I Love College Towns





[Chapter 1]





I thought I'd let you know my story, if anyone's interested in hearing it. My name is James, and I hail from a rural area in Northeast Texas. Now, the population of this town probably sits at about 16, 000 people, max. Honestly, the only things it has going for it is a 24-hour Wal-Mart Supercenter, the fact that it's a wet town (hence plenty of alcohol), and the college that this town's known for.





Having spent most of my life growing up in a nearby small town, containing only 1, 500 people, I was amazed when I moved here, to find a multitude of young college girls who only seem to live for partying. Now, don't get me wrong, I enjoy a party as much as the next person, but coming from such a small town, my idea of a party was sitting on the back porch, or on the tailgate of a pickup, somewhere, getting as drunk as you can while listening to the radio. God, was I in for a suprise.





The women who flocked to this college hailed from places like College Station, Dallas/Fort Worth, Decatur, Paris, and even Louisiana. Talk about a huge social difference.





My life changed when I got my first apartment, at the age of 18. It was a small, run-down apartment building, which was primarily populated by hispanics, which made me feel completely out of place, being the only white guy. I scored my first job at the local Wal-Mart, as, of all things, a sales clerk for the fabric department.





Now, laugh if you will, but as you can imagine, this did nothing to help stop feeling out of place. My job description was basically to cut fabric, make sure the department stayed clean and straightened, and help the customers as best I could. I found this to be very difficult, as every woman who came to the department avoided asking me for help, because they always believed, "Well, you're a guy, so you probably don't know anything about this."





Hello? It's not like I wasn't trained for the job. And it was even worse if her husband or significant other was with her: "So, why's a guy working back here, anyway? You gay?"





So, as you can imagine, I was never very happy with my job, until the first time I was asked to cover for Softlines (the clothing departments, ) while the clerk took her break. This meant that it was my job to carry the keys to the dressing room, and let customers in/out as needed.





It had been a long night, as I had come to work about 2p.m. that day, and it was then 9. Since we hadn't become a Supercenter yet, we still had a closing time of 10. This meant that by 9, everyone was working in a panic to make sure the store was straightened enough for us to go home by 11. Having just finished straightening all the merchandise in my department, I had become bored and was happy to take the keys from Stacey, when she asked me to cover her for her last 15-minute break.





"Men's, Women's, Lingerie and Toddler's is straightened, all you have to do is listen for the bell to the dressing room." She had told me, before thanking me for covering her, and heading off to the breakroom. Approximately 5 minutes had passed before I heard the bell, and strolled over to it's location.





As I approached, I began to feel highly embarassed, as I found a very attractive short-haired blonde, waiting to be served. She was apparently in her late teens/early twenties, and was wearing a very short pair of red shorts, with a white t-shirt that branded her sorority logo. She stood around 5 foot 7, and had an awesome set of legs. In her hands were two bras and a set of matching bikini-cut panties.





I smiled at her, politely... "Here, allow me." I said, as I unlocked the door to the dressing room, trying not to look at what she was taking in, with her. I was in shock when I looked at her, and she was grinning at me, wildly.





"I appreciate it." She said, purposely brushing past me and into the dressing room. I felt highly embarassed as her firm ass grazed past my crotch, almost instantly giving me an erection. I knew she had felt it, as she continued to smile at me, as she slowly closed the door, separating the both of us.





"Holy crap," I thought to myself. "I must be smoking something, I know that did not just happen." I tried telling myself, before hesitantly going back to my department. I had no sooner reached the cutting table before the bell rang once again.





I walked by over to the dressing room, and found that no one was standing there. "Hello?" I called out, assuming that the customer was browsing somewhere, while waiting on me.





"Hey..." The voice came from inside the dressing room. "I need to ask you a question, if you don't mind." The beautiful blonde said.





"Sure, anything you need." I replied.





To my amazement, she opened the door to the dressing room, revealing that she was standing inside, wearing a bra and the set of bikini-cut panties she had taken in, with her.





"Does this look okay?" She asked, grinning at me. I stood there, in shock, for what seemed like forever. I was so stunned that I could only nod a reply. She turned and posed a couple of times, occasionally letting out a flirtateous giggle. Before I knew it, she had hooked her fingers in the waist of her panties, and pulled them down to her ankles.





She took a seat inside the dressing room, and began masturbating wildly. Her eyes were locked on mine with what seemed like a primal lust. I'd never seen anyone like her before.





I watched, almost in a trance, as she used her left hand to hold her sex open, while using her right hand to pound two of her fingers inside it. Her pace was fast and unrelenting, leaving her, as well as me, breathless. I felt my already excited cock begin to bulge within my pants, as my blood pounded in my veins. Her eyes locked on my dick, staring at my obvious erection, as she furiously worked at her clean-shaven clit, until moments later, when she acheived what seemed to be an unearthly awesome orgasm.





I wanted her so badly, it hurt. As her orgasm subsided, her grin widened. Her chest was still heaving, as she worked to catch her breath. I could smell her juices from where I stood, and I could see the light reflect from her dripping wet cunt. Never before had I been in a situation that felt as primal as this. I watched as her eyes glinted, mischeiviously, and she lifted her right hand. Her fluids ran down her arm, as she lifted a solitary finger and gestured for me to enter the dressing room. Still in my almost hypnotic state, I almost felt as though I had no control over my feet, as I took my first step forward.





But before I could enter, I heard footsteps and snapped out of it. I glanced at the girl and quickly closed the door to the dressing room, before turning to find that Stacey had finished her break.





"Alright, thanks, James. I take it you just let someone in?" She asked, as she took the keys from me.





"Uh, yeah. No problem." I answered, unsure as to what she'd seen. She just clipped the keys to her belt loop and walked off. With that said and done, I realized that I was in the clear and returned to my department.





For the next ten minutes or so, my mind was racing. Did this happen often with customers? Was she just flirting, or was she trying to get me in trouble? Did one of the surveillance cameras catch her?





Quietly, I tried hard to focus and get back to my duties. Before I knew it, the girl had entered my department, looking for craft supplies. "Did I scare you?" She asked, grinning at me.





"Kind of. I'm still new, I was scared I'd get caught looking at something I shouldn't have." I replied, trying to sound sincere and polite. Her only response was another flirtateous giggle.





"You're cute. When do you work again?" She asked, changing the subject.





"I come in at two, tomorrow." I answered, without hesitation. She smiled. It took me a moment to even consider questioning her. "Why do you ask?"





"I may need your opinion on another pair of panties." She giggled, before leaving. I stood there in awe.





As I finished my shift and walked home, she became the only thing I could think about. This gorgeous young girl had given me an experience I'd never forget, and I hadn't even touched her, once. Hell, come to think of it, I didn't even know her name. The entire walk home, my mind raced, trying to wrap around the events that had happened, earlier. I'd never felt that way before, even when I was still a virgin. And to experience something that felt that powerful, that primal, was extraordinary. And the fact that there was no physical contact between either of us, during this, was even more mind-blowing.





I had a hard time sleeping, that night, as I spend most of the night literally getting off on what I'd seen earlier. For most of the night, I laid nude in my bed, the images I'd seen came floating back to mind, as I masturbated with a fury I'd never before experienced. I stroked myself wildly, my waist bucking from habit, as sweat formed on my body. My breath was more erratic than it had ever been, and when I finally climaxed, my cum exploded across my sweat-covered body.





Not too much longer, I fell asleep, exhausted from the energy I'd spent on myself, and techinally, her. Would she really return, tomorrow? What would happen if she did? The questions played the role of a subconscience lullaby, giving me the best night's sleep I'd ever had. The answers? I'd just have to wait and find out.





[Chapter 2]





The next day I woke up around noon, giving me a little less than two hours to be showered, shaved, and ready for work. When I got out of bed, I spent about ten minutes while enjoying my morning cigarette, deciding whether the night before had been a dream. "It was too odd," I thought. "these things don't happen to me."





Finishing the cigarette, I rose from the bed, still in the nude. I stumbled to the bathroom, and gathered the necessities for my shower. Before I knew it, I had showered, shaved, fixed my hair, and put on one of my best-looking outfits. Why I did it, was beyond me. The shirt would just be covered up by Wal-Mart's oh-so-attractive smurf-blue uniform.





