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The redhead tightened the buckle of the strap-on dildo, securing it in place.  She looked down at Brian with a smirk, one hand toying with the strap over her denim coveralls.

“Mister,” she said, leaning over him so he could see the full length of her jutting member.  “You’re gonna be real glad you got a lube job today…”  




	* * * * *




I can’t believe I’m doing this, Brian Whitman thought once again, looking in his rear view mirror for the thousandth time.  Still no cops.

He gripped the steering wheel a little tighter.  State Route 17 seemed to inch past.

Brian had to admit that this whole thing was his own fault.  Ever since he’d gotten the promotion at the bank, he had been living the high life.  Why not?  No more entry level bullshit.  No more college cheap beer special weekends.  Brian ate at the trendy places now, and drank single malt to impress his friends.  He tried to pretend that he was good at Texas Hold’em.  His suits were bespoke.  Brian had been waiting years to get out of living like a loser, and now he could finally afford it.  Mostly.

Playing poker with money you didn’t have was a terrible idea.  Owing a shit-ton of money to “some guys” downtown who were in the “security” business was an even worse idea.  They hadn’t even had to say much.  They knew he’d heard the stories.  Yes, they actually did break peoples’ kneecaps.  So Brian needed a shit-ton of money.  Fast.

Brian cursed again and glanced nervously at the speedometer.  Still just under the speed limit.

His bank account was no help.  Too many craft bourbon tasting flight nights at the Oak Room.  Goddamn it.

But his new “partners” had an easy way he could clear the debt.  All he had to do was to drive out of town, pick up a package, and meet an “associate” in Millersburg to hand it off.  Easy, right?

So now I’m a drug smuggler, thought Brian.  He felt an unpleasant mixture of terrified and stupid.  Seventy miles of watching for cops up every concealed driveway and behind every billboard.  If he got pulled over, he just knew they’d bring dogs.  And they’d find the suitcase in the trunk.  And then he was completely, totally, utterly fucked.  Losing his job was the very least of his worries.

The state highway was slower than the interstate, but Brian thought it would be safer.  Like I know anything about smuggling.  Goddamn it.  That poker game was fucking rigged anyway.

Still nobody behind him.

There, up ahead.  A billboard advertising a motel in Millersburg.  Then the endless fields of soybeans gave way to a smattering of houses.  A city limits sign.  Finally.

Brian checked the clock.  It was 2:19 PM.  He was supposed to meet his contact in the parking lot of the McDonald’s at 3:00.  He’d been driving slowly, but he’d also left early to make sure he wouldn’t be late.  This presented a new problem.  How could he kill half an hour in this small town without raising suspicion?  He couldn’t sit in a restaurant, because he didn’t dare to leave the suitcase alone by itself in the car.  Carrying it around was out of the question.  Who knew what could happen.  So he had to stay in the car.  He could just sit in the lot at McDonald’s, Brian supposed.  But wouldn’t that look suspicious?  A car from out of town, just sitting there?  Isn’t that what a drug pickup looked like?  Drive in circles for half an hour?  Would that be even worse?  How the fuck did this work?  He wasn’t a professional smuggler…

He pulled slowly to a stop at a red light.  Across the street was a small garage.  It looked deserted, but a red neon sign glowed “Open”.  On a rusting pole out front was a larger sign:  “THIRTY MINUTE OIL CHANGE”.




	* * * * *




Allison tied her long brown hair back again, mostly for something to do.  It was the middle of the afternoon at Bud’s Quick Oil Change.  There weren’t any customers, and even with both bay doors open the garage was sweltering hot.  There was supposedly an air conditioning system, but, like with everything else, Bud was too cheap to fix it. 

The boss had hit upon the bright idea of hiring two young women to staff the mid-afternoon shift, when there was usually no demand;  some men might be encouraged to get an oil change off peak hours, and at least he wouldn’t have to pay them as much as experienced mechanics.  “Girls can change oil just fine,” Bud had informed Allison and her friend Kylie, acting like he was doing them a favor by offering them the job.  As few jobs as there were in Millersburg, he mostly was.  As usual, Kylie’s cleavage had sealed the deal.  And here they were, working at it-beats-minimum-wage.

Allison adjusted the industrial-strength shop fan for the twentieth time, scratching at where the blue denim shop shirt rubbed against her neck.  Her slim frame fit into the official Bud’s uniform, though she had taken a marker and blacked out the embroidered name “Ricky”.  The boss had given special permission for Kylie to just wear a white t-shirt and shop overalls;  there was no way that her big rack was going to fit into a leftover men’s shirt from “Ricky” or anyone else, and Bud didn’t seem to mind at all how the overalls hugged her busty figure.

“I’m way too hot,” said Allison, dabbing at her forehead with a folded shop towel.

“No fucking kidding,” said Kylie, who was sitting on a folding chair, trying to get her worn phone charging cable to work.  “My boob sweat is more like a boob swamp today.”  She pulled out the neck of her t-shirt, exposing several inches of freckled cleavage, and shook it to fan herself.

Allison giggled.  After a minute, she checked the clock for the hundredth time, and looked around for something to clean up.  She finally settled on neatly stacking some air filter cartons around the six-foot-deep concrete oil change pit at the center of her garage bay.  Meanwhile, Kylie cursed and tried to repair her cable with electrical tape.  “I’m sooo fucking bored and sooo fucking horny,” the busty redhead complained.

Unnecessarily cleaning off her hands,  Allison looked over at her friend.  “So… how’s it going with Wayne?” she asked.

Kylie made a face, then snorted.

“I mean, you told me you were going to have a, you know, hot date with him last night,” Allison prompted eagerly.

“’Hot date’,” repeated Kylie in a mockingly prissy voice.  She rolled her eyes.  “We were gonna get some chili dogs is all, an’ I blew him first to, you know, take the edge off for later,” said Kylie matter-of-factly.  “But he bumped into me and I coughed and his cum came out my nose, which fuckin’ burned.”

Allison hugged herself awkwardly and tried to grin in a sympathetic way.  She was already starting to blush.  “Wow.  So…”

Kylie shrugged, annoyed at the memory.  “So I got mad at him and we had a fight and he called me a fat bitch and said he cheated on me with Liz Watkins after the concert last week,” she said.  “Which I already knew but he didn’t know I knew and he didn’t have to throw it in my face, right?”  The redhead’s face brightened into a mischievous scowl.  “But since he’s being such an asshole I’m gonna get back at him by fucking his sister tonight, you know Laney?  ‘Train-y Laney’ cause of that one time with the guys from the college?  Yeah, and I hope he fucking catches us, I don’t even care.”

The redhead paused, then looked at Allison, who was staring open-mouthed.  She laughed dismissively.  “You are such a virgin, Allie.”

Allison flushed, and mumbled something about the right guy.  She looked at her fingernails.

Kylie smirked, watching her, and pressed further.  “So I was thinking about using the Cuntbreaker on Laney, so she has to do the ‘Waddle of Shame’, but —“

“That’s not a real thing!”

