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CHAPTER ONE


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

I froze in the doorway staring at the blond bombshell who’d welcomely interrupted my Saturday morning with an offer to wash my truck. I didn’t know if I’d be paying for the privilege, but considering the mischievous twinkle in her eyes? Something told me whatever the price, it would be worth it. “Watch?”

She smiled, flashing white between lush pink lips. “Yeah, dude... to, uh... make sure I do a good job?” She held up the sponge, distracting my wandering gaze of her tantalizing cleavage.

“Um, sure, okay,” I said in a kind of daze, completely blindsided. Spending an evening with Katie obviously hadn’t made it any easier for me to talk to hot young women.

She looked at me with a puzzled expression, one strikingly similar to the way Katie had looked — like my dumbstruck actions had monumentally confused her.

“Gonna need some nice soapy water, can you?” She held a black plastic bucket out and her pink varnished nails glittered in the sun.

I snapped out of my internal stupidity, grateful to be given something to do other than gawk at her immaculate curves. Being asked to fulfill the role of hunter/gatherer for some strange reason put me at ease as slipped on a pair of shoes and fetched the garage keys.

The sun was high in the sky, casting deep shadows as I stepped outside and felt the warmth on my face. “Got some special cleaning stuff if that would be better?” I said, taking the bucket from her. It looked brand new. I jangled the keys as I headed around the house to the carport. She was already at my truck, which was kinda dirty, but not as filthy as she made out. The way this blond beauty had said that word, laced with sexual overtones, made me picture washing something else entirely in a filthy way — her breasts would look amazing, coated in soapy water.

“This is a nice truck.” Her fingers trailed over the metallic silver paint, leaving a trail through a minimal buildup of grime. “You should treat her better.”

I chuckled as I lifted the garage door to hunt for the cleaning bottle. I remembered ordering it, but never used it. “She has her own roof and everything. What more could she want?”

She scoffed, then called out, “oh, us girls need more than that. We need looking after. A gentle, but firm hand. A man should take care of us, see to our needs, you know?”

I wasn’t sure we were still talking about the truck, but I played along. “So you’re saying I should give her some attention? Give her a nice bath, some loving, maybe run my fingers over her body. Let her know how beautiful she is?” Ah, ha! Found it. It was an elaborate blue bottle with a fancy sticker.

Her silky voice cracked. “Yeah, that sounds… nice.”

She gave me a dreamy look as I carried the bucket to the outside faucet before she pushed it aside with a wipe of her hand. “Perhaps I should give her some loving inside and out? Make her really purr?” I said with a smirk as I read the instructions on the cleaning solution. She let a small whimper escape and tried to hide it by clearing her throat.

I started filling the bucket and added the solution. It frothed instantly and again, I wanted to smear it all over her taut young body. What had Katie done to me? One night with her and I couldn’t go five seconds near a young woman without picturing having sex with her.

It was kind of alarming. I was used to having control, but now my thoughts were running wild.

“It certainly couldn’t hurt,” she said, letting a softer tone return to her voice. “To feel that...”

“I’m jack, by the way,” I said, placing the soapy bucket at her feet and then held out my hand.

“Connie,” she said, placing her dainty digits in mine, but she didn’t shake.

I looked at the perfect skin of her hand as it was clasping my fingers. My eyes narrowed as I smirked. “You want me to kiss your hand or something?”

She grinned. “Maybe. Perhaps you should treat me and Sally here like ladies.” She rubbed the bonnet of my truck.

I grinned at this girl. How easy it was to talk to her. To tease. She was so playful. It almost came naturally to me. “In that case, my lady.” Slowly, with my eyes locked to the deep blue pools of her gaze, I bent over to her hand, seeing up close just how perfectly smooth and unblemished her skin actually was. How cleanly her pink nails were painted. They were hot pink — a slightly more vibrant shade than what she wore on her lips. It suited her. I pressed my mouth to the spot just above her knuckles and gave her a lingering kiss. It was probably the closest I was going to get, because I knew Katie was an anomaly.

A small gasp and a twitch of her fingers pulled me from my worship. I stood and smiled at her sheepishly, hoping I hadn’t just creeped her out. The look she gave me wasn’t one of revulsion, and I may have been self projecting, but hunger? Her mouth was slightly parted and her cheeks were flushed — eyeing me like a piece of chocolate cake. I brushed it aside as wishful thinking and released her hand. “Sally, huh?”

She grinned and regained her composure, rubbing over the silver top of the grill. “She looks like a Sally to me.”

“Well, there is your bucket and I shall leave you girls to it.” I said, feeling more at ease and hoping to escape so I could furiously rub one out before my cock got impossibly harder.

“You’re not gonna to watch?”

“Oh, right. Of course, if that’s what you want?” I was torn between wanting to torture myself by watching this bikini-clad goddess getting all soaped up over Sally, or easing the pain in my cock. Tough call.

“No way, I like an audience,” she said, and I had the distinct impression she didn’t mean washing cars.

I leaned against the wall and folded my arms. “Okay, Connie. Show me what you’ve got.”

Her eyes lit up as she dropped the sponge into the bucket with a splash. Then I watched her spread soapy water over the truck. Something told me she didn’t just like an audience, but enjoyed putting on a show. Every time she retrieved the sponge from the water, she bent, pushing her delicious ass out. It was curvy and full despite her thin, toned frame. She’d wrung out the sponge while tilting her hips, flicking her hair over her creamy shoulder and fucking me with her eyes. I couldn’t help wonder if this was how she got her kicks? Going from house to house, tormenting guys in the guise of a car wash?

