

Looking down out of my window, it feels more like a portcullis at this time. My house is wrapped in perennial darkness, submerged in shadows made up of blacks and grays. Outside, the stars are hanging in the sky likes strings of light. I chew my lip, a nervous tic that takes over when I am pensive and drinking. I chew my lip a lot lately.


Across from me, a light goes on and there she is, showcased in the dim glow of her bedroom. My heartbeat goes up several BPM in an instant. Would she be able to see me from here? Would she care?


Right now, every other woman seems like just an imitation of Sarah. Her smooth skin, the way she moves with measured grace but at the same time, a child like quality. As I watch her from my window, it is like she skips over to the sink. Her breasts bob up and down in time, swaying with her movement.


I can feel myself getting hard just seeing her again like this. Ever since I pulled her into my classroom and had my way with her, it has been like this. My cock leading me to her over and over. I feel like thoughts of her are consuming me.


Raising my glass to my lips, I realize I have run dry and let the glass fall to my side. I never established her exact age, but it was at least early twenties. Tonight, she was dressed in a fluffy nighty that made me feel like a naïve pervert. Why would I assume this beautiful creature would care about me like I care for her?


She frolics through her nightly duties, bouncing up and down with mirth as she brushes her teeth, her beautiful and full hair bouncing along with her tender breasts. With just her nighty on, I can see a generous amount of her smooth legs. My cock surges at the thought of licking my way up those precious stems to the paradise that was tucked up between her thighs. The things I could do to that girl with my tongue…


Sarah continued to frolic around the bathroom, smiling now as she looked at herself in the mirror and brushed her fluffed up hair. Her face pouted and dimpled along with her reflection. I half expected her to make a funny face or two. This girl had all the innocence that I craved and the body that my loins yearned for. 


My heart skips a few beats as she puts down the brush and picks up a pink razor with a dainty set of fingers. I watch with baited breath as she props her foot up on the sink and begins to shave those marvelous legs. I gasp a little and raise an eyebrow as I realize that she is not wearing panties to bed tonight.


I can see the small lips perched there like low hanging fruit between her tan legs. Blood surges to my dick like a flood as I watch her move the razor up past her lower legs to her crotch. Was this going to happen? Did she know that I was watching? Was she just putting on a show for me?


She smiles to herself as she soaps up down there. My hand automatically starts to lower the zipper on my slacks. I can’t help myself as I watch this amazing young woman begin to prepare to shave her precious pussy. Something inside of me turns over and I begin to rub myself through my boxers.


Her pussy hairs are prickly and moist even from here. Was she getting wet because she was touching herself down there? The razor dips through her valley several times as she trims herself to the point of being completely bare down there. I chew my lip, my cock appearing in my hand as I stroke myself. I want to be in the room with her, stroking her, combing her hair as I breathe on the back of her neck.


I would treat her well and carry her to her four-corner bed, licking every inch of her and kissing every nook and cranny that could be found. Once she had properly been lavished with my tongue, her limbs would be tied to the four corners of her bed and the real fun would be begin.


Sarah finishes up with her shaving and it pulls me out of my reverie of lust. She sets down her cute, little, pink razor but keeps her leg still propped up so that her cunt is exposed. It feels like my mouth has run as dry as my drink now as I watch her pull a small mirror from her bathroom cabinet.


Lowering the mirror down between her legs, she checks out the job that she just did with the razor. She smiles as she admires her tight pussy lips, the dewy pink hue shining under the light of the bathroom. I watch as she reaches down with her free hand, spreading her pink lips apart. What was she doing now? It seemed like she was going beyond just checking out the shaving job she did.


With my breath still caught in my lungs, my eyes studied her as she admired her tiny, pink hole. My dick was full extended now, my hand running up and down my shaft when she suddenly put her foot down and set the mirror back in it’s place. My hand freezes, so close to finally getting a release and then nothing.


I watch as she puts her nighty back in place and she smiles to herself. She looks out the window toward me and I swear she winks. I blink a few times, my mind trying to register what just happened. Was she taunting me? Was this her way of letting me know what was in store for me soon?


