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My senior year in high school, a new
family moved in right next door with a boy named Mike, which was
just a year older than I was. My first time seeing Mike, my entire
body nearly melted, he was so hot. Short, spiky and dark red hair,
bright blue eyes and the tightest round ass my eyes had ever been
blessed to see, I was mesmerized by his hot, athletic
body.

I tried to talk to him several time
throughout the spring and into the summer months, but he was very
shy and we never really had more than a few minutes of
conversation. Sometimes at night, after the parents went off to bed
I would sit in the darkness of my room, the blinds to my window
open, gazing out towards his bedroom, hoping to catch some sort of
glimpse of him walking by his window, but it seemed he always kept
his curtains closed.

There was one night, however, where it
was so hot and I had my window open to try to get some cool air and
I saw the light come on in his room. Sitting up from my bed, I
noticed the curtains to Mike’s window blowing from the growing
wind, the slight scent of a coming storm blowing through the air;
allowing me to gaze out and see him for a few seconds between each
slight flap.

I could see his reflection in the
mirror on is wall across from window. Watched with anticipation as
he peeled away his sweat soaked t-shirt, along with his shorts and
sat down in front of his desktop. He was so hot looking, hot, fair
skin, tight abs and cute pink nipples. I stood to the side of my
window, mixing myself in with the darkness of my room as one of my
hands fell down between my inner thighs, gently rubbing my
clitoris. As I fantasized about him, I could see his right arm
moving in an up and down motion, knowing that he was jerking off to
something he was watching on his computer.

“Fuck,” I moaned softly to
myself, the heat in my body rising as I continued to work my
fingers around my clit, dipping a finger or two inside my pussy,
becoming highly turned on as he masturbated in front of me. The
hot, erotic expressions he made with his face telling me everything
I needed to know as soon he slumped down in his chair, throwing his
head back, his arm up and down his shaft like a mad man on a
mission until finally he bit his bottom lip, his body launching
upward before slumping back down into his chair. I knew he came at
that moment, knew he had a mind blowing orgasm.

“Fuck…. Fuck yeah,” I
whimpered, rocking my fingers deeply inside my tight wetness, as I
continued to watch him from across the way only to look up and see
the lights to his room going out. “Fuck… yeah… yeah,” I moaned,
falling back on top of my bed, finishing myself off with my fingers
as I had the best orgasm ever.

About a week before school was supposed
to start, he was out mowing the back lawn of his house. The sweat
glistening down his forehead and all over his bar chested body got
me horny. With both my parents at work that afternoon, I was alone
in the house so I took a dare and put on my bright white, two-piece
swimsuit. Threw on a big t-shirt, and just as he was finishing his
yard, grabbed 2 cold Wild Cherry Pepsi’s and went out and asked him
if he wanted to cool off in our pool.

I was so happy and aroused when he said
yes! We went in my backyard and jumped in the pool and immediately
starting horsing around, splashing each other and trying to dunk
each other. I came up one time and put my arms around his neck, his
body pressing into me, I could feel the slight poke of his hard
cock pressing through is shorts and against my inner
thigh.

Our faces against each other, as I took
the dare, reaching out for him and kissing him deeply only to feel
him return the favor by slipping his tongue between my lips, french
kissing me.

We started really making out, his lips
brushing all over mine, kissing me fervently, heating my entire
body up to the core. I wanted him so much, needed him to claim my
virginity as his.

Breaking away from him, I said that we
should go inside and go somewhere more comfortable, not even drying
the pool water off each other as we entered the entertainment room
through the back sliding doors.

“Damn… baby,” Mike
hissed.

 

“Damn me?” I asked as I
turned him around to face me, only to fall down on my knees, his
large hard cock facing me through his boxers as my breasts danced
and bounced across my chest through my bikini top.

“Damn me?” I said again
pulling down his damp shorts, watching as his cock sprang out in
front of me, the large bright pink head of his cock curving up
towards my lush, damp mouth as I blew a warm stream of breath
across his cockhead, watching as Mikes entire body shook in
arousal.

“Fuck that feels so damn
good,” Mike panted, his eyes blaring down at me as I rolled my hand
down between his thighs, softly gliding it over his balls before
grasping them firmly in my hand.

“Does that really feel good
Mike?” I asked darkly, the heated lust inside me boiling through
every pour of my body. “Does it feel good to have a hot women,
gazing at your cock like a bitch in heat?” I panted, not waiting
from him to respond before rolling my tongue over the large round
of his cock, my lips clasping over it, placing small soft kissed
against him.

“Fuck… fuck yes,” he gasped,
placing his hands on top of my head, tangling his fingers into my
dark blond strands. “yes… you make me feel so good right now,” he
grunted as I glided my cock hungry lips down his length, the hot,
damp insides of my mouth taking more of his cock into
me.

