lat­ing her flow­ing cunt gash up and down.

	Johnny’s prick gave a little jump of an­ti­cip­a­tion. It stood out away from his nuts, rock-hard and ready, and its owner wasted no time in drop­ping to his knees between her wide splayed thighs.

	Sheree reached out and guided his thrust­ing hard­ness up to the pink portals of her hot little slit. She gasped with the ex­hil­ar­at­ing sen­sa­tion of the big cock­head split­ting her pussy open fully and driv­ing all the way up into her cling­ing, fluid cunt walls un­til it felt as if it res­ted in her tummy.

	“Ahh that’s it, lover!” she moaned and locked her per­fect legs around his broad back, ram­ming him in still deeper.

	“Oh, fuck hard, Johnny-luv. Ream my pussy!” Johnny gave her just what she wanted, draw­ing his long cock al­most out of her gob­bling cunt and then jam­ming it back down faster and faster. He fucked her like a steam en­gine in the broil­ing sun. The heat streamed down onto them, the creek gurg­ling by in si­lence, the only sound be­ing the suck­ing noise of Sheree’s greedy cunt pulling moistly at Johnny’s pis­ton­ing cock and the gut­tural grunts of the two lov­ers as they made age-old mu­sic be­neath the blue sum­mer sky.

	Sheree kept her eyes open and her legs clamped tight around his fe­ver­ishly work­ing back, let­ting her leg grip slide up and back on his sweat, slickened skin. Her tit­ties were squashed flat against her chest by his driv­ing man-weight, and his prick was like a re­lent­less hot poker drilling in and out, of her equally warm pussy well. The won­der­ful, an­imal-like fuck seemed to go on and on.

	“Oh, Johnny, oh, oh, oh! I’m gonna come!” Sheree gasped in his ear in child-like voice. “Ooooo, oh­h­h­h­haaaa, baby, fuck meee. Fuck meee gooood! Oh, OH, OH, LOVER, YOU’RE THE BEST I’VE EVER HAD!!”

	Sheree screamed out her in­tense pleas­ure into the wil­der­ness, sur­pris­ing her­self with the truth of what she yelled. No one ever had been this good be­fore. The group sex trip had thrilled her un­be­liev­ably, the oth­ers had each been won­der­ful in their own ways — but this was bet­ter. This was bet­ter than any­thing!

	The ec­stasy seemed to last forever this time. Sheree was swirl­ing an a fant­astic sexual high, with each joy­ous sen­sa­tion as strong as she had ever felt it, but seem­ing to un­fold in slow mo­tion so she could sa­vor it that much more.

	Her cunt worked the pile driv­ing cock over like a second hungry mouth seek­ing to suck it dry. Her flattened tits were pumped to the burst­ing point, the nipples pulsing with de­sire. Her as­shole clasped and opened greed­ily in time with her con­tract­ing cunt, her eager hips rolling as if on greased ball bear­ings as they strove to sink that won­der­ful, long cock as deeply into her love-hungry pussy as pos­sible.

	Sud­denly, Sheree’s cunt squeezed Johnny’s prick so hard that he was stopped in mid-lunge. Sheree’s mind was a churn­ing tangle of crazed fuck sen­sa­tions.

	“Uhh, uh, more! Fuck me more!” was all she could man­age to gasp.

	Johnny drew his big cock al­most out of Sheree’s pussy des­pite the frantic ef­forts of her little cunt muscles to hold him in their but­tery-hot grasp. He pushed for­ward with all of his con­sid­er­able might and the large prick came ram­ming back into Sheree like a log com­ing down a chute.

	“Ah­hhh!” Sheree howled, the cum boil­ing out of her coiled shut pussy in a tor­rent of cunt juice. It flooded over Johnny’s bur­ied prick and sent Sheree into or­bit. She creamed and thrashed be­neath him as he fucked her un­mer­ci­fully. She dug her heels into his ass and forced him to the limit on the down strokes. She shrieked in ec­stasy and sucked at his re­treat­ing cock wildly with her cunt walls on the up­strokes.

	Red waves of or­gasm tore through her spine and made her tits spasm with little tremors of their own. Sheree writhed and crushed her­self still tighter against Johnny’s press­ing chest.

	The first gushes of boil­ing cum shot out of Johnny’s balls and purled out into Sheree’s gooey cunt, mak­ing her own or­gasm even more in­tense. She wriggled her hips in per­fect time with his deep thrusts and drew every drop of burn­ing cock cream from his clench­ing nuts. He moaned and babbled with de­li­ri­ous ex­cite­ment as he pumped her full of his boil­ing jism.

	The big ath­lete rode and rode on Sheree’s hump­ing, suck­ing cunt un­til his cock was as limp as it had been after the blow job she hid treated him to earlier. It slipped out of her at last, hanging loose and cum drip­ping over her wet cunt hair and drib­bling strands of white se­men down onto her cream-filled pussy lips.

	Johnny crawled out from between her legs and col­lapsed face down on the hot tarp be­side the pant­ing girl. Sheree lay still for a long time, catch­ing her breath and look­ing up at the clear blue sky.

