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I wanted to see Rain Man. Suzie wanted to see Beaches. I lost. It was her mom’s money after all.
I slumped in my theater seat and hoped no one would recognize me. Suzie bawled and bawled some more at the end.
She was still dabbing her eyes as we walked through the parking lot. The wind was blustery. The first snow of the season started swirling down. “White Christmas,” I said.
“I don’t think it counts if it isn’t already on the ground on Christmas morning.” she sniffled.
“Dammit!” I shouted to the sky. “You’re late again, Mr. Snow!” I was trying to coax a smile out of Suzie. The movie had left her melancholy.
I let her in the passenger car door before I walked around and slid into the bench seat of the big Pontiac. 
“Hey Skip, can I ask you a favor?” Suzie asked after I turned the engine over.
“Anything for you, girly,” I said.
“Can we run by SuperGas on the way home?”
“If it’s open. Whatcha need?”
“Uhm... Condoms?” her shoulders shrugged and her expression went sheepish.
I sighed. “Absolutely,” I said. If I could play a part in preventing Baby Hank Junior from stretching in the wrong direction through Suzie’s little girl twat, I would do whatever I could. 
“And cigarettes?”
“You? Really? Uh... okay. I guess.” Mrs. Wags smoked Virginia Slims. Mr. Wags smoked Pall Malls. Peggy had been known to puff a Lucky Strike now and again. It wasn’t a shock that Suzie was going to smoke too.
“And one more thing?” Suzie was cringing.
“Wha?”
“A Playgirl magazine?”
“Oh get out of here,” I said. “Playgirl! I’d look like a total faggot buying a Playgirl magazine at a gas station.”
“Please? It’s not for me. It’s what Maxy wanted for Christmas.”
“A Playgirl? Really?”
“They have the best letters section. Crazy stories. We read them out loud to each other sometimes.”
“And Playgirl magazine has the best letters section? How many other skin mags have you read?”

“None.”
“Obviously, or you’d know Penthouse has the best letters.”
“Please, Skip? Pretty please?”
“Hmmph. Okay,” I mumbled. “But you might actually have to suck some cock to make up for that kind of humiliation.”
Thank God the SuperGas was almost empty. I felt like a total tool buying condoms and a Playgirl magazine. I almost asked the girl behind the count to add the magazine next to it, Blueboy. I had no idea that Blueboy was an out-and-out gay mag. Just saw the beefcake guy on the front and thought Suzie and Maxy would like it. But the Playgirl was humiliating enough.
Suzie thanked me with a kiss for the paper bag I dropped in her lap. I was used to her kissing my cheek. This time she tried to put a closed-mouth peck on my lips and missed awkwardly. 
“Just don’t get caught with that,” I said. “And if you do, don’t narc me out.”
“I won’t. I’ll keep it between my mattress and the box springs.”
I laughed. “Well that didn’t work so well for me. In the history of hiding pornography, I don’t think that’s ever worked. Do you have old winter coats in your closet? Roll it up and stick it down the sleeve. That’s a great hiding place.”
As we were on final approach to the Wagner homestead, the snow began falling in big wet flakes. It was going to get ugly.
“Hey Skip, pull into the park for a second.”
There was a little suburban park with a tiny ten-car parking lot less than two hundred feet from Suzie’s house.
“We’re almost home.”
“No, Skip. Please. I want to talk to you for a second. Just a second.”
“Okay,” I relented and spun the big green steering wheel with the heel of my hand.
Once the car was parked I leaned back into the door and looked at Suzie. She was staring out the window, her jaw locked and her expression was deadly serious. I waited for her to talk.
“Uhm, I don’t know how to say this,” she said. She took a deep breath. “You know that first night when you came home? Well I heard you and Peg have that fight in her room.”
“Yeah. Sorry about that,” I said.
“No. Wait. Just don’t say anything for a second. Just listen. Okay? I can’t tell you how much it make me sick to my stomach to hear that. Ask Maxy. I thought I was going to hurl.”
“I shouldn’t have hit her, Sooz. That was wr--”
“Shut up! Okay? Listen. I know you hit her. Only I thought you hit her for another reason. I... I... I thought she told you that she had another boyfriend.”
I laughed. “No no, Babe. Peggy doesn’t have another boyfriend.”
Suzie stared daggers at me. “Yes, Skip. Yes she does. I thought she finally told you. I thought you kicked her ass because she told you about her boyfriend.”
“What?” My brain could not process what Suzie was saying. I had a pet fucktoy at college. I’d fucked Dixie’s older sister last summer. I fucked my friend Jimmy’s little sister a few times when we were both bored. I’d just had my paws all over Peggy’s pre-teen sister’s ass. And yet somehow I was shocked... shocked that there was gambling in Casablanca. Peggy was cheating on me? No fucking way.
