Bump… And She’s Mine

HedBangerSA

It was going to be a long week, and it hadn’t started off well. The conference room my company would be using for management meetings was booked for a wedding reception, so I couldn’t get in to set up until ten o’clock. The hotel staff said not to worry, they had all of our requirements and I’d been over the layout we wanted with the assistant manager a dozen times. But it wasn’t their ass that would be on the line if it got screwed up. So I spent two hours supervising their crew and finally got the chair count right and the sound system and video working properly around midnight. The hotel was really spread out, with the lobby and conference center near the highway and the rooms in clusters of two-story units. My room was about a quarter of a mile from the conference center so I’d driven over; my Yukon jammed with boxes of brochures and other gear. 

There was a bar off the lobby, and since I needed a beer I wandered in. The place was really hopping, but it was apparently popular mainly with the local younger set. The music was too loud and there was no place to sit. So I bought a beer at the bar and watched the action on the dance floor. At forty-two I was about twice the age of the rest of the patrons. Most of the boys wore baggy jeans and muscle shirts, with lots of tattoos and two-tone hair. The girls all had pierced navels; you could tell because they were wearing those jeans with no waistband or pockets, cut so low you could see the tops of their panties. The dancing was energetic, with plenty of grinding, crotch to crotch or better yet with the girl leaning over and rubbing her ass all over the front of the guy. I’d paid big money for lap dances that had less contact. 

It was obvious that I wasn’t going to get in on any of that action, so when I finished my second beer I made my way back out to the parking lot and my now empty Yukon for the short drive to my room. I’d only had two beers but was still being careful, which was why I saw the back-up lights flash on a sporty little blue Chevy coupe just before it started to jerk out of its parking space directly into my path. A blast from my horn stopped it in time, and I eased around its rear bumper experiencing that little rush you get when you narrowly avoid an accident. At the end of the aisle I eased over a speed bump and then stopped at the entrance to the ring road around the complex, trying to remember which way my room was. Left, I decided and started to pull forward as I felt the impact. Bamm! Someone had rear-ended me; not hard but bad enough to make it a big damn problem that was going to keep me up for an hour of police reports and other crap I sure didn’t need. 

I looked in the rear-view mirror and started to curse silently. It was that damn blue Chevy again, like warning that asshole once wasn’t enough. I closed my eyes for a moment and took a deep breath, reminding myself about all the people killed every year in road rage incidents. Then I grabbed a pen and some paper out of my console and climbed out to confront my tormentor, hoping they had insurance. 

The other driver was already out of the Chevy. I relaxed, it was a girl and she was by herself so a road rage confrontation was unlikely. She was leaning over her front bumper, studying the damage. She looked up, all teary and frantic as I approached. 


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

“Whoa. Hold on little lady. I was completely stopped when you hit me. Didn’t you see that stop sign?” 

I was starting to get angry again. The girl looked like she might be twenty; I looked at her outfit and figured out what happened. Low-slung jeans that barely covered her crotch, a little sleeveless top that said “Perfect” in pink cursive across her tits, and eyes that weren’t focusing very well. This bitch was from the hotel bar, and she’d had more to drink than I had. As I looked her over, the girl slumped against the front fender of her car and buried her face in her hands. 

“My dad is going to kill me! I’m going to be so grounded,” she sobbed, then looked up. “Do we have to report it? I mean, it doesn’t look that bad.” 

I nodded my head. “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 card.” 

She went over and retrieved a tiny purse from the front seat of the Chevy and rummaged in her glove compartment. There was plenty of light from a big overhead mercury vapor lamp to see the cards she handed me. A current insurance card from a reputable company and a license that said her name was Christine Swanson, nineteen years old last December, five foot five and a hundred and ten pounds. She looked taller, but the open-toed sandals with the two-inch soles accounted for that. She was slumped against her fender again ignoring me, so I took the opportunity to study her more carefully. Christine had thick reddish blonde hair that was pulled into a ponytail that fell past her shoulders. There was about a nine-inch gap between the little white top and her jeans, revealing an ever-so-slightly-pudgy midsection and the glint of the jewelry she wore in her belly button. 

