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		Prologue

		

		“So, whadya' guys wanna' do now?” Milo, “Monk” Anderson asked his two pals, wiping the last of the jism dripping from the end of his deflating dick away with his soiled jockey shorts.

		

		“I dunno', I guess we could roll some phone numbers,” Nelson “Dweeb” Dinsmore, said, cleaning up the last of his own recent outpouring of spunk.

		

		“Yeah, what else is there to do at three-thirty in the morning except roll numbers or surf porn?” the third member of the trio, Bobby “Specs” Conroy asked, adjusting his bottom-of-a-coke-bottle thick glasses on his long nose, his own puddle of come already neatly cleaned up.

		

		Specs got rid of the porn site they'd all just stroked their puds off to, his glasses-enlarged brown eyes saying a silent goodbye to the unrealistically huge, silicone-enriched set of tits on the hard-looking blonde girl they'd just jacked off over. The picture - which showed the porn model's face and tits richly spattered with the come of the porn dude she'd been fucking before he'd pulled out at the last minute and jacked off all over her - went dark and Specs brought up his phone hacking software.

		

		“Got anybody new in the mix?” Monk asked; tossing his semen smeared shorts away.

		

		“Yeah, I got into Tyrone's phone the other day and he had that hot new cheerleading cunt, Piper Riggs's, number on there, so we can roll her phone now. She's always calling him or texting him, mostly asking for rides to different places.”

		

		“Hah, man, I'd like to give her a ride - right on the end of my big boner!” Specs laughed.

		

		“Big?” Dweeb asked in a mocking voice. “You got two of ‘em, one you switch out with your regular dick for special occasions? Because I just saw your prick hard a few minutes ago, dude, when we were whacking off together, and it wasn't exactly Moby Dick, you know?”

		

		The other two laughed, and Specs muttered, “Fuck you two assholes; let's see what cute little Piper's got stashed in her photo cache. She strikes me as the kind of hottie who might just have some skin pics of herself stored on her phone.”

		

		The screen changed and a clear, sharp, high-resolution picture filled the thirty-two inch screen of Specs' monitor. It was a shot of Tyrone Johnson, grinning.

		

		Clearly disappointed, Specs hit the mouse, moving on quickly. There were shots of several other football players, all sweaty, in grass-stained uniforms, standing on the sidelines.

		

		“Man, this is weak,” Monk groused. “This dumb little cunt is so superficial. She's into jocks - what a fucking surprise!”

		

		Specs rolled through the rest of the shots quickly. They were mostly of the football sidelines, other cheerleaders, and the crowd at last Friday night's game.

		

		“This looks like a bust,” Specs said sadly, hurrying along. “There's nothing of interest here at all. Whoa, hold the fucking phone! Dudes…look at this shit, would ya'?”

		

		The nerd trio stared wordlessly at the picture of Piper, completely naked, lying on a bed, posing. She was showing them everything - tits, pussy, ass - the whole nine yards!

		

		“Fuckin' A, this is incredible!” Monk finally managed to gasp. “Can you tell who she sent this snap to?”

		

		“Tyrone fucking Johnson,” Specs said disgustedly, checking the number on his hacking software, “that's who she sent it to. Why is it those football cocksuckers get all the hot chicks while we're stuck jerking off to net porn?”

		

		“The world ain't fair, Specs,” Dweeb said morosely. “Let's see what else this little bitch has for us.”

		

		A second photo came up. This one showed Piper's wet little pink gash even more clearly, and her mons shaved clear of all hair. The three teenaged boys sighed collectively.

		

		“Just look at that pussy, man,” Monk murmured, “that's so much hotter than the porn skanks we usually beat off to. That is some prime cunt, dudes!”

		

		After another moment of intense staring…of unspoken longing, Specs clicked on. The three boys gasped as if someone had just shot an electric current through their nuts.

		

		“Is that who I think it is?” Dweeb said after a full minute of shocked silence had gone by.

		

		“Look at those incredible tits, those little pink nipples, that fuckin' unreal pussy!” Monk murmured reverently.

		

		“Yeah and especially…look at that fuckin' locket!” Specs said - his eyes boring into the screen. “There aren't two lockets like that in school, not in the whole town!”

		

		No one said anything for long moments, and then Monk asked, his normally reedy, whiny voice suddenly taking on a new smugness, “You know what this means, right, guys?”

		

		“Jenna Kincaid is fuckin' ours,” Dweeb answered a second later, sounding just as sure of himself as Monk had.

		

		“Ours to do whatever we want with,” Specs agreed, an evil little grin on his pimply face. “Jenna-cunt just became our brand new fuck-toy!”

		

		****

		

		Everything changed abruptly for Jenna that Friday afternoon, when she got home from school.

		

		She had plans for a quick bite with her family, a change into her cheer outfit, and a return to school for the seven-thirty kickoff of the varsity game. She tossed her book bag on her bed and switched on her computer to check her e-mail.

		

		There was a semi-dirty cartoon joke, passed along from Lacey, which Jenna read, grinned at, and deleted. And there was a plea from Diane to swing by her house and pick her up for the game tonight. Her Subaru was on the fritz yet again.

		

		No surprise there, thought Jenna, lamenting once again the reluctance of Diane's parents to get her a better ride. Oh, well, I'm going by Piper's to pick her up, so I may as well collect Diane along the way, too.

		

		She opened the last piece of mail, which was mysteriously titled, “Read this; it's important!” It showed an attachment of some kind.

		

		Curious, she clicked on the attachment before she read the text of the message, and the full color photo of her sprawled on the bed, with just her magnificent body showing, exploded across her big-screen monitor. She immediately got up, ran over to the door, locked it, and stepped back to the computer.

		

		“That fucking Tom!” she fumed aloud. “I told him to delete that picture, not send me a copy of it. What a numb-nuts!”

		

		Angrily, she brought up the text, and her breath froze in her lungs as she read.

		

		Jenna-bitch,

		

		We now OWN your prissy, “my-shit-don't-stink” ass! Unless you want a copy of this picture sent to every computer in school, along with most of the senior class's cell phones, you will do everything we say. We'll be contacting you tomorrow, with instructions. Hint: get ready to suck some DICK, bitch!!

		

		Jenna sat, unmoving, in front of the screen, her mind racing.

		

		She thought to herself, I know it's my body, but they can't prove it's me. Even if they do what they're threatening to do, I'll just tell everyone that it's some weirdo's idea of a prank. I can always say this is a shot of some professional model babe with her head cut off in the picture, not me. I don't have any birthmarks or scars or anything - there's no way they can prove it's me!

		

		She brought up the picture again, just to make sure there was no way to actually identify her from the shot.

		

		Her necklace…it seemed to leap out at her as she studied the photo closely a second time.

		

		With a sinking heart, she realized that her favorite piece of jewelry was very distinctive and easily-identifiable. The beautiful chain and locket, with its dozen small diamond chips suddenly felt like a golden noose hanging around her neck. A tear rolled down her left cheek as she mentally accepted just how fucked she was.

		

		She was scared, desperate, and boiling mad - all at once. She shut down her e-mail and turned off the computer.

		

		I'm Jenna Kincaid, godddamn it…shit like this isn't supposed to happen to me! It just isn't!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter One

		

		“You know, kitten, I enjoyed the big bash we threw for you two years ago a lot more than tonight's quick little dinner party,” Darryl Kincaid said somewhat wistfully to his daughter as she slipped her knapsack strap over her shoulder and got ready to leave for the sleepover at Lacey's.

		

		“Aw, Daddy, I can't stay sixteen forever,” Jenna smiled at her handsome father and patted him on the cheek. “I'm eighteen today, and all grown up - no need for a huge birthday blow-out and all of that other stuff, like you and Mom did for my Sweet-Sixteen party.”

		

		Jenna was blonde, blue-eyed, and spectacularly curvy, but even at five-foot, nine, she was forced to tilt her head upward look at her father, who stood an even six-feet, four-inches tall in his stocking feet.

		

		And that was just what she did, grinning up happily at him and adding, “And really… the dinner tonight was fantastic. The birthday cake Mom had decorated and those great gifts you both got me - they were perfect, too! Who needs a big bash? I'm content to spend tonight partying and laughing with my cheerleader friends, just kicking back. You know?”

		

		She turned toward her mother, who was standing in the doorway leading into the living room. Her mom, Claudia, nodded encouragingly and offered her support.

		

		“She's right, dear. Let her go and hang out with her girlfriends. God knows, they'll be graduating soon enough and heading off to colleges scattered all over the country. They may as well enjoy their times together during their senior year as much as they can, before Life comes along splits them up.”

		

		Jenna smiled at her mom's comment, but it was a smile tinged with melancholy. The realization - that her mother was probably right about her and her gang of gal-pals losing track of one another once high school ended - gave her pause. The end of this part of her life, one that was just about perfect in every way, and the eminent arrival of a new and unknown part, college and all of that, was kind of a scary thing to contemplate.

		

		But what can you do about it? She asked herself. Got to just shake it off and party hard with my girls while I can!

		

		She reached for the door handle, but her dad put a finger under her chin, stopped her, and tilted her pretty face up to look at him once more.

		

		“Just don't enjoy yourself too much tonight, okay, princess?” he chided her gently. “No booze, no drugs, and no boys, right?”

		

		“Oh, Daddy, you worry too much!” Jenna laughed, and opened the door. “See you two tomorrow afternoon sometime, okay?”

		

		Jenna closed the door behind her and quickly made her way down the shiny, coral-colored Mediterranean-style, polished-concrete driveway. The perfectly restored nineteen-sixty-eight Mustang convertible that her father had bought for her as her seventeenth birthday present last year stood in the driveway, bright red; its white top lowered, ready to go. She tossed her knapsack into the passenger seat, got in, fired up the throaty V-8, and snicked the four-speed manual transmission into reverse.

		

		Daddy and Momma are such dinosaurs when it comes to some things! Jenna thought as she eased the ‘Stang into first when she reached the street and let out the clutch. No booze, no drugs - what the fuck kind of sleepover would that be?

		

		After all, it's two-thousand and twelve, not nineteen fifty-five or something! Jenna laughed to herself as she turned on some tunes, caught second gear hard, and roared off toward Lacey's house, her mind on tonight's party.

		

		As she drove, Jenna absently fingered the heart-shaped locket her parents had given her at her fabled Sweet-Sixteen party two years ago. For her, touching it was akin to stroking a good luck charm. She invariably brought her fingers up to her neck and toyed with her locket when she was feeling apprehensive about something. Tonight, it was the sleepover party that had her slightly uptight.

		

		For one thing, she wondered if the newbie cheerleader on her squad, Piper, would even show up. They had invited her, but who knew if she would come or not?

		

		I mean, we had to invite her - now that she's part of the crew - but she always seems to have her own stuff going on. She never hangs with us. She's always into the showers, dressed, and out of the gym like a shot as soon as cheer practice is over.

		

		Jenna touched her locket again. I wonder what she does in her spare time. Piper's always friendly enough. And she's one hell of a talented cheerleader. She picks up our trickiest routines in, like, one fucking run-through! But beyond that she's a real mystery.

		

		When Lacey Hamilton had tumbled off the apex of the cheer pyramid during practice two weeks ago - just a week into football season - and fractured her leg, they had been forced to replace her, at least temporarily. And new transfer student Piper Riggs had been, far and away, the best cheerleader to show up at the replacement try-outs. So now she was one of them.

		

		But was she really, Jenna wondered…one of them? They knew almost nothing about her, other than that she'd been enrolled in some high school in the San Francisco Bay Area before her family had moved here, to sleepy little Las Cruces. The tiny metropolis was tucked away in a remote corner of the sprawling Sacramento Valley, just at the base of the foothills leading up into the imposing Sierra Nevadas.

		

		Hanging a right at the next light, Jenna started down the winding, oak tree lined street that led into Lacey's neighborhood. She idled along, touching her locket for luck yet again, smiling absently at the reassuring heft of it in her hand. It was fourteen carat gold, inset with over a dozen small diamond chips and, inside, it held two super-cool, laser-copied portraits of her mom and dad.

		

		A few weeks after she'd gotten the spectacular piece of jewelry, Jenna had been curious about it and had surfed around on the net until she'd found the manufacturer's website. She'd discovered that her parents had paid over thirty-two hundred dollars for it, plus the nine-hundred they'd had to pony-up for the accompanying gold chain.

		

		With the cost of all the other gifts they'd gotten her, plus the lavish party with the catered food and the rock band, they'd spent well over fifteen-thousand dollars on her Sweet Sixteen bash. And it had proved to be an absolutely rockin' party that was still talked about with envy among the members of her cheer crew. As she rolled into the tony subdivision where Lacey lived, Jenna was smiling at the memories of how cool that night had been.

		

		She was glad her daddy was rich enough to afford an off-the-charts party like that for her. She reveled in being Darryl Kincaid's daughter, varsity head cheerleader, and the prettiest girl at Harrison High. But what she really loved most about all of that was the social clout it gave it her - she was the undisputed ruler of her high school!

		

		Jenna swung the ‘Stang onto Lacey Hamilton's street. It was an upscale neighborhood - not even close in status to the exclusive gated community where Jenna and her folks lived in their imposing, Tuscan-themed twenty room mansion - but upscale, nevertheless. Lacey Hamilton's father was an attorney, and a quite successful one. But he was nowhere near as wealthy as Jenna's dad, Darryl Kincaid.

		

		Because Jenna's daddy wasn't like Mr. Hamilton, a professional man with one career. Her daddy was what people called a wheeler-dealer or an “entrepreneur”. He owned a construction outfit, a real estate company, a local savings and loan, a large insurance brokerage, something like twenty-five rental houses, sixteen fast food franchises - located both in Las Cruces and in neighboring towns throughout Northern California - and an assortment of other small, local businesses he'd acquired during the course of his spectacular rise in the world of business.

		

		Pulling up in front of the large two-story brick house with the white pillars in front of it, Jenna saw both Angie Martin's cute little white Miata, and Diane Lang's embarrassment of a car, a dented up old Subaru wagon, parked along the curb. She pulled in behind the dull green Subaru and got out, retrieving her knapsack as she did so.

		

		Honestly - I don't know why Diane's parents don't buy her a decent ride, Jenna thought as she started up the walk. I know they don't have much money…but my God! How can they let poor Di drive around in that awful heap?

		

		Just at that moment, a low-riding Honda came around the corner at the end of the block, its “drain-pipe” exhaust system echoing loudly through the quiet suburban neighborhood, the loud thump of hip-hop seeming to shake the whole vehicle. The car had blacked-out glass, stickers everywhere, and a rear wing on its trunk. It did a slow U-turn and came to a stop right in front of the house.

		

		Jenna recognized the car and its driver immediately, Tyrone Johnson, star flanker on the varsity football team. He was huge and tattooed and pierced and - as Jenna's racist old uncle Rod would say - “as black as the ace of spades”.

		

		Piper Riggs hopped out of the Honda, carrying her overnight bag. She flashed the driver a smile and came around the car.

		

		Tyrone Johnson looked out his open window at Jenna and favored her with one of his signature, “I'm a very hip dude” grins that seemed to radiate pure confidence. His teeth shone bright-white against his ebony features. He reached over and dialed the stereo down a few decibels for a moment.

		

		“Hey, Jenna, you lookin' finer than fine tonight,” he said in his lazy, affected, ghetto drawl.

		

		“Hi, Tyrone,” she answered nervously, an uncertain smile on her face.

		

		Tyrone Johnson made her uneasy. He was buffed and very hot-looking - in a “street” sort of way that Jenna didn't find attractive at all…or at least she didn't think she did.

		

		While she knew literally dozens of black kids from school, she didn't really hang with any of them off campus. It wasn't that she disliked them. They just didn't seem to frequent the same places that Jenna and her cheerleader posse did.

		

		The stereo came back up and the car slowly moved off down the street. Piper was a head shorter than Jenna. She had an extremely cute face, framed by raven-colored bangs across her forehead and a pixie-cut hairstyle. She stepped up onto the curb next to the taller Jenna and asked with a grin, “Hey, girlfriend, what's happenin'?”

		

		“Are you good friends with Tyrone?” Jenna asked, curious, ignoring the question about what was happening for the moment.

		

		“Not really,” Piper shrugged. “But he's got a car and I don't, and I needed a ride, so…”

		

		“Is he, like, a boyfriend or something?” Jenna persisted, intrigued at this tiny glimpse into the mysterious new girl's private life.

		

		“Nah,” Piper laughed, her intense hazel eyes lighting up with mischief. “He lives a few houses down from me, so I see him all the time. He's always coming by to try and sweet-talk me into going out with him.”

		

		A tiny blush of color briefly tinted Piper's normally milk-white cheeks as she added, “He's just after pussy - but he's not getting any…at least not any of mine…so far.”

		

		Jenna was shocked by the girl's openness about Tyrone's sexual designs on her, and by the nonchalant way she handled them. Most of Jenna's “girls” would never speak so candidly on a topic like that, especially to someone who was almost a total stranger.

		

		“Don't worry, Jenna,” Piper said, wrinkling her cute little up-turned nose. “Wantin' ain't the same as gettin' when it comes to getting laid, if you know what I mean.”

		

		She hooked her arm into Jenna's and tugged her up the walkway, toward the house. As Jenna fell into step with the brunette bundle of energy that was Piper Riggs, she smiled as well, thinking that this might turn out to be some interesting sleepover.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		"Whooo-hooooo! Welcome to the party!” Diane Lang shouted as she threw the front door open at their knock.

		

		“So, are we…alone?” Jenna asked hopefully, noting the highball glass in her friend's hand.

		

		“Of course,” Diane beamed, as she moved off to one side so that the two of them could enter, “it's just us girls - Lacey's parents are up in Tahoe for the weekend, gambling and seeing a show, so the house is ours.”

		

		“Cool,” Jenna said, stepping inside, followed closely by Piper.

		

		They crossed the foyer and went into the living room, where Lacey, a voluptuous platinum blonde, sat on a white couch, her long, shapely right leg encased in a cast that stopped just below her knee. The damaged leg was currently propped up on a pillow sitting atop the coffee table in front of her. She saluted them with a highball of her own.

		

		“Medication they gave me says right on the label, ‘no alcohol' - but I say, ‘Fuck it!'” Lacey said in a voice slightly slurred by the alcohol/medication mix. “I'm not wasting a weekend with my parents gone. Let's party!”

		

		“A gal after my own heart,” Piper said brightly, smiling at their half-in-the-bag hostess and tossing her overnight bag down on the carpet beside the couch as she headed for the bar at the far end of the big room.

		

		“What's your pleasure, Piper?” Angie asked from her position behind the bar. “Lacey's drinking a vodka tonic and I'm working on a scotch and water, but we've got damn near anything you can name.”

		

		Angie, who was tall and willowy, with straight black hair that reached halfway down her back, gestured proudly at the well-stocked back bar behind her. Piper checked out at all of the different bottles of expensive booze and her smile grew even broader.

		

		“I'll have a shot of tequila and a beer, if you've got one,” she told Angie, taking a seat on one of the eight brown leather stools in front of the bar.

		

		“We got Coors, Bud, Pacifico, Bohemia, and about four German ones.”

		

		“Any beer is cool with me,” Piper said. “The tequila is what gets the job done. I'll have a blast of that Patron, if it's okay.”

		

		“Why wouldn't it be okay?” Lacey asked from the couch.

		

		“Because it's, like, fifty bucks a bottle,” Piper replied with a shrug. “I don't want your old man getting pissed because I drank up half of his expensive tequila stash, you know?”

		

		Lacey made a face along with a dismissive hand gesture. “Shit, he buys all our booze by the case. You should see our garage. It looks like the fucking back room in a liquor store. Drink whatever you want, he'll never miss it.”

		

		Piper beamed happily at that bit of news and turned back toward the bar, where Angie sat a full shot of Patron, along with a frosty-cold Pacifico, down in front of her. The tall brunette smiled back and said, “Drink up, new girl. One thing you should know about the Las Cruces Tornados Cheer Squad - we love to party!”

		

		After tossing back the tequila and chasing it with three big slugs of beer, Piper nodded appreciatively toward Angie. “Then I should fit right in. Because if there's one thing I love, it's a good party!”

		

		“Me too,” Jenna said as she came up next to Piper. “I'll have a tall Johnny Walker Black and soda, Ang, okay?”

		

		“Chew got it!” Angie said happily, grabbing a tall highball glass, filling it with ice, and then pouring the scotch and soda.

		

		****

		

		At around eight-thirty, after several rounds of drinks, the party moved out onto the back patio. The reason for the change in locations was the appearance of a small baggie containing several fat marijuana joints that their hostess, Lacey, had suddenly dug out of her purse, along with a disposable lighter.

		

		“Ta-dah,” Lacey had shouted somewhat drunkenly once she'd surprised everyone with the concealed bag of dope, “this gathering of Las Cruces Tornados Cheer Squad is now officially declared a for-real party!”

		

		It had taken some effort to get Lacey up off the couch and moved outside to a wrought-iron settee, where her leg could be once again elevated onto the pillow which now sat atop a matching wrought-iron coffee table, but it was worth it. Now they could smoke the dope without worrying about Lacey's folks coming back from Tahoe and noticing the distinctive scent of marijuana smoke lingering in the furniture and drapes.

		

		“Well, since this is my first party with you guys, I thought I should contribute to the night's entertainment, too,” Piper said after the doobie had been passed around once.

		

		The white, wrought-iron patio furniture the five of them were sitting on had been arranged around an ornate metal fire pit, the ceramic “logs” looking almost real amid the gas flames jetting out from beneath them. Amid the flickering firelight, Piper reached into the pocket of the skinny jeans she was wearing and drew out a baggie containing a goodly amount of white powder.

		

		“What's that?” Angie asked, her eyes going wide.

		

		“Its coke,” Piper replied smugly. “And it's the real deal, too, not some knockoff, stepped-on street shit.”

		

		When no one spoke up right away, Piper went on to say, “You know, cocaine…cool party drug that gets you super-high, especially when you use it with grass and some good booze?”

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Diane said knowingly, “I had some of that at Terry Winter’s party last month. It was cool.”

		

		“So, let's fuckin'do some, while the night is still young, kiddies!” Lacey - who was always keen on getting as high as was humanly possible - said, her blue eyes lighting up as she eyed the baggie.

		

		“Whoa, there party girl,” Piper laughed, “are you sure you want to mix all of this shit - booze, coke, and that kick-ass weed - with those meds you're on?”

		

		“Damn straight, I do!” Lacey told her, reaching for the baggie. “Fuck me if I'm going to just sit around with my leg stuck up in the air while everyone else gets to rock out!”

		

		It took a few minutes, but Piper and Jenna went inside the house and managed to scrounge up box of soda straws from the kitchen pantry, a big dinner platter to act as a snorting mirror, and a credit card with which to chop up the coke and line out. They cut off a short length of the straw to snort through and made a series of long, hefty lines of the white powder on the plate, two for each girl at the sleepover.

		

		When everyone had inhaled her lines, Angie got up made everyone another round of cocktails. Then they fired up the fatty again and finished it off as well.

		

		“Man, this is all right,” Piper sighed, leaning back against the cushion of the padded wrought-iron chair she sat in. “I was worried when my folks moved here that Las Cruces would be a lame place to live. But you guys know how to party, that's for sure!”

		

		“All of us except Pam Glover,” Lacey said somewhat cattily, taking a big sip of her fresh drink.

		

		“Yeah, I noticed she's not here tonight,” Piper commented.

		

		“Pam's a sweet kid, and a hell of a cheerleader,” Jenna told Piper, “but unfortunately, she's part of God's Flock.”

		

		“Yeah, she's probably at church tonight, with her folks, praying for all of us misguided sinners,” Angie said with a giggle.

		

		“She never comes to these things,” Diane added. “She's a nice gal, but she's also a real goodie-goodie.”

		

		Lacey snorted and then laughed, “Yeah, I think the poor little puss is still a virgin, for God's sake!”

		

		The girls all roared with laughter at that thought and Lacey blazed a new joint to pass around.

		

		“Well, I'm feeling properly fucked up,” Jenna declared drunkenly as ten o'clock came and went. “What do you guys want to do now?”

		

		“Let's go into the den and fire up the computer,” Lacey suggested, sounding even drunker and more stoned than Jenna.

		

		“Yeah, let's goof on some net porn,” Diane agreed. “That shit is so lame it's funny, most of the time!”

		

		“Sounds good to me,” Piper said stretching and getting to her feet, “computers can be fun.”

		

		“Should we make a quick stop at the bar, girls, on our way to the den?” Angie suggested. “I'm getting really good at this bartending stuff.”

		

		Jenna smiled and nodded, getting unsteadily to her feet to help maneuver Lacey out of her seat and onto her one good foot. She had to sort of hop, suspended in between Jenna and Diane, her arms over their shoulders and most of her weight on them, as they slowly got her back inside, across the big living room and, finally, into her dad's den.

		

		Once they had her seated on the small loveseat-sized couch in his home office, the leg with the cast placed squarely in the middle of an ottoman one of the other girls had dragged in from the living room, they shoved her pillow under the cast once more. Angie had already made everyone another drink by then and so they now stood around the computer on Mr. Hamilton's desk, with Diane seated in the big desk chair, busily accessing the web.

		

		“I know a cool one,” Piper volunteered. “It's called ‘Stoned and Boned' or something close to that. It's got all of these kids on it getting ripped at parties, and then getting naked and doing crazy stuff…sucking cock, showing their tits, being balled by two dudes at once, getting spunked on by, like, a dozen guys, all at the same time. It's freaky!”

		

		“Yeah, find that one!” Lacey said, her eyes wild from all of the drugs, alcohol and meds that were currently fighting a tug-of-war inside her body.

		

		Jenna leaned closer to the big computer monitor as Diane found the site and jumped onto it. She hadn't surfed much net porn herself, since she was nowhere near as deft with a computer as Diane was. Also, she'd always been a little afraid that one of her parents might scan through her hard drive one day when she was at school and find things she might not be comfortable with them seeing. So she had solved that potential problem by never going to sites she'd be ashamed of them finding.

		

		“Whoa, check this cute little bitch out!” Piper grinned, pointing at the screen as the site came up.

		

		A young girl, probably fourteen or fifteen, naked to the waist, her smallish breasts bare, her puffy nipples clearly aroused, had an enormous cock in her mouth. The girl's eyes were closed in what looked like ecstasy, and she had one hand down near the base of the mammoth boner while she caressed the boy's huge nut sac with the fingertips of her other hand.

		

		“Watch it, cutie!” Lacey said with a giggle. “We all know what happens when you suck on one of those things too long!”

		

		“You get a big mouthful of jizz!” Piper said with an answering giggle, and all of the other girls roared with laughter.

		

		Jenna laughed along with the others, but she felt uneasy. She had taken Tom, her boyfriend's cock into her mouth a number of times over the last year they'd gone steady together, but only to suck him to full hardness. And there had been a few other boyfriends before him, too whose cocks she had sucked. But she had never let a boy go off in her mouth in her life…that just sounded too…yucky to Jenna!

		

		Apparently, this little girl on the net porn site had no such reservations, however. Diane clicked on the next page of posted thumbnails and, sure enough, the girl was there, her mouth absolutely full of white, pearlescent cock cream. After a quick click on the next shot, the girls were treated to yet another picture of the young teen's mouth, which was now totally empty, indicating that she had swallowed every last drop of the jism.

		

		“Eeewwwww, thirsty little spunk-chugger, isn't she?” Angie asked disdainfully, staring at the screen.

		

		“Apparently so,” Diane answered, clicking on the next thumbnail in the series, “check this out.”

		

		The girl, still topless and on her knees, now had three older boys standing in front of her in a semicircle, their cocks hard, their hands stroking them as they aimed for the girl's wide-open lips. In the next shot, the boys began to come, their long streamers of white goo arcing into the younger girl's mouth, spattering as they hit her tongue. There were two more snaps of them shooting off, and then a last one, which showed them wiping the last tiny droplets of jizz off their cock heads, using the girl's lower lip to scrape themselves clean of come.

		

		“Now, that's what I'd call a real mouthful!” Piper said with a little chuckle.

		

		“Yeah, let's see this little come-gobbler swallow that huge load,” Diane agreed, clicking on the next shot.

		

		The girl's eyes were closed, an ‘I'm-gonna'-puke' expression on her cute young face as she attempted to choke down the small lake full of semen. In the next frame, she held her mouth open triumphantly, showing the camera that she'd managed to gulp down all of it once again.

		

		“Any of you guys ever swallow that much jizz?” Piper asked.

		

		The cheerleaders all looked at one another, their pretty faces coloring slightly. Finally, Diane said, “Well, I've sucked a few guys off since junior high, steadies, you know? But mostly because they didn't warn me in time that they were about to come.”

		

		She added with a tiny giggle, “But none of ‘em had that much jizz! I mean, that was three guys worth…that was, like, a mondo-load!”

		

		All of them laughed again, and then Angie admitted, “I suck Robby all the way off once in a while, as kind of special reward, you know? Like, when I'm really turned on by what he's doing to me and if he's been a good boy that week. You know what I mean: calling me when he says he's going to, taking me wherever I want to go, buying dinner for the two of us at a fancy restaurant on a big date, that kind of thing.”

		

		“You're right about guys ‘forgetting' to warn you when they're about to blow off in your mouth,” Lacey interjected sourly. “That's why I dumped that fucking loser, Ed Foster. I really don't enjoy swallowing come. I can do it, but I don't particularly like it. That stuff is so…slimy!”

		

		She made a disgusted face and shook her head, her long platinum hair flying about her pretty face. “Anyway, Ed kept telling me that he wouldn't come in my mouth. But toward the end, whenever I'd give him head, he always seemed to lose control and do just that - blow a big wad off into my mouth So I finally said, ‘fuck it,' and broke up with him, the greedy jerk!”

		

		Piper nodded. She seemed to be thinking over what she'd say next. Finally, after a moment's lull in the conversation, she blurted, “I sucked off six guys in a row once at a house party back in junior high. I was super-drunk, plus I'd done some ecstasy, and some coke, and smoked a ton of grass. Someone dared me, and I said, ‘fuck it, I can suck cock as well as anyone', and I just went ahead and did it - right in front of everyone at the party!”

		

		“Whoa, that's heavy duty!” Lacey said.

		

		“Yeah, it was kind of badass at that,” Piper admitted, looking slightly rueful at the memory of what she'd done. “It was right at the end of the school year, and I was going to high school the next year, so I didn't have to go back to that school again, and I was glad. Something like that is sort of hard to live down.”

		

		“I guess!” Jenna blurted. She paused a moment and then added somewhat more kindly, “Six, one right after another, that's, like, amazing!

		

		“I'm kind of wild when I get to partying,” Piper admitted with a shrug and a devilish grin. “Plus, I really like cock!”

		

		Lacey roared with laughter, and the rest of them joined in. As the giggles died away, the statuesque girl in the leg cast said, “Well, I can't blame you there. Who doesn't like cock…but six?”

		

		This caused another round of laughter, and then someone suggested another porn site, and Diane dutifully tracked it down…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		The two of them were sharing one of the Hamilton's guest bedrooms, this one containing two twin beds. The door was shut and locked and they were talking, just making idle conversation as they got ready for bed. It was just after two-thirty in the morning and both of them were well past drunk.

		

		“I noticed that you didn't say much earlier tonight, when we were talkin' trash about dudes and dicks and sucking cock,” Piper said to Jenna.

		

		Jenna desperately racked her drug-addled, inebriated brain for the best thing to say in answer to Piper's statement. She felt extremely uncomfortable discussing specifics about sex with anyone.

		

		That was because her peculiar brand of sexuality was not something she wanted to share with any of her friends. She knew they'd never understand it or, even worse, they'd be contemptuous of her if they ever discovered what it was that really turned her on.

		

		She decided the best way out was to lie to Piper, telling the truth but not the whole truth. She smiled over at the other girl and said, “Oh, when it comes to boys, I do everything all the other girls do. Tom, my boyfriend, and I have sex all of the time. I just don't like to talk about it. I'm kind of…a private person, I guess, when it comes to things like that.”

		

		Piper tossed her blouse onto a nearby chair and shimmied out of the tight skinny jeans she'd worn tonight. Jenna did the same.

		

		“Well, that answers that question, then,” Piper said, unsnapping her bra and placing it on top of the blouse and jeans on the chair, her round, firm little breasts bouncing around on her chest as she did so.

		

		She sat on the edge of her bed and quickly doffed her socks, her shoes having been already kicked off. Standing up, she shoved her pretty little pink thong panties downward, baring her completely-shaved cleft and leaving her completely naked.

		

		“What question is that?” Jenna asked, undoing her own bra and sailing it over onto a dresser, her large, sumptuous breasts jiggling all around on her chest as she did so.

		

		Piper stepped in closer. Too close for comfort, actually, as far as Jenna was concerned. Piper's pronounced reddish-pink nipples were almost touching the base of the taller girl's big white globes.

		

		“Oh, when you didn't say much about boys or sucking cock or fucking, I just naturally wondered,” Piper whispered, an impish grin on her pretty face as she stared up at Jenna.

		

		“Wondered what?”

		

		Much to Jenna's shock, before answering, Piper reached down and flicked Jenna's panties off, saying, “Whether or not you preferred girls to guys - I thought maybe you might be more into sharing this fantastic rack of yours and that incredibly cute little pink pussy with other gals, rather than with dudes?”

		

		Jenna's eyes went wide at that suggestion, but before she could even respond to Piper's provocative comment, the shorter girl reached out and captured one of Jenna's round, spectacular breasts in each hand. She began to tweak the smallish pink nipples at their centers as she continued to smile up at Jenna seductively.

		

		“Me, I just love a girl with big, beautiful tits like these,” Piper whispered breathily, twisting Jenna's sensitive nipples with just the right amount of pressure, sending a jolt of forbidden excitement down her spine, right into her clit, “especially when the girl in question has a face as pretty as yours to go along with them, Jenna, you smokin'-hot bitch!”

		

		“I…I…don't…I…” Jenna stammered, extremely drunk, totally surprised by this sudden turn of events, and completely flummoxed!

		

		“Oh, come here, you fucking hottie, and give us a little kiss,” Piper whispered impatiently, pulling her downward by her nipples until, by going up onto her tiptoes, Piper's face was right in front of hers.

		

		She let go of Jenna's breasts and wrapped her arms around the bigger girl's neck, pressing her mouth against Jenna's, her spiky little nipples boring into the underside of the tall blonde's tits as their lips met. Jenna sighed, not really kissing Piper back, but not pulling away either.

		

		This is so wild! I'm not…I'm not some kind of lesbian! Jenna thought, confused and slightly desperate.

		

		The tip of Piper's tongue bumped against Jenna's lips at that moment. It wriggled insistently against the closed barrier until, with another tiny sigh, Jenna parted her lips and the small invader slipped inside to caress her tongue.

		

		Oh, God, oh, God, this is so wrong! She told herself. But, at the same time, she felt her tits jerk against Piper's bare mounds as their tongues toyed and teased each other.

		

		Jenna shuddered slightly, feeling her lower lips begin to moisten like crazy. The sexy kiss seemed to go on and on, with Jenna getting hotter and hotter as it did.

		

		Piper finally pulled her tongue from the bigger girl's mouth. Her arresting eyes were a gorgeous shade of light hazel, looking as if they belonged to some sort of exotic jungle cat, and at that moment, those eyes were absolutely ablaze with passion.

		

		“You're so fucking beautiful, Jenna,” she whispered, her voice a low hiss of undisguised lust. “I want to suck those huge tits of yours - I want to lick that cute little pink puss until you come so hard you'll pass out from pure pleasure. I've wanted you since the very first second I laid eyes on you!”

		

		Jenna's pussy clenched involuntarily and her clit throbbed hard as Piper spoke. She didn't know what to do. Like every other teen she knew, she didn't see anything wrong with girls loving girls, if that was their orientation. But it wasn't her orientation - was it?

		

		She didn't really know, because no other girl had ever come on to her like this before. She knew girls around school who were definitely lesbians, but none of them had ever had the nerve to make any sort of play for her.

		

		This was so exciting! Also, it sort of fed right into Jenna's innermost sexuality…the thing that really did turn her on.

		

		It was all part of the deep dark secret she had never dared to share with anyone - it would have just been too weird! She liked sex with Tommy, her boyfriend, all right, as she had with the very few other, select guys who had preceded him, clear back into junior high.

		

		But in her heart of hearts, she knew that the hottest orgasms she'd ever enjoyed, the greatest sex she'd ever experienced, was solo sex. Just her, alone, in her bedroom with the door locked, a vibrator in her hand, seated on the thick carpet, staring at her own image in the mirrored sliding doors of her closet, playing with her nipples with one hand and working the vibrator in and out of her pussy slowly with the other. She loved to stare at her fabulous body as she complimented herself, mentally, how incredibly perfect it was, how beautiful she was, how flawless every aspect of her nude form was.

		

		A narcissist, that's what Jenna was - a girl more in love with herself than she could ever be with anyone else!

		

		But now Piper, cute, sexy, effervescent little Piper was practically worshipping her. And she found that to be incredibly hot! She hadn't dreamed beforehand that she would react like this, but it really appealed to Jenna's narcissistic nature…a lot…having a striking little cutie like Piper ooohing and aaaahing over her lush young body.

		

		“Are you a lesbian, exclusively, then?” she finally managed to croak, her voice tight with excitement over this entrancing, taboo new development.

		

		“You did hear the part earlier tonight where I admitted to sucking off six guys in a row and swallowing their spunk, right?” Piper asked with a little giggle.

		

		Jenna laughed nervously as well, letting her arms fall away from the other girl, stepping back from her a little. “Yeah, so I guess that means you're not totally gay, right?”

		

		“Far from it, gorgeous,” Piper said, boldly leaning forward and capturing Jenna's left hand in her right one, leading her toward the nearest twin bed. “When I see a guy with a cute face and a rockin' bod - I want him, especially if he's got a great dick to go along with all of that eye candy.”

		

		She sat down on the edge of the bed and pulled Jenna down next to her, their bare hips touching slightly. Piper turned to look right at her and went on to say, “But, that being said, when I see a girl who is an absolute knockout, like you, I want her just as much. You're fucking sensational, Jenna!”

		

		With that, she bowled Jenna over. She just sort of wrapped her arms around Jenna's neck and pushed her over onto her side and then turned her over onto her back and climbed on top of her. Her breasts pressed down onto Jenna's, and their lips were just inches apart once more.

		

		“Give me some more lovin', you incredibly hot mama!” Piper said, just before her lips came down on Jenna's again and her tongue pushed down into the blonde girl's mouth.

		

		Jenna moaned and found her hands gliding up into Piper's short, raven tresses as they kissed, her fingers running through them the same way they would have if Piper had been a boy, kissing her. But Piper definitely wasn't a boy! Her lips were so soft, so sweet, and her tongue felt absolutely incredible as it explored Jenna's mouth, making her hotter by the second.

		

		Kissing girls is so cool! Jenna thought, totally surprised by her own reaction - her breasts very aroused at the feel of Piper's nubs rubbing up against her own elongated pink nipples. This is so naughty, so unnatural…and yet if feels so good!

		

		“You are so sexy and hot,” Piper panted when she finally came up for air. “I've been with dozens of girls in my life, Jenna, but none of them were as pretty as you…none of them made me crazy for them…the way you do!”

		

		Before Jenna could even think about that, Piper's mouth was back on hers and their tongues were all over each other once again. Jenna was soon panting for breath herself. This illicit, forbidden kissing and cuddling was making her hotter than she'd ever gotten with Tommy or any of her other previous boyfriends - even when they'd been fucking her!

		

		Piper sensually caressed her bare skin as they kissed; slowly working her fingers up and down her fabulous body. The girl's right hand slid inward, and Piper rose up slightly, so that her fingers could come between their bodies to find Jenna's super-juicy little slit. The middle one slid inside and began to finger-fuck it, gliding on a thick cushion of pussy oil, right across Jenna's aroused clit as the torrid kiss went on.