“No fucking way,” I whispered. “Who?” I tried to picture what high school boy had his hands on my girlfriend. I probably knew him.
“You don’t know him,” Suzy said. “He’s in the army. She met him at work. He’s like 24.”
“Army?” I was dizzy. My face burned and I began to sweat into my coat.
“Skip, I’m sorry. Really. And here’s what I’ve been trying to tell you. I thought you needed to know about this other guy. I told Peggy if she didn’t tell you, then I would. You need to know. The other night I thought she told you, and then part of me was really glad she finally told you the truth and part of me was really glad that you hit her. She deserved it. She’s my sister, but she’s a bitch too. And then I wasn’t happy because I knew if she told you then you probably wouldn’t come around any more. It would break my heart not to see you any more, Skip. You’re part of our family. I thought it would always be you. I can’t imagine you not sleeping on our couch every couple of months. I can’t imagine swimming in the pool this summer and not seeing you all sprawled out in those big Hawaiian swimming trunks of yours on the deck. Skip?”
“Yeah?”
“Are you even listening to me?”
“Yeah.”
“What are you thinking?”
What was I thinking? “Uhhh... I dunno. Nothing. Everything. Fuck me runnin’, Sooz... I... I can’t believe it.”
And then I was thinking that I wanted to be back in my college dorm room that very minute. I wanted gone. I wanted to walk away from the Wagner house and never look back. But I had eight more days until my dormitory doors unlocked. I had no idea what I was going to say to Peggy when I looked her in the eye upon her return from Chicago.
Snow had covered the windshield and it was getting dark inside the car. I pulled the car lights on and swatted my fingers at the wiper switch. Two wagging neoprene fingers began to work at clearing layers of snow from the windshield.
“I know you’d never cheat on Peggy, would you Skip?”
“Never,” I lied. “Never.”
“I knew it.”
I sighed. “So when you were screwing with my head this morning, that was a big test, huh?”
Suzie looked out the window. “No. I meant that part. I kinda thought I was special to you. I thought you might actually need to make love. It has been a couple of days since you and Peg did it. I thought you might do it with me. It’s not cheating so much with me, is it?”
I didn’t know how to answer that. Of course it was cheating. Fucking your girlfriend’s sister was cheating-times-ten. “No,” I said. “I guess it’s not cheating. It might be incest, though. You’re more of a sister than a girlfriend.”
“Uhg,” Suzie wrinkled her nose. “Don’t say that. That’s terrible. I don’t think of you like a brother.”
“Let’s get home,” I said. I backed the car into the street and we were back at Suzie’s house in less than a minute.
I let Suzie in the house after she helped me find the snow shovel in the garage. It took a while to get the double driveway cleared and salted. The air was dead silent and the night crept in as I struggled with my racing thoughts. By the time I finished shoveling and started salting, the snow was already covering the driveway where I’d started.
I went inside. I showered the sweat away.
When I stepped out in the hallway wearing my jeans (commando) and a Christmas sweater, Suzie was waiting for me in the hall. “What are you going to do?”
“I dunno,” I said. My brain was trying to shut down on me. “Lay on the couch and stare at the ceiling while I work through this bullshit?”
“Well if you’re going to do that, lay on my bed instead.”
“Okay,” I said. I followed Suzie into her room and collapsed on her bed in a depressed heap. Suzie climbed on top of me and crawled into my armpit and snuggled against my left side. Her hand rubbed my chest lightly. Suzie didn’t look much like a pre-teen in the gloaming. We lay together in silence.
It took an hour of ceiling-mapping silence before Suzie made her move. Suzie crawled out of the crook of my arm and pulled herself up on my chest. She kissed me softly on the lips. Then again. And again. I kissed back. I could already taste the cigarette smoke on her lips before my mouth opened, stretching her mouth open in the process. My tongue pushed past her lips and collided with Suzie’s tongue. What I discovered was nothing short of amazing. There was something unique about the texture of Suzie’s tongue. It was unusually soft. Noticeably “WOW” soft. The best description I can give you is that her mouth had the feel of wet suede. I’ve never encountered another woman with a mouth and tongue that tasted so soft, so wonderful. The tip of Suzie’s tongue trilled and fluttered like a snake tongue against the tip of my tongue. Electric. Suzie was the first girl to ever teach me the joy of a sexy flutter tongue. My sex temperature rocketed upwards. The cock that had been apathetic to Suzie’s underdeveloped form started thickening. Suzie panted faster. Her hands worked a bigger circle around my chest and stomach. My fingertips lingered across Suzie’s cheeks and pushed into her hairline. Her shoulder length blonde wave was soft and spilled through my fingers faster than I could grab it. Suzie’s hair was liquid silk. I rolled on top of her, both of us still clothed, and I started dry humping her while my mouth delighted in the magic of her open kiss. Suzie’s legs scissored open to give me access to grind crotch-against-crotch, and her heels hooked around my thighs to spur me more tightly against her.
