California Pool Party 

By
C.K. Ralston

We had arrived at what I always thought of as Rob’s tricked-out, bachelor house at around five. It was a bright, hot summertime afternoon in California, and the plan was to just hang out and swim in Rob’s big pool, drink beer, and let my new girlfriend, Jennie, get to know one of my oldest pals, Rob, a little better.


Rob and I had gone to high school and then college together, and had been close friends through it all. We still lived in the same city and had stayed in touch, even though our lives were now quite different from one other’s. 

Rob had finished college; working his way through by working weekends as a brakeman on the railroad. He had discovered after graduation that, with his seniority in the railroad union, he could make way more money continuing to work the freights than he could with his newly completed degree.

I had graduated from school a year before Rob, gone to work at an employment agency, and done well enough to end up buying out the old owners after a few years. Jennie, my new live-in girlfriend, had come to work there recently while still high school, as an intern earning both school credits and a small paycheck. 

My wife of ten years and I had been having trouble for a while. I hadn’t filed for divorce yet, but I had moved out of our house a few weeks ago into a small, furnished apartment. 

Jennie was a tallish dishwater blonde with a cute smile, a dusting of freckles across her nose and upper cheeks, and pert little cone-shaped breasts. She had nice legs and strikingly pretty green eyes. 

She had started giving me the eye the day the local high school regional work program had sent her over to work at the agency, and I had dismissed her attention at first as a kid’s infatuation with a much older man—I had been thirty-two at the time and she was just seventeen—but she seemed to grow more openly interested in me the longer she worked there. So, when she turned eighteen and legal and I had moved into my apartment, I thought “What the hell?” and had asked her out on a date.

I quickly found out that Jennie had been around the block a couple of times before I ever met her. When we ended up back at my apartment after dinner and a movie, I had her naked and in bed with a minimum of effort.

I also discovered that she was no virgin, that she knew how to give head, but that she was not very good at it. That made little difference to me the first week we dated. After all, she was two days past eighteen, pretty, and willing to learn!

When she suddenly announced that she hated living at home and that she wanted to move in with me instead, I thought…”Why not?” Pussy that young and cute and willing, available whenever I wanted it?  Where’s the bad in that? I had thought.

 At the end of the first week after she moved in however, I told her that she either had to get way, way better at giving a blowjob, or she’d eventually have to make other living arrangements. She cried and told me that I was a cruel fucker, but I already knew that so I calmly asked her which she wanted; to get better or to get going?

“W-What would I have to do?” she had stammered, her eyes still glassy with tears and a big catch in her girlish voice.

“Learn to swallow it as though you like it when I cum in your mouth, baby, for starters,” I had told her.

“Ewwwww! But that stuff is so yucky!” Jennie had protested. “That one time when I was sucking you and you didn’t tell me you were coming until it was too late it…it was just gross! It was all slimy and hot and it tasted all salty and smelled like bleach or something!”

“Learn to love it or learn to live somewhere else,” I’d calmly dictated the new rules. “The choice is all yours, sweetcakes.”

Jennie had stormed off into the bathroom, crying again. She had stayed in there for the better part of an hour, considering her options, I guess--life at home with dear old tyrannical mom and her dorky little brother, or life out on the streets with no money and damn few job skills—those were the two piss-poor choices available to her if I threw her out.

“Okay, I’m ready to try,” the sandy-haired teen had announced when she finally came out of the john, dressed in the skimpy, black-lace, nearly see-through short nightie I’d bought her a few days earlier.

Jennie had flopped onto the bed, a forced smile on her pouty lips; her eyes still a little red from all the bawling she’d been doing. She had wiggled her way across the covers toward me and reached up to pull the bed sheet down below my only garment—a pair of briefs.

“Oooh! It looks like you’re already nearly hard!” Jennie said shyly, eying my rapidly expanding cock as it pushed against the tight shorts.

She had gingerly lifted the elastic waistband and worked it downward, my almost-fully-aroused dick springing out from the tight confines as the shorts slid off. Jennie wrapped her small fist around the throbbing pole and worked the skin up and down a few times.

“God! It’s so hard, but so velvety soft at the same time!” the young girl sighed, mesmerized by my growing staff.

“Don’t just play with it, give it what it needs!” I urged her, putting my hand on the back of her head and pushing downward gently.

“Mmm! Okay, okay, just let me go slow! I’ll do better tonight, I promise!” Jennie had responded nervously, her lips brushing the tip of my shiny glans.

Tentatively, the teenager kissed all around the head of my prick. I sighed as she got a little bolder and started to caress my sensitive tip with her small pink tongue. Soon, the mushroom-shaped crown of my dick shone brightly with her spittle in the dim bedroom light.

“Suck it!” I pressed her. “Suck my cock, honey!”

Obediently, the girl had opened her lips and, still licking around and around my swollen glans, had sucked the fat tip between her full lips. She moved her head slowly up and down, licking and sucking, taking just a little more of my hot cock into her nursing lips with each down stroke.

“Oh! That’s it, baby!” I had sighed. “Now you’re getting it! That’s a sweet stroke you’ve got goin’ there!”

Encouraged by my praise, Jennie had accelerated her movement, her lips gliding up and down, faster and faster, along my glistening rod. Soon, her mouth was nearing the base of my seven-inch dick. She was deep-throating me! The young girl was finally sucking in nearly all of my fat cock!

“Ohhhh, yeah! That’s it, baby!” I had moaned with the pure pleasure of the thing. “Suck it! Suck me dry, you hot-mouthed little bitch!”

Jennie had gurgled excitedly around my cock, her head flying up and down now, her lips tight around my pulsing shaft, her tongue never stopping its relentless teasing of my sensitive flesh. She gently squeezed my tightening ball sack in her tiny fist and that was all it took.