"God, I'm a nerd." I said to myself, as I stared in the mirror.





I'd waited all night for her arrival, but to my dismay, at 9:45 she still hadn't showed. By now I was beginning to think that the events of the night before were little more than a sorority hazing, and I'd been the butt of some mean-spirited college joke.





I was working as hard as I could to ensure that I'd be able to leave as soon as the store closed. Pouring all of my anger into physical action, I ignored the voice across the intercom, giving the nightly closing announcements.





"Attention Wal-Mart shoppers, the time now is 9:45 and in fifteen minutes the store will be closing. Please be sure to make your final selections and bring your items to the front, as our cashiers are waiting to help you. Once again, the store will be closing in fifteen minutes, so please make your final selections and bring them to the front. The store will re-open at 7 a.m. tomorrow morning, and thank you for shopping your friendly neighborhood Wal-Mart."





It was pretty much the same announcement at this time, every night. They would proceed to issue another simular announcement at ten 'til and five 'til, before finally announcing at ten that the store was closed. None of this concerned me, though.





By 10:45, we were finally told to go clock out. As we did so, I listened to other employees echo down the back hallway, as each one shuffled in line to make their way to the timeclock. Before long, we were all clocked out and heading out the front door. To my shock, I was approached by a slow-moving blue Camaro.





"Hey, baby! How much?" The girl giggled from the passenger's seat of the car, as the driver looked on with a grin on her face. The car had three girls in it, and as I turned to look at it, I realized that the girl in the passenger's seat was the same blonde from the night before.





"How much you got?" I grinned, as I walked up to the car, my ungodly blue vest still in hand. The girls giggled as they looked at each other, and back to me.





"Sorry I didn't come in, tonight. I got caught off-guard with a suprise sorority meeting." She said, smiling up at me.





"No worries." I answered, obviously lying.





A moment passed before she spoke again, following a long line of whispering between the girls, inside the blue Camaro. "So," she said, "me and a couple of friends were on our way to hang out at the broken bridge. Want to tag along?"





"The broken bridge?" I asked, the term was a new one on me.





"You've never heard of it?" She asked, almost in shock.





"Afraid not." I replied, half-way embarassed.





"Then get in, we're about to educate you." She said, grinning as she bit her lip.





We drove outside of town, down an old highway that I was unfamiliar with. It was about a ten minute trip, which seemed to be alot longer, as I was still somewhat nervous. Being in a hot sports car with three giggly college girls you don't even know will do that to you.





When we arrived, I noticed a large barricade in the road. Amongst the reflective orange and white colors, the bold black lettering stood out well.





DO NOT ENTER - BRIDGE OUT





"We're hoofing it from here." The blonde said, as the driver killed the engine to the car. She turned off the headlights, and the four of us wandered past the barricade, and on down the road.





The brunette that had ridden in the back seat, beside me, was carrying two large paper bags with her, as we strolled a good hundred yards down the highway. The darkness was blinding. The blonde and the redheaded driver were several feet in front of me, whispering and giggling to one another, inaudibly.





"Okay, we're clear. Break out the lights." The redhead said, as the three of them turned on flashlights, revealing the crater-like hole in the road.





What could be seen is a massive section where an old bridge had collapsed. Sections of the highway, in either direction, hung into the dried-up creek, and were riddled with over a decade of graffitti.





"Holy shit." I said, amazed that such a thing existed in this area.





"Yeah. This thing fell in 1975, due to lack of maintenance. The Department of Transportation was in the middle of putting in a new highway anyway, so they just tied it in to the other end of this one, and barricaded the bridge off from either side." The brunette said, before passing one of the paper bags to the blonde, and setting the other one down.





"They just left it? Isn't that dangerous?" I asked, as a can of lighter fluid was pulled from one of the paper bags, by the cute little brunette.





"Sure is. That's why they got that law suit in 1986, when two college students drove their little convertible into it, after the barricade was stolen. The car flipped bumper for bumper, and it decapitated them both, on impact." The redhead said, as she helped her friend start a fire.





"That's bullshit. Just urban legends." The blonde said. "So, I never caught your name last night." She giggled, as she turned to me.





"James Jacobs." I smiled, holding out my hand. She blushed and started giggling.





"Sounds like a porn star or something." She said, embarassing me a little. "I'm Julia. The brunette's Stephanie, and the redhead's a dyke." She giggled.





"What?" The redhead turned to her, caught off-guard.





"Just kidding. She's Lisa." Julia laughed.





They eventually got a good fire going, in what would be the middle of the highway. The light it shed on the area revealed broken beer bottles, condom wrappers, and the occasional fireworks debris. It became obvious to me that this was a popular hangout amongst the town's youth.





A bottle of Jack Daniels was passed around, as the four of us talked, flirted, and drank. Before I knew it, I found myself highly intoxicated from the alcohol. When they lit a joint, I was quick to partake in that as well. When the girls found the area around the fire to be too hot, they had no problem removing their shirts, leaving a beautiful array of bra-covered chests to stare at. Of course, me, not expecting them to start shedding clothing, was caught completely by suprise. They seemed to enjoy it.





Before too long, simple flirting had evolved to the four of us highly stoned and drunk, groping each other as we sat beside the fire.





Julia made out with me, as Lisa unbuttoned and unzipped my pants, revealing my erect dick to the small group of girls.





"God, he's huge!" I was suprised to hear Stephanie say, as her hands rubbed across my chest. Lisa just grinned up at me, before taking it all in her mouth.





The feeling of her warm mouth enveloping my dick made my entire body limp, giving me no other choice than to lay flat on the ground. Lisa and Julia took advantage of this, and hovered above me, caressing my flesh with their hands as they began kissing each other.





"Save some for us, Steph." Julia said, as she grinned down at me.





She and Lisa laid on either side of me, as the three girls began taking turns sucking my throbbing tool. I was in disbelief, but oh, so much pleasure, as I lifted my head to watch these three beautiful petite college girls, hungrily sucking my cock and grinning back up at me.





I watched as Lisa's hand slid up Julia's leg, lifting her small skirt to reveal her panty-less crotch. Her fingers came to rest on her soft hairless mound, and began caressing it. Julia moaned as the three continued taking turns sucking my dick.





Stephanie would slide the head of my dick into her mouth, and down her throat, and grin at me as her throat muscles massaged my hard shaft. Then she would take it out of her mouth and hold it while Lisa flicked her toungue over the head, massaging my balls with one hand.





Meanwhile, I watched as Julia's hips bucked and jerked, as Lisa worked her delicate hand over Julia's clit with a surgeon's precision. Their moans filled the air, as I watched the three of them continue on.





Julia's voice got louder, as I felt my cock begin throbbing harder than before. I knew she was going to orgasm, and I knew that I wasn't that far behind her.





As her moans turned into desperate gasps for air, I felt my balls retract, telling me exactly what was going to happen next.





"Oh shit! I'm cumming!" I moaned, in an effort to warn anyone that didn't want to swallow or wear what was about to erupt.





"Yes! Cum, baby! Cum all over us!" Julia squealed, as all three girls put their faces to my dick in unison. Lisa pounded away at the shaft of my dick with her free hand, while Stephanie massaged my balls.





With an overwhelming explosion, blast after blast of steaming hot cum erupted from the end of my cock, shooting streams of semen all over their beautiful young faces. Lisa caught as much as she could with her mouth, as my climax sent Julia over the edge. "Yessss!" She screamed, orgasming. I watched, out of breath, and in disbelief, as the three began making out with one another, and licking the hot cum from each other's faces.





I felt incredibly weak, as I watched them. The fire had begun stinging my eyes, and with that and the mind-blowing orgasm I'd just had, I started having trouble keeping my eyes open. As the three continued making out, I slowly closed my eyes and began drifting off to sleep on the cold hard asphault of the old highway.





Julia looked at me and smiled. "Get some rest, baby. If you enjoyed tonight, you're going to love what we've got for you, tomorrow." She said, before coming over and kissing me, softly. Her soft lips were the last thing I felt as I lost conscienceness.