Suzie’s eyes turned to thin slits and her long neck stretched even longer as my kisses worked down to her ears and then dribbled lower in a slow, hot zig zag toward her shoulder. As I moved lower on her, my hands slid under her ass and my fingers climbed back up her crack toward the crease of her pussy. The denim of her crotch was saturated to the point of dripping. My right hand fingers prodded at the cladding over her pussy hole. My left hand fingers squeezed a grip on her right ass cheek. Suzie started humping back against me. She was on fire. I’m not pretending I wasn’t into it by that point, but Suzie was absolutely in a wanton state of need.
I pulled up on an elbow. With one hand I undid the buttons on her blouse from top to bottom until her shirt spilled own to reveal a superfluous little training bra. I tried not to smile. I was content to skip the titty sucking on those little nubs and go straight to her sopping pussy. I knew from biology class that the lining of the mouth is made up of the same squamous epithelial tissue that lines the pussy. If her mouth was textured with that amazing, velvet softness, her pussy had to be a special treat. My mouth watered thinking about what I’d find once I peeled off Suzie’s jeans. 
I unsnapped the top snap of her slacks with one hand. 
“Wait,” Suzie whispered. 
Oh shit. I thought. Here we go again with the tease bullshit.
Suzie leaned up on her elbows and worked her blouse off her arms. Then she lay back and peeled her training bra over her head. Her nipples were two pale cones on a bisected ice cream scoop of tit flesh. Those tit nubs were as brand spankin’ new as tits could be. 
Suzie’s left hand latched under the flesh of her left tit and squeezed to make it look bigger. Her right hand hooked behind my neck and pulled me in. I guess I was going to suck her nubs after all. 
I latched on and bit into the silky pink of her nip. She squealed and bucked, not in a good way.
“Easy, Skip, easy! Jesus! My nipples are really sensitive.”
“Sorry,” I said. Then, “Not really. I’m going to chew these titties up real good until there’s nothing left for little Hanky-Hank.” I was growling again, the same dominant voice I used with Caryn.
Suzie looked at me, wide-eyed. Then -- to my amazement -- she nodded. “Make them yours, Skip,” she said. Her chin went to the ceiling as I took her whole left tit in my wide mouth and sucked hard. I eased my mouth upward until there was only her silky fresh nipple between my lips and sucked even harder until Suzie moaned. Then I bit. A guy has got to bite titty. I bit. Suzie’s eyes shot open and she grunted, deep and animal. 
“If you don’t make love to me soon, I’m going to cream my pants,” she moaned. 
“Mmmmmm.” I let the vibrations of my mouth sizzle through the nerves of Suzie’s breast bud. “You know, I’ve never fucked a girl who didn’t suck my cock first, and I don’t think Little Suzie Wagner is going to be any exception to the rule.”
“Oh Skip,” she whispered. “I’d love to suck your dick. I’ll suck your dick twenty times a day, if you want. But I’m so damn horny. I’m so wet and itchy. I want you to make love to me.”
She was wet alright. Her jeans were soaked through and there was pussy juice seeping into the lower part of my sweater where it was pressing against her while I worked over her tits.
“Is that so?” I leered. “Let’s take a closer look.” I leaned up and peeled her slacks. Unfortunately the panties underneath were flowered, little girl panties. They brought me back to reality. This was a little girl. Too little. 
Suzie arched and yanked her own panties down and threw then across the room. The keyhole slit I’d seen earlier was now an open flower. Suzie had modest little labia petals, and her entire pussy was flushed with the reddish hue of a ripe summer peach. Her fuckhole was a pink puckered kiss, flexing open and closed with the rhythms of Suzie’s excitement. Her entire pussy was as glossy as an old woman’s sofa cushion. The sheen of her pussy juice coated every bit of her mons from an inch above her slit to the slicks on her inner thighs. Suzie was gushing.
Now the Old Man Me who is writing this account knows that the girly pussy that the 19 year old Me latched his mouth onto wasn’t really all that girly. Suzie was a couple months from being 13 and a late bloomer. No pubes. Only the first blossom of titty. But now that I’ve become familiar with the featureless landscape of “real” little girl pussy, I can look back and understand that the pussy I sucked that evening was well into the blossom of a big girl’s slut pussy. Hell, “real” little girl pussies just don’t juice like Suzie’s did. “Real” little girl pussies don’t have hungry little clitties poking up and making tents into their meat hood.
The 19 year old me, however, did not know I was lapping on the fresh crocus blossom of a new pre-teen pussy. I was nervous and uncomfortable latching my lips around Suzie’s tiny clit. It sounds ridiculous, but my intent was merely to rock her world, even if it was weirding me out.
