Paul was trying desperately to stay awake. It was 8:30 on a wednesday night, and he was stuck in Boy’s Apparel. There was no one even within sight of his department, and there hadn’t been for the last hour. Boy’s Apparel shared a small corner of the store with Toys. Most of whom these two departments were for were probably already asleep, dreaming of puppies and baseball or whatever. But, of course, every department had to be manned until the store closed; just in case someone’s mother decided their kid needed a new pair of pants at quarter to nine on a school night.

Half asleep, Paul went up and down the aisles, returning clothes to their proper racks, picking them up off the floor, trying to stay busy for another half hour until the store closed.  Motion in his peripheral vision caught his attention.  He looked up and watched as a woman came in through the doors that led to the back parking lot. He could only see her head and shoulders above the clothes racks, but from this distance, she was a real looker. She had short, kind of mussy brown hair, and very angular features. He was surprised to see her turn into the jungle of Boys’ clothes, and start browsing through the racks of t-shirts. She looked up and caught his eye. They exchanged polite smiles, and she went back to her browsing.

When he finished straightening the rack, he meandered over to where she was. She came into view, and his eyes widened. Her body was slender, but curved nicely. She wore a very small light blue t-shirt that was stretched over full, round breasts. Her nipples were very erect and nearly the size of grapes. He thought he could see the outline of a black bra underneath the shirt, but couldn’t be sure. The bottom of the t-shirt came down just shy of her navel. Between the shirt and the low riding jeans, she had a rippled, muscular stomach. Her jeans were filled out nicely by a round, firm ass that wasn’t too big or too small.

Summoning all the courage he ever had, Paul approached the vision of beauty searching through the boys’ shirts. “Can I help you find something?”

Sara turned toward the voice and saw the guy she’d seen when she entered. He was a little more than average looking, quite cute. He had well groomed but messy brown hair, and a neatly trimmed goatee. He was wearing a non-descript grey shirt and a black tie that matched his slacks. She caught his eye again and saw that look she saw so often. He was trying with all his will-power to keep his eyes on her face. “No, I’m just looking. Thank you, though.”

Paul smiled. It was probably the boredom that made him want some kind of companionship and strike up small talk; he was certainly too nervous to have said much more than ‘duh’ in any other circumstances. “How old is your son? If you don’t mind my asking?”

“I don’t have a son,” she replied with a mischievous grin. He arched a brow in confusion. “I’m shopping for myself.”  She had to keep herself from giggling at his look of shock.
As soon as she’d seen him, Sara knew she wanted to fuck him. She was horny, and one of her favorite things to do was to try on boys’ shirts and masturbate in the fitting room.  But that wasn’t going to be enough today.
She’d discovered this sweet little fetish one day when she’d been walking by the Boy’s department and saw a t-shirt with a cute little cartoon goat on the front with big curly horns.  An idea struck.  If it fit, she would buy it and put ‘horny’ underneath it with those iron-on letters. So, she grabbed the shirt and headed to the fitting rooms.

<i>Sara pulls the tight shirt on, stretching it over her breasts. She’s wearing an open-cup bra, and when the thin, rough fabric slides over her nipples, they harden immediately. They push out to either side of the goat, which has been stretched askew by her large breasts. Experimentally, she touches a nipple and it sends an electric shock through her body. She feels a warmth grow between her legs, and pinches the other nipple. Her breath catches in her throat as she stares at herself in the mirror. She has to admit that she looks amazing wearing that little shirt, especially with hard nipples.

Peeking warily over the top of the door, she sees no one.  Her heartbeat accelerates, and she reaches down to unfasten her jeans. Her hand slides quickly under her panties to quench the fire she now feels in her pussy. She’s watching herself in the mirror, pinching a nipple, but she’s unable to see what her hand is doing inside her panties. So she quickly pulls them down just enough to expose the glistening shaved folds in the mirror. She’s so horny and aroused that she doesn’t bother with any teasing. She goes straight to her clit, and rolls the hard nub under the tip of her finger. She gasps loudly, stifling a scream as an orgasm rips through her body without warning. Her legs begin to quiver, and she has to sit down on the little triangle bench in the corner of the fitting room. She continues to stroke her clit and netherlips slowly and gently as the orgasm subsides.

When she’s able to breath normally again, she dresses and leaves the fitting room.</i>
And now, here she was. She had no intention of settling for her finger this time. By the way this guy was looking at her, he’d be more than happy to give her a little more than what she could provide.
-----

Sara found a cute little shirt with a cartoon tiger on the front, and held it up for closer inspection. ‘Pussy’ should fit nicely underneath the roaring feline. “Mind if I try this on?”

“Uh... sure. Not a problem. Our fitting roo....” all coherent thought left Paul's mind as Sara began pulling the little blue shirt up over her head. He looked quickly around to see if anyone might be seeing this, but the area was still empty. He looked back at her, and saw that she was indeed wearing a bra. It was a black open cup bra – the same one she was wearing when she masturbated in the fitting room for the first time – and her nipples were indeed very erect, and very large.

She slipped her arms through the small white shirt, momentarily hiding her breasts. Then she lifted the shirt over her head, exposing her tits once more, then stretched the shirt down over them. The fabric was pulled so tight that Paul could see the darker skin of her nipples and her black bra easily through the thin material. The tiger graphic on the front was pulled into a fat rippling blob of orange and black stripes. She tugged it a few more times, to make sure it was on properly. This shirt left more belly exposed than her blue one had.

