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Chapter One – A Summer Job

Memorial Day weekend my brother Aaron drove down from the university to spend the holiday with us. We all knew it was one of the last times we'd be together, and wanted to make the most of it. The grill was fired up, the beer was flowing, and most of our neighbors, friends and family were over for the big send-off. Only my sister Debbie was missing. Deb was going to school out east, and hadn't finished finals yet.

Aaron, the oldest, was about to make family history and become the first Borman to graduate college. He already had lined up his first 'real' job, and was headed to Atlanta as soon as school got out. It had come as a surprise to all of us how fast everything happened.

My brother had always been an okay student, nothing exceptional. He hadn't dated much in high-school, wasn't on any sports teams, and had been a pretty average B+ student. Average height, average weight (maybe a little below average), plain sandy brown hair, Aaron was invisible as far as high-school went. He'd worked part time at the video store, and when he was 17 he was given the old hand-me-down Chevy Blazer to drive, which had seen better days even then.

I guess it was in the family genes. I followed in his footsteps; a complete non-entity, non-joiner, and non-dater. If anything I was slightly less than average; a little smaller, a little lighter, a little quieter – think Aaron, only less. My teachers seemed to forget my name, in spite of being the third in the family to pass through the hallowed halls of Heritage High, in almost as many years. I got decent enough grades, which I worked reasonably hard for, but that was about all I had going for me.

Don't get me wrong. I wanted more. I wanted to be different. I wanted to bust loose and leave the family legacy behind. I made an effort to look good. I took care of myself. I worked out. I ate well. I didn't have the size for football, or the height for basketball, but I went out for baseball and track, agonizingly close to making both teams, but missing the final cut each time. I had practiced the entire previous summer, determined that year would be the one. It was my senior year. There would be no next year.

I'd even dated, or at least tried. My initial sky-high aspirations had been exposed, in less than gentle terms, as the impossible, unattainable fantasies they were. Harshly, and with considerable humiliation. 

Lowering my standards a notch, and then another, and yet another, I'd finally found someone who'd go out with me, and for more than one date. I felt pretty good about that. Eric and Darrell, my two closest friends, had been the first to drag me back to reality, after my unfortunate first attempts. I felt like the proverbial lobster in a tank; my fellow invertebrates eager to drag me back down every time I strove to climb out. When Cathy Gates had finally let me kiss her, and even feel her chest through her shirt, I knew I was teetering on the lip of escape, ready to break free - free! So what if she was only a sophomore, and perhaps even less average than me? A guy’s got to start somewhere. Anyway, I could close my eyes when I kissed her.

I had even convinced her to come to the Memorial Day party to kick off summer, say goodbye to my brother, and to acknowledge the fact that our High-School days were all but over. Less than two weeks to go. I guess I wanted to prove something as well. I had a girl! And I wanted my big brother to know it. Some things never change.

Aaron changed after he went away. He'd joined a fraternity, eventually becoming the vice-president. He was about to graduate Cum Laude, and he showed up at our house with a babe in tow that was like to bring me to my knees. She was everything we Borman's dreamed of, and yet so far beyond our grasp, sometimes we didn't even know it. This little stunner was on my brother like white on rice. As far as sibling rivalry went, that round went to Aaron.

Sunday evening, after the weekend of visiting and relaxation, Aaron pulled me aside and insisted I join him for a drive to the hardware store. A 'guy' thing. I was ready to get out of there. Cathy had given me grief for trying to push things too fast and had left earlier in a huff. Too fast? So I had my hand in her shirt. We'd dated for over three weeks, and with two weeks left in the school year I was going 'too fast'. Shit. I was going to leave high-school a virgin. No two ways about it.

As soon as we were a couple of blocks away, he pulled into Sonic, where we ordered drinks while he broached what was really on his mind.

“What're your plans for the summer?” he asked, while we waited for our carhop to bring us our drinks.

“I’m not sure yet. Probably work at the video store again. I was thinking about taking a couple of courses online before starting up at Quad-C next semester.”

“I've got something better for you. You know that job I had, with the sales route?” 

I rolled my eyes, “I don't want to do sales, Aaron. Heck, I don't think the Cherry-bomb could take the miles, even if I did.” Cherry-bomb was the name we'd given to the 12 year old Blazer that had introduced Aaron, my sister Debbie, and now me, to the world of driving. The original cherry-red exterior had faded to a color somewhere between primer and dried blood.

“Pete, listen to me. It's not what you think it is. Hell, it's not what you could ever even hope to imagine it is. I was planning to work it again this summer, but with my new job, and Jessica, I couldn't do it justice. So I want you to have this.” He passed me a piece of paper with a phone number, and the name Sandra written in his precise printing. He handed it to me with something akin to reverence.

I looked over and I swear he was practically in tears. He took a deep breath, and wiped his eyes, just as a cute little brunette rolled up with our drinks. 

He rolled down the window and took our drinks, then passed her a fiver. When she reached for it, he held her hand for just a second, giving her a squeeze. “Damn you're pretty. Brought tears to my eyes, just looking at you. You worked here long?”

She gave him a nice grin. “Three weeks.”

“What's your name?”

“Amber.”

“Nice. I'll have to come here more often.” He closed the window, while she was counting out the change, waving her off, and turning away, no more time for her.

I was in absolute awe of my brother's easy way of talking to such a pretty girl. I would have been hard pressed to get an intelligible sentence out. College had certainly changed him.

“Peter, call that number. She'll probably bring you by for an interview. Whatever she says, whatever she asks, you just make sure that you let her know that you'll be the perfect employee. You'll be on time, polite, and eager to perform any task you’re given. Promise me you'll do this,” he said, any hint of jocularity gone. “It'll change your life.”

“What's the big deal, Aaron? Why so serious?” 

“Just do this. Please. For me. And for you.”

I finally agreed, figuring if it was that important, I could at least give it a try.

Our carhop stopped by a few times, eager to see if we needed anything. I watched Aaron roll down the window and chat with her a minute, setting her to giggling, then apologizing for having to run. She gave him his number, which he stuffed in his pocket as we left.

Fuck! He got her number! Without even trying. 

He left the next day. After that it was back to normal, average, middle-of-the-road suburban life, at least for me. Aaron, on the other hand, may have finally left 'average' behind.

* * * *

I called 'the number' the following weekend. Four days of school left, I knew I needed to line up a job before they were all taken. I had spent many hours wondering what all the fuss was, and contemplating just throwing it away. But Aaron had seemed so sincere, so adamant. I made the call.

“Sandra speaking,” I heard an adult woman's voice purr.

“Hi. My name is Peter Borman. My brother Aaron worked for you for the last few years. He suggested I give you a call and see if I could take his place this year.” The words shot out of me like rounds from a machine gun. Bang. Bang-bang-bang. Bang-bang-bang-bang-bang. I'd practiced them repeatedly so I wouldn't get tongue tied and sound like a jerk.

“Aaron! I thought he'd be with me one more summer. Where's the darling boy off to?” she asked, sounding genuinely interested.

“He's graduating and is moving to Atlanta for a new job, with his girlfriend Jessica.” I don't know why I threw in that last comment, but I couldn't resist.

“Mmmm, How ya gonna keep 'em down on the farm...?” she seemed to giggle. “When are you available, Peter?”

“Last day of school is Thursday, and a bunch of us are going down to the beach Saturday,” I explained.

“So you're available Friday? I think we can work with that. Let's meet Friday, around eleven in the morning. I'll text you directions to my place. Don't be late.” Her tone sounded as if our call was over.

“Uhm, Sandra? What should I wear? Aaron hasn't told me much about what we'll be doing.”

“He hasn't? Why that sweet boy, he's so considerate of me.” She had a hint of wistfulness in her voice. “Wear? It doesn't matter. Just be clean and neat. Got that?”

“Absolutely!” I assured her. “Friday, eleven a.m.”


Chapter Two – The Interview

Sandra lived on the nice side of town, no doubt about it. Big fancy apartment building, doorman outside, inside all marble and brass, high ceilings and fancy paintings, even a security guard. 

The front desk was expecting me and sent me straight up to 5B. It was a big building and yet only two apartments per floor. I was impressed. Then again, let’s face it. I impress pretty easily.

I rang the bell, and Sandra opened the door. She appeared to be in her forties but obviously took care of herself. Then again, what do I know about women’s ages? She looked older than my mom. Dark tan, carefully tended hair, nice makeup. She seemed to be in good shape, very slender with huge boobs that looked like grapefruits glued to her chest. Soft, round, tan, yummy grapefruits. Her low-cut shiny blouse showed a lot of cleavage, where I may have gotten lost for a while.

“Darling boy, didn't they ever tell you it isn't polite to stare?” She chuckled, reaching forward and pulling me into her beautiful living room by the arm. “Goodness, don't you look sweet? Are you really eighteen years old?”

