
        
            
                
            
        

    
Contents


AN UNEXPECTED HAREM EPISODE 1
CHAPTER ONE
CHAPTER TWO
CHAPTER THREE
CHAPTER FOUR
CHAPTER FIVE
CHAPTER SIX
CONTINUE THE SERIES
JO|CONOR
ALSO BY JO|CONOR
COPYRIGHT



[image: image-placeholder]


[image: image-placeholder]






CHAPTER ONE


My couch was too big. It was the kind of revelation that hit you while trying to squeeze furniture through a doorway. But I just sat on the damn thing, suddenly realizing just how big the couch was. Why had I needed a big, white, leather three seater with two equally oversized singles, arched around my TV? The TV wasn’t too small, sixty inches of pixel perfection mounted on the wall. That beauty could have been bigger, but the couch?

I ran my fingers over its creamy surface, feeling the pure leather on either side. Untouched by anyone else. No one — that I knew of — had ever graced their behinds in those seats. I always sat in the middle. It was the best seat, directly opposite the TV. Why would I sit anywhere else? Why did I even need the other seats?

I glanced around the large living room of my equally large house, feeling the weight of the empty space. Not that the house was empty, far from it. Every room was full of stuff I’d ordered, found a home for and then moved on — like I was searching for the right thing to buy that would fill a void inside me. No, it was the weight of the silence. The crushing pressure on my chest at not what was there, but what wasn’t.

I just didn’t know what was missing.

I stood, stretched my back, and groaned as it cracked. I wasn’t an old man by any stretch at thirty-five, and I kept in great shape. It was one of the few things I did besides binging TV and play video games.

I placed my hands on the virgin leather and slowly lowered into a single, groaning at just how good it felt to sink into padding. It felt new, squishy, and comfy. It was missing the familiarity of my favorite seat — molded to my ass like a second skin — but now I realized just how worn it had become.

Maybe I’d find time to sit there once in a while, in the other seats? Read a book or something to spread the love so I didn’t wear out the best one.

I sighed as the novelty wore off and the room returned to looming around me, empty and still.

Maybe I shouldn’t have sold the business.

Until six months ago, that was my life. From the moment I left college, I kept my head down, worked hard, built my business. Buying this, selling that. Got lucky a few times and expanded. Years passed, and I had a thriving import-export business. Then last year, the market changed and everyone was getting bought up by conglomerates, so I cashed out while the offer was good.

Somehow, during all that… Life passed me by.

A sound echoed through my world. A sort of chime. It took my sluggish, melancholy brain a few seconds to realize there was someone at the door. I got up and made my way through the hall. My bare feet thumped on the cold, polished wood, punishing me for forgetting to put on any socks. I frowned at the shape through the door. It was a little late for a delivery — one I’d obviously forgotten about — but those delivery guys were working later and later.

I could hear the rain pounding as I switched on the hall light. Great. A soggy box that would need drying before putting it in the recycling.

I opened the door, ready to take whatever piece of crap I’d ordered. “Working late—”

Except it wasn’t a delivery guy.

It wasn’t a guy at all.

It was a girl.
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CHAPTER TWO


My gaze trailed over pink sneaker heels, smooth legs capped by a black pleated miniskirt just short enough to cover anyone’s modesty. A bare midriff with a butterfly piercing sat atop a cute bellybutton, bridging the gap to a white crop top that was soaked through and virtually sheer — doing more than just hinting at the black bra underneath.

My gaze lingered. She had amazing breasts for such a petite frame. Big gold hoops hung in dark, dripping long hair. Eyes open wide in surprise.

My mouth dropped. Rain thundered around us as a creature from another world stood shivering under my porch.

Something shifted in her eyes, and she bit her dark red lip. It glistened with metallic flakes under the porch light as her white teeth sank in.

My eyes narrowed, realizing I’d just stood there gawking at her. “Hello?” I said. I was suspicious more than anything, but also disappointed, knowing she was about to ask for Jeff or some other guy having knocked on the wrong door. My place was out of the way, but there were a bunch of houses out here — littered off the beaten path.

“Hi,” she said, mouth slipping into a grin. She looked like she was in her late teens, early twenties. She giggled, wiping drops of water from her face. “Sorry to bother you.” She grimaced, looked down at the mat beneath my feet that said ‘Don’t forget to wipe’, let her gaze slowly travel back up and started again. “Uh, hi.” She took a deep breath, clearly having trouble putting into words what she wanted to say. “I need help. It’s really raining out here and I’m lost and need somewhere dry to spend a few hours until my friend can pick me up.”

She looked up at me through dark lashes, hope shining in her eyes.

“Oh.” I shifted on my toes. I glanced out at the rain visible in the porch light. The world faded into a bleak void half way down my drive. I couldn’t see a car or an accomplice hiding in the dark — unless they were already breaking in through the back while she kept me busy. She was soaked through and look genuine enough. If it was a scam, she had a brilliant career ahead of her as an actress. Curiosity and suspicion warred with each other. “Why are you even out here so late, alone in the rain?”

She bit her lip and hugged her midriff, pushing her breasts up. “Umm.” She huffed. “Okay, I was at a party, some houses that way.” She nodded her head west. I didn’t know any of my neighbors, so it could have been at any of them. “With my boyfriend... well, ex-boyfriend now.” She scowled. “We had a fight, and he left me on the side of the road—”

“In this weather?” I interrupted, irrationally mad at this guy for leaving her in the middle of nowhere.

