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THE FORBIDDEN BRAT AND THE OLDER MAN

April Flowers


This story is
entirely a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons either
living or dead is purely coincidental. No part of this book may be
published except with the express permission of the author. No
characters engaged in sexual activity are related by blood.




Was this a big cock?

I had no real way of knowing. It certainly looked like a very
big one, and the way he was grinning at me as my eyes widened and I
beheld that huge member, growing right in front of me, certainly
made it look like he was proud of it. I could only have assumed
that this was, indeed, one of the more massive examples of the male
member.

You see, I had no real frame of reference. Sure, I had seen
hard cocks in porn clips online, but they were always big. Weren’t
they?

I didn’t really have too much time to linger on how it
compared. I had more pressing things to think about.

For example, how I would fit it inside my tight, untouched
pussy!

I took a good, firm hold of it, feeling the warm, veiny stalk
throb in my slight fingers. I looked up at him. This older man.this
man of the house. A guy who I knew so well, and yet who was showing
me a side to himself that I had never imagined, and smiled. His
deep blue eyes shone back at me. He looked so content, so happy, so
horny! So far removed from the man who, at the breakfast or dinner
table, seemed weighed down by the worries of work and life. His
six-pack stomach heaved, and little droplets of sweat appears on
his taut skin. His strong thighs bulged, and his biceps shone. He
was all man, that was for sure, and I was flooded with an amazing
feeling of having grown up, of becoming a woman.

I looked down at the shaft that I held firmly in my right
hand. With my left a grabbed a good handful of ass cheek, and felt
the tight muscle. He had always had such a great butt, I had
thought that ever since I was old enough to appreciate the form of
a guy who takes really good care of himself. When he came back from
his morning jog, shorts tight and sweat on his brow, or when we
were in the garden or around the house, I knew what it was that
older women saw in him. I knew why they would sometimes come around
to our place for a coffee, or to drop off a home-made lasagne, to
strike up a conversation in the supermarket or when we were out and
about. Yes, he was vulnerable after his wife had died, even after
all this time. And yes, he was most definitely single. But they
weren’t were they? It was a desperate housewives cliché, a cougar
fantasy that he was in the middle of.

And as far as I knew, he hadn’t taken the bait. Not a single
one of them.

Did I dare allow myself to think that he was saving himself
for me?

His step?His last link to his wife?

I drew myself closer to it. I squeezed a little harder, and a
dew-drop of clear liquid emanated from the eye at the end. At the
time I thought I had made him cum, knowing now that this slippy pre
cum was just a pre-cursor, a starter before the main course. It
looked so good, so tasty, so natural. I closed my eyes and popped
out my tongue, letting some of that liquid coat the end of it. It
seemed to have very little taste. I held my tongue on the very tip
of him for a moment, so that I could get a good taste. A slightly
meaty aroma filled my nostrils. I opened up my mouth, letting the
bulbous end slip in between my lips. It seemed even bigger, even
wider than I had first thought. “your eyes are bigger than your
stomach” I might have been told when I was a little younger. Well I
was all grown up now, and I could handle this. I could do it! I let
him fill my mouth, my soft lips taking all of him in. I looked down
the length of his shaft. There was still so much of it to go, such
a lot of hard cock to get into my mouth, down my throat. I knew I
could do it, I had practiced, on bananas and cucumbers, rather than
on the real thing. And this was so much more real!

He ran his fingers through my long, blonde hair, my tresses
falling around my toned shoulders. He felt so strong, a
juxtaposition of the caring, responsible adult and the man who was
taking me. Willingly. Almost imperceptibly the action pulled my
head towards him, so that more of that shaft started to fill my
mouth, and push the end of his huge cock down to the back of my
throat. I shut my eyes, and breathed in audibly through my nose. I
fought to control my breathing, determined to sword swallow him. I
could do this, I knew I could.

I let myself relax, taking that warm sausage in. Further in.
Further. My breathing slowed and I relaxed, letting him fill me
completely. I felt so grown up, so complete. I heard him sigh out,
felt his breathing deepen. His cock throbbed inside my mouth.
Further back it went, so that the whole length now pushed to the
back of my throat and beyond, down my gullet. I could feel myself
getting wet, getting more and more turned on. I was so ready for
him. Despite my tightness, despite the fact that I had not known
another man, I wanted more than anything else to feel his huge cock
deep inside my pussy. He started to thrust it into me, pushing it
in to the hilt. I felt his balls against my chin, his soft plums. I
jerked my head back and forth, bearing down on him, my hair long
falling around his thighs. We were both naked, both of us way
beyond the point of no return, his cock deep in my mouth. Both of
his hands were on the sides of my head now, pulling me down onto
his cock and then up again, face fucking me. And I let him do
it.

