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I kept control
of myself until summer came. I'd turned 18 in the spring and I
expected everything to feel... I don't know... different, I guess.
More adult?

Except that I
didn't feel any different. I didn't feel like the freshly-minted
woman that I supposedly was.

I thought I
knew why, too: I was still a virgin.

It was a
problem I could've taken care of in just a few minutes back at
school. I saw the way the guys there looked at me. I noticed the
way their horny, teenage eyes drank in every inch of skin I
exposed.

I just hadn't
found anyone worth giving myself. You only get your first time one
time, right? And just like I made sure I got perfect grades in
every class, I didn't want to fuck up getting fucked.

It wasn't like
I was a total prude or anything, either. To my parents, my
teachers, and my friends, I was the good girl. The one who held her
friend's hair out of the toilet at parties (which I also left to be
home for my 10PM curfew no matter what). I always did my homework
as soon as I got home. I helped out around the house.

But when no one
was around I let myself open up to my dirty little secret:
porn.

I loved
watching it. I loved the way my heart sped up when I heard my
parents leave the house and that I had the next couple hours all to
myself.

I loved the way
my little virgin pussy got wet and began throbbing as soon as I
brought up a new video.

And I
definitely loved the way I left my fingers all wet every time I
rubbed and stroked my little clit until I just couldn't take it
anymore and I came.

But lately, it
wasn't enough anymore. My fingers just didn't cut it. And I sure as
hell wasn't going to get some stupid dildo. No way. I wanted
something... someONE real for my first time.

Oh, and I have
to say that over the last few weeks I've been completely fucking
obsessed with creampie videos. I barely have to touch myself to cum
when I watch them.

In fact, all I
could think about was some long, hard cock filling me up with every
inch and then filling up my tight little pussy with a hot load.

The thing was,
I wasn't even on birth control. Something about taking that risk
always got my panties moist.

If my parents
and my friends knew just how much of a horny freak I was they would
think I'd been replaced by a robot or something!

Like I said
though: I'm a good girl. I intended on at least waiting to get into
college in the fall and find the right guy to give me that first
time fucking I wanted and deserved.

It was a
promise to myself I intended to keep. And I always kept my
promises. Just part of the whole good girl thing, right?

As soon as
Decker moved in with his family in the house across the street, it
was the first promise I knew I was going to break.

The big orange
truck with Muscle Movers splashed across the side pulled up to the
big old colonial about two weeks ago.

I don't know
why I looked up from my AP lit homework, but I did so just in time
to see Decker, shirtless, helping one of the moving guys hand bomb
brown cardboard boxes from the back of the truck.

He was about my
dad's age. Maybe a little younger. He had that Euro look to him.
Broad shoulders and chest, narrow waist. Nice, big arms that kept
me up at night with thoughts of how they would feel wrapped around
me. Dark hair, almost black.

I thought he
was pretty hot.

Then, for
whatever reason, he turned around, one hand running through the
hair at the back of his head. He glanced around. Then he looked up,
right at me. Our eyes locked.

He smiled and
waved. I couldn't move. It felt like I'd just stuck my finger in a
lightbulb socket. My breath caught, my heard pounded. My pussy
trembled and I felt my body respond on an instinctual level to
Decker's attention.

I'd never felt
like that before, never had that sort of reaction.

And I'd never
felt so embarrassed before. I felt like a little, starstruck girl.
Instead of waving back, I spun out of the way and hid behind my
curtain. When I finally looked back around, my shoulders slumped
with relief when I saw that Decker hadn't chosen to sand there and
look at me some more.

That was when I
knew he had to be my first.

I backed away
from the curtain and fell onto my mattress, my body bouncing
against the springs before settling in.

My heart
hammered against my ribs. I pulled my lower lip between my teeth
and bit down lightly.

And then I slid
one hand down into my panties.

"Oh fuck..." I
moaned when I felt how wet I already was.

I imagined my
finger was his cock as I pushed it into my waiting wetness. My body
writhed about on the bed.

I pulled my
juice-soaked fingers out of my pussy and tortured my little clit
until I couldn't take it anymore, until my orgasm crashed into me
and left me shivering and shaking on my bedsheets.