“Swallow it! Swallow my hot cum, baby!” I screamed as the first jet of my boiling jizz splashed against the roof of her mouth.

Jennie had looked stricken for a moment, her mouth stopping in mid-stroke, but then another and another of my searing spurts blasted into her mouth and throat and she had no choice but to gulp my slimy load or drown. She managed to keep the slippery goo down after she swallowed, then slowly began working her mouth up and down my deflating prick, sucking out the last few dribbles of man juice, letting them roll down her throat as they filled her mouth again.

“How…how was that?” the slightly ill looking girl had asked as she let my thoroughly drained prick slip from her mouth at last. “Did I do it okay?”

I grinned appreciatively at the young teen. “You did it just great, baby! That was a super-good blowjob. And I bet the next one will be even better!”

Jennie had winced a little at the mention of the “next blowjob”, but she had managed to smile gamely and nod her head in agreement. “You bet, RJ, sweetie. I’m gonna’ do it so good you won’t believe it next time. You just wait and see if I don’t!”

And damned if she hadn’t been as good as her word! The next morning, as I was headed out to the pool at our cheesy apartment building to swim a few laps before breakfast, Jennie, dressed only in a loose fitting robe with no belt to hold it closed, stopped me in mid-stride in the middle of the kitchen.

“Oh, no you don’t,” she had halted me with a hand to my chest and a big, sweet smile. “Not until I give you a little lovin’ this morning.”

With that, Jennie had dropped to her knees in the middle of the kitchen floor, pulled down my swim trunks and proceeded to pop my limp, surprised dick into her hot little mouth. In just a few moments, my cock was standing out straight and hard from my body and I was looking down on Jennie’s angelic little face sliding up and down on it, her tongue making lazy circles around my stiff prong, her cheeks hollowing with suction on each up stroke.

“Jeezus, baby! That’s fantastic! Do it! Do it just like that! Suck my hot cock, you sweet-faced little slut!”

Jennie whimpered with lust at that last comment. I was rapidly learning that she would normally be offended if you said something nasty to her, but once she was involved in sex, the raunchier name you called her, the hotter she became.

“Oh, yeah! Suck that shit right out of my balls!” I moaned, quickly overcome by this unexpected, scorching blowjob. “Eat it! Suck yourself out a hot breakfast, you hot little cunt!”

Jennie mewled with excitement and my dick jerked between her lips. A torrent of thick, steamy jism poured out of my prick and into her mouth. I watched, completely turned on by what I was witnessing, as Jennie gulped down a big mouthful of my cum, sucked me a little more, and was instantly rewarded with another big load. I watched her little throat work and saw another thick wad slip down it into her stomach.

“Ohhhhh! Honey, that was magic!” I sighed at last, easing my spent cock from her slightly cum-shiny lips.

“Better than last night?” Jennie had asked shyly, licking my cream from her mouth with her little pink tongue and slowly swallowing it as I watched her.

“Way better!” I complimented her. “Pretty soon, you’ll be the best little cocksucker I’ve ever known, the way you’re going!”

That seemed to make Jennie as happy as a six year old who’s just heard she’s going to the carnival. She grinned and got back up on her feet and kissed me lightly on the cheek.

“Go on, enjoy your swim,” she shooed me out of the kitchen happily. “I’ll have a nice breakfast cooked for you when you get back, darling!”

                                                         ***

That had been a few weeks ago. Now, as I lay back on one of old Rob’s chaise lounges, admiring the clear blue water in his pool and sipping my sixth beer of the afternoon, I had to admit, I was getting damned fond of Jennie.

The girl would now suck me off whenever and wherever I wanted. Last weekend, we had been on a mountain road, coming back from an afternoon of sightseeing, shopping, and picnicking in the foothills.

Jennie was sitting right next to me, a low-cut top on, no bra, so that I could see her cute little cone-shaped titties with their fat, puffy nipples whenever she leaned forward to adjust the radio, which was often. I was getting hornier and hornier, watching those proud little jugs jiggling around. My cock was at half-mast, and starting to feel really pinched in my jeans.

“Honey, how about unzipping my pants and getting my prick out?” I had asked my little sweetie.

“Here? On the highway in broad daylight?” Jennie had sounded surprised and a little reluctant, but I could also hear a strain of excitement in her voice; a tiny thrill at the very idea of doing something so totally naughty, right out in public, so to speak.

“Why not? It’s not exactly a busy freeway, now is it?”

Jennie looked around. The road was winding and two lanes and, while it wasn’t totally deserted, the traffic passing us going the other way was pretty sporadic.

“I don’t know,” she continued to look a little reluctant. “There are still people around.”

“Dammit, Jennie, I need a little relief!” I answered her shortly, reaching down and unzipping my own fly. I reached into my jockey shorts and extracted my half-hard cock, which stuck up out the open zipper, pumping a little bigger with each heartbeat.

“It’s all your damned fault!” I teased her. “Bending over all the time with that scoop-necked shirt on and no bra underneath! Those hot little tits of yours bouncing around naked! Those sight of those sweet little puffiies of yours have been driving me fucking crazy all afternoon!”

A small, embarrassed smile crept over Jennie’s pretty features. “They did? You mean just seeing them got you all…you know? I mean, they’re not very big or anything!”

“I keep telling you. You’re a hot young bitch!” I growled at her in mock anger. “You don’t think your tits are much, but I keep trying to tell you, they’re sexy as hell! Any guy who sees your sweet little chubbies naked is gonna want to fuck you!”

I reached around to the back of her neck with my non-driving hand and pushed her down toward my now fully erect cock.