“It totally is!  It says the name right on the package.  It’s, you know, horse-sized or something.  I dunno, maybe like a donkey.”

Allison stared at her.

“But,” Kylie went on, enjoying baiting her friend, “Laney’s not so bad, except for telling Tiff about me and her stepdad that time.  So I’ve got a different one…” She patted a large purse where it lay on the desk.

“Wait,  you mean the— that thing, it’s in —?  Here?”

Kylie shrugged, a lascivious smile stealing across her face.  She unzipped the purse and held it open wide for a moment, so Allison could see a large purple object inside.

“You are so slutty!” laughed Allison.  She brought her voice down quickly, as if afraid someone would overhear.  “Who brings a strap-on dildo to work?”  

“Someone who believes in being prepared, that’s who,” smirked Kylie.  She pointed at a faded old Snaplokk Tools calendar and quoted, “The right tool for the right job.”

Allison just shook her head and bit her lip.  Kylie grinned, enjoying her friend’s discomfiture.  “You know, Ally, we don’t all spend Saturday night flickin’ the bean to Japanese porno cartoons.” 

Her friend looked suddenly uncomfortable.  “You said you wouldn’t tell anybody about that, remember?”

Kylie, who had gone back to playing with her phone, didn’t answer. 

After a minute, Allison finally broke the silence again.  “So are you breaking up with Wayne, then…?”

Kylie shrugged carelessly, then smiled.  “Nah —“ she giggled, thinking — “actually, I brought something to show you that I bought this morning.  Remember how I said he likes roleplay?  Y’know, like dressing up or whatever?”

Allison nodded.

“Well, Wayne’s been a real naughty boy, and — ooo.”  Kylie broke off with a sudden snort and grinned wickedly.  “Yeah.”

“What is it?”

“Oh, fuck, I just got the best idea.”  The busty redhead turned to stare at her purse, eyes widening.  “Oh, Wayne is in for a big surprise after I’m through with Laney.”  She snickered.  “Yep, his ass is mine, all right…”

A bell suddenly sounded.  Outside, a silver BMW was pulling up.

“Customer,” sighed Allison, reaching for the garage door button.




	* * * * *




Brian was only vaguely aware of the two girls working at the garage, or the various clankings and hood-slammings as they serviced his car.  Every few seconds, it seemed like, he glanced through the grimy garage windows, looking for lurking cops.  Every time one of the girls passed by the trunk, he froze.  Calm down, he tried to tell himself.  You’re going nuts.

He didn’t notice the two girls whispering on the other side of the garage.  The taller, busty one was urging the smaller one on to something.  Finally, smothering giggles, the brunette approached the open driver’s side window of the silver BMW.

“Uh, hi,” she began.  “So that’ll be —“

Brian jumped, then glanced at her without paying much attention.  “Sure, okay, here,” he mumbled, pushing a Mastercard at her.

The girl took it and went away for a moment.

I mean, there’s no reason why they’d be staking out some random oil change place, right?  Calm down and just breathe evenly…

The slender girl came back, holding his card and biting her lip.  “Okay, Mr. Whitman?” she began.  She seemed perky, if shy, and her voice rose so that every sentence sounded like a question.  “So there’s kind of a problem?  Our machine is saying that your card is reported stolen.”

This actually got his attention.  Brian stared at her.  “Wait, what?  It’s not stolen.  What the hell?”

The brunette glanced at her friend, who was trying to hide a grin.  “Well, um, so what we do as standard policy is that we’ll have to call the police and have someone come and take a report?”  Brian did not notice that she was trying not to laugh.  “We’ll just have Officer Kylie come by and get this cleared up real quick, okay?”  She bit her lip again.  “Don’t worry, it’s not a big deal, I’m sure it’s just a mistake.  I’ll bet you’ll like Officer Kylie just fine… and I’ll bet she’ll be real happy to meet you.”

Brian froze.  The whole world seemed to freeze along with him.  Blood roared in his ears.  Even his vision went blurry for a moment.

“Okay… uh… okay, wait, hold on just a second,” he managed to stammer.  Oh shit.  Oh shit.  The cops were going to come and they were going to search the car and he was completely fucked.

The slender girl started to break into a smile.

“Okay, uh,” started Brian okay, trying to breathe evenly.  “Okay… look… uh… we don’t have to get the cops involved… uh… forget the card, I’ll pay cash, okay?”

“Um,” said the girl, blinking.  The smile vanished, replaced by a look of confusion.

“We don’t have to get the cops involved,” Brian repeated, steadying himself.  She looked like a mousy little thing.  Try the charm, right?  He smiled, a bit shakily.  “That’s a lot of, uh, inconvenience for everyone.”

The girl continued to look puzzled.  She looked back at her redheaded friend, who shrugged uncertainly.

“So, uh, if you can just give me my card back, then I’ll pay cash and, uh, I’ll even make it up to you for your trouble.”  Brian swallowed.  His patter wasn’t great, but surely this shouldn’t be so hard.  “Both of you, even.”  He reached back over to his wallet, which still sat out on the passenger seat, hoping he had enough cash.

The girls looked at each other, nonplussed.

“Uh…” said the slender girl, with a sort of puzzled half-shrug at her friend.

There was a long pause.  Brian fumbled with his wallet, still jittery.  Everything seemed unreal.

“Hey, mister,” spoke up the redhead from across the garage.  Brian peered out the car window at her.  The girl opened the door to the back room and gestured.  “How about you come in the back and we can just talk about this, huh?”

“I… uh… okay,” said Brian hesitantly.  “Uh… sure.  Can I just get my card back first?”

“C’mon,” repeated the buxom girl, a smile playing across her lips.  She gestured for her friend to come along as well, and the other, with one last glance at Brian, scurried into the office.

Cautiously, Brian got out of his car.  What was this shit?  Did they want a payoff in private?  Okay, he could do that… He stepped carefully through the service bay, trying not to fall into the garage pits, and followed them.




	* * * * *




“Sooo…” said Kylie, closing and locking the storage room door behind them.  She looked behind Brian at the clothes rack along the back wall for a moment.  Then she glanced at Allison and shrugged, shaking her head.

“Like I said,” Brian spoke up, trying to take control of the situation, “Sorry there’s a problem with the card.  I’ll just pay cash, and —“

The busty redhead turned her attention back to him.  “Well, now, it said the card was stolen, and credit card theft is a serious matter,” said Kylie playfully.  She ran a finger slowly up and down under the strap of her overalls.  Allison looked back and forth with an eagerly nervous smile, like she was trying to think of something to say.

“Yeah, but I’m sure this is all just…“ said Brian, swallowing.  He tried to forced himself to stay calm.

“But,” Kylie went on, leaning in the doorframe so her large breasts strained the front of her overalls, “maybe if you did us a little favor…?  I mean, we don’t have to call the cops…”  Her freckled cheeks crinkled around her greedy smile.

