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        I’m a former Navy SEAL and mercenary for hire. I’m one disciplined, hard-nosed, tough as nails, son of a bitch.  And I’ve fought bad guys all over the word… Iraq… Afghanistan… Pakistan… Africa… I’m not afraid of any man or anything.  Nothing rattles me. Nothing. Then I learn that my wife is dead back in the states and my regimented world is turned upside down.  She’s not only dead, but she’s dead with another guy’s baby in her womb.  And deep inside, I know it could be my fault.

      

        

      
        Ben Ryder… Fine, I’ll admit it. I was never the best husband or father.  In ten years of marriage I was gone a lot, leaving Bethany to hold down the fort and raise our son, Cody, all alone. But that’s the life of a SEAL’s wife, the life she signed up for.  When I shipped out two months ago she told me she wanted a divorce.  Now I learn that she died while carrying another guy’s baby.  It was not quite the homecoming I’d hoped for, especially when I learn that her death might not have been an accident as everyone first thought.

      

        

      
        Then I meet her, Lolita, the hot nineteen-year-old sex kitten next door. I spy on her when she’s alone in her backyard pool, floating naked on a raft with her fingers busy between her legs. She knows I’m watching her. Touching myself.  My hand in rhythm with hers.  I know she can feel my eyes burning into her body like the laser sight on my assault rifle.

      

        

      
        Soon, she’s in my bed and in my life, a wonderful distraction at a horrible time. I should be awash in guilt and sadness, but it’s hard to be sad when Lolita wraps her long, lovely legs around my waist and begs me to take her over the moon. In her arms, I feel like the luckiest man alive, at least until reality sets back in and the truth about my wife’s death is slowly revealed…

      

        

      
        Lolita Carter… My mother named me after that girl in the movie, Lolita.  You know the one, it’s about this teenage girl who seduces a much older man and slowly drives him insane.  I’m not out to drive anyone crazy—at least not like that— but I can’t help the things I feel and do when I know the hot Navy SEAL next door is watching me.  I know his wife just died, but looking at his muscled chest and shoulders and handsome face just makes me melt in my bikini bottoms.   I kept help that I’m just nineteen-years-old in a body like this, with the sex drive of a nymphomaniac and a craving for older men.  But I get the feeling he feels the same way I do. There is something about the way he looks at me, the way he licks his lips when his eyes drift slowly over my body.  He’s a dirty boy, all right, a Filthy SEAL.  And I want to be his dirty girl.
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            Mosul, Iraq

          

        

      

    

    
      I dug my fingers into Bonita’s narrow hips and lifted my ass off the bed so my cock would go even deeper into her tight cunt. She gasped, then sucked in several quick breaths, but didn’t slow down. She exhaled slowly as a dreamy smile washed over her face, her dark skin glistening with sweat.  She had her eyes closed, riding me like Deborah Winger rode that mechanical bull in that old movie Urban Cowboy.  Her fingertips were tangled in my thick chest hair as if she were holding onto the reins as her hips slid back and forth over the length of my cock in a slow and steady rhythm.

      Her breathing was heavy and slow, like the warm breeze coming off the ocean on a hot summer day.  She sucked in air each time she slid forward and the head of my cock hit her cervix, then moaned out the breath as she slid her hips back, letting her swollen clit slide over the nine inches of my veiny shaft.

      “Fuck… Cap… I’m sure gonna miss you when you’re gone…” she sighed without opening her eyes or altering the movement of her hips rolling back and forth, back and forth.  Nostrils flaring, her wide mouth curled into a smile.  Her teeth were perfect, pearly white.  The tip of her tongue pushed through her lips and stayed there for a moment.

      I often wondered what a girl like her was doing in a fucking shithole like Mosul, on her third tour with the SEALs.  She could have been a thousand other places doing a thousand other things that didn’t threaten her young life on a daily basis.  Regardless of the reason, I was glad she was here, right now, with me, in this shitty little hotel room in the armpit of the world.  At that moment, I considered myself to be the luckiest man alive.