That honey-colored skin, those thin arms, and the bright smile that she possessed. Everything about her evoked such a feral yet natural lust in the pit of my stomach. I wanted to possess her and at the same time, I didn’t. Something about her innocence was so refreshing.


Closing my eyes, on the dark side of my eyelids, I could see a complete replica of her lovely face, each corner and curve. I realized, with some shock, my cock was still fully in my hand, exposed to anyone who happened to look through my window and into my world. 


Quickly, I zip everything up and move to the kitchen again to refill my glass. It had been a short period since I had my…encounter with Sarah at the school. My hand passes through the salt and pepper specks at my temples and I cast one last glance outside. The house next door has all the lights out. Sarah must be safe and tucked in for the night. How I wish I was the one tucking her in…


I dump out the contents of the bottle into my glass and toss the empty bottle in the trash. The liquor burns as it flows down into my stomach and spins around a bit. I tell myself that this is the last drink for the night and finally I am right. The fridge is empty save for a few condiments. I was going to be forced into sobriety tomorrow due to lack of available alcohol. 


My sigh into the darkness of my home seems to stretch out longer than I intended. I wasn’t always like this I tell myself. There was a time that I was more well adjusted. A time where I had friends outside of the few people in my profession that could stand my acerbic wit and hold their liquor enough to keep up with me at the bars. 


Standing there in the gloom of a practically empty kitchen, I empty my glass as well and head to bed, thoughts and worries swirling around me as the contents of my stomach start to take hold of me. A lazy smile drifts over me as I pull myself into bed and thoughts of what my life used to be like slowly come to me.


When I was younger, I was madly in love. The soft and fragile nature of our relationship was what made it so special and then cause such intense pain. Two ends of such a wide spectrum…


Our love was clumsy, mad, without shame, and agonizing all at the same time. When we made love in our college dorms, it was with a fever and a frenzy that I have never felt again and I doubt I ever will feel either. 


Her name drifts to the fore of my mind and I push it away. Somehow though, it bobs to the top of my thoughts like a black balloon.


I push her face out of my mind but it imposes itself on me.


Those pert curls and that coy smile. When we swam beneath the covers together, it was as if each atom of our soul was pressed together into one creature, imbibing on the heady feeling of young love. Your first love is always the strongest, ribbons tying your heart to this person for as long as you both keep living.


I toss and turn trying to push thoughts of her out of mind. The liquor finally takes hold of me and pitches me headlong into the darkness of sleep. My sleep is fitful and full of memories that I wish I could forget, faces floating up at me out of the black that is all around me.


When I finally jolt awake, my body is covered in a sheen of sweat. How long have I been out? Looking down at the black sheets on my bed, they appear strewn about all over the mattress and floor. They feel cool to the touch, still damp from my perspiration.


I question myself for a second. What did I dream last night? Did I even dare to try and remember?


Pulling myself out of the bed, I look down and realize morning wood has sprouted. I shake my head and shuffle into the bathroom for a shower. I need to get rid of this feeling covering my skin.


The hot water feels great covering my skin as the water falls on me. Hanging my head under the water, I let the stream beat down on me, relaxing my muscles and promising a better day than the night I just had.


The dreams aren’t every night, but they come up enough to make me feel drained for days afterward. My stomach rumbles and immediately I remember I am out of liquor as well as food. For most people, this would be a simple problem to solve. I on the other hand, did not feel like going out to retrieve either food or liquor right now.


Cranking the shower back to the off position, I tread out onto my bath mat and look at my face in the mirror. Dark circles and an unshaven disheveled look are staring back at me with startling intensity. I quickly decide I need to shave and perhaps start wearing dark sunglasses everywhere.


Pulling out my badger brush from my cabinet, I begin to lather up when the phone rings. Odd, people never ring here. Did anyone have the number for my home?


Moving into the kitchen with my face half covered in shaving cream, I hold up the receiver to the side of my face that is still left bare.


“Hello.”


My voice sounds strange to me over the phone when I answer.


“Yes, is this Vladimir?”


At first I don’t know how to respond to even my own name. It feels like time is frozen for a sharp and crisp moment. 


After a pause that I am sure went on for much too long, I finally respond.