“Look, Christine. You understand that this isn’t my fault. Reporting the accident is the law,” I said. All the anger I felt earlier was gone. She nodded, biting her lower lip. 

“You’ve been drinking, haven’t you?” I asked. She nodded again. 

“Damn. That’s a problem,” I said. 

“You think the cops will be able to tell?” she asked, this new threat suddenly dawning on her. The punishment from her father paled next to a DUI conviction. 

“You were coming out of a bar, and if I can tell the cops probably will too. What’s the drinking age in this state?” Christine didn’t answer, her eyes wide. 

“Hey, do we have to call the cops right away? I mean, I only had like three or four beers and I was here a couple of hours. If we waited an hour maybe I’d sober up enough to fool the cops,” she said, mind racing. I shook my head. 

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

The tears started again, and I began to feel guilty about the trouble the girl was facing. And then it hit me. I had always been a little slow on the uptake where women were involved. I studied Christine again in a completely different light. The little top was cut low enough to reveal some impressive cleavage, and her midriff wasn’t really pudgy. There was just a tiny little roll at her hips, probably because the jeans were so tight, and the bulge below her navel was a normal vestige of teen babyfat. Her legs were slim, thickening just a little at the thighs. Her shoulders showed a hint of muscle at the biceps, tapering to long slender arms. Christine wasn’t what you’d call a classic beauty but she had big eyes, green according to her driver’s license, a slim little upturned nose and very nice cheekbones. Add in a nice set of full lips and a mouth that was maybe a touch small for her face and the overall effect was very pleasing. 

“Umm. On the other hand, maybe we could wait a while,” I said. The girl looked up hopefully, wiped a hand at her eyes and worked up a smile. 

“Really? You’d do that?” she asked. 

“Yeah, sure. 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.” I glanced around; our cars were already at the curb and there was plenty of room to get around them. Besides, it was the back way out of the lot and it didn’t seem to get much traffic this late. Christine was frowning; puzzled by the problem I’d raised. 

“We could wait in my car,” I said, my voice sounding huskier than I’d intended. 

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

“No!” I said, a little too loud. Recovering, I smiled reassuringly. “I mean, we’re not driving, so just get in here.” I reached for the rear driver’s side door. “There’s more room in the back seat anyway.” 

Christine’s eyes clouded a bit, feeling threatened, but then she smiled as she started to catch on. I opened the door and she stepped up on the running board and ducked to climb in. When she leaned over, the top strap of her panties peeked up over the waist of her jeans. White against her tanned lower back, the fabric glistened in the light. A thin band from hip to hip, and another narrow strip tucked into the crack of her ass. God, I loved thong panties. Christine sat, then scooted over to the passenger side to make room for me. I followed her, settling in with my right thigh pressed against her left leg. 

“Well, that’s better,” I said. The smell of Christine’s perfume filled the confined space. I let my eyes drift from hers, down to her mouth. 

“You’re one hell of a good-looking girl, Christine,” I whispered. She smiled awkwardly, and before I lost my nerve I leaned in and kissed her. Her lips were incredibly soft, and moist with a lip-gloss that tasted of strawberries. Christine sat perfectly still, responding politely but not enthusiastically. I reached around her and put my right hand on her slender shoulder, my breath catching as I felt the smooth, firm skin, a degree warmer than mine. I stroked up and down her arm, which hung slack at her side, and enjoyed the kiss. Her ponytail lay across my arm, hair thick and silky. After a minute or so, Christine pulled back and looked into my eyes. 

“Is this okay? I mean, is this good enough so we don’t have to call the cops right away?” 

“So far so good,” I said, not feeling particularly bored. I let my left hand drift over to Christine’s thigh, stroking her through the tight denim. She shifted a little, squeezing her legs together to defend against this new assault. I shifted my focus, sliding my fingers up to her right hip, stopping where the fabric of her jeans transitioned to more warm, smooth flesh. I started to kiss her more urgently, sucking on her lower lip, then the upper, my tongue working at the gap trying to get her to open her mouth. She resisted, her body stiffening slightly. My left hand continued to migrate, across her belly and onto the little knit top, stopping with my thumb resting against the bottom of her right breast. I nudged up with the thumb, stroking and probing at the soft underside of her titty. Christine allowed that for a minute, then her hand closed over mine, urging it down onto her tummy and safer territory. 