		

		Oh, fuck but that feels good! Jenna thought, mindlessly sucking at Piper's lively little tongue. My pussy's so wet, and my clit feels absolutely huge!

		

		Keeping her finger sliding slowly in and out, Piper pulled her lips away again and kissed her way down Jenna's long neck and onto her chest. She moved downward just a little, so that her lips were right above Jenna's sumptuous tits, and then dipped her head, capturing the left nipple between them. She sucked the tiny pink nub with just enough pressure - her tongue going wild on it at the same time, her finger still gliding in and out of Jenna's overflowing pussy.

		

		“Oh, oh, God,” Jenna whined, her body vibrating with desire, Piper playing it like a master violinist plays a Stradivarius, “that feels so incredible! Suck it, suck my nippy, you sweet little puss! Play with my clitty!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		“Oh, Jesus, that feels so incredible!” Jenna gasped.

		

		Piper was between her spread legs, running her talented little tongue up and down Jenna's glistening-pink pussy lips slowly, teasing and prodding lightly with just the tip. She ran it all around Jenna's very aroused clit, and the bigger girl sucked in her breath, shivering at how wonderful that felt!

		

		Because most of the sex she'd ever experienced had occurred in boy's cars, Jenna hadn't had her pussy eaten all that often. There simply wasn't room to do that sort of thing comfortably in most cars, especially when you were tall, like Jenna.

		

		On the three separate occasions a boy had licked her down there, it had been nice. Two of her ex-boyfriends had lapped at her pussy to get her wet and ready for cock, and then had fucked her to a climax. One of them had eaten her until she'd shivered through a soft little mini-orgasm on his teasing tongue before he'd fucked her - and Jenna had liked that a lot.

		

		But none of those three boys had been anywhere near as good at licking pussy as Piper was!

		

		The young cheerleader's pretty little face was now shiny with girl lube as she kissed and licked and sucked at Jenna's warm, pink slickness. The girl seemed to be all over Jenna's cunny, teasing it, licking it, kissing her super-aroused clit.

		

		“Oh, babe,” Piper panted, raising her lips from Jenna's slippery gash for a moment and peering up at her across her flat tummy, “your little pussy is so perfect! It's so pink and sweet…and your juice is just heaven!”

		

		Jenna's stomach fluttered with excitement as Piper said that. God help her, but she loved hearing how pretty she was, especially from a cute little thing like Piper!

		

		“Is it?” Jenna murmured eagerly. “Is my cunny beautiful?”

		

		“God, yes,” Piper hissed staring into Jenna's pussy reverently, “it's fucking perfect, is what it is.”

		

		She looked up at Jenna and murmured, “You're fucking perfect, Jenna. You're the prettiest girl I've ever seen!”

		

		With that, she plunged back into the bigger girl's sex, her lips pushing down on Jenna's hood, forcing all of her tiny clit up into her mouth. Piper sucked softly and ran her tongue all over the little pleasure bead.

		

		Jenna gasped, feeling the orgasm coming. She trembled in anticipation, sensing that this one was going to be super!

		

		“Oh, oh, God, Piper,” she moaned, her tummy muscles rippling like they always did when her cunny was ready to go off hard, “suck it! Please, suck my hot pussy and make me come!”

		

		Piper groaned with lust and did just as she was asked. Her little tongue went crazy on Jenna's aroused clit, lapping and teasing, as the suction from her lips increased.

		

		As she sucked in her breath, Jenna hung on the edge of a massive orgasm. Piper stiffened her tongue and rammed it into Jenna's pussy like a tiny pink mini-cock. She began to tongue-fuck Jenna furiously as she nursed on her clit.

		

		“Eeeeeeeee!” Jenna whined softly, her taut ass pushing up off the mattress in search of even more of Piper's skillful tongue and lips.

		

		She had to fight to keep from shrieking out her pleasure, she was coming so hard! Jenna bit her lower lip and tossed her mane of long, honey-blonde hair around as she came and came!

		

		God, it's such a good one! I've never come like this before in my life with another person…just with my buzzer…when I watch myself in the mirror!

		

		Piper kept her lips glued to Jenna's pussy as the other girl whimpered and bumped her pelvis greedily against her sucking mouth. She clung hard to Jenna's hunching ass cheeks and pressed her face in tight, clearly wanting to drain every drop of Jenna's gushing pussy oil, to wring every last throb of ecstasy out of the other girl's pulsing clitty.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, that was so fantastic!” Jenna half sobbed as the heavenly spasms eventually died away and she settled back onto the mattress. “That was just…incredible!”

		

		Piper retrieved her discarded panties and used them to wipe her mouth and cheeks dry. She tossed the panties on the carpet and moved up to lie next to Jenna, who lay panting, trying to get her excited breathing under control once more.

		

		“Mmmmmm, you're delicious,” Piper whispered, putting her right arm over Jenna, just below her massive breasts. “You've got the sweetest pussy I've ever eaten, darling.”

		

		Jenna's clit throbbed lightly as she heard Piper say that. She just loved hearing that her pussy was sweet, and that she was…delicious!

		

		Moving up just a little, so that her face was right beside Jenna's on the pillow, Piper whispered, “You're so fucking hot, Jen, so incredibly beautiful.”

		

		The girl leaned in and Jenna made no move to escape as their lips came together once more. Piper's tongue slid into her mouth and she tasted her own pussy juice for the first time.

		

		Her heart pounded. Piper had been right - her stuff was…delicious!

		

		In seconds, the two girls had turned onto their sides, facing each other so that they could embrace and rub their breasts together as they kissed. Jenna felt Piper's hard little nipples gliding against her skin and a new pulse of excitement shot through her.

		

		She brought her hand up to toy with Piper's short, dark locks, and pressed her own nipples into the other girl's chest. Jenna felt her heart rate climbing once again and sucked lightly at Piper's tongue.

		

		God, she's getting me so turned on again! Jenna marveled. I just enjoyed probably the best come I've ever had with another person a few moments ago, and yet I'm getting so hot…already!

		

		A minute slipped by. Jenna felt her pussy leaking oil again like mad. She moaned and pressed her swollen tits even more firmly against Piper's, her tongue going wild inside the other girl's mouth.

		

		“Oh, Jen,” Piper panted, breaking off the kiss at last, “I'm so fucking hot for you I can barely stand it!”

		

		She slid upward just a little, her perky breasts right in front of Jenna's mouth, her reddish-pink nipples fully extended. Pushing forward just a bit, she brought her right one up against Jenna's lips.

		

		“Suck it for me, baby…please?” Piper urged her. “Suck my nippy just a little, okay?”

		

		Jenna moaned and took the tiny nub of girl flesh between her lips, her tongue dancing all around it. She'd never dreamed of doing something like this in her whole life, but Piper was so sexy…so hot…and she was practically begging Jenna for it!

		

		Sweet, Jenna thought to herself as she began to nurse on the firm little knob, her titty is so sweet!

		

		“Oh, God, oh God,” Piper whined softly, “you don't know how exciting it is to see your gorgeous face, sucking my nipple, Jen! You're so pretty, and you do it so nice!”

		

		Jenna felt her pussy clench, hard. She pushed more of Piper's breast into her lips and sucked hungrily, nipping lightly at the tender flesh with her teeth.

		

		This was fun! It was so naughty…so unbelievably sexy! And Piper's worshipping voice made it a hundred times better. Vivacious, perky little Piper fawning over her was music to narcissistic Jenna's ears!

		

		Throwing caution to the wind, Jenna switched breasts. She rolled Piper's saliva-slick right nipple between her fingertips as her mouth went to work on the girl's left one.

		

		“Oh, babe, that feels so good!” Piper moaned, her trim ass pushing forward, seemingly of its own accord.

		

		Jenna felt the tiny, wet pussy slit against her skin. Without even thinking about it, she used her free hand to caress Piper's clit, and then plunged her middle finger into the girl's juicy lips.

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” Piper groaned in rising ecstasy. “Oh, God, yes - finger me and suck my titties, you hot puss, you!”

		

		“Like this?” Jenna asked coyly, several minutes later.

		

		She ran her tongue up and down Piper's shaved pussy, lapping at her clit. The girl's juice was just as sweet and succulent as her own had tasted, and Jenna plunged her tongue deep inside, sucking out some of it and swallowing it.

		

		Mmmmmm, pussy is yummy! She thought to herself smugly. Who knew?

		

		“Jesus…oh, oh, my God,” Piper gasped, staring down at Jenna, her head on the pillows, Jenna on her stomach between Piper's spread legs, licking, and sucking, “you don't have any idea how hot it is…seeing the prettiest girl in school eating your pussy, Jen!”

		

		Jenna's clit pulsed hard. She pressed her face tighter into Piper's juicy snatch and began to tongue-fuck her in earnest. She just couldn't get enough of the sweet, steamy girl oil - or of hearing Piper babbling about how gorgeous she was!

		

		“Babe, oh, my God, babe, you're so good at that!” Piper hissed after just a little more of Jenna's avid licking. “I'm gonna' come. I'm gonna' come on that wriggly tongue of yours!”

		

		How wonderful, Jenna thought, happy that she was turning out to be so good at this on her very first try. I want to make her come. I want her to come as hard as I did!

		

		“Oh, baby, my sweet baby!” Piper was almost sobbing with total arousal. “Oh, eat it for me, you gorgeous fucking babe!”

		

		Jenna sucked hard on Piper's erect little clit and batted it with her tongue tip. Piper went rigid, shivered hard, and then a tiny jet of hot, clear liquid spurted out of her pussy as the small lips contracted, and then opened again.

		

		Wow, she squirts when she comes! How wild!

		

		Piper arched her back, her hips coming up off the mattress, her pussy mashing itself against Jenna's lips and tongue. The smaller girl's face scrunched up as she fought to keep from screaming, the overpowering intensity of the orgasm ripping though her small body.

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh…its so gooooooood!” Piper moaned softly, her tummy muscles fluttering wildly as she came and came.

		

		Jenna held on tight as Piper bucked and moaned her way through the towering climax. She sucked and licked and swallowed the slick oil until the smaller girl finally sighed and fell back onto the bed, breathing hard.

		

		“Jesus…that was so super!” Piper gasped as her body relaxed. “You did that so nice, Jenna.”

		

		The petite brunette raised her head up off the pillows and grinned impishly at her new friend, saying, “Are you sure you never licked cunny before?”

		

		Giggling, Jenna got back up onto her hands and knees and made her way up the bed. She flopped down next to Piper and grinned back at her, shaking her blonde tresses. “You know I haven't. That was my first time, ever!”

		

		Piper giggled right along with her, clearly delighted. She whispered, “Well, you sure are fantastic, for an amateur, kid!”

		

		After a moment, Jenna said in a low, breathy voice, leaning in close to her new lover, “I don't think that's going to be the last time, though. I liked doing that so much that I don't think I can give it up.”

		

		“Oh, babe - is that ever good news!” Piper said with a smile, gathering Jenna into her embrace, their lips mashing against one another's again…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		“What are you up to now, you little devil?” Jenna asked.

		

		The two of them had just finished up a long, sensual, thoroughly satisfying session of mutual pussy-lapping - during which both of the girls had some like crazy on the other's tongues - after Piper had instructed an eager-to-learn Jenna in the art of sixty-nining. Now Piper was off the bed, rummaging through her purse in search of something.

		

		“Here, do you know how to use this to take photos?” she asked Jenna, handing the cell phone she'd just taken out of her purse to her naked bedmate.

		

		“Yeah, but what am I taking a picture of?” Jenna asked, mystified.

		

		“Trade places with me and I'll show you,” Piper said, getting back on the bed, motioning for Jenna to get off the bed and onto her feet.

		

		Piper lay back on the pillows, arranged her body into a languid, sexy pose, her breasts and shaved-bare pussy prominently displayed, one leg bent at the knee, and a come-hither little smile on her pretty face. She touched her clit with her left hand, toying with it teasingly for the camera.

		

		“Now, snap it now, while I'm all…'come and slip me some cock' looking, okay, babe?”

		

		Jenna shrugged and took the picture. Piper shifted around on the bed and got into another provocative pose, nodding to Jenna when she had arranged herself just the way she wanted to look before the camera. Jenna obliged and took a second picture.

		

		“What in the world are these for?” Jenna asked.

		

		Hopping back out of the bed, Piper grinned impishly and said, “I'm going to text them to Tyrone. I've been teasing that bad boy long enough. I decided earlier tonight…I'm going to break down and finally give him a little pussy.”

		

		Jenna's mouth dropped open at the very thought of sending pictures such as the ones she'd just taken of Piper to anyone, let alone a macho stud like Tyrone Johnson! She handed the phone back to Piper, saying, “Are you sure? He's liable to rip your clothes off and fuck you right in the middle of the street when he sees these - they don't leave much to the imagination, babe!”

		

		Piper's grin grew even bigger. She said, “That's the whole idea. Texts like this one - you know, sexts, actually - are supposed to do just that; fire a guy up.”

		

		Jenna shook her head. The whole idea of sending something like the pictures she'd just taken of Piper to anyone still boggled her mind.

		

		Still, she thought, it was kind of wild and sexy…just like Piper! So maybe it did make sense, for someone like her new, pixie-cute, hot little lover.

		

		Piper's face brightened. She said excitedly, “Hey, I bet that hunky monkey you go steady with would love to get something like this from you! How about it? Let's take a snap or two of that lush bod of yours, okay?”

		

		Jenna went rigid as Piper urged a very reluctant Jenna down onto the bed and sighted in the camera. She held up her hands in front of her face and turned her head away.

		

		“No fucking way,” she hissed, “no pictures of me, please!”

		

		“Oh, come on, Jen,” Piper dared her, “don't be such a scaredy cat. That incredible fucking body of yours was made to be photographed. You're, like, the prettiest, hottest girl in northern California!”

		

		Jenna felt a pulse of excitement rage through her. It was true…she was fantastically pretty and well built.

		

		And Tom would go nuts, she admitted to herself. This is so utterly unlike me…it would be the last thing in the world he'd ever expect. Maybe I should quit being so uptight. After all, I am a goddess, maybe I should share the wealth a little…what could it hurt?

		

		Still more than a little drunk, carried away by her unexpected, sensual, fabulous night with Piper - and the other girl's carefree, “fuck it” approach to life - Jenna summoned up all her courage and dropped her hands. She got herself into what she considered a fairly racy pose and told Piper, “Just one picture…but don't get my face, okay? Concentrate the focus on my titties and…the rest of me.”

		

		“Okay,” Piper grinned at her, pointing the camera downward, “but he's gonna' miss out on one of the best parts. That fucking face of yours is sensational, babe!”

		

		The camera clicked. The two girls quickly moved into a sitting position on the edge of the bed and stared down excitedly at the phone's small screen.

		

		“Wow, you look totally hot!” Jenna said, checking out Piper's first shot.

		

		The screen shifted to the second one and Jenna sucked in her breath. “Talk about Playmate material - you're fuckin' smokin', Piper.”

		

		The smaller girl beamed. “I am kinda' sexy and fuckable-looking, aren't I? I mean, considering I don't have huge tits and an absolutely perfect ass and legs - like you do.”

		

		Jenna felt herself blushing, but inwardly, she absolutely glowed with appreciation for what Piper had just said. The little brunette hit the button, and the picture of a very naked Jenna filled the screen.

		

		“Oh, my God, what a complete babe you are!” Piper sighed, staring at it with something resembling awe on her pretty face.

		

		She looked up, adoration in her eyes and whispered, “I can't believe I got to make it with someone as perfect as you!”

		

		Sighing as a tiny pre-come flutter rippled through her pussy as a reaction to that comment, Jenna said, “Let's go ahead and send this, before I chicken out…so that we can…you know…do it again, okay?”

		

		“God, yes, that sounds wonderful!” Piper said enthusiastically. “What's the lucky boy's phone number?”

		

		****

		

		“So, whadya' guys wanna' do now?” Milo, “Monk” Anderson asked his two pals, wiping the last of the jism dripping from the end of his deflating dick away with his soiled jockey shorts.

		

		“I dunno', I guess we could roll some numbers,” Nelson “Dweeb” Dinsmore, said, cleaning up the last of his own recent outpouring of spunk.

		

		“Yeah, what else is there to do at three-thirty in the morning except roll numbers or surf porn?” the third member of the trio, Bobby “Specs” Conroy asked, adjusting his bottom-of-a-coke-bottle thick glasses on his long nose, his own puddle of come already neatly cleaned up.

		

		Specs got rid of the porn site they'd all just stroked their puds off to, his big, glasses-enlarged brown eyes saying a silent goodbye to the unrealistically huge, silicone-enriched set of tits on the hard-looking blonde girl they'd just jacked off over. The picture, which showed the porn model's face and tits richly spattered with the come of the porn dude she'd been fucking before he'd pulled out at the last minute and jacked off all over her - went dark and Specs brought up his phone hacking software.

		

		“Got anybody new in the mix?” Monk asked - tossing his semen smeared shorts away.

		

		“Yeah, I got into Tyrone's phone the other day and he had that hot new cheerleading cunt, Piper Riggs's, number on there, so we can roll her phone now. She's always calling him or texting him, mostly asking for rides to different places.”

		

		“Hah, man, I'd like to give her a ride - right on the end of my big boner!” Specs laughed.

		

		“Big?” Dweeb asked in a teasing voice. “You got two of ‘em, one you switch out with your regular dick on special occasions? Because I just saw your prick hard a few minutes ago, dude, when we were whacking off together, and it wasn't exactly Moby Dick, you know?”

		

		The other two laughed, and Specs muttered, “Fuck you two assholes; let's see what cute little Piper's got stashed in her photo cache. She strikes me as the kind of hottie who might just have some skin pics of herself stored on her phone.”

		

		The screen changed and a clear, sharp, high-resolution picture filled the thirty-two inch screen of Specs' monitor. It was a shot of Tyrone Johnson, grinning. Clearly disappointed, Specs hit the mouse, moving on quickly. There were shots of several other football players, all sweaty, in grass-stained uniforms on the sidelines.

		

		“Man, this is weak,” Monk groused. “This dumb little cunt is so superficial. She's into jocks - what a fucking surprise!”

		

		Specs rolled through the rest of the shots quickly. They were mostly of the football sidelines, other cheerleaders, and the crowd at last Friday night's game.

		

		“This looks like a bust,” Specs said sadly, hurrying along. “There's nothing of interest here at all. Whoa, hold the fucking phone! Dudes…look at this shit, would ya'?”

		

		The nerd trio stared wordlessly at the picture of Piper, completely naked, lying on a bed, posing. She was showing them everything - tits, pussy, ass - the whole nine yards!

		

		“Fuckin' A, this is incredible!” Monk finally managed to gasp. “Can you tell who she sent this snap to?”

		

		“Tyrone fucking Johnson,” Specs said disgustedly, checking the number on his hacking software, “that's who she sent it to. Why is it those football cocksuckers get all the hot chicks while we're stuck jerking off to net porn?”

		

		“The world ain't fair, Specs,” Dweeb said morosely. “Let's see what else this little bitch has for us.”

		

		A second photo came up. This one showed Piper's wet little pink gash even more clearly, and her mons shaved clear of all hair. The three teenaged boys sighed collectively.

		

		“Just look at that pussy, man,” Monk murmured, “that's so much hotter than the porn skanks we usually beat off to. That is some prime cunt, dudes!”

		

		After another moment of intense staring…of unspoken longing, Specs clicked on. The three boys gasped as if someone had just shot an electric current through their nuts.

		

		“Is that who I think it is?” Dweeb said after a full minute of shocked silence had gone by.

		

		“Look at those incredible tits, those little pink nipples, that fuckin' unreal pussy!” Monk murmured reverently.

		

		“Yeah and especially…look at that fuckin' locket!” Specs said - his eyes boring into the screen. “There aren't two lockets like that in school, not in the whole town!”

		

		No one said anything for long moments, and then Monk asked, his normally reedy, whiny voice suddenly taking on a new smugness, “You know what this means, right, guys?”

		

		“Jenna Kincaid is fuckin' ours,” Dweeb answered a second later, sounding just as sure of himself as Monk had.

		

		“Ours to do whatever we want with,” Specs agreed, an evil little grin on his pimply face. “Jenna-cunt just became our brand new fuck-toy!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		Jenna slept in late on Sunday morning. She'd lain in bed, nude, cuddled with Piper, for most of the night and early morning. It had felt perfectly safe to lie snuggled in bed together, since the door to their room was securely locked.

		

		Finally, at around nine, she'd reluctantly arisen to use the bathroom and had gotten into her own bed afterward. She'd even slipped on a pair of pajamas she'd brought with her in her overnight pack.

		

		“Hey, you pusses, we're makin' breakfast and cleaning up the place, for when Lacey's folks get home later,” Jenna heard Angie's voice through the closed door as the digital clock on her nightstand registered ten o'clock. “How about some help?”

		

		Jenna sighed and threw off the covers. She sat up and Piper hopped out of bed, still naked, crossed the narrow space in between the two beds, and plopped herself down next to her

		

		“How's my girl this morning?” Piper whispered; her cat-like eyes big and full of mischief.

		

		“I'm extremely good, how are you?”

		

		“Hungry for some more of the prettiest pussy I've ever seen,” Piper murmured in Jenna's ear, leaning in and kissing the lobe lightly. “But I guess that'll have to wait until we can be together again.”

		

		Jenna felt herself blush, but she turned her head and looked happily at her new lover. Piper kissed her on the lips, their tongues gliding against each other for a long moment. Jenna felt her pussy start to moisten almost instantly.

		

		“I guess we'd better stop that, or I'll have my tongue buried in the cute little twat of yours again,” Piper said with a naughty grin as she broke off the kiss. “I won't be able to stop myself.”

		

		Jenna felt the blush grow deeper, but that didn't stop her from caressing Piper's jaw line with her fingertips for a moment. She whispered, “When will that be? When can we see each other…like this, I mean…in bed, again?”

		

		“I don't know, next weekend?” Piper asked, grabbing Jenna's hand as it traced so lovingly along her face and pressing the fingers more firmly against her cheek.

		

		Then she turned the hand over and kissed the center of Jenna's palm and said softly, “How do your folks feel about sleepovers? Would they think it was weird if I stayed over next weekend?”

		

		“No, the other girls and I do ‘em all the time!” Jenna said excitedly. “You could stay in the guest room next to mine. I'm not even on the same floor as my folks. Actually, I'm not even in the same wing of the house, so you could slip over into my room and we could lock the door and be together all night long, if you want.”

		

		“I want,” Piper said, her voice getting husky with desire as she stared at her golden-haired friend. “I want you so fucking much, Jenna!”

		

		The two girls looked at each other for long moments, and then Piper kissed quickly her again and murmured, “Let's take a shower together. I can lick you off one more time before we rejoin the others, okay?”

		

		“God, yes,” Jenna sighed, stroking Piper's hair, “that sounds beautiful, but only if I get to do you too!”

		

		Laughing happily, the two of them made their way into the bathroom, Jenna shedding her pajamas along the way. Once in the shower, they soaped each other up, their hands caressing, touching, tweaking, until both of them were panting with renewed lust.

		

		“Can you stay both nights, Friday and Saturday?” Jenna asked as she began to shampoo Piper's hair.

		

		Piper looked sad for a moment. She whispered, “No, I have to go to work after the game. By the time I get done, it'll be too late to come over that night. Besides, after texting that nude shot of you to Tom, isn't he going to want to get together and fuck after the game Friday night?”

		

		Jenna laughed. “Well, he'd damn well better! If that picture doesn't turn him on, I don't know what would!”

		

		After a long moment, Jenna asked, “What's your job, anyway? Isn't it weird to be just starting work after nine o'clock at night?”

		

		Piper kissed her, under the spray, all of the shampoo rinsing out of their hair as they devoured each other. When both sets of nipples were as firm and aroused as could be, Piper pulled back and asked softly, “If I tell you something, girlfriend to girlfriend, would you promise never to tell another living soul?”

		

		“Sure,” Jenna said, wondering what that might be.

		

		“You know how a lot of guys really get off on us cheerleaders, watching us jump around, shaking our booties and jiggling our tits all over the place while we do our routines?”

		

		Jenna smiled and nodded deferentially, as if that was hardly news. She gave Piper an encouraging look, so that she'd go on with what she was saying.

		

		“Well, it's not just guys our age, on the team and stuff,” Piper said, her voice barely above a whisper. “A lot of ‘em are my dad's age or your dad's age, or even older.”

		

		The smaller girl seemed to steel herself. She looked right into Jenna's eyes and went on to say, “And some of ‘em want more than just to look - a certain percentage of them want teenage cheerleader pussy…or ass…or maybe a blowjob.”

		

		Piper leaned down and ran her tongue all around Jenna's right nipple. She sucked it a little, causing a huge moan from the statuesque blonde, and then did the same to her left one.

		

		Looking up at Jenna as she slowly licked her way downward, just before she dropped to her knees in front of Jenna's juicy cunt, Piper finished with, “Well…I give them what they want, for a price…two-fifty for a blowjob, five-hundred to fuck me, and seven-fifty if they want to take me up the asshole.”

		

		The girl's mouth sucked in the whole of Jenna's pussy lips and her tongue shot into the tiny slit. Jenna put her hands flat against both sides of the shower and shut her eyes, imaging Piper…her sweet little Piper…doing all of those nasty, forbidden things with grown men…for money - and in what seemed like seconds, Jenna began to come, hard!

		

		****

		

		“Why,” Jenna asked Piper, later, in the bedroom, as they were both getting dressed, “why do you…do what you do with those old guys?”

		

		Piper snapped her bra closed and smile ruefully at her friend, “My folks aren't rich like yours. My dad works the night shift at the mill, and my mom waits tables and cleans other people's houses for a living. I don't have fancy clothes or a car, or a good computer, or much else.”

		

		She stared up at Jenna, her eyes hardening. “I want all that stuff. And I'm determined to go to college. I don't want to be poor all my life, like my folks. So I have to sell what I've got - which in my case is my cute little teenage ass - to get where I want to go.”

		

		Piper gestured at her half-dressed body by way of illustrating what it was she had to sell, and went on to say, “I've got just over two thousand dollars saved up so far. Pretty soon, I'll have the new computer I want, and a car. It won't be new, but at least I'll have the pink slip.”

		

		“Oh, gees, honey,” Jenna said, her heart breaking at the thought of someone as cute and sweet and wonderful as Piper having to do what she was doing just to get a start in life.

		

		“Listen, you don't have to do that shit anymore - I'll buy you a fucking computer, and a car! I get a big allowance from my folks and I hardly ever spend any of it. Mostly, when I'm shopping, I just use a credit card that my dad pays off when the bill comes in. And I have a trust fund from my grandpa that's got, like, a hundred grand in it that I bet I could get some money out of if I needed to.”

		

		Piper hugged Jenna. She said, “Oh, thank you, for being a real friend. But I can't take help from you, not like that.”

		

		She stepped back and told Jenna, almost bashfully, “Besides, I gotta' be honest with you. What I'm doing is kind of kinky and exciting. I sort of get off on doing it, and it's not like this kind of thing is new to me.”

		

		Blushing slightly, she admitted. “I got my first hundred bucks for a blowjob when I was only thirteen. One of the dads I used to baby-sit for clearly had the hots for me. He kept making little not-so-subtle hints. So one night when he was driving me home, I made him an offer: a hundred bucks for a really good blowjob - and I'd swallow his spunk for him.”

		

		Piper shrugged, and a tiny smile crept onto her face. “It wasn't like it was the first time I'd ever blown a guy - I was twelve when that happened. There was a really cute fourteen year old guy in my neighborhood that kept coming onto me, and he told me we could go steady if I sucked him off. So I said, ‘Okay,' and he taught me how to give a good blowjob and we went steady for, like, six months.”

		

		She rolled her eyes at Jenna and said, “Since it wasn't like I didn't know how to swallow a load, and since this dad was so hot for me, I figured what the heck, and I went ahead and did it. There was this really cool dress I wanted for the spring dance, and it cost eighty bucks, so I sucked the dad off, got the hundred, and bought the dress.”

		

		“Wow,” Jenna said, imagining doing something like that for money when you were barely a teenager. “Was it awful?”

		

		“It was easy,” Piper said, shrugging again. “Remember, I did six dudes in a row at the party just before junior high graduation that year, and this was only, like, a month or so before that happened. It wasn't as if I didn't know how to suck a dick off.”

		

		The two girls looked at each other for a long moment, and then both of them broke out in guilty laughter. Jenna told Piper, “God, you're a real firecracker, aren't you?”

		

		“I guess. Come on, let's go help the other girls clean this place up and get ourselves something to eat.”

		

		****

		

		“This is sure some ride,” Piper said an hour and a half later, as Jenna pulled up in front of a run-down old shack of a house on the other side of town from her parent's mansion.

		

		“Yeah, Daddy gave it to me for my seventeenth birthday. It's been perfectly restored and rebuilt and everything in it is original, except for the alarm system and the stereo.”

		

		“What a trip,” Piper said, admiringly running a finger along the Mustang's perfect red paintjob as she got out and stood beside the car.

		

		“I'm coming by to pick you up for school tomorrow,” Jenna told her with a big smile.

		

		“You are?” Piper asked excitedly, beaming at the thought of riding to school with Jenna in her cooler-than-cool car.

		

		“You bet,” Jenna answered firmly. “What time is your first class?”

		

		“Can you be here at seven-thirty?”

		

		“I can, and I will,” Jenna assured her, putting the ‘Stang into gear.

		

		A sly smile crossed Piper's cute face. “You just want to keep from riding with Tyrone, now that I sexted him, right? You don't want him getting into my pants.”

		

		“Maybe, maybe I want you all for myself…except for the guys you…uh….work for, of course.”

		

		“Well, that plan's not gonna' fly, sweetie.” Piper smiled back saucily. “I just had me some of the finest pussy I've ever imagined this weekend. So now I want some dick to go along with it! And Tyrone keeps telling me that he's packing quite the meaty treat in his shorts - we'll just have to see about that.”

		

		Jenna giggled and roared off down the street. She wondered vaguely if big, black, dangerous-looking Tyrone did have a big one? She guessed she'd find out soon enough, from Piper - after she'd sampled it!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		The week went by quickly for the cheer squad. Piper and Jenna exchanged a few little furtive smiles when no one was looking, but other than that, they managed to act normally around each other.

		

		They did, however, routinely talk for over an hour every night on their cell phones, and that made Jenna feel as if she had a new, secret, super-cool romance in her life - one that was quite separate from her relationship with her boyfriend, Tom Gilliland, the quarterback on the varsity football team.

		

		She liked Tom as well as any guy she'd ever dated but, in truth, there was no real pulse-pounding, this-is-forever spark between the two of them. They went out together; two pretty people, the big man on campus and his head cheerleader girlfriend - and they made out and - about twice a month - Jenna let Tom slip on a rubber and ride her pussy for four or five minutes until he got off inside her.

		

		She usually managed at least a small orgasm when he fucked her, and it was nice…but it still wasn't…red-hot, like sex with Piper had been. In truth, sex with Tom wasn't even as good as the vibrator sex was - in front of the mirror, as she admired her own body,

		

		When she thought about it, which wasn't often, she had to admit that she got a lot more excited, talking to Piper on the phone at night, flirting with her and planning their rendezvous on Saturday night in Jenna's bedroom, than she ever did in talking with Tom about anything.

		

		Maybe I am into girls more than guys, Jenna thought. What a trip!

		

		She smiled and shook her head, deciding that she didn't really think that was true. I'm not a lesbian, not really. I think that I'm just like Piper, I like sex with a hunky guy fine, but I like girls, too.

		

		****

		

		Everything changed abruptly for Jenna that Friday afternoon, when she got home from school.

		

		She had plans for a quick bite with her family, a change into her cheer outfit, and a return to school for the seven-thirty kickoff of the varsity game. She tossed her book bag on her bed and switched on her computer to check her e-mail.

		

		There was a semi-dirty cartoon joke, passed along from Lacey, which Jenna read, grinned at, and deleted. And there was a plea from Diane to swing by her house and pick her up for the game tonight. Her Subaru was on the fritz yet again.

		

		No surprise there, thought Jenna, lamenting once again the reluctance of Diane's parents to get her a better ride. Oh, well, I'm going by Piper's to pick her up, so I may as well collect Diane along the way, too.

		

		She opened the last piece of mail, which was mysteriously titled, “Read this; it's important!” It showed an attachment of some kind.

		

		Curious, she clicked on the attachment before she read the text of the message, and the full color photo of her sprawled on the bed, with just her magnificent body showing, exploded across her big-screen monitor. She immediately got up, ran over to the door, locked it, and stepped back to the computer.

		

		“That fucking Tom!” she fumed aloud. “I told him to delete that picture, not send me a copy of it. What a numb-nuts!”

		

		Angrily, she brought up the text, and her breath froze in her lungs as she read.

		

		Jenna-bitch,

		

		We now OWN your prissy, “my-shit-don't-stink” ass! Unless you want a copy of this picture sent to every computer in school, along with most of the senior class's cell phones, you will do everything we say. We'll be contacting you tomorrow, with instructions. Hint: get ready to suck some DICK, bitch!!

		

		Jenna sat, unmoving, in front of the screen, her mind racing.

		

		She thought to herself, I know it's my body, but they can't prove it's me. Even if they do what they're threatening to do, I'll just tell everyone that it's some weirdo's idea of a prank. I can always say this is a shot of some professional model babe with her head cut off in the picture, not me. I don't have any birthmarks or scars or anything - there's no way they can prove it's me!

		

		Then she brought up the picture again, just to make sure there was no way to actually identify her from the shot.

		

		Her necklace…it seemed to leap out at her as she studied the photo closely a second time.

		

		With a sinking heart, she realized that her favorite piece of jewelry was very distinctive and easily-identifiable. The beautiful chain and locket, with its dozen small diamond chips suddenly felt like a golden noose hanging around her neck. A tear rolled down her left cheek as she mentally accepted just how fucked she was.

		

		She was scared, desperate, and boiling mad - all at once. She shut down her e-mail and turned off the computer.

		

		I'm Jenna Kincaid, godddamn it…shit like this isn't supposed to happen to me! It just isn't!

		

		****

		

		“Jesus, girl, what the hell's with you tonight?” Diane asked angrily.

		

		Jenna had just messed up yet another cheer, getting the choreography all wrong and nearly running into Diane halfway through the yell. She shook her head and didn't answer.

		

		My life's a flaming ruin! Who gives a shit about a stupid cheer going wrong?

		

		She wanted desperately for this fucking game to be over. She needed to talk to Piper. It hadn't seemed like a good idea to call her and talk about blackmail stuff like this on the phone, and she'd picked up Diane first, so they hadn't been able to talk freely in the car on the way to the stadium, either.

		

		Piper was street-smart and fearless. She'd know what to do about that awful picture, and the e-mail, and everything! Or at least Jenna hoped to God she would.

		

		The dismal night seemed to crawl by. Tom was throwing the ball great but the rest of the team seemed to be playing about as well as Jenna was cheering. Nearly every ball Tom threw seemed to hit a Tornados player right in the hands and then carom off into air, where someone on the defense would intercept it. Tyrone finally managed to haul in a pass and sprint into the end zone with it, but that wasn't nearly enough, not with all the turn-overs.

		

		Las Cruces ended up losing the game by twenty-one points. Jenna botched one cheer so badly that even Piper looked at her strangely and shook her head in disbelief.

		

		****

		

		“So, are we going to grab something at Rollie's?” Tom's voice asked from a few feet behind Jenna as she and her girls walked dejectedly toward the girl's gym after the game was finally over, to change out of their cheer uniforms.

		

		Rollie's was the local burger and shake joint on Main Street that everyone flocked to after school, or when they were cruising up and down Main, looking for something to do. Jenna and Tom often met there, hooked up, and hung out with their friends. Sometimes, they'd leave one car there and head out into the boonies to neck or make love.

		

		“I might see you there later,” Jenna said distractedly, stopping so that her tall, handsome boyfriend - who was carrying his helmet in one hand, his uniform grass-stained and dirty - could catch up with her. “I've got Piper and Diane with me, so I'll have to run them home first, after I change clothes.”

		

		“All right, I'm gonna' get showered and dressed,” Tom told her, smiling. “I'll just hang at Rollie's and wait until you show up.”

		

		“Okay,” she said, leaning in and giving him a quick peck on the lips. “I'll see you there.”

		

		Jenna turned and hurried on into the girl's locker room. She didn't really feel much like meeting Tom and making out with him tonight, but she had sent him that fucking text, so she guessed she had to get together with him - at least briefly - at some point tonight.

		

		No one sent their boyfriend a nude shot of themselves and then just ignored him - that would be too weird. Tom would wonder what the hell was going on if she did that, and Jenna really didn't need anymore shit in her life right now, like problems with him.

		

		She saw Piper, still in her uniform and standing just inside the doorway, as she entered the girl's locker room. Piper hadn't brought along any other clothes to change into, the way Jenna and Diane had.

		

		Rushing up to her, she blurted, “Hey, I absolutely need to talk to you about something tonight.”

		

		“Hon, my…uh….date for tonight is expecting to pick me up over in the parking lot in, like, two minutes. Can't we do this in the morning, when I come over to spend the night?”

		

		Jenna was feeling more desperate than ever. She really wanted to tell Piper all about the e-mail as soon as possible and get her take on what she should do next. She felt like if she couldn't do that, she probably wouldn't get a wink of sleep tonight.

		

		“Listen, I've got to meet Tom down at Rollie's in a little while, after I run Diane home,” she whispered to Piper. “He'll probably want to go and make out for a while. Can I pick you up later, and we can talk…after your...‘date' is over with?”

		

		“Uh, well, I guess that would work,” Piper said nervously, looking as if she were worried about being late to meet her “client”. “I'll be at that cheesy little motel out on the west end of town, the Casa Del Oro. You can pick me up there. I'll leave the door cracked open a little after my date leaves, so that you'll know which room I'm in, okay?”

		

		On impulse, Jenna left her clothes in her locker and slipped out the door after Piper dashed out of the gym moments later, staying well back in the shadows so that her friend wouldn't know she was following her. She kept about twenty yard back, in the darkness, and watched as Piper went up to a man who was standing by a new Cadillac sedan on the darkest end of the stadium parking lot.

		

		“Bill Cousins!” Jenna gasped, recognizing the large, heavyset man instantly.

		

		Mr. Cousins was a golfing buddy of her dad's. He owned the Cousins Supermarket chain, with two stores here, in Las Cruces, and several more scattered throughout the central valley in towns like Clovis, Sanger, and Orange Grove. He had a daughter who was on the junior varsity cheer squad.

		

		“Fucking perv,” Jenna whispered under her breath, watching jealously as Piper hurried into the car while the grocer closed the door on the driver's side.

		

		God, his daughter, Kelly, even looks a little like Piper, Jenna thought with disgust as she wandered back toward the gym. Kelly's got the same dark hair and petite build. I wonder if she knows dear old dad is paying to fuck someone who resembles her. He probably closes his eyes and pretends he's giving it to his little girl as he comes inside of my poor Piper!

		

		Jenna thought about her own handsome father. She wondered if he ever had thoughts along those lines…

		

		Shuddering, Jenna put that lewd, unwelcome notion out of her head and went back into the gym. Diane was just inside the door, already wearing the other clothes she'd brought along, her cheer outfit neatly hung on a plastic-covered hanger.

		

		“God, you're not even changed yet?” she asked, exasperation in her voice. “I'd hoped we could grab a shake or something at Rollie's before heading home.”

		

		“No problem,” Jenna said, going over to her locker and opening it. She removed the outfit she'd brought along and headed for the door, carrying it under her arm.

		

		“You're going to leave your uniform on?” Diane asked, catching up to her.

		

		“Yeah, I may feel like leading a fucking cheer or something later. Who knows?” Jenna said sarcastically, opening the trunk of the Mustang and tossing her clothing inside. “Let's go see about that shake.”

		

		****

		

		“Why are we going so far out of the way?” Diane asked a few minutes later as Jenna cruised past the old Casa Del Oro motel on the outskirts of town, where she recognized Mr. Cousins's big black Caddie sedan, parked in the shadows at the very end of the old, one-story motor court's string of rooms.

