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Chapter 1

 


After years of waiting and months of preparing,
Leilani can hardly believe that her plan is about to come to
fruition, maybe even this afternoon.

She had observed and listened to her older classmates
as they talked about the foibles and fumbles of their
relationships. That had reinforced her decision that for her first
time, she wanted a gentle lover to make love to her instead of some
young stud who was overly anxious to get into any girl’s pants.
When she had first started going to college, she was younger than
the other students and with her identification she could prove she
wasn’t legally an adult which reduced a lot of unwanted attention
because most guys didn’t want to run the risk of being accused of
even statutory rape because the result was usually the death
penalty.

Her reputation of being a serious student and not
interested in boys or parties encouraged most of the guys to not
make much of an effort to talk her into going on a date or to a
party even after she legally became an adult. Of course, it wasn’t
easy to put up with the snide comments or the nicknames like ‘the
android’ which she was given. There had been a few guys who were
pushier about their attention towards almost any female, but her
martial arts practice paid off in discouraging the worst ones from
bothering her which only added to her reputation and encouraged
other guys to either not try or to be more careful about how they
did approach her.

The most difficult part of sticking with her plan was
when her body was aching for some pleasure. She couldn’t count how
many times she almost gave in to her desires and asked one of the
guys who was more shy to kiss and touch her. She would have really
shocked them and everyone else, but they would have been much less
likely to try to take advantage of her and push her further than
she wanted to go. Of course, if she had loosened her internal
restraints, the hormones racing through her body when she was
interested would have made it difficult for her logical mind to put
the brakes on afterwards.

Well, there is one thing which sticking to her plan
has helped her with – she’s found out how she likes to be
intimately touched because she’s had so many times when she needed
to touch herself to get some relief and that has given her plenty
of opportunities to experiment. And those opportunities have been
much easier to indulge in since she’s been able to rent a small
house so she has the privacy to indulge in her personal intimate
activities.

There were other times when she almost gave up on her
plan because even though she did learn how to give herself
pleasure, she always felt like there might be that little something
extra, or maybe a lot extra, to have someone else touch her. And
that added another reason to her plan of wanting a gentle lover to
make love to her the first time, she wanted to be selfish and have
them touch her to give her pleasure so she can give her whole
attention to enjoying the pleasure without having to concentrate on
trying to learn how to give them pleasure. After her first time, at
least according to her plan, she will be more than willing to learn
how her partner wants to receive pleasure. Since she assumes that a
gentle lover will have some experience, she thinks she can get away
with being selfish when it’s her first time.

For the years during which she’s been waiting and the
months of planning, she’s been carefully evaluating the males with
whom she comes into contact in order to determine who she thinks
might be a suitable lover. She was able to easily scratch most of
the males in her classes off of her list because they wouldn’t be
patient in the throes of passion nor would they want to just be a
friend until she was ready to offer herself to them. She could also
scratch most of the professors and university administrators off of
her list because they already had wives or girlfriends and she
wasn’t about to infringe on their relationship because she wouldn’t
want that to happen to her. A few of the males she had been
considering had to be removed from her list because they started a
relationship with someone else.

Several months ago, she had narrowed her list down to
one man. He was a professor who was unfortunately past the prime of
his life, but he was always gentle, considerate, and courteous. He
was also divorced and showed no interest in starting a new
relationship, at least considering his reaction to some of the
other female students who had tried to push themselves onto him. As
she had observed that, Leilani decided that a slower more gentle
approach was going to be necessary to gain his interest without
causing him to negatively react. In doing her research, she learned
that he lived only a couple of streets away from her in the same
quiet neighborhood.

With that knowledge, she had started to take weekend
walks around the neighborhood and when he happened to be working in
his front yard, she would stop and chat for a few minutes in a
simple neighborly fashion. He knew who she was because she had
taken a couple of his classes before she had gone on to graduate
school, but after the first couple of times when he was surprised
to see her in the neighborhood, he seemed to accept her presence as
somewhat normal. Occasionally, she had even helped him with some of
his yard work, but had made the effort to make it appear as though
her interest in him was at a strictly neighborly level. After
several of her ‘walk around the neighborhood’ visits he had invited
her into his house for a cold drink or to let her use the
bathroom.

Although she had never considered herself as pretty
which was confirmed by some of the comments she had overheard
through the years, she thought he was attracted to her, or maybe it
was just her youth. In any case, he carefully kept his interaction
with her to a professor-student relationship even though she was no
longer technically a student of his. After awhile, he relaxed his
interaction with her to be more of a casual friendly neighbor.

One time he had even asked her why she would walk
around the neighbor then stop and visit with him. While she was a
little afraid he had seen through her plan, she had tried to keep
her voice calm when she explained that she felt comfortable with
him and that she could relax and talk with him as an equal and not
have to worry about him trying to take advantage of her. She had
almost sighed in relief when he seemed to accept that answer.

Even though she was no longer taking any of his
classes, she would occasionally stop by his office at the
university and if he wasn’t busy with another student, she would
ask for his assistance or for his opinion about one of her projects
or her other classes. She tried not to be too regular about her
visits so they seemed more random, but as her plan was unfolding,
she was more seriously looking forward to spending time with him.
And the more time she spent with him, the more sure she was that
she had made the right choice about him being her future lover and
maybe even more than just once. Although she realized her slow
approach was the right one to take with him, she was also becoming
more convinced she was going to have to very strongly encourage him
the first time in order to convince him she knew what she was doing
and that she wanted him to participate.

One time when she had visited him on the weekend and
they were taking a break in the house with glasses of iced tea, she
received a phone call from her parents who told her that her pet
dog had died of old age. She had been expecting it, but,
apparently, she wasn’t as ready to hear the news as she had thought
she was and after she disconnected the call, he had gently asked
her what was the matter. Through her tears, she had explained and
without even thinking about it, she had stepped close and asked him
to hug her. He was somewhat hesitant, but he could see her tears
and obvious grief so he stood up and gently hugged her. Since she
felt so safe and comforted in his arms, she let her grief flow.

