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“I’m really not sure you
should be going out with boys like that,” Chris said.

He didn’t say it in a condescending,
mean, or angry way. Not like my own dad would’ve. Sometimes I wish
that Chris were my real dad instead of just my dad’s best
friend.

“Well, I’m 18 and an adult
now and I can go out with whoever I want to,” I said, resisting the
urge to cross my arms, or to kick the sideboard of the kitchen
island where we sat. I didn’t want to look like some petulant
little brat to Chris.

No, that was the last thing I
wanted.

Chris smiled. It was an easy, handsome
smile. And it looked almost roguish on his stubbled
face.

I’d always sort of had a crush on
him.

Who am I kidding? I’d always had a
pretty major crush on him. He was the coolest guy I
knew.

“I know that,” Chris said,
interjecting with a swallow from the bottle of Bud sitting in front
of him, “It’s just that I know guys and what they want, and I think
you could do a lot better. Like maybe wait until you get to college
in the fall… Or until you’re 30.”

“Yeah, right!” I said,
sticking my tongue out at him.

Sometimes, when he was
certain my dad wasn’t around, he gave me a beer. But only after I
turned 18. “Old enough to vote? Old enough
to drink, I say. Just don’t say it to anyone else,”
he told me.

“So I’m going to make us up
some pizza for dinner tonight,” Chris said.

Oh yeah, not only was he awesome, he
also cooked. He could also fix his own car, mend fences, fix water
heaters… the list went on.

Still, he told me he thought my dad was
the real man. My dad, his best friend, was currently overseas with
the army. He’d asked Chris to keep an eye on me, and Chris had
agreed. We always had such a blast together.

He was always so good to me.

And his own son was also in the army,
and a couple years older than me. And out of the house.

I reached out and clasped my glass of
water with both hands. The sides were slick with condensation from
the summer heat. And it was nice and cool.

“Sounds good to me,” I said,
unable to help myself from smiling.

“Figured it would,” he said,
“So… about that boy?”

He was talking about a guy I knew from
high school, John. A troublemaker known around town for driving his
dad’s pickup through a 7/11 door back in his sophomore year. I
thought he was pretty hot.

But I just couldn’t disappoint Chris.
Not with how good he was with me.

“Fine,” I relented, “But
what else am I supposed to do tonight, then?”

“We’ll think of something.
You’re serious about not going with him?” Chris said.

“Yes, of course. There just
aren’t any guys out there like you,” I replied before I really
thought about it.

He leaned back on his stool, frowning a
little so that a tiny vertical line appeared between his eyebrows,
“What do you mean by that?”

“Just that I wish I could go
out with you,” I said, putting my foot in my mouth
again.

He didn’t talk for a few seconds, and I
could feel the line of heat rising up from my chest and down from
my cheeks, moving to meet someone on my throat.

Because I definitely didn’t tell him
that I caught him getting out of the shower that morning. Saw his…
well, his you know what.

And he also certainly didn’t know that
I’d never touched a man’s thing before, even though I had graduated
high school and was on my way to college.

And there was definitely, certainly no
way I was going to tell him that I’d thought about touching his
thing. His cock, there, okay?

The thing was, ever since I saw it, I
couldn’t stop thinking about it. Right then and there at the
kitchen island at Chris’s house I thought about how his cock was so
close. Just a few feet away.

Would he let me touch
it? I wondered. Then, Would he touch me with it? Put it in me?

Even though I was a virgin I still knew
how things worked. And I was just so curious about it. But I simply
hadn’t found the guy I wanted to give that to, yet.

I thought maybe it might have been
John. Girls from school told me that John had a big one. That he
knew how to use it when he put it in you.

But I just didn’t want to disappoint
Chris like that. And I knew that I would.

Evening came slow, as it
usually does in the summer. It gave me too much time to think about
him. To think about it. He looked pretty big when soft. How big would he be when he
got hard?

And how was something so long and thick
supposed to fit? I saw in porn and whatnot, but I guess some part
of me still believed that it wouldn’t be true for me.

Thinking about it made me feel things,
too. A sort of quivery wetness on the inside, between my thighs.
Trembling heat that begged me to just go up to the guest bedroom
and run my finger in and out of it until it went away.

I didn’t, though. I don’t know why. I
guess some part of me liked just letting the frustration
build.