When she thumped the sponge against the passenger door, a splash of suds sprayed everywhere and she squealed into giggles. “Oh, dude! I’m gonna get my shorts wet. I forgot to take them off! Would you mind Jack? My hands are all wet and soapy.”

She snapped me out of my daze. “Your what?”

“My shorts? I don’t want to get them wet. Please. I don’t bite. I’m wearing a bikini, so it’s cool.”

She stood with her arms raised, dripping water from the sponge. I stared at her luscious body and the mischief in her eyes. It had to be a trap somehow... didn’t it? “Okay,” I said, or at least my mouth said it as I pushed off the wall. It was like I was a passenger, still deliberating whether it would be cheating on Katie — the girl I spent one night with and would never see again.

Sometimes my brain was a dumbass.

I found myself before her. Unlike Katie, there wasn’t a bit-lip in sight. No, this girl liked to smile. It was infectious, in a way.

“Be careful with the button. Don’t want you to snap it off with those big hands of yours.” Again she made those words sexual and instantly I saw my big hands kneading her breasts and cupping her ass as I—

“You know what they say about guys with big hands?”

I kneeled to get a closer look and to make sure I didn’t actually break her button. Our eyes met as I sank before her. “What’s that?” I said, expecting an innuendo.

“Big gloves,” she said deadpan, and then cackled, pulling her button out of my grasp.

I groaned. “Hold still, my lady, if you want these shorts off,” I said in a snobbish voice, full of mock annoyance. I took the tarnished silver button of her denim shorts between my finger and thumb, marveling at a splash of water that ran down her belly, dipped in and out of her button, then vanished inside her shorts.

“Oh, I’m your lady, am I?” she said with a wry smile.

“That’s not what I... do you want these shorts off or not?”

“Would you like to take my shorts off, Jack?” she said teasingly.

I opened my mouth to complain that she’d just asked me to, but I realized at the smirk blazing across her lips that she was playing with me. I looked up at her through the valley of her fantastic breasts. “Please, may I take your shorts off, my lady?”

She made an exaggerated face, pushing a finger to her chin and thought about it. “Okay!” she blurted, then giggled. “But be careful. You are only allowed to touch my shorts.”

I rolled my eyes, but I couldn’t hide the grin across my face. It was as wide as could be. I undid the button and—

“There’s more than one,” she whispered.

I checked under the flap, and she was right. There were three more button fastenings instead of a zipper. Son of a... I worked on the other three. They were much tighter and fiddly to undo. Connie didn’t make it easy for me.

“Come on Jack. Take my shorts off. You know you wanna.” She moved her hips in a circle, forcing my hands to move with her.

“You know you’re not making this easy, right?” I said, unfastening the last button.

“Are you saying I’m not worth the effort?”

I pulled opened the flaps of her shorts, revealing the waistband of her white bikini bottoms. “That’s not what... you know what I’m saying.” Gently, I pulled the flaps—

“Be careful. Only touch the shorts.” She tittered to herself, wiggling her hips like she couldn’t stand still. She enjoyed playing with me far too much.

“I know. I’m trying.” As I pulled her shorts down, my gaze pooled over the nest of curls clearly visible through the material and the... wet patch over her pussy? I looked up at her in shock. Was she aroused by this?

“What? Don’t stop now.”

I took another look between her thighs at the lips of her pussy that were almost visible, but the shorts slid the rest of the way—

“Don’t let them touch the floor! They’ll get wet.”

Can’t have that, can we? My inner voice scoffed.

I held them at her ankles, just off the wet concrete floor. “Perhaps you would like to step out of them, your ladyship?”

“Perhaps I will,” she said, lifting her heeled sandal out of the frayed denim hole. As she stepped out of the other, something warm and wet dribbled down the back of my neck. “Oops. Sorry!”

I stood holding her shorts as a shiver trailed down my back and I eyed her with a stare.

“What? It was the sponge’s fault.” She shrugged. “Thank you, though. Can you put them in my car?”

I shifted my shoulder blades as my t-shirt stuck to my back where the dribble of water had absorbed. “Sure.”

“Thank you, Jack!” she called out sickly sweet as I marched to her battered, pink hatchback, firmly in the belief I was being punished for my night with Katie.

I placed them on her passenger seat, spying a receipt on her dash for the bucket and sponge. She’d bought them at a gas station between here and town. Weird. Did she buy them just so she could spend her Saturday tormenting me? Was I just the first stop on her list of targets? She’d also left an ID sat inside the open glove compartment. She was Connie Chambers, twenty-years-old and a member of some sort of fancy high society club.

I left my confusion in the car and returned to watch her splash against my truck. Not that she was actually cleaning it, more sloshing the sponge and rubbing circles here and there. I wondered if she’d actually washed a car before — her pink monstrosity was as filthy as mine — but that thought was drained out of my brain along with all the blood that went straight to my cock.

Her bikini bottoms were a thong.


CHAPTER TWO


Connie hopped up and down, trying to reach the top of the cab. I stopped and watched, mesmerized by her fantastic behind. It jiggled with each impact, leaving nothing to the imagination with only that strip of fabric between her cheeks.

If Katie biting her bottom lip was a kind of hypnosis, Connie’s ass was mind control.

“I... can’t,” she said as she hopped, trying to get the sponge over the high roof. “I can’t reach!” She hopped a few more times, slapping suds everywhere in her attempt to flick water over the roof. All she accomplished was coating herself in splash water and making my dick hard. Well, harder and I didn’t think that was possible.

