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They were home alone.

Sheila came home and threw her backpack on the table by the door. The thing was heavy with books and her shoulder was sore from carrying them home. Absent mindfully rubbing her neck, she wandered into the living room.

Cameron had finished school the year before and now he was lying around on the couch playing video games. Shelia stared at him. He was only wearing a pair of old jeans, threadbare and faded. His feet and torso were bare. She could tell by the shape of the bulge in his pants that he wasn’t wearing any underwear. As always, she felt impressed by the shape and size of that package. Cameron’s was so much bigger than that of other guys she saw around.

She knew she shouldn’t be thinking but he was so damn good looking she couldn’t help herself.

“What’s up?” he asked.

He had a bad habit of fidgeting with his balls when he talked. It inevitably forced her eyes to follow the motion and take in his crotch. As per usual his hand now made the lazy journey down to his bulge and began idly massaging the lump there. His eyes never left the tv where a game’s loading screen was playing. He didn’t even seem aware he was doing it.

“Nothing,” she said. “Today sucked. I’m glad it’s over.”

“My day was pretty chill,” he said.

His hand caressed his bulge. Sheila watched for a moment and when she looked up she found him looking at her. He was smiling and she blushed.

“Is-is-is anyone else home?” she stammered out.

“Nope, just me,” he answered.

“So where is—?”

“Shopping.”

“Oh.”

He met her eyes, they seemed to gleam with some hidden secret, or hunger. Suddenly the air between them felt electric, charged. Unconsciously, Sheila wet her lips. Cameron’s gaze followed her tongue as it worked.             

Blushing again, she looked away.

“Scootch,” she said.

“Sure.”

Cameron sat up on the couch and she flopped down. They were close enough to touch. Unable to resist her curiosity, she glanced down at his lap again. His cock had grown and she could see it outlined through the worn denim. She suddenly felt very damp down between her legs and she surreptitiously squeezed her thighs together.

“What are you looking at?” Cameron asked.

Realizing she’d been staring at his crotch this whole time, Shelia jerked upright as if electrocuted.

“Nothing!”

“Nothing?” She heard the laughter in his voice.

Cameron hadn’t stopped rubbing his cock and it looked fully hard now.

“Stop that,” she scolded him. “It’s gross!”

“You think my body is gross?” Cameron asked. “Ouch.”

“I didn’t mean your body,” she said hurriedly. “I just meant the situation…”

“Have you seen one before?”

“Cameron!”

“What? I’m just curious.”

Realizing she had somehow started watching him rub his hard on again, Sheila forced her eyes to the TV screen. She bit her bottom lip. Her hands formed into hard little fists she pressed against her legs.

“Well?” Cameron asked.

“Well what?” she played dumb to stall for time.

You could just get up and go to the kitchen, she told herself. For some reason she couldn’t make herself stand up though. She was trembling a little.

“Seen one?”

“Seen one what?”

“A hard on,” he laughed. “The internet doesn’t count!”

Her cheeks burned but she nodded.

“Yes,” she said, voice very soft.

“Oh wow!” he laughed again. “I’m telling!”

This caused Shelia to jump. She twisted and punched Cameron in the arm. “You can’t!” she argued.

“I’m just kidding!” Cameron shouted.

Their eyes met and locked and Cameron stopped looking amused.

“I’d never tell,” he whispered. “I couldn’t do that to you.”

A thrill went through her, right to her core at those words. She was suddenly very conscious of how her leg and body were pressed against his. She looked up at him, searching his eyes.

“Who was it?”

She was too embarrassed to tell him the entire truth. The first time she’d ever seen a penis and then a hard on was when she’d spied on him. She’d seen him getting out of the shower and once had looked through a keyhole to find him stroking his erection. She’d watched, transfixed, as he beat off until he came all over his own stomach.

“Chas Howard,” she said. “We were in his car.”

“Did you just look at it or did you do anything else?” he asked.

His voice was very husky now. He had the fat outline of his hard on held with one hand and he rhythmically squeezed it as they talked. Fully erect now, it crept up his thigh and was clearly visible. He rubbed it slowly.

“I-I-I touched it,” she admitted in a rush.

Her eyes were glued to where he was playing with himself. She didn’t even care that he could see her staring at him, she was too mesmerized. She leaked dampness from her pussy, soaking her panties. She ground her thighs together and had to stifle a moan as her clitoris responded to the pressure.