“This is he. How can I help you?”


The voice on the other end suddenly turned cheery. It was like I just gave them the best news that they heard all day. 


“Vladimir, I hope this is not too sudden, but I would love to have you over for breakfast. Oh sorry, I forgot to say this is your next-door neighbor Ana. Sarah is our daughter and she just will not stop going on about you.”


My mind reels, trying to think of something to say.


“Sarah has only good things to say I hope.”


The comment is more of a probe than a response. What sort of game was she playing with me? What did this mean?


“Oh nothing bad Vladimir. I feel so odd using just your first name. When you come over, you must properly introduce yourself to both of us. Would you be able to make it to breakfast this morning? I know this is all quite sudden, but two ladies certainly could use the presence of a man at the table.”


I frown and rub at my chin, which only results in covering my fingers in shaving cream. My sigh can be heard through the line and I suspect Ana heard it because she quickly follows up her comment with another.


“If you are not in a position to come, I totally understand. It is so last minute but I just have been hearing so much about you from Sarah and I just thought it would be a great opportunity to get acquainted with each other. They say you should always meet your neighbors because you never know when you might need their help.”


She continues to prattle on but I have already stopped listening. My mind goes to Sarah and what I saw last night. It seemed this little girl enjoyed a bit of gamesmanship, but what was the game? Having her Mother inviting me over for breakfast certainly seemed like a strange play on the board. 


I quickly cut off her Mother with my curt tone, tired of listening to her talk about how America was built off the bonds of people living in close proximity to each other. 


“I will be over in ten minutes Ana. We can properly meet and have breakfast together. What would you like me to bring?”


It is a gamble considering my cupboards are bare, but I figure if I don’t at least offer it would be offensive in some way.


Ana simply just disregards my comment and asks that I arrive promptly in ten minutes so that the food is still warm. I agree politely and bid her goodbye. I stalk into the bathroom and finish up shaving, nicking my cheek with an errant stroke. It smarts for a few seconds as I apply cold water and try to staunch the bleeding. 


I look at myself in the mirror again. The man staring back is in much better shape now. The dark circles remain but they can be explained away. I slap some aftershave onto my face and massage my eyes before I head over to the door, curious what Sarah was up to.


It was so rare to engage in social visits I had to run through several things in my mind as I slowly walked next door. What should I talk about? How should I hold myself in the company of two women? I felt like the fish out of water, flopping around cold and unfeeling. It would be so much better to have regular hours, home-cooked meals, and all the conventions of a proper marriage so I could avoid these strange circumstances. Unfortunately, that didn’t seem to be in the cards for me.


I rapped on the door, still knocking loudly as the door swung in. This was the first time I saw Sarah’s mother up close. Ana was a bit on the plump side, a round face that beamed and rosy cheeks like a porcelain doll. It would seem Sarah took nothing from her Mother in terms of looks.


“Please come in Vladimir. Have a seat at the table. Sarah is up in her room right now. You know how young girls can be, always trying to primp and preen so much. It is how they all are.”


I nodded silently in agreement and made my way inside, noting the peeling yellow wallpaper on the walls of the kitchen. It looked like the whole house had not been updated in years. The floor seemed to be stuck in a time period several decades earlier and the appliances were a hodgepodge put together with several trips to estate sales. It would appear there had not been a man in this residence for quite some time.


The wooden chair creaks as I sit down at the spot already set for me. Two pieces of ham floating in a yellow sea of egg yolk with seven-grain toast on the side. This woman is a godsend considering I had nothing to eat next door. She smiles expectantly at me and I pick up the fork, ready to have some real food for the first time in months.


“Oh no Vladimir. You have to open with prayer first. We pray in this household even though I know some people don’t.”


I raise an eyebrow and set my fork down. Clearing my throat, I try to remember everything I could from my younger years in Catholic school. Fumbling through a few sentences about grace and goodwill, Ana seems happy when I finally open my eyes. Up above us, I can hear someone moving around. Was it Sarah playing more games with me? Perhaps she was waiting for me to join her upstairs.


The games would have to wait until I was done eating. In the meantime, I could suss out some information I was curious about. 


