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1. Girl On The Beach

It was dusk. Although it was still warm, you could tell that a storm was coming, and most people would be leaving to find some shelter soon. Teresa wanted to be one of the clever people who were safely laying back in a car and heading for home. But she was face-down on a towel on the sand, naked, and Ray was about to fuck her.

She swallowed, wishing she could say no, but uncertain whether Ray would actually listen even if she tried. He was naked too, and his dick was erect. It seemed huge to her, especially when she realized where he was going to put it. How could she take something that big?


It wasn't all apprehension which she felt, she thought to herself. There was also excitement and some pride involved. The fact that she was going to have sex made it exciting, and the fact that is was Ray who wanted her was the reason for the pride.


Teresa laid there, contradictory emotions running across her face, and thinking about how she had ended up like this. When she had thought before about losing her virginity, she had thought that it would be with her husband, or at least in a comfortable place like a bed. Being naked in the outdoors, in what was potentially a public environment, and giving her virginity in this way had never figured in her wildest of dreams, and some of them had been pretty wild.


The day had been jogging along normally enough before then. Teresa had been hanging at the beach with the normal crowd. There were six or so of them; just all friends who liked to spend time together. They were all about eighteen to nineteen and none of them had gotten into any serious relationships with any of the others.  Back then, Ray had been just one of the crowd, although she did quite like him.


They'd swam, then walked and chatted; had food and then swam some more. Teresa had reclined on her towel to sun-bathe and Ray had kindly offered to massage some sunscreen onto her back. What harm could it do? She had asked herself. After all, they were in public and so nothing could happen anyway, whether she agreed or not.


While Ray had been rubbing her back she had managed to fall asleep. By the time she had awoken, she and Ray were almost the only ones left on the beach, as everyone else had made a run for it when the storm began to approach. Although it was still a way off, it didn’t look good. Teresa sat up, suddenly wide awake. 


"I’m sorry, Ray," she smiled. "You could have given me a shake earlier."


Ray smiled, shaking his head.


"No. I thought it would be good to have some ‘alone’ time with you, so this was too good an opportunity to miss. I can't stay for too long, but at least it gives me the chance to kiss you."


Teresa knew she was blushing like a child, but didn't say no when Ray bent over her, pushing her back to lie down. He was then kissing her. Not just one kiss, but continuously. 


The thing was that his hands were wandering over her body. Her body which was nearly naked. A bikini didn't give much coverage when you were alone with a guy who wanted to caress you where you knew that he shouldn't.


His fingers had slipped below the place where the bikini crossed her flat belly, and he was rubbing. Her mom’s words of advice ran through her mind, telling her never to allow a man place his hands inside her dress. They didn't make much sense when wearing a bikini though.


Teresa reached down and pulled Ray's hand away, managing to convey the ‘not there’ message quite clearly. It didn't really change things though as his hand moved to her breast and slipped inside the bikini, touching what was not meant to be touched. Teresa tried to pull his hand away again, but was lost in strange sensations when his thumb started caressing and encircling her nipple.


And all the while the kissing went on; their mouths and tongues were engaged in a silent clash. Teresa was relieved when Ray moved his hand from her breast. But she was rather disappointed too; telling herself that relief was the main emotion she was feeling. 


She realized that her feeling of relief was a little premature. Ray's hand had reached around the back of her neck and he was tugging at the bow there. His other hand returned to her breast and pulled her bikini top away from her breasts, leaving them open to his gaze.


Ray had raised himself up a little by then, and he was resting on one hand, while the other frolicked around her breasts. He was watching her closely to gauge her reaction. Teresa realized she was breathing hard and bright red. She was chewing her bottom lip nervously, but making no effort to make him stop. She found that she was enjoying his tantalizing touch.


Ray leaned over and began kissing her nipples. Getting up again he glanced at Teresa, and reached down to tug at the ties on the side of her bikini bottoms. Only then did Teresa understand why her mom had suggested she should sew the bows into place.


Too late, she thought, regretting the oversight and watching as the bows began to slowly unravel. She started to say no, but by then the first bow had popped open and her voice was lost as she took a sudden intake of breath.


The next bow came open and Teresa watched silently as Ray pulled the bikini from under her, revealing her naked body to him. But still he tugged and pulled the bikini out from under her bottom. “Sit up for a moment,” he said and then undid the tie at the back of her bra, dropping it to one side to sit next to her bikini bottoms.


Now Teresa was naked in front of him, Ray began to explore her body, carefully tracing his fingers along every detail of her. Beginning at her feet, he worked his hands gently up her legs, with his fingers dragging along the hypersensitive inside of her thighs, and without realizing it was happening, her legs somehow were drifting slowly further apart.


Ray's hands moved  further up, causing the delicate flesh on the inside of her thighs to tremble as he passed, and Teresa found that heat was starting to build up inside her.


Teresa was half hoping that Ray would circumnavigate her hypersensitive pussy lips, and yet she was half dreading the fact that he mightnottouch her there. She gasped in excitement when his hand squeezed her sensitive flesh.


Within no time, Teresa was in a hazy daze, sexual excitement coursing through her as he adroitly assaulted her both with his lips and his teasing fingers. Her nipples had become erect and were dampened by his saliva, but also slightly sore from his gentle biting. Her breasts felt distended, and the turmoil surrounding her pussy didn't bear noting.


Through her daze, she heard him saying that it was her turn. "My turn for what?" she thought. She shrugged and then asked him.


"My turn for what?"


"To analyze and taste my skin, of course" he teased.


Teresa gulped. Although she didn't mind her hands flowing across his tummy and chest, what if he expected her to touch him somewhere else? Worse still, would he expect her to remove his shorts? A glance down answered that question. There would be no need to remove them because they were already off and his dick was standing erect, and expecting some attention.


Teresa began to copy what Ray had been doing, and started to run her hands over his legs. As she went higher, she also went slower, coming to a complete stop at the base of his penis.


Go on, she told herself. It’s not as though you haven’t touched one before. For God’s sake, you've given a blowjob before. That’s as maybe, she told herself, but I’ve never done that naked. If I do touch him, then what the hell is he going to do afterwards?