As awesome as this had been so far, I realized with sudden clarity that this was one of those rare opportunities that came along once, and if missed would haunt for a lifetime. I had Christine exactly where I wanted her, and there was no way I was going to let her get away with just a quick grope in the back seat of my Yukon. 

I pulled my hand away from Christine’s stomach and stopped kissing her, withdrawing several inches so I could look into her eyes. 

“Maybe this isn’t such a good idea,” I said. I reached toward the console between the front seats, opened it and retrieved my cell phone. Still close enough that I could smell the beer and mint on her breath as it puffed out of her mouth in little bursts, I flipped the phone open. 

“When the cops get here, just stay quiet and maybe they won’t catch on that you’re drunk. That’s important, because you don’t want to mess with a DUI. That’d mean a night in jail, and that can be rough,” I said, running my tongue over my lips. Christine’s eyes got really wide with fear. 

“Do we really have to do that?” she pleaded, looking down at her breasts regretting that she stopped me from groping them. Too late for that, I thought. 

“Tell you what, Christine. I’m staying at this hotel; I’ve got a room. Why don’t we wander over there while we wait for you to sober up a little? We can both get a lot more comfortable. Who knows, maybe I won’t even have to report the accident. I could just 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.” I said. She opened her mouth but didn’t say anything for a moment, struggling with her decision. 

“That would be great but I can’t go to your room; it wouldn’t be right. Can’t we just stay here? I’ll let you touch my boobs,” she said hopefully. I gave her a stern stare. 

“Look, I’ve got a big day tomorrow. I can’t afford to waste my time. Why don’t I just call the cops now, then we can call your insurance company. There’s a 24-hour number on your card,” I said coldly. The moment of truth had arrived. Christine opened and closed her mouth a couple of times quickly, her eyes wide with panic. 

“No! Your room would be okay,” she said quickly. Bingo, I said to myself. This gorgeous little piece of ass was mine. I reached up and held her chin between a thumb and finger, then let my finger trail across her lower lip. 

“Hop up in the front seat where I can keep an eye on you, cupcake,” I said, reaching across to open the passenger side rear door for her. I opened my own door and got out, adjusting my pants to allow for the rock-hard erection that was straining against the waistband of my slacks. I sat behind the wheel and waited for Christine to climb in next to me, then started the Yukon. I drove away from her Chevy, then glanced over at my passenger. She was slumped in the seat staring at her knees, hands folded daintily in her lap. I decided to loosen her up with a little small talk. 

“Are you in school?” I asked. 

She shook her head. “I finished high school but was kind of burned out. So I got a job, just to make enough for clothes and stuff.” She mumbled the name of a popular fast-food submarine sandwich chain. “I’m going to go back to school, though,” she added, still studying her knees. 

We were entering the parking area for my building. I picked a space in a dim part of the lot, not sure if there were security cameras. I leaned against the center console and slid my fingers around her right tit, massaging it roughly. My breathing quickened, feeling her hard little nipple through her shirt and bra. 

“Okay then. Let’s go in,” I said. I jumped out and hurried around to meet Christine on the passenger side, afraid she might bolt. I got a firm grip on her arm and led her toward the flight of stairs to the second floor of my building. I gave her a little shove up the stairs, wanting her to walk ahead of me so I could get a good look at her ass. Good lord, I thought. Christine’s nicely rounded butt-cheeks were about all that appeared to be keeping her jeans from sliding down her thighs. The jeans were so tight that I wondered how she could walk in them. 

“Left,” I said, as we got to the landing. I pulled my card key from my pocket, and when we got to my door I grabbed Christine by the shoulder and turned her, then moved closer until my crotch was pressed against that incredible ass. My dick was so stiff it hurt, and when I shoved against her the head worked its way past the waistband of my boxers. I reached around her and cupped a tit with each hand, and leaned forward until my lips were pressed against the lobe of Christine’s right ear. 

“You understand what we’re doing here, right?” I asked, my voice surprising me. It was deep, and throaty, almost a growl.


Christine nodded her head. “You don’t have to do this, Christine.  But if we’ve got a deal on this, then when we get inside you’re going to do whatever I tell you to do, right?” 

