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First Time with the Highest Bidder

By Stacy Neptune
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I couldn’t believe they’d talked me into this. Never in my wildest dreams had I imagined myself sitting on that stage. Dressed in my nicest clothing, and covered in makeup. Looking out at all the rich, well-dressed people in the audience. Waiting to be auctioned off for some charity that I didn’t even care about.

But they said it would be good for my self-esteem. Which, I admit, was a problem. They were always telling me how good I looked. They’d compliment me almost no matter what I wore. It was just them trying to make me feel better about myself. I always thought that the only thing that would make me feel better was to lose about fifty pounds. They called me curvy. I called myself plump.

But somehow, despite that, I was sitting in that chair. Part of a row of chairs, filled with women much more beautiful than me.

I was nervous. The first woman went for $15,000. Woman number two went for $21,000. There was no chance anyone would pay that much for me. I was number four. Woman number three went for $17,000. The men in the audience clearly had money to blow. But no one would want to spend that much money just to be forced into an evening with me.

I knew Carrie was in the audience. She had promised to bid on me if no one else did. Which would still be incredibly embarrassing. I knew that she didn’t have more than a couple hundred to spare.

“Next up,” said the man with the microphone, “we have the beautiful Jen Fisher.”

He gestured towards me. I awkwardly stood up in my heels, and I walked to the front of the stage. I stood there, trying to smile. I looked side to side, and no one was moving. No one was jumping up to bid on me.

“Alright,” said the man with the microphone. “How much can I get for the beautiful Jen Fisher?”

Silence. My worst nightmare was coming true. It was probably only a second, but it felt like several years.

The man with the microphone prompted them. “Can I get ten thousand?”

Silence.

Then a man stood up, near the front. Young. Chiselled. And then he spoke, loud enough for everyone to hear. “One hundred thousand.”

The crowd gasped. My phony smile suddenly became real. Hard to contain. My hands clasped over it.

“Sold!” said the man with the microphone.

I was walked off stage by another man in a suit, to meet my bidder at the side of the stage. The auction continued, but I didn’t pay any attention to it. I could only focus on the man who’d bought me. The man who thought I was worth one hundred thousand dollars.

He was tall, probably just over six feet. His shoulders were broad. There was enough stubble on his face to make him look a bit gruff. And he wore a black suit with a blue shirt underneath, unbuttoned at the top.

“Nice to meet you, Jen,” he said.

“Nice to meet you too,” I said.

“I’m Bradley Steinbeck. But you can just call me Brad.”

He stuck his elbow out, and I hooked my arm through. We walked out together, and I’d never felt so happy with myself.

There was a limo waiting. That was part of the auction. A bachelorette comes with a limo ride to a fancy restaurant. We got into the back, and he poured me a champagne as we pulled away.

Then something suddenly occurred to me. He had paid one hundred thousand dollars for me. What exactly did he expect in return? Maybe he didn’t just want to take me out for dinner. Maybe he wanted more. But I didn’t know if I wanted to go that far.

Because honestly, I’d never gone that far with anyone. I was a virgin. I didn’t mind. Again, I basically just thought it was because of my weight. No one would want to have sex with me. I’d given myself my fair share of pleasure, but I knew that wasn’t the same. I had no idea what a dick inside me would feel like. The thought made me wet, but I didn’t want to go through with it. He’d paid for a date, and that was all I was going to give him.

I drank my champagne.

We got to a restaurant, and the limo drove away. Inside there was a table set for us. It was very private. Fancy table settings with a bunch of forks. A wine glass each. I never went anywhere this nice.

He sat across from me, and just stared at me. I stared at the menu. Eventually he spoke. “So,” he asked, “what do you do?”

“I am a cashier,” I said. “At a clothing store.”

“Cool,” he said. “Do you like doing that?”

“It’s horrible, but it pays the bills.”

He grinned at me.

“What about you?” I asked.

“Nothing that interesting.”

“Living off inheritance?”

He glared at me, just for a second. “No, actually. I started a software company that sold for 1.2 billion a few years back. Been investing that money since then. And donating to charity, obviously.”

“Cool,” I said.

The waiter came up and took our orders. I ordered the most expensive thing that I thought I’d be able to eat.

I dug in like normal, and we actually had a pretty normal conversation. He was fascinating. He’d started this company when he was seventeen, and then within a few years it supplied the software for some of the biggest companies on the planet. And apparently he didn’t really change his lifestyle much after becoming super rich. He just got to spend more time doing things he wanted to do.

Maybe I had too much to drink. Only a few glasses of wine, but it was more than I normally drank. But then I said it. “So why on earth did you pay so much for me?”

He was caught off guard. He tilted his head a little bit.

“Do you just really care about that charity?”