“So does Sarah usually have her tutors over?” I asked innocently as I chewed my food.


Ana shook her head vehemently. “No, almost never Vladimir. It is very…different for her to even use a tutor. Sarah usually doesn’t pay much attention to her grades. I think it is great she is finally taking an interest in academics. Her Dad isn’t really around to guide her or anything like that. He left years ago and we haven’t heard anything from him.”


I shake my head in disgust. Sometimes I was too shielded from the realities of human nature. To not even take care of your own child…


Ana quickly followed up with more exposition as soon as she saw the opening. She talked quickly like she was in a hurry to get in my good graces.


“We make do without him Vladimir. Have you ever been married?”


The question seems to just float there in the middle of the kitchen and I am not sure how to respond. Sarah comes to my rescue in a small way as she tromps down the stairs loudly. She announces her arrival in a bit of a singsong tone.


“Hello Mama,” she says, giving her Mom a quick kiss on the cheek.


“Hello Vladimir,” she says with a sly grin. For a moment, I suspect she is going to move in and give me a quick peck on the cheek as well. It wouldn’t have surprised me considering how bold this little girl was acting.


Sarah sits down next to me at the table, inching her chair closer to me. She is testing me, seeing how far she can push this. What a naughty thing to do with your teacher.


Ana quickly jumps on the lull in conversation and asks her question again. This is probably the most excitement she has had all year and it shows. “I was just asking your tutor Vladimir if he was ever married Sarah. He was so kind to come over after you suggested we invite him. I hope the breakfast is ok.”


Sarah looks over at me, plucking a piece of bacon off my plate and licking her lips before putting the crisp meat in her mouth.  She looks directly at me and nods in my direction. “Have you been married before Vladimir?” she asks, echoing the question.


I shift in my seat a little, uncomfortable even though the food is delicious and the company sitting next to me could be considered divine. After mulling it over a bit, I come up with the most mundane answer I can think of.


“There have been potentials, but never anything that made it to the finish line I am afraid. I am very busy with my academic schedule at the college. Academic rigor is important to me and the rest of the staff so we have to make sure we are always on the cutting edge of research and development. That is what keeps me employed after all.”


Sarah moves in closer to me, moving her hand over toward mine. Her Mother doesn’t seem to notice at all as she looks on with a forlorn glazed look over her eyes. 


“Have you discovered anything of…importance,” says Sarah as I feel a warm hand caress my upper thigh. Her Mother is just a few feet away and she is acting like we can’t get caught. She is daring me, tempting me, trying to throw me off. Two can play at this game. 


“I have discovered quite a few very interesting discoveries in the field of chemical bonds. Certain elements are inexplicably attracted to each other. Those types of bonds always seem to be the most important.” As I am speaking, my hand finds hers under the table. Without missing a beat, I press her palm down on my crotch, letting her feel my length as it starts to grow. It is her turn to pause now as she pulls away from me. I don’t allow her to pull away though. I keep her hot hand pressed tight up against my hardening cock. It is so gratifying to see the look on her face as she realizes that there are two players in her game.


I continue to keep her palm pressed against me, challenging her to do something about it. Her Mother, completely oblivious to what is happening, gets up from the breakfast table and notes that I have already eaten almost everything on my plate.


“Oh Vladimir. I am being such a terrible host it seems. I invite you over, you finish your plate in a hurry, and I have not given you a second portion yet. You must be quite hungry.”


Looking at her daughter with a deep gaze I say “Yes, quite hungry. I am not sure you have enough to satiate me.”


Ana laughs nervously and heads over to the range, grabbing a new plate and piling it high yet again with ham, eggs, and toast. I know when she comes back that she will set the plate down right in front of me and probably notice my hand pressing the palm of her precious daughter against my blazing hot member. I can see the panic in the eyes of Sarah. She doesn’t want to get caught. Her Mother probably still thinks this naughty girl is a virgin. I want to maintain that image…it will make things for me so much easier.


Plate stacked high with food, Ana makes her approach back to the table. Sarah is pulling away from me even harder, the desperation making her eyes do a zig-zag maneuver. She wants to get away from me now but she can’t. I am too strong for her, holding her delicate wrist and hand to my fully erect cock now.


