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Jehovah’s Key Witness

Courtney opened the patio door and stepped out onto the deck. 

Already, it was a steamy eighty five degrees, a great day to work on her tan.  School was over and she finished the last of her finals only a couple of days ago.  There was no time to waste to get a good tan before she started college in the fall. 



She was wearing her green bikini, the one she bought at the end of school last year.  The bottoms still fit perfectly around her hips, but the top was way too small.  Her boobs were busting out of it.  The last time she wore it was for spring break, just a couple of months ago, when she turned eighteen.  It was only a little snug then.  Could her boobs grow that much in only a couple of months? 



She had her big, fluffy beach towel, her iPod, a big bottle of water, suntan lotion, and her sunglasses.  She laid the towel over the reclining Adirondack chair and sat down on it.  Today she would be starting off with a higher sunscreen, and going down as the summer went by.  It was important to get a rich, even tan. 

When school started in the fall, she would spend a lot of time studying, but there would also be a lot of time for fucking those cute college guys, and she needed to look good for them. 



She heard the neighbor’s patio door open.  From behind her sunglasses, she saw Mr. Morley walk out onto his raised stone patio and look around.  She turned away so he wouldn’t see her smiling. 

How long had he been inside his house, waiting for her to come out in her bikini?  How long would he stand there, pretending 5

6

Jack Allen

not to notice her, before he got the hose and pretended to water the flowers? 



She laid back on the Adirondack chair with the earphones in her ears and put the iPod on shuffle.  With the suntan lotion, she started at her feet and worked up her legs.  Next door, Mr. 

Morley got out the hose and started spraying the flowers between their yards. 



Courtney smiled.  Poor Mr. Morley.  Poor, horny Mr. Morley. 

How many years had he been watching her sunbathe on that deck? 

Since her boobs started to grow, at least.  It didn’t take a genius to see how badly he wanted to fuck her.  She could see it in his eyes, especially when he was trying so hard to look like he wasn’t looking at her. 



She spread her legs, squirted some lotion on her fingers, and rubbed it on the insides of her thighs.  No doubt that was going to get him turned on.  It was working well enough on her. 



She rubbed more lotion on her belly.  Her hand moved in circles,  spreading  outward  from  her  bellybutton.    Her  fingers grazed the top edge of her bikini bottom.  She pushed her fingers down into the front, until she touched her mound and her warm, wet pussy lips.  Could Mr. Morley see that? 



She loved to drive him crazy.  No doubt when he went back into the house he was going to jerk off.  But did he ever give it to Mrs. Morley whenever she got him all worked up?  Mrs. Morley was such a nice woman, and so petite.  It was hard to imagine her laying under Mr. Morley while he was pounding away at her. 

Was there any chance that she knew her husband got all worked up spying on the neighbor’s eighteen year old daughter in her bikini? 



Courtney sat up.  It was time to give Mr. Morley a special thrill, to step things up a little.  She reached around to her back, untied the straps of her bikini top, and pulled it off.  What the hell.  She was eighteen now.  If the sight of her big, bare boobs didn’t drive Mr. Morley crazy, nothing would. 



She sat back again, held the suntan lotion bottle upside down, and let the thick, white lotion dribble on her chest.  It was just 
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like when Billy Cromartie blew his load on her chest when she blew him in the back seat of Tina’s car after that concert. 



Courtney started rubbing the lotion on her boobs and sighed. 

What she needed was a good pounding herself.  The last week and a half had been nothing but final exams and studying for final exams.  That was as long as she had gone without getting boned since she lost her cherry, at least. 



From behind her sunglasses, she looked at Mr. Morley again. 

He had been watering the same patch of flowers for about ten minutes.  They were drenched, and he looked like he was dying. 

He was doing a bad job of hiding the tent in the front of his shorts. 

Courtney smiled again.  Poor Mr. Morley.  She could easily make him the neighborhood’s most wanted sex offender. 


*     *     *     *

Marquez took a pack of cigarettes out of the pocket of his shirt and lit one.  Jared stood not far from him, outside the 7-11, in the shade from the hot sun, and sneered.  Why did he always get paired up with the troublemakers? 



Jared popped a couple of M&Ms into his mouth and took a long drink from his bottle of water.  Marquez had loosened his tie, opened the top button of his shirt, and rolled up his sleeves. 

If the Elders at the Kingdom Hall saw him like that, they would kick him out.  At least, they should. 



Jared wiped his forehead and tugged at the collar of his own shirt, where it was buttoned up to his neck and his tie was pulled up snug.  It was terribly hot out there, even in the shade.  He was trying hard not to sweat, not like Marquez.  It would be a whole lot more comfortable if he could loosen his tie and open the top button of his shirt as well. 



“Dude.  Check that out,” Marquez said, and took a drink of his Slurpee. 



“Check out what?” 



“That,” Marquez said, and pointed across the street with the burning cigarette between his two fingers. 
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Across the street was an ice cream shop and a drug store. 

Outside the ice cream shop, a couple of girls got out of a car and went in.  They were both wearing shorts and tank-top shirts. 



“Man, what I wouldn’t give for the chance to get with them, just once,” Marquez said. 



“Get with them?” 



“Yeah.  You know.  Fuck them.” 



Jared rolled his eyes and shook his head. 



“Marquez, try to remember what we’re doing today.  We’re here to spread God’s word about abstinence,” he said. 



“I thought God’s word was to go forth and multiply,” Marquez said. 



“Those are the words of God the way they teach them.  Those are not the words of God the way we teach.” 



“Aw, to hell with that abstinence shit.  Come on.  Look at that chick’s ass.  You can’t tell me you don’t wanna get your hands on that ass and stick your dick into her.” 



“Ok.  Now you’re just getting disgusting,” Jared said. 



He turned away from the girls on the other side of the street. 

The images that Marquez’s words were putting in his head were getting him aroused. 



Marquez, though, rubbed the front of his black slacks with the palm of his hand. 



“Damn.  It gets me hard just looking at them,” he said. 



“All right, Marquez.  You need to stop staring at those girls, and you need to stop smoking cigarettes.  It’s not God’s way,” 

Jared said, still facing away from the girls on the other side of the street. 



Marquez, though, snorted. 



“Who cares?  No one’s gonna see us.  God’s not gonna get pissed if I have a smoke once in a while.” 



Jared sighed.  “Maybe not.  But Fryer’s gonna have a fit if he catches you smoking again.” 



“Ahh, to hell with Fryer and all of his rules,” Marquez said, with a disgusted wave of his hand. 



“Come on, Marquez.  Put that cigarette out.  We have a lot 
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of houses to get to,” Jared said. 


*     *     *     *

Courtney stood up.  It was time to go in the house.  She bent over to pick up her stuff and made sure to give Mr. Morley a good look at her ass.  She wrapped the towel around her waist, but left her bare breasts uncovered.  She watched him out of the corner of her eye, and grinned.  It was tempting to show him a little more.  However, she was warm all over and had a horny buzz going between her legs.  Now she was the one who needed to go in and get herself off. 



Inside the house, the cool air-conditioning felt good on her skin and made her nipples hard.  She opened the refrigerator.  The bright, white light made the lotion on her skin glisten.  She took out the big jug of lemonade and touched it to the valley between her breasts, and sighed.  The cold felt good on her skin. 



The  doorbell  rang.    She  looked  past  the  refrigerator  door toward the living room.  Who could that be? 



She reached for the bikini top, but paused.  The last time, it was that really cute delivery guy.  What if it was him, making another delivery?  She left the bikini top off. 



It was not the delivery guy, though, on the front porch when she opened the front door.  It was a couple of guys in white shirts and black ties.  A couple of cute guys.  The one with the dark hair was grinning, and his face suddenly became sober, like he was stunned. 



The taller one, with the blonde hair, had been smiling also, but his mouth fell open and his eyes dropped to her bare chest. 

Courtney smiled.  Hadn’t they ever seen a girl naked? 



“Hi guys,” she said. 



The one with the dark hair looked tense, like he was going to have a heart attack.  The tall blonde one, though, had a big grin on his face. 



“Good afternoon, Miss.  My name is Jared.  My friend’s name is Marquez.  How are you today?” he said. 
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“I’m great,” Courtney said. 



She leaned against the frame of the door and pushed her chest out a bit, so her breasts were a little more accentuated. 



“Can we ask you a question?” Jared said. 



“Sure.  Anything you want.” 



He hesitated, as if for a moment he was going to reconsider the question he wanted to ask. 



“Um ... Have you been saved by Jesus?” 



Courtney frowned and turned her eyes up. 



“I don’t know.  Why don’t you come in and find out?” she said. 



“You bet,” Jared said. 



She stood aside to let them in.  The excitement in his eyes was plain.  He started to go into the house, but his friend, Marquez, grabbed his arm. 



“Where are you going?” he said. 



His voice was a low hiss.  Jared’s desperate eyes looked at Courtney, then at his friend. 



“Are you kidding?  She asked us to come in,” he said. 



“We can’t go in there.” 



Jared took his hand off of his arm. 



“Why not?” 



Marquez shrugged.  His eyes were stunned and confused. 



“I don’t know.  God and, you know ... stuff.  We just can’t.” 



“Come on, Marquez.  We’re just gonna talk,” Jared said. 



“I have lemonade,” Courtney said. 



They came in and sat down, Marquez on the sofa, facing the tv, and Jared on the arm chair, beside the entertainment center. 



“Can I get you guys some lemonade?  You both look really thirsty,” Courtney said. 



“That would be great,” Jared said. 



He still had that grin on his face, like he wanted to sell her something.  Marquez, though, just nodded.  His lips were pinched shut. 



Courtney  went  into  the  kitchen  and  came  back  with  two glasses of lemonade.  She handed one to Marquez.  When he saw 
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that she noticed how he was staring at her bare boobs, he quickly looked away.  Jared, though, was staring right at her boobs. 



“Thanks,” he said, and reached for the glass. 



Courtney stuck her finger in the glass and stirred it, and put her finger in her mouth. 



“I hope that’s cold enough for you,” she said. 



Jared swallowed hard when he took the glass from her hand. 



“So ... What do you guys want to talk about?” she said, with her hands on her hips. 



“Ab-Abstinence,”  Marquez  said,  and  sputtered  when  he spoke. 



“Yes.  Yes.  Abstinence.  You know, the Bible says we should remain pure,” Jared said. 



Courtney frowned.  “I’m afraid it’s a little too late for that.” 



“It’s never too late for abstinence,” Marquez said. 



Courtney turned to look at him.  He was sweating, and his wide eyes wouldn’t look at her.  He was like a frightened puppy dog.  It was almost enough to break her heart. 



“I understand what you’re saying.  But honestly.  With this body?  I couldn’t turn down an offer to fuck if I wanted,” she said. 



The  color  drained  from  Marquez’s  face.    Jared,  though, chuckled. 



“You’re absolutely right about that.  Still, we came here on a purpose, and we hope we can convince you to change your mind,” 

Jared said. 



Courtney studied his face.  He looked sincere, and she would have believed him, if it weren’t for the bulge that stretched the front of his plain, black slacks. 



“So ... How’s the lemonade?” she said. 



“It’s good,” Marquez said. 



“Best I ever had,” Jared said, and took a big drink. 



“See  anything  else  you  like?”  Courtney  said,  and  touched the tip of her index finger to her lower lip. 



Jared nodded.  His eyes swept down the length of her body and all the way back up. 
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“I can think of a couple of things,” he said. 



Courtney smiled.  She liked him.  He was cute, and he knew what he wanted.  Marquez, the shy one, he was cute, too, in a mysterious way. 



She let the tip of her finger trickle slowly down her chest, between her boobs.  Jared’s eyes followed her hand.  The though occurred to her to just tease them a little longer.  Wasn’t that what she was supposed to do? 



But  then,  she  was  already  half-undressed.    It  would  be  a shame  to  let  them  get  away  when  she  was  so  horny  and  God was so kind to deliver a pair of cute studs right to her door.  She didn’t go to church, but there was one thing she knew.  It wasn’t a good idea to pass up a gift from God. 



She turned around and sat on Jared’s lap.  He gasped, like he was in shock.  The hard lump of his cock pressed into her soft ass.  She wiggled her hips to grind herself on it, and smiled when she got a groan from him. 



“Maybe you guys would like something to eat,” she said. 



She let her fingers slide over her slick belly right down into the front of her bikini bottom.  Her fingers touched her warm, wet  pussy,  and  she  shivered.    This  was  crazy.    Never  had  she come on to a guy like that, so soon after meeting him.  So what was different about these two guys? 



“I don’t know about you, dude, but suddenly I’m starving,” 

Jared said, and licked his lips. 



Courtney glanced over at Marquez.  He was on the sofa by the door with a terrified look in his eyes, like he wanted to curl up into a ball. 



She turned and put her mouth over Jared’s.  His back stiffened as hard as the erection she was sitting on.  She pushed her tongue into his mouth, and finally he started to go slack.  She was relieved when his arm wrapped around her waist and his hand slipped  into  the  front  of  her  bikini  bottom,  under  her  hand. 

His middle finger rubbed the hard button of her slit, and she flinched.  For a church boy, he seemed to know what he was doing. 
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“Jesus, Marquez.  You gotta check this out.  This girl is fucking hot,” Jared said. 



But Marquez just stared at them, like he didn’t know what to do.  At least the color was returning to his face. 



Courtney kissed Jared again.  His middle finger pushed between her wet pussy lips into her pussy and made her squirm on his erection.  His other hand came around and squeezed her slick, oily boob. 



She rocked her hips back and forth on his lap.  His fingers rubbed on her clit, and the hard ridge of his erection rubbed along the groove between her butt cheeks.  She couldn’t wait to get him inside her.  First, though, she wanted him in her mouth. 



“I wanna suck your cock,” she said. 



She slid off his lap to the floor between his legs. 



“Yeah, baby.  Go for it,” Jared said. 



She  looked  up  at  him  with  her  lips  twisted  in  a  sardonic, half-smile.  Where did he learn to say these things?  Old, bad porn movies? 



She unzipped his plain, black slacks, reached in, and pulled out his cock. 



“Mmm.  Nice,” she said. 



She kissed the head.  Jared gasped.  She stuck out her tongue and licked the underside of the shaft, all the way up to the tip of the head.  Jared gasped again.  She looked past the end of his cock to his face, with her eyebrows scrunched down.  He was cute, but why was he acting like he never had a blowjob before? 



She licked her lips to get them wet, closed them around the shaft of his cock, and moved her head up and down slowly.  The shaft of his cock slid over her tongue, until the head hit the roof of her mouth, way at the back. 



“Oh sweet Jesus,” Jared said. 



His hands had a tight grip on the arms of the chair, and his knuckles were white. 



Courtney  held  his  cock  there,  deep  in  her  mouth,  and bobbed her head up and down a few times.  He had a good-sized cock,  just  the  way  she  liked  it,  not  so  long  and  thick  that  she 
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couldn’t get the whole thing in her mouth.  There was that guy at the beach that one time who had a huge cock.  She just gagged on it when she put it in her mouth, and then when he tried to fuck her, it just hurt the whole time.  No way was she ever going to do it with an over-sized cock again.  Average-sized guys were just fine with her. 



With  Jared’s  cock  deep  in  her  mouth  and  Jared  moaning softly, she turned her head to see Marquez in the chair behind her.  He was staring at her ass with wide eyes.  She tried to look between his legs to see if he might be one of those guys with a really big, fat cock, but his hands were over his lap, blocking her view.  Was he going to let her suck on his cock, or was he just going to sit there and stare at her? 



She wiggled her ass and pulled Jared’s cock out of her mouth. 



“Help yourself back there.  Don’t be shy,” she said. 



He got a pale, horrified look on his face and looked away quickly.  His legs squeezed together and his hands pushed down on his lap. 



Courtney looked at Jared.  He was looking at her with a grin on his face. 



“Forget about him.  If he doesn’t want any of this, then that’s too bad.  Right, Marquez?” he said. 



“Yeah.  Whatever,” Marquez said. 



Courtney shrugged. 



“That’s fine with me,” she said. 



She licked her lips again.  The shaft of Jared’s cock was still wet with her saliva.  She took it into her mouth again and moved her head up and down slowly. 



“God damn, Marquez.  You really should get some of this right here.  This girl is fucking hot,” Jared said. 



Courtney sucked in her cheeks and moved her head up and down a little faster on his cock.  He was right.  Marquez should let her suck on his cock now.  She might not feel like doing it later. 



Courtney stood up.  Jared’s dick slipped out of her mouth. 

For a moment, he had a look of disappointment in his eyes.  She 
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wiped the saliva from her chin. 



“Come on.  I wanna show you something in my room,” she said, and held out her hand. 



He put his hand in hers and stood up.  His hard, wet dick wagged in front of him.  Courtney turned to look at Marquez. 



“You can come, too.  It might be fun,” she said. 



But Marquez shook his head, like a frightened little boy. 



“No thanks.  I’m gonna stay right here,” he said, and patted the cushion on the sofa. 



“That’s cool.  I’ll come back to check on you in little while,” 

Courtney said. 



Jared had put his hard dick back into his slacks.  It poked out the front like a tent, and she smiled.  He was so cute. 



She took his hand and led him down the hallway to her bedroom like he was a little lost puppy dog that she found, and she was going to take care of him.  In her bedroom, he stood inside the door, looking around at the posters of Corvettes on the walls and the Corvette models and die cast cars on her dresser and her desk. 



“Wow.  I like your room,” he said. 



“Yeah.  I like Corvettes.  I’m gonna get one.  I mean, when I have enough money to buy a car,” Courtney said. 



She stood by her bed and pushed her bikini bottoms down off of her hips.  Jared’s eyes turned from all of the Corvette stuff to her.  His eyes got a little wider, and he licked his lips. 



“You ever eat a girl’s pussy?” Courtney said. 



Jared  was  staring  between  her  legs,  at  the  mound  of  her pussy, and his eyes flicked up to her face. 



“Pardon me?” he said. 



“Come on.  I’ll show you what to do.  It’s easy,” she said. 



She laid back on her bed and bent her knees up.  She was leaning up on her elbows, where she could see him between her spread legs.  She rubbed her middle finger over the wet slit of her pussy. 



“You just stick your tongue in here.” 



“Uh, ok.  I’ll try it,” Jared said. 
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He knelt on the edge of the bed, with his head between her legs.  He was trembling, and looked a little uneasy. 



“Like this?” he said. 



He stuck his tongue out of his mouth and touched the tip to her pussy lips.  He had a face like he expected it to be awful.  It only took a moment, though, for that face to go away and for his tongue to start working up and down on her slit. 



“Mmm.  Yeah.  That’s pretty good.  Just keep doing it like that,” Courtney said. 



She clenched her back teeth.  The touch of his warm, wet tongue on her slit was like an electric shock.  She was so worked up for so long it wasn’t going to take much to get her off. 



She put her hand on top of his head and gently closed her fingers on a fistful of his blonde hair.  With a light tug, she maneuvered his head a little closer. 



“Stick your tongue inside.  Yes.  Like that,” she said. 



Her voice was a soft whisper.  The tip of his tongue poked between her pussy lips, and she shuddered.  Could he really get her off, and the first time he’d ever even seen a pussy?  This was going to be a big day of firsts for him. 



“Now lick right up here,” Courtney said. 



She gave another gentle tug on his hair, and moved his head up.  The tip of his tongue brushed the hard button of her clit, and she sighed. 



“Oh God yes.  Right there,” she said. 



Her hips pushed off the bed.  She squeezed her eyes shut, and her toes curled.  He was doing it.  He was making her cum. 

Not bad for a guy’s first time.  She wasn’t about to complain. 



Her legs flexed and her hips bucked up and down and she was moaning behind her clenched teeth.  Normally, she would let herself go when she was having an orgasm as good as this and scream and moan out loud and thrash on the bed and pull on his hair.  If he thought she was possessed, though, he might stop before her orgasm was finished.  It didn’t hurt to hold back a little, just this once. 



She finally collapsed, limp and weak, too weak to hold her 
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arms or her legs up. 



“Jesus Christ.  That was fucking fantastic,” Courtney said. 



Jared’s  tongue  was  still  going,  still  running  up  and  down along her slit.  He lifted his head between her legs and when he looked at her, his face was very plain and sober. 



“I wish you wouldn’t use the Lord’s name in vain,” he said. 



“Sorry.  It won’t happen again,” Courtney said, and bit her lip. 



His mouth and chin were wet with her pussy juices, and it was difficult to accept what he said with a straight face.  She held up her hands. 



“Now come on up here.  I want you to fuck me,” she said. 



Jared stood up.  The front of his pants was still pushed out by his hard dick, maybe even a little farther. 



“Y-You want me to what?” he said, and his voice cracked. 



Courtney smiled.  For a moment, she forgot that he was just her lost puppy dog. 



“I forgot.  You never fucked a girl, did you?” she said. 



He shook his head. 



“Not really.  I mean, no.  Never.  It’s not allowed, at least not until I get married.” 



While he spoke, his hand rubbed the bulge in the front of his slacks.  Courtney watched his hand and licked her lips. 



“You  just  get  those  pants  off,  and  we’ll  get  that  problem fixed right now,” she said. 



He stared at her for a second, like he couldn’t believe what she was telling him, then a big grin spread across his face. 



“We’re not going to tell the Elders anything about this,” he said, and started to unbuckle his belt. 



“Yeah.  Whatever,” Courtney said. 



She nodded and watched his hands.  Whatever he was talking about, she didn’t care as long as he got his pants off and his cock out. 



He dropped his pants and whipped his white jockey shorts down to his ankles.  His hard cock jumped out, and she felt a twinge in her belly.  It had been too long.  His cock was going to 
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feel good inside her.  Hell, any hard cock would feel good, even Mr. Morely’s. 



Courtney bent her knees up again and spread her legs. 



“Come on up here, baby.  Let me show you how to do it.” 



Jared started to climb on the end of the bed between her spread legs. 



“No, wait.  Take your shirt off first.  I wanna feel your bare skin on mine,” Courtney said. 



Jared  paused  and  stared  at  her  like  she  suddenly  wasn’t speaking English. 



“Oh yeah.  Yeah.  Of course,” he said. 



He whipped his shirt off over his head.  He was standing between her spread legs, completely naked, with his hard dick sticking straight out.  Courtney licked her lips. 



“Yum.  Now come up here and give it to me,” she said. 



Jared climbed on the end of the bed.  Courtney spread her legs a little wider.  She reached down between their bodies and felt his hard cock slide into her hand. 



He started thrusting with his hips, poking his cock at her. 

He hit her thigh, her belly, her ass. 



“Slow down, Jared.  Jesus.  You’re like a wild man,” she said. 



“Sorry.  I’ve never done this before.” 



“I know that.  It’s cool.  Just think of this as practice for your wedding night.  You don’t wanna be humping your new wife all over the place like that,” Courtney said. 



“No, I guess you’re right,” Jared said with a chuckle. 



“Of course I’m right.  Now just let me help you.” 



She  guided  his  cock  to  her  pussy.    The  head  pierced  her warm, wet lips.  She bit her lower lip and moaned. 



“Ok.  Now push, nice and easy,” she said in a soft, low voice. 



His hands were on either side of her head, holding him up. 

He leaned into her with his weight, and his cock sunk into her pussy.  Jared gasped.  His eyes bulged. 



“It’s in.  Oh my God.  It’s in,” he said. 



He  started  pumping  with  his  hips.    The  hard  shaft  of  his cock rubbed against the hard button of her clit.  She was already 
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worked up, even over-aroused.  It took only a few good, hard strokes to push her over the edge. 



She bit her lip and groaned with her mouth squeezed shut. 

Should she tell him that she was cumming?  Her whole body trembled  and  her  back  arched  with  the  intense  spasms  that rolled through her body from her toes to her head.  She could feel the walls of her tunnel clamping on his cock.  Any guy who had been with a woman before would have a pretty good clue that she was cumming.  But would Jared stop fucking her if he knew that he made her cum? 



He didn’t, though.  He continued to pound her pussy hard and fast, all the way through her first orgasm, and through her second.  Courtney had her legs hooked around his hips and her hands on the sides of his waist.  She just held on while her head spun.  The mattress was squeaking and the headboard was banging against the wall.  She was glad Mom and Dad weren’t home to hear that. 



“My  God,  Jared.    When  are  you  gonna  cum?”  Courtney said. 



He stopped pumping with his hips and looked into her face. 

His eyes blinked. 



“What?” he said. 



“You know.  Your stuff?  Your sperm?  When are you gonna cum?  I never knew a guy who lasted so long on his first time,” 

she said. 



She hooked her legs around his waist and dug her heels into his ass.  She dug her fingers into the muscles of his shoulders. 



“I wanna feel you cum inside me, ok?” she said. 



Jared groaned and nodded.  He started pumping with his hips again, and she used her heels to pull him deeper, as deep as she could get him inside her. 



It worked.  He pumped a little faster and a little harder, and groaned with each deep stroke. 



“Oh yes.  Oh yes.  Cum for me, baby,” Courtney said. 



“Oh God.  Oh fuck.  Oh God,” Jared said. 



He was ramming his cock into her, thrashing on top of her. 
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When he started to cum, it was as if his own orgasm caught him off guard. 



“Oh sweet mother of God,” he shouted. 



His back arched and he looked up at the ceiling like he was expecting an answer from God.  His cock throbbed within the tight  confines  of  Courtney’s  pussy.    His  warm  cum  spilled  inside her belly, and she sighed.  Jared laid on top of her, panting into her shoulder.  He rolled off, onto his back beside her, still breathing hard. 



“God damn.  That was great.  Wasn’t that great?” she said. 



“I can’t believe how good that was,” he said. 



Courtney turned on her side, holding herself up on her elbow.  Jared’s dick was still mostly hard and stuck straight up, and was shiny with their juices. 



“Trust me.  It never gets old,” she said. 



She scooted off the bed and stood up.  Her skin was damp with perspiration, and Jared’s cum ran down the inside of her thighs. 



“Where are you going?” Jared said. 



There was a hint of desperation in his voice.  He didn’t want her to leave.  Courtney smiled.  That was sweet. 



“I’m gonna go talk to Marquez, see if he’s changed his mind,” 

she said. 



Marquez was still sitting on the sofa, looking anxious, sweating and wringing his hands.  He looked up when she walked into the room, completely naked, covered in a light sheen of perspiration.  His jaw dropped open. 



“Penny for your thoughts,” she said, and put one hand on her hip. 



“Huh?” 



“What are you thinking about?” Courtney said. 



Marquez  was  trying  very  hard  not  to  stare  directly  at  her naked body.  That was so cute. 



