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It was my first summer break from
Michigan State University. It was supposed to be a new adventure,
an experience, an endeavor initiated by my best friend, Stasha, to
get me a man, a boyfriend for the first time in my adult life.
Secretly though, just between her and I, it was really supposed to
be a search for a guy, a good hard bodied, and big cocked man to
roughly deflower me of my unwanted virginity. Little did I know
however, that it would start out at a beach near Lake Michigan and
it would be a swimsuit so over the top, so barely there, that would
guide me to exactly what I wanted and desired for so
long.

To be honest, it was very embarrassing
at first, putting the swimsuit on, and asking Stasha for the rest
of it, only to hear her tell me that was it; there was nothing more
to put on.

“Are you sure?” I asked in
the changing room at the beach, informing her that I wear more to
bed than what that skimpy, barely there swimsuit
covered.

“Positive Traci,” Stasha
replied, “you need to show off those fine round D cups with those
hard nipples and that tight round ass cleavage, after all if Miley
Cyrus can show her ass off in public you should too.” She
added.

“But… but I,” I said, her
words interrupting me as she spoke again about my body; “Men, boys
and even old ass grandpa’s will be falling over that hot,
breathtaking gap between your thighs.” She hissed, knocking on the
door to my changing room, “Let your body do the talking you’re
mouth at the moment can’t do.” She sighed with a slight odd smile
as if referring to something more carnal.

“But… but,” I tried to
fight, not wanting to come out of the room, too afraid, too shy to
believe in my looks or myself.

“I understand that but,
this… this is too much, or rather too little at one time.” I hissed
looking at myself in the broken mirror, noticing the fine curves of
my own body covered by a few strands of sting and only enough
velvet red cloth to cover the tips of my nipples and the camel toe
of my large pussy lips.

“Come oooonnn Traci, you’re
19, going to be twenty you need to get some real cock inside you
instead of using all those dildo’s you think you keep hidden under
your bed.” Stasha hissed pulling on my arm even harder, “you look
so damn tasty even I kind of want to lick you all over,” she sighed
deeply. “If I was into other girls,” she quickly added, pulling me
away from the darkness I created, the darkness and safety of
shadows I learned to love.

“Ummm… this is it, you
ready?” She asked me, walking me out into the public eye, not
waiting for me to respond as the hot sun bore down on my almost
naked body. I could feel my heart pounding with apprehension, never
had I felt so many eyes upon me at one time from both women and men
at the same time.

Without Stasha there beside me, without
her strength dragging me onward toward the water, I could have
caved right there, died right at that spot never knowing the touch
of a man upon my body or his hot, throbbing cock ramming deep
inside me.

“They… they’re all looking
at me, like… like some sort of…,” I gasped quietly, whispering to
Stasha as we made it to the shoreline, the cool, crisp water of
Lake Michigan splashing up across my inner and outer thighs as I
stood with Stasha by my side.

“You look supper hot right
now, don’t you feel the eyes upon you?” she asked playfully. “Women
all across the beach, within eye shot of you are looking at you
with disgust as they see their man eyeing you, while all the men
are picturing themselves ridding you bareback, devouring, ravaging
you’re tight pussy with their lips, fingers and tongues. Can’t you
feel it?” Stasha asked, as if she too was feeling some sort of
awkward attraction to me.

“You… you don’t think the
backside is too revealing?” I asked trying to block out the
feelings pressing upon me, the tension so ripe in the air I could
almost taste it.

“Of course it’s too
revealing,” Stasha said, standing to my side, before suddenly
slapping one of my ass cheeks with the tips of her fingers, leaving
a slight red welt.

“Ouch… that hurt,” I
whimpered with a high-pitched squeal, only hear the slight silence
around me, the eyes upon me more intense at that moment than ever
before. I could literally feel the lust; smell the musky scent of
the men staggering around me, so much, so I had to get away. My
body reacting on its own as I ran into the cool water, the heavenly
fluid rushing all over my body, quenching my own secret desires
before coming up for air.

“Fuck… that was so… so…
weird,” I cried out after reaching the surface. “I wasn’t ready…
not for that… not like that,” I remember saying to myself, my head
facing the shore as I looked for Stasha on the shoreline only to
see a mini-image of her waving her hands quickly from side to side
at me. “What… what’s up with her,” I remember thinking just before
the large wave crashed over my head, knocking me deep back into the
water before all light, all memory faded.

A few moments later I remember waking
to a pair of lush, tangy, sweet tasting lips upon my own, air
pouring down my throat as hands, strong, rough, large hands slide
up and down my breasts as if playing with the tips of my enlarged
nipples.

“What… what the hell?” I
remember thinking, opening my eyes to see a young man’s face (my
perfect type I thought in the back of my mind) so close to me he
was kissing my lips, sealing his lips over mine with a tightlipped
kiss.

“Per… pervert,” I thought to
myself feeling my body becoming stronger, my heart pounding harder
with each passing second, the anger inside bursting over.
“PERVERT!” I cried again, this time slapping him as hard as I could
as my open palm connected with his face, sending him flying off
me.

