Author’s Note: This is a new version of one of my earlier stories, Bump…and She’s Mine.  Andy, the middle-aged businessman, narrated that story.  This is Christine’s version – same events, but seen through her eyes.  

Bump… And I’m Screwed. Christine’s Story.

By HedbangerSA

It was another crappy night at the club. Every week I wondered why I let my friends talk me into going out on Monday. Then after the first day of the week at the stupid sub shop where I worked I was so bummed that pounding some beers sounded great. And that week I had a brand new pair of really cool jeans that I was dying to wear. They were cut so low that I had to put a sweater on when I left the house or my dad would have had a shit fit about my butt crack and panties showing. Well, duh. Like that wasn’t the plan?

As soon as I started up my car, I tossed the sweater into the back seat. I love that car. It’s a blue Chevy Cavalier that I got for my eighteenth birthday and it makes me feel cool and independent because it’s all mine. My dad still pays the insurance and gas, but I do everything else.  

I didn’t have time to do anything with my hair, so I just left it in a ponytail. That was better for dancing anyway, because it kept it out of the way. My hair is pretty thick, and down past my shoulders. It’s kind of a reddish blonde and it’s my natural color. 

I raced over to the club, which was at the big conference hotel by the highway.  I got there about nine and checked my reflection in the car window before I went in. I looked hot in the jeans and my favorite little sleeveless top, white with sparkly pink lettering across the front. Perfect, it said, because they were. My boobs, I mean. 

The rest of me was okay, too. Well, except I thought that my butt was too big, even if my mom said that thirty-four inch hips were nothing on a girl my size. I’m like 5’5”. But I’ve got great boobs. They’ve been my ticket ever since I turned fourteen and they all of a sudden sprouted. About the same time I got my boobs I grew about five inches and went from a pudgy, quiet nobody to a girl who made boys at school have to untuck their shirts to cover their boners. 

Guys are all alike, even my dad. Once I developed I could get anything I wanted and I never got into trouble. What was daddy going to do, spank me? All I had to do is flash him a little bra, or cry if it was something really expensive. Then he’d get so flustered he couldn’t cave in fast enough. I mean, I love him and all, but a girl has to look out for herself sometimes.  

Anyway, once I got to the club it was the same-old same-old. Trent, the guy I was kind of seeing, kept hanging all over me and wouldn’t let me dance with anyone else, which was the pits because he dances like he has someone’s finger up his ass. That was better than sitting at the table with him, though. Then he spent all his time chugging beer and burping and trying to shove his hand into my panties. 

I hadn’t done it with Trent yet and I was planning on making him wait at least another week, even though I wanted it pretty bad. A girl has to be careful, especially since I’d gotten kind of a reputation in high school. And it wasn’t like it was a huge thrill with most guys my age anyway. First they’d squeeze my boobs like they thought they were popping a zit or something, and then when they got my panties off, their idea of foreplay was seeing how many fingers they could get into my pussy at the same time. 

And the main event – woo, woo!  Sometimes the only reason I knew they were in me was because it hurt from me not being wet enough yet. And they never wanted to wear a rubber, so it lasted like twenty seconds instead of thirty because they had to pull out before they shot off like a freaking rocket with a really short fuse. 

After a few hours I had a pretty good buzz on and was starting to change my mind about making Trent wait. But then he just took off with his friends to play stupid foosball, so I left. Plus if I made it home by twelve-thirty I’d score some points with my parents. I got into my car, turned on some tunes, and dug in my purse for some mints to cover the smell of the beer. I started backing out of my parking spot and all of a sudden this horn was honking like crazy. It was some guy in a big SUV, making a big deal out of it – like he couldn’t have just stopped and let me out!

So I let the butthead go by and then pulled out. I was still kind of pissed off about Trent. All night long he’d been like trying to lay this guilt thing on me because we weren’t doing it, talking about the girls who liked him and crap like that. Like he was some kind of hot catch or something. And then when I got the itch and kind of wanted to do it, he was more interested in some dumb game whacking a little ball around. Plus my stereo was all screwed up, and I couldn’t get the CD that was in there to eject no matter how hard I pushed the button….

The next thing I knew my forehead was bouncing off the dashboard. Shit! I ran into a car that was sitting in the middle of the freaking road. Damn! My dad was already pissed off because the insurance company raised my rates. I rubbed my forehead and waited for my vision to clear. It was the butthead in the big SUV again, and I had hit him pretty hard. 

I got out of my car and went up to check on the damage. My headlight was broken, and the grill and bumper were kind of crumpled, but the SUV didn’t look too bad. Maybe the bumper was bent a little. I heard a car door close and saw the guy walking toward me. He was an old guy, like my dad. He was at least forty, and he looked pissed.

 “I didn’t see you,” I wailed. “It was so dark and you like slammed on your brakes!” 

“Whoa. Hold on little lady,” the guy said. “I was completely stopped when you hit me. Didn’t you see that stop sign?” He was definitely pissed.

He glanced at the back of his SUV, shook his head and then looked at me. I was used to guys checking me out, so I knew the feeling. His eyes roamed down to my chest and stayed there for a while before taking in the rest of me. I started to get my confidence back. He was a man and I knew how to get my way with men, especially the old ones. The little miss innocent act always worked way better with them than with guys my age. I got my grandpa to buy me like five pairs of really cool shoes the last time he visited. 

As he continued to look me over, I slumped against the front fender of my car and buried my face in my hands. 

“My dad is going to kill me!” I sobbed. “ I’m going to be so grounded.” I looked up, checking the guy’s reaction. Tears always worked. “Do we have to report it? I mean, it doesn’t look that bad.” 

He nodded. “I’m afraid so. Just the damage to the bumpers will cost more than five hundred bucks, so we’ve got to have a police report. First things first, though. I need your license and insurance information.” 

