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My first memory of Mike, my
boyfriend/fiancé was back when I was a 1st year in college and another
guy asked me out on a date. I didn’t want to say no, but more so I
didn’t want say yes either, not wanting to hurt his feelings I did
the only thing I knew to do. I ran away. Yes, I know, not the most
adult thing to do, but at the time, I had just reached the age of
adulthood as was still new to how things worked.

“Wait… hold up,” I remember hearing
him as I took off, thinking for some reason that he was following
me, tracking me down but when I finally turned to check, there was
no one behind me. There was, however, Mike, standing just a few
feet away from me gazing at me with a funny dumbfounded look on his
face.

“So… are you,” he said, as I suddenly realized,
that to him I might have been following him.

“I swear I’m not stalking you!” I
sighed.

“Too bad for me I guess,” he said. “Be kind of
awesome to have a smoking hot woman like you following after me,”
he smiled, “Can I walk you the rest of the way to your dorm?” he
inquired, “help you make that dude just behind you think your my
chick,” he hissed.

“Please, would you?” I asked, just wanting to
get away from the person behind us.

“Sure,” Mike said, “Just put your arm around
mine.”

From then on, we were the best of
friends. Later on, after we finally started dating as a couple, I
asked Mike what he thought of me back then, when we first met, his
answer made my heart flutter so.

He said that when he first saw me
running towards him that he thought I was his prayer to God being
answered. For long had he wished, prayed to be given the chance to
meet a woman with the same mindset, the same sense of humor, as
well as a body and mind to make other men passing by sigh in
jealously.

He told me that that he thought I
was the woman so far out of his league that our area codes where
different, that I was the friendly, kind and modest woman with the
long blond hair, and eyes so blue, he could drown in my sweet
heavenly pools.

To me he was the cute nerd, the kind
guy, the polite man, the guy whose lowest grade in a class ever was
a B-, the one that wore punk rock t-shirts, listened to hardcore
underground bands yet still liked classical music and of course
knew the names of every Dragonball Z character in
existence.

Odd as it might seem, with him being
a dude, I was the one that brought up the conversation about us
having sex. I asked Mike if he thought we were going to lose our
virginity to each other.

“Wait you mean you’re still a…,” he paused,
sitting up from the couch in his dorm room.

“Quiet, I don’t need your roommates
to hear this stuff,” I hissed, giggling slightly as his eyes
shimmered brightly. “And yes I am,” I said.

“Wow… cool,” Mike, whimpered, “I
thought I was the only virgin undergrad left in the world.” He
sighed, licking his lips, I could see the wheels turning in his
mind as he thought about naughty, dirty ways he could take me;
break me open for the first time.

“So?” I asked again

“Yeah… I mean I want to, but I want
our first to be special so let’s wait just a while longer.” He
whispered, running his fingers gently through the stands of my
hair, before cupping my cheek into his palm.

By this time, we were already
indulging in other sexual related things. The first time his hands
touched my bare breasts we were alone standing on the front porch
of my best friend’s house. The first time we had our hands down
each other's pants we were in a parking lot outside of the local
mall. The first time I gave him a blowjob we had showed up for a
canceled lecture and did it in the far back seats.

 

The first time he went down on me
and gave me my first real orgasm with his tongue and fingers alone,
we were in the cleaning closet of the commons area in the early
hours of the morning. Though it may sound hot, naughty and exciting
to be doing those things in public areas, it really wasn’t that we
were trying to be adventures or daring, it was really the fact that
we had no other places for privacy as being students, having to
share rooms with others; fate just wasn’t on our side it
seemed.

Once summer vacation hit however, we
immediately took advantage of it. Alone at his parents’ house one
day, we played a few games that involved us taking all of our
clothes off and doing dirty things to each other.