As she had calmed down some, she hugged him tighter
in order to keep herself from lifting her head to kiss him.
Eventually, she calmed down enough to accept the tissues he handed
her. Although she hadn’t planned it, that almost seemed to be the
turning point in their relationship because after that she felt
freer to gently touch his arm in a friendly manner and he slowly
started acting more relaxed when she requested that he hug her
‘hello’ and ‘goodbye’.

Even though she had made prior arrangements with him,
one day after her last class he still seemed reluctant to open his
car door for her in order to give her a ride home since her car was
in the shop for some scheduled maintenance. She did her best to
talk to him in a casual friendly manner as they had many times
before to hopefully make him less conscious of her close presence
in his small car. When he parked his car in her driveway, he got
out and walked around the car to open the door for her then he
walked with her to the front door of her house.

She felt special being treated with his old-fashioned
gallantry, and after requesting a brief ‘good-bye’ hug, she quickly
leaned up to kiss his cheek, said, “Good-bye,” and hurriedly
stepped in the door and closed it. As she leaned on the back of the
door, she had to struggle to not whip the door back open, drag him
inside, and really kiss him. That afternoon, she made a lot of use
out of one her innocuous household items which she had converted
into an instrument with which to give herself intimate
pleasure.

A couple of weeks after that, somebody had ran into
her car in the university parking lot which required a substantial
amount of work in an auto body shop and gave her an excuse to
request rides with him. The first couple of times she had just
sincerely thanked him then the next time she kissed his cheek
before he could get out of the car to open the door for her. The
following time she barely kissed his lips before she stepped into
the house and a couple of times after that, she kissed him on the
lips a little more clearly.

When he questioned her about it, she tried to limit
her answer to say she was simply trying to thank him more
thoroughly than just using words then she asked if he had an
objection. He had hesitated for a little while then said he didn’t
object as long as she was comfortable and wasn’t feeling coerced.
Instead of giving him a verbal answer, she just briefly kissed him
again and quickly stepped into the house before she expressed to
him how very comfortable she was with the idea.

The next few weekends when she had walked the
neighborhood and visited him, at first he was hesitant to kiss her
at her request, but she convinced him that she did want to be
kissed by him and he slowly relaxed and began to warmly respond to
her kisses. It was a struggle for her to not escalate their shared
affection to intimacy because she knew he would object and hesitate
to go to the next level. At the same time, she was going to
graduate soon and was convinced that she wanted him to make love to
her before then. In fact, she was thinking it would be the most
wonderful graduation gift he could give her.

And all of that led to today. Tomorrow evening,
she’ll be graduating with her master’s degree. Since her parents
had flown in for her graduation and were using her car to visit
some other friends today, she had asked him to drive her home this
afternoon. She had dressed in her normal manner in jeans, loose
fitting long sleeve button down shirt, sports shoes, and with her
hair in a braid for her final examination this morning. A little
while before it’s time to go to his office to catch a ride home
with him, she goes to a nearby restroom to change clothes. When
she’s done and looks at herself in the mirror, she knows he’ll
appreciate how she looks even if he will be initially startled.

 


 



Chapter 2

 


Leilani steps into his office and quietly closes the
door. Without making an effort, her voice seems to be naturally
sultry as she says, “Hello, Roger.”

He slightly smiles at recognizing her voice, but as
his eyes rise to see beyond the top of his desk, they open wide and
his jaw drops as he sees ribbons wrapped around her lower legs to
hold on her flat sandals with the ribbons tied in bows just below
her knees. Her bare legs seem to be longer than he might have
guessed until they disappear under her short skirt which is very
full and light weight so it drapes along the small amount of her
legs it covers. She can almost feel his eyes slowly move up her
body as though they’re caressing her then she sees his eyes linger
as they almost stare at her small breasts which are highlighted
through her snugly fitting thin tank top. He has to force his eyes
to continue moving up her body to see that her long black hair is
loose and brushed to a shine while it surrounds her face with her
very warm inviting smile and eyes.

She almost shivers in delight when he can’t stop his
eyes from caressing her body a couple of more times as he slowly
stands up then he manages to ask, “Leilani?”

“Yes, it’s me.” Even as his eyes seem to try to
absorb all that he sees of her, she can also sense that he’s
struggling to find a way to verbally respond.

He finally says, “I don’t mean to be offensive or to
question you, but I’ve never seen you dress so . . .”

She smiles wider at his loss for words then says,
“I’ll try to explain after you take me home.” At the same time,
it’s a struggle for her not to leap across his desk due to the
magnetism of his desire for her and with her own desire soaring
inside of her. Somehow, she manages to ask, “Are you ready to
go?”

It takes awhile for her question to register with him
as he seems to be captivated by how she displays her body, but
eventually he manages to respond, “I have a couple of things I
should do before I leave.”

“Okay. I’ll just sit at the table over here and read
until you’re ready.” She pulls out a chair and with a little extra
flip of her hips, she sits down as her skirt flares out behind her.
She doesn’t particularly like to sit on the wooden chair with her
bare legs, but that concern is quickly set aside as she sees him
hungrily stare at her legs which are bare almost to her hips. She
does open a book, but isn’t able to read any of it as she watches
him out of the corner of her eye while he frequently looks at her.
Her anticipation and his clear admiration of her has her so excited
she’s sure her panty is quite damp by now and if he doesn’t finish
what he’s doing soon, she’ll probably leave a damp spot on the
chair.

He soon finishes or doesn’t bother to finish what he
thought he had to do and as his computer shuts down, it takes him a
couple of tries to say, “I guess I’m ready to go,” while he can’t
seem to takes his eyes off of her.

She turns her head to smile at him, says, “Okay,” and
stands up. While she keeps her legs straight, she bends over at the
waist to put her book into her backpack she had set on the floor
and as she stands back up with her backpack, she sees that his eyes
seem to be glued to her legs and how much of them is revealed by
the movement of her skirt. She slips one strap of her backpack over
her shoulder and pulls her hair out from under it and that movement
draws his attention as his eyes shift to avidly watch her long
loose black hair brush across the top of her buttocks.