She looked up at his face, and was surprised to find him silently chuckling at her. She glared harshly at him and closed her hand firmly around his dick.


"Well, that wiped the smile from your face," she thought. "Now what about this."


Bending over with her mouth open, she placed his penis into her mouth and began to run her tongue harshly over the head, allowing her teeth to rasp against the tip as she moved her lips up and down.


She imagined that she could feel his heartbeat as the blood rushed into his cock. Pulling her head away a while later, she looked at it. Yes; it was now bigger than before. That would teach him a lesson.


There was a flash of lightning in the sky, swiftly followed by a loud peal of thunder. Teresa glanced out to sea and could tell that the storm was heading towards them.


"It might be time for us to go, Ray," she chanced. "The storm's definitely getting closer."


"There’s plenty of time yet," Ray replied. "Before anything else though, I'm going to cause my own storm deep in you."


He was now sitting up again and she found herself being pushed gently back down onto the sand. Ray moved her legs apart and began to run his hand across her pussy again.


Teresa knew that things were progressing way too far and too fast. Ray had obviously made up his mind to take her, right then and she wasn't sure whether she wanted him to or not. Should she say no, or keep quiet? But before she could decide, Ray acted.


Lying down beside her, he began kissing her again. He had one leg hooked over hers, and was holding her legs apart. She was aware of the length of his cock being pressed firmly against the side of her leg. Better that it was there rather than somewhere else, she thought, and leaned up to meet his mouth with her own.


She wasn't certain how the change in direction happened, but one moment he was lying next to her and they were kissing, and the next moment although he was still kissing her he was also laying on top of her. She could now feel his dick pressing against the bottom of her tummy, and his fingers were dipping between her pussy lips.


He lifted his hips slightly away from her, and he appeared to be moving up off her, and then she found that it wasn't his finger which was sliding between her pussy lips. She drew her breath in sharply when what felt like a huge invasion began to happen, and her pussy lips were being forced apart by a relentless momentum. She gasped again as she felt the pressure building against her hymen.


"Ray?" she said questioningly, not certain what she was actually requesting.


"Sshhh, it's ok," she was aware of his voice trying to soothe her fears away and yet the pressure inside her was still building. She was aware of a tearing sensation, and that something inside her was giving way. The next thing she knew, Ray was steadily pushing himself into her and filling the available space.


Sighing with relief, she let it happen. She was surprised to discover that hadn't hurt at all. If anything and if she was to be honest with herself, it was feeling pretty good. All the theoretical knowledge of sex she had now seemed to coalesce and come together to tell her just what was happening, and how to behave. 


Laughing now, she pushed her hips against him, revelling in the look of pleased surprise which crossed his face. Now she felt the one in command, even if it was him fucking her. She opened her legs wide, and then hooked them over his legs.


As Ray carefully began to thrust into her, she pushed herself up against him, and tightened her legs to allow him to get deeper inside her. A rhythm swiftly developed between them, and she happily gave in to these fresh sensations.


Although he took the pace slowly at the start, he tried to keep holding off because he wanted to bring her to orgasm. As they fucked, he increased the speed, and could feel her happily matching him stroke for stroke and wanting more. So he gave her more, pumping in hard and fast. Both of them were rejoicing in the sensations.


Teresa initially followed Ray, enjoying the feel of him inside her and matching his actions. But soon he was meandering from her mind. All she was aware of now was feeling that dick inside her and the wonderful sensations it was causing. All other feelings were fading except for those and the dick which was delivering them. She could feel herself frantically clutching his cock to her, as she didn’t want to lose it. She just wished for those feeling to build and get stronger.


And they did get stronger, lifting her higher until a storm broke somewhere inside of her and she was swept away on a wave of ecstasy.


Lying back afterwards, Teresa smiled and looked up at Ray,


"Oh my God, that was really something. Let’s do it again."


"We will," Ray smiled back at her, "but not straight away. If we don't make a move quickly, we're going to get drowned in this rain."


Pulling Teresa sharply to her feet, he caught hold of their things and the two of them raced to the car, managing to reach it and slide in moments before the rain poured down.


As they were driving home, Teresa realized she needed to ask a question.


"Ray."


"Mmm?"


"Would it be possible if we could stop for a moment and get dressed? It might be awkward if we got stopped looking like this."

2. The Black Teacher

Alison Nightingale was always around whenever I was aware of that rock-hard feeling in my jockeys.  Proficient in English and drama, she was the tutor which nearly every student imagined fucking. Her raven skin was war ebony and she had waist-length chocolate colored hair to match. Everyone was aware that she exercised regularly, which made her curvy and yet toned. There was a time when a guy in our alma mater likened her to "The Black She-Hulk" which was certainly apt.


Almost every guy in our college imagined fucking her, me included.  All of us fantasised about her, and because of this, not many of us got many English or Drama assignments completed. Despite being a guy I can concentrate on two things at the same time-my assignments and her sexy body. The ability to multi-task meant I lost my virginity.


Just before the summer vacation, Alison said she was in awe of my work. I got the best mark possible in English and I'd managed a Distinction in Drama. She disclosed to me that, if I desired, then she would come round to my place for additional English tutoring on books more "adult-themed" than those we were currently reading in college. “Give me an example,” I asked, while trying to keep my eyes on her face.

"Delta of Venus," she replied.


My heartbeat got faster at the thought of studying an erotic story.With this gorgeous woman? I asked myself. I couldn’t possibly say no.


We decided to meet at my place some weekends during the vacations. Although it started innocently and she wore formal clothes to our sessions, it didn’t stay that way. We began with "Delta of Venus" moving onto "Lady Chatterley's Lover" (I did think it went on a bit.) It was when we were looking at the "Fifty Shades" books whenithappened.


Over the vacations, the weather became warmer, and Alison had to wear less and less clothing to try to not get too hot. When we were making notes about EL James's plot she was wearing a sleeveless vest with some jeans. She looked striking and sexy and I became turned on.