What’s happening? She demanded of herself. Get up and go to your room! She couldn’t move. Cameron’s hand kneaded his cock.

“Did you like it?” he asked.

“Yes.

“Was that all you did?”

She hesitated.

“Tell me!”

“I sucked it,” she admitted.

“Ohhh, goddamn,” Cameron groaned. “Did you do a good job?”

She nodded. “I think so, he, he uh, you know, came.”

“He shot in your mouth?”

“Yes.”

“Did you do anything else?” Cameron asked.

She shook her head. “No,” she said. “I’ve just given him a couple of blowjobs. Sometimes he plays with my boobs when we make out, but that’s it.”

“He’s never gone down on you?”

“No.”

“Shelia…”

“What, Cameron?”

“I’ve got to unbutton my pants. My dick got hard and it hurts. Is that okay?” he said the words in a whisper as he asked her.

She answered him in a whisper. “Yes.” She said the word so quietly she was afraid he didn’t hear her and would make her say it again, louder.

Instead Cameron reached down and pulled his button fly open. As she had noted earlier he wasn’t wearing underwear and his cock sprang out like a lever on a spring.

“Ahhhh,” he sighed.

Shelia stared at his cock. It was long and thick and veins stood out. The skin on the head was so engorged with blood it shone purple and was pulled tight as a balloon.

“Did Chas have a bigger dick than me?” he asked.

“No,” she answered honestly. “Yours is much bigger.”

Her hands uncurled from fists and she grasped her legs. She’d worn a short skirt that day and she felt how damp her palms were when she squeezed the naked skin of her thighs.

Cameron’s hand slid down to the base of his cock where his auburn pubic hair grew in a tight bush like grass around a tree stump. Pushing against the bottom, Cameron pressed his cock so it stuck out from him like a flagpole, making it look even bigger.

“It still hurts,” he said. “It’s just so damn hard. Please, you have to help me.”

“I can’t!”

“But don’t you care about me?”

“Yes of course, but I–”

“Just touch it,” he said. “I think that will help.”

“Cameron, I don’t think I should–”

“Touch it,” he pleaded. “Please.”

Shelia’s hand seemed to lift of its own accord. She watched it moving like someone watching television. It wasn’t her, she wasn’t doing it, she was just watching it happen. Her hand hung in the air between them for a long moment.

Slowly, Cameron reached up with both his hands and took hers. She trembled at his touch. His hands were so big they covered hers. He brought her hand down into his lap. She didn’t resist.

She shivered when her palm pressed into the soft flesh of the hard shaft. She didn’t fight it as Cameron closed her fingers around his cock.

“Ahhh,” he sighed, “That’s better.”

He pulled his hands from hers and she left her own hand in place. Her hand looked small against the big shaft and her fingers couldn’t quite reach all the way around.

“Cameron, I don’t think–”

“Sshhh,” Cameron shushed her. “Don’t think, just do.”

His eyes bored into hers and she felt her will melting. Forbidden or not, good idea or not, she felt the butterflies dancing in her stomach, the hot damp between her legs.

Slowly, hesitantly, she began moving her hand up and down.

“Oh, damn,” he moaned. “Please don’t stop.”

His flesh burned so hot it seemed to sear her palm. Almost as if self-hypnotized, she watched her hand stroking his cock. Now it was Cameron who was trembling. Her hand moved rhythmically and, almost impossibly, Cameron’s cock seemed to swell even more.

“Please,” Cameron begged. “Show me how you blew Chas.”

Shelia gasped in shock at the idea. “Cameron, what if someone comes home?”

“Just kiss it,” Cameron groaned. “Please.”

Slowly, Sheila lowered her head. Holding him by the root of his cock she breathed across his fevered flesh. Cameron nearly choked at the sensation and moaned. His hand came to rest on her back. Gently, he pushed.

Pursing her lips, Shelia bent down further and pressed her lips against the shiny, tight skin of his glans.

“Shelia…”

She smelled the male musk and tasted his man-taste. Inside her little half-bra her nipples grew taut and she pressed them against Cameron’s thigh. Pleasurable sensations shot through, seeming to connect her tits with her pussy by high voltage cables. She rubbed them against his leg, enjoying the sensation.