She bobbed her head up and down again. 

I stroked the card key through the lock and the little green light illuminated, followed by a faint clicking sound. I shoved the door open, then reached around Christine and flipped on the lights. I moved forward, my hands on her shoulders. I pushed her to the edge of the bed and let go. Christine sat down, shoulders hunched, her hands folded in her lap again. I locked and bolted the door, then went to the mini bar and pulled out a beer for myself; my throat was really dry. I looked over the supply of liquor and selected a miniature bottle of tequila for Christine. I opened my beer and sucked down half of it as I walked back over to my little captive fuck. I dropped the tequila in her lap. 

“Here. This’ll loosen you up a little,” I said. Hands shaking, she opened the bottle and then quickly drained it. Christine looked up. 

“Can I have another one?” she asked. I nodded, taking another pull on my beer. She shuffled over to the mini bar and opened it. I sat on the bed, rubbing a thumb over the cool, wet beer bottle as I studied Christine from behind. In the light, her waist was narrower than I’d first thought, the smooth line of her spine dissecting it neatly. Her tanned hips swelled impressively at the top of her jeans, the strap of her thong now in full view. She leaned over and selected two more little bottles of tequila, then returned to sit next to me on the bed. 

“Good idea to stick with the tequila, we don’t want to upset your tummy. Now drain those like a good little girl so we can get started,” I said. I watched as she opened both bottles and tilted one, then the other. Her throat worked, gulping the liquor, then she coughed. Christine’s eyes, a gorgeous deep green now that I could see them, were watering from the sting of the tequila. She dropped the empties on the floor. Her hands were shaking a little and she looked like she might cry. I started to feel guilty about what I intended; Christine came to my room willingly, but I’d put her in an impossible position. I quickly quashed those thoughts; there was no way I was going to miss out on this because of an overactive conscience. Besides, I’d already gone too far to turn back. 

I reached over and slid my hand under the front of her shirt. It was loose at the bottom, only three or four inches below her breasts, so it was easy to shove it up enough to see Christine’s bra. It wasn’t really a bra; it was one of those one-piece knit things with no snaps or hardware that girls who didn’t need much support liked. I reached for the taut strip of fabric between her tits, intending to pull the thing up and out of the way but her shirt fell back blocking my view. I gave the shirt a firmer shove, all the way up past Christine’s armpits. Liking the look a lot, I fisted a handful of the shirt and twisted it tight, then shook the teenager’s upper torso a little and was rewarded with a nice bounce of her tits despite the snug stretch bra. 

“I’ll do it,” Christine said quietly, freeing my hand and then pulling the tiny white cotton top over her head. She folded it carefully and placed it on the bed. Unimpeded, I grabbed the center of the bra and pulled it up until her tits sprang into full view. I sucked in a quick breath. They were awesome, high and firm, thrusting out from a nicely toned chest at a gravity-defying angle. Christine obviously favored a tiny string bikini; little triangles of tan-free flesh barely accommodated her nipples. As big as silver dollars and pale, her areolae were puffy, sticking out a good half inch from each tit, topped by a perfect pebble of nipple. The bra had fooled me, pressing Christine’s tits into firm rounded mounds the size of softballs instead of the proud, upturned wonders in front of me. 

“Arms up, Christine.” I ordered, pulling the bra all the way over her head and dropping it on the floor. She reached for it, intending to fold it like her top. I grabbed her slender arm just above the elbow, and pulled the girl into my lap. 

“Take care of that later. First things first,” I said. With her tight little ass nestled against my crotch, I reached around and grabbed a double handful of perfect titty. Squeezing and rubbing hard at the left one, I caught the right nipple between a thumb and forefinger. I pulled Christine back tight against my chest so I had a nice view over her bare shoulder. As I pinched and twisted at the nipple, it went erect involuntarily and Christine gave a little moan. Loving the effect, I repeated it on the left side. Nuzzling at the side of her neck I caught her earlobe between my teeth, enjoying the taste of her skin and the smell of her perfume.