Crap! I was right first time. This guy was a total butthead. I got my purse from the front seat of my car, and then pulled the insurance card out of the glove compartment. I gave him my license and the insurance, and he moved over until he was under the big parking lot light and could read them. 

I leaned against the fender of my car again, tugged my jeans down a little, and straightened my top. The guy finished reading, and as soon as he started checking me out again I looked away like I didn’t notice him leering.

“Look, Christine,” he said. “This isn’t my fault. Reporting the accident is the law.” He didn’t sound as mad any more, so it looked like my plan was working. I nodded and bit my lip, giving him my best poor-little-girl look. 

“You’ve been drinking, haven’t you?” he asked. 

I nodded again. 

“Damn. That’s a problem,” he said. 

“You think the cops will be able to tell?” I asked. I hadn’t even thought about that. I had a girlfriend who got picked up for a DUI and it was horrible. They really jerked her around and she had to spend a night in jail and then like hundreds of hours picking up trash and shit like that.  

“You were coming out of a bar. If I can tell, the cops probably can, too. What’s the drinking age in this state?”

Like he didn’t know I was underage. He had my freaking driver’s license, my real one, and he knew I was eighteen. I had a fake one that said I was twenty-one that I used in the bar. All of a sudden this mess was getting really serious.

“Hey, do we have to call the cops right away?” I asked, thinking fast. “I mean, I only had like four or five beers and I was here a couple of hours. If we waited an hour maybe I’d sober up enough to fool the cops.” 

The man shook his head. “I’ve got to work in the morning, Christine. I can’t just stand around here for an hour.” 

Now I was crying for real. It was really stupid of me to even be at this dumb bar, and I should have let one of my friends drive me. And I shouldn’t have been playing with my stupid stereo instead of paying attention to where I was going. My hands were shaking and it wasn’t cold outside. My friend who got arrested told me that the cops were really mean to her and they put her in a cell with these really tough dykes who scared the crap out of her by saying all kinds of gross stuff. None of them like touched her or anything, but they could have. 

Out of the corner of my eye I could see the guy, and he looked kind of flustered. Like my dad looked when I cried...except my dad usually didn’t stare at my boobs, not like this guy was doing. He even moved over a little like he was trying to get a better angle. I leaned forward and tugged my top down some more, and looked away like I didn’t know he was staring. I wiped at my eyes and did this shrugging thing that made my ponytail bounce a little. Guys love that.  

“Umm, on the other hand, maybe we could wait a while,” he said.

I waited a second, then looked up and gave him a little smile. “Really? You’d do that?” 

The guy looked even more flustered, and he shifted his weight and gave his crotch a quick rub, like he was brushing off lint or something. I could tell he was trying to hide the bulge in his pants, and even though I wanted him to be interested enough to help me out, seeing him getting a hard-on from staring at my tits was really creepy. Ewwww! He was like old. I mean, he even had some gray hair. 

“Yeah, sure,” he said. “But it’s kind of chilly out here, and if we’re standing around too long someone’s going to think there’s a problem.” 

He looked at our cars, and then at the club, which was a long way away. Where we were was totally deserted, and I couldn’t figure out what he was talking about. So I just stared back at him, glad he wasn’t talking about calling the cops any more.

“We could wait in my car,” he said. His voice sounded funny, like he was choking a little bit, and the bulge in his pants was even bigger now. 

I kind of froze for a second when I realized what he meant – him, and me like alone in his car with him already all turned on. But what the hell was I supposed to do? I just wanted to keep him happy for a little while.

“Well, okay, if you think that’s better,” I said and started to walk toward the passenger side. 

“No!” he said, smiling but looking nervous. “I mean, we’re not driving, so just get in here.” He opened the rear driver’s side door. “There’s more room in the back seat anyway.” 

I stepped up on the running board and had to lean way over to climb in. He was right behind me, and I mean right behind me. If I stopped suddenly, he’d have gotten a face full of my butt. I scooted over to the passenger side to make room, but he kept scooting too and ended up with his leg pressed right against mine. I knew what he had in mind, but it wasn’t really sinking in yet because it all seemed so weird. I couldn’t believe that this old guy wanted to make out in the backseat of his car.

“Well, that’s better,” he said. He was really close, and he was looking at my face, his eyes kind of wandering around. He had on old guy cologne too, like the stuff I bought my dad for Father’s Day. 

“You’re one hell of a good-looking woman, Christine,” he said. 

He leaned closer. Jeez, he was going to kiss me! And then he did, but gently, and it wasn’t too bad if I shut my eyes. He didn’t act like he was trying to bite the lower half of my face off like Trent and some other guys I’d dated. He stroked his lips against mine, smearing my lip gloss. Then he kind of pecked at me, nibbling first on my lower lip, then the upper. It was okay. He reached his arm around my shoulders and put his hand on my upper arm. It felt a little cold but his hand was soft and he rubbed up and down, caressing the muscles and stroking me with his fingertips. After a minute or so of this, I pulled my face back and looked into his eyes. He looked like he was getting pretty excited. It was still a little creepy but not as bad as before.

“Is this okay?” I asked. “I mean, is this good enough so we don’t have to call the cops right away?” I figured I could put up with it as long we kept all our clothes on, and I was pretty good at keeping guys under control. 

“So far so good,” he said. 

He started to kiss me again. Then I felt his other hand on my leg, stroking and squeezing me through my jeans. His fingers were only a couple of inches from my pussy, so I clamped my thighs together really tight. He seemed to get the message, moving the hand up to my hip. Now I wished the jeans weren’t so skimpy. They didn’t even cover my hipbones, and when I was sitting down like that about half of my butt was hanging out. 

He started to move his face around more as he kissed me, getting into it, and was sucking on my lips, one at a time. He was licking them too, and trying to shove his tongue into my mouth. He was a good kisser but I didn’t want to French with the guy yet — not while I still had at least an hour to go before we could call the cops. 

