

It was a sunny, warm summers day, the school holidays were nearing their end & I was feeling bored. I was in my final year of secondary school. I’d been trying on women’s clothes on and off for about 3 years but it was only that summer that I really started to crossdress seriously. By ‘seriously’ I mean to wear more than just the underwear.


It all started when I was about 12. I had a sister who was 4 years older than me & I was at that age when I was beginning to get curious about girls. I had already found pornographic magazines and had discovered masturbation, although like most people of my age I’d not had much contact with girls. I had started like most young boys, by looking through the lingerie section of my mums shopping catalogues, then started wanting to imitate the images that I had seen in the catalogues & in the porn magazines I had found.


My first time was after having a bath; I had pulled a towel out of the airing cupboard to dry myself and had dislodged a pile of my sister’s underwear, which was also drying in the cupboard. Feeling horny and being about the same body size as my sister, I decided to try on a pair of her knickers. The thrill of the material against my skin & being able to see myself in the bathroom mirror was amazing.


Before I knew it, I had tried on all the items of her underwear in the airing cupboard including her bras and a bikini that was also in there. I couldn’t believe how horny I was feeling. I had the hardest erection I had ever had & couldn’t stop myself from trying on each item again and again, admiring myself in the mirror and masturbating.


I was a tall skinny lad at the time & so easily fitted into my sister’s size 8 underwear & loved the way my long legs looked in her high cut panties & bikini. It then became a bit of a habit. Whenever I was feeling horny or bored, I’d have a bath. My parents must have thought I had a cleaning obsession as I would spend ages in the bathroom and often didn’t even step into the bath (I’d fill the bath and then start dressing).


It wasn’t until that summer holiday 3 years later that I really started to take things further though. My sister had gone to France for the summer and my parents used to let me do pretty much anything I wanted during the summer days, so I used to occupy myself with searching through my sister’s wardrobe.


Luckily because she had gone backpacking, she had left a lot of her sexier outfits behind including (as I was delighted to find) her best lingerie. She had a fantastic taste as well; all of it was in either black or white and was very, very skimpy or classically sexy.


My appetite for outfits to try on spread even further as I wanted to try various ‘looks’ out in front of the bathroom mirror. So yet again I was rewarded when I searched deeper in the back of her wardrobe and found her old school uniform and gym kit. I thought I’d struck gold and my erection must have been nearly tearing a hole in my clothes as I rushed to try it on in the bathroom


The sexual charge that I got from dressing up was unbelievable. I had never been so turned on and my orgasms when I finally let myself cum would leave me gasping and nearly on my knees. Admittedly, seconds after cuming I was plagued with the guilt of what I was doing and the feelings that it was wrong, but this was forgotten about a day or so later when I would begin to fantasise about wearing a certain outfit or posing in a favourite pair of undies.


This guilt probably prevented me from taking things further. I had only ever dressed up in the bathroom in front of a mirror, although I was beginning to fantasise more and more about the excitement of dressing up outside and even of being treated as a woman by another man. But living in a quiet village in the west country and being incredibly nervous about my secret, I had no way of taking things further (and was definitely way too scared to do anything anyway).


I was still very frightened about my parents finding out. I had had a couple of close calls with them coming home early and with me not taking all the make-up off properly, but had managed to get away with it. It was about this time that I had also discovered a stash of porn magazines hidden in a large Tupperware box in a wood not far from my house.


I had been out cycling around these woods that were about half an hour away from where I lived and had followed a track for about ¼ of a mile up through to the back of the woods. It didn't seem to lead anywhere, only to a clearing behind a large fallen tree. Normally you would have turned back, but I was bored and felt like adventuring. That was when I noticed the box under the fallen tree.


I had to look through them. I was surprised and even more curious when I discovered that several of the magazines were gay porn and even more surprised to find one that was full of transsexual pictures. Initially I felt guilty for looking through them, as I knew I wasn’t gay, but as with my crossdressing, my hormones got the better of me.


Before I knew it I had taken the box of magazines and sat down behind a dense patch of trees (just in case anyone should wander through this quiet woods). I was like a kid in a sweet shop, carefully flicking through the pages of these obviously well thumbed magazines.