		

		“No reason,” Jenna lied, turning onto Oak Street and heading downtown, “I just felt like taking a little drive. It's a nice night, isn't it? You can kind of sense autumn coming on, but it's not really cold yet.”

		

		The top was down on Jenna's Mustang, and the fall breeze that night smelled to her like the end of summer. She turned onto Main and headed for Rollie's, a neon-lit oasis in the distance.

		

		As they pulled into the lot, Tom and seven or eight of his football pals waved at them. Jenna pulled up next to the small crowd of boys and shut the engine off.

		

		“Would it be okay with you if I caught a ride home with one of the guys?” Diane said to Jenna, eying the boys eagerly as she spoke.

		

		“Are you still hot for Bobby?” Jenna asked slyly, grinning over at her friend.

		

		“Maybe,” Diane admitted, a little blush creeping onto her cheeks, “he does look positively yummy tonight, now doesn't he?”

		

		“If you like the type,” Jenna answered smugly, watching the eye-play going on between Bobby Brooks, the tight end on the football squad, and Diane as they stared at one another while pretending they weren't.

		

		Bobby was tall and not bad looking. Hours on end in the weight room had turned him into a mass of muscle. He was probably thirty pounds heavier than Tom, Jenna's guy.

		

		“Well, what are you waiting for?” Jenna whispered to Diane. “Go talk to him. See if he'll give you a ride home.”

		

		Diane nodded, smiling at Bobby as she got out of the car. She sauntered over to the group of boys and the big tight end said something to her right away.

		

		I bet Bobby gets at least a big handful of titty tonight in exchange for that ride home - if not a blowjob, Jenna thought as she watched the two obviously smitten teens talking and laughing together.

		

		After another minute or so, Diane came back to the car, leaned into the backseat and collected her uniform and her purse. She winked at Jenna, “Got a ride, thanks. See you Monday!”

		

		Bobby and Diane had no sooner gotten into his old pickup than Tom broke away from the group and came over to lean on the driver's side door, his face just inches from Jenna's. He smiled at her and asked, “Wanna' go for a ride?”

		

		God, making out with him and having him paw me is about the last thing I'm in the mood for tonight, Jenna thought. But Piper isn't likely to be done at the motel for at least another hour or so. And I've got to kill the time somehow…and I did send him that fucking nude picture! It's no wonder he's horny for me.

		

		“Sure, I guess,” she said at last, with a little sigh, “you wanna' take my car or your truck?”

		

		She wondered which way he'd decide. The back seat of her car was better for fucking than the cramped cab of his pickup truck. Although one night last summer, he'd had the foresight to bring along a sleeping bag and he'd spread it out on the truck bed and the two of them had really gotten busy on top of it!

		

		I wish he'd just settle for some head and letting me jack him off into a hankie tonight, she thought, but he'll probably be expecting a lot more than that, after that sexting stunt I pulled!

		

		“I got a full tank of gas,” he said, “let's take my ride.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		One thing about Tom's truck that was better for going out into the boonies to find a good make out spot: the truck had four-wheel drive. It could get into some pretty remote spots. They drove out of town, up into the nearby foothills, and were soon on an extremely rough gravel road that led to a closed gate.

		

		Tom got out and opened the gate, got back in and drove through it, and then got out once more to close it behind them. In a few minutes - after Tom had slipped the truck into four-wheel drive - they were parked in a small stand of trees atop a hill that would have been impossible to reach in Jenna's Mustang. Their parking spot enjoyed a spectacular view of the small city of Las Cruces and the wide valley beyond it. Lights from small business enterprises, tracts of private homes, and farmhouses shone far off into the distance.

		

		“Can I take this off?” Tom asked Jenna after a few minutes of steamy kissing and tongue play, reaching down for the bottom of her bright gold cheer sweater, with “LCH” scrolled across the front of it in big red letters, for Las Cruces High.

		

		“Sure,” Jenna said, raising her arms so that he could pull it up and over her head.

		

		The sooner he gets to my tits, the quicker this will be over. Playing with and sucking my big knockers really get him excited.

		

		He tossed it on the seat behind her and undid her bra, adding it to the pile. His eyes lit up in the dark truck cab as he eyed her bountiful chest.

		

		“Goddamn, Jenna,” he sighed, taking one of the big spheres in each palm and kneading her flesh tenderly, “you've got the nicest tits I've ever seen. You're the prettiest girl in school…in the whole damned town, for that matter.”

		

		“Yeah,” Jenna said, pleased in spite of herself by his enthusiasm for her hot body, “do your really think so?”

		

		“You know you are,” he breathed heavily, releasing her right breast and bending low to kiss her nipple.

		

		“Ummmmmm,” Jenna sighed as his tongue lapped at it and his lips began a soft, steady suction around it.

		

		Jenna was soon twisting in the seat, loving the way his mouth felt on her big, solid breasts. He went from nipple to nipple, sucking hungrily, squeezing the one he wasn't sucking between his fingertips as he nursed at the other one.

		

		Maybe I will let him fuck me, she thought, glancing at the clock in the dash. No, that'll take too long. I need to get this over with and get back to town to meet Piper.

		

		Thinking fast, she reached down and unzipped his jeans. He groaned around her nipple as she undid his belt and opened the pants as wide as they would go.

		

		He's really hot for me tonight, she thought, pushing his boxers down a little so that she could extract his already hard cock and his floppy balls. I guess it was that picture…I'll bet he's been dreaming about this all week, ever since he got it in his e-mail.

		

		“You're suckin' my boobies so nice. Would you like me to suck you for a little while now, darling?” she asked, wrapping her fist around his seven inch dick and stroking it lightly.

		

		“God, yes,” he moaned, raising his head from her tits, “you know I just love to feel that sweet mouth of yours on my cock, baby!”

		

		Jenna pushed him back against the seat and bent over his lap. He grabbed her nipples again and tugged gently at them, rolling the tips between his fingers, as her tongue snaked out and touched his cock head.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” he sighed, “lick it just like that, honey.”

		

		She got his prick tip really wet with saliva and then ran her tongue all over the shaft until his entire dick was as slick and wet as could be. Then she began to suck, moving her lips up and down, taking him in all the way down to his furry balls, her tongue never stopping its endless circuit around the hard shaft of flesh.

		

		“Jesus,” he gasped, “oh, God, babe, that feels incredible!”

		

		Maybe I should just go ahead and suck him off, Jenna thought, hearing - in the tightness evident in his voice - how turned on he was already.

		

		I've never done that with a boy before but, after hearing Piper and my other friends talking about doing it at the sleepover last weekend - what's the big deal? If they can all swallow a guy's come when they have to, how bad can it be? Even Lacey said she'd done it, she just didn't like to do it all that much.

		

		“Goddamn, Jenna,” Tom groaned in what sounded like pure ecstasy. “You're suckin' me like a wild girl tonight. Jesus, that little mouth of yours is fantastic!”

		

		This is kind of fun at that, she thought, hearing the excited catch in his voice, and he's getting so aroused. He's tugging on my nippies so nice…my pussy is as wet as can be!

		

		She sucked harder and really began to work his dick head over with her tongue. A lot of clear, oily, slightly sweet-tasting pre-come fluid was pouring out of Tom's cock by now, and Jenna really liked the way it tasted.

		

		If only his come tasted this nice, I'd blow him all the time! She thought, grinding her big titties into his fingers.

		

		“J-Jenna,” Tom suddenly gasped in warning, his cock jerking in her mouth, “I'm gonna' shoot pretty soon, baby! Oh, God, it just feels so good!”

		

		Jenna made up her mind. She kept on sucking steadily, not pulling her head away as she usually did at this point. After all, he'd been a good boy: he had let her know he was about to go off in her mouth.

		

		We'll be finished and back in town in fifteen minutes if I go ahead and do him this way, she thought, her head going up and down like a piston in a car cylinder. And then I can go and see if Piper's done with her date and ready to talk. Blowing him will be so much faster than fucking him, or even jacking him off and cleaning up the mess afterward!

		

		“Jenna...baby…did you hear me?” Tom croaked, his body going completely tense. “I'm gonna'…oh, fuck! I can't hold it!”

		

		A huge jet of something heavy and hot and a bit salty spewed up into Jenna's sucking mouth. Not even thinking about it, she swallowed. Tom roared out his pleasure and unloaded a second, even bigger wad of come in her mouth.

		

		It's so hot! She thought, gulping his stuff down. And it is kind of slimy, like Lacey said it was, but it doesn't taste that bad. It doesn't taste like much of anything, really…it's just sort of salty and bland and gooey.

		

		“Oh, baby,” Tom groaned, “oh, God, I can't believe you're sucking me off! Swallow it. Swallow it all, you incredibly sexy puss!”

		

		Jenna did just that. She kept sucking and working her tongue all around his spurting cock. Tom shot three more small jets of cream and then his once-hard dick began to soften between her lips. She licked up the rest of his come and swallowed it, slowly releasing his spent prick from her lips.

		

		Looking up from his lap, she gave him a sexy little I'm-such-a-bad-girl smile and then licked the smeared jism off her lips and gulped it down while he watched. She got back into a sitting position and reached for her bra.

		

		“So, did I do that all right?” she asked nonchalantly as she shrugged back into her clothes.

		

		“You did it perfect,” he whispered in an awed tone, putting his arms around her, pulling her close. “That was the best blowjob I've ever had.”

		

		“Good,” she said simply, moving out of his embrace and tugging her sweater back over her head, “you're a good boyfriend, and I know you've just been dying for me to do that for you, so I decided I'd surprise you and do it.”

		

		She turned and whispered, “That's the first and only one of those I've ever done in my life…you know, letting it go off in my mouth and swallowing it for you? So I hope you appreciated it.”

		

		He grinned like he'd just won the lottery and gathered her in once more for a kiss. He murmured, just before their lips met, “You know I do. Knowing that was your first real blowjob makes it special as hell to me, Jenna.”

		

		They kissed for what seemed like minutes on end. Tom tongue-kissed her, which sort of surprised Jenna because she could still taste his spunk inside her mouth. It was kind of hot, actually, knowing that he was so crazy about her that he'd french her even with his own semen still all over her tongue!

		

		“What's got into you lately, babe?” he asked when he finally broke off the long, steamy kiss. “E-mailing me that killer picture of you naked, and sucking me off all of a sudden - when did my girl get so unbelievably sexy?”

		

		Jenna smiled, thinking about her and Piper in bed last weekend, and also remembering how much fun it had been - how liberating it had felt - to hear her girlfriends discussing sex so openly while they'd watched the video porn on the web together.

		

		Maybe I am getting hotter. I never thought I'd let a boy come in my mouth and swallow it for him, but I just did. And I kind of liked it!

		

		“Maybe you don't know me as well as you think you do, handsome,” she told Tom mysteriously, a triumphant little smile on her face. “Now, let's get back to town. I've got lots of stuff to do tomorrow.”

		

		****

		

		Jenna cruised by the motel at a quarter to eleven. The black Caddie sedan belonging to Mr. Cousins was still out in front.

		

		“Damn, what's taking that old goat so long to get his nuts off in my poor little Piper?” Jenna whispered aloud.

		

		She thought it over. He is way old, like, in his forties or something. Maybe he can't get it up, even for a cutie like her.

		

		She pulled over across the street and killed the lights. After a minute or two, she started the car again.

		

		I feel like a dweeb, just sitting here like this with my thumb up my ass. That's one disadvantage to owning a distinctive car like mine. Anyone who lives in Las Cruces would know it's me, parked here, if they drove by and saw the car.

		

		She drove around in back of the closed up gas station in which she sat and parked her car in the shadows, in a spot where the station's fluorescent night lights didn't quite reach. Getting out, she hustled across the road, going around the side of the dilapidated old motel, wondering if she could hear what was going on inside the room. It was still nice out - maybe the two lovers had left a window open to let in the night air.

		

		Whoa, this is awesome! Jenna thought as she came to a small window halfway down the building. I can not only hear ‘em…I can see ‘em!

		

		The old fashioned bathroom window featured rippled “privacy glass” but the bottom half of the window had been pushed all the way up, into the full-open position. Through the rusty screen and the open bathroom door, Jenna could see the dresser on the far side of the small motel room. The dresser had an ancient, scarred-up mirror atop it, and in the mirror, Jenna could see every inch of the room's saggy-looking double bed.

		

		“So, what do you want me to do with this big old hard cock this time, baby?” Piper was asking Bill Cousins.

		

		She was on the bed with him, on her knees, his very long, very thick cock as hard as it could be in her tiny fist, her tongue hovering just above the plum-shaped head. He was as naked as she was, on his back, watching as she stroked him.

		

		“Suck it some more, you sexy little whore, and then I want to fuck you with it again!” His voice was low and insistent and gruff with need.

		

		“Ooooh, you want more pussy?” Piper asked in a teasing growl. “That's gonna' cost you extra, big boy.”

		

		“I want to fuck that hot little cunt of yours some more, and then I want to drill that tight little butt hole until I come inside it,” he told her. “And I don't give a damn how much it costs!”

		

		“Mmmmmm, a man who doesn't mind paying for his pleasure,” Piper said admiringly, licking all around his cock tip, “I like that. I like it almost as much as I like this huge dick of yours, Billy-boy.”

		

		“That's right, suck it, you little tramp!” Bill Cousins moaned as Piper began to blow him in earnest, more than three quarters of his long, fat dick disappearing into her pixie-cute face with each pass of her lips up and down his prick. “Suck it and get ready to take it up that cute little ass of yours!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		A shiver of excitement ran through Jenna's tall, statuesque body. Watching her beloved little Piper suck cock while her “client” called her a whore and told her that he was about to butt-fuck her had an unexpected effect on Jenna - she was as aroused as she could be! She'd seen girls doing anal in porn movies but she'd never even considered doing something that nasty herself.

		

		Glancing around, she saw that the street was as dark as the inside of a deep well at midnight, and realized that she was totally hidden in the shadow running along the building. She flipped up the hem of her short cheerleading skirt and ran her fingers down under her panties and pantyhose, touching her clit.

		

		God, I'm a fucking juice-bomb! She thought, finding her pussy to be a veritable lake when she touched it.

		

		She slipped a finger inside and began to finger-fuck herself slowly as she watched Piper suck dick. Mr. Cousins reached for the small girl as Jenna watched, pulling her mouth off his rigid prong and getting up behind her on his knees.

		

		“Take it deep, you hot little slut!” he breathed as he speared his big cock all the way into her juvenile pussy from behind, smacking her across her cute ass with his palm as he filled her.

		

		“Oh, God, you're really hung, Billy!” Piper mewled happily.

		

		“Tight,” Bill Cousins gasped in reply, working his hips in and out, fucking her hard, “hot, tight, sweet little teenaged pussy!:

		

		Jesus, look at her getting it! Jenna diddled her clitty even faster as she marveled at her friend's ability to take such a big cock so easily. That guy's dick is at least two inches longer than my Tom's, and it's got to be twice as big around, too!

		

		Piper moaned and gripped the bedspread with her fingernails as the huge hunk of cock meat pounded in and out of her. Her petite breasts jiggled all over her chest as the big man took her from behind again and again.

		

		A thoroughly aroused Jenna worked her free hand up under her sweater, pushed her bra up over her tits, and began to tweak her nipples while she stroked her pussy, watching intently as Piper got her pretty little twat drilled hard and fast. Mr. Cousins was sweating after another minute of the relentless, hammering fuck. Drops of perspiration rained down on Piper's bare back.

		

		“Oh, fuck, I'm gonna' come!” the small girl wailed suddenly. “Your big cock is gonna' get me off so nice, you stud!”

		

		“Yeah, that's it - get off,” Cousins panted - a big, triumphant smile on his face as he rutted into the tiny girl, “get that hot little whore's pussy of yours off on my big dick!”

		

		Piper threw her head back and squealed with excitement, going off hard on the gliding cock meat, just as she'd promised. Jenna felt her own pussy grip at her finger.

		

		She's not faking a bit, Jenna realized, a sweet climax rippling through her own pussy as she watched. Who can blame her? It must be a trip, getting your puss banged by a cock that big!

		

		Never missing a stroke, Cousins reached over and picked up a tube of something from the bedspread. He unscrewed the cap as he pounded his dick into the moaning, orgasming girl, and then squired a big jet of clear lubricant onto her anal opening.

		

		“Take it, you cunt,” he growled, shoving a large finger into Piper's asshole, lubing it up as he fucked her pussy.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!” Piper's voice dropped an octave lower than normal as she got double-fucked by the thick male finger and the big cock.

		

		Cousins pulled his granite-hard prick out of the little cheerleader's cunt and his finger out of her bottom. He put the fat tip of his greasy-with-girl-oil cock up against her gaped-open anus and shoved.

		

		“Jeeeeeeeeeeezussss!” Piper screamed as her butt took every last inch of the big man's long shaft.

		

		“Omigod!” Jenna whispered aloud, as she watched Piper's ass being violated.

		

		A second big wave of pre-orgasmic bliss fluttered through Jenna's puss as she watched Piper getting butt-fucked. She felt guilty about being so turned on by what was happening to her friend, but she couldn't deny that watching Piper take it up the ass was incredibly exciting!

		

		“Oh, fuck,” Piper whimpered, reaching under her belly and finding her clit with her fingertip.

		

		She toyed with the small bead as the huge dick speared in and out of her clingy anal opening. Her eyes were half closed and Jenna couldn't tell if the little grimace on her face was from pleasure or pain.

		

		God, oh, God, this is so fucking hot! Jenna thought, working furiously on her own clit and tugging at her nipples as she watched from the darkness.

		

		The steady, “smack, smack, smack” of the big man's loins against the back of the helpless girl's thighs filled the room. Jenna bit her lip to keep from crying out as her own pre-come ripples got bigger and bigger as her third orgasm in a row approached.

		

		“I'm gonna' come again, you fucker!” Piper shouted after another minute or two, moving her trim ass back against the man's thrusts, her fingers flying over her clit. “I'm gonna' come with you up my asshole!”

		

		“You hot young bitch!” Cousins bellowed, pumping her furiously. “Come for me again. Come with me up your ass!”

		

		Piper shuddered and her eyes closed tightly. Jenna could see her smallish breasts jerk in unison and knew that her friend wasn't faking it this time either - she was coming again!

		

		“Oh, God, my asshole, my hot, hot asshole!” Piper wailed.

		

		Cousins kept powering his cock in and out as the girl shivered through a second massive orgasm. Jenna could see the pinched look on her partner's face and knew that he was on the edge of blowing his load as well.

		

		“Here, you little cunt,” he gasped after another few moments. “Eat it for me, whore!”

		

		Piper groaned as his cock was pulled out of her clenching anus. He spun her small body around and yanked her head backward by her hair, causing her mouth to come open.

		

		“Ulllllmmmmmhhhhhh!” Piper made a huge gagging sound as the man fed his greasy dick into her lips.

		

		“Suck it, you slut! Swallow my load!”

		

		Jenna heard Piper gulp and watched her slender throat work. She shivered with the knowledge that her friend was swallowing come - just as Jenna had, for the very first time, earlier in the evening!”

		

		Oh, fuck, that's so nasty. He had that huge thing up her butt before he forced into my poor Piper's mouth. Still…watching this stuff is just so fucking…hot!

		

		The orgasm roared through her. Jenna struggled to stand upright as she came and came, her finger deep in her pussy, her other hand tugging at her nipples as she watched her little Piper being thoroughly debased at the hands of Bill Cousins.

		

		****

		

		“Let's see…I sucked you for, like, forever to get you hard, and that was after I did a half hour of my very best cheers for you and did the striptease out of my uniform,” Piper said matter-of-factly, as though she were totaling up a restaurant tab. “Then you fucked me and came in my pussy. And then I got you hard again with my mouth, and you fucked me in the cunt again, and in the ass.”

		

		She stopped and waggled a finger at Cousins, who was now dressed and stood there with a big grin on his face as she went down the list. “And then you made me do ass-to-mouth, which I don't like all that much and don't normally do. And you came in my mouth and made me swallow it all for you.”

		

		“So, how much for all of that?” he asked, still smiling as the girl finished enumerating her services.

		

		“How does a thousand sound?”

		

		Cousins hauled out his wallet and began counting out hundreds. “That sounds fair to me, kid. You're a terrific fuck, and that tiny ass of yours is fantastic. And you're a good sport, too.”

		

		He touched her hair lightly as he handed her the money and whispered apologetically, “I'm sorry about the ass-to-mouth thing, but you had me so turned on I couldn't help it. I suddenly just wanted to come in that cute little mouth of yours so bad I couldn't stop myself.”

		

		He plopped two more hundreds down into her outstretched hand. “That's a little extra is to make up for the ass-to-mouth thing, okay?”

		

		Piper beamed. “That's okay, Bill. I didn't mind that much - not for two hundred extra!”

		

		****

		

		As the lights of the Caddie disappeared back into town, Jenna knocked on the door. Looking surprised, Piper opened it a crack and peered out.

		

		“Babe, how did you know what room I was in? I was just getting dressed and then I was going to open it a crack so you'd know where I was.”

		

		Jenna pushed into the room, took the door from Piper and closed it behind her. She threw the lock into place and reached for the bottom of her sweater.

		

		“Fuck getting dressed!” Jenna whispered to her friend, her eyes aglow with lust. “I've been watching through the bathroom window for the last twenty minutes or so. I'm so turned on I can barely believe it, you raunchy little slut!”

		

		Piper grinned. “So, I gather that you liked what you saw, huh?”

		

		Jenna tore off her sweater and shucked out of her bra. She got out of her shoes, panties, hose, and skirt in record time. She also tugged the cheer sweater and bra that Piper had put on back off.

		

		“Turns out, I'm very partial to raunchy little sluts!” Jenna growled, pushing the naked Piper back onto the bed and then joining her.

		

		“God, you're such a naughty girl, Piper!” Jenna said, nuzzling her lips into Piper's pussy. “This little thing is full of come and your ass is gaped open like it's been fucked with a ball bat!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, my tummy's full of come, too,” Piper sighed, pushing her cunt against her friend's busy tongue and lips. “That guy shoots a huge wad when he goes off.”

		

		Jenna licked and sucked and swallowed. The stuff Mr. Cousins had pumped into Piper's pussy before Jenna had gotten to the motel was creamy-white, almost pearl-colored. It was very thick and was slightly acrid-tasting. Tom's jism was definitely tastier, but that didn't keep Jenna from thoroughly cleaning out Piper's reddish-pink gash with her tongue and swallowing all of the spunk inside it.

		

		“Oh, honey, that's just what I need,” Piper moaned as Jenna's mouth went into overdrive on her clitty.

		

		Jenna swiped her tongue all over the tiny nub of nerve-endings. On impulse, she shoved a finger up Piper's ass as she licked.

		

		“Yeah, oh, yeah, do that!” Piper mewled wriggling her trim ass around. “Oh, Jenna, sweetie, you do me so nice!”

		

		“Are you gonna' come for me, darling?” Jenna murmured, looking up at Piper from across the plain of her flat little tummy, kissing her pussy as she spoke.

		

		“Yes, oh, God, yes,” Piper moaned, tossing her pelvis up off the mattress, grinding her wet slit against Jenna's kissing, sucking, licking mouth, “you know I am, you pretty little pussy-licker!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Jenna replied, mashing her humming lips onto Piper's clit, her tongue gliding all over it, and her finger working in and out of the girl's tightening asshole.

		

		“Babe…oh, baaaabe…oh, Gaaawwwwwdddd!” Piper wailed, her ass coming up off the bed, her pussy overflowing into Jenna's mouth as she orgasmed.

		

		My baby comes so nice for me, Jenna thought happily, sucking out the sweet juice and swallowing it as Piper's ass muscles clamped down tight on her delving finger. I wonder how it feels to take it up the bottom the way my sweetie did tonight. Her little butt is so tiny and that guy's cock was enormous!

		

		“Oh, Jenna, honey, you eat me so good!” Piper groaned, her head whipping back and forth as she came and came. “Suck it! Suck my hot pussy!”

		

		Jenna did. She sucked and licked and teased until every last twinge of Piper's orgasm had ceased.

		

		“Oh, God, that was fantastic!” the dark haired girl sighed at last, a beatific smile spreading across her pretty face as she melted back down onto the bed.

		

		She glanced down at Jenna and crooked a finger at her. “Come up here and let me kiss you, you hot little pussy sucker, you!”

		

		In an instant, Jenna was in her arms, their lips mashing together, their tongues seeking and finding one another. Jenna felt her bare tits jerk against Piper's.

		

		God, I love this! She thought. Making out with Tom tonight and sucking his cock off was fun, but cuddling with Piper is heaven! It just feels so good to hold her naked body next to mine…to eat her pussy, to love her!

		

		Piper wanted to love Jenna, too. That was obvious, as she began to kiss her way down Jenna's long, elegant neck and onto her upper chest. She sucked Jenna's right nipple into her mouth and basted it with her hot spittle as Jenna closed her eyes in rising ecstasy and ran both of her hands through her smaller lover's dark locks.

		

		“Suck ‘em for me, sweetheart,” she sighed. “Oh, God, suck my big tits!”

		

		Piper took her time. She kissed and licked and sucked both of Jenna's smallish pink nubs until they stood out from her areoles like two brand new pencil erasers.

		

		Jenna's tits were pumped! Tom loved to worship her big knockers with his mouth, and it felt great when he did, but even he didn't do it as well as Piper. She seemed to know exactly what would feel wonderful to Jenna and be able to do it just right!

		

		“Oh, honey, you're makin' my titties feel so incredible,” she sighed after long moments of the delicious mouth-play.

		

		“You've got the prettiest tits I've ever seen!” Piper murmured, changing nipples yet again. “I just love ‘em!”

		

		Oh, do you ever? Jenna thought - thrusting her nipple deeper into her girlfriend's sucking mouth. You love ‘em so fucking good that I can barely stand it!

		

		“Yes, oh, God, yes,” Jenna whispered moments later, as Piper began to kiss her way down Jenna's stomach, “do it, please, baby! Eat it. Eat my hot pussy for me!”

		

		And then Piper's mouth was on her juicy lower lips, sucking and kissing. She felt Piper's tongue pierce her slick opening and heard her swallow.

		

		So good, Jenna thought, it just feels so fucking great when she licks me!

		

		****

		

		“Now, what was so important that you just had to see me tonight?” Piper asked a few minutes later, as they lay cuddled up together at the top of the bed, their arms around one other.

		

		Jenna was still trying to catch her breath after the blistering orgasm Piper had coaxed out her pussy with her fingers and tongue moments before. She gave her lover a quick kiss on the lips and then managed to pant, “There was this e-mail, when I got home from school today? It had the picture you took of me…the one we e-mailed to Tom's phone? Whoever mailed it to me must have hacked into Tom's phone and stolen it.”

		

		“Oh, fuck!” Piper murmured, her jungle cat eyes going wide, “what did the e-mail say?”

		

		“It said that I'd better get ready to suck some cock,” Jenna said. “It said that these guys who have my nude photo would contact me tomorrow with instructions. And that if I didn't follow those instructions, they'd e-mail the picture to everyone in the senior class, and to every computer in school.”

		

		“Shit,” Piper whispered, “what a mess this is!”

		

		“What can I do?” Jenna asked fearfully. “You can see my locket as plain as day in that picture, so anyone who sees it will know it really is me in, like, ten seconds!”

		

		“Damn, this sucks,” Piper muttered angrily.

		

		She thought about the situation for a few moments, and then her face assumed a sad aspect as the stared at Jenna. At last, she said, “Well, if they're serious about doing this, it looks to me like you're going to have to suck them and fuck them like they want, for the rest of the school year, and hope for the best.”

		

		“What?” Jenna practically shouted.

		

		“You're really screwed, babe,” Piper explained in a soft voice, accompanied by a what-can-you-do shrug. “I mean, you're like the princess of Las Cruces High. I know you, Jen, you're not going to want to walk down those halls for the rest of this semester and the next, hearing people snigger behind your back when you go by, and mumbling stuff about that picture and about you being a…a…ho!”

		

		She shook her head and hurried on to say, “And that's what they'll do, and you know it. Kids can be cruel as hell sometimes. There's a bunch of them that would like nothing better than to see the mighty Jenna Kincaid brought down off her pedestal. If that picture gets out, you'll go from being the top puss in that school to the laughing stock of Las Cruces High in, like, one day!”

		

		Jenna shuddered, just thinking about everyone she knew - and a whole army of kids she didn't know, the ones she pointedly ignored and didn't say “hi” to when she passed them in the hallways - suddenly whispering about her behind her back. She thought of all of them knowing what she looked like with no clothes on, of them actually having a picture of her in the nude to stare at whenever they felt like it. And just the thought of that on-going humiliation made her blood run cold!

		

		“I couldn't live like that,” Jenna admitted aloud. “I'd have to go away, maybe to a prep school, an out-of-state boarding school somewhere, to finish my senior year. And that would suck, like…big time!”

		

		“See?” Piper asked. “That's why I said it's better to just go ahead and fuck ‘em.”

		

		Jenna screwed up her face in disgust. She didn't want to be forced into having sex with some geek computer hacker!

		

		“A guy's a guy,” Piper said, reading her reluctance instantly. “They've all got dicks and - unless they're fags - they all want pussy and head from any girl they can get them from. Think of it that way, the way I do. You think I'm crazy about balling a fat, forty-five year old pervert like Bill Cousins? I do it because I need money, not because he's my dream guy, you know?”

		

		Jenna thought about that long and hard. All week she'd been feeling sorry for Piper, who performed sex acts for money in her spare time. Now, she found that she was in the same boat…about to be forced into having sex with a guy or guys she didn't want to have sex with just so she could keep her perfect life intact!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		“Is there any news yet?” Piper asked the next morning at eleven, when Jenna pulled up in front of her house in the ‘Stang.

		

		“Nothing yet,” Jenna said as her weekend guest tossed her overnight bag into the rear seat and got in the car, “I checked my computer just before I left to pick you up and there wasn't anything new on it.”

		

		“I wonder what they're waiting for,” Piper said as Jenna pulled away from the curb. “Maybe they chickened out. Not everyone has the stones to go through with blackmailing someone, even if they have the means to do it.”

		

		“Do you think?” Jenna asked hopefully.

		

		God - that would be so great…if these fuckers just went away!

		

		“I guess we'll just have to wait and see,” Piper volunteered cautiously.

		

		The two girls drove along in silence after that for several minutes, each of them thinking about the current dilemma that Jenna found herself trapped by. They were only a few blocks from the Kincaid mansion when Jenna's cell phone went off. She glanced down at the ID window and saw that the call was from someone using the name “Monkman”.

		

		She looked up at Piper and handed the phone to her to check out, saying, “Don't answer it. Let it go to voicemail; who the hell is ‘Monkman', anyway?”

		

		“You got me,” Piper said, flipping it onto the speaker option so they could hear the message being left if there was one.

		

		“Jenna-puss, this is the Monkman…that's Milo ‘Monk' Anderson, just in case you didn't know.” It was a teenaged boy's voice, smug-sounding, self-important.

		

		There was silence for a moment as Jenna looked at Piper, mystified, having absolutely no idea who Milo “Monk” Anderson might be. Piper, on the other hand, made a face, looking as if she'd just smelled a skunk.

		

		“The address you want is nineteen-eleven Sutter Street,” the voice on the phone went on, sounding as if he was reading from a prepared script. “It is now twelve minutes past eleven on Saturday morning. If you don't get that hot little ass of yours over here in one hour, by eleven after noon, you're going to become a famous nude model by twelve-twelve, because I'll be blasting your picture out to everyone in town with a computer or a cell phone.”

		

		He hung up. Jenna stared at Piper, who said, “I know who that sick little dweeb is. He's in my Advanced Trig class. He's this short, pimply-faced, goofy-looking, heavyset kid with glasses. The fucker is, like, a genius, but he's also kind of a dick, as far as his personality goes. And he's definitely the type of card-carrying techno-nerd who could hack into a cell phone in his sleep, if he wanted to!”

		

		Jenna was still drawing a blank as to who this Milo kid might be. She didn't hang with the nerdy types; that was for sure.

		

		“Where is Sutter Street?” Piper asked. “I don't know this town that well yet.”

		

		“It's just up the street and around the corner from my folks' house,” Jenna said. “Whoever this puke is, his folks must have some money. There aren't any cheap houses in our neighborhood.”

		

		Piper nodded, clearly thinking about their next move. She gestured toward the curb and said, “Pull over. Let's talk about this for a little while before we head over there.”

		

		Jenna pulled over a block from the gates leading into her parent's exclusive community. Piper said, “They must be alone at the house - no one invites a girl over for a forced suck and fuck party when their folks are home.”

		

		“No, I can't believe anyone would do that,” Jenna agreed.

		

		“So, I'm going in with you,” Piper said in a won't-take-no-for-an-answer tone. “I helped get you into this mess with my stupid texting idea, so I'm going to help you get through this. You might have to do some sex stuff, too, if they demand it, but I'm going to do as much of the fucking and sucking as I can, so that you won't have to, if they'll accept me fucking them instead of you.”

		

		“Oh, Piper, you don't have to do that!” Jenna said, so grateful to her friend that she could barely find the words to express her appreciation. “I love that you made the offer, but…”

		

		“No fucking buts about it, hon,” Piper told her resolutely. “I got you into this, so I'm going to help you get out of it. Besides, I fuck guys I don't particularly want to fuck all the time, for money.”

		

		That is true, Jenna thought, ashamed of herself for even considering taking Piper up on her generous offer to help but glad, nevertheless, to have the help - she really, really didn't want to do this.

		

		But having Piper there with me…that will definitely help me get through it!

		

		“Okay,” Jenna said at last. She gave Piper another appreciative smile and reached over and squeezed her hand. “I really love you for doing this, sweetie. You're so brave!”

		

		“I'm not that brave, it's just that I've done this kind of shit before,” Piper answered her with a return smile. “It's not like fucking some guy I normally wouldn't touch with a ten foot pole is anything new to me. Come on; let's do this before we let ourselves chicken out!”

		

		The house was a three-story monstrosity conjured up out of glass, stainless steel, and concrete. Its modernistic, avant-garde theme made it far and away the ugliest house in the whole development, in Jenna's opinion.

		

		She'd often driven past it and wondered who would have the bad taste to order a house as cold and off-putting as this one was to be built in the first place. Now she knew.

		

		Jenna parked the ‘Stang on the street in front of the towering monument to unsightly architecture, and the two girls got out and walked up the two flights of concrete steps leading up the small hill upon which the house had been built. The landscaping on both sides of the walkways was faux natural. Instead of flowers or lawn, the open hillside was overgrown with a thick mix of brush and cactus plants that Jenna found as unappealing as the house itself.

		

		“Who the fuck plants cactus?” she muttered to Piper as they reached the front porch. She was as nervous as she'd ever been in her life but trying not to show it.

		

		“I don't know: someone with a thorny personality?” Piper quipped, clearly trying to lift Jenna's spirits as they approached the huge, shiny double front doors that also appeared to be made of stainless steel.

		

		Piper hammered on the doorbell as if she were hitting a flipper button on a pinball machine. A dull clang echoed inside the house each time she hit it.

		

		In twenty seconds or so, the right door opened and a short, round teenaged boy with a bad complexion and a pair of wire-framed glasses peered out at them. Piper glared at him and said, “Hi, dork-face, here we are.”

		

		Milo “Monk” Anderson's brown eyes went wide behind the lenses. He told Piper, “You're not supposed to be here, just her!”

		

		“Yeah, well I'm staying over at Jenna's tonight, so we're spending the day together, shitheel,” Piper fired back, her glare becoming even more pronounced. “You didn't think about something like that possibly getting in the way of your little blackmail party - did you, genius?”

		

		She shoved him forcefully out of the way and stepped into the house, with Jenna following meekly along behind. Piper added, “Besides, I was the one who took the picture you're using to blackmail my best friend with, so I know all about this bullshit scam you're trying to pull, nerd-boy.”

		

		Monk Anderson sneered. He said, “We were going to go after you next, bitch. We've got two beautiful nude shots of you. We were going to invite you over to party with us after we got tired of banging Jenna-cunt, here.”

		

		“Yeah, well you can take those two photos and stick them up your pimply ass,” Piper told him. “Or you can run them on the front page of the school paper for all I care. A little public exposure would probably do wonders for my dating life.”

		

		She got right up in Monk Anderson's face and snarled, “See, I'm not a high-class chick like Jenna: I'm down and dirty and everyone knows it. So go ahead and take your best shot, pizza-face!”

		

		“You fucking bitch!” the boy croaked, his face going red with anger.

		

		“Hey,” another male voice called. “What the fuck?”

		

		Jenna and Piper turned to see two other teenage boys standing across the massive foyer, which contained a set of poured-concrete and stainless steel stairs, suspended on a tall steel pole that ran all the way to the top of the three-story home. Jenna recognized one of the pair. His name was Conroy…Billy or Bobby or something like that. He was in her biology class.

		

		“Are you involved in this too, you fucking little prick?” She blurted, angry that someone else she knew even slightly would agree to be a part of something like this.

		

		Bobby “Specks” Conroy nervously pushed his glassed back up his large nose a ways and took an involuntary step backward. He gave her an insipid, embarrassed grin and stammered, “Uh…well…actually…it was more Monk and Dweeb's idea. I just went along with it.”

		

		“You're a lying cocksucker!” Nelson “Dweeb” Dinsmore, the third boy in the group, interjected angrily. “It was just as much your idea as it was ours, you chickenshit!”

		

		Monk Anderson shouted, “Enough of this bickering shit! You two sound like a couple of old ladies.”

		

		He turned back to Jenna and said, “My folks are gone until three o'clock. So let's get busy. We're going to my room, and when we get there, I want all of your clothes off. And then I want to see how well the great Jenna Kincaid sucks a dick, savvy?”

		

		Jenna felt her lower lip tremble. She would not let herself cry in front of these awful nerds! That would make this horrible experience even worse.

		

		I will not let these motherfuckers get to me! She told herself sternly. I may have to do what they say, but I'm not going to let them know how humiliated I am by them!

		

		“Okay, let's go ahead and get this over with,” she said in as strong a voice as she could muster, taking a leaf out of Piper's book. “I doubt you three losers have ever seen an actual girl naked before, except on a porn site, so this shouldn't take long.”

		

		“You fucking ball-busting cunt!” Monk snarled back at her. “We'll see how tough you are when I shove my dick right up that cute little butt of yours! Now come on, it's right this way.”

		

		He gestured for them to follow him as he turned and started into the living room. Jenna looked at Piper, shrugged, and went along after him, with Piper trailing along behind her.

		

		The living room was huge, with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the upscale neighborhood below. It was a great view, but the windows were housed in a massive stainless steel frame that struck Jenna as being so cold and utilitarian looking that it sort of ruined the effect.

		

		“Down this hall,” the boy, Monk, said, indicating a hallway off to the left when they'd crossed the big room.

		

		The third door down the hall was open, and he led them inside. Jenna turned up her nose at the bedroom's furnishings. It was more stainless steel, with a workstation made from the stuff, which featured heavy glass shelves laden with a ton of computer gear. The posters on the wall were of Angelina Jolie, Emma Watson, and Kate Upton.

		

		“Okay, let's see those big tits of yours,” Monk said with a leer, seeing that Jenna's eyes were on the very nicely endowed Kate Upton. “Let's see if yours compare to Kate's.”

		

		Jenna felt like melting through the oatmeal-colored carpet on the floor. She willed her hands up to her blouse, to unbutton it, but they wouldn't seem to move!

		

		“Come on, babe, let's get this over with,” Piper said, abruptly reaching down and pulling her red sweater up over her head and off, dropping it to the carpet.

		

		She was wearing a pair of khaki walk shorts and sandals and they soon joined the sweater on the rug. Piper reached behind her and undid her bra. She tossed it on the pile and shimmied out of her thong panties, standing totally naked before the three open-mouthed boys.

