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Barebacked By My Brother’s
Best Buddy!

 Susie Spanks
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I didn’t know how long John, my
brother’s best friend, had been standing there. Standing quietly in
the doorway, watching me. Drinking in the sight and sound as I
slowly fucked myself to a wonderful orgasm, my wet pussy leaking
hot juices all over my fingers…

If he had been quietly listening then
he would have heard my little gasps. My cries of joy. The buzzing
from my favourite big dildo that I always used when I thought all
about him, and his big hard cock.

What was curious was how he didn’t
even try to hide the fact that he had been standing there watching
the show. Mind you, if I hadn’t wanted him to see me, maybe I
should have shut my bedroom door…

There was something else too. A bulge
in his pants, in the front of them. I knew what that was, I had
seen movies. I had an imagination. I had never had one inside me,
but I am not THAT inexperienced. I know an erection when I see one.
And that was what he had.

A big one!

The truth of it was that he wanted me.
I had turned him on, without knowing it. He had come home and I was
so lost in myself, rolling around in that my bed with my door open,
with my big hard dildo between my legs, that I hadn’t seen him
watching.

Heck, I had almost cum.

And now that I knew he had seen me,
well it turned me on more than ever.

The question was. What should we do
about it?

Ok so he wasn’t in the house when I
had first started to find myself, open myself up and give myself
some afternoon pleasure. He was in class, would be all day, that
was what he had told us at breakfast.

And so on this hot day, with very
little to do, I went upstairs to my room, not caring about how much
noise I might make, and got my favourite toy out of my bedside
table.

I twisted the base, feeling the big
black cock start up in my hands. It vibrated gently, insistently,
doing the one thing in the world it was designed to do. I quickly
ripped off my flimsy T-shirt and short denim skirt, getting naked
in the warm afternoon heat. I wanted to feel as much of those cool,
crisp sheets against my warm thighs and my pert young butt as I
possibly could. My naked ass felt warm against the cold soft bed as
I slowly worked the vibe up and down my body. I closed my eyes as I
lingered on my stomach, feeling the cold, plastic tip vibrate
against my tight, supple skin. I pulled it up towards my pert
little titties, circling each nipple until they were like bullets,
sticking out into the air. Each motion sent a tingle down to my
clit, making me push my hips up and back. I felt my pussy well up
with juice.

I drew shapes with the dildo on my
face, feeling it gently brush my chin, my lips, my cheeks, my ears.
I imagined it was John, teasing me with his hard cock. Maybe I
would be blindfolded and tied up. Powerless to what he might do to
me. Completely in his power. That excited me.

I put the cock on my lips, darting my
tongue around its end. The lube tasted sweet in my mouth. I thought
how I might taste to him. Would it be somehow familiar, as we did
after all share the same house, the same history. That turned me
on. I wondered what it would be like really fuck him. Would it be
tender, or full of passion and lust?

I opened my mouth more fully, allowing
the dildo to fall into my mouth. I took it deep inside, pushing it
towards my throat. I wondered if I would gag. I had never taken a
cock in my mouth before, and wondered how it would taste, how it
would feel. Would John expect me to swallow his cum? I was sure I
would like it if I did, but what would it taste like?

I took the cock deeper to the back of
my throat. I pushed it back and forth. It felt empowering. I let
the cock fuck me in the mouth. Face fuck, I think it’s called. I
pulled my cheeks together and sucked. Blow job? Suck
job?

As I sucked the cock, I let my hand
fall lower, down my stomach, over my hip bones, sticking out of my
thin, teenage body, then onto my pubic mound, feeling the first few
downy, soft, blonde pubic hairs. Further down to my lips. They
opened up to my touch. I felt my clit, barely peeking out of its
little cover. I parted my fingers into a V shape, opening up my
lips and feeling the wet, sweet honey pot within. Nicely welling up
with juice, I thought. Ready for a fuck.

I moved the dildo downwards, following
the trajectory my hand had recently taken. The buzzing grew more
distant as I opened my tanned, toned thighs and moved my hand
between them, revolving the black cock so that it faced upwards.
Target acquired.

I let the dildo circle my lips with
the very tip. I drew concentric circles around my pussy lips,
feeling the juice start to coat my the dildo. I moved my hands
gently towards myself, feeling the cock start to penetrate me more
deeply. It drew deeper and deeper inside me, all the while I was
drawing the circles. It felt so deep and so massive inside my
pussy. I wondered how I would ever manage to let a real man’s cock
inside me. Would he thrust it too hard? Would it hurt?