I had decided to tease myself by starting with the gay magazines & leaving the transsexual one until last. I slowly turned the pages looking at all the pictures of the guy’s cocks and daydreaming about how it would feel to touch someone else’s cock, to wank them off.


Obviously I had begun to wank myself off as I continued to daydream. I didn’t realise at the time, but these were actually quite hardcore magazines and they left nothing to the imagination. It was the first time I had seen pictures of people being sucked off, men being fucked and most amazing of all, cum shots.


It may seem weird, but I was fascinated (and extremely turned on) by these images of people being penetrated both orally and anally by these hard looking cocks. I had thought that I couldn’t have got any more turned on than I had been when I was dressing, but I was wrong. My cock felt like it was going to burst it was so hard. My head was spinning and I was nearly panting as I turned the pages & occasionally stroked my aching erection.


It must have been ages later when I finally reached the transsexual magazine. My cock was rock hard and throbbing and I could barely touch it as I felt I would make myself cum instantly. I had mixed emotions as I turned the pages looking at the beautiful transsexuals being serviced by these well-hung guys. Part of me was loving the images of these firm assed beauties with their smooth bodies and long cocks. The other half of me was completely jealous, as I would have done anything at that moment to have a male, any male, there with me for me to do the same to.


After spending hours masturbating over these pictures I decided that I would go home and dress before finally allowing myself to cum in the safety of my house (I was still nervous of being discovered even in this remote piece of woodland). So carefully putting the goldmine of magazine back into their box in the same order & placing it back under the fallen tree where I had found it, I headed off home holding my still aching hard erection.


I would have got home a lot faster had it not been for the fact my cock was still so hard, instead I made my way home as fast as I could. Thinking about what I would wear when I got there.


I had spent the many hours dressed in my sisters clothes posing in front of the bathroom mirror and getting turned on by my own reflection, but when I got home and slipped out of my clothes I now had the images from the porn magazines to fantasise about & to try to copy.


I knew that I wasn’t going to last long before I came, so I chose my favourite underwear & clothes from my sister’s wardrobe and locked myself in the bathroom. Pulling on the black lace thong (my sister was quite racy, even for an 80s child) and the halter neck little black dress, I admired myself in the mirror.


Having seen the hardcore magazines, I now knew that they always ended with the young girl (or guy) being sprayed with cum and I was keen to have the same done to me. Being on my own, the closest I could come to this was to lie on my back in front of the mirror and then raise my hips up off the floor as I was about to cum, spraying myself with my own cum.


Watching myself in the mirror & looking at my cock, I imagined what it would be like to have someone else’s cock in front of me, to be able to wank them off, to be able to suck them off until them came in my mouth or all over my face.


The orgasm that hit me was like a bomb. My cum shot out of my cock at such a force, spraying over my face & neck. Squirting again and again as I thrust my hips upwards. When I couldn’t cum anymore I collapsed in an exhausted heap on the floor breathless and shaking and looked at myself again in the mirror.


I looked across at my reflection and was surprised when I saw myself. Initially I had that same old guilt feeling; ‘what was I doing, I wasn’t gay, I didn’t fancy men. What would my friends say if they knew? What would my parents say?’ All these doubts were rushing around my head, but at the same time, I had just had the most powerful orgasm I had ever had and looking at myself in the mirror I was beginning to get aroused again. I was lying there my face and the dress covered in my cum looking bedraggled and satisfied like the girls in the magazine.


Nothing much happened after that for a week or two as I wrestled with the moral issues in my mind, trying to understand what was going on. I wasn’t gay, I didn’t find men physically attractive. I had never had a crush on any of the other boys at school, but I did really enjoy dressing in my sister’s clothes, and when I was dressed I really wanted to be seduced by a man.


Not just any man though. As with all fantasies, you always have a fairly specific idea of what you want. My ideal man was not the typical overtly masculine type. Being fairly smooth and hairless myself, I wasn’t a fan of hairy men; I preferred a smooth torso and not overly hairy legs and arms. I was also turned off by the thought of anyone overweight. I was skinny and hated the thought of beer bellied men. The rest was irrelevant, although again, facial hair wasn’t a big turn on - too scratchy for a start!