	At last, Sheree got up and dashed to the wa­ter, diving and cut­ting the sur­face with hardly a splash. She knew as she touched the pond bot­tom and headed back up to­ward the spark­ling sun­light, that she was Johnny Hol­lister’s steady girl again. The tingling sense of well be­ing this gave her sent little waves of pleas­ure through her freshly fucked pussy.



	

CHAPTER TWELVE

	Sheree sat star­ing at the pic­ture in the fan magazine. She was up­stairs, in her bed­room, sit­ting in the middle of the room, look­ing at Marie Os­mond’s legs.

	Not really at the legs, Sheree ad­mit­ted to her­self with dis­gust. Really, she was won­der­ing what the pussy nestled between those finely chisled thighs looked like!

	Sheree threw the magazine down on the bed, angry at her­self. It wasn’t the fact that she had a more than passing in­terest in the teen­age singing star’s cunt that dis­gus­ted Sheree. It was the fact that she had been try­ing to fool her­self about her fond­ness for fe­male flesh dur­ing the last few weeks.

	It had been three weeks since Johnny had fucked her at the swim­ming hole. They had been to­gether daily since that glor­i­ous hot af­ter­noon, and Sheree had to ad­mit, he was get­ting so good that it was heart stop­ping. He had learned how to ass fuck, how to mouth fuck, and how to rip her pussy to pieces in every po­s­i­tion ima­gin­able.

	But his cunt eat­ing abil­ity was still poor to fair. The big lug was en­thu­si­astic enough, but he lacked fin­esse. Sheree longed for the hot thrills of a really tal­en­ted tongue like DeeDee’s snak­ing up her pussy.

	Also, there was Johnny’s rather dis­ap­point­ing at­ti­tude to­ward trade offs and group sex. He calmly main­tained that he would kill any guy who ever looked twice at Sheree, and she be­lieved him.

	Sheree had thought that with a real su­per-stud guy like Johnny. She would never miss group scenes or fe­male lov­ing that much.

	A plan began to form in Sheree’s mind. There was only one way Johnny would ever con­sent to her screw­ing an­other guy with his know­ledge — and that was to get him to fuck an­other girl in front of her, prefer­ably while Sheree was in­volved in the whole scene. A three way! It was the only way!

	The idea hit Sheree square between the eyes as she pondered her situ­ation. Scot­tie! Scot­tie John­son, the vi­brant little thir­teen-year-old who used to hang around with Sheree and Pam at school. She had been out of town with her par­ents on va­ca­tion ever since school had got­ten out, but she had to be back by now.

	Sheree covered the few blocks to Scot­tie’s house in a trance-like state.

	“Sheree Sable, you are lookin’ dyn-o-mite! What have you been up to?” Scot­tie asked breath­lessly as she answered Sheree’s knock.

	Sheree didn’t an­swer right away. She just stood and men­tally licked her lips. Scot­tie was def­in­itely a first class piece of pussy.

	Only thir­teen, Scot­tie was as vir­ginal as Sheree had been at her age. But built? Shit! Sheree thought as she ran her eyes over Scot­tie’s long, straight blonde hair, and spec­tac­u­larly curved young body.

	“Hey, you on some­thing?” Scot­tie asked, run­ning her hand play­fully back and forth in front of Sheree’s rapt stare.

	“Huh, oh, no!” Sheree smiled warmly, re­gain­ing her senses.

	She stepped in­side, past Scot­tie, and heard the front door bang shut be­hind her.

	They went into the fam­ily room at the rear of the house and Scot­tie flopped heav­ily into a roomer, mo­tion­ing for Sheree to go be­hind the wet bar. Sheree kicked off her san­dals and ducked un­der the bar, lux­uri­at­ing in the feel of the lush car­pet on her bare feet.

	“Aren’t va­ca­tions a fuckin’ drag?” Scot­tie asked, watch­ing care­fully as Sheree made the ul­tra-strong drinks. “I mean my folks took me on a tour of the whole West­ern Hemi­sphere! Our fuck­ing sta­tion wagon didn’t stop rolling for a frig­gin’ month and a half!”

	Sheree laughed and stirred her power­house con­coc­tions. She ducked un­der the bar and handed one to Scot­tie, sit­ting down be­side the younger girl’s chair.

	“Cheers. Now let me tell you what happened with me and Johnny Hol­lister after you boo­gied out of town with your folks,” Sheree toasted the young blonde.

	“Hol­lister! The foot­ball star? Tell! Come on, Sheree, tell me everything or I’ll just die of curi­os­ity!” Scot­tie pleaded.

	Sheree smiled and launched into a long de­scrip­tion of her ro­mance with Johnny, her short fling with Joe, Bill, and Rich, and her ul­ti­mate re­union with Johnny. She spared no de­tails ex­cept for the les­bian ses­sions with DeeDee and Pam — and soon had the in­ex­per­i­enced young girl pant­ing on the edge of her chair.