Instinct made me move the dildo inside
me. Up and down I fucked myself. I writhed on the bed. The sheets
bunched up underneath my ass cheeks as I pushed the dildo further
and further inside me, then withdrew, then a deeper fucking. I
picked up speed. The feelings ripped through my body. I arched my
back against the bed. My toes curled and my hands grasped the
sheets as though they would save my life.

“fffffffuuuuuuuuuuckkkkkkkkkk” I half
whispered, half screamed.

And it was just as the waves of orgasm
subsided into ripples that he said those words.

“Hey you”

I wanted to jump up, to pull the
sheets around my still hard nipples, covering myself up completely,
and shout about how indignant I was that he had been watching me.
But something prevented that reaction. His big, blue eyes shone
with something. He was grinning, and his pants were misshapen at
the front. This guy who was just about my age, and who I knew so
well, was clearly turned on by what he saw.

I stood up, letting the sheets fall
from my body, so that I stood naked before him, the sunlight
streaming through the half open window onto my tight teen body. I
saw him drink in the sight of me, no doubt appreciating the
similarities, and the differences, between me and his
girlfriend.

We closed on each other. He seemed way
too dressed for me, compared to my naked form. I pulled his T-shirt
up and over his head, breathing in as I beheld his muscular form,
his defined chest, and flat stomach, which quivered with the
forbidden lust of our actions. I reached my mouth up to his,
pouting into a full kiss. Our lips locked. Saliva exchanged. Warm
tongues intertwined. We French kissed. Wide deep mouths, the most
sensual and forbidden of emotions. He kissed my neck, my shoulders.
Then he bent forwards. I held the back of his head tightly as his
lips clamped on my nipples. He flicked and fondled them with his
lips as I began to moan in joy. He felt so amazing, but I wanted
him to have the confidence to treat me like the slut I was. I
grabbed his hair, and pulled hard. He let out a little yelp. Pain
and pleasure. His teeth locked on my nipple. He pulled hard now,
giving me back the pain and more with interest. This was what I
wanted!

I started to unbuckle his belt. I
needed to feel his cock harden in my hand. He wriggled his
snake-like hips around as I loosened him off. His pants fell to the
floor. No boxers, that was what I liked! His cock stuck out for me.
Proud and hard and so erect. He was a lovely big guy. I dropped to
my knees. I needed to taste him, hard and sweaty and musky in my
mouth. I wrapped my fingers around him, feeling him twitch and
throb in my hand. His balls hung there, waiting to be kissed. I let
each into my mouth, sucking him, his cock in my hand. His balls
were warm and soft in my mouth. I started to kiss up and down his
shaft. I licked, like I had a popsicle, up and down, from his sack
right up to the shiny end. He was as hard as nails. I couldn’t wait
to get him right up inside me. Deep. Where he belonged.

I opened up my mouth wide. I took him
in. The head at first. He seemed to fill me. I started stroking his
shaft, the head inside my mouth. I tasted the first little drips of
pre cum. It excited me. I felt between my legs. I was getting wet
again!

I wanted to suck him all the way, so
much! It slid in, onto my teeth and lips, then further in as I
pushed my head forwards. He twitched slightly, and let out a little
sigh of desire and satisfaction. He tasted of sweet meat. The veins
felt slightly rough on my tongue, the undulations of his cock
teasing me as it slid further and further to the back of my throat.
I held his balls in my hand, cupping them, feeling their delicate
shape in my fingers.

His cock hit the back of my throat. I
fought the reflex to gag, letting him sink to the back and down my
gullet, sword swallowing him. It was my party trick, and I am very,
very good at it. He put his hands on my head, my hair between his
fingers as his cock filled me completely. His balls buffered up
against my chin. I drew my head back, feeling my mouth empty. His
cock shone with my saliva, my spit lubricating is for the next
thrust. I bobbed forwards again. I wanted him to face fuck me. Back
and forth, picking up a little speed now. His hips started to
thrust into me, In and out. I closed my eyes and savored the meaty
weapon pushing in and out of my mouth. I held his ass cheeks as he
thrust, tensing his firm buttocks with each push. Then I pulled my
fingers around so that they were on the skin between his balls and
his anus. I tickled him there, teasing him, showing him that I
would go all the way for him. He thrust his bulbous head into my
warm and inviting mouth. I let my finger slip inside him. He
twitched a little, then I heard him sigh in pleasure. The feeling
of his tight sphincter around my digit was so erotic, so forbidden,
that I could have cum there and then.

