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Cordelia wiped at her eyes with the heel of one hand, suppressing a sniffle while she did. She was 18 and hadn’t cried in a long time.

But then again, she hadn’t been dumped in a long time either.

She clutched her phone in her other hand, its soft plastic case rubbing against the skin on her thighs.

She knew if she woke it up, she would see the text from him. From Brendan.

The one that said that he didn’t want to be with the same girl that he dated in high school. The one that said he wanted to see what his options were at college. The one that said she should do the same thing.

Funny how your day could be going completely okay and then something like that could happen.

She sat on the edge of her friend May’s bed. In May’s house, of course. She could see her own house across the street.

She and May had been hanging out, making plans to hang out when they both came home on weekends from college.

Cordelia had just been talking about how she and Brendan wanted to set up a camping trip when that text came in.

And just like that, it felt like her whole future life shattered. She thought for sure that 30 years from now she’d be telling people how she and Brendan had gotten together in high school and that nothing could separate them.

“It’ll be okay, sweetie,” May cooed to her, running her fingers through Cordelia’s long, blonde hair, “There’ll be other guys. Hotter guys. Better guys.”

Cordelia choked back a sob. “I just can’t believe it!” she turned to her friend, who offered her a comforting smile, “He said it was going to last! May… May…”

“What?” May said.

Cordelia shifted closer to her friend, “We did it for the first time ever two weeks ago.”

May’s eyes widened, “Like tt it?”

Cordelia nodded, feeling her bottom lip tremble as she held back her tears. “Do you think he planned it? Do you think he just wanted to get laid before he moved away? Do you think he used me?”

May opened her mouth to say something, but then closed it and looked down, “I don’t know.”

“He was going to be my first and my last!”

It had been good. Sort of, anyway. He’d never done it before either. It had been in Cordelia’s room a couple weekends back when she had the house to herself, her parents out on a trip.

She remembered that his thing, his cock, had been so hard that it trembled. And not as big as she’d been expecting.

He’d had trouble getting the condom on. Cordelia had wanted to risk not using one. Another friend of hers said it felt much better to not use one. But he’d insisted.

She remembered sucking in a breath when he pushed into her. He did it three or four times before his whole body went stiff over her and she felt his shaft jerk and flex inside of her even while he shook, holding himself above her.

He’d asked if she came too. She nodded and smiled and said she had. It hadn’t been amazing, but she’d figured they’d both have time to work on that.

Besides, she’d found it kind of hot that she’d made him feel so good that he lost control so quickly. If he’d kept it up a little longer she thought that she would’ve come for him.

“Maybe I wasn’t good enough…” she said, sniffling.

“Don’t say that!” May said, “You deserve way better than a guy who would do that to you!”

“You think so?” Cordelia said, biting down on her bottom lip. “I just thought he would be it for me, you know?”

May took Cordelia’s hands in hers, “It’s definitely not. You know what? I’m not going to let up until you’re happy again. We’re moving away to college soon, you need to be happy!”

Cordelia stifled a sob, “But how?” She really couldn’t see any way.

May’s pretty brow furrowed in concentration, and her lips pressed together into a thin line as she thought. May had always been a cutie, but right then she looked extra cute.

Even Cordelia’s bad mood couldn’t take it, and she felt happier. Just a little. But it was nice.

Then May’s face brightened, and she squeezed Cordelia’s hands. “I’ve got it!”

“What?” Cordelia said, the excitement contagious.

“You remember when we were kids there was that place where we got cotton candy?”

Cordelia frowned now, “Yeah. I thought they’d closed.”

“I don’t think so. I’m gonna go and get your favorite flavor and we’re going to eat every last bite while we talk about how much of an asshole Brendan is.”

“Sounds good… Wait, isn’t that place like an hour’s drive away?” Cordelia said.

May stood up and shook her head, “It’s no big deal. Just gotta grab my phone…” She snatched her cell up off her dresser.

Cordelia stood up, “I’ll come with you.”

“No, don’t worry about it. I don’t want you to have to deal with traffic. You can hang out here until I come back, or go home. I’ll text you when I’m close.”

And before Cordelia could say anything else, May left. She heard her say bye to her dad, John, and then her car started up outside. Cordelia went over to the window and watched it pull away.

Then she sat back on the bed. She thought about going home, but couldn’t find the energy.

She just sort of sobbed quietly. Or so she thought.

“What’s going on? Everything okay in here? Cordelia? What’s up?” John said, opening the door and poking his head in.

She didn’t want him to see that she’d been crying. She thought it would make him think she was just some little kid, when she was a grown woman.

“I’m fine,” she said, willing him to leave.

He didn’t. Instead of closing the door and leaving her to herself, he came inside. “Hey, something’s up. I can tell. What is it?”