At the last moment, I release her. Sarah lets out an audible sigh of relief and almost sends herself into the wall behind her. Ana stops, eyes wide as she appraises her daughter.


“Are you alright honey? You look all red in the face. Is there something wrong?”


“I am just feeling a bit flush is all,” she says, starting to get up from the table. 


Ana implores her to stay but Sarah rushes off upstairs. I give her Mother a shrug and a look that says, “What can you do with young ones?” Once Sarah is back upstairs, Ana directs her attention to me once more. 


“Please forgive my child Vladimir. I really don’t know what is wrong with her. I thought she would be more amiable toward you. She was the one that decided to invite you over after all.”


I nod, picking up my fork again and spearing a hunk of ham that is half hanging off the plate. How fast did I eat the first plate? When was the last time I had real food? I feel completely starved right now and the idea of a third and fourth plate don’t seem totally out of the question.


Ana continues to prattle on and I listen more to the way she speaks than what she is saying. Her choice of words is polished which probably was a reflection of her time with several social clubs or friendly card games on Wednesday nights. She could certainly hold a conversation by herself. I let her drone on, devouring everything on the plate in front of me.


Dabbing at my chin, I excuse myself from the table to bring the plate over to the sink. Ana stops me with almost violent suddenness.


“Vladimir, I can’t have you doing dishes in my house. Sit back down and let me take care of this.”


I accede to her and give up the plate without a struggle. Ana seems bent on making sure I am well taken care of and I am in no position to refuse her generosity. The fact I don’t remember the last time I was invited over for dinner anywhere shows how my social life is going.


There is a call from above that interrupts my thoughts of how I could never be happy in a home like this with bedraggled magazines laid out on every spare table and chair. It takes a moment for my mind to register that Sarah is calling for me from upstairs.


“Vladimir, can you come up here for a second? I need your help with my homework.”


Ana turns to me and looks happier than ever.


“Oh, could you go help her please? It is so rare for her to really focus on her studies. If you could just do this for me, I promise I will cook the best dinner you have ever had. I can tell you are still hungry.”


She has me at a loss. I can tell Sarah is playing games again, but to not go upstairs now would seem even more awkward. Reluctantly, I hold out my hands like an innocent man and shrug my shoulders.


“I would love to taste your cooking yet again Ana. I will just be up there a moment to help her with whatever she needs. Then, I can come right back down.”


“Spend as much time with her as she needs Vladimir. Don’t even give it another thought.”


My face cringes as I hear those words and begin moving toward the stairwell. If she only knew what was going on between her daughter and I. Groping for the bannister, I peer up into the darkness. Why are all the lights off up there?


I have to squint into the darkness to make out a pair of supple shoulders and a silky, smooth back partially covered by a head of flowing, luscious hair. 


“Sarah, what are you doing up here?” My voice is low so that her Mother downstairs can’t hear what I am saying. “Why did you have her invite me over this morning?”


She ignores the questions and asks one of her own. 


“Did you like the show I put on for you last night?”


I feel my heart start to palpitate faster than ever. This young girl is so brazen as to invite me over to her home and then brag about the little tease from last night? I lower my voice even more, stepping in close enough to touch Sarah now.


“You know I liked it, but I can’t be seen over here. Your Mother is downstairs. If she knew what we did together…”


“Don’t you mean, what we’re going to do together?” In the darkness, I feel two hands reach out and grab my own. She must have spun around because she is pressing my fingers into her bare stomach. I don’t pull away as she slides my hands up to her young breasts, so firm and so soft. It is at that point I realize when she left the table to go upstairs; she stripped off her clothes to wait for me like a cat in hiding.


“I can’t take it anymore Vladimir. Knowing what we did in your classroom. I can’t have you right next door and not want this.”


Still holding my hands, she pulls me into the darkness further. I feel a doorframe past by me as I am hauled into her room. Just like in my fantasies, her mattress sits on four wooden posts that stretch up to the ceiling. Lacey veils decorate the top with tiny lights that are all lying dormant now. The only light in her whole room is the random streaks that come through the blinds of her sole window.


