
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


First Timers 4-Pack : Books 17 – 20

*****

Copyright © 2019 by Tori Westwood

This is a work of fiction. All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.  All characters 18+. 

Get 7 FREE EROTIC STORIES and WEEKLY DISCOUNTED BOOKS when you join my Mailing List - http://eepurl.com/b0ma0X

Adult Reading Material

*****

About This Book:

The 'First Timers 4-Pack,' features books 17 - 20 of the racy series that sees these sinful women taken for the first time by their big, commanding alpha-males.  The men in this bundle aren't interested in finishing anywhere else, giving their age-gap counterparts a taste of exactly what it's like to get it for real.

Stories include : ‘Taking His Thickness On The Construction Site,' 'Banged At The Back Of The Bus,' 'First-Time Sex In The War-Bunker,' & 'Sparring With My Trainer’s Length.'
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“We’re alone for a while, huh?”

“Uh-huh,” he said, watching my painted pink nails brush down his top.

“So maybe we could have some fun?”

“Fun?” he said.  “I was thinking more like I could bend you over that pipe there and fuck the life out of you.”

Well I didn’t see that coming.  My eyes widened and my pupils fattened at the mere idea of it all.  It was so utterly sinful that I hadn’t expected him to agree to it, let alone be the first to suggest it.

“You’d do that?” I said, breathless.

“In a heart-beat.”

I took a deep breath and my shoulders rose and lifted my breasts.  Steven stepped into me and grabbed each one, pushing them up in my dress as I gasped and wondered what the hell I’d let myself in for.  The whole nature of the exchange changed in an instant.

“Steven!” I shrieked, surprised.

“Don’t get all coy now,” he said.

I giggled.  “But this is naughty.”

“Lacey,” he said, moving his face to me, “you wouldn’t know naughty if it planted itself in your pussy.”

I swallowed, nervous now of his sudden change.

“Give me your hand,” he said, holding his out.

I bit my lip and placed my palm in his.

“Here,” he said, gripping it and moving it towards him.  I took a step closer and watched as he placed my hand on the crotch of his overalls.  Beneath I could feel his unbound stiffness.

“Is that ... is that for me?”

“It gets so hot that a lot of us don’t even wear underwear,” he said, looking me dead in the eye.

I gushed a shuddering breath as I felt him grow a little more beneath his pants.

“Go on,” he said, nodding down.

Steven slipped the shoulders down and the front bib of his overalls dropped to reveal his muscled, sweat-dappled chest.  It was smattered with hair and some black oil, like he was a centre-fold in a porno.

“Fuck,” I hushed.

My hand gripped at his thickness, rubbing along it roughly as I looked to his chest.  My other hand found itself massaging over his pecs.

He stepped closer and wrapped a hand around my back, grabbing my ass and pulling me towards him.

I yelped playfully and then looked down my nose at him as he grabbed a fistful of my ass in his big, shovel-like hands.  They felt rough and firm, but I liked it when a guy took charge—not that they’d done it very often with me.

“What are we gonna do?” I asked nervously.

“What you came here for,” he said.  “We’re gonna fuck.”
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Summer was here and it was hot.  Not your average heat, you understand, but the kind of sweltering, twenty-first century, global-warming kind of heat.  It barely made sense to wear clothes.

Steven had gone out to work earlier that morning and his wife Gloria was busy with some housework before she headed in to her job at midday.  I rented a room off them to help out.  It was kind of weird at first living with an older couple, but we all got used to each other eventually.

“Do you think you can do me a favor today, Lacey?” she asked as I walked through the lounge in my long t-shirt and panties.

“What is it?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.  She had a habit of turning one of my days off into a chore.

“Steven forgot his lunch this morning,” she said.  “I wondered—”

“I’ll drop it off to him,” I said quickly.

“Oh,” she said, surprised.  “Thank you.”

She looked confused.  It was a rarely this easy to have your nineteen-year-old lodger do something that you wanted her to, but I always liked dropping in on Steven at work.

He worked in construction and road-works, and living in L.A there were always plenty of both.  Subsequently he was always pretty rushed off his feet.  For the past few weeks though he was working on a particular street and I knew exactly where to find him.

Gloria followed me into the kitchen as I fixed some breakfast.  “I’d drop it off myself but I’m rushed off my feet and have to make it across town to work and I’m—”

“Gloria, it’s fine,” I said calmly.  “I don’t mind.  Really.”

Already I was excited.  Earlier this year I’d dropped in on him to surprise him for his birthday.  The reaction from his co-workers was raucous enough for him to pretty much scare me out of there.  I mean, those guys were rampant.  You’d think they’d never seen a woman before.

He scalded me when he got back from work later that evening, having no-doubt endured an entire afternoon of shit from his friends.  I found the attention flattering.  To know that all of those older guys were thinking of me like that gave me a special kind of power.

Despite being nineteen I’d never really gone all the way with a guy before.  I’d sucked exactly one cock in my time and had a couple of fingers inside me, but as far as my virginity—well it was definitely still intact.  Bringing guys back here wasn’t easy.

Truthfully it was getting to the point where I’d fuck anyone who showed me an interest.  I’d hoped today might be a chance for me to once again garner the attention of a mature, experience alpha-male that could show me the ways and get rid of this cursed virginity that was beginning to plague me.  I wanted it done just to get over the pressure of it all.