My traitorous dick twitched little, but it was enough for her to notice. I could see her sneak a look down, and I knew that she knew I had an erection. I could practically see the cogs turning in her head. I'd never had a hard-on from reading these stories previously, and this was the first time she'd worn those clothes when calling in for one of our tutorials.


Then, to my amazement, the smallest of smiles crossed her mouth. It was soon replaced by her prior, neutral expression however. She also finished the session more quickly that day, stating she had an appointment to keep. I could easily tell that she was lying though-I would think she would have told me when she walked in if she had an appointment. I figured I knew the reason she wanted to leave early-it turned out later that I was almost right.


I didn't see Alison the next day as I was at a boot sale with my mom and dad, but I couldn't forget that look she wore -that look that you could imagine meant "I know I’m sexy, but don't mess with me, or I'll kick your butt." It was a darn good look though, and her chocolate skin made it even more eye-catching. That night I found myself praying. I prayed that she would appear in the same clothes the following day, and that I may get an opportunity to progress things. I hoped that my prayer would materialise, but didn’t expect it to.


To my surprise it did. The next day, she was wearing the same clothes and looking sexy again. We continued studying Fifty Shades, and I noticed her looking to see if I was erect. When we stopped for a break, she mentioned a topic I was hoping she would talk about -her relationships.


"It was almost two years ago, "she told me, watching me with more interest than previously. “Two years ago when my husband dumped me. He saidI was too cheap and unattractive to be married to. Two years have passed and I haven't been with another man in all that time," she continued.


"Too ugly?" I asked. "Is he blind or something? I’m not aware of a single person who would say you were ugly, even if they were intoxicated and on drugs," I replied, not quite realising what she was trying to do.Yet.


"You're very generous,” she smiled. "So do you think I'm stunning?" she asked, unfolding her legs. It was at that moment that I thought that it was not a case of me getting an opportunity to fuck her, it was the reverse. I was sure that I wasn’t going to be complaining.


"If I said that you are one of the sexiest woman I have ever met, would that tell you what I think?" I replied, as sleekly as possible.


"Yes it would," she replied, opening her legs further apart. "So, given the chance, would you make love to me?"


"Hell yes" I answered, although my cock had already answered that question-it was rock hard.


"Then would you like it if I removed this?" she asked, removing her tank-top and showing me her bare breasts.


I was lost for words. Her breasts were at least a 32D, with large nipples. My cock was eager to be out of my pants as I gazed at them. Alison noticed, obviously. She came over to me, her hips swinging and her tits swaying.


"Come on, get it out." she said, her voice full of lust and desire. The teacher-student trust was gone immediately. From that moment, I realised that nothing mattered apart from her perfect body and the thought that she was going to remove my status as a virgin.


I unzipped my jeans and removed them as quickly as possible. My 7 inch dick was standing, pointing towards the ceiling, and I could tell that Alison was surprised to see the size.


"A cock that size on a virgin boy? I’m in heaven," she commented, dropping to her knees.


She started licking the tip of my cock; her tongue felt magical. She twirled it around the head and then moved further down. She was an expert cock-sucker, and I was adoring every second of her mouth being wrapped around my cock.


When she returned to the tip, she whipped her tongue against my dick in many places, and I started to breath heavier. She slowly removed it from her warm, wet mouth. I hoped the reason was that she wanted my virgin cock in her wet pussy.


I knew that she wanted it somewhere else first though because she lay on the floor and her huge tits moved apart. I fell to my knees and placed my erection between her huge jugs, and jerked it back and forth. Her grin and ecstatic moans told me that she adored being tit-fucked almost as much as I loved doing it.


She quickly stopped, though, and jerked my dick slightly as she spoke. "How do you want to fuck? Doggy-style, like the man you really are?"


"Sounds good to me," I replied, getting up "But what about-?"

"No problem" she replied, reading my thoughts;  "I've been sterilised"


She got onto all fours, moving her butt from side to side to shake off her jeans, which were already loose. She reminded me of a brown lioness, when she crawled like that. When she reached the couch she playfully snarled at me, intimating, "Come and get me."


I moved over to her, holding the tip of my dick at the entrance to her pussy, and then pushed it into her soaking wet cunt. In that moment, the nanosecond that I pushed into her, I could almost hear my virginity going and it was amazing. As I fucked my stunning ebony tutor’s hot and soaking pussy, each thrust felt as good as the previous one.


I cannot explain accurately those feelings because there are no words sufficient, but every thrust into her soaking wet pussy, every clap of my tummy hitting her butt-cheeks, every sigh of ecstasy that she emitted, appeared to make me want to go faster and deeper. It felt wonderful, the way in which her pussy lips appeared to swallow my dick with every thrust.


The other person who appeared to be taking pleasure in this as much as I was Alison. With every thrust of my huge cock into her soaking wet cunt, another groan of pleasure escaped from her lips.


"Yes! YES! Fuck me!" she called out, as I crushed her cunt with my huge dick.Alison suddenly emitted a scream of joy, and I realized she was climaxing, which made me speed up even more. Before long I was also starting to breathe heavily. She shouted "On my breasts! Cum on my breasts!"


I removed my cock from her dripping cunt as she lay on the floor. She jerked my cock and stroked it across her nipple, and thenI exploded-not only onto her tits, but also across her face. Some of my jizz landed on her perfect black tits and the rest landed on her face and mouth. She popped her tongue out to lick it up and said, "Delicious."


I got up and moved across to the couch, wondering if sex was always this exhausting, or whether it was just like that for the first time. "That was absolutely amazing" I said as she grinned at me.


"I agree,” she said. "I envy you because the first time is guaranteed to be the best. You did amazingly for your first time."


"I'm glad I lost my virginity to such a fucking sexy woman." I said, noticing how she was licking the remainder of the cum off of her massive black tits. "Would it be possible to have more of these meetings when I return to college after the vacations?"


"Well, I usually charge students if it’s while we are in college. But I may make an exception for you. It may be possible for you to pay me in cock rather than cash; but on one condition," she said.


"What’s that?" I asked, although I could probably guess the reply.