So what was I to do. I was a lone crossdressing 15 year old living in a quiet village in rural England. How the hell was I going to find a man who would help me make my fantasy into reality?


I had all but given up hope and had even stopped dressing in my sister’s clothes. To cheer myself up, I’d gone into the local town 4 miles away to buy some new music (my other passion before I found women’s clothing!). I had wandered past the Aladdin’s caves of women’s clothes shops trying to peer in without being noticed, but obviously way to nervous to ever walk in and browse.


It was after I had tormented myself enough that I went into a second hand record shop to browse. It was there that I had the brainwave. This shop also sold loads of second hand bits and pieces and it was as I was looking around the place that I spotted the Polaroid camera. It took a while for me to form the plan, but minutes later I was the proud owner of an old Polaroid camera complete with 2 new films (about 20 pictures - enough to get started with).


Now you may be wondering what I wanted with a Polaroid camera. Well I’ll explain my brainwave.


Before the days of global internet use (this was still in the mid 80s), there was no way of like minded people finding eachother & of meeting up. Being in the depth of yokel Britain also didn’t help, there were no such things as gay clubs or bars within 500 miles. So the only potential male with similar interests to me was the owner of the Tupperware box that I had found.


Now, as you already know, I was still incredibly innocent and nervous, and had no idea how to approach this person. Maybe he didn’t want to be approached, maybe he just enjoyed his magazines. I had already thought about leaving him a note, but if he read it and took offence he could easily take his box full of magazines and move them, then I’d be totally cut off from this new world that I had discovered.


The only thing I knew about this other person was that he had very similar fantasies to me, or at least he enjoyed the same pornographic images as me. It was this thought that made me buy the Polaroid camera and that made me decide that I’d let him know that I existed, well, at least give him an idea of what I looked like!


The plan I had hatched was to photograph myself dressed as sexily as possible and then leave these photos somewhere where he would find them. It wasn’t exactly an instant meet dating service, but it was the best I could think of. I’d leave one or two pictures somewhere in the woods where he might find them and then see if my pictures would make it into his collection.


I didn’t have the guts to just put them straight into the box with his magazine, as again, he may just have taken the box away. So the plan was hatched, the only other thing I needed to do was decide what I was going to wear in the photos.


I had done some photography at school, so was confident that I could produce some decent enough photos, I only needed to decide how I would pose for each picture. 


I had decided that I’d initially take a series of 3 or 4 pictures in a similar style to those I’d seen in the magazine. The only difference being that I’d keep my face out of the frame (yet again, too nervous to consider any pictures of my face, and what if someone else discovered them who might know me).


So once I was certain that my parents would be out for a while I set about getting ready. As I wanted to look as convincing as possible I decided to trim my pubic hair (the closest I could get to having a bikini line wax) and to use some false nails and nail varnish (again from my sisters room).


After three quarter of an hour preening and dressing, I was ready for my first ever photographs. I had got a bit carried away with trimming my bikini line and now had a tiny triangle of pubic hair to cover with the little panties I was wearing, I felt amazing.


I was so nervous being outside stripping off to reveal the skimpy underwear I was wearing underneath my clothes. I had chosen to wear black stockings and a beautiful black lace suspender belt (I've never been a fan of suspender belts, I prefer hold ups, but I was only 15 at the time!). I had a matching black lace thong on that was pulled up high on my smooth hips. I also had the matching bra in the bag with my sisters favourite little black dress.


I was so nervous and excited as I checked around to see if there was anyone who might see me. My breathing was panicky and I kept holding my breath thinking that I could hear someone nearby. Eventually I laid out the blanket I had bought with me & settled down behind the big fallen tree where the box was hidden. I carefully took all the things out of the bag whilst I kept a constant eye looking down the hill, the only route up to where I was hiding.


As I carried on I became a little calmer, my breathing slowed a little, but I was still nervous with excitement. I stood up and stepped into the little black dress, wriggling myself into it as it slid up my slim stocking clad legs. I eased the top half up and tied the halter neck behind my neck. I reached into the bag and pulled out the black elbow length gloves. I had remembered my sister had worn these for a ball, and they went perfectly with the dress.