“I know, right... such an asshole.” Her scowl morphed into a smile and it lit up her face, forming little wrinkles at the corners of her eyes and a cute mole on her cheek danced. “But my friend is the only one with a car and she’s working late.”

“I can take you home, if you like?” I offered, not knowing what else to say, not having spoken to a young woman like this... well, ever. The closest was Tina at the local store, but she was always glued to her phone as she scanned my items, sounding like she’d rather be anywhere else. But she was nothing like this girl.

“Oh, that’s sweet of you, but that asshole drove off with my bag. It had my keys and everything inside. I’d be grateful just to dry off. It’ll only be for a few hours. Please!” She pleaded, praying in front of me.

I’d ignored it until that point, but I’ve been bending forward slightly, trying to hide my stiffening cock. If she looked, she’d notice the growing tent in my sweats. “Okay, sure. I can’t leave you out in the rain.”

It was such a bad idea. I was going to embarrass myself with a girl so far out of my league — and probably far too young — her existence was something I’d only read about on the Internet. That, or I was going to bed, lonely and dejected, having been so close to something I could never have. None of these outcomes filled me with joy, but she needed help, and maybe a drop of kindness could make up for her boyfriend’s shitty behavior on the karma scale.

“Oh, thank you!” she squealed, clapping her hands. Tiny droplets splashed out between her palms. “You’re my hero!” She whipped out her cell and started jabbing at it with both thumbs in rapid succession. Where did she keep that? “Now my friend knows where I am, so don’t get any funny ideas. She’ll call the cops on you… after she rips off your balls.” She grinned, pulling a soggy clump of hair out of her face.

I sucked in a breath as she scooted past me through the doorway. The frame was wide enough for us to stand side by side, but she slid past me closer than needed, breasts almost touching the t-shirt covering my midsection. The scent of lavender and ozone surrounded me for a second, and I inhaled. If I could bottle that smell, I would have and sniffed it every morning, so I’d have a reason to live. That was sad in the grand scheme of the universe, but there was something primal firing in my lizard brain that night, some chemical reaction responding to everything about her.

“Oh, wow,” she gasped, turning her head this way and that. “This place is amazing.”

I closed the door and followed her, stepping around the wet footprints she left all over the polished wood of my hallway. “Let me get you a towel,” I said, making a mental note to collect the mop.

“Oh, that would be great. Thank you so much! It’s so warm in here. I thought I’d be lost out there for hours, slowly freezing to death. I’m glad I saw your light. I thought I was stuck on a long, empty road!” Her voice travels through the void like music.

“Yeah, it’s kinda out of the way!” Just the way I liked it, but I didn’t tell her that as I hunted for a clean towel. “Here.” I found her standing in my living room, gawking at my stupid couches, dripping on my rug.

“This is perfect,” she giggled, taking the big fluffy towel. It still had the tag on it.

I stared at her continued dripping on my floor. “Look, I don’t mean to be forward, but you are going to catch a cold in those wet clothes. Do you want me to put them in the dryer for you?” As soon as I said it, an image of her naked body lounging on my sofa entered my mind. Dark silky locks draped over bright creamy skin. She bit her lip, deep red pillows begging. Her thighs parted—

“Oh, that would be amazing!” she exclaimed, like it was the greatest thing ever. She wrapped the fluffy white material around her shoulders and heeled off her sneakers.

My eyes widened as she thumbed the waistband of her skirt and wiggled the strip of fabric down her hips. I spied black lace before I spun around, turning my back to her.

“Oh, such a gentleman,” she tittered.

Her skirt landed on the floor with a quiet squelch, quickly joined by three more. I did the math. That meant she was naked in my living room. God, I really hoped she was as old as she looked.

“Okay!” she said, her voice light and playful.

I peeked over my shoulder to see a pair of bare legs poking out from under the towel that she had thankfully wrapped completely around her. I didn’t need that kind of temptation, thank you very much — her bare shoulders and slender neck were torturous enough. But I noticed as I turned, she hadn’t made a move to pick up the skimpy, soggy garments. Which meant they were now making my rug wet and, more importantly, I’d have to pick them up… at her feet.

Why had that felt important? She was just another human being asking for help, wearing a towel that barely covered her. I said it over in my mind as we locked eyes — hers sparkling, matching her grin.

I don’t think I’ve conveyed just how gorgeous she was. My dick was hard just looking at her. Every fiber of my being screamed to reach out and touch her, kiss her and make her mine. I took a breath and pushed the need aside. I couldn’t deal with that. There was no way it was going to happen, so instead I strolled towards her as casually as I could and kneeled at her feet. She bit her lip again as I bent down. My fingers traced the lace of her bra, the tiny scrap of fabric that was her panties, the silky top, the pleats of the skirt and hooked a couple of fingers in her shoes. Pulling the soggy pile away revealed a set of dainty toes painted a matching deep metallic red. I gulped, wanting to kiss those toes. Suck them and hell, I wasn’t even a toe man. Just being near her did things to me, and I had to get away from her. Kneeling before her just made me want to worship this goddess, and that was a rabbit hole I had no intention of going down.

“I’ll just put these on—”

“I doubt they’ll fit!” She giggled as I scurried away.