[Chapter 3]





I woke up to find that the three had laid down next to me, and fallen asleep. With Julia on my left, and Lisa and Stephanie on my right, I couldn't help but smile. They held me tightly, their faces snuggling into my still-exposed chest. As I lifted my head, I found that with the exception of my shirt, all four of us were completely clothed. They must have dressed me in my sleep.





I laid my head back down, listening to the girls breathing softly on my chest. Carefully, I reached around Julia and into the breast pocket of my unbuttoned shirt, and found my cigarettes and lighter.





As I placed the cigarette between my lips, I looked into the sky, staring in awe at the neon colors the sun had flooded the sky with. It must have been just before 6 a.m., I told myself.





I lit my cigarette and laid there, enjoying the feel of the girls soft skin against mine, as they slept. I'd never been more relaxed in my life.





For the longest time, I felt myself laying there, devoid of any thought or worry. My only focus was on doing everything I could to enjoy that moment. I must have laid there for 45 minutes before I heard Julia inhale deeply, beside me. I turned my head and she looked up at me, before carefully rubbing her eyes.





"Morning, glory." She said, smiling up at me. Slowly, her lips met mine, kissing me so softly I thought I was lost in a dream. Softly, her lips parted mine and her toungue slid into my mouth, seeking out my own. She let out a sensual moan, as her toungue encircled mine, dancing between our mouths. I was in heaven.





Carefully, she finished kissing me, and pulled her head back. Her eyes looked deeply into mine, as her hand gracefully brushed her hair from her face.





"Did you enjoy yourself, last night?" She asked, smiling almost mischeiviously.





"You tell me." I answered, smiling, as I nodded toward the bulge of morning wood, that pertruded from inside my pants. She giggled.





"I'm glad. How about dessert?" She said, as her hand landed on my thigh, and began sliding upward.





"Shit, yes." I hissed, her touch overwhelming me. She giggled and continued running her hand up my thigh, until it landed on my dick.





With amazing precision, she unzipped my fly, allowing my tool to spring forward from it's cloth prison. Her small hand wrapped around the shaft and began stroking it. Her eyes locked on mine, once again, her smile almost becoming a permenant fixture. I was so focused on the pleasure she was giving me, that I was completely unaware that Lisa and Stephanie had rolled away from me, in their sleep.





We kissed, passionately, as her hand slid up and down the length of my now-throbbing cock. I could feel the pressure building inside me, as the pleasure began consuming me entirely. I couldn't take it any longer. I had to have her.





With a sudden motion, I rolled onto her, spreading her legs instantly. She squealed with suprise, as the head of my dick landed between her legs, up her skirt. She giggled, slightly, before feeling my cock pressing against her naked flesh.





"Oooh." She said, in a silly tone. "Taking control, are we?" She finished, grinning.





I ignored her words, as I took my dick in-hand, and began rubbing it up and down the span of her soft, shaven pussy. After a moment, her eyes closed and her head tilted back. She began to moan, slightly, as the grin washed from her face, and she bit her lip. My pre-cum and her dampness thinly coated the flesh surrounding her opening, as she began gyrating her hips against my pulsating member.





When I felt she was wet enough, I slid the head of my dick into her opening, causing her eyes to open, along with her mouth, in an expression of shock.





She was unbelievably tight, forcing me to put a little more effort into my insertion. Slowly, I worked the head of my fully erect shaft in and out of her tiny hole, unwittingly teasing her while trying to ease my entrance into her. Her hands wrapped around my torso, her nails automatically digging into my back.





She clawed lines from the top of my back, to my ass, before grabbing it with both hands. With a grunt, she used her grip on my ass to push my dick firmly inside of her, impaling herself on my 9 inch shaft. "Oh, God!" She almost bellowed, as it bottomed-out inside her with one thrust.





Her eyes were filled with such desire, as they glared into mine with the hunger of an animal. Quickly, I pulled out and thrust back in, causing her to squeal once again. Her cunt fit so tight around my shaft that I had to concentrate to keep from exploding within her velvet-like walls.





"Oh, fuck yes!" She exclaimed, as I pulled out once more, and slammed it back inside of her. My inhibitions were now non-existant, as my mind overflowed with the memories she'd given me over the past two days. As the image of her beautiful young figure, masturbating in the Wal-Mart dressing room, played back in my mind, I began thrusting harder into her, pounding myself deeper into her glove-like box.





I was now fucking her with everything I had to give, using my aching sex to punish her for the dick tease she'd been, since the night before last. Her petite body flailed under me, before wrapping her legs tightly around my waist. Her feet met one another, behind me, before her ankles locked against one another. Her head tilted back in pleasure, as every thrust I gave her, seemed to knock the breath from her lungs.





"God! Yes! Pound it in! Fuck me, baby!" She gasped, between thrusts. My head sank, as I began kissing along her neck, occasionally biting the soft flesh. Her hips bucked wildly, beneath me. Before long, I began to feel the familiar sensation, burning from within me.





"I'm cumming!" I told her, as I continued feeding my hard shaft into her tight hole.





"Yes! Cum for me! Cum deep inside me! Fill my pussy up with it!" She hissed, her legs squeezing me beyond all belief. The muscles of her cunt felt unfathomable, as they tightened, milking my seed from me. I exploded, slamming into her, one last time, with more force than I ever imagined. The force of my climax shot Julia towards her own. We laid there, rocking against one another, not breathing, but lost in the undescribable feeling of our mutual orgasm.





Before I knew it, it was over. My head came to rest between her breasts, as I struggled to regain the breath I'd lost.





Her lips pressed against my forehead, kissing it gently, as we both laid there, minds reeling from the afterglow.





Not too long after, Lisa and Stephanie had awoken. They smiled at our sweat-covered figures, still laying against one another, holding each other tightly. Together, the four of us gathered the things we'd brought the night before, and packed them back into the paper bags. I was driven home.





Although I was slightly embarassed by the low-rent apartment I was living in, they didn't seem to mind. With a kiss from not one, but all three girls, they dropped me off at my door, and grinned at me as they drove off. I unlocked the door and entered the apartment, before closing the door, behind me. The clock on the puke-green stove read 8:45, I noticed, as I dropped my keys on the counter, and pulled my shirt off.





I didn't care what time it was.





I knew I had today off, and with the events of last night, I fully intended to enjoy it. I grinned wildly, as I headed for the shower.





Julia had told me that they had a suprise for me tonight, and while in the bathroom, I chose to use the time to get shaving out of the way. Julia was in my mind now, more than ever. This was the third day I'd known her, and I couldn't stop thinking about her.





I sprayed the shaving gel into my hand, and worked it into a lather, across my face. My reflection stared back at me, from the mirror. Her final words to me flooded back from memory...





"Be ready to leave at 9:30, tonight. Dress comfortably, because I've got a suprise for you. If you liked last night, you're going to love tonight." She'd said, before the three had driven off.





A suprise? What could it be?





I didn't think anything could top what had happened last night. I continued shaving, before taking my shower. I laid down and napped for a total of two hours, throughout the day. Come 7 o'clock, I was already dressed, waiting patiently for them to arrive. What was waiting for me, tonight? What kind of suprise could be better than what happened, last night? I had every intention of finding out.





[Chapter 4]





The sound of the telephone jerked me awake. Once I realized that I had accidentally fallen asleep, I got quite pissed at myself. Quickly, I jumped up from the couch and answered the phone, looking at the clock on the stove.





Had I missed Julia?





No. The time was 9 p.m., on the dot. Thank God.





I answered the phone to find that it was my Mother. She had decided to call to find out why I hadn't called her in the past two days. The fifteen minute call was riddled with questions and prodding, but such a thing was expected of a Mother who's first-born had moved away from, less than two weeks before.





I couldn't help but grin when she used her most common excuse for making sure I was okay: "As far as I knew, you could be laying on the side of some highway!"





I'd avoided the topic, and eventually succeeded in getting her off of the phone. But not before she made a request that I found humorous.





"Do me a favor and stay inside, tonight. It's Friday, and there's too many college kids out partying. I don't need you in trouble." She'd said, making it very hard for me not to laugh. If she only knew.





Before too long, I'd heard the bass of an approaching vehicle, and peeked out the window to see who it was. The blue camaro was creeping into the parking lot, with it's ground effects on. The radio blared whatever hip-hop pop song was the style of that week. Quickly, I appeased my Mother enough to get off the phone. As the car parked in front of my apartment, and honked, I grabbed my wallet and keys, and left.