      “That feel good, baby?” I asked as the hot lava in my balls started to flow throughout my body.  I was covered in sweat. I blinked it from my eyes and licked it from my top lip.  It was fucking hot as hell in the room, but the sweat was being pushed from my pores by the heat of the woman atop me.  I could feel Bonita’s presence in every pore, follicle, and cell of my body. My cock was just the receptacle through which her energy flowed.

      “Mmmm… You are the only motherfucker in Mosul that knows how to fuck me like I like it, Cap,” she said, her lips still smiling, her hips still sliding, her pussy still sucking me into its delicious vacuum.  “I like it nice and slow… nice and slow…”

      “Slow and steady is my specialty,” I said with a smile as I peered down between us to watch my cock slowly sliding inside her, then slowly sliding out, her purple pussy lips suctioned to the shaft like an old-timey milking machine. I swallowed hard and held my breath as I watched her, grateful that out of all the assholes in Mosul, Bonita had chosen me to be her fuck buddy while I was in-country.

      “The rest of these motherfuckers… are like teenagers on… prom night,” she said, the words coming in bursts of air across her lips.  “They’re done before my pussy even gets wet...  I like you old school motherfuckers… That know how to please a woman...”

      “I’m gonna take that… as a compliment,” I said with a smile, watching the lean muscles beneath her dark skin ripple as she braced her palms on my chest and rocked her ass back and forth.  “There are other old school motherfuckers… out there that would love to take my place after I’m gone...  You just might have to… lower your standards some, that’s all.”

      “Shit, Cap… you were about as low… as I ever planned to go.”

      “Glad to know that I set the bar,” I said.

      She smiled, still with her eyes closed as if she were locked in her own little world. Her nipples plumped up like little purple thimbles.  I leaned up so I could slather them with my tongue.  She picked up the pace, sliding her pussy over my cock faster and clenching her glorious ass when I slid all in to tighten her core muscles. I could literally feel the walls of her pussy squeezing my cock as she clenched.  Her mouth hung open and she started panting like a dog.  I’d been fucking her just about every day for two months now.  I knew every move of her body and every sound she made when she was getting ready to cum.  Thank God, because I was about to explode.

      “You like that, baby?” I asked, sucking in air as every muscle in my body tensed. “You like Cap’s big cock in your tight pussy?”

      “Fuck… yeah… Cap… that’s it… fuck yeah… that’s what Bonita likes… fuck me… I’m getting close, baby… I’m getting close…”

      I dug my fingers a little deeper into her hips and help her set the pace.  I could feel the fire in my belly and the cum rising from my balls, but I could hold on until she was ready to pop.  That’s one of the reasons Bonita liked to fuck me. I was older than most of the SEALs on her team, but I could hold my cum until the cows came home if that’s what it took to get her rocks off.  It was just something I’d always been able to do.  And God forbid I cum without making her pop like a balloon first.  I’d never fucking hear the end of it and neither would her team, at least until I left Mosul.  There were two things Bonita was good at other than taking the heads off assholes with a sniper rifle at a hundred yards: busting my balls and fucking them dry.  Sometimes I thought she got just as much pleasure from one as the other.

      Sergeant Bonita Jean Anderson—codename “Sniper Girl”—was one of the best snipers in the military bar none; Army, Navy and the Marines.  She had a keen eye and a steady hand and didn’t hesitate when it came to punching the clock of some Taliban or ISIS motherfucker who had the misfortune of ending up in her sights.  She was one of only two female snipers in the corps, and I’d have put her up against most male snipers I knew any day of the week.

      Bonita was African American, tall, nearly six feet, with skin the color of dark chocolate and brown eyes that could either suck you in or shoot you down.  There was no fat on her frame, only muscle.  When we fucked, I loved having her on top so I could watch the sweat coat her dark skin and the muscles ripple as she moved.