Her tongue came out and she licked his erection. Taking his cock from her hand, Cameron grabbed hold of his hard on and rubbed it against her cheek and across his face. He hissed with pleasure. His hand moved from her back to her head where his fingers slipped into her hair.

“Do it,” he begged. “Put it in your mouth, Shelia, please. Suck my dick, suck it better than you sucked his.”

Shelia opened her mouth and enveloped the head of his cock. Still jacking him she sucked on just the head. Her tongue found the slit there and licked away the dripping syrup of pre-cum bubbling up. Saliva filled her mouth and she let drool slip past her lips to coat Cameron’s shaft.

She loved him, wanted him to feel good, surely that couldn’t be wrong.

The hand resting on the back of her head began pushing down, lightly at first, but soon with more force. He wanted her to take him deeper. She ran her tongue around the spongy corona of his glans and sucked the cock as if it were a straw.

Cameron slid both his hands into her hair and made fists.

“Oh, shit, oh shit!” he moaned.

She redoubled her efforts. Head bobbing she slicked his cock with more of her spit until it glistened wetly. His ass came up off the seat as he groaned and pushed more of his erection into her mouth.

“I love you, I love you,” he whispered.

The head of his cock reached the back of her throat and she gagged slightly. She hadn’t had this problem sucking Chas off but she knew what she was supposed to do from talking to other girls.

Wildly aroused, Cameron began see-sawing his dick between her lips, in and out of her mouth as she worked her tongue on his shaft. As the head of his cock slid deeper she opened her throat and pushed downward. There was a second of resistance and then Cameron’s long, thick cock was in her throat.

“Goddamn! Goddamn!” Cameron shouted.

He began bucking wildly, hands like iron bands in her hair, keeping her face pinned into his lap. Eyes watering, she gasped for breath. She thrust her face hard into his lap, taking more of his cock down her throat.

“Stop, baby, please stop!” Cameron gasped.

Confused, she lifted her head and his rock hard cock pulled clean of her mouth. Cameron stood and she slipped out of his lap dropping to the floor. His strong hands scooped her up and he threw her onto the couch.

She landed akimbo, knees spread, skirt hiked up around her hips. The sudden action had left her breathless.

“Oh,” she said.

Cameron stood over her, impossibly tall and large. His cock stuck out like the handle of a pot. His dick was so hard it could have cut glass and it still glistened with her spit. She could still taste him on her tongue.

“What are you doing?” she managed to catch her breath enough to ask.

“I’m returning the favor,” he growled. “I’m going to see what that sweet little pussy tastes like.”

Reaching down his hand grasped her between her legs. A shiver of delight shuddered through her body.

"Fuck you are so wet."

His finger gently rubbed the outside of her panties.

She whimpered. She felt mastered in his grip, his willingly, his to do with as he wanted. Her cunt ached as his hand moved. She looked up and found him staring down at her possessively. He smirked an arrogant smile.

"I don’t even need to ask if you want it." His grin grew. “I can fucking feel how much you want it.”

His finger slipped under her panties and danced across the lips. Shelia’s breath caught in her throat at the burning pleasure. Cameron laughed, a hungry sound.

"I fucking love everytime you wear these slutty little skirts. You know how much I love looking at your ass."

He lowered himself between her legs, pushing his head under her skirt.

"Now, I need to ask your pussy if you want this."

He ran his fingers softly up her legs, circling them around her knees. Moving his lips closer, he began licking up along her inner thigh. Reaching up with his hands he grabbed hers, holding them tightly to her side as he teasingly licked slowly up to her slit.

He broke away, voice rough and raw.

“Ask me,” he demanded. “Ask me to eat your pussy!”

Shelia’s cheeks colored again but she didn’t want him to stop now that he’d started. It felt too good. His tongue felt amazing on her, she wanted to feel more of it.

“This is so dirty, Cameron,” she protested.

Looking up into her eyes as the flat of his tongue licked over her swollen clit.. Feeling her struggle lightly along his hands he moved in closer and opened her slit with his tongue.

“Do it,” she whispered. “Eat my pussy.”

