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		Prologue

		

	
		

		Nightmare

		

		“Hey, Page…baby, are you awake yet?” The now-familiar, yet still exciting, voice of my boyfriend, DJ Swearington brought me fully awake.

		

		I was in a strange bedroom—not DJ’s and certainly not my own—and I was nude beneath the sheet covering me. As my eyes focused, I saw a very naked DJ standing next to the bed with one of his equally naked friends; a guy I vaguely knew as Tommy.

		

		“My buddy here got to the party really late last night, after you’d already passed out,” DJ offered by way of an explanation.

		

		Tommy had a big cock and it was fully erect. Unlike DJ’s long, thick, gorgeous example of male genitalia, his pal’s wasn’t nearly as pretty. It was sort of gnarly-looking, to tell the truth, with pronounced blue veins and a huge, ugly-red knob at the tip.

		

		The slightly repulsive cock’s owner was looking down at me hopefully and DJ was doing the same. My boyfriend said: “Since you blew everyone else at the party last night, we kind of thought…”

		

		“Yeah, you’re really gorgeous, Page,” Tommy burst out excitedly, cutting DJ off in mid-sentence, “I’ve been dreamin’ about you suckin’ my cock ever since DJ hooked up with you!”

		

		“No kiddin’, babe;” DJ added enthusiastically. “Tommy’s been rattling on and on about what a little hottie you were since we first got together.”

		

		That had been a little over three months ago, I suddenly realized, as my mind flashed back to our first meeting. I had been walking across the quad at school with two of my girlfriends, and the hunkiest guy I’d ever seen came right up to us and started a conversation, even though none of us knew him.

		

		As I stared up at DJ now, I had to admit that I hadn’t been wrong about his great looks. Tall and muscular, with no waist at all, DJ Swearington was every girl’s male stud fantasy, come to life. His sensual blue eyes were among the prettiest I’d ever seen and the comma of black hair that naturally hung down over his forehead somehow made him look both boyish and manly at the same time.

		

		My eyes swept down his frame, taking in his rock-hard, six-pack abs—which he vainly kept waxed clean of body hair at all times—and those super-impressive balls of his, along with his honey of a cock. It was as erect as his pal Tommy’s, but much nicer to look at.

		

		“Come on,” DJ urged me in that melodic, breathy voice that all the girls, including me, seemed to find so sexy, “why don’t you make this poor guy’s wildest dreams come true? You sucked off every other guy at the party last night, and you fucked a bunch of them too!”

		

		I cringed mentally, because I knew what he had just said to be true. It was mostly hazy, drug and alcohol induced flashes of memory—not vivid, second-by-second recollections, thank God!—but I vaguely remembered being the ‘life of the party’ again last night, before I’d passed out.

		

		DJ eased the sheet down slowly off my breasts, baring my pointy little nipples to both his and Tommy’s gaze. Their dicks jumped in unison as my tiny pink spikes came into view.

		

		And then DJ reached down and was rolling one of them between his thumb and fingers and Tommy followed his lead and took a hold of the other one! I moaned helplessly as the strong sensations from the boys’ naughty touching shot through both of my breasts and reverberated down my spine, right into my clit!

		

		“Y-You guys,” I managed to sigh. “You shouldn’t do that!”

		

		Of course neither of them stopped playing with my titties. On the contrary, DJ used his free hand to pull the sheet down all the way, baring my waxed-clean slit, which was now weeping lubricant.

		

		“Oh, man, what a sweet little thing!” Tommy whispered almost reverently as he stared down at my bare lower lips.

		

		DJ slipped a finger into my exposed labia and began nudging my clitty with it as he gently slid it in and out, while still twisting my nipple between the fingers of his other hand. He glanced triumphantly over at Tommy and murmured, “See, didn’t I tell you she was a hot little number, once you get her started? She may be the horniest girl I’ve ever met!”

		

		I twisted on the bed, partly out of embarrassment at my boyfriend’s last statement about my out-of-control sensuality, but mostly from rising lust. Like any good feminist, I resented being talked about as though I wasn’t even there.

		

		But my pussy was getting so wet! And their fingers felt soooooo nice on my throbbing titties, and JD’s finger against my throbbing clit was driving me absolutely crazy with need…

		

		****

		

		“That’s right, suck it, you hot little cunt!” JD crowed jubilantly, as he rutted into me from behind. “Suck it until he comes in your mouth!”

		

		I gurgled with excitement at the very thought of that and hunched by ass back to meet my boyfriend’s thrusts, now up on my hands and knees, eagerly sucking off Tommy’s big, ugly cock as JD fucked me right up to Heaven! It just felt so good, behaving like a totally bad girl for both of them!

		

		“Oh, oh, man; can she ever suck a dick!” Tommy moaned with delight, stroking my dark hair as it swung back and forth, brushing his furry ball sac with each downward head lunge of my head.

		

		“Her tongue…her tongue is going wild on my cock head while she sucks!” Tommy gasped. “Oh, little Page; are you ever going to get a mouthful!”

		

		I shivered from the illicit thrills that shot through me as soon as he said that, and I got ready to swallow the load of a boy I barely knew! And JD was making that huffing sound he usually made when he was getting ready to unleash a torrent of hot come into me, so I knew all three of us were about to get off at the same time!

		

		We clung together for another minute—with me fucking and sucking frantically—when Tommy finally moaned, “Oh, fuck girl; here it comes!”

		

		A mighty splash of hot, salty semen ricocheted off the roof of my mouth and started to drip down onto my wriggling tongue. I somehow managed to swallow it all—just barely—and was instantly rewarded with a jet of Tommy’s gooey stuff that was even bigger; even hotter!

		

		I started to come as I gulped it down, my pussy sheath clenching down on DJ’s gliding dick, trapping it deep inside my belly. He groaned out his own pleasure and began to flood my womb with his massive load as I came and came between the two sighing, come-gushing men…

		

		****

		

		“Next week is the end of the semester,” DJ reminded me as he pulled up in front of my apartment complex an hour later that morning. “Byron is having a real blow out at his folks’ place—what with them being away in Europe for the summer like they are—to celebrate the end of the school year. He’s talking about having fifty people there, twenty-five couples. It should be one hell of a party!”

		

		And if we go to that party, I’m going to be expected to get drunk, snort lots of coke, smoke a ton of weed—and fuck every guy who wants to fuck me! I thought reluctantly, now that the excitement of last night and early this morning was receding in my memory; only to be replaced by a raging hangover and a gathering guilt-storm over this latest bout of slut-girl behavior on my part.

		

		“Sounds great,” I lied to my boyfriend as I got out of the car and started for my front door.

		

		“I’m sure going to miss seeing you over the summer,” DJ called after me as I went up the walkway. “Too bad you’re moving home until the fall semester.”

		

		I unlocked the front door and went inside, after first waving good-bye to him from the front step. My roommate, a nerdy girl named Deana, looked up at me from the couch and commented acidly, “Well, look at what the cat drug in; out fucking all night again, were you, sweetie?”

		

		“Wouldn’t you like to know?” I answered in a smart-ass tone, crossing the living room and heading straight for my bedroom.

		

		Jealous bitch, I told myself as I got out of my bedraggled party cloths and chose some shorts and a halter top to spend what remained of Sunday morning in.

		

		Deana was forty pounds overweight and she insisted on emphasizing her unattractiveness by wearing a pair of ugly, thick glasses, instead of contact lenses, and by using no make up. The predictable result was no dates and damn few friends or even acquaintances on campus.

		

		We had become roommates at the start of the school year via a “find a roommate” app. To say we didn’t much like one another would have been putting it nicely.

		

		She thought I was a slut and I thought she was nothing but a fat, boring dweeb. Since getting to know each other and deciding there was nothing there to like, we’d barely spoken over the whole school year. She spent nearly all of her time in the library and in class, while I’d spent a good portion of mine partying, ever since meeting JD.

		

		The thing that really frosted her titties was that I was earning straight “A’s”, while she was stuck at a “B+” grade average, despite all of her frantic studying. Which just goes to show: you can’t overcome natural smarts with studiousness, I guess…

		

		****

		

		Twenty five guys…do I really want to suck and fuck that many boys in one night? I asked myself uneasily as I showered minutes later.

		

		I knew full well what was happening in my tormented-by-guilt brain. After all, this was a Sunday, and it was approaching noon.

		

		In my former life as a good little girl, living at home with my folks up in Forest Hills, Oregon, I’d be exiting church right about now, after listening to another of Reverend Cribb’s fire-and-brimstone sermons. My parents were both staunch Baptists, you see, and I had been raised in that faith as well.

		

		But I’d never really believed; not the way they obviously did. I’d had my reservations about Christianity right from the start; and they’d done nothing but grow, the older and more educated I’d become.

		

		My conservative up-bringing and my parents strict monitoring of my dating habits during middle and high school had served to keep me a virgin until after my eighteenth birthday, however. Oh, I’d fooled around a little—I’d known how to give a decent handjob by the time I’d turned sixteen; and I’d learned how to suck off a cock by the time I graduated high school—but all in all, I’d still been fairly a pristine girl when I’d arrived at college last fall.

		

		My first boyfriend, before JD, had changed all that in a hurry! I’d soon had enough experience at sucking off his average-sized dick teach myself how to give a really great blowjob by the time we’d broken up. And I’d been a fairly good fuck by that time as well. Anal sex had still been an unthought of no-no back then, as was titty-fucking, letting a boy cream my face and tits with a huge facial, and all of the other various sexual practices which separated a so-so lover from a red-hot mama.

		

		JD and his libertine friends had more than completed my education in those areas. And they’d done a bang-up job of it, I had to admit.

		

		“Yeah, I’m a real super-slut now,” I whispered under my breath in the shower, all the bitterness and regret I was feeling creeping into my voice as I spoke.

		

		And then, from out of the blue, my chest began to heave with sobs from the crushing guilt was I suddenly experiencing, and I began crying uncontrollably. I was crying for that girl who’d left home nine short months ago a straight “A” student, a virgin; a teenager who hadn’t been a bad girl at all!

		

		What was I now? I asked myself.

		

		I was the campus party girl; one of those down-and-dirty young coeds who livened up a frat party by “pulling the train” for a bunch of drunken, horny guys she barely knew!

		

		I thought about Byron’s big blow out next week—the one with the twenty-five hot couples—and knew right then that I wasn’t going to attend. Instead, I made up my mind that I’d be leaving for home a day early, missing the party. And that I was going to register at a different college next fall, to complete my education.

		

		And I’m not going to be a bad girl anymore, either! All of that shit is officially behind me, as of now!

		

		Because as I stood in that shower, contemplating sucking off endless cocks—and taking them in my pussy, and probably up my ass before the party was over—I realized that I didn’t want to be that kind of a girl for the rest of my life. And the only way to re-invent myself was to change right now, totally and completely…

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

	
		

		New Town, New Life

		

		Chico, California, was as different from the last college town I’d last lived in as it could be. It was way tinier, for one thing.

		

		And it had a small town, tree-lined ambience about it that made me think of nineteen thirties America; the America I’d seen in the old black-and-white movies from that time period I’d studied in my Great American Films class last semester. Chico’s downtown area, so close to the campus, made me think of the late sixties or early seventies too: it had that same kind of hippie vibe about it; one that I found both enchanting and incredibly attractive.

		

		Other cultural undercurrents were present in the small northern-California town as well; pick up trucks that clearly belonged to working ranches—all dusty and mud-spattered with rifle racks in the back windows—were often parked along Broadway, one of Chico’s two main streets. On the whole, this little college town was just what I’d been looking for when I’d transferred—a slice of Americana; a place in which to reinvent myself.

		

		The main campus of the school itself was also a throwback to the last century. Huge oak trees cast shadows over the original campus’s traditional-as-they-could-be red brick buildings. The whole place could have been used as the backdrop for a movie set in an east coast, ivy-league school and no one would have been the wiser.

		

		All in all, I loved the place. I was very happy as I sat in the sun on a bench in the middle of campus one morning, a week before school was to start at the end of August, scanning through a list of potential roommates on the find-a-roommate app on my smart phone.

		

		I was anxious to move out of the motel I’d checked into a day ago and to unload all of my personal possessions from my stuffed-to-the-gills Kia. So I needed to find a roommate and a new apartment by the end of the day, if at all possible.

		

		While it was true that my last roomie had been a major dud, I didn’t fault the phone app for that. It was me who had been careless in my choice of roommates: this time around, I resolved to be much more selective about the girl I was to share my living space with.

		

		Guys were out, as far as roommates were concerned. I’d had enough trouble with guys at my last school; so I didn’t want to involve myself with one as a roomie!

		

		No point in asking for complications, right out of the gate, I thought to myself as I clicked through the female choices presented by the app.

		

		I had promised myself that I would start out slow this school year, as far as guys went. I wasn’t going to become a nun—I was far too hot-blooded a girl for that radical of a change to ever happen—but I was determined to find a nice, normal boy to date: not a card-carrying libertine like JD Swearington had turned out to be!

		

		****

		

		“Hey, you must be Page Benton,” the stunning blonde girl greeted me with a big welcoming smile, plopping down in the chair across from me at a local Starbuck’s.

		

		“And you must be Tara,” I said, extending my hand.

		

		We shook. Tara was twenty, a year older than me, according to the personal information provided by my phone app.

		

		And she was a little overpowering to meet in person. A tall, statuesque Nordic beauty, Tara contrasted sharply with me. I’m a petite, pixie-like girl with an okay but not huge chest, jet-black hair, cut in bangs and a neck-length style which emphasizes my face, which I’ve been told is among my best features.

		

		I’ve always been considered cute, rather than pretty; very cute, according to most of the boys I’ve met. My tiny legs and tight, perfect little ass always seemed to turn male heads whenever I enter a room. And my boobs were more than adequate, on a petite girl like me.

		

		So I was confident about my own good looks and my power to attract guys. But Tara was clearly an entirely different breed of cat!

		

		This girl was movie star pretty, with the long, shapely legs of a runway model, and the chiseled cheek bones to go along with them. Her big breasts seemed to float out in front of her effortlessly, like two helium-filled balloons, and her long blonde hair hung down onto her perfectly tanned shoulders in a golden curtain of curls.

		

		“So, tell me all about Page Benton, Potential Roomie,” Tara demanded playfully, flashing me a huge grin which showed off her perfect teeth and twinkling, emerald-green eyes.

		

		I smiled back, saying, “Well, I’m nineteen, from a little town in Oregon called Forest Hills. I’m an only child, and my parents are hide-bound Baptists…but don’t worry: I’m not!”

		

		Tara laughed and said, “Mine are devout Catholics; me…not so much! And I have both a little sister and a big brother at home, which is West Hollywood, in LA.”

		

		“LA; there are a lot of colleges and universities in the LA area,” I said. “What brings you so far up north, to Chico?”

		

		She grinned and whispered, “This is one of the primo party schools in the whole country, for one thing. And for another, it’s got one of the best nursing programs around. It’s way more affordable than UCLA or somewhere like that. My folks are relatively well off, but they wouldn’t stay that way for long if they had to pay big tuitions every semester for my sis, my brother, and me.”

		

		“My parents are solidly upper-middle class, I guess you’d have to say,” I offered in return. “Dad owns his own business, selling tractors to farmers and riding lawn mowers to rich home owners. And, luckily, there are a lot of both farmers and owners of big houses in that part of the state. So we do okay, financially.”

		

		“So, they’ll be no problems with your making your half of the rent every month, I take it?” Tara asked.

		

		“No, it sounds as if we’re both lucky, when it comes to money,” I answered.

		

		A comfortable silence settled over the small table as we sipped our lattes and stared at each other. At last she asked, “What about guys? Are you a party girl type?”

		

		I felt my face coloring slightly as I answered, “I used to be, last year as a freshman at my old school. But this year, I’ve resolved to turn over a new leaf. I’m looking for a steady guy to date, but I’m going to be picky when it comes to finding just the right one.”

		

		“That’s always a good policy, when it comes to guys,” Tara commented sagely.

		

		****

		

		There really wasn’t much left to discuss. We decided we liked each other, and that was that.

		

		I followed Tara over to her newly acquired, nicely-furnished two-bedroom apartment—approved of what I saw as far as the apartment went, its relative closeness to the campus—and signed up as her roommate on the spot. All of my clothes and personal stuff was still crammed into the red two year-old Kia Sportage dad had bought me as a high school graduation present the year before last; so all we had to do was unload it and I was officially moved in.

		

		“You have a lot of cute clothes,” Tara commented as she helped me hang them up in my spacious, double doored closet. “Too bad none of them will fit me; me being an Amazon Princess type and you being a dwarf!”

		

		“Hey, us dwarfs resent being called dwarfs!” I protested playfully.

		

		“Pipe down, short stuff, and pass me some more of those blouses,” Tara said, grinning at me.

		

		She sighed as she hung up a particularly adorable sweater-blouse from Talbot’s, saying, “This is so cute; too bad it won’t fit me!”

		

		“Not with those humongous knockers of yours, it won’t,” I agreed, surveying Tara’s huge chest once more, slightly envious of her cleavage.

		

		“Oh, big titties are not all they’re cracked up to be, honey,” she said with a shrug. “They’re boy-magnets, it’s true. But they’re so awkward whenever I jog or work out!”

		

		“That’s a problem a lot of girls would gladly put up with,” I laughed, passing her another armful of my clothes.

		

		“Yours are respectable,” she commented, staring pointedly at my chest. “What size bra do you wear…about a thirty-four “C” cup?”

		

		“Right on the money,” I answered. “What are you anyway, a forty, double “D”?”

		

		Tara laughed again and shook her head no, “Not even; everyone thinks I’m bigger than I am. They all guess on the high side, like you just did. I’m actually only a thirty-eight double “D”.”

		

		ONLY a thirty-eight double “D”, I told myself, staring at her twin beauties in the snug fitting halter top she was wearing. I know girls who would KILL to have a set of tits like those!

		

		****

		

		We ate dinner that night at a Mexican restaurant a few blocks away from our apartment. Our place was located a block off another main street in Chico called the Esplanade—which was the street the restaurant was on—one that turned into Broadway, once you were in the downtown area.

		

		“This is pretty great food,” I told her as I dug into my taco and enchilada plate enthusiastically.

		

		“It’s actually just okay,” Tara insisted with a withering smile.

		

		When I frowned, she explained, “Hey, southern California native here; a lifetime spent eating really great Mexican food, especially when you compare it to this so-so stuff, Oregon girl!”

		

		“Food snob,” I answered back slyly, taking in another big forkful of the delicious dinner.

		

		“Hick,” she retorted, smiling.

		

		“Uppity big city-girl twat,” I whispered, now grinning from ear-to-ear as well.

		

		“Unsophisticated little backwoods cunt,” she murmured with an answering grin.

		

		We both started laughing hysterically, nearly choking on our food as we rocked back and forth in our chairs. Tears were running down our cheeks by the time we eventually stopped giggling, and patrons at the tables around us were staring.

		

		“Well…now that we understand each other…” I whispered.

		

		We both started laughing again; each of us knowing in that moment that we’d be friends for life!

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		

		Brent

		

		“Uh, listen, babe; I have a guy friend coming over for dinner tonight,” Tara said nervously on our third night together.

		

		“No problem,” I responded, “I’ll catch dinner out somewhere and then do some clothes shopping.”

		

		She sighed and added, “This guy is my steady boyfriend from last year. His name is Brent Hastings and he’ll be expecting to stay the night. Is that okay with you?”

		

		I laughed and said, “As long as he doesn’t run around the place with his dick hanging out, I’m more than okay with it.”

		

		She giggled mischievously and said, “That might turn out to be quite a visual treat for you, if you like big cocks, since my darling Brent is really hung!”

		

		****

		

		Brent was rather god-like when it came to having great looks as well. I wasn’t quite fast enough in leaving the apartment that night to avoid meeting him.

		

		As we shook hands in the living room, after Tara had introduced us, I stood looking up at the towering; incredibly handsome Brent with what I’m sure was an awed expression on my face!

		

		JD Swearington, my ex, had been dashingly attractive, with a sly-rogue, the-guy-every-girl-fantasizes-about-having-sex-with sort of look about him. Brent, on the other hand, was downright matinee-idol handsome in the classic sense.

		

		He was nearly tall as an NBA forward, lean but muscular, and he had a shock of brown hair hanging down over his forehead, calling attention to his gorgeous face. Together, he and the spectacularly-blonde, green-eyed Tara looked like the Nazis’ ideal Aryan couple, ready to produce a steady stream of perfect babies for the Reich!

		

		“So this is Page,” Brent said, smiling down at me, revealing a set of teeth that were as perfect and white as his girlfriend’s. “Tara can’t stop talking about you. She thinks you’re great!”

		

		“She’s been much more close-mouthed about you,” I said, still smiling up at him as we stood looking at one another.

		

		“He’s my guilty little secret,” Tara said, sidling up close to him and taking his arm in hers. “I usually don’t mention him to my friends. I’m afraid they’ll steal him away from me.”

		

		“Fat chance of that,” I chided her, still smiling up at the yummy Brent. “I’m no match for you in the looks department, Amazon Princess!”

		

		“Don’t sell yourself short,” Brent said, grinning down at me. “If you’ll pardon another size-pun, I think you’re quite the little cutie, Page.”

		

		“See? That’s why I didn’t introduce you two before this,” Tara said with a smirk. “My Brent has a roving eye, and I know it!”

		

		“Any guy who wasn’t gay would be attracted to Page,” Brent countered, still favoring me with that devastating smile of his.

		

		“Too bad she has to leave now,” Tara said archly to me, nodding toward the front door as she spoke.

		

		****

		

		God, he sure was a honey! I admitted to myself as I started my Kia a few minutes later and headed downtown.

		

		I told myself that my reaction to Brent was yet another symptom of my self-imposed celibacy over the past few weeks. When I’d returned home to Oregon at the start of the summer, I’d accepted an invitation to dinner and a movie from an old boyfriend from high school.

		

		We’d ended up in bed together, of course, but it had been a rather tame experience when I compared it to the sort of explosive sex I’d shared with JD and his pals. I’d climaxed when my old boyfriend and I had made love, but I hadn’t come spectacularly, the way I’d done with my college ex.

		

		Still…an orgasm was an orgasm. But I’d found that I really missed the kind of head-spinning, all-out climaxes JD and his party friends had managed to give me.

		

		My old high school boyfriend and I had shared a bed—or in one case, the back seat of his car—over the summer a few more times. But it had done little more than scratch lightly the constant itch I was feeling for a truly great fuck!

		

		****

		

		I ate dinner at a local fast food place that night, then shopped for clothes and a few school supplies along Broadway and Park Avenue, the other big one-way street that completed the circle around Chico’s small downtown area. The stores were just closing at nine o’clock, when I returned to the apartment.

		

		Brent and Tara were sitting close to each other on the couch in the front room, their faces flushed and their clothing looking as if it had been hastily tugged back into place. I grinned at them and said, “As you were, children! I’m on my way into my room, so I won’t disturb you anymore tonight.”

		

		“We’re not really what you’d call shy,” Brent told me with an embarrassed little half-smile.

		

		“I can tell that, from the way you two hustled back into your clothes when you heard the front door lock turning just now,” I kidded him, motioning toward the front door with the shopping bags I held in my right hand.

		

		They just laughed, still looking somewhat guilty, as I continued on into my bedroom. I closed the door and started putting away the things I had just bought.

		

		****

		

		An icy-cold glass of milk would taste great, right about now, I found myself thinking an hour later, as I was getting ready to turn in for the night. I wonder if those two are decent, or if they’ve adjourned to Tara’s room by now?

		

		I eased open my door just a crack to look out at the couch. My breath froze in my lungs as I peered out into the room.

		

		Tara, now completely nude, was kneeling on the carpet in front of Brent. The coffee table had been pushed back, to give her room to operate.

		

		Brent was as naked as his girlfriend, sprawled out on the couch with his eyes closed and his head thrown back, enjoying what Tara was doing to him. I watched, wide-eyed, as my gorgeous blonde roommate proceeded to give him the humming, sucking, slurpy blowjob to end all blowjobs!

		

		Jesus, I GUESS they’re not shy! I told myself as I eagerly watched the wanton display occurring right in our front room. They must have known I might come out of my room at some point! Why didn’t they go into Tara’s bedroom to have sex? Unless they WANTED me to see them!

		

		The sudden thought overwhelmed me with all sorts of questions. Were this ultra-attractive couple into group sex—the way JD and his friends had been—or had they just gotten too turned on too quickly to make it back into Tara’s room before getting down to business? I wondered which scenario was true as I watched Tara’s head bobbing eagerly up and down over Brent’s very impressive cock.

		

		He sure does have a lot to work with! I told myself longingly as I leered at her lips sucking and teasing the big, hefty shaft of male meat. And my new pal Tara is one class-A cocksucker; that’s evident from watching her in action!

		

		“Oh, babe; that’s it,” Brent encouraged her without opening his eyes. “Use that little tongue on me! Lick it as you suck!”

		

		She giggled mischievously around his throbbing prick and released it completely for a second, murmuring: “Please…I’ve only been doing this since I was twelve! I think I know how to suck a cock by now, darling. Just lay back and enjoy!”

		

		Tara engulfed all nine inches of him with her mouth again, but Brent only let her give him a few more slurping sucks before pressing his palm gently against her forehead, stopping her in mid-head bob. He said, “You can suck me off all the way later, if you want. Right now, I want some of that tight little pussy of yours. I’ve been dreaming about it all summer long!”

		

		“Oh, those little cunts back in Colorado couldn’t keep you satisfied?” She asked cattily, a teasing smile on her face.

		

		“They tried, believe me,” Brent answered, pulling her up onto the couch with him as he spoke. “And a lot of them were happy to do so. How about you? Did you get a lot of cock last summer, down in LA?”

		

		“As much as I wanted,” Tara answered smugly, arranging herself on her back, one long leg thrown over the back of the sofa, the other one resting on the moved-out coffee table, spreading herself wide for him. “But their cocks weren’t your cock, darling!”

		

		She cooed up at him, wiggling her hips invitingly, as she said, “I missed this big boy. Now give it to me! Give it to me like I’ve been dreaming about getting it; hard and deep!”

		

		Brent did just that! My breaths became shallow and closer together as I watched them ball like two maniacs out on that couch!

		

		Oh, man, he’s really ripping into her with that huge cock of his! I told myself as I watched him plow into Tara’s wet pussy again and again.

		

		She moaned and wrapped her long legs around his plunging ass, pulling him in even deeper on the down-strokes, and tightened her arms across his broad back, rubbing her big titties up against his chest as they fucked. I felt my nipples getting super-stiff inside my flimsy bra and my pussy gushing out hot girl juice as I continued to watch the live sex show going on in my own living room.

		

		Naked is better, when you’re seeing something like this! I told myself, switching off the lights in my bedroom and hustling out of all my clothes.

		

		When I returned to my cracked-open door, Tara and her man were really into it! Brent was a powerfully built guy and he was drilling down into her more-than-willing pussy at a furious rate!

		

		“Oh, fuck; that’s the way I want it!” She groaned, digging her long fingernails into his pumping ass cheeks, urging him to fuck her even deeper, even faster!

		

		I slid my finger into my dripping-wet pussy and masturbated unashamedly as I watched the two of them bouncing around on that couch. Seconds later, I gripped my right nipple with my other hand and began to twist it in time with my pussy-fingering.

		

		My cunt lips grabbed at my finger and the first pulse of my gathering orgasm tore through me! I sagged against the wall and kept on playing with myself frantically, seeking the huge release that I had been craving for so many weeks now!

		

		“F-Fuck…am I ever coming?” Tara whined just then, her long body vibrating like a tuning fork under the thrusting Brent.

		

		He threw back his head and roared, “So am I, babe! So am I!”

		

		I couldn’t be sure he didn’t see me, skulking behind my cracked-open bedroom door, my hand flying in and out of my orgasming pussy, my titties jerking in unison as a monster climax gripped me. But I didn’t care right then if he did or not!

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		

		Being Frank

		

		“I gathered from Brent that our little show out on the couch last night really turned you on?” Tara said from out of left field the next morning at Starbuck’s.

		

		I nearly choked on my lemon cake! Gagging it down with a big swig of my latte and—trying to sound innocent—I answered, “What are you talking about?”

		

		Tara threw back her golden curls and laughed softly, saying, “Oh, come on now, Page! Brent told me all about him seeing you watching us fuck, while we were still out in the front room last night; after you had supposedly gone to bed. He said you really seemed to get off on it!”

		

		I twisted about uncomfortably in my seat, checking to see if any of the other mid-morning patrons had overheard what she’d just said. It didn’t appear that they had.

		

		“I…I did no such thing!” I whispered vehemently.

		

		She giggled and then insisted in a soft but unyielding tone, “Come on…fess up! It’s okay; we were both jazzed that you were watching us fuck! We like putting on a show sometimes: it really seems to liven things up for us!”

		

		Swallowing another big mouthful of latte, I said wryly, “Things looked lively enough out on that couch last night already!”

		

		Tara, her green eyes twinkling with amusement, pounced, saying, “Oh, ho; so you do admit to having watched us!”

		

		“Okay, okay, so I might have been peeking,” I murmured, still glancing around at the other coffee drinkers near us. “No big deal; you obviously wanted to be watched, so I obliged you; no harm, no foul.”

		

		“Have you ever seen anything like that before?” Tara asked earnestly. “I mean, have you ever been to a party where other couples were getting it on?”

		

		I almost spit out a mouthful of my latte, I was suddenly laughing so hard…

		

		****

		

		“Holy shit,” Tara kept on saying as I explained it all to her over the next few minutes; about JD and his friends, and last year. “Holy shit, girl; the life you’ve lived puts ours to shame!”

		

		Chortling, she added, “And here Brent and I thought we were so hip…so avant garde, going to a few frat parties where couples openly fucked each other in the same room with other people!”

		

		My roomie shook her head in obvious admiration and said, “You make it sound like last year was one wall-to-wall orgy for you!”

		

		“Keep your fucking voice down, would you?” I urged her, drinking the last of my coffee.

		

		“How…how many guys did you…do…I mean in one night?”

		

		I felt my face coloring as I whispered, “A bunch; let’s just leave it at that, okay?”

		

		“No fucking way!” Tara exclaimed excitedly. “I want to hear every lurid detail!”

		

		Giggling with embarrassment, I finally said, “Alright, but not here. Let’s go back to our place, make ourselves a pot of much cheaper coffee, and I’ll tell you all about it!”

		

		****

		

		“Now, you’ve got to remember, I wasn’t really a bad girl when I arrived on campus last fall,” I told her. “In fact, I was still a virgin, at least technically.”

		

		“Technically…what’s that mean?”

		

		Again, I felt my cheeks coloring as I said, “A couple of handjobs; a blowjob or two. And I’d swallowed for a couple of guys I thought I was in love with back in high school. But no fucking…at least not yet!”

		

		“And then you met your first steady at college, and all that changed?”

		

		I sighed as I thought back on my plunge into wickedness. It had all started out so normally!

		

		“Yeah, his name was Dom and he was very nice looking; a smooth talker, and much more experienced with girls than most of the guys I’d dated back in high school,” I explained in my defense. “I think it was on our third date that finally he convinced me to spend the night at his apartment. He said nothing would happen that I didn’t want to happen!”

		

		We shared a knowing laugh over that, and then I added, “I guess he was right, in a way. I was eighteen, curious as hell about sex and why everyone wanted it so badly. And I was away from home, on my own for the first time ever.”

		

		I rolled my eyes before continuing with: “Dom had me naked and in bed with him an hour after we got to his place. And I wasn’t a virgin anymore by the time I left the next morning, that’s for sure! I think we did it three times, that first night!”

		

		Tara giggled and said, “I lost my cherry when I was barely thirteen, at a party, to some ‘older’ dude I had just met. I think he was all of sixteen!”

		

		When I gave her a shocked look, she just shrugged and said, “Well, what can I say? Things were a lot more…progressive in West Hollywood, where I grew up than up in Hick-town, Oregon!”

		

		“Progressive…I like that! I remember hearing you tell Brent last night that you sucked your first dick at, like, twelve!”

		

		“Well, I guess some people would substitute the word ‘promiscuous’ for ‘progressive’; but that’s neither here nor there,” Tara said dismissively. “Now tell me about this JD guy and all the orgies you went to with him!”

		

		I reached into my purse and took out my smart phone. Hitting the photo storage feature, I quickly scanned through all of the snaps I had taken of JD and found one that made his best assets stunningly apparent.

		

		“Holy moly; what a stud,” Tara sucked in her breath as she stared at the photo of a very nude JD and his hard cock. “Just look at that six-pack; not to mention that whopper of a dick and those heavy balls!”