      She was the only black woman I had ever fucked and I was telling her the truth when I said that I was going to miss her when I went home in a few weeks. In fact, knowing she would be stationed in Mosul another four months made me think about coming back.  Maybe.  I’d have to see how things worked out at home. At the moment, I was not expecting a happy homecoming. To the contrary, I doubted anyone would be at the airport to greet me when I hit the ground in Arlington.

      One of the things I loved most about Bonita, aside from the fact that she could milk every last drop of cum from my body and beg for more, was that she was so different from Bethany, my wife.  Check that—Bethany, my soon to be ex-wife.  I was an asshole, but I wasn’t a cheater. If Bethany hadn’t told me that she was going to divorce me while I was in Mosul, my cock would have never left my pants.  But she did tell me that, so…

      She gave me the old “it’s not you, it’s me” routine, then proceeded to say that she just couldn’t live with me anymore and was taking our son and everything we owned and I could just get fucked if I didn’t like it. She gave me the name of some lawyer she had already talked to and that was that.  It’s been nice, Ben.  Get fucked.  And so that’s what I did. I got fucked. I started sniffing for pussy the second my feet hit the tarmac at Mosul International.  I had been a SEAL for ten years and my last four tours were served right here, so I knew most of the people I’d be working with, as well as a few local girls I wouldn’t mind dipping my stick into if I could talk them into it.

      I was free to do whatever the fuck I wanted because my wife was divorcing me and after nearly a decade of service, I wasn’t a SEAL anymore, and ironically that was because Bethany wanted me to retire and stay home with her and our son.

      Can you say, “Please make up your mind, bitch?”

      My retirement was short-lived because all we did was fight when I was home fulltime and money was tight. So, when my friend, Quinn Blackstone, made me an offer to come work for him, I fucking jumped at the chance.  Quinn had been my best friend since the Naval Academy and a former SEAL.  Now he was the president and CEO of Blackstone Security Systems, or BSS, a multimillion dollar security firm with big contracts with the U.S. and Iraqi governments, just to name a few.

      So, I returned to Iraq as a private security contractor working for BSS on a three-month assignment. You can call me a mercenary or a technical advisor or whatever the fuck you want.  I make four times the money and don’t have to worry about getting my ass shot off in a night raid on some raghead cocksucker’s compound or blown to shit in a Humvee on the side of the road or cremated by some asshole on the street wearing a suicide vest.  Plus, I don’t have to worry about getting shit from officers about fucking the enlisted personnel like Bonita, who I had gotten shit-faced drunk with the last time I was in-country and almost ended up fucking, but stopped at the last minute because I was a married man. I saw her in the hotel bar the night I checked in two months ago. We got drunk, things got friendly under the table, and I took her back to my room and that’s all she wrote.  We’ve been fucking like horny rabbits ever since.

      Fuck you, Bethany, you fucking cunt.

      Look who I’m fucking now.

      She’s ten times the fucking woman you ever were, you bitch…

      Shit, I didn’t mean that…

      I opened my eyes to see Bonita smiling down at me with a wild look in her eyes. Her nostrils flared like a bull about to charge. Her pink tongue darted across her lips.  Her hips were going like a jackhammer now, slamming her pussy up and down on my stiff cock like a derrick pumping for oil.  She dug her fingernails into my chest and raised her head like a wolf about to howl.

      “You ready to cum with Bonita, baby?” she asked, her voice a hoarse whisper.  “Cum with me… Cap… shoot me full of your hot seed… I’m cumming… god Ryder… I’m cumming…”

      “Cum for me, baby,” I growled, sliding my hands around to her round ass and squeezing hard enough to make her moan.  “Gush that hot pussy juice all over my cock and balls… cum on… cum…”

      I pointed my toes and felt every muscle in my body swell as I blew my load deep inside her.  She squealed and came with me, gushing hot juices from her cunt over my cock and balls like lava from the mouth of a volcano. It felt like she was pouring hot oil all over my groin.  I could feel the burn. I could smell the pungent sent. I could almost taste her juices on the tip of my tongue.  It just made me cum even harder.