As she consumed the remainder of my jizz, a grin crossed her face and she replied, "We have conditions at my place. Because I have a new bed coming after the vacation that will need breaking in..."

3. Diary of an EnglishTeacher

I couldn't stop myself. I know I'm just a regular English teacher in a regular high school, but for once, I had no control of the situation.  He's so gorgeous, and so handsome, and yet he intimidated me. With his thick blonde hair and his shiny brown eyes, hidden behind his glasses. My hormones were so incensed that I was aware of them in my stomach. Every time I taught the year 13 English group of students. 


I am aware that I although I should treat all students the same, this time I must disregard this rule. 


Blake Wilde drives me into a frenzy; because of his accent, his handsome looks, hiseverything.


I am his English tutor and I am aged 32, but he doesn't look just like an 18 year old student. He is so much more than just that. 


Every Thursday, English is the last lesson, and so today May10th, I insisted the whole class stay behind to finish their tasks. When everyone else was ready to leave, I told Blake that he must stay behind for another half an hour so we could read over his assessment, as he had made a few mistakes. 


He sat in front of me. I was attempting to explain language tools, but I was constantly distracted by his angelic stare. 


He was gazing at my breasts. 


"What are you looking at?" I demanded.


"No...nothing Miss T,"  he said, suddenly very confused.


The situation became extremely awkward because I knew that he was definitely staring at my cleavage. 


I put the pen down, grabbed hold of his hand, and placed it on top of my breasts.


"Is that better now? Is that what you were thinking about?" I smiled.


His hands were shaking and he was confused, although I was aware of the excitement apparent on his face. 


"Don't be shy! Go on and lock the door!"  I commanded.


He sat still in his chair for a moment. He was startled but I waited and waited. But he did not move, and so I was forced to go and lock the door myself. 


"You see, it wasn't that difficult, was it?"  I asked him, unbuttoning my top. 


He still did not move, and so I straddled him. I held his hands once more and forced him to undo my bra. Holding his hands in my own, I made small circles around my breasts and I was aware of his growing erection. I knelt on the floor in front of him and carefully took down his zipper. He sat there still frozen, with a shocked face. 


I pulled his black school pants down and he sat there in his white jockeys. I could see his hard-on poking through his shorts. As I pulled his shorts down, his massive dick immediately popped up. It was about 8 inches. I began to lick from his balls and all the way up to his bulbous glans and when I got there, I sucked his whole dick into my mouth, and started to suck it passionately. 


He leaned back in his chair, closing his eyes. I could tell he was enjoying it, from the quiet groans he was making. 


After a few minutes of strong sucking I stood up, pulling down my skirt and panties and sat onto his hard dick. 


When he was inside me it was an incredible feeling and I felt like all my fantasies had come true. I started to bounce on his stiff dick moving faster each minute. He was holding onto my hips with his hands as he pounded my wet pussy. 


He was giving me so much pleasure that I screamed so loud because I just couldn't handle it. Nobody had ever made me scream like that before. 


His cock fucking my vagina made me cum so hard that I was soon sweating as if I had completed a marathon. His dick was covered in my pussy juice. 


I started to ride him faster and harder until a warm, overwhelming feeling swept through my pussy. He came inside my cunt. 


I got up from him and his hot penis custard was dribbling still from the tip of his dick. I kneeled back down and licked off the surprisingly delicious cum. 


It tasted so good and I realised that I had enjoyed every moment of this valued time. Only one thing concerned me and that was the fact that he ejaculated inside me. What if I was to get pregnant by this school boy? The best solution would be to take a morning-after pill. Nothing could possibly ruin this special moment. 


After we both came, I decided to lie down on the desk, firstly pushing everything out of the way with my hands. I stretched my legs out, giving him an open opportunity to go down on me. 


When his tongue touched my clit, it felt like heaven. It was so great and wonderful. He did it as though he had done it many times before. He kissed the top of my pussy before pushing his lips inside. 


After a few moments of supreme oral satisfaction, he pushed two long fingers deep inside me. He forced them deeper each time, until he discovered my G spot. I cried out, his fingers were so deep and pushed so hard. 


When I came from his magic fingers, it was absolutely amazing and so good, thatI can't begin to describe it.


After I had climaxed for the second time, I wiped my cunt with some tissue and then threw it in the bin. We both got dressed and didn't speak at all. 


"That was my first time" he murmured.


I was so shocked that I almost collapsed onto the floor. Those were the last words I recalled from that evening.

4. The Shower

Some people would say that I'm okay to look at but I don’t know if I would agree. I'm 5'3, with short brown hair, and weigh108 pounds. My small breasts have always made me feel rather self-conscious as they are only an A-cup. Sometimes even those seem a little big. But the summer I became 18, Kevin managed to completely change my mind.  

We decided to go to Valley Fair in Minnesota during the vacation after our senior year. We both adored roller coasters. We were in our hotel room cleaning up before leaving for a late dinner. It was cheaper to get one room for both of us than two singles and anyway, we'd been real good friends for almost four years and knew just about every inch of each other both physically and emotionally.  

I went through to the bathroom to have a shower but didn’t close the door properly and it swung half open without me realizing. Kevin was lounging on the bed, and meant to be reading a book by the time I turned the water on and started to get undressed. I removed my shirt and shorts and dipped a finger in to check the water temperature and then took off my bra and panties. I stepped into the shower, closing the curtain behind me. Kevin must have been watching this because he entered the bathroom and took off his clothes without me realizing. 


I was aware of the swish of the curtain opening but before I could turn around I felt Kevin’s arms slip around my middle and became aware of his heavy harsh breathing in my ear. Although I had always fancied Kevin, I would have never jeopardized our friendship by thinking about dating him. I had seen too many of our friends break up good friendships that way. But somehow that day, things changed. When I felt Kevin's hands stroking my tummy and his dick pushing against my ass, I realized I simplyhadto have him right then and there. But before I could do anything his hands were running up and down my tummy, roaming over my breasts and then he lowered them to rub my pussy. I groaned as his hands worked their magic and then he lowered his mouth to my throat, instinctively seeking the sensitive area and flicked it with his tongue. His hands began roaming again, and one traveled back up my tummy to search out one of my breasts; he was kneading and squeezing at it and the other hand parted my pussy lips, finding the sensitive nub it yearned for. 