“Nothing.    Nothing,”  he  said,  and  wiped  the  perspiration from his upper lip. 



Courtney walked over to him.  He sat back on the sofa and 
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his wide, wary eyes stared at her. 



“Are  you  thinking  about  how  bad  you  wanna  get  out  of here?” she said. 



“Oh yes.” 



His  eyes  glanced  at  her  boobs  and  quickly  looked  away. 

Courtney frowned just a tiny bit.  That was too bad.  She would let him look if he wanted.  What she really wanted was for him to put his hands on them. 



She  knelt  in  front  of  him  and  pried  his  knees  apart.    He didn’t resist.  In the crotch of his black slacks was a nice-sized bulge.  She put her hand on it and rubbed softly.  A smile spread across her lips.  He felt bigger than Jared. 



“I’d like it if you stayed,” she said. 



Poor Marquez.  His back was stiff, and he was sweating even more.  Weren’t guys supposed to like it when a girl rubbed their dicks? 



“Let me see if I can change your mind,” she said. 



She unfastened the buckle of his belt.  Marquez sat back, with his arms out to his sides.  He still had that look in his eyes like he was afraid she was going to hurt him. 



As soon as she got the belt undone and popped the button open, the zipper went down like it couldn’t wait for her to open it.  He was wearing tight white shorts under the black slacks, like a little boy’s underpants.  Was there anything about this guy that wasn’t adorable? 



She pulled down the waistband of the underpants and let his dick out.  It stuck straight up, throbbing.  She was right.  It was bigger than Jared’s.  She licked her lips. 



“Mmm.  Looks delicious,” she said. 



She ran her tongue around the head like it was a lollipop. 

Marquez’s mouth hung open, and he whimpered. 



“It is delicious.  I could eat you all up,” she said. 



She opened her mouth wide, to take his cock in. 



“No, no.  Please.  Don’t eat it,” he said, with a tone of panic in his voice. 



Courtney put her hand around it and stroked slowly. 
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“Don’t worry, baby.  I’m not gonna eat it.  I’m just gonna suck on it,” she said. 



“All right.  Just don’t hurt me.” 



“I won’t, baby.  I won’t.” 



Courtney closed both hands around his cock and bent her head, with her eyes closed. 



“Dear Lord, thank you for this cock that I am about to receive, and for all of the sweet, warm cum that it holds.  May it nourish my body and help my tits grow bigger,” she said. 



She opened her eyes and looked up at Marquez, grinning. 

He did not look amused. 



“That wasn’t funny.  You shouldn’t mock the Lord’s prayer like that,” he said. 



“You’re right.  I’m sorry.  I should just suck on your cock.” 



She  opened  her  mouth  again  and  slipped  the  head  of  his cock past her lips.  He groaned. 



“Oh good God,” Marquez said. 



Courtney looked up at him.  Her head was moving up and down, sliding her lips slowly on the shaft of his cock.  His eyes were closed and his face was turned up, like he was saying his own little prayer.  She moved her head up and down a little faster.  It was time to give him something to be thankful for. 



Marquez  spread  his  legs  a  little  wider,  as  if  he  had  finally accepted that he was getting a blowjob and there was nothing he could do about it.  Courtney held his balls and rolled them gently in her fingers. 



“Oh yes.  Oh God yes.  That feels so good,” Marquez said with a low moan. 



With  her  hand  around  his  cock,  Courtney  grinned.    She wanted to tell him she knew it felt good.  She knew because that was  what  every  guy  told  her  when  she  sucked  on  their  dicks. 

They all told her she gave head better than the other girls, including their girlfriends and wives. 



She worked her head up and down and took his cock all the way into her mouth.  It wasn’t as easy because his dick was bigger than Jared’s and hit the back of her mouth and made her gag, 
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but she could still handle it.  Her nose was in his pubic hair, and the head of his cock was in the opening of her throat.  She held it there as long as she could. 



What she wanted was to make Marquez cum in her mouth. 

That might be the only blowjob he ever got in his life.  Every guy should experience it at least once. 



He was moaning louder, and his hips were pushing up.  It wasn’t  going  to  be  much  longer.    She  clamped  her  lips  tight around his cock and moved her head up and down as fast as she could, letting his cock slide over her tongue.  He was going to pop like a cork. 



“Oh God.  Oh God,” Marquez said. 



His cock pulsed between her lips, and she felt his warm cum splatter against the back of her mouth.  He grunted with each spurt and thrust up with his hips toward her face.  Courtney held his dick in her mouth until he was finished, and her cheeks were full of his cum.  She swallowed all of it, took his dick out of her mouth, and licked up the last few drops that leaked from the slit at the tip of the head. 



“How was that?” she said. 



Marquez  chuckled.    He  was  smiling  and  wiped  the  sweat from his forehead. 



“That was awesome,” he said. 



“Is  that  the  first  time  you  ever  got  a  blowjob?”  Courtney said. 



She had her hand around his dick and was stroking it slowly. 

He had gone a little soft, but was still mostly hard, hard enough for what she had in mind. 



Marquez’ face turned bright red and he looked away. 



“Yes,” he said. 



Courtney stood up and took his hand. 



“Come on.  It gets better,” she said. 



She led him down the hall to her room.  She liked to watch the  way  his  semi-hard  cock  and  his  balls  bounced  when  he walked.    Also,  she  liked  the  way  he  looked  at  her  tits,  which bounced when she walked. 
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Jared was still in her room, getting dressed.  His eyes went right to Marquez’ crotch. 



“Shit, Marquez.  You got a big dick,” he said. 



Marquez put his hand around it and held it up.  Already, it was getting stiffer, and Courtney’s mouth watered. 



“You Think so?” Marquez said. 



“It’s big enough, dude.  Just don’t get your head all swelled up.  I’ve had guys with bigger dicks,” Courtney said. 



Marquez, though, had a big grin on his face, like a little boy at the circus. 



“She just gave me a blowjob,” he said. 



“Now he’s gonna fuck me.  Where are you going?” Courtney said. 



Jared was tucking his white shirt into his black slacks and stopped. 



“Me?  I’m just gonna wait outside for you two to finish,” he said. 



Courtney took Marquez’ hand and pulled him over to the bed. 



“Don’t leave.  I’m not done with you, yet.” 



She laid Marquez on his back on her bed.  His cock stood straight  up.    The  sight  of  it  made  her  sigh.    She  couldn’t  get enough of good-looking guys with hard cocks to fuck. 



She crawled on the bed over him, straddling him with her legs.  His eyes were still on her boobs, like this was the best show he’d ever seen, and he didn’t want to miss it. 



The head of his cock touched her pussy.  She was still wet with Jared’s cum.  She lowered herself a bit.  The head pushed between her pussy lips.  She lowered herself the rest of the way, and his cock slipped all the way into her pussy. 



Marquez  groaned.    His  hands  were  on  her  thighs  and  he squeezed.  Courtney closed her eyes and moaned.  If only there was a way she could fuck more guys more often.  Why the hell not?  She was always the biggest slut in school, but school was over now. 



She  rocked  her  hips  up  and  down,  sliding  Marquez’  cock 
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in and out of her pussy.  Marquez was staring up at her.  His mouth was open, and his fingers were digging into the flesh of her thighs. 



“You like that?” she said. 



He moaned and nodded.  She peeled his hands off of her thighs and put them on her boobs.  He squeezed them as hard as he was squeezing her thighs, and she winced. 



She turned to Jared.  He was staring, too.  She reached for his crotch. 



“Is your dick hard?” she said. 



“Yeah,” he said. 



She put her hand on the bulge in the front of his black slacks. 

He was very hard.  She rubbed her hand over it. 



“I want you to put it in my mouth,” she said. 



He stared at her, and it took him only a second to get his pants open and his cock out.  Courtney leaned over toward the edge of the bed with her mouth open.  He stuck it in and she closed her lips around it. 



“Oh fuck yeah,” Jared said. 



He turned his face up with his eyes closed, and put his hands on top of her head.  Courtney smiled.  Was he blessing her like they were at Communion?  But then, they’d all have to be Catho-lic. 



Marquez was pushing up with his hips.  Courtney groaned, with Jared’s cock filling her mouth.  The boy was a natural.  He didn’t need any coaching from her. 



She put one hand around Jared’s hip and moved him back and forth.  In only a couple of seconds, he got the idea and thrust with his hips on his own.  His hands held her head in a firm grip and he pushed his cock all the way to the back of her mouth. 



“Wow,  dude.    It’s  awesome  watching  you  get  your  dick sucked.  She is so hot at that,” Marquez said. 



“Fuck yeah.  She’s awesome,” Jared said, like they were talking about a girl who wasn’t there. 



Courtney tried to speak.  With Jared holding his cock in her mouth, though, it came out as incoherent mumbles.  She pulled 
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his hand off of her head and took his dick out of her mouth. 



“What’s wrong?” Jared said. 



“Nothing.  I want you to fuck me again,” Courtney said. 



“Oh.  Ok.  As soon as Marquez is done.” 



“Dude, you don’t have to wait for him to finish.  You can fuck my ass.  That’s why God gave girls two holes down there.  You should know that.  Don’t they teach you that in Bible school?” 

she said. 



Jared looked at her ass and blinked a couple of times. 



“What do I do?” he said. 



Courtney pointed to the night stand. 



“There’s a bottle of lube in that drawer.  Get it for me and I’ll grease you up.” 



Jared shuffled over to the night stand.  He had trouble walking with his pants around his ankles.  He got the tube of anal lube out of the drawer and handed it to Courtney.  She straightened up over Marquez.  His hands slid down her waist to her hips and pulled her down.  He was still pushing up with his hips, and his cock felt good going deep into her pussy. 



Courtney took the tube from Jared, but was having trouble concentrating.  It took some effort to get the tube opened.  She squeezed some on the shaft of Jared’s cock.  Marquez was rocking her up and down, and she squeezed a little too hard on the tube.  A big glob of grease landed with a splat on the carpet. 



She  rubbed  the  grease  on  his  cock.    Jared’s  jaws  were clenched, and he had a strained look on his face.  She let go, before he lost it right there. 



“Ok, dude.  Go ahead.  You can stick it in me, now,” she said. 



She leaned forward over Marquez, reached back, and wiped the rest of the grease from her hand on her ass.  Her long hair hung in her eyes.  She brushed it out of her face so she could watch Jared over her shoulder.  Marquez stopped pumping with his hips and was trying to look around her, like he wanted to see what Jared was doing, too. 



“Are you serious?  You really want me to do this?” Jared 

 Trouble Maker

27

said. 



He was trying to get his pants off of his foot, hopping on the other foot. 



“Oh yeah, dude.  It’s gonna be great.  You’ll love it.  Trust me,” Courtney said. 



Jared stood at the foot of the bed, naked, with his greased cock sticking out.  Courtney was watching him over her shoulder.  His words bounced back and forth inside her head.  Did she really want to do this?  It had been a while since she had a guy fuck her in the ass.  Most guys weren’t into fucking a girl’s ass. 



“Marquez.  Can you spread her legs a little wider?” Jared said. 



“Uh ... yeah, yeah, ok,” Marquez said. 



He spread his legs a little farther apart, which forced Courtney’s legs a little wider.  Marquez’s cock was still deep inside her pussy.  The grease on her ass was cold in that air-conditioned room.  She was feeling very exposed back there. 



Jared climbed onto the bed between Marquez’s legs and between Courtney’s legs.  He was right there, with his cock inches from her ass, and he hesitated. 



“I’m not so sure about this,” he said. 



Courtney sighed. 



“Come on, dude.  Just stick it in there.” 



There was a bit of an impatient tone to her voice.  He touched the head of his cock to her asshole.  She flinched and gasped. 



“I’m so sorry.  Did that hurt?” he said. 



“No.  It’s just cold.  Go ahead and do it to me.  Just go slow, ok?” 



“Sure.  Ok.” 



He held the head of his cock against her ass and pushed forward.  For a second, her ass resisted.  He pushed harder.  Courtney groaned.  The tight ring of her asshole gave way.  The head and a couple of inches of his cock plunged into her ass. 



Courtney jumped and shrieked. 



“Ow.  Jesus.  Not that much,” she said. 
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“Sorry,” Jared said. 



She strained her neck around as far as she could to see him. 



“Go slow for me, ok?” she said. 



“Ok.” 



He had a tense, frightened look on his face.  She smiled at him. 



“Your cock feels really good in my ass,” she said. 



Jared smiled back.  He put his hands on her ass and rocked himself back and forth slowly.  With all the grease, his cock slid easily in and out of her ass. 



“Oh my God.  I can’t believe how good this feels,” he said. 



Courtney groaned.  It was pretty fantastic for her, too.  Marquez was pushing up with his hips at the same time that Jared was pumping with his hips.  The walls of her colon and her vagi-na were thin, and she could feel their hard shafts sliding against each  other.    She  groaned  again.    That  was  going  to  make  her cum. 



Her orgasm hit her hard and fast.  She didn’t have a chance to prepare herself.  It was an odd combination of intense pleasure with a touch of discomfort.  Her back arched.  It got more intense.  Her head dropped to Marquez’s shoulder and her eyes got dim.  Was it possible to die from a really good cum? 



Her sense returned like she was coming out of a tunnel.  For a second, she was disoriented.  Where was she, and what was happening to her?  Her eyes opened slowly, and it was only then that she remembered that she had two cocks inside her, Jared’s cock in her ass and Marquez’s cock in her pussy.  It was weird to have two cute guys fucking her at the same time. 



She looked down at Marquez, who was watching her.  She smiled. 



“You can do it, dude.  You can cum inside me,” she said. 



Marquez nodded.  His hands moved up to her boobs.  He thrust up hard with his hips, and Courtney yelped. 



“Here it comes,” he said. 



His warm cum shot deep into her belly.  Courtney moaned. 

One thing she never got tired of was having a guy’s cum inside 
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her.  Marquez thrust his hips up with every throb and pulse of his cock, and the warmth of his cum spread through her belly. 



Marquez finished, but Jared was still fucking her ass.  Courtney looked over her shoulder and brushed her hair out of her face. 



“Dude.  When are you gonna cum?” she said. 



“Already?  I’m really enjoying this,” Jared said. 



“Me too.  I can’t wait to feel your cum in my ass.” 



“I’m getting to it.  What’s your hurry?” Jared said. 



Courtney laughed.  She arched her back so her ass stuck up a little higher.  Jared was holding her hips and pumped his cock in and out of her ass.  Courtney grunted.  He had worked it deeper. 

She couldn’t tell for sure, but it felt like he had the whole thing inside her. 



From outside, she heard the slam of a car door.  The hairs on the back of her neck stood up. 



“Shit.  I think my Mom’s home,” she said. 



“Your Mom?” Marquez said. 



“Shit.  What do we do?” Jared said. 



He stopped pumping with his hips.  Courtney rocked herself back and forth, sliding on Marquez’s cock at the same time. 



“Dude, you’re not going anywhere until you cum in my ass,” 

she said. 



Jared jammed his cock forward.  He grunted and started to cum.  It was as if she sense of urgency pushed him over the edge. 

Courtney licked her lips and moaned.  The warmth of his cum made her feel soft and fuzzy inside.  She would have loved to take the time to enjoy the feel of his cum in her ass, but as soon as he was done, he pulled his cock out.  Marquez practically tossed her off of him. 



“Sorry,” he said, and rolled off her bed. 



Courtney propped herself up on her elbows.  Her legs were spread, and she had fresh cum dripping from both holes. 



“Thanks for the ride, guys,” she said. 



“You bet,” Jared said. 



Marquez  didn’t  say  anything.    They  scrambled  to  put  on 
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their clothes.  She never saw anyone get dressed so fast in her life. 



“Maybe the next time you guys are in the neighborhood you can  stop  by  and  teach  me  some  more  about  abstinence,”  she said. 



Jared and Marquez stopped in the middle of getting dressed and stared at her. 



“Are you serious?” Marquez said. 



Courtney  touched  her  pussy.    Marquez  had  thick,  white cum.  She wiped some of it off of her pussy lips and licked it off her finger. 



“Whenever I can get two cute guys to fuck me at the same time, I’m very serious,” she said. 



Jared was the first to get dressed.  He came over to the side of the bed, bent over and gave her a kiss. 



“For you, we will definitely be back,” he said. 



Marquez smiled and waved, and they both ran out.  Courtney sighed.  She heard the front door open.  What would Mom think of two guys running out of her room?  She got up and put her jeans on.  If Mom saw her naked with cum all over her, she would have no doubt what she was doing with them. 



She just got a t-shirt on when Mom stopped in the doorway. 



“Hi, Courtney,” she said. 



“Hey, Mom.” 



Courtney  smiled.    Was  Mom  going  to  see  the  cum  stains through her jeans? 



“What did those two young men want?” Mom said. 



“Oh,  them?    They  were  from  the  Church  of  Latter  Day Saints.    They  talked  to  me  about  abstinence  and  stuff.    You know,” Courtney said. 



Her face was flushed and warm.  She looked away and fussed with the pillows on her bed. 



“That’s good.  I hope you learned something,” Mom said. 



“Oh yeah.  I learned a lot.” 



Mom went down the hall to her room.  Courtney tossed the pillow on her bed and grinned. 
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“I think I taught them a few things, too,” she said. 

The Boomer’s Seat This was the start of my second tour of duty in the U.S. Air Force aboard  a  KC-135  In-flight  Refueller.    We  call  it  a  Flying  Gas Station.  Basically, it’s a big jet, about the size of a 707, carrying about 100 tons of gas for fighter jets, helicopters and AWACs Radar aircraft.  We were 40,000 feet over the Persian Gulf, about an hour into a three hour flight to our station, where we would begin pumping gas into patrolling aircraft. 



I was stuffed into the small crew compartment with the three other crew members assigned to this flight.  We were right behind the cockpit at the front of the plane, sitting on top of all 100 tons of that gasoline.  The roar of the engines and the wind outside the fuselage was like having my head stuck inside a speaker column at a Metallica concert. 



We  were  all  sitting  in  web  seats,  which  weren’t  all  that comfortable for a three hour flight, or even a half-hour puddle jump.  In my right hand I was holding one of the metal braces on the bulkhead, to feel the vibration of the plane.  In my left hand I was holding a book, a pretty good detective novel.  It wasn’t as interesting, though, as the hot young piece sitting next to me. 



For most of the flight, I was watching her out of the corner of my eye, which made it really hard to concentrate on my book. 

She couldn’t have been more than twenty.  She was wearing the same baggy blue flight suit that we were all wearing, but there was no way she could hide the fact that under that coarse blue jumpsuit she had a hot body.  Every time I looked at her, I had 32
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to ask myself, how did this hot young piece wind up in a KC-135 

over the Persian Gulf? 



Finally, I finished the chapter of my book, after re-reading most of it three or four times.  I flipped the page to start the next chapter, and glanced at the girl in the seat next to me.  Her eyes were closed.  She was moaning and looked feverish. 



I looked across the compartment at the other two guys, who were also seated in web seats, facing us.  Were they catching any of this?  No.  They were absorbed in their operating manuals, or whatever bullshit Air Force texts they were reading. 



I leaned over to the girl.  The name patch on her chest, where her big breasts pushed it out, was Gurley. 



“Are you all right?” I said. 



I hoped it was loud enough for her to hear, but too loud for the other two guys.  I had one eye on them. 



She opened her eyes and looked at me like she was startled. 

Her face softened and she smiled.  She leaned closer to speak directly into my ear. 



“I’m sitting on this support bar?  The vibrations, they’re like, making me horny as hell.  I need a cock in me in like, the worst way,” she said. 



I grinned.  That got my dick so hard I thought it was going to rip through the front of my flight suit, as if trying to check out her big boobs didn’t already have me hard. 



“I might be able to help you with that,” I said. 



She frowned, and had a look on her face like she thought I was just some horny pervert.  Actually, though, that’s exactly what I was. 



“Are you bullshitting me?” she said. 



I shifted in the web seat so my dick poked down into the leg of my flight suit.  The outline of it stuck out through the coarse blue fabric.  With one eye on the two guys across from us, I pointed at it. 



“Does this look like I’m bullshitting you?” I said. 



She looked down between my legs, where I was pointing.  Her mouth fell open and her eyes got big.  My grin became a smug 
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smirk.  I loved when women had that reaction. 



“You still think I’m bullshitting you?” I said. 



She looked up at me and had a big smile on her face. 



“Where can we go?” she said. 



“We can use the boomer’s seat.  Come on,” I said. 



I took her hand and we got up from the web seats.  The other two guys glanced at us once, then went back to their manuals. 



Gurley followed me down the narrow, dark catwalk that ran down the center of the plane, between the huge fuel storage tanks. 

At the end, I opened the hatch that led down to the fuel boom operating compartment in the belly of the plane.  I let her go first so I could check out her ass, and it was definitely worth it. 



Down in the compartment it was a lot quieter.  We could talk in a normal voice.  In front of us, actually facing the tail of the plane, were the controls for the fuel boom.  The main control was a joystick, like on a video game.  We had a small porthole to look out.  At the moment, all we could see was the tail section, which loomed over our heads, and the clouds and the outline of the Persian Gulf far below. 



“Wait here.  I’ll be right back,” I said. 



Gurley sat on the bench behind the control seat.  She had both hands on the edge of the bench, and when she looked up at me, she was chewing her lower lip.  Her hot little ass was squirming. 

My dick twitched.  I couldn’t wait. 



I climbed up and came back in a few minutes with a couple of blankets.  Gurley had stripped out of her flight suit.  She was wearing a blue t-shirt with the Air Force insignia stretched out of proportion over her left breast, and a pair of panties.  The panties had thin thong straps in the back and a tiny, lacy patch of fabric in the front that barely covered her mound.  My eyebrows went up.  Definitely not Air Force regulation. 



She looked at the blankets in my hands, then up to my eyes. 

Her big breasts stretched the front of that poor t-shirt.  It was difficult to keep my eyes off of her chest. 



“These  will  be  more  comfortable,”  I  said,  and  tossed  the blankets on the bench. 
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She spread the blankets out.  I stood back and watched her gorgeous ass and her jiggly boobs.  She stood up and wiped her hands. 



“Why does the Air Force think that every blanket has to be rough and scratchy?” she said. 



I sat down on the bench with the scratchy blankets and put my feet up on the instrument console. 



“So what makes a girl like you wanna join the Air Force?” I said. 



She sat down next to me and put her feet up.  Her legs were parted a bit.  This girl was turned on.  I could smell it. 



“No choice, really.  I’ve been an Air Force brat all my life.  I was born in Ramstein, Germany eighteen years ago.  My Daddy? 

He flew F-15s, and my Grandpa flew B-52s in Vietnam.  It was only natural for me to sign up, too.  So here I am.  What about you?” 



“Me?  I’m a lifer.  I signed up right out of high school, and I’ll probably be here until they kick me out,” I said. 



There  wasn’t  much  light  in  the  compartment.    There  was enough, though to see that her nipples were hard. 



“That’s  my  Daddy.    He’s  gonna  retire  on  a  full  officer’s pension,” Gurley said. 



We were quiet for a minute, listening to the hiss of the engines and the wind.  My dick was straining against my flight suit, and I couldn’t wait to let it out. 



“There’s one thing I wanna know,” I said. 



“What’s that?” 



I pointed to her chest. 



“Are those real, or did you get a boob job?” 



She looked down at her chest and snorted. 



“A boobjob?  On an Air Force salary?  Get real,” she said. 



She pulled the t-shirt off over her head.  Underneath it, she was wearing a tiny bra that matched her panties.  She reached around to unhook the back, and pulled it away.  Her big boobs fell free. 



“Do these look fake to you?” 
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I shook my head.  My eyes were locked on her chest. 



“I gotta tell ya.  I never saw a better set of knockers in my life.” 



She grinned, a proud, satisfied grin, and sat back.  She put her feet up over my legs. 



“Thanks.  What about you?” she said. 



“What about me?” 



She pointed to the crotch of my flight suit, where it was pushed out like a tent. 



“Are you gonna let me see if that thing is for real?” 



I nodded.  Was she kidding?  I was gonna do more than show her how real it was. 



I  pulled  the  zipper  of  the  flight  suit  all  the  way  down. 

Underneath, I was wearing a blue Air Force t-shirt, too, and my boxers were soft cotton.  I pushed the boxers down and my dick jumped out.  Gurley gasped. 



“Holy shit, dude.  How big is that thing?” she said. 



Her hand reached over and closed around it.  She had a warm, firm grip, and moved her hand up an down slowly. 



“I don’t know.  Eight inches, I think.  I had a girlfriend back in high school who measured it,” I said. 



Gurley measured it with her palm, to the tips of her fingers. 



“Looks like eight inches.  You’re definitely bigger than Zach,” 

she said. 



“Who’s Zach?” 



“My fiancee, back in Pittsburgh.  You don’t mind, do you?” 

she said. 



She bent over and closed her mouth over the end of my dick. 

Her lips clamped tight around my shaft, just under the head.  Her head went up and down like a piston, and she sucked me like a vacuum cleaner on overdrive.  My eyes rolled back in my head and I groaned.  How did she expect me to last long enough to fuck her if she was going to suck me like that? 



I felt the head of my cock hitting the back of her mouth.  It was making her gag, but she kept going, like it was nothing.  She had more than half of my cock down her throat already.  I was 
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tempted to put my hand on top of her head and push her down, make her swallow my whole cock.  Then I would shoot my cum straight down her throat. 



Gurley lifted her head and gasped for a breath.  Her face was flushed red. 



“God, dude.  I love the taste of your cock.  It’s so big.  I love how it fills up my mouth.  Let’s see how it feels in my snatch,” 

she said. 



She climbed up over me, straddling my legs with her legs, and lowered herself onto my cock.  The moment the head of my cock pierced her wet pussy lips, she gasped.  She dropped all the way down on it and sat there with her eyes closed and her lower lip between her teeth.  I was holding her hips in my hands, and I could feel her twitching.  I had to smile.  That was a first for me. 

I never had to do so little work to make a woman cum before. 



“Oh God, yes.  That was fantastic,” she said in a low, soft voice. 



“You know, you have the most beautiful look on your face when you cum,” I said. 



Her eyes opened.  She looked down at me with a big, beaming smile. 



“I do?  That’s so sweet.  You know what?  I’m gonna call you the Love Howitzer, ‘cause you got a cannon for fucking,” she said. 



She reached up to hold onto a support bar over her head. 

She thrashed herself on my cock, driving her hips up and down as fast as she could.  I moved my hands from her hips to her big, beautiful boobs, just to hold on. 



