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I was just exhausted as I climbed the stairway in the big
luxury mansion, having taken the past hour to get the two kids to
bed.

I scarcely noticed the fine decoration of the house, the way
that the huge staircase wound its way to the ground floor, the
galleried landing. It was a luxury house alright, but sometimes to
me it felt so much like a prison!

Yes, babysitting for the Petersons’ wasn’t the ride you
expected it to be! Sure, the money was amazing, the entertainment
system was all that, and the food they left for me in the fridge
could have fed an army, but the kids were so hard to deal with
sometimes! Maybe that’s what came of being the children of the
Valley’s richest man, a billionaire technologist and all round
superman!

Mind you, his wife could be a handful too. I saw the way she
looked at me, from behind her long, perfectly curled eyelashes and
frozen botox expression. I was sure that she thought I wanted a
piece of her husband.

Well she could relax. There was someone closer to home who I
wanted to feed! Oh yes. I already had full, creamy breasts. I was
two months pregnant and starting to show. My tits were full and
leaked when I heard children. That was why I was taking that
sitters job! And there was a guy in this house I wanted to
suckle!

Yes that’s right. The two infants I had just sent to sleep
weren’t the only ones in the house. His wife had a son from a
previous relationship. A sexy, older guy. Well ok, my age. A real
dream boat.

Richard

There he is now in fact. Coming up the stairs in his
tracksuit, big smile on his face and a twinkle in his eyes. This
guy clearly didn’t have a care in the world.

“Hey” I said, wearily, barely getting the words
out.

“How you doing?” he asked, with a voice that said that he knew
what a handful his new stepsiblings could be.

“Good, good” I replied. “I finally got them off to
sleep”

He laughed at my triumph. “Yeah they sure got a lot of
energy”

“Well, if they were easy they wouldn’t need a babysitter,
right?” I continued. He nodded. I wanted the conversation to
continue. Not just because I wanted this guy, but because I hadn’t
spoken to another adult all evening.

“So, what are you up to this summer?” I asked, making
conversation.

He was staring at my huge breasts. They had started to leak.
Cool milk leaked all over them. He licked his lips.

“Yeah I’m doing a bit of bartending, and working on my music”
he said, nonchalantly.

“oh cool?”

“Yeah I’m working a lot with the band and stuff. We have some
things recorded”

I bit my lip, and feigned interest, as he continued this
shallow attempt at impressing me. I lapped it up.

“You wanna hear it?” he asked

“Yeah. I’d love to” my answer was quick. Maybe too quick. I
wanted to be in that room of his, the one I was in earlier,
smelling his underwear and wrapping myself up in his sheets. Just a
little me time, you understand?

He sat on his bed, and I sat with him, next to him, maybe a
little bit too close. His stereo was next to it, on the bedside
table. I let my skirt ride up a little. Conscious of what I was
doing. He switched on the mp3 player.

“Don’t be too harsh if you hate it” he said, almost
pleadingly

“I wont” I giggled.

A Nirvana sound-alike track filled my ears. Heavy on the
guitar, less so on the drum and bass. Not my thing

“Hey you’re good. Really good” I lied, and looked at him over
my shoulder, the strap of my dress falling to reveal it’s shapely
and shiny form. I lowered my eyes at him and fluttered my lashes a
little

“Yeah? Wow” he replied

We listened to a couple more bars before he turned it
off.

“Glad you like it”

I nodded. It seemed like the best thing to do. We looked at
each other, for a little too long, holding our gaze.

He leaned back on the bed. Would I have to make this happen?
Or did he have moves?

“It’s really good to have you in here” he said

“Yeah. It’s really good to be here” I replied. Where was this
going? God, not the Friend Zone!

He leaned over. Tentatively. As though sure I would reject
him. He waited for a moment, as he inched closer to my lips. Then
he planted a soft kiss on them, and I felt like I melted. I could
taste him. The musk of him. Maybe because he had been working out,
maybe because my senses were so heightened that everything felt
amplified, but the sensation flooded my nostrils as his face rubbed
gently on mine and we kissed, long and hard. Our mouths opened,
tongues entwining, his taste now, flooding through me. His hands,
on my back, my shoulders, stroking my hair, now on my cheeks. I
returned, my hands on him, on his body, his strong back, his
T-shirt, still hot from his cardio. That needed to come
off!

I could feel my body tingling. Warming up. The sensations
running through me, like the lights of a spaceship illuminating in
turn, as vital components sprang into life. My nipples, hardening.
My skin, over sensitive to every touch. The rushing of blood
through my brain, fight or flight, heart rate pounding, pussy
alive!

And how I wanted him in my tight pussy!