I was soaking wet, and not only from the shower. I groaned again as he slipped one finger deep inside me and then he slowly pulled it out and then pushed two in. Then he turned me around and looked deep into my eyes. I smiled as he slid me down the shower, backing me against the cold tiles. Smiling at me, he slid three fingers deep into my sopping wet pussy. He suckled at my collarbone and then moved on downwards to fasten his lips around one of my nipples. I arched my back in pleasure at the combination of sensations engulfing me; his lips sucking my nipple, his stiff fingers buried inside me, and his thumb circling my clit worked their magic. I sighed as his tongue and lips moved down my stomach and then shrieked my pleasure when he fastened his lips onto my clit and sucked. It was so good I almost couldn't bear it and wriggled away from him, pushing him back against the tiles. 


His thick dick was staring in my face and I swallowed nervously before dipping my head to gently lick his glans. I had never done oral before and was afraid that I wouldn't be any good at it, but he moaned encouragingly and so I took the whole head into my warm mouth and began sucking. I licked the eight inch length of the shaft and then took it all into my mouth. He shivered as I sucked the length of him and he tangled his hands into my hair to guide me where he wanted me to go. I swapped between sucking firmly and then tried a gentle pressure. Kevin glanced down at me and told me I should just relax and allow my throat to open. I complied and he moved his hips so that his dick could slide down my throat. Initially I panicked as I felt I was going to choke, but once I relaxed my throat it slid down easily until my nose was against his pubes.Kevin pushed forward and I gulped inadvertently. That sent him over the edge and crashing towards climax. He pumped in and out of my mouth and I struggled to keep up, but because it was my first time, I was forced to back away. He immediately apologized and told me he would compensate for it. 


I lay on my back, spreading my legs as he crawled towards me. I gasped as his erection pushed against my pussy. He was so hot and heavy that I felt a brief flash of terror that I wouldn't manage it. He saw the look on my face and promised that he would take gentle and slowly. It was too slow though; excruciatingly so. The pressure I was starting to feel was so incredible though, that I gasped aloud and clawed at him, willing him to get inside me quicker, but he merely grinned and kept up that excruciatingly slow, steady advancement until I left myself at the mercy of his choice and decision. He knew what he was doing, and so I let him carry on.


Although I didn't cum right away, it was wonderful! Kevin stayed inside me for a moment and then withdrew. As he pulled his cock from me, it was done as slowly as he had entered me and I begged him to end the torture. He speeded up his pace, thrusting into me and then withdrawing; he made sure that I felt every inch. He kept thrusting faster and faster and I pushed my hips upwards to counter his every thrust. He climaxed first, holding me tightly and shuddering as his dick filled me with cum. The feeling of his dick shuddering inside me and his hot jizz dripping out of my pussy caused me to go over the edge and I came as well, my pussy squeezing every last drop of jizz from his dick. We never did get to dinner that evening, but there again, I don’t think either of us were that bothered.

5. Dan & Kris

Dan stood by the gate to the pool, watching as his best friend and neighbour Kristen sunned herself. He looked at her golden skin which was glowing due to the light sheen of sweat glistening off it. They had known each other for years; since they were both about five. They'd grown up as best friends and confidantes and had shared many secrets and bad times. When puberty arrived, Dan matured up into a tall and lanky young guy and Kristen blossomed into a willowy and beautiful young lady.


They had finished their first year at university and were hoping to enjoy a few days of rest and relaxation before beginning their summer placements.


Dan was admiring her slender young body from his vantage point by the gate, and was transfixed as her breath caused her small perfect breasts to rise. He shook his head to clear it and then opened the gate.


The slight creak of the gate caused Kristen to raise her head and she smiled at her friend. Even though he was a touch dorky and awkward around other girls, he always seemed relaxed around her.


"Would you like a soda?" he asked as he handed a can to her.


"Thanks," she said, popping the tab.


Dan looked her up and down. "Is that a new suit?" he asked.


She blushed a little, smiling and liking the fact that he had taken the time to notice. "Yeah, Nancy and I went to the mall yesterday."


"I like it,” he grinned naughtily. “It doesn't cover much, but that’s okay, it works," he said grinning as he struggled to hide his burgeoning erection. "I thought you might save wearing that for Mike."


Kristen laughed and sat up, which emphasized just how little her suit did in fact cover. Dan gasped, jumping up and feigning leg cramp so that he had the opportunity to move away, adjusting himself as he walked.


"God Dan, Mike and I have only been on three dates!" She was a tad surprised at how he was reacting, although he had always been her guardian, it would seem that he was almost jealous of Mike.


Dan came back, sitting next to her with a quizzical look on his face." So what does he have that’s so special Kristen?"


Kristen paused, thinking for a moment, "Well what can I say?  He's nice; he’s funny; he’s darn smart and we have lots of fun together."


Dan jumped up again. "I'm going for a dip," he said. Once more, Kristen was puzzled by his reaction.


He walked to the side of the water and canon-balled in, drenching Kristen in the process. She shrieked and then laughed as she jumped up and dived in as well. When they surfaced for air Dan was almost dumbstruck because her top had slipped up and was exposing her small, but perfectly formed breasts. She arched her back, innocently pulling her long, dark hair from off of her face, not realizing that her breasts were bare.


Dan couldn’t take his eyes off  his best friend's bare flesh. He could feel his dick swelling to full erection within seconds. And then Kristen opened her eyes, following his gaze.


"OH dear! It looks like the puppies have escaped!" she laughed as she adjusted her top, pulling it back down.


Dan blushed bright red, muttering that they it was okay if they escaped any time he was around. Kristen laughed, playfully splashing him with water. He slapped his hand onto the water and splashed back. She retaliated and soon they were in the midst of a huge water fight. Dan slipped under the water and grabbed Kristen around the waist, lifting her up and out of the water. She screamed out loud, giggling as she attempted to escape from his arms. But then she wrapped her legs up around his middle and placed her arms around his neck.