“Fuck… please, yes,” Mike
jerked his body, thrusting his hips in quick hard jerks, grasping
my head of hair as I continued to press my lips up against him
shaft, the tip of his cock sliding down my throat before gliding
back up my mouth.

“Mmmm… Mike I can so see
myself riding this beast for hours,” u whimpered, forcing a surge
of excitement, anticipation to burst from his body, so much so that
I could feel his cock growing harder as images of me fucking him to
oblivion feathered through his mind.

“Fuck…fucking… HELL YEAH,”
he grunted, watching me from below as I again took his cock to my
mouth, wrapping my soft velvet lips around the head of his shaft,
sucking him into me, drawing his large beast deeper into my hot
mouth.

“Fuck… fuck yeah,” Mike,
gasped as I barreled my tongue like a whip across the underside, as
more and more of his hot, long thickness disappeared into my mouth.
“Fuck… yes… yes,” he moaned deeply as he looked down into my
shimmering eyes, our eyes locking onto each other’s as I began to
glide his large cock in and out of my mouth, never relenting, never
breaking contact as I continued to suck hard on his tasty, savory
beast.

“Fu… fuck yes… yes Liz,” he
groaned deeply, running his hands through the top of her hair,
tangling his fingers once more into my long blond locks, as I raked
the tips of my fingers from one of my hands across his balls.
Pressing ever so lightly against his prostate, taking Mike into a
completely new realm, a whole new level of pleasure, “Fuck… fuck…
damn it yes, yes…,” he groaned continually.

“Mmm… that’s my real man,” I
hissed, smiling at his cries of passion. “You liked feeling my hot,
moist tongue gliding across your cock didn’t you baby?” I asked
darkly, batting my eyes just before pressing the underside of his
rock hard cock between my ripe soft breasts, encasing them around
his cock.

“No… No fucking…shit… so
soft, and warm,” Mike gasped, only to feel my tongue slicing across
the underside of his cockhead as I continued to glide my soft,
ripe, fleshy pillows around his shank.

“Oh, oh, oh, my God… fuck
yes… yes,” Mike panted deeply for breath, clenching his fists as he
tightened his cock in an attempt to control his surging release.
“Fuck… I’m… so, so, fucking close to blowing my cum all over you!”
He grunted, only to see me smile erotically up at him, batting my
eyes once more, as I rolled the tip of her tongue slowly over the
crown of his cockhead.

“Go for it stud,” I hissed,
pounding my soft rounds tightly against his base like a makeshift
pussy before taking him quickly back into my mouth, prepared to
drink from his heavenly faucet.

“Fuck… fuck,” he growled,
thrashing his hips forward, only to blow his thick, creamy load
deeply down my throat.

“Mmmm… baby,” he whimpered,
suddenly stripping away my bottoms as he planted his face between
my inner thighs, his tongue slapping across my outer pussy lips,
tasting me for the first time.

“Yes… yes Mike,” I gasped,
already at my peak when he rammed the tip of his tongue across my
clit. “Fuck… Fuck yeah, I’m cumming… cumming, I hissed, pushing my
ass back against the bed, allowing him to strike his tongue
repeatedly against my clit until forcing me to blasted my hot tangy
nectar over his face, suturing his chest as it leaked down his
stomach, pooling inside his belly button.

I played with dick a little, as we held
each other in the erotic afterglow, our bodies boiling up against
each other’s, only to find that soon he was hard again (and I was
wet). I told him I really wanted to have sex with him, and he just
smiled. I climbed on top of him, and slowly lowered myself down. It
was somewhat uncomfortable, at first, as I could feel the pressure
of his cock inside me, the pounding of his blood pulsating deep
inside my cunt.

After what seemed like forever, he was
all the way inside me, and we just stayed that way kissing. Slowly
he started little hard thrusts, rough hard jabs, pulling slowly out
of me before slamming hard and fast, all the while my clit would
rub against his pubic bone. It started to feel good, and I started
lifting off him as he would thrust, we fucked for about 20 minutes,
he was going faster and faster. The sounds of our grunts, our
moaning, our hot, sweat covered bodies slamming hard against each
other; when finally he thrust his head back and started breathing
hard, I pulled off him, and seconds later, he came all over his
tummy again.

Sadly, I wasn’t that close to finishing
so he rammed his fingers back into my pussy, rubbing the tips of
his finger in small figure eights, making sure to apply pressure
across the roof my pussy, pushing hard against my g-spot bringing
me to another mind-blowing orgasm with in mere minutes.

In the weeks that followed, he made
sure to open his curtains whenever he saw me gazing out my window,
dropping his drawers, only to jerk himself off in front of me. His
eyes never leaving mine as I did the same. We quickly became a
couple that year, having sex in and around school. We still have
sex even now, as well as masturbate to each other from our bedroom
windows.
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