Chapter 1 In The Adventures of Jolie Pop

In which Jolie discovers her talents
Jolie loved big fat dicks, huge dicks, the kind that entered but would change the face of tomorrow, the kind you used to tame a prostitute. It wasn't always that way. In fact, there were people who knew her who would be shocked to discover Jolie's escapades, shocked to think that such a sweet pretty little blonde could have willingly transformed herself into a sex slave. When asked about her transformation Jolie would always gently lick her angel lips and close her eyes, mesmerized by the recollection of her first great discovery, her initiation into the world of desire.
She was 14, an innocent. Her breasts had not yet grown into their voluptuous present. On the contrary, they were two silky virginal protrusions, luscious and sweet, milky white, erect and new. Her pink nipples hard, teasing and yet unseen. She would sit on the balcony at her house in the country, green fields in the spring and brown in the fall, watching the sun rise and set day after day, content in her small quiet world, childlike and unassuming. Her blonde hair would fall gently on her shoulders, teasing the small of her back as she lay, waiting unknowingly for the world to knock on her door. 
It came sooner than later. He was a man, older and weather worn. He had the body of a man who had worked in the fields his entire life, bulging muscles and ebony skin. For months he had watched his little Lolita, secretly, studying her curves, the way her body moved, the firmness of her ass. He could feel his dick hard as visions of his mad lust for her formed in his mind. He imagined her amateur pussy, wet and craving his thrust and felt his dick craving the release of submission. He new she would have to surrender to his yearning but he battled against his inner desire, cherishing her innocence. Little did he know the force of passion that would be revealed before him in time.

That time came sooner than later. On a certain evening Jolie returned to her house as usual. She sat in her favorite spot on the balcony, laying her small feet on the rail before her. She was wearing her plaid skirt from Catholic school and it fell low revealing her flowered panties and the soft skin in her inner thighs. Jolie fell into a mesmerized trance as she watched the sun sink behind the green fields before her. She was completely unaware that she was not alone, that someone was stealing a glimpse of her and that her life was about to be altered for all time. 

The large man came creeping behind her, quietly, for he was afraid to stir her from her reverie. He stood behind her for a while watching her breasts heave, examining the small drops of sweat that had gathered around her newly formed crevices. His huge cock stiffened, growing and expanding, crawling towards her. He listened to her clear breath, creeping slowly towards her on all fours and finally, his lips touching her blonde hair his fingers crept around her waist. 
Her initial response was stiff. She turned to look at him, her gaze falling on his bristly chin, down to his black hairy chest. She thought to scream but his hand was on her mouth before she the thought turned to action. He found himself on top of her, holding her slender body captive beneath him, her tender lips covered by his manly hand. It was a few minutes before he realized that she had stopped struggling against him, instead lying beneath him, her body passive and immobile perhaps, but not rigid, not nearly. He looked up at her in surprise catching a glimpse of curiosity in her eyes. They lay silently and for a moment he felt a pang of remorse. He was preparing to detach himself from her soft body when he felt her hand moving down his back, gently, slowly uncovering the skin beneath his torn jeans, probing into his body as if learning the Braille of sex. 
Before she could reach far he pulled her up and tore her cloths off her body. Her tits glistened in the soft dusk light, defining her curves. She stood before him naked, her pussy hidden behind soft supple hair. 

