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My first time happened last year when I
was 22 years old and working the night shift at a small party store
to help pay for college. It was close to four in the morning when
Dave, our local stud of a beer vendor stopped in to make his
delivery run.

For several months, I had been working
alone in the store, with no one but my own thoughts to keep me
company. Thus, I had started to love my time spent with Dave when
he arrived. It was just nice to have someone to chill and talk with
about anything and everything.

I had known Dave for almost six months
before that morning. We would talk a lot whenever he came in to
drop off his bi-daily load. It was fun talking with him, learning
more about him and his love life as a young 25-year-old married
man. Happily, I thought, but as with all things in my life, I
guessed wrong.

I loved watching him as he worked,
unloaded his pallets of beer and liquor from the backend of his
semi-trailer, gazing at the hard rounds of his chest through his
thin white delivery shirt, his muscular arms pushing and pulling
away on his cart. God I envied his wife, that lucky whore that got
to see him bare ass every night, got to feel his rock hard abs, his
ass cupped in the palm of her hands, his body, his cock buried to
the hilt inside her. I wished so much that he were
single.

“Darla,” Dave grunted,
closing up the back overhead before turning to face me, a small
trail of sweat beading down the sides of his face. “Darla… I know
this is odd to ask but.” He paused again.

“But?” I said, not really
catching on to what he had in mind.

“Can I kiss you?” he asked
bluntly, walking up to me so that he was only mere inches away from
my lips.

“But… I thought you were
happy… married,” I hissed. I could feel my entire body heating up
as I gazed deep into his eyes.

“I thought I was happy too…
till I caught that bitch sleeping around last night.” He hissed,
his eyes growing narrow.

“So… so you just want to
kiss me in spite?” I asked not caring in all honesty; after all, it
was not as if the thought of him taking me, fucking me on the
loading dock one day didn’t ever cross my mind. Fact it was a
thought, a wish I masturbated too quite often before he stopped in
each night.

“It’s not… not like that,”
he hissed, looking away, “Since I met you I’ve been holding back,”
he whimpered. “Trying my best to be that loving Husband I was
supposed to be and yet all this time, well… you are really hot for
your age… you know, that body of your just screams for a man” Dave
said, smiling slightly, one side of his mouth cocking upward as he
licked his lips with the tip of his tongue.

“I’m only a few years
younger than you,” I smiled. I could feel my face blushing, my
entire body boiling over as I nodded my head only to feel him
pressing his lush, wet lips upon mine, taking me passionately. In
that moment, that second I got so nervous.

In my mind, he was the perfect male to
lose it to and I desired it so bad from him, wanted; needed him to
take me, to be my first, to fuck me right there on the loading
dock, right there in the back warehouse on one of the wrapped
pallets of beer.

“Mmm… yes Dave,” I gasped,
feeling one of his hands under my shirt where he began caressing my
large firm shaped breasts, teasing my nipples with his tips.
Caressing them with such passion, such emotion, as if making sure
not to go any further, any faster than he thought I was ready for.
Such the perfect man, the perfect stud, Dave was waiting for my
approval to go further.

“Yes… please David, I want
you to fuck me so damn bad, so damn hard right now,” I broke from
his lips. “Please… Please be my first,” I gasped only to feel his
lips take me again, kissing me harder, deeper, as he quickly
unbuttoned my pants, loosening my belt before grinding the tips of
his rough, hard fingers into my wet, hot pussy.

“Fuck… yes, yes David,” I
gasped, I could feel him rubbing his fingers over my outline, the
tip of his thumb brushing across my aroused clitoris, as two of his
fingers continued to drill into me, penetrating me deep and hard. I
loved it so much. The feeling, the excitement of him taking me, the
taboo, the naughty feeling of being felt up, penetrated and taken
by another woman’s man, another woman’s husband.

I became intoxicated with the idea, the
knowledge that I was his choice, that I was the woman he sought
out, the bitch he wanted more than his own wife. Damn it turned me
on so much.

“Yes David, yes baby,” I
cringed, finding the courage deep down inside to touch him back, to
reach down between his inner thighs, touching his hardening mass,
rubbing his cock through his loose fit jeans, I could feel the
beast, the stiff monster waking to my touch.

“Fuck… yes…,” David, gave a
high-pitched sigh of pleasure, kissing me, telling me he wanted me.
He started to kiss my stomach, the tip of his tongue lashing across
the sharpened curves. Bending down in front of me, he pulled my
pants and black laced panties down my thighs, revealing the small
strip of black pubic hair on my mound before slowly standing up
once more, his lips gliding over my taut hot flesh. The tips of his
fingers draping up my inner thighs, brushing across the bright pink
opening of my pussy before pulling himself away from me, “Are you
ready baby?” David asked.

 

It was then that he did it, then in
that moment that he pulled down his pants and boxers, showing me
the fullness of his body, the creature of pleasure he was hiding
between his inner thighs.

“Damn,” I hissed, “that
bitch wife of yours didn’t know what she had.” I purred, my eyes
widening to the image of pure manliness standing before me. Never
had I imagined a man of his size and girth would be standing before
me, wanting me to be his. Never had I imaged I would have the
pleasure, the honor of seeing a 15 inch long cock less than a foot
from my naked body. My thoughts became primal… all I wanted was to
feel his cock inside me.