Her pussy was warm and wet and deliciously tight around my cock.  If it was too big for her, she never said anything about it.  She was, however, screaming at the top of her lungs. 



“Oh yes.  Oh God yes,” she said. 



I let her go ahead and scream.  She was so loud I was sure the Kurds were going to think it was an air raid. 



She must have had half a dozen orgasms before she let go of the support bar and fell over on top of me, exhausted.  She was panting hard, and her body was covered in sweat.  Her big boobs 
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were flattened on my chest.  I stroked her back with my hand, and her skin was slick with perspiration.  My cock was still as hard as a rock inside her. 



She laid on top of me for a long time before she finally lifted her head and looked into my eyes. 



“Oh my God.  That was fucking fantastic,” she said. 



“Yeah.  You’re fucking hot when you cum,” I said. 



Gurley smiled and looked away, but then she looked puzzled. 



“How come you’re still hard?  Did you cum yet?” 



I had to chuckle.  She was still so young. 



“You were cumming so fast I didn’t know when it was my turn,” I said. 



On the control console, the radio crackled, and the Captain’s voice came over the speaker. 



“Murphy?  You back there?” he said. 



I reached for the headset.  It held it to my ear with one hand, and held Gurley’s ass with my other hand. 



“Yeah, Captain.  I’m here,” I said, and looked at Gurley with a shrug. 



The radio crackled again. 



“We’re descending to twenty five thousand feet.  We’ll be on station in about fifteen minutes.  We’re going to meet up with a squadron of F-18s,” he said. 



“Yes sir.  I’m in position,” I said. 



I gave Gurley’s ass a squeeze and pulled her down on my cock. 

She buried her face in the side of my neck and groaned.  I put the headset back on the console.  Gurley lifted her head again. 



“Do we gotta go to work now?” she said. 



“We got fifteen minutes.  That should give me just enough time,” I said. 



I rolled her off of me.  She was on her side on the bench, leaning on her elbow, looking at me funny. 



“Just enough time for what?” 



I put my hands on her knees and spread her legs apart.  She rolled on her back. 



“For my lunch,” I said. 
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I dropped my head between her legs and kissed her warm mound. 



“Oh God yes,” she said with a moan. 



With the tip of my tongue in her pussy lips, I had to smile. 

I love to make a girl feel good by eating her pussy.  And it was probably once in a lifetime that I got to enjoy a girl as young and sweet as Gurley. 



I ran my tongue up and down her slit.  I kissed her pussy lips, sucked them into my mouth, and nibbled them gently between my teeth.  I poked my tongue into her slit, and rubbed the tip over the hard bump of her clit while I had a couple of fingers inside her.  She ate it up, even though, technically, I was the one eating her. 



She was moaning and shouting to God, and her hips were going side to side and up and down.  She had her heels on the backs of my shoulders, and one of her hands had a fistful of my hair, like she was controlling a joystick on a video game. 



She came two more times.  At least, that was what I counted when she screamed “I’m cumming.  Oh fuck yeah.  I’m cumming.” 

I was pretty sure she was in the middle of cumming a third time when the Captain came over the radio to tell us we had two pair of F-18’s coming up on our six.  I lifted my head from between Gurley’s legs and wiped my mouth. 



“Time to go to work,” I said. 



We got in the seats behind the control console just in time to hook up the first of four thirsty F-18’s from the USS Enterprise, currently stationed in the Persian Gulf.  We had a good view of them through the porthole, but all the pilots could see were our faces, so it didn’t matter that Gurley and I were only wearing our t-shirts and underwear. 



I figured this was her first time at the controls, but she didn’t need any help maneuvering the boom arm.  Since she didn’t need my help with the controls, I sat back with my arms crossed and watched.  I couldn’t help but smile.  The way she handled that joystick was getting me hard all over again.  My dick stretched the front of my boxers like I was wearing a circus tent. 
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It was about half an hour before the last F-18 disengaged and flew off.  Gurley worked the controls the whole time, and barely said two words.  She sat back and stretched her arms over her head.  Her nipples  were hard like nail heads poking through her thin shirt. 



“Man, I’m starving,” she said. 



“Me too.” 



She swivelled the seat around to look at me, and her eyes dropped to my lap. 



“Dude.  Looks to me like you’re still ready to go,” she said with a sly smile. 



She swung her legs over mine to get out of the seat behind the control console.  Each of her feet brushed over the end of my hard dick.  It bent over and popped straight back up, like it had a spring inside. 



Gurley stood in front of me and pulled her blue Air Force t-shirt off over her head.  She smiled at me and cupped her boobs, one in each hand.  It turned me on, but it wasn’t really necessary. 

She wasn’t going to make my dick any harder. 



She turned her back to me, pushed her panties down, and bent all the way forward to let me get a good look at her ass.  She crawled onto the bench on her hands and knees, and looked back at me through the long hair that hung over her face. 



“You wanna dock that boom over here?” she said. 



I grinned.  Who could pass up an invitation like that? 



I stood up to strip.  This was her turn to watch the show. 

When I pushed down my shorts, her eyes focused on my dick.  I climbed on the bench behind her, and it swung side to side, like a radarscope searching for a target. 



I put one hand on her ass to hold her steady.  With my other hand, I lined up the head of my dick with the tiny opening of her pussy.  It touched her warm, wet pussy lips, and she moaned. 



“Oh yeah, baby.  Oh yeah, baby.  Do it,” she said. 



I eased my cock into her.  Gurley groaned.  I had to pause a moment to readjust my grip on her ass, and slowly pushed my hips forward until my cock was all the way inside her.  She had her 
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head down on the bench, with her ass stuck up, and was moaning into the blanket.  With the noise, I couldn’t make out her muffled words.  It didn’t matter, though.  It was my turn to pound her ass as hard and fast as I could. 



I squeezed her ass with both hands like I was holding onto the edge of a cliff.  At first, I went slow.  I pulled my hips back until just the head of my cock was between her pussy lips, then I pulled her back to me and slammed my hips forward, to drive my cock into her ass deep as it would go.  Her back arched up and she screamed into the blankets. 



I did it again and again, over and over.  She seemed to be enjoying it.  At least, I decided that she was enjoying it.  Personally, I loved it, every second of it.  She was wet and tight, and hell, she could take every inch of my cock.  It was a rare day when I got to enjoy the talents of a hot young girl.  I was going to make the most of it. 



By the end, I was leaning over her, with one hand on her shoulder and one hand on the bulkhead wall beside the bench, using all of my weight to sink my cock into her.  I would have assumed she would be delirious by that time, wiped out with a combination of pain and pleasure.  However, she turned to look back at me over her shoulder. 



“Go ahead, Howitzer.  Fire at will,” she said, through her panting and moaning. 



That was more than I could handle.  She knew how to push a guy over the edge. 



I pumped a few more times.  The peak of my climax came on fast.  I groaned and arched my own back, and flooded her insides with a huge load of cum.  It just kept coming and coming, like one of those really thick loads that I get when I go for a week or more without a chance for relief. 



Gurley shrieked, and it made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up, even though it was muffled in the blankets.  I shuddered and spasmed, spilling the last of my cum into her belly. 



She laid down on the bench.  Well, she didn’t really lay down more than she just sort of collapsed, exhausted.  This girl was 
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something else.  When she got into fucking, she gave it everything she had. 



I laid down next to her, on my side on the narrow bench, panting and sweating.  Gurley rolled on her side, too. 



“Jesus, dude.  That was fucking fantastic,” she said. 



“I know.  You’re a fantastic fuck yourself.” 



She slipped her hand between her legs and touched her pussy. 



“I can’t believe how much you cum.  Last time I had that much cum in me was on prom night last year, when I did my boyfriend and both of his brothers,” she said. 



“You’re  not  gonna  get  pregnant,  are  you?”  I  said,  like  a nervous idiot. 



Gurley snorted, and looked at me like she thought I was an idiot. 



“Are you kidding?  With tits like these?  Shit, my Mom?  She put me on the pill when I was, like fourteen.” 



She climbed over me to get off the bench. 



“I gotta use the little girls room.  I’ll be right back.” 



She slipped her juicy, bouncy body into the rough, scratchy flight suit, and gave me a little smile and wave when she went out. 

She wasn’t gone more than a few minutes.  Then it was my turn to take a leak.  Even in my boxers, my own flight suit rubbed me in all the wrong places.  I could only imagine how it must have felt on Gurley’s soft, delicate places. 



When I got back, she was naked and asleep under the blanket. 

I slipped out of my flight suit and climbed under the blanket with her.  I held her in my arms and we both went to sleep. 



I was awakened by the Flight Crew Chief when he opened the cabin door and came in.  He had two in-flight meals and four cans of juice for us, which he held up for me to see, and grinned like he had made of with some pirates bounty.  My stomach rumbled. 

I was grateful to see it. 



He put the meals and the juice bottles on the control console. 



“We’re about an hour from our next stop, Murphy,” he said. 



His eyes were on Gurley, who was curled up on my shoulder. 

I pulled back the blanket to let him see her hot, naked body.  He 
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grinned and gave me a thumbs up, and left. 



I was looking at the meals on the console and licking my lips. 

I was starving, but I was too tired to get up.  Besides, I still had Gurley in my arms, and I wasn’t ready to give that up just yet. 



I rolled on my side behind her, so we were spooning.  My cock was getting hard again and wedged itself in the warm groove of her ass.  It didn’t take me long to go back to sleep. 



When I woke up again, I was on my back and my cock was in Gurley’s mouth. 



“Wh-What’s going on?” I said. 



She sucked her puffy lips off of the end of my cock with a loud, wet slurp. 



“Captain  called.    Said  we’re  gonna  be  on  station  in  a  few minutes.  Gonna be real busy.  Lots of planes to fuel up,” she said. 



Her mouth went right back over the end of my cock.  My eyes rolled back in my head and I groaned.  She was sucking me hard again, like one of those whacked out turbo vacuums that doesn’t use a bag. 



I propped myself up on my elbows to watch.  She was on her hands and knees over me, and her long hair hung over her face, obscuring her actions.  I didn’t really need to see what she was doing.  I could feel her lips and tongue on my cock just fine. 



Her  head  went  up  and  down  slowly.    Her  tongue  swirled around the head of my cock.  She was sucking in her cheeks and dropped her head a bit lower on my cock with every few strokes. 

Was she going to take my cock all the way down her throat?  I didn’t know too many women who could.  But the way Gurley was sucking me, I didn’t know if I could hold myself off long enough to find out. 



The head of my cock was hitting the back of her mouth.  She gagged, but she was also moaning, like we were singing a duet that had no words.  That was when she picked up the pace.  Her head bobbed faster on the end of my cock.  I could not hold myself back any longer. 



“Oh God.  I’m gonna cum,” I said. 



She squealed with delight.  I mean, I think it sounded like a 
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squeal.  It was hard to tell with all of my cock in her mouth. 



My climax built slowly, then exploded in her mouth.  My teeth were clenched and my body shuddered with each spasm.  It was one of those good, hard cums where my whole body tenses and my feet go up in the air. 



And all of that cum.  I must have pumped a gallon of the stuff into her mouth.  I could feel it flowing through my cock, one thick spurt after another.  She kept sucking the whole time, never releasing her lips from around the shaft of my cock, even after I finished and had no more cum to give. 



“That was awesome.  If you weren’t engaged, I’d ask you to marry me,” I said. 



Gurley lifted her head.  Her lips slipped off the end of my cock.  She brushed her hair out of her face.  Her cheeks were puffed out, and there was a drop of my cum running from her lips to her chin. 



She swallowed my big load.  With her finger, she wiped up the drop that spilled on her chin, stuck her finger in her mouth and sucked it clean. 



“Thanks.  That’s so sweet,” she said. 



On the control console, the radio crackled, and another voice called for us, one of the pilots waiting just outside the porthole. 

We both looked that way, then at each other.  Gurley smiled and shrugged. 



“Looks like it’s time to go to work,” she said. 



We were busy for then next few hours, shuttling aircraft back and forth from the boom arm to get gas.  It wasn’t until well after dark that we finally returned to the base.  After we landed and taxied back to the hangar, we disembarked from the plane, one at a time. 



The Captain was waiting at the bottom of the ladder to salute each member of the flight crew.  The rest of them were already headed into the offices for debriefing.  I came down the ladder and gave the Captain a salute. 



“Excellent work, Murphy,” he said, and returned my salute. 



“Thank you, sir,” I said. 
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Gurley came down the ladder behind me.  She saluted the Captain, then turned to me with a smile.  She walked off in the direction of the others, toward the door to the offices.  I watched her ass shake in that baggy flight suit.  Just the memory of her ass in those tiny, lacy panties started to get me hard again. 



I looked at the Captain.  He was watching Gurley’s ass, too, and had a sly grin on his face.  He chuckled. 



“‘Fire at will, Howitzer.’  That’s a good one,” he said, and headed toward the doors, shaking his head. 



I stared at him.  I was pretty sure my mouth was hanging open.  How the hell did he know that? 

Pack of Smokes

Anne Roberts tilted up her glass of punch and poured the last of it into her mouth.  She let the glass down and sighed.  She was sitting by herself in a room full of people, with her legs crossed and her arms crossed on her knee. 



She twirled the empty glass in her hand.  This was her first ever college party in her very first week of college, and she was bored.  She had heard how awesome college parties were supposed to be.  This one, though, was such a downer. 



In the first place, she was under-dressed.  Meg told her it was ok to wear a t-shirt and jeans, but when they got there, everyone was wearing, like business casual outfits.  In the second place, there was no liquor.  There wasn’t even any beer, just wine.  Then they wouldn’t even let her have that, because she was only eighteen. 

So she had punch.  It was like she was a child. 



She tried to talk to some of the people at the party.  There was no music and nobody dancing.  All they were doing was talking. 

All they wanted to talk about, though, was doctor shit and lawyer shit and stock shit, and she didn’t understand any of it. 



So she sat by herself and sighed again.  She couldn’t even talk with Meg.  She’d been totally focused all night on a dorky-looking guy whose ears were too big for his face. 



She walked over and grabbed Meg by the elbow and dragged her away from the dorky-looking guy. 



“Meg.  This is like the most boring party ever.  Why did you bring me here?” Anne said. 
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“Are you kidding me, Anne?  These guys are all gonna be doctors and lawyers and, like, big business guys.  You wanna find yourself a husband who’s gonna make a lot of money?  This is the place,” Meg said, and waved to the dorky guy. 



“I don’t wanna find a husband.  I just turned eighteen, like a month ago.  I wanna get drunk and get laid, in that order,” Anne said. 



But Meg had already gone back to the dorky-looking guy. 

She was totally engrossed in him, and he looked like he was spell-bound with her.  Anne just rolled her eyes.  Whatever. 



“I’m gonna get some more to drink,” Anne said to Meg, in case she was interested. 



She  didn’t  wait  for  her  friend  to  answer.    She  meandered through the clumps of people that had gathered around different points on the first floor of the luxurious, expensive house.  At the stairs, she stopped and looked up.  Was this the kind of party where people snuck up to the bedrooms to fuck?  She frowned ad shook her head.  Doubtful. 



An older guy in a tuxedo was behind a temporary bar set up by the kitchen.  He was filling her glass with more of that sweet red punch when she spotted a tall, gorgeous hunk of a man smoking a cigarette. 



“Thanks,” she said to the old bartender. 



He smiled.  She would have given him a tip, but no one told her she needed to bring tip money. 



The tall, gorgeous guy with the cigarette was standing with a couple of other guys.  Anne stood nearby and listened for a minute.  They were talking about doctor shit.  More doctor shit. 

All of it was over her head.  That wasn’t what she needed right now.  What she needed was a cigarette. 



She walked right up to the tall, gorgeous guy.  He stopped talking in the middle of his sentence and looked at her. 



“Can I have a cigarette?” Anne said. 



The tall, gorgeous guy smiled.  His eyes glanced around at his buddies. 



“Only if you give me a blowjob,” he said. 
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Anne hesitated with her mouth hanging open.  The other two guys were staring a her.  She felt like she had been punched in the gut. 



But she recovered quickly.  She cleared her throat and smiled. 



“Sure.  You whip it out, I’ll suck on it.  Where’s your car?” 



The tall guy grinned at his friends and took her hand. 



“Come on,” he said. 



He took her glass of punch and handed it to someone on the way out the front door.  He took her down the front steps and down the wide brick walk toward the street.  He walked fast and she practically had to run to keep up. 



At the street, he took his keys out of his pocket and pushed one of the buttons on the fob.  In the street, a big, black Cadillac Escalade chirped, and its lights flashed. 



“Is that your truck?” Anne said. 



“No.  It’s my wife’s.  I let her take the Mercedes tonight,” he said.  He opened the back door.  “Get in.” 



Anne climbed into the back seat.  He got in with her and closed the door.  The seats were soft and comfortable, and smelled of leather.  She put her hand on his knee, and in the low light, looked up to his face. 



“Do you have a name?  I usually like to know a guy’s name before I blow him.” 



“You can call me Paul.” 



“I’m Anne.” 



He leaned toward her and kissed her.  His hand reached for her boob and squeezed.  She let him feel and let him push his tongue into her mouth for a minute before she pulled away. 



“I thought you wanted me to blow you, not make out,” she said. 



He started to unbuckle his belt. 



“I don’t like to rush things,” he said. 



He pushed down his slacks and his boxers.  Something jumped out at her.  In the dim light, it took her a second to realize it was his cock, his huge cock.  It stuck straight up, and must have been over ten inches long.  Her eyes were wide and she mouth hung 
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open.  She reached for it and let it glide into her palm. 



“What am I supposed to do with this?  Burp it?” she said. 



“It’ll  burp  for  you  pretty  good,  after  you  suck  on  it  for  a while.” 



He put his hand on the back of her neck to push her down. 

But he didn’t have to be so forceful.  Her mouth was watering and she couldn’t wait to get her lips around his cock. 



She took it into her mouth and stroked his balls with her other hand.  She was surprised that something so big would fit in her mouth. 



She flicked her tongue over the head, at least as much as she could with that huge thing filling her mouth.  She moved her head up and down on the first few inches.  That should have worked pretty well, but Paul wanted more.  He shoved down on her head. 



Anne squealed.  Was he trying to choke her on it?  She had no choice but to take his huge, throbbing cock down her throat.  She had done it before, many times before, but never with anything so big.  She wasn’t sure she could take the whole thing. 



Paul was pushing down hard on her head, though.  She could do nothing but keep swallowing it until it was all the way down her throat.  She was amazed that she could actually take all of it. 

She was certain she was going to choke on it. 



“Oh yeah, baby.  That’s good.  That’s good,” Paul said. 



He was holding her head down and pushing up with his hips. 

His cock slid in and out of her throat a few inches.  Her jaw was stretched wide around the base of his cock, and she could feel the shaft of it throbbing and pulsing in her throat.  The way he was moaning and groaning, she had no doubt he was going to unload about a gallon of sperm down her throat. 



Instead, he let her head up.  She pulled his cock out of her throat and gasped for air.  Before she even had a chance to recover from having her throat stretched, he flipped her over and ripped her jeans down off her hips. 



“Paul?  What are you doing?” Anne said. 



For an answer, he pried her legs apart, dropped his head, and poked the wet tip into her pussy.  Anne gasped.  His tongue 
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pushed deeper between her pussy lips.  All she could think about was how badly she needed his huge cock inside her, right now. 



She was splayed out across the bench seat.  He held her hips in his hands, up off the seat, with his face buried in her mound. 

She was panting and moaning, and lifted her head. 



“I swear to God, Paul.  You have to fuck me now, as hard as you can,” she said. 



“You don’t need to tell me that,” Paul said. 



He flipped her over on the seat.  Her jeans were pulled down to her knees, and her ass was stuck up in the air.  Anne tried to look back over her shoulder.  In the dim light, though, he was just a shadow.  For a moment, she was afraid he was going to shove that huge cock in her ass.  She was almost relieved when he jammed the whole thing into her pussy, even though it hurt to be stretched by so much cock. 



“Oh God.  Oh God,” she said. 



He must have shoved his entire cock inside her.  She was seeing stars in her eyes.  He pulled back and drove it into her again.  She groaned.  He plowed her so hard she was sure she wouldn’t be able to walk for a week.  She groaned and panted and held on to the edge of the seat.  She was not a virgin.  She’d fucked a few guys in the few short years that she’d been fucking guys.  This guy, though pounded her pussy harder than any guy before. 



She was in the middle of an exquisite orgasm when someone knocked on the window.  Paul stopped pounding the hell out of her pussy for a moment to open the window.  Anne was too delirious with the pleasure washing through her body to notice what was going on. 



She heard him talking, and when she looked over her shoulder, it looked like one of his buddies at the window. 



“What’s going on, Paul?  We’re ready to go home,” he said. 



His eyes, though, were on her ass.  Paul was moving his huge cock slowly in and out of her. 



“Get in, Murray.  This slut will probably let you guys have a turn,” he said. 



Anne smiled. 

 Trouble Maker

51



“The more the merrier,” she said. 



Murray came around to the other side of the truck and opened the door.  Anne looked up. 



“Hi,” he said, and slid into the seat where she was spread out. 



“Hi ... Uhn,” Anne said, and groaned when Paul shoved his cock too deep. 



Murray pulled down his slacks.  Anne’s eyes got wide.  His cock was big, too, not as big as Paul’s, but longer and thicker than she was used to.  She put her hand around it. 



“You guys should be in a club,” she said. 



“We are.  It’s called Wayne County Receiving Hospital,” he said, and shoved her head down on his cock. 



It went deep into her mouth.  She gagged at first, then it was going down her throat, just like Paul’s.  She just went along with it. 



This was like a really big deal for her, though.  She never got fucked by two guys at the same time.  She couldn’t wait to tell Meg about this.  She was never going to believe it. 



She slid her lips up and down on Murray’s cock, and it was nice.  He wasn’t holding her head down.  Paul’s cock, though was sliding in and out of her pussy.  She would do anything as long as he kept fucking her with that thing. 



She swallowed Murray’s cock.  She loved the feel of it sliding down her throat, and even the smell of his crotch where her nose was buried in his pubic hair.  It smelled like he was using a woman’s body wash. 



Behind  her,  Paul  pushed  her  shirt  up  on  her  back.    He unfastened the clasp of her bra, and his hands reached around and squeezed her boobs.  She moaned around Murray’s cock and arched her back.  He squeezed hard.  He was so rough with her, like when he forced his cock down her throat.  No one had ever been so rough with her before.  It made her want to ... want to ... 

cum. 



Paul,  though,  started  before  her.    She  knew  what  was happening when he groaned real loud and pushed hard with his hips.  How many times had guys done that to her before?  None 
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of those guys, though, had a cock so big that she saw stars when it hit so deep inside her. 



His hands were holding her around her waist.  He jerked her back on his cock at the same time he thrust his hips forward.  She saw stars again, then the little bit that she could see in the dim light started to go black.  She fell forward on Murray’s cock.  The last thing she felt was the warmth of Paul’s hot cum filling her belly. 



She must have bee out for only a second, because the next thing she felt was Paul’s long, thick cock sliding out of her pussy. 

He smacked it down on her ass and shot the rest of his cum on her back. 



“Murray.  Come on over here.  You need to get a piece of this,” Paul said. 



He had already opened the door and was climbing out.  Anne lifted her head.  Murray’s cock came out of her mouth.  She sat up and wiped her mouth with her sleeve.  Already, with the pounding of Paul’s cock, she was sore between her legs. 



He was standing outside the truck, stuffing that huge, beautiful cock  back  into  his  slacks.    She  couldn’t  help  feel  a  little  bit disappointed.  She hoped he wasn’t done with her for the night. 



Someone was walking by on the sidewalk, a man and a woman with a dog on a leash.  The interior light of the truck was on, and they got a good look at her half-naked with a load of cum dribbling out of her pussy  all over the leather seats.  It’s obvious they knew she was getting fucked, but she didn’t care.  She smiled.  She would be fine if everyone knew she was getting fucked by these guys with their huge cocks. 



Murray also got out.  He went around to the other side of the truck, where Paul was holding the door open.  He had pulled up his pants.  Standing beside each other with the big bulges in the front of their pants, they could have been brothers. 



“Is she tight?” Murray said. 



They were both looking at her, but talking about her like she was just a car.  The other door opened, and the third guy slid into the seat next to her and started to unbuckle his pants. 



“She was tight, before I got done with her,” Paul said. 
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He was looking right at her, but didn’t smile.  Murray got back into the truck with her. 



“One of these days I’m gonna go first,” he said, and shut the door. 



He pulled his pants down again.  His big cock stood straight up. 



“Ok.  Let’s do it,” he said. 



He grabbed her shoulder and turned her over on her hands and knees.  Her ass stuck up in the air.  In front of her, the third guy’s cock was also standing straight up.  He had a beautiful cock, although not quite as big as Murray’s, and especially not as big as Paul’s. 



Murray slipped his cock into her pussy.  Anne sighed.  It felt good to have a cock inside her again, especially a big one.  He started humping her, but a little slower and more gentle than Paul. 

Her mouth was watering.  She had one hand around the third guy’s cock and was pumping up and down.  She licked her lips, opened her mouth, and lowered it over the end of his cock. 



“Oh yeah.  That’s fantastic,” he said. 



“Give it to her, Joe.  She’s good,” Murray said. 



Anne didn’t bother to listen to them talk.  As long as they fucked her, she didn’t care what they said about her. 



The one thing she was interested in was Paul.  She was moving her head up and down on Joe’s cock and tried to look over her shoulder to see where Paul was. 



He  was  standing  outside  the  truck.    She  could  just  barely see him through the tinted windows.  He was having a cigarette while his buddies had their way with her.  She loved having two cocks inside her at the same time.  She was sorry, though, if she did anything to offend Paul.  She would love to have his huge cock inside her again. 



It was easiest, of course, to take Joe’s cock all the way down her throat.  The way he groaned and mumbled, he must have enjoyed it.  He didn’t do anything, though, but sit there and let her service him.  She liked a guy who took part in the blowjob, especially if he was going to be rough with her, like Paul. 
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His  friend  Murray,  though,  didn’t  last  very  long.    He  was holding her hips with both hands and slamming himself against her ass.  She had barely got warmed up again when he was spewing his cum into her pussy.  He pumped for another minute or two, grunting and groaning, until he had left the last of his cum inside her and his cock slipped out of her pussy. 



“That was fucking great.  You are one hell of a slut,” Murray said. 



He gave her ass a quick smack.  Anne yelped, with Joe’s cock still in her mouth. 