		

		She looked up at me and sighed, “No wonder you fucked him! I bet partying with this dude was sheer heaven!”

		

		“My first guy, Dom, was good in bed,” I said simply. “JD, on the other hand, was nothing but great!”

		

		Tara stared back down at the phone screen and murmured, “That’s a honey of a cock! And he looks so damn…sexy; like such a bad boy!”

		

		“He was that alright,” I admitted with a sigh, taking a sip of my coffee. “He talked me into doing things I’d never even heard of, before I met him!”

		

		“Like what?” Tara’s eyes were absolutely sparkling with excitement.

		

		“Like sucking off another guy’s cock while he watched,” I answered calmly, remembering how my life as a party girl had started. “After we’d been going out for about ten days, we went to our first party together, with a bunch of his friends, supposedly so he could ‘introduce’ me to them.”

		

		I continued with: “It turned out that his little circle of party buds was just as bent as he was.”

		

		“How do you mean?”

		

		“A typical get-together with that crowd consisted of small mountains of coke piled up on a mirror tile,” I answered, “not to mention tons of weed, oceans of booze, and usually a bit of Ecstasy floating around the room, being offered freely to anyone who wanted it while everyone fucked everybody else.”

		

		“Well, to be honest, drugs and alcohol were common enough back in my high school days, at some of the bashes I attended,” Tara admitted. “And I must confess, I usually partook, whenever they were offered.”

		

		She smiled at me and said, “I was the head cheerleader, back in the day. So I always got invited to all the best parties.”

		

		“I was pretty much a nerd-girl in high school, thanks to how strict my parents were,” I said. “I still managed to date a little, but I never got invited to the coolest parties because I wasn’t considered cool.”

		

		“Sounds like you more than made up for that with this JD guy and his friends,” Tara commented.

		

		“You could say that, I guess,” I admitted with a wry smile. “I really got into it.”

		

		Blushing once more, I confessed, “I didn’t say exactly say ‘no’ when JD suggested I suck Marty’s dick at that party. I was half stoned out of my mind, and lots of sex was going on all around us. Everyone was naked by then; trading partners, sucking and fucking.”

		

		Tara gasped aloud at that mental image, saying, “Some of our parties got pretty wild back in high school, and some of Brent’s fraternity blow-outs feature couples doing it in the same bedroom—that’s so cool…so exciting—but no one ever traded off; at least not that I know of.”

		

		“It was the main attraction at the parties JD took me to,” I said. “After I’d been to two of them, just watching in shock, I went ahead and sucked off Marty, mostly because JD was urging me to do it and everyone else in the living room was watching; to see if I would.”

		

		“Was it…fun?”

		

		“Yeah, it kind of was at that,” I admitted, knowing I was now blushing as I reflected back on it. “JD and I always fucked like a hurricane after we’d been to one of those wild get-togethers, even in the beginning, when we just watched.”

		

		I shook my head and went on to say: “My finally taking part that night really represented my crossing the line, somehow. At the next party, a guy I didn’t even know fucked me while I sucked off JD.”

		

		Turning beet-red now—I’m sure—I confessed, “I came in a way I’d never come before when that guy went off inside me, just as JD creamed my mouth! I felt like a fucking bad girl for the first time in my life: and I just loved it!”

		

		A tension-filled silence ensued. Tara looked so excited by my revelations that I thought for a minute that she might orgasm just sitting on a kitchen chair, listening to me!

		

		“I got progressively more comfortable with being the life of the party as the school year went on,” I said. “Soon, I found myself engulfed in a mass of male bodies before morning came, taking it up the ass and in my pussy—both at the same time, sometimes—while I sucked some stranger’s dick.”

		

		Tara gasped and shivered like a leaf in a gale as I said that. She burst out with: “God, that’s so incredible! Was it…was it…as cool as it sounds?”

		

		I sighed deeply before I answered at last, “It was, in a way, at least at first. Here I was, a nerdy girl from rural Oregon who had never even experienced real sex before college, surrounded by all these hunky guys who wanted to fuck me and have me suck their big cocks!”

		

		After thinking about it for a few more seconds, I added, “It seemed like all the coolest dudes and the hottest girls on campus now recognized me and said ‘hi’ to me after a few weeks. I may have been a lowly freshman, but I was on a first name basis with the captain of the varsity football team, the big-man-on-campus, the star basketball player; you name it, I knew them all…intimately, you might say!”

		

		“That would be cool, I guess,” Tara whispered to herself aloud as she thought about what I’d said.

		

		“Yeah, it was for a while, but it was starting to get real old by the end of the school year,” I told her.

		

		She looked at me for a further amplification, so I explained as best I could by saying, “It just wasn’t me! Don’t get me wrong—I could fuck and suck with the best of them, everybody said so—but I was raised to be a good girl, not the campus slut!”

		

		I shrugged my shoulders and went on, “That role just got to be too overpowering; the battle between how I had always defined myself and the new, sluttier, me was causing some internal conflicts that threatened my basic sanity!”

		

		All was silence for a few seconds until Tara said, “So, you transferred here, intent on starting over.”

		

		Nodding agreement, I said, “That’s about it. I didn’t want to be that girl anymore. I’m not aiming to be Polly Pure this year, but I don’t want to be the nastiest girl at the party anymore either.”

		

		Tara nodded back, saying, “I get that.”

		

		After another long silence, she asked, “Is it okay if I tell Brent about this all of this? He’ll shit, when he hears what a hottie I’m rooming with!”

		

		“No fucking way!” I thundered back instantly.

		

		“I promise he won’t tell another soul,” Tara insisted, crossing her heart. “I’ll make it clear that if he does, and the two of us find out about it, not only won’t I sleep with him anymore, I’ll cut those nice nuts of his off while he’s asleep before I dump him!”

		

		We giggled over that and at last I said, “Okay, but you have to make sure you swear him to secrecy! I didn’t go to all the trouble of switching colleges just to have the same reputation here as I had at my last one!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		

		Confiding In Brent

		

		I knew the cat was all the way out of the bag—as far as Brent knowing about my sordid past went—the very next time I saw him at our apartment, just from the way he now looked at me. He’d been openly ogling me before, at our first meeting.

		

		But now he clearly regarded me the same way he might have if he was seeing some sort of strange new species of jungle cat for the first time; a nice girl whose down-and-dirty past was like no one’s he’d ever met before! Brent couldn’t seem to take his eyes off me, even when Tara was in the room with us!

		

		Finally, I grew tired of his obvious prurient interest in my past sins, so I said to him, “I guess Tara has filled you in about my freshman year; my…uh…little ‘detour into depravity’, as I like to call it?”

		

		Brent reacted as if I’d just shoved a cattle prod up his ass and switched it on. He sat up straighter on the couch and nervously cleared his throat before answering, “Uh…she has at that.”

		

		It was now his turn to be all embarrassed and ill at ease: and he did a masterful job of it; squirming around on the couch and looking very uncomfortable. I sighed and said, “I guess the easiest way to get this all behind us is for me to let you ask a few questions. What do you want to know about last year, specifically, Brent?”

		

		My saying that appeared to make him even more nervous. He once again cleared his throat, and then said, “I’m sorry to act so uncool about this…but I’ve never met anyone before who has…done what you’ve done!”

		

		I laughed uneasily and said, “Or at least no one who was so open about having done it: am I right? Most girls would just keep their mouths shut and hope it would all go away.”

		

		“Don’t get me wrong!” He blurted out with an anxious little smile. “I think it’s so hot, what you did!”

		

		All three of us chuckled awkwardly at that, before I asked him, “What part; me sucking off strange guys’ cocks or my fucking them while my boyfriend watched?”

		

		Brent turned bright red again as he stammered, “Both of them…all of it, actually!”

		

		Again, an uneasy silence fell over our living room until Brent said, “What I mean is, Tara and I really get off on putting on a show; fucking in front of other people. We both love doing that.”

		

		“And watching them do the same thing in front of us,” Tara chimed in from her seat on the couch next to her boyfriend.

		

		“But you two have never been tempted to trade partners with another couple?” I asked.

		

		Brent said, “We’ve never had the opportunity. I guess the group of guys I run with are pretty tame, compared to your old boyfriend and his crowd!”

		

		“Roman orgy attendees would probably find JD and his friends to be a little on the wild side,” I commented ruefully.

		

		“Well, I think I might be tempted to do just what Page did,” Tara announced from out of the blue just then. “I mean, if I ever found myself at that kind of wild party and I was all fucked up on booze, weed, and drugs, like she was!”

		

		“You would?” Brent asked incredulously, looking at his girlfriend as if she had just grown a second head.

		

		“Well…yeah,” she answered, as if any girl in her right mind would agree to fuck and suck a small army of strange dicks, if given the chance!

		

		“You two really seem to be into showing off,” I pointed out to him in his girlfriend’s defense. “It’s not too big a leap from there to putting on a show with another partner, for both your and your honey’s enjoyment.”

		

		Brent gave that some thought. At last he nodded his agreement, asking, “So, you really got off on fooling around with other guys right in front of this JD character, huh?”

		

		I sighed once more and then admitted, “It was nothing but hot. I got to where I even enjoyed seeing JD getting sucked off by another girl or watching her fuck him, for that matter.”

		

		Both Tara and Brent drew in a sharp breath as I confessed that little bit of depravity on my part. I smiled and added, “Enjoying it was even easier, of course, when I was riding another guy’s dick at the time, as I watched, or was sucking off some dude’s big hard on—or doing both, for that matter!”

		

		“H-Holy fuck,” Brent whispered in obvious awe as he imagined me doing that.

		

		“Anything else you’d like to know?” I asked as nonchalantly as I could manage; my nipples half erect from having this sort of discussion with those two hotties; my pussy now as moist as it could be.

		

		I surreptitiously glanced down at Brent’s slacks and saw that he was hard as a rock behind them as he imagined me sucking some anonymous guy’s cock, or fucking all out with some nameless, faceless dude I had just met at one of those parties. Tara reacted to my naughty revelations the same way as her boyfriend: her big nipples were standing out against her tank top and I made myself a mental bet that her pussy was even wetter than mine was right now.

		

		“D-Did you ever do anything with other…girls, at one of those parties?” Tara surprised me by asking just then, her voice rising to a sudden, nervous squeak.

		

		I raised an eyebrow and asked, “Why? Have you?”

		

		My stunning blonde roommate blushed intensely as she admitted, “Well…I might have fooled around a little…back in high school; with some of the other girls on the cheer squad. Some of those bitches were certainly bisexual, if not fully gay!”

		

		Brent’s eyes lit up like a pinball machine as he heard her say that, clearly seeing his girlfriend in a whole new erotic light.

		

		I laughed and said, “At a couple of those parties—while I was sucking dick and getting ass-fucked at the same time—there may have been a few girls who might have licked the spunk out of my pussy and swallowed it a couple on a couple of occasions.”

		

		Again, the two of them again gasped as one. Starting to really enjoy myself now—they were clearly so into this and so easily shocked—I grinned and confessed further, “And a few times—when I was really out of it on drugs and alcohol and stoked up from all the sex—I might have returned the favor on their sweet little pussies!”

		

		Tara shivered with excitement at that news. I thought for a moment that she was going to doff her tank top jump my bones right then and there!

		

		“But you’re going to refrain from that kind of behavior in the future, right?” Brent sighed, sounding disappointed, the sex-vibe in the room by now so heavy you could have cut it with a knife.

		

		I’ll admit it: talking about my sordid past with them had me really turned on! My pussy was now flooded with lube and my petite nipples were standing out as markedly on my chest as Tara’s bigger ones were on hers!

		

		“Well, that was the original plan,” I whispered provocatively, staring intently at them with nothing but naughty thoughts running through my mind. “But over the summer, I’ve been so horny that I nearly went crazy, missing all of the hot sex I had with JD and his friends!”

		

		I let that tantalizing statement hang in the air for a moment, and then added, “Last night, watching you two…perform on this couch while I jilled myself off; that was the best sex I’ve had since JD’s last party.”

		

		“We…we liked it too!” Tara admitted, her eyes downcast, her massive tits heaving in her tank top. “It made it even hotter—knowing that we might have an audience!”

		

		I stretched just then, shoving out my own chest with its pointy little nipples displayed prominently as I purred, “I’ve just about decided to modify my original plans a little. I might just sort of… go with the flow this year, as far as fooling around with other people goes.”

		

		Tara and Brent’s eyes got as big as quarters, both of them watching my chest as I spoke. I went on to whisper softly, “I might just find a few new friends to party with, on a discreet basis, of course—no big blow-outs or anything, like JD’s crowd threw—just an occasional three-way, or possibly a foursome from time to time. You know…something to experiment with, just for kicks.”

		

		Brent gulped audibly and finally managed to stutter out the words, “H-How about…experimenting with us; would you be into that?”

		

		Without saying another word, I slowly eased my tank top up over my head and dropped it to the carpet, leaving myself bare to the waist before the two of them. In a breathy little whisper I said, “I thought you’d never ask!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, suck it, you two hot bitches!” Brent groaned mindlessly as he lay on Tara’s bed a few minutes later; as nude as we both were.

		

		Tara was on one side of her reclining boyfriend and I was on the other. We were taking turns sucking his fantastic cock and licking his big balls; alternating, running our tongues up and down the sides of his shaft, just for variety’s sake.

		

		Brent was clearly in Blowjob Heaven! He was running his fingers through our hair as we nuzzled and sucked him, stroking it as if to assure himself that this was really happening to him!

		

		“He’s got such a nice dick!” I murmured to Tara, kissing the head loudly, my lips making an intense smacking sound in the otherwise quiet bedroom.

		

		“I know,” my roommate sighed dreamily, running her lively little tongue all over his nut sac as I continued to shower his saliva-gleaming cock with noisy little kisses. .

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, time for more sugar,” I whispered after another moment of our teasing oral attack on his prick, puckering up to receive the hot girl-on-girl kiss I knew was coming.

		

		Our lips met right above Brent’s cock head and I heard him moan, “Oh, fuck, but it looks so damned hot when you two make out with each other!”

		

		As my tongue played with Tara’s, I felt my pussy heating up even further. I hadn’t really lied earlier, when I’d told them about my limited lesbian experiences at JD and his friend’s wild parties.

		

		I had kissed a few girls, just like I was kissing Tara now, and I had sucked pussies with them. It was all part of the drunken, drugged-out haze that made up my memories of those wild nights.

		

		But right now I was stone-cold sober, making out shamelessly with my hot new roommate, right above her boyfriend’s hard dick. And it was nothing but wonderful!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, God; that’s it: fuck her hard, darling!” Tara’s voice implored Brent as he rammed down into me again and again.

		

		He, in my opinion, needed no direction! Studly Brent was balling my brains loose as I alternated between making out with his girlfriend and sucking her dangling nipples while she watched us rutting together like two crazed animals!

		

		“God, she’s so fucking tight!” Brent huffed as he nailed me. “You’d think a girl who’d had as many cocks as Page has had would be looser, somehow.”

		

		“I resent that,” I said as I broke off the hot kiss I’d been sharing with Tara and grinned up at him, while he continued to lance his massive dick down into my juicy depths.

		

		“Yeah, give her a break, why don’t you; you big oaf!” Tara whispered teasingly. “She is letting you fuck her, isn’t she?”

		

		Brent sighed and said, “That she is, darling! And it’s great!”

		

		“Is it better than fucking me?” Tara inquired archly.

		

		“I’ll never tell!” Brent replied—a diplomat to the core—turning to kiss his girlfriend as he started to erupt inside my clenching pussy.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

	
		

		Ground Rules

		

		“So how’s this going to work, guys?” I asked as the three of us lay resting up for our next round of sex. “Are Brent and I going to be strictly off limits to each other when you’re not around, or is it going to be a mix-and-match, free-for-all sort of arrangement between the three of us?”

		

		Tara giggled as she admitted, “I hadn’t really thought that far ahead.”

		

		She turned to Brent and asked, “What do you want to do, honey?”

		

		Brent looked over at me, and then at his girlfriend. He sighed before asking her, “Wouldn’t you be jealous if Page and I…got together when you weren’t there?”

		

		Tara thought about that long and hard before replying, “Let’s not do that, at least not at first. I wasn’t jealous at all just now—watching as you fucked her—it was nothing but hot! So I may grow more comfortable with the idea of you two getting it on together without me being around, as time goes by. But please don’t do that right away. I’m not really comfortable with the idea yet.”

		

		“What about Tara and me?” I asked Brent with a sly smile. “You aren’t here every night, but we are. And we might get horny for each other…now that we’re such good…friends!”

		

		“Fuck, I never even thought about that!” Brent muttered, clearly a little disgruntled by the notion of his girlfriend having a steady sex partner—who wasn’t him—living right in the same apartment.

		

		At last he let out a big breath and said, “I guess what I don’t know won’t hurt me!”

		

		“Oh?” I teased him, running my fingers over Tara’s big pink nipples tantalizingly as I spoke. “Are you sure about that, baby? Wouldn’t you like to hear all about it when the two of us get together…the next time you come over?”

		

		He gasped at that thought and muttered, “Fuck, Page, you’re a little devil, aren’t you?”

		

		I smiled up at him as I stopped playing with his girlfriend’s huge titties and instead reached over to palm his limp cock. As I began to fist it, I said, “I guess I am at that. Why, don’t you like being in bed with such a…bad girl?”

		

		Brent simply moaned instead of answering. His dick was now all the way inside my mouth and I was winking over at Tara as I sucked it back to full hardness.

		

		“Seems to me as if you like her just fine, darling,” Tara said with a smile as she watched my lips gliding up and down her boyfriend’s rapidly-stiffening cock.

		

		She moved closer to Brent and dangled those formidable titties of hers right in his face as he lay there in gathering ecstasy while my mouth continued to go up and down on his now half-aroused prick. He began to suck her nipples, first one and then the other, as he reached out and fingered her weeping pussy slit.

		

		“Hey, buster; don’t do that; that’s my job now!” I whispered playfully, as I spat out his hard dick and slapped his hand away from Tara’s pussy. “As a matter of fact, I think I’d rather eat this hot little snatch than suck your cock!”

		

		“B-But what about me; what will I do?” Brent protested in whiny tone as we two girls moved into a red-hot sixty-nine.

		

		I looked back over my shoulder and shook my ass at him, saying, “Oh, I’m sure you’ll think of something, stud! Got any lube around here?”

		

		I found out later that Brent and Tara rarely did anal because no one had ever showed them how to do it properly. I rapidly remedied that situation…

		

		****

		

		“G-God, oh, God, it’s starting to feel so neat, all of a sudden!” Tara groaned, raising her face from my hot pussy minutes later.

		

		Brent was buried deep in her shapely ass now. We two girls had flipped over, so that she was on top, after his hot ass fucking—along with Tara’s enthusiastic pussy licking—had resulted in another monster orgasm for me a few minutes ago!

		

		He’d slid into her butthole confidently, now that he was really getting the hang of how to ass-fuck a girl so that she enjoyed it, and I’d made sure that her little clit was throbbing against the flat of my tongue as he took her fully, right above my nose!

		

		Tara was now mewling and cooing into my juicy depths with each stroke of Brent’s sizeable tool into her stretched-open ass. She began to shake all over, her big tits jellying against my sleek little belly as he really started to light up her anus with his long dick.

		

		“Fuck, but this is hot!” Brent sighed to nobody in particular as he butt-fucked his stunning blonde girlfriend while I ate her.

		

		After a few more rapid cock-plunges, Tara suddenly went stiff as a board and then began to really quiver as a huge climax gripped her luscious body. A rain of hot pussy oil showered down on my eager lips, and I saw her tiny asshole winking around her boyfriend’s buried prick shaft!

		

		She screamed down into my pussy, and the vibrations from her noisy orgasm set off my own climax, like the small explosion from a blasting cap triggers a charge of dynamite. I clung to her, shoving my tongue deep into her clutching pussy as I came and came right along with her.

		

		“You two bitches are something else!” Brent bellowed as he started to fire wad after wad of hot cock cream up Tara’s tight bottom.

		

		The volume of spunk quickly proved too much for that snug little sheath, backwashing out in waves of pearly jism. It dripped straight down into my mouth, where I swallowed it eagerly.

		

		Brent moaned, “Oh, fuck, Tara; she’s eating it! Page is eating my come right out of your asshole!”

		

		Tara gave out with fierce little shriek of increased pleasure when she heard that and started to climax even harder…

		

		****

		

		“Okay, I’ll freely admit that was the hottest sex I’ve ever had,” Brent sighed as he lay back against the pillow a minute later.

		

		“Me too, darling,” Tara murmured, her green eyes filled with something akin to worship as she stared raptly at me from across the pillow. “That was totally wild!”

		

		I laughed softly and said, “You two would have fit right in at one of JD’s bashes. Although what we did just now is nothing compared to what happened at those things!”

		

		Both of them grew wide-eyed, imaging that!

		

		At last, Tara asked me in an awe-filled tone, “What was the single craziest thing you ever saw at one of those parties?”

		

		I thought back on all of the debauchery I’d witnessed last year and finally said, “Well, there was one party where it got even more out-of-control than usual. I think it was because someone had scored some very unusual weed and brought it along to that party. We found out later that it had been laced with PCP or something like it.”

		

		I shook my head, recalling how hot…how incredibly intense that night had been! At last I said, “All of the guys at those parties tended to have big, thick cocks. Once in a while, a guy with a normal-sized dick would put in an appearance, but he usually didn’t come back.”

		

		“Why was that?” Tara asked.

		

		“Guys with normal-sized or small cocks tended to get ignored by most of the girls at those affairs,” I answered truthfully.

		

		I smiled over at Brent—who had a nine inch, thick beauty of a dick—and said, “Why fuck a so-so prick when you can ride monster like yours all night long?”

		

		Tara grinned and nodded that she more than understood what I was saying. Brent merely shrugged modestly and shook his head.

		

		I went on to add, “Anyway, most of those guys were super-well-hung, and on that particular night, their cocks were totally awesome sights to behold! Those huge dicks of theirs rarely got soft at that party, and when they were hard…well, let’s just say I never saw a group of veinier, pulsing-with-arousal, ready-to-fuck cocks than those!”

		

		“Wow, that sounds so hot,” Tara sighed, clearly seeing it all in her mind’s eye. “A whole room full of massive, stiffer-than-stiff pricks, just raring to fuck!”

		

		Brent looked a little uncomfortable at hearing that description coming from his supposedly true-blue girlfriend, but he said nothing, so I continued with my little tale of wantonness: “Everywhere you turned; there was a hard dick, ready to ride or to play with! I got nailed countless times that night; up the ass, in my pussy, down my throat: it didn’t matter! All of the girls at that party couldn’t seem to get enough cock, and there was plenty of rock-hard dick to go around…”

		

		“J-Jesus, but that sounds cool!” Tara confessed; her big nipples now fully erect as she thought about it.

		

		Brent’s cock was once again hard as a pool cue as well, sticking up above his big nut sac.

		

		“Let’s not talk anymore,” I sighed, staring with longing at his impressive hard on. “Let’s just fuck!”

		

		****

		

		So that’s what we did! Tara and I took turns sucking Brent’s big tool until it was clean as a whistle from its recent trip up our asses, and then she rode it for a while—coming as I sucked her long nipples while he fucked up into her super-wet pussy—and then I did the same, with her doing the honors on my shimmying breasts!

		

		Brent had come a gallon up Tara’s asshole, so he could go a long time before popping his load again. And we two girls took full advantage of that fact, each of us fucking him doggie style, then in the missionary position, and finally reverse-cowgirl.

		

		We came each time we switched positions, with Brent just gritting his teeth and fucking us like a real trooper! He finally gave up his third load of the afternoon a full hour later, as we took turned sucking his cock, passing it back and forth; licking his tightening balls if we weren’t the one doing the sucking at that moment.

		

		“Oh…oh…take it, you hot cunts!” Brent sighed in ecstasy as he finally went off inside my mouth.

		

		I gulped down his hot spend, passing his gushing cock over to my eager roomie to finish off…

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		

		First Day

		

		“So, babe, how are your classes?” I asked Tara when she straggled into our apartment at three-thirty or so in the afternoon on the first day of school.

		

		She dropped her backpack onto the coffee table and came into the kitchen, where I was sitting, reading a text book. Tara stooped low and gave me a real nipple-stiffener of a kiss, with lots of tongue and mutual spit-swapping, before she straightened back up and sighed, “Classes are classes; some were great, some seemed like they’re going to be really boring. How was your first day? Did you meet any cute guys?”

		

		I grinned mischievously and stuck out my chest, posing and preening for her at the kitchen table as I said: “With this face and this bod…what do you think?”

		

		“Any you’d like to get know better?” Tara asked with a playful answering grin.

		

		“The old me would like to fuck quite a few of them,” I admitted with a sigh. “But I’m being a good girl this year, remember?”

		

		My roommate laughed and answered, “You should ask Brent about how that’s working out so far! He could barely make it down the stairs when he left our place last night: between the two of us, we fucked him until he was nearly bow-legged!”

		

		We shared a giggle over that; then I said, “It’s his own fault. That boy is downright greedy, when it comes to pussy!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that he is, bless his horny little heart!” Tara agreed. “He just can’t seem to stay soft around us, thank God!”

		

		After sharing another laugh, I asked her, “Do you want for me to cook up something for us tonight, or would you rather go out for dinner?”

		

		“Out, I think,” Tara said, bending over once again and wrapping her long arms around me. “You’re too cute to slave over a hot stove, just so we can have something to eat.”

		

		I smiled up at her provocatively and said, “I see something I’d like to eat right now! Shall we adjourn to my bedroom, sweetie?”

		

		“I like the way you think,” my roommate sighed, slipping her hands down my tank top, onto my braless tits, and giving them a little squeeze.

		

		****

		

		“I think I’m just going to love this year!” Tara whispered to me at the restaurant two hours later, a huge smile of contentment still on her face. “Ever since I started rooming with you, I always seem to feel so relaxed; so downright great!”

		

		“That’s what coming four times before dinner will do for a girl,” I commented wryly, just before digging into my slice of pizza.

		

		Tara giggled and said, “That was so…intense, when you fisted me earlier! I’m really getting to like that!”

		

		“I do too,” I confided in a low whisper, so the other diners around us wouldn’t hear. “You’re so tight…so fun to arm-fuck! I just love the way that pink little slit of yours opens up to take my hard fist-fucking!”

		

		“Sometimes I worry about us getting kicked out of our apartment complex, though, due to all the noise we make,” Tara sighed with a look of utter contentment on her beautiful face. “I really cut loose with a scream during that first massive orgasm this afternoon!”

		

		I sniggered, remember how loud she’d been, and said, “What about me, when you were eating me and you shoved two fingers up my ass just as I started to come? I shrieked like a banshee and hung on for dear life!”

		

		Tara’s eyes suddenly changed. She nodded almost imperceptibly and whispered, “Guy attack eminent, moving up on your left. Remember, just names and phone numbers tonight; no going home with them and fucking them like the cute little slut you are!”

		

		“Aw, you’re no fun!” I kidded her back.

		

		“Well, what have we here?” A deep male voice asked just then. “Two honeys in search of some studly male companionship, I’ll wager!”

		

		I looked up and saw a really nice looking guy in his early twenties staring down at us from beside the table. He was tall—not as tall as Brent, but way taller than me—and he had a head of short-cut black hair and a pair of the sexiest hazel eyes!

		

		“Mind if we join you?” He asked confidently. “This place is insanely crowded tonight.”

		

		His buddy nodded enthusiastically. He was almost as cute as his more vocal friend and I felt my pussy dampening as I stared up at both of them.

		

		“You can have our booth,” Tara replied evenly. “We were just getting ready to leave anyway.”

		

		“Oh, man, don’t do that!” The second guy pleaded, flashing us a winning smile.

		

		“Yeah, this booth would seem so lonely, without you two lovely ladies occupying it,” the first guy offered.

		

		We were in Woodstock’s—reputed to be the best pizza joint in Chico—just finishing up a medium pie. The first guy boldly leaned over and took the final slice from our pan and bit into it, swallowing before saying, “Let us buy you another one of these, and then we can all split a pitcher of beer while we eat it? Again, it’ll be our treat.”

		

		“That’s very nice of you, but neither of us is twenty-one yet,” I answered, scooting over to the edge of the booth, getting ready to leave.

		

		“At least give me your name and your phone number,” the first guy asked, sounding somewhat desperate, now that he saw we were serious about leaving the restaurant.

		

		“Sure, my name is Page Benton,” I said. And then I gave him my cell number.

		

		“Five-four-one, where is that?” The boy said; staring down at the number he had just punched into his smart phone.

		

		“Oregon,” I said, rising to my feet, “that’s home, when I’m not in school.”

		

		“I’m Rigby, that’s my first name, in case you were wondering,” the charming boy said. “Blame my parents: I do. Here, let me call you, so that you’ll have my number as well.”

		

		“What about you, beautiful, do you have a name?” The other guy asked Tara as my cell phone started to ring inside my purse.

		

		“I do, but I also have a steady boyfriend,” she explained with a tiny smile of what looked like genuine regret, “so my name and phone number wouldn’t do you much good, I’m afraid.”

		

		****

		

		“They were both real cuties,” I said somewhat wistfully as I drove home. “I have to confess, part of me—the slut-girl part—wanted to invite them back to our place for a night of fun and games!”

		

		“Hey, I’m supposed to be committed to Brent, remember?” Tara protested with a patient smile at my antics.

		

		“Oh, what’s a little fuck-and-suck session between friends?” I shot back.

		

		She giggled and said, “You spent too much time around that JD guy and his raunchy crew! Casual fucking is not allowed in a real relationship!”

		

		“Is that what you and Brent have?” I asked slyly. “He sure seemed eager to lay the meat to me at his first opportunity!”

		

		My pointing out her boyfriend’s readiness to jump my bones caused a tiny cloud of doubt to settle over her gorgeous face, and she said, “Well, that was different. I was right there with you two!”

		

		“I know he had your permission, but still…” I persisted, turning onto the Esplanade.

		

		She didn’t say anything more on our short ride home, so I knew she was thinking about her and Brent, and their evolving relationship…

		

		****

		

		Rigby surprised me by calling as soon as we’d walked in the door from the pizza place. I answered my phone, wondering what he wanted.

		

		“Have you two changed your minds yet about having an impromptu party with us tonight, Page?” He asked without preamble as soon as I’d said hello. “We can’t stop thinking about you guys!”

		

		“God, you must be horny!” I chuckled into the phone. “You’d better keep it in your pants, at least until the pizza and beer comes!

		

		“The beer is already here,” he said. “That’s part of why I’m calling; liquid courage!”

		

		“It’s a Monday night, for Chrissakes!” I protested with yet another chuckle. “Don’t you two reprobates have classes in the morning?”

		

		“I make it a practice never to sign up for a class that meets before ten,” Rigby answered. “It’s against my religion to get up before nine.”

		

		“You sound like a real party animal alright,” I said, thinking to myself that he was exactly the kind of guy I had sworn to avoid this year!

		

		“Not really, but I’d like to be!” The seemingly incorrigible Rigby shot back.

		

		I sighed. Both of those guys tonight at the pizza parlor had been really cute; but I liked Rigby a lot, right from the start!

		

		It was primarily because Rigby made me laugh, with his constant invitations to party with him. Maybe I would give the guy a chance…just not tonight.

		

		I told firmly told him as much and then hung up, suggesting he try me later in the week…

		

		****

		

		He did better than that. He called me every single night that week, asking me out, suggesting that I come over to his apartment, or that he stop by ours.

		

		Rigby was pushy, but in a charming way, so I didn’t tell him to fuck off. I thought I might just say ‘yes’ to one of his constant offers of a date, later in the week.

		

		The time seemed to speed by and, almost before I knew it, Friday afternoon had rolled around. Tara had told me that she and Brent were spending the weekend at a small cabin they had rented in someplace called Forest Ranch, up in the nearby Sierra Nevada Mountains.

		

		They hadn’t invited me along, so I’d guessed that they wanted some private time to themselves, probably to discuss what was happening with their lives and their relationship. That left me on my own for the weekend, so when the very persistent Rigby called at a little after three that afternoon; I at last agreed to go out to dinner with him that night…

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

	
		

		Rigby

		

		“Now I see why you insisted on me wearing my best dress tonight,” I told him as I glanced around at Michelangelo’s Restorante, one of the swankiest places I’d seen, let alone eaten in!

		

		Slightly run down steak houses were about as fancy as it got back home in my part of Oregon, and JD hadn’t exactly been the go-out-and-dine type. He’d been more of a Burger King or Mickey D’s kind of a guy.

		

		The waiter asked if we’d like a cocktail, and Rigby ordered us two vodka martinis. I was sure the guy was going to card us, but he merely smiled at Rigby and went off to fetch our drinks.