We drove for the next two hours, before finally ending up right beside downtown Dallas. The area was packed with people, roaming the sidewalks and standing in lines. As we crept down the street, exotic-looking cars could be seen in front, behind, and beside us, all of which looked like something out of the movies. Neon signs painted every corner of the streets, reflecting from the surfaces of the sports cars, who emitted their own neon glow, from under their chassis.





"Okay, where the hell are we?" I asked, as I looked around in awe. Beautiful women could be seen everywhere, some walking the sidewalk with little or nothing on. Music filled the night air, changing genres as we slowly drove past different nightclubs.





"Deep Ellum." Lisa said, before turning to smile at me. Julia grinned.





"Ever heard of it?" Julia asked, as Stephanie turned to glance at me, from behind the steering wheel.





"Yeah, on the radio. Especially when they're broadcasting on Friday and Saturday nights, and advertising the different clubs. I've never been here, though, just heard of it." I answered, staring at the assortment of freaks, goths, preps, punks and skaters that lined the streets.





It looked more like something you'd see at Mardi Gras.





Men on the sidewalk, using their teeth to pull full shot glasses from between the breasts of beautiful half-dressed women. Street performers were using nothing more than simple cans of spray paint and poster board to create amazing works of art, finishing the process in a matter of seconds.





But what really blew me away was the fact that there wasn't a police car to be seen. It was unbelievable.





"Well, tonight you get to experience it, first-hand." Julia said, grinning at me seductively. All three girls erupted in a marathon of giggling, as we slowly approached our destination.





By the time we'd reached the parking lot, we were deep within the party territory. Slowly, the Camaro pulled in, before shutting off the ground effects and lights, and killing the engine.





As we filed out of the little blue sports car, engines could be heard roaring, and I turned just in time to see two cars fly down the road behind the buildings, flames erupting from the rear of the vehicles.





"Street racing?" I asked, amazed to see it in real life.





"Every Friday and Saturday night. Winner takes home $5, 000." Stephanie answered, as she came from around the car, to join us.





"Come on!" Julia giggled, getting my attention away from the hundreds of distractions that Deep Ellum had to offer me. She grabbed my hand, and pulled me in her direction, as the four of us headed down the sidewalk.





After a few moments, we approached a building that looked to be condemned. There were no signs, no lines, and the windows were boarded. The girls seemed to know where they were going, so I followed, quietly. They led me down an alleyway, where a basement doorway sat.





Stephanie knocked three times, before kneeling and sliding a reflective silver card under the door. A moment passed, and the card was slid back out from under the door, before the sound of heavy locks could be heard, unbolting.





The metal door opened, slowly, and a large black male stepped out, completely bald.





"You know the drill. $200 a piece, and once you enter, stay on your left until you reach the V.I.P. room." He said, in a deep voice. I was shocked at the price, and I didn't even know where we were going.





"Relax, baby. I got you." Julia said, as she handed the man a was of hundred dollar bills, totalling $800. He nodded to us, and we went in.





The hallway was long and dark, making it hard to tell where you were going. Occasionally, you would see an arrow spray-painted on the wall, visible only because of the nearby blacklight. We stayed to the left side of the hallway, and walked on. Before long, music could be heard in the distance, thumping with bass.





The further we walked, the louder the music got, before a dark blue light could be seen. We followed the light, and I was amazed with where it led us.





"This is the V.I.P. room of what's called 'The Ellum Underground'." Stephanie said, as we entered the large room, filled with blue light. Above us, the ceiling hung, made completely of plexi-glass. On top of that, we had a ground-up view of a club dance floor, giving us exclusive visual access to what was under every girl's skirt, while they all danced away, above us.





"Holy shit." I muttered, as the girls took their seats in the room. After a moment, a beautiful woman entered the room, her hair dark brown with purple streaks that stood out in the lighting. She wore a see-through lace dress, which was designed to look like a highly exotic maid outfit. Her breasts, ass, and crotch were clearly visible, as she crossed the room, grinning. In her hands was a huge silver tray, with a lid. She sat it on table, smiled at us, and left. On her way out, she turned to me and winked. This caught me off-guard.





"Like the view, James?" Julia asked, as she lit a cigarette. Lisa removed the lid from the tray, to reveal a number of exotic drinks, sitting in several shot glasses.





"I like everything." I answered, still not sure exactly what to say. I sat down in a white recliner, before tilting my head up. I watched the view above me, staring at the unbelievable amount of women who weren't wearing anything under their skirts. As their bodies moved with the music, I watched several other girls, grinding seductively with their dance partners.





"It's all one-way mirror. Occasionally it'll get scuffed up in one area or another, but they never have any idea that anybody's down here." Julia finished, before drinking from one of the shot glasses, in front of her.





"James, relax. Have something to eat." Stephanie suggested, taking my attention away from the dance floor, above us. In all the excitement, I had forgotten that I hadn't eaten since the day before. On the table sat a perpetual feast of foods, ranging from pasta, to finely prepared pork chops. I didn't hesitate to grab a plate.





After about an hour, another group were let into the room. A couple of really well-built guys entered the room, each one with a girl at his side. Lisa stood up and grinned.





"It's about damn time, Robbie. You guys get lost?" She asked, as she walked over to a chair, near the entrance to the room.





"No, we had to make a couple of stops, for supplies." The larger guy said, obviously named Robbie. "Who's this?" He asked her, nodding to me.





"This is James. Julia's new boy toy." She giggled, before getting shot a look by Julia.





"What's up? I'm Robbie. You call me Rob." He said, his tone sporting that typical holier-than-thou jock attitude, as he extended his hand. I started to hesitate shaking it, but decided not to make any trouble. After all, Julia paid $200 for me to come with them, I really shouldn't blow it now.





As the new group moved to sit down, Julia stood, offering them her seat. Of course they took it, not caring that she had no place to sit. Before I could offer her my place, she strolled over and sat in my lap, before looking at me and smiling. Her back rested against my chest, and her arm reached around my neck, pulling me to her.





"Kiss me." She whispered, amongst the conversation of the others, and the loud music. I happily obliged.





My lips met hers, and her toungue slid into my mouth. I glanced down the length of her body to see that her hand was sliding down the length of her thigh, slowly. Within seconds, she had grabbed the end of her skirt, and was slowly working it back up her legs.





The group continued talking, either not noticing us, or ignoring us, as we laid there, making out in the recliner. Julia's skirt was now around her waist, exposing everything she had to offer. Her hips began moving in small circles, as she used the weight and feel of her warm body to work my flacid dick into a full erection. Her head turned upward, staring at the people dancing above us, as she pulled my lips to her neck.





I felt my fly unzip, as I kissed her neck, passionately. Her slow, relaxed breaths started shortening, as her hand sat underneath her body, inside my jeans. She watched the dancers as if it were a television show she'd been interested in, since the pilot episode. They seemed to excite her.





"I love what you do to me, baby." She whispered, as I felt her hand massage my now-erect member, inside my unzipped jeans. "Do you want me?" She asked, almost playfully, her eyes never leaving the dance floor, directly above us.





"Hell yeah." I answered, at a loss for words.





Her fingers worked my dick out of my jeans, it's fully-hardened shape pushing into her naked flesh. Within moments, she slid it between her legs, and into her soaking cunt. The group across from us still seemed to have no idea.





"Mmm... I love that dick." She moaned, before slowly pushing her hips back, taking all of it in. She began rocking her hips, slowly, to the beat of the music, before her skirt fell back down, covering my penetration of her. I continued kissing her neck, as the music instigated every movement she made, on my throbbing cock. I began to recognize the beat, something I normally would've already known, had I not been lost in Julia's actions. One of my all-time favorite songs, by Massive Attack was playing. Angel. Her slow ride of me, while sitting in my lap, mimicked it's seductive tone and beat, excellently. I could feel my blood pulsing into my cock, as her glove-like pussy fit tightly around it.





My lips danced across her neck, as her free hand strolled through the back of my hair. The smell of her perfume was intoxicating, and her trance-like watch of the dancers reminded me of a starving animal. Her ambiance was almost predatory, as her hips bucked to the beat of the song. Across from us, the conversation raged on. We were in our own world now, and nothing else mattered.