Murray pulled up his pants and got out of the truck.  Anne sat up.  She wiped the saliva from her mouth.  Outside the truck, Murray and Paul were having a cigarette and talking.  She watched them for a minute.  It felt like they were deciding her fate.  Were they done with her?  Should she get out of the truck? 



“Excuse me.  Do you wanna finish with this?” Joe said. 



Anne turned around and blinked.  Joe was still sitting there, with his pants down and his cock sticking up.  How could she forget him?  She smiled. 



“Sure,” she said. 



But she hesitated a second.  How was she going to finish him off?  Her jeans were still down to her knees, and she wouldn’t be able to get them off without taking off her shoes.  She grabbed the back of the driver’s seat and pulled herself up. 



“Help me out,” she said. 



Joe put his hands on her waist and guided her over his lap. 

When she came down, she settled right onto his cock. 



“Ooo.  That feels nice,” she said. 



She held on to the seat in front of her and ground her ass up and down on his hard cock like a stripper giving her client the special.  He slipped his hands up her sides and under the front of her t-shirt and squeezed her boobs. 



“So do you,” he said. 



Anne leaned forward and rested her cheek on the back of the driver’s seat head rest.  She couldn’t hold her head up any longer. 

She had used all of her energy fucking.  But she still had enough 
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energy to smile.  She was going to sleep good tonight. 



The door opened and Murray stuck his head in. 



“Joe?  You done yet?  We wanna go home.  I still wanna fuck my wife before I gotta be at the hospital in the morning,” he said. 



“Fuck you, Murray.  You had your turn.  This is my turn,” 

Joe said. 



As if to emphasize his point, he thrust his hips up and jammed his cock deeper into Anne’s pussy.  She groaned.  Murray grinned. 



“That’s cool.  Take your time,” he said. 



“Don’t worry.  I will,” Joe said. 



The door slammed shut.  Anne was startled, and her eyes snapped open.  She looked around, from the door on the right side to the door on the left side.  Where did Murray go? 



Joe squeezed her hips and pulled her down a little tighter on his cock. 



“Come on, slut.  You’re gonna make me cum,” he said, and there was a bit of a growl in his voice. 



Anne shivered.  She loved it when these guys kept calling her a slut.  She never felt so, well, slutty in her life, and it felt good. 



Joe’s cum spurted inside her.  He was grunting and bucking up with his hips.  Anne groaned, too.  She felt tingly all over.  She had the cum of three different men inside her, and she was cumming, too.  This was the secret that slutty girls had figured out.  If she had known it would feel so good to sleep with so many guys at once, she would have become a slut a lot sooner. 



Joe  stopped  pumping  with  his  hips.    He  was  sitting  still, panting, and his hand was rubbing her ass.  Anne was grinding her ass around in small circles on his cock. 



“Ok.  I’m done, girl.  You can get up now,” he said. 



She looked over her shoulder. 



“Already?  But it feels so good.” 



But she lifted herself off of him.  His cock slipped out of her wet pussy.  She sat on the seat beside him, weak and exhausted, but exhilarated.  Her heart was racing.  All of that cum was running out of her slit. 



Joe pulled up his pants and got out of the truck without a 
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word to her and without even looking at her.  Anne frowned.  Part of her was a little hurt.  Was that a part of being a slut, too? 



She hooked her bra over her boobs and pulled her t-shirt down.  Her boobs had red finger marks where the guys had pawed her, and the t-shirt was a wrinkled mess.  That was going to be hard to explain. 



She sighed.  It looked like it was time to get out of the truck. 

She started to pull her panties up, but hesitated.  As soon as she did,  the  panties  and  the  crotch  of  her  jeans  would  be  soaked with cum.  How was she going to explain that when she got back inside? 



But then she smiled.  It didn’t really matter.  Originally, all she wanted was a cigarette.  What she wound up getting was a seriously good fucking, a better fucking than she ever got before. 

An she never did get that cigarette. 



She had her hands on her panties and was just about to pull them up snug to her soaked crotch when the side door opened again.  It was Paul.  Anne tensed.  No doubt he was going to kick her out of his truck. 



However, he climbed in beside her and closed the door.  Anne blinked.  What was she supposed to say? 



He looked down at her crotch, where all the cum was leaking out of her pussy, all over the leather seats of his wife’s truck.  She tensed, with her teeth clenched together.  No doubt that was going to piss him off. 



He stuck his hand between her legs and poked his middle finger into her pussy.  Anne gasped. 



“You’re really wet.  They fucked you pretty good,” Paul said. 



Anne nodded.  She started to talk, but her voice wouldn’t work.  She cleared her throat and tried it again. 



“So did you,” she said in a weak, hoarse voice, and cleared her throat again. 



Paul looked at her funny. 



“What’s wrong with your voice?” he said. 



Anne shrugged. 



“My throat?  It was abused by these really big, fat cocks,” she 
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said, an cleared her throat. 



“I can see how that would happen, with a slut like you.” 



Anne didn’t answer.  The pleasant smile fell from her face. 

She should have been angry at him for calling her a slut like that. 

She wasn’t, though.  She loved it, and just the words from his mouth made her feel flush all over. 



“We’re not done, yet,” Paul said. 



He took her hand and put it on the inside of his left thigh. 

Her fingers touched a long, hard ridge, and she flinched.  Was that his cock?  She moved her hand over the bulge.  It reached from his crotch to his knee.  It was huge, and as hard as a rock. 

How did she get all of that thing in her pussy?  How did she get all of that thing down her throat? 



“God, yes.  Give it to me,” Anne said in her weak, scratchy voice. 



Paul  grinned.    In  the  dim  light,  his  straight,  perfect  teeth seemed to glow. 



“I knew when I saw you that you were just the slut I needed tonight,” he said. 



Anne grinned back.  Paul pushed her down on her back on the leather seat.  Her legs were still tied together with her jeans at her knees.  How was he going to fuck her if she couldn’t get her legs apart? 



In the darkness, she heard the clink of his belt buckle coming undone, and the sharp zip of his zipper going down.  Her heart was pounding in her ears, and she realized she was holding her breath. 



Paul  pulled  her  legs  up  over  her  shoulders.    He  leaned forward, bending her legs back into her, and the hot shaft of his cock rubbed along her wet slit.  Anne moaned.  His hands slipped under her shirt and pulled at the straps of her bra, which she had just put back on.  The light, satiny fabric began to tear.  He pulled harder, until it shredded in his hands, and Anne shrieked.  With her voice so hoarse, though, it came out as just a squeak. 



His hands squeezed her boobs so hard she winced.  Why did guys have to be so rough with her boobs?  Didn’t they know they 
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were delicate?  She was going to have red finger marks on them for days. 



He squeezed again.  She moaned, with her teeth clenched, and arched her back.  The shaft of his fat cock moved up along her groove until the head was pressed against her slit.  It pierced her pussy lips and a few inches slipped inside her. 



The breath was knocked from Anne’s lungs.  Her eyes bulged. 

With  her  legs  squeezed  together  and  bent  over  his  shoulders, her pussy was a much tighter fit for his cock.  It was already big enough for her.  It didn’t need to be a tighter fit. 



Paul leaned into her, which bent her legs back a little further and pushed another couple of inches of his cock into her.  All of the cum squished out of her slit and ran down over her ass.  Anne groaned again and squeezed her eyes shut. 



“God damn.  You’re a tight slut, like this.  You got about half of it,” Paul said. 



Anne shivered.  Of course she was tight.  And he was, like, trying to rip her open. 



He worked his hips back and forth, sliding the first half of his cock in and out of her pussy.  Her legs bent back a little further with each push, and his long, thick cock sunk another inch or so deeper.  In only a few strokes, he had her legs bent back so far that her knees were touching her forehead, and he was pounding her pussy with the entire length of his cock. 



Anne was dizzy with pleasure.  She was holding on with one hand on the edge of the seat and one hand over her head on the door handle, but her grip was weak.  He was fucking her so hard she could barely breathe.  She didn’t even notice when her own orgasm started. 



“Oh God.  I’m cumming.  I’m cumming,” she said in her weak, scratchy voice. 



Paul kept pounding her with his huge cock, like he had no regard for her or her pleasure, like she was just a slut with a tight hole for him to stick his cock into and get his rocks off.  She shivered.  God, she loved that. 



“Oh fuck yeah,” Paul said. 
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He pulled his cock out of her pussy.  Anne lifted her head. 

He was aiming it right at her.  The fat, red head swelled, and a huge, white glob of cum shot out of the end, right in her face. 



She gasped and sputtered.  Paul shot another thick load on her belly and her boobs, in her hair, and another one that went right into her open mouth.  She coughed.  Another big glob of cum glanced off her forehead and hit the door, just past her head. 



Anne blinked.  She had cum dripping into her eyes, and Paul still had more cum that spewed all over her belly and formed a puddle around her bellybutton. 



Paul sat back and wiped his forehead. 



“That was fucking great,” he said. 



Anne was panting.  He wasn’t even breathing hard.  His long, thick cock was bent over, dribbling the last of his cum from the tip. 



She tried to sit up.  She had cum in her eyes, and it was hard to see.  Paul pulled up his pants.  He took out his wallet, pulled out a couple of twenties and tossed them on the seat. 



“That’s for the great fuck.  Here.  Take these, too,” he said. 



He took the pack of cigarettes from the pocket of his shirt and tossed it to her.  He opened the door and was getting out when he stopped and looked at her again. 



“Take a few minutes to get dressed, then I want you the hell out of my truck,” he said. 



He got out and left the door open.  Anne felt a shiver run down her spine.  She put her feet down and sat up.  She had cum in her mouth, coming out of her pussy, in her hair, on her belly, and all over her face.  She also had a big grin, and she felt warm and tingly all over.  This was the start of a whole new life for her, a life as a fuck-driven slut. 



She pulled her shirt down.  The front was stained with big wet blotches of cum, like she was drinking milk and spilled it all over herself.  Those stains would never come out.  She pulled up her jeans.  All of that cum was leaking out of her slit, and would probably leak out all night. 



She got out of the truck, holding the two twenties and the 
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pack of cigarettes.  All three of the men who just fucked the hell out of her got in with hardly a look at her.  They drove away and she was left there by the street, feeling like a complete whore, but she had a sore pussy and a sore jaw as her reward. 



She took a cigarette out of the pack and lit it.  The stars were a little brighter overhead.  The air smelled a little sweeter. 



She went back into the house, walking funny.  Meg was still talking to that geeky guy.  She looked at Anne and her eyes bulged. 



“Oh my God, Anne.  What the hell happened to you?” she said. 



Anne started to talk, but her voice was still a little hoarse.  She coughed to clear her throat. 



“Oh my God, Meg.  This is the best party I’ve ever been to.” 

The Neighbor’s Daughter Brian was raking up the grass clippings.  The sun was bright and high over his head.  He had removed his shirt long ago, and the drops of sweat were running down his back.  He stopped to wipe his brow and saw Mrs. Philips coming toward him with a tall glass of lemonade.  He rested for a minute and watched her come closer.  She was a widow, he knew that, and she had a daughter, but he had never really paid much attention to how she looked. 

Probably because he considered her to be much older than she actually was, and probably because he had never seen her wear shorts and a halter before. 



“Hi,” she said, smiling.  “I saw you working so hard out here and I thought you might need something cool to drink when you took a break.” 



“Thanks,” Brian said, breathing hard, and took the glass of lemonade.  He tilted the glass to drink and let some of it run over the edge and spill down the front of his bare, sweaty chest.  He did it for her benefit, but it felt good, anyway.  She might pretend that it never happened, but he would never forget that she was watching him fuck Pam in his bedroom, or that she looked directly at his hard cock.  He had to wonder what she really had in mind. 



“I was wondering if you might be able to do a favor for me,” 

she said, sounding hopeful, but not too confident. 



“I’d be glad to,” Brian said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. 



“If you’ve got some time today, would you come over and 61
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help me move some furniture?” 



“Sure, Mrs. Philips,” Brian said.  “I’ve got some time right now.” 



“Great,” she said, smiling as her eyes swept up his body.  “Call me Janet.”  She must have liked the way he looked.  His muscles were hard and sore from the work.  He was only wearing a pair of shorts, and even though his penis was not erect, it still made a visible lump. 



Brian smiled back at her, knowing now just what her intentions were.  He put the rake away, pulled his t-shirt on, and followed her next door to her house.  She smiled, but she looked disappointed that he had put his shirt on. 



Brian walked in her front door and was immediately impressed with the decor.  Of course, he didn’t expect her to be poor, but he also hadn’t expected her to be so well off. 



“This is beautiful,” he said, gazing around the house, which looked much larger inside than it did from the outside. 



“Thank you,” she said.  “I’m glad you like it.”  She led him inside.  “Would you like another glass of lemonade?” 



“Maybe when we’re finished.”  Brian was admiring the fine paintings and the sculpture in the corner. 



“Okay, then I’ll show you what I’d like to have moved.  If you think it’s too much, just tell me.” 



She walked ahead of him down the hallway off the living room and Brian followed, glancing down at her ass.  He smirked to himself because she appeared to be shaking it side to side just for him.  How can I deny her what she wants so badly? he thought, as he walked right behind her. 



They went to the den at the back of the room.  It was obvious that this room was once decorated for masculine tastes, but by that time, little evidence remained that it had been a man’s office. 

She asked him to move a chair and a sofa to the other side of the room, and Brian thought that was a small thing to ask, especially since it was something a woman such as herself would have no problem doing on her own.  He gladly moved the furniture, because he knew it was only an opportunity for her to invite him 
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into her house. 



Her house was cooled by an air conditioner, but even so, he was sweating more than when he had started. 



“You’re really working hard today,” Janet said, and slowly stepped toward him. 



Brian laughed.  “I hadn’t expected to be so useful.”  The sweat was dripping off his face.  Janet reached up and touched his cheek to wipe some of it away. 



“Maybe you’d like to wash up while I get that lemonade for you,” she said in a soft, feminine voice, and before he could speak, she said, “The bathroom is right over here.” 



Brian grinned and walked past, pulling his t-shirt off as he went to the small bathroom in the main hallway.  He turned on the cold water and she came in to find a clean washcloth for him. 



“I’ll get that lemonade,” she said, glancing at his body as she walked out. 



Brian left the bathroom door open while he wiped his face and arms and chest with cool washcloth.  The cool water was evaporating on his skin and he felt much more comfortable.  Janet reappeared a moment later and sauntered down the hall toward the bathroom, holding the glass of lemonade and looking directly at him.  Her breasts were not large, but they jiggled with each step. 



“If you’re not too tired,” she said, handing him the cold glass. 

“I have something else you could fix.” 



Brian grinned.  “I was wondering when you would come out and ask me that.”  He tilted the glass back and drank. 



She ran her fingertips lightly down his chest.  “I’m sure you know that you peaked my curiosity that day I watched you making love with your sister.”  Her fingertips drifted down over his rigid stomach muscles. 



“I’m sure I peaked more than your curiosity.” 



Janet laughed.  Her hand dropped to the front of his shorts and lightly touched the growing bulge. 



“You certainly did,” she said, and laughed again.  “You must let me see what you’ve got in here.” 
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Brian touched her cheek tenderly.  “Horny?” he asked softly. 



She smiled sadly.  “I haven’t been with a man in more than four years.  It gets pretty lonely, sometimes.”  She began to untie the front of her halter.  “Please, come to my bedroom,” she said. 

She turned to walk out of the bathroom and pulled the halter off, walking away from him naked from the waist up.  Brian tossed the washcloth into the sink and walked after her. 



She was standing by her bed with her back to him.  She pushed down her shorts, bending over to show him her gorgeous ass, and climbed onto the bed.  She lay on her belly with her head turned to look at him, smiling at him dreamily.  Brian pushed down his shorts and Janet gasped.  Her gaze was fixed on his wondrous cock. 



Brian approached the bed.  He slipped a finger in her cunt and twirled it, making her gasp and moan. 



“You’re really wet,” he said, pulling her hips up. 



“I know,” she moaned. 



He knelt behind her and pulled her legs apart.  She began to come right then, when she realized what he was going to do. 

She felt his fingers opening her petals and she felt the head of his cock touching her opening. 



“Oh God,” she moaned, pulling the sheets in anticipation. 

She had a fear that the huge thing was going to kill her.  Brian put his hands on her hips and his cock slid easily into her pussy, stretching her and filling her completely.  “Oh no ... oh no,” she cried.  Brian thrust his thick shaft deep into her, and she screamed. 

The base was tight against her cunt lips.  He slid it out a fraction of an inch, then drove it deep again, holding it all the way in her, and she screamed again. 



Brian bent over her back and reached under to squeeze her boobs.  He licked the back of her neck while he thrust his hips, pulling them out slowly a bit, then forcefully jamming them back into her so that she gasped and whimpered. 



Then, abruptly, he was tender and gentle.  He ran his hands up and down her slim sides, and his hips pumped steadily and firmly.  “Oh God, yes,” Janet moaned, and she was cumming. 
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She felt heavy gobs of his cum spurting into her cunt and thought she’d go berserk.  Janet turned her head to the door and she saw her daughter Sandi standing just outside, watching.  She waited until Brian finished cumming and told him Sandi was watching. 

Brian looked at her and Sandi ran to her room and shut the door. 

Brian looked back at Janet and they both smiled at each other. 



Brian pulled his cock out and laid beside her.  Janet laid on her side and toyed with the hair on his chest.  His cock glistened with her pussy juices. 



“Would you do me another favor?” she asked. 



“After this, how can I refuse?” 



“I want you to make love to my daughter.” 



Brian hesitated for a second.  “Is she a virgin?” he said. 



“Yes.” 



“Why do you want me to do it?” 



“I’ve always been turned by the thought of my daughter doing things with a guy.  She went out one time with a young guy a year behind her in school.  I was in bed, reading, when they got back late and went to her bedroom, giggling.  I could hear them kissing and breathing hard and telling each other how much they were in love.  There were some sighs and moans and I heard the guy tell her to suck his cock.  But ...” 



“You want me to show her how to do it right?” Brian said. 

Janet smiled and nodded.  “I’d be glad to.” 



“Clean up and meet me in the kitchen.  I’ll get Sandi.” 



Brian went to the bathroom to clean off his dick and put his shorts back on.  The thought of taking her sexy daughter’s cherry had him erect already.  When he went to the kitchen, he found Janet there looking at something out the window. 



“What’s up?” he said. 



“I’m just watching Sandi.  She’s just getting out of the pool.” 

Janet turned to Brian.  “I guess I’m a little nervous about her los-ing her virginity.” 



The door opened and Sandi walked in.  She saw her mother first, then saw Brian sitting at the table. 



“Hi,” Brian said, with a smile.  Sandi blushed and looked 
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away, with a shy smile.  Her wet hair was slicked back and she had a towel wrapped around her shoulders that covered most of her bikini. 



“Sandi, this is Brian,” Janet said. 



“Hi,” she said, blushing even more.  Sandi might have been only be eighteen, but she had the curves of a full grown woman. 



Sandi sat at the kitchen table across from Brian. 



“Do you have any homework tonight?” Janet asked, and set a plate of cookies on the table. 



“No,” Sandi said.  “I had a math test today, but I did real well on it.” 



“Good.  Was that the one you were worried about?” 



“Yeah,” Sandi said.  She looked at Brian like they had been friends for a long time.  “I studied for three days for that test.” 



“Wow.  I had to study for two days for a government test last week.” 



“Did you pass?” Sandi asked, her shyness disappearing.  She threw the damp towel of her shoulders and let it hang over the back of the chair. 



“Yeah.  I got a B.”  Brian smiled at her and she laughed at him with interest and a sense of lively fun.  Sandi was a gorgeous young woman.  Her big, blue eyes were more rounded and a deeper blue than her mother’s.  Her hair was a light honey brown, and she wore it long and straight down her back.  She leaned forward when she laughed, and a tawny piece of her wet hair tumbled over her eye and she swept a hand up to push it away. 



Her  lips  were  very  full.    With  her  generous  mouth,  Brian thought, she looked like she could do an excellent job of sucking his cock, if he showed her how to do it right. 



“Maybe you’d like to take Brian to your room and show him your CD collection,” Janet said.  Sandi looked at her mother, as if to make sure it was all right. 



“Okay,” Sandi said.  “Come on.”  Sandi took him down the hall to her room like he was a new puppy dog her mother had just brought home.  Her bedroom looked like it belonged to a teenaged girl, with the posters of hunks and rock stars and flowers 
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on the wallpaper, not that much different from Pam’s. 



Sandi bounced on her bed and Brian sat down on the edge. 

She handed him the latest CD she had just bought, then showed him the D.H. Lawrence book she was reading.  As Brian leafed through the book, she gazed at him very seriously. 



“Would you look at a girl like me if I was old enough to flirt with you?” she said, her big, innocent eyes gazing directly to his heart. 



“Certainly,” Brian said, putting the book down. 



“You would?” 



“Sure.  Just looking at you turns me on,” he said, as he looked down at her breasts so she could see him looking at her body.  She straightened her back and subtly pushed her breasts out.  The surprisingly skimpy bikini exposed a lot of skin.  Her skin had cooled and her nipples were hard points that looked like they might push right through the fabric. 



“You can really get excited just by looking at me?” 



“Yeah.  Look,” he said, bending his knees apart to let her see the bulge in his shorts.  His hard cock was plainly outlined under the thin fabric.  She gasped, looking directly at his groin, but he could tell from the look on her face that it was only how she thought she should have acted.  Her curiosity and desire were plain in her eyes.  He knew she was dying to fuck him, but he was sure she would fuck just about any man who walked through her door, and he just happened to be the one. 



“Looking at me makes you like that?” 



He nodded.  “Go ahead,” he said.  “Touch it.” 



She tentatively moved a hand to his erection and left it there, her fingers curiously stroking its length.  Her lips were getting fuller, her voice lower and hoarse, and her breathing deeper.  Her thighs were drifting apart. 



“Can I see it?” she said. 



“Have you ever seen one before?” 



“Of course.  Don’t be silly,” she said, acting like it was no big thing. 



Brian pushed down his shorts and his erection popped up. 
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Sandi gasped and giggled in embarrassment.  She put her hand around its middle and slowly stroked. 



“But it’s so big,” she said, staring at it.  “How can you get a thing like this into a girl?” 



“I never met a girl yet who didn’t like it,” Brian said, watching her hand move casually over his shaft. 



“Were they virgins?” 



Brian shrugged.  “Some of them.”  He rested his hand on her  bare  thigh.    She  stiffened  noticeably,  but  did  not  remove her own hand from the hardness in his shorts.  Brian’s fingers crawled under the material of her bikini, slowly twirling through the fine, soft hairs on her pussy.  She gasped and tilted her head down to watch.  One of his fingers stroked down into the crease of her pussy, sliding softly across her small clit.  She was wet and he could sense that she was feeling weak from anticipation. 



She might be a young virgin, Brian thought, but she knew what she wanted, even if she didn’t know how to make it happen.  She laid back on the pillows.  Her thighs were exposed to her hips, and her knees were spread apart.  Her breasts spilled out around the edges of the tiny bikini top, but the small pieces of fabric still covered her hard nipples. 



Brian crawled up on top of her, laying his body on top of hers and spreading her legs.  The hard lump of his cock rested against the soft, warm mound of her pussy, and her pelvis worked up and down, rubbing her pussy against the hardness like a cat scratch-ing itself on a tree.  He kissed her lips lightly, tracing a path from her chin to her throat to the soft, fleshy parts of her breasts.  He pulled aside the bikini fabric and licked her nipple.  His sucking made her hips start humping on the mattress.  He slowly worked down between her boobs, across her taut belly to her mound. 



She lay back and closed her eyes as he moved between her legs, pulled her bikini bottoms all the way off, parted the lips of her cunt with his fingers, and licked her.  She wrapped her thighs around his neck and squeezed his head as close to her cunt as she could, rocking her hips.  He had the feeling she was going to cum.  She ground her whole body up, and let out a soft cry 
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of pleasure.  She humped his face as his tongue worked over her clit.  She screamed, grinding her hips against his face and lifting her back completely off the bed.  Her back arched up again and again and she screamed like he was torturing her. 



She  finally  collapsed  on  her  back,  completely  exhausted. 

He crawled up and kissed her mouth again, to let her taste the juices from her own cunt that were smeared all over his lips.  She wrapped her arms around him and licked it up as she kissed him back, enjoying new sensations she had never thought were possible. 



His hard cock was pressed along her bare, wet slit, and it excited her so much she was trembling.  She was holding him down in a tight grip.  Brian had not realized how anxious she was to be rid of her virginity.  He moved his hips to slide his organ over the moist, soft lips of her cunt, and she responded with a deep groan. 



Brian rolled off and lay beside her.  Her legs were spread wide. 

His cock stood up, slightly bent over, but covered with her juices. 



“What next?” she asked, touching his chest. 



“Hold on,” he said, and pulled her on top of him.  She giggled in surprise, but quickly got the idea and sat up, straddling his thighs, raised herself over his erection, held the lips of her cunt apart, and guided the head of his cock into her.  She looked like she was ready to drop herself on him like an experienced whore, but he knew her tender hymen would stop her from taking it too deep. 



“Oooohh,” she winced, and jerked back. 



“Take it easy, Sandi.  Don’t hurry.  You can stop any time if it hurts too much.”  Brian held her lightly around her hips to help her keep her balance.  He was trying desperately not to get too excited and pull her down before she was ready, even though he was by that time dying to shove it into her.  He knew how good her tight cunt would feel, but that’s not why her mother brought him over her.  The anticipation was just as unbearable for him as it was for her. 



Sandi was on her knees over him, and his the head of his prick was not more than an inch inside her before it came up against 
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the wall of her cherry.  He lightly caressed her clit with his wet thumb to keep her interested.  Sandi lowered herself a bit farther, winced in pain, and jerked up again. 



Her  puffy  lips  were  pouting  like  those  of  a  woman  over-whelmed with lust.  In her eye was the look of stern determination. 

She moved lower on him until the end of his cock pressed hard against her hymen.  She squirmed, trying to use his fingers on her clit to reach another orgasm, but Brian only rubbed as light as a feather so she wouldn’t be able to get off.  When she seemed just hot enough to come, he pulled his finger away a little.  In order to  get  the  intense  stimulation  her  body  lusted  for,  she  had  to take his dick deeper inside.  She began to get so anxious that she pushed herself down on him without regard to the discomfort of the sharp pain. 