“Christine, you are so fucking hot,” I whispered, then twisted her around so I could see her face. She had a little spray of light freckles across her nose, and her nostrils flared with each breath, shallow and rapid. Her eyes were wide, more wary than scared. With my forefinger I traced around her mouth, then stroked her lower lip lightly with the fingertip. My hand slid to the back of Christine’s head and pulled it forward, covering her mouth with mine. My tongue dove deep, chasing hers and probing every part of the orifice I intended to violate first, savoring the sweet taste of it. As I pulled away I found the frilly little band that held her hair in the ponytail and worked it free. Christine’s hair fell to her shoulders, lush and glistening in the light. That was better; it made her look even younger, her upper body more delicate. 

I shifted the girl forward, turning her so she slid off the bed and to her knees facing me. Holding her shoulder with one hand, I used the other to pop the straining button at the waist of my slacks, then loosen the zipper. I worked my boxers, damp with pre-cum, down a bit and my cock sprang free, fully erect. Christine stared at my nine-inch dick, as big around as her forearm, knowing what I wanted next. I pulled her forward until her tits were pressed against my thighs, then rubbed the head of my penis against each cheek, then her chin, finally resting it against her clenched lips. 

“Open up for papa, Christine,” I said, opening my own mouth as an example like I was feeding a toddler. She shook her head. “I’m not screwing around here. I call the shots and you obey, remember your promise? Now open that sweet little mouth of yours.” Staring up at me, Christine finally opened her mouth a little, enough for me to force most of the head of my dick in. 

“That’s better. Now lick it…yeah, like that. All the way around,” I said, sighing with pleasure. As she ran her tongue around me she had to open her mouth wider and I shoved another two inches in, holding her in place with my right hand, fingers twined in the hair on the back of her head. 

“Good girl, Christine. Wrap your lips tighter around it and breathe through your nose or you’ll choke…like that.” Her eyes looked panicked and air was snorting out of her nose like a little steam engine. I settled in and got into a nice motion, working my dick further and further in until I was giving Christine at least four or five inches and could feel the head pounding up against her tonsils. I had to do all the work with my hips because it was impossible to pull her head forward anymore; she was bracing hard, hands on my knees. Christine’s form was terrible but her mouth was soft and warm, and the desperate way her tongue was fluttering around felt great. And she was drooling like a basset hound, saliva running out of both corners of her mouth. 


“Yeah, baby. Suck me, Christine. Suck my dick.” Not very original, but I wasn’t paying much attention to what I was saying because I was enjoying the blowjob so much. Christine wasn’t listening either, because she was concentrating so hard on breathing and on trying to keep my cock out of her throat. She was shoving up from her knees, trying to get away that way, so I put my left hand on the top of her head. My strokes started to get more erratic and I felt my balls start to tighten up. I was getting ready to blow, and was going to do it right down her throat. The first spurt caught Christine by surprise but she handled it without gagging, swallowing quickly. 

“Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah. That’s it,” I moaned, leaning forward and holding her head firmly in place. I was cumming like a racehorse, in big hot gushing squirts, and she couldn’t swallow it fast enough. Christine opened her mouth wide and let the streams of semen run out, down onto her tits and stomach. Finally the flood subsided and my dick started to go limp in her mouth. I let go of her head and Christine fell back onto the carpeting, gasping for air and wiping at her mouth with the back of a hand. 

“That was great, Christine. Your form could use some work but you’re a fucking natural,” I said, catching my breath. I stood and finished getting undressed, looking down at her and enjoying the thought of pulling those jeans off so I could get a better look at her ass. I reached down and slid a hand under each of her arms, then pulled her to her feet easily. 

“Upsy Daisy, Christine. Time for the main course,” I said softly as I took my seat on the edge of the bed. I pulled her close, taking her left nipple into my mouth. Running my tongue around the areola and sucking hard, I could feel it start to puff up even more. I reached around behind her and got a good grip on her ass through the seat of her jeans. With the other hand, palm up, I cupped her crotch with my fingers between her legs and the heel of my hand grinding hard against the ridge of her pelvis. I switched nipples to see if I could get that one to stiffen up as well. The combined effect started to warm the teenager up; her breathing was more rapid and her hips twitched involuntarily every time I worked her pussy just right through the jeans and panties. Slowing the pace helped Christine regain some composure after the roughness of the face fucking, and I needed a break too. I wasn’t a kid anymore and even with an amazing piece of ass like this one I needed some time to recharge my batteries. 