As the tempo of the music reached climax, I began to, as well. I felt her juices dripping on me, the wetness penetrating the fabric of my jeans. Her moans were steady, now, as she rocked back and forth on me, my manhood plunging deeper into her. Before I knew it, she was orgasming to the music. Her breathing had stopped, and I could see her face flush, even in the dark room. Her pussy tightened against the shaft of my dick, and began milking the length of it.





My balls retracted, and I felt myself blast load after load, into her. Her head turned to me, kissing me hungrily, as she quietly let out a gutteral moan, with each explosion of my cock. Slowly, as our mutual climax subsided, the music faded out. Our lips stayed locked, our toungues dancing against one another's. And then, an epiphany. This wasn't just lust, I was feeling. I was in love. But how? I didn't know anything about her. The feeling in my stomach, and the warmth of her skin against mine told me otherwise.





Tonight belonged to us, not the group. I had to find out if she felt the same way. Did she love me, too? Or was this all for fun?





[Chapter 5]





The time was approaching 1:45a.m., and Lisa, Stephanie, and the rest were still sitting across the room from us, drinking and laughing, as they had been for the past hour and a half, since Julia and I had finished having sex. She had fallen asleep on my lap, with my arms wrapped around her. I'd asked Lisa if she thought I should wake her, but was told to let her sleep.





Occasionally, I'd have a shot or two, when offered, but spent most of my time enjoying her presence. I'll admit that by now, I was pretty drunk, but had no want (or need) to party. Everything I wanted was asleep, in my arms. I laid there, in that recliner, intoxicated not just by the alcohol, but by her touch, her smell... her warmth. It had been over an hour since we'd had sex last, and I was still feeling the afterglow.





In that time, I'd watched the people on the dancefloor, above us. The constant movement of the countless dancers was almost hypnotizing, as I laid there, searching my heart and my mind, making sure that what I felt was true. Did I really love her? Was it possible to fall in love with someone whom you'd only met, three days ago? My heart said 'yes.'





But I didn't know anything about her. What was her favorite movie? What were her hobbies?





Where was she born?





What was her college major?





The questions started to overcome me. But the worst? What if she was only in it for the fun? Honestly speaking, this wasn't what anyone could call a 'normal' relationship. So, how could I find out if she felt the same way? I'd have to come up with a plan. "Just enjoy her presence, for tonight." I told myself, disregarding the thoughts I'd been plagued with.





We'd left the club at around 2:30, and were soon on our way home. The drive back from Dallas was a long one, and I spent most of it in the back seat, with Julia's head resting in my lap. I was still having problems accepting the fact that I'd admitted to myself that I loved her, but had gone on with the decision to ignore all of that, for now.





"Let's stop off and grab a bite to eat." Lisa suggested, as we reached a medium-sized town, about 15 miles away from home. Stephanie agreed with her, and in no time at all, we had pulled into the parking lot of a local Denny's.





I gently woke up Julia, and the four of us piled out of the car, and walked single-file into the restaraunt. Of course, the only patrons within were stoners or drunks, and we were no exception.





Within moments, we were shown to our table, and had ordered. Before long, our food was brought to us. Why we were still hungry after the meal we'd eaten at the club was beyond me, but I wasn't going to turn down food.





"So what did you think of tonight, James?" Stephanie asked, grinning at me from behind her plate. The flourescent light eased through her fiery red hair, and her eyes were gleaming.





"Pretty damn slick." I replied, between chewing and swallowing. "It's been a hell of a night." I finished, before spearing another bite of food, with my fork.





"So we saw." Lisa giggled, Stephanie joining her. After a beat, I noticed that Julia has begun to blush. I was lost.





"Huh?" I asked, more like grunted. This erupted all three girls into an echoing laughter within the building. Julia buried her face in her hands, and Lisa fought to keep from choking.





"They saw us in the recliner." Julia said, still blushing behind her hands. I stopped in mid-chew, not sure what to say. After a second, I disregarded it.





"So? Nothing you haven't seen before." I said, trying to sound non-chalant. The girls seemed impressed by my response. Julia grinned at me from the other side of the wrap-around corner table, just as I felt the touch of something against the crotch of my jeans. It was a foot. Playing it cool, I continued eating, as I looked over the girls faces. Each one was still eating, occasionally glancing at me. I had no idea which girl it was. At this point, I didn't care.





This foot was now steadily massaging my cock, through my jeans, and within moments, I could feel my hard-on, pushing back through my jeans.





As I took another bite of my food, I could feel the warm sensation of my erection, and the pleasure that it was receiving, by whoever's foot this was. I closed my eyes momentarily, while chewing, to enjoy it. I could feel this foot, sliding itself against the fabric of my jeans, beneath the table. Accidentally, I let a small moan escape.





I quickly opened my eyes, to find out if anyone had noticed. Lisa smiled at me, but Stephanie and Julia were busy eating their meals. But wait...





Blushing, Lisa was smirking at me, as she politely used her napkin to wipe her mouth, still full of food. Was it? It was! With an "accidental" drop of my silverware, and a glance under the table, I traced the foot to Lisa. The sight of her long leg was beautiful, as it stretched out, spanning the void between our seats. Her stocking clung to the thin outline of her leg, it's dark-rose coloring only serving to hieghten it's beauty.





Slowly, I raised up, spoon in hand, re-taking my place in my seat. No one was suspicious. No one but Lisa, who's known what I'd seen. Her smirk evolved into a mischeivious grin, as her dark brown hair curved in, around her cheeks, reaching the length of her face, and coming to an end at her jaw.





Flattered, but uncomfortable with my situation, I smiled back at her, and winked in a playful tone, before excusing myself to the restroom. As I walked away from the table, I could hear Lisa tell the group that she, too, needed to be excused. This wasn't what I'd had in mind.





I entered the men's bathroom, and took care of my business. As I walked up to the sink, I no sooner turned the faucet on, before the door crept open, and Lisa's beautiful figure came walking into the room. Her short dark hair tossed, gently, in the breeze, as she strolled up beside me. Her silken black dress clung to her figure, serving as garnish for the entree. She was eye candy.





She'd entered the men's room for a reason, and although it was extremely tempting, I felt an obligation to Julia, not to touch Lisa. Although we weren't committed, my mind still told me that if I really loved her, I wouldn't get into this situation.





I watched, in awe, as Lisa silently brushed the spaghetti straps of her dress from her soft shoulders. Gravity took hold, and the top of her dress fell, exposing her beautiful breasts. I was speechless. Her smile, her dress... her body, was stunning. Though I tried, I couldn't seem to speak.





With careful precision, she approached me. Her slow steps made the situation feel like a dream. Every step seemed to take an eternity, and I could feel my heart beating within my chest. Finally reaching the spot where I was standing, her hand silently found the faucet, and she turned the water off. I couldn't control myself any longer.





My hands reached for her, sending an electric sensation down my spine as my fingers met her soft skin. This was all the invitation she needed, as she stepped forward, pushing her lips to mine. Every movement was filled with importance, as our hands touched and explored each other's body, our lips locked in a dance that seemed more like a ritual.





The buttons of my shirt were let loose, one by one, and as she opened my shirt, she leaned into me. The feel of her naked breasts against my chest was intoxicating, as I wrapped my arms around her, picking her up.





Her legs spread, pushing her skirt up to her waist. She wrapped them around me, as I sat her on the counter. Still kissing me, passionately, her hands quickly reached my crotch, and I felt my zipper give way. My bulge sprung from my jeans, allowing them to fall to the floor.





My hand reached between her silk-like thighs, partially covered by the rose-colors stockings she'd had on. I grasped the crotch of her panties, and ripped them from her, before dropping to my knees.





My toungue met her shaven pussy, as I began lapping at her, hungrily. Her hands breezed through my hair, as a moan eropted from her lips.





My hands reached under her legs, and firmly, I cupped them around the curve of her supple ass. Her head tilted upward, as I licked at her with the ferocity of an animal. Her taste was warm and sweet. Her legs came to rest over my shoulders, and locked behind my neck. Her hand tightened around handfuls of my hair. And then, my toungue had found what it had been searching for.





