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“So you’re really breaking up with me over this?” I said.

I sat on the foot of my bed, my feet dangling down against the carpet, my shorts riding high up my thighs.

My heart beat hard against my ribs, and I could feel myself shaking, just a little. I couldn’t believe this was happening.

“Yeah, I guess so,” Dave said.

He leaned against my dresser with his arms crossed. This whole while, he did nothing but stare at my legs.

“I told you at the beginning I wanted to wait! You said you were okay with that,” I said.

“Well I’m not I guess,” Dave said.

I hated that about him. It was always “I guess,” with him. Like he never wanted to commit. Which, I saw at that moment, was true.

“You’re such an asshole!” I shouted at him. My heart wanted to explode. 

It was a good thing my parents weren’t home; they’d come up here to check on me and I didn’t want them to find me in the middle of being dumped.

“I told you I wanted to do it before college started,” Dave said.

“And I want to wait longer. I wanted to make sure you weren’t just with me to try and get laid before going off to school!” I could barely look at him.

He shrugged, and that snapped something inside of me.

“Get out!”

“My stuff…” he started.

I grabbed the closes heavy thing to hand, which was some YA novel on my nightstand, and chucked it at his head.

He ducked just in time so that the hardcover book slammed into the door behind him.

“You’re fucking crazy!” he said, still crouching down.

“Out!”

“Fine!”

He reached behind himself and unlatched the door, then beat a hasty retreat before I could grab the little curio box beside my alarm clock. I listened to him run down the stairs and out the door.

From there, I figured he ran across the street, back to his dad’s house. That made me fume. All summer before college started I’d have to see him out there every day.

All this just because I didn’t want to have sex with him yet. I would’ve, if he’d been willing to wait a little longer. But he wouldn’t.

Which frustrated me even more. Because I’d been super fucking horny lately. Pretty much every single night for the last two weeks I slid a hand down between my thighs and rubbed myself to a squirming orgasm on my bed, thinking about how nice it would feel to be with him finally.

But now he’d ruined all of that.

Because I’d wanted to get laid before going off to college, too. I didn’t want the guys there to think I was some lame virgin. I mean, wasn’t it pretty lame that I was already 18 years old and still hadn’t done it?

All my friends from high school had lost their v-cards. Or at least said they did. And they all told me that they totally respected me for deciding to wait, but I couldn’t help but think that they made fun of me behind my back.

And now Dave was gone!

I looked around my room. There were a few of his things here. A couple sweaters I’d borrowed, his stupid Yankees baseball cap, shit like that.

I didn’t want it all here to remind me for these next few months before I moved away. So I grabbed a cloth grocery bag from where it hung from the handle of my closet and stuffed it all in there.

I gave the bag a kick for good measure. My skin felt all hot and tingly, and water blurred my eyes. He’s such an asshole! 

I intended on throwing all of his asshole stuff in his asshole face.

But when I went across the street and hammered my fist against the door, his dad answered. Dave looked a lot like his dad, Kevin. Both tall and broad-shouldered and handsome. But Kevin was a real silver fox type, with a touch of gray at the temples and bright, clear eyes that pierced right on through you.

“Dana? What’s wrong?” he said.

I opened my mouth to give him an earful, but then I just started sobbing instead. Right away, he wrapped me in his big, strong arms and let me cry against his chest.

“Come on in and tell me about it,” he said.

“But Dave…” I started.

“Dave’s not here. Just the two of us,” Kevin replied. 

I could smell him. I noticed that right away. Some sort of musky cologne. My nipples perked up, my small, firm breasts pressed firmly against him. I hoped he didn’t notice. Or put it down to being emotional.

I let him lead me inside, where he took me into the kitchen. It had a breakfast bar island with comfy tall chairs that we sat in. He even grabbed me a glass of water. I took a gulp and then wiped at my eyes with the tissues he handed me.

“What is it?” Kevin said.

I swallowed hard against the lump in my throat. Dave and his dad looked so much alike! 

“He dumped me,” I said.

Kevin frowned, “What?”

“Like half an hour ago when he was over at my house, he dumped me!”