“To dry!” I called out, and she tittered. Rolling her eyes as I left the room.
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CHAPTER THREE


With her clothes spinning in the dryer, I returned to the living room to find my new guest perusing my extensive movie collection. Another thing I collected for no apparent reason. “I’m Jack, by the way. Well Jackson, technically.”

She looked over her shoulder — her hair now fluffy and voluminous — smiling at me. It was such a weird feeling for such a creature to not make me feel lecherous just looking in her general direction. “Kate... well, Katie.” She chuckled. Her grin barely contained the wild bubble of energy that seemed to always be on the verge of escaping her.

“Katie,” I whispered, feeling her name on my tongue.

“You have an amazing collection,” she said, nodding to the wall of blu-rays.

“Thanks... I love to collect... things.”

That made her laugh, and she slinked her way to the big couch. “Your wife won’t mind, will she?” She pulled the towel out from under her and sat bare bottomed in my favorite seat. Her exposed pussy was almost touching the leather my naked ass had touched several times. If you bended reality a little, our genitals were almost touching.

“Uh,” I stuttered, as her question pulled me out of my desperate abstraction. “No, not at all... because I’m not married.” The fluffy cloth inched up her thighs, teasing me with what I thought I could see.

She squirmed on the leather, making a quiet squeak. She narrowed her gaze. “Divorced?” The towel unhooked as she leaned back, revealing the curve of her beautiful breasts, before she quickly caught the slip and pulled it tighter.

I sat in the single seater and turned to face her. “Nope, never been married.” For some reason, I enjoyed telling her that. Like a lovesick fool, reminding this young nubile nymph I was free, unattached and so very available.

“Are you serious?” She looked genuinely shocked.

“Yes?” I lowered my brow, confused by what I was missing. “Why, does that make me...” I trailed off. I was going to say pathetic, but I didn’t want to put that idea out in the universe… or in her head. I hadn’t been pathetic… I was driven.

“It’s just. You’re so… and so...” she faded into a quiet titter, shaking her dark locks around her face, looking down, trying to hide the blush that bloomed color into her cheeks.

“So… what?” I said, almost in alarm. What had the first girl I’d ever spent any significant time with outside of my college girlfriend and a few unmemorable hookups discovered about me?

“So… nice.”

My mouth dropped open and a sort of cough-while escaped.

“You are, and... handsome?”

I scoffed. Now I knew she was playing with me.

“Okay,” I said, dismissing her teasing, and sank into the plush leather. “Sure. I’m just doing the decent thing—”

“You are,” she said, now standing in front of me. “You didn’t have to let me in. You could have bartered for something in return for the lift offer. What did you want?”

“Nothing, I was, am, happy to help.” She took a step closer, bringing her near enough to touch.

“See,” she said under a curtain of her dark, messy locks. “Nice.” She bit her lip again, and I thought how amazing it was she didn’t gnaw off her lipstick. Thinking of anything to distance myself from this girl who thought I was nice and handsome.

My inner voice scoffed.

“You don’t believe me?” She sounded almost hurt. She stepped closer, placing a hand on my knee.

My cock twitched. “No, I don’t believe it. This can’t be real.”

“Why though?” She stepped closer, now standing between my knees.

Her hair cascaded around her cute face, her button nose, her high cheekbones. Her eyes were a deep hazel with gold flakes. They seemed to sink inside her like they could’ve swallowed me whole. “Because—” I started and then stalled. Her hand reached for the waistband of my sweats.

She bit her lip again. Damn, that was good lipstick. Better than the drive paint that kept flaking off. “I want to thank you for letting me dry off.”

“You don’t have to do that,” I said, not stopping her as she slipped her dainty, dark red-tipped fingers inside my sweats, down my shorts, and brushed the tip of my very erect cock.

I moaned at the contact. She whimpered like it was her that had just been touched. “Please. I want to,” she begged. Her hand slid lower until she encircled my shift with her cool fingers.

“Katie,” I breathed, clenching my fists. “You can stay until your friend can pick you up. A verbal thank you is more than enough.” I tried to sound calm, controlled… benevolent. But it came out husky and croaked.

It had the opposite effect.

“Please?” she begged harder, eyes like the cutest, sexiest kitten in the world, pumping my cock inside my shorts.

I stopped talking and just watched, staring into her deep hazels, spreading my thighs further apart. She took it as permission. Her fingers released me and she fumbled with the towel, hooking and folding it securely before returning to the waistband of my sweats. She grinned the smirk of a wicked girl, a forest nymph about to do the very thing her father told her not to — I may have played that fantasy RPG game too much. The smirk shifted back to her favorite thing — biting her lip — as she gently pulled my sweats and my shorts down. Unable to stop, I pulled my legs together and lifted just enough for the cloth to slip underneath. My cock sprang free, harder than ever, the head glistening — betraying just how hot I was for this girl.

“Wow,” she giggled.

She looked up at me through dark lashes as she kneeled between my thighs. The humor in her eyes had changed. Her pupils were dilated and her gaze hooded. As she squeezed my shaft in her hand, she licked her lips, sliding her tantalizing pink tongue over plush metallic red. Words passed silently between us. I didn’t know what those words were, but there was some kind of communication there.

Then her gaze shifted to the twitching head of my shaft. Pleasure pulsed as she thumbed the crown, rubbing pre-cum over the bulbous tip, smearing my desire. Then she placed a gentle kiss on the tip of my cock. Her lips felt soft and charged with electricity.

“You have a nice cock. Do you like this?” she asked, pumping my length in her hand. The nails of her other scratched against my thigh.