I'm sure I reddened. I didn't like to be reminded about how young I looked. I was lucky to pass for sixteen most of the time. A very average sixteen. “As of May nineteenth, yes ma'am.”

She held me still, slowly walking around me, her hands brushing across my shoulders. “Oh, my, yes, I think you have potential, Peter. How much has your brother told you about what we do?”

I stood, nervous, feeling awkwardly uneasy as her eyes seemed to measure me, her smile predatory. I suddenly felt sorry for those mice you feed to snakes. “Nothing, not really. He just wanted me to make sure that I let you know that I'll be the perfect employee. Always on time. Always clean, neat and eager to perform any task to the best of my ability.”

She seemed to like that. “That sounds like a dream come true. Ok, let's see what we're working with here, young Peter.” She sat down on a chair that looked like it would be amazingly uncomfortable, designed only to fill space in an artsy way. She perched on the edge and waved me nearer. I stopped about two feet away. 

“Go ahead now, take them off,” she said with a hint of eagerness.

“Take them off?”

“Yes. Am I not clear? Take them off,” she said.

“Take what off?” I asked, afraid to hear her response.

She laughed out loud. “Gracious! He told you nothing?”

I just shook my head slowly in embarrassment.

She leaned forward and tugged me closer by the hips. I took a couple of small steps, and watched her with bated breath. She ran her hands up and down my hips, up to my waist, then down my thighs, smiling. I noticed the large rings on her fingers, diamonds and emeralds. The emeralds matched her sparkling eyes.

“Dear Peter, how can I explain this? We provide a rather unique service to the women of this community. A training and practice service for certain elements of the home life that they might want private.” 

She was undoing my belt as she spoke, her wrist and forearm brushing against my dick which was getting really uncomfortable, almost bent in two, stuck inside my pants leg, while it struggled to come to life. 

“Our practice is very exclusive and very, very private. Our clients pay well to ensure it stays that way.” She had my pants open now, unbuttoned and unzipped, and she was pulling them down a bit, lowering them on my hips. I was aching, and wanted desperately to reach down and straighten my erection out before I broke it.

She suddenly leaned forward, pulling my briefs forward by the waistband and peaking inside. “Helloooo, I know you're in there somewhere.” She seemed a little disturbed. “Are you sure you're Aaron's brother?”

Before I could answer, she grabbed my pants at the thighs and jerked them down hard. They stuck for a second on my cock, then slipped past and stopped around my knees. My underwear only made it to mid-thigh, but that seemed far enough for her. My rod had finally broken free, and stood straight out, bouncing up and down from its sudden release, almost catching Sandra in the eye.

She sat back and clapped her hands like a little girl, before quickly grabbing my shaft and holding me straight upright, against my belly. I groaned at the idea of a woman, any woman, especially this hot older woman, touching me there. She reached down and cupped my balls, gently testing them, turning my cock from side to side as she examined it. “Oh, Peter. I believe this is going to work out perfectly. You're everything your brother was, and maybe even just a little bit more. You are absolutely beautiful.”

She turned her legs to the side and stood up, heading across the room to an aged roll-top desk. “Take everything off, everything.”

My head was spinning and I could barely catch my breath. My heart was beating out of control. What was my brother into? I tried to breathe deeply, while taking off my shirt and undershirt, but found myself panting instead. I turned my head, watching my potential employer, in her tight form-fitting skirt that barely reached halfway down her thigh.  By the time I was fully naked, and folding my clothing while I waited, she was strolling back to me, a smile on her face and a gleam in her eye.

“Tell me again. You really are eighteen?”

“Yes, ma'am.” I reached for my wallet and pulled out my driver's license, getting just a little irritated with this line of questioning. 

Just a little.

“And how much experience have you had with the ladies? Do you have a girlfriend?”

“None really. I have a girl I'm dating, but that hasn't gone past first base yet.”

“Really? Surely you're not a virgin?”

“Yes, ma'am,” I told her, feeling the blood rushing to my face. 

“Oh, this is too good. A blank sheet to write upon.”

She moved in close and I could see the tiny wrinkles at the sides of her eyes, and above her lips. Little folds of flesh that screamed out ‘experience’ to me. She was almost my identical height, but I was barefoot, and her feet were encased in perfect heels, giving her a few additional inches.

“How tall are you, Peter?” she asked, moving forward and sniffing at my neck like I was an appetizer.

“Five feet, seven inches, since tenth grade.”

She moved in front of my face, with a decidedly skeptical glance, raising her finely trimmed eyebrows, just a little. 

“Okay,” I relented. “Five six and a half.”

She brushed against me, my hard-on still waving in the air, begging for attention. As she walked around me, she slid her hand up my length, giving it a little tug and setting it bouncing again. Behind me, her hand continued its teasing exploration, delving between my cheeks, sliding her hand all the way down to my balls, which were hugging up against my body in concern. Damned balls had better sense than I did.

By the time she was in front of me, I was trembling all over. She moved in and gave me a little hug, her hand moving down to stroke my cock softly while her lips and tongue tasted my neck. I was ready to scream.

“You take teasing, well, Peter. Good for you. I know what you want, and how badly you want it, but you're good to show restraint. That's very important in this job. Restraint separates the good from the great. Aaron showed remarkable restraint.”

This job? Hell, I'd forgotten all about the job, enthralled by the actions of this amazing cougar, who I lusted after more than I had lusted after anybody in my life. And that includes Marci the cheerleader captain, Heather the majorette, and even my brother's new girlfriend. 

She dropped to her knees before me, and my own came close to buckling in anticipation. I barely avoided reaching out and grabbing her head to keep from falling. My hand passed by her ear, and I leaned over and grasped the arm of her chair, slowly stabilizing myself. I was dizzy in anticipation.

I straightened up slowly, spread my legs a bit and braced myself. Please God, let this happen. And please, please, don’t let me embarrass myself.

“Patience, sweet child,” she said softly. She reached for my cock with one hand stretching me out, until I was pointed directly at her face. She opened her lips, her tongue brushing the bottom one, and breathed hotly on my cock, coaxing moisture out the tip.

She giggled. “This is too good.” Her second hand came in to play, and I saw she had a small tape measure, which she placed against my shaft. She reached back and pulled out a green marker, making a tiny line on my cock. She wrapped the tape around me, at that line, and carefully drew a circle around my shaft, sitting back and admiring her handiwork. She took my stiffness in her hand, at the edge of the line, and abruptly moved her face forward, my cock suddenly disappearing, her tongue brushing against me. She brought her face forward until her lips touched her fingers, and pulled away just as quickly. “That seems just about right.”

She performed the ritual again, this time with a red marker, drawing a second circle maybe an inch closer to my body. I was expecting it this time when she took me in her mouth, and I groaned in appreciation. She pushed forward, and I felt myself pushing firmly against the back of her throat before her lips reached her fingers once more. She pulled back and smacked her lips lewdly.

“We’re almost done, baby. You've been very good, and I promise you, Aunt Sandra's going to make it all worthwhile.” She took one last measurement, measuring all the way to my body, but didn’t make any more marks.

She sat back for a second, brushing her finger through the sparse curly hair normally hidden from view. She moved my cock back, pressing it against my body, and licked me. She started between my balls, and slowly drew her tongue upward until she hovered above my swollen purple head and licked the top thoroughly before pushing the tip of her tongue into the leaking slit at the top, making me gasp.

She put her lips against the head and sucked softly. I moaned loudly. “S...Sandra, I can't hold back much longer,” I warned through gritted teeth.

She pulled back quickly and drew me after her, leading me to the dining room table. She had me stand at the place of honor, before leaning over and sucking me into her mouth, pushing down deeply, ensuring her pre-eminent spot in my memory for the rest of my life. She stroked and sucked, rapidly taking me to the point of no-return.

“Sandra,” I cried out, squeezing my ass cheeks together, before making one last thrust into her mouth. 

Sandra pulled away, almost cat like, and pointed my loaded gun over her glass table. I felt my insides clench like a fist, and painfully settle their tightness around my balls, before ejecting a stream of white goo halfway down the table. She praised me, like one would a small child, or a pet, while her hand drew my seed out, launching a half-dozen more streams across the clear surface. The furthest drops were nearly three quarters the way down the table. I’d come hard before, usually into a paper towel or old sock, but never like that. No way.

She took a linen napkin off the table, and wiped me gently, observing my manhood. “How long before it's ready to go again?” she asked.

I looked down at her, desperate to find out how much more she’d allow me to do. “With a little attention, just a few moments,” I assured her.

She stood and turned away from me. I watched her carefully, waiting to see what surprise she had for me next. I wasn't disappointed. She turned around and her shirt was open, her huge breasts spilling out of her lacy pink bra. I watched her hands move forward, and with a sudden movement, her breasts were released, bouncing in complete freedom. She was walking slowly forward, each measured step setting those massive mammaries in motion. Standing just inches away, she held her breasts up to me, cupping them from below.