It wasn't good
enough though. It was fake. I wanted Decker. I needed Decker.

He got to be
about the only thing I could think about. AP Calc homework? Nope,
it just made me wonder how long and thick Decker was. Reading some
old love poem? Nope, just made me think about what I could say to
Decker to get him to give me what I wanted.

I still managed
to keep my grades up, although they didn't matter too much. I'd
already done my SATs, submitted my grades, my extra curriculars,
all that. Being a good girl, I couldn't let my academics slip.

Then came the
weekend after Decker and his family moved in. My mom knocked on the
door and poked her blonde head in.

"Hey, Ali, the
neighbors across the street are throwing a housewarming party
tonight and Dad already said we're in. So don't fill up before
supper; we're heading over around 5:30." Then she closed the
door.

My heart
skittered in my chest. This was it! Then I looked down at the comfy
sweatpants and old tee I had on. "Shit..." I muttered.

I dug through
my closet and threw just about everything onto my mattress while I
tried to ignore the flush of heat building up low in my
stomach.

I settled on a
short skirt (but not too short) and a crop top that showed off my
slim waist. Then I toyed with the idea of not wearing any panties,
but pulled a pair on anyway. After all, what if I flashed someone
without knowing? What if they told my parents?

I got so
nervous that by the time we started across the street, my parents
on either side of me, I wanted to turn back. And not just on the
housewarming, but on the whole thing? I mean, it wasn't like I'd
caught any more than a glimpse of the guy. He was probably totally
ugly up close.

My skipped the
front door and went right around to the back, where the side gate
was open. The noise hit us first: the sizzle of the barbecue, the
blast of some soft rock, and all the conversation.

"Looks like the
whole neighborhood's here!" my dad said.

But I only saw
Decker. My heart lurched up into my throat. He saw us and started
over.

Oh fuck! I
thought. Oh fuck, oh fuck, he's coming over!

I could barely
breathe.

He wore a
vee-neck tee that hugged his chest and shoulders. A peppering of
perfect stubble covered his chin. And his eyes looked so warm and
happy.

My own eyes
couldn't help straying down to the front of his chinos, trying to
find an outline of you-know-what.

"Ali, it's not
polite to stare!" my mom squeezed my arm and tore me from my
stupor.

"What?" I
said.

Did I mention
Decker was tall? My eyes climbed up every inch of him until they
met his own gaze. He was looking right at me and smiling.

Holy shit, he'd
caught me staring at his package.

"You must be
Ali," Decker said.

I tried to say
something, anything. But I was wet again. The pussy trembled. Warm
fingers seemed to stroke their way up the front of my stomach.

"I guess. Can I
use your bathroom?"

Decker raised
an eyebrow, but didn't stop smiling. And I swore that his eyes
flicked up and down, taking all of me in. The rested for a moment
on my chest and throat, where I felt a flush of heat forming and
knew that I had to be blushing.

He hooked a
thumb over his shoulder toward the house, "Upstairs, second on the
left, in the master suite. Ignore the powder room by the kitchen:
it's out of commission until I finish fixing it up."

I rushed past
them.

"She's not
usually this shy," I heard my dad say.

"It's okay.
She's adorable!" Decker replied.

I got up to the
bathroom, which was right off the master, and closed the door,
which immediately lessened the sound of the party to a background
hum.

"Adorable?" I
put the lid down on the toilet seat and sat down on it,
"Adorable!"

I didn't want
him to think I was adorable. I wanted him to think I was hot! I got
up and wandered around the large bathroom, lingering at the stall
and wishing I could catch Decker while he was taking a long, steamy
shower.

I opened every
drawer in the vanity, rifling through everything I found there.
There was a bottle of perfume in among all the makeup supplies. His
wife's I guess. I was immediately jealous. She got to fuck him
whenever she wanted.

Pulling off the
cap, I took a sniff. I caught hints of coconut and shea butter.
Very summery. Then I spritzed my wrists a little and rubbed them
together.

Fuck, I was so
wet! I shoved my panties down and kicked them away. I needed to
take care of this before I went back to the party.

