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Jack Frosted!

 


by Syndy Light

 


The Teaser

 


"This isn't right," said
the former elderly man. I had more of him down my throat than I had
had of J. It all seemed good to me. He leaned over a bit and
started stroking my shoulders. That turned into an impromptu back
rub. Lower and lower he went – it felt so good. Then his hands
found my ass cheeks. No!

 


But, apparently, the answer was "yes,"
since his fingers found their way into the crevice. I shuddered as
the longest found my butthole and teased it for a moment. My
breathing stopped as he pressed against it. I gasped when my
sphincter gave way and his digit went inside.

 


Despite many guys desiring it, I had
never let anyone fuck me there. I wasn't lying about the squats and
how shapely they kept my heinie. "Yeah, this isn't right," repeated
Wynter. "This is just the same thing we were doing before, but with
a slight change in positions. We have to try something
new."

 


How could I say no? I knew what we
were up against. I think. Powerful magic. Plus, seriously, these
guys were too hot to say no to. I wish I had video to show
you...

 


Wynter was behind me, urging me off
J's cock. It killed me to do it, it felt so good, but the "old man"
stuffed his cock into me, immediately and balls deep. He fucked me
for maybe half a minute before pulling out, getting his massive
fuckstick nice and slick.

 


I sunk back down on J's cock, rocking
hard on it. I needed the endorphins to get through the next few
minutes. I slowed and prepared as I felt Wynter at my
backdoor.

 


There was so much pressure. I relaxed
as best as I could, awaiting the inevitable. My sphincter was not
one to give up so easily, though. Wynter was still at my backdoor,
not one to give up, either. It was inevitable. My o-ring wavered
for a moment and then he was inside. "Oh," I grunted, gasping for
breath. "Gaaawwwwdddd!!!" I tensed up. "Help me..." Wynter
paused.

 


"Do you want me to stop."

 


"No," I grunted through gritted teeth.
"I need J to go...

 


The Tale

 


I'm a Southern California girl, born
and raised. Summers at the beach, winters at the beach. Surf and
sun by day, fire pits, bongs, food, and fucking by night. That's
the life.

 


But everyone has to grow up, you
know?

 


I held onto it as long as I could but
bills and a place to live that I could call my own drove me into
the workforce. I got a degree at Long Beach and ended up with a
pretty decent job that I won't bore you with all the details,
thereof. Suffice to say, I was pretty freaking good at it and
climbed up the corporate ladder quickly.

 


"You know they put you up there just
so they can look up your skirt and see your snatch, right?" My
co-worker and friend, Cara, had a way of being blunt. We were
having lunch together.

 


"And here I thought it was to check
out my sweet ass," I replied, saucily. "I guess I've been doing all
those squats for..." I paused but then decided to just go with it.
"...squat."

 


"Ouch!" Cara shook her head. "That pun
was bad, even by your incredibly low standards."

 


I wasn't sure if she was talking just
about my puns or if that was a thinly-veiled comment about my
choice in men. Sometimes I wondered if she hung around me just
because we partied together on the weekends. I always made sure she
got a guy. It was easy for me – a promise of a handjob here and
there and she got to take home a hottie, normally out of her
league, for a night.

 


Me? I liked them tanned and trim.
Twenty-one, so they could drink, but no older. Surfer boys, mostly,
but not the smart ones. They wanted too much. Feelings, plans, and
shit. "Young, dumb, and loaded with cum," Cara called the boys I
liked and she was right. I never let them stay the night once I got
mine unless they knew how to cook a good breakfast.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