But then my dog tongue lapped deep into her folds and slid down to poke into her fuck hole. Her pussy was achingly velvet, just as her kiss had been. Her gushing secretions were delicious. The taste flushed me with testosterone once more and my prick became steel again. I humped into her topsheet as I licked, lapped, and sucked Suzie’s hairless pussy. I tried to lap up all her slippery gush, but it kept reflushing too fast. 
One of the true joys of being a man is witnessing, collecting, and cataloging the unique sex signatures of women. 
The way a girl’s pussy juice tastes: Salty. Pissy. Savory. Yeasty. The thin broth that leaves the smallest tang of female lingering on the sides of your tongue after swishing thorough a big wet mouthful of nothing. The sour gel that gets white and foamy, catching on your teeth and sliding down your gullet like a thick greek yogurt. The acidic tang of a metal pipe that tends to pair with brunettes. The maple syrup roux that tends to pair with redheads.
And the sound girls make when your cock stroke goes deep: Squeaks. Grunts. Oohs. Yips. Ahhs. Yeses. Ouches. Silent white caws when their mouth opens but nothing comes out.
And most wonderful of all...
Their orgasmic throes: Shudders. Thrashes. Tremors. Arched back. Crunching forward. Open bug eyes. Squinted slit eyes. Pull you tighter. Try to climb away from you. Toes splayed wide. Toes curled tight. The Exorcist grunt. The profane calls to their deity. The woo-woo-woos. 
For her part, Suzie seemed unprepared for me to start sucking at her pussy. She looked shocked. Then distressed. Then her eyes got big and I knew Hank hadn’t licked her yet. She surrendered and lay back. Suzie’s legs split wide around my head and hinged back at the knees so her heels went to the back of my trapezius muscles and began a dancing, bicycling massage motion. Every time my tongue fished high into the folds hiding her clit, she inhaled and stiffened. Her heels pushed hard into my back.
“Oh shit, Skip. Oh shit, Skip!” A skipping record, over and over.
I could have dragged it out, but my cock was going to drill through the mattress springs if I didn’t get relief. I selfishly locked a suck on her clit, my tongue pushing the hood up so there was nothing but hard pink nub against the front of my top teeth. I grunted and sucked, grunted and sucked. 
Suzie let out a long, low howl. She bounced her clit hard into my mouth by digging down into my back with her heels. Then she folded forward, her shoulders fully off the bed and her expression pained, her mouth trying to find an elusive word she could not remember. She looked like a woman giving birth. 
“Ohhhhhhhh fuck! Oh fuck! Ohfuckohfuckohfuck!” Suzie slammed back flat on the bed. Suzie didn’t squirt, but she flooded her own slit once more. “Oh mercy! Stop! Goddamn I can’t take it anymore! Please! Skip!” Suzie panted and then tried to back crawl off my mouth. I sucked even harder until she yipped a high note of exasperation.
‘You come?” I asked.
Suzie’s eyes squinted shut and she nodded rapidly.
“You like that?” I asked, pecking little kisses on the sides of her bare pussy mound.
“That was the best thing ever,” she panted. 
“You taste great,” I purred. “Your body chemistry is amazing.”
“Really? Good. What do I taste like?”
I pulled up and kissed Suzie with a deep probing tongue. The front of my prick slid through Suzie’s slippery pussy groove, the engorged head leaving sticky pre-come kisses on her swollen clit hood.
I broke away from Suzie’s velvet mouth. She pulled my head back down and licked the pussy juice off my cheeks with long flat licks. Her tongue returned to her mouth and her eyes told me she was processing the taste of her pussy. Weighing it. Judging it. “It’s... It’s not terrible,” she pronounced. “Not something I pick over chocolate cake, or anything. But not bad. Is that what Peggy’s thing tastes like?”
I made a face. “No. Your sister’s pussy is nasty.” 
“So different girls taste differently?”
“Absolutely. Every girl has a different body chemistry.”
“Can you tell what a girl’s vagina is going to taste like before you get them in bed?”
I shook my head. “No. As long as they are hygienic and clean, I never know what a girl is going to taste like until my face goes in her slit. Now, you need to get down in the floor and kneel for me, Sugarpuss.”
Suzie sighed and slid off her bed. Her long, coltish legs folded under her. I moved to the edge of the bed. Before I could bark a command to suck, Suzie mouth stretched over the head of my cock and she sucked hard. It was too much, too quickly. My spine snapped rigid. Suzie broke suction and her tongue poked out and snaked down over the crest of her bottom lip and waggled back and forth across the front collar of my prick.
Her hands never left her knees. She was all mouth. 