It is enough light for me to see her naked body and I immediately know that I won’t be able to resist her. I fondle her gravity defying breasts as I soak in the rest of her young body on this immortal day. As the moment occurred, I knew that this would be burned into my mind like a brand. My mind assimilated each detail and tucked it away. The tiny mole on her hip, the small curvature of her amazing stomach, and of course the red imprint of my hand where I had been groping her breasts. Everything else seemed so far away as I pressed my lips against her small nipples and began to suck on each one in turn. 


Her body is illuminated from behind with the small shafts of light leaking in and she looks like a nymphet from a dream. Her radiant cheeks and her diminutive nose just below those eyes that spark with life and desire. I want her not just now but forever, this moment frozen in time like a bubble that can’t be popped.


Sarah gives me a grin like she was just possessed by something and begins to slither down the front of my body, trailing her hand down to the top button of my pants. My cock is burning with desire and I wanted more than just a simple blow job but with her Mother just downstairs…


I look around and realize that the door is open and we are right next to the stairwell. I start to move toward the door to shut it when I am stopped by a hot set of hands on my cock. Sarah gives me that same devil like laughing grin as she grabs hold of my dick like a dog on a leash. Against my better judgment, I relent, leaving the door open. In the back of mind, something tells me that Sarah planned all of this, but that thought is washed away once her hot mouth envelopes my burgeoning cock. 


She consumes my head with those soft lips and her perfect, young face. As she sucks on me, dimples appear on her precious face. I stroke my hand through her full hair, my fingers never tangling in her tresses. 


Suddenly, and without warning, she presses half of my shaft into her mouth, taking in a good four inches with one gulp. I have to grit my teeth to not groan out in pleasure.  This little girl knows exactly how to excite a man.


My head is swimming with pleasure as she starts to bob up and down like she is diving toward her eventual goal of fully taking my whole shaft. The hand I have running through her hair suddenly tightens on her shiny strands as my cock demands more from her. Gripping her by those silky strands, I pull her in deep, shoving my cock in deeper, making her take me.


Sarah seems all too willing to allow me to play roughly with her, leaving her hands at her sides as I pull her hot lips in toward my heavy and cum laden balls. It is difficult to resist just throwing her on the bed and taking her mouth like I want to take her pussy. There would be other opportunities for that. For now, I had to be inside of her, thrusting away, making her mine.


A voice called out from below. “Are you ok up there Vladimir? I have more food I wanted to give you and it will get cold soon.”


I grunted as Sarah dipped her head so low she almost took my whole shaft in one fell swoop of her talented mouth. Finally finding my voice, I responded to Ana who was still in the kitchen.


“I won’t be much longer I promise. Sarah needed help with something up here and I am walking her through it.”


Sarah took my cock out of her mouth just long enough to give me a full on wicked smile and a wink before plunging her head down so far she completely took my whole member down into the depths of her clutching throat. The feeling was so intense I almost lost my balance and had to reach out and brace myself against the nearby wall to stay upright.


The thud of my hand colliding with the walls must have raised a red flag with Sarah’s guardian below.


“Is everything ok up there? I heard a thump. Did somebody fall?”


I yanked Sarah away from my shiny shaft, my cock nice and lubricated for what was about to come next. At this point, even if my Catholic Priest from my childhood stepped through the door, nothing was going to stop me.


Sarah grunted now as I placed her firmly on her back on her bed. She craned her head back and spoke toward the open door as I rubbed the wet head of my cock up and down her blazing hot slit.


“We are fine Mother. Vladimir is just showing me a few things I didn’t learn before.”


What a cheeky devil this girl was. A part of her wanted to be caught. I was sure of it. No matter though, Sarah knew she was about to be taken rough and hard and her hole reflected this. She was soaking wet already, tiny droplets of liquid smeared all over her freshly shaved snatch. It took a real effort on my part to not stuff my face between her thighs and feast on her fresh pussy. 