There was that word again. Nice. I was bewildered by how this young beauty could consider anything about me nice. Perhaps I was asleep on the couch and this was just a dream? “Oh, yeah,” I grunted, voice laced with wonder and... affection. I wanted to hold this girl and make everything better for her as much as fuck her brains out.

She gave me a lopsided grin, flashing a perfect set of white teeth. She licked her lips, then leaned forward, draping her fluffy locks over my pelvis, tickling and teasing me, trailing it left, then right as she snaked her way closer to my shaft.

I saw stars as her soft, wet lips slid over the head of my cock and through clumped strands I gazed in wonder as her mouth slid down the length of my shaft. A wet warmth enveloped my dick, and she hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard.

My hips flexed, wanting to push my cock deeper, but her mouth had already sunk to my pelvis, pressing her nose against my thatch — completely taking me to the hilt. I could feel her throat constricting against the tip. The suction as she hollowed her cheeks and the swirl of her tongue against the base.

Her fingers scratched under my shirt, clawing either side of my bellybutton.

Then she gagged, pulling off with a moan. Instantly she pushed back down, working my length as deep as she could, pushing her nose harder against my pelvis.

I’d be impressed she could swallow my length if I wasn’t currently in heaven and shocked by how rabidly she was blowing me. My hands scrunched against the leather arms, clenching every muscle, gritting my teeth in concentration so I didn’t blow my load too quickly.

It wasn’t easy.

She whimpered, like having my cock in her mouth was turning her on. She pulled off and took a breath, licking the saliva that now coated my shaft. “Don’t come yet,” she said in a little breathy gasp. “I want to enjoy this.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. The head of my cock was already pressing against the back of her throat when I choked out, “I’ll try.” I groaned and bit my gum, facing the quandary of actually enjoying this, or fighting tooth and nail, so I didn’t disappoint her.

I couldn’t disappoint her. I’d never forgive myself.

She slipped into a rhythm, bobbing her head, mewing like a bobcat in heat. It was incredible. Her warm, wet mouth was perfection, sucking and slurping my cock. Over a few minutes, her pace quickened. Her moans intensified until she became ragged, mouth fucking me with wild abandon. I wasn’t sure if she was chasing my release or her own.

Faster and faster she bobbed.

Harder and harder, she sucked.

I couldn’t take it anymore. “Fuck! Katie, I’m gonna come,” I cried out, gripping the edge of the couch in an iron fist.

She didn’t stop. It only made her more frantic, and I lost control. My hands flew to her head, gripping her dark, silky hair, and held her down on my cock as my pelvis pressed hard against her face.

She moaned, and I came in an explosion they surely felt in the next town. My cock erupted, unloading months and years of sexual frustration in several spurts of hot cum down this young beauty’s throat.

Her fingers clawed my flesh and I release her head, but she didn’t come off my cock. She held herself there, sucking and moaning. Her body shook as she gasped around the girth.

Her eyes darted to mine in shock before rolling back in her head. She came off my dick and pressed her forehead to my hip. Her hair draped over the oozing remnants of my release as she trembled and then sank to her knees.

I dropped my head back. I was speechless except for one word. “Fuck,” I groaned.

“Fuck,” she whispered. A minute later she was back at my shaft, licking up and down the length, cleaning my softening flesh. Finally, her gaze returned to mine as she wiped a dribble of cum from the corner of her lip, chuckled, and then sucked it off her finger. She had a strange look on her face, like I was a puzzle she couldn’t solve. “I’ve never come like that... from that.” It was barely a whisper and said more to herself than me.

Me neither, I thought as my head flopped back into the cushion, drained of all energy.

“Bathroom?” she asked, pushing up, using my legs for support.

“Down the hall.” I pointed in the vague direction without opening my eyes. “Second on your left.”

I felt her go. It was like she took the sun with her, leaving me tired, cold and alone.


[image: image-placeholder]






CHAPTER FOUR


Some time later, I wasn’t sure how long I’d sat there in a daze. I was stupefied and scared to look for Katie — just in case she was a masturbatory delusion. I looked down at my soft cock and the pool of fluid on the waistband of my sweats. She could have been. I packed my shaft back in my pants and creaked my way out of the single seater. I needed to change my pants and find her. Prove to myself I wasn’t going crazy. I padded over the water-marked the floor of the hall and passed the laundry room. The drying cycle had finished.

Relief flooded through me. She was real, but also I’d forgotten to mop the floor. Those marks were gonna be a bitch to get rid of. “Katie, your clothes are dry,” I called out, folding and placing them in a pile on the hallway side table.

I couldn’t believe this girl... not just a girl, a goddess, that wore these kinds of clothes had just sucked me off, and not just casually. Greedily and explosively.

I checked the downstairs bathroom, holding the soggy waistband of my sweats away from my shorts. She wasn’t there. “Katie?”

I worried I was having a breakdown induced delusion as I marched up the stairs, trying to avoid making a sound, like if she heard me coming she’d vanish. “Katie?”

“In here,” she said like a mousy whimper from inside my bedroom.

“Why are you...” I stopped in the doorway. Confused and somehow contented to have her in my bedroom. She was running her fingers over a figurine, one of those ridiculously expensive limited editions of a sexy anime girl. One of five I had on a display shelf. The one she was holding had a short black top, a pleated skirt sculpted in a way that looked like a strong breeze was trying to tear it off. She ran her fingers over the smooth, hand painted surface. I didn’t know who the model was, I didn’t watch anime, there was just something about it that spoke to me. It was provocative and... strikingly like the girl who held it.