Finally,  moaning  deliriously,  she  shouted  and  accidentally jammed herself down on his shaft as hard as she could.  His cock burst through her cherry like it was nothing more than a piece of tissue paper.  Sandi was very still, with her eyes and mouth wide open and her breath coming in short, quick gasps.  A little more than half of his cock was in her cunt. 



“Are you ok?” Brian said, feeling concerned that he might have been too big for her first time.  She lowered her weight a little bit more and gasped when his cock slid deeper. 



“Oh my God.  It’s in.  I can feel it.”  She straightened her back, sitting high over him.  Her nipples softened to supple flesh as she lowered herself all the way down on him.  Her expression softened and her features changed to a look of deep ecstasy.  He pulled her down to his chest and let her clit rub against the hardness of his cock.  Her sensitive nipples brushed his hairy chest with each stroke of his hips.  Her own hips slowly began to grind, matching the up and down motion of his hips, and before she knew it, she was fucking. 



Brian locked his lips to hers and squeezed her tits.  She was tremendously tight and felt as wonderful as he imagined.  He could hear her soft moans and he could feel her knees squeeze in on his sides.  Her hands gripped his shoulders for leverage, so 
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she could move her hips up and down, and it only reminded him that she was a rookie when it came to having sex.  It would take her time to learn how to move her ass without thinking about it. 



She sat up straight over him again.  Her long hair flowed down around her face and over her shoulders, down to the tips of her nipples.  Her breasts jiggled when she came down on him.  She pressed herself down firmly, and Brian could feel the tip of his cock touching the end of her womb. 



Brian wasn’t sure he should cum inside her, but he didn’t see how he was going to get her off before he did.  He didn’t want to just throw her off, he didn’t think she would understand.  On the other hand, he wasn’t sure if he should risk getting her pregnant by cumming inside her. 



“I’m going to cum,” Brian said, and Sandi’s eyes lit up. 



“Oh yes,” she squealed.  “Do it inside me so I can feel it.” 



“Ok,” he said.  That solved that.  He stopped holding back and let himself be immersed in the intense pleasures of her body. 

She looked incredibly erotic sitting on top of him, her legs spread over his waist, the darker hair of her bush mixed with the light hair on his mound.  Her breasts were swollen and quivering with each motion of they made.  Her body was covered with a light sheen of perspiration that made her shiny and glistening. 



It only took a few more deep strokes and his cum was spurting in her cunt.  Her eyes widened and her mouth closed in an O shape.  She began to coo with delight and he could see goose-bumps breaking out on her skin.  She bounced harder and her hair danced in front of her bright eyes. 



When his orgasm trailed off, she stopped bouncing, and her expression changed to a warm, pleased grin. 



“It feels so warm,” she sighed.  She was rocking her pelvis back and forth slowly.  Her fingers squeezed the hard muscles of his chest. 



Brian pulled her down to his sweaty chest and hugged her, running his hands over her back and wiping away the perspiration.  She brushed a lock of hair from his face and gazed lovingly into his eyes. 

72

Jack Allen



“That was the best,” she whispered, and kissed him. 

Janet was in the living room reading the newspaper when Brian entered, wearing just his shorts.  She looked up at him, beaming with happiness. 



“I heard her shout when you took her cherry,” she said.  Brian blushed.  “She liked it, didn’t she?” 



“Yeah, I guess she did,” Brian said, and sat on the sofa. 



“I knew you were the right man for the job.” 



“Thank you.  I’m flattered.”  He hesitated and there was a moment of silence between them.  “How long have you  been planning this?” he asked. 



Janet chuckled.  “Actually, only since I saw you banging your girlfriend.”  She casually laid her hand in his lap, directly on the lump of his penis, which quickly grew hard again.  “I was shocked and fascinated, of course.  But when I saw this, it gave me the idea to see if you were interested.” 



Sandi came into the room just as her mother was finishing her sentence, but Janet did not remove her hand from Brian’s lap.  They both looked at her.  She was glowing, and her face was radiant.  She had put on a short terry cloth robe, loosely tied at the waist and open all the way down her front to expose her bare chest and cleavage.  She plopped on the other sofa and the robe fell away a little bit, baring one of her breasts.  She did not bother to cover it up. 



“You look like a new woman,” Janet said proudly, smiling at her daughter. 



“I feel different,” Sandi said, crossing one of her legs under her. 



“In what way?” Brian asked. 



“I don’t know.  Like I’m not a little girl any more.  Like I know some secrets now that they don’t tell little girls.”  She looked down at her mom’s hand rubbing Brian’s cock and she blushed. 



Brian laughed at her embarrassment.  “You’re not as innocent as you try to let on, but your genuine modesty makes you a more beautiful person.” 

 Trouble Maker

73



“Oh shut up,” Sandi said, blushing even more. 



Janet laughed.  She caught Brian’s eye for a moment, tilted her head, leaned forward, and planted her lips on his.  Sandi almost gasped out loud, but watched them with fascination.  Their lips broke apart and Sandi could see their tongues intertwined like snakes. 



Brian was a little shocked that Janet would do this right in front of her daughter, but since she had brought him over to fuck the young girl, he figured he shouldn’t be too surprised.  Her hand was still squeezing his cock, which was ready to burst out of his shorts.  He wondered what she had in mind next, although he was sure that whatever it was, he would enjoy it immensely. 



Janet and Brian broke apart and looked at Sandi together.  She was staring at them with her mouth open, and when she realized she was staring, she snapped her mouth shut and grinned.  Brian stood up and slipped his shorts down over his hips.  His cock seemed to jump out, hanging long and stiff from the front of his body.  The bright light from the late afternoon sun shined across the shaft like a spotlight, highlighting every thick inch of it like a masterpiece sculpture. 



Brian held out his hand for Sandi.  She got up, giggling, took his hand, and sat down beside him when he sat down.  He spread his arms out across the back of the sofa.  The warm sunlight was shining on the back of his neck.  The mother and the daughter were on either side of him, and his cock was standing up between his legs, begging for attention. 



Janet licked her lips, looking back and forth between Brian and Sandi.  She put her hand on his chest. 



“I want to show you how to give a blowjob,” Janet said, looking at Sandi. 



Sandi blushed again.  “I’ve done that, Mom,” she said, pretending to be mature and experienced. 



“You’ve put little boys wee-wees in your mouth, but you’ve never sucked a man’s cock.” 



Sandi looked down like she had been scolded, but Brian could see a grin on her lips and mischief in her eye.  Janet put her hand 
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around his cock, lifting it straight up.  She gently stroked it in her hand, watching her daughter’s eyes.  Sandi glanced back and forth from her mother’s eyes to her mother’s hands.  She caught Brian watching them and laughed uncomfortably. 



Janet  bent  forward  and  lightly,  tenderly,  kissed  the  huge head like she was kissing a child as she tucked it in for bed.  She kissed the tip and the underside and all the way around, leaving small traces of red lipstick on the skin.  She stuck her tongue out between her open lips and touched it to the head, licking slowly, deliberately around the narrow slit.  She closed her mouth to get her tongue wet again and sensuously licked up the side to the head, lowered her mouth over the head, closed her lips around the shaft, and slowly sucked her mouth off with a soft smack. 



“You have to do more than just put it in your mouth and move your head up and down,” Janet said.  “That might be fine for one of your boyfriends, but a real man will quickly get bored with that.  Try it,” she said, holding his cock up for her.  “You have to love it, adore it, worship, in the way a man worships and adores you and your body.” 



Brian nodded to himself.  He had to admit, he thought, she was right about that. 



Sandi bent over his lap, taking his cock from her mother’s hands.    She  looked  up  at  her  mother  for  approval,  and  Janet nodded.  Brian could feel Sandi’s warm breath over his cock as she fondled it and studied the length of it.  He gasped when she kissed the end of it.  Her lips were much fuller and softer than her mother’s, and they felt somehow more exotic. 



She kissed around the head just like her mother had. 



“Now lick it,” Janet said. 



Sandi put her lips around and it and licked the head.  She took the whole length in her mouth, trying to copy exactly what her mother had done.  She did not really know what she was doing, but she behaved like an experienced cock sucker trying to deep throat him.  She was squeezing his legs like a woman who wanted him to come in her mouth, but it was too soon for that. 



Obviously trying to be too eager, the slid her mouth as far 
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down on his shaft as she could.  The head touched the soft skin at the back of her mouth and she gagged terribly.  She pulled her mouth off the cock, coughing in a fit.  She turned her head, coughing like she was close to choking, and Janet and Brian smiled at each other. 



“Don’t take any more of it than you think you can handle,” 

Janet  said.    She  put  her  hand  around  his  cock  and  stroked  it again.  “Brian’s got a lot of penis here and there’s no need to try to swallow all of it if you don’t think you can.” 



“Ok,” Sandi coughed. 



“Watch  what  I  do  with  my  tongue,”  she  said,  and  Sandi watched closely.  Janet put the head in her mouth, rapidly licking the underside of the head, and clamped her lips tightly around the shaft.  Her head bobbed up and down rapidly.  Her cheeks were sucked in and her lipstick smeared along the shaft. 



“Oh my God,” Brian moaned.  His eyes rolled shut and his head fell back against the window.  Sandi was aware of the effect her mom’s blowjob had on him, and her mouth hung open in amazement. 



“Wow,” Sandi whispered. 



Janet sucked her mouth off again and licked up the saliva on her lips.  Brian’s cock was coated and shiny with her saliva.  “Now you try it,” she said.  “And make sure your teeth don’t touch him.” 



Sandi nodded as she stroked his cock.  She had a look of intense concentration on her face.  There was nothing else in the world but her and the cock she was holding.  She took a deep breath, stuck her tongue out, rapidly licked the soft skin under the head, lowered her wide open mouth over the head, which looked far too big for her small mouth, closed her lips tightly around it, took as much of it into her mouth as she could, sucked in her cheeks, and began to bob her head up and down as fast as she could. 



“Fuck,” Brian cried.  His hips rose off the sofa. 



“Cum in her mouth,” Janet told him, looking very pleased with her daughter’s work.  “I want her to feel it.” 



Sandi turned her eyes up to her mother, with a slight cry of 
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surprise that was muffled by the cock.  Brian could see the ap-prehension in her eyes, but he didn’t want to let her get away without first filling her mouth with his cum. 



Sandi was suddenly overcome with fear.  The idea of a guy cumming in her mouth had never crossed her mind.  They had cum in her hand and even on her face.  Brian was the first to cum in her cunt, but the thought that he was going to cum in her mouth frightened her.  She wanted to get it out of her mouth before he did, but she felt a strong hand on the back of her head, holding her down, and actually pushing her farther down on it than she wanted to go.  Before she knew it, his warm cum was shooting into her mouth, flooding over her tongue like she had inhaled a lake.  Her eyes shot wide open with surprise and she screamed, but that was muffled by the cock, too. 



“Swallow it,” Janet shouted.  “Swallow it.” 



Sandi tried to swallow it, but it was filling her mouth faster than she could believe, and the first time she tried to choke some of it down, it backwashed and gushed out of her mouth.  She was screaming and swallowing, but it just kept filling her mouth. 

Brian seemed to have no end to his supply of cum. 



Eventually, Brian let out a big groan and dropped back to the  sofa,  exhausted.    He  let  go  of  Sandi  and  she  immediately withdrew his cock.  She gasped for a breath, almost sobbing.  Her lips, cheeks, chin and nose were dripping with his cum.  It was all over his cock, running down the sides, matted in his pubic hair and dripping on his balls. 



Janet was astounded.  She could only watch and shake her head.  “I’ve never seen a man with as much cum as you have,” she said.  She took Sandi’s face in her hand.  “Are you all right?” she asked, wiping away the thick come.  Sandi nodded, trying to fight back the tears from her red eyes.  “You did a great job.”  Sandi smiled, showing the cum on her teeth, which she licked off, and they hugged each other. 



Brian felt choked up with emotion seeing the love they shared. 

Janet and Sandi looked at him at the same time. 



“How are you?” Janet asked. 
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“Happy,” Brian said.  “You two are really wonderful.” 



Janet looked down at his penis.  “Have you had enough today?” 



Brian looked down.  His penis was drooping over on its side. 

“I think so,” he said.  “I should probably be getting home now.” 



“Can you come back over tomorrow?” Sandi said, with a sad pout on her lips. 



“Sure.  I can come back over tonight if you’d like.” 



“Good,” Janet said.  “I have more plans for you.” 

It was dark before Brian returned and knocked on Janet’s front door.  Sandi opened it, and smiled seductively when she saw him. 

She had put on a light, summery dress with a short hemline and a low neckline. 



“Come in,” she smiled, and held the door open for him. 



“How are you?” he said, noticing the gleam in her eye.  “You look very nice.” 



“Thank you.  Are you gonna kiss me?” 



Brian smiled.  He leaned over to kiss her.  Their lips touched lightly, then she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him tight to her warm body for a deep, passionate kiss.  She moaned as his tongue found hers inside her mouth, and she pressed her groin against his. 



Janet came in and saw them holding each other, kissing.  “You two act like you haven’t seen each other in weeks.” 



“Hi, Janet,” Brian said, blushing in embarrassment.  She was wearing a short, tight, black skirt and a white blouse. 



“I never noticed before how good you look in jeans,” Janet said, admiring the shape of his penis hanging down his pants. 



Brian looked down at his front.  “Thank you,” he said. 



Janet looked disappointed.  “Don’t I get a kiss?” 



Brian grinned.  “You look great yourself.”  He took her in his arms and kissed her.  She put one arm around his neck and forced her knee between his legs, rubbing her thigh against the bulge of his hard shaft.  When they broke apart, Sandi was watching them anxiously. 
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Janet took a deep breath.  “Have you eaten dinner, yet?” she asked. 



“Mom,” Sandi said, feeling unbearably anxious. 



Janet looked at her daughter and smiled at Brian.  “Sandi has no patience.” 



“I’m eighteen, Mom.” 



Janet hesitated for a second, admiring her daughter’s beautiful features and Brian’s fabulous body.  They looked delightful standing beside each other.  “Ok.  Let’s go to my bedroom.” 



Sandi nearly jumped for joy and led them down the hall to her mother’s big bedroom and climbed onto the king size bed, waiting for them to catch up.  Janet sat on the bed with her, leaning back on her elbows. 



“We want to watch you take your clothes off,” she said, grinning at Brian.  Sandi crawled on her belly next to her mom and rested her chin in her palms, also grinning at him. 



Brian’s eyebrows went up in surprise.  He had underestimated Janet, he thought, but what the hell, she wanted him to fuck both of them.  “Ok,” he smiled back at them, and slowly pulled his tshirt off over his head.  Janet and Sandi giggled to each other like little girls at a tea party.  He unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants and they sighed together at the sight of his bare, stiffening cock. 



“Now you can undress us,” Janet said, laying back on the bed. 



“My pleasure,” Brian grinned.  He slowly peeled off each of their clothing and they were all laying on the bed, naked. 



“When you two made love this afternoon, what position were you in?” Janet asked. 



“Sandi was on top,” Brian said in a matter-of-fact way.  Sandi wasn’t sure what her mother meant. 



Janet looked impressed.  “That’s a good way to start,” she said.  “I want to show Sandi a few positions,” she said, looking at Brian, as she laid back and spread her legs.  “Since you already did it that way, let’s start with you on top.”  Brian crawled on top of her, lowering himself between her legs, and slipped his cock into her warm, moist cunt.  Sandi watched with fascination.  “This 
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is probably the most common way to make love,” Janet told her daughter.  She hooked her ankles around the backs of Brian’s thighs.  “It gives the man all the control.” 



Brian’s cock was buried inside her.  He looked at Sandi.  “But it doesn’t give the woman as much satisfaction as other positions,” 

he said. 



“That’s true,” Janet said.  “Look at how he’s able to get it deep inside me.”  Sandi examined where her mother’s hand was pointing between her legs, where Brian’s huge cock disappeared in her tiny hole. 



“Does that feel good?” Sandi asked curiously. 



“Yes, it does,” Janet told her.  Brian was moving his hips in and out and her face was grimacing.  “Brian, let Sandi see how it feels.” 



“Ok,” he said, and pulled out of her hole.  Sandi was already laying on her back with her legs spread and a smile on her face, eagerly waiting for him to try it on her.  “You’re going to be a little sore,” Brian said, as he kneeled between her gorgeous thighs. 



“Is it going to hurt?” Sandi said, sounding frightened. 



“A little bit.”  He slipped the big head of his cock between her moist, tender pussy lips.  “I’ll be gentle.”  He pushed his hips forward and Sandi winced.  Brian looked at Janet and Janet shrugged.  Sandi was watching Brian with anticipation written all over her face.  Her mouth was open and her eyes stared deep through his to his soul.  The obvious pain and discomfort did not seem to dissuade her desire to experience lovemaking in the most exquisite way.  Brian slid his penis the rest of the way in with only a flinch and a whimper from Sandi. 



“Do you like it?” Brian said, moving his hips slowly in and out. 



Sandi groaned.  “I think so,” she said.  He began to pump more firmly and she licked her lips.  Her eyes blinked shut.  Her breathing was heavy and she was moaning softly. 



“Hook your legs around his, Sandi,” Janet instructed.  Sandi wrapped her legs around his and looked over at her mother to make sure she was doing it right.  “That’s right,” Janet said.  “Now 
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you can use your legs to give him an idea how hard you want it.” 



“Like this?” Sandi whispered, as she clamped her legs around Brian, drawing him in tighter.  His cock went in hard and she groaned. 



“Yes,” Janet laughed.  “Just like that.” 



“I never thought it would be like this,” Sandi moaned, biting her bottom lip.  “All the girls I know talk about fucking, but I didn’t know it was supposed to feel so good.” 



“Are you still sore?” Brian asked, looking down on her with concern. 



“No, not any more.”  Sandi looked at her mother.  Janet smiled at her. 



“Now pull him down on top of you,” Janet said.  Sandi put her arms around Brian and hugged him to her chest.  “Can you feel his skin on yours?  Can feel how good it is to have his weight on top of you?” 



“Yes,”  Sandi  sighed,  squeezing  Brian  tighter  and  tighter. 

Brian’s hips were moving back and forth deeper and deeper and her moans were turning to heavy groans.  Her whole body heaved up each time he pushed his cock back in.  When he leaned forward, his shaft rubbed her clit and she flinched with a small cry. 



“Let yourself go, Sandi,” Janet whispered in her daughter’s ear.  “If you want to have an orgasm, just let it happen.” 



Sandi bucked her hips up with every thrust of Brian’s hips. 

Brian tenderly kissed the nape of her neck and the lobes of her ears.  She was trembling and shaking under him.  He could tell she was very near an orgasm.  Her groans had turned to rapid, high-pitched squeals.  Her fingers were clawing his back and her heels were digging into the backs of his legs.  Brian pumped a little faster and harder, but was careful not to force himself too deep. 



Sandi turned her head up, locked her lips to Brian’s mouth, and he and Janet both knew she was cumming.  Brian continued to pump hard and steady until it began to pass.  Janet watched her daughter with admiration, glad she was able to enjoy such experiences with a man she considered to be so trust-worthy. 
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Sandi opened her eyes, panting, looked up at Brian, then at her mother.  Sandi smiled at her and Janet smiled back, feeling full of joy.  Sandi looked back at Brian again, who was looking deep into her glistening eyes, and kissed him.  They kissed lightly a few times, smacking their lips.  Sandi looked at her mother again. 



“How were you two doing it today?” she asked.  Brian and Janet looked at each other. 



“You mean when you saw us in here?” Janet said. 



“Yeah,” Sandi said.  She saw the two of them blushing. 



“Do want me to show you?” 



“Yeah,” Sandi grinned. 



“Ok,” Janet said.  She touched Brian’s shoulder.  “Did you cum?” 



“No,” Brian said.  Her eyebrows went up.  “Are you surprised?” 



“I’m surprised you decided to save it, that’s all.”  She rolled over on her belly and stuck her ass in the air. 



Brian gazed at Janet’s ass and her fingers dancing over her clit. 

He looked down at Sandi.  She was giggling.  Reluctantly, he drew his penis out of Sandi’s wonderful pussy and crawled across the bed behind her mother.  He lined up the head of his cock with her cunt and slipped it in. 



“Oh, yeah,” Janet groaned. 



Brian groaned with her, as her smooth, warm hole enveloped him.  This switching back and forth between them was going to drive him crazy.  He wanted to cum so badly, but he didn’t know if he would be able to give some to both of them.  He looked down at Janet’s bare ass spread before him.  He could cum there, he thought, squirt it on the pearly skin of her ass and back and up into her hair.  He looked at little Sandi who was lying on her side, watching them.  She had lovely tits and a flat stomach.  He would like to cum on her, and splatter his white liquid on her soft tits.  He’d like to cum in her mouth again, which was hanging open in fascination.  She had looked so good with his sperm on her lips, and her mouth had felt so wonderful around him.  It was an experience he wanted to enjoy again. 
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He would also like to cum inside Janet, he thought.  He held her hips and pulled her back when he pushed himself forward. 

With a shout, her head rose off the bed and she flung her hair back over her shoulders. 



“Oh fuck,” she moaned.  The only man she had made love with in her life was her husband, Sandi’s father.  Brian was the first man she had been with since his death more than two years earlier.  Brian was a wonderful lover, as good as her late husband, but there was no comparison for the size of his equipment. 



“Do you think you’d like to try this?” Janet said, looking at Sandi. 



“Yeah,” Sandi said, quickly getting up on her hands and knees in the same position as her mother. 



Brian  looked  at  Sandi’s  sweet,  beautiful  ass,  let  go  of  her mother, and pulled his cock out of her cunt with a wet, sucking sound.  Janet sighed with relief when it finally slipped out. 



“What do I do?” Sandi said, looking back over her shoulder as Brian approached.  His cock bobbed in front of him like a big, flesh colored pipe, and her eyes were fixed to it. 



“Just hold on for the ride,” Janet said, falling to the mattress. 



Sandi stared straight ahead, waiting.  Brian put his hand on her ass cheek, and she knew he was about to put it in.  He touched her pussy lips with his fingers and she jerked forward. 



“Relax,” Brian whispered.  He rubbed her ass with his palm. 

“Don’t anticipate too much.”  He lifted his cock to her cunt and gently pushed the head between her labia.  Sandi moaned and her back arched down, raising her ass a little higher.  Her fingers clenched the sheets and her toes curled when he began to slowly push it in. 



“You’re incredible,” Brian said, as his cock penetrated her tight hole and forced itself into her.  He stroked her back and her slim sides with his strong fingers, wiping away the tiny drops of perspiration.  “You’re so beautiful.”  Her excitement made her body tremble in his hands. 



“Oh ... oh ... oh,” Sandi gasped.  Her sensitivity was at a peak so soon after her orgasm.  The head of his huge cock was splitting 
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her open and she could feel every thick inch of the shaft sliding in along her channel.  She spread her legs wider to try and give it more room, but that only seemed to make it feel bigger. 



He  leaned  over  her  back  and  reached  under  to  squeeze her tits, just like he had done with her mother earlier that day. 

Sandi’s breasts were bigger and fuller than her mother’s, even at her young age, and they fit his hands perfectly.  Her nipples were extremely sensitive, and she squirmed when he pinched them. 

Her ass twisted and his cock stretched her hole, which made her gasp and whimper. 



Brian began to pound her harder.  He wanted to cum inside her.  The ecstasy was too much for Sandi and her knees elbows couldn’t support her anymore.  She laid her head and shoulders on the bed, squealing out loud and writhing.  Her knees went weak as well, but Brian was holding her back end up. 



Janet was amazed.  Sandi was going to have another orgasm. 

She had never been able to do that herself.  She found it hard enough to have any orgasm herself in the first place, she didn’t see how Sandi could possibly be having a second orgasm.  But then, she was young, Janet thought.  Maybe it was easier for her. 



Brian felt his orgasm building inside him like a bomb about to go off.  He was slapping his groin against Sandi’s ass and grunting out loud like a bull.  Lights were going off in his head like flash-bulbs and fireworks.  For a moment he was afraid he was going to black out.  When he exploded, he shouted, although he never realized he was yelling at the top of his lungs. 



The first shot of cum in her cunt got Sandi’s attention.  She screamed when she felt it.  Her head rose off the mattress and her eyes were wide open.  She gasped and her body shook as streams of thick, warm fluid flowed into her. 



“Oh yes ... oh yes ... oh ... oh yes,” Sandi panted.  Her orgasm poured through her body like a tidal wave crashing on a beach front, followed by a flood of emotions, and finally ending in a satisfied feeling of joy that made her tingle all over.  She could hear Brian behind her panting.  He was holding her tenderly and stroking his cock slowly in and out of her hole.  Her orgasm was 
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passing, leaving her with a dazed looked on her face.  Her channel, tight as it was, had contracted around his cock, and now it was beginning to release its grip.  He drew his cock out little by little and she could feel his cum churning inside her. 



Brian sagged back on the bed, feeling exhausted.  His long penis drooped before him, dripping with sperm and Sandi’s juices. 

Sandi, herself, gradually reclined all the way to the bed. 



“That was the most beautiful thing I ever saw,” Janet said. 

Brian and Sandi were too weak to respond.  Janet crawled across the bed over Brian’s prone form, picked up his penis, licked it once, and popped the head in her mouth, sucking up the flavor of the fluids that coated it before they dried.  “Do you want to come over tomorrow?” Janet asked, licking her lips.  “We both need more practice.” 



“I suppose I can be your tutor,” Brian said.  “I’ll have to see if I can make the time.” 

Room 419

Becky’s tiny, old car rattled to a stop in front of the apartment building.  The car jerked and the tires squeaked. 



“How long have you had this thing?” Glen said. 



“Almost a year.  Mom gave me two hundred dollars for it,” 

Becky said. 



She was trying to wiggle the key out of the ignition. 



“She better make sure she gets the money back.” 



“Ha ha.” 



She finally tugged the key out of the ignition.  They got out and went around to the back of the car.  Becky unlocked the trunk, kicked the fender by the bumper, and the trunk popped open. 

Glen grabbed his small bag and Becky slammed the trunk. 



“Go on up to the apartment.  The door’s unlocked.  I have to park the car.” 



“Which one is it?” Glen said, slinging his bag over his shoulder. 



“Huh?  Oh, 419.” 



She jumped back into the old, rusted car and it trundled off down the street.  Glen turned to head up to the apartment.  He got off the elevator, turned right, and found 419 down the hall. 