Kevin gave my bare knee a squeeze. His hands were big and warm and the touch sent a tingle up my spine. “Now why would he go and do that? You’re such a pretty little thing. I thought you guys were happy.”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again. “I… I can’t tell you.”

“Sure you can. Maybe I can help you guys work it out.”

I glanced up at him, then back down to my lap. He kept his hand on my knee, and I could feel the warmth of it. It radiated up my thigh, into the bottom of my stomach.

Just tell him, I thought. Fine. 

“It’s because… Because I wouldn’t have sex with him. It’s so dumb! It’s just that I’m a virgin and I wanted to wait and make it special and he just ruined it all and I hate him for it! I hate him so much!”

Kevin’s fingers gave a little squeeze of shock. He frowned again. He hadn’t expected this, clearly.

“He broke up with you because of that?” Kevin said.

All at once I thought of Kevin sliding that big, strong hand down between my thighs. I thought of how nice that pressure would feel. All this emotion made my heart pound. Made me flush all over. 

Made me think of the perfect way to get back at Dave.

Before he could do anything, I leaned forward and kissed Kevin on the lips. His stubble tickled at my cheeks. I reached and grabbed inexpertly at the front of his jeans.

I gasped a little when I felt his cock. The shaft jerked a little at my touch. He felt so big. I’d never touched Dave there before, but I didn’t think he was as big as his dad. 

His hand came off my knee, leaving the formerly warm spot cold. It broke out in goosebumps.

Gently, he pushed me away by the shoulders. My lips stung a little from how hard I’d kissed him. I could still taste him. Beer. Some sort of mint beneath that. My cheeks prickled from his stubble.

“What are you doing?” Kevin said.

He was slower in taking my hand from the growing bulge in his jeans. He was so thick, and I liked how he responded so quickly to my touch.

“Will you be my first?” I said, my heart singing in my chest. The insides of my thighs felt like they were rippling. Heat pulsed hard and fast through my sex. My inner dew started running down them, moistening my lips and my panties at the same time.

What would it feel like to have that big, hard cock slide into me for the first time? Some of the girls back at school said it hurt a little at first, especially if the guy was big. But it felt good quick.

I wanted to feel good. I needed it so bad right then.

“Dana, you’re young enough to be my daughter,” Kevin said, “I’ve known you your whole life.” 

He still hadn’t taken my hand off his cock. By then, his shaft pressed the denim taut while it strained for release.

This is such an awesome idea! I thought, stroking him more through his jeans. I heard the breath catch in his throat. Saw the way his eyes wandered down to where my nipples pressed against the thin fabric of my shirt. 

“I’m getting so wet, daddy,” I said.

His cock actually jerked when I said that. I couldn’t help but giggle at it. I was so nervous, so excited. So god damn fucking horny.

“You like it when I call you daddy, don’t you?” I said, tracing the outline his shaft made. “Come on, don’t you want to fuck me? Because I want you to fuck me. I want you to fuck me hard.” 

“You don’t know what you’re doing,” Kevin said, straining mightily against every instinct and desire. The veins stood out in his neck. And he still didn’t take my hand off his cock.

“So show me. Teach me. You’re making me so wet, daddy…” I moaned. I pulled my lower lip in between my teeth and let it slide out nice and slow.

He took a deep breath and then expelled it between his teeth. Then he leaned forward, pushing those big, strong hands beneath my ass.

“Oh!” I said, giggling when he picked me up and put me down on his lap. The giggle turned to a moan when I felt his rigid cock push against the soft, swollen flesh of my pussy. 

I rubbed myself against him, smiling when his body responded to mine.

One hand went to the small of my back, the other behind my neck. He pulled my body against his, arching my back so that my stomach pressed against his and my butt stuck out.

He slid one hand down to my ass, gripping and cupping one cheek, tracing its firm outline.

His fingers moved to the cleft between my cheeks. My body tingled when he pushed against my little rosebud.

They slid lower, brushing with aching briefness against my pussy through my shorts.

“You get me so wet,” I moaned.

The desire squirmed and writhed inside of me, a living thing. My inner walls quivered and trembled.

It took me over. I needed him. I needed him so bad. I’d never felt this way about Dave, before. Maybe it was that he was my ex’s dad. Maybe it was because I’d known him so long. Maybe it was because it was wrong.