Her soft moans turned to squeals, as her legs and hands held me in place, bucking her hips wildly, in front of me. My toungue fluttered over her clit, as she began fucking my mouth. Within moments, her body collapsed across the counter, as she erupted in massive orgasm. This was my que. I rose to my feet, looking at her weary face. She was fighting to regain her breath. I refused to give her the chance, and took my dick into my hand.





Her eyes widened, as I thrust it into her.





"Oh, shit!" She gasped, as her body tensed. "Motherfucker!" She exclaimed, before her eyes focused on me. Her hands were grasping the edge of the counter so tightly that her knuckles were white. Slowly, I pulled my dick from within her, before slamming it back into her with more force than before. This time, she couldn't speak. Her lack of breath wouldn't allow it.





I raised my pace, and before long, my throbbing cock was pounding in and out of her sweet body with thunderous slams. Her body shook across the counter, as her eyes stayed locked on mine. Her mouth hung open with the shock of my ravaging touch.





My hands wrapped around her, pulling her to a sitting position. I worked myself in and out of her tight cunt, feeling my balls slap against her tiny exposed asshole. Her arms wrapped around my neck, and held on for dear life. I could feel her wetness run down my balls, and trinkle down my legs. By now, I felt the inevitable.





She had gained enough breath to speak, but the only thing that seemed to escape her lips was "Ohh, ohh, ohh, oh, oh!" With that, I slid my hands under her ass, and picked her up. Her thighs hung open, draped over my arms, as I used my strength to slam her down, onto me. Her hands held my neck, and I stared into her eyes, as tears began to form.





I backed her into the wall, as I felt my balls retract. With a final violent thrust, I felt my pulsing cock explode inside her womb. Her eyes widened once more, and her breathing stopped, as her body slammed wildly into the wall. She was lost in her own orgasm, as well. Tears streamed down her face, and after a moment, her breathing started again.





Amazingly, no one suspected a thing, when we returned to the table. Soon, we paid the bill, and left. On the ride home, we were all silent. But now, I couldn't help but be lost in thought. What started this with Lisa? Will she tell Julia? How will tonight's events affect her, when I tell her that I love her? I would just have to get her alone with me.





It was about 5:15a.m. when we pulled into my apartment complex. I said goodnight to the girls, giving them each a kiss, and went inside my apartment. As I removed my clothing, preparing for bed, the memories of what had happened tonight made me smile. Regardless of the consequences, I had enjoyed myself. I honestly couldn't complain.





I laid in bed, smoking the day's last cigarette, and thinking about what had happened. After a moment, I reached beside the bed, and grabbed the jeans that I had taken off. I began pulling a piece of cloth that I had stuffed into the right pocket, earlier. I threw the jeans back down, and looked at what was in my hand. It was the panties I'd ripped from Lisa. I smiled, and went on to sleep, hoping to get at least a few hours before work, tomorrow.





[Chapter 6]





"Mr. Jacobs?" He said with a derrogatory tone.





"Yes, Sir?"





"Would you care to explain why you an hour and a half late, this afternoon?" Kevin asked me.





The time was now 7:30 p.m., and as the man said, I'd slept in. As the closing manager of the store, he obviously wasn't very pleased with me showing up at 4 o'clock, when I was due in at 2:30. He was a slightly overweight man, with a receding hairline and a thick beard. He was the kind of guy that if you met him in a bar, you'd expect him to be dog-drunk, picking fights, and talking about going home to beat his wife.





"Honestly, I doubt I could give an explanaition that you would consider suitable, sir." I answered to the best of my ability. This seemed to catch him off guard.





"You're damn right you couldn't." Kevin hissed. "Look at you, James. You're unshaven, in desperate need of a shower, and you're not concentrating on your work. I've gotten several customer complaints on you, tonight, and a complaint from your Department Manager."





"May I ask what the complaints were regarding, sir?"





"Your serious lack in customer service!" He yelled.





My eyes left his, and scanned across the managerial office of the Wal-Mart store, as I sighed. My hand rubbed my chin, feeling the stubble that was growing, along it.





"The only thing I can do, Kevin, is to apologize for my actions and not to let them happen again. Other than that, what do you want?" I finally said to him, now getting seriously frustrated, both by his tone and my painful hangover.





"I'll tell you what I want, James. I want you out of here. I don't think faggots should be working for this store." He told me, in a low, quiet voice, so as not to be heard by any party outside the office.





"Excuse me?" was the only thing I could say. I was in complete shock with what had just been said.





"You heard me, Mr. Jacobs. If you were straight, you wouldn't be working in the goddamn fabric department. Now, if I had my way, I'd fire your stupid ass and have you out of here. But since I don't have the authority to fire you, all I can do is give you a write-up, and hope to build enough against you to have the Store Manager fire you."





My mind was racing. I wanted to get up and knock the shit out of the guy. It took me a moment to regain my composure, before taking a deep breath. Of course, since Kevin liked hearing himself speak, he had to continue talking.





"Oh, and Mr. Jacobs? Feel free to tell anyone you want about what was said in this office, tonight. Because when you do, you will be fired for instigating workplace gossip. Not like anyone'd believe you, anyway. No witnesses, your word against mine." He grinned.





Beautiful. Now he'd pissed me off. I rose from my chair and straightened my blue vest. Kevin stared at me as I cleared my throat and walked towards the door.





"So you can't fire me, huh? That's too bad. Because since the rumor's obviously out that I'm gay, I guess you look like my butt-buddy, sitting in the office alone with me, with the door closed." I said back to him, smiling politely.





"Do what? Oh, you're in for it now, Mr. Jacobs!" He said, rising from his chair.





"In for what? A beating? Or are you going to report this? Just keep in mind that it's your word against mine." I growled to him, as I reached for the doorknob. "You know... no witnesses." I finished, before walking out.





My late night with the girls had gotten me into trouble with one of my bosses, who apparently already had a stick shoved up his ass. Silently, I walked down the back hall, before heading back to my department. God, that guy pissed me off. Oh well, if nothing else, I got over my hangover when I told him off.





Now, I just had three hours left to work, and I was out of there. I looked at my watch, and it read 7:45. Time for a break.





I walked into the smoker's lounge, lighting a cigarette, when I noticed someone sitting at my table. He was a slightly well-built guy, a little bigger than me, with a goatee. I looked at his nametag.





"BRIAN -- Associate In Training!"





I took a seat across from him. "New guy, huh?" I asked, taking a deep drag from my cigarette.





"Yeah. First day on the job." He answered, as he nursed an odd-looking black cigarette. It caught my attention, as I'd never seen one before.





"What're you smoking?" I inquired, trying to break the ice. Before he answered, he took a deep drag off of it, and blew a cloud of smoke into the air. It smelt more fragrant than a swisher cigar, but not as sweet as a black & mild.





"Clove cigarette. Want one?" He asked, smiling. I raised an eyebrow.





"Sure." I answered, as he pulled one from his pack. I took it and put it into my pack of cigarettes, saving it for later.





"I started smoking these about a year ago. They're real cheap and pretty good. Only problem is, they kill your sense of taste and smell for about an hour after smoking one." He said, before taking another drag. "So what department do you work in?" He asked.





"Don't ask." I answered, as I heard footsteps enter the non-smoking side of the breakroom. It was Kevin. "Oh shit." I thought, aloud.





"What?" Brian asked, looking to see what I was looking at.





Kevin glared at me through the plexi-glass that divided our section from theirs. If looks could kill, I'd be as dead as a door nail. To be a smart ass, I smiled and waved at him. He took his seat and picked up a newspaper, using it to help him ignore me.





"Oh, shit. He looks pissed at you." Brian chuckled. "What did you do?"





"Put him in his place. What time is it?" I answered, before realizing that my break was probably up.





"7:59."





I was right.





Later that night, as I clocked out and headed for the door, Kevin never stopped glaring at me, even when there were dozens of other associates walking past him, out the front door. It didn't help matters that I blew him a kiss as I passed him.





As I got outside, several car engines began starting, as the associates who'd walked out the door before me, were all leaving. I turned and began walking home, before noticing a car in the parking lot that I didn't recognize. It was a small black car, that looked a little bit like a Mazda. It was hard to tell, in the dark. It's windows were tinted black.