All of a sudden his hand wasn’t on my hip any more. It was up on my shirt, and he was rubbing his thumb against the bottom of my tit. I had a little knit bra on underneath, but it wasn’t much protection, and I knew he was going to be grabbing my boob next. I put my hand over his and moved it down onto my stomach. It was bare skin, and maybe that would keep him occupied for a while.

The guy stiffened up, and then stopped kissing me. He looked at me and his eyes were different, kind of cold.

 “Maybe this isn’t such a good idea,” he said, reaching into the console between the front seats and getting his cell phone. He flipped it open. Now I was scared again. 

“When the cops get here, just stay quiet and maybe they won’t catch on that you’re drunk,” he said, running his tongue over his lips. “That’s important, because you don’t want to mess with a DUI. That’d mean a night in jail.” His face was still pretty close to mine, and he had a hand on my shoulder. 

 “Do we have to do that?” I asked, and my voice squeaked a little. My heart was really pounding with fear as I looked down at my boobs, wishing I’d let him squeeze them.

“Tell you what, Christine. I’m staying at this hotel. Why don’t we wander over to my room while we wait for you to sober up a little? We can both get a lot more comfortable. If everything works out, I won’t even have to report the accident. I could tell my insurance company someone hit me in a parking lot, which is true. You could do the same thing, and your dad wouldn’t even get mad at you.”

His room! Shit! I should have let him do whatever he wanted as long as we were in his car, where people might come by. In his room there’d be no stopping him. This guy actually wanted to fuck me!

“That would be great, but I can’t go to your room,” I said. “It wouldn’t be right. Can’t we just stay here? I’ll let you touch my boobs.” 

I stuck my chest out a little more. He looked at me like he thought that was funny. 

“I’ve got a big day tomorrow,” he said coldly. “I can’t afford to waste my time. Why don’t I call the cops now, then we can call your insurance company. There’s a 24-hour number on your card.” He looked like he would do it, too. 

I was screwed. I just couldn’t get arrested. It would be awful and my dad would probably take my car away. Compared to that, fucking this fossil seemed almost appealing. He’d been pretty nice so far and at least it would be over quickly. And he said if I did it he wouldn’t call the cops or even report the accident. I just wanted to get home and curl up in my own bed and forget that any of this happened.

I opened and closed my mouth a couple of times but my throat was really dry. I swallowed hard. “Don’t do that,” I heard myself saying. “Your room will be okay.” 

The guy smiled. And just like that everything changed. I wasn’t in control any more and he knew it. He knew I was going to let him fuck me. I felt cheap but I’d made my decision. I just wanted it to be over.

He reached up and held my chin between a thumb and finger, inspecting me. Then he ran the finger back and forth across my lower lip. “Hop up in the front seat where I can keep an eye on you,” he said, reaching across to open the passenger side rear door for me. 

I got out and climbed in the front door. I felt kind of dizzy. None of it seemed real. He started the car and pulled away, but I wasn’t paying attention. I folded my hands in my lap and squeezed them together really tight. All of a sudden I felt like I might cry. 

“Are you in school?” he asked. 

I shook my head. “I finished high school but was kind of burned out. So I got a job just to make enough for clothes and stuff. It’s at Subway.” 

I paused, trying to get my breathing under control. “I’m going to go back to school, though.”  I didn’t want to cry. I didn’t think it would do me any good with this guy and I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of knowing I was upset. I would just fuck him, and pretend like I didn’t care – you know, like I did stuff like that all the time.

We pulled into the parking area for a cluster of buildings, each of them two stories tall with a balcony for the upstairs hotel rooms. After he parked, he leaned against the center console and put his hand on my right boob, groping it but not so hard that it hurt. The way he was rubbing worked my nipple against my bra and made it tingle.

“Okay then, let’s go in,” he said. 

He rushed around to my side of the car and then grabbed my arm just above the elbow, holding it tight enough that I knew I couldn’t get away. We walked over to the flight of stairs to the second floor of the building. He let go of my arm and gave me a little push up the stairs, with him following close behind. I knew that he was staring at my ass, and I wished I hadn’t worn my new jeans because now I would have to take them off for him and might never feel like wearing them again. My legs felt really heavy and the toes of my sandals kept hitting the edge of the steps. 

“Left,” he said, as we got to the landing. I walked along the balcony, looking at each door wondering which one it was. When we got to 3206 he grabbed my shoulder and turned me into the door, pressing his body against my back. His dick was really hard and it was poking me in the small of my back. Feeling him like that took all my strength away. I was scared and I felt trapped but I couldn’t move. He reached around me and grabbed my boobs with both hands and squeezed them. I felt his lips on my neck, then against my right ear.

“You understand what we’re doing here, right?” he asked, his voice low and thick.

I nodded my head because I was pretty sure I couldn’t talk. I felt really dizzy. 

“You don’t have to do this, Christine. But if we go inside you’re going to do whatever I tell you to do, right?” 

I guess I could have said no but it seemed too late for that. I just didn’t have the energy to fight about calling the cops again, and figured that I might as well get it over with. So I nodded my head again.

He took his hand off my left tit and stroked a card key through the lock and the little green light illuminated, followed by a faint clicking sound. He pushed the door open, then reached around me and flipped on the lights. I moved forward, his hands on my shoulders. It was a nice room, with a big king sized bed. It smelled clean and fresh, like when we moved into our new house. He pushed me to the edge of the bed and let go. 

I sat down with shoulders hunched over, and folded my hands in my lap again. The room had one of those mini bars and the guy opened it and poked around. When he walked back over he was carrying an open beer and he tossed a little bottle in my lap. Tequila. 

“Here. This’ll loosen you up a little,” he said. 

I didn’t like tequila, but didn’t care. Being scared had me feeling stone sober and I needed something strong. I opened the little bottle and poured it all down, cringing at the sting of it but loving the warmth it spread through my midsection. 

