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CHAPTER ONE


There was one thing that Jeff Johnson had to admit. His girlfriend Cindy looked damn good when she was naked. He saw that again now-now that she stood in front of him and lifted her arms and ran her fingers through her cute, blonde hair. She looked damned good, fucking good, fucking wonderful, Jeff thought And she was naked, as naked as the day that she was born.


"Oh, Jeff," she moaned, twisting her body as she closed her eyes and pursed her lips. "Oh, Jeff, I will do anything that you want me to do."


"Are my going to be my little toy, Cindy?" Jeff asked.


"Oh, yes, Jeff. I will be your little toy. My pussy will be your little teddy bear."


It was a game that they played. Cindy was only eighteen, and Jeff was only eighteen, but they both already knew that games made the sex more fun. They were cheerful, teenaged fuckers and that was what made all the difference.


Jeff studied the teenaged blonde and grinned. He had to admit it. There was no one he would rather play his games with.


She had nice, high tits, the kind of tits that drove a young man wild, and she had a furry, honey-colored, little pussy. Jeff knew from experience that the pussy not only looked like honey. It tasted like honey too. He especially liked eating out that pussy and making the girl squirm.


Cindy was a cheerleader at the high school, and Jeff was the quarterback of the high school football team. He often watched Cindy during the football games, when a time out had been called upon the field and he had a chance to turn and watch the girls in their short dresses try to rouse the spirit in the hometown crowd. The fact was, Jeff knew, that the cheerleaders had a lot of trouble rousing any spirit out of that crowd. The fact was that the team did not win any games.


But Jeff thought that there was a special kind of spirit that Cindy could rouse in him without much effort at all. His sexual spirit bloomed inside his teenaged body when she squirmed there naked in front of him.


And she was even able to rouse that spirit when she was dressed in her little cheerleader's outfit. Jeff had often wondered if other men-men and boys in the stands looked at her when she was dressed like that, looked at her when she bounced around, cheering on the losing team. Jeff had often stood there on the football field and thought about how those other men might be looking at his little Cindy, and he would often let that idea get to him. He did not want other men thinking of Cindy in that way. He wanted her to be all his. Sometimes that idea got him so angry that he would foul up on the football field and be thrown for a loss by the opposing team.


But that did not really matter, he thought now. What did matter was that he was sitting here in a chair in Cindy's living room, and she was standing there naked for him, naked and willing.


Cindy opened her eyes and stared at her quarterback boyfriend. He did not seem to be paying much attention to her this afternoon. And she did not like that. She glanced at the clock on the wall. It was already four o'clock in the afternoon. Her parents would be home by six. That meant that she and Jeff had only two hours in which to play. She moved toward the young man, running her hands over her tits and smiling at him. She wanted to get him interested. She wanted him to know that she was yearning for him.


And she was yearning. She had not been fucked in two whole days, and, for Cindy, that seemed like a lifetime. She had been fucking for more than a year, and she had loved it from the first time. That first time had been with Jeff, but, since him, there had been others. She had not told him about the others. She did not think that it would do any good to get him upset like that.


"Jeff," she purred as she moved toward him. Don't you like my naked body?"


"Course, I do, Cindy," the teenaged quarterback muttered. "What makes you ask a question like that?"


"Well, it is just that you don't seem to be very interested in my body this afternoon," Cindy said. "Why, look at you, Jeff. You still have all your clothes on."


Jeff glanced down at his own body, and he was suddenly embarrassed.


Cindy was right. He knew that. He felt silly sitting there in his jeans and shirt and shoes with his girlfriend standing naked just a few feet away from him.


But, when he thought about it noticed his own clothes, he felt suddenly frozen.


He did not know how to start to strip. He seemed to have lost all feeling in his body.


He was like a child, he thought, and that embarrassed him even more.


Jeff looked up at the blonde and gulped. His dark eyes grew wide and he thought for a minute that he would certainly start to cry. He hoped that he wouldn't. He did not want to seem that strange, that silly, in front of Cindy.


But Cindy seemed to understand his predicament. She smiled at him and moved toward him. She reached down and took his hands in hers and then lifted those hands up and put them on her round, firm, young, sexy tits.


"Squeeze my tits, Jeff," she said. "I am your toy. If you squeeze my tits, they will give you strength."


Jeff closed his eyes and squeezed her tits. He thought that it felt strange, but he did seem to feel the strength move back into his body. He suddenly knew again what it felt like to be a young man.


He moved his hands over her tits, massaging them. That movement made the little blonde cheerleader moan. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back, and that moan seemed to come right from her tits, Jeff thought.


The quarterback continued to massage those breasts as he struggled to his feet.


When he was standing up, he was taller than his girlfriend. He kept his hands on her tits as he lowered his mouth to hers and kissed her passionately. Another moan escaped from Cindy, and when she moaned this time she opened her mouth.


Jeff's tongue invaded her mouth and whirled around in there. He moved his hands off her tits and slipped them around her back and held the sexy, little blonde tight against him. He felt her naked body tremble as he took her in his arms and drove his tongue deeper into her mouth. She sucked on that tongue and made him feel even more manly. Jeff felt so manly that he thought his jeans were going to burst open.