“How does it look?” She was looking at him with complete innocence. He was still shocked, unbelieving of what he had just seen.

“It... uh... it looks great,” he managed to spit out. “Yeah, great.”

She gave him a big smile, and rose up on her toes to look around. Paul watched her breasts as if in a trance. They jiggled just a tiny bit with the motion, but it was more than enough to cause his member to want to burst out of his pants. “I don’t see a mirror,” she said, looking back at him. Her tits jiggled again when her heels came back down. “Could you show me to the fitting rooms?”

“Sure, they’re this way.” He led her off toward the fitting rooms in a fog of disbelief. Did that just happen? Did that fucking gorgeous woman just take her shirt off right there at that rack of clothes? It must have happened, because he was now leading her to the fitting rooms. Somewhere, deep in the back of his mind, Paul had a faint hope that he might be able to lay his hands on that tight, athletic body. But his mind couldn’t concentrate on daydreams right now. He was busy enough trying to remain on his feet.

Sara walked behind him, nearly overflowing with excitement. She’d never been even remotely this flirtatious with a guy, and she found it exhilerating. The idea of showing her breasts in public made her heart race.  When he turned to lead her to the fitting rooms, she’d got a glimpse of his rod growing underneath his pants, and it sent a flutter of anticipation floating down between her legs.

She followed him under the ‘FITTING ROOMS’ sign to the first door they came to. He held it open for her, smiling nervously.

-----

“Here you are.”

“Thank you,” she said and grabbed his hand. Her heart was beating wildly now, and this all seemed like a dream. She pulled him into the stall and latched the door behind them. He started uttering protests, but she silenced him with a finger to his lips. “I need your professional opinion.” She couldn’t believe how calm and confident her voice sounded. Adrenaline was flooding her veins, and she was sure she’d find the crotch of her jeans soaked through.

She stood in front of the mirror, him looking over her shoulder, and caressed the roundness of her breasts. She loved the way it made her tits look. The tight, stretched material made it feel like they were going to burst right out of it. “How does it look?” Her voice was still cool and collected, even a little shy.

“Uh... fine... err... great...”

“It feels good. It fits nice and snug.” Her hands drifted down to her belly. “I like the way it shows my belly, too.” She smiled at him through the mirror, but she didn’t think he was paying attention to her face. He was, in fact, paying very close attention to her tits. His mouth had gone suddenly dry, and he swallowed a few times before moisture would return. “Do you like the way it shows my belly?”

She hooked her thumbs through the two front belt loops, and pulled the front of her jeans down a bit. She’d already been showing a lot of smooth skin below her navel, and Paul didn’t think there could be much more. He nodded dumbly, and her smile brightened. She looked back at the reflection of her breasts, and released her belt loops. She trailed a finger lightly over her breasts again, this time tracing the clearly visible edge of her bra.

“Do you think it’s too see-through?” Her brow furrowed in worry as she studied her chest.

“Oh no... I don’t think so.” Paul had managed some measure of control, but his mind was still floating in that pesky fog of disbelief.

“Good,” she said happily, the concern vanishing from her thoughts. She spun around to face him, and bounced slightly with excitement. All Paul could do was watch her breasts do their little jiggle. “What do you think? Be honest. Does it look alright?”

Paul nodded vigorously. “It looks fantastic.” She was standing very close to him in the small fitting room, her hard, swollen nipples a bare inch from his chest. It wouldn’t have been difficult for Sara to look straight into Paul’s eyes – she was only two inches shorter – but she kept her face slightly downcast and looked up at him through her lashes.

“Thank you.” She blushed and smiled, then rose on her toes to kiss Paul lightly on his cheek. Her breasts pushed into his chest, and he almost passed out from the touch, even though it was through layers of clothing. He had a suddenly strong urge to grab her by the waist and kiss her deeply, show her how much she turned him on, but his thoughts were rudely interrupted by an announcement over the P.A.

“Attention Customers. The time is now 8:45 pm. We will be closing in fifteen minutes. Please bring your final selections to the cash registers where we will be more than happy to help you. We thank you for shopping with us, and hope you will come back soon. Tomorrow, our store will be closed in celebration of Independence Day, but we will be open again Friday morning at 10 am. Again, we thank you for your patronage, and would like to wish you a safe and happy Fourth of July.”

Sara pretended to not hear the message. It had been muffled and distant, so it was plausible that she might not have heard it. She had turned back to look in the mirror, playing with the neck and bottom of the shirt. She pulled the neck down to see how it would look as a V-neck. She tucked the bottom higher to see how much belly she could show.

Paul thought about telling her she had to leave, but the thought quickly left his mind. All thought soon left his mind. Sara had pulled the neck of the shirt down into a deep V again. She wanted to see what kind of cleavage she might be able to get with this particular t-shirt. She leaned forward just slightly, but enough to press her ass against Paul’s crotch. His first reaction was to thrust his hips forward, but he crushed the thought as quickly as it came.

He had no right to assume that she would accept such a bold reaction. Afterall, she hadn’t given any real indication that she wanted him for more than his professional opinion. She was apparently oblivious to her incredibly arousing and salacious actions and appearance. So, as hard as it would be, Paul would do nothing unless she made her intentions clear.