		

		“That was so cool!” I said, very impressed. “Do you know that waiter dude or something?”

		

		“I eat here a lot,” Rigby answered off-handedly, “and I tend to over-tip, so I guess he remembers me.”

		

		Our server was back in a flash with the martinis, smiling and asking us if were ready to order yet. Rigby requested a steak cooked medium rare, so I did too.

		

		After perusing the wine list, my date ordered us a very expensive cabernet sauvignon to go along with the red meat and the waiter just smiled at us again and went off to retrieve it. I leaned over the table and whispered, “You can stop try to impress me any time now! I’m already super-impressed: you don’t have to spend any more money on me!”

		

		Rigby grinned and said, “Oh, I’m not showing off. This is just how I am. My folks are gazillionaires; I thought you knew that.”

		

		My mouth dropped open. I stammered, “You…uh…neglected to mention that fact to me before now.”

		

		He laughed and said, “I didn’t think I had to. Everybody around school knows I’m loaded. That’s part of my charm!”

		

		I grinned at him and said, “You should have said something sooner. I’d probably have gone out with you right away!”

		

		We shared a chuckle over that and drank the rest of our martinis. I really liked Rigby’s humor; the more I got to know him.

		

		And the fact that he was rich and very handsome didn’t hurt either, I’ll have to admit. As I stared across the table at him, I suddenly realized that the sport coat he had on had probably cost more than my whole wardrobe combined!

		

		I wasn’t used to dating rich guys. Most of my boyfriends in the past had been solidly middle class—even JD’s folks had a little money, so he’d never been hurting for cash—but none of them had been super-wealthy.

		

		“Tell me more about Oregon, Page,” Rigby said just then. “I’ve only been there a few times, as a kid; Crater Lake and up the coastline, mostly. I was reading comic books in the back seat while my folks prattled on about this waterfall or that, or how gorgeous the Oregon coast was.”

		

		“Well, it is really beautiful,” I told him. “But I guess you’re not impressed by natural beauty.”

		

		“I wasn’t back when I was a kid,” he replied. “I’ve grown up a little since then.”

		

		He smiled at me and his deep voice took on a softened tone as he said, “For example, I’m impressed as hell by your natural beauty!”

		

		I blushed and whispered back, “You’re nothing but a big bull-shitter, Rigby!”

		

		“Guilty as charged, I’m afraid,” he admitted with another grin, toasting me with his martini glass. “But I really mean it this time. You’re flat-out gorgeous, Page!”

		

		Every girl likes to hear that! So I just smiled and sipped my second cocktail when it arrived…

		

		****

		

		“This is some apartment complex,” I said, looking around eagerly as he chauffeured me into the plush confines of Shasta Manor, where he lived. “I thought our place was nice. But this…this is really posh!”

		

		“I told you my folks were rich,” Rigby said, pulling into his reserved space underneath the carport.

		

		“What’s your last name?” I inquired as he came around and opened my door for me. “Is your family famous?”

		

		“Rigby Simms, that’s me,” he laughed as he offered me his hand. “We’re not famous, just rich. My grandpa always bought low and sold high, when it came to the stock market. So does my dad.”

		

		We crossed the lawn via a winding concrete pathway with immaculately trimmed shrubbery and flowers on each side of it and made our way over to his wing of the sprawling apartment complex. Along the way, we passed an elaborate swimming pool and cabana set up which nobody seemed to be using and several well-lighted but equally empty tennis courts. When we got to his place, he fished the door keys out of his trouser pocket and opened the lock.

		

		“Nice,” I murmured, giving Rigby’s plush apartment the once over and deciding right away that it was way too “put together” and perfect for a college boy: it had obviously been professionally decorated by someone who really knew what they were doing, “very nice indeed.”

		

		The apartment I shared with Tara had come furnished, so its furniture was both new and functional, but none of it was high-end by any means. Rigby’s apartment, on the other hand, featured top-of-the-line furnishings and artwork on the walls, along with the finest electronics available, and even a well-stocked wet-bar.

		

		“Do you have a roommate?” I inquired, slightly awed by my surroundings.

		

		“No, it’s just me, I’m afraid,” Rigby said, crossing the apartment to the bar and sliding in behind it. “Can I offer you another drink?”

		

		“Well, I’m a teenage girl who had two martinis before dinner,” I pointed out impishly, sitting down on one of the six barstools, “and we split a bottle of wine with the meal.”

		

		I batted my eyelashes at him and said, “If you give me any more booze tonight, I’m not going to be responsible for my actions. I might just have to take all my clothes off and fuck you silly!”

		

		Rigby’s eyes widened as I made that teasing comment, and then his handsome face split into a huge grin as he said, “I’ve got every kind of liquor you can imagine, little girl: take your pick!”

		

		****

		

		He had my dress off by ten o’clock, and my bra off shortly thereafter. We were seated on his leather couch, making out like two horny high school kids.

		

		Rigby’s sport coat was long gone, as well as his shirt. And while wasn’t quite as buffed a young male specimen as Brent Hastings was, he wasn’t fat either, and his bare chest featured lots of tight little black curls of hair I loved to run my fingers through as we tongue-kissed.

		

		“Jesus, these are nice!” He said as he hefted my naked titties in his palms, as if he was weighing them.

		

		Bending down, he began to suck my right nipple while he caressed my left one with just his fingertips. His touch felt just right, light and teasing, not all grabby and demanding like some guys’.

		

		He was a very skillful lover, which didn’t surprise me at all. With Rigby’s good looks and all that money, he’d no doubt…“entertained” many a girl by now in this elaborate bachelor fuck pad of his!

		

		That didn’t bother me either, because I’d done the same thing with a bunch of guys at DJ’s swing-and-swap parties, so I figured we were even, as far as our sexual pasts went! I ran my fingers through his short-cropped black hair as he switched nipples and began to nurse at the left one just as nicely as he’d sucked the right one.

		

		“Oh, baby, you know how to do a girl’s titties just right,” I sighed, unbuckling his slacks.

		

		To my surprise, he stopped licking and sucking at my nipple and instead sat up abruptly as I began to undo his trousers and unzip them. He looked downright nervous as I reached for his boxers.

		

		“Uh, I have to warn you,” he said uneasily. “I’m…I’m not like most guys!”

		

		Visions of a puny cock or a limp one sprang into my head. Or did rich, handsome Rigby have a problem with erections: was he one of those unfortunate guys who are unable to get it up and keep it up?

		

		I hesitantly slid my fingers into the slit in front of his boxers and I couldn’t quite believe what I felt there! He was enormous!

		

		“Holy fuck, what a dick,” blurted out excitedly as my fingers stole around the hard shaft.

		

		My fingertips didn’t quite meet! Rigby was nearly twice as thick as Brent was, and I’d been super-impressed by the size and girth of Tara’s boyfriend!

		

		“It…it’s so…wide!” I gasped in sheer amazement.

		

		Rigby managed to look embarrassed and proud, both at the same moment. He turned slightly red as he admitted, “I guess you’d have to say that I’m really hung. It’s not that long, but it’s really thick!”

		

		I quickly drew my hand out of his shorts and yanked them downward instead. I hooked the elastic waistband under the biggest set of balls I’d ever seen—and you have to remember, I’d seen quite a few by then—and sat there stunned, admiring the girthiest cock I’d ever imagined!

		

		Is ‘girthiest’ even a word? I didn’t know. All I knew was that Rigby Simms had a seven inch fireplug for a dick!

		

		“God, it’s so awesome!” I gushed happily, looking up from his crotch and into his hazel eyes.

		

		“You mean you…like it?” Rigby stammered, completely surprised by my reaction to his hefty cock. “You’re not put off by how big around it is?”

		

		We sat staring at one another for long moments; then Rigby said, “Most girls are afraid of it at first. They…they don’t think it will…fit!”

		

		“Ooh, let’s find out if it does, shall we?” I gushed out the words with a confident grin, standing up, doffing my pantyhose and panties and kicking out of my high heels.

		

		****

		

		“F-Fuck, Page,” he gasped blissfully, “suck it! Oh, God, you do it so great!”

		

		I was on my knees in front of him; the coffee table had been scooted back into the spacious living room, and my head was bobbing up and down on Rigby’s lips-stretcher of a dick! My tongue never stopped working as I sucked, caressing his bulbous head for long seconds, then running along the veins lining the shaft, and even snaking out to lick his massive nut sac once in a while!

		

		“M-Most girls can’t take it all!” Rigby groaned with delight as I deep-throated him, lapping at his nuts while he was still buried in my lips and throat.

		

		I pulled my mouth off of his prick with a loud popping sound—like a champagne cork leaving the bottle—and whispered, “Well, I’m not most girls, baby!”

		

		As I gobbled him up again, I heard him moan joyously, “You can say that again!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

	
		

		Spending The Night

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, girl; are you ever tight?” Rigby gasped as his huge cock slid all the way inside my slick-with-girl-lube pussy for the first time.

		

		I felt his mammoth nut sac bounce against my asshole and realized I had every inch of him! I murmured in ecstasy as he began to fuck me, “That’s it, baby; hard and deep: that’s the way I want it from a big-cocked stud like you!”

		

		Rigby moaned as if he’d finally found paradise on earth and really began to plow in and out of me. I sighed and wrapped my calves over his hunching ass—drawing him in as deep as he would go—and rubbed my very erect nipples up against his hairy chest as we fucked.

		

		“Oh, man, you’re incredible!” He whispered in my ear.

		

		I licked at the bottom of his earlobe by way of a reply and he seemed to go a little crazy! His huge cock went faster and faster as he moaned and sighed and fucked me harder than I’d ever been fucked by anyone.

		

		Our frantic, fantastic coupling seemed to go on and on. Neither of us could get enough of the other.

		

		I came at least twice, maybe more, before he finally gasped, “Oh…oh, fuck, Page; I can’t last even for one more stroke!”

		

		His come was like a hot river flowing down into me. And it felt glorious!

		

		****

		

		“Do you want to go ahead and get married now, or should we wait a few months?” Rigby sighed facetiously as he fell back on the pillow beside me, after pulling his temporarily spent cock out of my overflowing pussy.

		

		I grinned over at him and whispered, “I’ll leave that up to you!”

		

		“No kidding, Page,” he said, letting out a deep breath, “I’ve never been fucked that well in my whole life!”

		

		Still grinning, I said, “You weren’t so bad yourself, for a first effort.”

		

		I reached over and patted his cheek, adding, “Don’t worry; you’ll get better. I’ll see to that.”

		

		“Better than that?” He said. “Impossible! That was the best fuck I ever imagined!”

		

		****

		

		“G-God, yes!” He shrieked. “Do that! Oh, Mother of God, please do thaaaaaat!”

		

		I was on my tummy, between his widespread legs. I had my middle finger up his hairy asshole, caressing his prostate while I sucked his fat cock and played with his ever-tightening balls with my free hand.

		

		Poor Rigby was nearly out of his mind with excitement. I had started by tonguing out his asshole for him a little while ago, after treating his cock to a few minutes of one of my slurpiest, sloppiest blowjobs. It had been a long, languid, very sensual suck off session, which had left him weak-kneed and begging to come in my mouth.

		

		Now he was digging his fingernails into the sheet, moaning and thrashing around, the veins in his neck bulging out with utter arousal as I prepared to suck him off all the way. My tongue glided lightly over his cock head from time to time, driving him completely insane with the need to come.

		

		“Give it to me, baby,” I hissed as I let him temporarily slide out of my lips, staring up at his almost-pained-with-the-need-to-come face teasingly. “Don’t hold back. I want to swallow it all for you, while you watch!”

		

		Rigby made a tiny gasping sound as my lips re-engulfed him, all the way down to his nut sac. My tongue began making lazy swirls around his throbbing cock once more and I got ready for what I knew was coming.

		

		“Ugh! Ugh! Oh, oh, fuuuuuccckkkkk!” He screamed as his taut body seemed to levitate up off the mattress all by itself under my gentle stroking and hot sucking!

		

		I knew from the amount of jism he’d flooded my pussy with earlier in the evening that it was going to be a lot for me to swallow. But nothing could have prepared me for the out-and-out deluge of come that rocketed into my mouth a heartbeat later!

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” I murmured, as I desperately tried to gulp it all down, even as I sucked for more…

		

		****

		

		“You’re sure about this?” He whispered uneasily, staring down at the tiny rosebud of my anus. “You really want my fat cock up inside that tiny little hole?”

		

		“I sure do,” I purred up at him, hunching my ass up at him as best I could.

		

		I was on my back, bent nearly in half, my toes up against the top of the headboard of his bed, my asshole all lubed up and ready to take his equally lubed up prick. I was playing with my aroused nipples, smiling up encouragingly at him.

		

		“I’m a very naughty girl, my darling Rigby,” I explained in a tantalizing whisper. “I want to show you just how bad I can be. I want you to have me tonight in every way a man can have a woman.”

		

		He groaned, looking as if he’d won some sort of a carnal lottery and I was the prize, as he nudged his fat cock head up against my anus and pushed forward gently. I worked my bottom against him, and soon my tight little hole began to open for him, and I felt that massive dick of his entering my most forbidden of orifices.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm, you’re so fucking thick!” I moaned as he took me fully, feeling every centimeter of his huge cock as it wedged its way up into my bottom.

		

		“J-Jesus, you’re tight!” He gasped as he came to rest inside me, his big balls mashed up against my butt cheeks.

		

		“Give me just a second to get used to how big you are, darling,” I sighed, reaching up and resting my hands on top of his shoulders. “Then fuck me! Fuck me right in the ass until we both come!”

		

		Rigby groaned again and for a second I thought those big nuts of his were going to cream me right then and there! He fought off his impulse to ejaculate prematurely, however, and soon he began to saw that formidable dick of his back and forth in my asshole while he caressed my clit with just his fingertip.

		

		“So damned tight,” he sighed happily as he slid down into me over and over again, his fat horsecock picking up speed as he grew used to the snugness of my ass sheath, “so fucking hot and slick!”

		

		“Oh, babe; you’re starting to feel so good up inside my ass!” I whined in growing ecstasy as I went back to yanking on my sensitive nipples while he toyed with my clit.

		

		We fucked in silence for a while after that; each of us lost in our own sensual wonderland of marvelous friction and building needs. Rigby was smiling down at me like a demented loon as he banged me, and I must have been doing something outlandish with my face too, because he suddenly said: “Damn, but you look sexy, when you’re taking it up the ass, Page Benton!”

		

		A flurry of pre-come pulses shot through my lower body when he said that and I moaned, “Oh, I just love it! I love getting fucked…everywhere!”

		

		It was Rigby’s turn to groan in out-and-out bliss—and he did—murmuring, “You’re such a hot little bad girl in bed! I never would have guessed!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that’s me alright!” I whispered up at him, releasing my hold on my nipples for a moment to draw him down into a hot tongue kiss. “I’m the baddest, hottest girl you’re ever likely to meet!”

		

		“Lucky me,” he said just before our lips met…

		

		****

		

		I awoke bathed in sunlight. My body felt fresh and clean, due to the shower we had shared just before we finally fell asleep at three that morning.

		

		Rigby was up on one elbow, just watching me. I grinned and modestly pulled the sheet up over my nipples while he ogled me.

		

		“What…you’ve never seen a naked girl before?” I kidded him.

		

		“Not one like you,” he whispered. “You’re the most incredible girl I’ve ever met, Page. And that’s no bullshit!”

		

		I laughed, saying, “It is too bullshit, Rigby Simms! Now, what have you got around here to feed a well-fucked girl for breakfast?”

		

		He drew the sheet down over his obscenely fat cock and murmured, “Well, there’s always that perennial crowd pleaser; the tube-steak surprise.”

		

		“My favorite,” I said with a naughty giggle, sliding down so that I could suck him off.

		

		****

		

		“I’m surprised you’re still hungry,” Rigby chided me as I dug into the ham steak, eggs, and waffle he’d just laid before me on the breakfast bar of his gourmet kitchen. “I must have shot a pint of jism into that tiny little tummy of yours just now!”

		

		I grinned and chewed a mouthful of waffle before saying, “Spunk doesn’t count. I know it’s mostly protein and oh, so good for me, but a growing girl needs carbs too!”

		

		He laughed and came around the counter to join me, sitting on the stool to my right. We ate in companionable silence, enjoying both our hearty breakfasts and our mimosas on this bright, late-summer morning.

		

		Last night had been wonderful! No guy had ever fucked me as well or as completely as Rigby Simms had balled me!

		

		Maybe I didn’t need a cast of thousands after all, I thought to myself, just one stud who really knows what he’s doing in bed.

		

		“You’re incredibly sexy,” Rigby said just then. “I’ve never met a girl who was as accomplished as you…sexually speaking, I mean. Were you moonlighting as some sort of teenage escort while you were enrolled at your last school, working your way through college?”

		

		I snorted with laughter, nearly choking on my mouthful of ham and eggs. Swallowing with some difficulty, I answered, “I was not a high-priced hooker; I’ll have you know!”

		

		Looking over at him with mock seriousness, I said, “I’m just a nice girl from rural Oregon who loves sex, who may have picked up a few party tricks along the way; so there!”

		

		“A few party tricks,” Rigby muttered disbelievingly. “Most working girls couldn’t start to give a guy as good a rim-job or a prostate massage as you gave me last night, when you sucked me off!”

		

		“What do you know about professional hookers?” I asked, intrigued by this turn in the conversation.

		

		“I grew up a rich boy, remember?” Rigby said with a shrug. “I learned all about sex from girls I met along the way and from a few pay-for-play girls as well. I had the money to pay for the best, and those professional girls turned out to be very good teachers.”

		

		He looked at me cannily for a moment before adding, “But none of them was as good as you, Page. You could make a fortune as an escort, you know that?”

		

		I laughed and said dismissively, “My parents are sending me to college to become a teacher, not a call girl!”

		

		“Escorts make a lot more money than teachers,” Rigby countered playfully.

		

		“Money’s not everything in life, you know,” I answered primly, eating more of my delicious breakfast.

		

		“I’ve always been rich,” he said with another shrug, “so I don’t know what it would be like not to have any money. But I’ll bet that it would suck, big-time!”

		

		I glanced around the fancy apartment and said, “I bet it would, especially for a guy like you.”

		

		“You think I’m spoiled, don’t you?”

		

		I grinned and said, “I don’t know you well enough yet to say that.”

		

		We both finished up our meals and drank the last of our champagne and orange juice. Then he said with a leer, “Well, then let’s get to know each other a little better.”

		

		He offered me his hand and I took it. Rigby began leading me toward the bedroom and I didn’t resist at all!

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

	
		

		Going Steady, But With No Restrictions

		

		Brent dropped Tara off in the parking lot outside our apartment at around five o’clock Sunday evening. She entered our place carrying a small suitcase and looking chipper as could be, so I guessed right away that she had been well and truly fucked all weekend long by her studly boyfriend.

		

		I was feeling fabulous myself, having spent most of the weekend over at Rigby’s apartment. We had dropped by my place Saturday afternoon, ostensively so I could pick up a bathing suit to wear when we went for a dip in his pool.

		

		Once we were in my bedroom, however, one thing had rapidly led to another and we had ended up in my bed for a delightful hour or so, where I’d demonstrated for him my deep knowledge of titty-fucking and taking a facial. So, all-in-all, I was feeling well-fucked and totally satisfied myself that Sunday evening as I greeted my roomie upon her return.

		

		Tara picked up on my mood immediately, saying, “Well, I guess that big, satisfied smile means handsome Rigby proved to be more than acceptable as a bed-mate!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, he was utterly yummy,” I sighed, coming into her offered embrace. “Let’s get naked and I’ll tell you all about it.”

		

		****

		

		“I can’t believe he’s thicker than Brent!” Tara murmured in disbelief as I ate her pussy in between my revelations about Rigby Simms.

		

		“Almost twice as thick,” I said smugly, coming up for air for a moment.

		

		“God, how did you ever take it all?”

		

		“By having lots of previous experience with big dicks, darling. He’s not as long as Brent,” I told her, “but he’s long enough. I’d choose thick over long anytime, if you want to know the truth.”

		

		“I guess I would too,” Tara sighed as I began to tease her clit with just the tip of my tongue once again. “I’d rather feel full and stretched open really wide than have my cervix pounded into hamburger by a foot long cock!”

		

		“Then I’d better be extra careful not to do that when I fist you, darling,” I said as I grinned up at her and replaced my tongue with the tight little spear I’d just formed with my fingers and thumb.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck; that’s so biiiiiiiiiig!” Tara moaned as I slowly worked my hand into her elastic pinkness and began to fist her.

		

		“Just relax, darling,” I whispered to her as a balled my fingers into the now-familiar fist she’d come to love so much, “You know I’d never hurt you.”

		

		Using the flat of my tongue on her aroused clitty, I began to piston my fist and forearm up and down in her wildly stretched-open pussy sheath. She was soon tugging at her own nipples and hunching that wonderful little ass of hers up off the bed to meet my every thrust.

		

		“D-Do it!” She begged me. “Lick my clit while you nail me with your fist, you little slut!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, love to, darling,” I sighed, eagerly lapping up her sweet cunt-nectar as it ran freely out of her stuffed-open slit. “Are you going to be a good little bad girl and come really hard for me?”

		

		Tara didn’t answer. She was too busy tossing her head from side to side on the pillow and wailing out her release!

		

		I sucked down her flowing pussy-honey greedily and rammed my fist into her clutching cunt as deeply as it would go…

		

		****

		

		“Brent really fucked me great this weekend,” Tara sighed as we lay cuddling at the top of the bed after she had returned my ardor for her by licking me off as well. “But I really get off on this girl-girl stuff too!”

		

		“You’re a lucky puss, just like I am,” I told as I gazed at her lush young body lovingly. “We get to enjoy the best of both worlds: red-hot hetero sex and the more sensual…lezzy side of things too!”

		

		“I may never get married, unless the guy I marry agrees to let me see women on the side from time to time,” she whispered dreamily, “and maybe even enjoy them with me.”

		

		“I don’t see myself ever entering into a traditional wedding arrangement either,” I admitted, after thinking about it. “I love both pussy and multiple cocks too much for that to ever work out.”

		

		“I thought you said Rigby kept you really satisfied this weekend all by himself?”

		

		“Yeah, he did,” I answered. “But that was partially due to the thrill of being together for the first time. What about after we’ve fucked dozens of times: will the sex still be as hot between us then?”

		

		“It’s hard to say,” Tara commented thoughtfully. “Brent and I have fucked a zillion times—between this year and last—but I still can hardly wait to go to bed with him.”

		

		“Yes, but you two have added putting on a show for other people to your sexual repertoire, and watching them fuck as well,” I pointed out to her. “None of that is ‘normal behavior’, according to society.”

		

		She thought about what I’d just said and nodded her agreement. Tara looked a little pensive as she admitted, “And we’ve both decided that we love having you in bed with us as a couple. We talked it all out over the weekend and even came to the conclusion that we’re both okay with him fucking you, even if I’m not around.”

		

		I must have looked surprised by that, because she quickly added, “It’s only fair. He’s not here now and just look at us!”

		

		“I am looking at us, beautiful,” I purred, as I took her nude body in my arms again. “And I think we ought to take full advantage the situation!”

		

		“As I’ve said before, I love the way you think!”

		

		****

		

		“Rigby may behave like the class clown most of the time, but that’s just an act,” I said later that evening, as we finished cleaning up the kitchen after dinner. “He’s really a very sophisticated guy, under that laugh-a-minute façade. I’ll bet he’d jump at the chance to see you in action with Brent, and with me!”

		

		We’d discussed over dinner the exciting possibility of having a modified foursome in the very near future, if Brent and Rigby were okay with it. The problem was Tara barely knew Rigby and Brent had yet to meet him at all.

		

		“What if we did this: the four of us can go to dinner somewhere this weekend, after we’ve broached the idea of the foursome to the guys separately and gotten their tentative okays,” Tara proposed. “Then, if everyone likes each other, we can come back here or go over to Rigby’s place and let nature take its course.”

		

		“That might work out alright,” I agreed.

		

		“But you’ve got to emphasize to Rigby that he’s got to keep his hands off, me if we do this,” Tara warned. “I doubt Brent would ever go for watching another guy fool around with me. He’s way too possessive for that!”

		

		“He sure gets off on watching me kiss you and lick you everywhere,” I reminded her.

		

		“Yeah, but you know as well as I do that it’s different than watching some big-dicked stud do the same thing!” Tara said with a laugh.

		

		I winked at her and said, “Rigby has got an awesome cock: you might not be able to resist giving it a little lick or even a hot ride!”

		

		“I’ll have to resist. Brent is liable to kill us all if I did that!”

		

		****

		

		“Let me get this straight,” Rigby said in amazed tone after I’d finished explaining the whole thing to him a few nights later, “Tara—that incredibly hot blonde I saw you with that first night at the pizza parlor—wants us to watch while she and her boyfriend fuck right in front of us?”

		

		We were lying on his bed, both naked. Rigby and I had nearly ripped the clothes off one another when I’d rung the doorbell a half hour ago.

		

		Our original intention had been for me to come over to his place and for him to barbeque us up a rack of ribs for dinner. That plan had rapidly been placed on hold as soon as we laid eyes on each other and began making out; an intense fuck session had ensued, instead of dinner.

		

		Now, as we were catching our breath, I had just finished laying out Tara’s proposed Friday night adventure in voyeurism for him. Rigby—dyed in the wool horndog that he was—had been intrigued by the whole idea, as I knew he would be. But he was having trouble grasping the whole hands-off-Tara concept.

		

		“It’s simple, really,” I explained to him. “Tara and I are roommates, and we discovered early on that we both like girls, so we lick each other’s pussies all the time. Brent is her handsome, studly boyfriend and he fucks me sometimes too, while she participates in our love-making or just watches.”

		

		Rigby looked at me as if I had abruptly switched the conversation to some obscure Chinese dialect he didn’t understand. I sighed and continued patiently, “Tara and Brent went to some wild frat parties last year, where everyone got drunk and stoned and fucked each other right in front of everybody else. Participating in that really amped up their sex life, so they want to try it with us: that’s about as straightforward as it gets, isn’t it?”

		

		“And you get to fuck Brent, if you want to—when the four of us get together—but I’m supposed to stay strictly away from Tara?” Rigby asked the question in an ‘ain’t-never-gonna’-happen’ tone.

		

		I shot him a mock-angry glare and said, “When did this sudden urge to fuck Tara and play with those big titties of hers develop?”

		

		Shaking mine at him, I asked, “Aren’t these enough for you anymore, big boy?”

		

		He grinned and said, “You know I think you’re a love goddess, Page. But Tara’s all kinds of hot too!”

		

		“She is at that,” I sighed theatrically, just to tease him. “And you ought to taste that little pussy of hers…it’s so sweet!”

		

		Rigby started to get hard again just imagining me eating Tara! He was nothing but an always-randy college boy at heart!

		

		And that’s one of the things I loved most about him…

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

	
		

		Getting Acquainted

		

		“This is so exciting!” Tara said from down the hall.

		

		Both of us were getting ready for our big night out with Brent and Rigby. Tara was in her bedroom and I was in mine, primping in front of our make up mirrors.

		

		“You really think Brent will be okay with all this?” I asked her.

		

		“He’s excited about it,” she called back, “but he’s more than a little nervous at the same time. I think he’s afraid Rigby will want to do something with me before the night is over!”

		

		I finished my make up and hair and went down the hall to her room, standing in the doorway, watching her finish up in front of her full length mirror. I said, “Well, you can hardly blame him! You definitely look good enough to eat tonight, girl!”

		

		Tara grinned over at me, totally naked and shook her big breasts for me. She held up her palm like a traffic cop stopping cars when I started to reach for them, saying, “Save it for later—for the boys to see—you horny little minx! We have to finish getting ready or we’re going to be late!”

		

		****

		

		Brent picked us up at a quarter to seven that night, and the three of us drove over to the restaurant together to meet Rigby for dinner. We were going to the same swanky restaurant Rigby and I had dined at on our first date, because of the food, the atmosphere, and the fact that I had been served alcohol so easily the first time.

		

		Brent and Rigby were old enough to drink legally, but Tara was still a few months shy of her twenty-first birthday and I was more than a full year younger than her. And we all agreed that we wanted to have a few pops tonight before all the action started, just to loosen us all up a little!

		

		“It was damned nice of this Rigby guy to offer to buy us all dinner at a fancy place like this,” Brent said as he found a parking spot a block from the restaurant.

		

		“He can afford it, believe me,” I assured Tara’s boyfriend and my sometime lover. “Rigby Simms is as wealthy as a rajah and he loves to spread it around!”

		

		“Damn, he’s a good-looking dude too, isn’t he?” Brent remarked a bit apprehensively to nobody in particular as we entered the restaurant and Rigby stood up from the booth he had reserved, his hand extended toward Brent.

		

		“Relax, darling,” Tara said, beaming at Rigby, who was elegantly dressed in what was obviously a very expensive black blazer with burnished brass buttons, a pair of gray slacks, and a dress shirt worn with no tie, “you’re just as handsome as he is.”

		

		“But not nearly as rich,” Brent muttered, stepping forward to shake Rigby’s hand…

		

		****

		

		“I’m curious, why did you pick philosophy as a major, Rigby?” Brent asked a few minutes later, as the four of us sat sipping our cocktails and perusing our menus.

		

		“Why not study philosophy?” Rigby replied with a grin. “It held an irresistible appeal for me as a subject. It’s a totally useless degree, from a practical standpoint—unless you plan on teaching it, which I don’t—and I find it fun to think deep thoughts about Life, the Universe, and what it all means.”

		

		I snickered and said, “That sounds totally like you, Rig, studying something that most people would find boring, just to be perverse!”

		

		“Well, I’m not aiming to do anything in life except for being a rich hedonist, so why should I beat my brains out studying engineering or something practical like that?”

		

		Again, I chuckled and said, “Yeah, if you got an engineering degree, you might be tempted to do something silly, like get a real job, or something else along those lines!”

		

		He smiled over at me and toasted me with his martini as he said, “Exactly my point, love. Since I intend to have nothing but fun in life, why should I tie myself down with something like a career?”

		

		“But won’t you get bored, just partying and laying around?” Tara asked him earnestly.

		

		“And what about making some sort of contribution to society?” Brent, who was one of the most socially-conscious, liberal guys I’d ever met, asked.

		

		“Oh, I might write the occasional big check to some worthy cause, or sign my name to a petition aimed at saving the whales or cleaning up the planet,” Rigby allowed, with that same charming little smile. “But mostly, I want to spend my days and nights in bed with hotties like Page, drinking champagne and fucking their brains out!”

		

		Brent started to say something but then he laughed and admitted, “Don’t we all, when you get right down to it?”

		

		****

		

		It was after nine-thirty when we finally left the restaurant, all of us half snockered and feeling much more comfortable about the evening ahead of us. Brent and Rigby hadn’t exactly formed a close friendship, but they seemed to be getting along alright.

		

		And Tara was careful not to show her true feelings around Brent, but I sensed that she really, really wanted to see Rigby’s big dick in action tonight! In action with her, if that was at all possible!

		

		I had to admit, I kind of wanted to see that too. So I’d made some…preparations with Rigby to ensure it happened.

		

		Turning to him as he drove toward his place in his sleek new, obsidian-black Maserati sedan, I asked him, “Did you get the stuff I asked you to get for this little party?”

		

		He shrugged and said, “Sure I did. It wasn’t easy, finding PCP-laced weed in this town, but the old saying still holds true: money talks and bullshit walks. My regular drug dealer didn’t stock it, but he knew a guy who knew a guy, so I bought a whole lid of the stuff when I finally found it; along with an ounce of primo cocaine and a bunch of Ecstasy tabs, just in case we need them.”

		

		A tingle of excitement ran through me as I heard that. I had grown to really look forward to a hit of Ecstasy or two at JD’s parties. It always seemed to be around and I had never said no when it was being offered!

		

		I glanced out the back window to make sure that Brent and Tara were still behind us in Brent’s old Buick and smiled when I had assured myself that they were…

		

		****

		

		“Wow, this is some place you’ve got here!” Brent said, obviously impressed as he glanced around the huge apartment.

		

		Rigby had made us all drinks as soon as we’d gotten to his place. He took a sip of his martini, smiling at Brent’s compliment, and began laying out the assortment of party drugs he’d assembled for the evening on the bar top.

		

		“Here we have some top-notch, pharmaceutical-grade coke; some Ecstasy—for those who crave it—and some kick-ass weed that I’m about to roll up into a joint and pass around,” he announced proudly.

		

		Brent made a dubious face when confronted with the huge quantity of high-powered drugs and said, “Well, Tara and I have been known to smoke a little weed once in a while at parties, and I’ve done a few lines of coke here and there. But Ecstasy is a new one on me.”