When that kiss was over, he still held her tight. She moved and churned against him and her little hand went down to that bulge in his pants. Then she whispered to him.


"That's right, Jeff," she said, rubbing his erection. "Now I know that you are paying attention."


Jeff chuckled. Still, Cindy was playful, she thought, playful and sexy and full of life.


The quarterback loosened his hold on her and Cindy moved back. She ran her fingers over that bulge in his jeans one more time and she smiled at him.


"Take off your clothes, Jeff," she said. "I want to fuck you real good." And the young man grinned and moved quickly, unbuttoning his shirt. Cindy glanced at his tanned, muscled, hairless chest and whimpered a little. Then she looked at the clock again and nodded, thinking to herself that they would still have time, lots of time to make this afternoon fuck really good for both of them.


It was autumn. Cindy knew that there was a crisp chill in the air. She knew that Friday night Jeff would lead the high school football team onto the field again. And she would cheer the team on. And the team would still be beaten yet again.


She knew all of this, and yet the crisp chill did not bother her. The idea of defeat did not bother her. She was warm and naked in the living room of her house, and the little blonde knew that she would be even warmer when Jeff took her in his arms again, naked as she was naked. She would be hot as a summer's day when he fucked her.


She glanced at Jeff again. He was very quick now, she thought.


He was already down to his white jockey shorts. She grinned and held up her hand. He had his fingers in the band of those shorts then, but he stopped moving when she gave him that signal. He knew that that meant that Cindy wanted to take over again.


For all of the playful talk about her being his toy, Jeff knew that the little, blonde cheerleader was in control. He was her toy, and he had that fleeting, jealous thought again, wondered how many other toys she had.


Cindy put her fingers on her nipples. She pinched on each of her sexy, pink spots and she sighed as she tilted her blonde head to one side. She grinned at him then, grinned with that sexy, angelic expression that he loved so much.


When he saw that grin, Jeff almost collapsed. He really longed for Cindy.


And then the blonde spoke to him. She looked down at his bulge, the cock that was straining to get out of his jockey shorts and it seemed that she was actually speaking to that part of Jeff, the best part of Jeff.


"I am going to suck you," she said to that cock. "I am going to drive you mad with my mouth. I am going to get you so hard with my sucking that you will beg me to make you come."


And Jeff knew that she could do it. He knew that that sexy, little mouth had that kind of power when she sucked on him. When the little blonde dropped to her knees in front of Jeff, she did not fool him. Even though she knelt before him, he knew that she was in control.


She moved her face close to that bulge in his white shorts.


She stuck out her tongue and she licked that bulge. Jeff tilted his head back and groaned. Her tongue was cool, he knew, but it felt like fire on his trapped, hardening spear of manflesh.


She moved her tongue around that bulge and then she lowered herself slightly. She slipped that tongue between Jeff's legs and she licked those balls, those tight, trapped balls.


"Oh, Cindy," the quarterback groaned. "Stop torturing me, Cindy. Let me get these shorts off. Let my cock go free."


But the little blonde would not do that, not just yet.


Instead of moving away from his cock, she stayed close to it, close to his white shorts. She moved her hands up his body, feeling the muscles in his sides.


Jeff lifted his hands over his head and twisted with sexual agony.


And then Cindy moved her hands down his sides letting her fingers travel like feathers over his bronzed flesh. She slipped those fingers into the waistband of those shorts and she smiled up at him and spoke softly.


"Jeff, you are my toy,' she said. "I will make you suffer a little more, because you are my toy.' Jeff knew that she was right. She had him under control and he was her toy.


And the quarterback knew that he was suffering a little too, but the suffering was sweet, and he trusted Cindy. He knew that she would not make him suffer too long.


The blonde moved her fingers under the waistband of his shorts.


The young man gasped and trembled as he felt those feathery fingers move over his crotch. It was almost more than he could stand. At first only his cock had been trapped in those shorts. Now her hands were in there with his prick, and he would not have cared if she had ripped those white shorts off his body.


He would have taken anything from Cindy, just to be free.


She moved one hand under his cock and cupped his balls. She felt the little hairs on those sacs and she giggled as she massaged them. She looked up and watched Jeff tremble, watched the sweat break out from his forehead. In a matter of seconds, he glistened with perspiration there in the warm living room, and that was the way that she liked him, glistening wet and manly. She looked at the clock again and figured that the time had come to give Jeff what he wanted.


And she had to admit to herself that she wanted it too. Her own pussy was overflowing with cunt juice. She was turned on with the feeling that this whole experience was giving to her. She moved her hands out of the shorts.


Then she put her fingers under the waistband again and Jeff moaned, knowing that he would soon be free. She moved those shorts down the quarterback's firm and muscled legs and she gasped a little when that hard cock jumped out at her.


It was like a snake, she thought, the sexiest snake in the world.


And she looked up and smiled at Jeff. He was looking down on her, thankful that she had finally let his prick go free.


Cindy pulled the shorts down and held them as Jeff stepped out of them gingerly.


