
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
SUCKLING SITTER 2


A Lucy Lait Original Publication


© Lucy Lait 2020


THIS
PUBLICATION REMAINS COPYRIGHT LUCY LAIT 2020. NOT TO BE REPRODUCED
IN ANY FORM WITHOUT PRIOR CONSENT


All characters
are over 18


*



Was it my imagination, or did that
older man lick his lips and stare at my leaking tits when he
welcomed me into his home to babysit for his kids?

He certainly seemed transfixed by them. Full and pert, leaking
with warm milk, all the guys seemed to love my full breasts! In
fact, ever since I had gotten knocked up, and started to fill with
milk, all the guys were after a piece of this action!

Well, luckily for him, I definitely had older man issues.
Loved this sexy silver fox! And my biggest fantasy? To have him
suckle on them! What could be better than feeding this man, having
him clamp on my nipples and take a good, long drink?


*


His wife was in the shower. She was
taking quite a long time. We could both hear the water splashing in
the en-suite bathroom next door as he looked at me for just a bit
too long with those deep blue eyes, and told me that his wallet was
up in the bedroom, and so if I wanted paying I would have to come
upstairs with him.

I knew what was coming. I knew that the window of time that
his wife Melanie’s shower would take was just enough for
us.

Enough time for him to fill me with his big, older man’s cock.
To stuff it in me and break me in two. To pound me, stretching me,
making me gasp and hold a pillow to my face to stop her from
hearing us. Just long enough for him to fill me up with that hot,
thick cum of his. And for me to feed him all of my warm
cream!

How naughty did I feel when I shook his wife’s hand on the way
out of their house, reassuring her that yes I had had a good time,
fed myself, that the kids were ok and that I would absolutely,
definitely be back again. She said it herself, I was the best
babysitter they had had.

And Simon nodded and gave me a cheeky wink. And I grinned
back.

And all the while his cum was leaking out of my tight
cunt!


***


I could see that he wanted me. That
was obvious enough. He had welcomed me into his palatial home with
a broad grin and a wink of those cheeky blue eyes that had made me
melt.

OK, so as an impressionable, and pregnant eighteen year old,
any sexy older man who paid me any attention might have had the
same effect. But there really was something about him. Yes, his
money helped. Of course it did. I had jumped at the chance to
babysit for this guy, as soon as the agency had given me his
details. One of the richest guys in the state? A house with a pool?
Games room? Hell yeah I was there!

Mind you, he could have been a homeless guy, he would still
have had that undefinable style that only certain men had. The way
he wore those ‘oh so casual’ jeans. The grey silk shirt clinging to
him in all the right places, accentuating the bulging biceps and
tight, formed pecs. Slip on deck shoes that looked wrecked but
probably cost more than a month’s wage. Oh yes, this dream man,
this Simon, really was the real deal.

And of course, what does a man like that have on his arm? Yes
you guessed it, a thin, MILF of a wife – keeping the bulges from
two childbirths at bay with personal trainers and diets and, where
they fake boobs? They had to be. No one is that age, and that
perfect!

Still, she looked at me with a glare that seemed to
acknowledge that I too had something that Simon might well want. Oh
yes, she could be as sinewy as she liked, but she couldn’t buy
youth. And that was something I had in spades!

So it wasn’t a total surprise when, having returned home from
their date, Simon asked me to come up to his massive bedroom with
the walk in closets, that I had fully explored earlier in the
evening (of course) so that he could pay me personally for ‘taking
such good care of his kids’. In reality, I had only checked on them
once, preferring instead to explore the house, message my buddies,
and masturbate in their bed.

“What’s going on honey” came his wife’s voice from the
en-suite bathroom, seemingly in another wing of the house, but
actually joined to the bedroom via a huge closet containing at
least fifty grand’s worth of her shoes.

“Oh nothing baby” replied Simon, all the while fixing me in a
stare that seemed to drag me in, like tractor beams on the Starship
Enterprise. “Just making sure that we pay the sitter and get her
home on time”

“You’re the best” she replied, the sound of the water starting
up.