Then night finally did come.
We had that pizza and then we plonked down on the couch to watch
some Friends reruns.

Somewhere in that time Chris had
changed out of his jeans and button down into some loose shorts and
a tank top.

The way he sat made the shorts bunch
up. And it didn’t take me long to see it. The outline of it, of his
package.

I couldn’t stop looking at it. And the
more I looked, the wetter I got. I shoved my hands between my
thighs and felt the dampness in my shorts.

I was so fucking horny.

I wanted to be close to him. To feel
him, smell him. I caught some whiff of his aftershave. Light and
musky. It went straight up into my nostrils and teased
me.

My skin broke out in goosebumps. He
happened to glance at me and saw me shiver.

“Cold?” he said.

Something sparked in my chest. My heart
started racing. An idea lit in my head.

“Yeah. Crazy? Guess that’s
being a girl for you,” I said.

“Sure,” he
replied.

“Warm me up!” I
said.

And before he could do anything, I
snuggled in against his side.

Better to ask forgiveness than
permission, right?

Something hot flashed up the front of
my stomach at that touch. Inside, I tingled and quivered and
trembled. I didn’t think it was possible to get this
wet.

Maybe that’s how a big cock
gets in there, I thought.

Yes, I could definitely smell that
aftershave of his better now. And I loved how he just felt so solid
against me.

Which made me again think of him
getting out of the shower. His body still wet. Big shoulders and a
deep chest.

I thrummed with the thought of
it.

Then he put his arm around me, the
weight of it settling across my shoulders. The way his hand hung,
the tips of his fingers brushed ever so slightly against the swell
of my right breast.

It was electric. Almost instantly, my
nipple stiffened so much that it ached. I glanced down and saw the
way that it pressed up against my shirt.

Another little shiver ran through me,
starting at the base of my spine and working its way up from
there.

“Better?” Chris asked,
glancing at me.

“Much!” I said, snuggling in
harder against him. I let my left hand fall on his thigh, just
about his knee. The skin there was bare because his shorts rode up
so much. He didn’t mention it so I left it there.

His cock was so achingly close. I could
slide my fingers up just a bit and touch it. And I wanted to. I
wanted so badly to wrap my fingers around him.

I wanted to make him feel good the way
he made me feel good.

It wasn’t long before the episode ended
and the credits rolled. Chris looked at me and said, “What
now?”

While he did, his fingers shifted and
grazed my skin. It tickled.

“Hey!” I said, my skin
electric and alive.

He saw and he tickled me some more, his
hand sliding down to that extra ticklish spot just above the angle
of my hip.

“You!” I screamed, unable to
keep from smiling. I writhed and shifted but he held on
tight.

I don’t know if I consciously thought
to do it or if my body just knew. But I lifted myself up and
plopped my ass right down on his lap. Kind of hard. He groaned, but
continued the ticking.

I felt it, then. His cock. The shaft
rested between my cheeks. I started rolling my hips, rubbing him
through his shorts.

My laugh turned to a gasp when I felt
it start to happen. Felt his length hardening and growing against
me. There was just something so hot about that. That I could touch
him that way and his body would react like that.

My pussy trembled inside of me. Ached
to feel that stiff girth.

Chris continued to tickle for a few
moments before it registered that I’d stopped laughing and started
moaning.

“Erin?” he said, his hands
falling away from me. I hated that. I wanted his hands all over me.
Feeling me, squeezing me, exploring me. Especially that quivering
wet heat between my thighs.

“Yes?” I said.

“What are you
doing?”

I pushed my shoulder against his chest,
arching my stomach away from him. It let my hips angle enough that
the still-hardening length of his shaft rubbed against my pussy
instead of my ass.

It felt so fucking good.

“Don’t you like it?” I said.
I turned my face so that I could look into his. I bit down on my
bottom lip a little and let it slide out from between my teeth.
God, it felt like I was in heat. I didn’t know I could need
somebody like I needed him at that moment.

“That’s not the point,” he
said.

 

And that was it. He said one thing, but
he didn’t make any move to stop me. And the more I rubbed my body
against his, the more he seemed to like it. His cock was so big and
hard against me. I loved that I could make that happen to
him.

“Come on, Chris, you said
yourself to wait for the right guy. I found him. It’s
you.”

