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Prom had been everything Reyna hoped for. All the way up to the end, that was.

	She sat in the back of the limo, cradling Dustin's head on her youthful lap. He snored, his hot breath blowing over her thighs in rhythmic waves.

	Reyna let out a frustrated sigh, "Why did you do that?" she glared down at him.

	Dustin and his buddies had done a good amount of predrinking before they got to the downtown rec center where prom was being held.

	They'd also done quite a bit of drinking in the limo on the way, then more when they managed to spike all the punch bowls.

	A sense of frustrated, star-crossed lust knotted itself deep and low in Reyna's tummy.

	Tonight was supposed to be the night. The one where she finally let Dustin punch her V-card. She'd been looking forward to it. Had spent so much time in the bathroom getting herself perfectly hairless between her thighs. Choosing the perfect pair of sexy panties that he'd have to peel away from her pussy, already slick with anticipation.

	Everyone in the limo, which included Dustin's friends, their dates, and Reyna's best friend, Lib, had gone in on a secret hotel booking for the night. Away from prying eyes of parents and childhood bedrooms.

	She gave Dustin a shake, "Hey, come on, wake up!"

	He grunted in response. So she reached down and squeezed him between the thighs, massaging the shaft of his cock through his tuxedo slacks.

	They had fooled around quite a bit before. In fact pretty much the only thing they hadn't done was go all the way. They'd both agreed to save themselves for prom night.

	And now Dustin was so blackout drunk that she couldn't even get his cock hard. She gave up, leaning back against the plush leather seat and breathing out a frustrated sigh.

	Everyone else had already gone into the hotel. Everyone else was probably already doing the thing that she had been so looking forward to.

	It sounded a little silly even to think it, but Reyna really thought that she'd become a woman that night.

	Oh, she'd turned 18 last month. But that wasn't the total package.

	Then the dividing window between the back cabin and the driver slid down. "You want me to take you two home, miss?"

	"Actually..." Reyna started, meaning to say yes. But she stopped. She'd already paid her share of the hotel. She intended on at least spending the night. "You can take my boyfriend home."

	She lifted Dustin's head up and slid out from beneath him. Her prom dress had ridden up, and the leather stuck a little to the back of her bare thighs.

	Then she got out and closed the door behind her, a light breeze picking at her hem and tossing it around her legs.

	It was only when the limo pulled away that she saw a familiar car in the lot. It was a silver sedan, and she'd gotten a ride in it to school plenty of times.

	It was Lib's dad's car. What was he doing here. He must've found out where they were all going. Lib had told her earlier that week that her dad hadn't been cool with the idea of her being out all night.

	Especially not with a guy.

	Reyna went into the hotel and checked in, glancing around the lobby to see if she recognized anyone. But it was pretty late. The only thing she recognized was the hungry stare the night auditor gave her when he saw the low cut of her dress.

	Part of her was tempted to ask him to come to her room. Maybe take a few pics of him fucking her brains out that she could send to Dustin to make him feel like shit. The auditor was kinda cute, too.

	"Here's your key," he said, holding out the little envelope with the keycard in it.

	She took it and left before she could screw up the courage to ask him.

	She found her room and swiped the card through the lock. The king-sized bed within seemed to tease her.

	Dustin should have been throwing her down onto that bed right at that moment. Should have been hiking up the skirt of her pricey custom prom dress. Should have been yanking her panties down and throwing them across the room before plunging his face down into the wet heat between her thighs.

	Instead he was on his way back home. And she was in this big hotel room all by herself.

	It was under Dustin's credit card. Reyna thought about ordering a bunch of porn, but didn't think that would work.

	She sat down on the edge of the mattress. Someone started yelling a couple rooms over. A big, masculine voice that caught her attention.

	That guy sounded pissed. She wanted to piss Dustin off like that.

	At the very least, she figured she could take a few hot pics to send him to remind him what he missed out on.

	She lay down for a moment. Long enough to shove her panties down her thighs. She admired them for a moment before kicking them off. They were lacy, transparent things that clung so sexily to the shaved lips of her pussy. She'd spent a while picking them out.

	They ended up in a pile in the corner by the entertainment center.

	She spread her thighs open and slid one hand down between them, her breath catching for a moment when her fingers felt the silken softness of her lower lips.

	It didn't take her long to get nice and wet. Her fingertips touched and teased and pulled at her clit until her body writhed on the bed.

	"Oh!" she groaned when she sank just one finger up to the second knuckle in that slick tightness. When she pulled it out, it glistened with her nectar.

	She grabbed her phone off the nightstand, intending on taking a selfie of her engorged sex. She bit the tip of her tongue between her teeth, trying to get just the right angle...

	Then someone knocked on the door.

	That put it mildly. Someone slammed their fucking fist against the door hard enough to rattle it.

	Reyna sat bolt upright, heart in her throat, her whole body throbbing.

	They slammed on the door again. "I'm not going away until you open up! Your mother is so upset with you!"

	It was that male voice from before. And this time Reyna recognized it.

	"Lib!" the guy roared.