It seems like he has to make an effort to remember to
grab his briefcase as he steps over to open the door for her. Since
she’s excited by her own desire as well as by his obvious desire
for her, she doesn’t have to work to make her walk to the door slow
and sensuous. As she steps past him, she sees his eyes again caress
her body and she adds some twitch to her hips which captures his
attention and almost makes him forget to close the door before he
walks down the hall with her. She can almost feel his desire for
her emanating from him like a physical force, yet he still doesn’t
touch her. She knew she was going to be exited at how she planned
to excite him, but now she realizes that if she exerts any less
control over herself, she’ll be pushing him against the wall and
climbing his body.

Their minds can’t think of anything to say and they
somehow walk out of the building and to his car without being aware
of anything but each other. If she had realized how much effort it
was going to take to keep her hands off of him while they’re in a
place where someone else could possibly see them, she would have
altered her plan somewhat. She can feel the dampness of her
excitement spread between her legs and she doesn’t dare look down
to see how far her hardened nipples are pushing out her tank
top.

At his car, he fumbles with his keys to open the
passenger door and as he holds it open for her, she lightly brushes
her body on his and it’s like an electrical shock goes through
them. She seems to recover a little sooner than he does, pulls her
backpack off of her shoulder, sits on the car seat, swings her legs
into the car, and sets her backpack on the floor of the car between
her spread legs. She looks up and when she sees how intently he’s
looking at her, she almost moans as though his intense stare is
causing his eyes to physically caress her bare legs. A moment
later, she realizes that his stare is also including her nipples
which seem to swell and tingle in response. Somehow, a brief
logical thought makes it through to her mouth and she suggests,
“Shall we go?”

He shakes his head as though to make sense of what
she said then his eyes again caress her even as he says, “Yeah,”
and gently closes the door. He walks around the back of the car and
before he opens his door, she sees him pause and take several deep
breaths. He gets in the car and puts his key into the ignition, but
before he turns the key, he turns to look at her and she can see
him make a strong effort to keep his eyes locked onto her eyes and
not roaming her body.

Before he can ask, she answers his unspoken question,
“Yes.” His eyes widen in surprise and she assures him, “Yes. I know
what I’m doing and I’m very sure it’s what I want to do.”

He doesn’t know how to respond, but before he can
turn back to the front of the car, his eyes can’t resist stroking
her body again, then he almost grunts out, “Okay,” and starts the
car. It’s a real struggle for him to pay attention to the traffic
and not let his peripheral vision of her distract him. For a few
years he’s known her as a good student and in the last few months
she’s become a good friend, but he has no idea what changed all of
a sudden. He’s never been faced with a situation like this. He
greatly cares about her and doesn’t want to hurt her, but how far
is she going to take this?

She can see him struggle with his thoughts and the
third time they have to stop at a stop light, she reaches over and
lightly slides her left hand along the front of his right thigh.
His eyes open wide as he looks down at her hand and when he looks
up at her with a question in his eyes, she has her own struggle to
only warmly smile at him. She moves her hand away as the light
turns green and it takes him a moment longer to redirect his
attention to his driving.

The next time they have to stop, she again lightly
caresses his leg and he briefly hesitates then takes his right hand
off of the steering wheel, but she’s not sure if he’s going to
remove her hand or caress her leg. When his hand seems frozen in
the air, she looks at him and follows the direction of his stare
and sees that her skirt has slid up her legs and barely covers her
panty. Her left hand tightens on his leg and she grips the door
armrest with her right hand and tries not to vocalize her response
as she feels like his eyes are physically caressing the high
insides of her thighs. Somehow, she notices the light turn green,
lifts her left hand off of his leg, and gently pushes his right
hand back to the steering wheel.

Her anticipation and excitement just keeps growing
during the drive and she can even smell her body’s response and
thinks he’s aware of it since he seems to have to make a greater
effort to pay attention to his driving. When he finally turns his
car onto her driveway, the atmosphere in the car is so sexually
charged, she’s not sure how she was able to avoid attacking him
during the last part of the drive and causing a wreck. She’s a
little concerned that he might be disturbed by the scent of her
excitement, but as soon as he takes the car out of gear and turns
it off, he turns towards her, gently grips her jaw, leans forward,
and kisses her. She immediately responds and intensifies the kiss
and barely resists moving one of her hands down to between her legs
in order to give herself some release from her high sexual
tension.

Too soon, they have to break the kiss to breathe and
when she sees that he almost starts to caress her with his hand,
she’s about to grab his hand and make sure he does caress her, but
he pulls his hand away, grabs his keys, and almost throws himself
out of the car. As she sees him take several deep breaths in order
to calm down, she moves one of her hands down to her inner thigh
and starts to slowly caress herself in preparation to take herself
to climax so she can calm down some. She’s a little surprised to
feel the car door open, but he’s even more surprised to see her
breathing heavily and with one of her hands caressing her inner
thigh less than an inch from her panty.

She forces her hand to hold still, takes a deep
breath, looks up at him, and almost pleads, “Touch me!”

She sees his eyes open wider then it looks like he’s
going to throw his whole body down between her legs when he forces
himself to say, “Inside.”

Somehow, she manages to briefly nod her head, removes
her hand from her leg, and as she swings one leg at a time out of
the car, she knows her legs are spread enough for him to see her
wet panty. She stands up outside of the car, turns around, presses
her buttocks to his left leg, bends over, and reaches back into the
car to pick up her backpack. She stands back up, turns around,
presses herself to him, and quietly says, “Come inside so we don’t
disturb the neighbors.” When she sees him hesitate, she reminds
him, “I promised to serve you lunch.” He looks at her with wide
eyes then briefly nods his head and she steps away so he can close
the car door.

While she walks as sensuously as she can towards the
front door of her house, she glances back with an inviting smile to
make sure he’s following her. She’s part of the way there when she
squats down to pick up the newspaper from the sidewalk. Instead of
standing directly back up, she straightens out her legs without
moving her upper torso and looks back to see his eyes widen as her
skirt slides higher to reveal more of the backs of her legs as far
up as the bottom of her buttocks. Slowly, she lifts her torso and
when she’s standing up again, she smiles at him as invitingly as
she can, moves her index finger in a clear ‘come here’ gesture, and
adds an extra sway to her hips as she walks the last steps to the
door.