After the second faint moan escaped from Christine’s lips, I decided I’d waited long enough to unwrap the rest of my prize. I unsnapped the jeans and pulled down the cute little abbreviated zipper. Then Christine took over, kicking off her sandals and sliding the jeans down her long, slim legs. I let her fold this article of clothing and stack it on top of the blouse, mainly because I was having so much fun staring at her. Christine’s legs were fantastic. Just a hint of soft babyfat remained at the thighs, which narrowed before they met to permit a little triangle of light to shine through under her pussy even when her knees were together. Sweet. The thong panties left very little to the imagination, with just the narrow waistband I’d seen above her jeans earlier and the tiniest triangle of cloth in front. When her jeans were neatly stowed away, Christine returned to her place directly in front of me and stood quietly, hands at her sides. I had to hand it to this girl, when she made a deal she kept it. 

As cute as the thong was on Christine, it was time to lose it. I slid the panties slowly to her knees, then let them drop to the floor. Her pubic hair was trimmed to a neat, inch-wide strip of light brown fur that stopped half an inch above her pussy. Everything below that was shaved smooth. Christine had tan lines from her bikini here too; the tiny bottom of her suit had barely covered what was left of her trimmed bush, and had sides that rode well below her hips. 

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

“Thanks. It’s a really neat suit, kind of a metallic green. It goes good with my hair and eyes,” the girl blurted. I was surprised to get that much conversation out of her, under the circumstances. 

“I bet it does,” I said, then held up a finger and twirled it, indicating that she should turn around for me. Her panties were still at her ankles; she kicked them aside then turned around slowly, bringing her naked ass into view. It was as pert and shapely as I expected, with a bonus of perfectly smooth, taut skin without a blemish or hint of a wrinkle. Cellulite came after nineteen, apparently. I placed a palm on each cheek, stroking softly. I felt my cock start to swell. 

“I don’t blame you, pal. I’d respond to that too,” I said under my breath. Christine looked over her shoulder. 

“What was that? You want me to do something?” she 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,” she said. 

“You can call me Andy, Christine. And you can climb on the bed.” 

She reclined on her back, but stayed propped up on her elbows. 

“Is this good?” 

“This is very good,” I replied, putting a hand under each of her knees and lifting, then shoving them apart as wide as they’d go. Her pussy lips were parted, and the skin was wet. “You look like you’re ready for a little action too, Christine. You’re dripping,” I said. 

She blushed hot with embarrassment. “You were like rubbing me, down there,” she explained. 

“You haven’t felt anything yet, sweetheart. And I think you’re warming up to the idea of taking all nine inches of this into that little pussy of yours.” 

“Am not,” she said angrily, staring at my dick. “I don’t exactly have any choice about it. What am I supposed to do? You’re going to do me whether I want it or not.” Christine put her fingers on her lips. “I wish you didn’t push so hard when you had it in my mouth. My lips are really sore now.” 

With that, I decided to go to work on the other set of lips. I settled in and buried my nose in her trimmed snatch, shoving with one hand behind her left knee to spread her really wide. Christine was wet all right, and her pussy was twitching with anticipation. “You smell great, Christine.” I said, then dove in with my tongue. 

“You really think so? Compared to other girls?” 

I just grunted. I licked the pussy all over to get it good and slathered up, then started working on her clit. It was easy to find, and Christine lit up the second I hit it. A quick moan slipped out, and then she bit her lower lip. I slid a finger into her to check for lubrication. She was tight as hell; my finger made a little sucking noise as I pulled it out. This was going to be great. I started to flick my tongue more quickly and Christine began to roll her hips slowly, pushing herself against me. Her hands were buried in the bedspread, clenching and releasing the fabric. If she bit her lip any harder trying to stay quiet she was going to draw blood. Then her mouth popped open and she started to pant, sucking in air and blowing it out like in a Lamaze class. 

“aaahhHHH. Oh god, I…I’m gonna cum,” she wailed. 