		

		“See anything you like, you fucking mouth-breathers?” she asked them contemptuously, running her forefinger up and down her moist-looking pussy lips, their eyes following it closely as it moved.

		

		Jenna, startled out of her fugue state by Piper's quick strip-off, brought her hands up to the front of her blouse and rapidly undid the buttons. She pulled it off and dropped it to the floor. Her hands moved down to the jeans she wore and in seconds, they too were on the carpet. Kicking out of them, and her sandals, she unsnapped her bra and let it drop as well.

		

		“Holy Jesus, what a pair of babes you two are!” Specs sighed as he stared from Piper to Jenna, and then back to Piper.

		

		With a shrug of reluctant acceptance, Jenna pushed her panties downward and stepped out of them. The boys' eyes were drawn to her waxed-bare slit like magnets to metal.

		

		“So, has anybody got wood yet, or are you three slime balls as limp as you are lame?” Piper asked them disparagingly.

		

		Dweeb tore his eyes away from Jenna's bare pussy and yanked his knit polo shirt up over his head, baring his skinny frame to the waist. He undid his jeans and pushed them downward, kicking out of his sneakers as he did so. With a big sneer on his lips, he let his jockey shorts fall down onto his jeans, exposing his eight inches of thick cock, along with his two bigger than average balls. His dick wasn't hard yet, but it was rapidly getting there.

		

		He took his cock in his hand and stroked it a few times, his eyes moving from Jenna's tits down to her pussy, and then over to Piper's naked form. As the girls watched, the impressive dick swelled to full hardness.

		

		“There's some wood for you, bitch,” he told Piper. “Let's see Jenna suck it a little for starters, eh?”

		

		“I'll do it,” Piper volunteered, moving toward him.

		

		“Maybe later,” he said, holding up a hand to stop her. “Right now, I want to see the queen of the school, on her knees in front of me, with my dick massaging her tonsils. Get it?”

		

		Jenna fought hard to keep from crying. God, but she didn't want to be debased in front of these jerks! But what could she do?

		

		Slowly, she stepped across the room and knelt in front of the sneering boy. He reached down and took hold of his stiff prick again and smeared the head of it across her closed lips. He was leaking pre-come and Jenna felt it coat her mouth as he rubbed himself back and forth across it.

		

		Eeeeeeuuuhhhh, how fucking gross! She thought.

		

		“Open wide, blondie, and show me how good you suck,” he whispered, his voice tight with excitement.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Steeling herself, Jenna did as she was told. As soon as her lips opened, the boy shoved his hips forward, spearing his long, fat dick deep into her mouth.

		

		God, who would have ever thought that a creep like this could have a bigger cock than my Tom's? Jenna thought, slightly amazed at the size of the skinny boy's prick.

		

		“Don't just kneel there doing nothing!” he demanded angrily. “Don't you at least know how to suck a cock, you air-headed, cheerleading cunt?”

		

		Reluctantly, Jenna began to suck. The boy smiled and said, “That's more like it. Now, move that empty head of yours up and down on my big prick. And use your tongue while you're at it, you dumb snatch!”

		

		Jenna lapped all around the boy's dick and began to move her lips in and out on it, just as she done with Tom's prick last night. She thought how much more fun doing this with Tom had been and sighed wistfully.

		

		“Oh, yeah, that's it!” the boy crowed, misinterpreting her sigh as a sign of growing enthusiasm for sucking his cock. “Now you're blowin' me, you pretty bitch!”

		

		The other two boys seemed to jerk to life, like two puppets that had just had their strings pulled. They both tore at their clothes as they watched their friend getting an actual, honest-to-God, for-real blowjob from Jenna Kincaid!

		

		“Here, suck mine a little, you cunt,” Monk said to Piper when he was naked, his eyes still riveted to the scene across the room, at the unlikely sight of Dweeb's hard on disappearing in and out of the head cheerleader's sucking lips. “Get me hard, so I can fuck that bitch!”

		

		“Uh, sure,” Piper said hesitantly, an impish smile appearing on her cute face, “have you got a pair of tweezers, so I can get a hold of that little splinter you call a dick?”

		

		Specs broke out laughing and Monk looked over at him with murder in his eyes. “Shut up, you moron! Don't encourage this smart-mouthed bitch!”

		

		He grabbed Piper's arm and dragged her closer to him, forcing her down onto her knees. She reached up with her free hand and lifted Monk's smallish worm of a cock from where it hung down onto his balls, holding it out for inspection, sneering as she did so.

		

		“Not much here for a girl to work with, Tiny,” she said sarcastically before popping his limp prick into her mouth and starting to suck.

		

		“Shut up and blow me, you miserable twat!”

		

		Specs moved a step closer, standing right next to Monk. His cock was bigger than Monk's underwhelming rod but not nearly as big as the one that was moving in and out of Jenna's lips.

		

		“Me, too,” he demanded, “suck both of us. Jack one of us off while you suck, and then switch off.”

		

		Piper dutifully reached out and grabbed his slowly stiffening prick. She worked the skin up and back in her fist as she licked and sucked at Monk's hardening spike of male flesh.

		

		The two boys grinned at each other. Jenna saw it out of the corner of her eye as she labored over Dweeb's big dick, and she knew that they were thinking how cool they were, forcing an unattainable girl like her to have sex with them - even if they'd had to blackmail her into it.

		

		The lame fucks! She thought angrily. What a trio of losers. No girl in her right mind would ball these bozos unless she was forced to do it!

		

		Specs moaned as Piper took him into her mouth and began to blow him. He put his hands on either side of her cute face and fucked his cock into it, growing hard almost instantly.

		

		Jenna shuddered as watched the boy pull himself free from Piper's nursing lips after only a minute or so. Her worst fears confirmed - he quickly crossed the room to where she still knelt in front of his partner in crime.

		

		“God, what a pretty little pink slit you've got, baby!” the boy breathed in her ear as he got down onto his knees behind her and lined his hard prick up with her pussy entrance, urging her to move her hips upward just slightly, so that he could penetrate her slit from behind.

		

		She moaned around the cock gliding in and out of her lips as this new prick slid into her from in back, burying his whole six inches or so of dick deep in her pussy. She wasn't really that wet, but between the sheen of Piper's saliva lining his prick and Jenna's own natural moisture, he was able to fully spear himself up into her.

		

		“So hot!” he gasped, drawing himself nearly free of her clingy walls and then drilling all the way back inside in one hard thrust. “You're so tight and hot and sweet, you gorgeous bitch!”

		

		Jenna felt her pussy contract around slightly his sliding penis. She hated herself for reacting at all to this idiot's presence inside her, but she was only human - his cock didn't feel totally awful…and he had just called her gorgeous, unknowingly feeding the narcissistic strain within her personality.

		

		“So, you like it, eh,” the boy crowed, obviously feeling her pussy clench around his gliding cock, “you like my dick in that sweet little pussy of yours, little miss Head Cheerleader?”

		

		The level of utter despair she was feeling rose higher in Jenna's chest. She fought to keep from crying, knowing that it would give these creeps even greater satisfaction to see that they'd shamed her so much that she couldn't help but cry.

		

		Dweeb sucked in his breath loudly just then. Jolted out of her funk by the sound, Jenna looked up and saw, to her horror, that the boy was about to come!

		

		Eyes closed in ecstasy, his head tilted back, a goofy grin on his unattractive face - Dweeb shoved his cock all the way into her mouth as he reached down and grasped one of her ears in each hand. He held her in place and fucked her mouth and throat frenziedly, his ball sac tightening before her eyes. It jerked and she felt her mouth fill up with a massive spurt of jizz.

		

		“Swallow it or drown, you stupid bitch!” he groaned, shooting a second huge wad of come into her lips, his fingers clamping down on their grip on her ears, holding her mouth in place as he continued to fuck into it.

		

		Jenna gulped. This guy's come tasted like shit! She flashed back to last night, and how she'd thought that Tom's cock cream had been not too awful as it had filled her mouth for the first time ever.

		

		Tom's is like nectar, compared to this greasy, ugly-tasting shit! She realized as she swallowed yet another big mouthful of Dweeb Dinsmore's vile outpouring.

		

		A third jet of come spattered all over the inside of Jenna's mouth and filled it to capacity, forcing her to gulp down yet another throatful of the hot, bleachy-tasting fluid. She thought to herself, her stomach turning over violently, I was under the impression nerdy dudes like these jerked off to web porn all the time! It feels like this fucker hasn't come in a month!

		

		“Ullllggghhhh!” she moaned piteously as she fought to keep from puking and downed her fourth big load of come.

		

		“Oh, yeah, Dweeb,” Specks cackled with delight as he pumped his dick in and out of Jenna's tight pussy. “Give it to her! Shoot her belly full of spunk!”

		

		Dweeb emitted a long, satisfied sigh and spurted a last, tiny dribble of semen into Jenna's mouth. He let go of her ears and worked his wilting prick in and out of her sucking lips a final few times before pulling out.

		

		He took his rapidly softening cock in his hand and smeared the last little gush of semen all over Jenna's lips and cheeks, painting her pretty face with it, before letting his now droopy cock fall back onto his ball sac. He grinned down at her and said, “Nice suckin', bitch. How did you like that belly full of come?”

		

		Jenna felt Specs stiffen behind her. She shuddered as she felt the first spatters of his spunk being unloaded into her defenseless pussy.

		

		God, but I'm glad I'm on the pill! She thought. If one of these sleaze balls got me pregnant…I'd have to kill him and then kill myself!

		

		“Well, cunt, I asked you a question,” Dweeb said demandingly. “How did you like swallowing my big load of come?”

		

		In answer, Jenna leaned forward slightly, stopped struggling to keep her stomach under control, and puked all over the boy's knees, shins, and feet, getting big splashes of vomit all over his nearby clothes, lying close by on the carpet, for good measure.

		

		That ought to show you how I liked it, motherfucker! She thought

		

		“You bitch! You fuckin' bitch!” the started boy screamed. “Now we gotta' clean all this up before Monk's folks get back!”

		

		If she hadn't been so sick to her stomach, Jenna would have grinned. She felt Specs pull his spent dick out of her despoiled pussy at that moment.

		

		She started to get to her feet, but she felt a hand on her shoulder. Looking back over that shoulder, she saw Monk Anderson, his extremely small cock as hard as it could be, right behind her.

		

		“Oh, no you don't, missy,” he said, kneeling behind her as Specs got to his feet and stepped back. “Not until I get my nuts off in you, too, you fucking slut!”

		

		Jenna closed her eyes and put her hands down on the carpet, avoiding the puke-drenched spots. She held still and didn't resist as Monk started to saw his small dick in and out of her doggie-style. From the boy's frantic gasping for breath, and herky-jerky hunching motion, she knew that he wouldn't take long.

		

		She was right. In less than a minute, he squealed like a little girl and unleashed a respectable outpouring of come into her already flooded pussy. As he pulled out, still sighing and panting for breath, she felt a stream of gooey semen start to trickle down the back of each thigh.

		

		It was all she could do not to bawl like a baby from the total degradation she felt as the geeks' come oozed out of her

		

		****

		

		“It's still early,” Monk was arguing vehemently with the two girls who, after Jenna had gone into Monk's bathroom and cleaned herself up as best she could, had joined Piper in getting dressed.

		

		Monk had tried to stop them. He'd insisted that they could clean the carpet up sufficiently so that his parents wouldn't suspect anything, throw Dweeb's vomit-smelling clothes in the washer, and still have time for lots more sex before the girls had to leave. It was still over two hours before Monk's parents were expected back.

		

		“Yeah, well it's not all about you and your little crew of blackmailing rapists, Monkeyman,” Piper told him derisively, pulling her sweater back on. “I'm staying the night with Jenna, and her mom and dad have laid out a special welcome lunch for me, and they'd be offended if Jenna and I showed up late, now wouldn't they?”

		

		“It's ‘Monk' or ‘Monkman', not ‘Monkeyman', you stupid snatch!” he snapped at her.

		

		“Yeah, whatever, Monkyface,” she said, getting into her sandals. “We're out of here.”

		

		“We'll set something up for tomorrow and e-mail you about it later tonight,” he said threateningly as the girls made their way down the hall. “We'll want a lot more pussy sometime tomorrow. You can count on that!”

		

		Jenna looked back and saw the naked Dweeb and his friend Specs laboring over the soiled carpet while Monk stood at the door of his bedroom, watching them go. She shuddered at the thought of them pawing at her tomorrow and shooting more of their awful spunk into her.

		

		“I hope the puke smell never comes out,” she whispered to Piper as they crossed the big ugly living room and headed for the front door.

		

		“Me, too, and I hope it stains the rug!”

		

		They went down the steps, two at a time, both of them anxious to get away from the trio of dorks. Jenna had the ‘Stang fired up and in gear before Piper could even fasten her seat belt.

		

		“That was a great lie you made up about the lunch,” she said, doing a U-turn and heading down the hill toward her parent's house.

		

		“Yeah, well, I assumed you didn't want to stay and play the party favor for the boys anymore,” Piper said, smiling over at her friend. “I know I sure as fuck didn't!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		“Piper, I'm so pleased to meet you,” Claudia Kincaid said, shaking the girl's extended hand warmly. “You've certainly made a huge impression on Jenna. It's been ‘Piper this' and ‘Piper that' all week, ever since last weekend's sleepover at Lacey's.”

		

		Jenna blushed and said, “Oh, Mom, you exaggerate so much! I might have mentioned Piper once or twice. It's no big deal.”

		

		Piper beamed, obviously loving the fact that Jenna had talked about her to her folks. Jenna's dad, Darryl, stepped forward and offered his hand as well. He said, “I'm quite pleased to meet you too, Piper. You're certainly a lovely young girl. I've been impressed with how good you are as a cheerleader, too. We go to all of Jenna's games, you know, to watch her performances.”

		

		The four of them made their way into the big house, Mr. Kincaid closing the front door behind them. Claudia excused herself and went in to see about some lunch and Jenna offered to take Piper upstairs and show her to her room.

		

		Jenna was already a few steps up the stairs, carrying Piper's overnight bag for her, when she heard her dad tell Piper in a low tone that was almost a whisper, “I had occasion to play an early round of golf with Bill Cousins this morning, Piper. He speaks very highly of you.”

		

		Her gut, already upset from its recent infusion of unwanted semen and subsequent barf session, clenched violently; Jenna stopped midway up and strained to listen to the furtive conversation going on at the foot of the stairs. Why would Daddy bring up that awful Mr. Cousins' name with Piper - unless the grocery chain owner had mentioned something to him about Piper's “extra-curricular” activities at the motel last night!

		

		“Oh, yeah, right,” Piper responded, sounding as if she was trying to keep her tone light, “I know who he is - he owns a bunch of grocery stores, right?”

		

		“Yes,” Darryl Kincaid replied.

		

		His voice dropped even lower as he mumbled something to Piper. Jenna heard her friend say, “Okay, sure, I'd like that, Mr. Kincaid. We can do that sometime soon, for sure.”

		

		Then Jenna heard Piper's step on the stairs and she turned back to the task of hefting her overnight guest's bag up the steps. Piper caught up to her at the top of the landing.

		

		“What did Daddy say to you about Mr. Cousins?” Jenna demanded, her heart beating fast - and not from lugging the bag up the stairs, either - once the two of them were inside the bedroom Piper was to use tonight.

		

		Her pixie-like young friend's face fell. She looked out the window, avoiding Jenna's eyes.

		

		“He knows,” she admitted at last, her voice calm but disappointed-sounding, “that creep, Bill Cousins, told your dad that he fucked me last night - for money - and that I was always available for sex sessions, for the right price.”

		

		“Oh, Jesus, I hope he won't tell Mom!” Jenna blurted.

		

		Piper just looked at her. After a long silence, she said, “He'd never do that, silly.”

		

		“Why wouldn't he?” Jenna finally asked.

		

		Piper looked away again and whispered, “Because he wants to make a date with me.”

		

		She turned and looked into Jenna's shocked blue eyes and added, “He wants to fuck me, sweetie. Your dad wants to talk to me before the weekend is over about setting up a date with me at the motel.”

		

		Jenna felt her whole world shift in that instant. Three creepy nerd boys now felt they had the right to fuck her any time they felt like it. She was more than halfway in love with this bisexual alley cat of a girl, who sold her favors on the weekends to the highest bidder. And now her daddy - her handsome, sweet, upstanding pillar-of-the-community, daddy - was stepping up to be part of the bidding for the rights to Piper's pussy.

		

		She couldn't deal with this! Jenna turned and ran next door and pitched herself onto her bed, crying her eyes out.

		

		Piper let her sob for a while, and then came in, shutting the door behind her. She lay down next to her friend and began to lightly stroke Jenna's golden blonde tresses.

		

		“It's okay, baby,” she said softly. “Your dad's just a guy. And guys all want to fuck a hot-looking girl; haven't you figured that out yet? It's not really that big of a surprise, is it?”

		

		Jenna looked up at her, tears pouring out of her eyes and wailed inconsolably, “But he's my Daddy! He's not supposed to be like that! He's wonderful! He's not some dumb, redneck shitkicker like Bill Cousins. My Mama and Daddy met while they were in the graduate studies program together at Stanford, for God's sake!”

		

		Piper laughed softly, her own eyes shiny with tears of sympathy. “That just means he's an educated horndog, honey. It doesn't make him any less of a horndog!”

		

		She patted Jenna on the back and went on to say, “Come on, let's get you in the bathroom and dry those eyes and wash your face. Your mom's putting together some lunch for us downstairs, and we don't want your parents to see that you've been crying, okay?”

		

		“How could he do this to Mom?” Jenna whined like a little girl who had just learned that there was no Santa Claus as Piper got her off the bed.

		

		“Maybe she doesn't give him as much pussy as he wants,” Piper suggested as she got Jenna in place in front of her pedestal sink and turned the cold water on. “Besides, men are men, sweetie. Your mom is really hot-looking, for a woman in her early forties. Most men would give their left nut to ball a babe as pretty as she is. But your daddy's been fucking her for twenty years or so by now; maybe the thrill is gone for both of them. Who knows how the sex is between their parents? It's not like they're gonna' tell you about it.”

		

		Piper wet a washrag and started to work on Jenna's puffy eyes. She soothed her friend as best she could, telling her along the way, “You have to keep it together in front of them, okay? We don't want your dad to know that you know about him propositioning me. You were strong as hell with those three geeks earlier this afternoon. You can do this.”

		

		“Why is all of this happening to me?” Jenna complained, pouting as Piper handed her a towel and reached for Jenna's foundation make up. “My life used to be perfect!”

		

		“Yeah, well, I guess nobody's life stays that way, kid,” Piper told her.

		

		She seemed to think that over for a few moments and then added. “Your dad would have never mentioned Bill Cousins' name with you in the room if he knew that you knew about last night, too. Remember that. Don't let on that you know there's anything special about old bad Billy, if your dad mentions him again.”

		

		Jenna nodded. God, this felt weird, having to watch her reactions around her own father. Could her life possibly get any worse?

		

		****

		

		She got the answer to that later that evening. After a tense but very tasty lunch, Jenna and Piper changed into their swim suits and got some early autumn sun out by the pool. They lazed around, listening to music, gossiping, and occasionally taking a dip in the sparkling water of the big heated pool until it was time to go upstairs and get dressed for dinner.

		

		On the way back upstairs, they stopped in the kitchen to see what Jenna's mom had on tap for dinner. Claudia Kincaid - who looked very much like a twenty-five-year-older, exact replica of her daughter - smiled at them as they entered the kitchen.

		

		“My, you girls sure fill out those suits nicely,” she said, taking a big sip of what looked to Jenna like a bourbon and water. “I used to wear bikinis, when I was younger. I'd never dare do it now, of course.”

		

		“Oh I bet you could,” Piper said, eying the older woman, “you look to be in sensational shape, Mrs. Kincaid. I was telling Jenna earlier that I thought you were a knockout, especially for a woman with an eighteen year old daughter.”

		

		“Really?” Claudia's blue eyes seemed to come alive. “Why thank you, Piper. You're so impossibly cute. A complement like that means a lot, coming from a sexy little thing like you.”

		

		An electric flash of recognition seemed to flare between the two of them, just for an instant. They exchanged knowing little smiles, and then Claudia turned away toward the oven, to check on her pot roast.

		

		As Jenna and Piper climbed the stairs together moments later, Jenna whispered demandingly, “What the fuck was that? I could tell Mama had been getting into the whiskey a little, as she was cooking dinner, but what was that look between the two of you in there?”

		

		Piper sighed. She didn't say anything until they were safely inside her room again, with the door closed.

		

		“I think I might have a clue as to why your daddy is so horny,” she said to Jenna at last.

		

		She went over to her bag, opened it, and got out some fresh clothes to wear after her shower. Laying them out on the bed, she turned to Jenna and said, “I've made it with dozens of girls since junior high, Jen, and not a few older women who came on to me, or I came on to them.”

		

		Jenna's heart began to hammer again. “You don't mean…?”

		

		Piper nodded. “If you hadn't been in that kitchen just now and your old man hadn't been reading the paper in the next room? I'd have my tongue so far down your mom's throat that I'd be tickling her tonsils with it. And she'd be eating it up, trust me. That look she had in her eyes when she ogled me in this bikini said, as plain as anything: ‘Oooh, baby, I want some of that!'”

		

		Jenna sat down heavily on the bed, feeling as if someone had punched her in the gut. She sat there, here head spinning.

		

		This could not be happening. She absolutely could not believe that not just one, but both of her parents wanted Piper in bed with them!

		

		When did Momma become a lezzy? She asked herself. And how in the fuck did I manage to completely miss that?

		

		“Do you think she's…always liked girls?” Jenna finally murmured aloud.

		

		“Hard to say,” Piper said, sitting down next to her. “Maybe she's like you and me. I like girls a lot, but I like guys a lot, too. Or, maybe she thought she was in love with your dad, and used to fuck him really great when they first got together.”

		

		She looked over at Jenna and smiled. “After all, there you sit. They must have fucked each other, back eighteen years ago, or you wouldn't be here.”

		

		There was a long silence, and then Piper went on to say, “You hear about it all the time - men and women - falling in love, getting married, having kids, and then gradually admitting to themselves that they're really gay. Maybe that's where your mom is, who can tell?”

		

		Jenna sat there for a long time. She felt utterly dead inside.

		

		A thought struck her and she turned to Piper. “Are you…you know…going to…do it with her, if she comes onto you again?”

		

		“Oh, kitten, I doubt she'd do that with you and your dad being right here in the house,” Piper rushed to assure Jenna.

		

		“No,” Jenna said, sounding inconsolable, “she'll probably try to get you aside sometime during the weekend and make a date with you, like Daddy did…the fucker!”

		

		Seeing the sudden fire in Jenna's eyes, Piper hastily said, “Hey, if you don't want me to, I won't touch her, okay?”

		

		Jenna stood up angrily. “I don't give a shit. Fuck both of them if you want. Do both of them at the same time, for all I care!”

		

		She ran over and opened the door and disappeared into her own room, crying again. Piper waited until she heard the shower come on in Jenna's bathroom, and then gathered up her clean clothes and went into Jenna's bedroom. She closed the door and locked it.

		

		“May I join you?” Piper asked, cracking Jenna's shower door open a little and peeking inside.

		

		“No! I want to be alone!” Jenna said, sounding like a three year old who was mad at a playmate for stealing her Barbie.

		

		Piper ignored her, opening the door and stepping in with Jenna naked, her own bikini now resting in the sink. Jenna was crying softly, looking bedraggled in the stream of water.

		

		“Are you pissed at me?” Piper asked softly, taking the bigger girl in her arms.

		

		“No…yes…maybe…I don't know!” Jenna wailed, putting her arms around Piper in return, crying on her shoulder.

		

		After another few seconds had passed, she said, “I don't know what I feel, Piper. I'm pissed at everybody! Why does everything have to be so hard…and so…crazy in my life all of a sudden?”

		

		“I don't know, princess,” Piper said, running her palms up and down Jenna's back, caressing her. “But it sure is fucked up, I'll give you that.”

		

		Pulling back a little, so that she could catch Jenna's eye, she said, with a wry smile on her elfin face, “Your life is a zoo right now! And, here, I used to envy you so much when I first met you, with your primo car and your fancy house and your perfect parents.”

		

		She laughed and went on to add, “There I was, turning tricks on the weekends just to get by, with shit-weasels like Bill Cousins, and you were dating the varsity quarterback and living the good life.”

		

		Piper shook her head under the pounding spray and said archly, “It sure shifted around in a hurry, didn't it, kid?”

		

		Releasing Jenna from her embrace, she took one of her friend's big tits in each hand and began to gently toy with them. Staring into Jenna's eyes with her own jungle-cat orbs, she whispered, “But I'm going to help you out of this mess. I promise.”

		

		With that, she went up on her toes and kissed Jenna passionately, her tongue slipping inside her mouth as she did so.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		“Just like that, just like that,” Jenna pleaded, holding on to the shower walls, her palms pressed flat against them, her eyes closed in pure lust, “oh, Piper, lick it just like that, you sexy little bitch!”

		

		Piper's tongue was buried up inside Jenna's about-to-pop pussy. She nuzzled her girlfriend's clit for long moments, and then sucked on it.

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh! God, oh, my fucking God, but I'm coming!” Jenna gasped, he whole body shaking with the power of her release. “Oh, my sweet little Piper, eat it for me, darling!”

		

		Piper kept her mouth pressed tight against the orgasming girl's pussy until the last tiny flutter of ecstasy had been teased from her. She stood up at last, smiling up at the taller Jenna. “So, did that make my baby feel better?”

		

		Jenna beamed down at her lover and nodded emphatically. “If I'd felt any better than that, my heart would have stopped.”

		

		Smiling, Piper cut off the water and opened the shower door. She got a soft, enormous white towel for herself and one for Jenna, handing it back into the shower as she stepped out onto the mat to dry herself.

		

		“Oh, no you don't!” Jenna said in a low whisper, coming out to stand beside Piper. “It's my turn now. I want some of that sweet pussy as a little appetizer!”

		

		Wordlessly, she guided Piper over to the nearby toilet, sat her down on the big towel, and spread the smaller girl's legs as she dropped to her knees in between them, kneeling on the soft bathmat. Jenna ran her tongue all over Piper's pert little nipples for long moments, and then kissed her way down the other girl's belly, to her shaved-bare pussy.

		

		“Babe…oh, babe, that feels so wonderful!” Piper sighed as Jenna began to lick her clit. “You're so fucking beautiful, Jenna. I can't believe I'm in love with a beauty like you!”

		

		Jenna stopped dead. Her heart seemed to turn over in her chest!

		

		She brought her juice-smeared lips upward, staring into Piper's amazing eyes. She asked - her voice brimming with hope, “You are? You're really in love with me?”

		

		“You know I am,” Piper admitted, actually blushing. “Do you…?”

		

		“I kinda' am,” Jenna confessed shyly. “I kind of love you like crazy, Piper!”

		

		The two of them kissed passionately, their tongues going wild inside each other's mouths. In seconds, not even knowing how it had happened, they were on Jenna's big bed in the other room, sixty-nining like mad!

		

		“What's keeping you girls?” Claudia Kincaid asked, knocking lightly on Jenna's door. “Dinner's been ready for fifteen minutes.”

		

		“Uh, right away, Mom!” Jenna called, pulling her face out of Piper's wet pussy lips, looking guiltily at the closed door, praying it was locked. “We'll be down in two minutes, okay?”

		

		“All right, two minutes it is,” her mother called, and then they heard her footsteps retreating back down the stairs.

		

		Giggling like two demented reform school escapees, the girls got off the bed and ran into the bathroom to wash the pussy juice off their faces. They couldn't seem to stop laughing as they hurried into their clothes.

		

		“So, what's on tap for you two girls after dinner?” Darryl Kincaid asked them, as Claudia was serving everyone homemade cherry pie after what had been a scrumptious, hearty meal.

		

		“Oh, we'll probably mess around on my computer, and maybe watch some television,” Jenna said, smiling at her father, trying to keep her smile genuine, even though she kept seeing him in her mind's eye - humping away on top of her precious Piper in some sleazy motel room.

		

		“Don't stay up too late,” Claudia cautioned her daughter, sitting back down to eat her own dessert. “I know it's the weekend, but even two energetic young girls like you need to get some sleep, just remember that.”

		

		“We will, for sure,” Jenna assured her mother, again smiling and having a rough time doing it. Mental images of her mother's pretty face buried in between Piper's thighs kept popping, unwanted, into her head.

		

		Jesus, this is awful! Jenna thought, shoveling in a forkful of pie. I'm jealous of my own parents!

		

		And she wasn't just imagining it. Twice, during dinner, she'd caught her mom eying Piper as if she'd like to drag her into the living room and gobble her pussy right there! And once, when he'd thought no one was looking at him, she'd observed her father practically drooling over Piper's cute little tits in the low-cut sweater she was wearing this evening.

		

		This is fucking weird, Jenna thought. I feel like I fell asleep and woke up in Bizzaro-Sexland or something!

		

		Jenna finished her pie and gulped down the milk her mother had served along with it. Piper was being charming, making small talk with both of them. All Jenna wanted to do was get dinner over with and get back upstairs before anything else happened!

		

		At about eight, they were able to say their good-nights, thank Claudia for a wonderful meal, and make their way back upstairs. Jenna was about to breathe a huge sigh of relief when she noticed that she had a message on her e-mail.

		

		Sure enough, it was from the Monkman. Reluctantly, the girls opened the piece of mail.

		

		“Jenna-cunt,

		

		We had a real nice afternoon, except for the puking, that is. No more of that shit, or your picture goes viral, get it?

		

		We'll expect you at Dweeb's house tomorrow at ten in the morning - 1129 Halstrom Way. His folks go to church but he's going to be sick tomorrow, so that he can stay home and party with you two sluts. We'll only have until about noon, so be on time.

		

		Clothes are optional, bitches! Just bring your pussies and those hot, sucking mouths of yours.

		

		See you at ten,

		

		The Monkman, Dweeb, and Specs

		

		“Where the fuck is Halstom Way?” Piper asked, reading over Jenna's shoulder.

		

		“It's over near where Lacey's folks live,” Jenna said with a huge sigh, writing down the address on a sticky note and deleting the offensive e-mail from her computer.

		

		She turned and looked up at Piper, her eyes slowly filling with tears once more. “I don't think I can do this all school year long. Those three guys are so gross. Fucking them all the time is going to be like living in Hell!”

		

		“I know, baby,” Piper said, taking Jenna in her arms. “We'll think of something pretty soon to deal with these fuckers. Until then, let's get in our PJ's and get in bed and watch a movie or something, okay?”

		

		“Fuck a movie,” Jenna whispered, staring up longingly at Piper. “I want to lick pussies, okay?”

		

		“Even better,” Piper grinned.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm! Mmmmmmmmm!” Jenna murmured excitedly, coming once again, her face tight against Piper's pussy, her tongue all over her lover's swollen little bead of clit.

		

		This is incredible! Jenna told herself, feeling in intense spasms racking her cunt again. How many times is this…six…seven? Counting the one in the shower, it has to be at least seven!

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm!” Jenna moaned loudly, really going off on Piper's wriggly tongue, Piper's high-pitched squeal of orgasmic delight merging with hers.

		

		God, this is good! This is the best! This is so much better than ‘Jilling-off' in front of the mirror with my vibrator, or even fucking Tom, for that matter - -this is pure heaven! My little Piper eats me so good!

		

		There was a metallic “click” and then the door swung open and the overhead light went on in the darkened room. Both girls froze in mid-climax, their nude, sixty-nining bodies pushed tightly up against one another, tongues buried in gushing teenage slits.

		

		“Holy God!” Claudia Kincaid gasped.

		

		She hurriedly shut the door behind her and put the key she held in her hand back in the pocket of her bathrobe, stepping further into the room. Jenna and Piper scrambled apart, each naked girl instinctively diving back under the covers, pulling them up to their chins.

		

		No one spoke for what seemed like an eternity. At last, Claudia, looking shaken, told Piper, “I'm afraid I'm going to have to take you home, right now. And I'm going to have to say something to your parents, Piper. I can't have Jenna involved in this sort of…thing!”

		

		She'd finished weakly, sounding as if the neutral “thing” was the best word she could come up with to describe what her daughter and her daughter's friend had been involved in. Jenna just stared straight ahead, too embarrassed to utter a peep.

		

		“Uh, listen, Mrs. Kincaid…Claudia,” Piper finally spoke up. “I need to talk privately with you before you do that. Can we go next door for a moment, to my room?”

		

		Piper threw the covers off and got out of bed. Jenna saw her mother's eyes widen as she took in every inch of Piper's naked hotness. She stared pointedly at the pouty, shaved little pussy lips and Jenna thought for a moment that her mother was going to lick her own lips with obvious hunger.

		

		She does like girls, there's no fucking doubt about it! Jenna thought - her heart sinking as she realized that Piper had been dead right about her mom's sexual preferences.

		

		Piper sauntered over to where Claudia stood and took her hand. Still nude, she led the older woman from the room, closing the door behind them as they exited.

		

		Jenna sat up in bed, listening intently. She could hear voices from the room next door, but she couldn't make out what they were saying. One of the voices rose, in apparent anger. The other was much quieter, as if its owner was calming the other person down.

		

		The murmured dialogue went back and forth for the better part of ten minutes. Then there was silence.

		

		Jenna got up and put on a robe and began to pace nervously. After what seemed like forever, she heard a low moan. Pressing her ear to the adjoining wall, she heard another soft groan.

		

		Her mouth coming open in shock, she listened for long minutes as a series of whimpers, moans, gasps, and - finally - a shriek of what sounded like ecstasy came through the wall. Then there was more conversation. Jenna checked to clock and discovered that Piper had been next door for over a half an hour.

		

		Jenna went back to pacing. There was no sound next door for long minutes.

		

		And then she heard it again. Someone was moaning…

		

		The door to Jenna's room opened almost an hour later. Her mother stepped inside, dressed as she had been before, in a pretty negligee and her bathrobe. But it didn't look quite the same to Jenna. It looked as if the robe had been hastily pulled back on just recently. And her mother's usually perfect hair was mussed slightly.

		

		Claudia Kincaid sat on the edge of the bed. Jenna had returned to bed, after putting her pajamas on, minutes ago.

		

		“I'm not going to say anything to Piper's parents,” Claudia said, her eyes avoiding Jenna's. “And I'm not going to mention this to your father - he'd be crushed to think that his only child was…gay.”

		

		“Mama, I'm not…”

		

		Claudia cut her off. “I know you're not.”

		

		She glanced guiltily away from her daughter and whispered, “You're exactly what I am. I know precisely what you're going through, Jenna, because I've spent my whole life dealing with it.”

		

		Turning back to her daughter, she said, “You must be very careful, very…discreet. Piper tells me that the two of you care for one another a great deal. I'll accept that…I sort of have to, given my own…orientation. But I know better than anyone how difficult it can be, walking this tightrope.”

		

		She gave her daughter a tiny, sad little smile and whispered, “Be careful, darling. Don't let yourself get…'outed'. I think it would kill your poor father!”

		

		And then Jenna found herself in her mother's arms, hugging her tightly. Just when she was feeling like her Mama's little girl again, she caught a whiff of something and realized that it was Piper's pussy juice, that she smelled on her mother's cheek!

		

		Woodenly, she released her grip on her mom and offered her an insincere little smile as they separated. She said, “Okay, Mama, I'll be careful as can be. And you be sure to be careful, too, all right?”

		

		Claudia nodded stiffly and left the room. Moments later, Piper came back in, still as naked as she had been when she'd left with Jenna's mom an hour and a half ago.

		

		Jenna didn't know whether to laugh or cry. She now had her mom's okay to be Piper's girlfriend, as long as no one found out about it, but at what price?

		

		“Are you mad at me?” Piper asked, getting back into bed with Jenna.

		

		Jenna looked away from her. “I can't believe you just made it with my mom!”

		

		“I was afraid you'd be pissed,” Piper whispered. “But what else could I do? I don't want my folks knowing I like girls, and you probably didn't want to be grounded for the rest of your senior year, either, did you?”

		

		After a long silence, Jenna finally said, “No.”

		

		The girls sat quietly. After forever had passed, Jenna asked, “So, was she good?”

		

		Piper scooted over and wrapped her arms around Jenna and said with a naughty giggle, “She's not as good as her daughter, but she wasn't bad!”

		

		The two of them burst out laughing. Piper went on to whisper, “Her tits are even bigger than yours!”

		

		Jenna through back her head and roared with laughter, loving her bad-girl, irrepressible little Piper more than ever at that moment.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		“Christ, everyone in this fucking town seems to have rich folks except for me,” Piper groused as Jenna pulled up in front of a long, low rambler of a house that took up half a block, “I mean me and Tyrone, of course. He's as poor as I am, that's why his folks rent the dump just three houses down from me.”

		

		Jenna gave her a tight little nervous smile. She knew Piper was trying to keep her spirits up. It was ten in the morning and this was the address the e-mail had given them.

		

		She parked the car and the two girls got out. The door swung open when they were halfway up the walk and their trio of tormenters leered at them from inside the doorway.

		

		As the girls stepped into the house, Jenna saw that Dweeb, the one with the nice cock, had gel in his hair today. It stood up like the quills of a porcupine on the tall, thin boy's head.

		

		“What a hip look,” Piper told him sarcastically, eying the spiky new ‘do'.

		

		Apparently, her sarcasm was lost on the clueless boy. He grinned proudly and said, “Well, I thought I ought to change my style a little, now that I'm going to be fucking the head cheerleader and one of her assistants on a regular basis.”

		

		Jenna whirled and glared at him. His eyes shot wide open and he took a step back.

		

		“No one can find out about what we're…doing!” Jenna informed him, her voice like a steel blade. “If someone does, this is over, as of that moment.”

		

		“Oh, yeah?” Dweeb said, motioning for them to follow him as he turned on his heel and crossed the big living room. “Well you'd better take a look at this, before you go making any threats, Jenna!”

		

		He led them down a long hallway, to a bedroom with the door standing open. Jenna shook her head, noting how much like Monk's room Dweeb's was. Same posters, same girls, except that in Dweeb's case, there was also a really lame Star Trek poster that featured William Shatner and the cast of the original television show.

		

		“Take a peek at this,” he said, pointing at his personal computer, which sat on a nice oak computer desk, instead of a stainless steel and glass monstrosity like the one in Monk's room.

		

		The text of the e-mail - that was queued up and ready to send at the click of a mouse - talked about whose picture was enclosed: Jenna Kincaid's. He brought up the attachment and Jenna saw that he had included not only the nude shot of her, but another candid shot he'd taken of her upper torso around school somewhere, her face showing clearly and her locket lying against her chest. He had helpfully circled the lockets in both snaps, so that no one could miss the fact that it really was Jenna in the naked shot.

		

		“One little bit of backtalk or refusal to do what we say, and that picture goes out on the net!” Dweeb threatened. “And I've got it ready to go on my cell, too, in case you give us shit somewhere other than in my bedroom.”

		

		“Yeah, and it's all up and ready to send on my cell, and on Spec's, too,” Monk added smugly. “And it's on our home computers and laptops as well!”

		

		Jenna frowned, and then said, “Yeah, that's all well and good, but you assholes forget, the only reason I'm doing this is to save my reputation. If it gets out that I'm…doing things with you three, then I'd be the laughing stock of the school anyway. So the picture wouldn't make any difference anymore - I'd already be ruined in the eyes of all my friends. Don't you three squirrels get that?”

		

		The trio of nerds glared at her. They obviously found it humiliating to admit that just the idea of her being seen with them would be as devastating to a popular girl's reputation as the knowledge that she was fucking any of them.

		

		“So, do we have an understanding?” Jenna pressed her point, enjoying winning even a small victory like this one over these three losers. “Anyone finds out we're…spending time together, or if you start acting as if you know me in public, like we're old pals or something, and this little blackmail scheme terminates immediately, see?”

		

		No one spoke. Jenna walked over to the computer and stopped. She grabbed the wireless mouse and moved the cursor over onto “send” and stood poised with her forefinger over the button.

