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This is a sensual, sexy, and erotic coming-of-age story that an 18-year-old guy tells. It is about his one-day fling with a slightly older 24-year-old woman who ends up breaking his heart.

I’ll never forget the first time I saw her. I was walking out of a barber shop near my house where I lived with my grandparents and aunt. My grandparents had insisted that I get my hair cut for a family birthday party that was being held later in the day. I put on my baseball cap, smashed down my new hairdo, and was about to get on my bike when I saw her walking across the parking lot. She was so beautiful. 

The first thing that I noticed were her legs. They looked really sexy in a pair of platform shoes that had long shoelaces that crisscrossed around her ankles and tied in the back.  She was wearing a blue skirt that hit her just above her knees and had on one of those skimpy tube tops that you could easily push down. At least that’s what I thought of when I saw it.

She was walking straight towards me and I thought—this must be my lucky day! But she just smiled at me and walked into the liquor store that was next to the barbershop. 

I thought I’d hang around for a while and see what would happen next when she walked back out of the liquor store, and so I lit a cigarette and just waited. She had bought one of those Big-Stick Popsicles and was unwrapping it as she walked out the door. 

She smiled at me and said, “Hi.”

“Hi,” I replied to her.

She went over to a nearby trash can to throw away the wrapper from the Popsicle.  While she and I were chatting, she started sucking on the Big-Stick and I got an instant hard-on.  She knew right away because that’s where her eyes went while she was licking the Popsicle. 

“How are you?” I asked, trying to sound sophisticated.  I knew she was older, but I didn’t know by how many years.  I could tell that she had a lot of experience with guys because she seemed to have a lot of confidence in the flirting department.  Whereas I felt like a total doofus standing there with my hard-on watching her gorgeous full red lips sucking that damned popsicle up and down.  Like an idiot, I told her, “I bet your tongue is getting red.”

“Is it?” she asked and then stuck out her tongue so that I could see it too.

“Yes,” I told her, laughing.

She laughed too and then asked, “Do you have a cigarette?”

I reached into my pack of Marlboros and gave her one. I was pleasantly surprised when I saw her put the cigarette down her tube top.  I felt like saying, “Can I hang around until you feel like smoking?  Then, can I reach down into your tube top to retrieve the cigarette for you?”

She asked me, “So, do you have a girlfriend?”

I thought, “Great.  We’ve already come to this point in our relationship.  We’re moving fast.”

I answered honestly and said, “I know a girl and hang around with her sometimes.”

“Lucky girl,” she said.

Wow! I thought.  She is so ripe for the picking.  Is she coming on to me or is it just my imagination?

She asked, “How old are you?”

“I just turned 18. Today’s my birthday.”

“Really? I wish I had a present for you.”

“You’re present enough.”

She laughed. “I’m glad you think so.”

I boldly asked her, “So, how old are you?”

She laughed and asked, “Didn’t anybody ever tell you that it’s not nice to ask a lady’s age?”

“I’m sorry,” I said.  “I didn’t mean to be rude.”

She played around with me some more and asked, “So how old do you think I am?”

I guessed and replied, “Are you 18?”

“Nope,” she answered.  “Guess again.”

“How about twenty?”

“You’re getting closer.  Keep guessing.”

“Twenty-one?” I asked.

She answered, “I’m 25.  How do you feel about that?”

“Like this is my lucky day,” I blurted out.

She started laughing again and I noticed that her fingers were getting all sticky from the Popsicle melting.

I said, “Hold on a minute and I’ll go into the bakery next door and see if I can borrow a washrag or something.”

“Okay.  Thanks,” she answered.

I told her, “Don’t go anywhere.”

“I’ll be here,” she answered.  “I promise.”

When I came back, I was so relieved to see that she was still there. I had been afraid that it had all been my imagination.

“My hero,” she said to me when I gave her the dishrag.  She cleaned herself up as much as she could with the dish rag and then said to me, “Well, I guess I’d better go home and wash up. My fingers are still sticky from the Popsicle.”

“Don’t go!” I wanted to scream.  Instead, I said as coolly as I could, “Can I walk you home?”

She answered, “Sure.  Come on.”

We crossed the street from the liquor store and walked to her apartment building. As we walked, I asked her, “Where were you coming from?”

She answered, “I just got off work. My car’s broken down so I had to take the bus.”

I told her, “Maybe I can find someone who knows of a cheap used car that you can buy.”

She answered, “That’s sweet of you, but I’ll be getting my car back tomorrow.”

We came to a stairway and she said, “Well, this is where I live.”

“Oh, okay,” I answered.  “Well, goodbye then,” I replied, trying to sound as pathetic as I could.