Finally, sitting down, I unzipped the calf length suede boots and slipped my foot into each one in turn. 'Zzzzip' the sound of those boots zipping up was so exciting. It finally meant that I was outside and dressed for the first time in my life. I propped the little mirror that I had brought with me against the fallen tree and tried to admire my body and legs in it. God I was feeling horny!


I lay back in the warm sunny afternoon and rubbed my growing erection through the material of the dress and the little lace panties 'Mmmmm' that felt so good'. I lay back and feeling the warm sun on my face and the relaxation of being able to dress without worrying about when my parents would be home must have made me drowse off, because the next thing I knew was that someone was standing there looking at me.


How long I had been asleep and how long he had been standing there watching me, I had no idea, but I was panicking and just wanted to get out of there. I was confused as I couldn’t remember falling asleep and more importantly I was excruciatingly embarrassed!


For no other reason than I couldn't pick up my clothes and run in the black boots I was wearing, I just sat there trying to hide my face.


The guy was about 2 years older than me and he just stood there. I'm sure he was just shocked, part bemused and as I later found out, part horny. 


I could see that he was trying not to scare me, but I was so embarrassed and so scared I just wanted to get up and run away. Then he said it; 


'You don't have to be scared, I don't mind, you don't have to go. Honestly you don't have to go'. His words were just tumbling out of his mouth 'We, we' he stuttered 'We can look at them together if you like'.


And that's when it hit me, here was what I'd be trying to achieve, and I was trying to run away. I slowly turned to face him, still sat on the far corner of the rug breathing heavily and looking first at him and then at myself as if wondering what I looked like from his point of view.


He was breathing heavily as well, and looking just as scared. He deliberately kept his distance as if he might scare me if he came any closer. Watching me closely he moved down to the open box and picked it up offering it towards me. 'I don't mind you lookin' at them, honest'. His voice was soft now and he sounded genuine. 'Here take one'. He thrust the box towards me.


I still wanted to just get out of there, but out of embarrassment and to buy myself some more time to think I reached out and took the top one. My mind was racing so fast I couldn't think. My heart was pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears and I was just running on automatic.


He seemed to relax a little once I had accepted the magazine, and he slowly lowered himself and the box onto the rug. 


He looked at me then took a magazine from the box as if showing me how to flick through the pages. I began to relax a little as he spent more time looking at the pages in front of him, than at me. It was odd really, I had spent so much time dressing myself and making myself up to be looked at, and now I was being looked at I didn't want the attention.


I looked down at the magazine in front of me on the rug. I had pulled the transexuals magazine out, so I began leafing through it's familiar pages keeping one eye on the intruder. It occurred to me then, that I didn't know his name. So, breaking the silence, I asked in a near whisper 'What's your name?'


He looked up a little surprised at having heard me speak. 'Tom' he said, 'What's yours?'. It suddenly struck me then, what was my name. My real name would sound stupid with me dressed like this. He knew that I wasn't a real girl, but I didn't feel like the male me at all when I was dressed like this. I wracked my brains for a suitable girls name. I didn't want to use any friend’s names, or my sister’s name, I wanted my own name, one that suited my character and the way I dressed. I was wishing for more time to think and wondering what he must be thinking as I sat there in silence.


'Sarah' I finally blurted out.


'Hello Sarah' he replied and then glanced back at his magazine. It went silent again as we resumed looking at our respective magazines and I began to realise that Tom was actually as shy as I was. It was almost as if he was waiting for me to make the first move.


'Are these your magazines then' I said stupidly looking for something to say. 'Um’ he paused looking a little sheepish “…Yeah, ddd, do you like them?' He didn't seem at all embarrassed about owning up to them. 'Um yeah', I murmured as he looked up at me. Again it fell silent. 'I particularly like this one'.


I don't know where that had come from. I had subconsciously blurted out my thoughts to him and now I had to wait to see his reaction. He turned his head and tried to peer over at it. Helping him, I turned the magazine and moved it towards the middle of the rug. He shuffled in a little to see it better, and realizing where this may lead, I began sliding back onto the rug to 'share' the magazine.


'She's kind of cute don't you think' I said beginning to flirt with him. I had listened to my sister and her friends many times and knew from my own point of view what made men react. 'Maybe' he replied 'but she doesn't have legs as good as yours'. 