She straightened again, and stepped out of the fitting room. Paul felt his heart drop. She was leaving? No, she couldn’t be leaving yet. Paul didn’t want her to leave. She turned and gave him a smile. “Stay here. I want to try something on with this.” She left the fitting room area, nearly skipping as she went.

-----

Sara knew very well that what she wanted to try on could very well drive... shit, what was the guy’s name? She thought back, and remembered his nametag said Paul. She knew very well that it could drive Paul crazy. She knew he wanted to fuck her, and it made her even more giddy with excitement. She’d felt his body tense when she pressed her tits against him. She’d felt his crotch stir, and a ridge begin to rise when she’d pressed her ass against him. If he had ripped her clothes off and fucked her then and there, she probably would have cum before he fully entered her. She was horny as hell, and all this innocent teasing was driving her nuts about as much as it was him.

Sara wasn’t even sure why or how she was doing it. It all felt like she was watching some movie. It felt surreal, but that seemed to only multiply the eroticism of it. Especially the fact that she fully intended to get herself and Paul locked in the store overnight. Ideas were running through her head, and they were all very, very naughty.

-----

When Sara left the fitting room, Paul’s knees unhinged and he had to sit down on the small bench. He held his head in his hands, trying to get a hold on reality. Why was this... this... goddess interested in him? He was a decent looking guy, sure, but certainly nothing of the caliber she was probably used to. Right place at the right time, perhaps? That must be it, he told himself. Had she premeditated this? Had she been sitting at home and decided to head on over to the local Boys’ Apparel department and tease the first male employee she saw into a mind-numbing desire to fuck her in the fitting room? Perhaps. But it was probably more likely that she had come here with only slightly naughty thoughts, and had gotten carried away. Because despite the serene facade, Paul thought he may have glimpsed some sparkle of adventure in her eye.

Suddenly, Paul remembered that the store was going to be closing in minutes. Luckily, he didn’t have a register tonight, so he wouldn’t have to do any counting. He just had to go punch out. He stepped out of the fitting room area, and looked around for... what was the girl’s name? He’d been so entranced with her body, he didn’t even ask her name. Regardless, she wasn’t in sight. Had she left? Paul doubted it. She was enjoying herself just as much as he was. But still, that tiny little fear was burning brightly in the back of his mind.

Not wanting her to think he left, he searched quickly through his pockets and found a receipt from earlier in the day. He grabbed a pen from the small desk where customers got the little door hanger things saying how many items they had, and scribbled a quick note. He went back to the fitting room and stuck a corner of the receipt under the edge of the mirror. That would have to do.

He stepped out of the fitting room alcove and looked around once more, but didn’t see her. He glanced at his watch; 8:52. He sighed and headed for the employee area behind the customer service desk to punch out.

About thirty seconds after Paul left, Sara came back with the garment in hand. She went into the fitting room, and her heart sank when she saw the door standing ajar. He’d left. He couldn’t have left. Would he? Had she scared him away?  She caught sight of something in the small room and stepped in. It was a note stuck under the mirror:

                Had to go punch out – be back in a couple minutes

Sara’s heartbeat doubled, and a fresh batch of adrenaline dumped into her blood stream. Perfect! She could get changed, and be waiting for him when he got back. Oh, what a nice surprise this was going to be!

-----

Paul was dragging his feet at the punch clock. Certainly not because he didn’t want to go back to the fitting room. He didn’t quite know why, but then it came to him. He wanted someone to see him so he could make the pretense of leaving, then sneak back to the fitting room after they left. A slender chill raced up his spine as his intentions bloomed into his conscious mind: he wanted to stay behind and get locked in the building with his little fitting room buddy.

The thrill of the idea was exquisite. He had to make an effort to ignore the ideas that came to mind should this trick be successful.

He punched in his Employee ID Code, and the little LCD screen told him he had successfully timed out. He turned and started back to the fitting rooms where she was likely waiting for him. Half of his brain was yelling at him to run back before she gave up and left. The other half still hung back, hoping for someone to stroll by. Soon enough, someone did.

“Hey Paul, have a good Fourth!” It was the guy from Housewares.

“Thanks, Dave, I will. Got any plans?” Too much conversation! Shut up, man! For the love of firm, tight bodies, shut your fucking mouth!

“Yeah, the wife and I are taking the kids up to the lake.” His head was half turned over his shoulder as he punched out.

“Sounds like fun. Have a good one,” Paul answered, starting to walk away.

“Yep, take care Paul.”

Paul gave a half wave over his shoulder and headed toward the door. About halfway there, he stopped. “Shit,” he said, hopefully just loud enough for Dave to hear. He turned back toward the Boys’ Apparel department, and just as expected, passed Dave on his way out. “Forgot my bag,” Paul said with a slight roll of his eyes.

Dave gave a short smile and a nod in understanding, but didn’t stop. “Don’t forget, the doors auto-lock at 9:15.”

“Plenty of time!” Paul gave a wave and jogged off toward his department. After about 10 steps, he stopped, and half hid behind a rack of clothes. He watched Dave walk out the doors, and counted to thirty before walking carefully up to the doors. Peering through the glass, he could see Dave in his little sports car speeding away. The rest of the employees he hadn’t seen, but they would just assume that he had gone home. They wouldn’t even think twice about his car in the parking lot. Several times he’s had to call a cab because his old Crown Vic wouldn’t start.

He sighed heavily. He was in the clear. Now his entire brain was yelling at him to get his ass back. He took a quick look around him to make sure the coast was clear, and went back to the fitting rooms.

