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Mike was not my first boyfriend. I had
been dating, and partying since I was 16 years old. Thus before
even meeting Mike I was not truly the innocent little girl everyone
thought I was. I had done some things with other guys such as
letting them feel me up, finger fuck, breast fuck me, and of course
giving some very nice blow jobs, and yes I even swallowed, but
nothing as far as having one of their cocks shoved up my ass or
slammed deep into my pussy.

No… Mike was my first. Mike was the one
that took me, ravaged my virginity all his own. I first heard about
mike from a fellow classmate in collage. Heard the stories of his
piercing dark brown eyes, which gazed deeply into the eyes of the
women he was with as he blew his load deep inside them. Thus, Mike
was the typical male slut one hears about by rumor before gazing
your eyes upon in the flesh. Yeah that was so Mike. Word around
campus was that he was the man with sex on the mind and the ability
to please even the most experienced of women.

Hence, it was only a matter of time
before the two of us hooked up and fucked. Fact it was my first
weekend I spent at his parent’s cottage out in the woods over one
of the weekends that he made his move, I had only known him for
maybe a day or so and yet there we were, half-naked and alone in a
cabin

We started as all things should start;
we started with kissing. Hiss soft tangy lips massing over mine as
his hands rolled everywhere over my body. One hand gliding up my
chest, rasping across my breasts, before clutching one firmly in
the palm of his hand, all the while his other traveled down between
my thighs pulling away my panties; the tips of his long Narrow
fingers, stabbing inside of me, piercing my tight, hot
wetness.

“Mmm…,” I moaned slightly,
pushing my tongue between his lips, seeping into his warm, wet
mouth as my hands followed his every move, the tips of my fingers
pressing under his boxer briefs, grasping his hardening cock with
my fingers.

“Fuck… yes,” he gasped,
breaking away from our kiss, his eyes locked onto mine as I
continued to take him, wrapping my fingers around his long, thick
shaft, stroking the underside of his cock, pumping him firmly in my
hand.

“You are so mine,” Mike
hissed as he began sucking my medium sized breasts, sucking on them
hard and long, only to flick the tip of his tongue across my
nipples like a wet whip across flesh.

“Yes… fuck yes Mike,” I
cried, I was feeling so excited, so turned on, so alive and horny.
Never before had I felt so real, so alive at that moment. I was wet
with anticipation, so ready for him to take me, to fuck me hard and
rough. To slam his hard, stiff cock into my virgin tight pussy and
claim me as his. “Yes… take me Mike Please!”

 

Yet Mike continued at his own pace,
telling me in his own way that he was the one in control, he was
the dominate and I was his prey. Feathering down my body, his lips
massed across my flesh as both his hands cupped my perky, aroused
breasts. The tips of his fingers slicing across my nipples, “Fuck…
Please, Mike,” I gasped.

“Please what,” Mike hissed,
his lips just above the opening of my drenching wet pussy. I could
feel the heat of his breath passing over me, seeping inside
me.

“Please… Mike, fuck,” I
gaped, before slamming my head back against the armrest of the
couch.

His tongue barreling inside me like a
power drill, lapping my his lips across my hot, wet opening,
sending chills of lust, of pleasure through my entire body as he
continued to drink of my pussy, consuming my hot sweetened
nectar.

“Damn… yes, yes, Mike,” I
purred like a cat in heat, my fingers tangling into the strands of
his dark black hair as he ravished me, consuming my insides, I
couldn’t stand it anymore. I wanted him to fuck me, needed him to
plow his cock deep inside my virgin pussy, to break me open like
only a man, like only he could do.

“Fuck my pussy with your
cock,” I demanded.

“No… not yet,” Mike
protested.

“Please… fucking hell you
bastard fuck my pussy!” I screamed so loud my voice echoed through
the room, through the cabin that if anyone else where with us they
would have surely heard my plea.

“Fine,” Mike barked, pulling
uneasily away from my pussy only to climb on top of me, spreading
my legs wide as he placed the tip of his hardened beast inside
me.

“FUCK ME!” I demanded again,
“Fuck me hard, Slam that fleshy beast into me,” I
hissed.

“I… I don’t want to hurt
you… You’re first fuck can be painful.” He sighed.

“I don’t care… fuck me,” I
cried, wrapping my legs around his hips, pulling him towards me
with all my strength. “Fuck my pussy, tear it open, tear me open,
break me open now,” I panted. I was so thirsty, so hungry, and so
insane with passion; with lust that I wanted it I need it. “Fuck…
me NOW!”

“FINE!” Mike shouted,
pushing the tip of his cock into my opening before reach up for my
breasts, “Take it all inside you,” he grunted. Slamming full stream
into me, he lunged forcefully lunged forward, slamming the top of
my head against the headboard.

In that instant, that split second
between breaths I felt him breaking me open, tearing into me. I
could feel him all in that moment, the pain so overwhelming, the
pleasure rushing over me like a tsunami; I was engulfed in a rage
of both pleasure and pain.

“Fuck… yes,” I managed to
cry out, feeling his balls slapping across the crack of my ass.
Mikes cock, his full, fat length inside me, filling me to the brim.
“Fuck.” I gasped; breathing in only to feel the sharp sting, the
tip of his cock buried deeply into my body likes a razor sharp
knife. “YES, God fucking yes,” I inhaled.

The pain, the pleasure, the feeling of
my lover taking me, his cock slamming in and out of my pussy
brought me to my breaking point. Before he was even at his peak,
before Mike was even ready to blow his load inside me, I came had
and fast, spraying my hot, boiling juices out across his cock and
balls, saturating the sheets beneath us. I was engulfed in a wave
of pure ecstasy, pure erotica.

My mind drew blank, as pleasures beyond
anything I can knowingly describe continued to slam through me.
Mike continued on ward, fucking me hard and fast. My mind slipping
away, the last thing I remember was feeling him blowing his load
inside me, feeling the hot sticky warmth of his cum filling me to
the brim, before passing out… God how I love being a woman… love
being fucked hard, rough and fast by men.
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