“Can I have another one?” I asked. 

The guy nodded, taking another pull on his beer. I went to the mini bar and found two more bottles of Jose Cuervo’s finest. He was sitting on the bed, drinking his beer and watching me, making no effort to hide where he was staring. I sat next to him.

“Good idea to stick with the tequila,” he said. “We don’t want to upset your tummy. Now drain those like a good little girl so we can get started.”

Fucking, he meant. He made it sound so impersonal, like he was talking about cutting my hair or rotating my tires. Thinking about it that way made it less scary. 

He kept watching me as I drank both bottles. Getting it all down was hard. I didn’t do shots. After the second one I coughed a little and my eyes were watering, but I felt calmer. I dropped the bottles on the floor. My hands were empty now, and they were shaking a little. My eyes were still watering and it wasn’t from the tequila. I looked away so he wouldn’t see that I was crying. 

Then I felt his hand, sliding up my stomach and under the bottom of my shirt. He hooked the thin fabric with two fingers and pulled it up, over my boobs. I was wearing a seamless knit bra, white like my shirt. He stretched the shirt up until his hand was under my chin, staring hungrily at my tits. Then he twisted his hand, pulling the shirt tight under my armpits, and shook me to make my boobs jiggle. He liked that, judging from the look on his face.

“I’ll do it,” I said quietly, pushing his hand away and pulling the little cotton top over my head. I folded it and put it on the bed. 

He stared at my bra for a second, then grabbed it in the center and yanked up on it until my tits popped free. His eyes went wide and he sucked in a quick breath. Guys always reacted that way when they saw them for the first time. Like I said, I’ve got great boobs, with big, pale pink areolas and nipples that turn up, like little ski jumps. I had tan lines from my bikini, white triangles framing pink nipples. He stared at my tits for a few seconds, like he was trying to decide which one to eat first.

“Arms up, Christine,” he ordered, pulling the bra all the way over my head. 

He dropped the bra on the floor and I reached for it. Folding it like my shirt seemed important for some reason. Instead, he grabbed my arm and pulled me into his lap. His boner was pressing against my back and it felt enormous.

“Take care of that later,” he said. “First things first.” 

He put his arms around me and pulled me against his chest. He was really strong and I couldn’t move. My legs and butt were squirming around a little. He cupped my boobs with his hands and massaged them hard, working my nipples with his fingers. God, he had big hands and his fingers were strong but soft and he was working my tits over like a pro. He pinched my left nipple with a thumb and finger and twisted it. I almost cried out, but the pain wasn’t that bad. He pulled on it, stretching my boob, and little pangs like electricity shot through me and I got a funny feeling low in my stomach. I was trying stay quiet, but I moaned. I couldn’t help it. 

He buried his face against my neck and started to lick and kiss me behind the ear, where it’s really sensitive. At the same time he started pinching and pulling on my right nipple too. Both of them were way hard now. I didn’t want them to be that way, they just were. Then he bit my earlobe, hard enough to hurt just a little, and I moaned again. 

“Christine, you are so fucking hot,” he whispered, twisting my body around so I was facing him. Being pushed around like that had me feeling weird and disoriented. I was having trouble getting my breath. His face was close and he had a strange smile. He ran a fingertip around my mouth, then rubbed my lower lip. He grabbed the back of my head and pulled me forward. My mouth was still open, and before I knew it his tongue was like practically down my throat. 

He ran it all around the inside of my mouth, groping, his lips pressing over mine really hard. He was licking all the spit out of my mouth, tasting me. As he pulled away he slid the band off my ponytail so my hair fell onto my shoulders. He smiled. I guess he liked it down. He had his hands on my upper arms and he rocked me back and forth a couple of times, watching the way my hair moved. 

He pushed me forward, dropping his legs so I fell on the floor on my knees. He kept a tight grip on one of my shoulders and clamped his legs on my sides, so I was staring at his belt buckle. He undid it and then his slacks, shoving them down to his thighs. I started to panic. Until now I was the only one with any clothes off. I looked up at him to say something but nothing came out, and when I looked back down he had his underwear pulled down on his legs, too. 

Holy shit! This guy had a huge dick! I’d never seen anything like it — long, and really thick, too. The head of it was big and shiny and wet and it was practically touching my tits. When I tried to back up, he grabbed the back of my head again and pulled my face down. I closed my eyes, but I could feel his cock, all warm and slippery, as he rubbed it across my cheeks, then my chin, then pushed it against my lips. 

No fucking way! I agreed to ball this old guy but I didn’t say anything about sucking his dick. I gave Richie Spaulding a blowjob once and I hated it. His wienie was tiny compared to this monster, and all I did was lick it a little and hold it in my mouth for a few seconds. And I made him go in the bathroom at a gas station first and wash it off. Then Richie started moaning and I couldn’t even get out of the way fast enough before he was squirting off all over my clothes. It was my favorite blouse too and I had to throw it away. I could hardly put it in the hamper for my mom to find. She’d be like What’s this on your blouse, Chrissy? and giving me that look. Like I cared what she did when she was my age.

I wanted to yell at the guy and tell him to forget it and to let go of me but I was afraid to open my mouth. So I shook my head.

“Open up, Christine,” he said, opening his own mouth wide to show me, like I was a little kid who didn’t want any carrots. “I’m not screwing around here. Remember your promise, I call the shots and you obey. Now open that sweet little mouth of yours.” 

I stared at him. He was squeezing my shoulder pretty hard and he was right about me promising. Maybe he would come really quick like Richie and then let me go home. So I opened my mouth up a little.

And just like that, he shoved it in and the head filled up my whole mouth. He was hard, but the skin was still incredibly soft and his dick tasted salty. 