Brian began to relax instantly, but he was still cautious.  “A favor, huh?” he asked, eyeing Kylie.  The redneck greasemonkey type wasn’t really his first choice, but she was certainly stacked…

“You fuck Kylie and we won’t call the cops,” blurted Allison, shooting her friend a quick glance for confirmation.  “And afterwards maybe me too?” she added awkwardly.

Kylie snickered, hopping up onto a stack of old Bridgestones.  “And I guess Allison, if she’s feelin’ adventurous today, though I think she’s savin’ herself for true love.”  She eyed Brian up and down with the same grin.  “So how about it, stud?”  Her green eyes glittered expectantly.

I cannot fucking believe this, thought Brian, beginning to relax for the first time since he’d left on this trip.  Screw one chubby hick and I’m home free?  This is legendary.  Fucked my way out of getting arrested.  Hell yeah.  He nodded confidently and took a step forward.  “Okay, sure.  So, where, uh, do you want to…?”

“Nuh-uh,” smirked Kylie.  She put one foot up on a box and crossed her arms in front of her ample chest.  “Let’s see what we’ve got first.  Get that off.”  She gestured at his clothes.  Allison grinned and bit her lip.

“Uh, okay,” said Brian, glancing at the door to make sure it was locked.  He eyed the expectant girls, then unbuttoned his polo shirt and pulled it over his head.

“Mm,” said Kylie, admiring his toned chest.  “Very nice.”  Allison tried to whistle, but wasn’t very good at it.  “Now for the main event…” Kylie gestured.

“Yeah, get naked!” cheered Allison, a little too loudly.

Brian felt oddly self-conscious at undressing in front of them;  he couldn’t remember ever actually being naked in front of two girls at the same time before.  He unbuttoned the fly of his jeans, and unzipped them.

“Your first time seeing a guy naked?” Kylie smirked at her friend.  “Try not to faint.”  Allison looked away, annoyed, then leaned against the wall to watch.

He quickly pulled off his jeans and stepped out of them, glancing at the eager girls.  For a second Brian hesitated, still feeling kind of weird about the whole situation, but pulled off his briefs and stood naked on the cold concrete floor.

There was an awkward pause.

“Um,” said Allison.

“You know, for someone about to fuck his way out of jail, you don’t seem real excited here,” said Kylie, arching an eyebrow.

Brian flushed, now feeling very self-conscious at these two girls eyeing his soft cock.  “Yeah, well, it’s just been a stressful day, and, I mean, just give me a second here…”

“Maybe he needs some encouragement,” suggested Kylie to her friend.

Allison perked up.  “Hey, uh,” she said, biting her lip again.  “How about a little peek at my boobs, huh?”  She grinned nervously, glanced at Kylie again, and fumbled with the top button of her blue uniform shirt.

“Um, Allie, I think this job calls for the big guns,” said Kylie confidently, arching her back to push out her generous chest as she lazily slipped down from the pile of tires. 

Allison flushed in embarrassment, refastening her button. 

“How about it?” Kylie went on, giving Brian a sultry look.  “You’ve been starin’ at ‘em enough.”

“Shit, yeah.”

Kylie gave a knowing chuckle.  She dug her thumbs into the straps of her overalls, slipping them slowly across her chest and over her shoulders.  “You like these things, do ya?”  The straps dangled free, and the redhead brushed against the fat nipples that already stood out prominently against her white t-shirt.  “I know you do.  All the men who come in here look.  Everybody wants a peek.”  She reached behind herself, unhooking her bra.  Allison watched Brian with a shy grin.

The redhead rocked back and forth a little bit on her feets girlishly, then took hold of the hem of her top.  “They’re real big, aren’t they?” she breathed, exposing a couple inches of her soft, tanned midriff.  “And they’re awful heavy.  You wanna see them, huh?  Kylie’s big titties?  Are they gonna make you hard for us?”

Brian was already getting aroused at her striptease.  Kylie blew a kiss, then raised the hem higher until her fat jugs were just barely supported by bottoms of her bra cups.  “Aw, you’re wakin’ up.  You’re already thinking about getting your hands on ‘em, aren’t ya?  Every guy likes a big pair of fat ones in his hands.  Or maybe more?  You thinkin’ about suckin’ on ‘em?  These big things are nice and ripe for you, aren’t they?”

Kylie grinned, watching Brian.  His fat shaft was hard now, and throbbing.  As the girl lifted her bra up just a little farther, letting her huge breasts tumble free with a breathy “oops”, he gave his pulsing cock a couple pumps.  It felt heavy in his hand, stretched and hungry.  Fuck yes.

“Hey, what’s goin’ on?” asked Kylie, with mock dismay.   “You just jackin’ off?  I thought we were gonna fuck.”  She made an attempt to cover her tits with her hands, though the fat milkflesh spilled out all around her palms.  “Can’t hold it any longer?”

“What? No, fuck.”  Brian felt confused and annoyed.  “I’m just… yeah, let’s go, come on.”  Between his still-lingering anxiety about the police, and his urgent need to fuck Kylie, he was no in the mood for games.

“Aw, I dunno now,” Kylie chuckled.  “I’m thinking maybe you’re a two-pump chump who’s too backed up to go the distance.  What do you think, Allie?”

Her blushing friend was speechless.  Her eyes were fixed on Brian’s stiff cock.

“Hmm,” said the redhead, enjoying this game.  “I think you’d better test him out.  See if he can hang on to his juice.  You hold still there.  Allison, go start tugging him off.”

“What?”

“Go on,” Kylie urged.  She quickly peeled her bra away from her heavy tits.  Letting it fall to the ground, Kylie walked slowly closer, letting the fat orbs jiggle hypnotically back and forth, before finally kneeling in front of Brian with her shirt bunched up around her neck.

Allison stared confusedly at Kylie for a second, then crouched nervously beside Brian.  After a moment’s hesitation, she took his cock in her delicate hand, licking her lips nervously.  Her fingers felt warm against Brian’s straining shaft.

“C’mon, pump him,” said her friend.  Kylie held up her tits invitingly, forming a huge, pale expanse of bulging cleavage, and bounced them just a little.  “You’re a stud, right?  Big dick player down from the city?  Shouldn’t be a problem for you to hold off, right?”

Allison obeyed her friend’s command, stroking Brian’s cock, slowly and gingerly at first, then jacking him more confidently as she got used to the feeling of encircling a throbbing manhood in her fingers.

“Yeah, that’s it, Allie.  Work that cock.”  Kylie rolled her heavy breasts around in her hands, her green eyes meeting Brian’s teasingly.  “Don’t worry.  You’re not gonna pop.  No matter how bad you want to.  Allie’s gonna pump and pump and you’re gonna think about how good it would feel to just burst all over my tits — just shoot that cum all over, give me a big pearl necklace, show me how big a stud you are and just coat me in your stuff.  But you’re not gonna do it, no matter how bad you need to… right?  No matter how big my tits are, no matter how heavy those balls feel.”