“Fuck…I… I,” I swallowed
hard; excited, amazed but at the same time scared as all hell. The
reality of him slamming that long wide beast inside me made me
wonder if I could even handle him. “I… I don’t know if I can fit
you inside,” I gasped, seriously unsure if my tight virgin pussy
could take such a hard long piece of cock meat.

“Just relax,” Dave hissed,
lifting me up on one of the beer pallets, “rest flat, and let me
take you where you need to go.” Dave growled, sliding the edge of
my ass off the side as he lifted my legs up over his shoulders,
widening my legs and my opening, “So pink… so perfectly pure.” Dave
hissed gazing down between my thighs, admiring my virgin pussy,
while at the same time gliding one of his hands around my breast,
the tip of his fingers circling around my hardened
nipple.

“Let’s try it slow at first
Darla,” he hissed, allowing me to feel the large mushroom sized
head of his cock sliding slowly into my opening.

“Fuck… yeah, that feels
good,” I gasped, cupping my breasts in my hands as I bit down on my
bottom lip.

“Good,” Dave sighed, moving
himself forward, sliding more of his large cock inside my
tightness, tearing me slowly open as I made this low,
uncontrollable squealing noise.

“Are you okay Darla?” he
asked, gazing down at me with such a pure, concerned look, his eyes
shimmering, sparkling as he waited for me to answer, holding
himself inside me.

“Yeah… it just… it feels… is
it all inside?” I asked. The pain inside me so unbearable, I
thought for sure that his whole cock was buried deep inside me
already.

“The first 10 inches are,”
he gasped, holding himself firm inside. “You still have another few
to go,” Dave added.

“Fuck…,” I gasped, biting
down on my bottom lip again. The frustration inside me building, I
wanted to feel all of him side me, wanted, needed to feel his balls
slamming hard against the crack of my ass, to feel him penetrating
me deep and hard. I wanted it all and I wanted it at that very
moment.

“Fuck,” I said again, “Stop
being nice and just slam it all inside me, break me open and tear
off the bandage,” I hissed.

“Are you sure,” David asked,
preparing himself for my request as his hands glided down the sides
of my hips.

“Fuck me David… fuck me like
a real woman… make me yours baby, make this bitch yours,” I
screamed as loud as I could, only to feel him lance the rest of his
hardened beast into me, breaking me open with one solid, rough
thrust.

“FFFFFFFFUCCCCKK!” I cried,
my entire body cringed, my pussy tightened around his cock as his
balls slammed against me. I fell into a moment of shear bliss, pure
nirvana. Yes I felt pain, a whole lot of pain, but so too I felt
pleasure, waves of intense, erotic pleasure consuming my body.
Fuck, I felt like a bitch being taken, a slutty whore getting her
just deserts.

Without saying a word, David continued
fucking me, slamming his hard long cock in and out, around and
around...It hurt but it felt so good. He kept saying my name and
telling my how tight, how good my pussy felt and how I made him
felt. He kept pushing it in and with every push, he kissed me
gently.

His thrusts where so hard and rough. I
could feel my pussy tighten, coiling like a snake around his cock
as if strangling it. Loving the feeling, the weight of his body
grinding into me, the warmth of his touch on my breasts, his lips
sucking me into him, kissing him deeply passionately as he drove us
both to oblivion.

“Fuck, you’re so damn tight…
so damn right…,” David moaned, thrashing his hips into me
chaotically, each thrust harder, deeper, and faster. I knew he was
getting close to coming, close to blowing his hot creamy seed, his
semen inside my virgin pussy, marking me as his territory, as his
property, his claim and so too, I was more than willing, more than
wanting to be his.

It was only moments later that he
wrenched forward, his hips slamming into my pussy like a rocket,
both his hands grasping my breasts tightly, he growled like wolf, a
dog to his bitch, as he blew his lovely warm cum inside my pussy.
My virginity taken and devoured, my body ravaged for all
time.

The feeling enchanted me, the warmth of
his cum filling up my insides, I could feel it all reaching deep
down inside me, filling my gut before gushing out my opening, small
drops of his heavenly fluids seeping between us and onto the packs
of Budweiser and Miller light.

He collapsed and smiled at
me.

“I could go again,” David
hissed, kissing my breasts as he draped his tongue over my
nipples.

“What about your other
deliveries,” I asked, gliding my legs off his shoulder and around
his hips, cupping his firm round ass in the palm of my
hands.

“Well…Darla,” David smiled
seductively, his cock still rock hard and at the ready. “I still
have a few more LOADS to deliver inside you,” he hissed.

“Damn…,” I said, “Long, hard
and full of stamina, fuck I’d marry you if that bitch wasn’t
already with you.”

“Really,” he hissed, placing
my legs back up his chest, resting my feet against the back of his
shoulders. “I’ll hold you to that,” he hissed before slamming back
into me, this time forcing his entire cock inside me right
off.

A few days later, when I saw him again
at work, he made sure to tell me he filed for divorce and was just
letting me know… later that morning I was no longer
single.

 


Alone in the early morning hours while
working at a closed party store, 22 year old, Darla, a hot virgin
college girl, turns to the soon to be divorced, highly attractive
and largely hung Beer Delivery man to assist her in losing her
virginity. A soon to be single man, a horny virgin, and cases of
beer all alone in the back of a loading dock. What more could one
ask for?
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