“Touch them, Peter.”

I reached forward and placed my palms against them, her hard nipples burning holes in my palms. They felt hot as coals. I knew I'd see them protruding from the back of my hands any moment. My personal stigmata. 

Sandra placed her hand against my cheek, stroking me softly. “You're a treasure.” She stepped back, and looked down below my waist. My glance followed hers, and I could see that I was as hard as if I'd never come.

She slid up against me, her body pressed firmly against mine. She pulled my face down and kissed me, softly, her lips caressing mine, her tongue gentle in its effort to claim me. I pulled her tighter, holding her against me, my hands exploring her body, outside of her clothing.

She whispered, “Peter, I could just eat you up. I’d love to take you to my room and keep you until your family came searching for you. But I can't be that selfish. You and I will have our own time, but we have an appointment now. Know this: as long as we work together, you'll never go home wanting.”

She took my hand and walked me down a hall, knocking on the door at the end. After just a few seconds, a tall Nordic looking woman opened the door, quickly stepping aside so that we could enter. I was deeply embarrassed, standing naked before a stranger, even one as attractive as this lady. My straining member didn't make it any easier.

“Lenka, please help prepare young mister Borman for a study session. We'll be leaving in thirty minutes.” She turned and walked briskly away, her heals clattering on the hardwood. Leaving me 100% naked, with a very attractive Amazon.

The woman towering over me tugged me by the hand, almost running to get to the next room, a huge bathroom decked out like a spa. “We must hurry, yes, or she may be disappointed. We don't want that do we?” She spoke in impeccable English, tinged with the faintest hints of an East European origin.

Lenka was tall. At least five or six inches taller than me, she was solidly built, not heavy, but not a skinny rail either. She must have had me by a good thirty pounds. She was wearing something similar to a nurse's dress, in blue, and it fit her nicely. Her three inch heels made our height differential almost comical.

“Could I have a robe, or something?” I asked.

She chuckled. “A robe? Are you shy, young man? I hope not, there is no time for shyness in your preparations.” She led me to an exotic looking chair. It looked like something you might see at a manicurist, or maybe at a doctor, or dentist. The armrests had large porcelain bowls at the ends. The seat was split, with just a little padding under each cheek and for each leg, with foot rests also ending in bowls. I felt very exposed when sitting in it, my balls and ass hanging in the air, as she guided my hands and feet to their individual soaking bins.

“The Lady is very specific in her desires. Each trainer must be immaculately clean. Normally we have plenty of time for this, but today we're in a bit of a hurry, so I hope you don't mind the rush,” she explained, adjusting my position. With a press of a button, a European style bidet moved up until it was almost touching me. I could see a splash guard on the front, slowly rising until it was almost to the level of my groin.

Lenka turned on the device below me, and I could feel warm water splashing up and around my privates and up my butt crack. She pressed another button, and I heard the motors humming before I felt my legs raised and spread, opening me up.

She leaned forward with a rubber glove, and gave me fair warning. “We're going to clean you out, back there. Normally it's not an issue, but occasionally our guests like to tease you there, and the Lady insists that it is as clean as can be. I'll be gentle.”

What an odd feeling. She put on clear rubber gloves, and adjusted them. My hands and feet were soaking, as she rubbed her finger over my tight butt-hole, rubbing some lubrication over the entrance and inside of me. Then she was holding a large rubber bulb before me, with a slender neck. “Just a couple of these and we'll be fine.”

I had never had an enema or anything like one, and my nervousness skyrocketed, but it turned out to be pretty simple. I felt the liquid flow into me, and at her encouragement, I held it for 10 or 15 seconds, and let it flow out, while she refilled. Another spray from the device below me, and I didn't feel quite so conscious of the action. After three tries, she lubed up the finger on her glove and I felt her penetrate me, deeper than I had expected. “Perfect,” she pronounced.

She pulled over a rinse hose and cleaned all around my cock and balls as well, using a soapy fluid before rinsing me thoroughly. She giggled when I hardened for her. “That's perfect. You look good enough to eat.”

I was surprised to see that the markings on my cock were still present. Indelible marker. I was branded for a while it appeared.

She stopped to clean herself up a bit, and returned with a glass of water. She handed me the glass and a pill. “Take this. It will help with stamina, although I'm not sure a young man like you will need it.”

In for a penny.... I popped the pill and drank the entire glass.

She proceeded to quickly trim my nails and cuticles, first on my hands and then on my feet. “That will have to do; we're running out of time. A quick shower and you should be ready.”

I was more than a little surprised when she removed her dress, standing naked in the shower entrance, testing the water. She was gorgeous, and she was stark naked. My first completely naked woman. My eyes took in everything, her firm breasts, her flat stomach, the smattering of hair above the crease in her legs. When she leaned in, balancing on one foot, to adjust the temperature, my eyes were drawn between her legs, giving me my first sight of a woman's most private area. I tried to suppress my groan. She summoned me over and lathered me up, before I could even consider what I should be doing with a nude woman in a shower. She was all business, scrubbing me down thoroughly. Before we rinsed off, she pulled a bench out from the side and had me sit down so she could wash my hair. The feeling of sexiness and pampering was amazing, so far beyond any of my expectations when I walked out of the house that morning.

With her hands in my hair, I fantasized about her walking around me and straddling my lap, slowly taking me inside her, making a man out of me. My hands automatically reached down to stroke my cock, while my mind ran wild.

“Easy with that,” she said, the water nozzle rinsing the last of the soap out of my hair. “Save it for later.” Regretfully, I let her lead me out of the shower.

She dried me quickly, towel drying my hair, and led me to the sink. “Now brush your teeth thoroughly, and gargle.” She did her best to dry my hair somewhat while I repeated my morning ablutions. At the end she held a dark blue robe out for me. It was satiny on the outside, but more terry-like inside. It was warm and soft, and I felt an odd confidence about being so clean and fresh underneath the robe.

“Twenty-eight minutes. That must be a new record,” she boasted, pulling her own dress back on, and quickly tugging me toward the door. We waited about 30 seconds before Sandra appeared. She stepped into the room, opened my robe and looked at my naked body. “You look perfect, Peter. This will be a wonderful day. I'm sorry we rushed you through your preparations.”

She was dressed in very nice casual attire, a new tight skirt, and tighter blouse, her hair cascading over her shoulders. She waved Lenka over, and my caretaker hustled to obey. I watched the women kiss lightly. “You are a miracle worker, my dear. I'm sorry I pressed you.”

“Thank you, Ma'am,” my foreign doll said softly. “It was a pleasure.”

“Not too much pleasure, I hope,” Sandra said with a knowing grin.

“No ma'am. He was a perfect gentleman.”

“Ahh, too bad. I'll have to make sure that next time you have plenty of time to really get him ready.”

“Thank you, ma'am.”

I walked with Sandra out to the living room, and she stopped and handed me some sunglasses. I put them on and the world went dark.

“Part of our process. This trip will be very short. You are okay?”

“More than okay,” I answered, even though the sunglasses threw me off a bit.

I heard her giggle. “Beautiful and adventurous. I'm going to love working with you, young Peter.”


Chapter Three – On the Job Training

The trip was very short. We stepped out into the hall, got on the elevator and travelled a couple of floors. She guided me out of the elevator and had me stand still. 

“Close your eyes, and don't open them. Can you do that for me, Peter?”

“Of course,” I said, holding my eyes tightly shut. 

My new boss removed my sunglasses and replaced them with a mask that covered my eyes softly, but quite thoroughly.

I stood fidgeting, eager and yet at the same time, nervous. “You'll do fine, Peter. Your job is quite simple. Just be there for these women, and resist finishing as long as you can. Also, it is good etiquette to let them know before you get to the point of no return. That's about it. Ready?”

“As ready as I'll ever be. My brother actually did this?” I asked, still a bit shocked at the turn of events.

“Better than anyone else. I hope you can fill his shoes.”

I heard the door open and I was whisked into a room, moving carefully, a little cautious while moving about the room completely in the dark. I let her firm hands guide me.

“Ladies, I have a surprise for you today,” I heard Sandra announce. She turned me 180 degrees, and pulled back the robe, slowly stripping it off of me, leaving me naked except for my eye-mask. I resisted an urge to cover up. “May I present...Peter.”

The sounds of several female voices proclaiming their appreciation was a huge ego boost. Just a few hours earlier, I was an unsullied high school virgin, with an underage girlfriend, and little prospects of changing my sexual status. Joe Average, well, Peter Average. I felt anything but average now. Sandra's hands flowed over my body, and I felt myself responding in the most natural way, which only increased the sounds of appreciation focused in my direction.