-----

The first thing Paul saw of her when he got back to the fitting room alcove was her feet. Just seeing her there obviously meant she hadn’t left, which would have been more than enough to get his heart racing. But it was what her feet looked like that really got his heart pumping. She wore no shoes - only white tights.

When he came to the open door of the fitting room, his heart nearly stopped. Maybe it did; Paul wouldn’t have known either way. She was turned to look at herself in the mirror.  She had discarded her jeans, but still wore the tight little tiger shirt. The white stockings stretched up just past her knee, leaving her smooth, tanned thighs bare. In lieu of jeans, she now wore the smallest plaid skirt he’d ever seen. It rode low on her hips, and barely covered the full curve of her ass. In fact, if she moved just right, Paul could see the gentle slope of her cheeks peaking out from under the ruffled hem of the skirt.

Apparently she still hadn’t seen him. She turned slightly away from Paul and bent forward just a fraction of an inch, but it was enough to show Paul that there was nothing under that skirt but soft, smooth flesh. He stood staring dumbly, unable to move. He was certain he was dreaming. Hadn’t he dreamt plenty of times of a vixen in a tiny schoolgirl uniform waiting for Paul and his massive organ to drive away the loneliness of the night?

Sara heard Paul behind her, and when she spun around, her skirt lifted up on the air. If it hadn’t been for the dark shadow cast by the overhead lights, Paul would have seen her shaved netherlips, swollen and glistening with arousal.

Sara giggled when she saw the look on Paul’s face. She pulled him back into the fitting room and reached around him to latch the door. This brought her body up against his. Her breasts, heaving with her quickened breathing, pressed warmly against his chest. Her hips arched into his, and she could feel his member throbbing in response. With great difficulty, she stepped back from him and spun around once.

“How do I look?” She nearly bounced with pride and excitement.

Paul’s mouth worked for a moment, but no sound would come out. His mind reeled, trying to convince itself that this was a dream – must be a dream. “A-amazing,” he managed to wheeze. She bounced again, sending her tits into the most incredible fit of jiggles Paul could ever have hoped to imagine.

She stepped up to him, pressing her body to his, and looked up at him through her thick, long lashes. The look of almost childish delight had been replaced with the burning gaze of seduction. “There’s still one more thing I want to try on....”

-----

Sara was nearly swimming in adrenaline; she felt so horny, so alive. When she’d taken her panties off, they’d been drenched. Luckily, it handn’t soaked through her jeans yet. It had been a battle to keep her fingers from bringing her a much needed orgasm, but she kept reminding herself how much better it would feel with a hard cock sliding in and out of her.

Keeping her eyes locked on Paul’s, she slowly reached a hand down between them, and found the bulk of his member. They both gasped in surprise, eyes going wide; Paul gasped because this nymph had her hand on his cock, Sara gasped because his shaft was deliciously thick.

<i>There’s no way I’m going to make it past penetration.</i> They may have laughed if they’d known the same thought had flashed through their minds at the same time. But they didn’t, so their eyes remained locked, as their lust and desire grew ten-fold.

With that same mysterious calm, Sara’s fingers slowly unfastened the button of Paul’s pants, then dragged the zipper down. She craned her neck up to kiss him. At first he didn’t respond, but then he realized what was going on, and returned her kiss with hunger. His arms still remained at his sides, and for some reason, Sara found it very erotic. She pushed his pants down over his hips, and followed them with his boxers.

She wrapped her hand around the shaft and moaned into his mouth, causing him to shudder. It was huge; her fingers were well short of closing around it. She gave a few quick, short strokes to make sure he was hard, then broke the kiss.

“It’s a little big, but I think it’ll fit,” she breathed heavily. They were both panting, struggling to ride the rapids of their lust. Still holding onto his rock-hard shaft, Sara turned around to face the mirror again. She looked at herself in the mirror and smiled a giddy grin. Her nipples were threatening to explode out of the shirt stretched dangerously thin over her heaving breasts. Over her shoulder, she could see Paul looking with wide eyes down at the hand gripping his cock.

-----

Paul was still locked in that state of denial. She had a firm, but gentle hold on him, and pulled him forward until the smooth head brushed the hem of her skirt. She was bent forward at the waist, exposing the bottom half of her ass. She braced herself against the wall with one hand, and spread her feet a little more. Her back arched, and she guided the swollen member to the slick lips of her pussy. She passed it along the length of her cleft to lubricate it, and shuddered violently. An orgasm had almost crashed into her, but she was able to pull Paul's cock away just in time.

She was panting heavily as the threat of cumming passed. She didn't want to yet. She wanted to feel Paul's thick shaft inside her while she came. When she was a little more calm, she touched the slick head to her cleft again, but kept it still.

"Nice and slow, okay?" He shook his head as if waking up, and met her eyes through the mirror. He nodded dumbly, and gingerly took her hips in his hands. She had a narrow waist, but her hips were curved just enough to give Paul a good hold. The dream-fog was starting to lift, and he began accepting the reality of the situation. Here he was, with his cock poised at the pussy of the most gorgeous woman he'd ever seen.

She pushed her hips back gently, and they gasped in unison again. The tight muscles of her cleft began to stretch around the head slowly. He could feel every millimeter she moved, and it all felt amazing. With each breath, she pushed back a tiny bit more, then paused. Pushed back, paused. Pushed back, and stifled a yelp when her hungry lips clenched underneath the bottom of the head.