“That’s better,” he said, sighing with pleasure. “Now lick it… yeah, like that. All the way around,” 

Like I had any choice but to lick it. I was trying to get my tongue out of the way. My jaw hurt and I had to flex it, but when I did he shoved more of his cock into me. Christ, it was practically in my throat and there was still a lot of it left. He had a tight handful of my hair, right against my scalp. I couldn’t move my head at all.

 “Good girl, Christine. Breathe through your nose or you’ll choke… like that.” 

He pushed harder and I gagged. It felt like my jaw was going to break. I was like suffocating, even though I was sucking air in and out of my nose whenever I could. When his dick went back into my throat and I gagged I couldn’t breathe at all. I was pushing on his knees with my hands, trying to back up so I could quit choking, but he was holding me too tight. And he was thrusting with his hips, slamming that huge dick in and out of my mouth faster and faster. This wasn’t at all like with Richie Spaulding! 

My lips were stretched tight to get around his shaft, but they were numb so I couldn’t keep from drooling, what with that salty taste all inside my mouth. Spit was running down and hanging off my chin, then going all over my boobs. 

“Yeah, baby. Suck me, Christine. Suck my dick.” 

I stared up at him, wanting to yell that I wasn’t sucking anything. He moved his hand from my shoulder to the top of my head and pushed me down some more, holding my head with both hands. My legs were twitching from kneeling and my arms were sore but I kept trying to pull away. God! I just needed to breathe!

He shoved his cock in harder a couple of times, getting into my throat, but I wasn’t gagging as much anymore. Probably because I was so faint. 

Then the thrusting slowed down and he was acting strange, his motions kind of jerky, hands clenching on my head. Then like bam! He came right in my throat. A whole mouthful of hot, gooey cum and the only thing I could do was swallow it.

“Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah. That’s it,” he moaned, leaning forward holding my head. He kept cumming in big spurts, filling my mouth. But he was distracted enough that I could pull back and get the head away from my tonsils. Then when I stretched my mouth really wide the semen could run out in streams, down my front. 

Finally his cock was just oozing and it got soft enough that I could start to breathe around it though my mouth. He let go of my head, and since I was still pushing with my hands, I went tumbling backwards onto the carpeting. Shit! I sucked my lungs full of clean air as I spat out cum and tried to wipe my face with my hands. 

 “That was great. You’re a natural,” he said, panting almost as hard as me. 

After a couple of minutes he stood up and finished undressing. He looked okay naked, better than I expected. His body was muscular, more defined than most guys my age, and he had more hair on his chest. His stomach wasn’t exactly flat but he didn’t have a gut, either. And he had narrow hips and a pretty tight butt for an old guy. 

He stood over me for a minute, staring at my body. Then he reached down and grabbed me under the armpits and lifted me to my feet without even straining. Like I said, he was strong. 

“Upsy Daisy, Christine. Time for the main course,” he said.  Then he sat on the edge of the bed. He pulled me between his outstretched knees and sucked my left nipple into his mouth. He worked it over with his tongue, flicking and stroking. Both of my nipples were hard, and I couldn’t remember them ever being so sensitive. It felt like sparks were shooting through my boob when he licked me just right. 

He started squeezing my ass with one hand while he cupped my pussy with the other. He was stroking the crotch of my jeans with his fingers and rubbing his palm over my mons. My panties were sort of bunched up over my clit, and as he rolled his hand around, it kept making my hips twitch. The guy was an asshole but he really knew how to touch me. I was getting this achy-fluttery feeling down low in my tummy. When he switched nipples I moaned a little and I couldn’t help it. The other one already felt like it was on fire and the tip of my boob was all puffy. 

I had to put my hands on his shoulders to keep my knees from buckling. As he sucked on my tit I kept looking down at his cock. It was limp, flopped over across his thigh like a dead snake. But it still looked big. I wondered if it was going to get hard again. Old guys were supposed to have trouble with that. Not that I wanted it to get hard again, but he didn’t seem like he was finished with me yet. 

Jesus! He started biting my nipple and now the sparks from there were going all the way down to the ache in my tummy. He wasn’t biting hard enough to draw blood or anything, but it was driving me crazy. It felt pretty good and I had to lean forward and put more weight on his shoulders because my legs were like rubber. I moaned again, longer and deeper this time.

Then he let go of my nipple and looked up at me with a really smug-looking smile and it made me mad but I couldn’t think of anything clever to say. He stopped rubbing my pussy and ran his fingertips along the waistband of my jeans. Then he unsnapped them and pulled the little zipper down. I knew what he wanted so I stepped back a little, kicked my sandals off and then slid the jeans down and stepped out of them. The guy didn’t stop me from folding them, so I put the jeans with my shirt. He was staring at my legs and thong the whole time – the thong was all I had on now, a really nice white satin one that barely covered my pussy.

I walked back over and stood in front of him with my hands at my sides. He tugged the thong slowly to my knees then let it drop. He was pretty impressed with my pussy, judging by the way he stared at it. I kept it trimmed, leaving just a tiny strip of light reddish-brown hair on my mons so I look like a grown-up, but completely shaved all around my lips. I had tan lines there, too.

 “You must have been a big hit at the pool in that suit, Christine,” he said. 

“Thanks,” I blurted. “It’s a really neat suit, kind of a metallic green. It goes good with my hair and eyes.”

I didn’t mean to talk to him like that. It just came out. And the suit was perfect, skimpier than any my friends wore, and I looked way hot in it. 

“I bet it does,” he said, then held up a finger and twirled it. 

He wanted me to turn around for him. My panties were still around my ankles so I kicked them aside. As I turned slowly, he put a hand on each of my butt cheeks and stroked them gently. I felt self-conscious because, like I said, I thought my butt was kind of big and it was so close to his face I could feel him breathing. 

“I don’t blame you, pal. Pretty tempting,” he said, speaking softly. 

I looked over my shoulder. He was staring at my butt as he spread my cheeks with his hands. And his cock wasn’t limp on his leg anymore. My breath caught at the sight of it.