His hand worked the space between my
legs. My pussy ached to be touched, but he was so good at making me
wait. They ran the full length of my slit now, gently brushing back
and forth, getting wetter with my dew. His middle finger played
with my ass hole, as mine had done with him. It shot in and out of
my tight ring, while the others found easier, wetter passage into
my pussy. I sighed with desire as he opened me up. It was a sensual
treat. He bent his head around, his body following, so that he was
now right in front of my ass cheeks. I felt him pries them apart,
taking a good hard look at my winking, puckered anus, and the
bright pink flower below.

“Oh!!! That’s so good! I’m gonna fuck
you, real soon” he said, softly. I reached behind and ran my
fingers through his hair, anticipating the oral fucking I was about
to receive.

His tongue darted down, in between my
cheeks, and onto my warm, open pussy. It worked around my clit,
gently coaxing it from its sheath, peeking out to sample the day.
He seemed to have a snake in his mouth, his tongue shot into my
pussy, eating me right out, and then back to my swollen sex-flesh.
He tasted my sweat peach, lapping at it like a dog at a feeding
bowl. I cried out in the pleasure of it, and continued to chow down
on his huge boner, gagging on his length as it face fucked the back
of my throat.

We were in sixty nine position how, my
legs wide apart and face down on the bed. He licked out my ass
hole, circling my ring and darting up inside my forbidden cave. Oh
yes, he loved the taste of my ass alright. He thrust downwards with
his cock, forcing it into my mouth. I took all of him, because I
wanted him.

I was so turned on. The juices gushed
from me while he went to work. His massive cock deep inside my
throat leaked pre cum, showing me how ready he was for the fucking
of his life. I couldn’t wait. I ached to have his cock inside me.
Finally!

I let his cock out of my mouth. It
slapped back onto his stomach, showering little drops of my saliva
onto the bed sheets. It seemed to shine with my juice.

“Are you going to fuck me now, John?”
I said, simply

He pulled his head up from between my
ass cheeks and replied.

“Right away”

I stayed in position, legs wide, pussy
flat onto the sheets, soaking them with my juices. He pulled
himself up onto his knees behind me, and I felt his strong hands
under my stomach. He pulled me up so that I was on all fours. He
was going to fuck me from behind! My first ever cock, and it was
going to be in this position! I wondered for a moment if I should
tell him that it would be too big, too deep, that it would stretch
me too much. But instead I let it happen. I wanted his sword inside
me. To impale me. To make me feel full of cock, as I knew he could.
I surrendered control to him.

He pushed my cheeks apart once more,
and I felt a cold splat of spit on my pussy. He was lubing me up,
even though I hardly needed it. The tip of his cock rested on my
lips. I could feel it, twitching and throbbing on my pussy. My
tight sheath was clamped shut, unwilling to surrender itself to
him. I reached under myself and wrapped my fingers around his stem,
playing with myself, using his cock as a dildo. I wound it around
my hole, finding the opening that I needed. Little slurp slurp
noises leaked out into my ears. I was wet, I could feel
that.

“Don’t be afraid. Push it inside me.
Deep inside. I can take it. I want you to be the first ok John?
Fuck me!”

He put each hand on my buttocks, warm
and strong on my delicious globes of flesh, and started to thrust.
He pushed. A long, slow penetration. At first my pussy held. It
seemed as though the massive cock wouldn’t break through,
especially from behind. He pushed a little harder. The dam was
about to break. I could feel it, but still I seemed to be a closed
door.

Then a final, sensual push, and he
slipped inside me.

Oh my God! I felt every single vein on
his long, thick shaft. My pussy opened up to his bulbous head, and
then closed in around his stem. It drilled up inside me. It felt as
though the journey into my tunnel would never end. Like the fucking
would only finish when he hit a major organ. His balls finally
slapped up against my buttocks, and he was fully inside
me.