“Is this what you like?” she asked. There wasn’t a hint of mockery in her voice. She was genuinely curious.

I crossed my arms. “Don’t know. I’ve never thought about it. I think I have a shopping addiction. There was just something about them.”

I couldn’t explain it to her and I certainly couldn’t explain the similarities between the girl in the model and the beauty that stood in my bedroom wearing only a towel. It was almost modeled after her.

“Katie, what are you...” I started, wanting to know why she was snooping around my bedroom, but I didn’t want to be confrontational. She looked deep in thought.

She blushed as she put the model back on the shelf. “I wanted to see... for myself.”

“See what? How big of a secret nerd I was?”

She tittered, turning to face me. “No, that’s cute.” She sat on the edge of the bed and sighed, smirking, placing the back of her hand to her forehead. “It’s silly.”

I grinned. She was adorable when she was bashful. “What is?”

She opened her mouth to answer, but stopped. Her legs spread open a little, letting the towel rise further up her thighs, tantalizingly close to revealing her apex. “You have to understand. I don’t do this. Give strangers head. You also have to know you are not the first guy that’s looked at me the way you are now.”

I scoffed. I bet I’m not. But I was curious. “What way?”

“Like you want to fuck me.”

“Oh,” I said, guilty as charged, but considering what I was looking at, nobody could blame me.

“But everyone, from my shitty ex-boyfriend, who I’d only sucked off and then got pissy when I wouldn’t do more. To an older guy who was nice to me, a friend of the family, who then tried to get into my pants with his wife upstairs. All assholes. But you’re not.”

I sighed, realizing how the world must be for her. Every male with a pulse wanting to put their cock between her thighs. “Katie, I shouldn’t get a medal because I’m not an asshole. I’m sorry you’ve had some terrible experiences, but that doesn’t make me special. Christ, I’m a thirty-five-year-old who never married, hasn’t had a serious relationship in... as long as I can remember.”

She shook her head, swinging her hair around her face. “It’s not just that. You don’t see it... because your... you.” The sadness in her eyes cleared, and she stood from the bed. “That’s why you're… special. Oh, the things you make me feel...”

She slanted her hips and stood in such a sexy way. My cock stirred again, and I struggled to pay attention.

“I shouldn’t.” She bit her lip again. It was like hypnosis, the way she took that deep metallic red pillow between her teeth. Her hand slowly reached up. “I really shouldn’t.” She pulled, and the towel slipped, revealing her like pulling a tarp. The cloth crumpled behind her feet in a sad heap. “Whoops.”

I was taken aback. My brain short-circuited. She was gorgeous. Perfect. I mean, I knew that, but to see her in all her naked glory? There wasn’t a word in the English language that could acutely describe her. Just the curve of her hips was absolute perfection. The swell of her breasts were a generous handful that stood perky, with dusty-rose areolas and hard pink nipples. They gave way to a flat tummy decorated with that sexy piercing glinting under the bedroom lights. There was so much of her I wanted to kiss. “Katie... What are you doing?”

“I know I shouldn’t,” she said, taking a step forward. Her breasts jiggled just enough. “But it’s never felt so right.” She took another step, closing the gap between us. “I need to see.”

She was almost in front of me. I could reach out and touch the smooth lines of the shoulders. “See what?” I gasped, rapidly losing the ability to think straight.

Her arms slid over my t-shirt and around, cupping my neck, sliding her lithe fingers through my hair. “If this is what I think it is?”

“What—” My confusion was cut short as she leaned in and closed her eyes, pressing her metallic lips to my dumbstruck ones. She tasted of cherries — plush, soft and silky.

Instinct took over, and I kissed her back. It was a moist kiss. Lips sliding over lips. Nipping and mouthing. She whimpered, pulling herself closer, pressing her breasts against my chest, reaching up on her toes. My hands settled on her hips, thumbing, rubbing, and circling smooth, young skin. The smell of lavender and the scent of her — which was indescribable — filled my nose.

She moaned, sliding her tongue inside my mouth, tempting and tasting me. I was lost at this point. Hers for the taking. She had kissed any suspicion or reluctance out of me. I tongued her back, tasting her, playing with her tongue in the void between our kiss.

I was gasping through my nose, not getting enough air, but I was willing to suffocate for her. She could have as much of me as she wanted.

Our lips parted, still joined by strings of saliva. Her eyes were blown again, and she looked up at me through hooded lashes with a dreamy contentment. “Wow,” she breathed. It was barely a whisper.

Her body was still pressed to mine, her nipples poking through my shirt. I didn’t need to feel them to know how turned on she was. I could feel it in her gaze. She oozed sexuality and the primitive part of my brain rewarded me with a burst of pleasure, knowing I’d done that to her.

Her gaze dropped to my t-shirt and back. She smirked. “I feel a little underdressed.”

I placed a tender kiss on her cute button nose. “Perhaps you should put some close on?”

She tittered. “Or... you could take some off?”

Her eyes widened. Maybe in fear or arousal, I wasn’t sure. So I brushed a clump of her silky locks behind her ear. It made her bite her lip again. “Is that what you really want, Katie?”