I leaned back
against the vanity and pulled my skirt up, revealing the bare lips
of my pussy. I tried to keep myself shaved. It just felt cleaner,
you know?

My breath
caught as I ran my hand down between my thighs. My poor little clit
was throbbing, begging for attention.

I closed my
eyes and thought of Decker. I'd never pictured myself being with an
older man until he came along. I thought of his shoulders, his
chest, and how they'd feel as I grabbed them.

I thought of
his cock, and how it might feel as it slid deep into me for the
first time.

"Ummm..." I
moaned, the sound resonating deep in my chest.

Then someone
knocked at the bathroom door. It startled me so badly that I
slipped off the vanity and right onto my ass, hard.

"Fuck! Oh, damn
it," I swore.

"Are you okay
in there? Is something wrong?" It was Decker! "I'm coming in."

"Wait!" I
flipped over onto my hands and knees and started scanning the
floor. Where the hell were my panties? I gasped at the sharp pain
still radiating up my spine.

"Ali? What's
wrong?" The door latch started turning and I realized I hadn't
bothered locking it on my way in.

I abandoned the
search for my panties and instead shot up to my feet, smoothing
down my skirt and then wiping at my face.

Decker came in
and frowned when he saw me. "What was the commotion?"

"Oh, I, uh,
just stood up too fast and got a head rush and then sat down too
hard. Nothing wrong." All I could think about was how we were alone
together. What would he do if I dropped to my knees in front of
him?

What would he
do if I told him I didn't have any underwear on?

"Well, I'm glad
you're okay. I just came in to check on you. Why don't we get back
out to the party?" He stood to the side so I could squeezed past
him.

I did, but I
made sure to brushed my ass along the front of his chinos. He
sucked a breath in through his teeth, barely audible. And I don't
think that was his cell phone that I felt against my cheeks.

I had just
crossed the threshold into the bedroom when he grabbed my wrist. My
mouth went dry as I turned back to face him.

"Is that my
wife's perfume?" he said.

I paused,
caught in the headlights. "I guess we wear the same thing."

He glanced back
into the bathroom. My eyes followed his, and we both looked at the
uncapped perfume bottle on the vanity.

"Your parents
said you're a Straight A kind of girl. What would they say if I
told them I caught you snooping?"

My mouth
worked. Holy shit, I really fucked this up! That was my first
thought. But then something, the devil on my shoulder, whispered
into my thoughts that maybe this was a good thing.

So I bit my
bottom lip and let it slide out between my teeth, nice and slow so
he could see. Then I looked up into his eyes. "Maybe sometimes I'm
a bad girl." My eyes flicked down to his lips and then back into
his gaze.

"I caught you
looking at me from your window the day we moved in."

I pressed my
body up against his. My nipples perked up hard against my crop top.
He was warm and solid against me. "What were you doing looking at
my window?"

His lips
tightened and a frown line appeared between his eyebrows, "Just
looking around. What are you doing? We should go back outside.
Forget about all this."

I felt
emboldened. "I thought you were going to tell my parents? You know,
I'm 18. They can't really punish me."

"That's not the
point..." he started.

Our bodies were
still pressed together. I noticed then how he kept taking deep
breaths.

The bulge in
the front of his pants pressed against my stomach. He felt so big!
I wanted him. I needed him. My young body cried out with the heat
of that desire.

"You know what?
I am wearing your wife's perfume. You want to know why?"

He looked
directly into my eyes. "You're on thin ice."

I didn't stop,
"It's because I wanted to feel like her, to be wanted by you..." My
cheeks heated and a moment of girlish shyness overcame me, "Because
I want to know what it's like to...be... with you."

"Ali, we really
need to get out of here," he said. But his cock said something
else. I felt it push harder against me. I looked at him again,
really looked. He was straining to hold himself back. I could see
that he wanted me. Maybe as bad as I wanted him.

The devil on my
shoulder whispered to me again and I grinned.

"How about
this," I put my hands on his chest and stifled a moan. He
definitely worked out. "I think you came in here by yourself. I
think we're alone in here. How about I go up to my parents and tell
them you waited outside the bathroom and then came onto me when I
tried to leave?"

