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At the end of my freshman year in
college I went back home to enjoy the summer with my parents and
friends. Little did I know that on most days my parents as well as
all my old friends were either off on their own vacations out of
town or at work leaving me nothing to do except go my parents
private club and sit alongside the pool and just veg while taking
up some rays and admiring the local scenery.

Thankfully, to my great delight, God
had been looking out for me that summer and dropped an angelic hunk
of manliness posing as the new lifeguard at the pool. His name was
David and he was sheer female eye candy. David had long blond hair,
which he allowed to drape over his shoulders, a perfect tan and of
course a hot, flawlessly molded body.

Every day I went to the pool I would
make sure to sit in the chairs across from his post, wearing some
of the more revealing swimwear I had, you know the kind that, with
little imagination showed off how tight certain parts of my female
anatomy was. Yeah well anyway, I would wear them and just stare at
his heavenly sent body from behind my dark sunglasses. Watch as he
rubbed suntan lotion on his body, making sure to cover his sharply
curved pecks and abs. There were times as I watched him I would be
able to look up the side of his trunks, see the mammoth lump from
his cock through his jock strap, and just gaze at it like a hungry
bitch in heat.

At night, after my parents went off to
bed I would masturbate hard and rough just thinking of him.
Slamming three to four fingers deep inside my pussy as images of
his body hovering over me, his long blond hair draping down across
my bare aroused nipples as he thrust his large cock into me,
filling me full with his piece.

As days went on at the pool I quickly
got to be friendly with him, chatting with him about the most
stupidest shit, like music, reality TV shows and going back to
college in the next upcoming months, but our conversations never
really lasted any longer than a few minutes.

One day, everything changed, when the
pool closed early due to a thunderstorm. At that time, I did not
have a ride home as my mom was at work and still had another few
hours left before being able to leave for the day. It was then that
David offered to give me a ride after cleaning up the locker room
and picking the place up.

Afterwards, once everything was picked
up and put away, he told me he was going to take a quick shower,
and then we could go. I shook my head, acknowledging what he as
saying only watch as he slowly dropped his boxer’s right in front
of me, exposing his hot rounded ass to me.

“Oh… Oh… my God,” I gasped,
A bit put off by his boldness but more so shocked and highly
aroused at seeing his tight bare ass merely feet from
me.

“Ha… What’s a matter?” David
asked, turning to the side to face me, his hands cupping his cock
so that I couldn’t see it. “You’re going to be a sophomore this
year in college right?” he asked. “You should have already seen a
man naked by now when he had sex with you,” he chuckled, walking to
the shower entrance area, only to fully turn around at me, his
hands behind his head, his beautifully large cock nestled between
his legs, arching slight up at me as he spoke again. “If you
haven’t, then maybe you should come take a shower with me and maybe
loose that wild cherry you’ve been hiding between those gorgeous
thighs” David said, disappearing from my view only to hear the
showers turning on as pillars of hot steam began to fill the room.
“You weren’t the only one checking out the eye candy sitting across
from them you know!” he added, letting me know that he knew I had
been eyeing him like a piece of meat since the
beginning.

“What… what the fuck,” I
thought to myself, amazed that he knew all along, and now hearing
his offer to deflower me in the shower. “What was I… what was I
going to do.” I remember thinking only feel my own hands slipping
off my bikini, my legs moving on their own as I walked toward the
shower room. My body giving me my answer as I walked bare ass into
the shower room, sneaking up behind him as small streams of soapy
water ran down his back and over his tight round, white
ass.

 

“Wild Cherry huh?” I sighed
almost airlessly, only to see him jump slightly before turning to
face me, his eyes scanning over me several times, taking in my bare
36C cups, and my slightly trimmed brown covered pussy.

“Mmmm you did it, very brave
of you I must say” David hissed before quickly pulling me under the
showerhead with him, his mouth sucking in my lips, kissing me
deeply as his soap-covered hands starting washing my
breasts.