Christine’s hips were bucking against the bed and she brought her knees closer together pressing her soft thighs against my ears. Sweet girl juice came oozing out of her pussy, the lips now all swollen and red. I lapped at her, enjoying the taste and heat as her moans and the gyrations of her young body gradually slowed. When she was just lying there, spent, I got to my knees between her legs. She looked up at me. 

“You like that, Christine?” She licked her upper lip then gave a little nod. 

“You want me to fuck you, don’t you?” She closed her eyes and then nodded again. 

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

“Fuck me,” she said quietly. 

“Louder,” I ordered. 

“Fuck me!” she said, opening her eyes and staring at my cock. 

“You’re thinking it’s going to be a tight fit, right?” I asked, smiling. She nodded. “I’ll get it all in there, trust me,” I said. “Flip over on your knees and get that pretty little ass in the air for me.” She scrambled into position on all fours. 

“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 said, admiring the effect. I rubbed the head of my dick against the wet lips of her pussy and then started to work it in. I got maybe three inches into her and started to run into serious resistance. 

“Too big,” Christine moaned. I reached down and pulled her legs apart more, spreading her, and shoved hard. I was rewarded with another four inches of cunt and a nice howl from the teenager. That was good enough for now. I started pumping her with a three-quarters stroke knowing she’d loosen up fairly quickly. Christine felt terrific; her cunt was hot and tight and buttery soft, and it was making great little slurping noises with each stroke. And her ass looked so hot sticking up in the air that I had to look away and concentrate; I wanted this to last a while. 

Christine’s moans were turning into satisfied grunting noises. I got a firm grip on her butt and leaned into her hard, burying my dick to the hilt. I was expecting, and got, another nice yelp from the girl. That was better. With the advantage of a full stroke I could really get going, and I picked up the pace. My balls were banging into her and with every stroke the tight pink skin of her ass jiggled nicely. It was great, but I wanted to change positions. I had to see Christine’s face as I fucked her. I pulled out and rolled her ass onto the bed. She looked up, confused. 

“Turn over,” I ordered. As she rolled onto her back I grabbed her legs and pulled her closer to the edge of the bed. I let one leg trail off, and hooked the other over my right shoulder. Leaning in, I bent the leg back as far as it would go and shoved my dick all the way into her again. It slid in smoothly this time, and I started to really pound away. Now it was the soft flesh on Christine’s little tummy and that big rack of titties that were jiggling, the tits bouncing in unison for a while, then in opposite directions. The fucking was an eye treat, too. Her pussy lips clung to my dick as I was pulling out, then on the downstroke they completely disappeared into her cunt. 

But it was Christine’s face that had my attention. She was flushed, eyes closed, and her mouth was making a cute little “o” shape. Her thick hair radiated out from her head like a halo on the bed, but I was the one who felt like I was in fucking heaven. 

Her moaning started up again, unrestrained this time, and I knew she was going to pop for the second time. A huge orgasm rolled through her, arms flailing on the bed. The muscles inside her cunt were twitching like crazy, clenching against me. The leg I wasn’t holding was jerking and kicking and I could feel more warm juice working its way past my stroking dick. As the orgasm started to let up Christine raised her head, her eyes showing panic. 

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

I thought about telling her to shut up and take it, but then a better idea hit me. It was time to go for a hat trick, but for that I was going to need some lubrication. I pulled out and released her upstretched right leg. 

“I’ve got you covered, Christine. Hold that pose for a second.” Erect dick bobbing, I ran to the bathroom and pawed through the condiments on the counter. There it was, a tiny bottle of hand lotion. I grabbed it and ran back to the bed. I climbed next to Christine and then rolled her onto a hip, facing away. I slid down until I had a good view of her ass, spreading the cheeks. Her anus was tiny, all pink and smooth. I opened the lotion and rubbed a generous amount onto my cock, then poured some into her butt crack. With my forefinger I probed Christine’s anus, sticking it in to the first knuckle. She jumped like I’d hit her with a cattle prod. 

“No! Not there. Please, I don’t want to do that!” she said, eyes pleading. 

“It’s either that or I cum in your pussy. Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it. Just hold still and let me do all the work, cupcake,” I said, but it didn’t seem to reassure her much. Her reaction was exciting the hell out of me, and from the tightening in my balls I knew I’d better hurry it up. I rubbed my dick against her, and then pressed gently until her anus started to open up. “Don’t clench, baby. Loosen those muscles up and this’ll go a lot easier.” 

