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​ Chapter 1

 


“Stop it!” I said, unlocking my lips from his
and pushing his hand away from between my legs for the third time.
I don’t know why he had to be so insistent about it. He really
thought he was going to get into my pants tonight. First, it was
only our second date and I wasn’t that easy. Second, we were in a
beat up car with no backseat and a stickshift between us. And
third… I hadn’t told him that part yet, but I guess this was the
best time for it.

“Zach, listen,” I said, backing away from him
for a moment.

“What’s up Annie?” he said, looking at me
with those seductive eyes of his that made me want to melt.

I shook my head. I couldn’t let myself be
taken in by his charms. “Listen, I can’t do this. I can’t do
anything. Understand?”

“No,” he said honestly. And from the
expression on his face, I could tell he really didn’t
understand.

It was so embarrassing. I really didn’t want
to say it. Also, I didn’t want him to dump me out of the car right
in the middle of God knew where. I was just barely nineteen years
old, having my birthday only about two weeks before and…

“Look, I’ve never done this before.” I
brushed my light brown hair out of my face and adjusted the top of
my dress he’d tried pulling down.

His eyes went wide. “You mean you’re a
virgin?” His mouth hung open after uttering the words.

I looked away, my pale cheeks turning a deep
red. “Yeah. I’ve never even…” My voice trailed off.

“What?” he asked, leaving back in his seat,
but not taking his brown eyes off me. His voice sounded very
understanding and consoling, but his face still revealed his shock.
“Have you ever kissed a guy? Besides me, that is.”

“Of course I have,” I said angrily. I wasn’t
that inexperienced. “I’ve just never done any more than that.”

“Well, that’s okay.” Zach half closed his
eyes and leaned in toward me again. “I can teach you.”

I held up a hand, warding him off. “No. I
want to stay a virgin until I’m married. I’m sorry, Zach, but I
think you should take me home.”

He leaned back in his seat again as he seemed
to consider my words. I could tell he was debating what he should
do next. He was probably wondering if he should just take me home
and never call me again, or be patient. We’d only gone out a couple
times, so I wouldn’t be too upset if he decided to dump me over
this.

He didn’t speak for a while, and neither did
I. We both kind of stared at each other—me at his short, dark hair
mashed against the headrest of his carseat and his athletic body,
clad in a polo shirt, and he at my light hair, probably a little
messed from our make-out session, and my b-cup breasts pressing out
against the thin material of my summer dress.

Finally, he did speak. “Do you think you
could at least…?” His voice trailed off, but his hand motioned down
toward the bulge in his jeans, so I understood what he meant.

I shook my head. “I’ve never done that
before, and I don’t think its right.”

“No, no,” he insisted, “it’s really good.” He
began undoing his belt. “And it’s not really sex, so you’ll still
be a virgin.”

I wasn’t sure. This was moving a little too
quickly for me. But he was being nice, and though it didn’t matter
if he broke up with me, I didn’t want to lose him for not being
willing to do anything, so I nodded.

He didn’t say a word, just unzipped his jeans
and pulled them down enough to reveal one of the most amazing
things I’ve ever seen in my life. His dick was at least seven
inches long and pretty thick. It was hard and stood straight up in
the air. The tip of the head was shiny with what I assumed was a
little bit of pee, but I would later find out was his pre-cum. I
was mesmerized by the thing, hypnotized as if by an evil snake.

This was the first, real-life penis I’d ever
seen. I know there are all these stories out there of girls playing
“doctor” with a neighborhood boy, or seeing their dad or brother
when they got out of the shower, but I didn’t have any such
stories, I was perfectly innocent—until now anyway. Now, I had
actually seen my first dick, and it was standing at attention, just
for me.

As if it had a will of its own, my hand
slowly reached out to touch it. When my index finger made contact,
with the shaft I quickly pulled my arm away. I giggled like a
little school-girl, it really was embarrassing, now that I think
about it.

“Do you like it?” he asked.

From the way my eyes continued to gaze upon
the thing, I thought the answer was obvious. But I nodded my head
slightly anyway.

“So, you think you could wank me ‘til I
cum?”

“Ummmm…” I started hesitantly. Then I
figured, why not? He seemed to want it, and I wasn’t technically
dirtying myself by doing this, so I reached out and this time took
a firm grasp of his shaft.

I reached out and poked it with a finger and
watched it twitch a little. Then I ran a finger up and down the
length of it and was kind of surprised to find out it was really
smooth and silky feeling. It felt hard and yet soft at the same
time. The tip felt a little slimy. I held it in my hand for a few
seconds, getting used to the new sensation, before Zach grabbed my
hand and started moving it up and down on the shaft. Once I got the
idea he wanted me to stroke it like that, he let go and lay back in
his seat, head looking up at the ceiling and eyes rolling up into
the back of his head.

 


I kept the motions slow and he must of
enjoyed it because he moaned loudly. This whole thing was actually
kind of exciting for me, since I’d never done it before.

 


“You’re doing great, Annie,” he managed to
say between his moans of pleasure. “Keep it up.”
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