“That’s not what I meant…”
he said, swallowing heavily. He kept his hands on the couch, but I
saw the way his fingers kept flexing. I saw the way his eyes drank
the lithe, tight curve of my body up.

“I need you, though. You
make me feel so good. Let me make you feel good, too. No one has to
know but us. You want me, I know you do,” I said.

“Erin…” he said again, this
time through clenched teeth.

“I’m a virgin. You’d be my
first. Please be my first. God, I’m so wet… See?”

I reached out and took one of his
hands. He resisted at first, then relented. I spread my legs open
and put him against my throbbing, swollen mound.

When he felt the damp heat there he
groaned. His fingers curled up and he started to move away. I held
him there, rubbing myself harder against his cock.

His groan turned into a sigh. His fist
relaxed. Then he touched me. Then he rubbed me, his fingertips
pushing against my body making me moan.

“Yes… Oh, yes…” I groaned,
smiling at him. I started kissing his neck.

His other hand went on my stomach and
slid up slowly until it cupped one of my breasts. He squeezed. Then
he found the stiff point of my nipple and ran his fingers around it
for a moment before giving it a light pinch.

“No one can know,” he
said.

“No one will,” I
replied.

His hands became more insistent then.
And so did my body. It was infuriating to me to have just a few
layers of clothes separating us.

“Touch me. Please, touch
me…” I moaned.

This time he slid his hand up under my
shirt. I almost never wore a bra, and we both groaned when he
cupped my bare breast and tweaked my nipple.

And then he pushed his hand down my
shorts, the tips of his fingers finding the elastic waistband of my
panties and diving beneath them.

“Fuck…” he said when he
found the bare, shaven lips of my pussy and the slickness waiting
for him between them.

I’d never had anyone else’s hand down
there before. But I was glad my first was his. He knew just what to
do, running a fingertip between my lips to find the little swollen
button of my clit.

He toyed with me. Played with my
body.

Made me cum for him with just one
finger.

“Chris! Oh, yes! Fuck!” I
said, really slamming my body hard against his.

His touch was relentless, his finger
moving faster and faster until I couldn’t take it anymore. My body
squeezed up tight, then relaxed. Then it did it again and again all
while these incredible waves of heat crashed through me.

 


His finger glistened with my wetness
when he pulled it from between my thighs. I grabbed it, stuck it in
my mouth, used my tongue to clean him off. He groaned at
that.

“I want you,” he
said.

“Take me, then.”

He lifted my butt up off him, hooked
his fingers into my shorts and panties and pushed them down. The
crotch of my panties, soaked through with my wetness, peeled away
from my pussy. I kicked them off.

Then he pulled my shirt up over my tits
and left it there. And after that, he arched his body up a bit so
he could push his own shorts down.

I saw his cock again then, for the
second time. Except this time he was so hard his shaft trembled.
And so big.

I sat down on him so that the top of
his big shaft rested against my swollen sex. He was so hard. And
warm. Like a bar of hot steel against me.

I reached down, hesitant but so
excited. I touched him, ran my fingertip around the rim of his
swollen crown. He liked that, moaning behind me.

Then a drop of clear precum appeared on
the tip. I wiped that away, then stuck my finger in my mouth to
taste him. I liked the taste.

Then I put both my hands around him. He
was too thick for tips of my thumb and index fingers to meet. I
squeezed him. Stroked him a little like I saw in porn.

He liked that, too.

I just kept thinking about how big he
was.

“Is this really supposed to
fit?” I said, “You’re so huge.” I kept thinking about my tiny
little pussy. How was he going to get that monster in
there?

“We’ll go slow at first.
You’ll like it,” he said.

Then he cupped my ass again, lifting me
up. He had to lift me up so high to let his cock stand up beneath
me.

My heart lurched and my
throat locked up. This is
it, I realized. I was about to lose my
virginity. I was excited and scared all at once.

“Will it hurt?” I said,
shaking in his arms. Some of the girls at school said it hurt the
first time.

“Don’t worry about it,” he
said.

Then that big head on his cock bumped
into me. I jerked up reflexively, then laughed and settled down
again.

He found my opening with ease. Slowly,
he stopped holding me up.