My crotch was becoming a cage for my raging erection, and it wouldn’t be long before it became painful if she continued like that.

“Do you need steps or something?” I asked, finding a new vantage point. It was behind her so I could look away and give myself a break from the fantastically torturous view without her knowing. As if I could look away, even if I wanted to.

“No, no, I’m good!” she said with a laugh, still trying to reach and splashing further and further. Then she stopped with a sigh and turned to face me. “Okay,” she said with the smirk that started triggering alarm bells in my mind — that my dick brain instantly vetoed. She was covered in soapy water and her bikini was almost transparent. It seemed like an odd quirk for a garment designed to get wet, but then again, Connie did like an audience I was discovering. “I might need help.” She smiled again, and I was caught in her beam of sunlight, smiling back at what this girl might ask of me next.

“Do you want me to do the roof? Pretty sure I can reach it.” I offered out a hand for the sponge. If she jiggled that ass at me any more, I was gonna come in my shorts or push her up against the truck. Fuck her and blame temporary insanity.

“No way, dude. I’m washing Sally. She needs a girl’s touch. Maybe you can lift me?”

Her infections smile mixed with the smirk, creating a devious mixture that I was lost under. She could have asked me to kiss her pink painted toenails, and I would have had little resolve to say no.

But I wasn’t completely gone. “What about the no touching rule? I’d have to hold more than just shorts to lift you up there.”

She dropped the sponge in the bucket — that must have been nearly empty judging by how wet the floor was — gathered her long blond locks into a ponytail and secured it with a band she had wrapped around her wrist. “I think I can trust you, Jack. I can trust you, right?”

I wanted to ask what exactly she was trusting me with, but I thought we both knew the answer to that question. “Do you think you can trust me, Connie?” I asked with a smirk of my own, enjoying the flash in her eyes.

She put her hands on her luscious hips and water dripped from her fingers, running down her long, toned legs. “I think I can,” she said, devouring my eyes with hers. “I’ve been wrong in the past.” She laughed, tilting her head from one side to the other. She didn’t seem sad about those times, though I had a feeling Connie could take care of herself with unwanted intention. The kind she must surely attract if she carried on this way in other aspects of her life? “But I don’t think I’m wrong about you, Jack.”

“Why’s that?” I said, closing the gap between us.

She tittered to herself, like she knew something I didn’t. “Oh, a girl knows these things,” she said, tapping her nose.

I stopped myself from rolling my eyes at her. Even though I’d found my footing, figuring out how to take her playfulness and, surprisingly, flirting back with her. I was always one step from tripping over, never knowing where she was going next. “So, my lady. How are we doing this?”

She closed the gap between us and looked at me. Her hand cupped my cheek, then gently slapped my face twice in a teasing chiding. “Don’t get presumptuous, squire.”

“You know what I meant—”

I was simultaneously annoyed and enamored by the way she teased me — even when a hard slap stopped me mid-sentence.

“Your hands can only touch my legs... no higher than my upper thighs,” she said, letting her wet hand trail down my t-shirt before spinning and smacking me in the face with her wet ponytail.

“Yes! Your ladyship!” I mock shouted in obedience, wasting no time scooping my arms around her delicious thighs and lifting her up—

“Wait! I don’t have my sponge!” She laughed, flailing in my arms.

I grinned, my face pressed against her wet lower back, inhaling her scent as I gently lowered her to the floor.

“So impatient, Jack. Makes a girl feel wanted,” she tittered, bending over in an exaggerated motion, giving me a magnificent view of her ass and the bikini covered outline between her thighs. Was it possible the cloth was wetter? Or had she just splashed herself? “Right, I’m ready... this time.” She turned and faced the truck and I bent down and took her thighs between my arms.

She squealed as I hoisted her against the truck, slapping the sponge over the window. She was slippy, coated in the soapy water and I had to hold her tight.

“Higher,” she said, tapping the roof.

I lifted her higher. She was bent over the roof, shoving her crotch in my face. My nose slipped between the crack of her ass and touched the bikini strip covering her crotch.

“Oh, fuck,” she mewed, as my nose pushed against her soggy, cloth covered pussy. Her needy scent hit me like a freight train. She was turned on and fucking dripping.

I couldn’t tell where exactly I was probing. I couldn’t see, but she pushed her ass back harder against my face and I couldn’t help but nuzzle, rubbing my nose left and right, probing deeper into wherever I was delving.

“That’s so naughty,” she said, sounding breathy. I heard the sponge slap as her breath became shorter, more pants than breaths as I continued to tease her in return for the torture she’d put me through so far that morning.

I must have lost concentration, because she slipped in my grasp, twisting and sliding through my fingers. She screamed, but I caught her and pulled her close. Somehow we were facing each other, and she gasped. Her breasts were pushed tightly against my chest and I thought I could feel her hard nipples poking through the wet layers of cloth.

We stared at each other for a minute, unspeaking. Her playful smirk and smile replaced with a slack-jawed expression of shock. Her eyes were hooded, gazing at me through her dark lashes. She licked her lips.

I gasped as she leaned in, clutched my head, squeezing that damn sponge against my neck, and pressed her lips against mine.

My brain was overloaded. Twice now in just over a week, a smoking hot girl had kissed me. Something was very wrong with the world... and I was okay with that.

I pulled her tighter against me as I kissed her back. Her lips were heavenly, quickly demanding more, dipping her tongue inside and playing with mine. It was sensual and erotic, rolled into one mashing of lips and curling of tongues. We explored each other, sliding lips and mouthing, using our tongues to taste and pleasure the other.