Suzie’s head began a slow, rhythmic bob. Her tongue remained out over her bottom lip, tracing a wet, bumpy trail across the underside of my cock as the top half of my cock head rubbed against the velvet lining in the roof of her mouth. She was only getting the top third of my cock at her deepest suck, but however much cock she was working was getting the best suck it had ever known.
There’s a maxim among men: “There’s no such thing as bad head.” When you’ve been on the planet as long as I have been, you know that’s a damn lie. By the time I was 19, I’d had over a dozen cocksuckers. I was living right. But as Suzie bobbed, sucked, and slurped there was not a doubt that I was getting the best blow job I’d ever had. Second place was a distant second place to that 12 year old suck artist. 
Suzie moaned as if she was licking a mixer beater dripping with the best cookie batter she’d ever tasted. 
I wanted her to suck deeper on my shaft, but I couldn’t bring myself to break her rhythm. Suzie again sucked my cockhead hard and popped off with the loud report of a rifle shot. She smiled and batted her eyelashes at me. Her hand went to my cock for the first time. She gently hinged the shaft slightly below level and rubbed my sticky head and shaft all over each cheek, pausing only to place the occasional warm, lippy, lingering kiss on the face of my cock. 
“Your dick is beautiful, Skip.” she purred between kisses. “I’ve wanted you to make love to me for so long. I’ve wanted to suck your beautiful big dick for so long.”
“You suck Hank’s cock like that, darlin’?”
She smiled and nodded. 
“Well Hank is a lucky guy.”
Suzie smiled coyly again and licked my prick from balls to come hole. “Damn skippy, he is,” she giggled. “I know how to take care of my men.”
“Does Hank have a big cock?”
“Nowhere near as big as yours,” she whispered. Kiss. Kiss. Flutterlick to the dripping meetus. 
“Good answer,” I nodded. “Can you get Hank all the way in your mouth?”
Suzie shook her head. “No. Almost. Not all.”
“You think you can get my whole cock in your mouth?”
Suzie’s demur cocksucker personae evaporated instantly and she dropped my cock and laughed. “No fucking way!” She laughed again. That was the playful Suzie I knew and loved.
“Why don’t you give it a try anyway,” I said.
“Okay,” she said. “I’ll try. But I need you to push on the back of my head, okay?”
Okay? Okay? What the fuck? “Uh,” I said. “Okay.”
Suzie stopped being slutty. This was now a game. Years ago I’d dared her to see if she could balance an overfilled water balloon on her head for ten seconds. She accepted the challenge with the same sweet enthusiasm that I was witnessing as she prepared to deepthroat me. 
“Hang on.” Suzie raised a pointed finger in the air. She took deep, calming breaths. “Okay, ready?”
“I dunno, are you ready for this, Spike?” I flexed my throbbing cock and made it bounce up and down. 
Suzie cracked up again and slapped my knees. “Stop that!” she chortled. “I need to concentrate. Stop it.” Her hands made little wiping motions in the air, and her jaw set back into seriousness. She burst out into laughter again. “Spike?” She asked. “Really? That’s his name?”
I was losing patience. “C’mon, honey.” I said. I slid my hand over the back of her head. Suzie took the hint and leaned hard into my swollen cock. When my cock hit her throat she bounced and pushed and tried to take more. Her lips widened, as if that were the impediment. Her eyes closed tight and she pushed harder. Her mouth crossed a little way past the half-way point of my cock before she pulled off quickly.
“How far?” She asked, catching her breath.
I pointed to where her lips had stopped.
“Shit,” she huffed, disappointed. “I told you to push!”
“I pushed!”
“You pushed like a pussy,” she goaded. “C’mon. Push hard.”
“Oh really? I said, offended. “I throatfuck like a pussy?”
“Do it,” Suzie whispered. “C’mon.” She went hard back on my cock. Her teeth couldn’t help but scrape against my sensitive skin where my cock widened. Suzie pushed her lips back to the same spot where she’d been before. I reached down and grabbed two firm handfuls of her short, soft coif and thrust as hard as I’d ever thrust to throatfuck a girl. Another inch of smooth cock shaft slipped past her lips. I doubt the extra inch went any further down Suzie’s little throat. It was probably a compression of the elasticity left in my cock shaft. Suzie’s eyes squinted shut, her forehead flushed, and tell-tale spittle foam bubbled at the corners of her mouth. I didn’t keep her down long before I released her. 
Her mouth came off my cock, she coughed for a few seconds, and then she asked, “How far?”
I pointed at a spot a full inch further down my shaft than she’d actually sucked.
“Whooo!” Suzie waved fists above her head in victory. 
I wanted that velvet sucking mouth back on my cock. I wanted to bust my nuts in that little bitch’s perfect mouth. 
Instead it seemed like the moment for transition. “You ready?”
Suzie looked at me, confused. “More suck?”
“No,” I said.