Dan suddenly stopped and started to say, "Kristen..."


"Dan, why are you staring at me like that?"


He blushed again, looking away, "It’s nothing; don’t mind me."


She frowned for a moment and shifted around so she could see into his eyes once more.Normally she always got her own way with her friend. "I thought we said no secrets, do you remember?"


"I-I just can't. Not this secret Kristen," he stammered. Holding her in his arms meant that his heart was pounding in his chest.He was praying that she wouldn't notice the fact that his erection was growing by the moment.


Kristen held Dan's face gently within her hands and made him to look her in the eye. She was stunned by what she found there. She was shocked into silence by the longing he managed to project with that one look.


"For how long?" she asked in a whisper.


"Kristen please don't do this." He replied, his voice almost inaudible.


She was more forceful then. "I asked how long you’ve felt like this Danny."


"Probably since we were about twelve, to be honest with you Kristen. It sorta snuck up on me. I apologize." He attempted to let her go but she hung on to him, holding him closer and moving her head toward his.


"Why didn't you tell me?" she asked quietly.


"I was scared that I would lose you Kristen. I made sure I gave you flowers on your birthday Valentine's Day. I made sure that I was always available to listen. I guess I was hoping that you would put two and two together. I suppose I can’t have been assertive enough. I was scared of losing the friendship we already had."


She pulled him closer, clutching him tightly to her. She had wondered for a while if Dan had feelings for her, but she didn't know how strong they might be and didn't want to frighten him away, probably for many of the reasons he'd just mentioned. Hehadalways been a shoulder for her to cry on. When her mom had sadly passed away, they had climbed up one of the oak trees over the road and sat there, crying together for hours. He would listen to her moaning every time she had a break up. They had shared many of their hopes and dreams. When they just sat quietly together it was so comforting to her. But it had never dawned on her that she could feel the same things he was feeling, until that moment.


Dan witnessed the look change within the depths of her dark brown eyes. There seemed to be a sparkle within them that was not there a moment before. Gathering his courage, he kissed her gently and was clearly surprised when she kissed him right back. 


Hesitating a moment and pulling back, he could see her smiling widely at him. He cast her a questioning look and her laughter rang out across the pool.


"You can be so freakin’ dense at times Dan," she whispered and then kissed him again. But this time there was fire in their kiss. His hands began to tentatively explore her body and hers rose to stroke his face.


When they came up for air, both of them were aware of his erection wedged between them. He apologized and went to move away but she stopped him smiling mischievously. "Wow did I make it do that?" she asked incredulously.


He chuckled loudly, "Well you’ve managed that for the last seven years! Every time you had cheerleader practice; every time you wanted to talk when your heart had been broken; every day when we walked back from school. For Chrissakes, Kris I've been a walking erection for you ever since I could get one!Didn’t you ever wonder why I applied to the same schools as you?”


Kristen reached down to stroke his thick dick through his swim-shorts. "Well, I wish I'd realized this earlier. Holy crap it's massive! Has anyone ever had the pleasure of getting to know this monster?"


Dan blushed beet-red and smiled shyly, "Nope; I might have made out with a coupla girls and fooled around a bit, but I'm a virgin."


She laughed aloud again and Dan looked puzzled.


"What's so funny?" he asked.


It was now her turn to blush, and her cheeks flushed prettily. "I'm still a virgin as well."


He appeared genuinely shocked at that statement.


She was more than a touch annoyed by that look. Okay, so she'd dated a coupla guys, but she'd never experienced enough of a connection to want to have sex with any of them.


"I've been waiting beforeI have sex to make sure it was with someone special. That someone who would have to love me almost as much as I adore them," she explained, as though she were attempting to justify herself to him.


"Well all I can say is that I hope that I'm that special someone," Dan said, "But just in case I'm not, then please know that I willalwayslove and adore you. You're my closest and dearest friend and always will be."


She pulled herself in closer to Dan and drew his face down to hers so that she could reach to kiss him again. Not only did she show him passion but she also showed him love. 


He picked her up and carried her to the side of the pool and placed her bottom gently onto the side. He nuzzled down her throat and across her breastbone, pushing aside the small triangles which were currently keeping her nipples from view. His lips suckled on her right nipple, and then he lightly sucked it, causing her to softly moan. He slid his hand down over her smooth firm tummy and inched lower until his fingers were inside her bikini bottoms. Sliding even lower, he found the nub of her hard clit and strummed his thumb over it a few times. She arched her back, pushing her small nipple deep into his mouth and gasped. 


She tangled her fingers into his hair as his mouth continued to suckle her. "So you’ve fooled around with some girls huh?" she quietly whispered.


Dan moved his mouth from her nipple. "Well you never asked how much, did you?" he smirked.


"Mmm...I remember there being some rumors about you and a girl back at campus," she grinned.


"I plead the fifth." Dan replied, slipping his fingers into her wet slit.


"So the rumors are true?" she giggled as Dan’s fingers teased her outer lips.


Dan kissed her hard on the lips and grinned, "They do say that there's a touch of truth in every rumor."


Dan couldn’t believe that he was beginning to make love to the only girl who meant anything to him. He was enjoying touching every soft curve in ways he'd only fantasised about before.


Kristen gasped when his tongue moved down to her pussy. Pulling aside her bikini bottom, he gently flicked his tongue on her moist slit, moving from bottom to top. She moaned softly when his tongue flicked across her tender clit, and squirmed, moaning under his ministrations.


Dan pushed one finger into her tight cunt, and was careful not to plunge too deeply. He wanted them to share in the loss of their virginity. He could tell that she was close to climaxing and so he began to suck her clit as he finger-fucked her. She was writhing and moaning as she pushed his face into her pussy.


When she calmed down she kissed him hungrily. "No-one has ever made me feel like that before."


Dan smiled, "I'm pleased you liked it, and so pleased that I was your first." Dan caressed her cheek gently.