“I do,” he said, “But that is not why I paid so much for you. I could’ve chosen any of them, but I chose you.” He was smiling.

“Yeah,” I said, “but why?”

“Because you were the most beautiful,” he said simply. “And I wanted to spend my evening with a beautiful woman.”

I looked down at my tummy, which was now a bit bigger from all the food I’d eaten.

“You’re the perfect weight,” he said, as if he’d been reading my mind. “It’s like… Your weight, your curves, they look so womanly. They give you the most womanly shape I’ve ever seen. A man who weights what you weigh would look entirely different. But a skinny man and a skinny woman aren’t that different. Your body just screams that you’re a woman. It’s incredibly sexy.”

I had stopped eating. All I could do was stare. Was it really me who he was talking about?

“I didn’t even plan on donating at that auction. I went to it as a social thing. Until I saw you, and I knew that I needed to go on a date with you. At least a date.”

I looked at him. “At least?”

“Well you’re welcome to come back to my place.”

“I think I’d like that,” I said.

Now it was his turn to stare for a moment. “I can’t believe you only cost a hundred grand.”

We pulled up to his house in a limo. I say house, but I should probably say mansion. It wasn’t too extravagant. But it was still the biggest house I’ve ever been inside of. Three stories. High ceilings. And a beautiful garden in the back.

When we walked in, he kicked off his shoes just like any normal person would. I finally stepped out of my heels, and it felt wonderful. Finally my feet were in the right position again. The hardwood floor felt great on them.

“So,” he said. “What do you want to do?”

He wasn’t pressuring me. And that felt good. I’d never done any of this. I’d kissed a boy back in grade nine, but that was it. I’d never made out. I’d never given a blowjob. No one had ever eaten me out, and I’d definitely never had sex. And he wasn’t going to force any of that on me. That made me feel safe.

“Watch a movie, maybe? Or we could-“

I grabbed the lapels on his jacket, and I pulled him towards me. Our lips met, and a second later his arms were wrapped around my plump body. I moved my hands up to his scruffy face, and we kissed. Soon the tongues got involved. I was standing on my tippy toes. He held me close. His lips we warm and smooth. Just a little wet from escaped saliva.

I pulled back after a minute.

“Wow,” he said. “This is a better idea than watching a movie.”

I pulled him back in. Lips relocked. I could feel his hands fumbling around at the back of my dress, trying to find the zipper. It wasn’t long until they did, and then he pulled. The satin dress slid off of me and landing in a heap at my feet.

I was wearing only my underwear. He could see my shape, not covered up. The way my panties distorted my shape, pushing in my squishy parts. He stepped back, and he looked me up and down.

Then he threw down his jacket, leaving it on the floor, and pressed himself against me once again, lips pressed against mine. I could feel that he was getting hard. Because of me. Because of my body.

I started to unbutton his shirt, while he unhooked my bra. The shirt came off and the bra hit the floor. “Want to move to the bedroom?”

I stopped kissing him. Was I really going to do this? Have sex with this man I’d just met.

He noticed my hesitation. “I’ll give you a hundred thousand dollars.” I stared at him. “I’ll write you a cheque. Just come to bed with me.”

That was a lot of money for me. Like, four years at my job. So obviously I said, “Okay.”

He led the way down one of the halls, with paintings on the walls, and into his room. The bed was huge – king size at least – and there were red curtains over the windows. The bed had many, many pillows, and fancy carved bed posts.

I jumped onto it, landing on the cushy pillow-top. I lay on my back and looked at him. He took off his pants and climbed onto the bed.

I could feel his cock pressed against my pussy, with only our underwear between. He pressed his naked body against mine, and kissed me. Now this kissing was a whole-body activity. Squeezing me. Playing with me. Teasing me.

I was wetter than I’d ever been. He was so much bigger than me. He made me feel small. He made me feel powerless. He had more money than me. He was stronger than me. He was on top of me. He had bought me.

He sat back and pulled my panties off. I was embarrassed at first. He forced my legs open, and then stuck his face down there. I had never experienced that before. And oh my god. His tongue was so wet. He started off just teasing around the outside, then slowly spread my labia open with his tongue, bringing it from my clit all the way down to the opening. It felt amazing. My eyes rolled back in my head. Then he got into a slow rhythm, one hand under the small of my back. Then two fingers went inside, and he curved them upwards. In and out, rubbing the part of me opposite my clit. It felt even better.

I was convulsing. I almost finished right there. I’d made a wet spot on the bed. But then he stopped. He pulled off his boxers. I looked at him. He was entirely naked. Strong. Handsome. And I lay on the bed. I was entirely naked. Curvy. Womanly.

Then he put his head next to mine, and I could feel the tip of his hard dick brushing against my soaking wet pussy lips. Then he pushed. There was resistance for a second, and then he slid into me all at once.