		

		“You tell me you get it, and that you agree to what I just said, or I'll send this fucking thing myself, right now, just to have this nightmare over with!”

		

		Her finger started downward and all three boys yelled as one, “No! Don't do that!”

		

		“Do we have an understanding?” Jenna asked them, her finger still poised right over the mouse.

		

		“Yeah, we do,” Monk sighed. “We won't say a word to anybody, and you can go right on pretending that we don't even exist, in public, just like you always do.”

		

		She smiled and moved her hand away from the mouse. She would never have sent the e-mail, but they didn't know that. It felt good to win, even if it wasn't much of a win.

		

		“Screw this stuff!” Dweeb said angrily. “Get those clothes off, you two. Let's fuck!”

		

		Jenna and Piper looked at each other. There didn't seem to be much point in refusing to strip. Jenna was going to have to let them have sex with her again - there couldn't be much doubt about that, since she'd just agreed to it in principle.

		

		“I'll try to get them to fuck me today, instead of you, babe,” Piper whispered to her girlfriend as both of them hustled out of the jeans and tee shirt outfits they'd worn today.

		

		Jenna gave her a thankful smile, but murmured in return, “Whatever, let's just get this over with and behind us for the day.”

		

		The three boys were naked even faster than the girls were, their penises hanging limp for the moment as they ogled the two hot bodies in front of them. Dweeb picked up a tube of something from his desk and took hold of his flaccid dick with the other.

		

		Piper's eyes went wide when she saw the tube. She reached down to retrieve her purse from the floor next to her discarded clothes.

		

		“Here, if you're going to use a lube, try this. It's a lot slipperier than that stuff, and it works better,” she said, rummaging through her purse and drawing out a purple tube of Astroglide Gel and handing it to Monk.

		

		“Oh, yeah, well, you're the expert, I guess,” Monk said with a sneer, in turn handing the tube to Dweeb, who sat the other tube of another brand of “personal lubricant” atop the desk again and took the Astroglide from her instead.

		

		“What's that stuff for?” Jenna asked, standing nude but with a defiant scowl on her face, her hands balled into fists and jammed against her sides.

		

		“To make you slick, sweetie, so they won't hurt you,” Piper said softly.

		

		Jenna didn't think that was the whole truth. She knew about anal sex and how you had to use a lubricant when you did it that way. She knew as well as Piper that these pricks were thinking about taking her up the ass today! She could see it in their excited, guilty faces.

		

		God, if I'm going to have anal sex, I sure wish I'd let Tom do it to me first! I hate losing my anal cherry to a bunch of dipshits like these three!

		

		Jenna sighed. She had never thought about doing it that way. She'd seen it done in porn videos at sleepover parties, but she'd never even considered letting someone do it to her - it had always looked too greasy and painful and…yucky to interest her!

		

		And now she was going to get it up the butt from three high school losers. What a disgusting thought! It was all she could do to keep from crying as she considered how low she had fallen. After all, she was Jenna Kincaid, not some slut-bimbo who had to submit to getting butt-banged, just to survive!

		

		“Hey, boys, why don't I entertain you today?” Piper suggested just then, sauntering up to the trio. “Let me suck your cocks a little, and then you can have me any way you want me, okay?”

		

		Jenna's heart lifted. Even if they didn't go for it, she loved Piper for at least trying to distract their attention away from her.

		

		But it soon became apparent that it wasn't going to work. Monk said with sneer on his fat face, “I want Jenna. I'm gonna' want to shove my cock right up that pretty ass of hers!”

		

		Jenna shuddered inwardly at the thought of that, trying to keep from showing how much such a prospect disgusted her. Reacting to his threat would only encourage them.

		

		She kept her face as blank as she could manage, thinking, well, if any of them are going to do me up the ass, I hope it is him. There's not much cock there to worry about, even when it's hard!

		

		“Get over here and help this bitch get us hard,” Monk said to Jenna just then. “We don't have much time. Dweeb's folks get home at around noon, and its ten fifteen already.”

		

		“Yeah, we gotta' give ourselves time to clean the place up before they get back,” Specs said accusingly, glaring at Jenna. “No more of that puking shit today, okay, blondie?”

		

		“I can't promise,” Jenna shrugged, trying to look innocent. “I can't help it if you guy's come tastes like dog shit.”

		

		All three of them glared at her now. Monk said, “Oh, and I suppose Tom Gilliland's tastes better?”

		

		“It tastes like the nectar of the gods compared to your slimy spunk, four-eyes!” Jenna told him defiantly as she came over to the group and got down on her knees next to Piper, who was already kneeling. “Maybe you ought to ask him if he'd let you blow him once, Monkeyman, just to compare. You look like a cocksucker to me.”

		

		The short nerd's eyes blazed with anger. He thrust his now limper-than-ever dick at her, his two friends both sniggering at what she'd said.

		

		“Just get your lips around it, cunt!” he growled.

		

		Jenna took the soft little worm of male flesh between her lips and ran her tongue all over it, smiling inwardly. She was learning, from hanging around with Piper. Monk looked as if he's just been kicked in the balls, largely due - she was sure - to her verbal insults. His prick was absolutely useless at the moment. And the longer it took any of them to get hard, the less time she and Piper would be stuck here, giving their bodies over for these three assholes to violate.

		

		****

		

		Her plan worked, but not forever. It took until well past ten-thirty for all three of them to get good and hard, but they finally did.

		

		And then the real unpleasantness began. Dweeb lay flat on his back on the thick carpet in the center of his bedroom, his relatively large cock sticking straight up, and made her get on top of him, cowgirl style. She had to use a big glob of the sex gel to make herself slick inside before she mounted him, because sucking the three cocks, taking turns with Piper, hadn't done a thing for her, in terms of getting her wet.

		

		He slid in easily after she applied the super-slick lube and Jenna mentally blessed her girlfriend for thinking of it. She hated to admit it, but once Dweeb's nice-sized dick was deep inside her now very slippery pussy, it didn't feel bad at all. If she had closed her eyes and thought of Tom, she might have actually enjoyed riding it.

		

		But she didn't do that. She didn't really want to enjoy this awful degradation of her glorious body even a tiny bit. She didn't want these three pricks to enjoy it either, being careful to keep her beautiful face as passive as she could as she serviced Dweeb.

		

		She knew that they were still going to enjoy fucking her, though, in spite of her studied non-reaction. After all, she was a goddess and they were the human equivalent of pond scum - so they were bound to revel in taking her, now weren't they?”

		

		“Oh, man, what a pussy!” Dweeb sighed at that moment, reaching up and grabbing one of Jenna's bouncing mounds in each hand as she rode him and he drilled his cock up into her. “And these tits…these tits are fabulous!”

		

		Yeah, they are, Jenna thought to herself, tossing her hips up and down, hoping he'd go off soon; they're way too good for a piece of shit like you to even look at, let alone touch.

		

		“Now for some of this,” she heard Monk say from behind her, “I been dreaming about this for days now!”

		

		She felt his hand on her ass, and then shuddered as he forced a finger up her butt as she rode his pal. The finger was pushing a big wad of what she assumed was the sex gel ahead of it and, in moments, her anal cleft and the tight tunnel behind it was as slick and greasy as her pussy currently was.

		

		No, no, no, this can't be happening to me! She thought desperately.

		

		But then she felt the head of the boy's small cock up against her anus, and she knew that it was.

		

		“Take it right up your pretty ass, you stuck-up bitch!” he panted, driving his entire dick into her with one thrust.

		

		Jenna whimpered. It hurt! Even with the lube, it hurt. She'd never had anything back there before today, not even a boy's finger. Jenna had always stopped her various boyfriends' advances cold in the past, when they'd tried to play with her butt.

		

		“Man, what a tight asshole!” Monk sighed, fucking it hard and fast, his prick making an obscene ‘schlooping' sound as it penetrated Jenna's forbidden hole again and again while Dweeb fucked her pussy.

		

		She wanted to cry so badly! This was awful…it was totally demeaning, and it was very unpleasant too! Dweeb's nice cock didn't actually feel bad at all up her twat, but just the thought of Monk's prick driving in and out of her ass opening was agony. Plus, the real presence of it inside her back entrance - while it wasn't that painful anymore, now that she'd sort of stretched out and gotten used to it - was definitely not a turn on.

		

		“Oh, oh, man, I'm gonna' shoot it!” Monk gasped after less than two minutes up her bottom. “It's so fuckin' slick and hot and tight inside her…I'm gonna' blow my load right up her ass!”

		

		Jenna groaned. He was doing just that. She could feel his hot, gooey semen spurting into her back there. She closed her eyes fought to keep from crying - this was horrible!

		

		“Oh, me too, bro,” Dweeb groaned, “I'm spunkin' this hot bitch again myself!”

		

		Jenna trembled, feeling an absolute gusher of jism spatter all over the inside of her pussy. This guy had another super load for her.

		

		Dear God, what a wad, she thought, feeling jet after jet of come being blown up into her. Where does he get all of this goo from? Didn't I just blow him yesterday and swallow, like, gallon of his stuff - before I barfed it back up all over him, of course.

		

		That last thought gave her a lot of satisfaction. She saw the startled, disgusted look on his face - yesterday when she'd puked all over him and his clothes - once again in her mind and nearly smiled.

		

		But she didn't let herself. She didn't want him to think she was enjoying having him come inside her.

		

		“Oh, man, that was sweet!” Dweeb sighed, letting go of Jenna's tits.

		

		“You'd better believe it,” Monk panted, pulling his spent cock out of her ass.

		

		“My turn,” Specs said, eagerly, shoving Monk out of the way and kneeling behind Jenna.

		

		Dweeb scooted back out from under her and stood up. He and Monk watched - interested to see how their buddy would choose to use her body today.

		

		Specs shoved his hard dick into Jenna's gooey pussy and started to really bang it into her. She sighed and leaned forward on her hands and knees, her big breasts jiggling all over underneath as he pummeled her helpless pussy.

		

		I hope he's quick about it, she thought. This is disgusting, having those two watching me get fucked by this skinny dork!

		

		“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah,” what a pussy this bitch has got!” Specs said happily, hammering away at it.

		

		He lasted another minute or so, and then - much to Jenna's surprise - he abruptly pulled his cock out of her. She wondered what the hell…

		

		“Unnnngggghhhhhhh!” she groaned as he instead drove his cock all the way into her gaped open, cream-stuffed anus and began to fuck it just as fast and as furiously as he'd done her pussy.

		

		“Gonna' come in your ass, bitch!” he merrily taunted her. “Gonna' spunk this tight little asshole of yours again, whadya' think of that?”

		

		Jenna thought it sucked, but she remained silent. She just closed her eyes, so she wouldn't have to watch the other two nerd-boys gloating over her rough ass-fucking, and hung on.

		

		After another minute or so, Specs went rigid behind her, and she felt his cock jerk hard inside her bunghole. A torrent of scalding-hot jizz shot deep into her butt, and she moaned as it flooded her.

		

		Where do these three assholes get all of this spunk? She wondered as he unloaded another four or five massive spurts of come up her ass. I know he came, like, a quart in my pussy just yesterday afternoon! And even that numb nuts friend of his, Monk, had quite a bit to shoot into me today, too.

		

		At last the embarrassing ordeal was over. Specs slid his soft cock out of Jenna's ass and he got to his feet.

		

		“We got time for at least a blowjob before you chicks have to leave,” Monk said, grinning evilly as he glanced over at the clock and saw that it was barely past eleven.

		

		Jenna's heart sank. She really wanted out of here!

		

		“Nah, we'd better cool it for today,” Dweeb said, gathering up his clothes from where they'd landed on the floor when he'd torn them off. “My folks don't always stay for the whole service - sometimes old pastor McCarthy's sermons are so fucking boring that we split before he finishes up.”

		

		He looked at his two friend's disappointed faces and added, “Besides, I'm supposed to be sick. You two have to be gone when they get back and I'll be dragging ass around my bedroom, pretending I still don't feel so good.”

		

		“Yeah, I guess,” Specs said morosely, “we'd better all get goin', just in case they come back early.”

		

		Jenna felt so relieved that she might have considered giving Dweeb a thank you-fuck, if she hadn't hated him so much. She scrambled back into her clothes as Piper did the same.

		

		“Besides,” Dweeb reminded everyone with a big leer, “there's always tomorrow, at school.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		“Well, at least you didn't have to swallow any spunk today,” Piper reminded Jenna cheerily as they drove back over to her house.

		

		“Yeah, but two of those dorks fucked me in the ass!” Jenna said angrily. “I'd never let anyone do that before. I wish to God I'd given it away to someone other than two of the biggest spastics in the whole school!”

		

		“Yeah, I can't blame you there,” Piper said. “Those three are pretty much the bottom of the barrel when it comes to dudes anyone would willingly fuck, that's for sure.”

		

		They drove on in silence for a while. Jenna, wanting to push today's encounter with the three geeks out of her mind, turned toward Piper and asked, “What do you want to do for the rest of the day?”

		

		“I'd like to take a shower with you…and then suck pussy!”

		

		Jenna giggled and nodded her agreement. “That would be super with me! I can't wait to wash the nerd-spunk out of my ass and twat…and I can't think of a more wonderful shower partner to help me do those two things.”

		

		“What about your folks?” Piper asked - her smile fading.

		

		“Daddy will be out playing golf until right before dinner, and mom will probably be either at the store or puttering around in the kitchen, getting ready to fix dinner.”

		

		Piper's face turned even more serious. “It was nice of your mom to insist I stay for dinner tonight. I think she's afraid that I don't get enough to eat at home - now that you told her how poor my folks are.”

		

		Jenna looked away. “I'm sorry. I guess I shouldn't have mentioned it to her.”

		

		Piper patted her on the hand that rested on the stick shift as she drove. “It's okay. She's actually not wrong - some days I don't get enough to eat at home. But at least I've always got my teen-hooker money stashed away to buy myself a hamburger with if I need to.”

		

		Jenna looked at her and shook her head. Piper flashed a mischievous grin her way and said, “At least I won't starve to death, as long as there are guys out there who want hot cheerleader pussy, right?”

		

		****

		

		Okay, this is just fucking weird! Jenna fumed.

		

		She was in her room, alone. Piper and her mother were next door, in Piper's room, with the door closed.

		

		Jenna's mom had had no problem with Jenna and Piper going right on up to the bedroom once they'd gotten home. She had even offered the news that Jenna's dad was, indeed, at the country club and wouldn't be home until five-thirty or so.

		

		But the price she had demanded for leaving them alone for a couple of hours in Jenna's bathroom and bedroom, and for not interrupting their love-making, had been a whispered demand in Piper's ear. She'd wanted an hour alone with Piper before she and Jenna got to cavort in the shower and in bed together.

		

		“She's hot for me, what can I tell you?” Piper had sighed, after telling Jenna what her mom had whispered to her.

		

		“Well, I can't blame her for that - I'm crazy for you, too, you sexy little bitch!” Jenna had responded with a wry grin. “But it really sucks, having my mom hitting on my girlfriend all the time!”

		

		She'd thought about that for a moment and then added, “Not to mention having dear old Dad come home and try to make fuck-dates with her, for money!”

		

		Piper had just grinned and hustled Jenna into the shower, whispering, “Hey, I'm a full service sex worker, honey. Get used to it! Besides, it's kind of cool to have the run of a super house like this, and to be able to make love to my girl without worrying about her mom ‘discovering' what we're up to, now isn't it? Since she already knows what we're up to!”

		

		“Did she make you come?” Jenna asked, pouting, as Piper got out of a second shower - after finishing up with Jenna's mom - and Jenna handed her the towel.

		

		Piper rolled her jungle-cat eyes and grinned. “She's been licking pussy since she was thirteen and she discovered that she liked girls at least as much as she liked boys. Plus, she's a fucking knockout with her clothes off - what do you think?”

		

		Jenna snorted and stomped out of the bathroom. She gathered up Pipers clothes from where they lay on the bedroom carpet and brought them in to her.

		

		“Did you make her come?” Jenna demanded, handing Piper the jeans, panties, bra, and sweater.

		

		“Baby, you're just making this even harder on yourself!” Piper answered her with a sigh. “You've been in bed with me a lot, in the past week. Did I ever fail to make you come?”

		

		Jenna tossed her hair and stomped back into her bedroom. It felt just fucked, being jealous of your own mother!

		

		She paced about angrily for a minute or so, and then rejoined Piper in the bathroom. Her friend was doing her eye make up in the lighted mirror.

		

		“Does she want to see you again?” she asked huffily.

		

		Piper looked up at her and shook her head in exasperation. “I'm eighteen, hot, and like exactly the same things she does…great pussy and lots of sweet tongue-action. Do you blame her for wanting to see more of me?”

		

		Jenna stepped back, looking as if Piper had slapped her. Her brunette friend was out of the make up chair in an instant, her arms going around Jenna.

		

		“Baby, this stuff with your mom doesn't mean anything, not to me. I love you. I want to be with you, as much as we can manage. If making it with your mom, who is incredibly sexy and gorgeous and hot as she can be, helps us do that, I'm gonna' do it, okay?”

		

		Jenna pouted some more, looking down at Piper, who held her close. She knew she was right, but it just felt so wrong, having her mom make love to the girl she loved!

		

		“Come here and give us a kiss, you sexy bitch!” Piper said teasingly, bringing her down for the kiss.

		

		****

		

		“Do you like this, darling?” Piper hissed, her eyes glowing with lust.

		

		She had Jenna's vibrator shoved deep into Jenna's sex gel-lubed anus, buzzing in and out with the humming tool, while Piper's slender wrist was protruding out of Jenna's pussy, Piper's fist moving up and down inside her. Jenna' normally tiny clit was swollen to twice its usual size, and Piper was lapping at it with her tongue.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, fuck!” Jenna moaned, her whole body shaking, on the edge of a gigantic orgasm.

		

		“Can you come for me, babydoll?” Piper whispered, teasing Jenna's clit with her lively tongue.

		

		Jesus H. Christ, what choice do I have? Jenna asked herself, nearly delirious with the come-fury rapidly building in her exquisitely-aroused body.

		

		“M-make me come!” Jenna begged - her voice a raspy plea for release. “Oh, God, honey, get me off!”

		

		With a little bad-girl grin, Piper shoved the vibrator in even further up Jenna's ass and sucked her clit into her mouth. She pummeled the tiny bundle of nerve ending with her tongue and sucked hard as she fucked Jenna's pussy mercilessly with her clenched fist.

		

		“Unngghhhhhhhhhhh - Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Jenna grunted, and then her grunt morphed into a wail of pure ecstasy as she started to come hard.

		

		Piper didn't let up, milking an enormous, lingering orgasm out of Jenna's body. Jenna whined and mewled and tossed her magnificent ass all around the bed, but Piper kept sucking and licking and fisting until her spectacular blonde lover finally gave a last jerking shiver and dropped back onto the bed as if she'd been shot.

		

		Jenna lay panting as Piper relaxed her fist and eased her wrist and hand back out of Jenna's stretched open pussy. She turned off the vibrator and worked it slowly back out of her lover's gaped-open back entrance.

		

		“Oh, my, look whose bottom looks like it's been fucked with a ball bat now!” Piper said with a grin as she stared down at Jenna's ass.

		

		“Oh, Piper, darling, that was incredible!” Jenna gasped, staring at her girlfriend across the expanse of her own naked skin. “You made my ass…my poor pussy…my clit…my…everything come - all at once!”

		

		“It was my pleasure, sweetie. Did you like it?”

		

		“Did I like it?” Jenna asked incredulously. “Come here, you little puss and I'll show you just how much I liked it!”

		

		“Nah-uh,” Piper said teasingly as Jenna put three fingers into her pussy as she licked all around her clit, “I'm not gonna' let you do that to me…your fingers are too big. You'd tear my little cunt up if I let you fist me!”

		

		“I won't hurt you,” Jenna promised, adding a fourth finger. “Just relax. I was paying attention when you did it to me.”

		

		“Ooooh, fuuuuuccckkkkk!” Piper moaned as Jenna added her thumb and then compressed her fingers and thumb as much as she could and eased the fat spear of digits into her friend's tight pussy mouth.

		

		Once her hand was all the way inside, Jenna made a fist and began to pump it in and out of Piper's cunt. She licked at her girlfriend's swollen clit and turned the vibrator on with her free hand.

		

		Piper's cat-eyes rolled back in her head as Jenna eased the thick vibrator up Piper's well-greased ass. An inhuman groan escaped Piper's compressed lips as Jenna sucked her clit in and laved it with her tongue while pumping the vibrator and her fist in and out.

		

		Her scream, when Piper went off a few minutes later, shook the glass in the bedroom windows.

		

		“I don't know what you two girls were doing up there just now,” Jenna's mom said to them primly when they filed into the kitchen to help her finish up preparing dinner.

		

		She broke into a naughty grin and added, “But whatever it was, the next time Piper stays over - which I hope will be very soon - I want her to do it to me!”

		

		Jenna broke out into a fit of giggles. She couldn't help it!

		

		Piper roared with laughter, and Jenna's mom joined in. Jenna put her arms around her mother, still laughing hysterically, and hugged her. She had to admit, she hadn't felt this close to her mom in a long time!

		

		After nearly a full minute of chortling, giggling, and breaking out into fits of renewed laughter, Jenna whispered into her mom's ear, “If you're serious about letting her do that to you, Mom, you'd better rig your bed with a seatbelt - it's quite a ride!”

		

		The three of them exploded into laughter again.

		

		****

		

		“You three seem downright jolly tonight,” Darryl Kincaid remarked at dinner, which consisted of two large roasted chickens, garlic mashed potatoes, biscuits, gravy, and corn on the cob.

		

		“We had a nice day,” Claudia lied deftly to her husband, “just doing girlie stuff together. How was your golf game?”

		

		“It was great,” he replied. “I played with Bill Cousins again, a hundred dollars a hole. I won twelve-hundred bucks.”

		

		He stared pointedly at Piper as he spoke and Jenna had to fight to keep from choking on a mouthful of mashed potatoes. Piper just smiled vapidly at him, not acknowledging that she even knew who Bill Cousins was, her expression as bland as could be.

		

		When dinner was over and Jenna was set to drive Piper home, Darryl walked them out to the car. He shook hands with Piper and said, “You're an incredibly lively, fun, cute young girl, Piper. We hope to see a lot more of you around here in the future.”

		

		“I think you can pretty well count on that,” Piper said evenly. “Jenna is my best friend, and you and Mrs. Kincaid were so nice to me, both of you. I'm sure we're all going to see a lot more of each other this year.”

		

		He smiled and nodded, and then turned and walked back up the drive and into the house. When he was safely inside, Piper opened the hand he had shaken and looked down at the note he had placed there during the handshake.

		

		She gave rueful little smile and looked up at Jenna. She then handed her the note.

		

		In her father's bold hand, she read: Friday night, at the Casa Del Oro. I'll pick you up after the game, in the parking lot. Two-thousand for the night; I want it all. Call me if you accept.

		

		It wasn't signed but Jenna recognized her dad's handwriting. And his cell number was printed out clearly. She sighed.

		

		“I told you that lots of older, successful guys wanted teenaged cheerleader pussy and ass,” Piper said, getting into the car. “I just didn't know at the time that your dad would be one of them.”

		

		Jenna got in and started the car. She couldn't get her mind around this.

		

		“I can't believe that my Daddy wants to pay two-thousand dollars to fuck my best friend!” she said to Piper as they pulled out onto the street.

		

		“What…you don't think I'm worth that much?” Piper replied with a teasing little grin.

		

		“You puss, quit trying to cheer me up,” Jenna answered with a grudging smile. “You know what I mean!”

		

		“He's a guy,” Piper said simply. “They all wanta' fuck. They all want their cocks sucked. What's the big deal?”

		

		She winked at Jenna and said, “Besides, the money's sensational and your dad is a cutie, for an older guy. And your mom says he's hot in bed too! What's not to like?”

		

		Jenna stopped at the stop sign and put both palms over her ears. “I don't want to hear this! I do not want to know how my Daddy is in bed, and I don't want to know what my mom said about how big his dick is, for God's sake!”

		

		“Who said a thing about the size of his dick, Jenna, honey?” Piper asked, her facial expression innocent, her tone still teasing.

		

		“It's about nine inches long and really thick,” she blurted quickly, when Jenna removed the hands from her ears, “according to your mom.”

		

		Jenna said, “Eeewwwww!” - and put the car in gear, laying rubber for half a block.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Piper and Jenna were walking across the sparsely filled parking lot the next morning at seven-forty, talking about the upcoming week and the game this Friday night. As they reached a black van featuring a stylized version of the Star Trek logo on its side, and back windows that had been completely blacked out, the sliding side door came open.

		

		“Get in here,” Monk's nasty voice urged.

		

		Jenna, startled by the abrupt demand, looked inside and saw Specs and Dweeb crouched beside Monk in the lushly upholstered, fully carpeted van. She took an automatic step backward.

		

		“I've got class at eight,” Piper protested, stepping backward, too.

		

		“Not you, just Jenna,” Dweeb whispered, glancing around the all but deserted lot to make sure no one was watching.

		

		“Yeah, she doesn't have class until nine,” Monk said, leering. “I hacked into the administration computer and checked her schedule. You go on to class, Piper. Jenna can handle our action this morning just fine all by herself.”

		

		He looked around furtively, too, and then added, “Hurry up, and get in here before anyone sees us talking to you. Beat it, Piper!”

		

		Jenna made a quick decision. She didn't want anyone seeing her with this trio of geeks either.

		

		“Go ahead. I'll catch up with you later in the day,” she told Piper, hustling into the van.

		

		****

		

		“That's right, suck it!” Specs urged her.

		

		Jenna was naked inside the van, lying on her stomach. Her clothes were neatly folded on a nearby upholstered box that had been built over the van's wheel well. She had Spec's dick in her mouth and Dweeb's up her asshole.

		

		He had packed her anus with lube before he mounted her ass, but he still felt huge back there. She moaned and took his steady hammering as best she could. She sucked hard on Specs, wanting to make him come and get it over with!

		

		“God, what an ass you've got, babe!” Dweeb chortled as he fucked down into it. “It's so round and firm and gorgeous!”

		

		Jenna was silent, still sucking cock. She felt nothing as the boy told her how beautiful her ass was. Maybe these three jerks good for something after all: they seemed to be the cure for her narcissism.

		

		“That's it,” Specs sighed in obvious ecstasy. “Run your tongue all over the head, just like that, you hot bitch!”

		

		Jenna polished his knob willingly with her tongue as she bobbed her head - anything to get this asshole off and his prick out of her mouth.

		

		Another minute went by. And then another. Specs finally gasped and his prick jerked hard inside her mouth.

		

		“Ullllllppppphhhh!” Jenna emitted a surprised gurgling sound as the first big wad of hot spunk slid down her throat.

		

		God, his stuff tastes like shit - and there's so much of it!

		

		“Take it!” Dweeb hissed just at that moment. “Take it right up the ass, you whore!”

		

		Jenna gulped down another mouthful of come and shivered with disgust as she felt Dweeb's big dick begin to spew its load into her tight anal sheath. It was all she could do to keep from crying.

		

		As soon as they were drained, Monk got down from his perch on the wheel box, where he'd sat watching her degradation, pulling his small pud as he did so. He turned her over onto her back and mounted up in her pussy. She'd smeared lube inside it earlier, as she had her ass, so the boy slid in easily.

		

		She closed her eyes and gritted her teeth, still tasting Spec's awful come, and just lay there, letting him rut away in her. It didn't take long.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, it's here!” the boy moaned in less than two minutes of his furious hunching.

		

		Jenna felt him spurting into her, filling her poor pussy with his vile spend. She kept her eyes closed, not wanting to look at him as he defiled her body with his unwanted seed.

		

		****

		

		“Jenna, Jenna, where are you?” Piper's voice called.

		

		Sitting in the center stall out of six stalls in the big bathroom, Jenna sat on the toilet, tears running down her cheeks, come dripping out of both her asshole and her pussy into the water below. She was crying so hard that no sound was coming out, her massive chest heaving with huge silent sobs of utter despair.

		

		If I had a gun, right this second, I'd find those three fuckers and kill them all, and then I'd blow my brains out! She thought hopelessly.

		

		“Jenna, is that you?”

		

		She saw Piper's shoes on the other side of the stall door, underneath it. Her friend had stopped directly in front of the door and stood, waiting.

		

		“I know you're in here. I asked Mr. Carver where you were and he said that he'd excused you early to go to the restroom. I was going to hook up with you after class, like we usually do.”

		

		A quiet sob finally escaped Jenna's throat. She sucked in a big breath and then began to cry audibly.

		

		“Come on, baby,” Piper said softly. “Open the door. Let me hold you, okay?”

		

		After a long moment, Jenna leaned forward on the toilet and flicked the lock open. Piper stepped quickly inside and re-locked it behind her.

		

		“Oh, babe, what's the matter?” Piper whispered, stooping to take the crying girl into her arms and holding her tight.

		

		Jenna moaned and put her arms around Piper's slender waist, hugging her as if she'd never let go. She was bawling like a three year old with a scraped knee.

		

		“They…I can't…oh, Piper…I can't do this anymore!” Jenna managed to gasp, and then broke out into a wail of despair, crying her eyes out again.

		

		“There, there, sweetie,” Piper said, her own eyes starting to tear up out of sympathy. “Let's get you cleaned up and your make up fixed before anyone sees you like this and wonders what's wrong, okay?”

		

		****

		

		“So what set you off, what was so different about this morning?” Piper asked.

		

		They were sitting at table on the quad, paper cups full of coffee in front of them. Jenna had a big pair of sunglasses on, which helped hide her still swollen-from-crying eyes.

		

		“I don't know,” she answered bleakly. “It's just that they fucked me on Saturday, and they fucked me on Sunday, and then they fucked me today, on Monday, here at school…the school I used to rule over!”

		

		Jenna shook her head. “And they said they were going to do me every day this week, and then this weekend too! It's all just too much - I can't stand it. I'll go crazy if I have to fuck those three idiots every day and swallow their spunk whenever they want!”

		

		Piper clenched her fist in anger. She took a sip of her coffee and told her friend in a low whisper, “Let me think about this. There's got to be something we can do to get you out of this mess. Give me until after school is out tonight. I'll think of something by then - I promise!”

		

		****

		

		Piper picked Jenna up at the edge of the parking lot, where she stood surrounded by other students and, therefore - according to the terms of her “understanding” with her three blackmailers - unapproachable by geeks. Or at least she hoped that would be the case.

		

		Wanting desperately to avoid another encounter with the nerd van and its horny occupants, like the one this morning, Jenna had given her keys to Piper and had her go get the car while she waited in what she hoped would be the relative safety of the crowd.

		

		“Did you see them?” Jenna asked Piper nervously as they traded places and Jenna got behind the wheel of her trusty ‘Stang.

		

		“No, and I didn't see the geek-mobile, either,” Piper replied as Jenna put her foot down and they roared out of the lot.

		

		“I was shitty again at practice this afternoon,” Jenna said, turning onto the street in front of the school and accelerating out of town. “If I don't get myself squared away pretty soon, I'm liable to not be head cheerleader for much longer.”

		

		She thought about that for a moment and said, “Not that I give a fuck about that any more.”

		

		Looking over at Piper, she went on to say, “It all used to be so important to me, being head cheerleader, and Homecoming Queen, and all of that other shit. Now, suddenly, I could care less. The only thing I care about at this point is getting out of this fucking nightmare I'm living.”

		

		She waited a beat, and then added, “And being with you. That's very important to me, too.”

		

		Piper beamed at her and said, “We're going to get you out of this mess. Just you wait and see, darling. Let's go somewhere private, where we can talk.”

		

		Jenna roared out of town, turned down the river road, and followed it for two more miles out into the country. When she came to a housing development with a small decorative brick wall topped with a wooden sign that said, “Walden Estates, A Darryl Kincaid Development”, she turned in.

		

		The main street meandered among the large oak trees and ranch style homes with big yards and lots of landscaping that made up the development. Jenna took a right on a street called Crestwood Lane and pulled up into the driveway of a nice home that looked deserted.

		

		“This ought to be private as a motherfucker,” Jenna said, killing the motor and getting out of the convertible.

		

		“Who lives here?” Piper asked, looking around.

		

		“No one,” Jenna answered, “It's one of my dad's rental properties but its vacant right now, that's why I know that it'll be private.”

		

		Piper followed her across the big lawn, to a gate that led into the backyard. Jenna opened it and went back onto the broad patio. There was another expanse of lawn beyond the patio, and then just the riverbank and the river, flowing slowly by in the distance.

		

		“Wow, this is cool!” Piper sighed, looking around, obviously impressed.

		

		There was an old wrought iron patio set that had been left by the previous tenants sitting under the patio awning. Jenna sat down in a chair and asked, “So, did you come up with a way out of this cluster-fuck I find myself trapped in?”

		

		Piper nodded affirmatively, still looking around at the big house and grounds. She asked Jenna, “Could you get us a key to this place?”

		

		Jenna thought about that for a moment, and then said, “Sure, the keys to my dad's rental houses hang on a pegboard in his office at the house. I could take the one for this place, run down to the hardware store and have them make me a duplicate, and then put the original key back on the board. No one would ever know the difference…why?”

		

		“Because, with the plan I came up with, we'll need a place where we can have undisturbed privacy for an evening or two when we need it. And this place would be perfect!”

		

		“Okay, consider it done,” Jenna said, leaning forward in her chair. “Now, what's the plan?”

		

		Piper smiled and said, “It's gonna' take a few bucks to swing it. Are you up for that?”

		

		“Are you kidding?” Jenna asked. “The sky's the fucking limit when it comes to extricating my ass from this mess, girlfriend, believe me!”

		

		“Okay, well, first we need that key…”

		

		By the time Piper had finished explaining her plan in detail, ten minutes later, Jenna was beaming. She reached over and hugged her best friend hard, whispering, “This will work. I just know it will!”

		

		Tears shone in her eyes. She whispered, “Thank you, Piper, thank you so much - it's brilliant.”

		

		She grinned and went on to add, “It's really sneaky and nasty and mean, too, but that just makes me love it all the more!”

		

		Her smile faded as she asked, “Do you think Tyrone will do it?”

		

		Piper laughed. “You've had plenty of my pussy…what do you think?”

		

		Jenna began to giggle, nodding her assent. “Oh, yeah, that boy is as good as ours!”

		

		After the brief spate of laughter had died away, Jenna reached in her purse and pulled out her cell phone. She found the “Monkman's” number and hit the dial button.

		

		Monk Anderson answered on the second ring. “Hey, Jenna-puss, you likin' my cock so much that you're callin' me now?”

		

		Jenna made a face that looked as if she'd just bitten into a dog turd by accident and said, “Good news for me, ugly boy, and bad news for you and your two toad-faced friends. My car is in the shop for a few days and my period just started. I'm really spotting heavy, so my pussy will be out of commission for a week, at least. Also, with my car out of play, my mom will be dropping me at school the rest of the week and picking me up out in front of the administration building. So no more roll-around-in-the-geek-mobile-van fun for you boys - just in case you were thinking of having me blow you, or fucking me in the ass until my pussy comes back on line.”

		

		“W-what,” Monk sputtered, “what the fuck are you trying to pull, Kincaid?”

		

		“You heard me,” Jenna said smugly, loving every second of this, “no more sex for a week or so. Live with it.”

		

		There was a strained silence, and then Monk said slyly, “What about your little friend, Piper? Is her pussy on the fritz, too?”

		

		“You'll have to ask her,” Jenna said, smiling over at Piper. “But I doubt she'll agree to do anything with you nerd rat-fuckers anyway. She was only helping me out because she felt bad about taking that shot of me that you're blackmailing me with. The last time I spoke to her about whether or not she was worried about her pics getting out, she said you could blow ‘em up into billboards and put ‘em up on Main Street for all she cared.”

		

		Jenna hung up. She grinned at Piper and said, “So far, so good, he's pissed but he seemed to buy it.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		“I don't know that much about cars, Mom,” Jenna lied sweetly to her mother the next morning. “It sounds like something's grinding. Have Daddy call Jimmy at the Ford place. They'll send someone over here to pick the Mustang up while I'm at school today. We'll have them go through the whole car, stem to stern, just in case.”

		

		She smiled at her mom and said, “You don't mind dropping me at school and picking me up in the afternoons for a day or two, do you?”

		

		“No, of course not,” Claudia told her daughter. “But I'm surprised you're not more upset about losing the use of your wheels, dear.”

		

		“I'll survive,” Jenna told her with a cheery smile. “Come on, or I'll be late for my first class.”

		

		When her Mom's big Cadillac Escalade pulled up in front of the school fifteen minutes later, and Jenna hopped out, she saw the trio of evil nerds eying her from the corner of the building. With a big, triumphant grin, Jenna wriggled her fingers at them and went inside.

		

		After lunch, she called Jimmy, the service manager at Hatfield Ford and told him to take his time with the ‘Stang. She lied and said she had another car she could drive this week and that she wanted her car back right, rather than just back right away.

		

		As her mom fixed dinner that night, Jenna wheedled the keys to his Viper out of her dad - telling him that she needed a new black ink cartridge for her printer - and drove down to the hardware store to get the key made. She also stopped by an automated teller machine at the bank and got five hundred dollars in cash out of her checking account, to cover the incidental expenses connected with Piper's elaborate scheme.

		

		That evening, when her mom and dad were watching television in the rec room, Jenna slipped back into her father's home office and put the key to the house out on Crestwood back in its place on the board. Then she went upstairs, closed her door, and called Piper on her cell.

		

		After she'd gone through the steps she'd successfully completed today, she asked Piper if Tyrone was on board with their scheme yet. Piper laughed.

		

		“I invited him inside after he gave me a ride home from school this afternoon and gave that boy a blowjob that curled his toes up, babe,” Piper said. “And then I fucked his lights out.”

		

		Jenna sighed. She was a little jealous of Tyrone - she had to admit - now that Piper had done it with him. Still, it was for a good cause, and it wasn't as if she was cheating on Jenna with another girl. Plus, Jenna had known ahead of time that Piper was going to seduce Tyrone to secure his help.

		

		“So,” she finally asked Piper after a long silence, “was he telling the truth? Does he have a big one?”

		

		“He makes that asshole, Dweeb's, beefy boy look like a cocktail weenie next to a big bratwurst, by comparison,” Piper said enthusiastically. “No kiddin', Jenna, our friend Tyrone is a stud cat daddy when it comes to having a whopper of a cock. And, oh, baby, does he know what to do with it!”

		

		Jenna thought about that. As a part of Piper's plan, she and Piper would both be fucking Tyrone soon enough. She swallowed hard, thinking about sucking huge black dicks, and wondered if she wasn't - as the old saying went - merely trading the frying pan for the fire!

		

		Would fucking and sucking off Tyrone and his monster dick on the sly for the rest of the school year be better or worse than doing the same thing with the three losers, she asked herself? She guessed she'd soon find out.

		

		****

		

		The next day at school, Jenna gave Piper the five hundred dollars. That evening, Piper and Tyrone took his car downtown to a sporting goods store and bought a deluxe queen-sized air mattress, an electric pump that was guaranteed to fill it with air in a blink, and a new sleeping bag. They left the goodies stored in the trunk of Tyrone's pimped-out gangsta-mobile Honda.

		

		That night, as they talked on their cells again, Jenna asked Piper, “Are you meeting my dad this Friday after the game?”

		

		Piper didn't reply for a while. At last, she sighed and said, “I thought I would, unless it would freak you out too much. Its two grand, Jenna, and I can use the money. Plus, he's a good-looking dude, for a change, and even your mom says he's good in the sack - where's the harm?”

		

		When Jenna said nothing in reply, Piper went on to add, “And if I turn him down, he'll just hire some other chick to uh…you know…service his needs - so why not me?”

		

		“The difference is, the other chick probably wouldn't be someone I know…someone who's supposed to be my girlfriend!”

