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I had met Donna, my first real
girlfriend shortly after we both turned 18. The both of us were
senior’s in high school and unlike me, Donna had a reputation of
being a little slutty whore, hence the main reason I wanted her as
my girlfriend.

Since this was high school, it should
come to no surprise that the rumors of Donna being such a little
fuck slut were just a tad exaggerated, as I came to find during our
first Friday night alone in my bedroom as a couple. Standing up in
front of her, our bodies molding into each other as we kissed
deeply, passionately, my hands cupping her bare, stiff breasts, as
I pulled my shorts and boxers down, wanting her to suck my rock
hard 10-inch cock with her hot, wet mouth.

“What the?” Donna freaked,
feeling the tip of my cock pressing into her taut belly button.
“What are you,” she hissed, recoiling when I asked her to take her
moist, hot mouth and suck on me off. Demanding that she be the slut
she was and take me as deep as she could. “I’ve never done that
before.” She squealed.

“What?” I said, suddenly a
bit put off, “but… but you have a rep around school for being a
tight little slut.” I hissed, sliding the tips of my fingers up
down my shaft, wanting her to touch it at the very least. “Hell the
entire football team swears you took them in a train one night
after they won homecoming.” I added.

“Yeah… well,” Rumors are
just that… rumors,” Donna hissed. “Come on now, you’ve known me for
real since Middle school, have you ever seem me hanging around lots
of guys?” she asked.

“Damn it… Shit… so you’ve
never…,” I panted, my words leaving me, my ability to speak
slipping away as she gazed at my throbbing cock, small strands of
saliva running down the sides of her mouth as if salivating for a
taste of my cock meat.

“Never what?” she teased.
“Maybe I’ve done that a few times but nothing to the point of a
whole fucking football team,” she hissed.

“Seriously?” I asked, my
cock throbbing like a beating drum, I could feel it pulsating, feel
the blood beating fiercely through my cock as the hunger, the
desire and need to feel her lips upon me ravaged my
mind.

“No… Not really,” she
hissed. “Now just try to control yourself a bit okay baby?” Donna
hissed before dropping to her knees, her face, her lush, wet mouth
dead even with my cock.

“Please… please Donna,” I
sneered, feeling her encase my hard cock in her firm grasp. “Please
Donna… plea…,” I tried to speak, only to have my words turn to
grunts of pleasure, blinding rays of bright light blasting through
my mind as she slowly coiled her fingers around my shaft, her tips
draping down across the underside.

“Fuck… baby, yes,” I gasped,
tightening my hands into fists, the pleasure of her warmth
consuming me as my nails tore into the palm of my hands.



“Baby,” Donna gasped, “put
your hands on my shoulders; play with my tits, as I take to the
other side.” She hissed, pressing my cock upwards, the tip of her
tongue gliding up from the base, up towards the back of my
cockhead, as the palm from one of her hands glided roughly under my
ball sack, clenching them firmly in her tight, warm
grasp.

“Fuck… Fucking Hell Donna,”
I panted, stepping into her as I arched my head up towards the
ceiling, the pleasure of her hands around my cock, her moist, wet
tongue caressing me sent intense chills of pleasure through me.
“Fuck… yeah baby,” I gasped once more, planting my hands firmly on
her shoulders, allow Donna to get a better angle, a better bite on
the monstrous cock in front of her.

“Hmmm,” Donna purred, “I
think it’s about time I take it,” she hissed, rolling both her
hands slowly away from her breast, her mouth mere inches from the
tip as she spoke, the warmth of her breath bathing over the head of
my cock, lighting me up, overloading my senses to her sensual
touch.

“I think it’s about time I
started on you,” Donna whimpered softly licking her lips with the
tip of her tongue.

“Yes… please, Donna, do it…
suck me, take my cock into that hot mouth of yours and fucking suck
me off,” I begged. Launching my hips forward, blowing a small load
of pre-cum at her, only to watch as the stream of cum washed across
her lower chin.

“Please… Please Donna take
me… take my cock meat inside your mouth,” I begged again and again,
watching her eyes light up in front of me, her face, her smile
cocking slightly, as if finally knowing that at that moment she had
all the power, that she was the one in control. She the master and
I the dirty fucked up slave of desire.

“Oh… Oh fuck yeah,” I
panted, suddenly feeling her against me once more. Her hands
wrapping around me, her fingers tightening around my shaft as the
tip of her thumb pressed against my underside, pumping me ever so
slowly, ever intensely in the palm of her hand. “Fuck… let me feel
your mouth, please,” I begged.

“Mmm…,” Donna purred opening
her mouth, her tongue slowly gliding out of her mouth before firmly
pressing it against the underside of my ball sack.

