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First Time With a Stranger

By Stacy Neptune
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Honestly, I didn't even want to go. Yes, it was my nineteenth birthday. Yes, that's the drinking age where I live. But I wasn't into clubbing. I didn't want to get wasted. And I absolutely didn't want to have a one night stand. I'd never even had sex before. I wanted my first time to be special.

Samantha assured me though. The day before my birthday she finally convinced me to do it. "Amanda, we're not asking you to have sex with some stranger," she said. "You don't have to get super drunk. We'll just have some fun. Like a birthday party."

And I believed her.

When I got home that day, I had an hour to get ready. I knew that I could either go sit on the couch and watch Netflix. That was always an option. But I decided that I wanted tonight to be special. I thought I was just going to hang around with a few friends, but I wanted to look good.

My parents were both out, so I stripped out of my work clothes right there at the front door. I picked them up and walked through the house naked. I did that sometimes when I was home alone. It felt... freeing.

I got to my room, and left the door open. I looked in the mirror. I was not a petite woman. I was not thin. I was... well-rounded. Normally looking at myself made me feel bad. But suddenly, it felt different. I felt more grown up. I looked at myself, and I felt curvy, not fat. I looked womanly, not gross. I smiled, then started getting ready.

First I did my makeup. A bit of cover-up over my chin zit that just wouldn't go away. A bit of eyeliner and mascara. Then onto my hair. It was brown, shoulder length. Normally I had it up, in a ponytail or a bun. That day I just curled it a bit. It put my hands on my hips, pushed my chest out, and looked at myself. I looked damn good.

I put on a thong. I never wore thongs. I didn't even know I owned a thong. But I put it on, took a look at my round butt, and felt good. I put on my best fitting bra, the one that gave me a bit of cleavage. I pulled on a tank top, and put a nice black button up blouse over it. Then some jeans, a belt, and I was ready to go. Just in time.

My phone buzzed. Samantha was outside. She'd offered to drive to the club. I didn't even know where it was. I took one last look at myself and then headed out the front door to join my friends in the car.

The second I stepped in, they all gushed. Samantha was driving, Katie and Kelly were in the back. "Oh my gosh," said Katie. "You look sooo good."

"Thanks," I said.

"Seriously," said Kelly. "You look hot as fuck."

Samantha pulled away from the curb, and we were off. The three of them were all dressed super nice as well. We were a good looking group.

"So," said Samantha, "you gonna go home with some hottie?"

She was joking, of course. "I don't think so." I wasn't the kind who went home with hotties. They had made me tell my parents it was a sleepover at Samantha's house though, just incase something did happen. But I knew it wouldn't. Katie and Kelly were prettier than me, so if there ended up being any hotties where we were headed, I'd be third choice at best.

"You never know what could happen," said Kelly.

"It's true," said Katie. "Tonight could be your first time."

At that point I just thought they were being ridiculous. I didn't even consider the possibility that they'd be right.

When we pulled up to the club, I was actually pleasantly surprised. It wasn't one of those places with the loud, pumping music. There was enough light that you could see. We sat together at a table, and a waitress took our orders. I got a pina colada, because honestly I didn't know any other drinks.

"So," said Katie, "See any guys you like?"

I didn't want to spoil their fun entirely. So I glanced around the room. "Nope," I said, but it wasn't true. I had seen one guy. Probably a couple years older than me. He had soft, but defined features. He didn't look like he hit the gym every day, but he was in good shape. He wore one of those sports jackets with red patches on the elbows. But I knew he'd never go for a girl like me.

Once our drinks arrived, Samantha held hers up for a toast. "To Amanda," she said. "Finally old enough to drink with us. Let's hope she finds someone cute to go home with tonight."

We all clinked our glasses. I was the only virgin in the group. The idea of going home with someone was commonplace to all of them. They had no idea how little I was into doing something like that.

We got to talking like normal. About the usual stuff. We complained about our jobs, about who we lived with. It was all rolling along like a normal evening out with friends, until Kelly said, "Let's dance."

She stood up in her chair. Katie stood up too. "Come on you guys."

Samantha looked at me. She knew about my strict no-dancing policy. I was not a dancer. I did not know how to dance. And I wasn't about to embarrass myself in front of everyone. "You go," I said. "I'll do a bit of people watching."

Samantha was out of her chair a second later, and the three of them hit the dance floor, mixing into the crowd. No doubt looking for some 'hotties'.

I watched them for a bit. When I turned my head back to the table, someone was there. Sitting at my table. It was not any of my friends. It was the man in the sports jacket.

"Hey," he said.

I blushed. "Hey."

"Not a dancer?"