He reached under me and grabbed hold
of my little tits, squeezing them in his hands, letting my hard
nipples poke out through his fingers. He softly kissed my earlobe,
nuzzling, caressing the skin on the back of my neck. His cock held,
deep inside me. I fought to keep myself from squealing in delight.
My first ever hard cock, and it felt so good! So amazing!
Everything I had imagined and more. I looked back at him, over my
shoulder. His eyes were closed. His cock twitched inside me. I
reached down and felt his balls, up tight against my pussy lips,
his huge meat in me. His hands held my tits for dear life. We were
as close as we could possibly be.

Then the thrusting reversed. He pulled
himself out of me. I breathed and sighed as more of the shaft
stimulated me. I felt so alive and so elated.

He picked up some speed. Thrusting
upon thrusting. Pushing and pulling. I fingered my clit, rubbing
around in circles, showing him how I like to be stimulated as I am
being fucked. His finger joined mine, picking up the cue and
running with it. I got close to cumming.

“Oh God! Yes! Yes!”

Then he pulled out. His cock slapped
against my butt cheeks, covering them in my sticky, silky juices.
He opened up my cheeks again, and once more I felt his tongue flick
the length of my pussy lips. I shuddered with the tongue fucking.
Now his fingers pushed up inside me, exploring my tight little
pussy, the creamy flesh, the succulent meat. He licked as he
started to rub the inside of my pussy wall. I almost collapsed when
he found my g-spot. The rubbing intensified, making my knees shake,
and the quim gushed from my pussy and down my thigh. Jesus, he was
so good at this!

I bent over, face down, onto the bed.
He pulled my ass cheeks apart, taking a look at my hollowed out
pussy. I felt his nose on my ass hole. His tongue began to explore
around my lips. He opened up my flower with it. I moaned,
indicating to him that he was on exactly the right path. Then he
moved upwards, his tongue probing my forbidden hole. My tight
little ass hole. He parted my cheeks still further, getting the
position right to stick his tongue right up in there. I felt it
wriggle inside my ass. My pussy screamed for his tongue, but it was
my ass’s turn now, and it loved it. I hoped he loved the taste. He
lapped and he wound it around inside my ass. The sensation was so
new and erotic, I almost came right then.

“Fuck me in the ass with your big hard
cock!” I ordered.

His tongue left me and my cheeks
parted further. I felt his fleshy member on my cheeks, and then it
pushed inwards. I felt my rim being pushed backwards. I let me ass
relax, ready to take the member inside me. I waited for the thrust.
He waited a little, pushing gently with his cock.

“I told you to fuck me hard in the
ass!” I shouted

That was it. That did it. The big
thrust took my breath right out of my body. It rammed up inside my
ass hole. It felt so perfect. I was completely hollowed out. I was
full of his cock!

He began to thrust. Hard, angry
thrusts of cock up and into my ass hole. In and out he
jackhammered. It felt so good. Back and forth, my orgasm close
now.

He reached under me and felt for my
clit. My warm fleshy button on his finger, he wound it around as
his cock thrust into my ass. He leaned forwards, his body on my
back, and bit at my neck, hard. The pain multiplied the orgasm. The
wave crashed over me. I shook and shuddered.

“Oh God! Fuck yes!” I
shouted

I pulled forwards, his rock hard cock
leaving my ass hole. I wanted to take control of the
action.

I needed to show him that I had a
trick or two up my sleeve. I wanted to ride him, cowgirl style. I
wanted to control the length and angle of his penetration. I pulled
myself forwards and turned around so that my face was in front of
his. We looked deep into each other’s eyes. He seemed to bore into
my soul. Kind, deep blue, manly and with a hint of melancholy, they
were the sexiest eyes you will ever see. His cock bounced in front
of him as we knelt before each other on his big bed. I opened my
mouth, ready for another deep kiss.

His warm mouth connected with mine. I
felt his breath, heavy on my cheek, lust filling us both
completely. I tasted myself on his breath. My mouth drank in the
heady scent of sex and pussy. Our tongues entwined and we melted
into each other’s arms. His cock pushed against me, forbidden flesh
together, his arms wrapped around me, hands on my buttocks, needing
them, feeling the firmness of my mounds.

I took charge.

“You get back there, I want to ride
you” I said, pushing him squarely in the chest. He fell back
theatrically, arms out and raised, as though he had been shot. His
eyes smiled and his big white teeth seemed to shine. I walked up on
my knees, over his feet and knees, thighs and finally midriff. I
held his cock in my hand and raised myself up, ready to guide him
in. I looked deep into his eyes as I wound his mushroom-shaped head
around and around my tight little flower. The petals opened, and
dew covered his cock. I closed my eyes, and began to sit down on
him. The size and girth took my breath away.