	“Wow! What a sum­mer you’ve had!” Scot­tie marveled, drain­ing the last of her drink.

	Sheree took the empty glass back to the bar and re­filled it. There had been enough booze in the first round to melt old fence nails. It shouldn’t be long now! No won­der boys en­joyed se­du­cing girls with booze so much. It was really a lot of fun!

	“Here, babe drink this and tell me about your sum­mer,” Sheree said ex­pect­antly hand­ing the re­fill to Scot­tie.

	“Well, I’m get­tin’ lots of cock!” Scot­tie began quickly. “I really been get­ting down to it, just like you, Sher.”

	The little blonde rocked drunk­enly in the chair. She took an­other big swal­low of the mind des­troy­ing high­ball.

	“Really, I’m a-a-vir­gin, Sher!” Scot­tie ad­mit­ted sud­denly, un­able to keep up the pre­tense any longer.

	The small teen­ager sniffled as though she were near tears and dropped down onto the soft car­pet next to Sheree, who threw a “sis­terly” arm around her shoulders and pulled her in tight. She leaned Scot­tie’s head up against shoulders and racked her gently.

	“Come on little one. What’s the prob­lem?” Sheree asked.

	“Oh, Sher, I don’t know what to do!” Scot­tie wailed de­jec­tedly. “I don’t want to be a vir­gin! I want go out like Pam and you and go to parties all the time and get drunk and fuck and have a good time! But every time I get near a boy, I get scared or ex­cited or some­thing and I blow my chance!”

	“Hey, I’ve got a great idea!” Sheree brightened. “Why don’t we see if I can help you over­come your prob­lem?”

	“How?”

	Deftly, Sheree dropped her arm all the way down be­hind Scot­tie and seized the bot­tom of her tank top. Grabbing the front of the top in her other hand, Sheree worked the stretchy ma­ter­ial up over the flat little stom­ach un­til it hung up on the curved un­der­side of Scot­tie’s bul­ging tits. Sheree eased the cloth up­ward, un­til the won­der­fully firm pair of breasts yiel­ded and the fully erect is­lands of pink nipple popped into view.

	A quick yank and Sheree had forced the dumb­foun­ded girl’s arms up over her head and stripped the top free. It sailed to­ward the bar but Sheree’s eyes were on the bil­lowy soft mounds of tit swinging solidly across Scot­tie’s bare chest, gradu­ally rolling to a stop. Their jut­ting, up-tilted round­ness re­minded Sheree of DeeDee’s huge mel­ons in mini­ature.

	“Now, what we’ve got to do is get your body more used to the warm up part of sex, so that you’ll de­velop the en­dur­ance to last for the whole game,” Sheree tried to sound clin­ical and un­in­ter­ested.

	“This is weird, Sher,” Scot­tie pro­tested, cov­er­ing her tits with her arms.

	“No, it isn’t!” Sheree in­sisted, pulling the girl’s arms back down to her sides. “Now just re­lax and pre­tend I’m a guy.”

	With that, Sheree leaned across Scot­tie’s lap and flicked out her tongue, zero­ing in on the nervous girl’s nipple. When her eager tongue con­nec­ted with the beau­ti­ful, rose-colored nub, Sheree felt Scot­tie’s body stiff and res­ist­ant be­neath her.

	“Now, if you aren’t gonna co­oper­ate, I won’t be able to help you!” Sheree growled at the girl, re­leas­ing the nipple. “You’ll end up fin­ger-banging your­self the rest of your life!”

	“Okay, but I don’t see how this is go­ing to help.”

	“Just lay back and let it hap­pen, and I’ll ex­plain as we go along,” Sheree prom­ised, her lips des­cend­ing on the in­ex­per­i­enced girl’s breast as her fin­gers began knead­ing and toy­ing with the other.

	What a fant­astic set of tits! Sheree thought glee­fully as she sucked them. The im­pres­sions were run­ning through her mind al­most as quickly as her tongue was fly­ing up and down her little friend’s tight­en­ing nipple. What a hot little cunt this girl was!

	Sheree switched back and forth, giv­ing each nipple a long, linger­ing suck as she left it, then glu­ing her lips down onto the other tit while its mate was still throb­bing. Hot saliva flowed out of Sheree’s hun­grily work­ing mouth and her moist tongue spread it evenly around the little blonde’s firm mounds un­til they glistened in the af­ter­noon sun. Sheree was suck­ing once more, pulling the hot, slick breasts in and out of her mouth like two huge, round cocks, flick­ing the up-raised nipples with the lash of her tongue tip as she changed from tit to tit.

	“Oh­hhh! Oh, God, Sher, stop! You’ll make me pop!” the turned on girl pleaded.

	It won’t be the last time you’ll came today, Sheree men­tally prom­ised the squirm­ing young­ster. She con­tin­ued lick­ing and kiss­ing the taut moun­tains of tit be­neath her.

