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Even as she was lying on her back,
Savannah realized that the whole weekend was going to be a
waste.

Of course she wasn't going to let on to
that, not when James "Jimmy" Johnson IV was currently sweating on
top of her and pumping his cock in and out of her pussy. He was an
alright fuck too, kind of fast and a little clumsy, but definitely
not the worst she ever had. But what was killing it for her was the
piece of rubber between his cock and her cunt.

She wasn't going to let on how it
wasn't going her way, though. She was panting and moaning like he
was the best fuck of her life, when really he just barely cracked
the top ten. But the point of this whole thing wasn't to have a
good time, it was to secure her future.

At least Jimmy was more
handsome than ugly. He was kind of a soft pasty boy with a round
face, and he had a way of dressing like he was a politician. He
wore a suit and a tie every day to their high school, and not a
cheap suit and the same tie, but different and expensive ones every
day. That was because of the same reason Savannah was there that
weekend, which was that James Johnson IV was the great-grandson of
James Johnson I, town founder and oilman. James Johnson II kept up
that same business as his father, and now James Johnson III was
known all over as a shrewd investor who made his money make more
money. So the youngest James came from a rich family.

Savannah grew up poor, the only
daughter of a single mother who worked two jobs just to get by.
Savannah also learned from her mother early on that using her body
was a good way to get what she wanted. More than once when they
couldn't make rent that month, Savannah saw her mother take their
landlord into her bedroom. So she got a good idea of how she could
make good use of herself.

Of course, none of that was working
right now. Jimmy's dick was nice and big, but he obviously didn't
really care about what she was thinking or what she wanted. She was
a piece of ass who had offered herself up to him so he was going to
take what he wanted. And when it was done all she was going to be
left with was bragging rights to having fucked Jimmy. Big fucking
deal. Seemed like every girl in the whole fucking school had fucked
Jimmy.

The only way Savannah could tell Jimmy
shot his load was when he grunted, thrusted a few times, and fell
down on top of her. He kissed her neck. "Oh baby, you're such a
good fuck," he moaned against her, like she did anything. "God,
you're one tight fucking piece of ass. You made me nut so fucking
hard."

Maybe she would get a second chance,
Savannah thought as she stroked his hair and sweaty back. "I love
your dick in me," she purred. "Your big fat cock, you fuck me so
good."

Jimmy grinned and Savannah could tell
he was proud of himself. Well, whatever, he could be proud of
whatever he wanted. He probably had a different girl telling him
that every weekend. Savannah talked to some of them and heard them
say that the goal of fucking Jimmy was to have a nice weekend at
his house. He had lots of nice shit there and sometimes they could
talk him into buying shit for them. It wasn't a bad arrangement,
her friends told her.

Savannah sighed as she slipped out from
under Jimmy. "I need to use the bathroom," she said, smiling
seductively at him.

Jimmy grinned at her. Savannah watched
with more than slight disappointment as he pulled the rubber off
his dick, tied it up, and tossed it into the trashcan. So much for
that load. "Sure thing, babe," he grinned at her.

Savannah walked inside the bathroom and
gave him a sweet wink. Then she closed the door and sighed her
heart out.

Savannah didn't come here this weekend
just to get fucked and have Jimmy buy some nice shit for her,
though she could understand why he thought so. It was no secret
that she didn't have a lot of money, so everyone probably thought
she was willing to trade letting Jimmy pound her pussy for some new
pairs of shoes, maybe a couple dresses or a nice purse. A short
term arrangement, like Savannah's mom letting their fat landlord
fuck her so they could get by another month without rent
payment.

No, Savannah was smart. She wasn't
going to college, she knew that already. There was no way she could
afford it. So one of the things she was going to have to do was use
her smarts to secure her future in a totally different
way.

Savannah stepped into the shower and
got under the spray. The bathroom had a huge mirror along one wall
and she could see her body through the glass shower wall. She was
cute and curvy, just like her mother. She had large enough breasts
that she was used to having boys stare at them. But her stomach was
mostly flat, and that was what she wanted to fix.

Savannah rubbed her soapy hands across
her belly and felt how she wanted that to change. She showed up
this weekend in particular because it was right now two weeks since
her last period. She was at her most fertile time and the way she
planned to make her future known and secure was to get Jimmy to
fuck a baby into her.

She definitely tried to get him to do
it. She told him she was on the Pill and safe. She even told him
how much she hated condoms and how she really liked the feeling of
having a guy in her raw. Jimmy still just smiled at her and told
her it was better safe than sorry, and than he rolled a condom
tight onto his own dick. Instead of shooting up toward her waiting
eggs, those little sperm hit the barrier and never made it in. She
was left empty.

And here she thought all boys wanted a
chance to get their dicks raw into a girl. Screw him for being
sensible about it.

Savannah got so caught up in washing
her hair and soaping herself down that she lost track of time. It
was a very nice shower and the hot water felt good on her skin.
When she finally stepped out and walked back into the bedroom with
a towel around her body, Jimmy was still naked and flat on the bed.
She started to say something and then heard a low noise.

Jimmy was asleep.