“What was that? You want me to do something?” I asked. 

“No, you’re doing just fine. That’s one hell of an ass you’ve got there.” 

“Thanks. Um… I guess I don’t know what to call you,” I said. 

“You can call me Andy, Christine. And you can lie down.” 

So I climbed onto the bed and flipped onto my back, propped up on my elbows. Andy. It was a nice enough name and it sort of suited him.

“Is this good?” I asked. 

Andy stood up and his cock bobbed stiffly. The skin a nice deep red with thick veins on the shaft. Damn, it was big.

“This is very good,” he replied. Then he slid a hand under each of my knees and spread my legs, lifting them. My pussy was throbbing as he stared at it. 

“You look like you’re ready for a little action too, Christine. You’re dripping.” 

I blushed. Like that was my fault. “You were like rubbing me, down there.” 

“You haven’t felt anything yet, sweetheart. And I think you’re warming up to the idea of taking all of this into that little pussy of yours.” He reached down and wiggled his big dick around.

“Am not,” I said, staring at his cock. I was getting mad again, it was bad enough that I had to do this stuff without him turning everything around like it was all my idea. “And it’s not like I have a choice about it. What am I supposed to do? You’re going to do me whether I want it or not.” 

I put a hand to my mouth and probed the sore spots. “I wish you didn’t push so hard when you had it in my mouth. My lips are really sore now.” 

Andy didn’t answer me. Instead he dropped to his knees and rubbed his nose against my mons. It tickled.

“You smell great, Christine,” he said, starting to lick my slit. Shit, the guys I dated almost never wanted to eat me, and then it didn’t last long enough and it was only to get me to fuck them. Sometimes I wondered, you know, about my scent. 

“You really think so? Compared to other girls?” I asked.

He just grunted. He was busy running his tongue over my whole pussy, getting it wet. Then he started spreading and rubbing the skin up around my clit and when he stuck his tongue in there and touched it…holy shit! I practically screamed, pulling my legs up and spreading them more. I know it looked bad, like I wanted him to do it, but it felt so damn good and I must have been really ready from all the touching. I bit my lip so I wouldn’t scream again. 

He was still licking my clit, and then he stuck a finger into my pussy. He didn’t ram it in like other guys, just slid it in and out real slow rubbing me along the top of my pussy where it felt good. I was really, really wet and I could feel my muscles twitching around that finger and it kept going in and out and he kept licking me and that fluttery feeling was taking over my whole lower body. I was rolling my hips, pushing my pussy at his face so he’d lick me harder and holding onto the bedspread with both hands so I could keep from sliding. Jesus, that finger felt like it had batteries in it! I couldn’t stand it. I had to open my mouth so I could breathe and I was panting really hard and…

 “aaahhHHH. Oh God, I…I’m gonna…” 

I came like a freaking train wreck, rolling around and screaming. I felt like my whole body was melting but I kept my thighs clamped around Andy’s face so he wouldn’t stop. I never felt anything like that...I couldn’t like see or think or anything and just when I started coming down another orgasm hit me, harder than the first. It was so good it hurt, just from him licking me and from that fucking finger…mmmMMM, oh yeah!

When I sort of woke up from it, I was lying on the bed all sweaty and Andy was licking up and down my slit really slow, cleaning me. My arms and legs were still twitching a little and my pussy was throbbing. I was pretty sure I couldn’t stand up. I felt like a wet noodle. Andy climbed up on his knees between my legs with that big, fat dick standing straight up, almost to his belly button. I rolled my head on the bed a little and my eyes met his.

“You like that, Christine?” he asked, softly.

I licked my upper lip then gave a little nod. 

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?” 

I closed my eyes and nodded again. Yeah, it was true. I really, really wanted him to fuck me. What the hell was the point of saying no? What was he going to do, think I’m easy and not ask me out again? I’d gone this far and if Andy was half as good with that big cock as he was with his finger and tongue, I was in for the ride of my life.

“Say it, Christine. Tell me you want me to fuck you.” 

“Fuck me,” I said quietly. 

“Louder,” he ordered. 

“Fuck me!” I said, opening my eyes and staring at his cock again. 

“You’re thinking it’s going to be a tight fit, right?” he asked, smiling. 

I nodded. I’d never had anything that big in me. Not even close.

“I’ll get it all in there, trust me,” he said. “Flip over on your knees and get that pretty little ass in the air for me.” 

All of a sudden I had lots of energy, and I scrambled to get on my hands and knees. He said I had a pretty little ass! 

“No. Not like that. Get your face down on the mattress and point that ass at the ceiling. Yeah, like that. Better angle this way.” 

I wasn’t exactly sure what he wanted, but I put my cheek on the bedspread and my arms above my head.  My boobs were touching the bed too and I arched my back so my butt kind of turned up. It must have been okay because I felt the hard head of his dick sliding over my pussy lips. Up and down, and I was dripping I was so wet. My pussy was still throbbing from him licking me and I couldn’t wait for him to penetrate me…fill me and make me cum again. 

But that changed when he thrust the head into me. Christ, it was big, and when he shoved again it hurt. My pussy already felt like it was splitting and he was still ramming more in. I looked between my legs and he was hardly in me at all. I could still see most of his cock.

“Too big,” I moaned. 

I didn’t want him to stop. I was just afraid it wasn’t going to work. Then I felt him grab my thighs and pull them apart more. That made more room and my pussy didn’t feel as stuffed. His hands slid up to my hips and he shoved really hard and I screamed a little. Jeez that hurt, and I was pretty sure he still wasn’t in all the way but I didn’t look because I was biting on the bedspread and had my eyes shut tight. 

He started to fuck me slowly, not going any deeper. After a minute or so I started to loosen up, getting wetter and more comfortable. It was hard not to. His dick had me stretched tight, and with all that friction, he was starting to really light me up. 