      “Yes… fuck… baby… that’s it… fill Bonita’s pussy up with your milky jizz…” Bonita moaned and sat up straight with her eyes toward the ceiling.  She had small tits and big purple nipples.  She ran her hands over her tits and squeezed her nipples between her fingers as the orgasm shuddered through her body.

      “You’re fucking beautiful when you cum,” I said, arching my back, pushing my cock into her as far as it would go.  Her hips slowed but her pussy was still milking my cock as if it were acting on its own.  Bonita was only twenty-three and had the tightest pussy I’d ever had the pleasure to cum in.  Bethany was a virgin when we met and her pussy was tight, but nothing like Bonita’s.  I accused her of exercising the thing because her pussy could literally latch on to my cock and milk it like a machine, her inner walls rippling and down the shaft like a thousand magic fingers.  It was the most amazing feeling.  I envied the next guy who found his way into Bonita’s bed.  Like I said, I’d sure miss her when I was gone.

      “You okay, baby?” she asked, leaning down to press her lips to mine.  She had a wide mouth and wonderfully full lips and a long tongue that was nothing short of magical. She rubbed the tip of her nose to mine and stared deeply into my eyes.

      She asked, “What’s worrying you, Cap?”

      “Nothing is worrying me,” I said, holding out my arms so she could lay down beside me and rest her head on my chest. Like most things in Mosul, the air conditioning in my room barely worked, so we were both covered in a film of oily sweat, which mixed with the scent of our juices, filling the little hotel room with a strong, pungent aroma that hung in the hot air like dense fog.

      “You’re pretty good with that big thing,” she said as her long fingers traced circles around my hard nipples.  “You have a nice cock for a white boy.”

      “On behalf of white boys everywhere, I give thanks,” I said, sighing as my balls continued to tingle.  “And you’ve got the tightest pussy in the Navy, Sergeant Anderson.  I’m gonna put you in for a commendation.  The Purple Pussy Heart.  Well done, SEAL.”

      She giggled and rolled on top of me and pressed her squishy pussy to my sticky, deflated cock.  She brushed her lips to mine and smiled.  “How about a shower and something to eat?”

      “Sounds like a plan,” I said as I playfully licked the sweat from her chin.  I smacked my lips and nodded at the bathroom door.  “You go first.  I need to check in.”

      “Fuck checking in,” she said, pushing herself off me to sit on the edge of the bed.  She stretched out her long limbs and gave me a frown.  “This is your day off, Ryder.  I swear, you didn’t work this much when you were on active duty.”

      “I wasn’t working with Major Dickhead back then,” I said, referring to Major Dan Dickerson, an Army liaison to the Iraqi government that I was assigned to protect.  The Army used private contractors like me as bodyguards because if we got killed, or more likely, killed some Iraqi cocksucker, the shit wouldn’t hit the fan the way it would if an Army regular or Marine pulled the trigger.  Dickerson was in meetings on the base all day with some ambassador, so I’d been given time off with the orders to check in every few hours in case Major Dickhead needed his ass kissed.

      A knock on the door ended the debate. Bonita scooped up her uniform and boots and tiptoed into the tiny bathroom and closed the door.  I heard her peeing and for some reason, the sound made me smile. Bonita pissed like a Russian racehorse after sex. Sometimes it lasted for several minutes.  It was just another thing I’d miss about her. Silly, I know, the things you don’t think you’ll ever forget.

      I threw my legs over the side of the bed and found my underwear and my khakis and pulled them on.  I took the Glock 39 from the holster on the nightstand and let it dangle at my right side as I went to the door.  I didn’t think I’d have to shoot anybody, but in Mosul you never knew who might be standing on the other side of a closed door.

      “What is it?” I called, standing to the side of the door without putting my eye to the peephole. You never knew when there might be some asshole on the other side of the door with a long ice pick ready to take your eye out or a gun ready to send bullets through the door.  Welcome to Mosul, motherfuckers.