Then she moved her face close to that hard and lusting cock, the prick that stood straight out from his lean and muscled body. She wrapped the fingers of one little hand around that cock and she moved her red, soft lips toward the head of the prick and kissed it tenderly.


When he felt those lips on the tip of his prick, Jeff groaned. He thought for a second that he was going to explode in her mouth, but he did not do that. He gasped and held his come in him.


That made Jeff Johnson feel proud. He had held off, even when given a kiss like that.


Cindy stuck out her tongue and licked the slit at the end of his prick as she moved her hand back and forth, making the thing even fuller and harder.


Jeff groaned again, but he would not give in. He would not come this quickly. He wanted Cindy to be proud of him, and he wanted to be proud of himself too.


The little blonde opened her lips and slipped that prick into her mouth. She tightened her lips around the head of the organ and she reached between Jeff's legs and started to play with his balls again.


When she touched him like that, when she handled his balls in that sexy way, Jeff could not hold his come in him any longer. He groaned and reached down and ran his fingers through the little blonde's soft hair.


"I am going to come, Cindy," he growled. "I am going to come. Take my come down your sweet, sweet throat."


And then he exploded, exploded with male lust and male cream.


Cindy stroked the cock at its base and kept her Ups around the tip of the organ.


She took that come into her and she swallowed it all. As the hot male stuff rolled down her throat, she moved her fingers off Jeff's balls and pulled on one of her own pink nipples. She closed her eyes and let the male come warm her with delight.


"Take it, Cindy. Yeah," Jeff moaned. "Take all of my come deep inside of you. You brought it out of me. You deserve it. Suck it Cindy. Suck it and keep taking that come into your sweet, sweet mouth."


His voice was deep and gravelly as he came. Cindy thought that he sounded like some kind of wild beast, and she liked it when she brought the beast out in her quarterback lover.


She sucked the young man until he was dry. Then she opened her mouth wide and let the cock move out of her. She dropped back onto the carpeted floor of her living room and she smiled up at Jeff. She pulled on both of her nipples at the same time and she spread her legs wide.


The quarterback looked down at that honey-haired twat.


He knew what Cindy wanted now. He ran his hand over his spent prick and he smiled.


"Eat my little pussy, Jeff," Cindy whimpered, still pulling on her nipples. "Eat my pussy and then I will suck your cock again and get it hard. Then we can fuck, fuck, fuck."


Jeff Johnson did not speak. He just moved down slowly, moved down until he was lying on his stomach on that carpeted floor. He moved his face close to that cunt.


She spread her legs even wider. She twisted there on the floor. And then it was her turn to beg him, to moan for some kind of sexual deliverance. Now, Jeff knew, she was his toy--or at least as close to being his toy as she would ever get.


"Lick me out, Jeff," she whimpered, feeling the heat surge through her young body. "Lick out my pussy. I need it, Jeff. God, how I need it!"


But Jeff decided to take his time with Cindy. He moved his head to one side and licked the inside of her feverish, sweet thigh. He could taste the pussy juice even there, on her soft flesh. That juice had run from her cunt down her leg.


And she rocked on the floor and felt the tears come to her eyes as she begged him again.


"Please, Jeff," she said. "Do it. Do it me, Jeff. Lick out my cunt. I promise--" Jeff glanced up at her, looked at her sexy body as he stayed there between her outstretched legs. He grinned as he asked it.


"You promise what, Cindy?"


"You know, Jeff," she whimpered, tossing and turning and going almost insane with lust. "You know. I do it everytime we are together. I even did it the first time you fucked me, the first time I ever fucked. You know, Jeff. You know."


"Tell me, Cindy," the young man said. "It is not the same unless you tell me. If you don't tell me, I will not lick your cunt at all. Tell me, Cindy."


And then, just to drive the little blonde even wilder with lust, the quarterback put his fingers on her pink snatch and spread the lips. When she felt the air on her moist insides, Cindy almost went crazy.


She continued to rock and she almost yelled it out. "Jeff," she gasped. "I will suck your cock and get it hard and then I will fuck you. I will wrap my legs around you and let you drive that hard, big cock deep into me. I will let you rip me open with that cock, if that is what you want me to do. Just lick me out now, Jeff. Please! Lick me! Eat me! Eat my cunt, Jeff! Please!"


And the young quarterback felt his chest expand with pride.


He had her now. She was willing and she was eager--so eager that she was almost ready to explode with girlish, angelic lust.


"Okay, Cindy,' he murmured, licking his lips with his tongue.


And then Jeff buried his head between her legs. He spread those pussy lips wide and he drove that tongue deep into her honey-pot.


And the girl threw her legs over her boyfriend's tanned shoulders. She stretched her arms up into the air and she sighed to Jeff.


"Oh, you lick me out so good. I love it when you have your tongue deep inside of me."


Cindy had to admit that she liked being tongued out that way. She thought sometimes that she liked it even better than fucking. Nothing pleased her more than to lie there and feel that tongue doing its work inside her pussy, mining for that precious ore that was her own sexuality.
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