I wasn't expecting such a sudden come back and my heart began to pound again as I shuffled nervously, not knowing how to take the compliment.


We fell silent again for a long time, but during that silence I could feel my cock beginning to strain under the dress as I sat with my legs tucked up beside me. I flipped the page of the magazine and glanced over at Tom's crotch as his eyes scanned the next page. I could clearly see that he had an erection and quite a sizeable looking one too (bear in mind that I had never seen another mans erection until then so had no way of telling, but my imagination was working overtime).


The thought that I may have been at least partly responsible for his erection and the fact he was so close to me made me blush and my mind began to run away with itself again. How were we going to make the next step? Did I really want to make the next step? Did I just want to keep my fantasies, just that, fantasies?


My heart was pounding again and my mind racing, what could I do next? Then it happened, he began by him taking his coat off and laying it down behind him 'Sorry' he said 'I'm just getting a bit hot'. 'Yeah me too' I added nervously, then looked myself up & down. I was wearing virtually nothing. I looked up at him again and laughed. I was finally beginning to relax.


He rested back on his elbows half looking at me and half looking at the magazine between us. Again, we were in that deadlock, neither of us new what to say or do next, because neither of us had ever been in this situation before. I looked across at him and the obvious tent in his trouser that he was not so subtly trying to show me. It occurred to me then, that he was being the gentleman. He had obviously thought he'd scared me and so didn't want to scare me off again. In the same way I hadn't wanted to scare him off by leaving a note in his Tupperware box.


He wanted me to make the first move!


Oh my god I thought, I don't know what to do, I don't want to take things too fast. This is my first time I want it to last, I want it to be special.


Then I realised. The reason I was having so many problems thinking was because I was thinking like a man. All I needed to do was think like a woman, think like Sarah!


'Well if your that hot' I said in a confident but low whisper (I was still ridiculously nervous), 'then we'd better loosen some more of your clothes'. And with that I knelt up and looking at him to see if he was going to react, I reached over with my gloved hands and started to undo his zip.


The look of relief on his face was amazing, he just looked at me as I slowly undid his flies and then undid the top button. His cock just sprung up. I had expected him to be wearing boxer shorts or something, but he had nothing else on. Suddenly I could smell his cock. It was a hot musky, meaty smell, clean and slightly sweet and very sexy to me.


I looked at him as I slid my hand around its girth and squeezed it. It was rock hard and I could swear I could feel his blood pulsing through it. I wasn't disappointed, it was about 7" long and very thick with a sort of barrelled shape to it like a cigar. I felt his hand move up onto my thigh as I began sliding my hand up and down. He was just lying there breathing erratically and occasionally moaning as I ran my hand over my first cock.


He finally reached out and held my wrist, 'Your going to make me cum soon'. I smiled my coyest smile 'well we can't have that just yet can we!'


There was another awkward silence and I thought it the ideal time to tell him that I was just as nervous. 'Its' my first time' I said blushing and feeling a rush of excitement and nerves. 'I, I .... want it to last' I stuttered.


He looked at me & then I knew what I wanted to do. I slowly stood up and adjusted the already short hem of the dress. Then taking a quick look around to see if anyone was around, I moved over towards the fallen tree, then turning my back to him I bent down forwards letting the hem of the dress ride up to reveal my stocking tops and probably even the crotch of the little black lace panties I was wearing.


Then looking back at Tom, I arched my back pushing my ass out further towards him and slowly squatted down. 


It was a move I had done dozens of times in front of the bathroom mirror to myself and it had always made me hard. Seeing my pert little ass under the bottom of the little black dress with the thong pulled tight between the cheeks of my ass. I glanced around again and Tom was suddenly on his feet and walking towards me. I froze for a second, again unsure of what to do next, and then seeing Toms hard cock coming towards me at eye level, I knew.


I think Tom had other ideas, I think he wanted to run his hands over my body and over my ass, but I just dropped to my knees and with one hand guided his hips towards me and the other I guided his cock neatly between my lips. 


Hmmmm, that is always a taste and a sensation I shall remember for the rest of my life. Everyone should try it, some will love it, others will hate it. But I couldn't get enough of it. I had waited so long for this moment and had fantasised about it so many time, now suddenly here it was in my mouth with me hungrily sucking on it. I wasn't too sure what to do, as I’d never had a blowjob and had obviously never given one before either, but I assumed that it was very much like wanking someone off with your mouth.