He sat down on the bed beside her, the weight of his body squishing the mattress down. It tilted her towards him and their thighs brushed, her bare one poking out from her shorts against his jeans.

She sniffled. “It’s nothing. Really.” Go away, please! 

Then he put his hand on her back between her shoulder blades. It was warm. “It’s not nothing. It wasn’t Maya, was it? You guys have been thick as thieves since… well… ever.”

She looked at him, meaning for it to only be a glance. It lingered. Then it all came spilling out. Brendan, the breakup, her ruined plans for life. All of it. She just barely managed to refrain from telling him about her disappointing first time.

“Boys are the worst!” she ended her story with that.

He slid his hand over her shoulders and hugged her against him. He was a big guy. Not fat, just well built. He smelled of some sort of manly aftershave, she noticed.

“Boys are the worst. You need a man. And you have to be able to tell the difference. You’re a pretty little thing, just like Maya. I’m sure you’ll find a real man at college.”

Some combination of his pep talk and his hug soothed her. His body felt so warm against hers.

“You really think so?” she asked.

“I’m not your dad,” he replied, ‘But I’ve known you all your life. And I know that’s true.” He squeezed her shoulder, his fingers on that bit of flesh between her breast and her armpit. Her body tingled.

“You’re a real man…” she muttered.

He put his finger under her chin and made her look up at him. She didn’t know why she did it, only that she did. The tip of her tongue played out over her lips, wetting them. His face was so close to hers. She kissed him.

His lips were soft and warm against hers, and his bit of stubble a bit tickly and scratchy.

Her whole body shuddered and she felt the hot slickness start between her thighs.

The kiss lingered a moment too long before he stopped it. “Cordelia!” John said, grabbing her by the shoulders and pushing her away from him. 

Her lips tingled. She knew what she wanted. What would make this whole shit day feel a bit better.

“You said you think I’m pretty,” Cordelia said, leaning in for another kiss. Her stomach kept tightening and loosening.

“We can’t! Maya’s coming back. Your dad would kill me.”

Before he could stop her, she put her hand on his lap. He groaned when she squeezed his thick shaft through his jeans. He was so much bigger than Brendan.

“Maya’s not coming back for an hour at least. And I won’t tell my dad if you won’t. Come on, I want to know what it’s like to be with a real man.”

His jaw worked and he said nothing. She squeezed and massaged his cock through his jeans, giggling at how it responded to her touch. Everything felt so much better already!

This time when she leaned in he started to stop her, but his strength failed. She nuzzled his neck, running her lips up his chin until they found his. She sucked his bottom lip between her teeth and bit down gently on it before pulling back.

Terrible heat smoldered inside of her. The walls of her tight young pussy quivered with need.

“Please, John. I’m so wet for you already…” she grabbed one of his big hands, spread her legs, and shoved his hand against her throbbing cunt.

John sighed heavily. His hand bunched up like he meant to pull it away. All the while his cock got stiffer and bigger against Cordelia’s fingers.

He grabbed a handful of hair at the back of her head and pulled her into a rough kiss. At the same time, he pushed his fingers against her pussy, massaging her engorged folds through her shorts so hard that she moaned into his mouth.

Before she could do anything about it, he unbuttoned her shorts and plunged his fingers down beneath the waistband of her panties.

Her whole body went stiff when he found her secret heat.

“Christ, you’re so fucking wet already,” he breathed as his mouth found her slender throat and kissed up and down its length.

She started to say something, but it turned into a moan when he found her swollen clit and rubbed it with his middle finger. 

It felt so good. She didn’t know she could feel so good. She’d never been able to touch herself like that at night in bed. Brendan had definitely never touched her that way.

He continued kissing her neck and throat when he slid that finger down her slit and found her opening. His fingertip circled around it teasingly a few times before pushing in. Slow and steady.

She groaned and whimpered as the tight, slick walls of her pussy parted around him.

And when he curled it inside of her she came for him and on him. His nuzzles became aggressive as he felt her tight cunt clench around him. Her whole body kept going taut and relaxing. Her toes curled. Her eyes squeezed shut.

“I have to know how you taste,” he said when she calmed down into a shuddering mass of hot flesh.

When he pulled his hand out of her panties his middle finger glistened with her nectar, which he licked off.

“What do you want me to do…” she started, but didn’t finish. He knew just what he wanted.

He shoved her back on the bed, pushing her top up so that her small, firm breasts spilled out. He savaged one and then the other with his mouth, making her moan and arch her back up off the bed.

Then he grabbed her shorts and panties and yanked them off, exposing her swollen mound to the air. Her wetness glistened between her lips. Her whole body writhed in anticipation.

He went down onto his knees on the floor even while he pushed her thighs apart.