He pushed into me now, hands more urgent, begging to explore
my body more fully. His mouth open, I could feel him breathing, my
heart pounding in my chest. My hands on his upper thigh, hard shape
in his pants against the back of my hand. Something huge. A
definite erection growing down there, just a few millimetres of
sweat fabric from me. I needed to taste that hard on, to have him
fully in my mouth, to feel what it’s like when a guy’s cock throbs
and twitches in your mouth. I let my hands tease him, fingers all
over his body, softly stroking him, brushing against the hardness
of his erection, relishing the feeling, the naughtiness, the
forbidden nature. All the while his kisses more urgent, covering my
neck and my lips, cheeks and eyelids in soft warm pecks.

His music was still playing, his voice, amplified through his
sound system, filling my ears, a soundtrack to our forbidden
love-making.

His hands were on my cheek now, gentle yet firm. Holding me.
Our breathing deepening. More turned on now. More ready to make
love, to fuck. To rip our clothes off and explore our bodies. I
felt his hand now on my T-shirt, the stretchy fabric pulling on my
back as he pulled it out at my waist and his hands now rising,
exploring my stomach, and up to my full creamy breasts. His thumb
gently brushed on my already hard nipple. The touch sent an
electric shock of joy whizzing down my spine, making me ripple with
excitement, my cunt wet and throbbing and my body shivering. I
needed this forbidden man so much now. I grabbed his hand and
pushed it firmly onto my tit, encouraging him, and as he squeezed
me I pushed my hand down and wrapped my fingers around his hard
cock.

It throbbed in my hand, girth and length exaggerated by the
fabric of his joggers. It felt so huge. So warm. I wanted him, more
than I have wanted anything in my entire short life.

I let my hands play at his crotch, pulling at the waistband
and out and over the end of his hard shaft. The end of his cock
brushed the back of my hand. Throbbing and rock solid. Covered only
by the thin white cotton now of his briefs.

His kisses were more urgent now, animal-like, showering me. I
could feel his hot breath on my cheek. Taste him. His fingers
playing on my flesh, squeezing. Pounding my nipples, tweaking and
squeezing them. One hand now on my upper thigh. How did it get
there? I didn’t mind. Loved it. Wanted him to explore my wet pussy,
to open me up. To feel how tight and willing I was, ,ready for him
to enter me fully.

He pushed me back slightly, so that he was more on top of me.
The duvet billowed around me, cool white cotton. I needed him to
feel my naked body against his. He wasn’t exactly pinning me down
now, but I certainly felt his manly weight on me, loving the way I
was under him, feeling like he was going to take me, roughly and
with earnest intent. I liked that!

His hand now into my panties. His finger toying with my lips.
It slipped in and round my pussy, getting wet, lubricated. As he
worked me I felt a shiver, and gasped as he penetrated me. As he
did, and I felt him go up inside me, to his knuckle, I in turn
pulled out his hard cock and it filled my fingers with its warm
girth. It throbbed in my hand. A big long gristle with a huge wet
end, covered in his pre cum. I turned myself up and over a little,
my legs wider apart now so that my lips seemed to catch his finger
and swallow him up whole, and I was able to get a good view of that
big, pink truncheon that was in my grasp.

He was a big guy! Huge in fact. I didn’t honestly know how he
would get it all inside me. How I would take all of his meat inside
me. I knew that I wanted to be full of his cock! But before that I
wanted a taste, wanted to take him all inside my mouth, to have
that pre-cum down my throat and his balls on my chin, swallowing
him whole.

I wriggled around some more, and he pulled his body up
obligingly, finger still inside me, other hand all over my body,
tracing shapes. We were both so turned on now, too dressed, but
taking our time despite the passion rising within us. This was
something we both wanted to relish, not knowing when the
opportunity might come again and so enjoying our forbidden
tryst.

I looked up and caught sight of the room, elegantly lit with
two lamps, a mother’s touch in the décor, but with the obligatory
muscle car and naked woman posters, electric guitar, PC and closet,
a typical teen, just as I was a typical teen girl. Was our love
destined to fail from the start? Were we too different? Across the
tracks? Romeo and Juliette? Well I didn’t care. This was my time
and I wanted this hunk!

He closed on me again, so that we were now in the classic
sixty nine position, his cock bearing down on my face, he in turn
starting to explore my willing pussy with his tongue. I opened my
legs wider, and gasped as he entered my slit, his tongue playing
around the hole and then lapping inside me, like a dog at it’s
bowl. In turn I grasped his cock, opened my mouth and let him fill
me completely.

He tasted amazing. Musky and strong. A flesh pole all inside
my mouth, I heard him gasp and then go to work on my cunt. I
writhed in pleasure
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