Brian grunted and shifted.  Awkward and inexperienced as it was, Allison’s handjob was starting to get to him, and Kylie’s words and the sight of her lewdly squeezing her breasts together…  All the day’s tension seemed concentrated in his tightening balls now.  Fuck.  What was this shit?  Did she want to fuck, or…  But it felt too good to complain.

Allison bit her lip, excited at Kylie’s filthy words.  Her eyes darted back and forth between her friend and Brian’s cock, her hand working now in a firm, milking stroke, forcing his fuckmeat through her tight grip.

Kylie tugged on her nipples teasingly.  “Now I know you’re not gonna come on my tits… not gonna feed these big things what they need.  You’re thinking about fuckin’ me, aren’t you?  Right up on that counter over there?  Me with my legs up on your shoulders and you with that fat cock buried balls-deep in my tight pussy?”  A flush of arousal was spreading across Kylie’s chest, and she bit her lip again, watching Allison pumping at his cock and enjoying her control over the stranger.  “You gonna bareback me, is that it?  Gonna fuck that huge thick load up into me?  Drivin’ back to the city later, thinking about some big-titty country girl down here still leakin’ your cum?  That what you want, honey?  Is thinkin’ about it gonna make you shoot off early?”

“Oh, shit, Kylie, he’s gettin’ thicker all of a sudden,” blurted Allison eagerly.  Brian let out a tense grunt.  His eyes were full of Kylie’s huge breasts, and the deep cleft between ready for his cum…  “I think… you think maybe he’s gonna — ?”

“You’re makin’ Allie all excited.  She never touched a cock before,” Kylie confided with an amused sneer.  “Just read about ‘em in porno stories and shit.  Maybe if you’re real lucky, she’ll let you kiss her…”

Allison let out a stifled, hurt noise, and suddenly let go of Brian.  He groaned, teetering on the very edge, a frustrated droplet of precum forcing its way out of his abandoned cock.  Allison stood up, glaring furiously at Kylie, hands curled into indignant fists.

Kylie paused, still holding up her breasts, and blinked in puzzlement at Allison.  “Huh?”

“You know—“ began Allison in a choked voice.  She seemed on the verge of tears.

But Allison was cut off by the sound of a car radio getting closer, then suddenly a lot closer.  Someone had pulled up to the shop.

“Oh, shit,” said Kylie.  She yanked down her top and began fastening up her overalls.

“Huh?” asked Brian.  He had been right up against the toe-curling edge of bursting, and then… He stared at the two girls in confusion.  “What is it?  What’s going on?”

“Put your dick away!” said Allison, tears and resentment forgotten in the panic.  “Bud is here.  Our boss!”

Brian pulled up his briefs and trousers.  Kicking her bra behind a pile of tires, Kylie opened the door to peek out.  The sound of Led Zeppelin grew louder, then was cut off.

“Customers aren’t allowed in the back.  Come on,” said Kylie, adjusting and tugging at her clothes to try to hide her lack of a bra.

Allison stepped out, gesturing for Brian to follow.  He made straight for his car.

“No,” hissed Allison suddenly.  She grabbed his arm hard enough for her fingernails to dig into his skin.  “He’ll call the cops!  Hide in the pit!”

“Wait, what —“

“Go!” she insisted, pointing frantically.

Outside, a rusted Chevrolet Monte Carlo was parked sloppily in the handicapped parking space.  A balding man of about fifty climbed out, puffing, and slammed the door.

Too bewildered to say anything, Brian sat down on the edge of the pit and slid in, landing on the padded rubber mat below.

The owner wandered in through the open garage door.  “Hey, Kylie,” mumbled Bud, looking around the shop.  “How’s it going?  Damn, it’s hot today.”  Bud was dressed in a short-sleeve white shirt already soaked through at the armpits.  Both of his chins, and the wrinkled corners of his eyes, were shiny with perspiration.  “Not near as hot as you ladies, of course,” he grinned.

Kylie moved a little bit away from her boss.  “If we could open the rear bay door, we could get a crossbreeze in here.”  She watched Allison with a baffled squint, shaking her head inquiringly.  Allison, a look of determination on her face, was piling a hose and some air filter cartons in the middle of the shop.  

“Don’t want that door left open, don’t need nobody stealing tools,” said Bud automatically, wiping his forehead with a leftover shop towel.  He heaved himself into the chair at the business desk, wheezing faintly.

Brian, half-crouching in the oil change pit, felt like an idiot.  His initial panic and confusion after being naked when the girls’ boss arrived was quickly wearing off, and the longer he hid down here, the less likely it was starting to seem that their boss would call the cops about his credit card.  This is ridiculous bullshit.  He started to look around for a way to climb discreetly out of the pit, when Allison came round to the other side and sat down, her petite legs dangling in the pit.  She did not look at Brian.

“What’re you two doin’?” Bud asked Kylie, starting to run a report on the computer.

“Uh, just workin’,” mumbled Kylie.  What…?  she mouthed again at her friend.

Bud grunted and looked around the garage again.  “Whose car’s that?  S’nice car.”

“Some guy.  Just a change,” said Kylie.  She smirked again, crossing her arms over her chest to hide her plump nipples, still stiff from teasing Brian.  “It’s, uh, a big job.  Needs a lot of draining and servicing.”

Bud grunted.  “Where’s the customer at?”

“Uh,” said Kylie.  “He… walked down to Subway while he was waitin’.”

“Yeah, he really needed to eat something,” Allison suddenly chimed in.  “Pretty urgent, too.”  Brian watched from below, dumbfounded, as she unsnapped her jean shorts and began to wriggle out of them.  Allison’s pert ass scooted around on the edge as she tried to strip without Bud seeing.

“What are you doing?” whispered Brian, staring at her.  Kylie, suddenly realizing what Allison was up to, stared as well.

“Where’s the used shop supplies report?” asked Bud, typing away.

“Here it is, Bud,” said Kylie.  She handed her boss a grimy, duct-tape-repaired clipboard, while mouthing an incredulous What the fuck? at Allison.  Allison just glanced down at Brian, and gave a smirk that reminded him of Kylie.

Bud looked up, and Kylie was just in time to hide her open-mouthed stare at her coworker.  “This is the grey clipboard.  The used shop supplies report is supposed to be on the blue clipboard,” said Bud in a near monotone.

“Oh, sorry, boss.”

Allison kicked off her white panties, which spiraled down to land on a pile of Valvoline bottles.  Then, wriggling again to get comfortable, she slowly spread her slim, tanned legs.  Brian could smell how wet she was, and her pussy lips were slick and glistening even in the murky fluorescent light of the shop.  She hesitated just a little, then splayed her knees wide apart, displaying her shaved cunt to him.

Kylie could see her friend’s legs moving, and her eyes widened.

A few feet away, Bud coughed and stapled some papers together.  Still looking straight ahead, Allison slowly reached down and spread her pink inner lips, giving Brian a glimpse of her virginal depths.  She crooked a finger at the gaping Brian in a come-hither movement, and pointed at her pussy.