And then he savaged her down there with his mouth. His insistent, hot tongue found her clit right away.

Her hips bucked, pushing her pussy hard against his face.

“I’m gonna… I’m gonna… I’m gonna come!” she moaned, squeezing and pinching at her nipples.

Then he made her climax again, so hard that her ass lifted off the bed while he devoured her youthful flower so that his cheeks glistened.

As her body relaxed and settled back down he gently kissed her inner thighs. She could barely catch her breath.

“I want to feel you inside me,” she begged him, “Fuck me, please. Fuck me hard.”

He stood up, his cock bulging hard against his jeans. He freed himself quickly, his cock springing up heavy and thick so that she gasped.

He sat down on the bed and she swung herself onto his lap, putting her hands on his shoulders while looking down into his face.

“I just want to slide all the way down your cock,” she said. He grabbed her ass, his strong hands cupping her cheeks.

She sucked in a breath as she lowered herself slowly. The mushroom head of his cock pushed against her wet pink folds, parting them. 

He didn’t need to try more than once. He knew what he was doing.

“Fuck…” he groaned while he entered her.

She cried out as his thickness stretched her pussy out more than she’d ever felt before. Way more than Brendan. And so deep, too.

“You’re so big…” she moaned, urging her sex to swallow as many inches as it could. She loved the feeling of his bare skin against hers. The warmth of it. The intimacy.

“Oh…” she moaned again, arching her body back, her nipples stiffening so hard they hurt.

She went down as far as she could, rested for a moment, then lifted back up. When she sank down on him for a second time her breath caught in her throat. For a moment she felt self-conscious, worried that he might think she was too young or inexperienced, coming on him so quickly.

But then he kissed her again, between her breasts, his fingers squeezing and massaging her pert ass. “You feel so good…”

They picked up speed, John helping lift her and then letting her settle down around his thickness at her own speed.

Her wetness soon had his entire cock glistening. So much of it that it trickled down onto his balls.

Brendan had only lasted a couple of strokes and that was with a condom. John kept pace, filling her again and again as she massaged his long, thick cock with her velvety, slick walls.

“Hang on,” he told her.

She didn’t have time to ask why. He stood up, his cock still buried inside of her. She squealed, wrapping her legs around his waist. The tight grip of her pussy pulsed around his cock, making him groan.

He pulled out of her long enough to put her on her stomach on the bed, grabbing her hips with his hands. He guided himself back in and started fucking her in earnest so that that whole bed shook.

“You said you wanted it hard,” he told her.

She grabbed handfuls of Maya’s bedspread and looked back at him with a grimace on her pretty face. “Harder.”

He did. His cock slammed into her, his balls slapping against her clit and sending a little jolt of pleasure through her with every pulse.

“You have such a nice ass,” he said, pulling her cheeks apart. He ran his thumb around the puckered flesh of her rosebud and she groaned. No one had ever done that to her before. It felt nice.

And there was something hot about a man just taking what he wanted from her.

Then he changed positions for them again, keeping himself buried inside of her while he turned her over onto her back so she could look up into his face as he thrust over and over.

He leaned closer and kissed her. His cock throbbed, and their bodies made this delightful wet sound as they pushed together again and again.

It took only a few thrusts for him to come all over his shaft. He sucked in a breath and fucked her harder.

“I’m going to come,” he said.

She could sense it. Sense it in the way his lips curled in an expression that was half pleasure and half agony. In the way he seemed to get even harder inside of her.

She craved it.

So when he started to pull out of her she took his face in her hands. “Come in me.”

“I shouldn’t,” he said. But he wanted to. She felt the way his cock throbbed when she’d told him what she wanted.

She kissed him hard again before saying, “Do it. Fill me up. I want to feel it.”

“Are you on birth control?” he asked.

“Yes,” she lied. She could always just go to the pharmacy and grab an emergency pill. It would be worth it.

“Fuck…” he groaned.

“John!” she moaned the first time she felt his cock flex against her tight grip around him. He came hard, and a lot. She shuddered as the sensation of wet heat squirting into her grew and grew.

Neither of them had heard Cordelia’s phone buzz almost 10 minutes earlier. Neither of them heard Maya’s car pull back into the driveway, or hear her come back into the house.

She hadn’t seen everything. But John had left the door open and she had seen the end of it. The part where Cordelia had begged John to come inside of her.

Neither of them noticed Maya leave, they were too absorbed in that post-fuck bliss. Cordelia’s pussy ached, but almost none of John’s big load leaked out of her, he’d shot it so deep inside.

“That was just what I needed,” Cordelia said.

“No one finds out,” John replied, grabbing a box of tissues from Maya’s nightstand and handing them over to Cordelia.

“No one will,” she said.

But someone already had.
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