He was big, and so hard. And I was so
tight and nervous. But also completely sopping wet. It was that
wetness, I realized, that let him start to push up into
me.

I gritted my teeth, my eyes squeezing
shut at that sensation of stretching open around him. Slowly at
first, that big head of his forcing me open around it.

He groaned.

“Are you okay? Does it
hurt?” I said, “Is… is it too tight?”

“Shh… Just let it happen,” Chris said.

He looked big. He felt even bigger. But
it was happening. I could feel my pussy sliding down over his cock.
Feel myself stretching out around him.

It did hurt. But it also felt so good.
I’d never felt anything like it before.

And then there was a brief, sharp pain.
I gasped. Felt my pussy clinch up around him. I realized what had
happened: he’d torn through my virginity, his big cock ripping
right through the thin layer within me.

I shuddered and shivered, my
whole body breaking out in goosebumps. I’m
not a virgin anymore, I kept
thinking.

I kept sliding down his length until I
couldn’t take it anymore. Until I felt him bump against the very
back inside of me. I didn’t have his whole cock inside, I
saw.

“Sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay. That feels
good.”

“Yeah,” I said.

We stayed like that for a little, just
letting my pussy stretch out and relax around him, getting used to
how thick he was.

He really filled me up. That sensation
of fullness was almost overwhelming.

And then he started lifting me again. I
felt the tight loop my pussy made around him gripping him, pulling
at him. But that my wetness let him slide slowly out of
me.

That sensation of him dragging inside
of me was almost too much. I didn’t think anything could feel as
good as that did.

Until, that is, he started actually
fucking me. He lifted me up until only that crown of his cock
remained inside of me, then lowered me down his shaft again. Faster
than the first time. He did it again and again, each time building
up more speed. Building up a rhythm.

When I looked down between my thighs I
could see the way my pussy had left his cock completely slick with
my juices. All the way down to the hilt of his shaft.

“Fuck… Oh, fuck…” I
moaned.

I kept watching his cock disappear
inside of me. Then watch it come out even wetter than before. It
wasn’t long before my juices took on a creamy look on his
shaft.

Was I too wet? Too tight? I didn’t
know.

But then he started moaning, too. My
heart leapt. That was me! I was making him feel good. Making his
cock feel good with my pussy.

And just thinking about that set me
off. I had my first orgasm with a cock buried inside of me
then.

“I… I’m cumming…” I groaned
through clenched teeth.

Chris held me up with his hands on my
ass and drove his cock into me again and again, so hard and fast I
could barely take it.

I couldn’t, really.

I came for him. I came on him. I came
all over him. My groans turned completely wordless and animal while
my pussy clenched up around him. Incredible shockwaves of pleasure
blasted through my body, spreading outward from some point just
below my navel.

“God, Erin…” Chris
moaned.

I didn’t know what was happening at
first. I felt him swelling even more inside of me. Getting so
impossibly hard.

He dropped me all the way, letting my
quivering, clenching pussy slide down over every inch of him that I
could take.

He jerked inside of me. There was this
sensation of warmth. Of being filled. It happened again and
again.

I saw the way his face tensed up, the
way his lips pulled back from his teeth. Felt the way his body kept
going rigid beneath mine.

He was cumming too, I realized. Filling
me up with his hot nut.

My own orgasm hit a crescendo at that
moment, when I realized we were sharing a climax. My tight young
pussy quivered around him, massaging and milking him. Pulling his
seed up deep into my guts.

I remembered then that I wasn’t on any
sort of birth control. And we hadn’t even mentioned a
rubber.

But I didn’t want one. Bare
skin-on-skin felt so good.

When we finished, I relaxed and sat
back against him. Tears had started in the corners of my eyes and I
wiped them away before he could see. I wanted him to see me as a
woman, not a girl.

His woman.

“My pussy has a heartbeat,”
I said.

“So does my cock,” he
replied.

We sat like that for a while. Until my
tightness forced his softening shaft out. Some of his cum dripped
out, too. But so much stayed inside of me. I liked the way it made
me feel.

I liked the soreness that started
developing right away. And soon I wondered when he’d want to go
again. There were more positions I wanted to try.

And we did go again. And again and
again. Several times a day every day until my dad got back from his
tour. And even then, when I came to visit from college I still
snuck off with Chris.

And we never told anyone.
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