“FUUUUUCCCKK,” I wept, the
sensation of her hot, wet saliva bursting through me, as she
continued onward. Her tongue slowly moving upwards towards the base
of my shaft, as her top lip slid over my cockhead, finally taking
me into her mouth.

“Yes… Donna yeah,” I panted,
my hands gliding down the front of her chest, grasping and groping
her firm, hard breasts as I arched my hips upward, thrusting my
closer to her hot mouth, wanting, needing her to take all of me
into her mouth with one violent swoop. “Yeah baby,” I cringed, her
lips pressing against the tip as she began darting her sharp,
narrow tongue like a leather strap across my thick, hard
shaft.

“God… yes my little high
school slut,” I whimpered under my breath, thrusting my hips
forward, wanting more of her around me as she place of her hands
back around my ball sack, running my large balls between her tips.
“Fuck… fuck yeah Donna,” I gasped, feeling her taking even more of
my thick hard shaft into her mouth, her tongue drawing small
circles over the underside as the tip of my cock pressed against
the back of her throat.

“Mmmm…,” Donna moaned
hoarsely, sending waves, tremors of pleasure rattling through my
length as she press one of her hands around the base of my shaft,
rolling her lips back over me, her tongue thrashing forcefully
upward, again darting at the very tip.

“Fuck… yes baby,” I gasped,
her hand clamping around me, pumping me with her hand as she
shifted the firmness, the tightness of her grasp while riding her
hand. “Yes, Donna, fuck yeah my slut,” I growled, pinching her
nipples with two of my fingers feeling the tips of her breast
giving in to my touch.

“Yes my fucking slut, my
whore, my tight blond bitch,” I growled, losing control, my body
giving in to the pleasure consuming my every thought, my every
breath as I pumped myself faster and faster and harder into her,
continuing to feel her upon me like a bitch in heat. Her pumping
growing in speed and tightness, only to again feel her soft, moist
lips pressing roughly against my cockhead, grazing her front teeth
gently, lightly over the head, forcing my body, to jerk up to the
growing intensity of pleasured pain.

“FUUUUCCCKK!” I grunted
loudly, my erotic sounds of pleasure fill my bedroom as I felt her
lips--her soft, hot, moist lips pressing firmly against my cock
before beginning to hum. “Fuuuuccck Donna, yes,” I gulped, the
delighted feeling of her humming vibrating through my body as I
fell back against the already damp silk bed sheets, the trembling
building up through my shaft only to center upon the tip of my
cockhead, “Fuck… Hell yeah,” I panted, I could feel my entire body
tensing up, the penetrating pleasure surpassing my every thought,
my every move as it stirred through me like a wave of hunger, of
desire and passion I never knew before.

“Fuck Donna,” I gasped,
tightening myself inside her mouth, holding myself back for as long
as I could so that I could enjoy every second, every moment of her
oral pussy sucking me inside her, allowing me to fuck her hard and
deep. “Donna… fuck… fuck I’m so there… so fucking ready to blow it
to you mouth.” I shouted, struggling for each breath.

“Mmm…,” Donna purred again,
again sending haunting pulsations of lust, of passion through my
cock.

“FU…FU…CCCCK,” I growled,
slamming both my hands on the opposite sides of her head, holding
her in place as I lashed the full length of my cock into her mouth.
I could feel my tip pressing against the back of her mouth,
slipping past her tonsils and down into her throat just before
shooting my scorching, creamy thick load into the her mouth,
forcing her to swallow the sweetened, salty juice of our
passion.

“Fuck… yes, my little blond
slut take it… swallow all of me bitch,” I hissed, thrusting into
her mouth again and again, each time slamming more and more of my
hot creamy goodness into her mouth and down her throat.

“Fuck yeah,” Donna hissed,
pushing my hands away from her head she continued on. Finishing
what I had started by moving back up my body, kissing it slowly as
she worked her way back up to my hips. The tip of her tongue
beating across the very tip of my cock, licking away the last few
beads of my semen as it leaked down the underside.

That night was the first of many for
me… it was the first time I got sucked off, the first time I got to
blow my load into a woman mouth… the first time I got to eat out
some pussy and of course the first time I got to slam my cock into
some tight, hot pussy.

As turned out, Donna had only been with
one other person… and the rumor of her being a slut was more so
with other girls than guys. Something of which turned me on even
more.

After finally turning 18, Donna's new,
virgin boyfriend wanted to know just how true the rumors of Donna
being an oral little slut in high school really were... On their
first Friday night as a new couple, alone in his bedroom, the
Virgin boy would quickly find out just how much Donna loved to suck
on meat sticks...
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