He steps up near her, but doesn’t touch her as she
unlocks and opens the door. She reaches back, grabs one of his
hands, holds it to her hip, pulls him into the house, drops her
backpack, and closes and locks the door. She releases his hand,
turns him to lean his back on the back of the door, pulls down on
his shoulders to lower him closer to her own height, and thoroughly
kisses him. Since he seems a little hesitant to respond, she
increases the intensity of her kiss then almost moans in pleasure
when he does respond. Again, breathing becomes the priority and as
she waits for her breathing to settle, she guides his hands from
around her back to rest on her hips.

Since she’s unwilling to wait long enough for her
breathing to fully settle, she starts to move one of his hands from
her hip to between her legs, but when he realizes where she’s
taking his hand, he resists. She strongly requests, “Touch me!”
When he still resists, she assures him, “If you don’t touch me, I’m
going to put on quite a show for you by touching myself, because I
need to be touched before I go crazy.”

 


 



Chapter 3

 


Roger hesitates a moment longer and when Leilani
feels his hand relax, she guides it to between her legs, pulls her
skirt out of the way and as she pushes his hand onto her panty, she
almost immediately climaxes. She pulls his hand a little ways away,
takes a few deep breaths and with only another caress or two of his
hand across her panty covered vulva, she climaxes again.

She moves his hand back to her hip, takes a few deep
breaths, leans on him, and says, “Thank you.”

She’s not sure if he’s just surprised or in shock,
but it takes him quite awhile to half stutter as he responds,
“You’re welcome.” He hesitates longer before he asks, “You were
that excited?”

“I’m surprised I didn’t climax when we first got in
the car and you caressed me with your eyes. . . . Oh, Roger, I
can’t tell you how long I’ve waited for this.”

He stares at her with wide eyes before he can
suggest, “I’m sure somebody else would have been willing to touch
you.”

“But I wasn’t willing for them to touch me. From the
first stirrings of my interest in being touched, I’ve waited for
years to find someone I felt I could trust who would be gentle with
me. As I felt my resolve to wait begin to weaken, I made a greater
effort to consider the males I knew of or was around. The search
narrowed until several months ago, only one man was still on my
list and that man is you. I’m sorry I didn’t have the patience to
more slowly let you know how I feel.”

It takes him almost a minute before he can ask,
“Me?”

“Yes, you. I’m still somewhat uncertain about whether
or not I’m ready for a long term relationship, but I felt and still
feel like you’re my best choice for having someone else touch me
intimately for the first time. Yes, I could probably continue to
touch myself as I’ve learned to do while I wait even longer for a
different person, but I still want to experience what it would be
like to have someone else touch me intimately and I don’t want to
wait any longer for someone else. . . . I suppose I should
apologize for sounding so selfish, but will you touch me some
more?”

“Are you sure?”

Rather than respond verbally, she thoroughly kisses
him. As she keeps the kisses going around brief breathing breaks,
she guides his hands to her skirt covered buttocks then pulls her
skirt out of the way. As his hands settle on her bare buttocks
revealed by her string back panty, she can feel his hesitation in
his kiss so she caresses the backs of his hands to encourage him to
touch her then she moans with pleasure as he begins to fondle and
caress her buttocks while she tries to more intensely kiss him.

When a longer required breathing break is almost
finished, she asks, “May I take your shoes off?”

Since he’s so surprised at the question, he feels
like he has ask in order to confirm that he heard her correctly,
“My shoes off?”

“I’ve been thinking about not having shoes in my
house, but since you’re my first guest, it’s never come up
before.”

“I can take them off.”

“Will you let me?”

He thinks it’s a rather strange request, but he
finally agrees, “Okay.” As she slides her body down his, he has to
admit that getting ready to get his shoes off has never before been
this exciting. She’s basically efficient about getting his shoes
off except that she leans her head on the front of his pants.
Although he’s uncertain as to whether or not she knows what effect
it has on him, he’s hesitant to try to move her head as he doesn’t
want to direct her attention to what she’s doing if it’s
unintentional. However, when she has his shoes off and slides her
hands up the insides of his legs, he realizes she probably does
know what she’s doing even if she may not be fully aware of the
ramifications.

She stands up while she keeps her hands on the front
of his pants and as she initiates another long deep kiss, he’s
distracted from her opening his pants until she reaches in to touch
his erect penis through his underwear. When he tries to move her
hands away, she tells him, “I let you touch me, won’t you let me
touch you?”

He stops trying to prevent her from touching him as
he thinks about an answer then he has to control his moan of
pleasure in order to respond, “I thought this experience was about
you being intimately touched by someone you trusted.”

“Yes, but I don’t have to be totally selfish.
Besides, if I’m going to learn what it means to be an intimate
partner, then I need to learn to share.” Before he can object, she
pushes his pants down over his hips, but because his legs are
spread to be closer to her height, his pants don’t go any further.
She only caresses him a little longer before she says, “Now it’s
your turn to help me take my shoes off. Can you hold your left hand
out a little lower than waist high?”

Although he’s puzzled by her request, he complies. A
moment later, she pushes away a little, turns her body to her
right, and swings her right leg up so her heel lands on his
extended hand. She leans her left side on him and his right arm
automatically goes around her back to support her while she reaches
out to slowly undo the bow and unwind the ribbon of her sandal from
around her lower leg. While her skirt slides further up her leg, he
almost stops breathing at the sensuality of her movements. She
pauses a little then swings her right foot off of his hand which
causes her loose sandal to fly off of her foot with a tail of
fluttering ribbons.