His cock was a
long, thick rock against my tummy. I was so wet I was surprised I
couldn't feel my juices running down my inner thighs.

His eyes
widened and I knew then that he knew I had him. "What do you
want?"

I slid one hand
down between our bodies and cradled his thick shaft against my palm
through his chinos. "This."

"Ali, you're
young enough to be my daughter..." he argued. His cock throbbed
when I started to stroke it.

"That's pretty
hot," I replied. I squeezed his cock and he groaned. I swear I had
no idea where all this bad girl shit was coming from, but it was
working so I wasn't about to stop.

"This isn't
right," he said. But his hands had settled on my hips.

I bit my lower
lip again and let it slide out, since he seemed to like it the last
time. Then I batted my eyes at him. "I'm not wearing any
panties."

Then I grabbed
his wrists and guided his hands down my thighs. I brought them up
until his large, warm palms and big fingers cradled my add.

After a moment,
he squeezed. I groaned. "I'm so wet... Fuck me. Fuck me hard. But
do it quick, we can't be inside by ourselves too long."

His hands
stayed where they were, his strong fingers digging into the supple
flesh of my lower cheeks. His eyes squeezed shut for a moment. His
cock throbbed against me.

Then he
listened to his own little devil. "You better keep quiet. Now and
later."

I kissed his
bare chest, a nice wet, lingering kiss right at the bottom of the V
of his shirt. Then I looked back up into his face. "I'm good at
keeping secrets."

He lifted me up
so fast and easily I squealed a little. He shushed me with a firm,
scratchy kiss. His tongue pushed into my mouth while his hands
squeezed my ass.

Quickly, he
carried me into the bedroom and tossed me down onto the bed. He
stripped off his shirt, showing his great physique. THen he grabbed
my shirt and shoved it up so that it bunched beneath my arms. I
wasn't wearing a bra, and my small, firm tits were fully exposed.
My little nipples were erect. He sucked one into his mouth.

One hand found
its way between my thighs.

"You're so
fucking wet already," he pulled his mouth away from my chest.

"It happens
every time I think about getting fucked by you," I said. A blossom
of heat spread a deep blush over my chest and throat.

"That's
something you fantasize about?" he said, one of his fingers making
slow, electric circles around my engorged clit. I was already so
close to cumming.

"Every day. All
the time. It's all i think about," I said between moans, "God,
don't stop..."

He pushed my
skirt up, revealing my bald cunt. My inner wetness glistened in the
vertical slit between my lips.

I could tell he
wanted to play with me more. And I wanted to be his plaything. But
we didn't have a lot of time before someone came looking for one or
both of us.

He undid his
belt, then popped the button on his fly and pulled down the zipper.
With one smooth motion, he shoved his pants down his legs. He
pulled his briefs down as well.

"You're so
big..." I said, my eyes huge and glued to his thick, hard member as
it snapped to attention. There was already a slickness of precum at
the tip.

Then he looked
at the night stand and started over that way.

He wanted a
condom, I realized. But I also realized I didn't want him to use
one. I wanted to feel his bare length and thickness stretching me
out with each thrust. I knew I shouldn't, but the thought of doing
something so bad was too much.

"No time. Just
fuck me. Please, just fuck me," I whisper-yelled as I spread my
thighs open. His cock trembled just over my stomach, so close I
could feel the shuddering heat coming off of it.

"It'll just
take a second," he started.

"You don't need
one," I told him.

He hesitated
for another second, and I could see him having the same argument
with himself. He looked down at my youthful, nubile body.

"You better not
be lying," he said.

I started to
reply, but he stopped me. He grabbed his cock and slid the taut
purple mushroom at the end down my slit, using it as a guide. I
whimpered when I brushed over my clit.

He found the
opening and pushed.

"Fuck!" I said,
barely slapping one hand over my mouth to stop the full volume of
it.

My tightness
stopped him for only a moment. I was so wet, so turned on, that
there was nothing either of us could do to stop it.

I wrapped my
arms around his upper body while my pussy spread open around him,
yielding to the thick hardness of his manhood.

"Jesus, you're
so fucking tight," he said through gritted teeth.