Sandra pushed me gently forward, and I took small tentative steps until I felt hands on my thighs stopping me. A soft hand reached up and traced its fingers along my staff, making me jump a bit. “Ticklish?”

“Just a bit,” I answered nervously, hoping that I was permitted to speak.

The owner of the fingers grasped me a little more firmly, and stroked my length slowly. “You continue to amaze us, Sandra.”

“Thank you. This one practically fell into my lap,” she said.

I anticipated a reply, not the warm feeling of a mouth encircling my cock, eliciting a gasp. I relaxed and focused on the voices around me, encouraging my fellatrix, as she went down on me. 

The second blow-job of my life was even better than I could have dreamed. She used her hands and mouth deliciously, teasing me, tasting me, toying with me. I just rode the flow, delighted to be where I was. I loved the feeling of being in her warm mouth, and would gladly have stayed there all day, letting her have her way with me. Whatever she wanted, I was willing.

“Ok, Mom. How about sharing a bit,” I heard, and the thought that I had a mother and daughter in front of me, had me straining to get even harder.

The mouth was removed from my cock, and with a little guidance, I moved sideways where a new set of hands took over. I heard a voice from where I'd just left. “It's perfect. Absolutely perfect.”

I flushed with pride, as another set of lips captured my cock, and quickly set about sucking on me, more aggressively and thoroughly. I groaned when I felt my cock slide down my newest hostess's throat, her nose pressed against my stomach. She seemed to handle it well, her tongue teasing me while I moaned my pleasure.

I was profoundly thankful my new boss had helped me with an initial release already, or I surely would have lost it right there. Instead, I was able to enjoy my latest companion's continued efforts, before being passed along once more. 

My next partner was a little eager. She tugged me over but took her time getting better acquainted with my straining friend. “The marks?” I heard her ask.

I could hear Sandra from beside me explain. “The first mark, at five and a half inches, is the low end of the average erect penis. Only about twenty percent are smaller than that.” I felt her hand touch my erection in the vicinity of the first line. “The second mark, at six and a half inches, is the high-end of average. Only twenty percent are longer than that. Young Peter, here, is in the rarefied air of larger than seven inches, nearly eight. Top two percent, easily.” 

I heard her laugh. “Of course those are all estimates. When I took the initial measurements, he didn't seem quite as 'enthusiastic' as he does now. If I were to guess, I'd say he's added on an extra half-inch or more of length from your attention. He's definitely looking thicker.”

That brought forth more appreciative comments. 

Above average? Me? Who’d have thought it?

One of the ladies who'd already sampled my goods teased my new partner. “If you can handle up to the green line, you'll be able to deal with Michael easily enough.” Her comment had the others snickering.

The woman in front of me tentatively took me in her mouth, and I sighed, happy to have warm lips around me again. I could feel her testing her ability to take me as deeply as she could, causing her to gag and cough a bit. “It's too much,” my partner said softly.

“Don't try to take the whole thing!” One of her friends giggled. “Green line is good enough, red if you're feeling really adventurous.”

The lady in front of me gave it another shot, and I felt her fingers encircling me as she pressed forward. Then she was moving back and forth over my length, her lips dragging along the surface. I winced when her teeth scraped me a bit.

“Easy, darling. We don't want you drawing blood. Lips and tongue, that's all it takes.” This from a woman to the left of me, seated in unacquainted territory. “We'll work on teeth when you've had a little more practice.”

The other ladies seemed to be very encouraging to my novice cocksucker, and she slowly improved, under their endless direction. She finally pulled away gasping. “It's not as easy as it looks,” she said.

“That's why we practice, dear. That's why we practice.”

Another voice chimed in laughing. “Of course, we can never let the men know that. Let them believe we are born expert cocksuckers, or learned it from reading Cosmo.”

Once more I was encouraged to move sideways, bumping the back of my legs against a table of some kind. I was tugged forward, and a set of legs trapped me on each side. There were no more voices from my left, so I deduced she was the last of my playmates. This woman definitely knew what she was doing, and used her hand and mouth in tandem. I was in heaven, and let her know it. That seemed to only egg her on, and I knew that in her capable mouth and hands I wouldn't last much longer. 

“Ladies, I'm getting close,” I whispered through gritted teeth.

“Do it, Aunt Carol,” one of the voices insisted, and the talented Aunt Carol took it up a notch, her mouth moving over me rapidly, her hand stroking firmly, and her delightful tongue teasing me mercilessly. 

“Oh, God, I'm there,” I groaned, feeling that powerful tightening that preceded my release. 

Her mouth pulled away, but her hands kept at me long enough to ensure my finish. I groaned and thrust against her hand as my cock spit out its reward. I felt softness against my rod, and the head of my cock was nestled against skin, as I continued unleashing my seed.

My ordeal was anything but over. Sandra took me around the room again, starting back at my first. Before she released me to her friends, a warm cloth cared for me, cleaning me. She tugged at me gently, and I felt the flow of blood start the hardening, just enough to give me some heft.

“He's definitely not through with you wonderfully wicked ladies,” Sandra laughed, turning me sideways until a hand cupped my balls for a few moments before I felt the entirety of my length pushing back into an accommodating mouth. Under her continued effort, I was soon more than a mouthful, and she backed off a little, sucking me.

I handled the pressure better this time, each woman getting several minutes with me, and moving around the table twice, before they finally allowed me to sit among them. I was pushed back into the couch, almost supine, while the mouths continued to work their wonders against me, occasionally working in teams, and getting more and more aggressive as I continued to hold out. I knew the effort was hopeless. Not only were there four of them, and only one of me, their experience was a gift to a novice like me, and I knew that anyone of them could probably get me off in a matter of seconds, if she were really to put her mind to it. Thankfully, they were playing.

“Would it be okay?” I heard a tentative voice plead. 

Sandra's sensuous voice finally agreed. “Just the birthday girl. And just a taste.”

I wasn't sure what that was about, but I had my hopes. The mouths pulled away, and I felt the pressure on the couch about me shifting. Soft legs embraced my hips, and a hand held my cock upright. A new sensation started, and instinctively I knew what I was feeling. A pussy was lowering over my cock. Slowly, and with a bit of difficulty, it took my length, while I moaned my own pleasure. That indescribable pleasure of entering a woman for the very first time.

“God, that's good. That's so good,” I groaned, until my generous friend was sitting firmly on my hips, my entire length sheathed in her velvet tunnel. The grip on my cock slid upward, only to come back down, making every nerve in my body sing. Up and down, up and down, while mysterious hands touched me and fondled me, lips pressed against my sensitive nipples, another set searching out my lips, a tongue pressing into my mouth, silencing me.

My partner wasn't quite so silent, her mouth pouring forth a torrent of filth that astounded me, and only further encouraged her friends and family.

Most of the attentive hands and mouths disappeared, and I felt my lover's weight shift and her upper body pressed against mine. Her lips sought out my own, kissing me deeply. I thrust up against her, unable to control myself any longer, pushing deeply into her. She pushed back firmly, sucking me in, her moistness audible. She pressed her lips against my ear, nibbling. “Can you come for me?” she asked plaintively.

I thrust into her fast and hard, feeling my impending release, the endless oral foreplay having brought me so close already. I was eager to complete my first sexual encounter in the most natural way possible. I reached down and held her hips while I pounded her, the voices around us lowered to a bare whisper. She was whimpering against me, her face buried in my neck, her fingers digging into my shoulders. The sounds only drove me crazier, until my hips were a blur, hammering away, while sweet little grunts escaped my partners lips, and murmured gasps surrounded us.

I felt fingers running through my hair from behind, and Sandra's voice was whispering in my other ear, “It’s alright, Peter, give it to her.”

I pulled her down hard against my hips and erupted, grunting a loud “Yes!” as I filled her, buried to the hilt, my shaft contracting repeatedly, blasting my juices into her. After several long moments, I gasped and settled back down to the couch, insanely content.

My very first girl raised up enough to kiss me. I could taste the saltiness of her tears on my lips, and hoped I hadn't pushed the envelope too hard. Her first soft kiss was followed by a series of gentle pecks all over my face, ending with another deep soulful mouth exploration from her devilish tongue. 

When my new friend rolled off of me, the warm cloth cleaned me up once more, before I was helped to my feet. I was wary of being able to perform again after that blowout, but Sandra returned the robe to my shoulders and walked me to the door.

Before I could leave, each of my ladies bestowed a kiss on me, and thanked me for the afternoon, already discussing with Sandra an opportunity for a repeat. I was tired but feeling immensely pleased with myself as I was guided out and back to the elevator. When I heard the door ding as it opened, Sandra removed my mask, before we stepped out onto her floor. 

She seemed a little embarrassed. “Sorry about the finish there. That usually doesn't happen, but it was a special occasion, and they are very special clients. I hope you're alright with it.” She unlocked her door and led me in.