As she keeps her body closely pressed to his, she
rolls her back on his chest as she turns around to lean her right
side on him and finds his right hand has been extended at about
waist height in anticipation. She smiles as she swings her left leg
up and her heel finds a home on his right hand. Again, he avidly
watches as she slowly removes the ribbon from around her leg while
her skirt slides up higher. Instead of swinging her heel off of his
hand, she presses down with her left heel while her right hand
pulls on his wrist, so his hand slowly slides up the back of her
lower leg, under her knee, transitions to the inside of her upper
leg, moves to the inside front of her leg, and stops when his palm
is on the front of her panty and his fingers are on the top fronts
of her legs when her foot reaches the ground. Her groans of
pleasure interrupt her faster breathing and make it difficult for
her to request, “Touch me. . . . Please!”

He doesn’t want to do anything else and guesses he
won’t get a different answer if he questions her. Yet, at the same
time, he’s a little hesitant to start touching her so he slides his
left hand up her back, pulls her head towards his, and they
hungrily kiss until his right hand starts to move and she vocally
expresses her almost climax. Her pleasure quickly climbs the short
distance to a full climax as anything his hand and fingers do while
touching her through her panty or near it, sends wings of pleasure
soaring through her. When he thinks he feels a tremor in her legs,
he reluctantly slides his right hand around her hip to the back of
her bare buttocks, pulls her tightly to him, and gives her an
opportunity to fully catch her breath.

Even though her breathing has mostly settled, she
leans on him for awhile longer to rest while her body still tingles
with pleasure. When she can, she moves her head to deeply kiss him,
takes a brief breathing break, says, “Thank you,” and kisses some
more. As she waits for her breathing to settle, she’s almost
startled to realize that her plan which she made so long ago has
come to fruition. Then she realizes and reminds herself that just a
part of her plan is complete.

She lifts her head to kiss him again and as she
catches her breath, she turns around in his arms and leans her back
on his chest. She pulls his hands to rest on her upper abdomen and
places one of her hands on them to request that his hands stay
there while her other hand reaches back, finds his underwear
covered erect penis and moves her body until his penis is centered
between her buttocks. As she slightly rocks her hips, she’s pleased
to hear him moan with pleasure.

She lightly grips his wrists, guides his hands up her
upper abdomen, takes some deep breaths, and moves his hands to
touch her breasts through her thin tank top. When he seems somewhat
hesitant to touch her, she guides his hands and as she responds to
how she touches herself while she uses his hands, he relaxes and
experiments with how he lightly touches, caresses, and fondles her
small breasts then he moves his fingers to tantalize her nipples.
When she can work a coherent thought through the pleasure which
seems to flood her brain, she realizes she was right in guessing
there would be something extra special to have someone else touch
her compared to when she touches herself.

Reluctantly, she pulls his hands back down to her
upper abdomen to take a break and catch her breath. Since she wants
to make sure he doesn’t get the idea that she was disappointed in
his touch, she manages to gasp out, “Thank you so very much. You
touch me so wonderfully, but I needed to take a break.”

He seems surprised at her statement and it takes him
a little while to respond, “It was truly my pleasure.”

She takes a couple of more deep breaths and assures
him, “Let me catch my breath and I’ll gladly take any more pleasure
you want to give me.” She pauses then adds, “Unless you don’t want
to.”

He hesitates before he softly admits, “Whether it’s
right or wrong, I don’t think I can resist you.”

She silently proclaims, “Yes!!” at knowing that her
plan can go forward. She takes a few more deep breaths and guides
his left hand back up to excite her breasts. As he begins to caress
her breasts, she moves his right hand down over the waistband of
her skirt, pushes it down to her bare right leg, then pulls it back
up under her skirt. She encourages him to caress her and as his
hand moves along the inside of her leg and slowly moves higher, she
can only groan as the pleasure builds up inside of her. While his
index finger caresses her between her leg and panty seam while his
thumb caresses the front of her panty, she’s so close to a climax
that it’s hard for her to get the words out, “Touch me more!”

His fingers start to move onto her panty covered
vulva, but she stops him, pauses to take a deep breath, and
clarifies, “Touch ME more, not my panty.” He briefly pauses to
understand her request, moves his fingers back to her leg, pauses a
moment longer, then he slips his index finger under the seam of her
panty as she responds in a way which she thinks will encourage him,
“Yes!!” His finger directly caresses the outside of her vulva and
as his finger slowly moves over the mound of her vulva, she
continues to proclaim, “Yes!!”

Then his finger slips into her labia and she’s not
sure at what moment her high pleasure transitions into a climax
because the pleasure is still growing as his finger spreads her
liquid excitement around the inside of her labia while her
climactic gasps are discernible as only sounds of pleasure. His
finger continues to caress her labia, then he finds her clitoris
and that increase in the pleasure of her ongoing orgasm stands her
on her toes. She doesn’t know whether he keeps her there for a
second or an eternity, but when he does move his finger away, she
falls into his arms which quickly move to snugly hold her.

Slowly, her pleasure begins to dissipate and her
breathing settles, but she doesn’t want to move from his arms which
are wrapped around her and feel so comfortable, caring, and
supportive. Eventually, another part of her anatomy intrudes on her
awareness and she reluctantly pulls his hands away from her, turns
around, briefly kisses him, and suggests, “Why don’t you go sit at
the kitchen table while I make a trip down the hall.”

He slightly blushes as he says, “I could use a
bathroom trip myself . . . unless you would prefer that I leave,”
as he pulls his pants up and fastens them.

“I would prefer that you stay. . . . Besides, I
haven’t rewarded you with lunch yet for giving me a ride home.”

“I don’t mean to embarrass or offend you, but being
allowed to touch you has been a much greater reward than
lunch.”

She briefly hesitates as she thinks about how to
respond then says, “Let me direct you to the guest bathroom before
I say then demonstrate how selfish I can be.” She shows him to the
guest bathroom then goes to her own bathroom and as she washes her
pubic area after emptying her bladder, she can’t avoid touching
herself more than necessary as she so clearly remembers how much
pleasure she received from him touching her. She’s so tempted to
not put on any panty then wonders if she should put on a clean
regular panty, but she decides to put back on her one string back
panty since she bought it to go with the skirt. She guesses he
would be willing to take off any panty she might wear while she
tries to minimize her excitement as she considers how he might do
that.