“Are you crazy?” hissed Brian, who could hear Bud typing a few feet away.  Allison still didn’t look down at him.  When Brian didn’t make a move, Allison slowly took her phone out of the front pocket of her work shirt.  She held it low enough that Brian could see the glowing screen, and slowly dialed 9-1-1, hovering her finger over the call button.

“Okay, shit, fine,” whispered Brian.  He leaned forwards.  Allison put down her phone, and gripped the sides of the pit.

She was juicy and spicy and hot, and tasted fresh as Brian dove reluctantly into her needy cunt.  At the first contact of his lips against her Allison threw her head backwards, biting her lip and nearly hissing aloud.  Kylie glanced at Bud, but he didn’t notice Allison’s sudden wild spasm.  She leaned forward, staring down at him in amazement as he began licking and sucking at her virginal pussy.  Despite being pressured, and the hot, cramped conditions, the smell of Allison’s arousal was intoxicating to Brian, and his talented tongue darted and lashed at her pussy in long, swirling strokes.  Allison let out the faintest of whimpers, her gripping knuckles turning white as she tried not to reveal what was happening.

Kylie watched her friend having her pussy eaten with growing arousal and envy.  Her lips parted just a little, she squeezed her thighs together as she leaned against Bud’s desk, relishing the sight of Allison being secretly pleasured.

“Haven’t been goin’ through a lot of full synthetic.  Don’t know why I ordered so much,” commented Bud obliviously.

“Uh huh,” breathed Kylie.

Allison arched her back and wrapped one ankle around Brian’s back, pressing his face against her aching hole.  He had almost forgotten where he was, engrossed in tongue-fucking this hot girl and feeling her grind her fresh cunt against him.  He gripped her thighs, sending another shudder through her, and pressed his tongue firmly against her taut, swollen slit.  Allison gulped, her eyes flashing to Brian’s head buried between her thighs, and then darting helplessly around the room as she began to feel her climax building. 

Bud puffed out his cheeks and let it out very slowly, looking around the garage.  Kylie quickly pulled her eyes away from the trembling Allison, and tried to smile helpfully.

“Welp,” grunted Bud, “don’t think there’s too much goin’ on here today.  You girls need anything?”

“Uh, no, boss,” said Kylie.  Allison squeezed her eyes shut and shook her head.

Bud heaved his bulk to his feet.  “Gonna head out.  Unless maybe you could use a break, Kylie?”  His jowls creased into a grin, and he leaned half-jokingly towards Kylie.

Kylie quirked an eyebrow.  She crossed her arms defensively, though this had the effect of pushing up her large, braless tits.  “Nah,” she said, declining this suggestion for the dozenth time, “Think I’ll just work out the rest of my shift.”  With a sudden malicious grin, she called loudly over to her friend.  “How about you, Ally?”

Allison started, and Brian froze.  She made a slight choking noise and just shook her head.  Her orgasm was suddenly spoiled, and she pushed Brian lightly away from her too-sensitive pussy.

“’Nother time maybe,” Bud mumbled.  “Gonna go down to the Wal-Mart and look at some new fishin’ lures.  Be back later.”  He shut off the computer, and dug for his car keys.  Kylie breathed a sigh of relief when the door shut, Bud’s car rumbled to life, and Van Halen started playing.

Allison wriggled away, unwrapping her leg from Brian.  “You can stop now,” she said softly, trying to catch her breath.  Allison swallowed several times, and looked down at Brian, who was breathing heavily.  “He’s gone.  You can come out now.”

Kylie stared silently across the garage at her friend, eyebrows raised.  Allison caught her eye, bit her lip, and shrugged with a hesitant smirk.  Brian, face still wet with Allison’s cuntjuices, wasted no time in starting to climb out of the pit.

Kylie nodded at Allison, first slowly and thoughtfully, then challengingly.  Her smirk returned.




	* * * * *




Brian brushed dust off his clothes.  “Okay, so,” he said impatiently.  “I think I should go.  Can I just give you some cash and —“

Kylie turned from Allison to eye Brian with a predatory stare.  “Hey, you promised me a fuck,” she said.

“Uh, yeah, all right,” mumbled Brian, taking out his phone and looking at the time, then staring out the garage windows.  He still felt rattled by the appearance of the girls’ boss, and took a deep breath.  “Yeah, sure, we can do that quickie in the back still.  How about you get those, uh, overalls off.”

“Mmm, nope,” said Kylie, directing her words mostly towards Allison.  “I’m thinking I want to try somethin’ new today.”  She turned a bright smile on Brian.  “Y’all ever been pegged?”

Allison gawked.

“Uh… What’s that?” asked Brian cautiously.  She couldn’t possibly mean…

“They don’t have dildos in the city?  I got a real nice one here.  Straps on tight around my hips, with a big ol’ knob that goes up in my pussy, and a kind of bump thing that rubs my clit.”  Her smile grew more sly as Brian’s faded.  “I love fuckin’ that way.  I can get off real good with my hips pumping and my big dick stretching somebody out.  I see why guys like it,” she giggled.

“That’s… no.  That’s ridiculous.”  Brian looked from Kylie to Allison incredulously.  “You have to be kidding me.  I am not doing that.  Fuck this.”

Kylie shrugged.  “We can do this the easy way or the hard way, stupid.  Y’all are in deep shit, an’ you know it.  Either you give up your ass, or we call the cops.  An’ if you try to run out or stop us callin’ the cops, you’re in even deeper shit.”

The cops… Brian fumbled for words.  “Look, I… I just can’t do that.  That’s… I can’t.”

“Aw, c’mon, you don’t have anything to worry about.  I’m real gentle with virgins,” Kylie giggled.  “You ain’t gonna be the first cherry I’ve popped… well, I mean, you’ll be the first guy.  And we ain’t gonna tell anybody, are we Allie?”

Allie shook her head.

“Nah, nobody has to know that you let me fuck you in the ass,” said Kylie with smirking relish.

“Look, I just want to get out of here,” said Brian weakly, looking at his car.

“Well, in that case, I suggest you put out,” shrugged Kylie.  “Fastest way out of here is lettin’ me get my nut.  C’mon, I want to try this.”

Trapped, Brian searched his wits.  “What about… won’t your boss be back in just a minute?  He said he was going to Wal-Mart.”

Allison snorted, unexpectedly speaking up.  “He’s probably just trying to get another pity fuck out of Tiffany at the service counter.  He’s not gonna be back anytime soon.”

“I… no…” said Brian, still shaking his head.

“Well, if you want to get arrested…” said Kylie impatiently, hands on her hips.

Brian started to speak, but fell silent.  After a long moment, he found himself saying weakly, “You can’t… you can’t tell anybody about this, okay?”

“I already said that,” said Kylie with satisfaction.  “Now c’mon, it’ll be fun.”  She picked up her purse from the desk.