		

		Tara smiled and said, “I did it a few times, at the parties I went to back in high school. It was really a blast. And it’s harmless, provided you don’t overdo it.”

		

		“Most drugs are harmless, provided you show some restraint,” Rigby commented. “But where’s the fun in that?”

		

		We all laughed and then Tara and I started the evening off right by snorting up two big lines of coke apiece and washing it down with a few sips of our cocktails. I knew the party had officially started when Rigby took a huge hit of the high-octane weed and passed the joint over to Tara, who did the same.

		

		After taking his lung-filling toke, Brent passed the joint over to me and then joined Rigby at the mirror tile for some coke. Our host took a tab of Ecstasy, downed it with his drink before passing the handful of the tablets all around, slyly flashing me a tiny wink as he did so…

		

		****

		

		“Jesus, I’m feeling so…crazy-good all of a sudden!” Tara said a few minutes later, all but inhaling her second drink. “That coke is killer! And that weed is so awesome!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, me too,” I sighed, finishing up my martini. “As a matter of fact, all of a sudden I don’t feel like wearing clothes anymore!”

		

		Rigby grinned and asked, “Who said you have to, babe? After all, that’s what kind of party this is supposed to be, isn’t it?”

		

		Smiling back, I put my empty cocktail glass down on the bar and reached behind my back to undo my dress. In seconds, it lay on the carpet and I was kicking out of my high heels and unsnapping my bra.

		

		“Oh, man, she’s got a set of nice ones,” Brent sighed as my bare tits came into view when the bra joined the dress on the rug.

		

		“Well, what about mine, darling?” Tara asked, following suit with her own dress and bra.

		

		“Holy fuck, man, those are perfect!” Rigby complimented Brent as his girlfriend’s big breasts were revealed to him for the first time.

		

		I slipped out of my pantyhose and panties just then, and the male attention in the room shifted back to me as I stood utterly naked in front of the two men. But Tara wasn’t to be outdone.

		

		She shinnied out of her own pantyhose and panties as she stepped out of her shoes. The two of us were as naked as the moment we were born as we stood looking across the room at each other.

		

		“I see something I’d love to eat for dessert!” I whispered, unabashedly eyeing Tara’s waxed-bare pussy.

		

		“Let’s go into the bedroom, where we can get comfortable while we put on a little show for these boys, shall we?” She asked, with a teasing smile for Brent and Rigby.

		

		I merely nodded and crossed the room to take her by the hand and lead her into the bedroom. Brent and Rigby gulped down what was left of their drinks and hurriedly followed after us…

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Party All Night!

		

		“Fuck, man, this is so hot I can barely believe it!” Rigby sighed as he watched the two of us girls sixty-nine together in the middle of his big bed.

		

		“I’ve seen it plenty of times before,” Brent told him, his eyes never leaving our lapping tongues or our juicy pussies, “but I never get tired of it!”

		

		I turned my head—well aware that my cheeks and chin were now agleam with a rich sheen of Tara’s sweet girl-oil and asked the boys in a breathy whisper, “How come you two still have your clothes on? Don’t you want to party with us?”

		

		Rigby and Brent grinned at each other; then started all but ripping off their clothes. Their hands were shaking with eagerness and the volume of drugs they’d consumed thus far, so some of the buttons gave them a little trouble, but in no time at all they were down to just their shorts, and those soon vanished as well!

		

		Holy fuck, I thought as I stared at their respective hard ons, that drug-laced weed really works! This is the stiffest I’ve ever seen either of their cocks!

		

		Rigby’s massive prick was showing more veins than usual as it pulsed, fully-hard, above his daunting nut sac. And Brent’s looked a little different than it normally did too.

		

		Instead of appearing sleek and smooth like it usually did, tonight it was puffier and much redder than normal. He moaned as he fisted it, and the thing seemed to get even harder, looking more and more like some kind of obscene weapon than a cock, it was so engorged with blood and ready to fuck!

		

		Tara stopped licking my pussy and looked up too. I heard her suck in her breath as she beheld the two ready-to-explode pricks for the first time.

		

		“Those…those things look positively…huge tonight!” She gasped in awe.

		

		“But not too huge for two talented girls like us to suck!” I murmured, disengaging myself from her and moving across the bed on my hands and knees, to the end of the mattress.

		

		Tara was right beside me, and soon we were seated next to each other, staring over at the two magnificent examples of what a male penis ought to look like when it’s fully aroused. I crooked my finger at Rigby and whispered, “Why don’t you bring that thing over here, so I can suck it for you?”

		

		Wordlessly, he complied. Brent scrambled into place right next to him and in seconds, Tara’s mouth was going up and down on his towering hardness right in time with mine gliding over Rigby’s rigid flesh.

		

		Both men moaned out their pleasure as our tongues caressed them. Rigby took my head between his big hands and held it steady so that he could skull-fuck me.

		

		I didn’t mind that at all, tilting my head back slightly so that he could use all of my mouth and throat as his more-than-willing fuck receptacle. Tara imitated my move, and soon the head of Brent’s slightly longer dick was making a big bulge in her throat as she enthusiastically blew him.

		

		After the torrid dual deep-throat session had gone on for several more minutes, I gave an almost imperceptible nod and Tara nodded back. We drew our mouths slowly off the throbbing cocks and I asked Brent in a breathy whisper, “Would you mind if we…switched off for a while?”

		

		He groaned and seemed both excited and repelled by the idea of watching Tara suck another man’s cock for the first time. At last, his head gave a tiny little bob of acquiescence and he and Rigby quickly traded places in front of us.

		

		I thought for a moment Brent was going to call the whole thing off when Tara began to lick Rigby’s swollen cock head with her talented little tongue. But then Rigby gently pushed his mushroom-shaped whopper all the way into her mouth and she started to suck.

		

		Brent gave out with a low moan, which sounded like it came from somewhere between anger and anguish, as he watched his girlfriend’s head moving up and down on the strange prick. I slipped his dick into my mouth and started to suck, too, drawing another sigh from Brent as he watched Tara cheat on him with another guy.

		

		She picked that moment to ease Rigby’s prick out of her mouth and whisper up at her boyfriend excitedly, “God, he’s so wide, baby! I can barely get my lips around it!”

		

		The tall man groaned and his dick bucked inside my mouth and disappeared all the way down my throat once more as he murmured, “Suck it! Suck it all the way off if you want to and swallow it for him, you hot little puss!”

		

		Tara gurgled happily around Rigby’s cock and began to suck it even faster…

		

		****

		

		“F-Fuck me, darling,” Tara begged minutes later as Brent banged down into her pussy furiously with his swollen cock, “oh, God, it’s so hot to get it like this, with them fucking right next to us!”

		

		Brent glanced over to his right, where Rigby was drilling me just as enthusiastically as he was fucking Tara. I was on my back, with my legs thrown over my boyfriend’s shoulders, so he could achieve maximum penetration of my needy little pussy.

		

		It was then that the normally reserved Brent surprised us all by unexpectedly croaked out the question, “Switch?”

		

		Rigby nodded his eager assent, and the two men traded places in a flash. I suddenly had Brent’s big dick in me while Tara was experiencing my guy’s pussy-stuffer for the first time.

		

		“Oh…oh, fuck; it’s so thiiiiick!” Tara moaned as the enormous cock head disappeared down into her juicy snatch.

		

		“She’s taking it!” Brent wheezed in disbelief as he fucked me. “She’s taking the whole damn thing!”

		

		And she was! Tara looked totally enraptured with the feeling of that huge dick gliding in and out of her stretched-open pussy, from the ecstatic look on her face!

		

		“Fuck me,” she implored Rigby, “oh, God, fuck me hard with your fat dick while my baby watches!”

		

		Brent whined as if someone was squeezing his big balls in a vise, but he kept on fucking me as he witnessed Rigby reaming out his girlfriend’s tight pussy. Tara’s big tits shook and jellied on her heaving chest as Rigby slammed into her again and again, and her twat made the most delicious squishing sound as the thicker cock claimed it.

		

		Abruptly, Tara began making the tiny squeaking noise she always does when she’s about to experience a really big climax. The sensational blonde’s head whipped from side to side and she clawed at Rigby’s back as he nailed her to the mattress with his fat fucker of a cock!

		

		“I…I’m coming!” She screamed after another few seconds of his hot pounding.

		

		Rigby groaned and I saw that he was coming too, right in Tara’s gripping cunt! Brent saw the waves of pearly-white semen oozing out of his girl’s violated pussy and threw back his head and roared out his own ecstasy/agony at the sight, as he began to pump my insides full of his own hot come…

		

		****

		

		“I know you’re a little angry that he came in her without asking you first,” I whispered to Brent as soon as all the fireworks were all over, patting his cheek affectionately. “But you’re going to be glad he did in a few minutes; trust me on that one, Brent-darling.”

		

		Moving away from him and to the sprawled out, come-leaking Tara, I flipped over onto my back next to her, facing the opposite way, and motioned for her to get up onto her hands and knees. She did so and we quickly moved into a sixty-nine position, with her above me.

		

		I had just begun to lick her spunky pussy lips when a huge wad of Rigby’s come oozed down onto my tongue. Gulping it down noisily, I licked for more as Tara began to clean Brent’s come out of my pussy with her tongue.

		

		“Holy hell,” Brent gasped as he watched, “that’s the single most perverse, sexy thing I’ve ever seen!”

		

		“Me too, bro,” Rigby said, eyeing the provocative proceedings right next to his new pal. “My little Page is slightly out of her mind when it comes to sex…but I love it!”

		

		****

		

		“Y-You’re not thinking of letting him do that to you, are you?” Brent asked Tara uneasily.

		

		Rigby was fucking me in the ass as the two of them looked on from across the mattress. Tara turned to her boyfriend and whispered playfully, “I don’t know. He’s awfully big! Do you think I should, baby?”

		

		Brent’s dick was hard as nails as he watched Rigby rutting into me from behind. He murmured, “I don’t know…Page sure seems to be getting off on it!”

		

		I mewled, “Oh, fuck, it’s so hot, taking such a big one up my ass while you two watch!”

		

		“Jesus,” Brent sighed, seeming to come to the realization that Tara was going to be trading places with me in the next few minutes!

		

		His prick pulsed with excitement as she whispered, “Can I, darling? You won’t be mad if I let him…butt-fuck me, will you?”

		

		“Go ahead,” he said, giving in to his girlfriend’s wanton desires with another huge sigh. “I want to see it! I want to see that thick fucker sliding up your cute little asshole!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, my dear God,” Tara whined pitifully as Rigby’s massive cock slid fully into her butt minutes later. “It’s so fucking biiiiiiiiiiiiig!”

		

		Brent’s eyes were bulging out of his head as he watched Tara getting ass-fucked by Rigby’s horsecock. I patted him on the shoulder consolingly for a moment before moving across the bed to the rutting couple and going over onto my back.

		

		As I scooted under Tara, after stopping for a few seconds to feast on her dangling nipples, I whispered up to her, “Here, baby, this should make it feel oh, so much better!”

		

		I wriggled down further on the mattress and began to lick her clit while Rigby continued to have his way with her bottom. Tara sighed and murmured, “Oh, oh, that feels so nice!”

		

		She looked over at Brent and said, “See, honey, Page is so sweet to me! She’s sucking my clit so beautifully while Rigby fucks my ass!”

		

		Brent merely trembled with lust and then knee-walked over to her, saying, “Suck my dick while he fucks you! I want to come in that hot little mouth of yours while he comes in your ass!”

		

		****

		

		“Don’t they ever get tired?” Rigby asked at around three that morning.

		

		He and Brent were stretched out on the bed next to each other, watching as Tara and I sucked pussy. Her boyfriend looked over at Rigby and flashed him a wan little smile as he said, “Not so’s you’d notice, bro. These two can go all night long, believe me!”

		

		“Well, they don’t have to get hard, now do they?”

		

		“That’s their secret,” Brent sighed, looking down at his own flaccid dick.

		

		“Hey, I’ve got an idea,” Rigby said, brightening. “Let’s slip out into the living room and fire up another joint of that super-weed and see if that helps stiffen us up again!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

	
		

		Fast Friends

		

		It was two weeks after our first four-way get together. All of us were lying out by Rigby’s pool: it was around four o’clock in the afternoon and we were finished with our classes for the day.

		

		“Hey, Rig, can I borrow your car to take Tara over to the coast next weekend?” Brent asked.

		

		“I don’t see why not, pal,” Rigby said, sipping his beer. “Page and I are just planning on hanging around my place next weekend. And we can use her Kia to go get groceries or booze, if we run out.”

		

		“Thanks, man,” Brent said, smiling over at his new best friend, “my old beater of a Buick is on its last legs. I’m not sure it’s got that long a drive left in it.”

		

		“We could always take my car,” Tara suggested.

		

		“Nah, go ahead and take the Maserati,” Rigby insisted magnanimously. “You’ll have a great time with it on those twisty coastal roads; much better than you’d have in your Honda, babe.”

		

		She smiled over at Rigby and said, “We probably will at that. A Maserati beats a Honda every time, as far as fun driving goes.”

		

		I continued to rub sun-block into Tara’s fair-skinned back, thinking about how close the four of us had become in the last two weeks, since that first party at Rigby’s. Brent was now comfortable enough with the idea of his girlfriend and his best friend fucking that he could work on a paper at his kitchen table while the two of them were going at it on the couch across the room.

		

		And I could fuck or suck Brent anytime I wanted to, as far as Tara was concerned, and she’d be fine with it; whether she was present or not. The four of us breezed in and out of each other’s apartments without even knocking these days, all of us now having keys to each other’s front doors.

		

		It was the middle of September, so it was still hot in Chico, and all of us had decided that we liked the swimming pool at Rigby’s place the best. So we just naturally tended to converge there after class each day. Sometimes we’d all go back inside his apartment for a group-grope, as we now called our eager foursomes, but usually we just talked and laughed and drank beer together.

		

		We’d split off into couples when we got to feeling horny, either Rigby and I or Brent and I. On one occasion, on a Sunday afternoon, Tara and I used the bedroom to make love while the two guys watched a pro football game on Rigby’s giant, state-of-the-art big screen out in the front room.

		

		Ours was an incestuous relationship, free of jealousy and competition. School seemed to be rolling by quickly this year, floating on a cushion of primo weed and great drugs, provided by Rigby’s endless supply of money, and we all enjoyed the great sex we had together.

		

		But we all knew the holidays would be upon us soon enough, and with them would come the separation that all four of us were dreading. Normally, I’d look forward to seeing my folks and all of my old friends from high school up in Oregon during the Thanksgiving and Christmas/New Years break.

		

		Not this year; I was missing Rigby, Tara, and Brent already. And I knew they felt the same way about not seeing me for long weeks at a time.

		

		It was Rigby who proposed an alternate solution of a sort. Just before Halloween, he asked me to come home with him for Thanksgiving; the way Brent had invited Tara to meet his folks over the Christmas holiday.

		

		“I…I don’t know, Rig,” I told him, startled and very pleased by his unexpected invite. “We haven’t known each other that long. Are you sure?”

		

		He looked down at me with those mirth-filled hazel eyes of his suddenly going very serious as he whispered, “I’m more than sure. You’re not like other girls to me, Page. You’re everything I’ve ever wanted, all rolled up into one girl. And I don’t intend to let you get away!”

		

		My heart nearly stopped when I heard him say that. I realized in that instant that somewhere along the way, my infatuation with this carefree, light-hearted playboy of a guy had turned to love, without me even being aware of it!

		

		“I’ve got to warn you right now,” Rigby said earnestly, “my family is a bit…unusual, just like me.”

		

		“You mean they’re funny, like you are?”

		

		“Not so much,” Rigby said, his face reddening with embarrassment. “You’ll see what I mean when you meet them in person.”

		

		****

		

		“Yeah, I know it’s a little sudden,” I told my dad on the phone that night. “But I am still planning on coming home for Christmas and New Years. Is it okay if I bring my new boyfriend along with me?”

		

		There was a long silence from his end. I was all my parents had, having no brothers or sisters, and I suddenly realized that my not spending an important holiday like Thanksgiving with them would be a crushing blow!

		

		I put my hand over the mouthpiece of my phone and whispered urgently to Rigby, who was standing nearby, watching, “I can’t do this! I’m sorry; my dad just seems…shattered by the whole idea of my not coming home for Thanksgiving!”

		

		Rigby just smiled and said, “Well, if you can’t come home with me, how about me going up there with you instead?”

		

		My face must have brightened instantly when Rigby made that offer. I said to Dad excitedly, “Hey, my new boyfriend just had a great idea! Instead of me going to his folks’ house for Thanksgiving, how about me bringing him home with me to meet both of you?”

		

		My very relieved Dad laughed and said of course that would be okay. Mom and he were just dying to meet this mysterious Rigby guy who I couldn’t seem to quit talking about whenever I called home.

		

		As soon as I got off my cell, I said to Rig, “My hometown isn’t San Diego, like yours is. You’ll probably be bored spitless in a day or so!”

		

		“Don’t worry about it,” Rigby said with a little leer, “I’m sure the two of us can find something to do to pass the time.”

		

		“Not around my folks, we can’t!” I assured him. “I can’t even imagine what they’d say if they caught the two of us fucking!”

		

		He laughed that merry laugh of his and whispered, “Well then, we just won’t let ‘em catch us, will we?”

		

		I thought of him missing Thanksgiving dinner with his parents and asked if they wouldn’t be too disappointed about not seeing him this year. Rigby smiled a wistful little smile and said dismissively, “They’ll live.”

		

		****

		

		“I can’t believe Rig got so serious about you so fast!” Tara told me as we sat waiting for the nail polish we’d just applied to each other’s toenails to dry. “It took me all last year and part of this one to land Brent!”

		

		She held up her new engagement ring, so that the sunlight streaming into her bedroom window made it sparkle. I smiled smugly as I said, “It doesn’t take some of us as long as it does others to get a guy interested.”

		

		A look of concern crossed her face and she blurted out, “Does this sudden change in your relationship with Rig mean the four of us have to stop…‘fooling around’ together?”

		

		“No fucking way!” I said. “I’m not giving up that sweet pussy of yours for Rigby or any other guy!”

		

		She grinned and blushed at the same time as she said, “No, I mean…now that the two of you are serious about one another, aren’t you going to want me to stop…balling Rig?”

		

		“Oh, hell no,” I answered without even thinking about it. “I want everything between the four of us to stay the same; don’t you?”

		

		Tara took a long time, thinking that over, before finally admitting, “Yeah, I think I do. I know I shouldn’t, being a newly engaged-girl and all, but I really do.”

		

		She giggled and added, “I’d miss Rig’s big dick a lot, if I had to give it up!”

		

		I laughed and reminded her that Brent was well-hung himself. She smiled and said, “Yeah, he is. You should know: you’ve sucked him off and fucked him enough times, you little slut!”

		

		Snickering back at her, I said, “Oh, like I haven’t seen you go crazy on Rig’s big cock any number of times!”

		

		After a few seconds had gone by, her face grew serious as she asked me, “Do you ever get jealous, when you’re watching the two of us together?”

		

		I thought about it briefly, and then said, “No, not really; I think it’s hot, seeing you two guys sucking and fucking!”

		

		She grinned and said, “I feel the same way about you and Brent! Isn’t that wild?”

		

		I beamed back at her and said, “We’re just a couple of pervs at heart, I guess!”

		

		****

		

		“Are you sure this big Halloween blow out of yours is such a good idea?” I asked my boyfriend exasperatedly.

		

		The four of us, Rigby, Brent, Tara and I were all sitting around Rig’s dining room table, planning out next week’s big party. I threw up my hands, saying, “I mean, if it goes late into the evening—which it’s almost sure to—we can’t…”

		

		“We can’t what?” He asked good-naturedly.

		

		“We can’t fuck!” Tara told him, picking up on my meaning right away.

		

		“Why can’t we?” Rigby insisted.

		

		“Because the place will be full of other people, you meathead,” Brent sighed, not really angry with Rigby.

		

		You couldn’t really get angry with Rigby; at least not for long. My darling man was just too affable for that to ever happen!

		

		“Yeah, we don’t want it to get around school that the four of us are some sort of perverted fuck-buddies, now do we?” Tara asked.

		

		“We don’t?” Rigby asked with a grin. “I think that would be kind of cool, actually.”

		

		“Asshole,” Brent said, smiling at his friend, “be serious for a minute. Halloween falls on a Wednesday this year. Who wants to stay up all night, waiting for everyone to sober up enough to drive home on a Wednesday? We all have classes the next day!”

		

		“You may just have a point there, partner,” Rigby allowed, after ruminating about what Brent had just said for a few more moments. “But it just doesn’t seem right somehow; throwing a Halloween party on a night that isn’t really Halloween.”

		

		“Well, I’d say the Saturday before Halloween is perfect,” I chimed in. “That way, the four of us would have all day Sunday to…relax together!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that sounds good to me, hot stuff,” Rigby said looking across the table at Tara, “how about you?”

		

		“You know sucking that big dick of yours always sounds fine to me, baby,” Tara whispered to him in her most provocative tone, including a naughty little wink.

		

		She glanced over at Brent mischievously, saying, “No offense meant, my love.”

		

		He laughed and said, “None taken; I like to watch you suck Rig’s fat cock too, you know!”

		

		We all laughed and went back to planning the party…

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

	
		

		Halloween, After-Party

		

		“Ooh, so you’re actually the Devil,” Tara said playfully as she stepped into Rigby’s decorated-to-the-hilt apartment Saturday night and took in Rig’s Satan costume, horns, tail, pitchfork and all, “I’ve always suspected as much!”

		

		“And you’re really a Princess,” he replied with a knowing grin, scoping out her daringly sheer, but not too sheer, Princess costume.

		

		Brent stood next to his fiancé, elaborately dressed as a cowboy, complete with two nickel-plated six-guns, chaps, and boots; along with a ten-gallon hat. I smiled at him and said in a soft voice, “It’s going to take quite a while to get out of that outfit, partner. You’re liable to miss out on some of the after-party fun!”

		

		He smiled and said, “It’s not going to take you long to get out of the little bit of clothes you’re wearing, is it sexy?”

		

		“Not long at all,” I promised him with a provocative little smile.

		

		I was dressed as a genie tonight, complete with diaphanous crimson harem pants, a pair of tiny thong panties beneath them, and a top you could almost, but not quite, make out my nipples through. A cute little cap rounded out my costume and I had on a pair of those ballet slippers with the curled up toe-pieces which matched my bra and harem pants in color.

		

		It was just past nine and Rig’s place was already packed with ghouls, goblins, Robin Hoods, sexy female vampires, and the like. There was an Elvira, Mistress of the Night floating around there somewhere, as well as a Donald Trump look-alike in a fat suit, and even a Colonel Teddy Roosevelt, fresh from his charge up San Juan Hill, in a further nod to presidents, both past and present.

		

		The booze and drugs were flowing freely, as was the loud music and gourmet snacks. Rig had paid to have his party professionally catered, so Tara and I were free from having to act as hostesses, fetching champagne and trays of food for the gathered throng of costumed attendees.

		

		We could just circulate among the guests and enjoy the party. Which we were both doing!

		

		I danced a few numbers with Johnny, Rig’s handsome friend from the pizza parlor that first night. Johnny turned out to be a handsy sort of a guy, but I didn’t mind him squeezing my ass cheeks a little out on the dance floor.

		

		After all, he was cute, this was a party, and I was feeling no pain; having sampled the Ecstasy, some coke, as well as taking a few hits of Rig’s super-weed already, along with downing several cocktails. Plus, I knew Rigby would want me to treat his friend right: not to fuck him or anything like that; but I was sure that letting him have a few harmless feels of the merchandise was perfectly allowable, as far as Rig was concerned.

		

		“I’ve been dying to finally meet you, Page,” Johnny said to me as he caressed my almost bare ass through the harem pants. “You’re all Rig ever talks about these days! The guy is head-over-heels for you; and I’ve never seen him like that before, in all the time I’ve known him.

		

		“I may be letting you feel up my ass right now,” I told him with a sly smile, “but you should know: I feel the same way about him.”

		

		“So, I guess a quick blowjob later on in the evening is out of the question, eh?” He suggested with a leer.

		

		I hit him lightly on the shoulder with my balled up fist and said, “Definitely…but a brief handjob is a possibility, if you play your cards right!”

		

		I’m pretty sure he knew I was just joking with him. But I stayed well away from handsome Johnny during the rest of the party, just in case he didn’t!

		

		****

		

		At around eleven o’clock, I ran into a tall redhead named Pamela who told me pointedly, if somewhat drunkenly, that last year she had been Rigby’s main squeeze! She was very nice-looking, with legs that went on forever, a tightly-rounded little ass, and a set of tits that were way bigger than mine.

		

		“I still don’t see the attraction, you skinny little bitch!” She hissed at me from out of the blue. “It seems like Rigby would break you in half, whenever he fucked you with that humongous dick of his!”

		

		“Don’t judge a book by its cover, honey,” I told her, steel creeping into my voice as I stared up at her.

		

		“Who’s this cunt?” Tara asked just then, coming up to us and sensing right away that things were not going well between Rigby’s ex and me.

		

		Tara was even taller and better built than this Pamela bitch. She glared at the redhead, who finally backed off and disappeared into the crowd of costumed revelers.

		

		“Well, she was dressed as a witch,” I told Tara, tongue in cheek.

		

		“How appropriate,” Tara said, grinning back at me in a big-sisterly fashion.

		

		****

		

		The clock struck twelve and people started to drift off toward home. Some of the more heavy-duty partiers stayed until one, but by one-thirty, it was just Rigby, Tara, Brent, and I, along with the caterers, who were busily cleaning up the place. We sat on the couch and watched the last of the food and party favors being put away, drinking a nightcap and talking about the highpoints of the party.

		

		“I’m surprised you even invited that Pamela bitch, Rig,” Tara chided him.

		

		“I didn’t,” Rigby said, finishing up his brandy, “but she and her friends came anyway.”

		

		“What a snatch,” Brent said, shaking his head. “Getting all up in Page’s face the way she did!”

		

		“She has her good points,” Rigby said with a bad-boy grin.

		

		“Yeah, I saw them nearly busting out of her dress,” Tara said cattily.

		

		The caterers took their leave of us just then, and Tara rolled her shoulders at Rigby, causing her own huge tits to shimmy and sway beneath her sheer outfit, saying, “But they weren’t as nice as mine, were they, baby?”

		

		“No one’s are as nice as yours,” Rigby told her with an answering grin.

		

		“Page’s are close,” Brent said gallantly in my defense.

		

		“Oh, bullshit,” I said, grinning over at him, “I’m practically flat-chested, compared to Tara, and you both know it!”

		

		“Well, let’s just see, shall we?” Rigby suggested; reaching for Tara’s top.

		

		“Let’s take this into the bedroom, where we’ll be more comfortable,” Tara said, standing up…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yeah, Rig; really give it to her!” Brent urged his friend on as Rigby proceeded to lay the meat to Tara.

		

		Brent was inside of me at the time, and the two of us were scant inches away from the wildly-balling other couple. Rigby’s fat dick flew up and down in Tara’s stretched open cunt, making a lewd, sucking sound as it penetrated her sopping-wet pussy.

		

		“It always sounds so…nasty, when he fucks her,” Brent commented with a big sigh. “I know I should be jealous…but I’m not!”

		

		“I’m not either,” I admitted as Brent’s huge dick slammed in and out of me, “I think it’s nothing but hot, doing this together, but with other people!”

		

		“We love it too, don’t we Rig?” Tara asked; her voice tight from her approaching orgasm.

		

		Rigby didn’t comment. He just kept on fucking.

		

		We usually traded partners a few times before we came, but we were all too keyed up and ready to party tonight to do that. Instead, Brent went on balling me like a maniac until he cut loose in my clasping pussy; while Rig drilled Tara until both of them sighed and clung together as he creamed her right at the height of her orgasm.

		

		“Jesus, but that was a good one,” Rig sighed contentedly as he pulled his sated cock out of Tara’s overflowing pussy lips.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, it sure was,” I murmured. “Thanks, Brent.”

		

		He rolled off me and I held out my arms to Rigby, saying, “Come here, and give me some sugar, now that you’ve had your evil way with my roomie!”

		

		We all laughed and changed partners, Brent snuggling in with Tara, and me cuddling up next to Rigby. His mouth tasted a little like Tara’s lipstick, but I was used to that from kissing her myself, so it didn’t bother me at all…

		

		****

		

		“It’s gonna’ be Thanksgiving before you know it, now that it’s almost officially November,” Tara said that Sunday evening at our apartment.

		

		It was dusk and we had just walked in the door from Rigby’s place. We carried our costumes in shopping bags and we tossed them on the couch and went into the kitchen to scrounge ourselves up some kind of dinner.

		

		“We should have eaten at Rig’s before we came home,” I sighed as I looked into the all but empty confines of our refrigerator. “His fridge is always well-stocked, compared to ours.”

		

		“It that because he’s rich or because we’re too fucking lazy to go to the market?” Tara asked bleakly, looking over my shoulder as I continued to search for food.

		

		“We’re busy,” I said, finally closing the refrigerator door. “It’s just that we’re always on the go; too busy to ever go food shopping!”

		

		“Yeah, all that studying you do really cuts into your grocery buying time,” Tara kidded me, her tongue firmly planted in her cheek.

		

		“It’s not my fault I’m so smart,” I answered her sweetly, batting my eyelashes at her like some sort of southern coquette.

		

		“Come on, Brainiac, I’m buying at Carl’s Junior,” she told me, gathering up her sweater.

		

		“Chili-cheese fries?” I asked hopefully.

		

		“Whatever you want, angel,” she said, taking my hand as we left the apartment.

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

	
		

		Thanksgiving In Oregon

		

		“This is a way longer trip than I remembered it being,” Rigby groused as we left California and rolled down Mt. Ashland into my home state.

		

		“Oh, lighten up,” I told him. “At least there hasn’t been much snow yet.”

		

		“I’m glad we brought the Kia instead of my Maserati,” he said. “At least you’ve got all-wheel drive, plus mud and snow tires, so we shouldn’t have to chain up even if we do hit some serious snow.”

		

		“I wanted to take my car anyway,” I told him. “My folks would probably have heart attacks if I rolled into their place in a hundred-thousand dollar Italian honeywagon like yours!”

		

		I grinned over at him and added, “I’m planning on springing you on them in small doses, Rigby, my love!”

		

		He nodded and said, “So I gather they don’t know about my family money yet?”

		

		“It hasn’t come up in the phone conversations I’ve had with my folks,” I told him, cutting my eyes back to the road ahead.

		

		“Am I supposed to act poor, when I’m around your parents?”

		

		“You wouldn’t know how!” I told him with a laugh. “Just be you, but moderate it a little, okay?”

		

		“Is it okay if I pick up the tab for dinner, if we all go out to eat someplace?”

		

		“Yeah, it probably won’t be that much anyway,” I said. “Forest Hills is a hick town, don’t forget. Patterson’s Steak House is about as pricey as it gets. I think you can afford that.”

		

		“Patterson’s, huh; I take it the place is not exactly on a par with Morton’s or Ruth Chris?” He asked with a tiny eye roll on his part.

		

		“Neither in price nor in quality, unfortunately,” I commented. “I doubt you could spend a hundred-and-half there for four people, even if you tried.”

		

		“Oh, come on, with the bar tab and everything…” his voice trailed off as I shook my head “no” vehemently.

		

		“Not a hint of booze around my parents, if you please!” I told him. “They don’t drink and don’t approve of those that do!”

		

		“Jesus H. Christ, Page,” he sighed forlornly as I drove along, “what have you gotten me into?”

		

		****

		

		“So you’re from San Diego?” My dad asked Rigby at dinner that night.

		

		“Yes, sir, that’s right,” Rigby replied, eagerly chowing down on my mom’s pot roast and potatoes, covered in the rich brown gravy that accompanied it.

		

		“Lots of sailors in San Diego, or so I’ve heard,” my mom commented. “You were never a sailor, I take it?”

		

		“Well, my family does own a sailboat,” Rigby told her with his usual charming smile. “Does that count?”

		

		“A sailboat,” my dad said, “that’s nice; how big is it?”

		

		“Our boat is about a fifty footer, give or take,” Rigby replied breezily, going back to his roast and potatoes.

		

		“Boy, that’s a big one!” My dad marveled at such extravagance.

		

		“I have sailed it all by myself a few times,” Rigby told him. “But most of the time when we use the boat, there’s a captain and crew on board.”

		

		“That must be very expensive!” My mother tut-tutted.

		

		“Yeah, I guess it is at that,” Rigby allowed thoughtfully, and then dismissed the matter with a wave of his hand.

