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~~ All characters in this book are 18 or over.
~~



== << || >> ==



The bright morning sun was too nice to ignore.
Summer break had finally arrived.

It felt good to be
eighteen. To be young, full of energy, healthy, ready to take on
the entire world! Nothing was impossible at eighteen, not if you
wanted it badly enough.

Barry started whistling as he stepped out into
the back yard, clad only in his swimming trunks and a pair of
sandals. First he wanted to work on his tan. Then he'd head down to
the park and shoot hoops for a while, until everyone else got home
from school.

That was the one problem with going to a
different school--the rest of his friends were all in class for
another week, so he had no one to hang around with. But there were
compensations, too. He'd have plenty of time to finish working on
his car, before he finally asked Kari out on a date.

He and Kari already went everywhere
together--besides being his next door neighbor, she was also his
best friend. And he'd wanted to ask her out on an official date for
a long time. But he hadn't quite worked up his courage yet. He
didn't want to ruin a terrific friendship, just because he was
desperate to get between her sexy little legs!

Just thinking about Kari's soft, perky tits
made his cock instantly stiffen with hunger. He knew exactly what
they looked like, because she loved to stand near her big bedroom
window when she was getting undressed for bed. So he'd developed a
habit of sitting outside on the hill behind their row of townhouses
every night, and watching her.

Every time it was the same--she'd stand there
for a moment, staring up at the distant stars (never out into the
dark shadows, where he was eagerly watching her, one hand gliding
up and down over his tight shorts). Then she'd wriggle out of her
skimpy t-shirt, and stretch her arms over her head in a leisurely
yawn. He knew every lacy design on her silky bra by heart.

A distant smile would curve her lips as she'd
slide her hands over her rounded breasts in a sultry, intimate
caress. Then her hands would disappear out of sight, and her head
would fall back as if she was overwhelmed by sweet ecstasy. He
could only imagine what she was doing to herself every night...but
he had a pretty good idea. And he couldn't wait to find out for
himself!

After a few moments of watching her head rock
from side to side as she moaned (though he could never tell for
sure if she was making any noise, since the window was always
closed), he could never resist unzipping his shorts and beating
off, until hot jets of milk [...]
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