	The flat little tummy began to flut­ter next to Sheree’s cheek, and the girl’s breath came in sharp gasps. Out of the corner of her eye, Sheree saw Scot­tie’s heels dig­ging into the car­pet and the slender hips be­gin­ning to pump up­ward auto­mat­ic­ally, seek­ing the phantom cock that in­stinct told her she needed.

	“Uh, uh, oh, Sher, I’m gonna, I’m gonna come!” Scot­tie squealed with ex­cite­ment. “Don’t stop! Suck my tit­ties!”

	The girl’s small hands were grasp­ing Sheree’s hair, ur­ging her to suck harder, for­cing her lips down onto the spas­ming tits be­neath her madly suck­ing mouth. Sheree shook the loose grip free and looked up at the whin­ing, hump­ing young­ster.

	Wait­ing for just the right second, Sheree let Scot­tie’s hips reach the top of their arc be­fore un­zip­ping her cut offs and thrust­ing her thumbs in un­der­neath the girl’s panties and jeans. She gave a quick pull, and the tight fit­ting gar­ments were whisked down Scot­tie’s legs to lie harm­lessly around her ankles.

	Sheree looked down hun­grily at the most per­fect, petite pink gash she had ever seen. It was framed by the sparse, bright blonde pussy hair sur­round­ing it, laid out like a tiny, flow­ing treas­ure. The hot little slit was gush­ing with cunt juice, and it was wink­ing open and closed in per­fect ca­dence with the small, com­pletely hair­less pucker of Scot­tie’s as­shole.

	Sheree was thrilled with the un­touched beauty of the other girl’s body as she slipped down between Scot­tie’s legs and sus­pen­ded her­self over the girl’s furled cunt lips. She could barely be­lieve that such a suc­cu­lent treat was about to be hers!

	“Now, little one,” she whispered. “When a boy really digs you, he’ll do this for you, but prob­ably not so well as I’m gonna do it!”

	Sheree blew gently on the tight little pussy open­ing, gig­gling with de­light as it clutched wildly in front of her eyes, mak­ing little bubbles in the cunt juice. Un­able to wait any longer, Sheree stuck out her tongue and licked the grip­ping crack from bot­tom to top, dust­ing the small, up-raised clit lightly with just her tongue tip.

	“Oh­h­hhh! What are you dooo­ing?” Scot­tie howled with joy.

	“Everything, sweet-stuff,” Sheree cooed softly into the moist pink­ness just ahead of her des­cend­ing lips. “Everything your little pussy will ever want!”

	Sheree kissed the pout­ing cunt lips ten­derly then punc­tured them with her ri­gid tongue, driv­ing it deep into the groan­ing girl’s cunt. Scot­tie screamed with joy and worked her hips frantic­ally against Sheree’s face, draw­ing her sens­it­ive clit across the older girl’s pen­et­rat­ing tongue.

	Sheree let her pussy in­vader go limp, draw­ing her tongue back into her mouth to taste the cunt honey sat­ur­at­ing its length. This girl’s pussy juice was ac­tu­ally sweet!

	“More, got to have more!” Sheree mumbled, thrust­ing her face back into the de­fense­less girl’s steam­ing snatch.

	Gob­bling and swal­low­ing the hot cunt juice, Sheree sunk her tongue in the depths of Scot­tie’s pussy, wrig­gling it like a ram­pa­ging snake, caus­ing the young­ster to cry out in a frenzy of emo­tion.

	“Ah­h­h­hhh! Sher, I’m gonna’ come. I’m there, I’m fuckin’ there!” she squealed.

	The eager thir­teen-year-old’s eyes were closed tightly, her head flail­ing from side to side, her hips driv­ing hard against Sheree’s face. The slick pas­sage en­trap­ping Sheree’s work­ing tongue began con­tract­ing sharply, the muscles milk­ing their im­paler like a hot, suck­ing soul kiss of de­sire.

	Ab­ruptly, Sheree pulled her self free of Scot­tie’s grind­ing cunt and sat up. She whipped off her own tank top and un­zipped her cut offs.

	Scot­tie’s un­du­la­tions ceased and her eyes snapped open when she heard the sound of the zip­per. An un­easy look settled across the young girl’s bliss­ful fea­tures as she watched Sheree crawl­ing, na­ked and hungry look­ing, back between her thighs.

	Sheree kept on go­ing, mov­ing for­ward on her hands and knees un­til her body covered Scot­tie’s. She didn’t stop un­til her tits were dir­ectly above the younger girl’s and their nipples were touch­ing.

	The same elec­tric jolt of pas­sion she had ex­per­i­enced with DeeDee and Pam shot through Sheree as her tits met Scot­tie’s.

	“I’m go­ing to eat your pussy again,” Sheree whispered. “Only this time, you’re gonna suck mine too!”

	Be­fore the frightened girl could reply, Sheree pinned her to the floor and cut off her protest with a kiss. The thrill of tit against tit, pussy rub­bing against li­quid pussy seized both of them as Sheree ground her body against Scot­tie and licked the girl’s lips with her juice smeared tongue. Scot­tie stopped her half-hearted struggle to push Sheree away and opened her mouth to the de­li­cious as­sault of the older girls tongue.