Savannah felt so mad she
could spit. At least she could have gotten some quality fucks out of the weekend.
But no, now it was looking like she wasn't even going to get
that.

She was hungry, though. Maybe this
would seem less frustrating if she ate.

Still with only a towel around her
middle, Savannah walked out into the house. Jimmy said several
times that they were going to be home alone this weekend. His
mother died when he was young and his father was out of town on a
business trip. He was their only child. So she didn't feel the need
for any modesty as she walked downstairs in their huge house and
into their enormous kitchen. It was easy to find, even now that it
was almost midnight, because the light was on.

As she turned the corner and entered
the kitchen, she realized why the light was on. There was a man
standing there in a suit and tie, reading a newspaper at the
kitchen counter. He had strong features and dark brown hair that
was just starting to go gray at the temples. The resemblance was
remarkable, this was obviously James Johnson III.

Savannah squeaked with surprise and Mr.
Johnson looked up. He didn't seem much surprised at all, even
though there was now a teenage girl in his kitchen wearing only a
towel. And a little towel at that, Savannah realized. It didn't
even come all the way around her hips and left a gap up her thigh
nearly all the way to her waist.

Mr. Johnson just smiled. "You must be
one of Jimmy's friends," he said. His voice was low and
authoritative. He looked like a much stronger, much more handsome
version of his son. The fine tailored suit just added to his aura
of power.

Savannah nodded, too surprised to do
much of anything else. At least he was smiling, but she still felt
like a little bit of a trespasser. Even though she was invited to
the house.

Mr. Johnson folded the newspaper and
tapped a whiskey bottle next to him. "Would you like a
drink?"

It seemed terribly impolite for
Savannah to refuse, so she just nodded.

Mr. Johnson got up to the cabinet and
pulled out a second glass. He poured in a couple of fingers of
whiskey and handed it to Savannah. "What's your name?"

"Savannah," she answered. She sipped at
the whiskey and smiled. It was good.

Seeing this, Mr. Johnson smiled even
more. "I don't usually expect girls your age to drink like that,
Savannah."

He was right, most of her friends could
only do fruity drinks and wine coolers, sometimes some beers if
they drank them fast enough. But Savannah's mom had lots of
boyfriends while Savannah grew up and lots of them tried to show
their girlfriend's daughter how cool they were by having her take a
sip of whatever she was drinking. That way, Savannah became a girl
able to hold her liquor by the time she was still way, way too
young to be drinking it. "It's good," Savannah said. She tugged the
towel a little tighter around her chest, which only made it come
looser from her hips. "I'm sorry, I didn't know that you were home
or I wouldn't be standing here in your kitchen wearing only a
towel."

"Meeting got canceled," Mr. Johnson
said. "But don't worry. I have to say, this is sort of a pleasant
surprise to come home to."

Savannah blushed a little as she saw
Mr. Johnson looking at her. He had piercing blue eyes and they were
trained right now on her damp body. She took another sip of the
whiskey and felt its warmth start to spread through her.

Mr. Johnson nodded in the direction of
Jimmy's bedroom. "So how do you know my son?"

"We, um." Savannah shrugged. "We go to
school together. Friends of friends. That sort of
thing."

"Is that so," Mr. Johnson drummed his
fingers on the table. "You seem like a nice girl, Savannah. What do
you want to do with your life?"

That was a complicated question.
Savannah didn't exactly want to admit to a man that she was sort of
trying to steal at least some of his fortune by getting his son to
inseminate her. But on the other hand she didn't really have a job
plan to lie about. So she figured she should be as honest as she
could be and try to walk a middle ground.

"I've always wanted to be a mother,"
Savannah said. "A wife and a mother, that would really be what I
would want to do."

Mr. Johnson leaned forward, obviously
intrigued by her answer. "That's an interesting answer,
Savannah."

"Is it?" Savannah asked. She sipped
away at her whiskey. It seemed to be going pretty fast.

Mr. Johnson nodded. "See, I'm worried
about my son. It's been hard raising him on my own, and I think
he's gotten a little wild because of it. Sooner or later, he's
going to make a mistake."

"A mistake?"

"He's going to knock some girl up," Mr.
Johnson explained. "He puts his dick in enough of you. I know he's
careful, but one time it's going to slip. And sooner than you know
it, some greedy girl is going to be growing my grandbaby in her
belly."

Savannah tried not to let her surprise
show on her face. But she couldn't help it. She felt like a jewel
thief the cops just caught in the act, pinned under a spotlight.
Even though her mouth was full of whiskey she felt like it was as
dry as a desert.

But in that minute, Savannah also got
an idea. And it was a very risky idea, she knew. But she was
running out of options and she knew that Jimmy had a reputation for
never taking the same girl home twice. You got one weekend at his
house and that was about it. He didn't like to go back for seconds.
And if all he was going to do was cram his rubber covered dick
inside of Savannah's cunt, she wasn't going to have anything to
show for it anyway. So really, she had nothing to lose.

So Savannah dropped her
towel.

She had the pleasure of seeing Mr.
Johnson's piercing blue eyes go a little wide as she stood there,
damp and naked in the middle of his kitchen. She took a finger and
dipped it into the whiskey, then rubbed it around one of her
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