	Without really thinking about it, Reyna got up off the bed and padded over to the door. She grabbed the handle and pulled it open, revealing Mr. Jones standing on the other side, his fist raised in a forestalled attempt at more knocking.

	The anger on his face twisted into confusion. "Reyna?"

	She nodded at her best friend's dad. "Yep. I'm not sure which room Lib and Tyler are in."

	His face went red again and he turned as though to storm away, "So they are together. I'm going to beat the ever-loving shit out of that asshole. He said he'd have her back home by now!"

	Lib had been looking forward to this night just as much as Reyna. They'd talked about it enough. Both of them losing their virginity on the same night.

	Tyler, Lib's boyfriend, was probably balls deep in Mr. Jones's precious daughter at the moment.

	And while Reyna was pissed at Dustin for ruining her night, she didn't want to ruin her friend's. They'd known each other for so long. Were practically sisters.

	She grabbed him by the arm, "Mr. Jones. Don. Wait a second."

	He looked down at her hand, but didn't shake free, "What is it, Reyna? Do you know which room Lib's in or not?"

	"No, I don't..." Reyna said, trying to think quickly, "But before you find her can you come in for a second. I... I need some help."

	Don shook his head, "I don't think I should, Reyna."

	He started to go again, pulling out of her grasp. "Wait! I'm all by myself. Dustin... Dustin dumped me. I really could use someone to talk to." It was a stretch of the truth.

	But it worked.

	The anger in Don's face softened. He was a handsome for a guy old enough to be her father. Reyna actually had a crush on him growing up. Though she'd never tell anyone.

	Actually, she though that from the right angle Dustin kind of resembled him.

	"I'm sorry about that," Don said. And he let her lead him into her hotel room. The door closed behind him.

	"It's no fair!" Reyna said, sitting down heavily on the bed and burying her face in her hands, "He told me he loved me!"

	The wetness in her eyes came more from rage then sadness, but Don didn't need to know that. And it worked.

	He sat down beside her and patted her on the back. "It's okay. There will be other guys. Better guys. One who actually deserves a smart, pretty little thing like you." Their thighs brushed together.

	Don glanced around the room. His eyes lit on her panties in the corner. "Are those yours...?" he started.

	Reyna's stomach tightened. "So you think I'm pretty?"

	She realized she could smell him, then. His shampoo. The lightness of his cologne. A sensation like tickling fingers ran down the front of her tummy and her nipples stiffened.

	He took his hand off her back, leaving the spot where it had rested cold. "Yeah, of course. Are you going to be okay, Reyna?"

	She bit down on her bottom lip a little and looked at him sideways, "I guess."

	He was a handsome guy. The bit of gray at his temples made him look distinguished.

	"I should go then. If you want I can give you a ride home after I've found Lib." he stood up. 

	Reyna's heart pounded. She couldn't let him go, not yet. She had to do something quick. "Wait!" she jumped up to her feet.

	"What is it?" he frowned down at her.

	She couldn't think of anything else. She pressed her body against his and grabbed his face, pulling it down to hers for a kiss.

	His lips were warm and a little prickly, his body hot against hers. She didn't know why she did it, but she slipped him some tongue.

	That was when she felt it. Felt Don's cock twitch in his pants against her stomach.

	Her own body responded, all that wet heat from earlier coming back with a vengeance. She moaned into his mouth just a little. 

	She wished he would slide his hands down her back, down to her ass. She had a nice, pert ass. And right then she wanted to feel his big, strong hands squeezing those cheeks. 

	His cock continued hardening. The kiss lasted a little too long before he pushed her away. She sat down heavily on the bed, her lips tingling. Both those on her face and the ones between her thighs.

	Don couldn't hide his bulging desire. He worked his jaw for a moment, staring at her in wide-eyed shock. "Reyna!"

	"You said you think I'm pretty," Reyna replied.

	"That doesn't mean I wanted you to do what you just did!"

	She felt a little impish, so she reached out and grabbed the bulge his still-hardening cock made in his jeans. "Actually, I think it does."

	He jerked back as though she'd jabbed him with a hot poker. "I'm... I'm going to find Lib. I'm going to do you a favor and not tell your father how you acted tonight."

	He started towards the door. He could've kept walking, but when Reyna spoke he stopped and she knew that she had him.

	"You could do that..." she said, standing up. With a bit of contortion she got one hand behind her back to the zipper at the nape of her neck. With that pulled down, she stepped out of her pretty little prom dress completely naked. "Or you could stay with me. It was going to be my first time tonight. Not just with Dustin, I mean. But with any man."

	Don stood still, facing the door. His hands kept bunching into fists and relaxing. "Reyna..."

	"You could be my first man, Mr. Jones. I'm so wet for you already," and before he could stop her, she slunk up behind him, grabbed one of those hands, and pushed it between her wanton thighs.

	The pressure of his hand against the swollen mound of her pussy made her gasp.

	"Fuck!" Don said.

	But he didn't take his hand away. No. He turned around and looked down at her. His hand moved between her thighs, his fingers parting her engorged lips and stroking at the hot slickness he found between them.

	"We shouldn't," he said, swallowing heavily when she pressed her high, firm breasts against him.