		

		Jenna felt bad - like a spoiled, selfish little bitch - right after she'd said that to Piper. She sighed again and quickly added, “Okay, whatever…go ahead and fuck him if you want to, I guess I really don't care. It just seems so weird, you know, because he's my dad. But you're right - he'll just hire some other girl if you turn him down, so you might as well be the one who gets the money.”

		

		After another few seconds had passed, she said, “But I don't want to hear about it afterwards, okay - no gory details, is that all right with you?”

		

		“Deal,” said Piper, and her ecstatic tone told Jenna that she was grinning happily at the thought of three thousand dollars coming her way, “I won't say a word about it, after I fuck him.”

		

		Jenna shuddered inwardly - grateful that Piper couldn't see her real reaction to the thought of her best friend and lover getting paid to ball her father!

		

		****

		

		“I'm going to walk home with Piper after cheer practice today and eat dinner with her and her folks tonight, if that's all right with you,” Jenna told her mother as casually as she could manage to tell that whopper of a lie the next morning at breakfast. “One of them will run me home afterward, so I'll be back by nine.”

		

		Claudia barely looked up from her cereal bowl and her morning newspaper, nodding her acquiescence. Jenna breathed an inaudible sigh of relief. Her big night with Piper and Tyrone was on!

		

		The school day went by quickly, and Jenna looked sharp, for a change, at cheer practice afterward, hitting the choreographed steps in the various routines precisely. After she and Piper had showered and changed back into their regular clothes from the tees shirts and shorts they'd worn to the cheer squad practice, they met Tyrone in the parking lot. He smelled like aftershave and shower soap, and his tight black curls of close-cropped hair still shiny with moisture from his recent shower after football practice.

		

		“Man, Coach worked our asses down to the bone tonight!” he breathed heavily, starting his loud Honda. “He said he don't wanna' see no more games like last week's, where we got our dicks handed to us.”

		

		“I don't think anyone does,” Jenna commented from the passenger seat.

		

		“Yeah, it sucks, trying to amp up the crowd when your team is getting shellacked by the visiting squad,” Piper agreed from the back seat. “Where are we eating tonight?”

		

		“Let's stop at Rollie's and get some burgers and fries, and maybe some shakes,” Jenna said brightly. “I'll even buy.”

		

		“We still got a pot full of cash from that five-hundred you fronted us,” Tyrone said, heading for Rollie's.

		

		“Wait a minute,” Jenna said, thinking it over. She put her hand on Tyrone's as he steered the car. “Since we've got plenty of money, let's go to Gerard's and grab ourselves some steak dinners instead.”

		

		The other two looked at her quizzically. Jenna shrugged and said, “We might run into Tom or someone else from the football team at Rollie's, and then we'd have to explain what I'm doing there with you two. Meals at Gerard's are twenty to thirty bucks a plate. You can be sure we won't run into any of the team there.”

		

		“That makes good sense,” Tyrone said, glancing into his rearview mirror and then doing a U-turn, now on his way to the steak house. “Besides, burgers are okay, but I just love me some steak!

		

		“So, how do we do this?” Jenna asked Piper in the restroom at Gerard's as they gave their make up a last look and prepared to rejoin Tyrone for the ride out to the Crestwood house.

		

		“Well, I guess our surest bet would be to inflate the air mattress when we get inside, spread the sleeping bag out on top of it, and then get naked and do a girl-girl scene for him,” Piper said casually. “The sight of the two of us going down on each other, licking pussy, will get that big black bone of his as hard as a load of bricks - trust me on that one.”

		

		“Okay,” Jenna said, imagining that scenario in her head and agreeing that a little lesbian action should, indeed, rev Tyrone's motor for him, “and then what?”

		

		“And then we'll just let nature take its course,” Piper said, tossing her lip gloss into her purse and closing it. “One big stiff dick, two willing girls with mouths, pussies, and assholes all ready for him to shove it into - I'm sure he'll figure out what he wants to do with it.”

		

		As they left the restaurant's ladies' room, Piper whispered, “And remember, I've got a brand new tube of Astroglide in my purse, just in case he wants some butt-fucking action, or if your pussy doesn't feel wet enough to handle that big dick of his.”

		

		Jenna thought about making out, naked, with Piper in front of sexy Tyrone and then licking pussies together while waiting for him to choose one of them to slip his magnificent black cock into. She felt her nipples begin to stiffen at just the thought of all that. She was pretty sure that getting wet tonight would not be a problem!

		

		****

		

		Jenna got out when they stopped in the driveway of the empty rental house. She hurried up to the front door, unlocked it with her new key, and then made her way quickly through the house and out into the garage.

		

		In seconds, Tyrone's car had been pulled safely inside the garage, out of sight from the street, and the garage door had been lowered again. They got the sleeping bag, the pump, and the air mattress out of the trunk and made their way into the kitchen and then through the house and into the master bedroom. The whole place was empty except for a lit lamp that stood on a stool over by the window in the bedroom. All of the drapes in the house were closed.

		

		“What's with the light?” Tyrone asked, getting the sleeping bag open and the air mattress spread out.

		

		“Daddy's property manager puts all of the empty rental houses on a timer system when the tenants move out, so that the lights come on every night at different times, to fool anyone driving by the house into thinking someone still lives here.”

		

		“That's smart,” he acknowledged, plugging in the electric pump and beginning to fill the mattress.

		

		Jenna looked over at Piper, who shrugged, and began taking off her clothes. Tyrone looked up from the half inflated mattress and grinned broadly as Jenna began to do the same.

		

		“Holy fuck, what a pair of prime pussies you two are!” he said when the last article of clothing hit the carpet and the two of them stood naked before him.

		

		“You ain't seen nothin' yet, babe,” Piper assured him in a low, purring voice, spreading out the sleeping bag on top of the now firm and ready mattress.

		

		She and Jenna got on the inflatable bed and moved to its center. Piper winked at Tyrone, who now had his shirt off and was undoing his jeans, and then took Jenna in her arms and tongue-kissed her.

		

		“Jesus H. Christ,” Tyrone sucked in his breath as the two naked cheerleaders began to make out passionately in front of him, “un-fucking-believable - you two are incredible together!”

		

		Jenna's blood was boiling already. Her hands were all over Piper's sleek, trim little body, and then she found herself kissing her way downward, onto her lover's perky nipples.

		

		“Oh, man,” Tyrone gasped as Jenna went to town on Piper's tits, sucking and licking and nipping lightly at the girl's very erect nubs, “that's right - suck those fine little titties!”

		

		Piper moaned and lay back on the mattress, her fingers entwined in Jenna's beautiful blonde hair, urging her onward. Jenna kissed her way down Piper's flat belly and moved over in between her lover's spread legs. Her mouth found Piper's juicy little pussy and her tongue slid inside.

		

		“Fuuuuuccckkkkk,” Tyrone murmured, “I can't believe I'm watchin' Jenna Kincaid eat pussy!”

		

		“Well, you'd better believe it!” Piper sighed, working her hips up off the mattress, mashing her twat against Jenna's eager mouth and tongue, “because my Jenna eats pussy better than anyone - except maybe for me!”

		

		Jenna took the cue. She raised her face from Piper's overflowing slit and got up onto her hands and knees, moving around so that she was straddling Piper's prone body on the mattress in the classic “sixty-nine” position, and then lowering her pussy onto the girl's hungry mouth as she pushed her own lips back down onto the sweet pussy just beneath it.

		

		“Hot damn…sixty-nine city,” Tyrone whispered, clearly amazed by what he was seeing, “eat those hot pussies, ladies! Gobble those pretty little pink cunts right up!”

		

		Jenna glanced up at the two mirrored closet doors that took up one wall of the big bedroom. Her breath caught in her throat as she saw ebony, large-muscled, handsome as a male model Tyrone, completely naked now - with the biggest cock Jenna had ever imagined in her life - in his fist. He stroked it slowly, a huge grin on his face, as he watched the two of them licking pussy.

		

		Pulling her face momentarily away from Jenna's super-wet gash, Piper told him, “Don't just stand there, baby. Stick that big dick in one of these nice holes we've got for you and join the party!”

		

		Piper went back to licking pussy and Jenna felt the boy's weight behind her on the air mattress. Then she felt his big hands on her ass cheeks, kneading gently.

		

		She moaned into Piper's sweet pussy and then sucked in her breath as she felt the head of Tyrone's massive cock nudge her girlfriend's tongue out of the way. He took her slowly, gently, with Jenna licking pussy all the while, as the huge dick worked its way into her slippery pink depths.

		

		Ugly, skinny Dweeb Dinsmore's eight inch cock represented the biggest dick Jenna had ever had inside her pussy until this moment. But Tyrone was at least a third bigger around than Dweeb, and he had the unattractive nerd beat by at least two inches in length as well!

		

		All Jenna could do was gasp as Tyrone's hard shaft pushed past the furthest spot inside her that Dweeb's cock head had ever managed to reach and just kept on going. She dug her fingernails into the sleeping bag's soft lining and groaned as Tyrone berthed his monster dick up against her cervix and finally bottomed out in her stuffed-full tightness. She felt his wiry pubic hair come up against her tender lower lips and knew that he was all the way inside her.

		

		Oh, God, what a lot of dick! Piper told me he was big, but this is ridiculous!

		

		“Mmmmmm, Jenna-babe, you got one tight, sweet pussy!” Tyrone sighed in his deep baritone. “Old Tom gettin' himself some class-A fuckin' here, that's for sure!”

		

		Jenna felt a flash of guilt as her new black lover mentioned her boyfriend. She forced thoughts of Tom from her mind. She had to do this. She and Piper needed Tyrone's help to get themselves free of the unholy trio, and if giving Tyrone some pussy was the price for doing that, then that's what she had to do!

		

		He started to fuck her. Jenna sighed. He did feel good, once she got used to his outlandish size. He was a talented cocksman, too, drilling his gigantic tool in softly, gently, at first, and then picking up speed as she began to feel more comfortable with him inside her.

		

		In no time, Piper was squealing with excitement beneath Jenna's lapping tongue, coming hard. And Jenna was groaning softly, loving the feel of Tyrone's thick cock plowing back and forth in her tight pussy, stroking her clit with each thrust and withdrawal.

		

		“Damn, you one fine piece of ass, Jenna,” Tyrone panted, giving it to her hard and fast now, really balling her. “This little pussy of yours is about the tightest thing I ever fucked!”

		

		Jenna whimpered with lust, her tits dragging sensually across the soft skin of Piper's belly. The two big globes jellied and shook against Piper's taut tummy as Tyrone pounded his monster dick into her again and again. She felt her own stomach muscles ripple, and knew that she was going to come like crazy any second now.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, that's it - fuck me!” she raised her lips from Piper's sated cunt and screamed. “Fuck me hard with that big black dick of yours, Tyrone!”

		

		“I'll fuck you,” Tyrone gasped, breathing hard himself, jamming his cock in and out of her as fast as his muscular hips would move. “I'll fuck that tight little slit of yours until you pop for me, babe!”

		

		Jenna mewled with desire, pushing her hips back to meet his fierce thrusts. She felt her clit throb furiously and then screamed again as overpowering orgasm suddenly swept through her.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, but I'm coming!” she wailed joyously, her pussy clutching at his gliding cock. “And it feels so fucking good!”

		

		Tyrone bellowed, “Take it, you hot bitch! Take my come right up that sweet little twat of yours!”

		

		The biggest blast of jism Jenna had ever imagined suddenly filled her womb. She shivered, coming even harder, and braced herself as a second, third, and fourth gush of spunk spattered into her overflowing pussy.

		

		“Oh, man, but you a sweet fuck, Jenna!” Tyrone sighed, working the last of his cream into her grasping sheath of female muscle.

		

		When his big nuts had been drained into her, Jenna felt him pull out. She rolled off Piper and onto her side, panting for breath and feeling absolutely stuffed with semen.

		

		She just laid there, gasping, for a moment, and then Piper turned her short body around on the mattress and slid downward, smiling her evil little I'm-such-a-bad-girl smile at Jenna. She got Jenna over onto her back and then moved in between her blonde lover's open legs.

		

		“Ooooh, I see someone who needs a little pussy clean up!” Piper said coyly, grinning at Jenna.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” Jenna sighed as Piper sucked out a big wad of Tyrone's spunk, showed it to her, and then swallowed it. “You're such a nasty little girl, Piper, darling.”

		

		“Yes, I am,” Piper assured her, running her tongue all over Jenna's clit and then lapping up another huge tongue full of cock cream.

		

		“Damn, if you two ain't one hot pair of sexy bitches!” Tyrone shook his head in amazement as he watched Piper lick Jenna's pussy out and swallow his jizz.

		

		Jenna glanced down and saw that his dick was stiffening again already at what he was seeing. She nodded her head toward it and Piper stopped gobbling come long enough to look at what Jenna had indicated with the nod.

		

		“Oooh, let's help him get hard again, babydoll,” she whispered eagerly, eying the long black snake of a cock. “What do you say?”

		

		Jenna turned her long body on the mattress and slithered her way down it on her belly down to lie next to Piper. They got Tyrone onto his back and Piper began to lick his big nut sac while Jenna sucked his come-smeared cock head into her mouth and started to clean it with her wriggly little tongue.

		

		“Oh, oh, man, that feels good,” Tyrone sighed, watching eagerly as Jenna took most of his limp prick into her mouth and began to suck it. “I can't believe the prettiest girl in the school be suckin' my big black cock!”

		

		Jenna felt her clit throb when he called her the prettiest girl in school. Maybe her narcissism wasn't totally cured yet after all.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		“Why you keep movin' around in your seat, girl?” Tyrone asked as he drove them back into town an hour later.

		

		Jenna gave him a wry smile and said sarcastically, “Oh, I don't know. It could have something to do with taking a big horse-cock up my ass a little while ago.”

		

		“You didn't seem to be complainin' at the time,” he said with a big grin.

		

		Jenna was glad it was fairly dark inside the car because she could feel herself blushing at his comment. Tyrone was right. As nearly as she could recall, instead of complaining when he'd fucked her up the butt, she'd screamed something akin to: “Oh, that's it! Fuck me - fuck me up the ass with that beautiful big cock!”

		

		Of course Piper had been licking her clit like crazy at the time, while Tyrone had driven his huge dick up into her well lubed anus.

		

		They had dragged the air mattress over to the wall and Tyrone had leaned back against it while Jenna had gingerly lowered her snug ass down onto his up-raised monster. Then, as she'd slowly fucked him with her rear entrance, Piper had gotten onto her tummy and given Jenna's pussy the licking of a lifetime. She'd come like a crazy girl on her little lover's hot tongue just as Tyrone had erupted again inside her stretched-wide bunghole!

		

		Now her ass was a little sore. The pain wasn't awful, but she could tell she'd had something much larger than normal up inside her backdoor tonight.

		

		“You're gonna' have to start fucking and sucking the geeks again for little while, until we get everything set,” Piper said just then, from her position in the back seat.

		

		“I know,” Jenna said. “But it will be worth it. Just knowing that I'm well on my way to getting those three creeps out of my life permanently will make it a lot easier.”

		

		“I'll buy the paper and the envelopes tomorrow, after school, and start workin' on the layout,” Tyrone said as he drove toward Jenna's house.

		

		“You're sure you're good enough with a computer to do this and make it look real, right?” Jenna asked the boy.

		

		“Oh, yeah, babe,” Tyrone said with a big grin. “I'm an ace with shit like this. Just you wait and see.”

		

		Tyrone's car being as loud as it was, he let Jenna off six houses down the block from her folks' place and she walked the rest of the way. Once inside, she lied effectively to them about how nice the dinner had been at Piper's house and then went upstairs to bed.

		

		It was just past nine, and she made sure to pack her ass full of aloe lotion as she got into bed to watch some television before going to sleep. Piper had given her the heads-up on that, having had a good deal of experience with taking big dicks up her ass.

		

		Jenna thought about tonight. Fucking Tyrone had been a trip. She'd never made it with a black guy before, but she had to admit, he was a great fuck, much better than Tom, truthfully.

		

		She sighed. She hated to cheat on Tom, since they were supposed to be going steady. But it wasn't like she really loved him or anything. And he didn't love her either. She wondered if she should just go ahead and break up with him and date Tyrone openly instead.

		

		No, she couldn't do that. Her dad wasn't a bigot, but he wouldn't like her dating a guy like Tyrone. It wasn't so much that he was black - it was more that he was poor.

		

		Daddy approved of Tom because he just seemed to fit with Jenna. She was the head cheerleader, he was the varsity quarterback. He was going to be Homecoming King at next month's Homecoming game and Jenna had been chosen as Homecoming Queen. Jenna's daddy was rich and so was Tom's - not as wealthy as Darryl Kincaid, but rich nonetheless.

		

		So, she guessed she was stuck with dating Tom for the foreseeable future and sneaking around to be with Tyrone behind everyone's backs. Piper had promised Tyrone all the pussy he wanted from both her and Jenna for the rest of the school year for his part in helping them get out of the blackmailing clutches of the Terrible Three.

		

		Jenna decided that whatever she had to do to accomplish that goal was worth it. She definitely preferred fucking handsome, studly Tyrone and sucking off his huge black dick to fucking the nerd boys. After a while, she flicked off the television and went to sleep, her asshole still throbbing slightly.

		

		****

		

		The next morning, Jenna experienced a small setback. She had found the mailer from her mom's civic improvement club all right, and had slipped it into her backpack to give Tyrone at school today.

		

		But then the Ford garage called and said that her car was done - so that meant she'd be back to balling the dweebs again come tomorrow.

		

		“I'll be late for school if we pick it up this morning,” Jenna said to her mom. “We can get it when you pick me up from school this afternoon, okay?”

		

		Her mom nodded and they set out for the high school. Jenna caught up with Tyrone over by the gym that morning and gave him both the mailer and the carefully written text she wanted the bogus mailer that Tyrone was designing on his computer to contain. He assured her that it would be done and in the proper mailboxes before the weekend.

		

		Later that afternoon, after the final cheer run through before tomorrow night's big game, Jenna's mom picked her up and took her over to the Ford dealer's service shop. Jenna had never dreamed she'd feel a let down at getting her favorite mechanical toy - the fabled ‘Stang - back, but she did.

		

		Having her car again meant that her mom wouldn't be dropping her off and picking her up after today. And that meant that she was once again “nerd meat”.

		

		****

		

		Sure enough, the van was in the lot the next morning as Jenna parked the Mustang and got out. She didn't hesitate, she made straight for it, looking around the near empty lot to make sure no one was watching her as she approach it.

		

		Fuck it - she said to herself, rapping lightly on the sliding door with her knuckles - I might as well get this over with.

		

		Specs slid the door open and she hopped inside. As soon as the door was closed, she started rapidly taking off her clothes.

		

		“What'll it be this morning, boys?” she asked, shucking out of her sweater and then her blouse. She pulled off her bra and undid her jeans. “Would you guys like a blowjob, some pussy, or how about a nice ass-fuck? I've got lube in my purse.”

		

		The three geeks stared at her in disbelief as she got the jeans plus her shoes off, and slipped out of her sheer thong panties. She glared at them, dressed solely in a pair of white sox. “Hurry up, I've got things to do today, okay? Let's get this done.”

		

		This could have been a lot worse, Jenna was thinking as she was riding the two cocks ten minutes later, rolling her hips to give both of the nerds good penetration, hoping to bring them off inside her a little faster. Dweeb could be up my ass instead of Specs, and his dick is a lot bigger. That might hurt, since I'm still a little tender back there from Tyrone's huge dick.

		

		The boys were puffing and panting with lust. Specs squeezed her tits as he powered his cock up her asshole while Dweeb banged her pussy hard from in front. She pumped her hips in time with their thrusts, hoping to get them off right away.

		

		What the fuck? She thought. Jenna eased a finger down onto her clit as she enthusiastically rode them. Dweeb is a dog turd, but he does have a really nice dick…what will it hurt if I get myself a little orgasm out this?

		

		She began to play with her clit in earnest as she double-fucked the rutting geeks. Monk sat on the wheel well box again and jacked his stiff dick, watching.

		

		“Oh, oh, here it comes!” Specs groaned just then, unleashing a big glob of jism up her butt.

		

		Jenna stroked her clit harder and worked her pussy frantically against Dweeb's fat dick. He gasped as he felt her pussy grab at him as Jenna experienced a pleasant little mini-orgasm atop his rutting prick.

		

		“I'm comin' too!” he gasped, going off inside her.

		

		Mmmmmm! So am I, for a change, Jenna thought triumphantly, closing her eyes as she came - so that seeing his ugly face underneath her as he spewed his semen up into her - wouldn't detract from her orgasm.

		

		“Oh, man, what a great fuck you are, Jenna!” Specs sighed, pulling his cock out of her anus.

		

		“That's for damned sure,” Dweeb agreed, easing his out of her pussy.

		

		Monk handed her a towel and she slapped it against her lower body to catch the pearly cock cream oozing out of both her holes. She looked over at him expectantly. “Well, Monkeyface, what'll it be for you this morning?”

		

		“Suck me off, you dumb bitch!” he growled at her angrily, clearly not liking being called “Monkeyface” a bit.

		

		With a little sigh of resignation, Jenna got onto her hands and knees and came over to where he sat. Without hesitation, she sucked his hard five-inch cock into her mouth and began to bob her head up and down on it. Her tongue was all over him, polishing and licking, trying to make him spurt in record time.

		

		He did. It wasn't even a full minute before Monk gasped, threw his head back and unloaded in her mouth.

		

		Jenna swallowed the acrid goo without a sound. Monk's smallish nuts never ceased to amaze her with the volume of come they put out, but she was used to that by now. She licked and sucked and swallowed until there wasn't any more semen to get, and then released his soft cock from her lips.

		

		“We'll e-mail you about tomorrow,” Dweeb told her as she began to pull her clothes back on.

		

		“Yeah, well, Piper's staying over at my house again this weekend and my folks are going to be around more than usual, too, so we'll have to work around that,” Jenna told him.

		

		“We don't give a rat's ass about that shit,” Monk growled in a threatening tone, putting his cock away. “We'll still want pussy from you, bitch.”

		

		“You'll get it,” Jenna assured him, getting back into her sweater and reaching for the door handle. She looked over at Specs “Is anyone coming?”

		

		Specs pushed the curtain aside that blocked off the back of the van from passersby's view. He peered over the front seats and said, “Nah, the coast is clear, Jenna.”

		

		She nodded, grabbed her backpack, and jumped out.

		

		****

		

		“Take a peek at this, babe,” Tyrone said proudly, handing Jenna the mailer to examine.

		

		She grinned happily. It looked exactly like the original mailer from her mom's civic improvement group, except this one announced that the club had raised just over a hundred and ten-thousand dollars via their recent raffle and that the lucky prize winners had now been announced. The top prize winners had been awarded a weekend in Lake Tahoe at Harrah's Casino and Resort. The second place winners had enjoyed a trip to Disneyland in Anaheim. And the mailer went on to say that a half a dozen gift certificates - good for three-hundred dollars in dinner and gaming credit at Bridlesgate Falls Casino on this coming Sunday evening only, from five until nine - had been awarded as well.

		

		Inside the envelop was an embossed, very authentic looking announcement which proclaimed that Dr. and Mrs. Arthur Dinsmore had won a night of dinner and gaming, with a three-hundred dollar limit, for this Sunday evening, redeemable between the hours of five o'clock to nine. Jenna looked at the two documents and then up at Tyrone.

		

		“This is fucking perfect!” she said, beaming at him. “Now all I have to do is pick up three, three-hundred dollar gift certificates out at the casino and put them inside these mailers and we're off to the races!”

		

		“You want some company when you cruise out to see our Native American bros this evenin'?” Tyrone asked.

		

		Jenna's heart raced a little. She looked at the handsome, but dangerous-looking boy and asked warily, “What did you have in mind?”

		

		“Oh, I don't know,” he grinned back, a devilish gleam in his dark eyes. He leaned nearer and whispered, “Maybe a little side stop, to take in the scenery out there in the boonies…maybe a nice little blowjob or something like that?”

		

		Jenna looked around to make sure no one was paying them any special attention, and then whispered back, “Sure, you know the deal Piper and I made with you: you get ass, pussy, or head whenever you want it, from either of us, for the rest of the year, in return for your help.”

		

		“Thaaas what I like to hear!” he laughed softly. “I'll meet you somewhere at six or so and we'll take off for the casino, okay?”

		

		Jenna nodded, thinking about where they could hook up without anyone seeing them. She still had Tom to think about. She didn't want any jealous locker room brawls to develop over her being seen riding around town with Tyrone.

		

		“How about I meet you in the back part of Gerard's restaurant lot at six?” she asked. “I noticed that it's way dark back there the other night when we had dinner there.

		

		“Six it is, baby,” he said with a wink. “Six for sex: I like that!”

		

		****

		

		“You're sure you don't want me to go along?” Piper asked as Jenna dropped her off in front of her house after school.

		

		“No, I think I can handle a simple blowjob by myself,” Jenna told her with a wry smile. “Besides, you've got a busy night ahead of you already, what with having my daddy to fuck later, after the game.'

		

		Piper looked away briefly, muttering, “I thought you said you were okay with that!”

		

		Jenna relented, reaching over and patting her girlfriend's hand where it rested on the ‘Stang's passenger-side window. “I am, but it still seems weird, thinking of you and Daddy…you know…doing it together!”

		

		Piper, ever the practical girl, just shrugged, leaned over and got her backpack out of the rear seat of the open car. “See you at the game,” she said.

		

		The trip out to the casino was quick. She had called her mom earlier in the afternoon and made up a story about the girls meeting for burgers at Rollie's before the game tonight, and her mom had bought it, no questions asked. Jenna had her cheer outfit in the trunk, so all she had to do was get the gift certificates, suck off Tyrone, and then stop and get a burger on the way to the game. Tyrone had promised to shove the phony award mailers, containing the gift certificates, in the proper mailboxes come morning.

		

		Jenna couldn't gamble, because she was eighteen, not twenty-one, but the people at the casino were still more than happy to take her nearly a thousand dollars in cash and sell her the three gift certificates. She shoved them in her purse and she and Tyrone went back outside and hopped in the ‘Stang.

		

		“Nice night, ain't it?” Tyrone said as Jenna blazed along the windy country road that led back into town from the Indian casino.

		

		The top was down and the evening was just right. It would be cold before morning - fall was truly taking hold now, and all of the trees were sporting yellow, gold, and red leaves - but it was still fairly warm at the moment.

		

		“Yeah, nice night for a blowjob, right?” she answered Tyrone, smiling over at him.

		

		“You bet,” he grinned back. “You got a spot in mind?”

		

		“We're not that far from the Crestwood house,” she said, turning back to watch the road. “We go right by it on the way back to town. Why not be comfortable?”

		

		Tyrone nodded, as if that made good sense to him.

		

		Jenna was doing a super job on Tyrone's huge dick. She was on her knees in the bedroom of the deserted house, with all of her clothes off. She had brought her cheer outfit in from the car and was going to change into it when they got through.

		

		“Oh, baby, are you ever good at this!” he moaned as her tongue swirled around and around his thick hard on, her lips moving up and down, nearly two-thirds of his long prick disappearing up into her mouth as she sucked. “Tom be a lucky man.”

		

		She tickled his big balls with her manicured nails, watching his nuts move closer together. It wouldn't be long now.

		

		It's kind of amazing, when I think about it, she realized as she gave her black lover the exquisite blowjob. Just a couple of weeks ago, I'd never done one of these in my life. I never used to let guys come in my mouth. Now, I'm like a super-blowjob slut or something!

		

		“Oh, babe, you'd best get ready!” Tyrone sighed, his nuts clenching tighter together. “That little mouth of yours feels so fuckin' fine around my big dick!”

		

		Jenna slurped noisily, increasing her suction just a little and moving her tongue even faster around his hard flesh-pole. Tyrone groaned and his cock jerked sharply between her lips.

		

		“Ullllllllmmmmphhhh!” Jenna gurgled as her mouth filled instantly with come.

		

		She swallowed it. Tyrone gasped and his huge dick deposited another whopper of a mouthful, and she gulped it down once more.

		

		Not bad, she thought, it's not quite as bland as Tom's, but its light-years better than any of the geeks' jizz!

		

		“Oh, fuck, what a sweet cocksucker you are, Jen!” Tyrone blurted, his cock blowing out the biggest wad yet. “You one hot bitch, babe, and that's the truth!”

		

		Jenna smiled and swallowed. She kept on licking at his sensitive cock head, and moving her head up and down, milking his come into her mouth eagerly. She had to admit, she was proud of her newfound cocksucking skills, and hearing a real hottie like Tyrone call her a ‘hot bitch' really turned her on and got her own juices flowing!

		

		“You think we got time for this?” Tyrone said doubtfully as he set the head of his once more stiff cock against Jenna's pussy lips.

		

		She was flat on her back in the middle of the bedroom carpet and he was kneeling between her legs. Sucking him off had gotten her pussy as wet as could be and she really felt like she needed a good, hard, straightforward fuck about now!

		

		“Just jam that big fucker into me and give it to me hard and deep, baby!” Jenna hissed up at him, pushing her super-slick lips against he hard knob. “I'll drive a little faster going back into town.”

		

		“Damn,” Tyrone said as he shoved it into her, “you do that and we'll be flyin', not drivin', babe!”

		

		Jenna didn't give a damn about that right at the minute. Tyrone's massive cock felt wonderful deep inside her. She wrapped her long legs around his hunching ass and held on tight, whispering in his ear, “Fuckmefuckmefuckme, fuck me hard with that big thing!

		

		Tyrone did.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		“I hope I play good tonight,” Tyrone said as she let him off in front of the gym, in the shadows. “I didn't have time to eat before the game…since we got so busy out at the house, and you sucked and fucked just about every drop of jizz out of my big nuts, babe! I feel downright weak!”

		

		She laughed and turned his own statement around on him - from the first time they'd fucked and he'd taken her up the ass - as she put the ‘Stang into first gear, “I didn't hear you complaining before!”

		

		Roaring away in a cloud of dust from the gravel parking lot, she found a spot not too far back in the rows of cars, parked, and jumped out. She locked her backpack with the all-important mailers and gift certificates in her trunk and started running for the football field, dressed in her cheerleading outfit.

		

		She looked at her watch as she ran. Sixteen minutes to game time - that was cutting it pretty close!

		

		“Did everything go okay?” Piper asked as they got lined up for the first cheer and the team prepared to take the field.

		

		“Super,” Jenna said with a knowing smile, “it went just perfect, trust me! I've got to give Tyrone a ride back to his car after the game, because we were running a little tight on time, but other than that, it went great.”

		

		The music thundered out over the field as the band marched, playing the Las Cruces Tornadoes' fight song, and the team ran out onto the field. Jenna shook her pom-poms, smiled broadly, and started to move her hips and shake her big tits as the crowd erupted into cheers.

		

		She saw her mom and dad sitting in their usual spot in the stands and gave them a special little grin as she spun on her heels and shook her bootie in time with the rest of her girls. The end of the routine called for a leaping, scissoring kick, and Jenna really got up there, high in the air, tonight!

		

		She felt great. She felt like she was Jenna Kincaid once more, and that she was going to win!

		

		After the game, which Las Cruces won by thirteen points, Tom stopped her on the way into the gym. He was smiling. He'd thrown two touchdowns tonight, one to Tyrone, and run for an additional one.

		

		“Rollie's, after we get showered and changed?” he asked hopefully.

		

		Jenna felt a little thrill race through her heart. He was so cute! And he'd played great tonight.

		

		“Okay,” she said, leaning into him so that he could take her in his arms and kiss her, “but would it be okay if we just did what we did last week…you know…with my mouth?”

		

		His eye widened and she hastened to explain, “Piper's coming over to spend the night tomorrow and I sort of promised that I'd get home early so that I could get up tomorrow and help mom clean the house, okay?”

		

		“Uh, sure,” Tom smiled, apparently not at all disappointed at the prospect of another super blowjob from his best girl, “I understand.”

		

		“Good,” she said, kissing him on the lips quickly, not wanting any tongue action just yet, in case there were still traces of Tyrone's spunk in her mouth. She had some toothpaste in her locker.

		

		****

		

		“Fuck, oh, fuck, Jenna!” Tom gasped. “You're so damned good at this all of a sudden!”

		

		Jenna almost choked on his cock when he said that - thinking of all the practice she'd had recently! She managed to keep sucking, never missing a lick.

		

		Tom was a good boyfriend, as boyfriends went, and she was determined to please him tonight. She was more determined than usual, actually, since she was feeling a little guilty for sucking off Tyrone earlier and then fucking him.

		

		“Have you got a lot for me tonight,” she asked in her sexiest voice, taking a break for a moment, staring up at him from his lap. “Do you want to come in my mouth, Tommy, darling?”

		

		Tom moaned and his whole body convulsed. She smiled and licked all around his cock head again, and then whispered, “Because I want it, sweetie. I want to swallow every drop for you!”

		

		With that, she plunged her mouth back down over his prick and began to it suck again, her tongue going crazy on him once more. Tom gasped and bucked his hips up off the seat.

		

		“Jesus, Jenna, when did you get so fucking sexy, babe - what's happened to you?” He murmured in obvious ecstasy.

		

		Jenna didn't bother to answer. She knew exactly what Tom wanted and she was going to give it to him.

		

		This is, like, so easy, she thought twirling her tongue around and around his cock head while she sucked. After blowing the three dorks and yummy Tyrone so many times, sucking my Tommy's sweet cock is such a pleasure!

		

		“Jenna…honey…” Tom whispered in a hesitant, breathy, voice, and she knew he was about to come.

		

		Such a polite, sweet boy! Jenna thought. He knows I'm going to suck him off and swallow it for him, but he still warns me when it's coming. What a gentleman!

		

		“Jen, oh, God…Jen,” Tom moaned, his cock lurching in her mouth, under her teasing tongue. “I'm…Ohhhhhhhh! Oh, fuck!”

		

		The first spurt was so big that it filled her mouth completely, reminding her of earlier in the evening, with Tyrone. Jenna gulped it down, reveling in the taste. Tom's spunk was so nice to swallow…so bland and smooth. It was almost sweet, compared to other loads she'd downed of late. Tyrone's wasn't bad - but Tom's was wonderful!

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm!” she murmured, letting him know that she didn't mind swallowing it a bit.

		

		Tom groaned loudly and sent four more jets of jizz deep into her throat before he was done. She took them all easily, and lapped at his cock head until his balls were completely drained. Licking the last little dribble off his dick, she downed it and straightened up in the seat, reaching for her discarded bra on the seat beside her.

		

		“Did my baby enjoy that?” she said, smiling at him and then running her tongue over her front teeth and then her lips, to get the film of semen that had covered them. “Oooh, so much come for me tonight - you really gave me a tummy full!”

		

		Tom sighed. “You're fucking incredible! I can't believe that's only your second blowjob and you're so good at it already!”

		

		Jenna's smile faded and she twisted nervously in her seat, avoiding his eyes. “It's not rocket science, Tommy. All a girl has to do is suck and swallow.”

		

		“Yeah, then why do you do it so much better than anyone else?” he asked teasingly, his face morphing into a goofy, very satisfied-looking smile.

		

		“Maybe I just want to please my guy,” Jenna said, smiling back as she fastened the bra behind her back and picked up her blouse from the seat, “did you ever think of that?”

		

		“Well, he's pretty damned pleased,” Tom said, taking her in his arms and giving her an unexpected kiss.

		

		Boy, he must really go for me! Jenna thought as his tongue shot into her mouth. ‘Cause I can still taste his spunk as plain as anything in my mouth.

		

		She caressed his hair, kissing him back. She thought to herself, It's sort of too bad I've still got a big reservoir of Tyrone's jizz up inside me, or I'd go ahead and let Tom fuck me. It's not like I have anywhere I need to be tonight. But I don't dare take the chance. If he felt all of that slick, gooey spunk around his cock, he'd know he was getting sloppy seconds, and then where would I be?

		

		****

		

		They were back in town in thirty minutes, and Jenna was kissing Tom good-night and getting into the ‘Stang. She was actually sorry to see him drive off, because she was now on her own again.

		

		I will not fucking drive over there! She lectured herself as she started the engine. I just will not - that would be too fucking weird, even for me!

		

		She rolled out of Rollie's driveway and turned left, away from the direction of the Casa Del Oro motel, where her father was probably fucking Piper's brains out at that moment. She cruised Main once, and then drifted over onto Elm and soon found herself just a block down from the old motel.

		

		“I'll just drive by once, to see what car he took tonight,” Jenna muttered aloud.

		

		She knew he hadn't taken the Viper. Parking that thing out in front of the motel would be like erecting a neon sign saying: “Darryl Kincaid is in here, fucking someone other that his wife!”

		

		Sure enough, one of her dad's work pickups, one without “Kincaid Construction” painted on the door, was parked in the same spot where Bill Cousins' black Caddie had been parked last week. Jenna sighed. It was a huge sigh, because she realized in that instant what a true, incredible perv she had let herself become!

		

		In seconds, her car was parked back across the street, behind the deserted gas station, in the shadows, and she was getting out of it, slinking stealthily across the empty street. She made her way down the side of the old motel room, wondering if the window would be open again.

		

		It was. Piper was on her back, naked, and Jenna's daddy was pounding his cock down into her pussy, her shapely little legs pointed straight up at the ceiling. Those legs were waving about as he nailed her over and over again, his muscular hips pumping hard.

		

		Jeez, mom wasn't lying to Piper - he does have a big one! Jenna thought as she watched her girlfriend getting it hard and deep from her dad. And from the way Piper's moaning and gasping for breath, like she's about to come, I'd say he's pretty good with it, too.

		

		Piper screamed just then, wailing that she was, indeed, coming. Darryl Kincaid smiled with satisfaction, riding the girl through what looked like a massive orgasm.

		

		When Piper was done coming, he eased his big cock out of her snug pussy and sat back. Piper seemed to know exactly what he wanted. She got up onto her hands and knees and turned around to face him, her head directly over his gleaming-with-pussy-juice-and-girl-come cock. She slipped it into her mouth and began to bob her head.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, yeah, here it is, honey!” Jenna heard her dad groan after less than a minute of Piper's sucking.

		

		Jenna watched as Piper started to swallow come. She shook her head, thinking, Daddy must not be getting much from Mom, lately. He's sure giving my poor little Piper a tummy full!

		

		She turned and walked back to her car. As she drove toward home, she thought, I guess I'm not a total perv. At least I didn't Jill-off while I watched him fuck her…like I did last week with Bill Cousins. I'm not that far gone yet!

		

		****

		

		The light was on in the kitchen when Jenna unlocked the front door. She locked it again behind her and made her way over to the kitchen.

		

		“Mom, you're still up,” she said as she stuck her head in the doorway.

		

		Her mother was sitting at the kitchen table, dressed in her night gown and robe, drinking a cup of tea. She smiled at her daughter.

		

		“I'm waiting for your daddy to get home,” Claudia Kincaid said. “He's out fucking Piper. I just want to make sure he gets home safely. I worry when he's out late.”

		

		Jenna felt as if she might faint. She stared at her mother, her mouth hanging open, and finally managed to say, “You know?”

		

		“What, that he's out screwing our little friend?” Jenna's mom answered. “Sure, your father and I have very few secrets from one another. That's a big part of why we've been able to stay married all these years.”

		

		Part of Jenna wanted to turn on her heel, dash upstairs to her room, jump in bed, and pull the covers up over her head. But another part of her wanted to know what in the holy fuck was going on with her mom and dad!

		

		She got a cup out of the cupboard and poured herself some tea from the pot sitting on a trivet on the kitchen counter, and came over and sat at the table with her mom. After a long pause, she asked, “What's going on, Mom, between you and Daddy?”

		

		Claudia Kincaid's pretty face colored, but she overcame her obvious embarrassment and said simply, “I'm bisexual, just like you and Piper are, Jenna. I always have been, ever since I can remember.”

		

		She sipped her own tea and then went on. “For me, it seems to run in streaks. Sometimes, I'm only into women, other times, I'm fine with making love to your father whenever he wants, and having other women on the side. At still other times, I'm totally into your dad and not much attracted to other women.”