I started to worry, as the engine on the car started. No one had walked near that car. I continued down my path, as it started creeping toward me.





It's headlights came on, as it pulled up alongside me, and stopped. I didn't know what to expect, and prepared myself to fight, if I had to. Slowly, the passenger-side window rolled down. Before I knew it, I was looking at Lisa's beautiful face, smiling back at me.





"Get in, cutie." She said, seductively.





When I got in the car, I noticed that nobody was with her. Lisa and I were by ourselves. That's when the awkwardness set in. As lovely as Lisa was, how could I have fucked her after admitting to myself how much I loved Julia? I closed the door, and Lisa began driving.





"Where're we going?" I asked, as a sat my work uniform in my lap. She gave me a wicked grin.





"You're mine, tonight, baby." She answered, as her hand reached across the car, throwing the blue Wal-Mart vest to the floorboard, and resting on my manhood. Talk about 'out of the fire, ' huh?





We continued driving, as I contemplated a way to break it to her, lightly. Her hand was now working my dick into a raging hard-on, and I couldn't help but start to focus on it.





"Oh, yeah. I just left a drive-through, and bought you a drink. If you're thirsty, feel free." She said, gesturing to the large-sized cup in the cupholder. I thanked her and began sipping at the drink, as her hand resumed it's action with the bulge of my jeans.





We pulled into an abandoned field, just outside of town, with a path down the side of it. She killed her headlights and began driving toward the back of the field. After a moment, I saw a house in the distance. What we were driving on wasn't a path, but a driveway.





"We're going to an area of land behind my parent's house." She said, as she drove, slowly. My cock was now throbbing, under her hand.





After a couple of minutes, we reached our destination. It was a small creekside, that ran throughout the countryside property. Without a word, she turned off the engine, and smiled at me. Her hand swiftly unzipped my jeans, before pulling my dick out. As she began handling my erect cock, a thought passed through my mind that forced a chuckle.





She smiled and looked at me, curiously.





"What?"





"I was just thinking. 'Damn, you bitches are always horny.'" I answered her, a small grin appearing on my face as my inhibitions slowly slipped away. Lisa began laughing. When she finished, her head sank quickly to my crotch, her mouth taking my entire swollen prick into it. I couldn't help but moan.





I felt her toungue wrap around the head of my dick, before fluttering across it. Slowly, I felt my shaft enter her throat, as her lips sank to the base of my cock. Her throat was hot and tight, enveloping my erection. She worked her throat muscles around it, making it feel as though she were milking my swollen dick.





Suddenly, I felt a hot breath on my neck, and was startled when I turned to see Julia leaning on my seat, from the back. In the floorboard of the back seat was a blanket, she'd used to hide under, during the ride. I didn't know what to say. With a single grin, her lips met my ear lobe, as she began kissing my neck and nibbling on my ear. I was in utter ecstacy. Lisa's mouth was now working up and down my cock with a furious speed, as her hand reach across me, and pulled a handle, leaning my seat back, into a flat position. I caught my first full view of Julia, finding her to be completely nude. Lisa rose from sucking my dick, and slid her shorts and panties off, as Julia climbed across and strattled my face.





I extended my toungue and began to lick at Julia's waiting pussy, as I felt Lisa climb over to my side of the car. She mounted me, sliding my dick deep within her. Within seconds, the entire car began rocking, as both girls began riding my mouth and cock.





"Oh shit, baby. That's it, right there. Suck on my clit." Julia began gasping, as her hips bucked wildly, thrusting her soaking cunt towards my mouth, again and again. I opened my eyes and looked up the span of her naked body, watching as she cupped her breasts with her hands. She pinched her nipples between her index fingers and her thumbs, as she rode my mouth.





Behind her, Lisa was having just as much fun. She was rising her entire body, before slamming all of her weight back down, fucking me. I could feel the head of my dick as it slammed into her cervix, violently. I bottomed out in her, again and again, but to my suprise, she seemed to enjoy the pain it gave her.





I felt Lisa's hand run up my stomach, before coming to a rest in the center of my chest plate. After a moment, I felt her hand begin working back and forth as it rested on me.





"You like that, you little blonde bitch? You like getting that pussy licked? What about this, huh? Right in that beautiful ass of yours." Lisa said, between breaths. Julia began squealing, and riding my mouth so hard I thought I was going to loose a tooth.





Lisa was finger-fucking Julia's ass, while they both rode me. I could picture every bit of it, and I liked what I was seeing. Lisa began using her other hand to reach behind her and knead and massage my balls, as she continued slamming herself down on me. I could feel my blood begin to boil, as my balls began to retract. I exploded inside Lisa's tight cunt, blasted her innards with load after load of my steaming hot cum. She squealed and worked her hips in circles, accepting everything it gave her. Seconds later, Julia acheived her own screaming orgasm.





The two of them rolled off of me, and shared the driver's seat, as they cuddled and recuperated. I sat my seat back up, slightly, and began to put my still-hard dick back up, when Julia's hand reached over and stopped me.





"What do you think you're doing?" Lisa asked, as Julia gave me a stern look.





"Putting it up?" I asked, unsure how I was doing wrong.





"Nuh-uh. Light yourself a cigarette and relax for a minute, but the dick stays out." Julia told me. I was lost.





Silently, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my cigarettes and lighter. I pulled one from the pack and lit it, before putting them back up. After a couple of drags, headlights flashed all around us, as cars approached from almost every direction. I didn't know what was going on.





"What the fuck?" I asked, sitting up in my seat.





"Oh, that's the rest of the sorority." Julia said, smiling as she watched my reaction.





"Yeah, you're our fuck toy, for tonight. You'd be suprised how much viagra you just drank." Lisa giggled.





I was in shock. I didn't know what to say. The headlights turned off to all the vehicles, and the secluded section of the field began filling up with around two-dozen beautiful half-nude women. Julia and Lisa got out of the car, and directed me to do the same. When I did, I was amazed at what I saw. There were probably thirty girls there, including Lisa and Julia. Most of them were wearing only panties, or just stockings. Some of them were brandishing strap-ons.





"Don't worry, that's for us, not you." Julia smirked, as she noticed what I was looking at.





What the hell was I in for?





[Chapter 7]





Girls were everywhere. Short, tall, blonde, brunette, and all of them beautiful and half naked. My heart stopped in it's tracks. After just being informed that I'd been given an obscene dose of viagra, I'd noticed that I was the only guy out here.





The trees surrounded the area the girls were populating, as many of them threw down blankets and sleeping bags, preparing for the inevitable orgy. Some of them had already started, sectioning off in groups of two, three and four, as they began kissing, licking, and teasing each other. I watched as one petite brunette held a handfull of red hair, as she knelt behind her, slamming a strap-on into her.





Then, I was caught off guard. Several sets of hands grabbed me from behind, pulling me backward. I had to follow, as I was losing my balance. Seven girls, headed by Julia and Lisa, pulled me toward a large tree that sat a few feet away. Quickly, they tied my hands together, and bound me to the tree. In utter shock, I didn't know how to respond to this strange situation.





"Comfortable?" Julia said, in a sadistic tone. Her grin gleamed in the moonlight.





"Not really." I answered, as the ropes dug into my wrists. The girls were all admiring their work. Lisa strolled up to me, and unzipped my pants, dropping them to my knees. I blushed bright red with humiliation.





"It doesn't matter." Julia replied, as she stood there, smiling, still in the nude. "You've gained quite a reputation, James. When we went back and told the other girls about you, and the things we've all done, together, they all wanted a taste."





I was dumbfounded. A taste? Of me? More like a gangrape.





"Julia, I really don't want to do this." I said, trying to plead with her. Any man would've given his left testicle to be in the situation I was in, but not me. I didn't want to reveal to her that I loved her, but I just couldn't go through with the current situation. It felt so wrong.





"Did I ask?" She snapped back at me, in a cruel tone. Her expression had now changed from one of secdutive beauty to one of anger. "James, you're nothing but a dick to me. The same goes for Lisa and Stephanie. You're just a good fuck. And that's exactly what you're going to be to every girl out here, tonight. Just a dick." She hissed at me, her words cutting me like a knife.





I felt as though I'd been punched in the stomach. All the events we'd shared together, over the past few days. All the trouble I was getting into, at work. I thought it was over a girl who I was in love with. I should've known better.