She pulled away with a gasp, looking at me again with that look. She narrowed her eyes, like she was thinking so many things. Then I felt wetness at my crotch and the smirk returned to her lush pink lips. “I think you’ve had an accident,” she whispered, looking slightly dazed from the unexpected kiss. I leaned back, terrified I’d come in my pants, but no. The saucy little minx had the dripping sponge pressed against the crotch of my shorts.

I narrowed my eyes at her, but smiled in relief. “You...” I trailed off as she dropped the sponge and felt the hardness straining against the now wet fabric. She held my very erect shaft in her fingers, forcing the material so she could wrap her fingers around the circumference. I moved a hand from where I held her and slid it between her thighs, feeling the sodden material that covered her dripping pussy. “You don’t seem to be dry. Did you have an accident?” I whispered into her ear.

She gasped, like she’d just been found out, like it was some kind of secret, which was bizarre to me as it was plain to see... or feel with my nose as I just did. But being called out on it made her eyes narrow harder. “Price just went up.”

I went to take a step back, but she was still holding my cock through my shorts. “What price... you didn’t even tell me the price.” I think I was smiling. Bewildered again by another creature sent by the heavens.

The smile returned, the wicked, devious smile that made my gut turn just a little with concern. The concern carried little weight with my brain, as I was so unbelievably hot for this girl it was oozing from my shaft. “Well, I was going to do it for free. Good deed and all that, but now...” She squeezed my cock hard between her fingers. “Now I want something.” She leaned in close and whispered, “I want you to kiss me.”

I scoffed. “Well, I’ve already done that—”

“No,” she breathed, grabbing my hand that hovered over her thigh and it pressed against her pussy. “Here. It’s your fault I’m horny. This is the price now. Make me come with your tongue. Show Sally how to make a girl purr!” She said it tongue firmly in cheek, but she was deadly serious.


CHAPTER THREE


I gulped. Is this my life now? Bizarre and unbelievable? “Sounds like a fair price,” I croaked, finding my voice as she pumped my cock through my shorts and rubbed my finger against her crotch.

She pulled my hand away from her and slid out from between me and the truck. She glanced at the hood, which was too high and curved, then pulled me towards the rear. “Has Sally got space in the back?”

We were at the back of the truck when my memory returned the answer. “Sure, but...” I was going to say the back might be too hard for her to lie on, but I’d forgotten about the camping gear I’d bought and then stored there, intending to find a home for it in the garage among all the other crap I’d bought on my quest to fill the hole in my life.

“Oh, perfect,” she purred, leaning over the truck bed and pulling a couple of sleeping bags down to the front. She hopped into the truck and sat on the edge, eyeing me with a smirk.

“What?” I asked, knowing I was standing there like an idiot with a big wet patch on the front of my shorts and a t-shirt that was getting wetter every time she touched me.

“Nothing... just not how I thought this was going to go,” she smiled and then leaned back into the nest she’d made in the back of the truck.

“That makes two of us,” I grinned. I’d just went along with it at this point. If the universe was rewarding me for something... who was I to turn such a gift down? “Bikini bottoms on or off for... my lady’s payment?” I asked, raising a brow.

“Ooh, off please,” she said, pulling her knees together and lifting her legs.

I chuckled at her ease and her eagerness. “You do this often?” I asked, sliding my fingers up her thighs and hooking fingers around the waist of her bottoms.

“Not really. Why?”

“Because,” I started as I pulled the fabric off her hips and slid them down her thighs. The wet fabric peeled from her soaked pussy, revealing blond thatch and folds of perfection. “You seem kinda comfortable letting a strange guy peel your underwear off.”

She mock gasped. “What are you saying? I’m a slut?” As soon as the fabric slid off her toes, she let her legs part, allowing herself to flower open.

“Uh,” I said, falling silent at the sight of her perfect pussy glistening in the light. “Just that you’re—”

“Well, you’re not a stranger. You’re Jack. Amazing kisser, pussy nose nuzzler, who’s been hard for me all morning and hasn’t made a single move. See, not a stranger. Now, come on, her ladyship needs your attention!”

I needed no more of an invitation. I hooked my arms around her bent knees and tugged her closer to the edge. She repositioned her feet to the side, keeping her knees up and legs spread. “Yes! Your ladyship,” I said with a mock salute and leaned in to expect her dewy folds.

As soon as my head was in range, her hands slid through my hair and fisted, pulling me closer. Her slit was pink and wet. “Come on, Jack! Pay your due... ohhhh,” she said, breaking into a moan as I licked her pussy, tasting her need.

I clasped her thighs, holding her spread open, and went to town on her slick pussy. I lavished her slit with licks and flicks. Pushing my tongue into her sweet opening, begging the universe to let me fuck this gorgeous pussy. But I wasn’t greedy. It was way more than I expected when I got up that morning, and I was going to enjoy every second.

“Oh, yeah,” she mewed, as I licked around her sensitive lips. I avoided her clit for a while, just to torment her, but she didn’t seem to care. Her hands pulled my head closer, inadvertently shoving my nose against her clit, and she stiffened. “Oh, shit, fuck, fuck, fuck, why does it feel like that?”

I ignored her, tasting blood in the water, and went in for the kill. I sucked her clit, long and hard, and she screamed, holding my head in a vice grip, flexing her hips against my face.