"Not even close."

He laughed. "Let me guess. Nineteenth birthday?"

I paused. That was impressive. "Yep. How did you know?"

"You were clearly dragged here by your slightly older friends. If friends know that you don't like to dance, why would they bring you to a club with such a big dance floor? Clearly this is your first time out with them. They all look like club-enthusiasts, so they'd bring you out the first chance the got. On the day you became legal."

I smiled. He was smart.

"Also I saw the card one of them gave you and it had a big '19' on it."

I laughed. Then there was a moment of silence. I hated those, but normally I just endured them. Not this time though. Now I was grown up. Now I was hot. I could talk to a cute guy if I wanted. "So are you a club enthusiast too, then?"

He grinned. "Absolutely not. I hate these places."

I tilted my head.

"No offense to your friends," he said. "It's just not really my scene. I'm more of a stay-at-home-every-night-watching-netflix kind of guy."

"So then why aren't you doing that?" I asked.

"I force myself to come out of my cave now and then. Just on the off chance that I'll meet a beautiful woman like you."

I blushed. I took a sip of my drink. What were you supposed to say to a line like that?

"Sorry," he said. "I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable or anything. I can go if you want."

"No," I said. "Stay. I've just never been hit on before."

He leaned in closer, elbows on the table. "Bullshit."

"Seriously."

"Did you go to an all-girls school or something? Do you work at an institution for the blind?"

I laughed.

He looked at his watch. "Shit. It's almost eleven."

"Got a curfew?"

"Nope," he said. Then he held one finger up in the air. I waited. About ten seconds later, the lights got dimmer. The speakers got turned up. Some colorful laser-lights turned on and started pointing all over the place. "Eleven is when this club turns to shit," he said, talking louder now.

I knew what I wanted to say. But I'd never said anything like it before. Definitely not to a man I'd just met. But I was a new woman now. I was nineteen. Grown up. Old enough that I could drink. Old enough that I could go home with a man if I wanted.

I leaned in close enough that I didn't have to yell. "Do you have a place would could escape to?"

He leaned back and looked at me like he'd never expected me to say such a thing. "I do," he said, standing up.

I stood up too, and we walked out of the club together. I wasn't worried that I was going home with a stranger. I wasn't worried that I hadn't told my friends where I was going. I wasn't worried about anything. I was excited.

We got into his car and drove back to his place. The entire time I was panicked. What if he wanted me to do something I wasn't comfortable with? What if he didn't think I looked good naked? What if this was the wrong thing to be doing?

He put on some music and we drove to his place without saying anything. We walked up to his apartment, but he hesitated at his front door. He turned to me. "You're nervous," he said. "I get that. I don't want you to feel like you need to do anything you don't want to do."

I paused. "That is exactly what I wanted to hear."

He opened the door and we walked in. It was a nice place. Reasonably clean. Clearly he had a job and at least some standards of cleanliness. "So," he asked. "What do you want to do?"

I slipped of my shoes and he closed the door behind me. I didn't answer his question. I stared at him. He didn't look that much older than me. His skin was a bit darker than mine. His hair was short. He was so handsome. I'd never wanted something so badly in my life.

"We could watch netflix, or-"

I wrapped my hands around his face and pulled him in for a kiss. He hesitated at first, but a moment later his arms were around me, holding me close. We kissed more, with a bit of tongue. He started walking towards his bedroom, pushing me along with him. But he didn't stop kissing. He kept pushing me until my legs hit his bed.

Then he pulled away for a second and looked at me. He really was scared of doing something I wasn't comfortable with. I wanted to tell him how far I was willing to go, but I decided to do it with actions.

I grabbed the lapels of his jacket and fell backwards onto his bed. He landed between my legs and I kept kissing him. He moved down to my neck, and I couldn't stay silent. I let out a gasp. He was back on my lips, and we just made out for a long time. I could feel his erection pressing against me. I wanted him. I wanted sex. I didn't want to be a virgin anymore.

I reached down and undid the buttons on his pants. I unzipped them, and stuck my hand down. Honestly I was confused for a moment. It was warm. It was hard. But then he moved back to my neck, letting out a little moan. I started to move my hand back and forward, and he seemed to like that.

After a minute though, he stood up. I looked and I saw his penis. Hard. It seemed huge. Like there was no chance that it would fit into me. "Are we..." he started, and then he paused. "Are we going to go all the way?"

I propped myself up on my elbows and nodded. There was a huge smile on my face, and I couldn't make it go away.

"Awesome," he said, with the same kind of smile on his face. He undid my pants, and grabbed them, with my panties. He pulled everything off. I lay there, bottomless, and he looked at me. He looked at a part of me that no one had ever looked at before. And then he got down on his knees and started to lick.

