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He stood in the dark watching the party from
inside the pool house. The music was bumping louder now and more
people were in the yard dancing, the crowd swaying in a collective
buzz.

For a moment he wondered why Amanda wanted
him in here. Maybe she was gonna try and kiss him. He’d always
known she’d had a crush on him, even though the attraction had
never really been mutual. She was pretty, and sweet, but just
wasn’t his kinda girl. He liked them older, more mature. If she did
try and kiss him, he figured he’d let her. No need to fight it.
Besides, it might be fun.

Suddenly his thoughts shifted to the pool
house. It wasn’t his first time in it. He’d helped Mr. Sprite
install a new roof on the place the year before. He could still
remember Michelle sunbathing beside the pool, how she’d slid her
legs open at just the right moment when he’d glanced over for him
to get a good look at the outline of her lips. He could have sworn
it’d been intentional. Didn’t matter, though. He’d jacked-off for a
week thinking about her out there sitting next to the pool in that
orange bikini. Damn! How he loved the pool house, he thought to
himself.

After a few moments, he heard the side door
creak open. He could see Amanda sliding in.

“It’s me,” she said, moving over closer to
him. “Here!” she said, forcing a plastic cup in his direction. “I
hope you like whisky,” she smiled.

“Sure,” he responded, accepting her
offering.

“You know, I think you’re like the only kid
from our class who is boycotting college,” she laughed.

“Yeah. Well, I guess college just isn’t for
me.”

She chuckled. “I suppose you’ll do all right
working your job, though.”

“That’s my plan,” he said.

There was a long moment of silence between
them, both of them sipping quietly from their cups. The party was
still heating up outside, the rhythm going faster and faster.

“You know, the reason I asked you to come in
here is because I wanted to tell you that I have really enjoyed
living beside you these last three years. It’s been really nice
getting to know you.” He could feel her sliding closer to him. He
glanced down to notice she was still covered in the towel. “And for
most of these three years, I have had the most unbelievably
passionate crush on you,” she whispered. She was up on him now. He
could feel her breath on his neck, smell the alcohol. “For so long
I have wanted to get you alone,” she said, gazing up into his brown
eyes. “And I thought to myself, if I didn’t do it tonight, then I
would never do it.”

“That so?” he smiled.

“Yes,” she whispered. “And so that’s why I
asked you in here, because I wanted to touch you,” she said,
reaching out to rub her fingers across his cheek. “And I wanted to
kiss you,” she said, leaning in to place her lips against his. “And
I wanted you to be the first person to fuck me,” she said, the same
time allowing her towel to fall away.

He could feel his jaw drop at the sight of
her standing there, the outside light reflecting off her huge
titties, her giant auburn nipples. He instantly knew she’d been
sunbathing in the nude. “Holy shit!” he mumbled aloud.

“Like what you see?” she smiled.

“Yes,” he moaned, the same time feeling the
blood rush into his cock. “I sure do!”

Amanda pulled Jimmy’s tee-shirt up and over
his head and let it fall indiscriminately into the darkness, and
then pushed her warm, bare breasts against his midsection. She
rubbed both of her palms on his strong chest, up and over his
shoulders and back down again, and then gazed up at him with a
liberated smile, one that said nothing else mattered to her right
now, that she was free from whatever shackles from the past had
kept her from going this far before, free from the inhibitions that
might generally be present with the presence of a hundred
partygoers gesticulating just outside the walls of the pool
house.

Jimmy reached down and slid a lock of damp
hair away from her face, and then rubbed his own hands softly down
either of her shoulders. He watched as her eyes went shut and her
head pushed back, her elongated throat exposed like a soft
offering. He leaned in and ran his tongue up, starting at the top
of her breastbone and ending at the bottom of her left ear. She let
out a powerful sigh, reaching out to grab him firmly by the
waist.

He pulled away to watch her face, to watch
her thick, soft curves in the shadows. She opened her eyes and
leaned in to him, slowly letting her mouth go to his chest. She
gave a series of light kisses to the top of his breastbone, and
then went to his right nipple with the soft tip of her tongue. He
felt a surge in his dick.

She moved slowly to his left nipple and
engulfed it with her lips and tongue, pulling at it in a series of
short, wet suckles. After a moment she paused and gazed up at him
again: “I can’t go off to college without this,” she smiled, her
hand going up to the side of his head and sliding slowly down his
left side until reaching his waist and going around to his ass. She
gripped him hard.

Every part of him wanted to devour her. He
could feel the momentum building in his groin. Then her mouth was
back on his chest, her tongue going lower, down to the top of his
abs, then his belly button. His cock pushed hard against his jeans,
trapped between his leg and the skin of his pants. He felt her
tongue flutter, her hands going to his waistband, the relief as his
pants went unbuckled.