Andy had a nice rocking motion with his hips that made the head of his cock go left then right, and he was spreading my ass cheeks with both hands and pulling me back onto him. My pussy was making wet gurgling noises every time he pulled out. It usually embarrassed me when it did that, but now it sounded kind of hot. Usually when I had sex I had to be quiet because we were afraid someone would hear us, but now I was grunting like a wild animal every time he shoved his dick in, and that didn’t bother me either.

He grabbed my hips and really leaned into me and I felt the head of his cock ram hard against my pelvis. He was all the way in now. His hips were slapping against my ass with every stroke and I could feel his big heavy balls hitting the insides of my thighs. I was incredibly full and it was great. My whole body felt like a hot, pulsing sheath for the big, glorious dick that was spreading me, driving my face into the mattress…but then all of a sudden it wasn’t! 

Andy pulled out and gave my butt a shove and I rolled onto my side looking up at him, confused and disoriented. He was towering over me, panting hard. His cock looked even bigger now and it was dripping from being in me, where I wanted it again, right away. 

 “Turn over,” he ordered. 

As I rolled onto my back he grabbed my legs and pulled me closer to the edge of the bed. He lifted my right leg and hooked it over his shoulder, raising my ass into the air, then leaned against me bending that leg way back. He rammed his cock into my gaping pussy in one long thrust, and ohhhhh, it felt great to be filled with all that hot meat again. His eyes were locked on mine as he shifted my butt over a little and wiggled his hips to be sure he was in me as far as possible. I was nodding like crazy. Then he started fucking me like a jackhammer. 

His hips were slamming into my ass and thighs hard and fast and I could feel my juices running down into the crack of my ass. My pussy was on fire with waves of pleasure rippling out to my whole body, which was shaking all over from the pounding. Especially my boobs, which were bouncing and swaying happily, nipples hard and ticklish the way they get when I’m really turned on.

I couldn’t decide what to do with my arms, so I let them fall back on the bed. My hair was everywhere, all sweaty at my forehead and temples. I closed my eyes and just enjoyed all the wonderful sensations of the fucking, not wanting it to ever end. That great fluttery feeling had taken over my whole midsection and the insides of my thighs and the bottoms of my ass cheeks felt kind of numb and tingly from the pounding they were taking. 

I was moaning, probably pretty loud, but I couldn’t tell because my ears were ringing and I had to struggle to breathe, sucking sweet, cool air into my aching lungs. I looked and he was staring at me, letting his eyes run over my body and I know I was all sweaty and out of control and he must have thought I was a slut for enjoying it so much but I didn’t care because it felt so fucking great. How did he move like that anyway? It was so amazing and he just kept pounding into me and I was so full and I could barely breathe and…

My whole pussy like exploded and I was flailing around with my arms and the leg Andy wasn’t holding and all my muscles were going nuts, twitching and jerking. He was looking down at me and smiling and I felt like I should say something to him but I couldn’t because my brain wasn’t working and my throat was sore from moaning so much. 

When I started to come out of it and my vision cleared a little, I could see he was losing his rhythm. His strokes were erratic, and he was panting and flushed. I wanted to forget about it and let another orgasm take me but panic welled up and reason won out.

 “Please don’t cum in me. I’m not on the pill or anything,” I begged. 

He looked confused, frowning, and I wasn’t sure if he heard me. But with a couple of halting strokes he stopped fucking me and pulled out. His cock was dripping and I couldn’t tell if it was from him or me.

“I’ve got you covered, Christine. Hold that pose for a second,” he said, breathing hard. 

His dick bobbing, he ran into the bathroom and I heard him banging around in there. I figured he was getting a rubber but when he got back all he had was one of the little bottles the hotel gives you. It looked like hand lotion.  

He rolled me onto my hip, facing away from him. I was still pretty woozy from cumming and I couldn’t figure out what he was doing. He was spreading my butt cheeks and kind of rubbing me there…

Then my body jerked and I was like, what the fuck? He had his finger jammed in my asshole! I figured out what he wanted and was shaking my head and trying to turn over.

“Not there! Please, I don’t want to do that!” I said, eyes wide. I was scared. I had a girlfriend Amy who let her boyfriend do her in the ass and she said she liked it because she didn’t have to worry about getting knocked up but that it hurt her pretty bad the first time. 

“I’ve got to cum somewhere, Christine. Just hold still and let me do all the work,” he said, looking pretty excited about the prospect of butt-fucking me. Things had been going pretty well so far though, and Andy seemed to know what he was doing and he hadn’t hurt me yet, not really. Even the blowjob had been sort of exciting. 

I didn’t tell him it was okay but I rolled back over and got myself ready. Andy rubbed his dick in my butt crack and then pressed gently until my sphincter started to open up and I felt the head going in. Jeeez! There was no way it was going to work. My butthole felt like it was tearing apart.

“Don’t clench, baby. Loosen those muscles and this’ll go a lot easier.” 

I braced myself on the bed and nodded, taking deep breaths and trying to relax. Just my luck, if I was going to try this I had to be doing it with the freaking Mother of all Dicks.

The head of his cock popped into me and I gasped. Holy shit! I thought it hurt before! I felt like I needed to take like the biggest dump of my life but couldn’t. I was making this low whining noise and was starting to panic. Andy had his hand on my hip and was rubbing, trying to be soothing, and he stopped moving. After a while it didn’t hurt as bad and I felt like I could breathe again. Andy shoved a little and I felt more of his cock slide into me but it was still okay.

He kept doing that for what seemed like forever, pushing more in and then waiting. Finally I felt the warmth of his hips nestled against my butt. He was in me all the way! I still felt way too full, and like I needed to poop, but at least the whole thing was in there. 