“I can’t fuck you right now, ‘cause we’re moving. But I can damned sure get some relief for the woody you’ve given me from those plump, pouty lips of yours, baby!”

Jennie had grinned at my lewd praise and opened her mouth. My prick was soon balls-deep between her lips and her tongue was circling my cock like crazy I could feel the hot suction she was giving me with each up and down head stroke, and her blonde hair tickled my balls as she bobbed her head.

We had come to a small foothill community as Jennie worked on me, but I never said a word. I drove slowly through town, with people going about their business, strolling down the raised sidewalks, some of them casually peering down into the car as we glided through, their mouths dropping open as the saw what my hot little teenie girlfriend was up to!

“Oh! That’s right, honey, suck it!” I sighed, really starting to get off on the fact that a bunch of total strangers were watching me get my dick gobbled by a girl barely past her eighteenth birthday, in broad daylight, in the middle of their stodgy little hick town!

I had come to a stop sign just about that time, and two young guys about Jennie’s age or a little younger had been standing out in front of the local pool hall right next to where we stopped. One of them nudged the other and then both of them were standing with their mouths open, watching Jennie’s pretty face bob up and down on my saliva-gleaming prick.

It was all I needed, watching them marvel at what was probably the first real live blowjob they’d ever seen in their young lives. I moaned and let loose in Jennie’s eagerly sucking mouth, reveling in the feeling of blowing off a huge load in front of my dumbfounded audience and hearing Jennie gulp down the tangy wads of spunk as I rolled away, the two teen’s mouths still hanging open in awe.

Now, that’s something they ain’t going to forget real soon! I thought to myself smugly.

We were out of the town and on the twisty, mostly empty road again when Jennie finished cleaning my cock with her tongue and swallowing all of my residual cum. She raised her head up out of my lap and frowned as she saw the last vestiges of the little town disappearing behind us.

“Was there a city back there?” she asked, sounding worried. “Did anyone see anything?”

“Nah!” I lied to her reassuringly. “It wasn’t much of a settlement; just a few buildings, a gas station and a post office. It was mostly deserted when we rolled through. There was just that one stop sign, and I stopped, and there wasn’t much cross-traffic, so I took off again right away. No one saw a thing; trust me.”

******

“So, are you guys okay, or do you want another beer?” Rob’s voice broke into my reverie.

I looked up from my comfy chaise lounge and saw that Rob had hobbled over on his crutches to where Jennie and I sat. My old pal had broken his left leg on a railroad run over the mountain to Sparks, Nevada, two weeks ago, jumping down from a boxcar and landing wrong on the gravel roadbed. He was now saddled with a cast from his ankle up to the base of his left thigh as a result. Off from work on disability pay and bored shitless, he had invited us over for the afternoon to use his pool—which he couldn’t do himself for another couple of weeks, due to the cast—and to get to know my new, nubile girlfriend, who was just under half our age, a little better.

“Oh, that’s okay, Rob,” Jennie answered quickly; sloshing the beer around in the can she was holding. “I still got half a can, at least. You shouldn’t have gotten up and come all the way over here on your crutches! RJ and I can get our own beers if we need them! I mean, you’re being a super host and all, but you’re the one with the broken leg, not us!”

Rob gave the young girl that killer smile I was familiar with from all the way back in high school. The one he flashed when he saw a chick he liked and was trying to get into her pants.

“Hey, it’s my place. I gotta make sure my guests are happy,” he grinned down at my little cutie. “Especially a guest that looks as hot as you do in that little bikini, Jennie!”

            Jennie blushed charmingly, clearly very flattered by Rob’s compliment and the attention. She had on a tiny bikini that I’d bought her last week. It was really just three small triangles of cloth held together by pieces of string, and two bows at the sides that held the lower triangle and the thong behind in place.

Rob straightened up and I could see that he was sucking in his gut and flexing his considerable pecs and biceps for Jennie’s benefit. Both Rob and I had both lifted weights hard and long during high school and beyond, developing our upper body mass and arms while trying to keep our waistlines small.

“Hey, you’re keeping me real happy so far!” Jennie giggled drunkenly at that moment, holding up her half-full beer can. “This must be my fifth or six beer!”

“There is no age restriction for the brewskis at Château Rob, my new young friend!” Rob offered with mock gallantry. “Not for foxy girls who look like you, Jennie!”

Jennie giggled again and blushed even deeper. She reached over to her beach bag and drew out a hand-rolled cigarette and a lighter.

“I’m having a great time, Rob,” she said shyly. “I’d like to offer you something in return for all of your hospitality. Do you smoke?”

Rob grinned at me and then grinned at her. “It all depends. I don’t care much for tobacco, but…is that what I think it is?”

“It’s pretty good grass, from Humboldt, I think,” Jennie replied proudly. “RJ let me buy a lid of it from a dude I know at high school the other day.”

Rob shot me a glance. “Taking up new vices in your old age, huh, pal?”

I grinned. “Young girlfriend, new experiences. You gotta keep up with today’s youth, my man, you know?”

“I’m all over that idea, bud,” he agreed, bending awkwardly at the waist because of the crutches and taking the joint and an offered lighter from Jennie. “You are talking to the king of keeping in step with what’s happenin’, man! You’ve got to stay current if you want to mix with the young cuties, like this little sweetie, you lucky old dawg!”

Jenny blushed again and Rob fired up the doobie and inhaled a big lungful. Holding the acrid smoke in his lungs, he passed the smoking roach to Jennie, who dutifully took an even bigger hit and passed it on to me.

I sucked a huge jolt into my own lungs and passed it back to Rob, who had finally expelled a tiny wisp of what had once been a big cloud of smoke. The rest remained trapped internally, finding it’s way into his bloodstream, carrying its payload of THC to the parts of the brain where it would do the most good, or harm, depending on your point of view.