“More than alright, Sandra. It was spectacular,” I said. 

“Have a seat. Relax. We're done working for the day.”

I sat back as directed, and she went to the bar, pouring us each a drink. She returned and passed me the high-ball. “I hope you won't tell on me, contributing to the delinquency of a minor, giving you alcohol and all.” Her grin was contagious.

“I think this can be our little secret.” I sipped the bitter concoction. I thought about asking for something a little sweeter, maybe a rum and coke. Then again, I was a man now; maybe more manly drinks were the order of the day.

She passed me a folded up stack of bills. “The tips were excellent tonight. I expected no less. You were very, very good. I must admit, I had my concerns, but I was most pleased with your performance. For each party we have I'll pay you $100 plus all the tips you earn.”

I looked down and saw the topmost bill was a hundred. Shit. I didn't earn that much money in a week normally.

Sandra moved closer to me, stroking my hair back. “What do you think? I know it's a little unorthodox, but shall we give this partnership a go?”

“I'd like nothing better in the whole world,” I said, realizing the drink wasn't so bitter after all. 

“We'll have two, maybe three parties a week. I'll try to give you at least a days notice before each one. I expect you to show up in plenty of time to prepare, and you'll typically be required to perform for an hour or more at each party. That can be one prolonged one, or several shorter ones, whatever you feel up to. That won't be a problem, will it?”

“Somehow, I don't think it will be.”

“The days we work, I expect you to avoid masturbating, or participating in sex, before coming over. And don't expect the kind of finish we had tonight. Sometimes it'll be more difficult, many of our parties involve very inexperienced ladies, and occasionally we'll have several more. I'm confident that you'll be up to the challenge.” Her hand was caressing me, and I was still a bit surprised when she leaned in and kissed me softly.

“Of course, if you feel that practice is in order, give me a call, and we'll see if we can't work something out occasionally. That is, only if you want to.”

I pulled her face down to mine, and kissed her deeply, possessively. I released her and looked into those mesmerizing emerald eyes. “I think that would be wise. I know I could use the practice.”

She grinned, hugely, and then crawled over me, pulling her skirt up to her hips, and exposing her bare skin underneath. She straddled me, and opened her shirt, taking it off and removing her bra, so her huge tits were in my face. I took a nipple in my mouth, tonguing it, checking off another first.

As she settled down onto my newest erection, I reckoned it was going to be one hell of a summer.


Chapter Four – Side Benefits

I stopped by to pick up Eric a little before four, and we headed down to get Darrell. I was a little irritated with Cathy, who'd called to tell me she couldn't make it to the beach. I felt like I was getting blown-off, but I realized I didn't really care. I didn't need her. Hell, Sandra was ten times better looking, and had experience. And my best guess was that any of the women who'd been with me the night before would probably put her to shame.

Fuck her. I was a man now. 

We were talking about our summer plans, and I told them I'd taken over my brother's sales route, working about half time. Sandra hadn't said anything about keeping our business secret, but I felt it was implied. It would have been weird explaining it anyway.

There were easily a hundred kids at the beach party. It was a school tradition, all the seniors heading down to Arrow point for a complete blowout. The police turned a blind eye to it, well aware there'd be a lot of underage drinking and partying going on, but traditions are traditions. In our town, half the cops had probably been in our shoes in the last dozen years or so.

Darrell had managed to get us a case of beer, and I had swiped a big bottle of tequila, a squeeze lemon and a salt shaker. Eric had a bottle three-quarter full of Vodka and a six-pack. At least we were reasonably prepared.

It was a sunny day, thankfully, and warm enough for the summer bathing suits to be out and in full play. Our classmates were in the water, a game of beach volleyball was going on, some Frisbee playing, but mostly guys and girls were just sitting around talking. The usual cliques were in play, which left us standing out in the cold. I looked around at the geeks, the jocks, the cool kids, the drama crowd, the rough crowd, and realized that even after graduating high school little had changed.

But I had.

We were carrying a cooler, with our partying supplies, and looking for a place to settle in. There'd be a big bonfire later, several, actually, and our best bet was to stake a claim around one of them. We knew the big fire was out of our league, but one of the 'satellite' fires should be alright. Looking the groups over, we instantly recognized where we'd most like fit in, away from the toughs and Goths, and deeply entrenched with the geeks and general misfits. Darrel and I set down the cooler, breaking out a couple of beers and headed off to collect wood for the bonfire, while Eric protected our space. As if anyone else wanted it.

After a few armloads each, we felt like we'd contributed enough and settled in. Undoubtedly the most popular people in our area were the girls from the volleyball team. Why they'd picked our fire was a good question, but I wasn't about to complain, especially since they'd chosen to sit right next to us. 

I was hot and sweaty from collecting wood, and all three of us headed for the water to cool off and toss around a Nerf football. I peeled off my shirt, as did Eric. Darrell was, shall we say, extra-large, and never took off his shirt in public if he could help it.

The water helped a lot and the sun was low on the horizon when we got out and headed back to our place to dry off. I was still looking around the group, wondering what my chances were of getting together with any of the women. I saw one of the volleyball players, Anne Perkins, looking at me and giggling, whispering with one of her friends. I had broken out another beer when I saw them get up and walk over to me.

“Pete, right? You're in Algebra two with me,” Anne said.

I was a little surprised she even knew my name. “Yeah. You're Anne Perkins.”

She giggled. “Yes. I know that.”

I felt myself blushing. 

“Could you spare a couple of beers for Teri and me?”

It all made sense now. I was a free liquor store. We had a modicum of value as long as the booze held out. 

I passed Anne the beer I'd just opened for myself, and got out two more, opening one and passing it to Teri, before opening my own. I took a deep slug from it. I was surprised the girls were still there, sipping from their cans. I'd expected them to leave as soon as they got their beer, only showing up when they needed more.

“You were in English Lit with me last year, weren't you?” Teri asked, smiling. 

If I didn't know better I'd have thought they were up to something. And you know what? I didn't know better.

“Yeah, and Spanish.”

“That's right!” she said perking up. “You sat in the back.”

Anne leaned forward and touched my chest. “Nice birthmark.” Both girls burst out in giggles.

I have a birthmark that looks almost like a thumbprint over my left nipple. Mom used to say it was where God touched me. Right.

I sat on the cooler, waiting to see what other witticisms they had for me. I was willing to take it, just to be talking to them. They were tall, both nearly six feet, Teri the taller of the two, and were wearing bikinis that left little to the imagination. They had long firm legs that were the things dreams and fantasies were made of. Anne sat down next to me on the cooler, and Teri dragged over a log to sit on. 

“How come you never come to our games?” Anne asked.

I didn't have the heart to tell them I'd been to nearly every one. “I made a couple. You guys are really good. You going to play in college?” Teri had been one of the stars, a big hitter, who'd led our team to the county championship. 

“Oklahoma,” Teri said. “I got a sports scholarship.”

“Wow, that's great!” I told her. 

“I'm headed there as well, but I think my volleyball days are over.” Anne confessed.

“That's too bad. You were fun to watch.”

“I bet,” she said with a smile.

At least they were nice enough to spend a few minutes chatting before disappearing, I thought. “Any plans for the summer?”

“Just hanging out. How about you? Summer job lined up?” Anne asked with a grin.

I saw the girls look at each other and giggle again. Why did I feel like I was being set up?

“My brother's old job. It's a sales job. Pretty dull.” 

“Dull? Really?” Teri asked, snorting. The girls were almost doubled over, trying to keep from laughing.

“Ok, what's up? What's so funny?” I asked.

They finally calmed down a bit. Anne turned toward me and placed her hand on my chest. She traced my birthmark with her finger. “Nice. Birthmark.”

I was so damned confused. Did she really get off on birthmarks?

She stood and held her hand out. “C'mon, let's go for a walk.” 

I took her hand in mine, and walked down to the beach with her.

“So what's the deal with my birthmark,” I asked, gently, not wanting this sports goddess to let go of my hand.

“I've only seen one other like it.”

“Really?”

“Yep. So is your summer job really dull?” 

“Can't really say. I've only been working at it since yesterday.”

“That's funny. That other birthmark I saw? That was yesterday too.”

Oh shit. 

“Was it really dull?”

Shit, shit, shit. My hand suddenly felt cold and clammy in hers. 

“Because my cousin Teri didn't find it dull at all.”

I stopped walking. She turned and faced me, her hand once more moving up and gently stopping on my chest. 

“No, it was the furthest possible from dull. But you know how it is. It's not the kind of thing you talk about.”

“Who knows about it? Your weird friends?”

“Hell no! Nobody. Just me and Sandy, and my brother. And I guess you two, now.”

“God, I was so jealous of Teri last night,” she said moving closer, her other hand moving below my waist. “But the party was for her, after all.”