My large cock began to impose on her small hole, pressing her tiny and cute pussy lips apart to make way. The pink hue of her inner lips was like cotton candy as the smell of her sex lingered in my nostrils. I felt so comfortable between her legs as my cock began to slide up inside of her. One inch and then the next, my girth pushing her walls to the side as I began to tunnel into her molten core. 


Sarah was having a hard time dealing with my size, her head tossing back and forth as I penetrated her with a thicker and longer tool than anything else she had ever felt. She began to moan when I covered her mouth with my hand, muffling any sound that issued forth from her lungs. With my other hand, I grabbed hold of her shoulder and rammed my shaft in further, taking her, splitting her soft pussy lips in two so that I could get fully inside of her hot tunnel.


She groaned again as I pulled on her shoulder and planted my shaft even deeper inside of her. I kept my hand over her mouth so that she couldn’t be heard from below as I continued to gain ground inside of her honey hole. Sarah thrashed back and forth, her thighs quivering with lust and emotion as my dick pierced her through.


Spasms of squeezing muscles rippled along my shaft. Was she cumming? I couldn’t tell as I continued to keep my hand pressed tight to her soft lips. She bit my hand, a little nip at first which turned into full on teeth. I pulled my hand back to find a dark red mark and her shark like smile. 


I redoubled my efforts of plowing into her small, young body, taking her at speed. She was going to feel every inch of my big cock now for being so naughty. The bed underneath us squealed and groaned in protest, trying to get out from under the huge burden of my hard pounding. The frame began to shift across the floor, scraping along the wooden panels and heading for the aft wall of the room.


Sarah was completely oblivious of the moving bed as my hips slid her bed across the floor. The noise downstairs must of have been tremendous. Perhaps pictures were dropping off their tenuous perches right now. It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except who I was with right now.


She twisted around beneath me like a wounded bird, cooing and groaning as we thrashed together on her small bed. I heard something crack and I could tell her frame wasn’t made for two people to take each other like animals. Nothing was going to stop what was coming next though. My cock reached up inside of her body, pressing against the deepest and wettest parts of her lithe body. Sarah beneath me was contorting her body now and none of it was being done consciously. Lust had overtaken her, bringing her to the edge and throwing her off toward the eventual waves of orgasm.


A voice could be heard at the bottom stairs. 


“You both have been up there for so long now. Can I help with anything? I keep hearing a banging sound.”


Even the threat of her Mother wasn’t enough to stop me at this point. I could tell by the look in those demure and deep eyes that Sarah was close. Glancing at the open door, I knew we didn’t have much time. Sarah started to groan and I placed my hand over her mouth, smothering those sweet lips but being careful to keep her cute nose unobstructed. 


She kissed and licked at my hand sending shivers of hot pleasure streaking up my body. Small sounds of her pleasure still filled the room, although they were muffled now. This moment may have been the hottest and most erotic thing I had ever felt. Her thighs snaked around my hips and cinched up behind my back. Even if I wanted to now, I couldn’t pull away from her clutching hold on me. Like a thick anaconda, she began to squeeze down on me, pulling me into her, refusing to let me go. This could only end in one way now.


Somehow, through the fog of lust and the haze of desire, I found her underwear which had been tossed to the side in the fray. Taking my hand away from her delicate mouth, I stuffed her own panties deep between her cherry lips, stopping her moans from reaching the ears of her troublesome Mother below us. I watched with great interest as Sarah bit down on her cute, little underwear as I stretched out her young and vibrant pussy lips. 


Reaching down between us, I used my now free hand to stroke her most sensitive part, rubbing against her love button, driving her wild to the point that she was panting with her tongue slipping out between her lips despite the gag I placed there. She was breathing hard and I could tell it was time for me to take her all the way.


“No need to come upstairs ma’am,” I called down to the curious Mother as I continued to build up speed and force with my thrusts. “We are almost done up here. Sarah asked me to move her bed since she didn’t have the strength.”


I continued to pound away, the strokes going shallow at times and sometimes so deep, I thought I must be pressing into her body too far. Sarah twitched and vibrated under the touch of my hand on her clit, her head starting to convulse as she was lifted up toward what must have been the best orgasm of her short life.