		

		She put the teacup down and looked away from Jenna as she added, “And, you may as well know, at times in the past, before you were conceived, and when you were still too little to know what was going on, your father and I shared our bed with other women a few times - especially back when we were young and just out of college.”

		

		Jenna's head spun. She couldn't have felt any weirder if her mother had just announced that she was from the planet Krypton and that she had super powers.

		

		Claudia added, “When I'm in one of my all-women, no-men phases, your father hires girls to keep him satisfied, sexually. I don't mind. I think it's only fair. All I ask is that he be discreet about it and that he only sleeps with women who are clean…you know…without sexual diseases.”

		

		She gave Jenna a weak little smile and finished with, “That, and that he tell me who he's seeing and when he's seeing them. I don't think that's an unreasonable request on my part, and neither does your daddy.”

		

		“So he told you that he'd made a…date…with Piper?” Jenna asked incredulously.

		

		“Yes, and I told him I thought that she was a great choice,” her mom answered. “She's young and gorgeous and great in bed - although I didn't tell him about her and me getting together. He wouldn't have cared, but then I'd have had to tell him about Piper and you being lovers as well as best friends, and I didn't know how he'd react to that. Besides, that's your business, and it's not my place to blab to your father about it. If you want to tell him, you can.”

		

		Jenna's head did not stop spinning. If anything, it was spinning even faster.

		

		“How do you think he'd react if I told him about Piper and me, especially now, after he's…you know…fucked her?”

		

		Jenna had never used a word as vulgar as “fuck” in front of her mother before, but then she'd never sat and discussed everyone in the family's, including her own, sex life with her mother before either. Her mom didn't seem particularly shocked by her use of the word.

		

		“That's a good question,” Claudia replied. “I've been thinking about that, and I've wanted to discuss it with you, but I didn't know how to bring it up.”

		

		She gave a short, snorting laugh. “You and I have never been particularly forthcoming with one another, until now.”

		

		Jenna smiled back, feeling relieved to be having this discussion with her mom on the one hand, but still very nervous about it on the other. Because her mom was right - they'd never talked this honestly and directly with each other in all of Jenna's eighteen years!

		

		“I'm leaning toward the idea that all the cats should be let out of their bags,” Claudia said. “I think it might be best to just get everything out in the open. Your dad is very strong. He's adjusted to my little sexual…idiosyncrasies over the years without any problem. If he can deal with that, I think he can handle the fact that his daughter is a lot like her mom when it comes to her choice to have both male and female sexual partners.”

		

		She seemed to think what she'd just said over for a moment and then she blurted, “That is right, isn't it? I've never asked you, but I assume you're fucking that nice Tom boy that you date?”

		

		Jenna giggled. She had never in her life thought that she'd hear her mom ask if she was “fucking” someone!

		

		“Yes, although all he got tonight was a really great blowjob,” she admitted.

		

		Claudia threw back her head and laughed along with her daughter. When she finally regained control she said, “Well, darling, sometimes that's all they need!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		Jenna felt lighter than air the next morning when she awoke. For the first time in what seemed like a month, she'd slept like a baby last night.

		

		The talk with her mom had really cleared the air. She felt good about her new relationship with her mother and, while she was nervous about the idea of bringing her dad up to speed on her and Piper, the more she thought about it, the better it sounded.

		

		She even thought about telling him about her frank discussion with her mom. If he knew that she knew about him hiring other women from time to time for sexual purposes - when her mom just wasn't that into men - then nearly everything would be out on the table between Jenna's mom, her dad, and her.

		

		But I don't think I'll tell him about the geeks, she thought to herself as she rummaged through her purse for her cell phone. He's too much a take-charge kind of guy. He'd want to hire a private detective or some make some other macho move, and then that naked picture of me might still end up all over school. I'm not having that - not after all I've endured to prevent it!

		

		She dialed Tyrone's cell, glancing at the clock as she did so. It was nine in the morning.

		

		“Hey, babe, how you be this fine mornin'?” Tyrone said in his best ghetto drawl.

		

		“I'm well-fucked and well satisfied,” she shot back, smiling, “thanks to this super-hung black stud-boy I know.”

		

		Tyrone laughed long and hard. “That's good to hear. Coincidentally, I'm feelin' the same way.”

		

		“How's our project going?”

		

		“I just dropped off the last mailer,” Tyrone said. “The game is afoot, babe, as my friend, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, used to say in jolly old England.”

		

		“Ooooh, I didn't know you were such a scholar, reading classic literature and all” Jenna kidded him.

		

		“I have a three, point nine grade point average, honey,” Tyrone said in the whitest voice Jenna had ever heard him use. “I'm no dummy. I'm going to college next year, and it's going to be a top school. With football and an academic scholarship, I'm talking a full ride, Jen.”

		

		“What happened to the black gangsta' rap?” Jenna asked, intrigued by this new side to the boy's personality.

		

		“Oh, he come and go, that dude,” Tyrone said, laying on the accent again. “I bring him out as I need him, you know?”

		

		Jenna laughed. “You're too fucking much, Tyrone!”

		

		After the mutual laughter had died away, Tyrone said, “Do you suppose a little pussy might be coming my way today, Jen? I know I just got some last night…but you and Piper are quite the hot pieces of ass. I spent the whole night dreaming of another session with you two honeys.”

		

		Jenna smiled. “I think we might be able to meet you out at the Crestwood house at about three or so today. How would that be?”

		

		“Be cool as a fucking winter breeze with me, babe,” Tyrone answered.

		

		“Piper and I will see you there, unless we get hung up with the geeks. I'm going to have to fuck them sometime today, but I don't know when yet. They're supposed to e-mail me with the time and the place but I haven't heard a peep from them so far.”

		

		“Man, that's a fuckin' drag,” Tyrone sympathized. “Hopefully, this will be the last day for that shit.”

		

		“You said it,” Jenna agreed heartily. “See you this afternoon, studly.”

		

		She hung up and headed in for a quick shower. She was supposed to pick Piper up at ten, and she wanted to get a bite to eat first.

		

		“Where's Daddy?” she asked a half hour later as she came into the kitchen.

		

		Claudia kissed her daughter on the cheek and then replied, “He's sleeping in, poor dear. Apparently our little Piper really wore him out last night. He said she's a terrific fuck - no surprise there, of course.”

		

		Jenna shrugged. It still felt way odd to be discussing her daddy and her best friend's sexual liaison with her mom over breakfast, but it felt kind of good at the same time. It reminded her that everything was out in the open between her and her mom, and that felt really great to Jenna!

		

		She leaned over and took her mother in her arms and hugged her. She whispered, “It feels so nice to have a mom I can be totally honest with.”

		

		Claudia beamed at her daughter and nodded her assent. “It does at that. I'm so glad we had that little talk last night. Are you going to have a similar one with your dad?”

		

		“I think I am,” Jenna said. “I think the sooner we all get everything out in the open between us, the better it will be for all of us - you, me, Daddy, and Piper.”

		

		“What do we have to get out in the open, kitten?” Darryl Kincaid said, shuffling into the kitchen just then, dressed in his pajamas and bathrobe.

		

		Jenna looked over at her mom, who gave her little nod of encouragement. She took a deep breath, went over and kissed her father on his stubbly cheek and said, “I know that you fucked Piper last night, Daddy - for money.”

		

		His jaw dropped open, but she plunged ahead. “We're best friends, Dad. Piper tells me everything. I knew all about her hooker-on-the-weekends gig so that she can pay for college before you propositioned her.”

		

		Darryl opened his mouth to defend himself but she held up a palm to stop him. “I'm just like Mama, Daddy. I like girls as well as boys, sexually. Piper and I are lovers…girlfriends. I'm still with Tom, and we…uh…do stuff together, too. But my main squeeze nowadays is Piper.”

		

		Her father looked dazed, as if she'd just picked up a sturdy kitchen chair and smacked him squarely between the eyes with it. She wanted to get it all out there, so she finished with, “Mama and I had a long talk last night, while you were out balling Piper. She told me all about you two's sexual history, and about how she knows all about the various ho's you hire to keep you happy while she's out chasing pussy.”

		

		He looked over at his wife accusingly. “You told her about all of that?”

		

		Jenna spoke up again. “Mama's got a thing for Piper, too. They're lovers.”

		

		She saw her Dad's incredulous reaction to that statement and rushed to explain, “Not while Piper's with me! That would be gross! We don't all get it on together, if that's what you're thinking. Piper and Mom go off by themselves when they make love, okay?”

		

		Darryl Kincaid staggered over to the kitchen table and plopped down into a chair. He shook his head disbelievingly. “Is there anything else you want to tell me?”

		

		Jenna thought about big, black, cute Tyrone but she decided her dad had been hit with enough revelations for one morning. She just gave him a little smile and shook her head “no”.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, wow - just fucking wow, Jenna,” Piper exclaimed as they drove toward the Kincaid mansion, “I can't believe that you laid all that on your dad this morning!”

		

		“Yeah, well I did,” Jenna said smugly. “He's still kind of digesting it, so don't be surprised if he acts a little…distant around you today.”

		

		“Maybe my staying over tonight isn't such a good idea,” Piper said nervously. “Maybe we should give your folks more time to…you know…adjust to things.”

		

		“Oh, no you don't,” Jenna said, smiling over at her lover. “I risked life and limb by telling my parents that we're together as a couple. Damned if I went through that harrowing experience for nothing. There's no need for us to pretend that you're sleeping in one of the spare bedrooms anymore, babe. You and I are together, all night long in my big bed, and we don't have to worry about my folks catching on, because they already know.”

		

		Piper nodded, still looking dubious, and then gave her a weak little smile in return. Jenna decided that - since this was a day for laying the cards on the table - that now would be a good time to finish doing so.

		

		“Oh, and by the way, we're fucking Tyrone this afternoon at three o'clock, out at the Crestwood house, and I know Mom is looking forward to spending some time with you tonight in her room, too.”

		

		She waited a beat and then added, “And we have to fuck the geeks sometime today as well. I don't know when yet. They were supposed to e-mail me but they haven't been in touch so far.”

		

		Piper just stared at her in amazement for long moments. At last she said in her typical, cheerful Piper voice, “God, but we're two busy little pussies, aren't we?”

		

		Jenna just laughed and nodded that they were, indeed. She turned onto her street and reached up to the visor to hit the button that opened the gates to the upscale community.

		

		****

		

		“Uh-oh, it looks like we're getting a big helping of geek dick today at one,” Jenna said, staring down at the computer.

		

		Piper, who still had a stunned look on her face from her recent experience of greeting Jenna's parents downstairs and straining to seem perfectly okay and normal around them - knowing that they all knew what they knew about each other - turned and looked at Jenna.

		

		“What? Geek dick at one today - is that what you said?” she asked Jenna woodenly.

		

		“Yep, we grease up our pussies and assholes and meet them at that idiot, Spec's, house today at one,” Jenna answered, sounding as chipper as could be.

		

		Piper stared at her. She asked incredulously, “What happened to the girl who cried like a baby the other day because she had to fuck these guys? You look almost happy about it.”

		

		Jenna smiled. “I am happy about it, in a way. Because it's the very last time we'll ever have to do this, if your plan works out the way we think it will. I'll be more than glad to just do it and get it over with, okay?”

		

		“Okay,” Piper agreed.

		

		Lunch had been awkward. Jenna's dad had looked nervous as a cat, sitting at the big dining room table, endeavoring to make small talk with the girl he'd fucked repeatedly the night before, surrounded as he was by his wife and daughter, who both knew all about it.

		

		Claudia had handled it better, but Jenna had detected some nervousness there, too. Only Jenna herself seemed okay with the whole thing. She didn't know why that was, but it was true. It didn't seem to bother her a bit anymore that her daddy had fucked Piper last night, and that he would probably pay to fuck her again in the near future.

		

		She couldn't seem to work up much animosity toward her mom either. She knew that Piper and her mom were no doubt going to be in bed together at some point during this weekend, but it really didn't seem to be that big of a deal to her anymore. Jenna knew that Piper was in love with her, not her mom. And Jenna had no desire whatsoever to fuck her dad - that would be too gross for words - so what did she care if Piper fucked him for pay?

		

		Now, as she and Piper drove toward Spec's house, she mused about how different her pursuits today were from her father's. At one o'clock, just minutes from now, he would be teeing off on the first hole at the country club with his golfing buddies. She, on the other hand, would probably be taking it up the ass from three creeps that she loathed.

		

		Later, as he was on the back nine, she'd be on her back at the Crestwood house, getting nearly a foot of hard, ebony dick pounded into her pussy by Tyrone. When her dad was hoisting one in the bar at the country club, she would probably be busy licking Tyrone's semen out of Piper's pussy.

		

		What was that old saying she'd heard the other day on that old television show from the eighties…different strokes for different folks? That described her parents' and her life just about perfectly.

		

		Smiling wryly at that thought, she turned into the street where Spec's parents lived and pulled up in front of their two- story, colonial-looking home. She looked over at Piper and said, “Last time, babydoll…let's do it!”

		

		****

		

		“So, what's your perverted pleasure today, Monkeyface?” Jenna asked Monk as soon as they were all inside Spec's bedroom and naked.

		

		“I want to fuck that perfect little ass of yours, you smart-mouthed bitch!” he told her, nearly snarling with anger at her for calling him “Monkeyface” again.

		

		“Well, it's all lubed up and ready, so why don't you climb on board?” Jenna answered him blithely, sounding as if she could care less. “You'll have to let me know when you're done, though, since your dick is so small I probably won't be able to feel it.”

		

		“You fucking cunt!” He growled at her. “Get on the floor, on your hands and knees, right now!”

		

		Jenna did as he asked. With no preliminaries at all, he got down behind her and rammed his hard little cock into her bottom. She sighed and began to fuck him, moving her ass back to take his thrusts, glad that it was him and not the much bigger-dicked Dweeb who was taking her back there.

		

		Although even Dweeb isn't hung particularly well, when compared to Tyrone, she thought cattily as the boy puffed and panted and crammed his cock into her, babbling about how hot and tight her asshole was. I wonder if Tyrone will want my ass again today. He's sure got a super cock!

		

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, take it you bitch! Take my hot come right up that pretty butt of yours!” Monk bellowed as she shot his load into her.

		

		Jenna moved her hips back and forth until he was spent. He pulled his softening cock out of her and she looked back over her shoulder at him and flashed him a cruel smile. “Done already, little man? What a pussy-boy you are.”

		

		Piper and the other two boys both laughed at that, and Monk fumed. “You're a rotten bitch, Jenna, why do you always have to put me down like that?”

		

		“Oh, I don't know,” Jenna answered him blithely, “blackmail…ugly, fat face and body…acne up the wazoo…lousy fuck - pick one!”

		

		The laughter from the other three got louder. Monk got to his feet and hurried toward the nearby bathroom, muttering something about washing the smelly Jenna-shit off his dick.

		

		As the bathroom door slammed shut, Dweeb pushed Piper down onto the floor next to Jenna. He leered over at the head cheerleader and said, “I think I'm gonna' give Piper's cute little pussy a try today. I'm tired of fucking you, Jenna.”

		

		Promises, promises, she thought as she watched Dweeb mount up on Piper's pussy and start drilling his bigger-that-average cock in and out of her pink slit with obvious gusto.

		

		Piper sighed and worked her ass up off the carpet, meeting his frenzied strokes with practiced ease. She fucked him expertly but unenthusiastically, as if she were on autopilot.

		

		“How about you, Specs-dork, what do you want today?” Jenna asked the third member of the trio, who was standing a few feet away, absently working his cock up and down in his fist as he watched Dweeb really giving it to Piper.

		

		“Would you suck it for me a little, Jenna?” he asked, much more politely than usual.

		

		She got up onto her knees and came over to him. Taking his already hard dick in her hand, pushing his hand away, she looked up at him and said simply, “Sure, if that's what you'd like.”

		

		He sighed as her lips engulfed him and he began to fuck her sucking mouth gently. Jenna gave him a lot of tongue, hoping he'd go off quickly and that she and Piper could then make a hasty exit.

		

		But Specs was getting better at controlling himself around girls, now that he'd had a lot of experience with Jenna and Piper. He let her blow him for another minute or two, and then eased his hard as a rock dick out of her lips.

		

		“Get back on your hands and knees, Jenna,” he urged her. “I want to fuck that cute little ass of yours, too.”

		

		“Okay,” she agreed with a little sigh of resignation, getting into position.

		

		He was bigger than Monk, but not by a lot. He wasn't nearly as well hung as Dweeb, so Jenna really didn't mind taking him up the ass that much.

		

		He eased it in slowly and she moaned softly, hoping to give him a little extra thrill and get him off faster. Specs began rocking back and forth, pulling his cock nearly out of her tight sheath and then pushing it all the way back in.

		

		Jenna fucked him like a pro, twisting her ass back onto him, her breasts shaking beneath her as he filled her butt again and again. She had to admit, for a blackmailing nerd, he was developing a nice stroke. A thought came to her from out of nowhere and she turned her head to whisper, “Do you want to know what girl likes when she'd getting it up the ass like this?”

		

		Specs looked startled that she'd deigned to talk to him as he fucked her. He stammered, “Uh, yeah, I guess…I mean, yeah, sure!”

		

		“Take your right hand and reach around under my belly,” She told him.

		

		He did as she asked. She gave him an encouraging little smile and said, “Find my clit. It's right at the top of my pussy slit - that little bead of flesh right at top.”

		

		His fingers brushed over it and then came back to settle on it. She smiled again and said, “That's good. Play with it just like that while you fuck me. If you do it right, a girl will come for you with you touching her like that.”

		

		Specs kept drilling her. His eyes grew wide as he toyed with her magic button and he felt Jenna's pussy clench in time with her anal sheath as he fucked it.

		

		“Wow, that feels cool!” he gasped. “Will you come for me, Jenna?”

		

		She grinned, having fun playing “sex-instructor for the clueless” in spite of herself. She whispered, “Maybe.”

		

		Specs slowed down his stroke. He diddled her slick little clit earnestly as he did her and was rewarded with another big pussy and ass clench, in tandem.

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah,” Jenna sighed with pleasure, “that's the way to touch me, that‘s the way to fuck my hot asshole, dude.”

		

		The nerdy boy beamed with pleasure. He redoubled his efforts on her clit and soon had Jenna moaning softly as she swayed her hips back into his suddenly sensual, erotic strokes into her anus.

		

		“Oh, oh, damn, I'm gonna' come!” she gasped, surprised at how good his cock now felt in her butt. “Do it. Shoot it. Come with me, you hot fucker!”

		

		Specs' eyes rolled up into his head and he went completely rigid, burying his cock in Jenna's ass as he went off. “Oh, oh, God, it's so good! I'm comin' so good, and I can feel your asshole grabbing at me!”

		

		Jenna closed her eyes and came. He may have been a geek but this had been a nice fuck, and she was going off really nicely!

		

		Piper gasped at that moment. Jenna opened her eyes and looked over at her friend, who was getting one of Dweeb's huge loads fired into her pussy. Jenna couldn't tell, but it looked as if Piper might be coming too!

		

		“Well, I have to admit, that was a lot better than usual,” Jenna said as they drove away a few minutes later.

		

		“That kid really does have a nice dick,” Piper admitted. “I got really hot, watching you teach that nerd how to ass-fuck a girl properly, and Dweeb's big cock started to feel so nice. And then, all of a sudden, I was coming too!”

		

		Jenna laughed. She said, “Well, I guess that was a nice way to end our little adventure in Geek-land, right?”

		

		Piper grinned back and said, “Yeah, I guess it was. That Specs kid really isn't a bad guy, underneath it all, but Monk and Dweeb are real dicks.”

		

		“That they are,” Jenna agreed, heading out of town toward Walden Estates. “I'm not going to feel a bit bad about fucking them over, are you?”

		

		Piper shook her head. She told Jenna, “The harder the better, as far as I'm concerned.”

		

		****

		

		They arrived at the deserted house on Crestwood a half an hour early. Jenna had slipped some towels and a bar of soap out of the house and hidden them in the trunk of her Mustang before they'd left to “entertain” the nerds. She got them out when the ‘Stang was safely hidden in the garage and she and Piper took a shower together in the master bathroom, carefully washing the geek-come out of each other's pussies and assholes.

		

		As they dried off, Jenna told her girlfriend, “Why bother getting dressed? Tyrone's just going to strip us again, so that he can fuck us.”

		

		“True,” Piper said. She got her cell out of her purse and looked at the time.

		

		“He should be here any minute now, too.”

		

		Almost before she'd finished speaking, they heard the sound of Tyrone's throaty exhaust pipe. Jenna grinned and ran into the kitchen. She opened the door out into the garage and leaned around the door jamb to reach the button that made the door slide open and closed.

		

		The door went up and Tyrone drove right in next to Jenna's Mustang. They closed the door again and stepped out into the garage, naked, to help him unload the bedroom gear.

		

		“Damn, you two must be anxious as hell for some big black dick today!” he said, seeing the two buck-naked girls step down into the garage.

		

		“You know it, baby!” Jenna said, grinning. “Let's get that mattress blown up and the sleeping bag thrown on top of it. I'm dying for a good fuck!”

		

		****

		

		“I got to have a little of this, baby!” Tyrone whispered, so excited by watching Jenna and Piper sixty-nine each other than his normally deep baritone sounded high and tight as he spoke.

		

		Jenna was on top, and she felt the boy's big finger nudge a glob of Astroglide up her ass as she ate Piper's sweet little pussy. She moaned but didn't try to pull away.

		

		After all, the deal had been that he got both of them whenever he wanted them; however he wanted to get his nuts off in them. And she knew she could take Tyrone's huge cock up her butt all right; she'd done it before.

		

		She flashed back to how nice the nerd boy's cock had felt up her bottom this afternoon, when she'd taught him how to play with a girl's clit. Tyrone wouldn't have to worry about little niceties like that - Piper's tongue was all over Jenna's clit at the moment, doing a much better job on it than any boy's finger could ever do.

		

		She still couldn't help emitting a small whimper when his massive knob pushed its way past her protesting sphincter muscles and popped inside her ass. He pressed forward, slowly and gently, pushing inch after inch of hard, hot cock meat deep into her back hole.

		

		“There, you got it all, sweetie!” Tyrone said proudly when he was all the way inside her. “How's that feel?”

		

		Raising her lips momentarily from Piper's sweet little slit, Jenna and managed to croak, “Like I've got a fucking baseball bat shoved up my butt! Go slow until I get used to it, okay?”

		

		Tyrone laughed softly and answered, “You got it, babe - slow and easy it is.”

		

		He proved to be a man of his word. He fucked Jenna's ass carefully, going slow and not ramming himself into her.

		

		After a few minutes of the gentle friction, Jenna felt her whole body heating up. Piper had her pussy on fire, and Tyrone's dick was creating a sensual, massage-like penetration of her anal sheath that soon had it pulsing right along with her pussy's involuntary clenches.

		

		She raised her head up for a second once more and moaned, “Oh, God, it's starting to feel so good! Fuck me, Tyrone. Bang that big cock of yours up my ass!”

		

		He chuckled and picked up the pace. Jenna sighed and licked Piper's twat like a crazy girl. Her body was shivering with passion by now, and the boy's huge cock was starting to feel like pure heaven in her super-heated anal passage.

		

		Tyrone began to really give it to her. Jenna mewled in rising ecstasy as he reamed out her needy asshole while Piper batted her clit with her talented tongue.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh!” she moaned loudly, pulling her mouth off Piper's quim for a moment. “I'm gonna' come! That big dick of yours is getting me off so good, Tyrone!”

		

		He seemed to throw his hips into overdrive, powering his cock in and out of her like a piston in a cylinder. Jenna burbled happily into Piper's juicy folds and licked for all she was worth.

		

		Piper screamed up into Jenna's cunt and dug her nails into Jenna's ass cheeks while Tyrone ravaged her anus. A big splash of girl-come hit Jenna in the face and she moaned and pushed her lips down tighter on Piper's spasming pussy, seeking more of the sweet nectar as her girlfriend came and came.

		

		“Unngghhhhhhhhhhh!” Tyrone wailed, banging away hard.

		

		Jenna thought he was coming in her ass but he wasn't. He continued to hammer into her, the bellow being more of a war cry.

		

		It didn't matter to Jenna. She shook like a fever victim and came like mad. She kept her mouth clamped tight over Piper's pussy and licked it continually as her own pussy went off on Piper's lips and tongue, raining girl-jizz down onto lover's face.

		

		Tyrone pumped his hips in and out until Jenna raised her head and sighed, “Oh, I'm done, baby. I came so great on your super-cock! How about you, aren't you going to come?”

		

		Slowly, he eased his cock out of her sated ass. He pushed her gently off to one side and turned that gasping-for-breath Piper around on the mattress.

		

		He reached down and took a trim calf in each of his big hands and placed them atop his shoulders. Then he got the sex gel and shot a big wad of it into Piper's ass, which was quickly followed by his greasy cock.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, fuck, what a big one!” Piper groaned as he took her.

		

		“Got to try a little of your sweet ass too, babe,” He grunted as he bottomed out in her. “Got to be an equal opportunity fucker, you know?”

		

		Piper managed an impish grin and a tiny laugh as he began to fuck her in the bottom. Her smile soon faded as Tyrone's monster cock picked up speed.

		

		Jenna moved in close to Piper's juice-smeared face. She stared down at her girl and smiled reassuringly.

		

		“You look so hot, taking that huge prick in that tiny little ass of yours!” she whispered excitedly to Piper.

		

		“Yeah,” Piper smiled up at her, “you looked pretty hot yourself, coming like a crazy girl with him in your cute little bottom.”

		

		“Come for us,” Jenna urged her, leaning down.

		

		She kissed Piper and slipped her tongue down into the girl's mouth, tasting herself all over Piper's tongue and lips. As the pair frenched each other, Jenna reached out with her right hand and began to tickle Piper's swollen little clit bead.

		

		“Ummmmmm!” the dark-haired girl moaned, her pussy opening and closing as Jenna teased her.

		

		“Damn, you bitches are something else!” Tyrone panted, watching them kiss and cuddle while he fucked Piper's tight hole. “Gonna' come soon - gonna' come right up your hot little asshole, Piper, baby!”

		

		Jenna tweaked her lover's clit and Piper groaned loudly and shivered as a huge twinge of pre-come pleasure seized her. She sucked harder on Jenna's tongue and twisted her ass as best she could against Tyrone's driving dick.

		

		She's there, Jenna realized, my baby's gonna' come!

		

		She squeezed Piper's sensitive bead of flesh lightly between her juicy fingers and the girl gasped. Jenna pulled her mouth free and whispered urgently, “Come, sweetie, come for us, okay?”

		

		“Oh, God, oh God, yes - it's happening!” Piper screamed, a tiny gush of girl come oozing out of her pussy slit and onto Jenna's teasing fingers.

		

		Tyrone roared out his pleasure, his head thrown back in pure bliss. Jenna glanced down Piper's quivering, orgasming body and saw big gouts of cock cream backing up out of the girl's anus as Tyrone fucked it.

		

		When he was almost done, he pulled his cock out and jacked it twice, his dick sending a big spatter of jism onto Piper's heaving belly. He shot once more, and then sighed and let go of his cock.

		

		“Damn but that was a sweet one,” he panted. “You girls just about fucked my lights out!”

		

		Jenna smiled at him and leaned over Piper's semen-laden stomach. She sucked the white goo into her mouth, using her tongue to help round it up. Still smiling at him, she turned and leaned back over Piper's mouth and kissed her, letting some of the spunk slip down into the dark-haired girl's mouth.

		

		“Holy fuck, what a pair of hot bitches you two are!” Tyrone murmured, watching their antics.

		

		Straightening back up, Jenna smiled at him again and licked all of the smeared come off her lips and swallowed it as he stared at her. Piper lapped her own lips clean and swallowed as well. She grinned up at Tyrone and said, “Thanks a lot, baby. That hit the spot. A girl's got to keep her strength up, and semen is, like, a hundred percent protein, you know?”

		

		He laughed and shook his head, “That's my kind of science lesson, girl - you now my favorite teacher, you and your hot blonde friend here!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

		“So when are we gonna' meet up with you?” Dweeb demanded.

		

		“I don't know,” Jenna said into her cell, smiling at Piper as she spoke. “Piper stayed the night, and my folks are taking us to some kind of thing out at the country club pretty soon. I don't know when we'll be back, but I'll try to swing by and deliver the pussy sometime late this afternoon or this evening.”

		

		“Yeah, that would work,” Dweeb said. “My folks got some kind of gift deal in the mail yesterday. Apparently my mom won some kind of raffle that she doesn't even remember buying a ticket for, so she and the old man are gonna' be out at the Indian casino, eating a fancy dinner and gambling until late. So the coast should be clear at my house.”

		

		“Okay, that should work,” Jenna grinned happily, giving Piper a thumbs-up signal.

		

		“You'll probably have to stop by Monk's and Specs' places, too,” Dweeb said. “It's weird, but their folks won the same raffle, so they're all hooking up out there at the casino at five or so.”

		

		“That'll work out okay,” Jenna said, trying to keep the excitement out of her voice. “Piper will be with me, so we can stop by at all three places and uh…you know…deliver the goods? And then, when we're done, I can drop her off at her folks' place. We'll be like Santa on Christmas Eve.”

		

		“More like Santa's Pussy Elves!” Dweeb laughed, “But me and the boys aren't complaining, believe me - I'll see you tonight, Jenna.”

		

		Still chucking, he hung up. Jenna smiled at Piper. “We're on. Let's call Tyrone!”

		

		****

		

		Jenna hadn't been entirely lying about the country club having some kind of function today. Her mom and dad were going to it, but she and Piper weren't. They told the Kincaids that they were going to lie around the pool and listen to music but of course, they didn't.

		

		As soon as Jenna's parents took off for the club, Jenna went into her dad's home office and lifted his spare key to the front door of the construction company he owned. Then they drove over there and Jenna let herself in the front door and got the key to one of the pickups that had no signage on the doors, like the one that Darryl Kincaid had driven to the motel on Friday night, when he'd fucked Piper.

		

		After she'd locked up again, she let Piper drive the ‘Stang, and she followed in the truck. They met up with Tyrone in the parking lot out in front of Cousin's Grocery at four-thirty.

		

		“Okay, have we got everything?” Jenna asked nervously, glancing around the lot.

		

		“Right here, babe,” Tyrone assured her, reaching into his ride and showing her a black satchel-style leather bag, “duct tape and tools. We ready to roll.”

		

		“All right, you take Specs place, and Piper's gonna' take my ‘Stang and watch Dweeb's house. I'll take the truck and keep an eye on the Monkman's folks. Remember, keep your cells on and call as soon as they split, and then we'll all meet at Gerard's, in the back of the lot. It'll be good and dark back there in an hour or so.”

		

		She looked over at Piper and said, “Be sure to park somewhere where you can see their garage but where Dweeb won't see the ‘Stang, in case he's watching when his parents take off for the casino. There's only one car like this one in town, and we don't want him wondering what I'm doing parked in his neighborhood so early.”

		

		****

		

		Jenna called Piper. She whispered excitedly into the cell, “They're leaving now. The Monk man's parents are on their way to the casino, all dressed up for a big night of partying. They just passed me, so I'm headed for Gerard's right now. Call Ty and tell him.”

		

		She had just pulled into the very back of Gerard's Restaurant's parking lot when the phone rang. Tyrone's deep voice said, “We on, babe, that ugly fucker, Specs', ugly parents just mounted up for the casino. I'm headed to your location right now, Jen. Call Piper and let her know.”

		

		Tyrone pulled in a few minutes later. Jenna had just gotten off the phone with Piper, who had said there was nothing going on at Dweeb's house so far. After he'd stashed the ghetto-mobile at the back of the lot, next to where Jenna was parked, he got into the truck cab. He put the satchel between his feet.

		

		“Two down, one to go,” Jenna said with a tight little smile. She studied his outfit and said, “You look all commando-like tonight, sweetie.”

		

		“I be the black Rambo, babe,” he grinned at her. “These rat-fuckin' little shit-weasels never gonna' know what hit ‘em when we go into Black Ops mode, just you wait and see.”

		

		She gave him a fist-bump. He had on black Converse athletic shoes, black sweatpants, a black tee shirt, and a black fleece hoodie sweatshirt.

		

		The phone lying on the truck's dash began to ring. Jenna pounced on it.

		

		“They're leaving!” Piper whispered. “They just passed me. By the way, it's no wonder that Dweeb is such an ugly fucker. His mom's face could stop a clock from across the street, and his dad looks like the butler on that old Adams Family television show we watched together that time.”

		

		“Some people shouldn't be allowed to reproduce,” Jenna said. “Now get your sweet ass over here, babe. We're ready to roll!”

		

		“Hey, Dweeb, I'm just outside the front door, check it out!” Jenna whispered sexily into her cell phone.

		

		She was wearing pretty much the same sort of outfit as Tyrone this evening. When she shoved the cell phone into her sweatshirt pocket, she reached down and lifted her tee shirt up over her big breasts, pulling her bra cups up along with it, baring her nipples.

		

		It was nearly dark out by now, and the porch light wasn't on, so she was pretty sure that none of the neighbors would see her, should they glance out a window. She held her naked tits up to the glass peephole in the front door.

		

		In seconds, the door whipped open and Dweeb stood staring at her bare knockers, a huge grin on his face. “Now that's what I'm talkin' about! Come on in, cutie!”

		

		“Yeah, well this be what I'm talkin' about, asshole,” Tyrone said, stepping out from where he'd been hiding, with his body pressed back against the bricks of the house, right next to the doorway.

		

		He moved Jenna aside and threw a right cross that hit Dweeb dead in the middle of his face and lifted him off his feet as his skinny body was launched backward into the living room. The surprised nerd moaned and pressed his palm over his nose as he lay on his back on the rug.

		

		“My nose…I tink you broke my nodes!” he moaned, blood leaking out from beneath his hand.

		

		“Probably did, pussy-boy,” Tyrone said, reaching down and grabbing him by the other sleeve and jerking him to his feet.

		

		He looked over at Jenna, who had just closed the door and was busily tucking her tits back into her bra and lowering her shirt. He asked her, “Which way do we go, babe?”

		

		“Through here,” Jenna said, leading the way through the living room.

		

		Tyrone turned the smaller boy around and grabbed him by the belt and frog-walked Dweeb along behind Jenna, the boy's hand still pressed against his ruined nose. As soon they reached Dweeb's room, Jenna took the satchel from Tyrone and unzipped it, finding the duct tape.

		

		Together, they taped Dweeb's hands behind his back. While Tyrone went over and got a tissue from a box on Dweeb's desk, Jenna went down on her knees and taped the boy's ankles together.

		

		Tyrone tore the tissue in half, wadded it up, and shoved a half up each nostril. He then lowered the helpless nerd onto the edge of his bed.

		

		“That'll quit bleedin' pretty soon,” Tyrone told him, taking the satchel back from Jenna. “I had two broken noses so far, so I know all about that shit.”

		

		Dweeb looked as if he might burst out crying. He sat on the bed and looked up at Jenna. “What's this all about? Why is he here? What do you want, you cunt?”

		

		Tyrone casually backhanded him across the face, pitching him over onto his side on the bed, “Shut the fuck up, asshole. And don't be callin' my friend Jenna no cunt or I'll kick you in those tiny nuts of yours so hard you'll never be able to get a stiffy again, understand?”

		

		Dweeb moaned but didn't reply. Tyrone reached down punched him hard, burying his fist in the boy's soft gut.

		

		“I asked if you understood,” he said in a soft voice. “Well, do ‘ya?”

		

		The scared geek nodded, desperately sucking in air. Tyrone turned back to his work, opening the bag and laying out tools next to the computer terminal.

		

		“I'll get the van and Piper, and we'll start searching, okay?” she asked Tyrone.

		

		“Yeah, you do that,” he replied, picking up a screwdriver. “I'll pop the hard drives on this turd's laptop and PC and collect his flash drives.”

		

		“What - what do you mean, ‘searching'? What about my hard drives?” Dweeb protested.

		

		Tyrone had the computer open in seconds. He turned and told Dweeb, “Shut the fuck up or say goodbye to your nuts, understand?”

		

		Ten minutes later, the room in a shambles from Jenna and Piper's thorough search, Tyrone was dragging Dweeb across the living room carpet, toward the kitchen, by his collar. The boy's hands and feet were still duct taped together.

		

		Jenna had backed Dweeb's Star Trek van into the garage. Jenna opened sliding side door and Tyrone unceremoniously picked the van's owner up and tossed him inside like a sack of potatoes.

		

		“Hey, that hurt!” Dweeb moaned, face down on the carpet.

		

		Tyrone pulled the boy's cell phone out of his jeans pocket and smiled. He gave it to Piper and the three of them got into the van, with Tyrone driving.

		

		They left the nondescript pickup belonging to Kincaid Construction parked down the street from Dweeb's house and drove quickly over to Specs' place. After making sure that he could now breathe through his swollen nose, they securely taped Dweeb's mouth shut with a hunk of duct tape and left him taped up in the truck.

		

		The trio made their way up to the front door. Once there, Jenna phoned Specs and then did her trick with her shirt again, baring her tits to the peephole.

		

		“Don't hit this one, okay?” Jenna asked Tyrone just before the door opened. “He's a blackmailing jerk, but he's not nearly as big a blackmailing jerk as his two pals are.”

		

		“Whatever,” Tyrone replied, stepping past her as the door opened.

		

		He grabbed Specs by the throat and forced him back into the room. Jenna and Piper came in behind him and closed the door.

		

		“What's happening?” Specs demanded as he sat on his bed, his arms taped behind him and his ankles taped together.

		

		“Just shut the fuck up and nothing bad will happen to you,” Tyrone advised him as he pulled the hard drive out of Specs' PC.

		

		Jenna looked up from her search, showing Tyrone a handful of flash drives she'd found. He nodded and she went back to it, Piper already inside the closet, going through jacket pockets, shoe boxes, and drawers carefully.

		

		After they finished scouring the bedroom, Jenna went outside and backed the van into the garage. She opened the side door and closed the garage door, so that any curious neighbors wouldn't see Tyrone man-handling Specs into the truck.

		

		“How about this one,” Tyrone asked as he stood off to the side of the big stainless steel door, “you want me to go easy on him when he comes to the door?”

		

		Jenna shook her head and dialed the phone. She said, just before Monk answered, “No, this little shit is a nasty piece of work. You can slap his ugly ass around as much as you want.”

		

		Jenna's big knockers came out from under her raised shirt once more and the door flew open. Tyrone stepped around the bare-chested girl and threw a punch that knocked the leering little troll who answered the door across the foyer and into the living room. The two of them accompanied by Piper, went inside quickly and headed for Monk's bedroom, dragging his stunned body along with them.

		

		Tyrone found some sophisticated hard drive back-up gear at Monk's and brought it with them, along with the cell phone, hard drives from the PC and the laptop, and a shoebox full of flash drives. The three nerds bounced around on the carpet as Tyrone drove them out of town in the van, down a deserted country lane, and then onto an old suspension bridge that crossed the river.

		

		He stopped, got a big ball peen hammer out of his satchel, and then opened the side door of the van. He and the girls got the three taped up geeks seated on the carpet, their taped-together feet dangling out of the van's open side door, so that they had a ringside seat for what happened next.

		

		“Hard times have come to your hard drives, young blackmailing gentlemen,” Tyrone explained with a big smile.

		

		He brought the hammer down sharply on Dweeb's hard drive, and then Monk's, and then Specs'. He hammered them until they were flat as a crepe, and then went to work on the smaller drives for the laptops.

		

		When they were rendered utterly useless, their data irretrievable, he tossed them all over the railing, where they tumbled through the air down into the river below. He lined their cell phones up on the bridge's metal deck and picked up the hammer again.

		

		“No, not my cell,” Monk screamed through the tape across his mouth, yelling so loud that he was almost understandable “it's less than a month old!”

		

		Tyrone smashed it into a dozen pieces with one blow of the hammer. A big smile on his face, he picked up the chunks and showed them to the horrified Monk.