The big rush from the smoke hit all of us quickly. We were all well on our way to being wasted already, from all of the cold beer we’d been downing in the hot sun over the last couple of hours by the pool. 

“Whew! That is some fine shit!” Rob sighed, hobbling back to his folding chair. He pulled it over closer to us, so that passing the remaining stub of the joint around would not be so much trouble.

“Told ya!” Jennie agree happily, her pretty green eyes taking on a glassy sheen that told me she was starting to get really high. “Humboldt!”

“Here’s to that Humboldt jolt!” I toasted her with my beer.

Giggling, all three of us drained our beers and then sucked up the last of the marijuana into our lungs.

I got up and made my way somewhat unsteadily to the cooler behind our now once-more seated host. I got each of us an icy cold one and sat back down as I passed them around.

“Here’s to all of us!” I toasted, “Good friends old and new!”

Both of them laughed and clanked beer cans with me, then downed a goodly portion of their respective brews. They both had that tell-tale red tinge to their eyeballs, as I’m sure I did as well, that said the weed was beginning to work its magic on them and that they were starting to get really loaded.

******

“Man, I’m really feeling fried!” Rob announced a half hour later, rocking back unsteadily in his folding chair. “That shit is killer!”

Jennie giggled uncontrollably, sucking in the last bit of the second doobie she had pulled from her beach bag and offering it around. She chased the smoke with a couple of big chugs of cold beer and sat back in her chair, her eyes red as a demon’s and a goofy smile permanently affixed to her cute face.

“Sun’s pretty much down,” I announced to no one in particular. “Should we go inside?”

“Yeah, I guess so,” Rob said reluctantly. “It’s gonna be dark soon and I’ve gotta get ready for my date tonight with little Cindy pretty soon.”

He shook his head. “It’s too bad that’s tonight, but I asked the bitch out a couple of weeks ago, just before I blasted my leg, and she called this afternoon just before you guys got here to remind me, so I guess I’d better show up. I told her about my accident and all, but she said that was okay. Crutches are fine with Cindy, as long as I’m paying for the movie!”

I laughed. “So why are you taking her out, again? Seeing as how you seem to be so keen on seeing her tonight?”

Rob gave me the killer smile. “Cindy’s super-hot. Body like a Playmate, dude, and a face like an angel. You gotta ask her out two, three weeks in advance, if you want to squire sweet Cindy around town for the evening.”

“So, how come you’re dragging your…uh, crutches, pal? I was going to say feet, but you know, your feet ain’t really working so hot, you know?”

“You fucker!” Rob threw his empty beer can at me. “Kick a fuckin’ cripple while he’s down, why don’t you?”

The two of us laughed like only old friends can. I glanced at Jennie and saw that she was smiling tentatively, kind of proud to be considered “adult” enough to be privy to the banter of two so much older guys, but kind of unsure that she should be. It was clearly a new experience for her, listening to two older men discussing the pursuit of pussy!

“So, if this chic is so primo, why aren’t you springing inside to get ready? You know, whistling a happy tune and picking out your finest threads?” I went on teasing my old friend.

“Well, I guess it’s because Cindy’s rep is that she could make a queer boy turn straight, she’s so fuckin’ fine,” Rob answered. “But she rarely, if ever, puts out, if you know what I mean. She teases, she cuddles, she gets you hotter than Hell’s front gate, but she rarely…rarely, lets you actually get anything for your trouble, other than a humongous set of blue balls, you know?”

I laughed and finished what was left of my beer. “And so you waited weeks for this sterling opportunity to spend a wad of cash on this babe and end up holdin’your own at the end of the night?”

Rob drew himself up and sucked in his small gut and flexed his massive pecs and arms. “I am the kind of dude who loves a challenge, babe, you know that! And besides, with my moves, this puss normally would have been putty in my hands by the end of the night. I didn’t count on being hopping around on these fuckin’ sticks tonight when I asked her out three weeks ago, man!”

Laughing at his poor luck, I got up and helped him to his feet. Jennie stood uncertainly on his other side. I picked up his crutches and together, in the gathering twilight, we helped him across the small backyard and toward his back door.

“You know, Jennie,” Rob grinned drunkenly down at the girl helping to prop him up on his left. “You and RJ got to come back earlier in the afternoon real soon. My fences are so high in the backyard that I usually swim and sun in the nude! No one can see in, so it’s totally cool. What would you think about that, you little sweetie?”

Jennie was completely bombed, but I could sense that this was just a little too much of a leap for her right at the moment. I stopped Rob’s hand as it crept almost imperceptibly toward Jennie’s bikini-clad left breast as we helped him up the three steps leading up to the back of his house and into the kitchen. I shook my head and Rob, almost as plowed as Jennie and I, nodded his understanding and stopped his creeping assault on her juvenile flesh for the moment.

“Oh, man! One more brewski!” Rob said as we helped him across his small kitchen and sat him on a high, three-legged stool in the far corner, his back against the wall and the tile kitchen counter. “Would you do the honors, my man?

I sat Rob’s crutches near him, leaning against the wall, and opened his fridge. He had a twelve-pack of expensive German brew on the top shelf and I cracked open three of them.

“Ahhh, that’s the ticket!” Rob sighed, taking a big swig as I handed him one. He settled back in his corner and gestured with his green bottle toward the living room. “I got a new album the other day. You guys got time to give listen to it before you jam for home?”

I nodded. “We really got nothing on the agenda after this, bud. Just a quick ride back to our place, maybe another doobie and a few more beers, and fuckin’ our brains out later.”