“Fuck that’s deep” was all
I could get out of my mouth.

I squirmed around on top of him. Then
I leaned back, letting him see the full picture of my wet pussy,
clinging around his cock. My hands grabbed his ankles as I swept
back and forth, feeling the tip of his cock against my
g-spot.

The orgasm came, deep and hard. It
took me almost completely by surprise.

“Fuck! Jesus! Yes! Yes!”

The juice gushed out of me, covering
us both.

He started to thrust upwards with his
hips. I took myself up, letting him take the work. His thrusts
shafted me, pushing his huge cock up and inside me. His balls
slapped on his thighs and I started to cum again.

He picked up speed. He was close too.
His toes began to curl, and his breathing deepened.

“I am gonna cum!” he
shouted

“Do it John! Cum inside me! Fill me
with your hot cum”

I wanted him to plant his seed in me.
I wanted to be his, now and forever. What man could resist such a
tight, forbidden package as me?

“Jesus fuck” he shouted

I felt the load shoot up into my
pussy. It painted the walls white, with hot milk. I squeezed it,
griping him and taking all of that juice up into me. We thrust, his
cock now reappearing out of my pussy with more and more of our
mingled cream pie. I leaned over, pushing my tits onto his chest,
and kissed him.

He stayed hard inside me as out
thrusting slowed to a more sensual, post-orgasmic rhythm. Our
breathing and our movements were synchronized. I never wanted this
to end. We were as one. Bound together.

I slid forward on his body so that his
cock finally came out of my tight hole. I felt the creampie leak
out of me. I looked back, seeing his cock glistening with our
juices. I couldn’t resist a taste, the recipe of the pair of us. I
moved down his body and took his softening cock in my mouth. I
lapped greedily at the hot milky goodness, his cock hardening again
instantly. We could have gone all night!

Looking back now, I can hardly believe
that was how I became pregnant.

Of course, it took a long time for our
folks to get over what we had done. There was no denying it, not
when I started to show. I knew that his seed was growing inside me.
It was my plan all along. To bag myself the only man I had ever
really loved.

There he is now. Teaching our boy how
to play soccer. He is a great man and a wonderful lover. We fuck
every night, while our boy sleeps in his crib. One day, we may just
have a girl…
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There was something different about my
brother’s buddy, Andy, tonight..

Had he made a bit more of an effort
with his clothes? He usually dressed so scruffily. I was always
telling him that.

“You’ll never get a girlfriend looking
like that” I would chide him, playfully. He would always retort
that he didn’t want one. That he had plans for someone, but that it
would take time, and that she would want him for who he
was.

How I envied her, whoever she
was!

But tonight he looked really good. He
had even bought new clothes. And there I was, thinking that we
would do what we usually did when our parents went out on their
date night together. Order a pizza and eat our respective halves in
our rooms.

His new jeans seemed to cling to his
tight, nineteen year old butt in a way I had never seen before, or
at least not appreciated, and his brand new black silk shirt was
pure male gigolo. It only served to accentuate the form and
hardness of his pecks and shoulders, gym fit without being over-
bulky – which he somehow pulled off without ever seeming to
exercise.

Unlike me. Filled with teenage
neurosis about my body, I jogged and I cycled and I lifted weights.
Sure I was tight, but was I fit enough?

For him? For any guy?

His black hair too, gelled and
immaculately rough, the kind of ‘just got out of bed’ look that men
like him spent an age perfecting. Even his half-a-day stubble,
which served as an underlining to his piercing blue eyes, the ones
that could spot a short trade in a bull market and make a killing,
was pure sexy guy cliché.

“What’s all this, Andy? Are you out on
a date? What about pizza night?” I was so disappointed that he was
dressed up. That we wouldn’t get our chance to fight and flirt and
talk about sex, as we loved to do usually when we were alone
together.

“Hey. Can’t I dress up for my buddy’s
sister?” he replied.

And my heart leapt

“So what about our pizza?” I asked
him

“Already taken care of” he replied,
confidently. He led me into the kitchen diner, where a bottle of
wine and two places were set. Then the doorbell rang, and the aroma
of my favourite pizza, tuna and olive, burst into the
room.