“Oh. Oh. Uhm...” Suzie took a long look at my twitching prick, bouncing up and down inches from her face. Her left hand reached up and gently closed around the base of my cock. Her right hand grabbed an inch below the head. There was a good two-inches of cock shaft visible between her hands. Suzie gently spiraled her fingers in opposing directions while she stared suspiciously at my bulbous cock head, now a deep shade of puce. She seemed to be measuring it. She looked it over like a ripe cucumber she might purchase from a street vendor’s cart. 
“Will you kiss me for a little bit first?” She asked.
“Yes.”
“Will you go slow? Please?”
“Yes.” 
Suzie hesitated. “Skip? Do you love me?”
“Yes.” And I did, too.
“I know,” Suzie sighed. “I know you do.” The double spiral technique of Suzie’s two-fisted handjob kept my cock steely through the conversation that followed.
“Do you still love Peggy?” 
“I don’t know,” I said. 
“Are you going to have sex with her again after we do it?”
Goddamn it. Fucking twelve years old with the head games. Where do women learn this shit?
“I don’t know. Maybe. Probably not. I don’t know.”
Suzie stopped stroking and dropped her hands. “That’s the wrong answer, Skip,” she huffed. “You have to. You have to have sex with her again.”
“Why?”
“Promise me, Skip. Promise me you’ll have sex with Peggy again after she comes home.”
“What’s it to you?” My head spun.
“What’s it to me? It’s everything, Skip. If you walk away from Peggy, I’ll never see you either.”
“Don’t be so certain about that. I’ll find a way to see you. Besides, she’s got another boyfriend. Remember?”
“Oh damn it. She had another boyfriend last Spring, too, and that didn’t last.”
“Oh Christ,” my knees buckled. 
“Skip, look. I’m not trying to break you two up. I’m trying to glue you back together. Now promise me that you’ll have sex with her at least once more. Promise me, or I won’t let you make love to me.”
I’m not trying to break you two up. I’m trying to glue you back together. Old Man Me shakes his head as I remember that. Those words haunt me, still. They ring in my ears. I’m trying to glue you back together. At 19, those words made no sense. At 49 I can appreciate the genius in them. Once you eschew jealousy from your life, you can see that not everybody has the jealous gene the way you always assumed. You color a lot of relationship decisions based on the sheer illogic of jealousy. 
Standing in Suzie’s room, wind gusts rattling the window, a magazine picture of Tom Cruise taped to the wall on a 45° slant, Suzie smiling slyly at my engorged cock... the little girl’s lack of female jealousy seemed completely bizarre. I rubbed my forehead, stalling while I carefully examined the minefield of estrogen logic before me. 
Charm offensive: I sighed and smiled. “What makes you think you even have a choice at this point, Darlin’?”
“Promise me, Skip. Your word.”
Damn. 
“Sooz, I’ll try, okay? I promise you that I’ll try. If it doesn’t work out with me and your sister, it won’t be because I just walked away. Okay?”
Suzie blinked. “Okay,” she said. “Okay.” She scrambled up off her knees and dived on her bed. Her arms reached up to me as I stood beside the bed, taking mental Polaroids of my girlfriend's hardly-pubescent 12 year old sister, her long legs spread wide. Her thighs and shins were so thin they made her feet seem comically big. Her palms pointed at my face. Her stick of a torso and her long waist V-ed down into a puffy, sex swollen mons covered in a glistening sheen of girl juice. 
You’re not really going to fuck her, I said to myself. Then I locked onto her eyes, pale blue irises already locked solidly into my sight-line. Yeah. Okay. I guess I’m going to fuck her. 
Suzie fished a condom from her nightstand, ripped it open, and handed me the flimsy rubber bubble. I hated condoms. I started to ask if she was even menstruating, but then I just shut up and rolled it on.
I climbed on top of Suzie and locked into a long wet kiss. I kept my weight on my elbows, sure that if I dropped on her she’d crumple flat like an empty milk carton. We tongue wrestled some more while my tight balls pushed into the wetness of Suzie's crack. My rock hard dick lay against her stomach. There was enough room between us for the fingertips of one of Suzie’s hands to lightly dance up and down the back of my shaft, pressing it against her front. I broke the kiss and leaned up a little. I looked down at the length of my cock, from where it started at base rubbing into Suzie’s clit to where it stopped, about five inches under the line of her breasts. Suzie followed my gaze down. Then we looked at each other. We were both thinking the same thing. 
No fucking way that cock is going to fit in that pussy.
I pulled my hips out and pushed my sheathed cockhead down even with the pink ring of Suzie’s fuck hole. I leaned in, trying to snug the cock head in far enough to stay put while I repositioned up on my toes for a push.
Suzie took more deep breaths. She was looking intently into my eyes when I wasn’t busy staring at the mechanics of getting my sheathed cock in her little pussy.