”We can’t… do that right out here,” said Brian, nodding at the windows.  “Anybody could see in, I’m not going to—“

“Course I’m not fucking you out here,” laughed Kylie.  “There’s rubber mats stacked in the back, it’s much easier on your knees if you’re gettin’ fucked doggy-style.  C’mon.”  She opened the door to the backroom, and ushered the numb Brian into the room where, a few minutes earlier, Allison had been jerking him off. 

“Yeah, mats are essential.  This one time, I got cheek-burn so bad I had to wear extra foundation for a week.  Not rug burn on my butt, I mean, but my actual cheek cheeks.   This guy I was fucking who worked at Carpet Barn wanted me, you know, face down and ass up?  He said it made my butt look bigger.  So, you know, you’ve got to watch yourself if you’re taking it from behind.”  She grinned at Allison and smacked Brian lightly on the ass.

The girls followed him into the back room, standing between him and the door.  “Hurry up, get ‘em off,” urged Kylie.

“I’m not waiting around here for you to drive out and get some sex toy,” he objected weakly, slowly unbuttoning his shirt.

Kylie grinned and shook her head.  She held up her purse and took out the contents.

“Who the fuck brings a strap-on dildo to work?”

Allison couldn’t help but laugh.

Kylie shrugged, taking out a tube of lubricant as well.  “I was gonna go over and fuck my boyfriend’s sister after work,” she said casually.  “It’s what we do down here in the sticks for fun.”  The busty redhead smiled at Brian, unsnapping her overalls again and starting to shrug them over her voluptuous hips.  “Don’t worry, hon, I’ll be real gentle.  I ain’t fucked a boy before, but I’ll bet your ass is not gonna be too different.”  She paused, one leg in the air, and looked at him.  “You might wanna get naked too, or I’m gonna have to fuck a whole lot harder.”

Brian swallowed.  The sight of Kylie stripping was certainly enticing, but the long purple girlcock sitting on the table wasn’t.  He glanced uneasily at Allison.  “Does she have to watch?”

Kylie smiled and nodded, pulling off the overalls.  She had the beginnings of a pot belly, but her body was firm for her thick build.  “Today’s a day of new experiences for Allie.  She ain’t never seen a guy get his cherry popped before.  Might be educational.”  Allison crossed her arms again. 

“Anyway, if you’re a good boy and get me off good, maybe you can give Allison a thrill and let her jerk you off,” said Kylie.  Her friend didn’t react.  “Well,” Kylie considered, “unless you pop off all on your own from gettin’ pegged, that is.  Like I said, I never fucked a guy before, but my friend told me…”

While Kylie chatted, Brian thought about just walking out.  It was easy enough — the door was right there.  Of course, his car was stuck here.  But if they made trouble, he could just call the cops or something — the thought of the police brought back thoughts of the briefcase in the trunk, about his meeting — he didn’t have much time left before he was supposed to meet his contact!  Fuck fuck fuck… This couldn’t be happening.  It was ridiculous.  He fought panic as he watched Kylie fasten the harness around her generous hips and bounce up and down checking the fit.

“All ready, hon?  I’d finger you some first, but we’re kind of in a rush.”

“I…” Brian mumbled, looking from Kylie to Allison, trying to think of something to say.  Kylie put one hand on her naked hip and watched Brian with an amused expression, though her arousal was obvious.

“It’ll be okay.  Just put out a little, and nobody has to call the cops,” purred Kylie, walking slowly forward.  Her jutting girlcock and her large breasts bounced with each step.  “Your choice.”

“Uh…” he stammered one last time.  He could hear the slick slurp of Kylie slathering the silicone dildo with lube. 

“Bend over,” she breathed.

Brian swallowed.  Then, reluctantly, he got down on all fours.  Behind him, Kylie approached his exposed ass.  Allison sat down on a pile of tires to watch.

Kylie swung one leg casually over him, then knelt.  One thigh, toned from working on cars, pressed against Brian’s hip.  He flinched as he felt the cool silicone of Kylie’s cockhead rub slowly up and down his crack, then press gently against his puckered star.  

“Don’t worry,” murmured Kylie.  “I ain’t gonna hurt ya.  Just let me have what I want.”  She pressed more insistently.  Brian felt his tight hole resist for a moment, and then the slick bulge of her cockhead squeezed through and sank slowly inside him.  “There ya go,” she said.  “Pop goes the cherry.”  Kylie waited for a moment before entering him further.  The rubbery knob felt enormous inside his virgin ass, and Brian squeezed at her reflexively, trying in vain to force out Kylie’s penetrating girlcock.  Then warm, soft hands fastened themselves on his hips, pulling him backwards.  Kylie began to sink slowly inside him, stretching him open and stuffing his tight bowels with her shaft.

Brian groaned at the violation as Kylie’s member stretched him out.  “Am I hurtin’ you?” she asked.

“No,” he mumbled.

“Feel good?” she grinned.

“No.”

 “Maybe you just gotta get used to it,” Kylie laughed.  Allison watched intently, lips slightly parted, as the busty redhead gave Brian’s taut ass a loud smack.  “Now be a good boy.  Miss Kylie seriously needs to fuck.” She flexed her hips, sinking the dildo all the way to the root and earning another groan from Brian.  “Mmm, nice butt,” Kylie purred.

Now she began to fuck him in earnest.  His protesting ass yielded up her purple girlcock, only to gulp it down again in a slow, savage stroke.  Brian tried at first not to wince at being reamed out over and over, each of Kylie’s eager pumps feeling like it would split him open.  She fucked Brian’s ass eagerly, impatiently, rolling her curvy hips so she squeezed her clit on each bowel-stuffing thrust.  Allison’s eyes never left the lewd scene, and she started unconsciously pressing her cleft against the firm rubber tire of her perch.

“You’re a good fuck,” Kylie said throatily, her thick ass humping against Brian in a steady rhythm now.  “Fuck, this feels good on my clit.  It’s different with a guy.  You’re tight, honey.  Fuuck,” she hissed again, suddenly grabbing her breast and pinching savagely at one nipple.  “Fuck, now I want to mount every guy I see.  Make ‘em all put out for me.”  She pumped faster now.  “You like bein’ my little prom date, sugar?  Maybe I should get you in the back seat of that car and this slutty ass can ride me.  Squeezin’ on me like a hungry manpussy, huh?”

Brian didn’t answer.  But it was starting to feel different now.  As his ass got used to Kylie’s penetrating girlcock, the sensation of getting stuffed full of her girth started to feel different.  The dildo’s bulging head rolled across his spunk-swollen prostate with every long stroke, and he started to feel a strange, shameful need.  His cock slowly swelled, then grew hard at the sensation of being stretched out and completely filled by this girl’s hungry cock.

Allison’s heavy-lidded mask of lust creased momentarily, and she squinted at Brian.  “He’s dripping,” she commented, raising an eyebrow.

“It’s his pre,” said Kylie, pausing long enough to adjust the dildo just a little.  “Gettin’ his prostate rubbed makes him all relaxed up in there.  His stuff’s gonna start just squeezin’ out soon.  Unless he comes first.  You like gettin’ milked, honey?  It’s a race, I guess — am I gonna steal your cum so it just drips away, or are you gonna give it up to me and shoot off from being ass-fucked?”  She grinned at the lewd thought, running her hands over her breasts.  “My money’s on ass-fucked, Allie — this man cunt is too hungry for girlcock to keep his juice in much longer.”