	As soon as the feeble at­tempts to es­cape ceased, Sheree felt Scot­tie’s hands run­ning through her long au­burn tresses, seek­ing to pull Sheree down even tighter against her cli­max-starved young body. Sheree looked down into the girl’s eyes and saw that they were burn­ing like two blue flames in a gas fire­place.

	Read­ing all she needed to see, Sheree broke away and man­euvered her­self into the clas­sic sixty-nine po­s­i­tion. There was no need for fore­play on Sheree’s part. Her tits were hard as con­crete from pent up lust and her pussy was already drip­ping with flow­ing cunt juice.

	When Scot­tie’s lips touched her sens­it­ive flesh, Sheree could no longer con­trol her­self. She moaned with grat­it­ude at her good for­tune and jammed her pretty face down into the young girl’s sim­mer­ing gash, rav­ish­ing the pink slit with her suck­ling lips and slash­ing tongue.

	Scot­tie re­spon­ded im­me­di­ately, slid­ing her own lips through the warm ooze of Sheree’s cunt flesh, lick­ing at the up-thrust bud of the su­per-sens­it­ive clit peek­ing out from the furled cunt wrinkles. Scot­tie gulped Sheree’s gush­ing juices down like a hungry calf while flick­ing her tongue out at the tingling clit in an am­a­teur­ish, ex­plor­at­ory fash­ion that drove Sheree mad with pas­sion for the vir­gin cunt-lap­per.

	Seek­ing to teach Scot­tie prop­erly, Sheree swirled her tongue around the girl’s erect clit, lick­ing at the little pearl un­til the slender hips be­neath her began writh­ing to a heated cli­max once more. Sheree pursed her lips and sucked the tender nub as if she were try­ing to up­root it. Scot­tie shrieked, her cunt muscles con­tract­ing sen­su­ously be­fore Sheree’s gaze in a dance of joy.

	Sheree kept her lips si­phon­ing at the fleshy jewel en­trapped between them un­til Scot­tie went stiff and ri­gid be­neath her. The older girl lashed at the quiv­er­ing clit with her tongue for good meas­ure, vow­ing to give the little girl a come that she would re­mem­ber when she was an old lady.

	“Ohh-urrrrffff!” Scot­tie howled, shoot­ing, her own tongue up into Sheree’s churn­ing pussy like a well-oiled wheel.

	The little blonde clamped onto Sheree’s clit and thrashed it with her tongue as she threw her own hips into high gear and mashed her cunt up against Sheree’s lips. She drove her throb­bing clitty up into Sheree’s suck­ing mouth as if she were fuck­ing them with a mini­ature cock.

	Sheree felt the con­tinu­ing wail of the young girl vi­brate through her cunt as she caught the spray of Scot­tie’s hot cum with her lips and chin. Suck­ing at the tor­rent of sticky fluid, Sheree drank it all down greed­ily, frantic to lick and suck every drop of the sweet pussy cream down into her eager belly.

	At that mo­ment, Sheree felt her own dam break. Her head spun with the joy of hav­ing Scot­tie’s face flooded with her own heady pussy juice as her cunt muscles tightened un­con­trol­lably and the first waves of or­gasm rolled through her. She en­vi­sioned Scot­tie’s face be­ing bur­ied in the flood of cum juice pump­ing from her hot cun­tal canal, splash­ing dawn onto her lips and run­ning over her freckled cheeks, and Sheree felt an­other spasm of pussy clench­ing or­gasm course through her.

	She mashed her ham­mer­ing cunt hole down into the younger girl’s smack­ing, gob­bling lips and babbled out her frenzy into the re­cesses of Scot­tie’s still-smol­der­ing cunt. The ini­tial or­gasm and the won­der­ful after shocks of their joint cli­max seemed to go on forever. Sheree kept her head wedged in between Scot­tie’s nicely shaped thighs un­til the last gush of cum juice quieted to a trickle and fi­nally stopped. Then she licked the petite slit un­til it was all but dry, not­ing with sat­is­fac­tion that Scot­tie was do­ing the same with her.

	Sheree rolled off and crawled over to the couch. She slouched back against the couch her legs spread wide on the car­pet, try­ing to catch her breath.

	“What a piece!” she whispered to her­self, star­ing at Scot­tie’s re­clin­ing form in the cen­ter of the room. The little blonde’s face was covered with cunt cream, her still erect nipples stood out proudly from the up-turned breasts that were too young and firm to flat­ten against her chest.

	“Scot­tie, Scot­tie, darling! You are one beau­ti­ful little cunt!” Sheree sighed.

	Scot­tie sat up and looked at Sheree. There was a long pause then the young­ster broke into a grin. “You aren’t ex­actly ugly your­self, Sher,” the hot nymphet replied.



	

CHAPTER THIR­TEEN

	“This is the big one, Sher. Don’t blow it!” Sheree told the im­age in the minor as she put the fin­ish­ing touches on her eye liner. She checked out the loose fit­ting tee shirt and the new yel­low shorts she had bought for this oc­ca­sion de­cided they were per­fect and star­ted down­stairs.