As soon as my hand came away from my shaft, my cock head sprang up and slapped loud against my stomach. I tried again. positioning the swollen helmet against her deep divot, folding the reservoir tip of the condom into her hole. But there was simply too much glans for too little crease.
Never mind the length of my shaft, I thought. She’s not going be able to even stretch to take the head. 
“You do it,” I said. “Guide me in.”
Suzie reached down and took and overhand grip in the middle of my prick. She masturbated her clit with the flapping red bubble sticking out from the tip of my cock. Then she pushed the rubber nipple down to the start of her pussy hole and held it steady. We looked at each other. She nodded. 
I leaned my weight in and drilled slow and steady. Suzie’s hand dropped my cock and both hands clawed at the front of my chest. My cock did not pop out. Nor did it sink any deeper. It was just like hitting the soft barrier palate at the back of a throat fuck. 
“OH FUCK,” Suzie yelped. “Oh fuck, Skip, I don’t think I can do this.”
I pushed harder and kissed Suzie’s mouth. She stopped kissing and screamed in my mouth.
“YAAAW! Wait! Wait! Wait! Gimme a second.”
I held pressure steady. Suzie’s pussy was wet and my cock tip was spitting pre-come like an angry Cobra, making my second rubber skin prone to side slips. One false move and my cock would spring up and out of fuck position again.
Suzie tried to relax again. She closed her eyes. “Okay, now.”
I pushed hard again. Again it was a soft wall of resistance. 
“YEEAAHHHNOOOW! No! No!” Suzie started trying to push herself off me. I’d been here a time or two before with other girls who had balked at the physics of my cock. I knew what to do. I put one hand into the mattress above her shoulder so she couldn’t crawl upwards any farther. I hinged down and grabbed an ass cheek with my other hand and spread her bottom wide. I felt the warmth of a wider pussy swallowing my cockhead as Suzie began to scream harder and claw at my chest. I pushed again and Suzie’s fingernails broke the skin to the side of my left nipple. My cock hit another wall. Suzie started crying very hard and hitting at me. 
Don’t back down. Double down.
Romance had gone out the window with the sobbing and screaming. My thrust was pure cruelty. I knew the pain would ebb when my cock slid in. Good sex was just on the other side of Suzie’s searing crescendo. If Hank had tapped her little pussy, I certainly was not going to be denied. I couldn’t understand why my cock wouldn’t slip in. Suzie wasn’t cherry, but her pussy might as well have been one of those ridiculous virgin twats with a half-inch thick maidenhead. Hank must have a pencil dick if he poked into that tiny little cunny.
I thrust again to renewed screams. My cock went nowhere. I pushed so hard that my hard prick shaft began to kink and fold on itself. That hurt me. I huffed and pulled my cock out. I flopped over by Suzie’s side. She kept crying hard, her arms crossing her breasts defensively. 
I shushed her. I reached over and touched her chin lightly. I was pissed off and trying hard not to show it.
Suzie’s crying slowed to hitches. Her scrunched face made her look every bit of the little girl she was. “I’m huhn! so huhn! fucking embar-bar-barrassed!” she moaned.
“We’ll try again, someday, okay?” I said. “When you are older.”
Apparently this was the worst thing I could have said. Suzie started crying even harder. She hit my chest with a feeble swat. 
“Uh, okay, we’ll try again tomorrow, okay? We’ve got time.”
Suzie’s sobbing slowed. Her room was getting dark with the evening. Her shadowed face nodded. “You’re going to sleep with me, tonight. Right? I mean in my bed?”
“We’re not going to both fit on this little twin,” I said. “How about Peggy’s bed? It’s a queen.”
“No way. Peggy’s bed makes me seasick.”
“Your parents bed?”
“Too weird.”
“Then it looks like we’re sleeping separa--”
“Okay! My parents’ bed. That works.”
“Uh, Sooz. Nobody’s sleeping anywhere until you take care of Spike.”
“Oh,” Suzie startled, leaning up on her elbow to examine the semi-erect cock lalling against my hip. “Oh! Yeah. Definitely. Can I suck him?”
I thought: Well you sure can’t fuck him, can you?
I said: “That would be perfect.”
Suzie slid into the floor. I threw my legs over the edge of the bed. By the time Suzie pulled the condom off my prick, it was throbbing stiff with hot need once more. Again, Suzie didn’t wait to be told to fill her mouth. Again Suzie’s fingers laced over each of her respective knees, hovering just above the carpet. 