 


 



Chapter 4

 


Leilani goes to the kitchen and isn’t surprised when
Roger offers to help her fix a simple lunch. While his close
presence seems to tingle her nerves with exciting possibilities, he
doesn’t take advantage of the situation and doesn’t even try to
touch her. They take their food and drinks to the table, sit next
to each other, and quietly eat. As she tries to think of how to
implement the last part of her plan, she only partially notices his
glances towards her while he still tries to understand what has
happened and how he should respond.

When he’s finished eating, he takes another drink,
hesitates some more, and asks, “Leilani?”

“Yes, Roger?”

“I know you somewhat explained earlier, but I guess I
didn’t really understand because I still wonder ‘why’ and ‘why
me’?”

She takes a drink to give herself a chance to get her
thoughts in order then says, “For a long time now, I’ve wanted to
be touched intimately by another person. At the same time, I didn’t
want to be touched by someone who I didn’t think I could trust. I’m
afraid I was beginning to feel almost desperate and as I reviewed
the men around campus and the community, I started crossing off
names until only you were left. So I started to make an effort to
spend time with you without revealing my eventual goal. I also felt
like I had to go slow to not overwhelm you like some of the other
females did who initially expressed an interest in you. I wanted my
expression of interest in you to be sincere instead of just
treating you as someone who could scratch a particular itch I
had.

“When I first thought of my plan, I didn’t think it
would take as long for me to slowly and gently express my interest
in you as a person in such a way that you wouldn’t negatively
respond. As a result, I was only partway along my planned path when
I realized I was going to be graduating soon and wanted to reach my
goal before then. Even as I greatly appreciate it that you haven’t
rejected my forwardness and then gave me so much pleasure, I do
apologize for surprising or maybe even shocking you to such a
degree.”

“Thank you again for trying to explain and I must
admit that I’ve been quite . . . I’m not sure whether surprised or
shocked is most appropriate . . . since you walked into my office
this morning. . . . I’m also somewhat afraid this will be a
one-time event which we’ll both end up regretting. Yet, at the same
time, I’m afraid to consider that this might be the beginning of
something which will last longer, especially in how it might affect
you and your relationship with your parents or your other
friends.”

She briefly pauses before she admits, “When I first
set my plan into motion, I was thinking more in terms of my goal
without considering too many of the long term effects. But as I’ve
gotten to know you better over the last few months, I hope we can
remain close even as I’m somewhat unsure of how much intimacy will
be appropriate over time as well as I’m not sure of where my future
will take me in terms of a job or further education.”

He nods his head then says, “I can understand your
uncertainty about the future . . . but I can’t understand your
interest in being close to me.”

“Well, I suppose as long as you don’t object, maybe
as we get to know each other, you’ll begin to understand or at
least accept that I do want to remain close to you.”

“I’m sure you can find somebody better for yourself
than me, but I really can’t object to being close to you as I’ve
greatly appreciated and enjoyed the time we have been
together.”

“Thank you. Well, let me clear the table and then I
have a question for you.”

When she’s finished clearing the table and cleaning
up the kitchen, she returns to stand next to him, puts her left arm
around his shoulders, lifts his head with her right hand, and
kisses him. When she doesn’t say anything, his curiosity gets the
better of him and he asks, “What’s your question?”

“Will you give me the graduation gift which I want
more than anything else?”

“Um, I suppose that would depend on what it is and
whether I have the resources or the capability of giving you an
appropriate gift.”

“I’m quite confident you can give me the gift I
want.”

“Oh? What is it?”

She smiles invitingly then says, “For you to make
love to me.” She starts to kiss him, but soon the words and their
meaning sink into him and he just stares at her.

It takes him awhile to ask her in order to be sure he
heard her correctly, “You want me to . . .”

“Make love to me. That’s been my goal all along and
you’re the only person I can think of who will know how to gently
make love to me for my first time. I don’t want just any guy to get
into my pants. I also don’t know what my future will be like, but I
have been and still am bound and determined that my first time will
be with someone who I can trust, who will be gentle with me, and
who won’t take advantage of me for their own benefit. Maybe I’m old
fashioned in that way, I really don’t care. If I have to, I’ll wait
longer and find someone else even though I don’t want to wait
because after all of these years of waiting, I think you’re the
best person I’ve ever met who can help me reach my goal.”

He stares at her for awhile longer, swallows
nervously, then says, “Thank you for thinking I’m worthy of helping
you to reach your goal. . . . I guess I have to say it’s an honor
and privilege that you would consider me. At the same time, I’m
concerned I won’t be able to meet your expectations.”

“Since I didn’t really have any specific expectations
other than to have someone I can trust make love to me in a manner
I find acceptable, then I’m sure you will meet my expectations.
Although I haven’t added to my expectations, considering how you
gave me pleasure before lunch, I do hope you can give me some more
very wonderful pleasure.”

Since he still seems to have trouble accepting what
she said and as her anticipation has been building to where she
feels like she has to do something which she hopes will convince
him to move forward rather than run away, she guides his right hand
to slide up the back of her legs. She has to keep encouraging his
hand to move higher until it’s resting on her buttocks which are
uncovered by her string back panty. He just holds his hand still so
she starts to rock her hips and is further excited when he finally
begins to fondle and caress her buttocks.

She spreads her legs some as she keeps rocking her
hips then she leans over to deeply kiss him. When she stands back
up, she slides her hands under her skirt waistband and as he
intently watches her, she grips the bottom sides of her snug tank
top, and starts to pull it up. Slowly, she peels her tank top off
of her as though it’s a second skin and his eyes seem to open wider
while his breathing speeds up as more of her bare body is revealed.
As her small breasts come into view, his eyes are transfixed and
don’t move. She quickly finishes taking her tank top off and feels
drawn to him by his intense stare so she reaches her hands up to
the back of his head and leans her body closer to him as though to
press her breasts to his eyes.