		

		“I take it your family is well off, then?” My dad asked him.

		

		‘Uh, yeah, you could say that,” Rigby answered somewhat evasively, looking over at me as he spoke.

		

		He turned back to Mom and said, “This roast is super, Mrs. Benton. How do you get it so tender?”

		

		“Buy a good cut of meat in the first place; then slow roast it until it’s just falling off the bone!” She advised him, beaming at his compliment.

		

		“I could take you by to see my dealership tomorrow, if you’d like,” my dad offered, when there was a lull in the conversation.

		

		“That’d be great,” Rigby said, feigning great interest in seeing a bunch of new John Deere tractors.

		

		****

		

		“Your folks are very nice,” Rigby said as we turned up the driveway, returning from our long walk after dinner.

		

		“How about me; am I nice too?”

		

		“Well, it was awfully nice of you to give me that quick blowjob just now,” he said with a grin. “I’ll sleep better tonight because of it.”

		

		I licked my lips, still tasting his slightly salty come on them, and swallowed noisily, saying, “So will I, darling, with a tummy full of your spunk on board. You know how much I just love sucking you off and swallowing it all for you.”

		

		“I knew there was something I liked about you, Page Benton,” Rigby said teasingly as we walked up to the front porch together.

		

		“Did you two have a nice walk?” My mom wanted to know when we stepped into the front room.

		

		“It was downright exhilarating!” Rigby told her with a straight face. “It nearly took my breath away!”

		

		I discreetly elbowed him in the ribs as we both plopped down on the couch to watch television with them…

		

		****

		

		Rigby really surprised me by winning over both my mom and dad during the next few days. He actually loved looking at all the equipment my dad sold; he was like a six-year old boy with a brand new set of toys, eagerly climbing up on all the tractors, asking what this lever did, or that one.

		

		And when he told Dad that he had a top-of-the-line snow machine by Polaris up at his family’s ski cabin in Aspen, my Dad kept peppering him with all sorts of questions about it: how did he like it? Was it comfortable to ride? What kind of mileage did it get?

		

		It seems Dad was thinking of buying the rights to distribute Polaris snowmobiles in the Forest Hill area, as an adjunct to his tractor and riding mower business. He and Rigby quickly became thick as thieves after that, sitting in the kitchen, discussing the relative merits of the Polaris over comparable Artic Cats or Ski-Doos.

		

		On Wednesday, the day before Thanksgiving, Dad took Rigby pheasant hunting. Because he sold farm equipment to all the big land owners in the area and was friends with them, Dad had permission to hunt on most of the places around Forest Hills.

		

		And Rigby surprised everyone by turning out to be an even better wing-shot than Dad was! It seems he had gotten a very expensive double-barreled shotgun as a present from his father on his twelfth birthday, along with lessons from a well-known pro on how to use it. Rigby had won skeet shooting contests all throughout high school with his new gun.

		

		“Rig knocked down this one big bird a long way out!” Dad told us enthusiastically at Patterson’s Steak House that night. “I didn’t think he could hit him at that range but doggone if he didn’t!”

		

		“It wasn’t that great a shot, Bob,” Rigby told my father modestly. “I’ve made better.”

		

		“I believe it!” My dad exclaimed.

		

		He turned toward me and said, “This is quite a guy you’ve got yourself here, kitten! He’s all man!”

		

		“Well, thank you, Bob,” Rigby told him, sounding sincere. “That’s quite a compliment, coming from a real outdoorsman like you.”

		

		When Rig insisted on picking up the tab for our steak dinners, I thought Dad was going to insist that the two of us get married right then and there…

		

		****

		

		“I’ve found that adding just a few raisins to the dressing helps to make it really moist,” Rigby told Mom as he helped her in the kitchen, “not to mention giving it a little more pizzazz, somehow.”

		

		“Pizzazz,” Mom repeated as though she was still unconvinced, “I’ve never thought about turkey stuffing as having…pizzazz before!”

		

		“Try it,” Rig told her with a wink, “I’m sure you’re going to like the result.”

		

		“Well, if you say so,” Mom said doubtfully, sprinkling in a few raisins.

		

		Rigby was smiling broadly as he said, “I promise you it will be a hit, Mrs. B. Shoot me if I’m wrong!”

		

		“Well, I wouldn’t want to do that,” Mom said, simpering like a schoolgirl as she smiled back at my handsome boyfriend, “Page seems fond as she can be of you, Rigby.”

		

		She looked over at me and added, “And I can’t say that I blame her. You’re such a nice young man!”

		

		Glancing back at my charmer of a boyfriend, she said, “And you must learn to call me Ellen, now that you’re almost part of the family!”

		

		****

		

		“This is the best darned stuffing you’ve ever made, Ellie!” Dad told Mom during Thanksgiving dinner that night. “Where’d you get the idea to add raisins to it?”

		

		“Oh, I don’t know,” Mom said delightedly. “It was just something that came to me.”

		

		Rigby and I laughed but we didn’t rat her out. We simply ate more of the scrumptious meal and kept silent as to the source of the raisins.

		

		Dad and Rigby watched pro football on TV after dinner. And while I knew from experience that Rig didn’t feel right about watching a game without a beer in his hand, he seemed okay with making do with a Pepsi on this particular occasion…

		

		****

		

		“Now you kids drive careful going back!” My dad told us, giving me a big hug and a kiss on the forehead as we stood near my Kia.

		

		When he turned to Rigby and gave him a big, manly hug too, my jaw just about dropped open! My Mom had actual tears in her eyes as she kissed Rigby on the cheek and then whispered to me just before she kissed my cheek in turn, “You don’t want to lose this one, honey! He’s special!”

		

		We got into the car and drove away, both of them waving at us from the driveway until we were out of sight. I turned to Rigby as I drove and said, “I don’t believe it! They both love you!”

		

		Rigby grinned and leaned back in his seat, asking smugly, “What’s not to love?”

		

		“God, they’d both die if they knew how you really are!” I said with a shake of my head.

		

		My hedonist, libertine boyfriend turned toward me with a serious expression on his face and said softly, “They’re both such good people, Page. You’re so lucky to have normal parents; just wait until you meet mine, if you don’t think so!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

	
		

		Christmas In San Diego

		

		We solved the whole having-to be-in-two-places-at-once-at-Christmas-time problem in typical Rigby Simms fashion: he decided that we’d take his dad’s Gulfstream down to San Diego from Chico a few days before Christmas. That way we could spend Christmas Eve at the Simms’ house; and then Rig had arranged for us to take the jet again and land in Eugene, rent a car, and drive south to Forest Hills on Christmas Day, to spend it with my parents.

		

		Was all that expensive…extravagant…bigger than Life? Hell, yes it was; but it was what Rigby wanted, so that’s what we planned to do!

		

		“This must be costing your dad a fortune,” I said as we came down the stairs of his father’s Gulfstream in San Diego the Saturday before Christmas.

		

		“It is,” Rigby whispered as he smiled over at me, taking my arm, “that’s part of the fun of it. Dad will harrumph at the expense involved, but in the end he’ll approve it; just to prove that he can afford such an extravagance!”

		

		I looked at him for a further explanation but he just shrugged and said, “That’s just the way he is. Get used to it.”

		

		The car door of the stretch limousine waiting for us at the foot of the plane’s stairs opened and a tall, elegantly dressed man about fifty years of age got out. He was handsome; like an older version of his son, but harder around the edges somehow.

		

		Rigby stiffened noticeably beside me as father and son’s eyes met and Rigby leaned over to murmur in my ear, “Well, there he is now, Rigby Simms the third.”

		

		I smiled at him and asked, “You’re the fourth man in your family to be named Rigby? You never told me that!”

		

		“Why on earth would I ever mention it?” Rigby said, genuinely surprised by my reaction. “It’s not like it’s an honor or anything!”

		

		“Still, it’s very unusual, you’ll have to admit,” I told him as we reached the ground.

		

		“Everything about my family is unusual,” Rigby muttered somewhat ominously under his breath.

		

		Before I had time to ask him what he’d meant by that, Rigby Simms the third was offering me his hand to shake and saying, “Well, you must be Page? I’m Rigby’s father and I’m so pleased to finally meet you. He talks about you constantly!”

		

		“He says good things about me, I hope?”

		

		“Nothing but good things, I can assure you of that,” Rigby’s father told me as the driver came around the car to put our bags in the limo’s trunk and we all got into the back seat.

		

		I’d never been inside a stretch-limo before. It was a trip!

		

		The interior was as roomy as it could be, and everything seemed to be made either of rich, black leather or burled walnut. The big car smelled wonderful inside and there were all sorts of buttons to activate the various gadgets; there was even a bar!

		

		“Your mother couldn’t come,” the third told the fourth as we began to move, “she wanted to, of course, but she’s having one of those days, I’m afraid.”

		

		“Of course,” Rigby repeated woodenly, opening up the bar and pouring himself a stiff whiskey.

		

		“I’ll have one of those too, if you don’t mind,” his father said, eyeing the cut crystal glassful of Knob Creek in his son’s hand.

		

		He turned toward me and asked, “And how about you, Page? Rigby tells me you’re only nineteen, but I won’t tell if you won’t!”

		

		To my boyfriend’s surprise, I demurred, saying, “Not right now; maybe later, Mr. Simms.”

		

		“Please, you must call me Rigby, Page,” Rigby Simms the third said with a smile.

		

		That will be weird, I thought to myself, since I was used to calling my Rigby, Rigby!

		

		“Of course I will…Rigby,” I answered him somewhat awkwardly.

		

		“Is Donna home yet?” The son asked his father.

		

		“Got in last night, as a matter of fact,” the elder Rigby told the younger.

		

		“Donna’s my little sister,” my boyfriend explained to me. “She’s at Yale, studying guys, as usual!”

		

		“She’s actually doing quite well,” his father corrected him for my benefit. “And Donna is majoring in Business, a truly useful degree.”

		

		He looked over pointedly at his son and added, “Unlike some people I could name.”

		

		Rigby snorted out a short little bark of a laugh, saying, “Oh, come on, Dad; you’ve never used your English degree for anything except a wall decoration for the den and you know it!”

		

		The elder Simms raised an eyebrow at that unkind observation and replied haughtily, “Oh, I don’t know. I’ve been told on several occasions over the years that I write one hell of a business letter!”

		

		****

		

		The driver got on Interstate Five and headed north. We engaged in some more small talk during the thirty minutes it took us to reach the Del Mar Heights mansion that Rigby had grown up in. But I mostly looked out the window and marveled at how beautiful San Diego and its environs were!

		

		I had never been south of Los Angeles before, and I soon discovered that San Diego was a world onto itself. The beaches were spectacular; the sea was a deep, inviting blue, and the weather—even in December—was mild.

		

		It had been a chilly forty degrees when we’d left Chico that morning. But it was a very pleasant sixty-six when we emerged from the limo in the driveway of the most beautiful house I’d ever seen.

		

		The Simms estate overlooked the ocean, and the grounds looked as if they were maintained by a large staff of round-the-clock gardeners. The house itself had obviously been designed by a very gifted architect who had a love of both natural stone surfaces and glass panels, giving the large structure an open, airy feel.

		

		As we made our way inside, and Rigby whispered with a grin, “The place is all windows, so don’t go running around naked if you don’t want the neighbors to see what you’ve got, babe.”

		

		“What neighbors?” I asked wryly. “The nearest house has got to be five-hundred feet away, with lots of landscaped shrubbery and trees in between us and them.”

		

		“Dad does like his privacy,” Rigby said with a shrug.

		

		Our room was a mini-palace! It had been Rigby’s old bedroom, but after he’d left home for college, his mom had completely redecorated it, adding a big sunken Jacuzzi tub with Spanish tiles all around it to the bathroom and a skylight over the king bed.

		

		“We could really have a great time in here!” I said softly to Rigby as a servant put our bags on the bed, so that we could unpack them ourselves.

		

		“We will,” Rigby assured me with a quick lift of his eyebrows. “The whole place is soundproof—my mom has a thing about noise—so no one will hear us.”

		

		“I think it’s very cool and forward-thinking of your folks to let us share the same bedroom. Mine would never do that, unless we were able to show them a marriage license.”

		

		Rigby grinned and said, “I could have one printed up that looked real as hell by the time we go up there for Christmas Day!”

		

		“Then they’d just give us a lot of static about not inviting them to the wedding,” I told him, smiling.

		

		“Some people are just hard to please.”

		

		****

		

		I’d expected to like Donna, Rigby’s sister, a lot when I met her. After all, we were nearly identical in age and we were both going to college; Chico wasn’t exactly Yale, it was true, but…

		

		As it turned out, I ended up not liking her at all! Donna was a statuesque stunner with long auburn hair and an imperious smile that seemed to say: Out of my way, peasants! I’m richer, prettier, and smarter than any of you!

		

		And she seemed totally unimpressed by me, giving me a quick once-over and clearly not thinking much of what she saw. After a brief handshake, she turned rudely away from me and began conversing with her father once more. Rigby also introduced me to the tall, frail-looking woman who was his mother.

		

		Brenda Simms was approximately the same age as her husband—fifty, but she seemed to be a full decade older—with her gaunt figure, her haunted, slightly-crazed-looking blue eyes, and her wan smile. She regarded me as someone might stare at a rabid dog, just before she instructed her servant to shoot it and put it out of its misery.

		

		“So, this little slip of a thing is the Page you keep raving about, Rigby,” she said to her son as she and I shook hands. “I’m very pleased to meet you, dear!”

		

		She didn’t sound pleased. Her tone was about as friendly as her daughter’s had been, and that hadn’t been friendly at all.

		

		“Let me get you a drink, babe,” Rigby said, steering me away from the inner-circle of his family, toward the bar.

		

		“Aren’t they terrible?” He asked brightly in a whispered tone, smiling back at the three of them over my head.

		

		“I hate to admit it, but they are!” I answered him back in a low whisper of my own. “How did you ever stand it; growing up in this house?”

		

		“Lots of booze and drugs,” Rigby answered brightly, mixing me a vodka martini over the rocks, as well as another whiskey for him.

		

		“So much money; so much unhappiness,” I murmured just before taking a sip of my drink.

		

		“Don’t believe those people who say money can buy happiness,” Rigby said, toasting me with his whiskey. “I’m here to tell you that it can’t!”

		

		****

		

		After a wonderful dinner, prepared by the family’s cook and brought to the table by yet another servant, Brenda Simms immediately excused herself and went to her bedroom, saying she wasn’t feeling at all well. Donna then insisted Rigby drive her downtown so she could buy something she professed to need desperately.

		

		Apologizing to me for leaving me alone and saying he’d be as quickly as he could, Rigby bundled his sister into a Mercedes convertible and headed off. That left me alone with the elder Rigby, who invited me into the spacious library, sitting down behind his massive mahogany desk and motioning for me to do the same in one of the two client chairs pushed up in front of it.

		

		“Well, Page, I’ve wanted to have a talk with you and this seems to be the perfect opportunity.”

		

		He opened the large, business-style checkbook lying on his desk blotter and took up a Mount Blanc pen, saying, “Now, just how much is going to cost me to make you disappear from my son’s life, you gold-digging little tramp?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

	
		

		Brass Tacks

		

		I was too shocked by the sudden shift in his demeanor to react right away, sitting across from him in stunned silence. His unexpected rebuke was still ringing in my ears.

		

		He harrumphed and said, “Come, come, my dear; we haven’t got all night! How much will it take?”

		

		“I…I don’t know what you mean!” I managed to stammer at last.

		

		He reached into his top desk drawer and pulled out a manila folder and tossed it across the desk to me.

		

		I opened the folder and was totally blown away to see a signed affidavit from one Dean James Swearington, all dutifully witnessed by two other signatures and notarized. As I glanced quickly through the multi-page document, my heart felt as if it might sink right into my gut!

		

		There was page after page of very accurate, completely lurid descriptions of my wanton behavior at all of those parties DJ and I had attended. I read about encounter after encounter with large, stiff dicks and more than willing pussies!

		

		I looked up in panic at Rigby’s dad. I desperately wanted to say something in my defense, but I found I had nothing to offer.

		

		That was because all of it was true! DJ had even left out some of the raunchier stuff I’d done, but what was here was still damning enough!

		

		“Do you really think I’d let my only son stay involved with a cheap little…nymphomaniac like you, Page?”

		

		His voice was sharp as a rifle shot as it cracked across the desk. He shook his well-barbered head and smiled evilly.

		

		Reaching down an unzipping his trousers, he pulled out a hard cock that was strikingly similar to his son’s, both in length and girth. Waggling it at me, he said, “That dossier says you’re an expert with that lying little mouth of yours. I think I’d like a blowjob. I’ll be glad to add an extra five-thousand dollars to whatever amount you want for taking a hike, Miss Benton, for the privilege of finding out just how good a little cocksucker you really are!”

		

		Tears sprang to my eyes as I stared at him and his monster cock. When his son read this report, he and I would be history—that was for sure!

		

		Even though Rigby liked the down-and-dirty side of me, we had never really talked specifically about how I had acquired my skills in the bedroom! He just knew I was the best he’d ever had: he didn’t have all the details on what I’d done to achieve that level of expertise!

		

		“A girl who could blow over fifteen guys, one right after the other at a wild party; a simple blowjob shouldn’t be too big a challenge for her, I wouldn’t think,” Rigby senior said just then, with a shark-like smile. “I realize my…equipment is rather formidable. But a girl like you has surely dealt with big dicks before, and lots of them?”

		

		I didn’t know what to do! Would it do me any good to plead with this guy?

		

		Looking into the hazel eyes of Rigby’s father, I was struck by how cold and distant they seemed. The sharp contrast with his son’s compassionate, filled-with-mischief eyes of the same hue was striking. No; it was clear that it wouldn’t do any good to ask for this man’s understanding: he had none to give; that was readily apparent!

		

		I even thought briefly of going ahead and sucking him off, in return for his promise of silence. But I dismissed that idea right away as well.

		

		Doing that would only convince the elder Simms that he had me dead-to-rights in the first place; that I was nothing but a little whore! Realizing I was doomed, no matter what course of action I chose to take, I wiped the tears from my eyes and stood up to leave.

		

		“You can suck your own cock,” I whispered the words contemptuously to Rigby’s father as I spun on my heel and left the library

		

		I headed outside, just as Rigby and his sister were emerging from the Mercedes in the driveway. He smiled at me and held out his arms.

		

		Running over to him, I whispered, “Come on; let’s go for a drive. I have something I have to tell you…”

		

		****

		

		Rigby must have thought I had something amorous in mind, because he drove me to straight to a secluded look-out point with a spectacular view of the Pacific Ocean. We were all alone atop that hill, as far as I could tell.

		

		I didn’t know where to begin, but I knew I had to tell him all about my life with JD—before he and I had ever met—before his dad beat me to it. So I decided to open with what had just happened in the library.

		

		“Your…your dad and I had a…talk just now,” I said as evenly as I could manage.

		

		“I suspected as much,” Rigby said. “That little errand with my sis turned out to be complete bullshit. He must have asked her to get me out of the way or something: those two are just alike, that’s why they get along so well together.”

		

		“He apparently had a private detective agency check me out, my background and such,” I told him.

		

		I had seen the business card of a private detective stapled to the inside of the manila folder when I had first opened it. That had surprised me, but after reading the contents of that folder, I wasn’t surprised anymore.

		

		“That sounds just like dear old dad,” Rigby said dismissively. “He doesn’t trust anybody. What could they possibly find out about someone like you? Your parents are as squeaky-clean a couple as I’ve ever met.”

		

		“Yeah, but I’m not!” I blurted, not even thinking about what I was saying.

		

		Rigby looked stunned by that admission, until I said, “Come on, Rig! Haven’t you ever wondered how I learned all those little tricks in the bedroom that delight you so much?”

		

		“We….we talked about that, when we first got together,” he insisted defensively. “Don’t you remember when I asked you if you’d been a teenage escort at your first school?”

		

		I smiled wanly at that memory before saying, “I do, and I told you that I had never been a professional hooker.”

		

		Rigby smiled too, remembering that. I went on to say, “But we never discussed how I learned all the little tricks I know how to do, did we?”

		

		His handsome face grew troubled as he admitted, “No, I guess we didn’t at that.”

		

		“Well…there was this old boyfriend of mine at my last school; a guy named JD Swearington…”

		

		****

		

		It took me the better part of twenty minutes to explain all about JD, his wicked friends, and their insane parties. I didn’t leave anything out, because his father’s report was pretty detailed and I didn’t want any surprises left in there for him to discover.

		

		The normally effusive Rigby sat motionless when I’d finished. He had to wipe away tears before he finally spoke a few minutes later.

		

		“You blew over fifteen guys in a row, huh?” He asked quietly. “That’s impressive; especially for an eighteen-year old girl who was raised as a devout Bible-thumper.”

		

		I began to cry: I should have known he’d react like this! What guy wouldn’t have? Who wanted to hear that his girlfriend had a history as the school slut?

		

		My shoulders shook with emotion and huge sobs racked my chest as I murmured, “Oh, Rig, I’m so sorry I didn’t tell you sooner!”

		

		Neither of us said anything for long moments. He didn’t reach out to comfort me as I cried but neither did he order me out of the car.

		

		At last, I told him in a quiet voice, “If you don’t want me around anymore, I’ll understand.”

		

		The longest twenty seconds of my entire life went by before Rigby said, “’Don’t want you around anymore?’ Are you kidding? I want you around, close by my side, for the rest of my life; don’t you KNOW that by now?”

		

		“But…all those guys I…I…fucked!” I insisted, my eyes misting over anew.

		

		“In a way, it’s hard knowing about all that,” Rigby admitted. “But I realized, the more I thought about it, that it’s all in the past and I can’t change the past. Everyone has one, you know.”

		

		“Yeah, but very few girls have one as…colorful as mine!”

		

		“Colorful; I like that!” Rigby chuckled wryly as he took me into his arms. “My girl has a colorful past!”

		

		“Sounds better than saying she was a big whore when she was eighteen!” I murmured, just before he kissed me.

		

		****

		

		If you’ve never made love in the backseat of a Mercedes convertible, overlooking the blue Pacific, with a guy who really loves you: you should! Rigby and I climaxed in each other’s arms, staring into each other’s eyes, totally enraptured with one another!

		

		“I think that was the single sweetest orgasm I ever had,” I sighed up at him. “Not the most intense; not the most exciting. But easily the sweetest, my darling Rig!”

		

		“I love you so much I can barely stand it,” Rigby said in return.

		

		“So you’re not going to kick me out of the house when your dad shows you that dossier?”

		

		“Fuck him!” Rigby snorted. “He’s always been an asshole; a smug, blue-blooded asshole who thinks he’s better than everyone else.”

		

		“He does have a nice cock, though,” I told him with a straight face.

		

		“C-Cock…how did you see his cock?”

		

		I grinned up at him and told him how his dad had offered me an extra five grand for a blowjob, when he had tried to buy me off. Rigby threw back his head and roared with laughter.

		

		“A five-thou is pretty steep for a blowjob,” he said as he smiled down at me, “even for one of yours, cutie!”

		

		“What…you don’t think I’m worth it?”

		

		I scooted out from underneath him and forced him to sit up in the seat. Taking his flaccid dick in my hand, I said, “Well, I guess I’ll just have to show you how valuable one of my suck-offs can be, won’t I?”

		

		Rigby moaned as I took him all the way into my mouth and began to lave his cock with my tongue. When he finally came down my throat ten minutes later, his screams of ecstasy were so loud I’d be surprised if they hadn’t heard them in downtown San Diego …

		

		****

		

		“I’ve got some rather important reading here for you, my boy,” Rigby senior said to his son portentously after we returned to the house a few minutes later, handing his boy the manila folder while glaring at me as though I was about to get mine.

		

		Rigby just grinned at his father, walked over to the blazing fireplace, and tossed the report into the flames. As we watched it catch fire and start to burn, he said to Rigby senior, “I already know what’s in there. Page told me all about it.”

		

		He turned to face his father and added, “And I don’t give a damn!”

		

		The elder Simms’s face filled with uncertainty; then consternation. He demanded, “Are you saying that you’re going to keep seeing her anyway?”

		

		When his son didn’t answer, he thundered, “You do that, and I’ll cut you out of my will!”

		

		“Go ahead, you old goat,” Rigby challenged him. “I’ve always got grandpa’s trust fund to fall back on and that’s good for at least a million a year. And you can’t do anything about that, either. So give the rest of the money to Donna, for all I care.”

		

		He turned and faced his sister as he said, “At the rate she spends it; I’ll bet she’s broke long before she dies!”

		

		Donna started to stammer something in protest, but Rigby cut her off by saying, “And we’re not staying here for Christmas Eve, either. In fact, we’re leaving right now; so fuck you all, and to all a good night!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

	
		

		Christmas In Oregon

		

		We spent a very comfortable night in the super-swanky Beach Village at the Del. It should have been comfortable: our suite cost over eleven-hundred dollars a night.

		

		“Are you sure you can still afford this, now that you’re cut off?” I asked Rig after we’d checked in.

		

		He snorted with laughter and said, “Don’t worry about it. My dad threatens to cut me out of the will nearly every time we see each other. He hasn’t done it yet.”

		

		When I continued to look worried, he added, “You know how I can tell he isn’t that upset? My credit card still works! When he gets really pissed off at me, that’s always the first thing he does: he calls Visa and has it cut off!”

		

		Realizing from the concerned expression on my face that I didn’t understand what was going on at all, Rigby said, “Look, my dad and I have never gotten along. He’s an arrogant asshole, plain and simple, and I’ve always called him on it.”

		

		He shrugged and said, “My whole family is fucked up! Mom is half crazy, from living with my dad for nearly thirty years. My sister is nothing but a lying, man-hungry cunt—she started fucking my dad when she was thirteen; did I tell you that?—and she’s willing do or say anything in order to stay in Daddy’s good graces!”

		

		My eyes must have gone wide, because he stopped in mid-rant and smiled at me, saying, “I told you my home life was a little…different than yours, didn’t I? Remember when I said you were so lucky to have a set of normal parents?”

		

		I nodded, tears coming to my eyes again, and whispered, “Oh, Rig, it must have been awful, growing up around them!”

		

		“It wasn’t easy,” he admitted. “Why do you think I’m the way I am; never serious, always kidding around?”

		

		His hazel eyes misted over as he continued quietly, “If I really thought about my family much, I’d go crazy, the way Mom did.”

		

		“Your poor sister,” I murmured. “She must have been so traumatized by what happened to her, having sex with a grown man who happens to be your own father!”

		

		“Donna is a natural-born twat,” Rigby insisted dismissively. “She seduced Dad as much as he seduced her. They’re two of a kind; scheming, conniving to get their way all the time. No wonder they get along so well!”

		

		After a second more, he reverted to the old Rigby in knew and loved, joking lamely: “Plus, I guess she sucks a mean cock and he just couldn’t resist her!”

		

		I smiled and took him into my arms, holding him close as he began to cry softly into my hair…

		

		****

		

		“You know, I think my old man secretly respects the way I’ve always defied him,” Rigby said that night, just before we went to sleep.

		

		“Maybe you’re right,” I agreed, squeezing his arm, “maybe that’s why he hasn’t cut off your inheritance, only threatened to.”

		

		“We’ve never seen eye to eye, since I was a teenager,” Rigby said. “Oh, sometimes we’d manage to bury the hatchet for a while—like when he gave me that shotgun and those shooting lessons—he was proud of me for winning all of those skeet-shooting trophies.”

		

		“But it didn’t last,” I guessed.

		

		“No, it’s tough to get really close to a guy who you’ve seen sneaking out of your sister’s room at five in the morning countless times,” Rigby said bitterly, “knowing he’s been fucking her all night while your mother was crying herself to sleep just down the hall…”

		

		****

		

		The Gulfstream stood waiting for us at the airport the next morning, so I guess Rigby had been right about his dad not really being that offended by his actions. We flew to Eugene, picked up our rental car, and then drove south to Forest Hills.

		

		On the way, I phoned my folks and said to expect us a few days early for our Christmas visit. My mom wanted to know if everything had gone alright down in San Diego and, not knowing how to answer that, I instead stalled her by asking about her own Christmas preparations until I finally broke off the connection a few minutes later.

		

		“I just realized we’re going to have to invent some story about why we’re not spending more time with your parents over the holidays,” I said to Rig when I got off the phone with Mom. “We can’t really tell them the truth, now can we?”

		

		“Hmmmmmmmm, that might not be such a good idea,” my boyfriend acknowledged as he thought about it. “The whole incest thing between dear old dad and my sis might cause quite a stir with two serious Christians, like your folks.”

		

		“Something like that might cause a stir with anyone!” I told him.

		

		****

		

		The best we could come up with was that his dad had been suddenly called out of town to handle some business crisis or another, and his sister and his mom had accompanied him, not wanting to miss out on Christmas entirely. Rigby and I had been invited along too, but had thought it best to fly north instead.

		

		“Pretty lame story,” Rigby commented as we got nearer and nearer to Forest Hills.

		

		“Well, it’s the best we’ve been able to come up with so far,” I said, “since saying someone got sick or had a stroke or something would make us seem like the worst sort of heels for leaving them in the middle of a medical emergency!”

		

		“That’s true,” Rigby agreed, “and we don’t want that.”

		

		Rigby’s dad didn’t really do any business; not any more. He just concerned himself with trading stocks every day, making a tidy fortune from doing all that buying and selling.

		

		But my dad and mom didn’t know that, so we felt safe in inventing another life for Rigby Simms the third, one involving running several thriving companies which demanded his constant personal oversight.

		

		“They’ll find out we were lying to them eventually,” Rigby cautioned me, a twinkle of mischief in his eye. “At the wedding, they might get to talking with my parents and find out what big prevaricators we are.”

		

		“Wedding…what wedding?” I murmured.

		

		All of a sudden, I realized what he was talking about, turned in the driver’s seat and punched him in the arm, saying, “There’s not going to be any wedding that I know about! You haven’t even asked me yet!”

		

		The smile left his face as he abruptly became very serious and said in soft voice, “If I did ask you, would you say yes?”

		

		My heart hammered in my chest with happiness. But I wasn’t quite ready to take that big of a plunge yet, so I answered him teasingly, “Maybe…after the holidays are over. If we’re still together!

		

		Rigby said in that same soft voice, “We’re always going to be together, babe. Haven’t you figured that out by now?”

		

		****

		

		We got into Forest Hills just at dusk and drove the two miles out to my parent’s house. As we turned onto the country lane that led past their place, I asked, “Have you thought of a better story to tell my folks yet?”

		

		“No, so I guess we’ll have to go with the busy tycoon thing after all.”

		

		“That kind of sucks, but it’s all we’ve got.”

		

		As we pulled into the driveway in our rented Ford Explorer, the front door opened and my beaming parents stepped out onto the porch to greet us. The house was ablaze with Christmas decorations, as usual.

		

		My dad really loved Christmas; it was his favorite holiday. So he went all out every year and hired a couple of neighbor boys to put up strings of lights and brightly lit lawn figures everywhere around the house.

		

		This year for example, there was a whole herd of reindeer, slowly nodding their mechanical heads as they looked up from eating the grass on the front lawn. Off in one corner of the yard stood Santa’s sleigh and eight more lighted reindeer.

		

		And in between the two displays, there were any number of penguins, elves, and assorted Disney characters; all decked out in their holiday best. Rigby shook his head, a delighted grin on his face as he saw for the first time what I had seen every year for as long as I could remember, growing up here.

		

		“This is great!” He exclaimed happily. “Your family is so cool! My old man is loaded, compared to yours. And yet the best he can do is a few strings of white lights and a door mat that says ‘Seasons Greetings’.”

		

		Maybe he’s too busy banging your little sis to worry about Christmas lights, I thought somewhat maliciously as Rigby braked to a stop in my parent’s snow-covered driveway.

		

		****

		

		“Did you have a good flight up from San Diego?” My dad asked as he helped carry our bags into the house.

		

		“Was it crowded?” My mom wanted to know. “I’ve read that almost every flight is packed to the rafters, this time of the year!”

		

		“Uh…Rigby’s dad has a Gulfstream he lets us use, Mom,” I admitted sheepishly. “So it was just the two of us.”

		

		“A Gulfstream…what’s that?” My naïve mother wanted to know.

		

		“It’s a sixty-five million dollar private jet plane,” my dad said, eyeing Rigby intently.

		

		My boyfriend hastened to explain, “He just leases it. He doesn’t own it!”

		

		“I should hope not,” my dad said. “That would be a criminal waste of capital!”

		

		He gave Rigby a hard look and added, “Still…even the lease on a piece of equipment that pricey must be…”

		

		“Yeah, it’s a lot of money,” Rigby admitted, stepping into the living room. “My dad is very rich, but he’s a bit of a show off too. He couldn’t wait to lease a Gulfstream as soon as the new one came out, just to impress all of his friends.”