He took me to his room and we
started making out. Both of our shirts came off. Neither of us knew
what to do next. There we were, horizontal on his bed, with him on
top looking down at me. The pressure, the weight of his body
pinning me between him and his bed, the growing bulge in his pants
pushing down into my crotch, the heat between us growing hotter
with each passing breath. He touched my bra questioningly. It was
then that we started making rules for ourselves; today the bra
could come off, but we wouldn’t touch or take off anything below
the belt.

The bra did come off and I felt
self-conscious about the size, shape and firmness of my breasts as
he unclasped it, but one look from him told me that there was no
reason to be insecure. That he was more than happy with my public
display of flesh. That day we rolled around for hours kissing each
other, his hands grasping, pinching, and flicking my breasts before
finding the courage he needed to kiss them.

God I felt so erotic, so sexy and
dirty when his lips came down around my hardened nipples. The flick
of his tongue sending waves of pleasure through me, so much, so
that I caught myself that day from breaking the rule, wanting so
much to slide my hand down his pants and bust out his cock, yet I
didn’t, I wanted us both to be ready, or rather for Mike to make
the first real move.

A few days later on a hot and humid
evening in August, I drove over to his parent’s house anticipating
another night where he would cook me dinner and we’d watch some
movies with his parents, talk about random stuff out on the back
porch, or make out.

I walked into his parent’s house and
he was sitting on the couch watching TV and waiting for me. His
parents were not home from work yet, so I bent down to kiss him,
brushing my lips fervently over Mikes. After a kiss that seemed to
say a little more than simply hello, I asked him how his day was
going. Before I could get an answer, he pulled me down to the
couch, and started kissing with me with an obsessive effort that I
had never experienced before. It was nice, hot, and erotic. There
was this sense of desire in the air and I knew in that moment that
today was going to be the day we both gave away our
innocents.

My mind could not keep up with him
and the sexual urges, feelings and emotions flooding my body. Just
moments before, I was walking through his back door wondering what
he was going to make me for dinner, not even really thinking of
sex, and now I was naked, my legs wrapped tightly around my
boyfriend hips, as he maneuvered his raw cock just in front of my
virgin pussy.

He pushed into me slowly. I wasn’t
scared of it. Mentally and physically, I had been ready for this
for weeks. I could feel the girth of his cock scraping tightly
across my insides, every slight move I made was like a pleasured
echo, thrashing through my body as he continued to push into
me.

“Mmm yes Mike,” I began to pant,
moan, yelp, feeling him pulling in and out of me as he set a
continued rhythm, widening my tight insides to adjust to the size
of his cock.

“God yes, baby,” he gulp, gliding
one of his hands around my breast, crushing them into my chest as
his other hand slide down the side of my body firmly grasping the
round of my ass cheek.

“Harder please Mike,” I begged, “and
fast too.” I cried, the pleasures inside me building with every
passing thrust of his full length slamming deep inside me, and just
like that he pumped faster and harder, whispering my name over and
over and hitting every single spot possible.

I could tell that neither of us was
going to last much longer. That our first time would be fast but
intense, feeling, pleasures we both never experienced before
driving us to our own hard climax. Then in the moment, the second
between breaths I could feel his cock growing bigger, harder inside
me.

“Yes… baby yes,” Mike gasped,
slamming his hips hard into me, I could feel his cum exploding into
me, forcing me over the edge, eruptions, waves of orgasmic
pleasures crashing through me. I came hard, repeatedly, it was the
best sensation I ever felt as I muffled a deep scream into his
chest. I felt a new fullness I had never known, pleasures beyond
mere words could ever fully describe.

Moments later, both of us still
panting, out of breath and energy, we knew we had to get up, had to
get dressed before his parents came home to find a tangled display
of naked, sweat covered flesh on their living room floor. After
that, he helped me get back into my clothes and I helped him slip
back into his pants, and we just laid there on the couch holding
each other, kissing each other passionately.

“I guess your day is going well.” I
giggled, only to feel his fingers slipping down my pants, fingers
draping across my moist, hot opening.

“I think were both going to have a
great night too.” He sighed, before draping his lips over mine, his
fingers pushing deeply inside.
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