At the last moment, his head moves and instead of her
breasts touching his eyes, one of her breasts lands in his mouth
and she jerks at the spike of pleasure which surges into her as his
lips lightly grab her left breast and his tongue slides around her
nipple. With the pleasure so unexpected and intense, her body
hasn’t figured out how to respond before his lips and tongue move
to briefly tantalize her right breast. He returns to her left
breast and by then her voice unlocks and enables her to express her
climax which continues and grows as his lips and tongue go back and
forth between her breasts.

When he feels her legs begin to tremble, he moves his
head away from her breasts, turns her body, guides her to sit on
his upper legs, leans her head on his shoulder, and snugly holds
her. It’s quite awhile before the pleasure dissipates and her
breathing settles enough to enable her to construct a coherent
thought and express it, “Wow!!” She takes a couple of deep breaths
and proclaims, “That was incredible. . . . Please make love to me
before I don’t have the energy to enjoy it.”

He hesitates to suggest, “Maybe it might be better to
wait until another time when you’re rested.”

“No, please don’t make me wait.” She pauses then
says, “I’m afraid if we wait and you have more time to think about
it, you’ll come up with some kind of an excuse to not make love to
me. I don’t want to push you, but I also don’t want to wait and I
really don’t want to spoil what has become the most wonderful day
of my life.”

“I don’t mean to upset you, but I do want to give you
the opportunity to think about it longer or to reconsider.”

“Roger, I’ve been waiting for and thinking about this
moment with you for months now. I don’t need to reconsider it. And
just to assure you that you won’t hurt me with this being my first
time, my hymen has been surgically removed.”

He pauses for a little while then says, “Well, then,
I guess it’s time to give you the graduation gift you want,” and he
softly kisses her.

 


 



Chapter 5

 


Since she feels like she’s both half melted and on
the verge of exploding like a volcano, Leilani does her best to
cooperate as he lifts her off of his legs and supports her while
they walk to her bedroom. Roger quickly turns the bed covers down
then guides her to sit on the side of the bed. As he starts to
reach for her to help her lay down, she grabs the front of his
pants, looks up at him as though to plead with him to not
interfere, unfastens his pants, and pushes them down his legs. He
steps out of his pants and pushes them to the side.

She suggests, “Take off your shirt.” As he complies,
she leans over to her nightstand, opens the drawer, and pulls out a
condom package. She briefly hesitates then explains, “I don’t want
to ask difficult questions now and I didn’t want to ask them ahead
of time to give away my plan, so I guess this will be the best
approach.”

He pauses before he responds, “Probably,” and
finishes taking his shirt off and drops it on top of his pants.

She reaches out one of her hands and slides the back
of her index finger up and down his erect penis through his
underwear a few times before she says, “You know, this is the first
time I’ve felt or seen a real one. I’m reluctant to admit that I’m
feeling a little hesitant about proceeding,” she looks up at him
and requests, “but please don’t suggest we wait. I suspect that no
matter how prepared I think I might be, I’ll have a moment of
hesitation.”

As she continues to caress him through his underwear,
it’s hard for him to stifle his moan of pleasure as he suggests,
“I’m not sure what you mean by a ‘real’ one. For all you know that
could be a wooden dowel you’re touching through the cloth.”

She looks up at him in surprise, then chuckles and
says, “I guess there’s one way to find out,” and she moves her
hands to pull down his underwear. She fumbles a little as she’s
never done something like this before, but soon his underwear is
below his hips. One of her hands wraps around his erect penis and
as she slowly and gently strokes it, he moans with the pleasure of
her touch. She looks back up at him with a seductive smile and
says, “I think we have just confirmed that it’s a real penis.”

He can only groan out, “Yeah.”

She releases his penis only long enough to grab the
condom package and open it. As she puts the condom in place at the
head of his penis, she says, “Although I’ve practiced on some other
things, I’ve never done this for real so please let me know if I’m
doing it right.” She slowly rolls the condom down the length of his
penis.

“You did fine,” he says, then groans again as she
gently strokes him some more. “You might want to stop if you want
your graduation gift.”

“Oh, yeah. Can I maybe touch it some more another
time?”

He manages to answer, “Maybe.”

She releases his penis and pushes his underwear down
his legs until he can step out of them. She sits back up then
follows the guidance of his finger under her chin to lift her head
and meet his lips which bend down to kiss her. As the kiss goes on,
his head gently pushes on her until she falls back onto the bed. He
doesn’t fall onto the bed with her, but pushes himself back up,
leans over, and slips a few fingers under her skirt waistband and
looks at her.

It takes her only a moment to realize what he’s ready
to do and she quickly cooperates to lift her hips and verbally
encourages him, “Yes!!” She’s a little surprised when he only pulls
her skirt off of her legs, then his hands slowly slide up the
insides of her legs while her eyes widen at the surge of pleasure
she feels which prepares her for the climax which arrives when he
slides a finger across her panty covered vulva. He soon moves his
finger away and as she waits for her breathing to settle, she lifts
her hips to cooperate with him as he pulls her panty off.

Once her panty is off of her feet, he guides her to
turn and lay on the bed ‘properly’ while his eyes caress her naked
body several times. She almost shivers in delight at his obvious
desire for her and in her anticipation of the pleasure to come. He
leans over to use his hands to caress up her legs and the real
pleasure overshadows the anticipated pleasure. As his hands near
her pubic area, he pauses to kneel on the bed and she’s surprised
that he straddles her legs instead of spreads her legs to kneel
between them. He resumes his caresses up to her pubic area where
his caresses send her pleasure soaring to a brief climax then he
continues his caresses up her body.

When his hands are partway up her upper abdomen, his
caresses move to her sides, then his hands move to the bed next to
her to brace himself so he can lean over and kiss up the rest of
her body with a brief detour to give some special attention to each
of her breasts. She’s barely caught her breath from those climaxes
when his lips arrive at hers and he deeply kisses her. As she again
waits for her breathing to settle, he braces himself on one
forearm, partially lays on her, wraps his other arm snugly around
her back at her waist, and before she can even wonder what he’s
going to do, he rolls his body and pulls her with him so he’s
laying on his back on the bed and she’s laying on top of him.