		

		“Friends like that aren’t really friends, at least that’s what I’ve observed over the years,” my dad responded coolly.

		

		Rigby smiled and said, “You’re right about that, Bob. They’re more like a pack of weasels.”

		

		Dad smiled back and clapped Rig on the back, saying, “I knew I was right about you, young man! You’re good people, even if you are filthy rich!”

		

		****

		

		“That was another fabulous dinner, Ellen,” Rigby said as we entered the front room from the dining room. “And this is a great Christmas tree!”

		

		The tree was eight feet tall and had more ornaments and lights on it than the much larger one the town of Forest Hills had put up on Main Street. It overflowed with gifts as it always did, even though it was just the four of us.

		

		I saw several for Rigby under there from my doting parents, and my eyes began to mist over…

		

	
		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

	
		

		The Holidays

		

		I caught Rigby tearing up as well several times over the next week. Whenever my folks’ old friends would drop by with cookies, to sit and visit a while in front of that magnificent Christmas tree; or when we’d go downtown to do some shopping and he’d see Forest Hills all lit up from one end to the other—like an old Thomas Kinkade print—he’d whisper under his breath something like, “That’s so cool. Or this is the way it’s supposed to be!”

		

		To my surprise, Rig and Dad’s conversation gradually expanded from the merits of Polaris over Ski-Doos to religion. Since Rigby was a philosophy major, he’d done a lot of reading about Christianity and its origins, the early religion as opposed to Christianity as it was practiced today, and other things Dad found fascinating.

		

		“’You don’t say’,” was a phrase I often heard floating out of the kitchen, where the two of them sat at the table drinking endless cups of coffee and discussing Jesus.

		

		Dad only had two years of community college to his credit, as did mom. And theirs had been far more practical curriculums than Rig’s; business for my father and home economics for my mom.

		

		He’d been in a hurry to launch his retail business and he’d had no time for courses like the Bible as Literature, or Evolution of the Early Christian Church. But Rigby had.

		

		And he’d made the most of them. I knew from our long, rambling discussions during all of the time we’d spent together that some of his professors could read ancient Aramaic—the tongue Jesus had spoken—as well as ancient Hebrew, Latin, and archaic Greek.

		

		Rigby hadn’t gone quite that far himself, but he’d had the benefit of their scholarship. And, despite his carefully-maintained persona as a playboy and hedonist, he’d paid strict attention when they’d lectured, absorbing most of what they’d said.

		

		For example, he amazed Dad by recounting of the conference among the Church’s early bishops; a meeting held somewhere or other on some island in the Mediterranean a few hundred years after Jesus had lived. During that confab there had been a heated discussion wherein which ancient manuscripts to include in the latest revision of the Bible was debated. A bit of horse-trading had apparently taken place at this conference, with one faction yielding to the inclusion of the book of Job in the final edit—which was written in Greek, not Hebrew or Aramaic, and in the form of a five-act tragedy to boot, further raising some eyebrows among the faithful—in return for the other bishops voting to include books they were keen on.

		

		“You…you mean the writing of the Bible was really that…political?” Dad asked in a dumbfounded tone; totally blown away by the idea that men, not God himself, had been the ones to put the Good Book together.

		

		“Oh, yeah, it was,” Rigby told him. “And some of the scrolls they left out were even older than some of those they included. Who’s to say that one was ‘holier’ than another?”

		

		Dad just sat there for long moments, stunned by this revelation. At last he said, “Well, that’s Catholics for you! That’s why I’m proud to be a Baptist!”

		

		Rigby laughed and gently reminded him: “Well, you have to remember, Bob. If it wasn’t for the church in Rome back then, there wouldn’t be a Baptist Church today; or any other kind of Christian assembly, for that matter.”

		

		As dad sat mulling that over, Rigby added, “They were the only game in town for the first few centuries after Christ lived. There were no Baptists, or Presbyterians or Methodists either: there was just the one Church.”

		

		“I never thought of it that way before,” Dad sighed, another life-long prejudice stripped away in an instant.

		

		****

		

		The thing that amazed me about my boyfriend and my father’s long, meandering discussions about religion and God and Christianity, was that they never got angry with each other, although their views were so divergent. Rigby provided facts and research, but my dad brought faith and belief to the table.

		

		He laughed at the end of one of their hour-long back-and-forths and said, “All you say may be true, Rig. It probably is. But faith isn’t about facts and history; faith is about what you feel deep down inside!”

		

		“What I don’t get is how you can believe so strongly in a doctrine that has so many factual holes in it, Bob,” Rigby countered.

		

		“That’s the true secret,” Dad told him. “You either find it within yourself to believe, to have faith, or you don’t.”

		

		They walked out of the kitchen together smiling; my dad’s hand placed affectionately on Rigby’s shoulder. I had hurried back over to the rocker on the other side of the living room, where I sat pretending to be engrossed in a history text book, with nothing to indicate I’d been eavesdropping on their conversation.

		

		I was giddy over how well they got along together; the devout Christian and the agnostic. Because that’s what I was too—an agnostic—when you got right down to it: I wanted to believe but I couldn’t quite bring myself to do it!

		

		****

		

		“Your dad’s at work,” Rigby said with a leer one morning, maneuvering me into the bedroom he was using. “How long is your mom going to be gone grocery shopping?”

		

		“She’ll be gone long enough, if we hurry!” I told him with a devilish grin, hustling out of my clothes as he did the same.

		

		“Damn, but I’ve been missing these,” he sighed as he hefted my bare titties in his palms.

		

		“And I’ve been daydreaming about this big boy for days now!” I said, taking his limp cock in my hand and beginning to stroke it as he played with my nipples.

		

		I looked up at him and whispered, “Skull-fuck me, Rig! I really want to suck it for you!”

		

		Lying on my back on his bed, I scooted over until my head was hanging off the mattress. He moved into position and eased his now very hard dick into my lips and oh, so willing throat.

		

		I gurgled happily as he slid his hard on back and forth, bottoming out in my throat with each lunge, his huge nut sac banging against my nose. Sucking like a wild girl, my tongue never stopping, I soon had Rig moaning and really hunching his fat dick down into my mouth.

		

		If he had shot his nuts off in my throat, I wouldn’t have minded, because I was reaching down, touching my erect nipples with one hand as I Jilled off my overflowing pussy freely in front of him with my other.

		

		“Jesus, that little thing looks wet!” Rigby murmured as he watched me stroking my juicy twat. “I bet my cock would slip right in!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I just bet it would!” I whispered excitedly as he tugged his towering hardness free of my lips and hurried around the bed to join me.

		

		I slid down once more, into the middle of the mattress and, in an instant; he was inside me clear up to those magnificent balls of his! He felt so damned good I nearly came right then!

		

		“Oh, fuck me, Rig!” I pleaded, whispering in his ear as he took me again and again. “I need it so bad!”

		

		“You need it…what about me?” He demanded, tongue in cheek as he grinned down at me. “Days on end of being a good boy; discussing religion with your old man, while fantasizing about his daughter’s hot pussy all the while?”

		

		We chuckled as he tore into me repeatedly. It was wonderful, stealing this naughty moment with my darling Rig!

		

		Like two high school kids fucking while their folks were away, we threw our bodies together in our frantic desire to come; I heard Mom’s car rolling to a stop outside as I felt Rig explode into my clenching pussy while we clung together…

		

		****

		

		If Mom was suspicious about both of us taking showers at the same time, as she put away the groceries—me in the master bedroom bathroom and Rigby showering in the guest bathroom simultaneously—she never let on. I suspected she knew what we’d gotten up to while she was away, but she never said anything about it to Dad.

		

		After all, Rigby was like a son-in-law to her already and I was her baby girl. We could do no wrong in her eyes

		

		She merely asked Rig if he’d had breakfast yet when he emerged from the shower. When he told her that he hadn’t, she fixed us both big plates of bacon and eggs and sat them on the table.

		

		Rigby winked at me as he told her, “These eggs are the freshest I’ve ever tasted, Ellen. And you can’t buy bacon this good down in the city!”

		

		“Our hens never let us down,” she beamed at him approvingly as he ate. “And we get that bacon from a friend of ours; one of Bob’s farmer friends who raises a few hogs on the side and does his own curing. His hams are out of this world, as you’ll see come Christmas Eve. I plan on serving one of them for dinner that night.”

		

		****

		

		On Christmas Eve, after one of Mom’s scrumptious ham dinners, we all repaired to the front room and the tree. It was time to open Christmas presents at the Benton house!

		

		Rigby had been at a loss as to what to get my folks for Christmas. I’d told him to buy Mom something she would have never gotten for herself and to apply the same principle to his gift for Dad

		

		As the three of them sat watching excitedly, I sat down in front of the tree and began doling out the gifts. I had the most to open; a small mountain of gaily wrapped presents lay in front of me once everything had been sorted out.

		

		But Rigby hadn’t done badly considering—in our haste to leave his parent’s house—we hadn’t stopped to look for any gifts that might have been his under the tree in San Diego; so they were still there as far as we knew. This evening, he had something from Mom, something from Dad, and a gift from the both of them, as well as a few small things that I’d gotten him, of course.

		

		We took turns opening them up, so that everybody could join in the fun of seeing the other person’s reaction to his or her gift. Having the most to open, I started things off by unwrapping my parent’s present to me.

		

		It was a new laptop, one with all the bells and whistles. My old computer was a holdover from high school and while adequate, it wasn’t nearly as nice as this one was!

		

		“Oh, this is so cool!” I exclaimed, looking up at Mom and Dad as they watched my eyes light up, just like when I’d been a little girl and had gotten the latest edition of Barbie for Christmas.

		

		Rigby got a sweater, which I doubted he’d ever wear, from the two of them. But he acted as if he was thrilled with it.

		

		Dad received a new pocket knife from Mom; he’d somehow managed to lose the one he’d had since he’d been a boy just last week. They joked that when the old one eventually turned up, he’d now have a spare.

		

		Mom got a new purse from Dad, an expensive one that she would have never bought for herself. It made me think of my advice to Rigby about my parents’ presents and wondered just what he’d gotten them.

		

		On the third round of gift-opening, I found out!

		

		The broach he had picked out for Mom wasn’t big or gaudy, but it had come from Harry Winston, Jeweler to the Stars, so I knew it had to have been expensive beyond belief. It was a small cross made of red rubies, surrounded by diamond chips.

		

		“Oh, Rigby, this is so gorgeous!” Mom said excitedly, clearly not knowing how expensive her gift had been but loving it anyway.

		

		Dad opened his present from his prospective son in law and his jaw dropped open. It was a Christmas card, along with a small certificate which stated that a new Royal model twelve gauge was being hand-crafted for him in London by Holland and Holland and would be shipped to him later that winter, as soon as it was finished.

		

		“I-I’ve read that those shotguns can cost more than a hundred-thousand dollars apiece!” My Dad whispered in obvious amazement.

		

		“Well, they’re the best in the world,” Rigby explained modestly, his face turning red, “and I know how much you like to bird hunt, Bob.”

		

		“I-I don’t know what to say!”

		

		“How about…‘thanks for the gun…let’s open another one of Page’s presents’?” Rigby suggested with a huge grin.

		

		****

		

		Rigby had gotten me a diamond pendant for Christmas. It was also from Harry Winston, so I knew it had been super-expensive.

		

		“It wasn’t the diamond accessory that I wanted to be shopping for,” Rigby whispered in my ear as he stood behind me and clasped it around my neck. “But you haven’t said ‘yes’ yet.”

		

		I turned to face him and murmured, “Ask me this spring. I might be ready by then to say yes, if you haven’t changed your mind by then.”

		

		“Not a chance,” he said, and then he gathered me into his arms and kissed me, right in front of my smiling parents!

		

	
		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

	
		

		New Years in Aspen

		

		“How did your Christmas go?” I asked Tara on the phone the day after the big holiday.

		

		“Great, Colorado is beautiful this time of the year; like a Christmas card come to life!” Tara gushed excitedly. “And Brent’s folks are so nice!”

		

		“What did your folks say, about you choosing to spend Christmas with Brent and his parents out in Colorado this year instead of with them?”

		

		“Oh, they were a little…sad at first; I’d guess you’d have to say, not having me at home,” Tara said, “but they had Jack and Nancy, my brother and sister, home for the holidays. And they did understand that, now that I’m engaged, things were bound to change.”

		

		She waited a moment and then asked, “So, how did your meeting Rig’s parents down in San Diego go?”

		

		I gave a short, bitter laugh and then launched into my tale about me and Rigby the third, and his offer to buy me off. Tara gasped when I told her about Rigby’s dad showing me his hard cock and offering me five thousand dollars to blow him!

		

		“Jesus H. Christ, Page, could things have gone any worse than they did?” Tara sighed.

		

		“Well, Rigby’s dad threatened to cut him out of his will if he kept on seeing me,” I added, drawing another gasp of shocked surprise.

		

		“We ended up leaving that night and staying in a hotel,” I told her, finishing up my sad recounting of the aborted Christmas visit to San Diego. “We flew up to Eugene the next day—on Rigby the third’s private jet, so he wasn’t really that mad at Rig, I guess—and spent the rest of Christmas break at my folks’ house. That’s gone super-well; we’re still there!”

		

		I waited a second before adding, “My parents are now convinced that the sun rises and sets on Rigby Simms the fourth. If I don’t marry him, they’re going to be soooooo disappointed!”

		

		“Are you…going to marry him, I mean?” Tara asked me breathlessly.

		

		Smiling into the phone, I said, “I kinda’ think I am! But don’t tell Rig yet! I want to keep him guessing just a little while longer.”

		

		“You’re a devil-child, Page Benton!” Tara said, giggling along with me…

		

		****

		

		“Hey, I’ve got an idea!” Rigby said after hearing about my phone call to Tara.

		

		Well, most of it anyway. I left out the part about me eventually saying yes to his marriage proposal.

		

		“Let’s fly out there and spend New Years Eve with them in Colorado!” Rigby went on excitedly. “We could meet Tara and Brent up in Aspen, at my parents’ place, and party the night away, just the four of us! How does that sound?”

		

		“It sounds great,” I said hesitantly. “But there are a couple of drawbacks to your plan. What if Tara and Brent already have plans for New Years Eve? And what will your dad say about our tying up his jet that long; what if he wants to use it, or the place out in Aspen for that matter?”

		

		“He’s not going anywhere,” Rigby snorted with laughter. “I know that already. Mom never liked Aspen in the wintertime—she’s not much of a skier—and snow really isn’t her thing.”

		

		Rigby looked at me and said, “She’s more of a Maui person at this time of the year. We have a house there too, right on the beach. I’ll have to take you sometime; when my family’s not there, of course.”

		

		“Of course,” I agreed with a smile. I didn’t mention it to Rig, but I thought I’d seen quite enough of the screwed up Simms clan for one year!

		

		****

		

		“God, New Years Eve in Aspen with my three favorite people on earth: what could be better?” Tara blurted when I asked her if she and Brent could make it. “We had tentative party plans with a couple of Brent’s old high school classmates, but your idea sounds so much greater!”

		

		“Actually, its Rigby’s idea,” I corrected her, beaming at the notion of spending New Years with Tara and Brent in a spectacular mountain cabin. “He’s the party animal between the two of us.”

		

		Tara chortled and said, “That’s not what I hear, girlfriend!”

		

		I thought about JD and all of those parties and said primly into the phone, “My wild party days are behind me, thank you very much!”

		

		“Oh, are the four of us going to just sit around the cabin, playing gin rummy?” Tara demanded slyly.

		

		“That’s different,” I said, thinking about how great it would be to party with Tara and Brent again, after the long, protracted—largely sexless—stay at my parents’ house.

		

		“It’s very different,” Tara agreed with a provocative little growl in her voice, “and I’ve been missing it so damn much, haven’t you?”

		

		“Oh, yeah,” I sighed.

		

		****

		

		My folks were sorry to see us cut our visit short, but we promised we’d be up for a few days in the spring. They understood that we were anxious to see our friends out in Colorado.

		

		I was surprised at how fast my parents were adapting to the idea of me having a boyfriend who could give out hundred-thousand dollar Christmas presents without blinking an eye and who had use of a private jet that would take him—and me—anywhere at a moment’s notice. They seemed a little awed by Rigby’s lifestyle, but okay with it; just like I was!

		

		“I can’t get over how terrific they both are,” my boyfriend marveled as we tooled through Forest Hills and got back on Interstate Five, heading south for the airport, “especially when you compare them to my lame excuse for a family.”

		

		“Hey, let’s not talk about them anymore, okay?” I said, running my fingers over his shoulders as he drove.

		

		“You know, my folks think you’re pretty great, too,” I told him after another mile had rolled by. “I’m surprised you like to spend time in Forest Hills so much; what with the no booze policy my parents have.”

		

		“That part is a little hard to take, I’ll have to admit,” Rigby said, smiling over at me. “But the other parts more than make up for it. Besides, I think my liver could use a small rest from time to time.”

		

		****

		

		We were “wheels up”—to use Rigby’s term for take off—by one-thirty and landing in Aspen two and a half hours later. Since Rigby’s dad kept a top-of-the-line Land Rover at their cabin for the family to use whenever they were in Colorado, we didn’t bother to rent a car. We took a cab from the airport to the Simms’ place.

		

		Tara and Brent were waiting in the driveway in Tara’s little blue Honda Pilot when we pulled up. We got out of the cab, unloaded our suitcases and then rushed over to greet our friends.

		

		“Hey, I thought you two wouldn’t be here until later today,” Rigby called out to the pair as they emerged from the Honda.

		

		“Tara couldn’t wait!” Brent announced with a grin, giving Rigby a bear hug. “She wanted to see the two of you so badly, and she was very curious about this place.”

		

		He looked up at the “cabin”, which wasn’t really a cabin at all. It was a towering edifice made of natural rock which reminded me a little of a European castle.

		

		Rigby had told me that there were eight bedrooms, all of them having in-suite bathrooms, a huge great room with a vaulted, forty-foot high ceiling, and a fireplace big enough for him to step into without ducking his head! It also featured a twelve-seat wet bar, the latest in flat screen home entertainment technology, plus an outside Jacuzzi, built on a private back deck, where nude hot-tubbing was the rule and not the exception.

		

		I shuddered a little internally as I pictured Rigby the third and his daughter out there in the hot tub, bubbling away, before coming into the house and fucking each other right in front of that massive fireplace. Rigby’s family was weird: there was no doubt about that!

		

		“Sweetie, you’re looking so good!” Tara said, taking me in her arms.

		

		We shared a hot, tongue-filled kiss which just about caused the departing cabbie to run off the road as he checked us out in his rearview mirror, watching us girls swap spit. Rigby and Brent got a big laugh out of that.

		

		“I wouldn’t have given that guy such a big tip if I knew he’d get that big a jolt out of seeing Tara and Page macking on one another!” Rigby said with a chuckle, stooping over to gather up our suitcases.

		

		“Yeah, I think seeing that kiss should have been tip enough for him,” Brent agreed, going over to the Honda to get their bags.

		

		Rigby opened the front door and we all went inside. It was freezing inside the big, empty house but Rigby started a fire right away in the massive fireplace and set the thermostat at a comfortable seventy-two degrees so the big house would start warming up.

		

		I couldn’t help but notice there was a real bearskin rug right in front of the hearth, and the image of Rigby’s dad and his sister writhing around naked on that furry surface sprang back into my mind. Shaking my head as if to clear those unwanted images from it, I made my way over to the bar and turned to Rigby, saying, “Got any brandy, to help warm a freezing girl up?”

		

		“Sure thing, honey,” Rigby said, turning to Brent. “How about playing bartender for the girls while I fill up the Jacuzzi and set it to heating up, buddy?”

		

		“You’re thinking of using an outside Jacuzzi…here?” Brent said doubtfully. “We’ll all freeze to death!”

		

		“Just you wait an hour or so, and we’ll see what you say then,” Rigby replied with that trademark confident grin of his.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty

		

	
		

		Don’t Stop!

		

		“Well, bud; what do you think now?” Rig asked Brent with a cocky grin in place.

		

		“I say this is the life!” Brent sighed blissfully.

		

		The four of us sat naked in the hot, gurgling Jacuzzi, just sipping our thirty year old brandy and gazing across the valley below us and at the town of Aspen, as well as the Sawatch and Elk mountain ranges surrounding us. Naturally at this time of the year, in late December, they were covered in a deep blanket of pristine white.

		

		“Do you want a blowjob first, or a fuck?” Tara asked Rigby in a sexy stage whisper, wrapping her fist around his semi-hard cock under the bubbling water.

		

		He looked over at me and said with a huge smile, “Either one sounds fine. What do you think, Page-honey?”

		

		“I love the way Tara sucks you off,” I told him evenly, fighting back a smile. “I adore making out with her when she has a big mouthful of your hot spunk for us to share.”

		

		Rigby sighed blissfully and looked over at Brent, who was seated next to me in the big hot tub. He asked, “Does it get any better than this, pal?”

		

		I took Brent’s hard cock in my hand just then, under the water, and began stroking it slowly, the way Tara was toying with Rig’s. Tara’s fiancé groaned lightly as I caressed him and answered with a satisfied smile, “No, I don’t guess it does at that.”

		

		“Wait till we move inside, boys,” I promised them in a breathy whisper, “It’s about to get so good you’ll barely be able to stand it!”

		

		“Oh, why is that?” Rigby asked me.

		

		“Because I’ve been on my best behavior for days on end now,” I told him with a smile. “And I can’t wait for that to be over!”

		

		“Me, too,” Tara agreed, grinning at me from across the Jacuzzi. “Brent’s parents had us staying in separate bedrooms, since we’re not married yet. We managed a few quickies while we were at their house, but that just left me longing for more!”

		

		****

		

		And more was just what we gave the boys when all of us went back inside the house. The heating system had done its job perfectly, so we didn’t need clothes once we were dried off and back in front of the fireplace.

		

		Tara and I knelt naked on that bearskin rug, in front of the crackling fire, and began taking turns sucking off Rig and Brent’s hard cocks. First they stood on either side of me, and I’d alternate between deep-throating them and stroking them, my head on a swivel, as I went back and forth from dick to dick.

		

		Then they’d move a few steps, over to where Tara knelt, and she’d do the same. It was incredible fun for all four of us, watching the dueling blowjobs, with Tara and I each vying to outdo the other as the superior cocksucker!

		

		Of course Rig and Brent loved it, getting enthusiastic head from two naked girls, each of them trying to out-suck the other. I had to give my tall blonde roommate high marks for her tongue-work, but I was still clearly better at taking both hard pricks in my mouth and throat—all the way up to their respective ball sacs effortlessly—without ever gagging or choking on them.

		

		A year spent sucking off a group of humongous cocks at DJ’s parties had made me an expert at blowing really big ones; and fucking them, too for that matter. But that was for later: right now—it was all about blowjobs!

		

		“Oh, man, talk about a dream come true, Rig,” Brent sighed just then. “Having two honeys like these taking turns sucking your cock is every man’s fantasy realized!”

		

		The two men stepped away from me in unison and moved over to Tara, who took Rigby’s prick in deep, licking at it wildly as she did so. He groaned at how nice that felt and said, “Tara’s lips on my boner are no fantasy, partner! Your girl is giving my dick a real going over, that’s for sure!”

		

		Brent grinned happily and looked over at me as he said, “Well, Page is no slouch either, when it comes to pleasing a man with that little mouth of hers.”

		

		Tara panted, as she switched cocks and took Rigby’s in her hand to stoke while she leaned over towards Brent’s, “We both love sucking these big monsters, darling; you know that! Now, which one of us is going to get the first load of spunk to swallow this evening, that’s the question?”

		

		I knee-walked over to the trio and whispered, “I think we should share! There’s bound to be enough for both of us, after this long draught the boys have had to put up with!”

		

		Tara’s lips glided up and down her fiancé’s hard on a few more times; then she changed dicks again, hefting Brent’s in her fist as she leaned towards Rig’s. As she did so, she managed to answer me in a breathy whisper, “That for sure, babe. These guys always manage to shoot a big load even when they haven’t been saving it up for days at a time!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, they sure do,” I murmured, reaching out and running my hands up and down the backs of Brent and Rigby’s legs, stopping at the top to give their ass cheeks a little squeeze. “That’s one thing I love about both of them!”

		

		“Well, I for one am glad of that,” Rigby gasped, a pronounced shiver gripping his body as the hot blonde sucked at him hungrily, “because I’m about deposit one of those huge loads in Tara’s throat right now! How about you, Brent, are you ready too?”

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Brent sighed, tilting his head back in gathering bliss as his big balls tightened up in their furry sac, “any time now, brother!”

		

		As if Tara and I had choreographed it in advance, I moved forward and took her boyfriend’s ready-to-spurt cock from her fist and guided it deep into my throat. I began to suck and lick in earnest as I heard Rig groan, “Oh, fuck, Tara, here it is, and, God but there’s a ton of it for you to swallow!”

		

		Tara made a little cooing sound, followed by a gulping noise and I knew that Rigby was really painting her tonsils with spunk! Brent moaned as well and I was immediately inundated by a gush of hot cock cream so large it threatened to spill out of my sucking lips and cascade down onto my titties!

		

		That would have been okay, too, I realized, as I swallowed noisily. That visual would have just made the boys come even harder!

		

		When the first four or five jets were safely in our tummies, Tara and I traded off cocks. I swallowed a big mouthful of Rig’s goo eagerly, comparing it to Brent’s as it flowed down my throat.

		

		Both were rich and thick and oh, so warm! Rig’s was a little saltier than Brent’s, but I loved them both! I really did…

		

		****

		

		“Well, they’re both useless for a while,” Tara said with a naughty little grin as Brent’s spent cock slipped from her come-covered lips.

		

		Her tongue licked off the clinging man-cream. After she had made a big show of swallowing it with gusto, she came towards me on her hands and knees, her bright green eyes still alive with lust. I smiled back at her and opened my arms, saying, “Good thing we have each other, isn’t it, babe?”

		

		“It’s a damn good thing!” Tara agreed as she straightened back up and we embraced each other.

		

		I could taste both men’s semen in her mouth as our lips met and our tongues began to dance with one another. Her big, familiar tits felt so right against mine as we kissed passionately and rubbed our nipples together!

		

		“Lord, but I’ve missed seeing that,” Rigby sighed.

		

		“Me too,” Brent admitted. “Tara and I fooled around a little in Denver, at my folks’ house when they were gone, but Page sure as hell wasn’t there.”

		

		“We did the same up in Oregon, whenever we could, which wasn’t often,” Rigby sympathized, “but having Tara here adds a whole new dimension to things!”

		

		We two girls had moved on to sucking each other’s swollen-with-arousal nipples as we gently stroked each other’s hair. Soon, she was on her back and I was sixty-nining with her like a crazy woman.

		

		“Look at those little tongues of theirs work, would you?” Rigby said, letting out a deep breath as he watched us eagerly licking each other’s slits.

		

		“I don’t blame them,” Brent commented dreamily. “Both those little pussies are as sweet and juicy as they can be!”

		

		I looked up as he said that and pleaded, “Oh, God, Brent; fuck me in the ass while Tara eats me!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

	
		

		Learning New Tricks

		

		Brent looked over at Rigby, who just smiled and handed his buddy a tube of lubricant. Scrambling into position behind me and I sighed as I felt a big squirt of the slippery gel going into my bottom, followed closely by Brent’s long, thick cock!

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” I murmured down into Tara’s gushing gash.

		

		She pulled her lips away from my pussy momentarily to murmur, “Does my Brent’s big dick feel good up that tiny little asshole of yours, baby?”

		

		I moaned again and began eagerly twerking my butt to meet his every thrust. Tara redoubled her efforts with her lively tongue on my clit and the two of them soon had me poised on the brink of a huge orgasm!

		

		“That’s it, children, really give it to her!” Rigby said to them with a Buddha-like smile on his face as he watched both of them ravishing me. “My poor little Page needs to come, and come hard…all night long!”

		

		I thought my head was going to explode with the intensity of my orgasm when it hit me seconds later. Squealing with joy down into Tara’s slippery cunt lips, I came and came as Brent continued to ram his formidable prick into my bottom.

		

		Because he had just dumped his first load of the evening into our bellies, Brent was able to hold off from coming along with me. His rigid dick was still as hard as ever up my stretched-open ass when Tara and I finally stopped shivering through our shared climaxes.

		

		“F-Fuck me, Rig,” I all but begged my on-looking boyfriend, sucking in just enough breath to whisper my plea up at him, “fuck me in the pussy while Brent keeps on reaming out my ass!”

		

		We’d DP’d a bunch of times before, so I knew I could take it. But Rigby’s fireplug of a cock still felt huge when it slid deep into my pussy.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, it’s so good!” I cooed to nobody in particular.

		

		Tara’s emerald green eyes still glowed with arousal. She had come hard on my lapping tongue just moments ago, but I could see she still wanted more!

		

		“Brent,” I moaned, hunching my body downward onto both of their buried pricks, “do my ass reverse cowgirl style, so you can eat Tara’s pussy at the same time!”

		

		With some difficulty, Brent twisted around beneath me and got into the on-his-back position I had requested. Tara didn’t waste a second before squatting over his face and then dropping her knees down on each side of his head.

		

		“Ooh, baby, that’s it!” She hissed excitedly as she brought her juicy cunt lips against her man’s face and he began to tongue her clit. “Suck me! Use that hot tongue on me, while you suck my clit darling!”

		

		I groaned in gathering bliss as Rigby started twisting my very erect little nipples while he and Brent banged me. I leaned back and whispered to Tara, my bare right back up against hers, “Rig’s playing with my nippies! Fuck, babe…I’m on fire with the need to come!”

		

		Not to be outdone, Brent reached up and began to tug and twist at Tara’s fat nipples as he ate her. The blonde stunner moaned way down deep in her throat before whispering, “God, this so fucking haaawwwttt! I didn’t know this position even existed!”

		

		“It’s a new one on me, too,” I said, my voice sounding tighter than usual because I was about to explode into orgasm once more. “But I think I love it!”

		

		“I…I can’t take much more!” Brent exclaimed after a few more upward-lunging strokes. “Page’s little ass is just too tight!”

		

		“Cream her tight butt, buddy,” Rig sighed in ecstasy, “while I spunk her pussy!”

		

		I started to shriek as jet after jet of their hot come started to pulse into both my clasping holes at once! Tara’s voice joined mine as she began to come on Brent’s wriggly tongue …

		

		****

		

		“That was incredible,” Rig said as he and I stepped from shower. “We all came together!”

		

		“That’s nothing new,” I shrugged as I began to towel off. “The four of us do that all the time.”

		

		“Yeah, but that position was sure new and wild!” Tara insisted as she watched us drying off our bodies.

		

		She and Brent had hit the shower before us, so both of them were all dry as they waiting for us in the master bedroom’s huge bathroom. Tara said, “I want to do that too! Only I want Rig up my ass and my darling Brent in my pussy!”

		

		I smiled over at Rigby and said, “That means you’ll have to eat pussy and ass-fuck at the same time, cowboy. Do you think you can handle it?”

		

		Rigby just grinned back and said, “Hey, I’m a multi-tasker from way back. I am capable of walking and chewing gum at the same time, I’ll have you know.”

		

		“I’ll hold you to that,” I warned him. “I’ll be expecting to come right along with you three, the way Tara did!”

		

		****

		

		“G-God but her little butt is tight!” Rigby puffed as he powered up into Tara’s bunghole minutes later, while Brent busily had his way with her pussy.

		

		“Is hers tighter than mine?” I asked slyly, loving the way his mouth felt on my sex and his hands felt on my firm breasts.

		

		Rigby mumbled something up into my pussy and kept right on eating my slippery twat. I grinned down at him and said, “Oh, no, you don’t Buster! Answer my question!”

		

		“It’s a toss-up,” Rigby murmured, coming up for air once more. He smiled up at me and said, “I guess I’ll have to butt fuck you right after I get done with Tara, so I can compare and contrast, as the essay questions like to put it!”

		

		“Promises, promises,” I sighed my cunt feeling fantastic and my titties singing with joy, “you’ll no doubt be too fucked-out to even get it up again tonight, after you blow off inside Tara’s sweet ass!”

		

		Rigby just wriggled his eyebrows at me and went back to licking…

		

		****

		

		“I loved that!” Tara announced blissfully, when she had regained enough breath to speak again after the spectacular orgasm she had just screamed her way through, triggered by the torrid double-penetration.

		

		“What’s not to love about two guys shooting their wads into you at once?” I asked her, stretching out languidly on the bed, basking in how well my darling Rigby had eaten me just now.