She stopped, breathing hard, and let the incredible amount of ecstacy absorb into her body. Paul still held her hips, but his mind was still too numb to take any action. She was very proud and excited that they both had lasted that long. She was almost certain he would have cum as soon as she began the slow process of penetration.

"Oh God, that feels good!"  Both of her hands were on the wall now, and she pushed back again. A sudden, overwhelming urge to drive him completely in washed over her, and she had to bite her lip to stop herself. But the urge wouldn't go away. She wanted to envelope all of him at once.

She shifted her hips slightly, arched her back a little more, and took a deep breath. Then, using the wall for leverage, she drove back, sucking his long, thick cock all the way to the hilt. He hit bottom just as her ass slammed into his balls, and they both screamed. That one simple motion plunged them both into an intense orgasm. Paul's cock spasmed and spewed cum inside Sara as her tight, almost virgin pussy clenched and convulsed around his throbbing shaft. She milked his dick, sucking his balls dry, as she ground her ass against him, trying to get every inch she could. They both moaned and groaned as they came together. The perfection of the moment was just that: perfect.

As their orgasms began to subside, Sara pushed off from the wall, and leaned back against Paul. She reached behind her to pull his head forward, and lifted the front of her skirt. They both looked in exhausted ecstasy at Paul's thick organ buried in Sara's little, naked pussy.

"I'd say it fits nicely, wouldn't you?"  Smiling, she turned her head to kiss Paul deeply. She let go of his neck and brought her hand to her breasts. They still heaved with the labored breathing of her exhaustion. She slid her hand down over her tits, and under the bottom of the shirt. She pulled it up over the heavy globes, exposing her tight nipples. The rasping of the cloth over the sensitive buds elicited another moan from her. Without needing any urging, Paul's hands came up to cup the beautiful breasts. He massaged them slowly and gently, revelling in their perfection.

Her hand slid from the breast, down her rippled abdomen, and shyly slipped between the stretched folds of her pussy. Just as Paul's fingers closed on her nipples, her exploring finger found the swollen nub of flesh lying just above the thick vein on the underside of Paul's cock.

These three points of hyper-sensitive pleasure assaulted her body, and threw her into another orgasm. Her body started to tremble under the immense weight of ecstacy, and Paul held onto her tightly. She rode it stubbornly, circling and pinching her swollen clit, to draw the orgasm out as long as she could. Finally, with one great shudder, she collapsed. If Paul hadn't been holding her, she would have crumpled to the floor.

-----

Paul managed to scoot back to the small bench and sat down heavily with her in his arms.  Her breath was short and ragged, but she was still awake.  He let his softening member slip out of her and just held her against his body.  Her arm snaked weakly around his neck, lifting her breasts.
“Mmm, that was wonderful,” she said tiredly.

“Indeed.”  Paul couldn’t help chuckling.  The hand not wrapped tightly around her waist rose to fondle her breast.  “You know, that’s the first time I’ve fucked someone before I learned their name.”

Her laugh was light and hearty.  “I’m sorry, my name’s Sara.  You’re Paul, right?”

“Yeah.”  Paul was starting to grow stiff again as he watched himself massage Sara’s breast in the mirror.  He laughed again and bent his head down to kiss the base of her delicate neck.  “I can’t believe this is happening.”
Sara moaned and tilted her head to allow Paul better access to her neck.  “Neither can I,” she said as her hand reached down to cup the head of Paul’s rising member.  She cried out softly when she pressed the slick shaft against her wet mound.  Paul moaned into her neck as his hand clenched the soft breast.  Sara began tilting her hips, sliding the lips of her cleft up and down the rigid length.  Her chest rose and fell quickly, pressing her breast into Paul’s hand as her breaths came rapidly.
Without warning, Sara let go of Paul and stood up.  “No, not yet,” she said as she turned around to look at him.  She pulled her shirt down over her breasts as she glanced down at Paul’s still solid member.  Leaning forward, she gripped the shaft and kissed him softly on the lips.  “I want to try on another outfit.  Put this away and come with me.”
“I don’t think I can,” Paul said through short breaths.  Sara was slowly stroking him, and he had a perfect view down her shirt.

“Why not?”  Her eyes were big and innocent as her hand pumped the length of him.
“Because you’re jerking me off right now,” he replied with a nervous laugh.

Sara looked down at her hand as if she was totally unaware of what it was doing.  “Oh, so I am.”  Her voice was far away.  Still stroking, she got down on her knees between Paul’s legs.  Her eyes were riveted to his cock as her hand continued to move up and down the member slowly.  “It’s so big,” she said in a voice barely audible. Sara leaned forward and placed a very soft kiss on the tip of the eight-inch erection.
Paul gasped at the light touch of her lips and reached down to run his fingers through Sara’s short hair.  She was staring at his organ with wonder glinting in her eyes.  Leaning forward again, her small pink tongue darted out and licked once around the base of the head before her mouth opened and took half his cock.  She stroked the base while her tongue massaged the thick vein along the bottom of the shaft.  Paul moaned loudly as her mouth and hand worked him.  His fingers tangled in her hair and helped guide her as she started bobbing her head up and down the shaft.  Her hand matched the quick rhythm easily, and Paul soon found himself on the verge of another orgasm.
“Shit, I’m gonna cum,” Paul said quickly.  Sara’s eyes lit up and a half second later, her lips were wrapped around the base of his cock.  The sensation of his dick sliding down the back of Sara’s throat was too much for Paul, and he erupted with a loud grunt and a thrust of his hips.  She pulled all but the head out of her mouth as rope after warm rope shot from the convulsing organ.  Her hand pumped rapidly, milking every last bit of his seed into her mouth.  She swallowed it all hungrily, savoring the thick, slippery texture.  Sara moaned her contentment as she sucked him dry, pressing a finger to the thick vein on the underside and drawing it up to get all of his cum.
“Oh my god,” Paul said heavily when his lungs were able to fill again.  “That was amazing.”