“Perverted bastard,” I said,
sitting up, looking around me only to see that I was alone with him
on a small-enclosed beach, masked from public view by a large layer
of dark, wet rocks, the cool lake water brushing across the tips of
my toes as he gazed back at me.

“Damn… I was only trying to
make sure you were still alive!” the young, short blond haired man
said as I gazed at him. I could feel myself becoming slightly
aroused as I looked at his hot, well-built body. The large, tight
pectorals pushing out across his flesh as his chest moved slowly up
and down with his breath, revealing the slight bones of his
ribcage.

“Sor… sorry,” I hissed,
remember what had happened just before I blacked out, knowing then
that he must have saved me, rescued me from almost certain death.
“Sorry,” I said again, “It was kind of a reflex,” I said, pushing
myself further up on the rocks, trying to find a comfortable spot
to sit.

“A reflex,” he sighed,
rubbing his cheek, the imprint of my hand welting up on the side of
his golden tanned cheek. “I guess I can understand thought its…
interesting that you of all people though called me the pervert.”
He added.

“What… what do you mean by
that?” I asked, standing up as I looked down at him waiting for him
to give me a decent answer.

 

“Well come on,” he said,
look up at me like a some sort of blond stray dog, rolling his
tongue over his lush savory lips before continuing. “You’re choice
of swimwear says it all,” he sighed. “ I can see everything right
now, from your large taut breasts, the tips of your aroused nipples
pressing out across the small lines of fabric, to that tight and
may I add dripping wet pussy of yours peering out from the small
strings of your bikini.” He growled, showing me that his cock was
slightly aroused as it pushed up against his swim
trunks.

“WHAT!” I cried, suddenly
realizing that I was fully exposing my lower half to him, the small
strands of string that had covered my opening pressing off to one
side. “I… I… I wasn’t doing that on purpose,” I said, covering
myself with my hands as best I could.

“Right,” he said standing up
from the damp rocks, his eyes bearing down on me, “you’re either
one of those hot slutty girls that get off on pretending to be shy
while showing off her goods or a shy closet pervert wanting a man
to make the first move on you” He said, grinning from ear-to-ear.
“I think you’re the latter,” he added.

“Maybe,” I sighed deeply,
the warmth of the sun mixing with my own arousal heating me up deep
inside. I could feel my body growing limp, the dampness, and the
wetness between my thighs now caused more by my own anticipation
than by the water surrounding the both of us. “My friend just
wanted me to dress in this swimsuit so I could meet a guy and get a
boyfriend.” I said.

“I can see that happening,”
the blond man said to me, bending down in front of me until our
faces were but a few inches from each other’s.

“I haven’t taken my eyes off
of you since you walked out of the public changing rooms,” he
sighed softly, the warmth of his fresh breath jetting over my face.
“When I saw that wave coming over you, I was in the water within
seconds, I knew that no matter what happened to me, that I had to
save you.” He added.

“I see,” I sighed deeply,
licking my own lips as I brought my hands up over his face, holding
him gently in the palm of my hands as something instant, something
spontaneous came over me. “So… since you were staring at me,” I
hissed, looking shyly away from him, “was I turning you on in this
swimsuit?” I asked, swallowing hard, I could feel the hue of
embarrassment washing over my entire body as the heat inside me
skyrocketed to know end.

“What swimsuit?” he
whispered, his face moving closer towards me as he took a knee in
front of me. “I could pretty much see every part of your hot,
gorgeous and sexy body.” He added.

“My… my hot… sexy body?” I
asked timidly, his words echoing through my mind, hearing a man
telling me my body was hot and sexy was a thousand time more
meaningful, a million times more erotic than hearing it from
Stasha, and my body responded in kind by warming up to what I was
wanting to come.

“My… my name is Traci,” I
whimpered for some unknown reason, the intensity of his soft brown
eyes upon me as he remained motionless for sever second.

“Ken…, that’s my name, like
the male Barbie doll,” his breathed deeply. Locking his lips as he
knelt down before me, his face dead on with the slit of my
drenching wet pussy.

“So… my guess would be, that
if you… if you really dressed in that barely nothing swimsuit just
to find a boyfriend, what you really want is…,” Ken paused for a
moment, his eyebrows turning inward as he gazed up at me. It was at
that moment that I could feel his hunger for me, the tension
between us growing with each passing second until finally, he moved
like a beast upon, wrapping his arms around my thighs, grasping my
ass cheeks firmly in the palm of his strong, rough hands. His face,
his mouth plowing deeply into my waist as his wet lips moved over
the opening of my pussy, his tongue driving into me deeply,
devouring me where I stood, fucking me orally for the first time
ever.

“FUCK… OH… OH YES,” I cried
out, slashing my nails into the top of his shoulders. Arching my
back into him, amazed by the feeling of his lips upon me his tongue
sliding into me, it’s tip, its long wet length grazing across my
untouched insides, god it felt so fuck good, so fucking right, as
if it was something I should have had so long ago.