Grabbing the soap from his hands I let
him continue rubbing my breasts, lathering up my hands before
handing the bar of soap back before gliding both my hands down
between his thighs. The palm of my hands cupping both his hardened
cock and large balls, lathering them up as I massaged them both,
feeling him growing even bigger, ever harder in my hands. Before
then I had given a few guys hand jobs and a few lucky others a good
succulent blow job but never had I experienced the feeling I was
having at that moment.

“Mmmm yeah baby,” David
hissed, tightening his cock in my hands as he widened his tights,
letting me get a better grasp on his balls and cock as he pulled me
close to him and bent down and slipped his tongue into my mouth,
while grinding his dick across my slippery soaped up
stomach.

He nibbled down my neck to my breasts,
and starting sucking my nipples. His hand moved between my legs,
and started rubbing my clit. It felt so fucking good. I started
jerking him off, and just closed my eyes enjoying the unbelievable
sensations. He dropped to his knees, and put his mouth on my clit.
Tonguing me as he lightly pressed his teeth over it, chewing on it
tenderly, while fingering me. I started moaning, and getting closer
and closer to my own squirting orgasm.

Minutes later, I had a mind numbing
orgasm, and my knees buckled. David got up, grabbed me under my
arms, and pulled me in to him. He kissed me again, and I could
taste my tangy juices on his tongue, grinding into my stomach
again. He turned me around, bending me over at the waist so that my
ass was towards his large cock before rubbing his beast over my hot
pussy lips.

It felt so good, and I was extremely
wet within seconds.

“I’m going to take you now…
my Wild tight cherry,” David hissed, before slowly and gently
entered me from behind, pushing hard into me until I gradually took
him in yet oddly I felt no pain, just a tremendous fullness, an
oddly erotic and sensual pressure.

“Fuck… Fuck it’s so hot…
like a fire inside you, you’re so damn tighter than any girl I’ve
been with before,” David hissed, forcing me to smile to his
comment, hearing him grunting even more to the tightness of my hot,
wet pussy coiling around his beast.

“Mmmm David, yes,” I gasped
tightening my pussy around him like a vice as I smiled wildly to
the sounds of erotic torture. “I can feel all of you, ever inch
inside me David… you feel so damn good.” I hissed only to hear him
laughing.

You’re such a cute, tight virgin,”
David grunted, lashing his tongue over my earlobe as he roped his
arms around me, his hands cupping my firm breast crushing them into
my chest.

“Why… why are you laughing?”
I asked.

“Baby,” he grunted,
feathering his lips over the lobe of my ear, before whisper softly,
“I’m only a third of the way inside you… I have a few more inches
to give before you get to feel every inch of me inside your pussy,”
David hissed.

“No… No fucking way,” I
thought, already feeling the tip of his cock scraping roughly
across my insides, drilling itself up towards the virgin entrance
of my womb, and yet I wanted more… I wanted to feel every inch,
every centimeter he had to give me, wanted the full length of that
cock I gazed at from across the poolside deep inside me.

“Fuck… fuck me… let me feel
it all,” I gasped, holding my breath as the last few inches of his
manhood deeply sank into me, only to feel the tip of his cock
pressing into my cervix just before his balls brushed across the
crack of her ass.

I could feel his thighs against my
butt, and he slowly started thrusting in and out. He started going
faster, pulling my waist into him, my butt slapping loudly against
his thighs.

I took one hand off the shower wall,
and started rubbing my clit as he slammed into me. Moaning as I got
closer and closer, and he picked up his pace thrusting faster and
faster.

I had another incredible orgasm, and he
pulled out and shot his cum onto my back, blowing out another four
huge, long loads before slapping his cockhead against the crack of
my ass, panting for breath as if he had just ran some sort of
triathlon.

We quickly cleaned up, got dressed, and
he took me home. David and I had incredible sex the next 6 weeks,
fucking in the showers after closing, in the swimming pool, on the
lifeguard post and every other odd and unusual place we could think
of.

By the end of that summer, we were
hooked on each other, loving everything about the other in more
ways than just sex.

Weeks later, after I started the second
year at college I got a knock on my apartment door only to see him
standing there with a few bags in his hands; he had transferred
from his college to mine and needed a place to stay. Having no
other roommate in the house it was a no brainer, though he moved
into my room… My grades rather dropped a bit those first few
months…
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