“Do you want to come up?” she asked me.

“YES!!” I felt like yelling. Instead, I said, “Sure.” Then I asked her if it was okay if I brought my bike upstairs into her apartment so it wouldn’t get stolen.

She said it was okay and slowly climbed the stairs. I had a feeling she was deliberately showing off her fine ass.  I would have put my hand up her skirt, but I was awkwardly holding my damned bike.

We came inside her apartment and I parked my bike just inside her front door. I looked around. There were lots of bookshelves and she had a mobile of stainless-steel sailboats floating from the ceiling beam.  But my eyes were mainly on her, wondering what she would do next.  I was putty in her hands.

She walked over to her CD player and put on a song about Candy’s boy.

“What song is this?” I asked her as she sat down on a loveseat.

“It’s ‘Candy’s Room’ by Bruce Springsteen,” she answered.

I walked over to the loveseat and sat down next to her.  After listening to the song all the way through, I told her, “It’s about you.”

She answered, “My name isn’t Candy, though.  It’s Maggie May.”  I didn’t know then that she was making it up and that it was the title of a Rod Stewart song.

“Well, hello Maggie May,” I said, looking into her eyes.  I boldly put my hand on her knee.  She didn’t act offended.  So far, so good.

She put her shoes up on the coffee table, making herself comfortable.

“I like your shoes,” I told her.  “I like the way they lace up your calves.”

“Do you want to take my shoes off?” she asked.

“Hell, yeah!” I felt like screaming.

I reached down and slowly untied each of the shoelaces around her beautiful calves.  I didn’t want this wonderful moment to end. I liked this intimacy that only we two could share. 

Suddenly feeling jealous of some unknown rival, I asked her, “Do you have a boyfriend?”

She answered, “No.  I don’t.” 

I wish I had known then that she was lying. It would have saved me a lot of grief later.

I reached over and kissed her.  She tasted so good after eating the Popsicle.  I would love that taste for the rest of my life.  I told her, “You taste like the Big-Stick.”

“Do I?” she asked, knowing full well the sexual overtones of what I’d just said.  We both laughed.

I reached over and boldly pushed her tube top down.  I had been dying to do it since I first laid eyes on her.  Her breasts were large.  Really large. I couldn’t believe she was letting me see them.

I told her, “You are so beautiful.”

I’m sure I wasn’t the first guy to ever see her breasts, but I was really starting to like the idea of her showing me how to be her lover.  I liked that she was older, even though there was a big age difference.  I wondered who she’d been with.  How many guys had she fucked?

I started playing with her big breasts.  I loved bouncing them up and down.  I thought about the porno movie my uncle let me watch.  In it was this girl with big breasts and guys were cumming all over them.  After the guys had shot their wads, she grabbed both her breasts and licked off their cum.  The girl in the movie then smiled at the camera, like everyone was in on it and sharing a big secret.  I almost came right then just thinking about it and she hadn’t even touched me yet.  I was getting uncomfortable on the loveseat and wanted to stretch out.  “Let’s get on your bed,” I told her.  Did I just say that? I asked myself. I couldn’t believe the words that were coming out of my mouth.

“No. Let’s get on the couch,” she insisted and guided me over to it. 

I stood in front of her while she was sitting down, with my crotch at her eye level.

She unbuttoned my fly and unzipped my jeans.

And Mr. Happy saluted her.

“You’re really big,” she told me and pushed my jeans down around my ankles.

I awkwardly stepped out of them, trying not to trip.

This would have been so much easier if we went to the bedroom, but I wasn’t going to turn this down.  No way!

My dick was already dripping, and then she put her tongue on it and licked up all my precum.

“You taste good,” she told me.

I couldn’t wait to find out how she tasted.

She sucked on my cock, and I was in paradise.  I was a virgin in the oral sex department, so this was my first blow job, and what an amazing job she was doing on it.  It was so difficult to hold back. It was as if she sensed that I was about to cum. 

She stopped and looked up at me and then smiled so sweetly. 

I was falling madly in love with her.

She took both her breasts and put my dick between them. Then, she started rubbing my cock up and down between them, and that was it. I was a goner. I came. 

There was no going back. My jizz was all over her breasts.

Just like in the porno movie, she licked both breasts clean and smiled up at me.

I couldn’t believe it!

She then asked me, “Did you like that?”

I answered, “What do you think?”

Then, all of a sudden, she patted the sofa and told me, “Sit up here with me for a minute, and let’s talk.”

I asked her, “Don’t you want to cum, too?”

“Yes.  Later. I want to give you time to get it back up again.”

“That’s never going to be a problem
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