
        
            
                
            
        

    
Teen Bimbo

By Alyssa Wills


Copyright © 2021 Alyssa Wills

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Cover design by: Alyssa Wills


To the people who make fast food websites, who provide me with so much unexpected inspiration


Sign up for updates!







Want to know more about what Alyssa's been up to? Sign up for her email list!




Learn more here!




While you're at it, why not check out her Twitter page?




Find that here!
































Sydney was having a rough day. High school had been awful as always – everyone who’d told her it would get better senior year had been lying – and now she was realizing it was all because of something wrong with her head. The school therapist always said that naming feelings made them easier to cope with, but she wasn’t sure at all whether she could name, or even describe, what she was experiencing.

For starters, a fog seemed to have descended over her mind. Any thought that wanted to get her attention had to fight through what felt like acres of soupy mist, and she guessed that most of them simply weren’t bothering, because having ideas and coming up with answers were two things that were pretty difficult at the moment. There had been a math test second period, and it had been, to put it bluntly, a massacre.

But...saying that was ignoring another big issue. She’d been too busy to ever have a boyfriend – things at North Tercer Hermano High could be high-pressure, if you were one of the group of students who really tried to get the grades for college – and she rarely so much as had a sexual thought. Between school and sports and homework, she only had thirty or so truly free minutes every day, and those were usually spent watching whatever TV show had caught her attention recently. There was no time for thinking about, like...cocks and stuff.

That had all suddenly changed. Even as thoughts of imaginary numbers and sinusoidal functions fled from her mind, they had been replaced by idle fantasies about practically every boy she came across. Even the very average-looking young man who sat in front of her in American History had become an unwitting target for her reveries; what did he look like naked, she wondered? Had he ever been with a girl? All her thoughts of sex meant that she didn’t feel anxious about her mental changes, as much as simply curious. Anxiety needed processing time in her brain, and there simply wasn’t any to spare, with what was available going to feed her newfound horniness.

But it was Friday, and that meant sports were off for the weekend, and that homework could be put off for a couple of days. She was pretty enough to be popular, but the lone social activity she participated in made her something of a pariah. She didn’t care, though. It was time to meet the film club and go shoot some more of their short.

Sydney hadn’t exactly been a wholehearted addition to the club, but she had a knack for acting, and in Los Angeles that realization stirred excitement in the breast of any ambitious teenager. The project they were working on was entitled Hard Times for Kayla Westbrook; she played a troubled hitwoman on the run from both the law and her mental health problems. They had dreams of Sundance.

Today, the group was on the train tracks. “All right,” said Leroy, the self-appointed director, “we’re doing scene twelve. The light’s just right – we want that, you know, golden-hour effect – and we want it falling across the frame, so that we don’t have to be shooting into it. Sydney, you need to get into position by the concrete blocks.”

“Um, like,” said Sydney, “why do I need to be in my underwear again? I mean, I’m not complaining, ‘cause this is kind of…” she was about to say exciting, but at the last second she realized that there was a chance that that would come off the wrong way. “...um, well, I mean, it’s kind of embarrassing.”

“We’ve been over this,” said Leroy. “Did you forget last week’s meeting? The scene is to show the sexual tension between her and Agent Brown, who’ll have been chasing her for five scenes at this point. You said you were cool with it then.”

“I...did, I guess,” said Sydney. Now that he mentioned it, she did remember that.

“It’s cool, Syd,” said Jordan, the tall, handsome guy playing Agent Brown. “I’m in my shorts too. We’re in this together, right? It’s not one of those movies where it’s only the chick who has to randomly be in her underwear.”

“That’s true,” said Sydney. “Like, it’s okay, I guess. Let’s shoot it and see how it goes.”

“Great, great,” said Leroy. “Problem solved. Okay, so remember, neither of you have any lines for this scene. We’re gonna do a lot in post – adding music and stuff, and a voiceover – but really the camera’s gonna be doing a lot of the work here.” Madison and Jacob, the two bespectacled camerapeople, puffed up at that. “Just look, like...tense, you know? And Jordan – Agent Brown – doesn’t know you’re hiding behind the concrete, Sydney, so you want to be, you know, kind of peeking out at him as he walks towards you. Okay, let’s film this thing!”

As soon as the clapperboard clicked and the cameras started rolling, Sydney leaned slightly over, as directed, and cast a furtive glance toward Jordan. She felt an arousal stirring in her breast. As he walked slowly towards her, she found herself wishing that he wouldn’t stop, that the cameras would turn off, the rest of the world would vanish, and that he’d keep walking right into her arms. She had to fight the urge to flash him a dreamy smile.