She swallowed and frowned. “I shouldn’t, but I do.” She winced, like she was in pain. “So, so badly.” Her hips flexed against me and she dropped her arms and clawed at the hem of my shirt. “Please?” This time she wasn’t begging exaggeratedly, or pleading for something she wanted. It was something she needed.

I pulled her close, sliding my hands low over the curve of her plump bottom cheeks, and pressed her lips to mine. It was a gentle kiss, pouty and slow. A small stone bobbing in the sand before the current came along and swept it away. I pulled off, and she looked up in a daze. “If it’s what you want?”

There was a second of hesitation before our lips mashed and she fought against the fabric of my shirt. She tugged and pushed frantically, whimpering at her lack of progress because her own body was pressed so tightly, but she was unwilling to pull away.

I leaned back and whipped the shirt off, tossing it aside. She purred, clawing at my chest, kissing my neck. Her hands trailed lower, yanking against my sweatpants. I kissed her neck, just below her ear, and she cried out.

She gave up on pulling my sweats down, instead deciding to grind her naked mound against my raging hard-on. “Please,” she whimpered as I peppered her neck and shoulders with kisses.

I cupped her bottom and lifted. She yelped, clawing my chest, breaking out in giggles as she scrambled to grab my neck and hook her feet around me. A joyous cackle echoed around the room as I dropped her on the bed. She sprawled out. Her legs fell open before she quickly snapped her thighs shut. Her pussy was glistening with her desire… desire for me.

It was a heady feeling, one if I was in my right mind, would have struggled to comprehend. But, I was past that, lost in arousal, the situation and the overwhelming desire to make this good for her.

I tugged down my sweats and shorts in one smooth movement, kicking them aside.

Katie gasped. “Stop.”

I froze. “What?”

A mischievous grin flushed across her face. “I wanna get a good look. Remember the moment before my first time.”

Somewhere a record scratch echoed around a room. “This is your first time?”

She bit her lip and nodded, shaking her hair to cover her face. Then she was grinning. “I want you to be my first. I’ve waited years for the right guy. I’m twenty, Jack! Then I somehow stumble on the perfect guy, lost in the dark? It’s fate!” She giggled, throwing her head back, letting her legs drop open… before snapping her thighs shut again.

I was speechless. How in the hell was I the perfect guy? It didn’t matter. I had to trust she knew what she wanted and my resolve held. I was all in at this point and I knew how to pleasure a woman. I’ve always had good feedback. I snorted internally, like they’d filled out a report card afterwards. But I knew what I was doing, and I was going to make her remember me as much as I knew I’d remember her.

“Okay then,” I said. My world aligned. I had a mission, a quest. Operation Katie and the job wasn’t complete until she was screaming my name as I came inside her.

She bit her lip, lipstick finally showing signs of wear as she scooted back on her elbows. I snatched her ankles, and she cackled, rising her arms above her head, like she was tied. The image of her bound to my bed gave me pause.

“What?” she asked, blowing a clump of hair — that had gained a natural kink since she’d towel dried it — from her face.

I smirked. “Nothing, just wanted to remember this moment.”

She groaned, and I climbed on the bed, taking her right leg in hand, parting her thighs on either side of me. She squealed and dropped her hands to cover herself. It amused as much bewildered me. How were we going to... if she kept herself covered? I didn’t mind, it just made her cuter, the way her modesty warred with her need. It was just unexpected from a girl that would flash a black lace thong every time she bent over in such a short skirt.

She pulled at her hair, fanning it over her face and as much over her breasts as she could, keeping a hand between her thighs. Could she feel her own wetness?

She was so distracting, I couldn’t focus, even when she was my focus. I turned my attention to her ankle and her dainty toes — staying away from her arches, in case she was ticklish. I didn’t want to give her any reason to pull away from me. My fingers gripped her calf as I leaned in and kissed the top flat of her foot. Then another up the side and then at her ankle. She gasped, leaning up on her elbows to watch. Her mouth hung open, like no one had kissed her there before. I did it again, and she flopped back on the bed and moaned. I continued a trail of kisses, nibbles, and licks up her leg, taking a detour to the inside of her knee to see if she was sensitive there. A quiet moan told me yes. I continued on up the inside of her thigh, slowing as I approached her pussy. As I lavished her inner thigh with attention, I could see her wet, dewy folds and smell her arousal. She started squirming from the attention, so shifted up to her apex.

She moaned at my nearness, and I placed my nose into the tightly trimmed strip of hair over her mons and huffed, inhaling her scent. Her moan became a pant.

“God, you smell good,” I said, lowering myself. She gasped in mortification, trying to close her thighs, but quickly mewed in arousal, letting them drop open.

I’d wasted enough time, and she was getting squirmy. I clasped her thighs to hold her open and licked from the bottom of her entrance, dipped my tongue through her folds and pulled out before reaching her clit. Her flavor burst over my tongue.

“Oh, fuck! Jackson.” Her back arched.

It spurred me on and I licked around her clit, working to a rhythm, experimenting, reverse engineering her gasps, moans and twitches to find what she liked. I licked her, kissed her entrance, dipped my tongue inside her and ravished her pussy with every trick I knew.

Quickly she was a panting, gasping, writhing mess of flicking limbs and twitching thighs.

Then she stilled, went ramrod stiff with her back arched. Time stood still. Was she even breathing?

Then time resumed as she gasped, sucking in a big lungful of air. “Fuuuuuuuuuuk!” she cried in a long wail as her body shook violently and more of her wetness flushed her pussy.