 


We dined and laughed, and drank wine
that must have cost him a week’s allowance. We talked about our
folks, about girl and boyfriends, about how we wanted to fuck but
hadn’t done yet. And when the evening wound up, and I had had far
too much wine, I sat with him in his living room and looked into
his eyes. The wood fire crackled in the grate, and I felt complete
and happy, and warm inside.

This was one hell of a seduction! I
had never been intimate with any man before. The guys I had been
out with had all tried to take things all the way with me, fumbling
in the back seats of cars and at the movies. So urgent.So
frantic.

Andy was behaving like he had all the
time in the world. Heck, we had talked the whole night through, and
he hadn’t even laid a finger on me. And yet it was very clear that
was where he wanted this to go.

And I did too!

He had me the moment I had met him,
that was the truth of it. I spent most nights imagining he was
mine, as I finger fucked myself to orgasm, softly whispering his
name as I came, careful to keep it down less my he hear me through
the paper-thin walls of our tiny place.

“So, all of this” I asked him, as we
sat on our enormous leather couch. “Was it really all for me, or
did your date bail on you at the last minute?”

He looked a little pensive, as though
wondering how to respond. I got the feeling that this was going to
be a heart on the line kind of response.

“It was all for you” he replied
simply. He seemed to want to elaborate, as though I wouldn’t
believe his answer.

I nodded silently. I knew this was all
for my benefit, I just wanted to hear it out loud.

Enjoyed hearing it even.

“So why?”

“Why?”

“Yes why? Everyone at college says you
are a hunk. Heck, I could probably get you laid right now, if I
texted one of my girlfriends”

He laughed. “I don’t want any of them.
I want someone I can really connect with. And that’s you. It’s
always been you.”

My stomach leaped, and I felt warm
inside from his words. “Does that make any sense to you at all?” he
finished.

I moved towards him as he spoke. When
he said the word “at all” I closed on him. I wanted to answer his
question with an action, rather than another answer. Truth was, he
had had me days ago. I already loved him, already wanted
him.

I pushed against his lips with mine. I
felt his hot, soft embrace. I heard him breath in, relieved to be
temporarily cut off, his words ringing in my ears. The warmth of
the room seemed to wrap my up like a soft duvet. I opened my mouth,
letting his tongue into mine, and reciprocating in turn, soft flesh
against flesh. Our kissing became deeper, and as we French kissed,
my body started to turn on, coming to life like a car with its
ignition turned, lighting up. My nipples hardened and my skin
tingled. He hadn’t even touched me yet, and I was burning with
desire for him. I moved towards him, so that our bodies, while not
touching yet, seemed to radiate an energy which bound them
together. I put my fingers on the side of his face, feeling the
stubble, as he opened and closed his mouth, kissing me hard and
long. Desire welled up in me, beginning to control my body, taking
over my senses.

I felt his hands start to stroke my
back as we kissed. I opened my legs slightly, the short denim skirt
riding up a little, my cool toned thighs slipping on the white
calf’s leather. Our kissing became more urgent now, soft pecks
giving way to harder embraces, tongues wrestling, and hands
beginning to wander.

I felt his touch now, stroking the
skin on my back and then around my shoulders, all over my neck,
soft and yet firm at the same time, fully in control. I ran my
fingers through his tousled hair, the heat from his scalp and a
slight wetness, perspiring as though he were working out. I allowed
myself a peek at him. His eyes were closed, lost in the moment. The
firelight danced and my vision blurred as I shut my eyelids again,
wanting to concentrate on his touch, he embrace, to let my senses
take over.

My nipples were so hard, and tingled
uncontrollably. It was almost not being touched in those places, at
least not yet, that made me so horny. Do you know what I
mean?

He started to kiss around my face,
alighting soft brushes of his lips on my cheeks, softly nuzzling my
chin, the top of my neck and my forehead. My eyes were tight shut
as his attentions rained down on me, and I savoured each and every
kiss from his soft red lips. I wasn’t just taking it, I allowed my
hands to drift over his hard body, feeling the shape and form of
his muscles, his chiselled chest under his silk shirt, and his
bulging thighs – a body builder’s body on someone who, as far as I
knew, hardly ever worked out.

Maybe he had more secrets for
me?