Again, her spell of hard, whore cockhead sucking, followed by soft, tongue-over-her-bottom-lip angel shaft sucking, followed by deepthroat stabbing... Bliss. Absolute magma hot bliss. I was ready to come in minutes. Instead I relaxed, thought about homework, and made Suzie work for my come. I wasn’t going to rush the best blow job of my young life. If Suzie had stroked cock while she sucked, I wouldn’t have lasted five minutes. But she didn’t stroke. She sucked. She bobbed and licked her mouth tricks like the well-practiced suck artist she was. She flutterlicked me from base to tip. She hardsucked the head until I cringed with burning overstimulation. Then she held the spring pressure of my cock against he cushion of her top lip while she fluttertongued the cock face. That hold-and-flutter trick started the come boiling in my balls.
“You don’t use your hands,” I muttered between groans of ecstasy.
Suzie pulled her mouth back to the tip and held the erection pressure against the soft cushion of her top lip so she could talk around my cock head. “Do you want me too?” She batted her eyelashes up at me.
“No, no, I really like that you do it all with your mouth. That’s great.”
Suzie took a series of wet slurps on my shaft and came back up to the head. “Hank won’t let me use my hands,” she said plainly. The warmth of the air from her talking breath soaked into my cock and rang bells in my brain. “He says it’s cheating.”
“I think I like this Hank guy after all,” I said. “How many times have you sucked Hank’s cock?”
Schlurp. Schlurp. Schlurp. Hard headsuck. Release and hold cock against top lip. “I dunno. Hundreds of times, probably. Almost every day after school since last Summer.”
Schlurp. Schlurp. Schlurp. Deep throat steady. Deep throat bounce. Schlurp.
I was definitely losing the battle. Suzie’s matter-of-fact slut talk was running roughshod over my mental cock control.
“You ever swallow Hank’s come?” I grunted.
Schlurp. Schlurp. Tongue-trailing suckstroke. Hardsuck on the cockhead. Lip hold.
“Of course,” she said plainly, her eyes staring at the length of cock in front of her.
“How many times?”
Schlurp. Figure eight suck. Pop off. Fluttertongue licks up the shaft. Stretch up on her knees to fluttertongue on the cock face. Hot mouth suction and cock slides back in.
“Every time,” she whispered hot and breathy. “He’d beat my ass if I spilled his spunk. He says I’d just have to lick it up anyway, even if it’s on the sheets or on the floor.”
“Hank roughs you up?”
Suzie shifted into an even faster gear. Her sucks went hard and fast. “Hank knows what he wants, and I give it to him.” Schlurp-schlurp-schlurp-schlurp. “I’ll give you whatever you want, too, Skip.” Schlurp-schlurp-schlurp-schlurp. “Just tell me what you want.” Schlurp-schlurp-schlurp-schlurp. “Anything you want.” Schlurp-schlurp-schlurp-schlurp. 
My balls ratcheted tight as a drum head. The upsurge tingle in the backs of my thighs warned me that I was toast. My knees wobbled involuntarily.
“I want you to swallow my come,” I hissed through gritted teeth.
Suzie’s eyeline moved from my cock to look up at my eyes. Her stretched mouth danced a wet maypole pattern around my come hole, her tongue fishing out randomly from her bottom lip to grab nerves on the face of my cock and show them a soft, trailing path to where they could find release.
“You fucking better come in my mouth,” Suzie growled. “I’ve waited so, so long to taste your --”
As soon as my hot splooge hit Suzie’s tongue she stopped talking and started schlurping my head and shaft. I bucked my hips and thrashed my head in orgasmic animal release. True to her word, Suzie didn’t miss a drop. 
I twitched, hard and involuntary. A moment later Suzie’s glottis flexed as she swallowed a load. Over and over. No coughing. No choking. No sour face. 
When every shiver in me had washed through my central nervous system and out my urethra, Suzie kept sucking just as hard. “Okay stop,” I groaned. Suzie didn’t stop. She sucked even harder. My scalp was about to peel away from my skull in overstimulation. I pushed lightly on her forehead and she pushed down deeper on my shaft. When I finally pushed her head with enough force, my cock released from her mouth with a cork gun pop. Suzie smiled with a shit-eating satisfaction.
“Did I get it all?” She cooed.
“I think you got all mine and the guy next door’s too. Jesus, Sooz. That was terrific.”
“Thanks, Skip. I’ve dreamed about sucking your dick forever. For. Ever.”
“Was it everything you wanted it to be?”
“Better. Except for the lovemaking, better. You came a lot!”
“More than Hanky?”

“Way more than Hanky.”
“Prolly ‘cause my cock is bigger,” I poked.
“Your dick is a fucking monster, Skip. But I read that it’s not the size of the dick that makes a big squirter. It’s the size of the balls. Your balls are enormous. I can get both of Hanks nuts in my mouth when his bag is tight. I don’t think I could get even one of your balls in my mouth.”
“I’m going to put that to the test, Darlin’. But first I need to see what your mom left for us in the fridge.”