“Do you have parties like that often?”

“It was only my third, and her first. But I'm hoping there'll be lots more.”

My eyes were right around the level of her chin, and I couldn't help but see as she ran her tongue over her lips. “So who was best?” she asked.

“Best? Are you kidding? It was all so incredible.”

“C'mon. Somebody was best.” She turned and took my hand in hers, leading us further away from the party behind us, the sun almost fully set. The heat was radiating up from the sand, making it warm under our feet. 

“Well, your aunt, the woman on the end, was pretty damned talented. But to be honest, when you took me in your mouth, all the way, my head almost exploded.”

I was rewarded with a giggle. “Now that's what I like to hear.” We walked hand in hand a bit longer. “Don't you have a girlfriend?”

“No.” Not after tonight anyway.

“Would you like to have one?” She was turning off the beach, and stepping over the rocks.

We stopped in an area of sand, away from all prying ears and eyes. I turned her around and pulled her close. “Are you offering?”

“Maybe.”

“I'm interviewing.” I told her, more confidently than I would ever have imagined possible.

“Is there a test involved?”

“Yes, but I'm quite certain you can pass with flying colors.”

“Okay, Mister Borman. I'd like to submit my application.”

I stepped back and slid off my shorts, letting my hard-on escape. Anne dropped to her knees in the sand, pulling her long hair to the side, and took my cock in her mouth. Damn. She was better than I recalled.

I closed my eyes, drifting back to the previous evening, and her attentions. As she got more aggressive, I opened my eyes and looked down at her. She was so pretty in the twilight, her beautiful face looking so perfect with my cock in it. It was wonderful.

I was a little disappointed when she pulled away. Only for a second. Then she was pulling off her bikini bottom, and turning around, leaning over a rock, her delicious ass facing me. That same full round ass I'd seen wrapped in those skin-tight volleyball shorts, game after game. 

I slid up behind her, rubbing my cock against her wetness. 

“Part two of the interview?” she asked.

“You've passed the interview. I suspected you would. This is your welcome to the job training.” I pushed inside of her, squeezing my cock into her overwhelming tightness. It took several moments to slowly work my way up inside of her, until I finally filled her completely. She moaned loudly.

“Are you Ok?” I asked. 

“Just be gentle, alright?”

I eased in and out of her for a minute or so until she got used to me, and picked up the pace. Holding her hips I thrust harder inside of her, moving her back and forth. I could hear her wetness, as I was finally able to move smoothly inside of her.

“Jesus, Anne, you feel incredible.” I told her, stopping to take a breather, while I fondled her firm butt cheeks.

“Better than Teri?” 

“Better than anything. I could fuck you forever.”

“Then you better get to it.” She wiggled her hips for me, before moving back and forth on my cock.

I pushed her legs apart a little more, lowering her, and started pounding her hard. 

“God, right there, right there. Don't stop.”

There was little chance of that. I held her hips in my hands and fucked my gorgeous new girlfriend for all I was worth. She was groaning almost continuously.

“I'm almost there,” I warned her.

“Not yet, please, just a little more,” she gasped.

I could almost hear Sandra's words: “Restraint is the difference.”

I long stroked her, full deep strokes, listening to her reactions, the depth of her moans, until I felt it. She was coming for me, gasping. The first girl to come for me. It was too much and I slammed into her, coming hard. I came so much I was aching, never wanting it to stop. 

My legs were betraying me, about to collapse, and I moved away leaning back against one of the larger rocks. Anne came to me, dressed only in her bikini top and climbed into my arms. I lifted her chin and we kissed. Finally. For the first time.

“That was wonderful,” she said softly.

“Incredible.”

“Better than I'd ever dreamed.”

I smiled, my ego kicking in. “So I was the best, huh?”

“Best and only,” she said softly, her lips sealing mine. 

Only? That was something I hadn't expected. Especially from a girl who could suck like that.

A few minutes later I was helping her find her bottoms in the dark, and we carefully made our way back to the beach. Her hand felt natural in mine.

She quizzed me on my college plans and I confessed I was headed to Quad-C for a year. 

“You should transfer to OU next year,” she said.

“I'd like that.”

“You know, when we get back, Teri's going to want to go for a walk too.”

“Teri? Who's Michael?” I asked, remembering the comments from the night before.

“Her fiancé, but he's not here right now, and you are.”

“I thought, you and me...”

“We are. You and me. But she is my cousin. And besides, it's not like you haven't already.”

“You're really okay with that?”

“For tonight, at least.” She stopped. “You don't have to, you know.”

“I'm pretty happy with just you,” I told her.

“What about your new 'job'?”

I hadn't really thought of that. “That's mostly just blow-jobs. Last night was unusual, or so Sandra says.”

“So let her give you a blow-job.”

“Uh...Okay, I guess.”

“Is that so hard a decision,” she laughed.

“I just don't want to mess up what we have.”

“Peter. We have one evening between us so far. It's okay. For tonight. Whatever you want to do. The rest is for me and my cousin to work out. Alright?”

I stopped and took her in my arms, still about 50 feet from the fire. I kissed her hard. “Whatever you want, for now, is cool by me.”

We walked into the bonfire ring, our arms around each other's waists. The fire was blazing and the warmth was welcome against my skin. The smell of the burning wood was intense.

Teri was chatting with Eric and stood up when we arrived. She grabbed Anne by the hand and pulled her away from the fire for some girl talk. I was thirsty and dug into the cooler, while my buddies stared at me.

“Spill, dude. What's up?” Eric asked.

“Anne and I have a lot in common. I guess you can say we're going out.” I told them, hitting the beer again.

“What the fuck! How do you rate?” Darrell asked.

“I just do.”

“Shit!” Eric groaned. “God, she's incredible.”

I smiled. “Yes she is.”

The girls came back hand-in-hand laughing. Then Teri pulled away from her cousin, my new girlfriend, and grabbed my hand. “Let's go for a walk.”

“Just a sec.” I opened the cooler and pulled out the Tequila, salt and lemon juice. I pulled her over. “Lay down a second. I always wanted to do a body shot.”

She looked at me with surprise in her eyes, and I was afraid I had pushed things too far, too quickly, until she smiled and leaned back.

Anne grabbed the supplies from me. “I get to set it up.”

Fine by me.

She leaned over her cousin, sprinkling salt just above her bikini bottoms before filling Teri's naval with the tequila. I leaned down, gave her a long lick where the salt was and moved up to slurp the tequila out of her belly-button. She giggled while I licked her. I stood and took a squirt from the squeeze lemon. You know what? I like body shots.

Teri started to sit up and Anne pushed her back down. “My turn, cuz.” She passed me the fixin's and I gave her the same setup. I was already getting hard again by the time she was finishing licking her cousin's belly dry.

She took the bottle from me, and started the preparations again. “Thirsty, Eric?”

“Hell yeah,” he laughed, taking his shot from the surprised cutie laid out in front of us. 

By that time we had attracted a bit of a scene, including several of the volleyball teammates. I helped Teri up and was amazed to see the setter, a cute little redhead, lay down on the cooler. Anne was in control of the shots, and as Teri and I walked down the beach I heard her give Darrell the go ahead. 

Those guys were going to owe me. Big Time.

We walked in silence for a bit, hearing the laughter and applause echo down the beach. The party was really taking off. And I had started it. Yep. Me. Mister Joe not-so-average.

“So how was I?” Teri asked timidly.

“Just now?”

“No, silly. Last night.”

“Incredible. Completely mind-shattering. You were my first you know.”

“You too.” She gave my hand a little squeeze. “You can keep a secret right?”

“Absolutely.”

“Good. 'Cause Michael can never know.”

“He'll never hear it from me.”

“Cool. So you and Anne are a 'thing' now?”

“Blows the mind.”

She giggled. “That not all that was blown, I hear.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, that too.”

She was leading me over the rocks for some privacy. I followed along cheerfully.

“Pretty cool job,” she said turning around and leaning over for a kiss.

We were far enough from the fire that we could barely hear their ruckus. Which was good, if she was half as loud as she'd been the night before. As soon as our lips parted she was on her knees, pulling my swim shorts down.

Cool job? The best fucking job in the world. It was only day two, but it was lining up to be a pretty spectacular summer.

The End
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Free Preview

Thanks for reading Summer Sucks. It started as an entry for a Summer Loving Writing Contest, inspired when he heard someone say ‘summer sucks’. As someone who loves summer, I couldn’t comprehend the statement, until I looked at it in a different way, and the concept for this eBook was formed. If you enjoyed it, please consider taking a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer.

I also love to hear from my readers, so consider tweeting me, visiting my website, or joining my mailing list to let me know what you think.