Considering that it had no words, scene twelve was apparently very difficult to get right, and Leroy kept waving his arms, shouting, and forcing them to do it over again and again. Usually, Sydney would have been angry, but considering that she barely seemed to get angry anymore, and that every time they restarted she got to peek around the blocks at Jordan again, she accepted it mutely.

At last, around 5:30, they wrapped. “Great work, everyone,” said Leroy. “Why don’t we go get dinner again? I want Animal Style Fries.”

“You always want In-N-Out,” grumbled Jordan. “It’s kind of expensive, you know? I just want some pizza or something.”

“It’s okay,” said Leroy. “We did agree that we don’t all have to go to the same place. We don’t want another Taco Bell fight, right? We can just get food and meet at the park near the mall.”

“Right,” said Jordan. “Anyone else want pizza?” Meredith and Jacob avoided his gaze; because they were both vegans, they usually opted for poké bowls or something similar. The other actors, who had spent all afternoon kicking rocks around waiting for Leroy to wrap, were fans of the calorie-bomb fry meal as well.

As everyone else turned away, Sydney saw her opportunity. “I’ll come,” she said, “we can, like, split one or something.”

“Great,” said Jordan, the hint of a smile playing across his lips. “Let’s do that. We’ll all meet up at the park in, I don’t know, half an hour?”

The next few minutes felt like a dream to Sydney. She’d pulled her clothes back on, then jumped into the passenger seat of Jordan’s old Camry. It was only when they were pulling out onto the street that she came to herself again. Her head was swirling with excitement and arousal. She was this close to what she wanted, and the only question was whether she would be able to reach out and grab it.

As they made their way through the maze of arterials toward the nearest Pizza Hut, Jordan broke the silence. “Great filming with you today, even though it was a little…”

“Weird?” Sydney finished. “Like, totally.”

“Well, weird, yeah, but weird in a weird way, if you get what I mean.” He paused. “Being on camera was weird. Being in front of other people was weird. But, I mean, it didn’t...feel that weird to be…” a blush crept across his cheeks; he could be incredibly cute.

“I get it,” said Sydney, carefully so as not to ruin the moment. “Like, actually, I agree. I don’t know. The vibe was right.”

“Yeah,” said Jordan. “The vibe was right. Exactly.” He paused again. “Listen, I know that everyone else is probably waiting for us, and that this would be kind of rude, but do you want to just...not go back to the park? I mean, it’s Friday, we have the night off, we could sort of make it a date. I’m sorry, I’m realizing that I’m asking while you’re already in my car, but it’s totally cool if you say no.”

“But I wouldn’t want to say no,” said Sydney. “Like, let’s do it!” She gave him an encouraging smile, which was also a great excuse to drink in the sight of him once again. He was gorgeous, he really was.

“Great,” he said, grinning. “I was worried that you were gonna nope out, because then I wouldn’t have had anyone to share the pizza with!”

The rest of the drive and dinner went by in a happy blur. They chatted about this and that, ate slices of greasy fast-food pizza, and flirted, sometimes a little awkwardly. Again and again, Sydney found her eyes drawn to Jordan; his beautiful, muscular arms just seemed to call out to her, sending flickers of arousal through her. If only he would just throw her down and...well, actually, that wouldn’t be a good idea because he was driving, but the possibility was certainly there.

They’d brought the pizza to a scenic overlook, and by the time they finished, the sun was setting over the city. Rush hour still heaved on the freeways and the arterials, but otherwise the heat and haze of the day were beginning to dissipate, and dusk’s tranquility rolled over the world. Far in the distance, the Pacific Ocean glimmered, an ever-present reminder of the natural world that Los Angeles so often seemed to disavow.

Confronted with such a spectacle, neither of them found that words came easily. And there was no need, really; the view did all the talking. Sydney felt her fingers lacing through Jordan’s, and a sense of inner peace filled her entire being.

Eventually, he broke the silence. “It’s beautiful.”

Her eyes darted over, and she saw that he was looking at the downtown skyline. A flicker of disappointment flashed through her mind, but she smiled anyway. “Yeah.”

“S-so are you, by the way,” he said, still not meeting her eyes. The words hit her like a sudden splash of water, and she felt as elated as she did startled. “Sorry, I couldn’t think of a smooth way to say that.”

“Like, don’t be silly,” said Sydney. “‘Smooth’ is for bad romance on Amazon. We’re real people, aren’t we? Just, like, let it flow.” And then she was leaning in, and he was too, and then, and then…

And then their lips were meeting. A swirl of passion flowed through her, paired with arousal and a sudden, wild lust. A kiss wasn’t going to be enough, she realized. From the moment she’d woken up that morning, she’d wanted more, and now she was going to finally get it.