Andy put his hand between my legs and moved the top one up a little, then started to thrust slowly. It didn’t hurt anymore and my butthole was getting all slippery. I was hoping it was from the hand lotion. When his cock was all the way in, it felt weird, kind of an ache but one you wanted to hold onto and savor. I braced myself better and spread my legs more as he started to fuck me faster with that jackhammer motion. My whole body was shaking again from the pounding, but now his balls were slapping against my pussy. 

It felt pretty good. I was starting to think I could get used to it.

He reached around and grabbed my boobs with both hands and started playing with my nipples again. Oh, man. I could definitely get used to it. My whole insides were pulsing with heat and a funny buzz that spread to my pussy. I slid my left hand down to stroke my clit while I pulled the right one up and started sucking on my index finger. 

As I lay there with my eyes closed, getting screwed in the ass for the first time and loving it, I couldn’t help thinking how weird all this was. I mean, just an hour ago I was leaving the bar mad because Trent was all over me for not sleeping with him, and I hadn’t even met the guy who had his dick in me. I wondered what Trent was doing and kind of wished he could see me now. Call me a dick tease, will you? I smiled and scooted my ass a little closer to Andy’s thrusting hips. 

I had to take my finger out of my mouth so I could breathe better, each exhale turning into a long, happy moan. As Andy slowed his thrusting, each penetration now long and deep, I started to fan my clit even faster. I knew he was getting ready to cum and I wanted to cum with him.

“Oh, baby… I’m going to cum in your ass, Christine!” he yelled. I was going to tell him to wait, that I wasn’t ready yet but then the first splash of hot semen hit me deep in the bowels and it was amazing and his dick was sliding in the thick, gooey blasts of extra lubrication. I convulsed, my body twisting as a slow, glorious orgasm washed through me and I rolled with it, rubbing my ass against him. We were both moaning and Andy let go of my tits so he could hug me. I reached for his closest hand and held it really tight.

He had his face against the back of my neck, nuzzling against my sweaty hair and murmuring softly, incoherently. I could feel his cock softening and sliding ever so slowly out of my ass. Every so often I would clench down on it and could feel it pulsing, each time a little smaller… 

We both fell asleep. When I woke up it was almost two-thirty in the morning and Andy was still lying next to me, snoring softly. I rolled toward him and watched him sleep. He was actually a pretty good-looking guy, even though he was old, and he could sure fuck. 

Up until then I always liked sex well enough, but it was just some guy banging away on me for a little while. This was incredible, with all the touching and cumming and him using like all of me. I leaned over and gave him a little kiss on the forehead and his eyes fluttered open. He looked disoriented at first, glancing at my naked body and the room, then smiling awkwardly. I figured he was remembering our little party. 

“I’m glad you woke up. I have to get going,” I said. 

“Yeah. I better get you back to your car,” he said. He was self-conscious, less sure of himself than before.

“ Do you think I could take a quick shower first?” I asked. 

“Of course! There’s shampoo and soap in the bathroom and this time of the night there’ll be plenty of hot water,” he said, sitting up.  

“I just need a quick one, you know, to freshen up before I go home. My parents will probably be up,” I replied, climbing off the bed. “You can jump in with me if you want, but no more fucking. I’m pretty sore.” 

He shook his head, staring at me as I stood up.  

“I better not. I don’t have that kind of will power. But it’d be great if you leave the door open so I can watch you shower.” 

I nodded and smiled at him, then I walked slowly toward the bathroom, swiveling my hips a little more than normal. I knew he was staring at my naked, pretty little ass. I took a nice hot shower using up all the body wash, especially, you know, back there. My sphincter still didn’t feel normal and the insides of my thighs were really sore from Andy’s pounding against them. But that was okay. It was worth it. 

When I came out, Andy was dressed and waiting for me and he had arranged my sandals, bra, and panties next to my jeans and shirt on the bed. I thought that was kind of sweet. I got dressed and we walked quietly to his SUV. When we got back to the parking lot of the club where my car was, it was dark and deserted.  We sat there for a moment looking at each other. I knew he was feeling pretty guilty and I felt like I should say something.

“Listen, don’t feel too bad about what happened. You took advantage of me, sure, but I screwed up bad. And I could’ve stopped you if I really wanted to. My dad always says that if you don’t suffer the consequences of your mistakes you won’t learn from them. I bet I learn from this one big time.” I grinned at him. “Besides, it wasn’t that bad. Well, most of it.” 

I reached back and rubbed my aching butt for effect, smiling. I opened the door and jumped out. 

“Goodnight,” I said, then waved as I ran to my car. By the time I got in Andy was by my driver’s door, leaning and looking at me through the open window. 

“Christine, I wanted to thank you for what you said back there. That was really nice of you. This may not help, but you were incredible tonight. I’ll never forget you.” 

I smiled and bit my lip. 

“You weren’t so bad yourself,” I said. 

That was the understatement of the year.

“You should go back to school,” he said. “You’re too smart to be working in a sub shop. An education can give you a good job and confidence and without that there are people who’ll take advantage of you for the rest of your life.”

Then he pulled out his wallet and removed some bills. He held them out to me – four hundred dollars!

“It’s not for the sex. It’s to pay for the damage to your car so your dad won’t be mad at you. You’ve suffered enough consequences for one night. Please take it.” 

I could tell he meant it. I hesitated, then took the money. I would let my dad pay for the car but I did have some stuff that I needed.

“Thanks, Andy. I might just take your advice about school. See ya!” 

I drove away slowly. I sure as hell didn’t want to hit anyone else. 

After that I was more careful about drinking and driving, and I was less patient about putting up with bad sex and other crap from guys like Trent. And I did go back to school - just junior college for now but it’s a start. Whenever I think about Andy it makes me smile. I don’t know if it’s because of him but I like my guys a little older now. I sometimes wonder what I would do if I ever saw him. I don’t know, but I’d probably bump his car with mine again!

The End
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I hope you enjoyed this story but I’d love to hear from you regardless of your reaction. And be sure to vote!