Sara looked up at him and nodded with a smile as she licked his softened member clean.  “I’ve never swallowed before.  Did I do okay?”  Her eyes were wide, seeking his approval.  When Paul nodded, she beamed with pride and nearly jumped into his lap.  Her breasts pressed warmly into his chest as she kissed him, her tongue darting strongly into his mouth.  He returned the kiss, but with slightly less vigor.
-----
After a long while, she broke the kiss and rose up just enough to bring her breasts closer to his warm, strong mouth.  “God Paul, you turn me on so much.”  She cupped one of her breasts and lifted it to him.  Paul closed his mouth over the covered nipple as his hands slipped under Sara’s miniscule skirt and gripped the firm flesh of her ass.  He was about to bite through the thin fabric of the shirt when Sara leaned away from him and quickly pulled it off.  She shoved her tit back in his waiting mouth.  His tongue circled the turgid nipple while she pinched and rolled the other.
Sara’s breathing was shallow as she whimpered under Paul’s confident mouth.  Her nipples felt extremely sensitive and she soon realized that she could feel the climax very close.  “Oh Paul,” she pleaded.  She pinched her nipple tightly and gasped.  A half second later, Paul’s teeth closed firmly on the other nipple, sending a bolt of ecstacy down to her crotch.  Sara screamed as the orgasm overcame her suddenly and unexpectedly.
Paul kept up his nibbling as Sara shuddered against his body.  The thought that she could be cumming had entered his mind, but he dismissed it quickly; his fingers were nowhere near her pussy.  But she sure sounded like she was having an orgasm.
He finally stopped when Sara collapsed against his chest.  She was breathing heavily and her body still quivered.  Paul’s hands stayed on her ass, but massaged the globes more gently.  “I didn’t think that was possible,” she said into his shoulder.  The weakness of her body made her laugh sound giddy.

“Did you cum?”  She nodded vigorously against him.  “Wow.  I didn’t think it was either.”  He felt more than heard her purr.
They remained locked in that tight little ball for several minutes in silence.  They both felt contented with just the firm warmth of the other’s body.
-----
“We’re locked in aren’t we,” Sara asked after some time.

“Yeah.”  Paul hadn’t noticed himself starting to doze off, but now his exhaustion weighed heavily on him.
“Are there cameras or security guards or anything like that?”

“Um, I think there’s just an alarm on the outside doors and windows.  The only cameras are on the main entrances.”
“Who watches those cameras?”  she asked as she snuggled deeper into him.

“Some old guy.  He got caught sleeping once and was fired, but they gave him another chance after they couldn’t find a replacement.”
Sara pushed herself up from Paul and grinned down at him.  Her nipples were still hard.  “So he can’t see us in here, right?”

“I don’t think so.”

Her grin widened as she rose from Paul’s lap.  “Come on, put that thing away now,” she said as she pulled her shirt on again.  Paul fumbed his flaccid member back into his pants and stood up.  His legs were wobbly, but he managed to stay on his feet.  She grabbed him by the hand and led him out of the fitting room.
The store had been darkened for the night – only one in four lights were left on – but they were able to see well enough.  Sara wove through the racks of clothes and turned down the aisle.  They walked hand-in-hand through the store.  “This is fun,” she said with a little giggle.  “It kinda feels like we’re camping or something.”
“Yeah,” Paul replied with a chuckle.  “I guess it does.  Although I never had this much fun with the Boy Scouts.”

She laughed again, and Paul found himself being drawn more and more to that velvety chuckle.  “So what are your plans for the Fourth?”
“Well, I was going to drive down to my mom’s for a picnic with my brother and his wife.”  He was pulled back around when Sara stopped abruptly.  She’d apparently found something on the rack she liked.  “What about you?”

“I don’t really know,” she answered as she held up a pair of black dress pants.  “I might go to a party my friend is having.”  She checked the tag then draped them over the clothes rack.  “Do you wanna come with me?”  Her smile was warm and very hard to resist, Paul found.  It was even more so when she was slipping that tiny plaid skirt down over her hips right in front of him.  All thought of his mother’s house left his mind.
“Sure.”
Her smile widened as she took the pants off the hanger and began pulling them on.  “Good!  If you give me your phone number, I’ll call you tomorrow.”  She had the pants up to her hips and began wriggling them on.  “Or we can just go from here,” she added as she pulled the pants up the rest of the way.  They were very tight on her, and when she turned around, they hugged the globes of her ass beautifully.  “How do they look?”