I let his cock out of my mouth for a moment, savouring the
long stalk, seeing it glisten with my saliva. I kissed all around
the stalk, covering the long sausage with my spit. I gorged on his
stalk, then kissing up and around his thighs, then taking his balls
in my mouth, one by one. He moaned, not caring now who might hear
us or how bad we were being. Heck, no one would believe it anyway!
My legs were wide apart, spread-eagled on the bed, my engorged sex
flesh pushing onto the crisp white sheets. I humped the bed, dying
to feel him inside me, but knowing that we would take our time,
savour our sin. I slipped a hand under my body, feeling how hot I
was, feeling my tight body, my soft skin. I slipped it further,
down my stomach and then between my legs. I felt my flesh, my
sensitive lips and erect clit. I was covered in my juices, so ready
for him to fuck me. I let my finger slip inside myself. I was so
wet. I stroked myself as I kissed him all over.

He sat up slightly, taking his weight on his elbows. I looked
up into his eyes. His manly chest heaved, looking for all the world
like a model. Even with his salt and pepper grey hair, and the
worry lines around his eyes, he was still an amazing looking man.
No wonder I had wanted him for so long! I kissed up his body, his
cock against my chin and then slipping down as I moved upwards, so
that it scraped its hard length against my neck and then tits as I
kissed up his chest. I lingered on his nipples, teasing them,
tweaking them with my tongue, one after the other. They hardened in
my mouth, and his body shivered, orchestrating with the moans of
ecstasy. I kissed around his neck, one day stubble pricking against
my soft, youthful lips. I let my hand wander back down his body,
down his stomach once more, and then connecting with his hard cock.
I kissed all around his face as I softly jerked his cock, slowly up
and down, feeling him throb, seemingly able to get harder and
harder in my grasp.

Our lips connected. My eyes were closed, and I opened up my
mouth once more, feeling his hot breath. This time he seemed to
want to gorge on me, his tongue frantically working the inside of
my mouth. The taste of his cock was in my mouth, and he greedily
lapped it up. Our tongues wrestled together.

His hands now began to explore my naked form. His fingers
lightly on my face, stroking my cheeks, then downwards onto my
neck. I felt so frail in his strong hands, like a little bird,
totally trusting him. Our mouths were still locked together as he
began to stroke my back and shoulders. His hands moved up and down
my forearms, and then down onto my back. He grabbed my ass cheeks,
as I had done with his, stroking them, parting my legs slightly,
his fingers beginning to dip between them, getting wet with the
juices between my legs. I felt him slip into me, opening me up and
then falling out of my pussy again. I am not shaved. Instead a
downy covering of pubic hair covers me. I felt him sigh, turned on
by my youthful body and tight pussy.

I rubbed my body against his, pushing my ass up and down
against his fingers so that he was fingering me. Hard. I started to
moan, feeling turned on, the waves of heaven welling up inside me,
crashing on the shore. My body shook. We were both moaning now.
Both so amazingly turned on, ready for the inevitable fucking, but
fearing it too, knowing that we couldn’t go back.

“Let me eat you” he whispered to me, breaking away from our
embrace for a second to get those words out. I rolled off him, and
he was on top of me in an instant. He showered kisses all over my
neck, each little peck sending an electric shock of emotion up and
down my body. His attentions next turned to my breasts. I looked at
the top of his head, his hair becoming wet with his sweat, the
exertions of our love making. I felt his strong shoulders, muscles
bulging, as he continued his journey down and around my young body.
My nipples hardened to his touch, each one in turn the attention of
his lips. He was expert at turning me on with his mouth. Each brush
with his lips, each kiss on them sending me into a shiver of
delight. Then he nibbled on each in turn, giving me a little burst
of pain as well as pleasure. Senses heightened.

My tight stomach heaved to his passionate embraces. His tongue
worked my belly button. My thighs were wide apart, awaiting his
attentions. I was so turned on now, so wet.

He started to kiss my inner thighs. This time he was humping
the bed, his hard cock pushing into the sheets. I could look down
his body, see his butt cheeks clenching and heaving. I couldn’t
wait to get him inside of me, to feel him throb in my untouched
pussy, to take him right up to the hilt.

Now his attentions moved to my pink flower. He kissed around
the soft petals, gently nuzzling into them, working around my clit,
teasing it. I melted to his soft advances, feeling completely in
his power with every soft touch. He licked around my sex flesh,
licking shapes, around and up and down, lapping me up and then
working around my clit once more. I could feel myself getting so
wet now, my whole pussy seeming to throb for him. His finger joined
his tongue, working up and down my wet slit, soft attentions. He
pushed his single digit up inside me, all the while lapping up my
pussy lips. He started to push his finger deeper inside me. I could
feel myself open up for him, hear the light liquid noises of my
open, gasping pussy. He pushed his finger up and then back, finger
banging me. I opened up my thighs further, lay back and let him
fuck me. Back and forth he worked me, jack hammering. My body
heaved and my vision blurred. I felt as though my whole body would
explode. Could feel myself welling up with joy.Then his mouth
worked the insides of my thighs once again, kissing and nuzzling
them, his finger still stroking up inside him.

I was in the hands of a magician. An older man who knew
exactly what to do with a young woman’s body like mine. He turned
his finger over and upwards, so that he was forming a
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