“Oh, sweet Jebus, what the fuck!” she moaned and cussed like a trooper. I released her clit with a satisfying pop and licked and lapped at it like it was my favorite flavor. “What the hell, Jack. How the fuck?” she continued as I ramped up my efforts, licking harder, teasing her clit, dipping my tongue as deep as I could into her entrance. But it was her clit that drove her wild, so I focused my attention there, sucking and licking.

I released one of her legs and added a finger into the mix, circling her slick entrance while I sucked her clit. Gently, I slid a digit inside her wet pussy, feeling her tightness as she gripped me.

“Holy shit. That feels amazing. Don’t stop doing that, Jack. Don’t you fucking dare!”

I had no intention of stopping, smirking at just how foul mouthed she’d become as she got closer to her climax.

I slid another finger inside her tight, slick pussy, palm up, and followed her inside wall, searching for—

“Fuck!”

Found it. I doubled my efforts, sucking and licking her clit while pumping my fingers in and out, making sure I caught that spot inside her. It didn’t take long for her swearing to fade into strangled gasps and breathy moans. I held her on the edge, loving how her thighs twitched and the way she writhed over the silky surface of the sleeping bags. Her tight inner channel kept squeezing my fingers, and I tried to imagine how tight she’d feel on my cock.

“Oh God, oh God... fuck!” She cried out, arching her back so high she was balancing on her head. Her tight pussy clamped around my fingers and I kept them inserted so I could feel every twitch as I continued to lick her through the climax. A gush of fluids coated my hand, and she moaned, shook and gasped, before thumping back down onto her back with a sigh.

I chuckled, thanking the heavens I didn’t come in my pants at her wanton display. I came close, though. “Paid in full.” I said, rubbing her inner thigh. I watched her pussy and ass twitch a few of times more before she let out a long breath.

“Holy shit,” she said. Her voice was no longer teasing, but in wonder, or maybe shock?

“How the fuck, Jack?” she said, leaning on her elbows and looking at me over her splayed body.

“I assume payment was to my lady’s satisfaction?” I joked, struggling to maintain eye contact when her pussy was staring me in the face.

“That... that was—”

“Hello? Delivery for Jack Smith?”

I narrowed my eyes at the blond beauty almost naked in the back of my truck as her eyes went wide. For a girl who apparently liked an audience, she seemed terrified of being seen, covering herself with her hands. “I’ll be right there!” I called out. “Don’t come back here.”

Connie’s mouth dropped open as I left her to see what order I’d forgotten about.

I rounded the truck and had to endure the delivery guys’ inspection of my hard, wet crotch. “Just cleaning the truck... things got messy,” I joked, accepting the small cardboard packet.

“She’s a nice truck,” the guy said. “You treat her like a lady. She’ll always be there for you,” he said with a wink, curling his lip up under his dark mustache.

“So I’ve been told. Thanks!”

“Have a nice day, sir!” the guy called out as he marched down the drive to continue his deliveries.

I ripped open the packet and took a quick look. It was a video game I’d pre-ordered months ago. I was still playing the first one. I left it in the hallway and quickly returned to Connie. “I think he thought I’d pissed myself,” I said, finding her sitting, now topless, with her legs dangling over the edge of the truck. “Uh, what happened to your… uh,” I said, pointing to her exposed breasts. They were as perfect as the rest of her. With perky nipples, I just wanted to suck.

She ignored my question, instead squeezed her breasts together between her arms to exaggerate her cleavage. “What did you buy?”

“Oh, nothing, just a video game.”

“Oh, cool, you game? Kinda partial to dragon slayer myself. That kicks ass.”

My mouth gaped. Could she be any more perfect? “That was Dragon Slayer 2. Guess I’d pre-ordered it. I’m still struggling through the first one.”

Her face lit up like a fireworks display. “Zarg?”

“Yes!” I said, far too excitedly, snapping my finger. “He keeps killing me, over and over.”

“That’s because everyone focuses on damage, dude. You can’t ignore the status effects. Purge that shit, you know?”

“Ugh! Seriously? That’s what’s killing me?” She nodded her head with a grin large enough to match mine. It was unreal. I was getting game advice from a naked hottie sitting in the back of my truck. I could still taste her on my tongue and could scarcely believe how unfamiliar the world had become.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her amazing tits, though. “Connie, why are you topless?”

She pouted. “You don’t like them?” They swung as she shook her chest left and right. Her nipples cut through the air, pointing at me like they were accusing me of something. Neglect maybe?

I croaked. “No... I mean yes! They are fantastic! I’m actually having a hard time concentrating on anything but. It’s just, you weren’t naked a minute ago?”

She looked skyward with a laugh. “Well, here’s the thing, Jack. I put my price up again.”


CHAPTER FOUR


“What!” I said in mock outrage, putting my hands on my hips. “That’s outrageous. This is extortion!”

She giggled, clearly recovered from her first payment, and grabbed my re-hardening cock through my shorts again. “I don’t think you mind. You don’t mind, do you, Jack?”

She pulled me closer, using my cock as a handle. She leaned her head up and closed her eyes, begging for a kiss. I couldn’t resist those pouty, pink lips and leaned down to give her what she wanted.

Somehow, it felt more intimate. She hooked her arms around my neck and relaxed into it, softening her lips, and we kissed slow, wet, and needy. While we mouthed, she kept my cock firmly in her grasp, slowly pumping up and down — keeping me primed.

“What do you want this time, you extorting little minx?” I said into her mouth, sliding my hands up her sides, and cupped her spectacular breasts. They were the perfect size. I teased her nipples with my thumbs, causing her to groan.

“Not much,” she whispered as our mouths moved against one another. “Something... you can... easily, give... me.”