“Be a mean trick to play, wouldn’t it, though?  You’re all spoilin' for a fuck — cock’s hard, balls full, and I’d just rub you up inside until your balls let go and stuff just drains right out.  You wouldn’t even get to cum or nothing, just get your cream milked right out of ya.”

Kylie let her eyes rest on Allison for a moment challengingly.  “Oh — I guess just tell me if I’m talking too dirty for you.”  She smirked and rolled her hips against Brian’s splayed ass.  “I guess you’re used to hearing this shit in Japanese or whatever, though.”

This time, Allison met her gaze.  Her answer was to unzip her jeans and push them down a little, snaking one hand into her panties.  She let out a long breath, rubbing her clit in quick, urgent circles as she watched her friend ream Brian’s ass-pussy.

Kylie had settled into a firm pumping rhythm, her face squeezed up into a pained-looking mask of concentration as she tried to find her climax in Brian’s yielding ass.  “It feels good on my clit,  Allie,” she wailed.

Allison withdrew her hand from her panties, biting her lip in frustration at a climax she couldn’t quite reach with her fingers.  Then she hopped decisively down from the pile of tires, shrugging her jeans and panties off her toned hips.  “Hey,” Allison said throatily to Brian.  “You’re gonna finish what you started.”

He raised his head.  Allison’s cunt was right in front of him, even wetter now than when he had tongued her before, and flushed and swollen from her jilling.  Allison grabbed the back of his head and shoved it into her, sliding forward at the same time to fuck his face.  Brian was again engulfed in her juicy gash.

“He eatin’ you out, Allie?” grunted Kylie, grinning at the sight.  She thrust deep into Brian, pumping out a groan as her curvy hips smashed against his ass.

“Uh huh,” mumbled Allison.  “I was on the edge and I’m real close… he’s eating me so good…”  Her pussy was so wet that he could hardly breathe, but he didn’t care — the raw obscenity of being mounted and ass-fucked by Kylie made everything seem unreal, and nothing mattered anymore except the huge girlcock reaming him out and the raw, juicy pussy that filled his senses.  Brian gulped and lapped at her hungrily, devouring her sopping cuntflesh.

“Havin’ a good time turning this one out,” grinned Kylie, watching Brian eat her friend.  She leaned forward, rubbing her bare breasts against his back.  “Make my friend feel real good, slut,” she ordered Brian.

Kylie gave him a deep thrust for emphasis, and Brian moaned into Allison’s trembling pussy.  That was all it took.

“Oh fuck!” shrieked Allison, her scream rattling the shop windows.  Her spasming thighs clamped painfully around his head as she crashed over the edge.  “Eat my fucking cunt so good–!”  Allison screamed, eyes rolling back in her head.  One hand grabbed a handful of Brian’s hair and with desperate strength crammed his face into the fountain of fuckjuices forced out by her explosive orgasm.  “So fucking hot letting her bitch you–!”

Kylie watched her friend’s climax with an eager grin, savagely twisting her fat nipple.  She licked her lips lewdly.  “Suck that pussy!  She’s a fuckin’ screamer!”

Allison’s thighs were clenched so tight that Brian could barely even move his lips, but it didn’t matter much.  She savagely fucked his entire face, rolling her hips and squeezing his skull with her taut legs until he felt like it would crush, howling and grinding out her long-delayed need.  Brian fought for air as she fucked out her virginal frustrations against his face, trying to pry her wet, sucking quim away long enough to breathe.  Finally, with one last shrieking carnal spasm, Allison gasped, shuddered, and let go.

“Aw, fuck, I’m getting close,” panted Kylie, who had drunk in every one of her friend’s squeals like a fine wine.  Her voice was deep and throaty now, desperate for orgasm.  “You’re so fuckin’ nasty, Ally!”

Allison let out a deep sigh of satisfaction, unwinding her toned thighs from around Brian’s head and draping herself backwards across a tire.  One hand brushed lazily against her sopping pussy, teasing out a few aftershocks.

Kylie began to thrust even harder, the sound of her curvy thighs slapping against Brian’s cheeks filling the garage.  “Gonna come like this,” groaned the redhead.  She clawed at her chest savagely, constantly switching hands, unable to decide between sinking her fingers into her huge breasts or gripping hard on Brian’s hips to sink her girlcock deeper on each thrust.  “Never came fucking a guy in the butt before,” blurted Kylie, biting her lip and squeezing her eyes shut.  Her face was flushed red enough now to rival her hair.

“You’re gonna now, you slut,” hissed Allison, leaning suddenly forward.

Brian could do nothing but groan.  He felt reamed out, little more than a stretched-out pipe for holding Kylie’s mammoth girlcock.  The fear of the cops, even his shame at getting turned out by this strapon-wearing garage girl were receding into a haze under the pleasure he could no longer deny, but couldn’t quite admit to.  He could feel it every time the silicone bulb of Kylie’s cockhead steamrolled his engorged prostate, forcing another clear, sticky string of precum out of his twitching, frustrated cock.

“Oh fuck oh fuck,” whimpered Kylie, savagely twisting one swollen nipple, her bubble butt pumping and thrusting, trying to find an elusive climax deep inside Brian’s helpless assguts.

“You’re gonna come,” Allison breathed again, crawling catlike towards the rutting couple.  “You like dirty talk, Kylie?”  Did it make you hot watching him eat my pussy?  I know you were gonna have some fun tonight fuckin’ a little blonde girl… but you were so slutty you just couldn’t wait, could you?”

Kylie’s answer was a whining, gasping moan.  She threw back her head, sinking her fingernails into her tits.  “Uh huh-!  Love peggin’-!”

“Then do it,” whispered Allison, eyes dancing with the excitement of provoking her lust-crazed friend.  “Get your nut in this manwhore.  Your clit wants it, Kylie.  Your fat cow-tits want it.  You–“

“Oh fuck— Shit —!” screamed Kylie.  She grabbed Brian’s shoulders with desperate strength, impaling his whole body on her stabbing member.  Kylie heaved him like a rag doll, grinding him against her and using his whole body to put pressure on her spasming clit.  Brian gritted his teeth and managed not to cry out, but the thin strands from his trembling head turned into a stubborn stream of cock-ooze, raped out of him by the savage girl as she ground out her climax in his overstretched bowels.

Kylie came again, her scream echoing off the smeared glass garage doors and the concrete floor, and once again.  Then she collapsed forward, moaning softly, her large breasts pillowing against Brian’s back.  Brian gave a barely audible groan.

Allison leaned forwards, speaking to Brian.  “You liked that?  You liked getting fucked in the butt?”

Brian mumbled something vague that sounded like a no.