I didn’t even have time to finger her.
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CHAPTER FIVE


I licked her through her climax until she stilled, crumpling onto the bed like all life had drained from her.

“How? How did you do that?” she moaned, exasperated. Her arms draped out like she was about to make a snow angel, then slid above her head and she stretched. Her back arched, pushing her breasts higher. “No ones made me come from that... no one bothered...”

She was whispering to herself as I climbed over her, nestling my thighs against hers, placing my cock on her small tuft of dark curls and kissed my way up her belly. Around the piercing and up to her breasts.

She arched again, pushing them into my face. “Mmmmm,” she hummed. “You make me feel so good.” Her words trailed off into a gasp as I kissed my way to the tip of her breast and took a nipple between my lips.

I lapped circles around the small erect tower of flesh that stood proudly from her rosy areola. She was soft and springy as I tongued, sucked, and took her nipple between my teeth.

Her body shuddered as her breaths became quiet gasps.

I switched sides. She had a small mole on the top left side of her left breast. It was strangely adorable, but everything about her was adorable or sexy. Her back arched further as I sucked her bud, taking her other breast in hand and kneaded it gently.

Katie squirmed under me, her chest and cheeks flushing as she stretched out and wrapped her legs around my back.

She tapped my shoulder. “Stop, stop. You’re killing me. God, Jackson… I need you so bad.” She fought against me, grinning, rolling us over until she was straddling me and sitting on my cock. Her fingers scrunched against my chest — nails digging in.

She was a vision, sat over me, breasts hanging tantalizingly close. Her hair draped around her head as she leaned in and kissed me. She frantically nipped at me, biting my lower lip as a hand snaked between us and pumped my cock.

I rubbed her back, tracing the indentations of her shoulder blades, her spine, the two dimples below, and then cupped her delicious bottom, squeezing and massaging her cheeks.

She released my shaft and slid her slick pussy up and down the length, mewing into my mouth as she coated my cock in her wetness. She was dripping.

Her hand gripped my shaft again as she lifted her hips and broke the kiss. Her gaze was hungry, but with a hint of uncertainty. She rubbed my crown against her lower lips, biting her upper and then sank down a little.

I rubbed her outer thighs as her heat swallowed the head of my cock. Her eyes didn’t leave mine, like she didn’t dare look away. She sank lower. My cock flexed in her wetness and she giggled.

“Fuck, you’re amazing,” I said, rubbing that spot on her knees.

She moaned, slipped lower — a little too quickly for her virgin pussy and gasped — her mouth forming a big O. In shock or on purpose, she slid the rest of the way until my cock was completely inside her, buried in the warm, wet silky sheath of her pussy. Her head dropped to my chest, and she moaned. Dark wavy strands spread over me as I sank back, drifting in a space where I’d never felt so good, so complete. We stayed like that for an eternity, in that moment of bliss. Pleasure simmering.

Suddenly she moved. Her hips ground against my pelvis, and she shot back, flicking her hair in a high arch. She drowned me in her hazel pools. “Oh, God, that feels so, so, so good,” she moaned, biting her lip and ground circles against me.

“Understatement,” was all I could say and even then it came out as a croaky, strained groan. I kept thinking how grateful I was I’d already come, so I’d have some staying power at least.

She struggled to maintain eye contact — her gaze constantly on the verge of rolling back in her head — her mouth dropping open and closed like she kept wanting to say something.

Then she bobbed. For a brief second, my cock left the warm wet heat of her, only to be forcefully pushed back inside.

The smell of sex drifted in the air, mixing with Katie’s lavender as she whimpered, murmured, and then purred. She lifted again, repeating her exploration. Her breasts bounced, her hair waved. It was the greatest thing I had ever witnessed.

“You okay?” I asked as she paused with glassy eyes, scratching my chest like a kitten.

Her mouth dropped open, then she chuckled uncertainly, whispering, “Jack, I need you to fuck me.” She grimaced, like it pained her to ask.

I gave her a reassuring smile. Leaned up and took her mouth in mine as I scooped her up and flipped us over — keeping my cock buried deep inside her.

She squealed, clasping my shoulders. “I’m so glad I found you!” she laughed, then gasped as I clasped her thighs and spread her open. “Oh, fuck! I need you, Jack... now! Fuck me!”

I did. Operation Katie had entered its ultimate phase. I held her as I started slow, sliding my cock in and out of her silky, wet sheath. Her mouth opened into a permanent O, gasping like she was struggling to breathe. Once I knew she was okay, I picked up the pace, unable to hold myself back and plowed into her, fucking her heat with powerful, deep thrusts. Skin slapped and squelchy wet sounds echoed.

Her pussy was heaven. Her muscles twitched, tightened and constricted around my length as she gasped, then released. She writhed. Threw her hands out to the sides, but I held her, almost lifting her off the bed as I continued to fuck her, doing my damnedest to not come. She was the sweetest pussy I’d ever felt, and I was fighting a losing battle.

“Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck,” she panted like a mantra, arching her back. Her tummy tightened. She was getting close.

I doubled down, slamming into her wetness as hard and fast as I could, hoping she’d reach her peak before I did. Her breasts jiggled in undulating waves. She thrashed. Throwing her hands up above her head again, grasping the sheet, clawing for something to hold on to.