Still, the kiss was nice. She could relax, truly relax, as she melted into him, and she felt warm and safe and loved in a way that she hadn’t since starting high school. There had been other kisses, kisses that had tasted like vodka and rum at older siblings’ parties around the city, but those were the kind that she regretted the next day, the kind that made things awkward in the hallways, the kind that she hadn’t really meant. This one wasn’t any of those things, and she loved every second of it.

She felt her hands creeping down towards his chest, running over his toned muscles, feeling their firmness. Breaking off the kiss, he looked her in the eye, a mixture of emotions running across his face. “Are you...do you wanna…”

“...Do this?” Sydney grinned. “Like, I wanna do it really bad, baby. If you’re okay with it, obviously.”

“I am,” he said, “I just wasn’t expecting…” He cast a glance over his shoulder; the parking lot was empty, with no one else in sight. “I just wasn’t expecting this to happen tonight. But I’ve been dreaming about it for...for months, actually.”

“I saw you looking at me,” said Sydney, grinning. “Men are all the same.” She paused. “Like, there was something I wanted to try, if it’s okay with you. We would need to be in the back seat.”

“Of course,” said Jordan. The two of them slid out of their seats and got into the back, where there was nothing separating them anymore, not even something as ephemeral as the clutch. For a moment or two, they gazed at each other, each trying to convince themselves that this was really happening; then Sydney reached out and began to pull at the neckline of his t-shirt. He helped her pull it off, and then he was completely bare on top. She feasted her eyes on the sight. There had been a time when he’d been a skinny film nerd like the rest of them, but the years had been good to him...the years, and the judo classes that he’d started taking in sophomore year. He wasn’t sporty enough to be hard to relate to, but he was sporty enough to reap the benefits. She’d seen him in this state of undress just an hour or so before, but it felt different now that he was doing it for her.

Wordlessly, he moved to do the same. She felt her own shirt slip over her head, exposing the bra that he’d seen earlier as well as the rest of her upper body. Suddenly, she felt self-conscious. She was only average, and the strange, sudden changes that had overcome her mind might have lowered her inhibitions, but they hadn’t completely removed her anxieties. Would he...like her?

She felt relief wash over her as his eyes widened, and as something between his legs began to strain against his jeans. “Like what you see?” she asked, smiling, knowing the answer already.

“Holy shit, yes,” said Jordan. Reaching out, he squeezed one of her boobs; the sensation of being felt up by a man she really wanted to feel her up was incomparable, and she breathed a heavy sigh of satisfaction.

“Want to see the rest?” Sydney asked, reaching back for her bra strap. She knew that he did, but asking the question somehow just made it hotter. She grinned as his jaw dropped slightly; whatever he had been trying to say turned out to be dead on arrival. Her tits bounced free as her bra fell away. They had been small and unassuming just the year before, but she’d had a bit of a growth spurt lately, and now he would be crazy to complain about the view he was getting. She luxuriated in his gaze; did it get any better than this?

Soon they would find out. “Do you mind if I…” Jordan asked, leaning forward.

Sydney quickly figured out what he had in mind and flashed him a broad smile. “Go ahead.” The feeling as his lips wrapped around her nipple was unlike anything she’d ever experienced. Shocks of arousal, of lust, of sheer animal satisfaction flowed through her in turn, and she wondered how she’d ever gone through life without this feeling; it was just too good to have her lover’s tongue swirling across the surface of her breast, around her nipple, teasing and prodding as he gently sucked. The cocktail of sensations combined to create something deliciously, deliciously addictive.

But she couldn’t let him go completely without. Reaching out, she ran her hand down his torso once again, traveling over the contours of his body, sliding down until she reached the button of his jeans. They fell open so easily that she felt like they were made for this moment, and then there was just one layer of fabric separating her from his beautiful, virile member. She felt her mouth watering at the thought of just what she was going to do with it...but not just yet. For now, she satisfied herself with cupping his cock and balls through his underwear, massaging them gently between her fingers, giving him just a tiny taste of what was to come.

Clearly, that gave Jordan some inspiration of his own. Suddenly, his hand was snaking down underneath her jeans, then underneath her panties. In just moments, his fingers were dancing around her most private places – not diving in, not yet, but always threatening to do so, sending thrills of anticipation through her. Those thrills mixed with tiny jolts of pleasure whenever he neared a part – her clit, for example, or her pussy lips – that could provide real stimulation. She was being teased, she realized, but it felt so goddamn good that she couldn’t possibly have gotten angry. She just wanted more.