“What does my lady wish... from me... this time?” I gasped in the gaps of our full-on make-out session.

She pulled away, but we remained connected by a string of saliva. She squeezed my cock and pulled my groin closer. “You’ve made me so needy. So really, this is all your fault.”

“You blamed me last time—”

“Because you’re such a naughty boy. You’re so irresistible and you make me horny. See? It’s totally your fault.” She smirked, squeezing my cock again.

I pinched her nipples, forcing her mouth in to an ‘O’. “Don’t blame me for your extorting ways. I was perfectly happy to watch your fantastic ass clean my truck for free. Happy to kiss your delicious pussy, but then you had to get your tits out.”

I squeezed her nubs harder as she crushed my shaft between her fingers. “You drive me wild, so really, it’s your fault.”

“Nuh, uh,” she gasped. “Totally your fault.”

I leaned in to kiss her, but stopped short. “So, what do you want?”

I felt wetness against my chest. It seeped, spreading down my belly and into my shorts.

She giggled quietly to herself as I looked down to see her holding that damn sponge against my shirt, squeezing a trickle of water. “You know, you shouldn’t keep these wet clothes on. It’s bad for you.” She spread the sponge over my chest, soaking my t-shirt.

I grinned at her, not surprised she’d gone and fetched the sponge. “I guess I should change, then?”

“Or, you could just take it off? I’m not exactly enforcing a strict dress code here.”

I chuckled, gawking at her gloriously exposed body. “If it would please her ladyship?”

She nodded, and I fisted the soggy hem of my shirt and lifted. “Show me what you’ve got, Jack.”

I froze with the shirt half over my head. A bout of self-consciousness took over me. It was all fun and games while I was gawking at her perfect body, but would she find me attractive to look at? I wasn’t out of shape, the opposite. But I was older than she was.

“oOoOO,” she cooed. She didn’t sound disappointed. Instead, she was already giving me a reason to strip off more. “Oh, no! Your shorts are wet too!” The sponge moved in soggy circles over my hard cock and all over the front of my shorts.

I couldn’t help the smile that pulled at my lips and pulled off the shirt off all the way and tossed it over her head into the truck. “You’re a bad girl.”

“And you’re so hard. Holy fuck, that looks painful, Jack. I must really do it for you.” She grinned, flashing me a pinball smile that made her eyes twinkle.

“You look pretty aroused from where I’m standing,” I quipped, looking at her pebbled nipples and the glistening wetness between her thighs. “Guess I do it for you too?”

She snapped her thighs closed and giggled. “Maybe. But I had the good sense to get out of my wet clothes. You’re still wearing them.” She put the sponge down beside her and fingered the waistband of my shorts. “Can I help you, Jack?”

“Do you want to take down my shorts, Connie?” I asked, grinning like an idiot for having turned the tables on her.

“Ha!” she burst out in a laugh, quickly switching to a sultry voice that had my cock twitching. “Please Jack. May I take down your shorts and suck your cock?”

“What?” I didn’t know where this was going, but that was not what I expected to leave those luscious pink lips. I was completely at ease with her, and she wasn’t the only one feeling playful. “Why should I let you do that?”

She fingered the waistband whilst holding my shaft in her fingers through the material. “Please.” She started pumping my cock again. “I’ll make you feel so good?”

My resolve to tease her cracked a little. “So, you are a dirty little slut?”

She pumped faster. “If that’s what you want? I’ll be your filthy girl.” She mouthed over my shorts, kissing my cock.

“Dear God, Connie,” I growled, getting too close to the edge. “Okay, Jesus,” I groaned — resolve shattered — pulling my shorts down. She let my shaft slip through her fingers and then gasped when my erection almost slapped her in the face. I kicked the cloth aside as she bent over and took my cock in hand, pumping it openly.

The wicked grin returned to her lips. “That’s a fine specimen you have there,” she said, leaning back. The sponge was back in her hand and she hovered it over her chest, squeezing, letting the soapy water trickle over her breasts, down her gorgeously flat tummy and ran between her thighs. She mewed. “Mmmm. That feels good.” She held and squeezed the sponge over my cock, watching as the water ran down the length and dripped from my balls.

I was glad that the cleaning solution was non-toxic and safe for pets, because the stuff was going everywhere.

She tossed the sponge aside and rubbed the dripping suds over her breasts, like she was oiling herself up. It was mesmerizing. She did the same for my shaft, sliding her wet fingers up and down the length. “See, I bet that feels good,” she said, leaning back towards my cock. Her strokes wiped off the suds and then my cock was between her lips.

The world flashed as her warm, wet mouth enveloped my shaft. Just the head, as she sucked. Her hand continued pumping up and down the length. “Oh, fuck,” I gasped. My abdominal muscles crunched, bending me forward at the surge of sensation.

“Don’t come—”

“That’s easy for you to say!”

She tittered. The vibrations traveled down my cock and I had to grit my teeth to not come right then and there. “That’s my payment,” she said, taking a breath.

She pumped and sucked me for a while longer, before I caved and stood back with a hiss. Her mouth was incredible, and I almost blew my load. “Fuck.” Her lips came off my head with a pop, but she kept her hand on my shaft. Her eyes had become hooded again, gazing up at me with need. “Your payment, huh? You want my cum?” I couldn’t believe these were words coming out of my mouth.