	"We shouldn't..." she agreed before sliding down onto her knees in front of him. His cock bulged hard against his jeans, straining at its denim prison.

	It didn't take her long to free it. He was long and thick. Even bigger than Dustin. Her mouth watered at the sight of it.

	He sighed heavily when she put her mouth around him, swirling the tip of her tongue along the tender, taut flesh of her head. She loved the way his lips parted just a little. The way his breath caught in his throat.

	She loved how sucking on his cock made her so wet for him.

	Dustin didn't have a fucking clue what he was missing out on.

	"My wife never does that for me," Don said, brushing some strands of blonde hair out of Reyna's face for her with gentle fingers.

	"Her loss," Reyna said before putting her mouth back in place. She ran her hands up and down his length. He groaned again and she tasted the saltiness of his precum.

	She sucked on his cock until it became rock hard for her, which wasn't long. Then she stood up and helped him out of his clothes, pushing his shirt down his shoulders and shoving his briefs down his thighs until they both stood there completely naked.

	His eyes drank in her youthful, nubile body. He grabbed her hard against him, and this time he did squeeze her ass. His hard cock rubbed against her belly, and she gasped at how hot it felt against her flesh.

	"Mr. Jones..." Reyna said, heat flooding her cheeks. Now that the moment was here, she could barely take it. Her heart fluttered. Her pussy throbbed with a heartbeat all its own.

	He grabbed a handful of hair at the back of her head and pulled on it, exposing her throat to him. Hungrily, he kissed her there. His stubble tickled at her. For just a moment, his other hand slid between her thighs and massaged at her inner heat.

	She could've melted then and there.

	But she didn't. No, instead, he threw her down onto the bed and climbed on it after her. He grabbed her legs behind her knees and pushed them out and back, exposing the glistening slickness of her bald pussy.

	His cock trembled at that sight.

	"Please..." she moaned, "I need it. I need it bad."

	So did he. Grimacing with an expression that was almost pain, he bumped the head of his cock against her throbbing cunt. He used one thumb to get the right angle when he slid down to her entrance.

	She took a breath and grabbed handfuls of the bed clothes, unable to keep her eyes off his thick shaft as he pushed against her youthful, inexperienced tightness.

	"Fuck," he said.

	"Sorry," she moaned. He was just so big.

	But he liked it. His lips pulled back from his teeth and he pushed harder. And harder still. They both gasped when the head of his cock forced her tightness open around it and he slipped in.

	Her whole body trembled and she almost came all over him right then. A flush of red heat started high on her chest and low on her throat. Tingling waves of desire ran up and down every nerve.

	He pushed harder, forcing her slick walls open around him.

	Then she gasped, partly from pleasure, and partly from the brief but sharp pain when he tore through her virginity.

	She came when she felt him bump against the back of her cunt. She snarled, pushing her head back into the mattress. Her hands gripped and tore at the the comforter. Her pussy tightened around him again and again.

	When it let up he started fucking her. Slowly at first. So slow she could watch the way her sex left his shaft dripping wet and slick.

	But then faster and faster. "God, you're so tight," he moaned. He leaned forward and kissed her hard, that stubble prickling at her lips and cheeks some more.

	He started to pull back, but she wrapped her arms around his shoulders and put her mouth next to his ear. "I want you to come in me," she whispered.

	His cock throbbed inside of her and he paused for a moment. "What? No, I shouldn't..."

	"Fucking fill me up," he told him, "I want to feel your stuff inside me."

	"God..." he moaned before he started fucking her again.

	This time she wrapped her legs around his waist. When he started to slow down, she picked up the slack, rolling her hips and forcing his cock deeper into her with every stroke.

	"Reyna..." Don groaned, his breaths getting ragged. She could feel him getting even harder inside of her.

	"That's it, give it to me," she said.

	"Reyna!" he cried out again.

	She tightened her legs around him. This was it. What she wanted. A few more thrusts was all it took.

	His eyes squeezed she and he snarled. She actually giggled when his cock flexed inside of her the first time. Then she felt the warmth of it and her giggle turned to a moan. Her body went crazy on his, throbbing and shuddering each time he spurted more into her.

	He came more than Dustin ever had. So much that she felt it leaking out around him and down her ass. It was so warm and it seemed to pulse inside of her.

	Before he could pull out, she grabbed her phone off the nightstand and snapped a quick pic. It didn't show his face. Just the lower halves of their bodies. More than enough to make Dustin jealous.

	And he hadn't seen it, either. She shoved her phone under her pillow.

	"God, oh god," Don moaned in his post-coital clarity. He pulled his cock out of her and a flow of his load leaked out of her pussy.

	Her inner walls already throbbed and she could tell it would turn into a delicious, satisfied ache soon enough.

	"Never fucking tell anyone this happened," Don said.

	"Of course not, Mr. Jones," she smiled sweetly up at him.

	He gathered his clothes up, first rushing into the bathroom to clean himself as well as he could.

	Reyna didn't say anything, just watched. He shot her another warning glance just before he left. Reyna took her phone out and texted the picture to Dustin.

	No one was ever going to find out. But Dustin wouldn't pull a stupid stunt like this again.

	And now she was a woman.
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