The door was open so he went in, looked around, and set his bag down by the table.  He went to the sliding glass door and looked out at the balcony, which was actually larger than it looked.  Half of it was in the shade and half was in the sun, and there was a long wooden lawn chair in the sunny half. 
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Behind him, he heard a door open and turned to see if it was Becky.  Instead, it was a vision out of his dreams.  His eyes grew wide.  She had striking features and long, jet-black hair that curled in thick waves down her shoulders.  Her body was perfect, trim, and lean.  She was wearing the tiniest bikini he had ever seen.  It was no bigger than a pair of stamps covering her nipples, and the piece of fabric over her pubic mound was barely big enough to cover her wisps of fine, black hair.  Her plump breasts, her most striking feature, jiggled when she walked. 



She stopped when she saw him, but did not seem the least bit concerned with how she was dressed, or even how she was not dressed. 



“Hi,” she said, summing him up with a scrutinous eye. 



“Hi,” Glen said. 



“I think you’ve got the wrong room,” she said, pointing toward the door as if she wanted him to use it. 



Glen looked at the door. 



“I’m Becky’s brother,” he said. 



She looked confused for a moment, then she smiled and her expression  softened.    She  stepped  toward  him  with  her  hand extended. 



“I’m Donna.  Becky’s roommate,” she said. 



“Glad to meet you.” 



He fought to keep his eyes on hers and not look down at her gorgeous boobs as he shook her hand. 



“Becky told me ... everything about you,” she said. 



Her eyes wandered down the front of his body. 



“Everything?” 



“Everything,” she said, looking back up to his eyes.  “I’m dying to find out if it’s true.” 



Glen smiled, but he felt his face blushing.  She was still holding his hand, and he was afraid she would feel his sweaty palms. 

They stood holding hands for what seemed an unusually long time, smiling at each other as if they could read each other’s minds, until Becky finally came in and broke them out of it. 



“Hi, Donna.  I didn’t know you were gonna be here so soon,” 
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she said. 



“My Lit class was cancelled.”  She looked at Glen again.  “You didn’t tell me your brother was going to be here today.” 



“Yes I did.  I told you last night I was going to pick him up.” 



“Then this means we can have a party tonight,” Donna said, and turned to go to the balcony. 



Glen watched the beautiful, bare cheeks of her ass shake as she walked, and she looked back playfully over her shoulder. 



“She’s told me she wants to fuck you,” Becky said, as they watched her go out the sliding glass door to the balcony.  “But I don’t think she could handle you.” 



“We could let her try it, just to find out.” 


*    *    *    *

Glen  rubbed  his  eyes.    They  were  dry,  and  the  corners  were clogged with sleep that felt like boulders.  The sun had come up, but it was still early.  The spare bedroom didn’t have a clock, so he didn’t know what time it was.  He did know he needed to pee and get some water to drink. 



He got out of bed and stumbled into the hallway.  Becky was just about to go into the bathroom and looked startled when she saw him. 



“Good morning,” she said. 



She was wearing panties and a t-shirt and had a towel over her shoulder. 



“Hi,” Glen said.  He was wearing only his boxer shorts.  “Can I get in there for a second, before you take your shower?” 



“Hurry up.  I don’t wanna be late for class.” 



Glen peed and drank half a glass of cold water and got out of the bathroom.  Becky gave him a light kiss on his cheek and went in to take a shower.  Before going back to bed in the spare room, Glen wandered over by Becky’s room.  The door was open.  He looked in.  Instead of sleeping, Donna was dressing.  She was on her back on Becky’s bed, naked from the waist up except for a tight, black bra, and was pulling on her jeans.  She hadn’t noticed 
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him, so he stayed to watch. 



She looked angelic, like a young child.  Her body was perfect, and her breasts were beautifully full and round, and jiggled when she moved. 



She pulled the jeans all the way up over her feet, so that they were bunched up around her ankles.  She wiggled and shook, with her ass raised off the bed, pulling hard to get the jeans up her legs and over her skimpy, black panties.  She worked the jeans up inch by inch, tugging first one side, then the other, until they were finally over her hips, then plopped down on the mattress, completely worn out.  She took a deep breath, caved in her flat, hard stomach, and just barely managed to zip them up.  Glen’s penis had grown hard just watching. 



Donna sat up, looked toward the door, and saw him staring at her.  She didn’t say anything, but smiled.  Her tits looked even more beautiful when she sat upright and they were held back by the constricting bra.  He was very tempted to go in to touch her and let her touch him, until he realized he was staring and reluctantly left.  In less than a minute after he returned to the warm bed, he was sleeping again, and dreamed of the beautiful, half naked goddess he had just glimpsed. 


*    *    *    *

It was past eleven in the morning when he got up again to take a shower.  The girls had left for their classes much earlier, and the apartment was still and quiet. 



Glen opened the bathroom door and stepped out of the hot, steamy air into the cool, fresh air of the hallway, rubbing the towel through his wet hair.  The spring sky outside was clear and beautiful, and he stood naked by the window for a minute to take in the splendor of the sight.  The cool air felt refreshing on his skin. 



Glen was sipping a Coke and going through the school newspaper when Donna came home early from class.  He looked up when he heard the door open. 



“Hi,” Glen said. 
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She tossed her book bag on the table and went right to her room without speaking.  He followed her back to Becky’s room and knocked. 



“Come in,” she said. 



He opened the door. 



“Is everything all right?” he said. 



She was sitting on the bed, looking sad about something. 



“Sure.  Why?” 



“You look upset.” 



She smiled.  “It’s nothing, really.” 



“How’d your class go?” Glen said. 



“God, I fucking hate biology labs.  I don’t see why I have to take them.  I don’t see what they have to do for law school.  What about your classes?” she said. 



“I got biology, too, but I don’t have to take a lab with it.” 



“Why not?” 



“They don’t have one.” 



“That’s totally unfair.”  She was quiet for a moment, then looked at him.  “Will you help me?” 



“Sure.” 



“These jeans are killing me.  Would you help me pull them off before they make me sick?” 



She looked at him with her face down and her eyes turned up, in a very seductive manner. 



“Is that what’s bothering you?” 



“Yes.” 



“I guess I can, if you really want me to.” 



“I do,” she said. 



Holding her eyes still on his, she began to blush.  The red glow spread over her solemn face, and her lips split in a broad grin.  Glen began to feel excited, and liked the feeling spreading through  his  body.    She  nonchalantly  pulled  her  sweatshirt  off and shook out her hair, making her breasts shake, although they were still held back by the lacy, black bra.  With her eyes locked onto his and the corners of her mouth turned up slightly, she laid back on the bed.  Glen stood at the foot of the bed, watching her 
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unbutton her jeans with great difficulty, sucking in her stomach like she had when she put them on.  She finally pushed the zipper down and sighed with relief. 



“Pull them off, please,” she whispered. 



With her eyes still locked on his, she braced her hands on the edge of the bed and raised her bare feet.  Glen grabbed the little bit of loose material around her ankles with his fingers and pulled.  They refused to move, so he pulled harder and harder until the jeans started to come down over her luscious hips, along with the straps of her lacy, black panties. 



“All the way off,” she mumbled, raising her hips off the mattress. 



She was breathing hard and was flushed all over.  Her chest heaved, making her breasts rise and fall. 



“Did you mean to get jeans this much too small?” Glen asked. 



“Yes,” Donna breathed. 



Glen pulled her jeans down further and her tiny panties came down with them.  He stopped when her jeans were below her knees and her panties were about halfway down her thighs.  Her legs were together, but her dark pussy was exposed. 



“All the way, Glen,” Donna breathed, panting. 



Her  panties  hung  around  her  knees  and  her  jeans  were bunched up around her ankles.  He whisked her jeans off and tossed them across the room on the chair.  Donna gasped and smiled.  Slowly, she raised her legs, bent her knees, and pulled her panties off.  With a lascivious smile, she spread her legs apart and sighed. 



“I’m in the mood, Glen.” 



“My God, you’re stunning,” Glen said, staring down at her luscious body. 



The dark bush between her legs was fantastically enticing, and her soft, parted, moist, pink lips seemed to beg for attention. 

He reached down to unhook the bra snap between her breasts and she watched his fingers.  He pulled the sheer fabric away and molded her breasts. 



“What’s Becky gonna think?” he said. 

 Trouble Maker

91



“Just take me.  And don’t wear a damn condom.” 



Glen yanked his t-shirt off.  Donna licked her lips, grinning. 

Her ass ground in a circle on the mattress.  Glen dropped his jeans and her eyes shot wide open. 



“Good Lord,” she gasped, her mouth hanging open.  “Your sister wasn’t lying.  You’re hung like a horse.” 



Glen crawled between her legs and his cock brushed her wet pussy.  She reached down for it and let the long, thick shaft glide into her hand. 



“Becky’s been telling you about me?” he said. 



“Oh yeah.  She told me a lot.” 



She squeezed his cock and stroked it up and down. 



Glen kissed her cheek and her neck.  “I heard you two talking last night.  What did you talk about?” 



“I don’t know if I should tell you.” 



Glen took her face in his hands and give her a deep, tender kiss, slipping his tongue between her teeth and swirling around her tongue. 



“I suppose you don’t have to if you don’t want to,” he whispered. 



Donna’s  eyes  were  locked  onto  the  head  of  his  cock  and watched it approach her pussy. 



“It was just girl talk,” she whispered, without taking her eyes from his cock.  She was breathing hard when the tip touched the soft, moist area where her pussy lips were spread.  “You would have been bored by - oh my,” she sighed as the head split her open.  Her pussy made a wet, sucking sound. 



Glen  pushed  it  all  the  way  into  her,  lifting  her  legs  to  his shoulders, making her groan.  Donna’s body twisted in the clean, white sheets, like they were making love in fresh snow.  Her body was very sensual, very stimulating. 



Glen enjoyed the contrast of his thick, white cock sinking into the mass of black hair on her mound and forcing its way past her fragile pussy lips. 



“Oh God ... Oh God ... Oh God,” Donna moaned. 



She squeezed his arms with her hands and his waist with her 

92

Jack Allen

thighs.  Her eyes were squeezed shut and she was gritting her teeth.  Her firm breasts pressed against his chest and her nipples brushed his flesh.  Glen worked his cock in and out a few times. 

He pushed hard one time and she flinched. 



He drew back his hips and she opened her eyes. 



“What are you doing?” she said, as his cock came out of her pussy. 



“I’m gonna eat you.” 



“Oh,” she said. 



He kissed her tits and each of her nipples.  His lips nudged down over the ridges of her flat tummy muscles to the light fringe of her dark pubic hair and his tongue licked through the curly tangle, searching for the opening.  He spread her thighs wide. 

Her black eyes burned with a lusty brilliance when he parted the soft lips of her pussy.  He pulled on her curly hairs and dipped a finger into her snatch.  She squirmed and licked her lips. 



He lowered his head and poked his tongue into her pussy and far as it would go.  He scooped her ass in his hands and lifted her off the bed.  Her clit was a hard, tiny knob, and he focused his attention to it.  Her flesh quivered and he knew she was going to cum. 



He continued to lick her slit as her body jerked and shook and she screamed and moaned and thrashed on the bed.  Glen hoped it was a good orgasm for her.  He wanted her to enjoy it as much as possible, so he didn’t let up as long as she was still cumming. 

He had to hold her very tight to keep her from wrenching herself away from him, and it was difficult to keep his tongue on her clit. 



The last spasms of her long orgasm made her hips buck.  Glen gently lowered her ass back to the bed.  With his lips covered with her juices, he worked his way back up her body, covering her with wet, sticky kisses.  He reached her mouth and kissed her deeply. 



She reached down between their bodies and felt for his cock, which was dangling down from his body between his legs. 



“Put it in.  I’m so hot I’m ready to cum again,” Donna whispered. 



She rubbed the huge head up and down her wet slit. 
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“You’re not gonna hurt me.  Break me in good.” 



Glen pushed his hips forward gently and shoved his cock back into her slit. 



“That’s so good.  Give me more,” she said. 



She pulled his hips deeper and he thrust into her with a long, fast stroke.  She made a wordless, throaty sound. 



He moved his tongue slowly across her lips and tongue, and pinched her swelling nipples.  She groaned as he pushed deep into her cunt, while his tongue continued to circle her tongue. 

She put one hand against her forehead while he slowly brought her to another climax. 


*    *    *    *

Becky unlocked the door, went into the apartment, dumped her books on the counter by the sink.  The lecture had been extremely boring, and the fact that the room was hot and stuffy hadn’t helped at all.  She opened the refrigerator, took out the jug of orange juice and poured a glass.  She tilted back the glass, drinking down the cool, tangy juice, and heard an odd noise.  She put the glass down and listened.  She heard it again and went to investigate. 



It  was  coming  from  down  the  hall,  where  the  bedrooms were.  She was sure Donna was still in class and Glen had gone out, so what could be making the noise?  The door to her room was open, and that’s where the noises were coming from.  She heard the sounds again coming from inside, and this time they were familiar.  She quietly peeked in to see who was doing the humping and who was doing the moaning. 



Becky saw someone on her bed and was amazed to see Donna on her back with Glen’s cock in her pussy.  Donna had her hand around the shaft as it slid in and out and Glen was raising his hips and dropping them hard.  Donna’s long, black hair was tangled around her face and dangled on the sheets.  Her mouth was open and her eyes were shut tight.  She was moaning and her boobs bounced with each stroke that Glen drove into her.  He was fucking her with the same long, pounding strokes that he used to drive 
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her out of her mind with passion.  She stared at her brother’s cock going in and out of her friend’s pussy.  They were fucking with such a wild hunger that it was almost embarrassing to watch. 



Donna’s arms were spread out to either side of the bed.  She cried  like  she  was  in  agony  and  clawed  at  the  sheets,  pulling them off the corners.  Finally she was screaming and her whole body jerked violently as she came.  Glen buried his whole slab of thick meat inside her and grunted out loud as he let go.  Donna wrapped her arms tightly around him and panted and moaned into his shoulder. 



Becky closed the door quietly, with a big grin on her face. 

After this, it was going to be impossible to live with her roommate. 


*    *    *    *

Glen stepped out of the elevator and looked down the hallway. 

He knew he had the right floor, but now he had to remember which room she lived in.  Was it 419 or 491? 



He started down the hallway to his right, checking the numbers on the doors as he went.  The first door was 408.  The next door, across the hall, was 409.  Glen continued down the hall, pretty sure Becky had said it was 419. 



He rounded the corner and found 419, but he still wasn’t sure he had the right place.  He cleared his throat and knocked anyway.  He heard a woman’s faint voice from inside, but didn’t hear what she said. 



A moment later, the door a small crack and a young lady, wearing a robe and a towel wrapped in a turban on her head, looked out at Glen. 



“Yeah?” she said, eyeing him cautiously. 



“Is Donna here?” Glen asked. 



“Who are you?” 



“I’m Glen.” 



She looked confused for a moment. 



“Becky’s brother,” he continued. 



Her eyes quickly lit up with recognition. 
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“Oh.  Ok,” she said.  She opened the door and let him in. 

“Donna.  Someone here to see you.” 



Glen stepped inside and looked around the corner.  Donna came  toward  him  from  around  the  kitchen  counter,  wearing nothing  but  silky  panties  and  a  short,  cutoff  t-shirt,  her  long, dark hair hanging down to her shoulders and over her eyes.  As she walked, her breasts jiggled under the snug t-shirt.  The sexy panties accented her slender waist and the sensuous curve of her hips.  Her eyes lit up and she smiled. 



“Glen,” she cried, and ran into his arms. 



Glen wrapped his arms around her and squeezed her tight. 



“You look fantastic,” he whispered in her ear. 



He put his hands on her waist.  Her skin was smoother than velvet. 



“I missed you,” she said. 



“You did?” 



“Yes.  Too much.”  Donna looked at her roommate, standing behind him.  “Glen, this is Sue.” 



“Hi,” he said.  He held out his hand. 



“How do you do?” Sue said, and shook his hand. 



Donna grabbed his hand and pulled him toward the sofa. 



“Come on.  Sit down and talk to me.” 



“You don’t have to be anywhere, do you?” Glen said. 



“No.  I don’t have any classes on Wednesdays.” 



He sat on the sofa and Donna sat on his lap.  His hand dropped to her thigh and her hand dropped to his chest.  She lowered her face to his and her hair draped over his head, hiding them under a dark tent of fine silk.  She kissed him. 



He held her hip in one hand, and reached up for her soft, round breast with his other.  She arched her back as his hand slipped  under  her  t-shirt  and  closed  around  her  breast.    Her nipples grew hard under his fingers.  She moaned and met his tongue with her tongue in her open mouth. 



Donna twisted and spread her legs over his lap, straddling his hips with her knees.  Her warm crotch pressed against the hard lump in the front of his jeans. 
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Sue walked into the room, still wearing the robe, but without the towel around her head.  She stopped and watched Donna and Glen pawing each other on the sofa, right in front of the window. 



“You guys could go to your room if you’re going to do that,” 

she said, her hand on her hip. 



Donna looked back over her shoulder. 



“Sorry,” she said. 



Sue went to the kitchen shaking her head. 



Donna looked down at Glen through the mass of dark hair hanging in front of her face. 



“I’ll show you my room.  You’ll love it.  It’s real cool.” 



“Great.” 



She climbed off his lap and walked in front of him down the hall.  Glen couldn’t keep his eyes off her gorgeous ass shaking in her snug panties as she walked.  She opened the last door down the short hall. 



“This is it,” she said. 



Glen went in and she closed the door behind them. 



“This is great,” he said. 



Her room was decorated like a psychedelic den.  Florescent posters covered the walls and black lights hung over them.  The doorway to the closet was covered by hanging beads, and the air smelled of powerful incense.  Donna’s white tank top and panties glowed in a radioactive purple. 



“Look at this,” Donna said. 



She held out a small wooden box. 



“I remember that,” Glen said, carefully lifting the box from her hands. 



He opened it and a soft, tinkling music sang from inside like a gentle summer rain. 



“I can’t believe you still have this.” 



“I’m never going to lose this.  This was the sweetest thing anyone ever gave me.” 



They looked at each other.  The dim, purple light sparkled mysteriously in her eyes.  They leaned toward each other with their eyes closed and kissed.  He laid his hand across her ass.  She 
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sighed.  He squeezed her firm flesh. 



Donna slipped her hand into the waistband of his pants. 



“Let’s get it on,” she whispered. 



She led him to the bed and sat him on the edge.  She stood in front of him, looking down at him through her hair.  The tank top clung to her breasts and her hard nipples pointed through the thin fabric.  Her breasts held the rest of the tank top away from her body.  It draped down over her belly like a curtain concealing a secret surprise. 



Glen put his hands on her hips and felt her firm, warm flesh throbbing in his grip.  He licked his lips.  She straddled his knee and crouched to rub her pussy on his thigh.  His cock stood out against his leg in his jeans.  She stroked the hard ridge with the inside of her thigh. 



He  lifted  the  bottom  edge  of  her  tank  top,  stuck  out  his tongue, and licked her bellybutton.  Donna flinched.  She put her hands on his shoulders and ground her hips in a circle.  He raised his leg a little to press it against her hot mound.  She moaned and laid her head back. 



“Oh yeah,” she sighed. 



Glen hooked his fingers over the waist of her panties and pulled them down.  They slipped down to her ankles and she stepped out of them, lifting each delicate leg. 



He put his hand between her legs and felt around the warm, dark area.  His middle finger slipped into her wet pussy.  She stood very still, holding her breath while he explored.  Her legs were spread and she groaned when his strong finger pushed deeper and deeper, poking around her insides. 



He pulled his finger out and stuck it in his mouth. 



“Mmm.  Bananas,” he said. 



He laughed.  Donna smirked and pushed him back.  He laid back on the bed, laughing.  She stood over him, her hands on her hips, one of her legs between his, with a look on her face like she was going to get him for that. 



His cock stood up in the leg of his pants like the barrel of a cannon.  It reached almost to his knee.  She put her hand on 
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it and rubbed.  He leaned up on his elbows to watch.  His legs trembled and his mouth hung open. 



“God you’re so hard.  My pussy’s so wet,” she said. 



She had a sexy smile that made her whole face glow.  She unbuttoned his jeans and tugged them off.  He raised his hips. 

She lifted each foot and pulled the jeans all the way off, throwing them across her room. 



She crawled on top of him, straddling him.  He ran his hands down her back to her ass.  She ground her mound on his cock. 

She sat up and pulled off her t-shirt.  He squeezed her boobs. 

She smiled, arching her back like a cat having its belly scratched. 

She opened his shirt a button at a time and squeezed his tight muscles, running her fingers over his shoulders, chest, stomach. 



“I missed you,” he said. 



“I know.  How come you never called me?” 



“I don’t know.” 



She wrapped her fingers around his cock.  Her boobs squeezed together between her arms. 



“I missed your cock so much.” 



It stood straight up between her thighs, rubbing the front of her panties.  She pressed her warm mound to the hard shaft as she stroked it in her small hand, and the burning head touched her soft belly, just under her shirt. 



“It’s so beautiful,” she said. 



She touched the hole with her fingertip, grinning at him, her tongue stuck out between her teeth. 



She crawled up the bed a little, her tits dangling just above his face, and gazed into his eyes as she lowered herself on him. 

His cock touched her lips and forced her pussy open and slid into her body. 



“Oh fuck,” she moaned.  She pumped slowly, moving her hips up and down.  “It’s so good to feel you inside me again,” she whispered. 



He stared into her eyes.  She stared back, with a happy smile. 

He held her hips in both hands, kneading her flesh as she rose and fell on his cock. 
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“I love your body.  I love your cock, Glen.  I love what it does to me.” 



He rolled her on her back and she squealed.  She hooked her legs around him, smiling up at him, her arms out to the side on the bed like a graceful bird with her wings spread.  He pulled his hips back and slammed into her as hard as he could, burying his cock so deep he thought it might never come out. 



She groaned and wrapped her arms around him, holding on tight for the ride.  She rocked with his deep plunges and grunted out loud each time he slammed his cock into her. 



He was driving into her like a bull on a rampage.  Donna’s eyes rolled closed and her breath was short.  She thrashed, screaming, her body jerking and twisting under him.  His come squirted into her and gushed out of her pussy along the sides of his cock and she nearly passed out. 



“No one ever fucked me like that.  No one fucks as good as you,” she said, panting. 



She cuddled close to him and kissed his shoulder. 

The 21st Floor

Chelsea looked at her watch.  She was early for her meeting, way too early.  It was nice of Dan to drive her all the way from East Lansing to Southfield.  For a mostly gay man, he drove really fast. 

It took them a little over an hour to make the drive, and she was still way too early. 



She was standing in the lobby on the main floor of 3000 Town Center, one of the office towers in downtown Southfield with the gold glass on the outside.  On a weekday in the middle of the afternoon, it was busy with office workers and executives in suits and ties going in and out.  She straightened her white blouse and her gray skirt.  She was feeling a little under dressed. 



She  looked  at  her  watch  again.    Her  hands  were  shaking. 

There was a little bit of time before her meeting.  Would it be better for her to go up to the office of Gentry and Chapman and wait in their reception area until it was time for the meeting, or should she go out and find Dan in the parking lot and sit with him for a few minutes?  She sighed.  Neither of those was what she wanted.  She was already nervous.  Sitting and waiting would just make her more nervous. 



To the right side off the lobby was a coffee shop.  She took a deep breath and let it out.  A nice hot cup of coffee would calm her nerves.  At least it would give her something to do while she was waiting. 



The  glass  doors  of  the  coffee  shop  were  propped  open. 

Chelsea went in.  A guy at one of the tables near the doors was 100
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working on his laptop and sipping his coffee.  He sputtered when he looked up at her and nearly spilled his coffee on his laptop. 

He looked away quickly. 



Chelsea pretended not to notice.  She walked past and headed for the counter.  She also pretended not to notice the stares of just about every other man, and most of the women, too.  She wanted to put her arms over her chest, but fought the urge.  No matter where she went, everyone was shocked to see her, a young woman, with such large breasts.  Most of the time, she was proud of what God gave her.  Once in a while, though, it creeped her out when people stared. 



She went to the counter and stood in line.  She flipped open her cell phone and typed the first letter of Dan’s name to bring up his contact.  Should she see if he wanted to join her for a cup of coffee, or would he just make her more nervous? 



She closed the phone again and sighed.  It was probably better if she just sucked it up and got over it. 



Around the coffee shop, she noticed a few people still staring at her, trying to get a look at her huge breasts.  It made her smile. 

The men she was sure just wanted to get their hands on them. 

With  the  women,  though,  she  was  never  sure  iff  they  stared because they were envious or because they thought she was a freak. 



Even  when  she  stepped  up  to  the  counter  and  ordered  a caramel latte, the guy behind the counter in the green cap and apron glanced at her chest before he took her order.  She took her coffee and a macadamia nut cookie to one of the tables.  Just before she sat down, she noticed that she picked the table next to the guy with the laptop, who nearly spilled his coffee when he saw her.  But it was too late.  There were no other vacant tables. 

She sat down quietly, hoping he wouldn’t notice her. 



She sipped the coffee and took a bite of the cookie.  It was a good idea.  The soothing warmth and sweetness of the coffee helped to calm her nerves.  It wasn’t long, though, before the guy at the next table with the laptop looked around.  Chelsea rolled her eyes and sighed. 
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He leaned toward her, and had a cheap smile on his face. 



“Great coffee, don’t you think?” he said. 



Chelsea’s nerves bristled.  Why did that annoy her so strongly? 

Was it because she knew he wasn’t interested in talking to her about the coffee, all he wanted was to get his hands on her breasts? 

All she wanted was to drink her coffee and luxuriate in its soothing warmth so she wouldn’t be so nervous when she had to go up to the fiftieth floor.  She gave him a quick, taut smile, not enough to encourage him, not too much too be rude. 



“It’s pretty good,” she said without looking at him. 



She  sipped  her  coffee  and  waited  for  the  next  part  of  his come-on.  She had seen this act so many times before.  All types of men, some many years older than her, had been coming on to her since she was twelve.  The words they used changed from guy to guy, but the tactic was always the same.  They pretended to be interested in her, when they were really only desperate to get her top off so they could get their hands on her breasts.  And they needed to move fast because they might not ever get another chance. 



The guy with the laptop turned his chair in her direction and leaned closer.  Chelsea rolled her eyes.  This was it. 



“So ... What do you say we go someplace more private and, you know, get something good to eat?” he said. 



“That would be great.  You can ask your wife to join us,” 

Chelsea said, and pointed at the ring on his left hand. 



He  looked  at  it  like  he  was  surprised  to  see  it  there,  and covered it with his other hand.  His face turned bright red, and he turned back to his laptop. 