I was about to start wondering about how it would feel, but then I felt it. His sopping wet tongue rubbed up and down over my most sensitive parts. My eyes rolled back in my head. My elbow supports collapsed. My hands grabbed his duvet and I pulled it around myself. My legs would become stretched out, then they'd go limp. I had no control over any of this. I'd never felt anything so powerful before.

At one point, I have no idea how much later, he stopped. He looked up at me. I looked down at him, smiling between my legs with a soaking wet face. I was about to say something when I felt his hand climbing up my leg. Then I felt two of his fingers go inside, and I couldn't look at him anymore.

I lost control again as he got back to licking, now rhythmically moving his fingers inside of me. No one had ever been inside me in anyway before. I almost wanted to be embarrassed. Those were my private parts. I was supposed to keep them hidden. And now I was letting him rub his face in them.

He had been going quickly, but then he slowed down. He started sucking on my clit. Slowly. It felt incredible. He curled his fingers inside me with every suck. He kept it slow, and I could feel it building up inside of me. I was going to finish. And I was going to finish hard.

I braced myself. I bit my lip. I closed my eyes. I couldn't feel anything other than what he was doing to me. Every muscle in my body suddenly seized. He didn't stop. Then a wave went through my body, radiating from my loins, and it relaxed every muscle. More relaxed than they'd been in a long time.

But he kept going. I needed to use all the power I had left to sit up and pull his head away from me. Once I'd gotten him to stop, he pulled off my shirt. I took off my bra while he stripped and grabbed a condom.

I lay on my back with my head on his pillow. I looked at him. He was naked. I was naked. I had never been so exposed. I spread my legs as he got onto the bed, in between them. He looked me in the eyes, face inches away from mine.

The tip of his dick brushed against my pussy lips. Then it pushed. And then, all at once, it slid into me. There was a second of pain, but then it suddenly felt incredibly. He was stretching me open in ways I'd never been stretched before. He pushed all the way in. He filled me to the brim.

I was still soaking wet from what he'd just done to me. Then he started to pull out, then back in. He thrusted, and I could see his entire body convulsing with the pleasure. The pleasure he was getting from me. From my body.

It felt incredible. Like our parts were made for each other. I could feel the exact shape of his cock as it slid in and almost-out. The curve it had. The way it pressed against my inside. I felt like I could feel all 10,000 nerve endings I apparently have down there.

He kept at a steady pace for what couldn't have been more than a few minutes. Then I felt that it was going to happen. His dick was getting harder. His rhythm was faltering. Then I felt a throb. And then I could feel what this was all about. His cock started to pump cum deep into me. I was glad he put on a condom, and I could still feel everything. It was almost enough to make me orgasm all over again.

He pushed in as deep as he could one last time, and held it there. He gave me another kiss on the lips, and then pulled out. I saw that the condom was filled with his cum. He pulled it off with some toilet paper, and then threw it in the garbage.

I just lay there. I didn't want to do anything else. Eventually he passed me my panties and I pulled them on. He put some boxers on then joined me in the bed. He wrapped his arms around me, and pressed his front against my back.

I didn't mean to fall asleep, but it happened. I was warm. I was comfortable. And I was still coming down from that powerful orgasm. I guess I just slipped right past consciousness and fell into a deep sleep.

In the morning, I was confused for a minute. Then I remembered where I was. And what I'd done the night before. Whoever I'd slept with wasn't in the bed anymore.

I jumped out of bed and pulled my clothing back on. My hair was a mess. I'd slept with my makeup on. I assumed that the guy was getting ready for work or something. This had been a one time thing. I'd never see him again. He'd want me out of his place as soon as possible. I made sure that I had enough money for the bus, then I stepped out of the room.

He was in the kitchen. Bacon and pancakes were sizzling on a frying pan, and the whole place smelled amazing. He was still only wearing his boxers.

"Hey," he said.

"Hey."

"Did you have to go already? I've got some breakfast if you want."

"No, I don't have to go quite yet." I joined him in the kitchen. Breakfast looked amazing. "Do you have a job to get to or anything?"

"Not today," he said.

"Me neither."

He served two huge plates of breakfast and handed me one. "So did you have any plans for the day?" he asked.

I laughed. "I'm probably just going to hang around and watch TV."

"That was my plan too." We made eye contact. Then we both headed over to the couch, and he flipped on the TV.

I spent the day doing what I'd planned, watching TV. But I didn't do it alone. I did it while cuddling with my first on the couch in his apartment. It was a good day.
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