Tom was helping too, his trousers had dropped around his ankles and he was slowly thrusting in & out of my mouth watching me and stroking my face as his slid his cock in & out of my lips. I could feel his legs shaking as I sucked on him and it became worse and worse the closer I got to making him cum.


I eased his cock out of my mouth and looked at it proudly. It was still rock hard and my saliva was all over it making it look amazing. 'Do you want to sit down?' I said. I expected him to lay back on the rug again, but instead he lay across it so that his head was in front of my knees. I quickly realised what he intended to do next and that it was now my turn.


I kept my knees together as I turned sideways and stretched my legs out with my back turned to his feet. I had it all planned out now, I could watch him suck me and then return to sucking him later, experiencing my first 69 as well! Things couldn't get much better!


My dress was barely covering anything at all after my little display and Tom was treated to the sight of my smooth white thighs between the stocking tops and the hem of the dress which was now barely covering my panties.


'You are amazing Sarah, you know that'. Hearing him call me Sarah made me blush again and I watched as he tried to pull the hem of the dress up a little further. I had to raise my bum off the floor a little to help him and before I knew it, my dress was around my waist with the lacy suspender belt and panties on display.


The thong was barely covering my straining cock as Tom reached in with his slightly rough hand and eased it from under the material. I have a fairly long but thin cock that looked unfamiliar in this stranger’s hand and I began to get doubts about what I was doing. Then just as suddenly I lost all my doubts and guilt as he began to wank his hand up & down my shaft. 


I eagerly shifted myself around allowing Tom to stroke his other hand over my thighs as he wanked me off. I then watched as he eased my foreskin back totally. Glancing at me and then my cock, he lowered his head down licking and sucking the tip of my cock. It took only seconds before I felt as if I was about to cum and I began thrusting my hips up to meet his mouth.


I had to slow down and even asked him to stop. I knew that if I came I would immediately have the feeling of guilt and would want to undress and leave. But I wanted this to last, I really wanted to take my time and enjoy it.


Tom had moved his spare hand between my legs and I could feel him pushing a finger up between my smooth buttocks. Now I could guess that if he wanted to finger me then he would almost definitely want to fuck me as well. Things were going very quickly but on the other hand it was what I had fantasised about and I may never get the opportunity again. I wanted to be treated as a real girl. I wanted to be penetrated by his hard cock. But how could I be 100% certain he wanted the same?


Again, I just blurted it out "Tom, will you be my first?" It sounds so corny now, but I was only young, and it seemed right at the time. At first I don’t think he knew what I meant, so I just said "Will you take my virginity? Please, I want to know what it feels like to be fucked".


"Are you really a virgin?" he asked looking a bit surprised. I nodded in response.


"Stand up for me a minute" he said. He was beginning to sound more confident now he realised that I was just as horny as him and that I was a virgin. I did as he asked, tucking my cock back into my panties and pulling my dress down from around my waist. "Now turn around and bend over as you did last time" he said smiling. "Show me that great ass of yours again".


I didn't need asking twice and turning around, I spread my legs slightly and leaned forward putting my hands out onto the fallen tree.


I could hear his heavy breathing behind me as I pushed my ass out again, arching my back as much as possible. "You're going to love this" he said as I felt him lift the hem of my dress for the second time. I started to worry again and said "Please be gentle, I don’t want it to hurt". I must have sounded so naive. 


"I'll be really gentle, just tell me how it feels". This seemed like a strange request, but as I was about to find out, I love talking dirty!


I began to worry again and turned to ask him what we were going to use for lubrication, only to see him with a tub of Vaseline. The next thing I felt was the crotch of my thong being pulled to one side and then a cold Vaseline covered finger sliding up between the cheeks of my ass. I let my head fall and pushed my ass back again as I felt him tease my tight little hole, running his finger over it at first and then slipping his finger into me making me gasp out loud.