“That’s not what your cock thinks,” Allison breathed.  She reached out, hesitating only a little, and tapped the swollen, thumping length with one finger.  “It looks hungry.  You all pent up?  But it’s not from getting pegged by Kylie, huh?  Didn’t like that one bit?”

Brian didn’t answer, but he was breathing heavily.

“Tell you what,” said Allison.  Slowly, she circled his bloated manhood in her thumb and forefinger, making a ring around the sensitive flesh just below his cockhead.  Brian grunted at the feeling of her warm, delicate hand around him as it tightened to a firm grip.  “If you didn’t like it, you don’t have to come, do you?  I mean, I’m not gonna jack you off or anything.  You’re going to do that yourself.”  She squeezed the ring tighter, just for a second, for emphasis.  Involuntarily, Brian thrust a little forward, forcing his length through.  “That’s it.  You can fuck my hand.  You need relief ‘cause it felt so good to get ass-fucked, so you can rub yourself off on me like a filthy animal.”

Slowly, Brian thrust in and out.  Just a little, at first.  Another long droplet of precum oozed out to spatter on the rubber mat.

“That’s it,” whispered Allison.  “Jack yourself off on Kylie’s big girl-cock.  Does it feel good up your butt?  You like gettin’ all stretched out?”

Brian groaned protestingly, but thrust a little harder, relieving his aching need in the ring of Allison’s teasing hand.

“You know you need to.  You know how dirty you are.  Some real nasty butt-slut, unable to control himself ‘cause it felt so good to put out for a girl.  Nobody’s stopping you, honey.  You could just get up and walk away if you don’t want this.  If you don’t like this.  If you aren’t all horny from bending over for us and taking it up the ass…”

He couldn’t speak now.  Kylie’s silicone cock somehow felt even bigger in his ass, and Brian actually could feel his swollen prostate throbbing and pressing against her length.  The humiliation of pathetically rubbing himself off with a dildo still up his ass was almost unbearable, but so was the urgent pressure in his balls.  Desperately, he started to pump through Allison’s circling fingers, as she kept perfectly still.

“That’s it, baby.  You fuck your load out.  That one’s not going in us, and you’re not saving it for some tramp from the city.  You don’t get to fuck a girl.  Today you’re gettin’ fucked by girls.  You’re gonna waste that stuff all over the floor, ‘cause that’s what happens to boys who get fucked in the ass…  They don’t get to keep their cum.  Come on, we’re waiting.  I wanna see you shoot off.  I know you can’t help your filthy self.  Balls are too full for that, and Kylie’s dick feels too good up your ass…”

It was too much.  Stars suddenly exploded in front of Brian’s eyes as he burst in the hardest cum he could remember.  He could barely hear Allison’s giggle of triumph as his backed up cream erupted out of his tortured cock, splashing in sticky jets all over the dirty floor mats.  He thrust hard against Allison’s maddeningly unmoving ring, desperately trying to get his relief against her warm hand, his ass clenching painfully around the yielding silicone of the redhead’s girlcock.

“More, you slut, pump out all that stuff,” ordered Allison, biting her lip with glee, watching him groan and force out his spunk.  “What a fucking mess you’re making all over the floor!  Holy shit!  You nasty little bitch, you must have really like getting ass-fucked.  Maybe bending over for girls is the only way you can come hard, huh?”

Brian grunted, squeezing his ass tight against the strap-on, mashing his abused prostate against it, tensing up until his fingers dug into the rubber matting.  A final spurt oozed its way out of his slit.  He sagged.

Allison let go of his jism-coated cock, and wiped off her fingers on his shirt.  “What a whore,” she breathed.




	* * * * *




The girls watched Brian speed away from the garage.  For a long moment they didn’t say anything, just watching the silver BMW disappear down Route 31 and around the curve into town.  Then, at the same time, they laughed.

“Wow,” said Allison, finally.

Kylie pulled a scrunchy out of the back pocket of her dirty overalls and tied back her unruly hair.  “Well, that beat watching the clock.”  She giggled and hopped up onto her usual place on top of the old tool cart.  “Whew.  You, uh…” She paused, uncertainly, looking at Allison as if she weren’t quite sure who she was, and tried to think of something to say.  “So… guess you had fun too, huh?”

“He ate pussy pretty good,” said Allison casually.  She washed Brian’s copious load off her hands in the shop sink with some Fast Orange cleaner.

“Um, looked like it,” Kylie finally replied, giving her a sidelong glance.

Allison ran her fingers through her hair, then leaned back against a bench on her elbows.  “Popped off hard, too.  Maybe he hadn’t gotten any in a while, huh?”

Kylie raised an eyebrow at Allison’s new tone.  “You should have fucked him,” she finally offered.

The slender girl shrugged.  “I don’t fuck customers,” she said airily.  “It’s unprofessional.  ‘Sides, it was his turn to lose his cherry today.”

Kylie laughed and just shook her head.  Allison smirked.

There was a long silence.  Kylie tapped her heels against the toolcart, and scanned outside for any customers.  Nobody was around.

“You should put your bra back on before Bud gets back, unless you want him staring at your boobs for the rest of the day and then another lecture about a good appearance for the customers.”

“Shit, you’re right.”  Kylie looked around for it.  “Oh, I left it in the back.”  She hopped down and went to the back room to retrieve it. 

Having nothing better to do, Allison followed her into the back room.  While Kylie unbuckled her overalls,  her friend ran her fingers across Kylie’s purchase of that morning.  Hanging on a hook on the back wall was a police officer — police stripper, anyway — outfit on a Halloween Party Outlet hanger.  “Too bad you didn’t get to wear your costume.”  

“Yeah, what was up with that?” asked Kylie, fastening the bra hooks in front of her and dragging the cups roughly around to the front.  “As soon as you started talking about his license, he started freaking out.  Ruined our plan.”

“I don’t know, maybe he’s got a warrant out or something.”

“You didn’t even get a chance to invite him to meet ‘the local police’ in the back room.”  Kylie smirked.  “Maybe I would have cuffed him at first, but I woulda let him off with a warning and everything.  Could’ve been fun.”

Allison ran her fingers down the cheap costume.  “It probably worked out okay.  He would have just run off after seeing your fat ass squeezed into this thing, and then we wouldn’t have had no fun at all.”

“You are such a bitch,” laughed Kylie, throwing a roll of shop towels at her.


Kithara Adult Fantasies
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#1:	Secret Milking, by Connie Royal

#2:	Kappa Delta Moo, by Erica Fulsome

#3:	Milked by the Elven King, by Connie Royal

 

Kithara Captive Male Fantasies

#1:	Milking the Captured Male, by Olivia Vanderwill

#2:	Pegged at the Garage, by Olivia Vanderwill
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Kithara Wild Visions

#1:	Orc Seed, by Connie Royal
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#1:	Sorority Girl’s Big Problem, by Connie Royal

#2:	Prom Queen’s Big Problem, by Olivia Vanderwill

 

Questions or comments about Kithara Adult Fantasies?

We love hearing from you!  Write us at kitharapress@gmail.com.
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