      “Captain Ryder, sir?  I mean, Mr. Ryder?”

      I smiled.  Even though I’d mustered out of the SEALs months ago the regulars still called me Captain Ryder.  I opened the door to find a young corporal named Yates standing there with a timid look on his face and his cap in his hand. He was Dickerson’s driver and gopher.

      “What’s up, Corporal?” I asked, holding the pistol behind my back so I didn’t totally freak him out.  Some of these young guys were so fucking jumpy I wondered what the hell they were doing in Iraq.  Some of them would piss their pants if a gun was pointed at them.  I wouldn’t trust them to have my back in a fucking food fight.

      Yates said, “Sir, Major Dickerson needs you in his office right away.”

      “Why didn’t you just call me?” I asked.  “You didn’t have to drive over.”

      “I tried, but your phone went straight to voicemail, sir,” he said.  “So, the Major ordered me to come get you.  You need to come with me, sir, right away.”

      I frowned at him.  “What’s up, Yates?”

      “Not sure, sir,” he said, shaking his head.  “Major Dickerson just said that you should come with me. Now.”

      “Okay, hang on.”  The fancy satellite phone the company had issued me was on the nightstand.  I walked over and picked it up.  It was turned off.  What the hell? I never turned that fucking phone off. Then I heard the shower start and knew what happened.  Bonita didn’t like to be disturbed when she was getting her rocks off.  The world come be ending around her, but she would not stop fucking until she was through.  She had switched off my sat-phone when I wasn’t looking.  It was a good thing she did. She got really pissed when something interfered with her play time. She would have taken poor Yates’ head off and booted it out the window if he had shown up ten minutes earlier.

      I tossed the sat-phone on the bed and picked up the black polo shirt that had the Blackstone Security logo on the left front chest.  I sat on the bed to put on my socks and dessert boots while Yates stood in the doorway, stiff as a board, like he had a stick shoved up his ass.

      I picked up the Kevlar vest from the chair beside the bed and stuck it over my head, then pulled the straps around my sides and velcroed them tight.  I clipped the holster for the Glock to the right side of my belt and slid the Glock in.

      “So, the major didn’t say what he needed?” I asked as I clipped a holder with two spare magazines to the left side of my belt.

      “No sir, just that it was an emergency and you should come right away.  The Jeep’s right out front.”

      “Okay, hang on.” I went to the bathroom door and turned the knob. There was no lock, so I opened the door and stuck my head in. Bonita was in the shower with the water on high. I could see her dark form through the plastic shower curtain.

      “I have to go,” I called out.  “I’ll find you later.”

      “You do that,” she said, pulling back the shower curtain to show me her beautiful body covered in lather.  She slid her hands over her tits and down her flat stomach.  She rolled a finger over her clit and gave me an evil smile.

      “You’re gonna miss this pussy when you go home, Captain Ryder.”

      “Hell, Sergeant Anderson,” I said with a sigh.  “I fucking miss it already.”
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            Arlington, Virginia

          

        

      

    

    
      I had always been attracted to older men. Probably because they had always been attracted to me. Even when I was just an awkward teenager in junior high, the male teachers, coaches, guidance counselors, the bus driver— even Mr. Holt, the seventy-year old principal who probably couldn’t get it up in a Viagra factory— gawked at me with their mouths hanging open, like they were imagining what it would be like to shove their nasty old cocks inside my tight young body. The boys looked at me then, too, of course, with lust in their hearts and peach fuzz erections in their pants, but I didn’t give them the time of day.  Even now that I’m nineteen, boys my age are juvenile idiots who still haven’t grown up.  No sir, I’ll take a handsome forty-year old any day over some twenty-year old hunk.

      My mama always said that when you looked like she and I do it’s only natural that men would stop and stare, and think about all the filthy things they’d like to do us if they could get us alone.  She said it was not our fault that God blessed us with natural beauty, flowing blonde hair, flawless olive skin, big titties and tight asses.  And in her words, “Tight little pussies that could drive men wild.”

