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I'm a good girl, and I
always do what I'm supposed to. I don't smoke or drink. I don't
break the rules, and I always listen to the people in
charge.

 


My parents, especially my
father, had a lot of rules for me when I was growing up. And his #1
rule is to stay away from boys. They’re nothing but trouble and
they only want to use and discard good girls like me. I didn’t mind
most of the time through high school and even college. I went out
into the world without having had any experiences, and it never
bothered me.

 


Sex just seemed like
something that would make my nice, simple life more complicated. I
liked my easy, quiet life of office work and then evenings in my
apartment, but lately something has woken up in me.

 


It was just like any other
day. I was working late at the office. Everyone else had long since
gone home and the office was dark and quiet. I was giving myself a
break from filling out reports and mindlessly clicking through
websites when I clicked on the wrong ad and a full screen porn
video popped up.

 


I frantically tried to close
it, but the clip wouldn’t stop. Looking around nervously, I was
reminded that the office was still empty. I was alone and I was. .
. curious.

 


The man was cute with blond
hair and blue eyes. He was laying on his back and the woman was
sitting on top of him. This was far from the first time I’d seen
two people screwing on TV, but this was the first time I’d really
stopped to watch.

 


Her skin was tanned and her
wild, dark hair swirled around her head. Her bare breasts were
tipped with pale pink nipples and they swayed as she bounced up and
down on him. His hands were everywhere on her skin, stroking and
touching. And for the first time, I couldn’t help but think about
how badly I wanted to have a man touch me like that.

 


The pace picked up on the
screen. They both looked sweaty and the moans got louder and
louder. The woman slumped down on the man's body, gasping for
breath, before lifting herself off his body and lowering her mouth
onto his erection.

 


Between my legs, I was
dripping wet. I knew people watched things like the dirty movie,
but I never really understood why until that moment. Porn had never
really interested me. I never expected to be so aroused after just
a few minutes watching a video like this.

 


I slowly moved my hand
between my legs, pressing against the spot where the ache came
from. I didn't bother taking off my clothes, but the thin pants I
wore didn't give much resistance.

 


At the first touch of my
fingers, even through the cloth, I shivered. It felt so good! I’d
shied away from learning my own body just as I’d stayed away from
men. The strict rules in my house said in no uncertain terms that I
was supposed to be a virgin until I married a nice man. My
virginity was the farthest things from my mind right now
though.

 


I opened my legs a little
wider and started to rub my pussy harder. I could feel pressure
starting to grow inside me, and, as good as touching myself through
my pants felt, I wanted to feel more.

 


Feeling very naughty since I
was in my office, I slipped my hand down the front of my pants. In
the incredibly embarrassing sex talk my Mom had given me, she had
called the spot between my legs my secret garden and always told me
I had to protect it from nasty boys that would try to touch me
there.
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