Since she’s somewhat puzzled as to why he moved them,
she asks, “Is there a reason you moved us to be like this? I
thought the typical position for making love was for me to be on my
back and you to be on top of me.”

He nods his head as he answers, “That is the typical
position for many couples, at least from what I understand, but for
your first time, I think it would be more appropriate for you to be
in a position where you have more control over the activity. Not
only that, but since we haven’t taken the time to play and explore,
I don’t know for sure whether or not I’ll comfortably fit inside of
you. Because of that, I want you to be in a position to control how
I go into you. I would have preferred to have done more
experimenting so we would have more assurance that your first time
will have a better chance of being enjoyable, but I also don’t want
to disappoint you by suggesting a further delay.”

She’s known he’s a caring person, but she’s a little
surprised at his concern for her when his body is obviously excited
and probably wants less of a delay than she wants. She partially
rolls to her side and wraps a hand around his erect penis and just
holds it for a little while then says, “A far as size goes, your
penis will fit inside of me because it’s about the same size or
maybe just a little smaller than some of the things I’ve used to
give pleasure to myself. . . . If I remember right from some of my
reading, for us to make love with you on your back, I’ll need to
kneel on the bed while my legs straddle your hips.”

“Or you can squat in about the same position, which
ever would be more comfortable for you and assuming your body is
ready to be entered.”

Since she’s not sure she’s ready to try to balance
herself in a squatting position, she moves and is soon kneeling on
the bed while straddling his hips and before she’s fully stopped
moving, she sees him caress her body with his eyes full of delight
then his hands start to caress her legs. She leans forward to
deeply kiss him then pushes herself back up and suggests with a
sultry voice, “Will you check to see if my body is ready?”

She sees him look at her in surprise, but instead of
verbally responding, one of his hands slowly slides up her inner
thigh, turns, and a finger slips over her vulva mound and into her
labia. She groans in pleasure as his finger slides along her labia
then his finger pauses at the entrance to her vagina. Gently, he
slides his finger into her, but she’s already so well lubricated
and moist, his finger slides all of the way into her as she deeply
groans in almost climax. He pulls his finger out of her then slides
it along her labia and as he rubs her moisture on her clitoris, her
pleasure is enough more intense that it takes her to a brief
climax.

As she waits for her breathing to settle, she sees
him slyly smile and say, “I guess your body is ready.”

When she has enough breath, she reaches a hand
between her legs, gently grips his erect penis and responds, “I
think your body is also ready.”

His, “Yeah,” comes out as more of a groan.

Because she doesn’t want to wait any longer, she
lifts his penis and makes some small adjustments with her body
until his penis is just touching the entrance to her vagina.
Carefully and slowly, she lowers her body so his penis slips into
her vagina and her groan of pleasure quickly grows into a climax
which continues as she tries to move her vagina up and down along
the length of his penis. Her orgasm grows more intense when he
slides his hands up to fondle her breasts and tantalize her
nipples. When she’s unable to keep moving her body up and down, she
settles down onto his hips then she feels his body lift hers and
her pleasure continues as she rides his thrusting hips, then he
pushes her up higher, but she’s unaware he holds that position
longer because her pleasure overwhelms her and her unconscious body
slumps onto his hands.

He lowers his hips to the bed and lowers her body
onto his chest then rests as he pants for breath. When he thinks he
can, he pushes his hips up again and pushes on her knees to
partially straighten out her legs. A little later, he gently pulls
her up his body and off of his penis. When he’s rested some more,
he rolls her onto the bed, slowly gets up, discards the condom, and
washes himself. Since he’s not sure how she might respond, he
doesn’t try to wash her while she’s unconscious so he gets back on
the bed and lays down next to her.

Slowly, she starts to wake up and when she senses
there’s someone in bed with her, her eyes quickly open and she
turns her head and looks at him with a startled expression. As she
wakes up more fully, her memory activates and her expression
becomes one of delight as she warmly smiles at him. She rolls onto
her side to face him, leans forward to briefly kiss him and says,
“Thank you so much. That was the most wonderful gift I’ve ever
received.”

“It was truly my pleasure.”

“I’m very tempted to ask for an encore, but I’m not
sure I have the energy to enjoy it for long.”

“Rest for awhile. When you’re ready, we can get up
and get a snack and a drink to replenish your energy.”

“Okay.”

They lay there for awhile as they warmly smile and
lightly caress each other. After he tries to think of something to
partially distract himself from her desirable naked body which is
laying so close to him, he asks, “Um, now that you’re going to
graduate, what are your plans for the future?”

Since she’s somewhat startled by his question, it
takes her a little while to respond, “I’m not sure. I haven’t
really made much of an effort to look for a job. I have everything
ready to start working on my doctorate, but I wonder if the
possibility of a better job will justify the time and expense
involved.” She pauses then reaches out to gently caress his face as
she says, “I suppose I might have more of a reason to stick around
and go on for my doctorate if I thought somebody might be willing
to teach me more about the joys of being touched intimately.”

He looks at her in surprise then slowly starts to
smile.

 


 



Chapter 6

 


Leilani was glad her hard work had paid off which
enabled her to graduate at the top of her class. She had also
enjoyed visiting with her parents for a couple of days, but now
that they’ve gone back home, she’s not sure what to do with
herself. And to unsettle her thoughts further are the questions
which keep popping up in her mind about how to respond to the
graduation gift which she had almost forced Roger to give her.

During the last few days, she had made some
opportunities to touch herself like he had touched her and like she
had previously learned to touch herself and the combination greatly
excited her, yet, at the same time, it was clear that the physical
interaction with another person added an element to the enjoyment
which she hasn’t been able to duplicate on her own. That both
thrills and concerns her. She doesn’t want to have to rely on
somebody else to enjoy such great pleasure then have to worry about
what kind of agenda they might have and how it might affect her. At
the same time, she doesn’t want to miss out on experiencing such
pleasure again.

That raises the whole question of who to have an
intimate relationship with. She really doesn’t want to go through
the whole process of looking for someone else again and endure the
months or years of waiting to find someone she can trust because
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