"How does that feel" he asked as he slipped the tip of his finger in and out of my ass. "Oh, amazing" I said lewdly pushing myself back onto his finger. I was amazed at how horny I was feeling. I was dying to feel his cock against my hole. Tom withdrew his finger and there was a long silence. I was wondering what was happening so decided to let him know what I was feeling.


"Tom I want you to fuck me. I want to feel your cock inside me now". I couldn't believe this alter ego I had, this sex crazed slut called Sarah. Then I felt him. He had one hand sliding around my waist and the other guiding his cock up to my ass. I felt the tip of his cock slide up the smooth greased line of my ass grazing over my hole making me twitch and gasp. Then with a bit of guiding from him and a bit of pushing from me, he slipped into me.


The feeling was indescribable. It felt like an explosion in my head as my ass stretched to take him. Then, just as he had penetrated me with the tip of his cock, he stopped. I don’t know whether he was trying to tease me or whether he was catching his breath or why he stopped, but he just stopped.


I was aching to feel him thrust his cock into my arse, I leant forward further, arched my back and stuck my ass out more provocatively, but still nothing. He had just the head of his cock inside me and I could feel myself being stretched by his thick shaft. He stood behind me holding my hips and almost teasing me by not thrusting into me, not filling me up and not fulfilling my need to penetrated, to be fucked by this boy. Finally I couldn't stand it anymore and pushed myself slowly back hard onto his cock. My wet hole stretching and sucking him in.


I could feel the crotch of my little black thong in the crease of my ass, next to his cock. It was slippery with Vaseline. I felt so dirty being fucked from behind whilst I was wearing this great underwear, it was exactly how I wanted to lose my virginity.


I felt him pull me back hard against him trying to fit more of his cock inside me. Feeling his balls squeeze up between the cheeks of my ass I ground my ass into his groin moaning softly. I threw my head back letting out a half sigh, half moan of pleasure. I was revelling in being Sarah.


He was very gentle and although it had hurt a little at first, the quantity of lube and the slowness of his thrusts soon had me lubed up and loving every minute of it.


Having your ass fucked by this skilled, big cocked young guy was absolutely mind numbing. I was amazed at how sensitive my ass was and I could feel his hard veiny cock sliding in and out of me as my muscles tightened and grip around his slippery shaft. Every now and then I would remember where I was and get frightened about someone overhearing us or seeing us, but I soon forgot about this as my lust took over and I felt Tom slide into me again.


"Oh Sarah" he moaned quietly, "You have the most amazing ass". I loved hearing this and arched my back even more pushing back against him. I looked over my shoulder at the same time to watch his face. He had his eyes shut and his mouth was open as he breathed deeply. He looked to be concentrating on trying to stop himself from coming as he stopped his thrusting and waited before resuming again.


It was as I turned back to concentrate on feeling him inside me that I felt Him thrust into me for the last time. "Oh god yessssss" Tom cried as he pushed himself deep inside me. I felt his balls slap into me and then the pulsing of his cock as he began pumping his cum into my ass. This was in the days before AIDS awareness, so for me this was the ultimate fantasy fulfilment, having this guy fuck me and then cum inside me. I just braced myself as he continued to pull my hips hard back against his groin and continue pumping his cum into me.


Finally he relaxed his grip and I felt him relax. He gently pulled me upright so my back was still to him and his cock was still inside me. "Do you want to cum as well" he half whispered in my ear, still breathing heavily from his orgasm. I couldn't seem to speak, but just nodded my head and then watched as his hand wrapped itself around my cock again.


I could still feel his cock hard inside me as he began wanking me. It only took a few seconds (I was extremely turned on!) before I threw my head back and pushed my body back against Tom. I felt his hand come up and grasp my false breast as he thrust his hips against my ass and I began to cum. I must have shot gallons of cum as I shut my eyes and let each spasm rip through my body.


When I had finally spent all my orgasm, Tom eased his cock out of me and gently rearranged my thong. I felt the lacy material slide back in-between the cheeks of my ass and slide into place over the cum and Vaseline as he pulled them up onto my hips again. I tucked my now wilting cock back into the front of the panties and slowly pulled my dress down over my ass as Tom ran his hand over the smooth skin and half helped pull the dress down.


I could tell that he was happy and relaxed, but I was feeling uncomfortable now, as the guilt of what I had just done came rushing over me.


THE END
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