Chelsea took a bite of her cookie and shook her head.  That wasn’t the first time she’d used that line as a counter-tactic when a guy that creeped her out was hitting on her.  She brushed the cookie crumbs off of her blouse.  One of these times it was going to backfire and she was going to find herself in bed with a strange man and his wife.  For now, though, she could sip her coffee in peace. 



It was a busy day, and there were a lot of customers going in 
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and out of the coffee shop.  She paid them little attention, except for one who caught her eye.  He was a tall, dark-haired man in an expensive, neatly-tailored suit and tie.  She turned to look when he came in.  He went straight to the counter and ordered a coffee. 

He never looked in her direction, never acknowledged anyone else in the coffee shop. 



Chelsea’s heart pounded a little faster.  Now that was a man she could fall in love with, confident, ruggedly handsome, and probably stinking rich.  She glanced at the guy at the next table with the laptop.  If Mr. Suit-and-Tie was to ask her to join him and his wife for a threesome, she would probably accept. 



“You have great tits,” someone said. 



Chelsea sputtered and nearly spilled her coffee.  She spun around to see who it was who had the nerve to say something so rude, and it was him, that tall, gorgeous man in the expensive suit.  She had a sharp comment ready to bite back at him, but her voice caught in her throat.  She cleared her throat, and when she finally managed to speak, her voice cracked. 



“Excuse me?” she said. 



He was standing next to her table, his briefcase in one hand, and a cup of coffee in his other.  He took a sip of his coffee. 



“Your tits.  They’re fantastic.  I’d give just about anything to get my hands on them,” he said, and took another sip of his coffee. 



Chelsea just blinked.  Her mouth hung open.  Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the guy with the laptop at the next table turn to look, and she had to believe that the incredulous look on his face was the same as the look on her face. 



“Oh  my  God.    You’ve  got  a  lot  of  nerve,”  she  said,  and clenched her jaw tight. 



“Yes.  I do.  To get where I’ve gone, you have to have a lot of nerve. 



Chelsea sat up straighter, and her jaw thrust out just a bit. 



“Who the hell do you think you are?” she said. 



He put the coffee on the table and held his hand out. 



“Tom Black.  And I think I’m one of the most powerful men in the city,” he said. 
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Chelsea hesitated, staring at his hand.  He held it out there for a long time.  Finally, she put her hand in it and shook. 



“Chelsea,” she said. 



“Chelsea.  Mind if I sit down?” 



He held her hand for a long time.  Chelsea didn’t know what to say.  For most situations, she had a prepared response to save herself a lot of grief.  For this guy, though, what was she supposed to say? 



“I don’t know.  Are you going to make more lewd comments about my breasts?” 



He pulled out the chair to sit with her and put his briefcase on the floor. 



“Count on it.  With those gorgeous things in front of me, how can you expect me not to?” 



She crossed her arms over her chest and shook her head. 



“You really are incredible.” 



“I’ve been told that.  But trust me.  I don’t need to be told,” 

he said. 



He took another sip of his coffee and smiled real big. 



“Great coffee today, don’t you think?” 



“Yes.  It’s very good,” Chelsea said. 



She sipped her own coffee, and tried very hard not to look at the guy at the next table with the laptop. 



“I’m usually in here every day for a cup of coffee.  I’ve never seen  you  here.    Believe  me.    There  aren’t  many  girls  with  hot bodies that I would miss,” Tom said. 



Chelsea looked down.  Her face was getting warm.  It had been a long time since she met a man who could make her blush. 



“I’m here for a meeting,” she said. 



“I thought so.  I’ve got meetings all day, myself.” 



“Are you really as important as you say you are?” 



Tom chuckled.  “No.  I just say that to make girls horny.  You’d be amazed how often that works.  Girls cannot resist a man with power.” 



Chelsea put her elbow on the table and put her chin in her palm.  She leaned forward.  Her breasts pressed against the edge 
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of the table. 



“So I’ve heard,” she said. 



“Where is your meeting?” 



“Gentry and Chapman, on the fiftieth floor.” 



Tom nodded and sipped his coffee. 



“I’ve heard of them.  Big company.  Lots of powerful people.” 



“Yeah.  I’m a little nervous.” 



Tom laughed.  “Don’t be.  They’re all a bunch of idiots, just like anyone else.  Do what I do.  Imagine what they look like naked.” 



Chelsea smiled.  Something about him tickled her. 



“Does that really work?” she said. 



He looked down at her chest. 



“It’s working for me.” 



“Mr. Black, please.  You’re embarrassing me,” Chelsea said, and covered her chest with her arms again. 



“Call me Tom.  When is your meeting?” 



Chelsea looked at her watch.  Her hands were shaking again. 



“Um ... In a few minutes.  Why?” 



“Do you mind being late?” 



“I don’t think so.  I mean, I probably shouldn’t.  It’s a job interview,” she said. 



“What’s the job?” 



“Uh ... I don’t know.  It’s a summer intern thing,” she said. 



“Look.  If you don’t get that job, I’ll give you a job.” 



Chelsea paused for a second.  She sat back in her chair. 



“But you haven’t told me why I’m going to be late,” she said. 



Tom sat back in his chair.  He put his hand on his leg and moved it back and forth.  Chelsea looked down at his hand.  It took a moment for her to notice the ridge in the leg of his slacks. 

Her eyes narrowed, then got real big.  It looked like his hand was moving over the shape of a cucumber that he had taped to the side of his leg.  It stretched almost to his knee. 



“What the hell is that?” Chelsea said, and pointed with her finger. 



“This is what’s going to make you late.” 
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“You can’t be serious.  You don’t expect me to believe that thing is real, do you?” Chelsea said. 



“No more than you expect anyone to believe that those are real,” Tom said, and pointed at her boobs. 



Chelsea blushed again.  That was odd.  He did it to her again. 

And her nipples were hard and showed through her blouse.  Even a blind man wouldn’t miss that. 



She  looked  around.    If  anyone  was  watching,  did  it  really matter?  She slipped her hand under the table and put it on his thigh.  Her fingers touched the ridge under his slacks, and she felt a shiver down her spine.  It was hot to the touch, even under his slacks, and it was as hard as a rock.  She moved her hand all the way down to the head, near his knee.  She drew in a deep breath, and let it out. 



“That’s all you?” she said.  He just nodded.  “How big is it?” 



“Twelve and a half inches.  Thirteen if I really like you,” he said. 



“And what do you intend to do with this thing?” 



He leaned forward and lowered his voice. 



“I intend to find out how it feels between those tits,” he said. 



Chelsea snickered, and covered her mouth with her hand. 



“How do you expect that to happen?” 



“I expect you to hold it between your tits and slide it up and down,” Tom said. 



“Mr. Black, you expect a lot from a girl you just met,” Chelsea said, and could not hold back the big smile on her face. 



“Yes, Chelsea.  I do.  And I always get what I want.” 



“Always?” 



“I didn’t get where I am by not getting exactly what I want,” 

he said. 



Chelsea picked up her coffee.  She spun it gently in the cup and took a sip. 



“Do you have someplace you want to go?  You want to get a room, or maybe do it in your limo?” she said. 



Tom laughed.  “You’re sweet.  I don’t have a limo.  I drive myself.  No, I have something better than that.  Meet me on the 
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twenty first floor in ten minutes.” 



He pushed his chair back and stood up.  Chelsea’s eyes were immediately drawn to the shape of his penis, and the way it hung down the leg of his slacks.  She looked away quickly. 



“If you decide you don’t want to be late for your meeting, I will completely understand, and I wish you the best of luck in the future.” 



He picked up his briefcase and walked out of the coffee shop. 

Chelsea watched him go.  Her heart was pounding in her chest. 

He walked past a woman at another table, whose eyes bulged wide when she saw the bulge in his slacks.  Tom kept on going, as if he didn’t even notice. 



Chelsea sighed.  Was it possible to fall in love with a man so soon after she met him?  But there was no way she could hope that he would be in love with her.  He had to be twice her age, and obviously he had an easy, confident way with women.  What would he want with her? 



She looked at her watch.  It was just about time to go up to the fiftieth floor for her meeting.  It was funny.  She wasn’t nervous any more.  Was it because she was thinking about Tom’s offer?  Was it worth her time to take a part-time summer internship?  They would probably work her to death with petty little bullshit jobs, and pay her minimum wage, plus, she’d spend all of her money on new clothes and gas to get there.  She’d probably wind up spending more than she would make all summer. 



She stirred her coffee again.  So what was the point?  Her head nodded slowly.  They paid her entire college tuition, that was the point.  She at least owed it to them to not be late for the interview. 



On the way out of the coffee shop, she dropped her coffee cup and Tom’s cup in the trash, and went to the elevators.  She got on one of the cars with several other people.  They each pushed buttons for different floors. 



Chelsea’s finger hovered over the button for the fiftieth floor, but she felt a pang of regret in her belly.  Or was it her pussy? 



She pushed the button for twenty one and let out a sigh.  Could 
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she ever forgive herself if she did not take the opportunity? 



The elevator stopped at the twenty first floor, and she was the only one to get off.  The elevator closed and it was gone.  The lobby was empty.  The lights were off.  There was no furniture, and the pictures had been removed from the walls.  She looked at the number plate by the elevator door to make sure she had the right floor. 



“Tom?” she called. 



“Back here,” came his voice from down the hallway. 



Chelsea walked down the dark hallway, past the empty offices, at any moment expecting someone to step out and tell her she didn’t belong there.  She found Tom in the big, empty office at the end of the hallway, surrounded by tall, wide windows that looked out over the city of Southfield. 



“Nice view,” she said. 



He was half-sitting on the edge of a long, wooden conference table, writing something on his PDA. 



“Yeah.  Spectacular view.  Probably not as nice as the view from the fiftieth floor,” he said. 



Chelsea looked back at the open doorway. 



“Are you sure it’s ok for us to be here?” she said. 



He turned off the PDA and put it in the pocket of his jacket. 



“I’m sure.  The tenant that used to have this floor moved to New York.  They haven’t leased this suite yet,” he said. 



Chelsea  unbuttoned  her  blouse,  starting  at  the  top  and working down. 



“You probably want to see my breasts now,” she said. 



At first, he didn’t say anything.  He just sat on the edge of the table, watching her unbutton her blouse, with an amused smirk on his face.  She pulled the tails of her blouse out of her skirt and took it off. 



“You just wanna jump right into it, don’t you?” Tom said. 



Chelsea reached around to unfasten her bra at her back. 



“Isn’t that what we came here for?” she said. 



“Indulge me.  I’m a little old fashioned.  I’m into kissing and making out before I get to the serious fucking,” he said. 
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Chelsea removed her bra and put it on the table with her blouse.  The cool air made her nipples hard, and made her arms break out in goose bumps. 



“You’re not like other guys, are you?” she said. 



He put his hand on the ridge of his huge cock in his slacks. 



“There are times when I wished I could be normal, like other guys.” 



Chelsea cupped her huge breasts in her hands. 



“Trust me.  I know exactly what you mean,” she said. 



Tom was watching her face, without speaking.  Chelsea was teasing  her  own  nipples  with  her  fingers,  driving  herself  mad with lust.  Between her legs, her pussy was buzzing and wet.  If he didn’t do something soon, she was going to have to jump him. 



“We’re just two freaks trying to fit in a world that can’t get over the way we are,” she said. 



Tom smiled.  He got up off the edge of the conference table and walked to her.  He put his hands on her waist.  His fingers were warm.  Chelsea flinched, and looked up at his face.  He was so tall, and up close, he smelled really good. 



She was trembling in her shoes.  He bent down to kiss her, and she moaned.  Her heart skipped.  She had been kissed hundreds of times, by dozens of guys, but none of them ever kissed her like that. 



The touch of his lips on her lips was so tender and soft that she felt like she was melting into a puddle on the floor.  Her knees were shaking and gave out.  He held her up by her waist. 



“Don’t pass out, Chelsea.  It’s just a kiss,” he said. 



His hands moved up to her breasts and squeezed.  His strong, firm grip made her gasp. 



“These are more exquisite than I imagined,” he said. 



“Th-Thanks,” Chelsea said. 



What was she supposed to say to a compliment like that?  He lowered himself to his knees in front of her. 



“I think I’m going to lick your nipples,” he said. 



The warm, wet tip of his tongue touched her hard nipple, and she nearly jumped.  His lips closed over her nipple and he 
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sucked like an infant drawing milk.  His teeth bit into her flesh gently, and she gasped and shuddered. 



He switched to her other nipple and sucked and chewed on it as well.  His big hands squeezed hard.  Chelsea was groaning and writhing, and squeezed her legs together.  She put her hands on his shoulders to hold herself up. 



“Oh my God, Tom.  Are you trying to drive me crazy?” she said. 



Her jaw was clenched, and her voice came out like a hiss.  He looked up at her.  His chin and mouth were wet with saliva. 



“I thought you were the one driving me out of my mind,” he said. 



Chelsea giggled.  “I’m really warm.  Is it warm in here?” 



Tom stood up.  His hands brushed over her bare breasts. 



“No.  It’s fine.  You’re just hot,” he said. 



Chelsea reached down between his legs.  Her hand glided over the thick, hard ridge in his slacks. 



“I’d like to see your cock now,” she said. 



She gave it a couple off light squeezes, and walked over to the conference table.  She could feel Tom’s eyes following her.  She rocked her hips side to side to make her ass shake, just for him. 

At the table, she pulled down the zipper of her skirt and let it fall to the floor. 



Tom walked toward her.  Chelsea watched him, with a smirk on her lips and her heart pounding in her chest.  He was gorgeous, more desirable than when she first saw him.  She also couldn’t help notice that he walked funny with that huge, hard cock in his slacks. 



“Sit right here,” she said, and patted the edge of the large, wooden table. 



“Do you always take charge like this?” he said, and sat on the edge of the table. 



Chelsea put her hand on the long ridge of his cock and moved it slowly up and down its length.  Between her legs, she felt a spasm, and more juices soaked the crotch of her panties. 



“No.  I like it when the man takes charge.  But when the man 
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makes me wait so long to get a fuck on, then it’s time for me to take charge,” she said. 



Tom spread his feet apart.  His hands gripped the edge of the table.  He had a frown on his lips. 



“I guess I can understand that,” he said. 



Chelsea unbuckled his belt.  It was fine, polished alligator skin.  His pants were fine, too.  If she had to guess, she would say Italian wool.  She pulled down the zipper, and pulled his slacks down to his knees.  His cock was poking out the leg of his boxers shorts.  Her eyes got wide. 



“Oh my God.  It’s real,” she said. 



She  touched  it  lightly  with  her  fingers.    It  throbbed  and pulsed, like a living thing.  She pulled his boxers down, and it stood straight out from his body.  She put one hand around it and pumped slowly. 



“What do you feed this thing?” she said. 



Tom loosened his tie and pulled it off, and started to unbutton his crisp, white shirt. 



“I feed it raw pussy.  Twice a day.  At least,” he said. 



Chelsea giggled.  “I bet you do.” 



Her face was warm.  He did it to her again. 



She  stroked  his  cock  with  both  hands,  and  stared  at  the enormous head.  He took off his shirt and laid it neatly on the table with his jacket. 



“I don’t know if I can get this in my mouth,” Chelsea said. 



“You’ll do fine.  Lots of girls suck on it with no problem.” 



Chelsea nodded, but still she had her doubts.  She licked the head.  It was warm and soft, and he tasted as good as he smelled. 

She ran her tongue in slow circles around the head, while she looked way up to his face.  He was looking down at her, with a contented smile. 



Chelsea raised his cock and licked the bottom side of the shaft. 

Sure, she was a girl and she had small hands, but her fingers would not reach all the way around the shaft.  How was she supposed to give this thing a blowjob? 



She ran her tongue all the way down the side of his shaft to 
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his balls, and licked those, too.  That got a moan from Tom, and she smiled. 



It didn’t really matter how she was supposed to suck on his cock.  All her life, it seemed, she had heard of guys with really monstrous cocks, and the way the girls just went nuts over them. 

She’d seen her share of big cocks, but now she had a real monster right in front of her.  This was an opportunity she wasn’t going to pass up. 



She opened her mouth wide, and let the head of his cock slide in over her tongue and her lips.  She moaned.  Her jaw was stretched open as far as it would go.  She was surprised that her lips would stretch that wide. 



The head filled her mouth, and pressed her tongue flat.  It didn’t leave much room to slide it in and out, but she moved her head back and forth, anyway.  Tom closed his eyes and groaned. 



Chelsea  smiled,  which  was  difficult  when  her  mouth  was stretched open by his cock.  There couldn’t be any way that he was feeling much with just the head an another inch or two of his cock in her mouth.  It was polite of him to make her think that she was making it feel good. 



She took it out of her mouth.  Her saliva ran down her chin, and she wiped it away with the back of her hand. 



“You ever have a girl refuse to give you a blowjob?” she said, and pumped his cock with both hands. 



“Once in a while,” he said. 



“I’ve been told I have a big mouth.  But this is ridiculous.  I hope you’re not planning to fuck me in the ass with this thing,” 

she said. 



He laughed and she smiled, but it was hard to tell what he was thinking.  The thought of him putting that thing in her ass frightened her, but gave her a thrill at the same time. 



She opened her mouth wide and took the end of his cock in, past her lips.  It slid in over his tongue, pressing it flat to the bottom of her mouth.  She found, though, that she could suck on a little more of it.  She had a few inches that she could slide in and out between her lips. 
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She hoped she was making him feel good.  Her jaw was a little sore already.  There was something about having his massively huge cock in her mouth, though that she really enjoyed. 



Tom brushed her hair away from her face with his hand.  His fingers touched her soft cheek. 



“You have really beautiful hair,” he said. 



“Thanks,”  Chelsea  said  around  his  cock,  but  it  came  out mumbled. 



He chuckled. 



“I really can’t describe how beautiful you look with my dick in your mouth.  If I had a camera, I’d take a picture,” he said. 



Chelsea pulled her head back until the head of his cock was just touching her lips. 



“Just don’t show it to my Mom,” she said. 



He put his hand on top of her head and pulled her forward. 

The head of his cock pierced her lips and slid over her tongue. 

She put her hands on his thighs.  He kept pulling her forward until the end of his cock touched the back of her mouth and made her gag.  He held it there for a few seconds while she coughed and sputtered. 



“Oh yes,” he said. 



He worked her head back and forth, sliding the first few inches of his cock in and out of her mouth.  She tightened her grip on his legs.  Every time it touched the back of her mouth, it made her gag. 



She pushed harder against his legs.  Was he trying to choke her?  She had heard about girls who could take a guy’s cock all the way down their throats.  She always believed that was a myth. 

He didn’t actually expect her to do it with his cock, did he? 



He let go of her head and she jerked back, pulling his cock out of her mouth with a gasp.  She coughed.  Her face was burning, and she was panting. 



“What the hell was that for?  Are you trying to kill me?” she said. 



Tom reached for his jacket. 



“Don’t be ridiculous.  Why would I want to kill anyone as 

114

Jack Allen

fantastic as you?” he said. 



He stuck his hand into the pocket of his jacket and pulled out a small bottle, which he handed to her. 



“Then why are you trying to choke me?” Chelsea said. 



She looked at the small bottle of clear liquid in her hand.  It was baby oil. 



“I wasn’t trying to choke you.  I was testing you.” 



“Testing me?” Chelsea said. 



She had calmed down a bit, and her breathing was returning to normal. 



“I just wanted to find out how rough you like your sex.  Now, put that on your tits,” he said, and pointed at the bottle in her hands. 



Chelsea hesitated a moment, watching his face.  Was this guy full of shit?  Did she really just agree to go into a vacant office suite with a psycho who was going to kill her?  Her eyes dropped from his face to his huge, beautiful cock, and a smile spread across her face.  What the hell.  He could force that thing on her any time he wanted. 



She opened the bottle of baby oil, turned it upside down, and let it drip on her boobs.  She handed the bottle back to Tom. 



“Thanks,” she said. 



She rubbed the oil slowly over her boobs with both hands, covering her nipples and the outsides as wells as the deep valley between them.  Out of her corner of her eye, she noticed Tom’s cock pulsing and bobbing, like it was waiting for her to finish. 



She looked up at his face.  His eyes were wide, watching her hands rub the oil on her skin.  He noticed her looking at him, and his face turned bright red.  Chelsea grinned.  Somehow, it made her feel powerful to know that she could make him blush, too. 



She  scooted  forward  on  her  knees  and  let  his  cock  slide between her boobs.  She cupped her hands around her boobs and squeezed them together, and rocked herself up and down.  His cock slid along her cleavage.  Tom groaned, and his eyes closed. 



“Is this what you were hoping for?” Chelsea said. 



“Oh yeah.  I gotta tell ya.  That’s better than I was hoping 
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for,” he said. 



Chelsea looked down at his cock.  The head was practically poking her in the nose.  Tom’s head was tilted back, his eyes were closed, and his mouth was open.  He was thrusting with his hips, like he was fucking her boobs. 



“How do you like it if I do this?” she said. 



She opened her mouth and let the head of his cock slide in. 

She closed her lips around it and held on.  Tom groaned a little harder and pushed up with his hips, shoving his cock deeper.  He thrust up again, so hard that Chelsea was afraid he was going to knock out her front teeth. 



She bent her head down and sealed her mouth over the end of his cock while he was thrusting.  It slid in and out and hit the back of her mouth and made her gag.  She could taste baby oil on his cock.  It had been a long time since she tasted baby oil. 



Tom’s cell phone started to buzz.  It was lying on the table by his jacket.  They both looked at it.  Chelsea took his cock out of her mouth and licked her lips. 



“Are you gonna get that?” she said, and slid her boobs up and down on his cock? 



Tom stared at her for a few seconds before he picked up the phone. 



“You’re like my boss or something,” he said, and flipped the phone open. 



He held it to his ear and spoke with the person on the other end.  Chelsea smiled.  She bent her head down again and sucked on the end of his cock.  Tom clenched his jaws and squeezed his eyes shut. 



“Uh, yeah.  Let’s push it back.  Say twenty minutes.  Better make it half an hour.  Yes.  Thanks.  Bye,” Tom said into the phone. 



He flipped the phone shut and put it back on the table by his jacket. 



“Was that important business?” Chelsea said, and moved her breasts up and down on his cock. 



“I’m late for a meeting.” 



“You too?  Are you gonna get fired?” 
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“Probably,” he said. 



“Is it worth it?” Chelsea said, and squeezed her breasts tighter around his cock. 



“Are you kidding?  They couldn’t pay me enough to pass up a girl like you.” 



Chelsea paused.  “A girl like me?” 



“Yeah.  A girl with great tits, like you,” he said. 



Chelsea rocked herself up and down, sliding his cock between her boobs. 



“You’re sweet.  I’ll bet you say that to every slut you bring up to the twenty first floor.  The bigger the tits the better, is that how it works?” she said. 



Tom groaned and nodded.  His eyes were closed. 



“When you carry around a penis like this, you get used to the bigger the better,” he said.  He groaned again.  “Oh God.  You’re making me cum.” 



Chelsea opened her mouth to speak, but didn’t know what to say.  Was he serious?  He was going to cum already?  That didn’t take long.  But if he was going to cum with his cock between her tits, did that mean he wasn’t going to fuck her? 



She  was  in  the  middle  of  her  thought  when  Tom’s  body convulsed.  His cock throbbed between the globes of her boobs and spit a thick wad of cum on her face.  It hit her on the chin first, and went straight into her open mouth. 



She  flinched  and  pulled  her  head  back.    Her  mouth  was already full of cum.  The next shot blasted from the end of his cock like a thick, white rope, and hit her left cheek.  Some of it went up her nose, and some of it went into her eye. 



“Holy sh-” she started to say. 



But the next blast of cum went straight into her mouth.  She gagged on it and coughed.  His thick, salty liquid spilled out of her mouth, over her lips, and down her chin onto her boobs.  The next white rope of cum arced straight up in the air and came down on her right boob and her hand.  Another load of cum sprayed from the end of his cock into her hair. 



Chelsea finally slipped his cock from between her boobs and 
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pointed it away.  The last strong spurts landed on the carpet.  The rest ran down his shaft and over her hand.  She held her hand up and it dripped from her fingers. 



“Jesus, Tom.  You go off like an oil gusher,” she said. 



“I was saving all of that for you,” Tom said. 



Chelsea looked for something to wipe her hands on. 



“Thanks, I think.  Now, how am I gonna get it out of my hair?” she said. 



Tom sat up.  Chelsea released his cock.  It was shiny with oil, and his cum was dripping from the tip.  It slapped against his thigh. 



“Now it’s your turn,” he said. 



He took her hand and pulled her to her feet. 



“My turn for what?” Chelsea said. 



Tom hooked his hands under her arms and lifted her on the table.  She had her eyes on his cock.  It was drooping and a little soft, but she was wary of it coming near her pussy, even though she desperately wanted to have sex with him. 



Tom put his hands on the insides of her thighs and spread them apart.  Chelsea leaned back with her palms flat on the table and her arms straight to prop herself up. 



“Your turn to get your pussy licked,” he said. 



He reached for the straps of her panties at her hips and pulled them all the way down her legs.  He smiled at her, with a sparkle in his eyes, and dropped them on the floor. 



He moved between her legs.  The shaft of his cock rubbed her warm, wet pussy.  He put his hands on her oily, cum-covered boobs and squeezed gently. 



“My dear Chelsea.  As good as you look with your clothes on, you look fantastic out of them,” he said. 



Chelsea bit her lower lip.  The shaft of his cock was hitting the hard bump of her clit, and it sent tingles and shivers through her body.  Her eyes rolled back.  She was having a hard time focusing. 



“T-Tom, please.  F-Fuck me now,” she said. 



His hands moved down over her stomach, over the mound of her pussy to the insides of her thighs and pushed them farther 
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apart.  He slipped a finger into her tight slit and her back arched off the hard, wooden table. 



“Patience, Chelsea.  I’ll get to that soon enough.  It’ll be worth the wait, I promise.  First, though, I need to get you loosened up. 

I mean, shit, girl.  I can barely get two fingers inside you,” he said. 



He pushed a second finger into her pussy, and she groaned. 

She couldn’t hold herself up any longer and lay down on the table. 

It was cold against her back, but she hardly even noticed.  If he was going to keep fucking her with his fingers, that would almost be good enough for her.  In the back of her mind, the thought of being split open by that huge cock was frightening. 



His fingers slipped out of her pussy and he dropped to his knees between her spread legs.  His cheeks were soft and smooth against the insides of her thighs, and his breath was warm on her mound.  His warm, wet tongue touched her pussy, and she nearly jumped off the table. 