She nodded, still slowly pumping my shaft, keeping me dangerously on the edge. She stood and pressed her soapy body close. Her lips brushed against mine in the softest of touches. “I need you to bend me over this truck and fuck me, Jack.” There was a moment of hesitation after she said it, like she couldn’t believe she had. “Believe it or not, I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“You mean you’re—”

“I’m not a virgin, stupid.” She slapped my chest and a wet sound echoed in the small space. “I just don’t fuck around.” Her lips mashed against mine in another pouty, wet kiss. “I wasn’t even going to take my shorts off... but fuck, Jack. You do something to me.”

My mind would have whirled at just what the fuck did I do to these girls, if I wasn’t one more stroke of my cock away from doing exactly what she asked me.

“How are you not married?”

“How do you know I’m not?” I pulled her close and slid my hands around her back, sliding down her slippy skin to cup her delicious bottom.

She scoffed. “I know you’re not. No ring and besides, you’d be a pretty shitty human being to do this with me if you were. You’re not shitty. So, not married.”

That was a kind of leap of logic, but I was too horny to care. I kissed the side of her neck, enjoying her breathy whimper, and asked, “Should I be expecting a visit from an angry boyfriend?”

She tilted her neck to the side, exposing more of her throat to my kisses. “Why do you think I’d have a boyfriend?”

“Because,” I breathed against the silky skin over her collarbone. “You’re too gorgeous to be single.”

She chirped. “That’s such a guy thing to say.” She obviously tried to sound put out, but it came out husky.

“I am a guy,” I said. She gasped as I found a sensitive spot, dropping her head back. “So, boyfriend? I doubt you have, right? Because you don’t fuck around?”

She smiled, looking skyward. “Nope. It’s been a while...” She trailed off into a gasp as I’d moved a hand between her thighs, just able to reach her clit. I circled it in a smooth motion and she cried out, “Oh, God!” as she collapsed into me.

I felt the dynamic between us shift. The more aroused we became, the more in control I found myself. “Are you wet for me, my lady?”

Her hands clasped my biceps as she breathed heavily into my neck. “So... so wet.”

“Are you going to be my filthy girl?” I circled her nub faster, making her pant.

“Oh, fuck, why is that so hot?” She clutched my arms harder, squeezing my cock between us. “Please, Jack. Don’t make me beg.” Her hips ground in circles against my hard shaft. “I need it. You owe me.”

My self-control snapped, and I spun her around, bending her over and shoving her face into the nest of sleeping bags in the back of the truck. With her heeled sandals, she was the perfect height, and I slapped her juicy ass as I held her down.

“Yes! Yes!” she moaned as I ran my fingers through her slick folds, feeling just how wet she was.

I grasped my cock and slicked it through her dampness. “Is this what you want?” I asked.

She whimpered. “Yes... please.”

Learning from my encounter with Katie, I risked the mood-killer that was bringing up protection. “Connie, I don’t have any protect—”

“Fuck that, I need you inside me!” She squirmed against the silky sleeping bags, wiggling her perfect ass impatiently.

Then it all fell into place. The teasing, the goading, everything she’d said until that point. She wanted me to take control. She wanted this other guy I was slowly becoming, pressing her down as I held my cock at her entrance, to fuck her raw. The dominant part of me slipped easily into the role, just as easily as I slipped my cock inside her tight, slick pussy.

Her back arched, pushing up on her hands as I slipped to the hilt in her damp heat. Fuck, she felt so good squeezing around my shaft. Twice now in as many as weeks. I’ve felt this around my cock and I still couldn’t believe it.

“Oh, God, oh, fuck,” Connie cussed as I pulled out and rammed back inside her. “Yes!”

Her hips were curvy and divine as I gripped her, holding her as I built up to a rhythm, fucking her from behind. My cock squelched with every thrust into her dripping, juicy pussy. “Fuck me, Connie. You’re perfect.”

“Harder,” she begged, reaching and grasping the sleeping bags in tight fists.

I upped the tempo, trying to ignore the wonderful sensation in the crown of my cock as it slid against her silky inner walls. I focused on the version of me she needed to distract myself and pull back from the edge. “Are you my good little slut?” I shifted from fucking her quick, to slamming her hard.

“Yes,” she breathed, her ass jiggling in waves, emanating outward from every hard thrust. “I’m yours. I’m your fucking slut.”

Jesus, the mouth on this girl.

The sound of skin slapping filled the air, mingling with Connie’s grunts and gasps as I fucked her hard. I had to use my grip on her hips to stop her from slipping forward.

“Oh, fuck, Jack. Pull my hair.”

She’d gone feral, thrashing under me. If I wasn’t witnessing it, I’d find it hard to believe how wild she could become.

My gaze drifted to the blond ponytail that danced behind her head, and I reached for it. I wrapped it around my wrist and then pulled. Her back arched, and she constricted around my cock so tightly I struggled to move. I pulled harder, tilting her head back, and she gasped.

She sucked in a large lungful of air, back curved, raised up on her palms, and her body shuddered. She tried to say something, probably cuss, but whatever it was, came out in a garbled cry. I held still as her pussy gripped me in convulsing waves. I was grateful for the break because I didn’t want to come yet. This was too great to be over that quickly.

Her climax passed, and she gasped, trying to catch her breath. “Fuck, Jack,” she whispered. Her arms weakened, and she tried to put her head down, but I still gripped her ponytail.

“Not done yet, Connie.” I resumed fucking her now blisteringly hot pussy, pounding her ass with my pelvis, trying to hold her in position with one hand.

“So fucking good,” she wailed, writhing against the truck.

“I need you to come once more for me. Can you do that, my filthy little slut?”