Maybe it was all that and more.

He kissed a rough kiss across one shoulder, along the sensitive skin of my throat.

“You smell so fucking good,” he said, his breath a hot wash against me.

I moaned in response, rubbing my pussy harder against that straining bulge of his desire. I ached with the need.

“Please… please…” I moaned, a slave to my desire and his while he ran his molten mouth along my skin.

He stripped my shirt off. I wasn’t wearing a bra. My back arched and I gasped when he took one of my nipples in his mouth and sucked hard.

“Oh!” I moaned when he nipped me there.

His hands moved down the bare taut flatness of my tummy, finding the button of my shorts and popping it. The zipper went down next. Then he slid those fingers down beneath the waistband of my panties.

I made a wordless cry when he slipped a finger between my lower lips and found the wet heat waiting for him there.

He knew just what to do. Just where to touch me. He made slow, teasing circles around the swollen nub of my clit, letting his fingertip brush against it every now and then so that my whole body went rigid.

And he explored my opening, too. Testing the tightness of it. He slipped in there, just the tip. 

When he pulled his hand out, his fingers glistened with my nectar. He sucked them clean while I watched.

“Take those off,” he told me.

I stood up and shimmied out of my shorts and panties, giving him a good view of my bare, pink pussy lips. I liked to keep myself shaved.

Still on the tall chair, he undid his jeans and pushed them down. I stopped what I was doing when his manhood sprang up, so hard it trembled.

He’s so big! I kept thinking. 

Unable to resist, I reached out with one hand and wrapped my fingers around his shaft, just below his swollen purple crown. He was so thick the tips of my fingers couldn’t touch around him.

“It’s so hot!” I said, genuinely surprised by the heat. And the hardness. It contrasted so much with how soft and smooth the skin itself felt.

He slipped a hand between my thighs again, palm up. He found my needy little clit and rubbed it so that a shock of what I can only describe as pure ecstasy ran up my spine. My nipples immediately went so stiff they hurt.

His fingers made wet noises. Sexy, slippery sounds that turned my knees to water. I stroked his shaft hard and fast, squeezing him until he groaned and then letting off.

“You better still want this,” he said, “Because I don’t think I can stop.”

“I don’t want you to stop,” I told him. His cock throbbed in my grip and I squeezed him back.

This all happened so quickly I didn’t even have a chance to think about protection until this point.

“Get back up here,” he told me.

He grabbed me again so that once more I straddled his lap. This time there was no denim, no cotton between our bare flesh.

The bottom of his naked shaft pressed up against the narrow gap between my lower lips. His hardness felt so good against my clit, I couldn’t help myself from rubbing my pussy up and down along his exposed shaft.

“You really are fucking wet,” he said, both of us watching the way I left his cock slippery slick with my nectar.

“You’re so hard,” I said. I thought I might cum soon, just from rubbing against him like that.

“I want you now. I can’t wait any longer,” he said.

He grabbed me by the hips and lifted me up so that his cock stood to attention again. The taut purple head pushed between my lips, guided by his thumb until I felt it rest against the tight loop of my opening.

“Just sit down nice and slow. Let that little pussy stretch out around my cock,” he told me.

I wanted to, but I was so nervous. I was about to have sex! I was about to lose my virginity! To a man old enough to be my father. My ex boyfriend’s dad.

“Nice and slow…” he said again. This time he put his hands on my hips and pushed. Gentle but firm.

My breath caught when I felt my pussy begin to slide down around him. I felt my wanton lips stretch. And keep stretching. I gritted my teeth. He was just so fucking big!

As much as it hurt, I liked it. I wanted more of it. My little pussy was greedy; it wanted every inch of that thick, meaty shaft buried inside of it.

“You’re so tight…” Kevin said through gritted teeth.

My heart leapt up into my throat. No! Not now! I thought. I didn’t want anything going wrong. I didn’t want him to stop doing what he was doing. 

“Is it too tight?” I asked. Whispered, more like.

“No,” he said, “Just keep going.”

He pushed down harder on my hips. I felt the whole tip slide into me. Stretch me out even more. My shoulders arched back. I grabbed onto him and squeezed my fingers into his flesh, my stomach pushing towards him.