After breakfast I skipped excitedly upstairs and selected an outfit for my little mid-morning trip.  I came back downstairs in my short summer dress and sneakers.

“You’re going like that?” Gloria said.

“Like this or not at all,” I shrugged, hoping to stifle an argument before it flourished.

“You remember last time?”

“Last time?”

“I don’t think Steven will be pleased.”

“He’ll be less pleased without his lunch,” I shrugged, and I picked his lunch-box up from the kitchen counter and went to the door.

“Tell him I said hey,” she said.  If only that was all I did to him.

I drove slowly across town, fiddling with the air-conditioning in my clunker.  Steven and Gloria had treated me for my nineteenth birthday and I guess it was better than nothing.  I mean, it worked ... kinda.

Eventually I downed the windows, savoring the brief moments in which I could build enough speed to cool me down.  They were few and far between.

By the time I made it over to the street he was working on I was dappled with sweat.  I parked up close-by amongst some of the workers.  The foreman recognized me immediately.

“Lacey,” he said, looking over his clipboard at me.  “What brings you here?”

“Steven forgot his lunch,” I shrugged, holding up his lunch-box.  “Where can I find him?”

“Just down the block there,” he pointed.

“Thank, Carl.”

He seemed flattered I’d remembered his name.  He tipped his hard-hat to me as I turned away.  A couple of steps further I looked back to see him still fixated on me.  I smiled knowingly and continued my saunter down the hole-filled side-walk, injecting a little extra sass and confidence into my stride.

I heard a wolf-whistle from behind and stifled a smirk.  It was affirmation like no other having Steven’s crew ogle me as I strode through the street.

I peered into each large hole, hoping to find him amongst the clods of earth and pipes.  Eventually I found a hole with a moving, yellow hard-hat in it.  It sat on a broad set of bare shoulders with a pair of braces over them.

“Steven?” I asked.

An unfamiliar face looked up.  “I’ll be Steven if you like,” it said smiling.

I laughed back.  “Have you seen him?”

“A couple of holes down,” he pointed, taking a break from his labor to admire the view up at me.

“Thanks,” I smiled, turning quick enough to raise my skirt.

I heard the guy curse in mock frustration as I walked away.  Teasing older guys was a pretty fun exercise.

I walked about a hundred meters along the street and found the hole with Steven in it.  I knew it was him this time without him even looking up.

“Forgetful much?” I said, holding up his lunch.

He startled and looked up, holding his hand across his face as the hot sun glared behind me.

“What the hell?” he said, looking me up and down.

“What?”

“What have I told you about coming down here dressed like that?”

“Gloria asked me to,” I shrugged.

“She asked you to come down here in a skirt that barely covers your ass?” he said.

“You forgot your lunch.”

“Get down here now,” he said, pointing at his feet.

“It’s dirty down there.”

“Now,” he said.  “I don’t want anyone else seeing you like that.  I got shit for weeks last time you paraded yourself in front of everyone.”

I giggled and sat on the edge of the tarmac, dangling my feet down in the hole.

“Can you grab me?” I said, feeling my dress ride up.

“Are you even wearing panties?” he said, turning his head away as he lifted his arms to me.

“Yes, Steven,” I drawled.  “Of course I am.”

He turned his head back and I watched him look up my dress as though he was making sure.  They were panties alright, but there weren’t exactly big.  My pussy basically swallowed the crotch of them up and a thin band went between my ass-cheeks.

“What am I gonna do with you?” he strained, taking my weight and dropping me gently onto one of the huge uncovered pipes.

“Here,” I said, handing his lunch to him.

“Thanks,” he said reluctantly, still moving his eyes over me.

“You couldn’t wear a bra?”

“What?  It’s hot!” I said.

He looked at my spritely nipples that poked from under my dress.  “Doesn’t look like it.”

I bit my lip and smiled.  “You’re not supposed to be looking at that.”

He opened his lunch-box and took a bite of the sandwich inside.  “If you didn’t want me looking you shouldn’t have put it on display.”

He chewed it down and swallowed.

“You’re hardly wearing anything either,” I said, nodding to his bare chest that sat beneath his overalls.

“It’s hot and I’m working,” he said before adding: “and no-one can see me down here.”

“Well I guess no-one can see us down here now,” I said.  “We could be naked for all they knew.”

He narrowed his eyes and removed his hat, pushing his black hair back.  He took another bite of his sandwich.  “How long are you staying?”

“Jeez,” I scoffed, jumping out of the soft dirt and sitting my ass on the huge pipe that ran through. “Trying to get rid of me already?”

Steven covered his eyes.  “Lacey, please.”

I looked down at my open knees and saw the short skirt riding up high.  “Oops,” I said, but didn’t move.

“You’re gonna get me in trouble,” he said.

“Because you’re usually so squeaky-clean,” I laughed. 

“Not today,” he sighed, looking down at his dirty, bare arms.

“You look good,” I said.  “Rugged.”

He looked like he was about to blush as he looked down at his body.  “You think?”

“Definitely,” I said, swinging my legs beneath me.  “You’re one hot, mature guy.”
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