		

		Tara looked over and a pair of limp but very satisfied dicks and asked, “What do you want to do now, while we wait for those two to come back to life?”

		

		“Well, you do have an extremely spunk-filled ass and pussy,” I said, licking my lips in anticipation. “And I’m just the girl to clean you up!”

		

		I pushed her over onto her back and crawled in between her long legs on my tummy. Her little pink slit was just oozing cock cream—reminding me of a custard-filled pastry of some sort—and her tiny rosebud of an asshole was doing the same!

		

		“They both look yummy!” I told her excitedly. “I don’t know where to start!”

		

		“Holy Jesus, that’s hot!” Brent sighed as my tongue slowly disappeared up Tara’s ass.

		

		“It certainly is,” Rigby agreed. “I think my dick is getting hard again, even as we speak, pal!”

		

		****

		

		“I’ve missed this so much,” Brent let out a deep breath as he fucked me furiously.

		

		“I have too,” Rigby told him, as he balled Tara’s brains out right beside us.

		

		“Do you want to switch off for a while?”

		

		“Sure, why not,” Rigby answered, trading places with Brent.

		

		“Is he fucking my girl just the way she likes it tonight?” My boyfriend asked me as he slipped inside my wet pussy mouth and began to giving me a teeth-rattling fuck.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, he sure is,” I sighed in complete ecstasy. “But, then, so are you, darling!”

		

		The four of us rutted in silence for a minute or two and then I asked, “What about Tara? Is she treating my Rigby right this evening?”

		

		“She couldn’t be nicer,” he answered, beaming over at Tara as Brent really laid the meat to her.

		

		“Do you want to come in me or her this time, sweetie?”

		

		“Let’s just see how it goes,” he grinned down at me happily. “Either way is fine with me!”

		

		We switched off twice more, our fucking now more leisurely and relaxed yet still vigorous. In the end, Rigby came in Tara and Brent went off inside me.

		

		I felt that was just as it should be, since we hadn’t done that for a while, before tonight. Brent always gave me a big creampie, whether he came in my ass, my pussy, or I was sucking him off.

		

		And that was just the way I liked it!

		

		****

		

		It was just the four of us on New Years Eve. We rang in the New Year naked in the hot tub, with Brent’s dick in my mouth and Rig’s in Tara’s.

		

		The boys gave us big mouthfuls of jism to swallow and then we all shared a Champagne toast to a wonderful, joy-filled new year. I kissed Rigby, then Tara, and finally Brent as the illegal fireworks and gunshots went off in Aspen, formally marking midnight…

		

		College football games, a big catered meal, and camaraderie were the order of the day on New Years itself; plus lots and lots of sex! Tara and I fucked both guys incessantly, when we weren’t busy sucking pussies together!

		

		“This has been the perfect way to spend New Years, for my money,” Tara said when we got ready to go to sleep that night.

		

		“Let’s be sure to do it again next year,” Rigby said, from the other side of the king bed.

		

		We were laying with the two guys on the outside of the bed and the two of us girls in the middle. Rigby was starting the night off on my side of the bed, but I knew full well that by morning, Brent would have taken his spot more than once.

		

		I was looking forward to it, as I knew Tara was…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		

	
		

		Return

		

		“Man, this is the way to travel!” Brent exclaimed as we lifted off the runway in Aspen the day after New Years, headed back toward California.

		

		“I still feel funny about leaving my car in Colorado,” Tara said, wistfully staring back at Aspen as it got smaller and smaller in the Gulfstream’s window, as though if she looked hard enough, she still might be able to pick out her tiny blue Honda parked in front of the Simms’ mountain retreat.

		

		“The car transportation service I hired to pick it up and truck it out to Chico is top notch,” Rigby assured her. “Your Honda should be back in town by next Monday, when classes start.”

		

		“We can always use my Buick until it shows up,” Brent reminded her.

		

		Tara drank some of her champagne and smiled, clearly reassured by their words. She lay back and luxuriated in the Gulfstream’s leather seat, grinning over at Rigby and saying, “I’ll have to admit, spending two and half hours in the sky in this flying pussywagon of yours sure beats slogging it out on the snowy roads for eighteen hours in my Honda!

		

		“You can say that again,” Brent said with a sigh, reaching over and fondling my braless tits through the light sweater I wore, “and this mode of travel comes with some super-side benefits, eh, Rig?”

		

		Rigby didn’t say anything, now that his dick was all the way inside of Tara’s mouth and she was enthusiastically sucking on it. The two of them were seated on one side of the plane, while Brent and I sat together on the other. It looked to be a pleasant flight home and an eventful two and half hours…

		

		****

		

		“I’ve never had more fun in my life,” Tara sighed as we finished putting away our clothes and went into the kitchen. “That plane ride was fantastic…and that cabin in Aspen!

		

		She looked at me enviously and said, “How does it feel, to be marrying into all that money?”

		

		I rolled my eyes and said, “Everything has its price, sweetie. The plane, the ski cabin in Colorado, the house in Maui, right on the beach from what I understand…those are all great! Plus Rig is so great!”

		

		Shaking my head sadly, I added, “But, on the other hand, Rigby’s family is so fucked up I can barely believe it!”

		

		“Yeah, seeing them across the dinner table every Thanksgiving from here on out is going to be rough, from what you’ve told me about them,” Tara commiserated.

		

		“That part will be awful enough, knowing the way they all feel about me,” I told her. “But imagining Rigby’s dad creeping down the hall to his sister’s bedroom at night—which is right next to ours, I might add—to be with her while Rigby’s mom cries and drugs herself into oblivion: that will be even worse!”

		

		“God, I can’t even imagine fucking your own dad,” Tara whispered, shivering at the very thought of it. “Can you?”

		

		My thoughts turned to my straight-laced Baptist father as I shook my head vehemently that I couldn’t!

		

		****

		

		We invited Rigby and Brent over for dinner that Tuesday night and I cooked a pot roast, using my mom’s recipe. It wasn’t quite as good as her always was, I didn’t think. But Rig and Brent seemed to like it just fine, with both of them enthusiastically downing second helpings.

		

		“Well, back to the old grind,” Rigby said, toasting everyone with his brandy glass as we sat in the front room after our meal was done and the dishwasher had been loaded.

		

		“I’m guessing that most undergrads have it a lot rougher than we do, Rig,” Brent said, Tara snuggling into his shoulder while they sat on the couch.

		

		“Hmmmmmmmm, you could be right about that, bro,” Rig said as I slowly unzipped his fly and brought out his semi-stiff cock.

		

		His voice went up a full octave as he tried to speak while I leaned over and took him fully into my mouth and began to suck: “They…they don’t all have the same…benefits as we do!”

		

		“Ooh, that looks like fun, doesn’t it, darling?” Tara asked, wide-eyed, as she watched me give Rig a long, slow, slurpy blowjob.

		

		“You want to go over there and help her out, don’t you?” Brent asked; a leer spreading over his face.

		

		“Can I? You’re sure you won’t be jealous or anything if I do?” Tara asked teasingly, her green eyes bright with mischief.

		

		“I won’t be if you both come back over here and do the same to me, once you’re done sucking off Rig,” Brent assured her, unzipping his own jeans.

		

		“Why don’t I come over to the couch and sit next to you, partner?” Rigby suggested. “That way the girls won’t have to traipse back and forth across the living room.”

		

		“And I think less clothing all around might be helpful, don’t you?” Brent asked, starting to unbutton his shirt.

		

		“You’re dead right about that, especially in the ladies’ case,” Rig agreed, grinning as he pulled off his shirt and got to his feet, his swollen dick still protruding from the slit in the front of his boxers.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah; just like that!” Tara moaned happily.

		

		Both of us girls were naked, as were our boyfriends. And the two of us were on our knees on the living room carpet, bent over the couch, our tits pressed into the seat cushion as Brent and Rigby took turns fucking us.

		

		Rigby was currently deep in Tara’s pussy from behind and Brent was doing the honors with me. His long, thick cock was gliding steadily back and forth, and I could feel the big head right below my belly button each time he bottomed out in me.

		

		“Switch?” Rigby asked Brent.

		

		Abruptly, I felt empty, then very full again as my boyfriend’s familiar girth entered me and took over right where Brent had left off. I sighed with pleasure and looked over at Tara, who had the most rapturous expression on her face as she whispered gleefully, “This is just the best, isn’t it kitten?”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, it’s great,” I murmured in return.

		

		I scooted my head a little closer to hers and we began to make out as the boys fucked us. Digging my sensitive nipples into the rough surface of the couch’s upholstery, I lapped at her tongue and got ready to come…

		

		****

		

		The blare of my cell phone playing the song it always played when Rigby called woke me from a deep sleep. I glanced over at the clock next to Tara’s bed and noted that it was almost three in the morning.

		

		She stirred next to me, her naked skin against mine, as she asked, “Who the fuck is calling you at this hour?”

		

		Brent and Rig had left our place at just after eleven, headed home. They weren’t spending the night because it was a Tuesday and everyone had classes in the morning.

		

		I was sleeping in Tara’s bed because we now tended to do that on most nights, either with her in my room or me in hers. We didn’t always have sex: it just felt good, holding each other’s naked body close as we drifted off the sleep.

		

		“It’s Rig,” I sighed, turning on the bedside lamp and picking up my phone.

		

		“Uh…I hate to bother you at this late hour,” Rigby said on the other end.

		

		His voice sounded strange; not like it usually did at all. His tone was so uptight and strained I barely recognized it.

		

		“The thing is…my dad just called,” he went on to say woodenly.

		

		My heart started pounding. No good news ever comes at three in the morning!

		

		“It seems that Donna just couldn’t get enough of dear old dad’s cock during Christmas break,” Rigby said bitterly. “She hasn’t flown back east yet; she’s still in San Diego.”

		

		There was a long silence on the line and then Rigby murmured, “I guess Mom couldn’t take it anymore. She used Dad’s three-fifty-seven to blow her brains out while he and Donna were busy fucking, just down the hall!”

		

		I didn’t know what to say! Tara must have sensed that something was terribly wrong because she sat up in bed next to me, a horrified but expectant look on her face.

		

		“Oh, Rig, I’m so sorry!” I blurted. “I mean, I barely knew her. But no one should have to go…that way!”

		

		Rigby’s mom committed suicide, I mimed the words to Tara as I clamped my hand over the phone.

		

		Oh, my God! She said back, her hands flying to her cheeks in a gesture of abject horror and surprise.

		

		“W-What should I do?” I stammered aloud.

		

		Neither Rigby nor Tara had an answer to that. Normally, in a relationship like ours, I would have been expected—as the almost-fiancé—to fly down to San Diego with Rig and help out with the funeral arrangements. But Rigby’s dad and sister both hated me!

		

		Having me there at a time like this would only make things harder. And yet Rigby needed me!

		

		That he was on the line with me right now only confirmed that fact. I had to be there for him, but I didn’t see how I could be!

		

		In fits and starts of emotional gasping and crying—when had I started crying? I didn’t have a clue!—I told him as much. He said, “The jet is going to be out at the airport soon, and I want you with me! I need you to be with me!”

		

		****

		

		After a hurried conference with Tara, I threw some clothes into a bag and let her drive me out to the airport. I know I looked a mess, but right then I didn’t care!

		

		Rigby had said he needed me and that was that. I made Tara promise to notify all my professors that there had been a family emergency, and that I’d be back in class as soon as I could.

		

		“I’ll ask Brent if we can fly down to San Diego tomorrow night, too,” Tara said as I got out of the car.

		

		When I looked startled by that statement, Tara went on to explain, “Hey, Brent is Rig’s best friend and I guess you’d have to say that I’m pretty close to him too! It’s only natural that we should be there for him at his mom’s funeral!”

		

		I shook my head that I understood and headed off toward the Simms’ family jet…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Three

		

	
		

		San Diego, Again

		

		“Did you have to bring…her?” Donna Simms said as she saw me on Rigby’s arm when the front door to the Simms mansion opened at nine the next morning.

		

		Her statement pretty much set the tone for our whole stay in San Diego. Rigby stiffened beside me and growled back, “She’s with me, she’s always going to be with me from now on, Donna, you spoiled little cunt, so get used to it!”

		

		Donna just smirked and said, “We’ll see what Daddy has to say about that, Rig, you asshole!”

		

		I thought the two of them were going to come to blows right then and there. Donna clearly disliked Rigby as much as he disliked her!

		

		“This is hardly the time or place for this sort of bickering,” Rigby Simms the third said diplomatically as he entered the foyer. “Rigby, Page, come inside, please.”

		

		“Where’s Mom’s body?” Rigby asked without preamble, once we had stepping inside the house and his father had closed the front door behind us.

		

		“She’s at the funeral home,” Rigby the third answered calmly. “The service is set for ten o’clock Saturday morning.”

		

		“So fast,” Rig commented, “it’s almost as if the two of you can’t wait to get her in the ground.”

		

		“What a fucked-up thing to say!” Donna screamed at top of her lungs. “She was my mom, too, you prick!”

		

		“At least I haven’t been trying to steal her husband away since I was thirteen!” Rigby wheeled on her and, again, I thought the two of them were going to start duking it out!

		

		Donna looked angry and stricken by Rigby’s accusation. She was trembling from head to toe with…rage…embarrassment—or maybe both?—as the two of them glared at each other.

		

		I didn’t know what emotion had her in its grip, but it was certainly a powerful one! After a few more seconds of staring daggers at her big brother, Donna abruptly turned on her heel and disappeared back into the house.

		

		“We’re all going to have to tamp down our feelings if we’re going to get through this,” Rigby’s dad said calmly. “We don’t want any more scandal. The fact that Brenda killed herself is bound to cause a lot of talk: we don’t need to add to it by fighting amongst ourselves in public.”

		

		“No, we wouldn’t want that, now would we?” Rigby told his dad with a defiant sneer as he picked up our bags and headed for his old room with me following along behind.

		

		This was going to be a tough few days; that was for sure!

		

		****

		

		Tara and Brent flew in commercial that night and Rigby and I went out to the airport to pick them up. Our greetings were subdued, compared to the week before in Aspen; I hugged both Tara and Brent, as did Rigby.

		

		But there was no big fuck party that night, as there had been last time we’d all met like this, in an exotic location that wasn’t Chico. Rigby had made reservations for them to stay with at the same plush hotel the two of us had retreated to during our aborted Christmas visit, so we drove them there, instead of to the Simms estate.

		

		“You wouldn’t want to stay at the house anyway, believe me,” Rig said as we stood in their suite and looking out at the nearby Pacific.

		

		“He’s telling the truth there,” I agreed with a sigh, slipping my arm around Tara’s waist. “The house is way big enough for two more guests but the atmosphere in that place is nothing short of toxic!”

		

		“Not getting along too well with sis and the old man, I take it?” Brent asked wryly, sipping the scotch over ice he’d just poured himself from the room’s honor bar.

		

		“If we’re lucky, they’ll all be able to refrain from killing each other before the funeral is over,” I sighed. “Donna is the bitch from Hell, like you wouldn’t believe. And Rigby’s dad is…well…”

		

		My voice trailed off. I knew Tara had no doubt filled Brent in on what had transpired between me and the elder Simms at Christmas time, when he’d offered me five grand for a blowjob!

		

		“It must lend a lovely ambience to the place, having the three of you constantly at each other’s throats,” Brent commented wryly.

		

		“Why didn’t you stay somewhere else, here, for instance?” Tara asked Rigby pointedly.

		

		“It just didn’t seem right, under the circumstances,” he answered, opening the bar and making himself a whiskey over ice.

		

		He turned to me and raised his eyebrows, silently asking me if I wanted something. I shook my head that I didn’t, saying, “I need to keep a clear head while we’re staying in that snake pit, thank you very much!”

		

		“What can we do to help?” Brent asked.

		

		Rigby clapped him on the shoulder and said, “Just you’re being here is a big help, believe me. It’ll be comforting, having two more friendly faces around, especially now, knowing what Donna and Dad appear to have gotten away with.”

		

		I looked at him and asked, “What do you mean? From what you told me, they’ve been not so secretly fucking each other for years now.”

		

		“Dad killed Mom, or paid to have it done,” Rigby announced calmly, draining his whiskey in three big gulps. “I’ll never prove it, but I know that’s what happened. I’m surer of it now than I ever was. Donna has always been a bit of a drama queen, but I’ve never seen her looking as nervous and guilty as she has been this week.”

		

		“H-Holy fuck,” I stammered, suddenly wishing I hadn’t turned down that drink!

		

		He turned toward me and went on in that same calm, surreal voice, “Dad’s next move is going to be to cut me out of the will; just you wait and see. He thinks I don’t know it, but it was always Mom who kept him from changing it. She’d threatened to go public with everything about him and Donna, when she filed for divorce, if he ever went ahead with his threats to cut me out.”

		

		He flashed me a little lop-sided grin and said facetiously, “Get ready to be married to a poor boy, honey. We’ll only have Granddad’s thirty million dollar trust fund to see us through, now that Dad can do as he pleases with the will!”

		

		****

		

		“Do you think he really did that…killed your mom, I mean,” I asked tentatively as Rig drove us back to his dad’s house in the Mercedes convertible.

		

		“No, I don’t think for a minute he did it himself,” Rigby replied with little or no emotion. “He’s too canny an operator for that; DNA, powder burn tests on the hands, wrong angle of entry for a suicide: all that stuff you’ve seen on those CSI shows. He’d be too afraid of getting caught, if he tried to do it himself. It’s more his style to hire someone who really knows what he’s doing—a professional assassin—to do his dirty work. It’s not like he can’t afford the best!”

		

		“Still, that’s pretty cold, murdering your wife like that!” I whispered; my insides turning to ice as I thought about what kind of man could do that to his own wife!

		

		“He’s one cold motherfucker,” Rigby agreed as he drove along with the ocean right next to us. “I’ve known that all my life.”

		

		The thought his dad was going to get away with it enraged me! The elder Rigby Simms was such a…smarmy fucker to begin with!

		

		I thought about him screwing his own daughter with impunity for as long as he had, right under his wife’s patrician nose. And I remembered the glint in his eye as he’d embarrassed me with the contents of that dossier; then offered me money to suck his dick…like I was little more than a gold-digging prostitute!

		

		Right then and there, I vowed to get even somehow. I couldn’t let this despicable man get away with all this: I just couldn’t…

		

		****

		

		The funeral was to be held in one of San Diego’s oldest and most prestigious Presbyterian Churches. The Simms family had been attending services there—albeit not too regularly—for more than forty years; Rigby’s late grandfather having started that family tradition.

		

		Tara and I went down to Nordstrom and bought long, black funeral dresses, charging them to Rig’s credit card. Rigby took Brent to the men’s department at the same time and bought them both appropriate black suits, telling the sales staff that they’d need the alterations done right away because they were for a funeral scheduled for this Saturday.

		

		The well-trained staff at Nordstrom never blinked an eye. They just took the measurements and promised to have all the funeral clothes altered and ready by Friday afternoon.

		

		“Let’s go somewhere and have a drink,” Brent suggested as we left the store. “The people at Nordstrom were great, but buying funeral outfits is still really depressing, somehow!”

		

		“I know just the spot,” Rigby said, brightening, “the old Coronado Hotel is right down the way from your hotel. And sitting out on their deck, sipping a cold one while looking at the ocean view, is just the thing for ditching a case of the upcoming-funeral-blues!”

		

		****

		

		Rigby was right, as usual. The view from the terrace outside the main bar was little short of mesmerizing.

		

		The Pacific was magnificent, blue and inviting, and the sand on the beach was as white as spilled sugar. We all drank daiquiris from a chilled pitcher, and when those ran out, we ordered a second one.

		

		Lunch was a hodge-podge of delicious bar appetizers; poached Mexican Gulf shrimp, chicken taquitos, plus braised Barbacoa beef and black bean quesadillas. It was all scrumptious!

		

		For the first time since my phone had gone off early Wednesday morning, I felt my spirits begin to lift. That’s what good friends, a fabulous meal, and two pitchers of daiquiris will do for you!

		

		“I think that’s the biggest smile I’ve seen on your face since we got to San Diego,” Rigby observed with a grin of his own.

		

		“Nothing much to smile about, until now,” I said.

		

		Reaching out across the table top and touching Tara’s hand, I said, “Who wants to finish the afternoon off back at Brent and Tara’s suite?”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, babe, this is way more like it!” I cooed as Tara ate my pussy while Rig fucked me up the ass.

		

		Brent, who was busily rutting into his fiancé’s bottom at the same time, smiled and said, “It sure is. There’s nothing like a good four-way fuck to chase the blues away!”

		

		“I’d suggest a switch, normally,” Rigby sighed, “but I think I want to finish up in Page’s cute little bottom this afternoon.”

		

		Tara pulled her lips away from my gushing pussy and whispered, “Okay, but I want one of those big loads of yours from you before you leave, sweetie.”

		

		Rigby beamed as he promised, “I’ll be sure I meet that expectation before Page and I head back to the mausoleum tonight…”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Four

		

	
		

		Afterward

		

		The funeral proved to be a weird experience. It and the wake which followed it felt more like a society photo op than any funeral I’d ever been to before!

		

		I was glad I’d bought such an expensive black dress, because I got my picture taken endlessly as I stood next to Rig, my arm draped over his. Everyone among the big crowd looked to be done up to the nines: there wasn’t a pair of jeans or an inexpensive sport coat in sight.

		

		“Why are all the TV stations here, along with the press?” I whispered to Rig when we finally got a second to ourselves, out of view of the cameras.

		

		“We’re a prominent family in what passes for San Diego society,” Rigby said with a shrug. “Mom’s taking Highway Three-Fifty-Seven to the Promised Land is big news. Everybody’s wondering why she did it.”

		

		“Won’t that mean that the police will investigate her death even more thoroughly than they usually would?”

		

		“If our last name was Smith instead of Simms, it might,” Rigby said bitterly. “But I think the fix is already in. Dad’s a big contributor to both political parties—just in case he ever needs a favor. The word to close this particular case quickly and without fanfare has already been issued, it seems”

		

		So he IS going to get away with it! I told myself, fuming over the very idea, my eyes sweeping the crowd, over to where Rigby Simms the third stood among a semi-circle of his peers, his daughter on his arm as if she was the hostess of this lavish affair. There must have been three-hundred attendees; all dressed respectfully in black, sipping drinks and shoveling in expensive hor d’oeurves, and there she stood, looking like a princess, accepting their condolences and smiling wanly back at them.

		

		The wake was being held at the same hotel where Brent and Tara were staying, in one of the ballrooms. It was scheduled to last until four in the afternoon.

		

		Brent, Tara, Rigby and I were planning on flying out of San Diego and back to Chico at around six o’clock; putting all of us home by eight that evening. I planned on sleeping until well into Sunday: I was mentally exhausted from being around Rigby’s dad and sister all week!

		

		****

		

		“You really should be here for the reading of the will on Tuesday morning,” Rigby’s father intoned solemnly as we got ready to leave for the airport after returning to the Simms house. “Your mother had it changed just recently. I don’t have a clue as to what’s in it, but I would imagine you’re mentioned prominently.”

		

		“What…Mom wouldn’t agree to cut me out of her will, too?” Rigby asked with obvious disdain, setting my packed suitcase on the floor.

		

		“I haven’t cut you out of mine…yet,” he said, his eyes moving in a not so subtle way towards me.

		

		“Go ahead and do it if you want to,” Rigby said shortly, hefting his own suitcase onto the floor next to mine. “Leave everything to Donna, for all I care.”

		

		He added, with a sardonic raise of his eyebrows, “You’re not going to die for years yet anyway, so what difference does it make?”

		

		“It might make a billion dollars or more worth of difference down the line, you arrogant young pup!” Rigby Simms the third called after his departing son.

		

		Rigby stopped in the hallway, turning to face his dad, as he said, “You always did think too highly of yourself, as far as your investment capabilities go. I doubt that there will be even one billion, let alone more, in your portfolio when you finally pass on, Dad. You pick too many losers and you always hold onto them for too long!”

		

		That statement caused the elder Simms to sputter with rage. We left him like that: seething with fury, too angry to even speak as we walked out the front door…

		

		****

		

		When our plane landed in Chico, the chief pilot—a tall, nice-looking man in his early forties named McGregor—said to Rigby, “Looks like this may be our last flight together for a while, Mr. Simms. My dispatcher has just received a communication from your father’s attorneys, cutting off all access to the Gulf as far as you’re concerned, until further notice.”

		

		“Well, I guess that’s the way it goes,” Rigby said philosophically, shaking McGregor’s offered hand. “It’s been a pleasure, Mac. You’re one hell of a pilot!”

		

		“The crew and I will miss seeing you, Mr. Simms,” he said. Then, grinning conspiratorially, he leaned in and whispered, “You’re a hell of a lot more fun to fly with than your dad!”

		

		We piled all of our luggage into the trunk of the cab Rig had hired to take us home from the airport. As we pulled away, he said wryly, “Well, I guess its official now: the War Between the Simms has started; no more plane rides for me. I wonder what else old Dad has got up his well-tailored sleeve?”

		

		Tara and I got out at our place and Rig and Brent carried our bags upstairs for us. Normally, we would have invited them to stay and at least have a drink or two, but both Tara and I were really beat, so we sent them on their way with just a kiss from each of us.

		

		Rigby was planning on dropping Brent off at his place, then hunkering down at his apartment to await further developments from Rigby senior. He and I agreed to talk again on the phone Sunday evening.

		

		****

		

		Tara and I had just settled into a sound sleep in my bed when there was a pounding knock at the front door. I started awake and lay blinking at her, trying to get my bearings.

		

		The knocking did not go away, so I reluctantly pulled a bathrobe over my naked body and padded barefoot to the front door to see who was raising such a racket. An angry-looking Rigby stood on my porch, hammering on the door every once in a while in frustration.

		

		“My key to your place is locked inside my apartment,” Rigby explained when I opened the door. “And I can’t get into my apartment, because…all the locks have been changed!”

		

		I stood, blinking like an owl in my confusion, as Rigby stormed into my place and threw his suitcase across the room in further fit of anger. He spun to face me, saying, “Dad’s company was paying the lease on my place, but they’re not doing that anymore as of this afternoon, at least far as my tenancy goes! They notified management at my apartment that I was not to be let back into my place under any circumstances!”

		

		“W-What will you do now?” I asked, as completely blindsided by this unforeseen development as my boyfriend obviously was.

		

		“Oh, it will be alright Monday morning, when my bank opens,” Rigby assured me. “I’ll simply move some money from my trust account into my checking and savings. Then I’ll lease another apartment and buy all new things, if I have to.”

		

		He looked at me and grinned as he asked, “Can you put a poor, homeless boy up for a couple of nights, ma’am, or would you rather I went to a hotel?”

		

		I reached out and silently took his hand and led him into my bedroom. Tara was sitting up in bed, her big, luscious tits as bare as the rest of her.

		

		Shrugging out of my robe, I scooted in next to her and held out my arms to Rig. I smiled and said, “Get those clothes off and come snuggle with us. That ought to make you feel better.”

		

		“You bet it will!” Rigby said, hustling out of his clothes. “That would make any man feel better!”

		

		****

		

		“I put eight-hundred thousand in savings and two-hundred thousand in checking,” Rigby said he got back in my car after leaving the Wells Fargo branch in downtown Chico on Monday morning. “That ought to hold me for a while.”

		

		“Where to now?” I asked as I put my Kia into drive.

		

		“You go on to school, like you normally would,” Rigby told me. “I’ve got some shopping to do, and a new apartment to lease.”

		

		“You’ll get even further behind in your classes, if you miss another day,” I reminded him. “You already missed most of last week.”

		

		“It doesn’t really matter,” Rigby answered stoically. “My philosophy degree was just so much bullshit anyway. I’ll never use it.”

		

		I grinned as I said, “On the contrary, I’d say it’s helping already. Just look at how calm you are: a man who has just lost everything.”

		

		He laughed and said, “Well, having thirty-million dollars in the bank to fall back on doesn’t hurt either!”

		

		****

		

		Rigby lucked out in that Shasta Manor had a recently vacated unit which they leased to him instantly, apologizing profusely for what had happened with his other apartment. He signed all the paperwork—in his own name this time—and picked up his keys.

		

		The same designer who had decorated his last place jumped at the chance to repeat her triumph with his new one. Rigby told me that she’d said she had some “new ideas” that were far superior to her last attempt that she couldn’t wait to try out.

		

		He checked into a motel for the rest of the week, his decorator assuring him that his new place would be ready by next weekend. Brent, Tara, and I joined him for dinner a few times that week, either over at our apartment or at a restaurant of Rig’s choosing.

		

		If the staff at the motel he was staying at thought it was strange that Rigby had three guests who spent the night in his room twice that week, they never let on. Rig’s week long sojourn turned into sort of a mini-vacation/orgy/free-for-all sex romp for all of us.

		

		We were all four going to class each day, but our nights were spent in each other’s arms, mixing and matching, exploring new ways to please each other…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Five

		

	
		

		A Plan Emerges

		

		“Well, it’s really nice to have a place of my own again,” Rigby said as the two of us finished the final walk-through of his newly furnished apartment.

		

		“I don’t know,” I said, smiling up at him. “The four of us had lots of fun in that motel room and at our place over this last week.”

		

		“We did at that,” Rigby agreed with a sigh, clearly remembering all the wild and varied sex we’d shared, “but we’re going to have fun here, too! Just you wait and see.”

		

		“I love the new place,” I told him truthfully. “It’s a little bigger than your last one was and everything is new. Even all your clothes are new.”

		

		“Yeah, but it cost a lot of money to make it happen,” Rigby said quietly, with a little hint of bitterness creeping into his voice and his eyes narrowing as he spoke, “not dear old Dad’s money, but my money!”

		

		I giggled! I couldn’t help it!

		

		“Rigby Simms the fourth, I see now that you’re nothing but a tightwad, when it comes to your own cash!” I told him, still laughing.

		

		“I can’t seem to help it,” Rigby admitted with a lop-sided grin. “Spending my father’s money all those years became second nature to me. Dipping into my own funds is…I don’t know…sobering, somehow!”

		

		“Maybe you’re finally growing up a little, Rig,” I gently chided him, “thinking more about your future and less about partying your way through life.”

		

		His face grew serious as he said, “You’re my future, kid! At least I know that.”

		

		“I love you, Rig,” I murmured for the first time aloud, meaning it as much as anything I’d ever said in my life…

		

		****

		

		“Even after we’re married,” he said as we lay in bed, resting, “I’ll still want to party with Tara and Brent.”

		

		“There you go, jumping the gun again, big guy,” I told him with an evil little grin. “I said I love you…not that I’d marry you! There’s a difference.”

		

		“Will you agree to stay with me forever and ever?” Rigby shot back with a smile of his own.

		

		“You know I will, you big lummox!” I told him happily, reaching out to muss up his perfectly combed black hair.

		

		“Then I don’t care if we ever get married or not!” He growled, stopping my hand in mid-tousle, and rolling me onto my back.

		

		I was very slick and gooey inside from the last mammoth load of come he’d deposited in my pussy, so he had no trouble slipping back inside of me. He leaned down closer and whispered in my ear, “Our kids are apt to be pretty shocked and disappointed when they find out that Mom and Dad never got married, though!”

		

		“How many do you want?” I inquired as he began to fuck me again.

		

		“As many as you do, my love,” he grunted in my ear as he picked up the pace.

		

		“We’ll have to see about that,” I answered him, mussing up his hair again as he really got into banging me. “Right now, I think I want a lot. But that could change after I actually give birth for the first time, depending on how much it hurts!”

		

		“We can still do this,” Rigby reminded me. “You don’t have to get pregnant every time we make love after we’re married, you know!”

		

		“I’m counting on that,” I sighed, my clit really starting to throb as his fat tool nudged up against it repeatedly. “You know how much I love to fuck!”

		

		“You’re a naughty, naughty girl, Page Benton,” he moaned, fucking me harder; deeper.

		

		“That’s part of why you love me so much,” I murmured, rocking my hips so that I could claim every satisfying inch of his thick rod as it ravaged me...

		

		****

		

		It wasn’t until a few days later that I had a thought; and it was a deliciously evil one at that! I don’t know what triggered it, but I suddenly started remembering the nasty gleam in Rigby’s dad’s eye when he’d offered me that five grand to suck him off.

		

		It started me wondering…would he be as hot to fuck me as he was to have me blow him? I knew from experience that some guys were so into blowjobs that fucking was secondary to them: was Rigby the third one of those?

		

		Or was he also interested in finding out how slick my little pussy was as well…

		

		It wasn’t merely lascivious interest on my part that started my thoughts wandering in that direction. Lately, Rigby had been fixating more and more on all the money his dad was intent on screwing him out of by changing his will.