“RJ!” Jennies voice was full of mock exasperation in the darkness of Rob’s house. The only light in the whole place by now was from the dial of his stereo receiver at the far side of the front room, and the dim twilight filtering in through the back window in the kitchen and from the screen door leading to the backyard.

“Jennie, Jennie!” Rob laughed in his corner. “It’s okay. We’re all adults here. I’m glad to hear that a girl as pretty as you is a normal human being and enjoys riding the hot pole once in a while.”

I heard Jennie’s breath suck inward, but she didn’t say anything in reply. At her age and level of sophistication, she probably couldn’t think of a retort that was cool enough to toss back at Rob.

Smiling, I made my way across the rapidly-darkening living room and found the turntable, mostly by feel. The stereo tuner dial and the red “on” light gave off a small glow, but other than that, the room, the whole house was largely dark by now.

“The one that’s already on the turntable?” I asked Rob.

“That’s the one,” he answered.

I started the disc and went back across the room to where Jennie stood in the entryway to the kitchen. The wall-to-wall in the living room ended there and the kitchen tile began, so I moved her back a step onto the thick carpet in the living room and sat her down with me, cross-legged on the deep pile.

The music began, soft and low. It was some kind of sophisticated jazz album, the kind of shit that Rob sometimes bought. Normally, I could take that kind of music or leave it, but tonight, it sounded just right; all muted horns and melodic, inventive piano and insistent but not intrusive drums.

I drank most of my beer in silence, listening and just grooving on the whole, drunken, smoke-addled scene. Jennie leaned close to me, her straw-blonde hair still a little damp and smelling slightly of chlorine from her last dip in the pool, her eyes half closed as she sipped at her beer.

My eyes adjusting to the lack of light, I saw that her puffy nipples were jutting out against the postage stamp-small triangles of her top. I turned toward her and licked her neck, causing her to moan and instinctively lift her left arm upward so that she could run her fingers through my hair as I nuzzled her.

“Oh, babe!” she whispered hotly. “We should go home soon! I really want to…you know!” 

I moved my right arm surreptitiously around her bare shoulder and flicked my fingertips lightly over her erect nubs. She moaned and tightened her grip on my hair, thrusting her tits out to meet my stealthy touch.

“Oh, we can’t!” the half-aroused girl suddenly stiffened, her eyes coming open. “We can’t do that here, baby! Rob will see!”

I looked over at Rob, who was leaning back on his stool. His eyes were half-lidded, like those of a lizard lolling in the mid-morning sunlight, a sly smile playing across his handsome features.

“Oh, he can’t even see us!” I assured Jennie, my fingers tightening on her right nipple through the flimsy cloth. “It’s too damned dark in here! Just relax, baby, and let old RJ make you feel good, okay?”

Jennie murmured something, sucked down a big swallow beer and closed her eyes, going with the good feeling as I toyed with her distended nubs. After a few moments of inactivity on her part, I unhooked her bikini and let her breasts bounce free.

“Oooooh, nooooo!” Jennie protested feebly, setting her beer on the kitchen tile, her hands coming up to cover her bare breasts instinctively. “Not…not with him…watching!”

“Baby, baby,” I chided her gently, pushing her hands down into her lap and taking a puffy nipple in each hand, kneading and squeezing them softy. “Robbie’s seen a lot of titties in his time. Seeing one more pretty little set like yours sure isn’t going to hurt him, is it, Rob?”

“Holy fuck, no!” Rob agreed quickly, letting both of us know that his half-lidded, I’m-about-to-pass-out act had been exactly that—an act! “Suck ‘em! Aren’t you going to suck that sweet little pair, RJ? What the fuck’s the matter with you? Did you turn fag over night? Suck those hot little puffies, or bring em over here and I’ll show you how it’s done, buddy!”

With a little theatrical growl of lust, I skimmed Jennie’s loosened top off and dropped it to the carpet. Naked to the waist now, Jennie closed her eyes and moaned as I sucked first her right, then her left nipple into my hungry mouth and nursed on them greedily.

“Oh! Oh, God, you shouldn’t!” she protested weakly, lying on her back on the carpet as I lowered her backward, my lips going frantically from one up-raised nub to the other. “He’s watching!  Rob is watching you suck my boobies!”

I paid zero attention. My dick was hard as an iron bar and I was getting off on the fact that my old buddy was watching me suck and nibble and nip at my nearly underage girlfriend’s puffed-out nubs.

“Oh, yeah!” I heard Rob rasp. “That’s it, buddy! Suck those hot young tits!”

I looked up for a moment and saw that my old pal had risen up on the stool and yanked his swimsuit down over his ass. It hung just above the cast, and he sat back on the stool in the near-darkness, his eight-inch prick hard as a chunk of granite, his fist moving slowly up and down in pure appreciation as he watched me gobble Jennie’s nubile tits.

“Look, baby!” I urged Jennie, untying her bikini bottoms as I spoke. I eased the loosened black triangle of material across her leg and dropped it to the carpet, leaving her completely naked. I slipped my right middle finger deep into her hot, juicy young cuntal slit and began to finger her slowly as I continued.

“Just look how hot you’ve got old Robbie! See how big you’ve made his dick? See how hard he is, just looking at your sweet little pussy?”

Jennie opened her eyes. She saw Rob jacking his impressive prong up and down and realized that she was totally nude, with me finger-splitting her gushing pussy again and again, and her inflated nipples standing up like super-long pencil erasers as Rob looked on appreciatively.

“Oh, Oh, God! He’s watching us!” Jennie murmured, her pussy convulsing around my pistoning finger. “He’s seeing…all of me! And…and his…thing’s all hard!”