	Today was the day, she kept telling her­self. The sen­sual, pussy sat­is­fy­ing sum­mer life she had settled into was on the line today. If her plan for bring­ing Scot­tie and Johnny to­gether didn’t work just right, Sheree knew she might lose either or both of them.

	Sheree reached the bot­tom of the stairs and picked up the phone. She waited breath­lessly as the phone rang at Scot­tie John­son’s house.

	“Hi, sweet-puss. Get your little buns over here on the double,” Sheree com­manded her love slave. “Today is the day! My mom left an hour ago and she’ll be gone till this even­ing. Johnny knows about it, so he’s cut­ting foot­ball prac­tice. Get ready to lose your cherry, honey cunt!”

	Sheree re­placed the re­ceiver, her hand shak­ing with ex­cite­ment, she wished she had a drink to ease the ten­sion, but her par­ents kept little booze in the house and Sheree knew that they would miss any por­tion she might drink.

	The anxious girl paced up and down in the liv­ing room. It seemed like an hour be­fore the front door opened and Scot­tie came in.

	The little blonde was dressed in a skimpy red hal­ter and a pair of cut off’s. Her corn-silk hair hung loose and un­ruly around her bare shoulders. Sheree smiled, think­ing that her young friend had learned her les­sons well.

	“When’s he gonna’ be here?” Scot­tie asked un­com­fort­ably, flop­ping her­self down on the sofa.

	“I don’t know, sweet-stuff,” Sheree answered, try­ing to sound cas­ual. “Soon, I think, since he’d nor­mally be at morn­ing prac­tice by now.”

	Scot­tie opened her mouth to say some­thing, but there was a heavy clomp­ing and banging on the front porch at just that mo­ment. The front door opened again and they heard Johnny’s deep bari­tone holler­ing up the stairs.

	“Sheree. Sheree, baby. Johnny boy’s here, and he’s got some­thing for you! It’s long and hard and it’s look­ing for a home between your legs!”

	“In here, Johnny-luv!” Sheree called.

	Johnny bounced into the liv­ing room, a silly grin on his face. The grin faded rap­idly as his eyes ad­jus­ted to the light in the cur­tained room and he saw Scot­tie sit­ting next to Sheree in the semi-dark­ness.

	“Uh, hi! I, uh, thought you’d be alone,” he stammered, his face red­den­ing. “Sony.” The big foot­ball player shrugged his shoulders, clearly un­able to think of a light re­mark to glass over his en­trance. He threw him­self into a large chair and propped his feet up on the has­sock, star­ing woe­fully at the ceil­ing.

	“It’s okay, Johnny,” Sheree smiled. “Scot­tie’s a real close friend. She knows we fuck, as a mat­ter of fact that’s why she’s here today. You and I have to talk about a few things, and Scot­tie is one of them.”

	“What?” Johnny sat up in the chair.

	“See, Johnny, I love you, and I like eat­ing your cock and fuck­ing you as much as I love do­ing any­thing in the world,” Sheree began slowly, then picked up speed. She hoped to get through her little speech be­fore her cour­age ran out.

	“But I haven’t made it with that many other guys, and I feel I’d be miss­ing some­thing if I don’t. Now, be­fore you get all pissed off, just let me fin­ish. I want you to do it with other girls too, with me. You know, right in front of each other so that there’s no secrets, no sneak­ing around, ‘cause I really do love you, Johnny.”

	Johnny couldn’t move for a few mo­ments. He looked as though the whole varsity squad had taken turns kick­ing him in the balls.

	“But, I don’t want other girls, Sher!” he whispered at last, clearly em­bar­rassed at hav­ing Scot­tie in the room.

	Sheree smiled. “Bull­shit!” she whispered back. “Are you try­ing to tell me that you’d turn down a blow job from a foxy chick like Scot­tie here, or a chance to fuck her and nail your second cherry in one sum­mer?”

	“Sure!” Johnny answered back strongly, the very voice of right­eous­ness.

	“Aw, come on, Johnny,” Sheree shook her head dis­be­liev­ingly. “A stud like you, pass up a face like this, tits like these?”

	Sheree reached be­hind Scot­tie’s neck and pulled the bow hold­ing the hal­ter top up. The flimsy ma­ter­ial dropped into the young blonde’s lap, leav­ing her pink nippled mounds un­fettered, na­ked, and leveled right at Johnny.

	“See how firm they are, and how big,” Sheree’s teas­ing voice con­tin­ued.

	She took one of Scot­tie’s fa­mil­iar treas­ures in her hand and fondled it, bring­ing the stubby nipple to rapid at­ten­tion with a few strokes of her fin­ger. Scot­tie fought back a moan. The en­tire situ­ation had her more scared, and more turned on, than she had ever been in her life.

	“Why, I bet these big, smooth beau­ties taste as sweet as honey,” Sheree licked her lips and stared at Johnny.