"Julia..." I fought to speak. My stomach was full of knots. "I fell in love with you." I told her. That was when everyone burst into laughter. Especially Julia. I felt like I was going to be sick.





"Just like a little dog, huh, Jules?" Lisa giggled. Julia was still laughing. It took another five minutes, before any of them finished. Slowly, she was regaining her composure.





Slowly, she walked up to me. Her hand rested on my cheek, and I felt her fingers slide through the warm liquid that was streaming down them. I didn't realize that I'd been crying. Out of my view, one of the girls behind her handed her something. She kissed my lips once more, softly, before she hit me with a blunt object, knocking me out.





What followed is still a mystery. I remember so many faces, fading in and out of memory. I remember regaining conscienceness momentarily, while I choked for air. A young brunette was strattling my face, riding her cunt across my mouth. By then, I must've been cut down from the tree.





I had little or no idea of what was happening, as I felt the mind-numbing pain, from the trauma to my head. It felt as though I had sunk to the bottom of a swimming pool, and was looking up. The few images I remember are too blurry to get much detail. The voices, though... I remember everything I heard. "Give me that dick, you dirty bastard!" I heard one girl say, while feeling her weight bouncing on and off of my cock. The other girls giggled and moaned, I assumed they were watching. I could feel hands on my body, caressing my flesh, as they took turns using me to get off with.





I was now a victim. Nothing more than a tool to use in their sexual exploits. But then again, according to Julia, this was all I'd been since the beginning. The difference was, that now, I wasn't willing. The night went on, and I felt myself get fucked, time and again. They took turns using me, then cleaning up the mess with their toungues. When I thought it was all over with, I started to regain conscienceness. I was wrong. The worst was about to come. The last time I would ever feel Julia's touch.





My eyes opened, slowly, as she mounted me. My dick slid easily into her waiting pussy. Her eyes were locked on mine. "I was hoping you'd be awake for this, James." She said, as she finished mounting me. Slowly, she began pumping. She was in no hurry. "I wanted you to know that I've enjoyed our time together." She said, her tone sounding like a disappointed parent, talking to a child.





I wanted to push her off of me, but I was too weak. I wanted to say something back to her, but my head hurt way too bad.





"I'm sorry it's come to this." She said, her eyes still locked on mine, as she began picking up her pace. I could feel her sweet cunt, so tight around my now-aching erection. "I never liked the idea of actually harming you, but you weren't going to ruin tonight for the sorority. For me." Her words were cold and harsh. Her hands rested on my chest, as her hips bucked, pushing me deeper inside her.





Her breath was now getting rapid, as her eyes peered into mine. I wanted it all to stop, now. I wanted to go back to the Broken Bridge. Back to Deep Ellum. Hell, even back to the Wal-Mart fitting room. I never wanted this to be the result of my relationship with her. Not this.





Her speed increased, as she gave me a small smirk. "I'm a senior, James. I'm about to leave Texas. So are the rest of the girls here." Her smirk grew, as did my swollen member, inside of her. "Our sorority has a tradition. One last fuck fest, before the end of college. One guy, versus the entire sorority." Her riding started to become wilder, causing my throbbing cock to ache even more. "You were supposed to be the guy. The one to fuck every one of us. But you had to do something childish, and fall in love."





"But, Julia..." I struggled to say. Her hand quickly landed on my mouth, shutting me up.





"Shh!" She told me, as her eyes closed, and her head tilted upward. Her ass was now slapping against me, her hips bucking wilder than ever before. This entire situation, what she'd managed to do to me... unbelievably, it was all getting her off. That bitch. "This year, we all had to fuck you." She gasped, grinning. Her eyes remained closed, as her index finger sank into my mouth. Her jaw dropped and her eyes squinted. Her cunt felt as though it was collapsing around my dick. She had acheived orgasm, and was milking my cock to an explosion.





Within seconds, it did just that. Burst after burst filled her womb, as she squealed in delight. Her body racked and jerked with each explosion. Within moments, both of our orgasms subsided.





"I hope you had fun, James. I know I did." She said, before rising from her position, on top of me. "If it's any consolation, I probably could've loved you. You just weren't my type." She said, before I started feeling drowsy.





The pressure from the orgasm had been enough to trigger a blackout. Slowly, everything faded away. The last thing I heard was Julia's voice.





"Sorry."





I awoke the next morning, in my own bed. There was a cold rag across my forehead, and my clothes had been removed. I had been bathed and left there. As I started to remember the events from the night before, I could feel my anger grow. I'd been betrayed by Julia, Lisa and Stephanie. My stomach began hurting, all over again. After a moment, I turned to my nightstand, to find my cigarettes.





As I picked up the pack to light one, a letter was sitting under them. Carefully, I picked it up, and looked at the envelope. It had 'James' written across the front of it.





I lit a cigarette, and laid the ashtray on the bed, before opening the envelope. Inside was a folded letter and alot of pictures. Weary, I unfolded the letter and began reading...





James,





I know everything I did to you was wrong, but so are many things in life. What matters are the experiences we share during our time together. Should you stay mad at me? Yes. Should you forget me? No.





I've enclosed several copies of the pictures we took, last night. I'm keeping alot of them. The Sorority also has copies, to go in the scrapbook. After last night, you won't see me again. I've already left, this morning. Don't worry, more girls will come. You're due at work at 2. Don't be late, breakfast is in the microwave.





Sincerely, Julia.





I felt my anger rise. I'm amazed the bitch had the nerve to do what she did to me. How could she? Fuck her.





I rose from the bed and rubbed my aching head. The clock read 1:38p.m... It was already time for me to prepare for work. I really wasn't in the mood, but I got up anyway. I looked through the closet and searched through the clothing, looking for what to wear. I picked out a shirt, and threw it on the bed, beside the envelope full of photographs. They caught my attention. Did I want to see what was on them? No.





I dressed and left.





"You look like you got run over, man." Brian said, as I entered the smoker's lounge. "What the hell happened?"





"Don't ask." I replied, as I lit a cigarette, before I had to clock in. "It's a long fucking story."





I took a seat, across from him. Groaning as I rubbed my head, and still angry. I couldn't believe I let that bitch play me for a fool. And a fool, I was. My focus on the issue was lost, when the door to the lounge opened, and Kevin entered. I looked up and found him looking over me.





"Mr. Jacobs?" He said, as he closed the door. This really wasn't the person I needed to see.





"Yeah?"





"Would you mind clocking in early, and speaking with me in private?" He asked, sounding more polite than usual. I looked at him for a long minute.





"Sure, I guess." I answered, putting my cigarette out and rising from my seat.





"I wanted to apologize for treating you the way I did, yesterday." Kevin said, as he closed the door to the office. He walked over and took a seat, behind his workstation. "I've been under alot of pressure, lately, with my daughter finishing college, and leaving to pursue her Masters." He finished.





I wasn't in the mood to fight with him, and simply shook my head.





"Don't worry about it. I've had alot to deal with, lately, too." I told him, shrugging it off.





"Well, I know you hate working in fabrics, and I've managed to get you a transfer, if you want. It's my way of apologizing for what I did."





"A transfer? To where?" I asked.





"The toy department." He said, handing me the sheet of paper authorizing my move. "Do you want the position?" He asked.





"Sure!" I told him, before taking the sheet. "This is great, man. I appreciate it." I said, ecstatic with the situation.





"Well, we just hired a girl named Heather, that you'll be working with, in fabrics, for the night. Tomorrow, you'll be moved to toys." He told me, before rising from his chair and shaking my hand. I stood and turned for the door, as he escorted me out. "Once again, I'm sorry. I know my daughter isn't any excuse, but it won't happen again." He told me, as we stepped out of the office.





"Nah, don't worry about it. I had no idea you were a father." I said, as we walked back to the break room.





"Oh, yeah! Here!" He opened his wallet and handed me a picture. The girl in it smiled back at me, with short brown hair, and a face I knew I'd never forget. "That's my Julia. She'll be in Mississippi for the next four years." He said.





"Pretty girl. Bet she's just like you." I said, more sarcastic than polite, as I handed the picture back to him. He took it as a compliment. It figured.








The End