“Yeah, baby!” I agreed, scrambling up onto my knees next to her, my finger never missing a stroke it her flooding pussy. “It’s like I told you.  Any guy who sees you naked is going to want to sink his prick right into this hot little thing!”

Jennie moaned and her ass came up off the carpet to meet my finger-thrusts. Rob played his part perfectly, jacking his large prick faster and faster as Jennie watched through, half-closed-with-lust eyes.

“They all want to fuck you,” I repeated, yanking my swimsuit down with my free hand. My cock sprang out, hard enough to punch through a brick wall. “Or, they want you to do ‘em! Do ‘em with that hot little mouth of yours!”

Never ceasing my in and out stroking of her seeping pussy lips, I got to my knees and moved around until my cock was bobbing just above her closed, moaning mouth. I waited for my chance.

Jennie started to say something but I cut her off. When her lips opened, I thrust my steely prick deep into her oral cavity.

“Ohhhhhh! Oh, God, Rob!” I moaned as Jennie automatically began to suck and tongue my invading cock meat. “God, this little cunt can suck cock better than anybody!”

“Man, I believe it!” Rob whispered, all of his attention on the lascivious sight of my cock splitting Jennie’s willing mouth again and again.

I had one hand down on the carpet, so that I could power my dick down into the reclining girl’s mouth as though it were a second pussy. With my free hand, I continued sluicing my middle finger in and out of her gushing pussy.

“Fuck her!” Rob urged me heatedly, his hand moving faster and faster up and down his towering cock shaft. “Fuck that cute little bitch’s mouth!”

The excitement of having my nubile young girlfriend naked, sucking cock, hunching her bare little pussy up onto my finger in front of my old pal somehow made everything ten times hotter than it normally would have been. In just a few minutes, I found myself roaring my release, jamming my prick down into Jennie’s suctioning lips, spewing jet after jet of pearly cum into her eagerly gulping throat.

         “Swallow it, you cunt!” I wailed, reaming her mouth and throat like a wild man. “Suck every drop out of my balls, you sweet bitch!”

Jennie gurgled and gulped and twisted her spasming pussy up off the carpet. I could tell that she was cumming like crazy as she slurped my hot load down in front of Rob. She clung to my deflating dick until the last droplet of jizz had drained into her mouth and she had licked my cock clean.

“Jeeezus!” Rob croaked from his stool. He was staring, somewhat slack-jawed, her towering erection quivering in his grip as he watched Jennie cleaning off the last of my cum with her swiping tongue. “Good, God! Can that little cutie ever suck it?”

I pulled my soft, extremely satisfied dick out of Jennie’s mouth. I smiled down at her.

“See, I told you I’d make you the best little cocksucker around!” I panted down at her. “Rob’s had his prick sucked off by a zillion girls, and he’s in awe of how good you are!”

Even in the almost-total darkness, I could see Jennie blush shyly. She turned her head and looked over at Rob.

 He sat in his corner, his eyes now closed. Toying absently with his throbbing, ready-to-spurt hard on.

“Do you really think so?” Jennie asked in her little girl voice.

“God, I know so!” I urged her. I sat back for a moment, pretending to have just been struck by an idea. “I’ll prove it to you! Go over and suck him! Suck his cock and show him how good you are!”

“Oh, I don’t know!” Jennie instantly turned into the shy little high school girl again. “I mean, he’s your friend! But I barely know him!”

“Go on,” I encouraged her, putting my hand on the back of her bare shoulders, pulling her up into a sitting position. “Go on over there and help him out! I mean, the poor guy’s in a cast! He hasn’t had a date with a girl in…I don’t know…how long has it been, Rob?”

“Oh, man! Nearly three weeks!” Rob chimed in quickly. “I mean, I’ve got this date with this bitch tonight, but like I said earlier, I really don’t expect much relief there!”

Rob sat up straight on his stool. His dick was still hard enough to cut diamonds with, jutting up over his crotch, throbbing in time with his heartbeats. I could well believe that it had been a couple of weeks since it had shot off; from the way it was pulsing.

“I…I don’t know!” Jennie’s voice was unsure in the darkness. “I mean…I barely know you! I mean…Jeeeeez!”

Rob grabbed his hard cock around the base and tipped it downward, on a level with Jennie’s lips. She was still halfway across the room from him, and she hadn’t yet moved toward him, but he angled his prick head toward her lips and urged her on pleadingly.

“Do it, baby!” he whispered urgently. “I saw you suck RJ! Please do me the same way! Suck me, sweet girl! I need it so bad, please!” 

Jennie shook her head “no”, but she came up onto her knees almost as if she was on autopilot. Slowly, the naked blonde knee-walked her way from the living room, across the kitchen linoleum, to a spot right in front of Rob’s stool. She knelt there, her lips even with his obscenely engorged cock, her nipples sticking out from their puffy bases like tiny pink spikes in the failing light.

“Oh, baby, thank you!” Rob murmured, catching one of Jennie’s aroused nubs in each hand between his thumb and forefingers, twisting her tender flesh expertly as she opened her mouth and leaned forward. “God, I need it! I need your hot mouth so fucking bad!”

I watched, my own recently depleted cock stiffening instantly as my young girlfriend opened her mouth and sucked my old pal’s sensitive cock head into her lips. I sighed, remembering from many such experiences, just how good it felt to have my sweet Jennie’s tongue lashing at your prick tip as her lips created a perfect suction around your starved-for-love prick, and began to move in a slippery, fantastic rhythm up and down your cock staff.

Rob sat back on his stool, moaning as if someone had shoved a live electrical wire up his ass. He kept one of Jennie’s erect nipples in each hand and began to squeeze in time with her cock-gobbling mouth-lunges up and down his ready-to-explode dick.