I couldn't help
letting out a high-pitched gasp and digging my fingers into his
flesh when he tore through my virginity. It hurt, but it was a
deep, delicious pain.

Some part of me
couldn't help but think that I was a woman now.

He pushed
deeper into me. Then deeper still. My breath came in quick little
gasps as I stretched out around him. I couldn't believe how big he
felt in me. I was still stretching out around him, but there was
also this amazing feeling of fullness.

He pulled back
out a bit and then paused. "Is this your first time?"

There must have
been some blood from when he tore through my innocense. I couldn't
speak, so I just nodded.

"Damn it," he
said.

"Don't stop.
Please, don't stop..." I begged him. My pussy throbbed and gripped
at his cock, my walls trembling around his shaft.

He couldn't
stop any more than I could. He pushed back into me. There wasn't as
much stretching this time, but that full feeling returned.

He picked up
the pace, falling into a rhythym of our bodies pushing together and
then pulling apart.

it felt so
good. I never realized it would feel so good. My back arched up off
the bed. He kissed the tips of my breasts again, and then savaged
my throat and shoulders with his mouth.

My body
couldn't take it anymore. I came. I came hard. Every muscle seemed
to go tight. I dug my fingers so hard into him that he gasped. My
pussy clenched and unclenched convulsively around his cock.

And still he
didn't stop thrusting. I climax went higher and higher. I buried my
face into his chest and screamed as quietly as I could.

Then I came
down from it, but still at a higher level of pleasure than before.
When I looked down between our bodies, my juices had turned almost
creamy around his shaft. I could see the skin on his cock bunching
up against my increased tightness every time he forced every inch
back into me.

"You're so
fucking tight," he groaned, "I'm gonna cum soon."

He leaned back
a bit and grabbed the backs of my knees, pushing my legs to that my
upper thighs pressed against the comforter on the bed. It let him
go deeper into me, and I thrashed in pleasure.

"Fill me," I
moaned, "I want to feel your cum in my pussy. Don't fucking
stop."

He gritted his
teeth and fucked me harder, the whole bed shaking with each thrust.
My pussy tried to grab and hold him, but my slippery tightness
couldn't stop him.

I couldn't stop
watching the expression on his face change. It went from a
pleasurable concentration to a grimace something like pain.

His breath
caught and his lips pulled back from his teeth. Right at that
moment, he buried himself inside of me and stopped. Then his cock
jerked inside of me.

My body
realized what was happening and I came again. This time, the
clenching contractions of my walls milked him dry, urging every
last drop of seed from his balls.

We both
stopped, my body going limp. He pulled out of me and stumbled into
the bathroom. My pussy felt sore already, but a good sore. And it
seemed to have a heartbeat of its own.

"Oh shit," I
said, pushing up onto my elbows. His cum trickled out of me, more
and more. My ass had been hangning over the edge of the bed and his
load dripped slowly onto the polished hardwood floor.

So this is what
it feels like when a guy fills you up, I thought. I liked it.

Part of me
wanted to wait for Decker to come back out so that I could tell him
that he'd just filled up an 18 year old who wasn't on birth
control, just to see that look on his face.

It wasn't like
I was getting pregnant or anything though, I planned on making a
trip to the drugstore that night.

I grabbed some
tissues from a box on the nightstand and cleaned myself up as best
I could, and I wiped the floor as well. There was still more coming
out of me, though. And I'd lost my panties. So I went through the
dresser and found a pair of frilly panties that belonged to his
wife and pulled them on. Wouldn't want anyone at the party noticing
cum dripping down my legs.

I went back
outside on unsteady legs and forced myself to not grimace but
instead to smile. I was still sore. And getting sorer each moment.
I played it off by sitting down next to a pretty brunette who
turned out to be Decker's wife.

I smiled and
talked to her for a bit.

"You have such
a pretty skin tone!" she said, noticing the flush in my chest and
face, "What do you use for that?"

I smiled and
told her some cream.

"You'll have to
tell me the brand!" she replied.

The devil on my
shoulder whispered, wondering what she would do if she was the one
who found my balled-up panties in their ensuite bathroom.
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