"So am I," she smiled. "So I suppose there must be some truth in those rumors?"


"Kristen you know a gentleman doesn’t kiss and tell!" Dan was crimson at that stage.


She laughed loudly. "So how come you've been playing the innocent with me?"


"Well now you know that I can't lie to you my love. Would it be okay to call you that?"


"Yes, yes of course you can. That sounds good; love."


"I wonder if you would care to have make love with me love?"


She smiled again and he could feel his insides melt to jelly. "Of course I would but maybe we should move over to the grass first.The deck would be nowhere near as comfortable."


When they moved across to the grass, she untied her bikini, allowing it to fall to the grass, showing off her slim body. He followed her lead, showing off his rangy body and huge erection. They lay down on the grass together, gently exploring each other's bodies and discovering what they liked.


Agreeing that they were both ready for the next step, he rolled lightly on top of her. Kristen took hold of his erection, placing it close to her entrance. Dan slowly began to feed his cock inside her virginal tunnel. He drew in a sharp breath as he realized how tight she was. She writhed underneath him, telling him to carry on.


"Are you certain about this? The last thing I want is to hurt you my love."


"Yes I’m sure," she hissed. "Don’t stop now; one more push and you'll be there."


"Okay. I'll try not to hurt you." Dan withdrew slightly and then pushing himself back in. He could feel her hymen snap against his dick as he pushed deep into her.


Kristen smiled up at Dan through the tears glistening in her eyes. "Well I suppose we're not virgins anymore Dan?" 


Dan leaned down, kissing the tears from her eyes, taking no notice of his own tears. "I'm so sorry love; I never meant to hurt you!"


Kristen brushed his cheek with the back of her hand, smiling up at him. "It didn't hurt as such love; it was a surprise as much as anything. But I'm so glad it was you.”


Dan began to slowly work his cock back in and out, only stopping when Kristen winced and then carrying on when she was ready for more. They quickly established a rhythm where Dan could speed up his pace. She wrapped her legs around his middle and pulled him in deeper with each thrust. Both were so close to cumming, and continued with their thrusting until they climaxed over and over. Dan was unable to hold back as her tight pussy muscles clamped hard onto his cock, milking it completely dry of its seed.


Suddenly spent, Dan rolled from Kristen and cuddled up next to her, nuzzling into her neck and ear. "I hope that was good for you my love," he whispered.


"Yes it was, my love. I honestly cannot think of someone else I would have wanted to lose my virginity to. Was it everything you had hoped for my love?"


Dan smiled and said, "It was all that and more my love."


And then nine months later along I came....

6. Dawn

Dawn checked the time. When she pressed the "light" button, the numbers "9:47" appeared on the green screen. She sighed and carried on walking. She was going to be slightly late for the movie and was ditched for sure. Fine. She could handle that as she was already assuming that everyone else had gone on without her. 


The air was heavy and humid as she trudged the streets. She carried on down Queen St., which was the hot entertainment district. It was crowded with pubs, restaurants and a network of entertainment places including the movie theatre. Dawn shook her head impatiently, her ponytail brushing her shoulders as it swung down her back. 


When she reached Yonge St.it was crowded with people walking, chatting and laughing. Although the shops were already closed, cars continued to drive down the busy, brightly lit roads. She continued walking, gazing around to admire the people who were dressed up, looking to impress each other. She felt extremely under dressed, wearing only a tank top and jeans and the only thing which was remotely dressy about were her heeled boots. 


After awhile regardless of her speed, her feet began to feel sore. She realised that the shoes were once more causing blisters on her feet. She sighed in surrender and carried on walking home, praying that when she arrived, the damage wouldn't be bad. 


As she walked, she was aware of a prickly feeling coursing down her back, making her feel as though someone was watching her. Thinking it was nothing, she carried on. There were a lot of people milling around anyway, so obviously shewasbeing looked at by someone. She had reached the residential area but still felt eyes on her back and running down her body. Spotting a convenience store a little further on, she speeded up her pace. As the sounds of the busy street began to fade, she became aware of the sound of her own footsteps. As she listened carefully, she thought that she could also hear another pair of footsteps which appeared to be getting closer.


Not wanting to be anywhere near whoever it was, she hurried up the steps to the store, nearly pulling the door off its hinges in her flurry to get inside. Once she was inside the brightly lit store, she wondered if everything she thought she had been feeling had been her imagination. She strolled down the aisles, watching the door constantly to check if anyone would follow her inside, but no-one did. Feeling a great sense of relief, she turned around to look at the shelves around the corner. 


Hearing a noise behind her, she spun around, but there was no-one there. Because of her anxiety, she had turned around too quickly and lost her balance, falling backwards and catching a shelf with her elbow before knocking it over. She cringed as tin cans bounced onto the floor and bottles shattered.Cellophane packages dropped crackling and becoming crumpled. 


Dawn looked around at the mess on the floor and then glanced around to see what had caused the noise. But all there was, was the door swinging closed, and a very angry cashier who was shouting obscenities towards her. She dipped her head at him and threw a mumbled “Sorry,” over her shoulder as she walked out of the store. 


She peered around, hesitating uncertainly on the steps, and unsure of what or who might be waiting for her in the dark. Shaking her head decisively and criticizing her own stupidity, she tried to tell herself that no-one was there. She forced her feet to walk down the steps.


She carried on down the street and headed towards her house. She carried on thinking about what had occurred inside the store and felt guilty that she left behind a mess. She finally realised that indeed therewasanother pair of footsteps, and they were behind her again. 


She speeded up her pace again, hoping that it would amount to nothing, and hoping that it was her imagination. She was too scared to look back over her shoulder. The bright pools of lights emanating from the street lamps seemed to make the shadows appear darker and more ominous. Her breath was now coming out as nervous pants as she attempted to retain a sense of calm, although her heart felt as if it was beating at a hundred miles every minute. Her skin was glistening with sweat, obvious whenever she passed under a street-light. 


Dawn crossed the street nervously, glancing left and right, pretending that she was only checking for traffic when in fact she was trying to catch a look at whoever seemed to be following her. Out of the corner of her eye she caught a glimpse of a black shadow sliding into thicker black shadows. 