	“Do you sup­pose I’m right?” the teen temp­tress asked in a lusty whis­per, bend­ing to­ward Scot­tie.

	Sheree’s lips closed over one of Scot­tie’s nipples while her fin­gers switched to the other. Scot­tie whined with de­sire and urged Sheree’s lips in on her throb­bing tits, clos­ing her eyes as the suc­tion in­creased.

	“Sheree, what the fuck are you doin’?” Johnny de­man­ded.

	The girl did not reply. She changed nubs and un­did Scot­tie’s cut offs. The little girl raised her hips and sucked in her breath as she felt her na­ked pussy ex­posed to Johnny’s view.

	Word­lessly, the two switch-hit­ting girls lost in their private world of lust, Sheree pulled back from Scot­tie and slipped quickly out of her own clothes.

	Na­ked, the two girls em­braced on the couch, Sheree in­sert­ing her tongue deep into the younger girl’s mouth as their tits mashed to­gether and their cunts ground out a fuck rhythm. Scot­tie groaned as Sheree’s clit caressed hers and began suck­ing the older girl’s tongue as if it were a slip­pery, stiff cock.

	Sheree was vaguely aware of Johnny’s breath­ing be­com­ing heav­ier on the other side of the room. But her only real in­terest at the mo­ment was the in­tens­ity of the rapid or­gasm she felt her slid­ing cunt build­ing to­wards.

	Scot­tie beat her in reach­ing the peak. Sheree felt the hump­ing girl’s stom­ach tremble against hers in a quick series of con­trac­tions, and the clasp­ing pussy lips sud­denly gripped Sheree’s clit as hard as Scot­tie’s mouth was suck­ing at her tongue.

	“Ummmmph! Ummmmph! Eeee!” Scot­tie moaned and then emit­ted a tiny squeal from the depths of her throat.

	The shower of cunt juice spray­ing against Sheree’s own tingling pussy sent Sheree over the top. She wormed her ex­cited clit back and forth between the girl’s cunt lips, fuck­ing the little blonde’s cream­ing pussy as if she were hung with a tiny cock.

	Sheree kept rub­bing her clench­ing slit against Scot­tie’s li­quid cunt un­til the tremors of joy ebbed away for both of them. Sheree pulled her tongue out of Scot­tie’s nurs­ing lips and looked in Johnny’s dir­ec­tion.

	“You really don’t want a piece of this hot little snatch’s ac­tion?” Sheree gasped.

	Johnny was lean­ing for­ward in the chair, his eyes the size of quar­ters as he stared open-mouthed at the two les­bian lov­ers. His big cock showed clearly against the front of his jeans, telling Sheree his body’s true de­sires more clearly than any words.

	“Go on, Scot­tie, I prom­ised you same spe­cial treats this af­ter­noon. Why don’t you scoot right over there and suck Mr. Hol­lister off. I don’t think he’d mind. Would you, Mr. Hol­lister, honey?” Sheree toyed with the aroused boy.

	Johnny didn’t ap­pear to be cap­able of speech at the mo­ment. The girl’s little per­form­ance had robbed him tem­por­ar­ily of all move­ment or speech.

	See­ing that Johnny was too be­numbed to either en­cour­age or dis­cour­age her, Scot­tie obed­i­ently slid out from un­der Sheree and crawled over to Johnny’s chair. She swal­lowed hard, reached out and un­zipped the big foot­ball star’s jeans. Her small hand pulled at the tight elastic of the boxer shorts un­til they came down a little way and Johnny’s fully erect cock popped into view.

	“Oh, Sheree, it’s as big as you said!” Scot­tie squealed, half with an­ti­cip­a­tion, half in ter­ror. “Do you think I can?”

	“Sure, sweet-puss.” Sheree replied hap­pily.

	“Just re­mem­ber what I told you, and keep on suck­ing!” Scot­tie licked her lips and then the head of the ri­gid dick. She opened her tiny mouth wide and stuffed her vir­gin mouth and throat full of hot prick with one head­long plunge.

	Johnny closed his eyes and humped up­ward, driv­ing the last two inches of cock up into the in­ex­per­i­enced girl’s mouth. He shif­ted back and forth in the chair as the little cock­sucker learned to swirl her tongue around his bur­ied prick as she sucked at the base with her lips.

	Scot­tie kept her tongue re­volving and her lips suck­ing, puff­ing her head back slowly. She waited un­til just the end of the heady cock was left in her warm lips be­fore run­ning them slowly back down to the hair sur­round­ing the jerking dick’s thick bot­tom. She began to in­crease the tempo, as Johnny’s hands came back to life and stole up­ward to tangle them­selves in the thir­teen-year-old’s blonde locks.

	Sheree couldn’t sit still. She felt her cunt heat­ing up again as she watched her learn to suck cock.

	“I don’t think you’re gonna last too long with this sweet young thing gob­bling your tool, Johnny-luv!” Sheree com­men­ted, get­ting up and com­ing over next to the chair to watch.