It did hurt. It hurt a lot. But it was a delicious pain, a needy pain. I needed more of it.

I pushed my body harder down onto his, squeezing my eyes shut even as my lips peeled back from my teeth.

More and more of him slipped into me. And then there was a moment of sharp pain that made me yip, stopping my progress for a moment.

His cock had just pushed up through my virginity, I knew. Tore it around its hard girth.

I was a woman now.

A woman who needed to fuck.

Teeth still gritted, I pushed down more, feeling the way my inner walls molded themselves around the shape of him. How their velvety slickness let him slide deeper and deeper into me.

I had to stop, then. I looked down, so some of his shaft still exposed, the skin all bunched and tight.

“Back up,” he said, cupping my ass and lifting.

My pussy had left his shaft completely slick and glistening. It was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. So sexy I felt myself get wetter just watching it.

The head of his cock dragged along through that slickness, leaving me in pleasing agony. Then he dropped me back down, filling me against instantly. This time I took all of him. I felt full to burst, but loved it.

Something took us over, then. 

And I was glad he was older. More experienced. I thought that any guy my age would have nutted after just a few strokes. But he kept control even as I slid my pussy rhythmically up and down his shaft.

“Harder… I need harder,” I breathed, looking into his clear eyes.

He shifted us so that I sat in my tall chair again, my back pushed against it and my hips hanging over the edge.

He had my thighs pushed far back, giving him a good angle to pound me. And pound me he did. The chair squeaked back across the floor with every thrust. Our bodies slapped together.

And I came when he put a thumb between my lower lips to toy with my clit while he fucked me.

My body arched up, every muscle tight again. I bore down hard on him. He kept fucking, dragging that thick shaft back and forth through me again and again.

“I’ve gotta cum,” he groaned.

“Do it in me. Nut in me…”

“Dana…” he said through gritted teeth.

“Just do it. Fill your little girl’s pussy up with your load, daddy. Do it. Do it!”

His thrusting slowed, and I could see what was happening. I started rolling my hips, sliding my pussy a couple inches up and down his shaft with each go.

Milking him.

I don’t know how I knew to do it. My body did. 

And it worked. He groaned, his fingers digging into the backs of my knees. His cock got even harder than before.

It jerked. Then it jerked again. He groaned while we came together. I kept my hips going, watching the way his face twisted in sexual agony as the tight, young loop of my pussy urged more and more of his load out.

And it was warm. So warm inside of me. It pulsed.

I guess in the throes of our passion we didn’t hear the door open.

“Dad! What the fuck!?”

We both stopped and turned. Dave stood in the doorway to the kitchen, a bottle of water held in one hand, his mouth agape.

Kevin pulled out of me, his cock glistening with the creaminess of our mingled nectar.

It couldn’t have been timed better. His load, hot and thick and white, seeped out of my mound, down onto the cushion of the chair and the floor.

Dave saw it all. It was perfect.

I smiled at him.

“Fuck you, Dave.” Then, to Kevin, “And I’m not on the pill. So maybe you’ll be daddy after all.”

It was the perfect revenge.
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“I’m really not sure you should be going out with boys like that,” Chris said.

He didn’t say it in a condescending, mean, or angry way. Not like my own dad would’ve. Sometimes I wish that Chris were my real dad instead of just my dad’s best friend.

“Well, I’m 18 and an adult now and I can go out with whoever I want to,” I said, resisting the urge to cross my arms, or to kick the sideboard of the kitchen island where we sat. I didn’t want to look like some petulant little brat to Chris.

No, that was the last thing I wanted.

Chris smiled. It was an easy, handsome smile. And it looked almost roguish on his stubbled face.

I’d always sort of had a crush on him.

Who am I kidding? I’d always had a pretty major crush on him. He was the coolest guy I knew.

“I know that,” Chris said, interjecting with a swallow from the bottle of Bud sitting in front of him, “It’s just that I know guys and what they want, and I think you could do a lot better. Like maybe wait until you get to college in the fall… Or until you’re 30.”

“Yeah, right!” I said, sticking my tongue out at him.