Without hesitating, and not caring that whoever was following was aware that she knew where they were, she broke into a jog. Her boots thudded against the pavement and her chest heaved with every frightened breath. She placed her left arm across her chest in an attempt to flatten her breasts, which in the past, had never seemed as large; it was strange then that they now seemed to be massive, and were bouncing as she dashed along. 


Dawn fled for a few blocks, before eventually stopping at a crossroads which fortunately was full to the brim with bright lights and a few cars. She was glad that she was not too far from her neighbourhood and that this was a residential setting. She stopped and carefully listened, attempting to quietly draw air into her lungs as she strained to discern those fateful footsteps. Glancing behind her, she realized that although nothing was there, the empty street still seemed eerie. 


Disoriented, she turned and began to walk again. Glancing behind her, still watching to see if she was being followed, she slowed her gait. As she turned again, she hadn't realised she had left the busy area and was now in a calmer, quieter area. She realized that she knew the house over the road, which was white with indigo shutters. 


Her body was sodden with sweat and her clothing was clinging to it. By now tired, confused and quaking inside, she staggered as her heel got caught in a small pothole in the paving stone. Trying to catch her breath, she pitched forward and would have slipped onto the sidewalk if someone had not managed to catch her and drag her back up onto solid ground. 


Turning to murmur her thanks, she peered upwards and locked eyes with one of the most aesthetically beautiful men she had ever seen. His eyes were mauve and set symmetrically in a face which was the hue and nature of alabaster, although maybe even a touch paler. His black hair waved gently around his forehead and the back of his neck. 


Her breath caught in the back of her throat and she struggled to utter a word to this gorgeous guy. He was the one to speak first.


"I'm so sorry if I scared you. I've been pursuing you for some time...I...didn't wish to alarm you. I had to make sure that you didn't fall due to me..." His undulating voice tailed away. It was an amazing voice which sounded as rich as velvet midnight mixed with silk.


Dawn couldn't drag her eyes away; he was so beautiful. She scarcely noticed as he lightly touched her wrist. "It's...it's okay...t-t-thank y-you." She managed to stammer. 


After a while, Dawn realised that he was leading her away somewhere, but she wasn’t sure where to and didn’t really care. He was leading her towards dense woodland which opened into a wide field. The moon shone on him, casting him in a silvery glow. 


He whispered into her ear. "Are you okay?" When his breath caressed her lobe, she shivered and became aware of an ache within her core, between her legs. She knew that her body was longing for his touch. 


All she was capable of doing was nodding mutely. He softly laid her onto the grass and somehow within a few seconds she was undressed. He opened her legs, kneeling between them. He licked his fingers and then dipped them into the sweet, tight space within her core, his fingers leaving her slick and wet. He gently continued caressing her. Her sweet, musky scent filled the air as her body acknowledged his gentle touch.


Closing her eyes, she groaned as he returned his fingers to her moist center. She was literally dripping and the juices were flowing out of her. Spreading her legs wider, he lowered his head. She gasped as she felt his tongue lapping at her center. 


Dawn didn't know that this could feel so good. She had explored her own body many times previous, climaxing with her fingers. It had been exhilarating to explore herself in such a sensual way but now someone else was doing it and it felt so much better. 


Dawn was just aware offeeling. Her eyes were closed and she could only focus on this. His tongue stopped its lapping and within seconds, something slammed into her and her eyes popped open.


Until that moment, Dawn was a virgin, maybe a sexually curious one, but still a virgin. She thought that her first time would be with a loved one, or at the very least, someone she knew. She also thought that it would hurt. This was none of those and yet it felt so good to be suffused like this. 


She was drifting away on an ecstatic cloud as the handsome man thrust himself deep into her. He thrust deeper and deeper into her virgin pussy, taking it gently at first, as if testing her. Dawn opened her eyes to find that her vision was hazy as she gazed at the guy who was pounding her. 


She groaned and continued to moan as he took her on a sexual journey that went dizzyingly higher and higher, bringing her so close to what she was certain would be an earth-shattering climax. 


Everything movement he made and every stroke drove her almost insane with longing. He seemed to know exactly where to touch, and how fast to move in order to increase her bliss. 


He slammed into her harder and harder until her body was rebounding off the grass, and her head was dancing back and forth. They were both aware of the smell of her blood which was mixed with her juices. Even with that, she carried on climbing higher and higher oblivious to any discomfort. 


She could feel his dick throbbing as her pussy milked it. His thick cock split her open to her very depths. She groaned as he pulled it out and then slammed it back into her. She was so close to orgasm and she wanted this climax so much, that every fiber of her body was screaming for it. The heat deep within her pussy seemed to spread and then radiate, drenching her whole body with desire; every centimeter of her was aflame and needed that release to quash the fire within. 


A few more thrusts and she was certain that she could explode from sheer pleasure. His dick seemed to get bigger until it completely engulfed her pussy, which she could feel stretching to accommodate him. As he thrust again, he rubbed her clit, sending a huge climax coursing through her body. Her tight muscles milked his dick involuntarily, clenching as her body went into spasm, shaking as her climax rocked through her. 


She scarcely noticed him biting her neck and drinking from her; she was revealling too much in her sexed blood. He came as her imbibed from her, their sexual fluids mixed and came viscously oozing out. He pumped blood-tinged seed into her as he carried on feeding. 


For as long as his lips were on her neck and his dick inside her tight pussy, she carried on climaxing, still shaking and juddering as it roamed through her body. She could see nothing and it was as if she was blinded by a fog. She was only aware of her own guttural moans and groans and the ecstasy she was feeling. 


Finally, he was sated and withdrew his cock from her sopping hole. He looked silently at her, and her eyes were only half opened and still glazed. Her mouth was agape and her breathing still labored. He helped her clean up and then dressed her before leaving her at the front porch, making sure that she would be safe.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


Dawn looked knowingly at the young girl who was walking along Queen St., heading for Yonge St.no-one else seemed to be around.
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