She continued, lowering her voice in what I assumed was a sexy
way

“Don’t forget what you promised me tonight. I’ll be clean,
shaved and smelling of sex in a minute”

I didn’t know where to look. But Simon made light of it,
pretending to shudder and grinned at me. I grinned back, my hand
over my mouth in a mock attempt to keep from LOL ing out
loud

He moved towards me.

“Is there anything else you need?” he asked, knowing and
expecting the answer I gave him

“Just you” I answered, and bit my lip, Brittany Spears
style

“We’ll have to be quick. And quiet” he replied, already
closing the gap between us so that we were locked together. I could
feel him shaking a little. What, a man used to being this much in
control was nervous? That turned me on even more. I felt so self
conscious, but yet so willing to let this happen. The sound of
running, splashing water from the shower room seemed to embolden
us, advising us that for the moment at least, the coast was
clear.

He put his strong hands on my cheeks, and planted a huge kiss
on my lips. Even with the urgency of the situation, it was a tender
one. Soft lips on lips at first, slipping his silken tongue onto my
lips and into my mouth. I responded, feeling him breath in with a
sigh. I felt his hot breath on my face as our kissing became more
urgent. Now our tongues began to intertwine, and we fell together,
standing there, showering our faces with kisses, each more
passionate than the last.

His hands were on my top now. My tight white T-shirt was up in
a flash and over my shoulders, my pert and unhindered titties
bouncing back down into position, no bra to hold them up, just my
youth and gym fit body doing the job. My nipples felt hard as
bullets. The tips of his thumbs connected with them, the lightest
of touches, brushing against them, sending electric shocks of
pre-orgasmic joy racing up and down my spine. They began to leak,
cream squirting all over his face. He lapped it onto his fingers,
gorging on it, putting them in my mouth so I could taste too. I
stroked my hand down the front of his shirt, feeling the definition
of his stomach, ridges of muscle under the silk. How I wanted him
to get naked with me. I didn’t know if he would, if the situation
would allow it, but my God I wanted anything I could get from this
God of a man! I popped one of the buttons at stomach level, feeling
inside his shirt, the hardness of his muscular form, tight hot
skin. I ran my fingers over his chest as he worked on my nipples,
popping more of his shirt buttons and I went, so that soon he was
open, topless, muscles twitching.

He was an Adonis. Not too bulky, that’s not a turn on for me,
or for many women, just toned and taut, everything a man like that
should be. His skin seemed to glisten in the light. No wonder his
wife was jealous. No wonder she glared at me. She must have had to
live with the daily stress of knowing that literally every woman
under the sun wanted a piece of her man!

I could see that he was straining at the leash. His cock
seemed to be making a tent in his pants, clearly rock hard and
ready to push into my tight and untouched pussy. All I wanted right
now was for that to happen. And I knew we didn’t have long. Even a
man with his taste for danger wouldn’t want to get
caught.

His lips were connecting with my nipples now. He was warming
me up, flicking and sucking on the ends, making me shudder, my legs
start to buckle. Then he began to suck on them, letting the warm
milk start to gush from each in turn. I was feeding him. Really
feeding him. And I loved that sensation. I could feel myself going,
holding myself up on his body, my arms around his shoulders. He
lifted me up and half pushed, half dropped me onto the big, soft
bed that was behind us. The covers billowed up around me, and it
was all I could do not to giggle, but kept the noise down for his
sake. Then he was on top of me, his cock, still clothed, drilling
between my legs. His lips again on my nipples, gorging on the flesh
of my tits, one then the other, and then showering my shoulders and
neck with his warm, pressing kisses. I surpassed another giggle as
he nuzzled into my neck, and I opened my legs so that he hard cock
pressed against my sodden panties, my clit hard and ready, pussy
aching for him to fuck me!

Then I could feel his hands start to move down my body. On my
tight stomach, feeling my own definition, my own taut skin. Then to
the top of my shorts, unbuttoning the waist band and feeling around
my ass cheeks as it came apart. Then down
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