Sometimes, when he was certain my dad wasn’t around, he gave me a beer. But only after I turned 18. “Old enough to vote? Old enough to drink, I say. Just don’t say it to anyone else,” he told me. 

“So I’m going to make us up some pizza for dinner tonight,” Chris said.

Oh yeah, not only was he awesome, he also cooked. He could also fix his own car, mend fences, fix water heaters… the list went on.

Still, he told me he thought my dad was the real man. My dad, his best friend, was currently overseas with the army. He’d asked Chris to keep an eye on me, and Chris had agreed. We always had such a blast together.

He was always so good to me.

And his own son was also in the army, and a couple years older than me. And out of the house. 

I reached out and clasped my glass of water with both hands. The sides were slick with condensation from the summer heat. And it was nice and cool.

“Sounds good to me,” I said, unable to help myself from smiling.

“Figured it would,” he said, “So… about that boy?”

He was talking about a guy I knew from high school, John. A troublemaker known around town for driving his dad’s pickup through a 7/11 door back in his sophomore year. I thought he was pretty hot.

But I just couldn’t disappoint Chris. Not with how good he was with me.

“Fine,” I relented, “But what else am I supposed to do tonight, then?”

“We’ll think of something. You’re serious about not going with him?” Chris said.

“Yes, of course. There just aren’t any guys out there like you,” I replied before I really thought about it.

He leaned back on his stool, frowning a little so that a tiny vertical line appeared between his eyebrows, “What do you mean by that?”

“Just that I wish I could go out with you,” I said, putting my foot in my mouth again.

He didn’t talk for a few seconds, and I could feel the line of heat rising up from my chest and down from my cheeks, moving to meet someone on my throat.

Because I definitely didn’t tell him that I caught him getting out of the shower that morning. Saw his… well, his you know what.

And he also certainly didn’t know that I’d never touched a man’s thing before, even though I had graduated high school and was on my way to college.

And there was definitely, certainly no way I was going to tell him that I’d thought about touching his thing. His cock, there, okay? 

The thing was, ever since I saw it, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. Right then and there at the kitchen island at Chris’s house I thought about how his cock was so close. Just a few feet away.

Would he let me touch it? I wondered. Then, Would he touch me with it? Put it in me? 

Even though I was a virgin I still knew how things worked. And I was just so curious about it. But I simply hadn’t found the guy I wanted to give that to, yet.

I thought maybe it might have been John. Girls from school told me that John had a big one. That he knew how to use it when he put it in you.

But I just didn’t want to disappoint Chris like that. And I knew that I would.

Evening came slow, as it usually does in the summer. It gave me too much time to think about him. To think about it. He looked pretty big when soft. How big would he be when he got hard? 

And how was something so long and thick supposed to fit? I saw in porn and whatnot, but I guess some part of me still believed that it wouldn’t be true for me.

Thinking about it made me feel things, too. A sort of quivery wetness on the inside, between my thighs. Trembling heat that begged me to just go up to the guest bedroom and run my finger in and out of it until it went away.

I didn’t, though. I don’t know why. I guess some part of me liked just letting the frustration build.

Then night finally did come. We had that pizza and then we plonked down on the couch to watch some Friends reruns. 

Somewhere in that time Chris had changed out of his jeans and button down into some loose shorts and a tank top.

The way he sat made the shorts bunch up. And it didn’t take me long to see it. The outline of it, of his package.

I couldn’t stop looking at it. And the more I looked, the wetter I got. I shoved my hands between my thighs and felt the dampness in my shorts.

I was so fucking horny.  

I wanted to be close to him. To feel him, smell him. I caught some whiff of his aftershave. Light and musky. It went straight up into my nostrils and teased me.

My skin broke out in goosebumps. He happened to glance at me and saw me shiver.

“Cold?” he said.

Something sparked in my chest. My heart started racing. An idea lit in my head.

“Yeah. Crazy? Guess that’s being a girl for you,” I said.

“Sure,” he replied.

“Warm me up!” I said.

And before he could do anything, I snuggled in against his side. 

Better to ask forgiveness than permission, right?

Something hot flashed up the front of my stomach at that touch. Inside, I tingled and quivered and trembled. I didn’t think it was possible to get this wet.
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			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