		

		“You don't got no more cell phone, baby,” he said, heaving the pieces over the rail. “You had the rubble from a cell phone there for a second, but now you don't even have that.”

		

		He broke the other phones up and tossed what was left of them into the water as well. Then he shoved the trussed up boys back into the van, put his hammer back in the satchel, and closed the slider.

		

		“Jenna and Piper and me are gonna' go through your flash drives over the next week or so,” Tyrone said as he drove back into town. “If that picture of Jenna - and those two of Piper - ain't on them, you'll get them back. If they are, they're toast, just like the hard drives and the phones.”

		

		There was a wave of muffled protest from the back of the van. Tyrone said, “Smart young geeks like you should be able to get your computers back up and running in a day, after you buy some new hard drives. I know that you boys all got discs to reload your operating systems and all of the programs that were on there. What you won't have any more is those pictures of Jenna and Piper.”

		

		He pulled over just before they reached town and parked off to the side of the road. Jenna looked at Piper and the two of them nodded and moved back into the van.

		

		“You boys wanted some pussy and some kinky sex tonight,” Jenna said, pulling down her sweatpants, along with her panties, dropping them down around her shoe tops.

		

		Piper did the same. They rolled their three ex-tormentors over onto their backs and then yanked the duct tape off their mouths.

		

		“Well, here you go, boys,” Piper said squatting over the helpless Dweeb's mouth.

		

		Jenna did the same with Monk. They then proceeded to wipe their pussies all over the trapped boys' mouths as the two taped up geeks wriggled and tried to get away.

		

		“Don't want straight pussy?” Jenna asked in a mock-surprised tone. “Well, then here's the kinky part instead!”

		

		“Yeah, did you boys ever hear of ‘golden showers'?” Piper asked.

		

		The two squatting girls let loose, twin columns of piss raining down on the startled Dweeb and Monk. The two boys squealed like little girls and tried to twist away, but Jenna emptied her bladder on Monk's face and upper chest, soaking him in urine, some of it running into his mouth as he sputtered and tried to get away. Dweeb didn't do much better as he rocked back and forth under the kneeling Piper and tried to avoid the hot, pungent, yellow stream.

		

		“Eeewwwww!” Jenna said when they were finished, pulling her pants back into place. “I'd get this van cleaned tomorrow, fella's, if I were you - it stinks like pee in here.”

		

		“Remember,” Tyrone cautioned the bedraggled, pissed-on trio as he cut Dweeb's hands loose out in front of his house ten minutes later, “if we missed a copy of that picture and it shows up around school or on people's cell phones, we're gonna' know where it came from. And then I'm gonna' look each and every one of you nerd motherfuckers up and put you all in the hospital, dig?”

		

		Dweeb didn't say anything, so Tyrone threw a hard right fist into his gut, doubling the boy over. He leaned down next to the gasping boy and whispered, “Do you understand now, asshole? Well, do you??

		

		“Yeah, I got it,” Dweeb panted, obviously struggling not barf.

		

		“Good, now cut these other loser motherfuckers loose and drive them home. And remember, as far as your folks are concerned, you lost you cell phones, or someone stole them, get it?”

		

		“Got it,” Dweeb nodded hastily.

		

		“I'm a free woman again!” Jenna chortled as they drove away from the construction yard in the ‘Stang, after returning her dad's truck.

		

		“Except for owing me for the rest of the year…big-time,” Tyrone reminded her from the back seat.

		

		Jenna turned back to grin at him and said, “Oh, honey, some debts are a pure joy to pay!”

		

		“Yeah, we don't mind paying that one a bit, do we, Jen?” Piper agreed from the passenger's seat.

		

		“What shall we do to celebrate?” Jenna asked.

		

		“Let's call your mom and tell her that we're grabbing burgers somewhere for dinner,” Piper suggested, “and then let's grab some, take them out to the Crestwood house, eat them, and have Tyrone's big cock for desert?”

		

		“Yum, yum,” Jenna answered with a big smile, heading for Gerard's parking lot to retrieve Tyrone's car, with its trunk full of bed equipment, “that's a super idea, sweetie!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		

		Three glorious days had gone by and nothing had been heard from the geeks. Jenna was walking on air. She didn't think her life could possibly get any better than it was.

		

		Piper was a dream come true in bed and so was Tyrone. And Jenna was enjoying them as often as she could manage it, both separately and together.

		

		And then, on Wednesday night, a bombshell dropped. But it didn't come from the Terrible Trio, as she'd feared it might.

		

		It was a quiet night at the Kincaid's. Jenna had gotten home from cheer practice and from dropping Piper off at her house at four-thirty. Claudia Kincaid was in the middle of putting dinner together when her daughter arrived, so Jenna went right upstairs to tackle the math problems she had been assigned for tonight's homework.

		

		Darryl got home at six, as he usually did, and dinner was served by six-fifteen. The elder Kincaids cleared the table, put the leftovers away, and started the dishwasher before adjourning to the rec room to watch a little television.

		

		Jenna went back up to her room, checked her computer, and finished the three math problems she had left. Then she got comfortable on the bed, took her cell phone out of her pocket, and called Piper to chat.

		

		It rang through to voice mail. Jenna looked at the clock, saw that it was almost seven, and tried the number on redial. She got voice mail once more.

		

		“This is weird,” Jenna said aloud in the empty room. “Where can she be?”

		

		Jenna left a brief voice mail this time - basically just telling Piper what time she'd called and requesting that she call her back - and hung up. She picked up the remote from her nightstand and started surfing through the three-hundred channels available to her on her parent's elaborate cable system, looking for something that was worth watching.

		

		She found a couple of movies that she kind of wanted to see on two of the premium movie channels. But she didn't want to tie up two hours tonight watching a movie. When Piper called back, Jenna knew that they'd spend an hour yakking on their cells, and then if she went back to finish the movie, she'd end up getting to sleep too late and be all draggy and tired tomorrow.

		

		So she DVRed the two movies instead, thinking she'd watch them this weekend with Piper, and turned off the big screen. Instead, she picked up the book she had been plowing through for the last two weeks for her Senior Honors English Class - a novel called Moby Dick by some long-dead dude named Herman Melville - and started to read it.

		

		She'd gotten through two chapters and was glad to see that she was now more than two-third's of the way through the long novel about whales and harpoons and a true weirdo of a ship's captain who went by the unlikely name of Ahab. The doorbell rang at eight minutes after nine, and Jenna put the bookmark back in the book and got up to see who was calling on them at nine o'clock in the middle of the week.

		

		“Piper,” Jenna heard her mother ask moments later, when she was halfway down the stairs, “what are you doing here this late in the evening on a school night?”

		

		Jenna took the rest of the stairs two at a time. When she reached the bottom stair, she saw Piper standing on the front steps, under the bright porch light, crying softy.

		

		Claudia noticed the small girl's tears at the same instant and stepped out onto the porch, putting a comforting arm around Piper and bringing her inside. “Why are you crying? What's happened? Come in and sit down and tell us what's wrong.”

		

		Darryl came out into the entryway from the living room. He was still dressed for work, except that his sport coat had been taken off and hung up, his tie had been loosened, and he was in his stocking feet.

		

		“What's this all about?” he asked his wife, who stood with an arm draped protectively around Piper's shoulders.

		

		“We're about to find that out,” Claudia said, guiding Piper toward the nearby entrance to the kitchen. “I'll make some tea, and we can sit down around the table and find out why Piper is here, crying.”

		

		“So, it's really great news for my family…except for me, that is,” Piper said, sounding utterly miserable.

		

		The four of them sat around the kitchen table, sipping at the tea Claudia had made. Piper had just explained that the mill where her father had worked for half his life over in the Bay Area had called and offered him the foreman's job he had been in line to get, but had never quite managed to land. It had only been after being passed over for the promotion to foremen last time that he had begun looking for mill work elsewhere, in hopes of making a better life for his family.

		

		“The Bay Area is really an expensive place to live,” Piper said. “It's much cheaper, here in Las Cruces. So, even though he doesn't make as much per hour at the mill over here, we were still way ahead, moving here.”'

		

		“But I take it the foreman's job pays considerably better?” Darryl asked.

		

		“It's almost twice as much as he makes here, and the benefits are better, and they offered to reinstate my dad's retirement and pension seniority, just as if he'd never left.”

		

		“That sound's like a pretty strong offer,” Darryl acknowledged.

		

		“It really is,” Piper said, sounding more miserable than ever. “See, what happened was, the man who got the foreman's job instead of Daddy last time around just pitched over and died a few days ago. It was a massive heart attack, from what the company guy told my dad.”

		

		“So now that they have the foreman opening again and your dad isn't there to offer it to, they suddenly see his worth,” Darryl said. “You see that kind of judgment error all the time, in business.”

		

		Piper nodded. She said, “It would be great, except that I really don't want to move back into our old house. I love it here! I've got such cool new friends, and I met you guys, and…then there's my Jenna!”

		

		Tears started to flow again - Piper looked from Claudia to Darryl and then back again, and then focused her gaze on Jenna. She said simply, “I love her. I love her with all my heart and she loves me, and I don't want to lose her, not ever!”

		

		She began to cry in earnest again, as did Jenna. Piper reached across the table and took Jenna's hand and the two of them sat bawling their eyes out, their bodies shaking with the effort it took to sob so hard.

		

		Jenna looked over at her father. “Daddy don't let this happen, please! I can't lose Piper, now that things are finally going so well again!”

		

		Darryl gave her a sheepish grin. He clearly hadn't yet accepted the fact that his only child was unashamedly bisexual, and that she was deeply in love with another girl.

		

		“Honey, I don't know what we can do about this,” he told her in a soft voice. “If this is really that big of a step up for Mr. Riggs, then he's going to have to move back to the East Bay. A man can't throw away a chance to double his salary.”

		

		Jenna thought desperately for a moment. She had to save the day, here. She just had to!

		

		Piper had thought up the elaborate plan to rid Jenna of the three dweebs, and it had worked. It had given Jenna back her life.

		

		Now it was up to her to return the favor. Could she do it?

		

		She thought furiously. Ideas sprung into her mind, were considered briefly, and then rejected.

		

		Jenna looked over at Piper and thought; I've got to think of something. Come on, brain…work!

		

		At last, stalling for time, she asked Piper, “Do your folks know where you are?”

		

		“No, Daddy's at work, and Mom and I were arguing about moving back home and I got so upset that I started crying and just ran out of the house. I didn't tell her where I was going, because I didn't know.”

		

		“Mom, why don't you call Mrs. Riggs and tell her that Piper is here, with us? See if you can talk her into letting her spend the night, so that we can calm her down. I'll make sure I bring her by the house in the morning early enough for her to have time to change clothes for school.”

		

		“Well, I can try,” Claudia offered, sounding doubtful, “but what will that accomplish?”

		

		“We need to think about this, all four of us,” Jenna said firmly, her resolve growing by the second.

		

		Throwing caution to the wind, she added, “You want Piper here, Mom, and so do you, Daddy, and you know it. And I want her here, too - desperately!”

		

		She hurried on, “There's no time for niceties. We all want her in bed with us, and we all, in our own ways, love her. So let's not waste time denying it; let's put our heads together and figure out how to keep her here, with us, rather than have her move back to San Francisco!”

		

		The two older Kincaids looked shocked by their daughter's blunt statement concerning their mutual sexual designs on Piper…but they didn't say she was wrong. Jenna reached across the table, and took her girlfriend's hand once more, and squeezed it encouragingly.

		

		“I could try telling my mom and dad that I want to finish out my senior year here,” Piper said excitedly. “You know. I could tell them, quite truthfully, that I've made so many good friends here, and that I like the school so much, that I don't want to leave.”

		

		She looked across the table expectantly, a bit nervously, as she added, “If I had a place to stay, I mean, while I finished up the year?”

		

		“Oh, Daddy, why couldn't she stay with us?” Jenna pounced. “We have, like, a zillion bedrooms in this house.”

		

		She turned and beamed at Piper, finishing up with, “She'd actually sleep with me, in my bedroom, of course. But we could fix the one next to mine up with her stuff from home, and tell her folks that she'd be sleeping there!”

		

		After letting that sink in for a moment, Jenna turned back to her parents and said, “I know that some nights, she'd probably be sleeping with one of you - or maybe even both of you at once; I don't know and I don't care.”

		

		The two Kincaids again looked slightly stricken at that frank acknowledgement but, before they could deny it, Jenna plunged ahead to add, “I really don't care. That's fine with me, as long as my sweet Piper is in this house, and that she spends most of her nights with me, I don't care what the three of you do together on the other nights. How does that sound?”

		

		A long silence hung in the air. After what seemed like forever, Darryl Kincaid admitted, “Perverted, that's how it sounds.”

		

		Jenna giggled happily. “Oh, Daddy, we're pretty well fucked up, when it comes to being the perfect American Family. But I don't care. Whatever works for us…for the four of us…right?”

		

		There was another lapse in conversation. The four of them looked at each other, not saying a word, until Claudia said at last, “I'll call Piper's mom now. And then we can discuss this some more, if her mother says she can stay over.”

		

		****

		

		“Then it's agreed?” Darryl asked at the end of the discussion, after Piper's mother had reluctantly agreed to let the girl stay the night with her good friends, the Kincaids. “Claudia will talk to Mrs. Riggs tomorrow, and invite the two of them to dinner for Saturday night, and we'll lay out our proposition to them then?”

		

		Piper and Jenna were snuggled together on the couch. It was nearly eleven-thirty.

		

		Darryl Kincaid sat in his big recliner and his wife was nestled under a plaid throw in her easy chair. They had been talking for well over two hours.

		

		“And what about next year,” Jenna insisted, “will you at least try?”

		

		Darryl laughed, “God, but you're a tough negotiator, kitten. Okay, your mom and I give a ton of money to the Stanford Alumni Building Fund every year, so we've got some clout there. I'll do my best to get Piper in to Stanford; although I think I may have used up all my favors just getting you in!”

		

		“You'll do it, Daddy,” Jenna said, beaming at him from across the living room. “I have great faith in your persuasiveness.”

		

		“Stanford, I can't afford to go to Stanford!” Piper whispered worriedly. “God, I'd have to fuck six guys every night for the rest of the school year to save up enough cash to go there!”

		

		Darryl turned slightly red as he told her, “No more of that, from here on out, young lady. You're going to be like our second daughter, once you move in here…aside from our…uh…somewhat unusual sexual arrangements…with Claudia and me, I mean.”

		

		He told her sternly, “So no more whoring for you. If I can get you accepted into Stanford, we will pay for your schooling as well as for Jenna's. I intend to buy a nice condo close to campus for her to live in, and I see no reason why both of your couldn't live there together.”

		

		“Oh, wow,” Piper breathed, her eyes filling with tears again, only they weren't unhappy tears this time, “just fucking wow!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Three

		

		Barney Riggs and his wife, Ella, were both short-statured people. Seeing them together, it was no surprise that their daughter, Piper, as so diminutive.

		

		He was about five-foot, nine-inches tall, with dark, thinning hair and a heavy beard that gave his face a perennial five-o'clock shadow look, even though it was apparent that he'd shaved very recently. She was thin and wiry, with raven-black hair and a pinched face that had once been pretty but now looked as if years of worry about money had robbed of its youthfulness and beauty.

		

		They were standing in the living room, nursing cocktails, with Darryl and Claudia Kincaid towering over both of them. Piper and Jenna were at the far side of the room, looking on worriedly as the grown ups talked.

		

		“God, I hope my folks go for this!” Piper whispered nervously.

		

		“It'll be okay,” Jenna assured her, “my Daddy is a great salesman and deal-maker. We'll pull this off, just wait and see.”

		

		Claudia excused herself, came over to the girls just then, and said, “Dinner is ready. Let's eat; you two can help me get everything on the table.”

		

		“Sure, Mom, we're your girls, when it comes to helping out!” Jenna answered brightly, and then she and Piper hopped to it, helping Claudia get the large baked ham and accompanying side dishes laid out just so on the big dining room table.

		

		“Wow, this looks great, Mrs. Kincaid,” Barney Riggs said as he sat down a few minutes later, eying the bounty set out before him.

		

		“Call me Claudia, Barney,” she said, smiling over at him, “I feel like we're all family here, with Piper and Jenna being so close.”

		

		“Claudia it is, then,” he said, smiling back and toasting her with his wine glass.

		

		Darryl waited until the meal was well under way before bringing up Barney's recent promotion offer. After congratulating him on it, he asked, “So, from what Piper tells us, that means you'll have to be moving fairly soon?”

		

		“Oh, yeah,” Barney said, “they want me there yesterday, but we have to give notice on the house we're renting and stuff like that.”

		

		“When Piper came over to our house last week, she was very upset about the move,” Claudia commented, keeping her voice non-confrontational, “while she loves the fact that her daddy got a great job, she seems to really like it here in Las Cruces…her new school mates and her classes and all.”

		

		Barney Riggs looked over at his daughter, his face assuming a slightly guilty cast. He said, “Yeah, I know she really likes it here.”

		

		“I'd absolutely love to stay here and finish out my senior year, Daddy!” Piper suddenly spoke up, her tone sounding like that of a little girl begging for a special Christmas present.

		

		“I know, but I can't afford to keep renting our place here for your mom and you and move back to our old house in the city, not even with my raise, kitten.”

		

		“I have an alternative solution,” Darryl Kincaid said, holding both hands up to indicate his surroundings. “This house is huge, there's a seldom used guest bedroom right next to Jenna's room that Piper would be welcome to use for the rest of the school year, if she wants to.”

		

		“That's very kind of you, but we couldn't let you do that,” Mrs. Riggs said. “It would be too much added expense.”

		

		“Nonsense,” Darryl smiled over at her, “Piper fits in so well around here that we barely know she's here, when she spends the weekend. She and Jenna get along so well that she's no bother at all.”

		

		“But the extra food and transportation…?” Barney offered doubtfully.

		

		“She can ride with me,” Jenna said, smiling hugely at the Riggs.

		

		“And a couple of extra sandwiches a week are not really a concern,” Claudia said, “and we'd just love to have her here, really!”

		

		“Well, I don't know,” Barney responded, clearly wavering.

		

		“Why don't we take a look at the extra room, after dinner?” Darryl asked. “Then you can think it over for a few days.”

		

		“Okay, that sounds good.”

		

		****

		

		“You're sure this isn't too big of an imposition?” Barney Riggs asked. “It's not too late to say no.”

		

		Darryl laughed and clapped the smaller man on the back amiably, saying, “Oh, hell no, Barney, it'll be fine. Jenna can drive Piper over to the Bay Area to see you folks one weekend a month easily. And then you can return the favor by putting Jenna up for that weekend.”

		

		“That'll be great,” Barney said, smiling with relief. “At least we'll still get to see our little girl that way. And she can show Jenna around the city, while she's there.”

		

		“What a good idea,” Claudia said. “Jenna's going to Stanford next year, so knowing her way around the area will come in really handy.”

		

		“Boy, that's terrific,” Barney Riggs said enviously, looking around the magnificent house again as he and his wife and Piper prepared to take their leave after dinner and a quick tour of Piper's new bedroom. “I sure wish I could afford to send Piper to a great school like that.”

		

		“There are scholarships available, and I know some people on the selection committee,” Darryl assured him with a wink. “Claudia and I both graduated from there; that's where we met. We intend to see if we can pull some strings for Piper, so keep your fingers crossed.”

		

		“Oh, man, would that ever be sensational!” Barney Riggs said, grinning.

		

		“That went so super!” Jenna said, watching the Riggs drive away in their aging Toyota. “Thank you, Daddy, and Mama, so much - this means the world to Piper and me.”

		

		Jenna leaned her head on her father's broad shoulder. She had one arm around her mother's waist and the other around her dad's.

		

		“As you pointed out, darling, we want her here just as much as you do,” Darryl Kincaid assured his daughter.

		

		“And having Piper with you at Stanford next year will keep both of you out of trouble, or at least I pray it will,” Claudia added hopefully.

		

		****

		

		“My first night as an honorary Kincaid,” Piper said breathily, her eyes bright with excitement, “what a fucking rush!”

		

		Jenna laughed, helping her unpack the last of her clothing and put it in the dresser. Piper's entire meager wardrobe was already hanging in the closet. Her toiletry gear and more intimate apparel were unpacked in Jenna's room, since this guest bedroom was just for show, in case her parents came up to visit for a weekend.

		

		“I don't know that being a Kincaid is all that great, babe,” Jenna told her.

		

		“Are you kidding?” Piper said, grinning. “This bedroom that I'm not really using; you could put four of my old bedrooms at my folks' rental house in this one and still have room left over!”

		

		“Yeah, but it's not like you're not paying for the privilege of being a second daughter around here,” Jenna reminded her. “You were in the den with Daddy a long time after your folks first dropped you off and we unloaded your stuff.”

		

		“A simple blowjob, to let him know how happy I was to be here,” Piper said to Jenna with a tiny, guiltily grin, “and it did not take that long! Maybe fifteen minutes, tops, because I wanted to do a good job.”

		

		Jenna just smiled and shook her head, not really caring about the blowjob. She wanted her father to be happy with this new arrangement and feel that his money was being well spent.

		

		But she couldn't resist teasing Piper a little more, so she added, “And that little stop in Mama's room? What was that all about?”

		

		“Just a quick pussy licking, to let your mom know that I love living here, and I am ready and more than willing to show her just how much I love it anytime she wants,” Piper said defiantly, her face reddening just a little as she admitted licking off Claudia.

		

		“Did you save any for me?” Jenna asked, breaking out into a happy giggle, deliriously happy that Piper was here, with her!

		

		“All night long,” Piper whispered, taking Jenna in her arms, “that's what I saved for you, babe; all night long, snuggled in our big bed together, making love and enjoying each other - that's what I want to do with you!”

		

		“Oh, yum; I can hardly wait, darling!”

		

		****

		

		It was Saturday morning and Jenna was helping her mom with breakfast. They stopped what they were doing when they heard a bull-like bellow echo through the big house from upstairs.

		

		Claudia looked over at her daughter and Jenna looked at her and they both cracked up, laughing. Jenna shook her head, “I don't know what she did just then, but Daddy clearly loved it, whatever it was!”

		

		Nodding, Claudia went back to slicing up some berries for breakfast. She told Jenna, “She's going to have to watch that or your poor father is going to be too spent to finish his usual eighteen holes on the golf course today.”

		

		Jenna laughed again and replied, “Plus, Piper's liable to be too tired to please you this afternoon, after Daddy leaves for the country club.”

		

		“Oh, I doubt that,” Claudia told her daughter conspiratorially. “That little monkey of yours runs rings around me in bed; so much energy! I'm glad she sleeps with you every night. She'd wear me to a frazzle, but you're eighteen and full of pep yourself, so you two are perfect for one another, darling.”

		

		Jenna smiled and looked out the window, thinking that her mother was so right there. They were perfect for one another.

		

		And the three weeks that had passed since Piper had moved in had been the most perfect weeks that Jenna could have ever imagined. She looked back over at her mom and said just that.

		

		“It has been wonderful, having her here,” Claudia said dreamily, “she's so pretty and vivacious and such fun to be around.”

		

		She looked at Jenna and whispered, “I'm so happy now, dear. And I'm so glad that the two of you are together, and that you're not jealous of my little trysts with Piper.”

		

		Jenna shook her head. “She loves me, but she also really likes playing around with you and Daddy. Where's the harm?”

		

		“So practical, and so right,” Claudia said, holding Jenna briefly, “you're really growing up to be a level-headed, wonderful woman, Jenna.”

		

		When the two broke apart, Jenna commented, “Her presence here seems to have done something for you and Daddy, too, Mom. I notice that you're sleeping with him again most nights.”

		

		Claudia blushed just slightly before admitting, “Yes, we seem to have found each other again, as lovers. Ever since he started getting a little ‘extra' from Piper once or twice a week, he can't seem to get enough of me!”

		

		“Men,” Jenna said, “who understands them? Daddy, Tom, Tyrone…they're all a mystery to me. All I know for sure is that they want pussy, and lots of it.”

		

		“And ass, don't forget ass,” Piper said, coming into the kitchen in her robe just then.

		

		“Oh, so that's what that bellow was all about earlier,” Claudia said, taking Piper into her arms and giving her a quick hug.

		

		“Yeah, I sucked him for a long time and then we fucked, and I came like crazy, and then he finished up back there and I came again, and so did he,” Piper told them, getting herself a cup of coffee as she spoke, “but I guess you heard that.”

		

		“God, yes, it rattled the windows,” Claudia told her. “Maybe I'll give in and let him have a little anal some night soon. We haven't done that in ages, and he used to enjoy it so.”

		

		“Still does,” Piper said, helping herself to a bowl full of the fruit compote Claudia had made, “trust me on that one. I'm in the perfect position to know, after this morning.”

		

		“Know what?” Darryl Kincaid said, entering the kitchen freshly showered and shaved, dressed for golf.

		

		The three women just stared at him, smiling like three cats that had just eaten a canary each. Darryl got himself a coffee and opened his morning paper as he sat down at the kitchen table.

		

		“The only drawback to all of us having sex with Piper is that everyone knows just what everyone else is doing!” he harrumphed, turning the page of his paper.

		

		“It's all right, Daddy,” Jenna said, bending and kissing him on the cheek. “As long as we all have fun together and no one gets jealous, who cares?”

		

		“You are entirely too grown up in your outlook for eighteen, Jenna,” her father said, looking up at her somewhat guiltily.

		

		“Learning how the world works at an early age won't hurt me, Daddy,” Jenna told him confidently. “Not much shocks me anymore, and I think that's a good thing.”

		

		He looked at her for a long moment and then smiled. “Maybe not; on the one hand, I hate to see my little princess lose her naivety at such an early age. But on the other hand, deals, accommodations, dirty little secrets - they all help to make the world go around. And knowing that early on will give you an advantage in life; don't think it won't.”

		

		****

		

		Christmas was on a Tuesday that year, so Jenna had driven Piper over to her parent's small house in Oakland on the previous weekend to enable Piper to celebrate the holiday a few days early with her real family. Jenna had tried not to be judgmental about the tiny little tree the Riggs had put up in their small front room or the handful of wrapped gifts under that tree.

		

		God, it must suck to be poor! Jenna couldn't help thinking as she glanced around the postage stamp-sized house, with its highly polished but bare hardwood floors throughout - not even a cheap area rug visible anywhere, the claustrophobically small bedrooms included - and at the inexpensive, utilitarian furniture the Riggs family owned.

		

		She thought back guiltily to the wildly fun two days her mom and Piper and her had spent the weekend after Thanksgiving, putting up the perfect, fifteen-foot tall tree in the big living room at the Kincaid mansion, trimming it from tall step ladders, and then dragging in all of the boxes of decorations that now adorned the big house, including lighted garlands that ran up the polished oak guardrails on the sweeping stairs that led up to the elaborately-decorated second floor.

		

		The gifts under the tree at home were so lavish that they spilled out into the big living room, piled one on top of the other. She had bought Piper several hundred dollars worth of new jeans, tops; sweaters, boots and shoes. And Mama and Daddy had outspent her by at least twice.

		

		She had caught Piper standing in the living room - staring at all of the presents, her bright cat's eyes shiny with tears of joy - twice so far. The small brunette was definitely numb with joy at the prospect of her first Christmas as an adopted Kincaid daughter.

		

		Conversely, Jenna was comfortable in the Riggs's little home by now. This was her third weekend visit, and by now she knew where everything was, her way around the kitchen, and how to use the inexpensive coffee maker they owned to brew up a nice pot of coffee when she was the first one up in the morning.

		

		She smiled, thinking how ironic it was that she and Piper slept in the same bed when they visited the Riggs household. There was no choice. In Piper's tiny bedroom, there was barely room for one double bed, and there were only the two bedrooms in the nicely kept up but extremely small house.

		

		They had opened presents on Saturday night, right after the small feast Mrs. Riggs had unveiled for dinner. Jenna had brought three presents each for the Riggs; one from her mom, one from her dad, and one from her. And, of course, Piper had bought her parents some nice things, too, from her stash of “whore money” as she called it.

		

		“This is the nicest sweater I've ever owned!” Mrs. Riggs had said as she held the pricey, chocolate brown cashmere sweater tight against her chest, as though she would never let go of it, “You must thank your mother for me, Jenna - it's perfect!”

		

		“She knew you'd like it when we spotted it in the store, remember, Piper?” Jenna told Mrs. Riggs with a big smile.

		

		“Yeah, Claudia took one look at that sweater and said, ‘We've simply got to get this for your mom, for Christmas. She'll look so nice in it!'” Piper agreed, clearly remembering that shopping trip to San Francisco a few weekends ago with Jenna and her mom. Piper was smiling happily, tears in her eyes as she watched her mother cuddle the four-hundred dollar sweater to her chest.

		

		****

		

		“Well, that was Christmas at the Riggs house,” Piper said as they headed back to Las Cruces the next afternoon, on Sunday, “except that it was way nicer than usual, thanks to you and your folks and my not needing my whore money anymore to pay for college.”

		

		Jenna looked over at her and grinned, “We're gonna rock Stanford next year, babe! Daddy's been beating the brush to find us a nice condo to live in that's not too far from the campus. I'm so excited about next year!”

		

		Piper smiled back, her head lolling back against the headrest. “Hell, I'm excited about this year. We'd better get up early Christmas morning and start opening our gifts. There's so many of them that it will take until noon, even if we start at the crack of dawn.”

		

		“We open our gifts after dinner on Christmas Eve at the Kincaid house, honey,” Jenna corrected her. “And then Daddy usually has some big, lavish, special present under the tree for all of us on Christmas morning.”

		

		“No shit? How decadent! I just love seeing how the rich live, babe.”

		

		“Yeah, yeah, give me a hard time about being a spoiled little rich girl, why don't you?” Jenna grinned at her as she drove. “But I bet I don't see you turning down your special Christmas morning gift!”

		

		“Hell, no,” Piper giggled, “I think I'm beginning to get this ‘being a rich girl' stuff down pretty well!”

		

		****

		

		“Are you sure we're going to get something more in the morning?” Piper asked Jenna incredulously as they climbed the stairs to bed on Christmas Eve. “I mean, Holy God, I got enough designer jeans and blouses and sweaters and super-cool shoes and boots to open a retail store! And this bracelet and necklace set your folks got me must have cost and arm and a leg.”

		

		She held the sparkling gold bracelet - set with amber stones that complimented her striking hazel eyes beautifully - up and it seemed to glow even brighter amid the soft Christmas lighting coming from the stairway garlands. Jenna smiled at her and slipped an arm around her shoulder, telling her softly, “Just you wait and see.”

		

		****

		

		“Babe…babe…its eight-thirty;” Piper whispered eagerly kissing Jenna on the cheek, “Suppose Santa has come yet with our special gifts?”

		

		Jenna smiled over at her lover, cuddling in closer, enjoying her nakedness against Piper's. She said, “I thought you pooh-poohed the excesses of the rich, sweetie.”

		

		“Fuck that!” Piper grinned excitedly. “Let's throw some clothes on and go down and see what your Daddy brought us!”

		

		Laughing, Jenna got out of bed and the two of them used the bathroom, dressed hurriedly, and went downstairs. Darryl and Claudia were still in their pajamas and robes, sipping coffee, smiling expectantly, when the girls came into the living room.

		

		“Oh, Mama, Daddy, you shouldn't have!” Jenna bubbled happily, seeing the two black, super-stylish, knee-length leather trench coats that she and Piper had drooled over in Neiman Marcus, on their recent shopping trip to San Francisco with Claudia.

		

		“Yeah, no kidding,” Piper said, wide-eyed, staring at the two coats laid out under the huge tree. “These things cost about thirty-three hundred bucks apiece, as I remember!”

		

		Darryl stepped up and embraced both girls, then he let go of Jenna's waist and put his fingertips under Piper's chin, tilting her head upward. “You both get the coats, of course, but there's a special present just for you outside this morning, in the driveway. It was too big to get under the tree.”

		

		He grinned proudly and added, “It's from all of us to you, on your first Christmas with us, dear. Go take a look at it.”

		

		Piper looked over at Jenna, who was beaming. Piper took her hand and they raced to the front door.

		

		“Oh, my God, it's gorgeous!” Piper squealed with joy as she flung the front door open and saw the gleaming, perfectly restored, pearlescent white, 1968 Mustang convertible sitting in the driveway next to Jenna's fire engine red one.

		

		“It's just like mine, only white,” Jenna whispered excitedly. “Same motor, tranny, stereo, alarms system, wheels - the whole works.”

		

		When Piper turned to her, too stunned to speak, Jenna shrugged and said, by way of explanation, “Daddy thought it was only right that if one daughter had a ‘Stang, the other daughter got a ‘Stang of her own to drive. That's the way the Kincaids do things.”

		

		Piper looked past Jenna to Claudia and Darryl, who were standing in the open doorway, their arms around each other's waists, beaming happily at the girls. She turned back to Jenna and whispered, “I don't know if I've got hot enough sex moves to thank all three of you for the wonderful life I'm living now - but I'm sure gonna' try, babe!”

		

		“Oh,” Jenna said, gathering Piper into her arms for a kiss, “I'm pretty sure you do.”

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		“This fucking math is gonzo hard!” Jenna complained.

		

		“I'll help you with it after dinner, sweetie,” Piper told her, looking up from her English assignment.

		

		“Speaking of dinner, I wonder how that's coming along,” Jenna said.

		

		Piper shrugged and then yelled into the kitchen, “Hey, Ty-baby, how's dinner going? When do we eat?”

		

		Tyrone Johnson stuck his head into the dining room and shouted into the living room at the girls, who were sprawled out in two matching Lazy Boy leather recliners, books and papers in their laps, “I keep telling you pusses, I ain't your fucking houseboy! Dinner will be ready when I get it ready.”

		

		He vanished back into the kitchen and Jenna grinned. “Surly young darkie, isn't he, when you ask him to work a little?”

		

		“I heard that fuckin' darkie shit, Jenna!” Tyrone yelled from the kitchen, laughing. “You'd best watch your mouth or there'll be no black cock for you for desert tonight.”

		

		Piper giggled, “Yeah, right, I can just see you sulking around your room, jacking off instead of coming upstairs to our room and fucking us. That will happen, like…never!”

		

		Jenna laughed too. The idea of Ty cutting them off just because they gave him good-natured shit about his living here with them for free in return for doing a few chores around the condo was too funny for words. And it wasn't like he didn't consistently give back as good as he got, chiding them about being rich white bitches who couldn't get enough of his big black dick.

		

		The arrangement was working out great, so far. She and Piper slept together every night, of course, and made love almost every night. And Tyrone, who had a large bedroom with his own bathroom downstairs, came upstairs at least three or four nights a week to sleep with them as well - after the three of them had fucked each other silly.

		

		And the best part about it was that Darryl and Claudia knew all about it.

		

		After Piper had slipped up one night last spring, when she'd spent the night with Jenna's parents and was lying in their bed, making pillow talk after a torrid fuck and pussy lapping session, everything had finally been out on the table between Piper, Jenna, and her folks. Piper had inadvertently mentioned the three geeks and how happy she and Jenna were to be rid of them, and Darryl had pressed her for the details.

		

		Figuring that they knew everything else about her and Jenna's relationship and that they might as well know about this, Piper had recounted the tale of the big cheerleader party - leaving out most of the drinking and all of the drug use - and how she and Jenna had sent those fateful texts to Tyrone and Tom's phones.

		

		Far from being angry, Darryl had been impressed, after he'd heard the whole sordid story, by the girl's ability to handle a prickly predicament on their own, with a little help from Tyrone. He'd wanted to meet him.

		

		And, after he had, he'd offered Tyrone a summer job with his construction company, for a lot more money than Tyrone was used making for a summer job, and had asked the obviously bright, tough young black man where he would be going to school in the fall. Tyrone had answered honestly, that he was hoping for Cal Berkeley, but had also applied to a number of other, smaller schools with good football programs and decent academic reputations.

		

		Darryl had asked him what he thought about Stanford.

		

		And so it was that Tyrone now occupied the bottom floor of the condo, rent free, while Jenna and Piper occupied the top half. After getting to know Tyrone over the summer, both Claudia and Darryl had said they would feel better about the girls being out on their own if they had studly, brave, street-smart Tyrone watching over them.

		

		“But, Daddy,” Jenna had asked almost bashfully when her father had made the proposal that Tyrone be their live-in protector and watchdog, “I thought you'd be mad about Piper and me…uh…fucking Tyrone for all those months.”

		

		“Well, what's done is done,” Darryl Kincaid had replied evenly. “I'm not prejudiced, and Tyrone seems like a very capable young man, if a little rough around the edges as a result of growing up in poverty. But you girls can polish him up a bit, I'm sure, and being a star athlete at Stanford will do the rest.”

		

		After a pause, he'd given his daughter a sly look and said, “And you can't put the toothpaste back in the tube, Jenna. You've already fucked him a goodly number of times, as payment for his help with those three juvenile delinquent hackers. What possible difference can it make if you fuck him again in the future?”

		

		Jenna had burst out into giggles, recalling her first really candid discussion with her mother that night about fucking Tom, her boyfriend. This one, with her dad, felt just like that.

		

		She said, “Thank you, Daddy, for being so understanding, and so practical about whole this situation.”

		

		He blushed a bit as he grinned back and added; “Besides, from what Piper told us, having sex with Tyrone wasn't exactly a chore for you two. She said that he's…how did she put it? She said, as I recall, that he's a real stud!”

		

		“Officially, daughter to daddy, no comment,” Jenna had told him with a guilty little smile. “As one grown up to another…he rocks!”

		

		The two of them had roared with laughter and that had been that. Tyrone had moved into the condo on the same day Jenna and Piper had, and Darryl had actually helped them unload their clothing and personal effects, not at all upset that big, black, hunky Tyrone was going to be fucking his little girl from time to time this school year.

		

		Jenna, for her part, had thought that her dad and mom were just about the coolest parents on the entire planet. And she still did.

		

		****

		

		“Use your tongue, like I showed you,” Piper urged Jenna.

		

		All Jenna could do was gurgle, her mouth and throat full of Tyrone's big, thick, incredibly long cock. She stuck her tongue out and ran it across as much of the huge black ball sac as she could reach.

		

		“Jesus, but you two can suck a cock!” Tyrone gasped, “I can't decide which one of you gives the best blowjob - you're both fucking terrific!”

		

		“Oh, yeah, that's it,” Piper encouraged her friend, “tongue his nuts while you deep throat him! He loves it when I do that for him, babe.”

		

		“Ulllllllmmmmm,” Jenna commented, lapping away, her throat caressing Tyrone's cock meat as she hummed around the hard cylinder of his erection.

		

		“Sheeeeit,” Tyrone sighed contentedly, watching the gorgeous blonde blow him. “Fuck, Jenna, you're neck and neck with Piper when it comes to pleasing a man with your mouth!”

		

		“Ulllllllmmmmm,” Jenna said again, bringing her lips up his shaft, licking wildly as she went.

		

		“Let me!” Piper said excitedly, “I want to suck him a little, too, before he fucks us!”

		

		Panting for breath, Jenna surrendered the long, saliva-gleaming cock to Piper and watched as the smaller girl went to town on it with her mouth. She grinned over at Ty and said, “How about some sugar for me while she gnaws on that big bone of yours?”

		

		He folded her into his arms and kissed her, Piper slurping and sucking loudly in the background. Jenna caressed his tongue with hers and ground her big tits into his muscular chest.

		

		This is Heaven! Jenna thought. My sweet Piper with me every night, and Ty and his super cock just downstairs for us to play with, whenever we want it! And that dreamy guy in my English class keeps giving the eye, too - who knows what will happen there?

		

		She sucked on Tyrone's tongue while Piper sucked his cock, her pussy as wet as it could be, knowing that his hardness would soon be deep inside of her as she made love to Piper at the same time. It was suddenly very good to be Jenna Kincaid again, very good indeed!

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author's Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals.

		

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		

		That's because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		

		Like this book? Hate It? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I'd love to hear from you, either way.

		

		CKR
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