Zig zagging his tongue across her lips, he avoided going back to her clit until the last possible moment. Letting go of her hands for a moment, he raised her legs over his shoulders. Then holding the underside of her ass, he pulled her to his face. Licking up and around her anus, tasting the sweetness. Slowly he licked up further, then drove his tongue inside her. Swirling his tongue around her soft inner walls he grunted as her moans of pleasure filled his ears. The tip of his nose teased softly around her clit.

Rocking my hands under her lightly, dancing my tongue inside as I lift it out. Then sliding my hands from her and holding her pussy lips open with my thumbs, and gliding my tongue inside her slit. Licking up each side, slowly tasting and devouring her.

She ground her pussy into his face.

“Oh my god I can't believe this is happening! Don’t stop,” she begged.

A burning, euphoric pressure built up low in her belly. Her fingers curled around his hair and she thrust her hips forward, rubbing herself against Cameron as he ate her out.

Suddenly the pressure in her body released and she half-screamed as she came. Warm, sticky fluids streamed from her and soaked Cameron. He held onto her as she quivered and shook, tongue still working to pleasure her.

She was in a daze of pleasure as he rose up before her. His cock stuck out like a flagpole. Her legs were open and he was between them, her cunt soaking wet. He met her eyes.

“I can’t stop,” he said.

“I don’t want you to,” she whispered. “Do it, Cameron, fuck me.”

“Did you do it with Chas?” he asked, voice choked with lust.

She shook her head no and her hands found his face. “No,” she said. “I love you, I want you to be my first…”

Drawing his face down she kissed him passionately. She felt the heavy, incessant weight of his cock against her thigh and she broke the kiss.

“Do it,” she whispered. “Take what you want, what you need, I need it too.” Reaching down, she parted the sticky folds of her lower lips and whispered his name.

Cameron fell upon her.

He reached down and caught her under the legs behind the knees and lifted them up, changing the angle of her pelvis in one smooth motion. Sheila panted in apprehension, her eyes glued to the monstrous member pointed at her like a deep purple battering ram.

The girth of it was frightening and she, realizing how mad with lust he was, began to realize how much this was going to hurt.

The head of the thing found the sticky lips of her vagina. Desperately her hands flew to the inside of her thighs and she tried to press apart her sex as best she could. The head butted up against her and Cameron snorted, bull-like. He pushed harder and she cried out as he at last placed the tip inside her. His hands pushed on her knees, pressing them farther apart.

His eyes rolled wildly and she feared he'd crack the bones of her hips if she didn't give enough. It had not occurred to her until that moment that she could turn him on like this, could make him almost crazy with desire for her. One hand flew to her clitoris and she began working it frantically, trying to provide enough lubricant to keep him from ripping her apart.

She grunted like a man trying to hoist a heavy load as Cameron pushed harder. A quarter of his length managed to slip into her. He was trying to be gentle but he was gripped by an urgency, and after the first thrust it was her own blood that greased the action. She threw back her head and bit down hard to fight a scream. Her hands found the couch cushions and clawed at them.

Her head swung back and forth as he pushed himself deeper still. She felt filled up, ready to burst. Only half of him was inside her and already she had the sensation of his tip ramming up against her cervix.

“I love you,” he moaned through gritted teeth.

Mixed in with the pain was pleasure and her hands found the hard muscles of his arms and clung there.

“Do it,” she urged. “Be my first.”

Cameron gasped and his eyes narrowed to slits with the pleasure of it as her maidenhood painted the inside of her thighs red. His grunts were like growls, like an animal ripping meat from the bone. His powerful hips began to move faster.

Each thrust shoved her hard, sliding her across the couch away from him. He drew out to just the tip then changed his grip to the crease where thigh met waist. He yanked her back toward him and his erection slid into her so hard and fast she felt impaled.

She screamed then and Cameron began fucking her with real fury his head thrown back. He slid in and out of her fast and hard and spittle gathered in the corners of his mouth as his head lolled.

Through the gauze of her own pain and pleasure she looked up and realized something, understood something. It was something terrifying, something darkly wonderful, something so powerful it sent currents of dark energy through her body.

He was hers completely at this moment. Her hands, small and soft compared to the heavy slabs of muscle on his arms, gripped him by his huge wrists. Her fingers clamped down hard around him.

Her hips began to rise up to meet his. Cameron whimpered as his pleasure took him. The drool at the corners of his mouth ran down the sides of his face and dropped on her belly. The spit was hot.