Christine braced herself on the bed and nodded. The head of my dick popped into her and she gasped. I stopped moving, letting her get used to the feeling. Her breathing got a little more regular, and I started easing myself into her an inch at a time, then pausing. Christine’s ass was even tighter than her pussy, and the feel of her sphincter muscles clenching around me was driving me nuts. Six inches was going to have to be good enough to start with. I slid a hand between her thighs and lifted the top leg up a bit, then began to thrust with a slow, easy rhythm. Christine was moaning, but didn’t seem to be in a lot of pain so I picked it up a little and started to drive deeper on each stroke. When my balls hit her ass cheek I knew I was in business; I leaned against her, grabbed a tit with each hand, and started to bang away. Christine was taking it well, keeping her ass pressed against me and bracing with her left hand on the bed. She pulled her right hand up and started to suck on her index finger. 

As great as butt-fucking this teenager felt, I knew that the evening was drawing to a close and that was sad. I was never going to have another piece of ass like this one. My mind flashed back to images of how Christine had looked when she first got out of her car to check the damage to our bumpers. I had to bite my lip to keep from laughing as the irony of the situation hit me. She rear-ended me, and now I was rear-ending the daylights out of her! Life works that way sometimes. 

I started to slow down my strokes, making sure each one took her as deep as possible, savoring the feeling. I let go of Christine’s left tit and used that hand to brush the hair out of her face and then stroke her cheek and temple. I soaked in the image of her lying there, wanting to remember it. This was fucking perfect. My balls got really tight as I stared, so I focused on Christine’s ass, determined to enjoy every last plunging stroke. 

“Oh, baby. Here it comes. I’m going to cum in your ass, Christine. I’m going to cum in your sweet, tight little ass!” And then I did, spurting wildly as I held my thighs pressed hard against her butt cheeks. The feel of the hot cum hitting her insides lit a fire in Christine. A moan turned into a low wail and her body convulsed. She rubbed her ass against me, then reached for my closest hand and held it. As my orgasm subsided, my dick softened and started to pull itself out of her hot little canal. I lowered myself onto the bed next to Christine and wrapped my arms around her, burying my face in the hair at the base of her neck. 

We both fell asleep, or at least I did. When I woke it was two in the morning and Christine was still lying next to me. As I stirred she looked up and smiled. 

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

“Yeah. I better get you back to your car,” I said, starting to feel guilty about the evening. 

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

“Of course! There’s shampoo and soap in the bathroom and this time of the night there’ll be plenty of hot water,” I said, trying to sound generous. 

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

I shook my head. “I better not, I don’t have that kind of will power. I’ll get cleaned up later. But leave the door open so I can watch you.” 

She nodded, then walked slowly toward the bathroom, her naked ass swaying gently with each stride. It doesn’t get much better than this, I thought. By the time Christine finished in the shower, I was dressed and had arranged her sandals, bra and panties next to her jeans and shirt as neatly as I could. She smiled when she saw my handiwork, then got dressed quietly. We walked to my Yukon and drove in silence to her car. The parking lot was dark and deserted. I expected Christine to jump out when I pulled to the curb, but instead she turned to face me. 

“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,” she said, grinning. “Besides, it wasn’t that bad. Well, most of it,” she added, then reached back and rubbed her butt. But she was still smiling. She opened the door and jumped out. 


“Goodnight,” she said, then gave me a little wave before trotting to her car. I sat there, feeling bad despite what she’d said. Before she could start her car I jumped out and ran to the open driver’s side 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 said. Christine smiled and bit her lip. 

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

“You should go back to school, Christine; 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.” I pulled out my wallet and peeled off three, hundred dollar bills, hesitated and then added a fourth. I held them out to her. 

“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 pleaded. Christine thought about it, then took the bills out of my hand. 

“Thanks, Andy. I might just take your advice about school. See ya!” she said, then drove away carefully. 

For years, every time I came to town after that I stayed at the same hotel and always went up to the bar to look for Christine, but I never saw her again. 

 

The End

I hope you enjoyed this story.  Either way, I would love to get feedback!