“Oh God yes,” she said in a low moan. 



Many times before guys have licked her pussy.  Maybe not as many times as she’d given blowjobs, but enough to know what to expect when a guy’s tongue touched her pussy.  So why was it suddenly so electrifying when Tom did it to her? 



Her hips pushed up off the table.  Tom’s tongue poked into her pussy and ran up and down her slit.  She bit her lower lip and stared up at the fluorescent lights over the table.  She gasped. 

That was the difference.  Tom knew just the right place to touch her with his tongue. 



His tongue flicked over the lips of her pussy and made her flinch.  She reached down between her legs and grabbed a handful of his hair.  Her back arched off the table and she moaned out loud.    His  tongue  pushed  deeper  between  her  pussy  lips  and rubbed harder on the knob of her clit. 



“Oh Tom Black.  You are awesome.  I can’t wait to feel you inside me,” she said, with her eyes squeezed shut, and her other hand in her own hair. 



Tom stood up between her legs.  Chelsea let his hair slip from her fingers.  He had a big grin on his face, and his lips and chin 
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were shiny with her pussy juices. 



“I was hoping you would say that,” he said. 



Chelsea looked down.  He was holding his cock with one hand around the shaft, aiming it at her pussy.  Her eyes bulged out of her head. 



“Holy shit.  Was it that big before?” she said. 



He  rubbed  the  head  of  his  cock  on  her  wet  slit.    Chelsea jumped. 



“Sometimes.  It gets bigger.” 



Chelsea shook her head.  She could not take her eyes off of his cock. 



“I-I’m not so sure this is a good idea,” she said. 



“That’s too bad.  I think this is a great idea,” Tom said. 



He  pressed  the  head  of  his  cock  into  her  pussy.    Chelsea groaned and squeezed her eyes shut.  She was panting. 



“Oh fuck.  There’s no way that’s going inside me,” she said, gasping for air. 



“You don’t think so?” Tom said. 



He rubbed the head of his cock on her slit.  She shook her head. 



“No way.  I’ve taken some big cocks before.  Nothing that big.” 



“Don’t be afraid.  It won’t be as hard as you think,” Tom said. 



He pressed the head of his cock against her tiny opening again, but it still wouldn’t go in.  Chelsea gritted her teeth and groaned. 



“That’s easy for you to say.  You’re not the one getting it shoved inside you,” she said. 



“It’s too late now.  Just sit back and enjoy it.” 



He  pushed  again  with  his  hips.    The  fat  head  of  his  cock pierced her pussy lips and sunk in about an inch.  Chelsea gasped. 



“Oh my God.  This is so gonna hurt.  How about another blowjob?” she said in a weak, trembling voice. 



“No thanks.  I want your cunt.” 



He pushed forward with his hips.  His cock sunk another inch or two.  Chelsea reached down and pushed against his belly. 



“Is there any way you’ll reconsider?” she said. 
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“Not a chance.” 



Tom held her legs under her knees and bent them back.  Her knees touched her boobs.  He leaned over her and his cock sunk deeper.  Chelsea groaned.  He had her pinned to the table, and all she could do was lay there and take it. 



Chelsea squeezed her eyes shut and moaned.  It hurt.  He was stretching her open like no man had ever stretched her open before.  What in the world made her think she could take a cock that big? 



“Oh  God,  Tom.    Don’t  kill  me,”  she  said,  with  her  teeth clenched. 



“What are you talking about?  It’s in,” Tom said. 



Chelsea stared at him and blinked a couple of times.  What was he talking about?  She pushed herself up and looked down between her legs.  He was right.  Part of his cock was in her pussy, and it looked like a baseball bat that he was forcing into her. 



“Oh my God,” she said, and laid her head back on the table. 



Tom leaned over her and whispered in her ear. 



“You have the tightest pussy I’ve ever fucked,” he said, and his lips touched the side of her neck. 



Chelsea smiled.  No man ever said anything sweeter when he was fucking her.  The tension in her body eased.  He pressed forward with his weight, and more of his cock slid into her body. 



“Oh shit,” she said with a groan. 



She squeezed her eyes shut.  The pain of being stretched open to let that thing inside her was sharp.  It kept pushing it in, one inch at a time.  How much of that thing could he get inside her? 



“How old were you the first time you got fucked?” Tom said. 



He started working his hips back and forth slowly.  His cock slid in and out of her pussy.  The pain of being stretched from the inside had vanished, and all that was left was the exquisite sensation of that thick, hard thing sliding in and out of her.  She opened  her  eyes  and  looked  up  at  him.    For  a  few  moments, though, her eyes were glazed and fuzzy, and wouldn’t focus on his face. 



“You really want to know?” she said. 
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Her own voice sounded a bit slurred, like she was drunk. 

Could a guy’s cock make her drunk? 



“Oh yeah.  You don’t know how it turns me on to hear how girls lost their virginity,” Tom said. 



He  had  his  hands  on  her  boobs  and  was  squeezing  and kneading her flesh.  She smiled.  His curiosity turned her on, too. 



“You’re not gonna believe me,” she said. 



Her heels were on his waist.  His hips rubbed the insides of her thighs.  She hooked her heels around his back, to the hard muscles of his ass, and pulled him in.  His cock sunk a little deeper. 

The head of his cock hit deep in her belly and made her whimper. 



“I’ve heard a lot of stories.  Try me,” he said. 



“I was eleven.” 



Tom’s eyes got wide, and his eyebrows arched up. 



“No way,” he said. 



“I knew you wouldn’t believe me.” 



Tom closed his eyes and thrust into her with his hips.  The head of his cock jabbed deep into her belly and made her flinch. 

He groaned. 



“You’re right.  That’s too hot to believe.  Who did it?” he said. 



Chelsea’s eyes were closed, too.  His cock was pounding her insides, and she was seeing stars. 



“My brother’s ... uhn ... best friend,” she said. 



Tom’s  hips  were  pumping  back  and  forth.    His  cock  was pounding her pussy, and he was going to make her cum. 



“How big were your tits when you were eleven?” he said. 



Her mouth hung open.  She was panting and her head was spinning.  Her hands were squeezing his arms, but the strength was gone from her legs, and they hung limp at his sides.  Her body trembled and shook with hard spasms that spilled all the way through her, from her head to her toes.  Her back arched off the cold, hard table. 



She was screaming out loud.  It was a good thing the entire floor  was  empty.    It  would  be  hard  to  explain  what  she  was screaming about. 
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Her pussy clamped tight around Tom’s cock.  It was like she could feel every bump and ridge along the entire shaft.  She was pretty tight around it already.  How he was able to still slide it in and out, she didn’t know. 



She came down from her orgasm and slowly regained her senses.  Tom was still fucking her, still pumping his cock in and out.  Did he cum inside her?  Usually, she could tell.  With as much cum as he shot on her boobs, it should have been running out of her pussy, all over the table. 



She looked up at Tom’s face.  Her vision was blurry, and she blinked a few times. 



“What did you say?” she said. 



Tom laughed.  “That was a beautiful orgasm you just had.” 



Chelsea blushed and smiled. 



“Uh, thanks.” 



“I’d love to see you do that again.” 



“Mr. Black, you have an interesting way of asking for a second date.”  She lifted her head and looked down between her legs at his cock.  “What about you?  Didn’t you cum yet?” 



“Oh no.  Not yet.  I still have work to do.” 



He stood up straight between her legs and pulled his hips back.  His cock slowly slid out of her pussy.  Chelsea could not take her eyes off of it.  How did she ever get something that big inside her? 



“Like what?” she said. 



Finally, his cock came all the way out.  It was wet and shiny with her juices.  It stuck out from the front of his body like a pole. 



He took her hands and helped her to her feet.  Her knees were a little wobbly, and she squeezed his hands to hold herself up.  He turned her around, and his hands slipped down her sides to her hips. 



“I have this rule.  A girl doesn’t truly belong to me until I’ve fucked her right,” he said. 



He put his hand on the middle of her back and pushed her over  on  the  big  conference  table.    She  looked  back  over  her shoulder. 
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“Belongs to you?  Wait a minute.  What kind of rule is that?” 

she said. 



His hand remained on her back, holding he down.  The wet, sticky shaft of his cock wedged itself between the cheeks of her ass. 



“It’s one of the rules of servitude.  They’re more like by-laws, really, but we call them rules.” 



He reached for the bottle of baby oil by his jacket.  Chelsea had her hands flat on the table and tried to push herself up.  He was far too strong and easily held her down.  She was beginning to get a little scared. 



“Servitude?  Seriously, Tom.  What are you talking about?” 

she said with a nervous chuckle. 



Over her shoulder, she could see him with the bottle of baby oil.  He turned it upside down and let it drip on her asshole.  It was cold and she flinched.  Certainly, he meant to get it on his cock and just missed. 



“I can’t tell you how much I love to fuck a girl in the ass,” he said. 



Chelsea tensed.  He dripped more oil on her asshole.  She tried to push herself up, but he used more strength to hold her down.  She was trembling. 



“You can’t be serious,” she said. 



“You bet your ass I am,” he said with a chuckle.  “I crack myself up.” 



He pried the cheeks of her ass apart. 



“No.  Wait, wait,” Chelsea said. 



But Tom wasn’t listening.  He had one hand on the small of her back, pressing her down on the table, and one hand on her ass.  The head of his cock pressed against the tight ring of her asshole.  Chelsea shrieked. 



“Jesus, Tom.  Stop.  That hurts,” she shouted. 



“Relax, baby.  It’ll be over in a minute,” Tom said. 



He  pressed  his  cock  against  her  asshole  again.    Chelsea groaned through her clenched teeth.  Her eyes were squeezed shut, and if her fingers were strong enough, she would have clawed 
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through the shiny, polished wood.  He had to have a reason for doing this to her, didn’t he?  It couldn’t have been for her pleasure, because that certainly wasn’t happening. 



The pressure of his cock pushing against her tender hole eased. 

The intense pain eased, as well.  Something strange happened, like there was a pop back there.  His fingers touched her slit and rubbed the hard knob of her clit. 



“What happened?  What are you doing?” she said. 



“Nothing.  I’m going to make you belong to me.” 



Tom was not moving.  It took her a few moments to realize that he had a few inches of his hot, hard cock in her ass.  His fingers were rubbing her slit.  She churned her hips in small circles.  His fingers were making her feel good, and his cock definitely felt good in her ass. 



“Why do you keep saying that?” she said. 



He moved his cock back and forth a little bit.  Chelsea lowered her forehead to her folded arms and moaned softly.  Her breasts were like a huge pair of water balloons, and she rolled back and forth on them. 



“It’s what you want,” he said. 



Chelsea laughed.  “You’re crazy.” 



“Maybe.  Does it feel good?” 



She groaned.  “God, yes.  It feels great.” 



“Then it’s what you want,” he said. 



He pumped his hips a little harder and pushed his cock deeper into her ass.  Chelsea bit her lower lip.  Her fingernails clawed at the smooth, shiny surface of the table. 



“You didn’t answer my question,” Tom said. 



Chelsea was focused on the feel of his long, thick cock pushing into her ass.  It was a minute before she realized he was talking to her. 



“Huh?  What question?” 



“How big were your tits when you were eleven?” 



Tom had released his hold on her lower back.  She had given up fighting him.  He still had one hand rubbing her pussy, and his other hand was rubbing the sides of her boobs. 
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“Let’s see.  I had a B-cup when I was eleven,” she said. 



“A B-cup?” 



“Yeah.  I was a really early bloomer,” she said. 



“With these magnificent tits you have, I guess I shouldn’t be surprised.  You could have told me you were wearing a training bra the day you were born and I would have believed it.” 



Chelsea nodded.  She was moaning and panting and clenched her teeth every time he pushed his cock deeper into her ass. 



“My Mom told me ... uhn ... told me I got ... uhn ... my boobs from my ... uhn ... my Grandmother,” she said. 



Tom moved his hands to her hips and pumped harder.  It was hard to tell how much of his cock she had in her ass, but she could not remember ever feeling so full before. 



“She had big boobs, too?” he said. 



“Yeah, uhn, yeah.  Not as big as mine.  But she was ... uhn ... 

she was a total slut.” 



“Not like you, right?” 



Chelsea chuckled.  “Some things run in the family.” 



Tom’s fingers were no longer rubbing her slit.  He had both hands on the cheeks of her ass, squeezing hard like he was trying to get a good grip.  He didn’t really need to keep rubbing her slit. 

She was ready to cum, anyway. 



Tom leaned over her back.  The hair on his chest tickled her skin, and his weight pressed her boobs harder into the table. 



“Hold on.  I’m going to see if I can get it a little deeper,” he said. 



Chelsea’s head came up. 



“What?  No, wait-” 



Tom leaned forward and pulled back on her hips at the same time.  Chelsea screamed.  She could feel his cock slip another inch or two deeper in her ass. 



“Oh God.  Oh God,” she said over and over with deep, hard moans. 



Tom  was  rocking  her  back  and  forth,  fucking  her  hard, pounding her tender, delicate ass with his cock.  It hurt, but it was the kind of pain that hurt so good.  Besides, she was cumming. 
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She groaned.  “Oh God.  Don’t stop.  You’re making me cum.” 



The spasms of pleasure were intense, so intense that it made her toes curl.  She could no longer keep her feet on the floor, and she could no longer hold her head up. 



Tom’s cock throbbed in the tight, confining grip of her ass. 

He was shooting his cum.  She could feel it.  She could feel the warmth of it spreading through her belly, and she could feel the pressure of it filling her ass. 



“Oh shit,” she said. 



She squeezed her eyes shut and groaned hard.  The warmth of his cum made her own orgasm more intense.  She hooked her legs around the backs of his legs and groaned from deep in her belly. 



Tom stopped pumping with his hips, but his cock was still in her ass.  Chelsea twitched and trembled.  The last tremors of her orgasm tumbled through her body, spreading outward from her center, where Tom’s cock had impaled itself in her body.  Was he going to take it out?  She loved the feel of it stretching her open, and the warmth of his cum inside her.  But what was going to happen with all of that cum when he pulled his cock out? 



She twisted her torso to look back at him.  He was still, with his eyes closed and his hands on her ass, breathing hard.  His cock pulsed a couple of times in her ass, and he shivered. 



“Tom?” 



“Yeah?” he said, with his eyes still closed. 



“You made me cum twice.  Most guys don’t even make me cum once,” she said. 



“Yeah.  Sorry about that.  I was in a hurry.” 



He pulled his hips back.  His cock came out of her ass one slow inch at a time.  With her head turned as far as she could manage to watch it coming out, she bit her lower lip.  It felt as good coming out as it did going in.  Finally it fell out, and a gush of cum ran down the backs of her legs. 



Chelsea  turned  around  slowly.    Her  knees  were  weak  and shaky, and she kept her hands on the edge of the table to hold 
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herself up.  Tom’s cum continued to run out of her ass and down her legs.  She stared at his long, drooping cock, and shook her head. 



“What was all that shit about making me belong to you?” she said. 



Tom picked up his pants off the table and put his feet into the legs.  He pulled them up, and his long, wet cock bobbed and swayed in front of him from the opening. 



“Did you like getting fucked in the ass?” he said. 



Chelsea shivered and sighed.  “I never thought a thing like that in my ass could make me feel so good,” she said, and pointed to his cock, which hung from the fly of his pants. 



Tom put on his shirt and fastened the buttons. 



“One day, you will belong to this cock,” he said. 



He put his hand around the shaft and stuffed it into his pants. 

Chelsea chuckled and shook her head. 



“That’s some of the weirdest shit I’ve ever heard,” she said. 



Tom picked up her blouse and handed it to her.  She looked at him funny. 



“Are you kicking me out?” she said, and took the blouse. 



“No.  You need to get to that meeting.” 



Chelsea scoffed.  “Are you kidding?  You don’t seriously think they’re going to hire me now, do you?  I mean, I must be an hour late for that interview.” 



Tom shrugged and stuck out his lower lip like a frown. 



“You never know.  Besides, you’re only half an hour late.” 



Chelsea held up her blouse, and looked at him with a smirk. 



“I think I have a problem,” she said. 



Tom hesitated and blinked a couple of times.  Chelsea smiled. 

The genuine concern on his face was touching. 



“Wh-What’s the problem?” he said. 



“I don’t think I can stand up.” 



He  stared  at  her  with  a  blank,  expressionless  face.    She chuckled, and finally he smiled. 

The bell on the elevator chimed, and the doors opened on the 
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fiftieth floor.  Chelsea was the only one on the elevator, and she stepped out into the lobby of Gentry and Chapman.  She walked with her head high and a purpose in her stride.  Her heart was pounding hard, and she was feeling bold.  This was something new for her.  She was late, and had probably screwed up any chance of renewing her scholarship, but she didn’t care.  Only minutes ago she had the most wonderful cock in her ass, and she couldn’t wait until she belonged to it.  In her palm, she had Tom’s business card, and no matter what, she had to feel that thing inside her again. 



The reception area was clean and quiet, with a classic rock song playing on some hidden speakers.  Against one wall were a couple of leather arm chairs, a potted vine plant and pictures of old sailing ships.  On the other side of the room was a desk where an attractive woman was watching her approach.  It was the kind of sparse, easy-going space decorated for a man’s tastes. 



“Can I help you?” the receptionist said. 



“My name is Chelsea.  I had an interview at one, and I’m afraid I’m late,” she said. 



The receptionist smiled.  She was pretty, and had long, dark hair and big boobs under her blouse. 



“I’m sure that won’t be a problem.  I’ll just let them know you’re here,” she said. 



She got up and went through the double glass doors with the names Gentry and Chapman in gold letters.  Her boobs jiggled and swayed under her blouse like she wasn’t wearing a bra.  Chelsea watched her walk down the hallway on the other side of the glass doors until she turned a corner and disappeared.  She wouldn’t really come to work in an office building without a bra, would she?  Wouldn’t that be unprofessional? 



Chelsea shook her head and turned away from the glass doors. 

The leather chairs looked soft and comfortable.  She sat down to wait.  Her ass was still sore, and she could feel Tom’s cum squishing inside. 



She  didn’t  have  to  wait  long.    The  pretty  receptionist reappeared at the double glass doors. 



“Miss Dockerty is ready for you now,” she said with a smile. 
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Chelsea stood up out of the soft, leather chair, and straightened her skirt.  The receptionist was standing in front of her, with her hands on her hips. 



“You have an incredible figure.  I can see why you’re here,” 

she said. 



The hairs on the back of Chelsea’s neck bristled. 



“Excuse me?” she said. 



“Don’t  be  offended.    The  owners  here  are  very  particular about the individuals they choose to work here.” 



“What are you saying?” Chelsea said. 



Her  mouth  hung  open.    She  wasn’t  sure  if  she  should  be disgusted, or flattered. 



“I’m saying you’re not going to need any help, but we’re going to make some adjustments, anyway.” 



She unfastened the top buttons of Chelsea’s blouse and pulled the sides away to reveal her cleavage, probably more of it than she was comfortable showing, unless she was working at a strip club. 



“There.  That’s good.  That’s a beautiful blouse, by the way.” 



“Th-Thanks,” Chelsea said. 



“Now.  Let’s see what we can do about your skirt.” 



She grabbed the waistband of her skirt and tucked it in, which raised the hem.  Chelsea frowned.  What the hell was going on? 

Why was this woman messing around with her clothes? 



The pretty receptionist continued to tuck in the waistband of her skirt.  When she finally backed up a couple of steps with her hands on her hips, Chelsea looked down.  The skirt had been raised very high, all the way up her legs. 



“Excuse me.  What are you doing?” Chelsea said. 



The pretty receptionist was looking down at Chelsea’s exposed legs. 



“Just a little adjustment to put some emphasis on your charms. 

Not that your charms need any emphasis,” she said. 



Chelsea giggled.  The receptionist’s eyes narrowed. 



“Did I say something funny?” 



“No.  Sorry.  It was nothing.” 
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Chelsea wiped the smile from her face and held her head up a bit higher. 



She followed the receptionist through the double glass doors and down the hallway.  They passed offices and framed certificates and pictures on the wall.  Chelsea couldn’t help notice how the cheeks of the receptionist’s ass shook in her tight slacks, like she wasn’t wearing panties.  Chelsea smirked and shook her head. 



The receptionist stopped at an open door, and Chelsea went in.  It was a conference room with a long, wooden table that was not unlike the conference room she left on the twenty first floor. 



“Miss  Dockerty  will  be  with  you  shortly,”  the  pretty receptionist said with a smile. 



She closed the door.  Chelsea sighed and looked around.  Her arms crossed under her breasts and her fingers tapped.  Despite her  bold,  indifferent  attitude,  she  was  suddenly  very  nervous. 

This was suddenly feeling like a real interview for a job in the real world.  She looked down at her open blouse and her skirt, which was high enough to show the crotch of her panties, if she walked too fast.  Was she ready for this? 



She decided to sit.  There was no telling how long she was going to have to wait.  She put her butt carefully in the chair. 

Her ass was still sore, but the ache reminded her how good it felt to have Tom’s huge cock inside her.  The corner of her mouth turned up and she chuckled.  He was right.  She could see herself belonging to that cock. 



The door opened and a woman in a dark business suit came in.  Chelsea blinked, awaken abruptly from her daydream. 



“Hi.  I’m Sheri Dockerty.  How are you?” she said. 



Chelsea sat up a little straighter.  Sheri had long, sandy blonde hair, narrow, rectangular glasses with dark frames, and big breasts that pushed out the front of her jacket. 



“I’m good, thanks.  How are you?” Chelsea said with a big smile. 



Inside, though, she groaned.  Why was she suddenly sucking up to the woman who might be her new boss? 



Sheri sat in the chair on the other side of the table from her and 
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put down her big folder of paper and a couple of pens.  Chelsea looked a little closer.  This woman who might be her new boss didn’t look much older than her. 



“Ugh.    I  can’t  believe  how  much  I  have  to  do.    There’s something about Wednesdays around here that makes it so hectic. 

But never mind that.  We’re here to talk about you,” Sheri said. 



“Sure.  What would you like to know?” Chelsea said, and folded her hands on the table. 



She couldn’t help checking out Sheri’s cleavage.  Beneath her dark jacket, the top buttons of her crisp white blouse were open, revealing the cleavage between her breasts.  Chelsea maintained her smile and tried not to let the confusion show on her face. 

Were there only big breasted women in that office? 



“Let’s talk about how you’re doing at Michigan State,” Sheri said. 



“Sure.  I feel like I’m doing pretty well.” 



Sheri smiled.  It was the warm, friendly type of smile that she might have for her favorite sister.  Chelsea hesitated a second.  Her smile wavered.  Sheri held up a sheet of paper with a lot of text. 



“We’ve been following your progress very closely.  Your grades are proof of how well you’re doing.  I have to tell you, Chelsea. 

We’re pretty proud of you here,” she said. 



Chelsea tried to swallow.  Her throat was dry and it got caught. 

They knew her grades?  What else did they know? 



“Th-Thanks,” Chelsea said. 



“Now, let’s talk about how you’re doing in your classes.” 



“Is this going to affect my scholarship?” Chelsea said. 



Sheri paused and looked at her over the tops of her rectangular glasses. 



“Yes.  It has everything to do with your scholarship.” 



“Oh,” Chelsea said. 



She felt a cold shiver down her back.  This was all so much more serious than she realized.  She crossed her arms over her chest.  Now she felt really under dressed. 



“We’ve been following your progress pretty closely.  Chelsea, don’t look so distressed.  You really have nothing to worry about. 
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We are completely convinced that you were the perfect choice for our scholarship,” Sheri said. 



Chelsea uncrossed her arms from over her chest. 



“So it has nothing to do with the size of my boobs?” she said. 



The door behind her opened and someone came in. 



“You bet it has everything to do with your boobs,” he said. 



Chelsea turned in her chair.  It was Tom.  Her mouth fell open.  It was like she was staring at a ghost.  What the hell was he doing there? 



“Sorry  I’m  late,  Sheri.    I  got  stuck  in  a  very  important meeting,” he said. 



He pulled out the chair next to her and sat down.  He looked at Chelsea and smiled.  She looked at him, then at Sheri, then back at him, and blinked a couple of times.  What the hell was going on? 



“That’s your third important meeting this week, Tom.  You’re a very busy man,” Sheri said. 



“You have no idea.” 



Chelsea was watching Sheri closely.  She could not help notice the way she was looking at Tom.  There was a look of adoration in her eyes that was the same that she felt when she looked at him. 

Chelsea’s eyes narrowed and the corners of her mouth turned up. 

Now she was beginning to understand.  Did Sheri have the same tingling between her legs for his huge cock? 



Sheri pushed the page with her transcripts over to Tom. 



“We were just going over Chelsea’s classes and grades,” she said. 



Tom looked across the table at Chelsea.  The tingling between her legs became an intense buzzing. 



“Chelsea has a lot of interesting qualities that are worth going over,” he said. 



Chelsea’s  left  eyebrow  arched  up.    Tom  must  have  been fucking Sheri.  Was he also fucking the pretty receptionist? 



“I’m glad you think so.  I feel like I have a lot to offer to Gentry and Chapman,” she said. 



Tom and Sheri looked at each other. 
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“She’s going to fit right in,” Sheri said. 



Tom sat back in his chair, with a big grin on his face. 



“It’s gonna fit in somewhere,” he said. 

Chelsea stood at the curb, outside the glass front doors of 3000 

Town Center.  She had a huge smile on her face that wouldn’t go away.  This had been a really good day. 



Dan  pulled  up  to  the  curb  in  his  little  blue  Honda.    The breeze blew up the bottom of her skirt, which was still rolled up high on her legs.  Everyone around her probably got a good look at her panties, including Dan, and she didn’t care.  She smiled a little bigger.  How hot would it have been if she had decided not to wear panties today? 



She opened the passenger side door of Dan’s car and got in. 

He was looking at her while she pulled the seat belt over her lap, with a big smile on his face, as if her happiness was contagious. 



“Hi,” he said. 



“Hi.” 



“How’d it go?” 



Dan put the car in gear and started driving.  He stopped at the entrance to the parking lot with the blinker on, waiting for traffic to clear, and made a right turn on Evergreen Road. 



“It went well,” Chelsea said. 



“It looks like it.  You think you got the job?” 



He accelerated and shifted through the gears, then had to slow down for a red light. 



Chelsea shifted on the seat.  Her ass was still sore, and she would swear she could feel Tom’s big cock inside her, poking deep in her belly.  She stuck out her lower lip and nodded. 



“Pretty sure I did,” she said. 
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