I gasped for air. It felt incredible. It felt so big. So warm. So smooth. I could feel his heartbeat. I could feel how attracted he was to me. It was as though he was scratching an itch I didn’t know I had.

Then he slowly pulled back. I could feel his exact shape. I could feel myself fitting perfectly around him. It was so warm. Then he was all the way back in, hitting that perfect spot.

He got into a rhythm. I kissed his neck and tried not to lose my mind. I wrapped my legs around him, pressing him as deep into me as he could go.

Then I felt it starting to build. Inside of me, I could feel it was going to happen. I started to convulse again. My whole body would twitch. I would squeeze him extra hard. Every thrust added to it. Every time he hit that spot the feeling got more intense. But it was not pushing me over the edge. Not yet.

I could tell that he was feeling it as well. His cock was getting harder every time I squeezed. And him growing only made me squeeze more. Squeeze harder. His rhythm started faltering. It felt too good, he couldn’t stay focussed. He couldn’t control what his body was doing. Every fifth thrust would last a bit too long.

He moved up, supported by his hands on either side of my body. From this angle he hit a totally different spot. But it felt just as good. And now I could see him better. He bit his lip. I looked over his body. All of his muscles. Rippling. Flexing. Not because he wanted to show off, but because his body was giving him no other option. Bodies do that when they’re in too much pleasure.

I propped myself up on my elbows and looked down. I could see his huge cock, and then watch it get buried deep inside of me. I watched myself getting stretched, pulled, and watched my involuntary squeezes.

He let a moan, and then it began. I was right on the edge. Then I felt his manhood begin to throb, deep inside of me. I started to squeeze, and it happened in unison. I’d squeeze, and then he’d throb. Back and forth a few times, building up and up. Then we both went over the edge.

His cock started to pump his cum deep into me. My eyes were closed, and I couldn’t take in any sensation other than what was happening between my legs. The orgasm was the only thing in my universe. He came deep into me. My whole body stiffened up, and then a shiver ran through it and the whole thing relaxed.

Brad collapsed onto me. Both of our bodies were very warm. I felt great. Not gross. Like I was a nice cushion for him.

Eventually, he pulled out. He got out of the bed and walked to the bathroom with wobbly legs. He came out with a fresh pair of boxer briefs, and a towel. He tossed me the towel. It was warm. Then he leaned in a gave me a kiss. Not just a peck. A full on kiss, with just a bit of tongue. Then he pulled away and walked out of the room, same door we’d come in through.

I just lay there for a while. Waiting for the feeling to return to my legs. I had just lost my virginity. To a billionaire. Me.

I wiped up with the warm towel, and he still hadn’t come back. So I grabbed my panties and put them on. The rest of my clothing was still in a pile near the front door. I hadn’t seen anyone else in the hallway, so I walked out in just my hallway.

Brad wasn’t anywhere to be seen. I put my bra back on and slid back into my dress. For a second I thought that maybe that was it. I was supposed to just leave. He’d had his fun with me, and that was it. I’d been bought. He’d been satisfied. The end.

But then I heard his footsteps down the stairs. He was still only wearing his tight black boxer briefs that gave a great view of his shape. And he was holding a little rectangle of paper.

“Hey,” he said. “Here you go.”

He handed me the piece of paper. It was a cheque. For one hundred thousand dollars. “Jen Fisher. Did I spell it right?”

I was dumbfounded. “Yes you did, Bradley Steinbeck.”

“Great,” he said with a grin. “Best two hundred thousand I ever spent.”

I laughed. “Think you got your money’s worth?”

“I would have paid all my money for an evening like this.”

“You don’t have to,” I said.

“I didn’t.”

“No, I mean you don’t have to give me this. You don’t have to give me anything. I was going to have sex with you even before you offered to give me money.”

“I know,” he said. “But I have a lot of money. Don’t consider it as payment. Count it as a gift.”

“A gift?”

“A thank-you gift. From a friend.”

“A friend?”

“I hope so,” he said. “This wasn’t just about sex, Jen. I think I actually like you.”

“You think so?”

“Well it’s hard to tell so early, but I think it could definitely happen. You’re definitely girlfriend material.”

I walked up to him and gave him a kiss. “I think I might like you too.” 


* * *

If you LOVED that book, be sure to check out the rest of my sexy catalog by clicking the link below. I'm sure you'll find something else that tickles your fancy. And if you want to stay up to date with my new releases sign up for my newsletter! It's a weekly email with giveaways, contests, and lots of sexy stories. Click here to sign up for the newsletter.

Check out my sexy catalog.

* * *

cover.jpeg
7 Stacy Neptune

3 -
- b -

FIRST TIME

with the

Highest idder

- "