      Mama knew what she was talking about when it came to men and her ability to attract more than her fair share of them.  She was only thirty-five and still beautiful in what she called a “blonde country girl” sort of way.

      She had lived off the good graces of her face and body since she was a teenage girl younger than me, and took full advantage of the things she could do with her body to get men to give her what she wanted or needed.  Growing up, men were always coming and going through our little house on Primrose Street, some coming just once, some a few times, others for a few months or so. None of them ever stuck around for long after they got what they came for and mama wanted out of them.

      Don’t misunderstand me.  My mama wasn’t a whore or anything. She just knew that men would pay dearly to get in her pants and she used her sex appeal to get what she wanted.  It was fair trade, in her mind.

      Some men just bought her dinner and drinks, some bought her new clothes and jewelry, some helped with the rent and light bills, and some just gave her cash. She called them gifts, given out of the goodness of their hearts rather than in exchange for time spent in her mouth or pussy.  Like I said, she was no whore, but she never turned down anything a man would offer her in exchange for a good time. And the bigger the gift, the better the good time.

      I think it’s sad, really.  I bet if you asked her today she wouldn’t be able to tell you the name of a single man—including my father, whoever he was—that she had sex with just for the sake of having sex.  Sex was simply an act of commerce with mama.  It was never about love or feelings.  She always had an ulterior motive. Like I said. Sad, really.

      One of her suitors (that’s what she called them), an older man named Homer Vance, even gave her a used Corvette to drive when I was in elementary school.  I’ll never forget that car because it was so loud in every way.  It was a candy-apple red Stingray convertible with shiny chrome wheels and a stereo that would jar your teeth and mufflers that would rattle the windows.  I can still remember her dropping me off out front of the elementary school in that car. She’d barely give me time to slam the heavy door before revving the engine and speeding away. Then one day, she picked me up from school in her old gray Toyota Corolla.  Seemed that Homer Vance had found a new sugar baby to drive his Corvette.

      “His loss,” mama said with a carefree shrug as she ground the gearshift into first and tried to ignore the screeching sound of the worn belt beneath the hood.  “His fucking loss.”

      Most of the time things worked out the way she wanted, probably because she had very low expectations of the men she surrounded herself with.

      She said that if we lived in Miami Beach or Beverly Hills or someplace like that she could catch us (not her) a rich man to take care of us for the rest of our lives.  Pickings were slim in Arlington, she said.

      Sometimes I thought she was just afraid of settling down with one man. She could have found a good man to take care of us (her) if she had really wanted one. There were a lot of good men in Arlington and DC just across the river, but none that interested her.  Truth be told, I think mama enjoyed the hunt more than she enjoyed the catch.  To her, it was all about control.

      “The power of the pussy,” she liked to call it.  “When you got the pussy, you got the power.”

      And she had lots of pussy power, she said, because the good Lord had seen fit to endow her with a nice, tight one.  It was pretty and pink, with a plump clit and perfect lips and wispy blonde curls. And it was one of the tightest, hottest, wettest holes in all of Arlington County. I guessed that claim had been made by a number of the men she’d been with who were qualified to make such a comparison. I could just picture mama handing a guy a comment card to fill out as he fucked her from behind in some dive bar restroom.

      The power of the pussy… Why shouldn’t she use it to get what she wanted out of life?  “If you’re smart,” she said, serious as a heart attack, “You’ll use it, too.”

      I had not gotten into the habit of bringing strange men home for sex like mama still did on occasion, though less frequently than when I was younger.  I think it might have something to do with me being all grown up now and looking the way I do. I look like a nineteen-year-old version of her, only with bigger tits and perfect teeth.  I think she sees me as completion for some reason, probably because of the way her men friends ogle me when they see me running around the house in a string bikini or getting out of bed in the morning wearing just my panties and a t-shirt.  Hey, it’s my house, too, and this is how I dress. If you didn’t like it, or even if you do, keep your hands and eyes to yourself.