The series that launched my writing was Convenience vs. Need. Its online popularity was well beyond my expectations, with the first chapter generating well over half-a-million views. I’ve updated those stories, and created a new seven book series titled A Matter of Convenience. I’ve included the first chapter of the first book, The House That Lust Built to give you a taste. I hope you enjoy it.


The House That Lust Built

Volume 1 of A Matter of Convenience

When Karen first started working with us, I didn’t pay her much attention. She was several years older than me, almost 30, and rather plain. She had a kid and a live-in boyfriend. Not exactly what a guy two years out of college, and fresh out of his first serious relationship would consider part of the talent pool.

Most of the 20 or so people in the office were older than I was, and they were often eager for news of my dating life. It seemed like the whole lot of them lived vicariously through me. They were full of advice, most of which I blissfully ignored. I’m sure I kept them entertained with my shenanigans. I may not have been the world’s most successful Romeo, but it was certainly not for lack of trying. And I did have my occasional successes, just none recently.

When Karen was tasked to work with me on a new project, things started to slowly change. The only other person on the project was Brenda, a thirtyish chubby married brunette who was a bit of a prude. Karen would grill me on my dating, and talked openly of sex. I’d never met anyone like her. Brenda would act offended, but always managed to stay nearby and soak up the conversation. There was some friction between the two of them, both being new, and I think Karen went a little overboard at times just to irritate Brenda. Our discussions got more and more overtly sexual and even included some minor office grab-ass.

One thing led to another, and before long I had Karen giving me handjobs in the closet at work, after hours, and on the way back to the office from lunch. She wouldn’t do any more, she said, since she was living with a guy. Our conversations were intensely personal and she had confessed almost every detail of her life to me. She lived with the guy for convenience. She rented a small townhouse she could barely afford. With him as a roommate, she could just barely make ends meet. She couldn’t rent out the only other bedroom, since that was her six year old kid’s room. She was usually strapped for cash, and didn’t enjoy our work that much, but it paid the bills. I bought her lunch on occasion, and the first time she leaned over and gave me a handjob on the way back to the office, I realized she was like nobody I’d ever met.

Her sex life was less than fulfilling, to hear her tell the story. She wasn’t a fan of oral sex—she doled it out to her live-in as a reward for good behavior. She was getting laid about once a week, and doing the oral about once a month. The more we talked about it and how much her boyfriend loved it, and the hoops he would jump through to get it, the more I was convinced I had to move past the hand stage, and into a more intimate sexual relationship. I thought I should have a fairly decent chance since she clearly didn’t love the guy. When it came right down to it, she paid him in sex to be her roommate and share the bills. I don’t know what it was about this skinny, bigmouth, dirty-blonde but something certainly pressed my buttons. 

Over a period of several weeks I had been hounding her to get more intimate. I was treating her to lunch, using the drive to describe to her how badly I wanted to go down on her, figuring if I could get her pants off, there was a decent chance of reciprocation. I enjoyed the handjobs, it was the only sex I was getting, but I wanted more.

“You know Karen, we could head to my place for a break. I would love to make you squirm on the end of my tongue.” I was teasing her one evening around 7 p.m. She stayed late at work once a week, every Wednesday, since it was the only chance she had to get caught up. Craig, her live-in, picked up the kid and watched her on those nights. You can bet I stayed late Wednesdays.

“God, Jack! Don’t talk like that around here, someone could hear you,” she admonished me.

I took her hand and placed it on my ever-present erection. “I get so hard, just thinking of licking your pink.”

“Jack, don’t! You are so bad. You know I won’t do that. I’ve told you, I’m in a relationship.”

“And you’re telling me you don’t want to trade up?”

I’m not sure why I said that. I wasn’t really looking for a relationship with her. I just wanted in her pants. I was actively dating other women, and she knew it. In detail. If I was having more success in those arenas, I probably wouldn’t have even brought it up.

“You don’t want an old woman with a kid, you’re just horny.” She was squeezing my cock through my pants, which was a good sign. With the place all but empty, I knew I’d be getting my handjob soon.

“You always make me horny, babe,” I said.

I stood up and drew her after me, down the hall, to a small utility room. She came along reluctantly, offering minimal resistance. It was all part of the game; this had become our Wednesday evening ritual.

She entered the room behind me, and I opened my pants. My dick flopped out, hard and ready. She sat on a ten-gallon bucket, spit in her palm, and started beating me off. 

“You have such a pretty mouth—” 

Ok, so maybe I wasn’t the smoothest. You can’t say I didn’t try.

“No. No way. You know this is all you’re getting, now lean back and enjoy.” We went through this all the time. Me, constantly pushing the envelope, and Karen fighting me off.

Karen normally talked incessantly. This was an odd occasion. She was quiet for once, while she slowly worked her hand up and down my cock. After a few minutes of her stroking my dick, she broke the silence. 

“Are you still working on buying that house over on Preston?” she asked me, as she worked her hand back and forth. It usually took her several minutes, and she would change hands several times. She had recently taken to letting me play with her breasts while she worked me, in order to speed things up I figured. 

I unbuttoned the top of her shirt, and slipped my hand inside her bra. Her nipple was hard as usual. She might fight the game, but she seemed to enjoy it. She just had her own rules. My job was to get her to bend, or even break them.

“Yeah, but the house won’t appraise, it’s in such bad shape. The lot is great and the foundation and frame are solid, but it’s only livable on about half the main floor, and not at all on the top floor. I need to come up with about another eight grand to get in it.” My hips were thrusting in time to her stroking, and I was feeling good.

“You’ve got the money, why don’t you just do it?” She was in a pensive mood tonight. She often teased me about my relationships while whacking me off. Tonight she was a little distracted. 

She seemed to think I was loaded. I was an engineer, and she was a graphic designer. I earned easily double what she did, but it still didn’t stretch that far. If I hadn’t received a sizable bonus for completing a tough project ahead of schedule, I wouldn’t even be thinking of buying my own place. I was tired of paying rent, and thought I might be able to stop, given the right circumstances.

“It’ll drain me to buy the place. It needs a lot of repairs. At least the kitchen is new. On my salary alone, I won’t have enough cash left over to do all the work it needs. I can’t afford to pay rent while trying to get the place habitable. I’m hoping for another bonus when we finish the project. If it’s enough, I might go ahead and pull the trigger.”

Out of the blue, she leaned forward, and licked the head of my cock. For the first time. Just once, then she smiled a wicked smile and continued the stroking.

“Oh shit, do that again,” I begged her.

“Did you know Debbie broke up with John?” 

Debbie was a friend of hers. Another single mom, Debbie was 25, and a knockout. She tended to overdo the make-up, with too much eye-shadow, eye-liner, heavy face powder, and bleached blonde hair, but she was a looker none-the-less. Her body was what dreams are made of, enough to overlook too much rouge and lipstick. I had tried to get Karen to set me up with her in the past.

“Really? Great! You gonna hook me up?” I asked her, leaning forward, trying to get my erection closer to her mouth. I had removed my hand from her tit, and was rubbing the back of her head; of course she knew all my tricks, and twisted away from the encouragement with a little laugh.

“Well, she’s got a problem. She needs a place to live. She moved in with that bastard John, let her apartment go, and now she’s up shit creek. She’ll be staying in my living room for a while. Craig acts like he isn’t happy about it, but I know he’ll be trying to get in her pants. Since he hasn’t been getting in mine.” She leaned forward, and took half my cock in her mouth, and with her lips tightly circling the shaft, she slowly drew her head back, holding just the head in her mouth for a few seconds, before she let it pop free from her lips.

“Jesus. That was nice, babe. Don’t stop,” I pleaded, gasping.

“How would you like this every night?” she asked, before repeating the long slow suck.

“Hunh?” Give me a break, I was young and a little slow on the uptake. Besides, there wasn’t much blood reaching as high as my shoulders.

“I was talking to Debbie. You know my lease expires at the end of next month. If you bought that house, maybe we could all live together. Debbie could stay home and watch the two kids, and you and I could work and bring in the money.”

“Karen, I don’t even know Debbie, and that would be kind of odd, her in the house—”

“I don’t mean just live together, I mean live together. We could take turns sharing your bed. We’d each have our own room, but you could have either one of us pretty regular.” She was really excited by the idea, and was stroking me agonizingly slowly, while pleading with me. I was rewarded with another slow teasing lick. “Think about it Jack, you said it has five bedrooms. What are you going to do with that many bedrooms? The extra income would be the perfect solution for fixing the place up. I could pay, say, five hundred a month? We could all save money.”

“Are you serious? What does Debbie think of this?”

“Debbie would do anything to stay home and raise kids. She hates working. She wants to be a homemaker. She’ll clean, she’ll cook, she’ll watch the kids, and I’m sure she’ll fuck your brains out if you let her be a mommy. I know she thinks you’re cute,” she said, accenting the last statement with another deep suck.