“Do it,” she whispered. “Harder. Give it to me!” And when she shouted it, it was an order and he obeyed.

He removed his hands and leaned forward toward her. He posted his weight on the couch to either side. His hips continued grinding out their violent assault. Her arms came up underneath his and her nails found the broad expanse of his back.

Tears ran freely from her eyes as she clawed furrows down his torso. At first she clung to him, like a drowning man to a piece of wood in a storm, but at some point inside her the balance tipped and she began raking his back.

“Let me on top,” she suddenly demanded.

The pain had receded and her need had grown. Scooping her up he lifted her easily and spun over onto his back. She felt empty and hollow as his cock slipped from inside her, sticky from her pussy juice.

She slid down his torso, feet finding purchase on the couch to either side of his hips. The big cock between his legs curved aggressively. It was an intimidating sight, thick and long. She wanted to take it.

Settling down on the lower part of Cameron’s abdomen, she spun quickly, spreading her legs wide and securing a steady foothold on the cushions. She reached down and took the cock by the shaft just below the helmet rim of his head. She felt his heartbeat pulsing through the fat stream of his dorsal artery. The shaft was thick and hard and she wanted this, wanted it badly.

She spread her knees apart as she picked the hard cock off his stomach. Carefully, she rubbed the head against the folds of her opening, using her own juices to slicken it. Moving carefully, she put it at her opening and eased herself down on the erection.

She expelled a breath in a quick, hard gasp. The thing felt like an iron rod as she pushed onto it. She moaned and slid the head in. Slowly, the walls of her vagina relaxed and accepted the big dick.

“Yes, baby,” she whined as the cock slipped into her.

Her own juices dripped down around the fat head, greasing the way, and she relaxed her knees, letting gravity ease her down the length. She felt filled up, stretched and full.

His finger pressed against her asshole and she sighed. Instantly, the gears in her lower belly started turning, churning toward the next orgasm as she skidded down the length of his dick. She perched, hands braced on his torso and slowly, carefully, she began sliding up and down.

His cock smoothly navigated her depths, pushing her beyond the discomfort of the stretch and deep down roads of ecstasy she’d never understood could exist.

She was drunk from fucking.

“That’s it baby, fuck me, fuck me baby,” she moaned in rapid pants.

Her hands kneaded his stomach as her inner thighs quivered. She was sopping down there, her body wet and aroused. Slowly, his hips lifted up to meet her. She heard him growl in satisfaction and she halted all motion as he picked up the pace, lifting his hips, sliding his cock deep, pulling it out.

She arched, holding her position, and he jackhammer-fucked her cunt. Cameron almost snarled with passion, finger gone from her ass, both hands wrapping around her narrow waist, picking her up, pushing her down, jamming his cock into her.

His hips punched into her ass cheeks, tearing screams from her throat as the cock between his legs pummeled into her. Then his thrusts dropped into a stutter rhythm and he bucked spasmodically.

The base of his shaft swelled, and the force of the thick knot of his ejaculate rolled up the length of his urethra. Pussy lips stretched tightly across his prick, she felt every vibration. Inside her the head of his cock jerked as he shouted.

She felt cum squirt up against her insides, felt the flesh canal drip and smear with it, until the thick white fluid slid back down the outside of his shaft and between her lips as she continued sliding up and down on his erection.

The feel of the slick ejaculate was all she needed, the scorching heat as it splashed into her and her orgasm shook her while her fingers dug into him. She couldn’t fight it anymore and screamed with the intensity of her orgasm.

She squirted hard and it flowed out of her, running down his penis to mix with his sperm. Trembling, she collapsed backward against him, and felt the strong arms envelope her.

She turned into his embrace, kissing his face, “Baby, that was good,” she whispered. “I know we shouldn’t have, but I don’t care.” Bending down she kissed him hard.

Suddenly Cameron shot up, concern on his handsome features.

“They’re home!” he said. “Get to your room!” He was already pulling his jeans back up.

She didn’t need to be told twice, she heard car doors slam and feet on the stairs. Snatching up her clothes she sprinted for the safety of the bathroom as the front door swung open.

She made it just in time. Their secret was safe. She smiled, luxuriating in the well-fucked sensation radiating from her pussy. Their secret was safe and there were going to be a whole lot more moments like this one…
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