“J-Jeeeezus!” Rob groaned. He looked at me pleadingly, clearly experiencing one of the finest suck-offs in his extensive career. “D-don’t let her stop!”

The nearly out-of-control man shifted in his seat and urged his cock up into Jennie’s sucking lips as much as he could while maintaining his grasp on her nipples and rolling his head in ecstasy from side to side. “Please, don’t let her stop sucking when I cum!”

“She won’t!” I assured him, up on my own knees now, moving closer, until I was just over Jennie’s shoulder as she worked frantically up and down his filled-to-the-bursting cock meat. “This little girl knows how to swallow it, dude! Jennie’s gonna suck you off like you ain’t never been sucked off in your whole fuckin’ life and swallow every fuckin’ drop! Aren’t you, baby?”

Jennie mewled excitedly, her lips never missing a beat as she slurped up and down Rob’s swollen dick. She leaned in further, her tits pushing into Rob’s tweaking fingers, her head hammering up and down his stiffened meat stick.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhh! Ohhhhhhhh, fuuuuuuuuuuuck!” Rob suddenly screamed, “It’s fuckin’ here! Here it fuckin’ cuuuuuummmmmmsssssss!”

It was nearly pitch-black in the far end of the kitchen by then, but even in the dim light, I could see Rob shaking with release, and I could hear my little high school sweetie gulping down the flood of cum that shot into her mouth from my friend’s rocketing prick! Again and again, I heard Jennie swallow, and swallow, and suck, and swallow once more!

“Aghhhhhhh! Oh, fuck! Can this little bitch ever gobble cum?” Rob shouted, driving his still-emptying dick in and out of Jennie’s readily accepting mouth frantically.

I watched with pride/envy/shame as my old friend drained every drop of his pent-up ball juice into my young girlfriend’s gullet. He sheathed himself balls-deep in her throat and watched, entranced as my well-trained little minx sucked him clean as he withdrew, licking a big drop of cum off the end of his now-flaccid cock when it finally left her mouth. 

“Fuck! Oh, jumpin’ fuck, you were right! “Rob sighed. “This little puss is the finest little cocksucker God ever made!”

Rob stared drunkenly down at Jennie for a long moment, then back at me. I was on my knees right behind her, where I could watch with awe, and renewed lust, as she had sucked him off. 


“You guys feel free to use the place tonight,” he offered magnanimously, lurching to his feet off of the stool as we moved back out of the way, grabbing his crutches. “I’ll probably be home late, or maybe tomorrow, if that Cindy bitch is charmed enough by my hobbled, infirmed state to actually take pity and fuck me!


“In any case, thanks a million for everything!” Rob said, as he headed out of the kitchen and down the hall to the master bathroom, where he could get ready for his date.

“God damn, RJ! I love Jennie! She’s just exactly the kind of sexy, incredible girlfriend every old, horny fuck like you and me could use to keep us from getting’ old!” he yelled from the bedroom. “Night all!”

******


“God! I can’t actually believe I did that!” Jennie whispered guiltily.


We were naked, cuddled atop Rob’s bed in the master bedroom. Rob had left moments earlier. We had been huddled in the kitchen for the last thirty minutes, making out as we listened to Rob do a quick sink-shower, due to his cast, and hobble into his bedroom and change his underwear and pull on shorts, and put on a clean shirt. 


Jennie was still completely naked, as was I. I had eased out of my swimsuit and was kissing her absently about the neck and cheeks and shoulders, and on her jutting nipples. She still had a sheen of Rob’s cum surrounding her lips and a drop or two of the dried, pearly fluid on her chin, and I was a little reluctant to sample that particular taste with my lips or tongue.


We heard the front door open, then close. The screen slammed shut.


“So, do you want to go in the bedroom for a while?” I had asked my young girlfriend.


“Ewwwww!” Jennie whined. “Haven’t you been listening to anything I’ve been saying?”


She shoved me away and stared up into my eyes. “I just…you know…sucked off Rob’s cock! A guy I never even met until this afternoon!


“Don’t you think that’s just…oooky?” she glared at me. “Don’t you think I behaved like some kind of mondo-whore?  Don’t you think there’s something fucking…wrong with me?”


I kissed Jennie hard on the lips, ignoring Rob’s jizz smeared around her mouth and all over her tongue. I worked hard to pay no attention, slathering her tongue with mine, sucking at her limber digit as if the slightly tart, salty scum left from my old buddy’s jetting deposit meant nothing to me.


“The only thing wrong with you is that you don’t have my cock in you!” I had growled at Jennie, breaking off the kiss. “So you sucked Rob’s prick. You loved doing it, didn’t you, you little slut?”


Jennie had twisted in my embrace, turning her gaze from mine. She looked down at the kitchen floor.


“N-No!” she stammered. “No, I hated it! The only reason I did it is because you…you…made me do it!”


Without even thinking about it, I slapped Jennie on the cheek. It wasn’t a hard slap, and it couldn’t possibly of hurt her, but, even in the almost-total darkness of the kitchen, I saw her eyes glaze over.


“You loved it, didn’t you, you hot slut?” I bullied her.


Jennie quivered, a big tear rolling out of each eye and slowly moving down her cheeks. “Y-yes!”


I had grabbed her by the nipples, drawing her in. I was inches from her face.


“You wanted to suck Rob’s big, thick, long cock, didn’t you, you shameless little cum-guzzler?” I hissed. “You wanted him to cum in you little slut mouth and swallow all of his ball juice while I watched, didn’t you?”


I had pressed down harder on Jennie’s jutting nipples and she whined and shifted her weight from knee to knee and drew in a big breath.


“Yesss!” she admitted. “Yesssss! I…I wanted to suck his big cock!”