“Amazing.”  None of his past girlfriends were confident enough to wear these kinds of pants, so he’d never had a chance to see just how well they fit.  He reached forward and caressed the firm flesh of her ass.  She pressed back into him, smiling over her shoulder.  “Fucking amazing.”
“Good.”  She stepped away from him to another rack and chose a white blouse.  She looked it over once, then put it back on the rack to remove her t-shirt.  Paul watched in awe, his cock half rigid.  Sara slipped the blouse on and buttoned the lower buttons.  It hugged her waist tightly, giving her a delicious figure.  Plenty of juicy cleavage was on display.
“Even better,” Paul said as he stepped over to her.  His hands went to her waist and pulled her against him.  He felt her thigh press against the bulge of his arousal as his tongue slipped between her lips.  He broke the kiss after a moment and glanced down at her tits pressed into his chest.  “You’re so goddamn hot...”  He barely got the words out before her lips locked onto his again.
-----
“Fuck me,” she breathed between kisses.  “Fuck me right now.”  Her blood was hot again and she felt her pussy tighten in anticipation.  She began pulling the pants off frantically, but Paul’s stronger hands took over.  So she went to work on freeing him.  They had to break the kiss to get their pants off.  Paul dropped to his knees and gripped her tight ass, pulling her mound to his lips.  His tongue darted out, catching the swollen clit on the first pass.  Sara shuddered and almost collapsed.  She held onto a nearby clothes rack as Paul’s tongue slipped between her wet folds.  She tilted her hips up, trying to give him better access.  He drew his tongue up her pussy until he found the clit again.  He sucked it into his mouth and began to nibble on the turgid bud.  She screamed again and her body began to shudder violently.  A quiet whimper slipped from her lips as she came.  Juices started flowing down Paul’s chin, but he kept nibbling on the clit.  Finally her body started to relax.
“Do me next?”  Paul whipped his head around when he heard the strange voice.  A woman in a security uniform stood leaning against a nearby column, a huge grin on her face.  She wasn’t quite as attractive as Sara, but far from ugly.  Her eyes were a little close together, but her bright smile and long blonde hair made up for it.  She had what looked like big breasts and a firm ass, but it was hard to tell with that uniform on.  Sara instinctively tried to cover herself.

“Carrie?”  Sara’s hands fell from her crotch as she gaped at the woman.  “Carrie!  What the hell are you doing here?”  Sara rushed over to the guard and the two women embraced, leaving Paul bewildered.  His hard cock hung between his legs where he knelt on the floor.

“I told you I got a new job,” the new woman laughed, indicating her uniform.  “I saw you come into the store earlier and watched you.  You put on a good show.” She winked and pulled Sara tighter against her.  Their lips met and Paul felt his cock throb painfully.  Carrie's arm slipped down between them and Sara shuddered.  They broke the kiss and Carrie brought her damp fingers to her lips. 
Sara turned and walked with Carrie toward Paul.  When they stood in front of him, the security officer looked down at him with fists planted on her hips.  “What’s your name?”  The tone of authority in her voice was clear.

“Paul.”

”Get up, Paul.  I want to see your cock.”

That note of authority was singing to Paul’s blood.  He stood before her, conscious of her weighing eyes on him.  His erection stood tall and proud, arching gently up.
“Not bad,” she said as she took it in her hand.  The other hand had crept up to her shirt and had begun unbottoning it from the top.  Carrie stopped after three buttons, but it was enough to give Paul a view of her ample cleavage.  “Fuck Sara like you said you were going to, Paul.  Doggystyle, right here.”  The security officer turned to Sara and nearly forced her down.  “On your knees,” she ordered.  Sara dropped down willingly, arched her back, and wiggled her ass invitingly.
-----
Paul didn’t need to be told what to do.  He knelt down behind Sara, took her by the hips with one hand, and guided his rock-hard erection to her glistening pussy with the other.  He slid in easily, moaning loudly when he hit bottom.  Sara nearly screamed.  Carrie stood in front of Sara and resumed unbuttoning her shirt.  When it was open, she unclasped the front of her bra and freed her huge tits.  They were quite a bit bigger than Sara’s, but not as firm and perky.  Nonetheless, they looked great from where Paul knelt.  He stared at her tits dumbly, until he noticed where her hands were going next.

The uniform pants rode surprisingly low on her hips.  She unbuckled the belt, pulled it out of the loops, and dropped it to the floor next to her.  The button and zipper came next, and finally the waistband was being pushed down over her hips.  She wore those boy-cut panties, and Paul suddenly found himself fucking Sara with increased vigor.  Carrie must have seen this, because she turned around and showed Paul an ass even more perfect than Sara’s.  The panties slid down over those smooth globes, and when she bent to step out of them he saw moist, smooth lips peeking out.  Sara was screaming and wimpering as Paul pounded her, but he barely heard.  Carrie sat down on the floor, legs spread wide.  She lifted Sara’s head and bit back a scream when Sara’s tongue found its intended target.
Carrie moaned loudly as Paul’s thrusts sent Sara’s tongue deeper into her cleft.  She had been so fucking wet watching these two, she’d had to forcefully keep herself from masturbating in the control room.  “Fuck, yes!”  Sara’s tongue found the swollen clit, sending an arc of ecstacy through Carrie’s body.  “Yes, yes! Fuck her harder!”  Paul obliged, causing Sara to scream into the wet mound.  That was more than enough for Carrie.  With a loud scream, she came, pullling Sara’s head down into her pussy as she convulsed with the tremors of orgasm.  That triggered Sara, and soon she was bucking and shuddering on Paul’s cock.  “Pull out of her,” Carrie ordered through heavy breaths.  It took all of Paul’s will power to do it, but he managed it.  Sara was still squirming from her climax, but Carrie got her up onto her knees.