“Please,” I cried, tears of
want, of desire raining down the sides of my face, as I caved into
him, the only thing holding me up were his rough, hard hand around
my ass. “Please… give it to me… give me your cock.” I
begged.

“What… what did you say?”
Ken asked, pulling his tongue away from my pussy as I fell to my
knees log a female dog in heat, instantly widening my legs on the
cool wet sand, spreading my pussy lips open with the tips of my
fingers.

“Please… Ken… please,” I
begged again, amazed with the words spilling from my own mouth. I
was so caught up in the moment, so wanting, so ready to feel a
long, hot, throbbing cock inside me. Wanting him to tear me open,
break me apart with his cock, ravish me, and devour every inch of
my pussy with his large hard piece.

“Please… Ken… secretly you
know I only wore this swimsuit cause deep down I wanted it, deep
down I needed to be finally taken, finally ravished and fucked by a
man… a man I could call my own.” I hissed, yelping like a little to
the sudden feeling of his hands upon the back of my ass yet Ken
said nothing more.

“Do it now please Ken,” I
demanded as he shadowed over me not making a sound. “Fuck me now
baby, make me yours, and claim my hot tight cunt, my body as yours
so I can call you mine.” I hissed, prepping my ass upward even more
only to feel the tip of his cock zeroing in on its target, the tip
slowly sliding between the cheeks of my ass, before finding the
hole to my hot, wet pussy.

It was then that he slammed himself
into me, expelling all my breath out of me as his long, hard
thickness pressed into my pussy from behind, the spongy tip of his
cock driving into me, breaking me open for the first time in my
life. I could feel every inch of him inside me; feel the girth of
his cock stretching my inner pussy walls to their limits. Fuck it
felt so good, so right being fucked, having sex, taken, subdued in
such a way. I felt so alive, so right with the world around us in
that moment with him buried deep inside me.

“Damn you’re so tight… so
tight Traci,” I heard Ken moan in a high-pitched squeal, as he
pressed his length in and out of my pussy into in several long,
slow thrust, allowing me to get use to the feeling of him so deep
inside. “You’re so tight,” Ken gasped heavily as he slowly pumped
himself into me repeatedly, allowing every inch of his cock to bask
in my warm, smooth and damp opening.

“I’m… I’m coming,” I cried
as I pushed my head back against my arms, digging my elbows into
the damp sand around me. Ten to fifteen long, drawn out thrusts of
his cock driving in and out, shredding my insides and I was already
so close to my own release, so close to the allowing myself to give
in to the pleasures building up inside.

“Damn… so… so am I,” Ken
grunted, as he jerked himself harder and faster into me, hammering
his cock in and out of my pussy, the tightness of my hot body
finally taking its toll on his cock as he readied himself for the
coming storm.

“Fuck yeah,” he moaned as he
slammed the full weight of his body into me.

“Yes… outside, cum all over
me please, I want to feel your cum all over my body” I cried,
feeling him pulling out as I turned around only to get a face full
of his oozing hot cum as he exploded like a geyser over my face,
bare breasts and stomach.

“OH GOD… Yes… YES KEN,” I
wept as he unleashing his furry all over me, “OH God, yes… yes… I
love you so much,” I gasped in erotic shallow breaths as I fell
back into the ground, feeling him showering me with his hot, tasty
cum, until finally falling on top of my stomach and slamming the
last few remains of his seed across my face and into my
hair.

“And I you,” he growled like
a creature of the night before falling away from me, rolled to the
side, lying next to me on the damp wet sand as we both panted away.
My heart beating wilding in my chest, as strands of his cum, his
creamy white flavor glazed across my lips, spilling down into my
open mouth allowing me to taste his salty, sweet potency of his
manliness upon my tongue.

“Damn you’re so great, so
damn tight.” Ken sighed as I rolled my body over him, resting my
head against his arm as I draped my cum covered lips gently across
his chest.

“Wow that was so worth
dressing like a slut,” I hissed only to hear Stasha calling my name
in the distance, followed suddenly by the rustling of the dead
leaves on the grass around us.

“Traci… you sly slutty
bitch,” I heard Stasha say as I gazed up into her dark blue
eyes.

“Traci, you found him I
see,” she hissed, rolling her tongue over the contour of her
lips.

“Yeah I found her, just
about to get pummeled by a lone wave,” Ken sighed, standing up on
his knees before sliding one of his fingers between my thighs,
jabbing it into my damp pussy once more, forcing me to sigh to the
onslaught of pleasure.

“My names Ken,” he said,
rolling over my legs, pushing them outward as his lips kissed my
opening ever so softly. “From here on I’m Traci’s boyfriend,” Ken
hissed before opening his mouth, his lips caressing my outer pussy
lips just before his tongue slammed back inside me.

“Fuck,” I gasped, jerking my
head toward Stasha… “Thanks for the swimwear,” I gasped, before
closing my eyes and wrapping my thighs around my first ever
boyfriend.

What happened next… well that is a
completely different story… but I can say that Stasha didn’t keep
her swimsuit on too much longer after that and I experienced
another first for me that day.
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