“Oh, that’s nice. Suck me off, so we can talk about this more seriously without the distraction,” I told her.

“Wouldn’t you rather have the real thing?” she asked. Like she didn’t know. She knew everything I liked and wanted, I’d been bugging her about it long enough. Man this girl was the queen of the hard sell. She was definitely in the wrong profession.

“Are you kidding? Of course! What’s the catch?” I asked her.

She stood up, unbuttoned her pants and stepped out of them. “Here’s the deal. Friday, you give Debbie the keys to your apartment. Then Debbie and I can spend Friday and Saturday convincing you what a good idea this could be for all of us.” She leaned over, wiggling her butt at me. “No other strings attached. I haven’t told her about this little plan, but I know how badly she wants to stay home. And she doesn’t want to get married again. Both our kids could use a man around the house, and you know that Craig is a pretty sorry excuse for one. What do you say? Is it a deal?”

“Friday and Saturday, huh? Why not?” I told her, sidling up behind her, grabbing her skinny ass cheeks in my hand.

“Good, now come get a taste of what the good life could be like.” She again gave me her mischievous smile.

I rubbed my cock up and down across her pussy lips, mostly by feel; she was not one of those women who maintained a closely cropped rug. I slipped my cockhead between her shiny wet lips, feeling the moist warmth. I couldn’t play around too long; I was heated up from the discussion and the work she’d done so far.

I thrust up inside her, and she pushed back, with a pleased groan. “Damn, you’ve got a nice cock, Jack. Craig has a needle-dick. It’ll be nice to be filled for a while.”

“You could have had it at any time,” I reminded her, slowly stroking her pussy. She was wet and the going was easy. After only a few thrusts I was bottoming out, forcing a sweet little grunt out of her.

“You now I wouldn’t cheat on him. I don’t do that. But things are changing. Right now we’re not even speaking. He’s been talking about a new apartment, but I won’t discuss it with him. I think he knows that no matter what, after next month it’s over. As it is now, we’re just sharing a roof. He hasn’t gotten any of this in three weeks, and isn’t likely to get any more. Not if I’m getting yours,” she told me, with another wiggle of her boney rump. “You wouldn’t want your girls cheating on you, would you?” 

Man she was talkative. I was fucking her with long, steady strokes and it didn’t slow down her conversation a bit. 

“You know, I need to hook you up with Krista some time,” she was telling me, as I sped up and started pounding her harder. “Ooooh, gentle lover. Not too rough, now. Oh! That’s it.” She gave me a nice little moan. “You know that little fantasy you have about using the backdoor? Krista loves it in the ass. She doesn’t look like much, but I bet I could get her to give you a treat, under the right circumstances, of course . . .”

She was crazy. She just kept on with the jabbering. I pushed my cock deep into her pussy, with a series of small thrusts until I was balls deep. All of it.

“That’s nice right there. You feel so thick inside me, Jack. Can you imagine Debbie licking your balls while you fuck me? I bet she’d do it. Ask her Saturday. What do you want for dinner Friday? Or should I just let Debbie make one of her specialties? She’s really a great cook.”

Incredible. She was wonderfully tight. I was fucking my brains out, and she was making dinner plans. I knew I wouldn’t last long now, so I started pounding her hot little twat even harder. “Whatever, I figure fur-burger would be nice.”

She giggled. I’m fucking my heart out, and she giggled. “You’re so nasty. That’s for dessert. I’ll have her make one of her favorites. You know you can still date other women. We won’t be jealous. Neither of us is really that into dating. I think Debbie needs to get it pretty regular, but I don’t think that would be a problem for you, do you?”

“Fuck, Karen, you’ve got a sweet pussy. I’m gonna come soon. You are so tight.” I was really screwing her deep and fast now, working up a sweat. I couldn’t help but think this would be fun to do on a regular basis. A little quiet might be nice, but the pussy was prime.

“I know you are baby, I can feel it. I like it. Come inside me.” She was smiling at me, an affectionate look on her face, nothing like the pure lust I’m sure I was showing. For some reason, she always managed to make me feel like some kid she indulged.

I finally exploded, deep inside her, telling her how fucking hot she was. I came over and over, then stood there, breathing heavily, while my cock enjoyed the sensation of her pussy walls squeezing away at me. She was doing some kind of Kegel exercise, and it was as if she was milking me dry.

“Do you like that, lover?” she asked me teasingly. “That was so sweet, I haven’t had a nice thick dick in me for far too long. I think I’d like to have you do me like that a little more often. Would you like that, baby?”

“Fuck yeah! That was intense. So you really think Debbie is up for this?” I asked her, the idea starting to do wonders for my previously wilting cock.

“Absolutely. I’m sure she’ll go for it. I’m telling you, this weekend you better be ready, because she can be very convincing.” She was still working my dick with her pussy. I don’t even know how she could concentrate on it while running her mouth.

“And if we do this, no teasing right? If I want it, I’m gonna get it?” I didn’t want some bait-and-switch game, getting a little action to start, and soon finding myself in the once-a-month blowjob rut. I had grasped her hips and was making some small in-out movements.

Karen pulled off my semi-hard dick, and turned on the water in the utility sink, wetting some paper towels. She stuck a couple between her legs, then turned and used a few more on me, cleaning me up. 

“Well, I’m pretty sure you’ll get as much as you want, but we can discuss that this weekend. I gotta get home; Debbie picked up Ashley for me, and is expecting me. Plus I want to tell her the good news.”

(—*—)

When I saw Karen the next day, she was eager to get me alone to talk. It was driving me crazy. I would normally have had lunch with her, getting my rocks off and finding out the information, but some dingleberry had scheduled a working lunch meeting. It wasn’t until around 3 p.m. that I was able to get her to go outside with me for a walk. We headed down to the shore-trail, and ambled along. 

Karen got straight to the point. “Debbie is so into this. She was almost crying last night. Don’t be a bastard now and take advantage of her because you know how bad she wants this.” 

“Christ, Karen! Of course I’m going to take advantage of her,” I told her. “I thought that was the plan!”

“I don’t mean that. I mean, well, just don’t be mean. She really has been fucked over by the last half-dozen guys in her life. She could use a decent relationship for once.” 

“You crack me up. You call this a decent relationship? She doesn’t even know me, and she’ll be my shack-up sweetie just to stay home and have a roof over her head? While you two take turns warming my sheets?” I laughed. I was surprised when she slapped my arm.

“Don’t be an ass, Jack! You can be such a jerk. Think of how bad her life has been, if this is the best thing that has come her way in a long time. She’s been on her own since she was seventeen, been a mom since she was twenty. I’ve had good times and tough times, and I’m pretty sure this can work ‘cause you’re really a good guy; poor Deb is just desperate for some stability of any kind.”

I had been thinking about it a lot, wondering mostly how I’d explain living in sin with two single moms to my parents. Then again, they were a long ways away, and I could always claim it was a purely platonic relationship, just renting out spare rooms.

Only a few hours earlier, I had set up an appointment with my realtor for that evening to make my formal offer on the house. I was putting almost 40K down on the house, to be able to get into it. I would be almost broke, but I was determined to get a tax break. The potential benefits had finally made up my mind for me. But I wasn’t about to let these girls know that. Not yet.

“Listen,” I said. “I think you know me pretty well by now. I’m not going to fuck either of you over. I kind of like the idea of this thing. There’re some issues and details to be worked out, but hey, that’s what we have this weekend for.” I reached across and held out my spare keys.

“I know,” she told me, as she took them. “Your aura is way too bright and too blue. I know you think I’m silly, but I’m positive we’ve been together in a previous life. I just know you too well. You’ve always been good to me.”

Oh. Did I forget to mention that my friend Karen was deeply into the whole numerology, psychic, and past-lives thing? Sometimes I felt she was a certifiable nut. A fun, cheerful, sexy, certifiable nut. What the hell was I getting into?

She reached over and took my arm and held it tight. Almost desperately so. “Please, let this thing play itself out. I know it’ll be great for all of us. Give it a chance.” Her head was leaning against my shoulder and we’d stopped walking. We had circled the property perimeter, and were almost back to the building.

“I’m going into this with a very open mind. If we can work the details out, I’d be willing to give it a try. No guarantees - but I’m open to the idea. Let’s leave it at that for now.” 

Karen took off at 5:00 p.m. sharp as she did four days a week. I went out and bought a love nest. 

I won’t go into the details, but the house was a shambles. I was getting the place for little more than the value of the land. If I could fix it up, it would easily be worth three times what I was paying for it.

I would be taking possession in less than three weeks, if we didn’t hit any bumps in the road. At that time only one bathroom would work, the kitchen would be in good shape although it wouldn’t have any appliances, and the bedroom on the main floor was livable. My first job was to re-roof the place. Then I could consider the rest of the work ahead of me. 

It looked like I was going to be busy.

.
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