“Stand up,” Carrie demanded next.  Paul stood, though his legs were wobbly, bringing his stiff erection in front of their beautiful faces.  The security guard took it in her hand and started stroking the veined shaft while Sara went to work removing her own shirt.  She was licking her lips as one hand worked at her buttons, the other his balls.  A brief moment later, Paul grunted when Sara revealed her tits, and shuddered as ropes of semen exploded from his cock.  His warm seed splashed onto Carrie’s face and chest.  She aimed him at Sara and covered her with more of Paul’s ejaculation.  Both of the girls were moaning as Paul sprayed them, rubbing the cum onto their breasts as if it were lotion.
When the orgasm started to fade and the shots grew weaker, Carrie plunged the softening prick into her mouth and sucked it viciously.  Paul shuddered violently, nearly collapsing onto the floor.  “Jesus fucking Christ,” he said through labored breaths.  Carrie pulled him out of her mouth and smiled up at him.  She offered it to Sara who took it hungrily.  Her tongue pressed in waves on the underside of Paul’s cock as she sucked him dry.  He kept shuddering and gasping as the girls took turns cleaning his exhausted member.
-----
Paul had grown hard again in their warm mouths, even though the rest of his body was on the verge of collapse.  Carrie was suckling the swollen purple head like a lollipop when Paul grunted again, weaker this time.  Carrie shrieked in delight as more of his warm seed spilled into her mouth.  There wasn’t much left in him, but Carrie held it all in her mouth until Paul finally dropped wearily to his knees, his cock limp.  Carrie turned to Sara and kissed her.  Their mouths opened and the last of Paul’s cum passed to Sara.  The brown haired girl moaned happily as Carrie’s tongue pushed the slippery fluid into her mouth.  Then their lips separated, and Paul watched in a half daze as Sara swished the semen around in her mouth before swallowing.
Carrie turned toward Paul and inched closer.  Grinning, she squeezed his soft prick and leaned closer to bring her lips close to his.  “You’ve got quite a cannon on you, Paul.”  She pecked a light kiss on his lips.  “Think you have a couple more rounds left?”

“I don’t think so,” Paul responded, half laughing.  He was still breathing heavily.  “You wore me out.”  Sara had made her way over and pulled Paul’s head toward her with a funger curled beneath his chin.  Their lips met and a half second later, Paul felt her small, warm tongue slip into his mouth.  Carrie began unbuttoning Paul’s shirt as they kissed.
“You better rejuvenate quickly then, because I mean to have your cock hard inside me, and I don’t know how much longer I can wait.”  Sara broke the kiss just as Carrie got his dress shirt unbuttoned.  She slipped a hand beneath his undershirt, feeling the rippled muscles of his abdomen.  Grinning, Sara leaned to whisper in her friend’s ear.  Carrie’s own smile widened as she listened.  When Sara  sat back again, Carrie pulled her hand out from under his shirt.
“Stand up,” she ordered.  Her hands were massaging her heavy breasts, with a little help from Sara.  Paul’s heartbeat quickened as he watched them squeeze and fondle those big tits.  His knees wobbled as he stood, but he managed to stay on his feet.  Sara leaned back and took Paul’s member in her hand while Carrie rose up higher on her knees.  She held her breasts up to the slowly stiffening organ, and Sara caressed the top curves of her friend’s breasts with the underside of the thick shaft.
“You two are going to kill me,” Paul groaned, looking down.  He had never dreamed of a scene like this.  He’d certainly fantasized about titty-fucking a girl with breasts as big as Carries, but not while another girl, even hotter, stroked his cock and caressed the other’s breasts with it.  Even though he was exhausted, he felt his organ begin to stiffen under Sara’s ministrations.  The girls’ smiles grew with it.  Carrie enveloped him with her breasts for a moment, then sat back on her heels.  She watched Sara stroke Paul’s thick cock, her own hands absently fondling her tits.
-----
“I think he’s ready,” Carrie said with a grin.  She leaned forward and kissed the tip of his prick, then turned around and lowered herself to her hands and knees.  “Are you ready, Paul?” she asked, her back arched to display that incredible ass.

“Yeah,” he replied between moans.  Sara held onto him as he dropped heavily to his knees behind the long haired girl.  She pulled him forward by the dick and ran the purple head along Carries smooth cleft.  She had a narrow waist and a round ass, and Paul could see her big tits hanging beneath her as she looked at him over her shoulder.
“Quit playing with me, you assholes.”  She was grinning and pushing her ass back, trying to take the cock into her.  Sara stuck her tongue out at her friend and let go of the shaft.  Paul took Carrie by the full curve of her hips and pressed the head of his dick into her warm, moist cleft.  “Mmm yeah,” she moaned heavily.  She pressed her hips back, trying to take more of him in.  “Come on, slide it in... oh yeah!”
Paul nearly passed out when he hit bottom.  His cock felt raw and ready to burst from having been hard so often and for so long, but it made the smooth tightness of Carrie’s pussy feel even more angelic.  He simply held her hips tight against him, relishing the feeling of her around him.  Carrie moved her hips in small circles, eliciting moans from man and woman alike.
“Oh God yes!  Fuck me hard, now! Oh!”  Her voice echoed through the store as she started rocking forward and backward.  Paul immediately picked up her rhythm, driving into her with long, fast strokes.