Her pussy squeezed me, and she moaned. “Yes,” she said in a breathy gasp, and I knew she was close. I picked up the tempo, fucking her both hard and fast, snaking my arm around her pelvis to find her clit. I couldn’t pull my hips back as far and I felt like a contortionist, but the scream she let out was worth it. “Fuuuuuck!” she bellowed and her while body was racked with a tremor, like she was being electrocuted.

It was too much to take. I slammed home, pulled her hair and rubbed her clit raw as I came inside her. Her moaning-gasps mirrored my own as I grit my teeth at how tightly she was convulsing around my cock. Like pumping fingers, milking my shaft, and I shot my load as deep as I could inside her, filling her young, virile pussy with my release.

“Oh, God. Oh, God. Fuck,” she panted as I released her hair and she face planted into the pile of sleeping bags. Her thighs shook, her asshole pulsed, and her pussy clenched around my twitching length.

I think I was still coming. I think she was, I wasn’t sure. I was riding high on the sensations, the vision before me, and the shock that this had happened again. If I wasn’t blissed out, dripping inside this goddess’ perfect pussy, I would have thought it was too good to be true. But it wasn’t. It was real.


CHAPTER FIVE


“Holy shit, Jack. I almost bit my tongue.”

“If I had a swear jar, I’d almost be rich.”

“Fuck off, you almost killed me,” she cackled, the dreamy sound of contentment lining her voice.

“Yeh, your pussy almost bit my dick off. You were squeezing me so hard.”

“What can I say? I couldn’t get enough of you. You do things to me.”

“What things?” I asked, hiding my confusion as I pulled out of her. She gasped and a dribble of cum oozed out of her pussy. I would never forget the image of that. Her young ass bent over the truck, my spunk seeping out of her silky, wet entrance after I’d just fucked her for the first time.

“Magical things. C’mere.” She beckoned me, rolling on to her side and slithered forward.

I climbed into the truck, sliding on the silky sleeping bags and scooted down beside her. She smiled and rolled over, taking my arm and wrapping herself like I was a blanket. She nestled her ass against me until we were spooning and fished for my cock, placing it at her entrance.

“Can you just hold me?” she asked, and I pulled her tight, pushing my hips so my cock slid through her lower lips, spreading my oozing cum.

“Sure.” I kissed her shoulder and inhaled. She had that new car smell. “So, did you actually finish washing my truck?”

“Eh... rain check?”

I chuckled. “Sure.”

We stayed like that for a while, just holding each other, and I’d lie if I didn’t imagine waking up to her like that every morning. It was a pure fantasy to me in that moment, so close but impossibly out of reach.

Eventually, we got up, and I washed the truck off with the hose. We took it in turns to rinse each other down. Connie squealed and hid behind the truck for most of it, despite the water being cool in the midday sun. But she took great delight in soaking my body with the jet set to the highest setting. She chased me around the carpool until she ran out of hose and splashed herself in the face. We were both giggling like children as we kissed again, dripping against the truck.

“Fuck! I shouldn’t be here,” she said, pulling away after spying the wall clock inside the garage. “I have to help my friend move. She’s crashing on my couch for a while and I have fit her apartment into my teeny-tiny car by tonight. Plus, I have the late shift. Fuuuuuck.” she gathered her bikini and headed towards her car.

When I caught up to her, wrapped in a towel, I’d snagged from the back seat of the truck. She was slipping into a tank top and her denim short-shorts.

“I’m sorry to bail on you like this...” There was a moment of silence between us with so many words unsaid. She looked genuinely sad to leave and like Dr. Seuss’ Grinch, my heart grew three sizes.

“It’s been amazing, and look. I don’t expect anything—”

“I do,” she said, skipping to me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and planted a lavish kiss on my lips. “This isn’t nothing... but can we shelve that discussion for later? I have an evicted bestie that needs me.”

“Wow,” I said, stunned. That she wanted something more was almost unbelievable. “Sure, okay. Um, do you need my help? I have a truck.” I pointed to Sally behind me with my thumb. She was pretty clean now, except for the streaks where we’d slid down the length during that last kiss.

She looked into my eyes with those deep baby blue eyes that twinkled in the sun. “Really? That would be great!” I almost suffocated from the next kiss. “Uh, give me your phone, so I can put in my number.”

I scurried inside, quickly slipping on a shirt and shorts from the clean laundry pile as I hunted for my phone. I found it next to the game controller, and I smiled. Zarg was gonna to get it when I next had a chance.

I hurried outside with bare feet, hopping over the scorching hot pavement to find Connie sat inside her car texting on her phone.

“Here, my lady.” I held out my cell to her through the window.

“Your such a lifesaver. Though you did almost kill me today.”

“I did not. No such thing as too much pleasure,” I said, watching her enter her details into my phone’s empty address book.

She smirked. “I’ll remember that.” She handed me back my cell, and I flicked open the contacts to check this was real.

“Did you really just label yourself as Sex Kitten?” I asked, sending her a quick kissy emoji.

She giggled. “I wanted you to know it was me.” She made a cat noise and started thumbing her phone again. “And you don’t want to know what I just called you.” She tittered and then I received a heart emoji back. “I’ll send you the address. Can you come by in like three or four hours? We need time to pack up her stuff. She’s a bit of a mess right now.”

“Sure, no problem. I’ll see you girls later.”

She gave me one last look as her little pink hatchback purred to life. Smiled and then pulled away.

I stood there in the drive listening to the sound of her car fade into the distance until I was left with only the breeze rustling the trees.

I wasn’t sure I believe that just happened.
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