Clamping my hand over the gag as she came, I narrowly avoided alerting the Mother below as Sarah began to gyrate and jerk on her comfortable mattress. Hot fluid poured out around the site of our coupling, spilling out onto the mattress and covers in a hot gush of liquid. The evidence of her orgasm was all over the bed now and the sight of this gorgeous young woman achieving the pinnacle of our passion together drove me up toward my own release.


“That is so nice Vladimir that you decided to help Sarah. It is quite difficult around her lately without any sort of male influence. I am sure Sarah would have asked me, but to be honest, I don’t think I would have the ability to move her bed across her room. I am coming up to see what you were able to accomplish.”


Without missing a beat, I pulled my sticky cock from her still leaking cunt and straddled her gagged mouth. Anxious to get rid of any evidence, I placed her panties in the side pocket on my pants and jammed my still dripping member past her lips. Her suckling tongue took only seconds to blow the dam inside my hanging balls, a torrent of hot cum pouring up out of my thick cock and blasting down her throat.


I was proud of Sarah to be honest. Watching her swallow so much cum in such a short period of time had me wondering what else this beautiful young girl was capable of. I wanted to push her limits, to test her, find out what she was really capable of.


Her cheeks ballooned out with my seed as I hurried to get my pants back in place. I could hear footsteps moving up the stairs which spurred me on to move even faster. Spotting a white dress on the floor next to the bed like it had been discarded several days before, I pulled it down over her head and got the garment into position.
  

The soft pitter-patter of feet moving up the stairs seems to quicken in tempo along with my heart rate. A quick survey of the room tells me we are about to be found out even after all that. There is still a damp spot on the bed where Sarah squirted like a small geyser. I quickly sit on the spot to cover up our sins as her Mother waltzes into the room.


“Sarah, what is in your mouth? Your cheeks are all puffed out?’


I look over just in time to watch Sarah swallow my seed in front of her Mother. I would dare say what was happening right now would be considered taboo in all cultures. Her throat moved up and down as my semen found its way into her cute little stomach, my libido still thrumming like an engine with all pistons churning. 


Sarah gives me a sly sideways smile and wipes at her mouth like she is at a dainty dinner. I think a part of her wanted to get caught just moments ago to throw her Mother into a panic and a rage. Speaking of the Mother…she seems completely oblivious to what just transpired.  


“Vladimir, you are so kind to help Sarah with her bed. I always thought that it should be farther over and away from the window. I worry sometimes the sunlight would bleach the sheets but I just didn’t have the strength to shuffle things around.”


I nod, feeling the liquid that gushed out of Sarah begin to seep through the seat of my pants. It would appear I am going to need to stay seated on the bed for the time being now. Gesturing toward the window, I agree with Ana that the bed needed to be moved and then make up an excuse that I need to rest after so much physical exertion. The Mother nods knowingly and makes a vague comment about everyone getting older before moving out the door and back downstairs. 


Turning to Sarah, I notice that she is rubbing her tummy. 


“Mmm, a delicious breakfast Vladimir. Thanks for taking care of me this morning.”


A burning red blush spreads over my face as I realize just how close we came to getting caught. Sarah on the other hand looks excited by the close shave, feeding off the nervous energy. She has never looked more alive, eyes wild with animal vigor, darting back and forth, ready to pounce.


“I want that again Vladimir. You make me feel so…complete. I want you take me like that every day.”


I rise up from the bed, arranging my clothes neatly. Giving Sarah a quick kiss, I move toward the door.


“When can I see you again Sarah?” 


“Maybe I will make you wait Vladimir. You seem like a man that isn’t used to begging. No matter how much I want it, I want you to need me.”


A slow smirk stretches over my face. It was going to be fun training this summer nymphet. If she thought what we just did was taboo and exciting, she had no idea what sort of training I had in mind for her.


To be Continued


Do you like your sex rough and messy? You are going to love Shared by the Cartel. It is hot and dirty and going to get your heart pounding. 

https://www.amazon.com/Shared-Cartel-1-3-FMMM-Bundle-ebook/dp/B083K7NPM6/ref=sr_1_2?keywords=shared+by+the+cartel&qid=1578515493&s=digital-text&sr=1-2
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