	She reached past Scot­tie’s eagerly slid­ing mouth and felt Johnny’s nut sack. The big foot­ball player groaned and the balls in Sheree’s hand knit­ted tighter to­gether.

	“Mmm, about ready to shoot, aren’t you, lover?” Sheree guessed from ex­per­i­ence. “Maybe enough for now, Scotts, just hold him.”

	Scot­tie stopped bob­bing her head and held just the tip of Johnny’s throb­bing cock in her lips. His eyes flickered open and pleaded with Sheree.

	“Oh, my balls! Arrrrhhh! Gotta come, please!” he wheezed.

	Sheree leaned down and kissed him ten­derly on the lips. She pulled his tee shirt off, keep­ing his cock in Scot­tie’s mouth.

	“See, lover, you’re mouth-fuck­ing my best friend right in front of my eyes, and I’m help­ing you out of your clothes so that you can do it more com­fort­ably. Now what’s wrong with that?” Sheree asked ami­ably.

	“Nuthin’!” Johnny snapped through clenched teeth. “Tell her to blow me, Sher, please! Make her fin­ish it!”

	“Ahh, you want to come in Scot­tie’s hot little vir­gin mouth, huh?” Sheree teased, thor­oughly en­joy­ing her­self.

	“Would you like that, Johnny, would you like me to have Scot­tie suck your gooey cum right out of that big cock? Would you like to see me eat her pussy while you come in her mouth, the first boy to ever come in her mouth?” Sheree asked in an in­no­cent whis­per.

	“Aggghbh! Yes, oh, God, yes!” Johnny bel­lowed, try­ing to force him­self back into Scot­tie.

	“No, no, you don’t, stud!” Sheree cau­tioned as Scot­tie pulled back, keep­ing her mouth on the burst­ing prick but not al­low­ing it to go any deeper.

	“I’ll do what I prom­ised, and Scot­tie will do her part;,and then I’ll even let you be the first to fuck her, later,” Sheree con­tin­ued. “But first, you gotta prom­ise me that you won’t get all bent outa shape later on when I want to fuck some of your foot­ball bud­dies while you fuck their girl­friends, okay?”

	Johnny’s mind snapped at that point. He was clearly ima­gin­ing what it would be like to ball some of the foxy cheer­lead­ers his pals dated while watch­ing Sheree and Scot­tie be­ing eaten by those proud young cunts.

	“Shit, Sher, I’ll do it. I’ll do any­thing you want, just do me, NOW!” be agreed with a howl of de­sire.

	Sheree nod­ded to Scot­tie, who im­me­di­ately sucked Johnny’s prick deep into her mouth once more. Sheree got down on the floor and slid in un­der the cock-eat­ing blonde. She pushed her tongue up into Scot­tie’s gush­ing pussy and felt the girl moan.

	Johnny moaned at the same time, feel­ing the vi­bra­tions of Scot­tie’s groan­ing around the length of his well sucked dick. He pulled her head down faster, hun­ger­ing to fill her mouth with a flood of hot cum.

	Sheree lapped at Scot­tie’s clit, pre­par­ing her throat to swal­low the tor­rent of girl-cum she knew was just seconds away. The turned on blonde was so ex­cited over Johnny’s big cock glid­ing in her mouth that Sheree’s tongue had to do very little to get her off.

	“Ah! Ah! Oh! That’s it! I’m there! Swal­low it, you hot little cunt!” he screamed.

	Scot­tie whimpered, her own or­gasm hit­ting her just as the first stream of cock cream drenched her tongue. She gulped the hot load of jism down and pushed her spas­ming pussy down harder onto Sheree’s suck­ing lips. Johnny grunted with lust and pumped his spurt­ing cock deep into Scot­tie’s nois­ily drain­ing throat as the girl hummed and whined around his jet­ting prick.

	Sheree kept tonguing Scot­tie un­til the little blonde’s cunt had stopped con­tract­ing and the sounds of her swal­low­ing died away. Scram­bling to her knees, Sheree made Scot­tie re­lin­quish the fast-di­min­ish­ing prick and popped it in her own greedy mouth in time to catch the last feeble squirt of cum.

	“Mmmmm, couldn’t let you have all the fun, sweets!” Sheree grinned at Scot­tie. She looked up at Johnny.

	“Think this thing will be ready for a second help­ing in a few minutes?” she chal­lenged the big foot­baller.

	“If it’s gonna be as great as that was, I don’t see how I’ll be able to res­ist!” Johnny ad­mit­ted, a wist­ful grin creep­ing over his face.

	“Oh, it will be, baby; I guar­an­tee it!” Sheree prom­ised, tug­ging at his pants.

	Sheree glowed with pleas­ure, and with lust. She could see a long, end­less chain of fuck ses­sions stretch­ing out be­fore her now. She and Scot­tie and Johnny could se­duce any teen­ager in town among the three of them, male or fe­male.

	Now this was the way to spend a sum­mer va­ca­tion! Sheree’s swirl­ing brain ex­ploded. The pos­sib­il­it­ies were end­less!

	THE END
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