      Despite her “pussy power” advice, which she offered freely in front of half a dozen of my girlfriends and surrounding diners at Casa Mexicana on the night of my sixteenth birthday, I had yet to fully utilize the power of my pussy to fight evil or satisfy men.

      I wasn’t sure that I would ever be as free with my pussy as she was because I really did believe in the power of love (wasn’t that a song?) and the concepts of monogamy and commitment.  Oh sure, sometimes I’d see a handsome older man in a suit at work and think about asking his name.  Or flirt with the DJ at the bar I went to sometimes with my girlfriends.  Then there was my boss at Starbuck’s, Lennie, who looked like a thirty-five-year-old surfer dude.  He’d fuck me at the drop of a cappuccino spoon if I’d let him. All I’d have to do was just bend over and wiggle my ass at him. He’d probably cream all over his green apron before he could even get his cock out.

      Like mama, I do have a strong sex drive that seems to be getting stronger every day.  I started getting little tingles in my cunt even before my blonde peach fuzz pubes started to sprout. I always rode the neighbor boy’s bike because I liked to rub my young cunt on the crossbar that my girl’s bike didn’t have. I could remember pressing my hairless cunt to the washing machine when I was eight years old, letting the spin cycle vibrations shudder through me, making me feel all tingly inside, even though at the time I had no idea what an orgasm was or what it felt like to have one. But I soon learned how things worked, thanks to older girls at school, the internet, and my mama’s willingness to talk frankly to me about sex and men.

      Her version of the birds and the bees went something like this: the guy’s cock gets hard and he shoves it in your pussy and moves it around until you both cum. Any questions?”

      Uh, yeah, lots…

      She told me that it would hurt when I lost my virginity, but that pleasure would quickly replace the pain.  She told me that if I gave up the pussy too quickly boys wouldn’t respect me, but sometimes respect was overrated.

      “Use your pussy to get what you want, Lolita,” she told me when I was probably twelve or thirteen.  “Men can’t resist a tight young pussy.  They’ll do anything to fuck you.  Just you wait and see.  Trust me, I know. And if one of them tells you he loves you just to get in your pants, you tell him to fuck off!”

      My friends were always shocked that mama talked to me this way.  I wasn’t shocked.  I was grateful.  She was doing what she thought was best for me. Telling me what I needed to hear without beating around the bush.  She did it because of the mistakes she’d made when she was my age.  She was a horny girl just like me, only she didn’t have someone like her to guide her along. Her mother, my grandmother, was a religious prude who said that sex was dirty and should only be used to procreate, not for pleasure.

      “Sex is the devil’s tool,” grandma would say.  “Let a man put his member inside you and no good can come of it.”  I guess I was proof of that.

      So, mama—Sandy Carter’s her name— was a horny kid who was left to her own devices when it came to learning about sex. She claimed that was why she lost her virginity at sixteen to an older man she met at her job at the Sonic Drive-In.  It happened right there in the Sonic parking lot late one Saturday night.  She remembered him as being an older man with salt and pepper hair to his shoulders and a scraggly beard, chunky fat, dressed in a white t-shirt with blue paint stains and a white painter’s cap pushed back on his head.  He ordered two double cheeseburgers and tots, and when she came back to pick up his tray he gave her a five-dollar tip and invited her into the back of his windowless van for another five-dollars. Without hesitation, she climbed inside and wiggled out of her shorts and panties and he took her virginity, which she willingly offered, on a pile of old rags that smelled like gasoline and paint thinner.  Five minutes later she stood in the parking lot with the tray between her hands and the ten dollars in her pocket, watching him drive away. She said she never saw him again. She didn’t even get his name.  She just remembered that he wreaked of sweat and grunted like a fat hog when he came.

      She said that lit her fuse and she couldn’t help herself. She started sleeping around and got pregnant at sixteen, and became a single mom at seventeen. To this day, she claims that she has no idea who my father is.  I’ll probably never know and I guess I’m okay with that.  She said it was a good thing I didn’t know who he was. Now, I was free to imagine that my daddy was a great man who did great things and not some asshole she had fucked in the backseat of a car after a high school football game.