“And how did it taste?”  I demanded. “How did all of that hot spunk taste when he came in your little whore’s mouth, and you swallowed it all down?”


Jennie had a little mini-orgasm, with me squeezing her nipples and demanding to know how Rob’s jizz had tasted as she gulped it down. She twisted in my grip and moaned, her pussy spasming helplessly.


“Y-you should know!” she whimpered defiantly. “You sucked it right off of my tongue just now, after he spunked in my mouth!”

I released her nipples and drew my right hand back. She groveled excitedly in front of me.


“Don’t…don’t…hit me!” Jennie pleaded, clearly meaning just the opposite.


I slapped her bare nipples sharply with my open hand and the girl came again, harder this time. She pumped her lube-slick cuntlips up at me and whimpered with lust.


“You…you made me suck him!” Jennie murmured, ready to pop again so soon after her last orgasm. “You know you made me suck his big, hot dick!”


“Like you didn’t want to!” I taunted her right back. “You wanted to suck all of his hot cum right down your sluttish little throat, didn’t you?”


Jennie moaned, but before she could answer, I had plucked her up off the floor and was carrying her toward Rob’s bedroom. I leaned close.


“I bet next time, you’ll want to fuck him, won’t you, you little tramp?” I teased her unmercifully. “I bet next time, you’ll want that thick, long dick of his all the way up that little teenie snatch of yours, won’t you, you cum-slut?”


I dropped Jennie on Rob’s bed in the totally dark bedroom. I reached down and found her face and slapped her lightly, gently.


“Won’t you, you fucking slut?” I demanded.


“I…I don’t know!” Jennie whimpered.


I got onto the bed next to her, my dick as stiff as it had ever been in my life. I positioned myself between her legs by feel and set the tip of my engorged cock against the unbelievably slick lips of her petite gash.


“You’re wet as a fucking waterfall thinking about Rob’s fat cock and how good it was to blow him, aren’t you, you little cunt?”


I jammed my rigid dong balls-deep into her, causing Jennie to gasp with shock and, to be honest, with delight.


“You want us both, don’t you?” I kept at her, rutting my prick in and out of her overflowing pussy, loving the tight, hot grip of her girlish cunt wall, the slippery embrace of her slick sheath. “Don’t you? Don’t you, you hot little snatch?”


Jennie moaned and pumped her pussy up against my invading cock, matching my thrusts perfectly. She came, then came again, then kept on building toward a climax that would mark a high point in our short, frenzied sexual relationship.


I stopped. My dick was barely inside her, just the bloated tip of my cock inserted into the sopping lips of her excited cunt.


“You want it all, don’t you, you hot little bitch?” I teased her, slipping my dick in just a bit more, then easing it back.


Jennie hung on the edge of what was probably the greatest orgasm she’d ever encountered at that point in her young life. She thrust her hips up, striving to impale herself deeper on my lightly embedded cock. She thrashed her pretty face from side to side beneath me and groaned for relief.


“Do you want it all?” I pressed her. “Do you want to do it all?”


Jennie writhed under me. She threw back her head and screamed: “Yessssss! Yesssss, you fucker! I want it allllll! I want to fuck you and fuck Rob and suck you both and…Ohhhhhh! Oh, fuuuuuck! I want to do it alllllllllll!”


I felt the cum boiling in my balls. I rammed my prick into Jennie, again and again, her girlish hips coming up off the bed to engulf my ravaging prick repeatedly as I fucked her. Her legs went up in the air, tilting her pussy up just a little so that I was drilling down directly into her snatch like a wildcatter’s rig banging down into the earth searching for oil.


“Agggghhhhhhhh!” I screamed as my jizz blasted free of my pistoning prick, filling her smallish gash with cum, rapidly filling her and oozing back out onto my cock and balls as I fucked her again and again.


“Uhhhhhhhh!” Jennie moaned, her climax washing over her. She rode my pummeling cock and rocked her hips up to meet my thrusts. She shuddered with ecstasy beneath me as my balls gave her cunt a thorough cum-bath.

******

It must have been three in the morning when we awoke on Rob’s big bed, drenched in cum and entangled with each other. We separated and I watched her in the darkness, as she got up and went into Rob’s bathroom. The door closed and I heard the water run.

Ten minutes later, she turned off the bathroom light and opened the door. She came over to the bed, found me, and shook me lightly.

“Honey, it’s really late and I’d like to get out of here before Rob gets home, okay?”

“Uh, sure, doll,” I murmured, my pot-beer hangover beginning to kick in already. All I really wanted to do was get back to our rat hole apartment and get to bed where we wouldn’t be disturbed.

I got out of bed and, together, we fumbled back into the living room, found our swimsuits and got dressed. I got out my car keys and we went out the back of Rob’s place and out the front gate and down the drive to my car.

“Quite a night, huh, angel?” I asked her as we got inside, turned on the lights and headed home.

“Yeah, it was okay, I guess,” she sounded a little uncertain in the darkness of the car. “But that was just fantasy stuff, right?”

She shifted against me, then went on. “I mean, you don’t really expect me to you know, do it with Rob next time, do you?”

She had obviously already conveniently forgotten about sucking Rob’s cock off tonight until he had spilled a month’s worth of pent-up cum down her girlish throat, now hadn’t she?

“Nah, baby, you know me,” I assured her, cuddling her close as I drove the remaining blocks to our apartment building. “It was all just good fun. I’m all about the fantasy!”

Does Jennie “do stuff” with Rob again the next time they go to his house—you bet; and with yet another guy added into the mix! Catch “Second California Pool Party” at my author site under the “C’s” for C.K. Ralston at ASSTR.ORG. Also, don’t miss my scorching-hot novel length fiction at renebooks.com!