Now it was getting hard to wait. Neither of them had to pretend any more that they didn’t want the other one, that they felt anything other than wild lust...so why were they messing around? “Baby?” said Sydney. “Like, I’m ready to...do the thing I wanted to try.”

Jordan released her nipple, looking up with eagerness in his eyes. “Just take the lead. I’m ready for anything.”

She grinned. “Get ready to rock.” Kicking her pants down to her knees, leaving her pussy exposed to the open air, she lay down lengthwise across the seats. Pushing gently at his shoulder, she had him do the same; his eyes widened as she realized what she had in mind, but there wasn’t even the smallest hint of reluctance in his expression.

And then he was spreading her legs, pushing his head in between them, and she could no longer see his face. The feeling was a little lonely, but they were still traveling this road together, and her own face was now no more than a few inches from his hard, throbbing cock. Pushing aside his underwear, she marveled at its beauty, its girth, its sheer power. It wasn’t a sight she would soon forget, she knew.

There was simply nothing else to be done; such a magnificent tool needed to be worshipped, and she was the woman to do just that. There had been a time when sex had seemed silly to her, when it had seemed like a waste of time for irresponsible partiers, but that time was long gone. Was there anything more important than what she was about to undertake?

Leaning forwards, she ran her tongue along the length of Jordan’s cock, giving him a taste of what he was about to receive. He gasped softly, and she smiled...but then she felt his fingers spreading her pussy lips, his own tongue darting around the opening to her sensitive hole. It was a simple gesture, and he hadn’t even gone inside her yet, but it still felt so goddamn good that she couldn’t keep from moaning in turn. It seemed that she was just as easy to please as he was.

Taking the head of his cock into her mouth, she swirled her tongue around it. His rod stiffened – by now it was probably as hard as it could get – and just seemed to beg her to go further, but it wasn’t always easy with him working away at her other end. Now his tongue was swirling around her clit, sending wave after wave of sensation through her, and it was all she could do to stop herself from simply losing herself in the pleasure. But she wanted to make him feel good too; there was a difficult balance to be struck here.

Pushing her head forward, she tried to take more of him, as much as she possibly could. As his shaft slid past her lips, the veins under the skin gave texture to the experience, constantly reminding her that this was a real cock that she was sucking, that this was really happening. She wondered if she’d ever been happier. On the other end, Jordan’s tongue was pushing into her pussy now, plunging the depths of her hole, making her moan and cry out with each twitch or sudden motion.

Soon, they had fallen into a steady rhythm. Sydney matched Jordan’s motions with her own, creating what felt like a wonderful feedback loop of pleasure, an infinite echo that only felt better and better the longer it went on. She realized that an orgasm wasn’t far off now; the reservoir of sensation inside of her was filling up drop by drop, and in a little while it was full to overflowing. For now, the key was to enjoy the ride, to savor every motion of his tongue inside her, to play with his cock in just the way he was craving.

He was thrusting gently into her mouth now, clearly close to orgasm, and she was as well. Everything he did sent her closer and closer to the edge, and she felt like she was already on a hair trigger as it was. It was almost enough, and she was almost there, almost there…

And then he suddenly exploded into her mouth. The taste of hot, salty cum overwhelmed her as his cock twitched wildly, and she found herself swallowing as if by instinct. It was all just so incredibly sexy that it sent her over the edge in turn, gasping and crying out as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her, overwhelming her completely. For an instant, her mind was in another place entirely, another distant plane of being where time and space were mere ideas, where all that really existed was pure, unbridled ecstasy.

Slowly, she began to come down. Jordan was reaching into the glove box, grabbing a fistful of tissues; as she watched, he thrust a few out to her. She spat out what she hadn’t swallowed into the wad, then used it to wipe off her face. The old Sydney might have had a moment of post-orgasmic clarity in which she realized just how strange it was to be cleaning up after a 69 at a public viewpoint in the backseat of a car; the new Sydney had no such concerns. “Like, fuck, baby, that was hot.”

“It was,” said Jordan. “That shit was great. Where did you get that idea?”

“I don’t know,” said Sydney. “It just, like, came to me, I guess.” Sitting up, she saw that the parking lot was still empty; the sunset was different than it had been when they’d started, but still beautiful, still majestic.

“We should do this again sometime,” he said. “I can’t believe I’ve gone my whole life without it.”

“Sometime?” she asked, giggling. “Like, why not now?”

“I like the way you think,” said Jordan, smiling. “Man, this is gonna be a great night.”
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