I spread her legs wider so I could go as deep as possible, slamming my pelvis against hers. Her moans grew louder, gasping and spluttering like I was murdering her.

My movements became desperate as she tightened around me, her body locked in an arch from head to toe. She stopped breathing, mouthing for air, and her inner walls grasped me like fingers.

She was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen. She was a gift from up on high, and I didn’t know what I’d done to deserve her.

My thoughts bought me seconds at best, and I quickly lost the battle, plunging home, sinking my cock as deep inside her sweet, young pussy as I physically could.

She gasped, returning to life and cried out, “Oh, shit, Jackson...” My name faded into a staccato wail as I unloaded into her, splashing her insides with my cum. Spurt after spurt, my twitching, throbbing cock shot ropes of virile seed deep inside her channel, making up for lost years. It mixed with her release, foaming around her entrance, creaming our joining.

She thrashed, shook, vibrated and moaned like something painful was passing through her body. She grit her teeth... her eyes rolled, her mouth dropped open, and then she crumpled with a whine.

Her thighs twitched around me as she sank her heels into my back and I collapsed forward on top of her, kissing her breasts and neck on the way.

Her pussy fluttered around my shaft as she looked up at me through those pretty lashes in shock. Wonder. Bliss? She looked sleepy and zoned out, and then she smiled, pulling me close. “Oh, my God.”

Our lips met as I rolled us onto our sides, feeling her warm, sweaty body nestle against mine. She fit perfectly, like she was made only for me.

I held her tight, never wanting to let her go. I motioned to pull out, even though I didn’t want to, but her hand shot to my thigh. “Don’t,” she breathed. “A little longer?”

I nodded, thanking for the heavens for this perfect girl, allowing me to enjoy the messy velvety caress of her sweet pussy.

She kissed me on the lips, then snuggled in with a smile, scrunching her fingers against my chest. “I... I never thought it would be that good,” she tittered dreamily against my shoulder. “The things you make me feel...” she trailed off into a whisper.

I didn’t know what to say. The realization of what just happened and with someone so clearly out of my league left me stunned. So I just held her tightly, feeling her breasts press against me, my softening cock buried between her silky lips, her dark curls against my skin and her gentle breath against my chest, praying I wasn’t about to wake up on the couch. The niggling adult in my mind kept tapping me on the shoulder though, reminding me of the potential consequences of what we’d just done. I came in her unprotected. “We didn’t use protection. I’m sorry, I didn’t even—”

My attempt at being responsible was silenced by her satin lips consuming mine. “It’s what I wanted,” she said, snuggling back against me and letting out a little contented sigh.

A surge of primal ownership flooded through me. My primitive lizard brain thumped its chest. I was first and there was a chance I’d impregnated this pretty young thing — marking my claim in the most basic of biological ways.

With my primal urges satisfied, my consciousness grated into swiss cheese and her warm embrace feeling like I’d come home. I fell into the most deep and contented sleep I’d had in years.
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CHAPTER SIX


I’d woken a couple of hours later to an empty bed and a note saying:

Thanks for the dry clothes! Love Katie x X x.

At least she didn’t vanish without a trace, leaving me to wonder if she was just a figment of my imagination because she also left her panties in my underwear draw. I’m not ashamed to admit to taking them out occasionally and inhaling her intoxicating scent.

That was just over a week ago. It was Saturday morning and the seven-day anniversary of my wild night with Katie passed uneventfully, even if I prayed for rain and kept an ear out for a tap on the door. Nope. I spent the evening getting my ass kicked by a video game. My home felt a little less empty with the memory of Katie’s laughs, moans, and titters echoing through my mind.

I was setting up a rematch with the Dragon Lord of Zarg, a boss on the last level of a game I’d been struggling through for a month when the door chimed.

My heart thundered in my chest at the possibility of a certain goddess making a return visit. I wasn’t expecting a delivery, and I rarely got visitors.

I quickly switched off the console and scurried into the hall. I pause at the mirror to check myself and then pulled the door open.

Bright sunlight flooded in, blinding me for a second. I squinted at a small female form. Slowly, she came into focus and my heart sank… but my cock stirred.

Standing on my porch was another girl, about the same age as Katie, with long blond hair, a figure to die for and plump round breasts straining against a tiny string bikini. A small pink hatchback sat at the end of the drive.

“Hi!” she beamed at me, eyes bright with a grin spreading across her perfect pink lips. “Your car could do with a wash?”

My brain fizzled. How is this possible? I’d lived here for years and not seen a soul. Then two creatures from the heavens grace my driveway — turning my understanding of the world upside down — in the space of a week. “I’m sorry?” was all I could say, momentarily stunned into stupidity.

She giggled, eyes bright and so full of life. “Your car dude... you want it washed? I got my own sponge and bucket?”

My eyes dropped to the black plastic container hanging from her elbow near her torn denim short-shorts that hardly covered her skimpy bikini bottoms. She held a yellow sponge in her other hand.

“It looks… filthy.” The way she said filthy was obscene in its own right, breathy and laced with seduction. “So, can I give you a rub?” She tittered, reminding me so much of Katie.

“Uh, yeah, sure. That would be great.” I didn’t ask one of the many, many questions flicking through my mind, like why she’d driven out here just to wash people’s cars? Surely there would be houses closer to the city, where these mysterious girls lived? I just smiled — bewildered — nodded and turned to go back inside.

“Hey!” she huffed. “Where are you going? Don’t you want to watch?”
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