I closed in on him, opening up my
thighs and pulling my body on top of his, so that I was in a
cowgirl position, my thighs now fully exposed, my skirt riding up,
and his pants warm between my legs. I could feel the bulge within
them, knew that he must be hard for me, and loving it, as I was
becoming wet and ready for him. He held my waist in each hand, in a
firm yet gentle grip, and lifted my up slightly, so that his face
could nestle between my tits. I stroked his head as he kissed the
soft skin of my cups through my blouse, pushing his lips onto
little windows of naked flesh that peeked through the white cotton
and lace. I wanted to rip the thing off me, to shout at him “fuck
me already, Andy!” but I knew that this was a gourmet meal, a
banquet, and not a quick McDonalds. The kissing continued, each one
bringing a new sensation of arousal, each bringing my nipples
seemingly harder, and making me want him even more!

His hands were stroking my back,
playing with the strap of my bra. He made one expert twisting
movement of his fingers, and the two straps either side were loose.
I felt the support fall away from my pert titties, my nipples now
exposed, poking into the cotton. He sighed out, a kind of
triumphant breath of arousal and joy, and bit gently on the hard
pips, one by one.

I brought my hands down his muscular
arms, feeling the definition of his triceps as I moved. My fingers
interlocked with his, and we held hands tightly as he kissed and
nuzzled into my breasts. Then I drew my fingers onto the front of
his shirt, and started to lift the cool silk from out of his
pants.

His shirt slipped out from under his
belt with ease, and I went to work on each of his buttons. He leant
back slightly, enabling me to work on divesting him of his
clothing. The second shirt button, then a third, then a fourth all
gave way to me. I final button and his shirt was open, and his hard
and slightly tanned torso was mine. I allowed myself a glimpse at
his amazing upper body, before I dived on it, covering him in
kisses once more. He had incredible tone, an amazing strong but not
pumped physique. It was everything that any other man would want
after years and thousands of pounds of personal
training.

And it was all mine!

At least for the moment.

I kissed his upper arms, his
shoulders, showering him in loving kisses the way he had done with
me. Our mouths locked once more. This time our breathing was more
pronounced, the tastes between us more lustful. Sweat. Lust. Then I
moved down his upper body to each nipple, sucking and biting them
in turn, feeling him shake slightly as I worked him, and loving it
that I could turn him on so much.

As I worked him, he started to
unbutton my blouse, my buttons offering similarly scant resistance
to his attentions. He unbuttoned me from the bottom of my blouse
upwards, as I was blocking his more direct route by licking and
kissing his chest. It took him no time however to get the white
cotton apart, and I, like him, was bare chested.

He pushed me back slightly, taking in
the sight of my firm, youthful breasts, shining with my
perspiration in the soft, computer-controlled lighting of his
mansion. He smiled, a huge warm grin, and stroked each of my naked
cups in turn. Then he grabbed ahold of each tit, squeezing them,
and I interlocked my fingers with his once more, feeling the same
resistance to my firm flesh, squeezing them tighter, taking the
same thrill that he did. He pulled forwards and pushed my cups
together, kissing between them, and then licked each nipple in
turn, as I had done with him. He bit and sucked on my nips, coaxing
them to full erection, and sending electric shocks of ecstasy
whizzing around my body, lighting up my brain and sending my
already-wet pussy into overdrive.

I could feel the hardness of his cock
pushing against my sex flesh. My panties must have been soaking as
I rubbed myself against his cock. His brand new Levis must have
been ruined by my juices. I felt down between my legs, knowing how
wet I was but being turned on nonetheless by how ready I was for
him. Then I moved my fingers down a little more, so that they were
on his shaft. Even though he was clothed from the waist down, I
could still tell that this was a really big cock. Despite my
inexperience, I wanted to feel it between my legs, to experience my
first ever fuck with this amazing guy of mine. As he kissed my
tits, I started to open up his belt buckle.

The hard, patent leather gave way to
my insistent fumbling, and his zipper slid down silently. I made my
fingers into a cone shape, and dipped them inside the hole that I
had made. I met immediate, fleshy resistance from the hard shaft
that I had freed. His boxer shorts covered it, but the shape was
now much more apparent. I stroked him inside his pants, and outside
his underwear, feeling the stiffness of his huge member. His
breathing deepened, and he lay back, relinquishing his attentions
from my breasts in order to enjoy my jerking. His chest heaved as I
worked him.

I wanted more!

I wanted to taste him. To feel his
flesh.To
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