		

		I was anxious for my guy to return being the happy go lucky man he was when I first met him; not become the penny-pinching miser of a multi-millionaire he seemed to be gradually morphing into. So one afternoon, when I was at his place, waiting for Tara and Brent to show up so all four of us could go swimming, I turned to him and asked: “Just how much would you like to inherit your half of your Daddy’s fortune?”

		

		“A lot more than I originally thought I would,” Rigby admitted, looking up from the text book he was reading. “It was really a shock to me when Mom left the bulk of her estate to Dad in her new will. When I heard from my attorney that she had given me only five million bucks in her will and left the rest to Dad, I was downright flabbergasted, to tell you the truth.”

		

		I laughed and said, “You were flabbergasted; what about poor Donna? Your mom didn’t leave her a penny!”

		

		“The wages of sin,” Rigby chuckled, a catty smile on his face. “But she still probably gets everything in Dad’s will; while I now get next to nothing.”

		

		“What if we could change that?” I asked, my face going serious as the topic at hand.

		

		“What are you thinking, Page, you little minx?”

		

		Somewhere along the way, I had become as money-conscious as Rigby was: I’ll admit it! The notion of Donna—that brat!—getting hundreds of millions of dollars, while we got nothing—really galled me!

		

		After all, if Rig was right, she was complicit in the murder of her own mother. And she had been sleeping with her father for years now, flaunting her illicit relationship to the rest of the family as if she was proud of it!

		

		“Well, the more I think about it, the surer I am that your dad really has the hots for me.”

		

		Rigby’s face remained stoic, so I went on to say: “Let’s say I give him what he wants? I bet while we were fucking, I could get him to say awful things about your sister; maybe even confess to murdering your mom!”

		

		Rigby’s expression changed to one of shock. He gasped, “You’d fuck him? You’d really fuck him?”

		

		I felt like the baddest girl in the whole world as I admitted, “Yeah, I would; for us! And I’d want to record a video the whole thing—one that he knows nothing about—just in case I can get him to confess while we’re in bed together!”

		

		My boyfriend still looked to be in total shock when I added that, so I said, “Come on, Rig, you know a guy will say damn near anything to impress a girl who he’s hoping will suck his dick!”

		

		When he still didn’t respond, I went on to say, “And guys can be pretty talkative too, in between bouts of sex. You know that too.”

		

		Slowly, he smiled. And his smile was just as evil as mine had been when I’d concocted my little scheme…

		

		****

		

		“It would have to happen in a hotel room of our choosing,” Rig said thoughtfully, running his fingertips over my bare ass cheeks as he spoke. “The house would be too hard to bug; plus we couldn’t tell in advance what room he was going to choose to jump your bones in.”

		

		“That sounds right,” I commented. “We could take our time with a hotel room, setting it up just the way we wanted.”

		

		“I don’t know much about electronic surveillance shit, but I’ve heard they make some really small camera and microphone set ups these days; real James Bond stuff,” Rigby went on to whisper enthusiastically. “And I could always hire someone in San Diego; a professional, to wire up the room.”

		

		“It might be hard for you to watch me…being with him,” I cautioned Rigby. “I don’t know what I’d have to say or do to get him to open up. And it would all be on that video.”

		

		“We can always destroy it if it proves useless,” Rigby said.

		

		I grinned and said, “You’ll want to keep it, just for its porn value; I know that already! You’re such a naughty boy and you’re soooooo fucking predictable!”

		

		****

		

		“I guess we’re going to have to tell Tara and Brent about this illicit little scheme of ours,” I said several nights later.

		

		Rigby seemed surprised by that idea. He asked, “Why? It seems to me the less people who know about this, the better.”

		

		“Because I room with Tara, silly,” I explained to him. “What’s she going to say when I disappear down to San Diego for a few days? And you know she can’t keep a secret from Brent to save her cute little ass!”

		

		After thinking about it, Rigby reluctantly nodded his agreement, saying, “You’re right. But I still don’t like it. This is pretty sleazy, when you think about it!”

		

		“They say that behind every great fortune, there’s a crime,” I answered with a shrug and a wicked little smile.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Six

		

	
		

		Doing It

		

		It felt sort of weird, to be flying on a commercial air liner with Rigby, headed for San Diego. I hated admitting to myself that I missed the Gulfstream and its privacy so much, but I did!

		

		It wasn’t like I didn’t have a lot to keep my mind occupied during our flight, because that definitely wasn’t true. There would be a lot to do when we arrived in San Diego, and both Rigby and I wanted everything to go just perfectly: we were counting on it!

		

		My mind rolled back to four nights ago, when I had first called Rigby Simms the third at his palatial estate, on his cell phone. I’d gotten the number from his son, of course, so the elder Simms wasn’t all that surprised that I had it.

		

		“Page…to what do I owe this rather unexpected call?” He had said by way of a greeting when I’d called.

		

		“Uh…Rigby junior and I haven’t been getting along lately as well as we once did,” I’d lied to him, with Rigby sitting right across his living room from me, watching me do it.

		

		“Oh, well I can’t say I’m sorry to hear that,” his father had replied. “You ought to very aware of my feelings about the two of you being together.”

		

		“I am,” I’d said, “but that’s part of why I called.”

		

		Rigby senior hadn’t replied to that, so I’d said, “You made the way you felt about Rigby and I continuing to see each other crystal clear that night in the den.”

		

		There was still silence on the other end of the call, so I added, “Were you serious about the five thousand dollars you offered me that night?”

		

		He gave a throaty little chuckle before replying, “Yes, I certainly was.”

		

		“Well, since your son and I aren’t as close as we used to be, the expensive presents and the pricey lifestyle I’d gotten so used to have sort of…dried up, if you know what I mean.”

		

		He didn’t say anything to that either, so I let thirty seconds or so go by and then I said, “I’ll admit it: I kind of miss it!”

		

		“I can understand that,” Rigby senior allowed.

		

		“What I was wondering was this,” I said, my heart pounding with nervousness as I plunged ahead with my little scheme. “How does twenty-five thousand sound, to spend the whole night in bed with me, I mean?”

		

		“Fifteen and not a penny more,” he countered instantly, sounding like a man who was used to driving a hard bargain, when it came to business dealings.

		

		“I’d want it to happen at a suite in that fancy beach hotel Rigby and I stayed at, if we ever did get together,” I insisted.

		

		“No fucking way, girlie!” He growled into the phone triumphantly, reveling in the fact he had me exactly where he wanted me—on my knees—or so he thought! “I’m too well known in San Diego. Someone might recognize me. We do this at a cheap motel where nobody I know will see me, or we don’t do it at all! Do I make myself clear?”

		

		I waited a few seconds, as if I had to think it over. Rigby had predicted this: he knew his dad very well!

		

		“Okay, some nondescript place is okay…I guess,” I’d tried to sound disappointed, “as long as you bring cash with you.”

		

		“There’s a little dump called the On The Beach Motel,” Rigby senior said at last. “It’s really miles from the beach, of course, or it wouldn’t be a dump. I’ll meet you there next Friday night at nine. Check in under the name, Crystal O’Reilly. I’ll call you on the way over there to find out your room number.”

		

		“Crystal O’Reilly, I got it,” I told him excitedly.

		

		“You’d better be ready to give me my money’s worth,” Rigby Simms the third warned me.

		

		“Don’t worry,” I told him. “I’ll be glad to do anything your little heart desires, come this Friday!”

		

		****

		

		Since that conversation, I’d spent a lot of time wondering just what those desires might include! A guy who would seduce his own barely-teenage daughter was probably capable of wanting nearly anything in the bedroom, especially from a girl he didn’t like, one that he’d bought and paid for!

		

		I wasn’t really that worried. My experience with Rig, Tara, and Brent—plus my year of being the belle of the ball at the orgies thrown by DJ and his crew—had pretty well prepared me for anything he could throw at me.

		

		Or at least I hoped so! That was my thought as we landed in San Diego and made our way over to the Hertz counter to pick up the car Rig had rented for us.

		

		We were staying at the Coronado, but we’d also rented two rooms right next to each other at the run-down motel Rigby the third had picked for our little rendezvous under the name Crystal O’Reilly. We checked into our suite at the Coronado and then made our way over to meet the guy Rig had hired to wire up the cheap motel room for sound and video.

		

		As a further bit of insurance against my getting too roughed up by his father, Rig would be right next door, monitoring everything as it happened. That way he would be just steps away, in case his father decided he not only wanted to fuck me; but that he also wanted to slap me around a little as he did so!

		

		We didn’t know just what to expect from Rigby Simms the third, but we weren’t taking any chances!

		

		****

		

		“It’s pretty straightforward, really,” the tech guy Rigby had hired was explaining. “There are three cameras, each with their own video screen for you to monitor, and each with its own tiny microphone set up. Do you have any questions?”

		

		“No, as you say, it seems pretty straightforward,” Rigby said, handing the man a wad of hundred dollar bills. “I can take it from here; thank you very much.”

		

		“Sure thing,” the guy said, his eyes lighting up at all that cash.

		

		He glanced up from his newfound bankroll and said, as he stuffed it into the pocket of his ratty old jeans, “This isn’t strictly legal; as I’m sure you’re aware. So I’d appreciate you not mentioning my involvement in this to anyone.”

		

		“I’ve forgotten your name already,” Rigby assured him, clapping him on the back and steering him toward the door.

		

		“Where did you get that guy?” I asked as soon as the door was closed once more. “He seemed pretty competent, as far as the electronics went, but he’s kind of a sleazy character.”

		

		“One of my old high school buddies recommended him to me,” Rigby answered with a smile. “It seems he had a wife who liked to fool around behind his back. Rod wanted some damning evidence for the divorce court, and this guy made sure he got it.”

		

		“Well,” I said, grinning nervously up at him, “at least I’m not cheating on you, not really. You know all about it.”

		

		“Know about it…hell, I’m going to be the guy right next door, recording it as it happens!” He said with an evil little chuckle.

		

		“You’ve got to promise me that you won’t become hurt or jealous, watching this,” I cautioned him. “I’m liable to have to say some pretty nasty things about you tonight, in order to get him talking!”

		

		“Feel free to libel me all you want, darling,” he told me with another grin. “I’ll understand; I promise!”

		

		****

		

		We had an elegant meal served to us back at the Coronado, but the food seemed to have no taste tonight, not for me anyway! I was as nervous as I’d ever been in my life, and clearly, Rig wasn’t much better.

		

		“Are you sure you still want to go through with this?” He asked as he signed the check for dinner, charging it to our room.

		

		I thought about Rigby’s sad, half-crazed mom—getting her brains blown out by some nameless, faceless assassin at the behest of Rigby’s father and sister—and then I thought about how he’d treated me that night in the den, like I was so much garbage! Nodding affirmatively, I said grimly, “Let’s do this! I’m ready!”

		

		We walked back to our room and I changed into sweatpants with no panties underneath and a baggy sweatshirt, worn with no bra. I had already spend a lot of time on my hair and make up, wanting to look extra-hot tonight for my horndog older lover once we were alone in that motel room.

		

		It wouldn’t do to have him disappointed in the way I look and unable to perform tonight, now would it? I asked myself as I finished primping in the bathroom mirror and came out into the bedroom to slip into my coat.

		

		“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” Rigby asked me quietly.

		

		“Are you?” I countered, pulling on my jacket and picking up my purse.

		

		****

		

		We got to the motel a full two hours before the appointed time, wanting to give the cameras and the mikes a final test run. Rigby was also a little worried that his dad might have the place watched and he didn’t want whoever might be doing the watching to see him there with me.

		

		Arriving two hours early seemed ample time to keep that from happening. Rig and I talked on our cell phones once we were inside our respective rooms, rather than stepping out onto the walkway out front and talking directly to each other, just in case someone was watching the place.

		

		“Is everything working okay?” I asked him.

		

		“It seems to be perfect,” he answered back, his voice sounding as nervous and on edge as mine did.

		

		“So…all we have to do now is wait for dear old dad to show up,” I said with a big, resigned sigh.

		

		He didn’t say anything in return and I couldn’t think of anything to add, so we broke the connection and waited in silence. The minutes seemed to crawl by, but finally, right before nine o’clock, my cell phone rang and it was Rigby’s dad, wanting to know my room number…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Seven

		

	
		

		Earning My Money

		

		“Well, little Page,” Rigby the third said as he stood in the doorway, triumphantly ogling me, “you’ll never know how much I’ve dreamed about this moment!”

		

		He stepped inside, closed the door, and locked it. I retreated into the room, trying my best to ignore the cameras I knew were there, and asked, “Did you bring the money?”

		

		He reached inside his sport coat pocket and took out a thick envelop containing a hefty sheaf of hundred dollar bills. Grinning, he stepped over to the dresser and fanned them out on top of it.

		

		“Fifteen-thousand, the agreed amount,” he said, still smiling evilly at me. “Do you want to count it?”

		

		“Yeah, I think I will,” I said, moving over to the dresser.

		

		I didn’t really think he’d try to cheat me. After all, what was a measly fifteen grand to a man like him?

		

		But as much as I wanted to get this evening over with, I was also dreading what was about to happen. So I stalled, taking my sweet time to count up the bills lying on the top of the cheap motel dresser.

		

		“Come on, come on,” he urged me as I finished my agonizingly slow count, “we haven’t got all night!”

		

		“We don’t?” I inquired, putting the money carefully back into the envelop and the envelop away inside my purse.

		

		“Well, actually, I guess we do, now that I think about it,” Rigby the third said with another little leer.

		

		“What will you tell Donna, when you don’t come home tonight?”

		

		“She’s back at school; left this morning,” he answered, impatiently pulling off his sport coat and starting to undo the buttons on his shirt as he stepped toward me.

		

		“You’ve been paid,” he whispered urgently as his dress shirt came open and he tugged it free of his trousers. “Now show me the merchandise!”

		

		I gulped and reached down for the bottom of my sweatshirt, pulling it up over my head and completely off, baring my breasts for him and the cameras. He grinned once more, saying, “Very nice; not huge, but very pretty. I begin to see what my son found so enticing about you. Now let’s see the rest!”

		

		I kicked out of my trainers and slowly slid my sweatpants down to my bare feet, leaving myself totally naked to his view. Rigby’s dad chuckled with delight and said, “Waxed pussy; I love that…so nice to eat one that has no pesky pubic hair to get in the way.”

		

		“Oh, are you going to lick my little clit for me?” I asked him saucily, trying to disguise how nervous being naked with him really made me, languidly cocking one hip, striking a pose for him like some porno actress.

		

		“I’m going to do everything to you tonight, my darling Page,” he hissed, dropping his trousers and stepping out of his brogues. “Anything I want! Wasn’t that the deal?”

		

		“Sure,” I said uneasily, watching as he sat down on the bed and quickly shucked out of his pants and socks, leaving only his boxers, “that was the deal alright.”

		

		“Do you like taking it up the ass?” He asked me almost conversationally as he stood up and slipped his shorts down over his hips.

		

		His cock was just as I remembered it: huge, as thick as or even thicker than his son’s! I stared at it in rising unease as I said, “I’ll take that monster anywhere you want to put it, Mr. Simms. I’m not afraid of big cocks.”

		

		“We’ll see about that, little Page,” he said, coming over to me, his fat dick swaying ominously in front of him as he walked. “We’ll just see about that!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yeah, that’s it!” He moaned. “Suck it good, you sleazy little bitch!”

		

		I was down on my knees in front of him, sucking his cock like a good little whore. My mouth was stretched open as far as it ever had been and I realized that he was even thicker than Rig!

		

		“Use that naughty little tongue of yours!” He demanded. “Lick my cock head as you suck me!”

		

		Dutifully, I lapped all around the oversized knob of male flesh and was reward by a big tear of pre-come fluid that came oozing out of its slit. I swallowed it, realizing it didn’t taste any different than the dozens of drops of pre-come I’d swallowed before.

		

		Cocks are pretty much cocks, I told myself resignedly, now that I was actually sucking Rigby Simms’ the third’s engorged dick. This is the oldest one I’ve ever sucked, but it’s just like all the rest of them, when you get right down to it!

		

		“Oh, yeah, you’re really going after it now!” Rigby senior sighed, stoking my hair as I blew him. “I can definitely see now why my son didn’t want to give you up! You’re a great little cocksucker, Page!”

		

		I stiffened for a moment, realizing that I was really getting into sucking his fat prick now. The younger Rigby—my Rigby—would be watching this intently and wondering just how big a slut I really was!

		

		What the hell? I asked myself. I’m supposed to be turning him on, just like this was the real deal, after all! What’s the harm in me enjoying myself a little?

		

		The guy did have a great cock! And I was supposed to be acting like a gold-digging little slut, so I could get him to talk!

		

		Glancing down at my bare chest, I saw my nipples were now fully erect. And I didn’t even have to touch my pussy to know that it was absolutely flooded with lubricant!

		

		God, I’m SUCH a slut! I admonished myself. This guy is a MURDERER, plus he’s Rigby’s DAD and I’m still turned on by sucking his huge dick!

		

		But it was no use pretending that I wasn’t really into this: my hands had stolen up to press against his ass as he fucked my mouth and throat while I eagerly blew him, driving him balls-deep into my lips with every stroke! And my tongue was all over his dick as he ravished my mouth as if it had been put on this earth for his pleasure!

		

		“My God, can you ever suck a cock!” Rigby the elder wheezed at that moment, reaching down and clasping the back of my head, burying his prick in my throat. “Jesus, girl, you’re tongue is going wild on my dick!”

		

		I imagined his son next door, watching all this, and agonized over how much it had to be hurting him to see me behaving this way with his dad. But at the same time, I had to admit to myself that I was now totally into it…

		

		****

		

		I realized as I exploded into a furious orgasm, that the apple hadn’t fallen far from the tree in this family, when it came to eating pussy! Rigby Simms the third was on his stomach, in between my splayed-open legs, sucking my clit while he pummeled it mercilessly with his tongue!

		

		“Oh, oh, God; I’m coming so hard!” I moaned at the height of my climax, my ass whipping up off the bed, mashing my gushing pussy against his lips as brought me to a soul-shattering release.

		

		This awful man is as good a lover as his son is, that’s for sure! I thought as I shot over the top, my whole body vibrating with the fury and power of my orgasm. He may be a prick, but he’s flat-out wonderful at eating pussy!

		

		“Got to fuck you now, Page,” he murmured, gasping for breath as he abruptly straightened up on the bed and set the head of his monster cock against my slippery pussy lips. “Got to sample this sweet little cunt of yours the way it ought to be sampled!”

		

		There were no further preliminaries: he just shoved himself all the way into me and started fucking as hard as he could. I groaned—not in pain but in ecstasy—as the fat dick punched me wide open and began to drill me.

		

		I clung to Rigby’s dad’s broad shoulders and hunched my butt up off the bed, meeting every thrust with an eager lunge of my own, forcing his massive prick into me all the way with each downward hip movement. The sound of his wide cock knifing into my super-wet pussy filled the room, along with my moans of pleasure and his grunted taunts.

		

		“Like it, you little slut?” He huffed as he nailed me over and over again. “Like the feel of my big cock splitting you open?”

		

		“I do!” I cried out truthfully.

		

		It felt wonderful, to be pummeled like this! Guys at DJ’s parties had taken me this hard, but Rigby never had: he loved me too much to ever to bang me this viciously, even when I begged him to really give it to me!

		

		But his dad didn’t love me at all. He just wanted to fuck me!

		

		And that’s just what he did, violently, passionately, until both of us were clawing at each other, grinding our ready-to-explode pelvises together in a frantic rush to realize our mutual orgasms! At last, Rigby senior bellowed, “Oh, fuck; here it is, you little bitch!”

		

		I felt a mammoth gush of semen splash into my womb and started to come myself! My head threatened to explode, the sensation was so intense…so extraordinary…so very wrong!

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Eight

		

	
		

		Gathering The Dirt

		

		“You really creamed me,” I said, returning from a brief trip into the bathroom, to rid myself of most of the elder Simms’s huge load of spunk.

		

		“I always come a lot,” he grinned smugly up at me, “especially when the girl is as hot a fuck as you are, Page.”

		

		“Oh, am I a hot fuck?” I smiled at him, getting down onto the bed next to him, running my fingers through his salt and pepper chest fur. “Am I as hot a fuck as Donna, your daughter is?”

		

		His face went pensive and I thought at first that he was going to say that his illicit relationship with his own daughter was off-limits, as far as this conversation went. But he didn’t.

		

		“Fucking Donna is different than fucking anyone else,” he admitted. “She’s my own daughter, for God’s sake! I shouldn’t be fucking her at all!”

		

		He didn’t sound the least bit guilty about it. Rigby Simms the third even managed a tight little smile as he went on to say, “Just the wrongness of it all is a huge turn on, for both of us. It’s been that way from the start.”

		

		I didn’t say anything, one way or the other, so he plunged ahead with: “She was only twelve when we first got together. Did you know that?”

		

		Knowing I had to say something, I whispered, “I thought she was thirteen.”

		

		“No, she was a few weeks away from her thirteenth birthday, the first time she sucked me off,” the elder Simms recalled.

		

		His face turned proud…shocked…I don’t quite know what he was feeling as he said, “She already knew how to suck a cock! Does that surprise you? It did me!”

		

		I thought about Tara’s admission that she’d blown her first guy at twelve and lost her virginity at thirteen. Things apparently moved faster down here, in southern California, than they had up in Oregon!

		

		“I wasn’t the one to claim her cherry, either,” Simms said with a sigh. “Some pimply faced fourteen-year old got there before me, at some sleepover or another that she attended. There weren’t supposed to be any boys there but apparently, there were. And one thing led to another.”

		

		“I’ll bet you were the first one to fuck her in the ass, thought,” I said, blurting out the words before I’d even thought about them.

		

		Rigby Simms the third flashed me a shark-like grin and said, “I was at that, just like I’m going to fuck you in that sweet little ass of yours right now!”

		

		****

		

		He didn’t use enough lubricant, or maybe there wasn’t enough lube in the world to sufficiently grease up an ass as small as mine so that it could take a dick as big around as his! All I know is that it didn’t feel good at all—shoved roughly and deeply in my ass like it was—the way his son’s always did, or Brent’s, or all of those other big cocks I’d taken anally at JD’s fuck-parties had!

		

		It burned like fire every time he lanced down into me. I was twisting beneath him, playing with my clit frantically, but the huge cylinder of hard male meat piercing my backdoor again and again still felt painful, not pleasurable!

		

		“Oh, oh, not so hard, you beast,” I moaned as he hammered me down onto the bed. “It hurts, don’t you get that?”

		

		“I like that it hurts, don’t you get that, you little tramp?” He growled out the words, panting like an out of shape man attempting to run a marathon. “I love hurting you!”

		

		I dug my fingernails into the sheet and whined back over my shoulder to the man buggering me, “Shoot it! Come in my ass, so that this can be over!”

		

		“When I’m ready,” Rigby the third sighed, “only when I’m good and ready!”

		

		The terrible pain went on and on. Just when I didn’t think I could take it a second longer, Rigby Simms gasped and drove his cock all the way into my ass, clear up to his big balls; I felt them slap against my pussy lips!

		

		“Take it, you little cunt!” He moaned deliriously. “Take my hot come right up your trim little ass!”

		

		I felt it spurting deep into my bottom just then, and breathed a sigh of relief. Rigby Simms the third was fifty years old; surely, he couldn’t have much more left in the tank!

		

		****

		

		“Do you fuck Donna’s ass that hard, you old lecher?” I asked when he finally pulled out of my tortured butt.

		

		“Sometimes,” he acknowledged, “when I feel like it.”

		

		He flashed me what he obviously thought of as a winning smile and said, “She’s nowhere near as good a fuck as you are, Page. You’re extraordinary!”

		

		“I bet Donna would be furious to hear you say that,” I mused aloud, staring right into one of the hidden cameras, imaging how Donna would react to hearing her dad say she wasn’t as good in bed as I was!

		

		“To hell with that spoiled little bitch,” her father said dismissively. “She’s fun to fuck, because she’s my daughter and we both know we shouldn’t be intimate with each other at all. But she can’t hold a candle to you in bed, Page, when you get right down to it.”

		

		I fought to keep from rolling my eyes over that statement! He said, “I really like what you can do with that exquisite little body of yours, Page. You seem to be capable of anything!”

		

		After thinking about it for another moment, he went on to say, “How would you like to become my mistress? I’d gladly pay you say…a few thousand a week?”

		

		“What about Donna? Wouldn’t she object violently to that kind of arrangement? She hates me, you know.”

		

		“Fuck her, she’ll do what I say, if she knows what’s good for her!” He said that confidently, reaching for me again.

		

		“Now, how do you feel about ass-to-mouth blowjobs? I think I want to shoot a load into that sleek little tummy of yours before we call it a night…”

		

		****

		

		I wasn’t crazy about ass-to-mouth, but I had to admit I’d done it plenty of times before. So I didn’t make a fuss about taking the elder Simms’ soiled dick in my mouth and sucking it clean for him while I blew him.

		

		His eyes rolled back in his head as I slipped my middle finger up his hairy old ass and massaged his prostate while I sucked. My tongue was all over his dick, too, and my lips were tight around his shaft as they slid noisily up and down.

		

		“Y-You’re the nastiest girl I’ve ever known!” He gasped out the words, poised on the edge of another gigantic orgasm.

		

		I merely licked more quickly and sucked harder. In seconds, I was rewarded with a large mouthful of hot spunk as he wailed out his bliss.

		

		It wasn’t nearly as tasty as either my darling Rigby’s or Brent’s, but I managed to gulp it down as if it was the nectar of the gods…

		

		****

		

		“I won’t take less than five thousand a week, to replace Donna as your main squeeze,” I said insistently as he got dressed.

		

		“Done,” Rigby the third surprised me by saying.

		

		He smiled at me smugly as I lay there naked on the bed and said, “I’d have gone as high as ten, you know. You’re really fantastic in bed, Page.”

		

		“Am I really that much better than your daughter?”

		

		“Infinitely,” he answered, heading for the door. “I’ll be in touch as to living arrangements. I’ll lease you an ocean-front apartment somewhere nice, not too far from my estate. It just wouldn’t do to have you living at the house yet, so soon after my wife’s tragic suicide.”

		

		He cracked open the door, adding, “Besides, Donna would throw a fit! It will be all I can do to keep her from learning about our little…arrangement.”

		

		****

		

		I dreaded Rigby the fourth’s opening that same door! What if he wanted nothing more to do with me, now that he’d seen me getting so down-and-dirty with his father?

		

		Hell, he had it on video! He could refresh his memory any time he wanted to, in case he found himself forgetting what a little slut he’d almost married!

		

		The door handle turned a minute later and Rig stood in the doorway. I know I had a guilty, stricken look on my face as I stared up at him in my nakedness.

		

		“Babe, you were incredible!” He said, bursting out into an ear to ear smile. “Just wait until Donna sees that video!”

		

		The next few minutes were a blur. All I know is that Rigby was soon as naked as I was and that we were all over that bed together; the bed where I’d just finished behaving like such a slut with his father!

		

		He tongue-kissed me, even though I had a lingering taste of his dad’s spunk inside my mouth, and then he fucked me like a hurricane! His big dick felt so good…so right inside my pussy!

		

		We both came at the same time, and I felt him pumping jism into my depths. But there wasn’t nearly as much as usual, for some reason!

		

		I braced him about it, after we were done, and he smiled sheepishly as he admitted, “I jacked off…twice, while I was watching you with my dad!”

		

		“Y-You pervert!” I said, grinning at him in relief.

		

		Then I thought about it a little more and asked, “During what parts?”

		

		“When he fucked you,” Rigby confessed, looking almost bashful, “and when you finally blew him.”

		

		“Naughty boy,” I whispered, putting my arms around his neck, “my giving him ass-to-mouth really turned you on, didn’t it?”

		

		“That, and the prostate massage,” he admitted with a sigh.

		

		His face turned serious as he added, “I thought for a minute there that his heart was going to explode when he came in your mouth! All of this would have been for nothing, if he’d died in this bed! Donna would have inherited everything!”

		

		We both laughed at that notion. And then we fucked again!

		

	
		

		Epilogue

		

	
		

		Returning To Normal

		

		“Hey, Page, or should I say the future Mrs. Rigby Simms the fourth?” Brent asked cheekily, lying back on the bow of yacht Rigby had chartered for all of us. “Would you pass me the sun block? Tara’s going to be red as a lobster if we’re not careful.”

		

		I smiled at him and passed him the big tube of sun screen, my brand new three carat diamond engagement ring flashing brightly in the Caribbean sunlight. Rigby said, “We wouldn’t want that to happen, would we, guys?

		

		“No, she might become too sunburned to touch,” I said. “Then I’d have to satisfy all of you two boys’ beastly urges by myself for the rest of the trip!”

		

		“Not if I have anything to say about it,” Tara said, as her fiancé slathered on the sun block. “I don’t want to miss out on all the fun.”

		

		“You won’t, baby,” I promised her, leaning over and getting some of the slippery goo from Brent and doing Tara’s naked front while he did the back.

		

		Rigby leaned back against the deck chair, savoring his ice cold beer and said, “This is the life! Spending my Daddy’s money again, enjoying the sunshine and the sights of St. Thomas on his dime!”

		

		We had flown in on the Gulfstream five days earlier, just the four of us, and checked into the ritziest, most expensive beach resort on the island. Rigby had charged it all to his dad’s credit card, which had been active again ever since we’d emailed that edited video to Donna in the early spring.

		

		It had shown me fucking and sucking her dad, but the really important parts—about her not being as good in bed as I was and her dad being ready to dump her in favor of me—had been spotlighted in the shortened version of the video we’d sent to her. Rig and I had watched the longer version numerous times since it had been made in the privacy of our apartment.

		

		Oh, on several occasions, Brent and Tara, who were living together at the old apartment Tara and I had shared—last year—had joined us for a special screening of me and Rigby senior together in that run-down motel room. The sex that had transpired after those video sessions had been nothing but spectacular and it had lasted all night long!

		

		We didn’t know what Donna had threatened her father with—Rigby was betting she had been convinced that she could wangle her way through having all charges against her being dropped if she agreed to testify against Rigby senior in the death of her mother—but Rigby had been abruptly inserted back into his father’s will, inheriting half of everything. His lawyers had notified Rigby’s lawyers of the change and we, in turn, had promised Donna not to go public with the video, at least for the time being.

		

		Like magic, Rigby’s Gulfstream privileges had reappeared, and his credit cards had started working again. Everything returned to normal in a fortnight, even though Rigby had asked me to marry him and I’d said an enthusiastic “yes” this time!

		

		I thought it showed class on Rigby’s part not to charge my ring to his father’s account. He’d paid the two-hundred and fifty thousand dollars it had cost out of his own funds, the ones he’d inherited from his grandfather.

		

		But we’d made sure to rub Rigby the third’s nose in our wedding plans by placing a big announcement concerning our engagement in the San Diego paper. And he was still in the will and all of his credit cards worked: nothing but silence on Rigby the third’s part…

		

		****

		

		“What do you and Tara want to do tonight?” Rigby asked Brent.

		

		Our handsome friend smiled and said, “What we always do when we’re together, Rig…fuck!”

		

		Rigby laughed and said, “That goes without saying! I meant where do you want to eat? Do you want to go out dancing first, or see a show, or just stay in our suite and amuse ourselves.”

		

		“I heard out by the pool the other day that the Starz Nightclub is the place to go, if we want to go dancing,” Tara offered.

		

		“That sounds good to me,” I said, coating my own bare titties with a light application of the sun screen. “I love to shake my bootie with Rig and you guys!”

		

		“Dancing it is,” Rigby said as the long white yacht executed a sweeping turn at sea and started back toward land.

		

		We were scheduled to reach the dock at around sunset. We’d share a leisurely dinner, maybe fool around a little in our suite, and then go out dancing at ten or so, when the club really came to life.

		

		I looked down at my ring, and then up at my good friends and my man. I was happy again, because Rig was happy again.

		

		The future looked bright for the four of us as I gazed out at the horizon. I saw nothing but good things headed our way…

		

		The End

		

	
		

		Acknowledgements

		

		I hope you enjoyed this story of Page Benton—the good girl gone bad—and her friends. Chico, San Diego, and Oregon are real enough places, and I’ve tried to make them as true to life as memory and my abilities as a storyteller will allow. The town of Forest Hills is entirely invented.

		

		Like all of the characters involved in this book, Forest Hills is a strictly fictional creation of the author. One other thing: the people in my stories don’t always practice safe sex. See that you do, if you chose to emulate them, please!

		

		I’m always eager to hear from my readers. You can email me at: ckralston@gmail.com

		

		Like this story; don’t like it? Please write to me and let me know what you thought of it at the above address!
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