      She missed her entire senior year and only by the grace of God and a GED was she able to build a life for the two of us. My grandmother, the hypocritical religious cunt, kicked her out of the house when she learned that she was knocked up, so mama lived with friends until I was born.  Now she worked as a legal secretary for this sleazy asshole in Arlington named Earl Butts. I swear to God, that’s his name. His shitty TV commercials scream, “In a wreck and need a check? Better call Butts!”

      She could have aborted me, but she swore the thought never crossed her mind.  I owed mama a lot and she reminded me of that fact often, usually when we were fighting and screaming at one another. Mama had sharp claws and they came out without warning sometimes, usually when she was drunk or pissed off about something that reminded her that her life had been mostly spent providing for me.

      “I wonder where I’d be today if I hadn’t gotten pregnant with you,” she said one time as we were watching an old movie about a woman who had gotten pregnant and gave the baby up for adoption.  She didn’t say it in a hateful way, more like she was in a daydream talking to herself.  “I wonder how different my life would have been if I’d finished high school and gone to college. I always wanted to be an interior designer. Did you know that?  Who knows, I might have had my own company by now. Instead I’m typing up legal briefs and getting coffee for Earl fucking Butts...”

      I just looked at her from my end of the couch, unsure of what to say. I mean, how do you respond to something like that?  I wonder what my life would have been like if you hadn’t come along and fucked it all up, Lolita? After a moment, she shook her head and blinked at me, like she had just realized that I was even in the room listening. Then she forced a smile and wiped her eyes on the front of her t-shirt and held out her hand.

      “Then again, I wouldn’t have my girl.”  She turned on the couch and opened her arms and waved me in for a hug.  I slid into her arms and she hugged me until I couldn’t breathe. We both knew her life would have turned out much differently if she hadn’t had me, but it was too late to do anything about it now.

      Then again, maybe her life would have been much worse, given her lack of judgment when it came to men.

      She’d made a lot of mistakes in her life.

      I was bound and determined not to repeat them.

      That said, I’m a lot like her in a lot of ways and most of the time I’m okay with that. The one big difference between us is I am far pickier than she is when it comes to who I let in my pants.  Okay, I’m not saying that she was a slut, but come on.  We should have installed a revolving door on the front of our little house, so many men have come and gone through it over the years.

      Most of the time I didn’t even bother to learn their names because I knew they wouldn’t be around for long.  Most of them were scuzzy assholes who bought her drinks all night and expected something for their money. A return on their investment, if you will.

      Sometimes she brought home a decent guy that hung around past the weekend.  Guys like Jerry Falk, who was her “boyfriend” for six months or so when I was sixteen.

      Jerry was forty-two, a tanned and muscular general contractor who drove a shiny black pickup truck and treated my mom better than most guys had. For a while, I thought he might even be “the one” that would marry her and make an honest woman out of her.

      Then Jerry started coming in to kiss me goodnight after I had gone to bed.  Sometimes he’d “accidentally” come into the bathroom while I was naked in the shower.  Sometimes he’d hug me a little too tightly for a little too long.  I knew what he was doing and I should have told mom, but I was a stupid girl whose young cunt was always on fire and I found the attention exciting.  I loved the way his goodnight kisses and bear hugs made me feel all warm and toasty inside, how his lips on my forehead and his arms around my shoulders made my pussy gush and my nipples hard.  The truth was, I wanted Jerry to fuck me, probably as much or more as he wanted to.

      I was a virgin and my cherry was ready to pop.

      To my shame, I decided that Jerry would be my first, even though I knew it would hurt my mom if she ever found out.

      Sometimes stupid girls do stupid things for stupid reasons.

      That was me at sixteen.

      Stupid.  Stupid. Stupid.

      Stupid and horny.

      And determined to have Jerry’s cock inside me no matter who got hurt.
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