Then she was on her knees, tugging hard on
his jeans and briefs all at the same time, pulling adamantly to get
them to his ankles. He felt his waistband brush by, his organ
spring loose and gingerly assault the side of her face.

“Oh, my,” she groaned, her eyes going to his
meat.

“What is it?” he said.

“Oh, my!” she groaned again, more emphatic
this time. “The rumors are true,” she blurted.

“The rumors?” he questioned.

“They described you as big,” she muttered,
her voice lost in the wood panels of the pool house, wide eyes
locked on his flesh. “But they didn’t say massive,” she cried, the
same time her eyes going back to his, a glaze of apprehension in
them, like an amateur preparing to leap from an airplane.

Instantly her hand went up to grab his shaft,
but her small fingers couldn’t make it all the way around. She
jacked it carelessly, more a vibrant wiggle than anything else, far
back near the base, a sure sign of her ineptitude—at least with
something the size of Jimmy’s. Then she gobbled the head, wrapping
her wet mouth around the entire thing. He glanced down to watch his
head disappear into her mouth, her lips stretched woefully into a
thin red line around his organ. She slobbered on it for a few
minutes, allowing it to pop in and out of her slick mouth, grinning
up at him for approval when she did. Jimmy watched as her hand went
to her pussy, as it jetted in and out between her legs.

“Oh, my . . . I could cum,” she squealed, her
hand going back at it. She ran her tongue along the side of his
thickness, up and down from base to tip, pausing every other time
to flutter her tongue at his hole.

He could feel his head throbbing as she
continued to jack him and herself at the same time.

“I need you in me, Jimmy,” she whimpered,
glancing up at him from the shadows. “I need you to make me a
woman,” she moaned, almost painfully, her eyes closing tightly with
her words. “Like this,” she said, releasing his cock.

She doubled up the towel and slid it onto the
floor, and then used it for padding as she went onto her hands and
knees. She positioned herself so that her thick round ass was
arched in his direction. She glanced back over her shoulder at him.
“You gotta give it to me, please,” she begged.

He moved in slowly behind her, his hand
working his organ, his eyes fixed on her little brown asshole. With
his free hand he reached down to rub her ass, and then slid his
fingers into the shadows of her muff. He followed the outline of
her slit with his middle finger. Her pussy was smooth and soft,
nearly hairless from what he could tell. She arched her back more,
breathing hard as she tried to expose her pussy further to him. He
could tell she was tight. He moved in and used a knee to force her
legs wider. Again he sent his hand down. He slipped his middle
finger into her tight, warm opening. He could feel her wetness push
out as he pumped his finger slowly in and out, knuckle deep.

“This aint gonna be easy,” he said.

She looked back over her shoulder. “I know
you can do it,” she moaned.

He spit on his dick and used his index finger
to lube the tip of his head, then positioned himself up close to
her cunt. He used his hand to shift one of her cheeks, allowing the
light from the pool to illuminate his view. He could barely make
out a glint of pinkness, a sparkle of wetness.

He guided his fat head into the shallow
shadows and could feel it make contact with her flesh. At that
point Amanda took over, her hand going up to shift and guide it,
rubbing the tip up and down along her slit, working desperately to
loosen herself and lube him at the same time. His hands were free
now and he worked desperately to pry her open, spreading her ass
cheeks as far as he could manage.

After a few minutes she was able to work the
tip of his head into her opening. Jimmy could feel her cunt
stretching around it. He rocked easily back and forth behind her,
pumping it in and out a millimeter at a time. “Holy shit, you’re
tight,” he expelled.

“Keep working it,” she moaned. “It’s so
thick! Please keep working it.”

He applied more force and felt his staff slip
a little. “Oh!” she moaned, her hand going to her clit. He could
feel her tugging at herself, rocking back on her knees to force her
pussy onto him. Jimmy pumped it harder, his whole head in her now,
her tightness twisting at his cock. He could feel her jerking
herself, her perfectly manicured fingers intermittently grazing his
flesh. “Oh my!” she screamed. “Yes!” she cried. “Pump it, Jimmy!
Pump it harder!”

He reached down and clasped his hands around
her wide hips, gaining more leverage as he worked it harder. She
was wetter now, and he could feel his cock slide another inch. He
pumped it in and out, following the rhythm of the music blaring
beyond the walls of the pool house. He pushed and pulled, rocking
back and forth, keeping pace with her hand as she jerked more
forcefully at her clit. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” she screamed.

Suddenly he felt a pop, his dick slice deeper
into her like a knife through a ripe cantaloupe. “Ohhhhhhh!” she
screamed. “That’s it, baby! That’s

















































































Too be continued . . .
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