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Every girl has to have a first time,
right?

Well, when you are a beautiful young
girl like Grace, you get to have TWO first times. There’s your
absolute first time, the time when a teen guy thrusts his hard cock
into your tight little pussy. Wow, that was one first time! Then
there’s your first older man!

Her first older man. She knew she
would never beat that. So tender, so loving, so in touch with
another woman’s body.

They say when you have black you can’t
go back. Well, this first time got her hooked for life.

On an older man’s meat!

 


*

 


She was not the kind of good teen girl
who does this kind of thing. Not normally anyway. It’s really not
her style. It was just that, when she first met him, he was so
fucking horny for an older guy!

Grace stood on his doorstep, her dark
curly hair dripping and frizzing from the sub-tropical torrent of
rain that had just hit her on the walk from the bus stop to the
house. Her white T-shirt was almost completely see-through, and her
long, dark, lithe thighs were glistening from the droplets. She
shivered as she stood there, illuminated by the porch light of this
impressive mansion.

The door opened and Grace immediately
felt a warm glow, not so much from the heat and soft illuminations
from inside, but from the hearty, kind smile that greeted her. It
was the husband. The kind looking older man who would soon be
taking her to heaven and back, his thick cock deep inside her
tight, shaved pussy, thrusting into her as she tries not to scream
and moan in unspeakable ecstasy.

He was a really, really good looking
man! she thought it’s called a DILF. A
dad-I’d-like-to-fuck.

Whatever is was, he certainly brought
out all of her most basic, feminine desires.

He was a shade taller than average,
maybe five foot 10 or so. Not a giant but no midget either. And he
oozed presence that made him seem ten foot tall. His steely grey
eyes sparkled, and his smile never left the corners of his mouth.
He had that designer stubble look, the kind that made you wonder if
he worked on it, using a special razor, special moisturisers, or
did he just get up in the morning and already look perfect? His
white shirt seemed to cling to the muscles in his arms, and when he
turned to walk her through to the kitchen, where the smell of fresh
coffee fought for the attention of her senses with the busy noises
of a household, Grace stole a long look at his perfect buns and
sighed in desire to herself!

The skinny bitch who was lucky enough
to be married to this hunk of a man stood at the oak and granite
range in the middle of a kitchen that was bigger than her apartment
and smiled at her.

“Oh, I am sure you smile
like that every day, you lucky white bitch!” Grace thought to
herself, as she smiled insincerely back at her.

“Hi there!” she said to
her, with an urban blonde MILF housewife voice that was all Valley
Girl. “Welcome to their home. Grace, isn’t it?”

“That’s right Ma’am” Grace
replied, over-emphasising her servility. Grace almost wanted to put
the word ‘boss’ in there, as though she had just come off the
cotton fields, but she didn’t. Besides, they were being so nice to
her, and it wasn’t her fault that she wanted to fuck her husband,
now was it?

“Well why don’t you come
on in, make yourself at home?”

Damn it! She was so fucking nice!
Grace would bet these two fucked every night. She bet she was dirty
as hell and he fucking loved it. Oh well, maybe this would just be
a nice quiet babysitting job after all?

As the wife started explaining to her
about the refrigerator, where to find snacks, what to do if baby
woke up (although she never does), and contact numbers for the
restaurant, her blue eyed husband stared at her with a kind of
‘fuck me now’ smile, nodding in agreement, and occasionally giving
her an imperceptible secret wink.

Twenty minutes later and the door
closed, and Grace was alone with her thoughts, a big TV, and a
whole house to explore…

 


*

 


Well Grace just had to look in the
big, marital bedroom now didn’t she?

It was a room that would have looked
more at home in a catalogue. Something along the lines of ‘why rich
people have better lives than you’. It was dressed in a way that
made her wonder if they expected her to come snooping around. Not
one of the hand-embroidered cushions was out of place. The walk-in
wardrobe was arranged in an almost military order, with even her
hundred plus pairs of shoes lined out like toy soldiers, in color
order, matching the couture that hung above it. Either these guys
had an army of cleaners, or they were orderly to the point of
Obsessive Compulsive Disorder.

There HAD to be something though
didn’t there? After all, no one is THAT perfect?

Grace sat down on the bed,
appreciating the expensive coolness of the fine cotton covers, and
opened up the nightstand drawer.

BINGO! There is sat. A huge, black
dildo! It was a big fucker alright! It shone in the lamplight, a
proud bulbous end atop a long, ridged shaft. There is a trend now
for rabbits and wands and bullets, toys designed to titillate and
stimulate, gently rubbing the clit to orgasm. This was definitely
NOT one of those. Here was a woman who clearly liked to be fucked.
Shafted. Polled. Very long and very hard. Grace could relate, she
loved that too!

Grace looked at the bedside clock.
They weren’t due home for a good two hours, and there was nothing
on the TV. And after all, as she had left the house she had very
clearly heard her say “help yourself to anything you fancy”. Well,
right now she fancied a long hard fucking!

She lay back on the pillows for a
while, the drawer open next to her, her new best friend laid out
beside her on the duvet cover. Would she dare do this? she felt so
horny. The forbidden nature, the danger of this situation messing
with her mind. She lifted up her skirt, still a little damp from
the soaking she had earlier on the rainy walk to the house, and
opened up her legs. Her panties were damp too, not with rain but
from the anticipation. There was no need to feel between her legs,
Grace was wet and she knew it. She picked up the dildo, and started
to run it up and down her thighs. The cold, hard plastic made her
shiver slightly. She caressed herself, as one might a massager.
Long, slow strokes up and down her body. Her nipples were becoming
hard, poking out through the tight white T-shirt. She wound the
hard end around her pips, feeling the energy shoot from the
sensitive bullets up and down her spine, bringing joy to her brain
as well as her clit. She brought the latex cock up to her face,
closing her eyes, breathing in the scent of it, rolling it around
her cheeks, her eyes and then her lips. She licked the end, rolling
her tongue around its shape, up and down the shaft, getting it
slippy with her saliva. It brought back memories, of her first
boyfriend.

Ok her only boyfriend.

A young man called Gary. Muscular,
sweet, naïve, big cocked Gary. It had been the first time for both
of them.

And if she remembered rightly, his
cock was about as big as this one she held in her hand
now.

She parted her lips a little, so that
she was kissing the shaft on its journey, imagining it was HIS cock
that she was embracing, feeling him throb for her, feeling his hard
body against hers. Letting him take her.

Grace let her hand fall between her
legs, so that her fingers rested on her panties. She was soaked
through. Dripping. Her pussy felt alive, tingling. She pulled the
soft white cotton to one side and exploring her hole. Her lips were
engorged, puffy with the blood now coursing through her body,
awakening her sexual feelings. Her clit was electric to the touch,
wanting nothing more than to feel the hard fucking sensation she
was about to bestow on it. She let her finger trace soft shapes
around her wet slit, drawing it up and down her sex flesh, getting
coated in her sweet silky quim. She pulled up her T-shirt, and
pulled on her nipple, hard. The sensations filled her body. She
needed a fuck so much!

Now her lips opened up, and she let
the dildo fall into her mouth. Sucking hard on the huge member, she
took it all in, pulling it to the back of her throat. It slipped
in, all the way, a party piece she had learned with her first
boyfriend. She wondered if HE would like that too. The hard cock
was all the way down her gullet, sword swallowed. Oh yes, he would
definitely LOVE this.

Grace stuffed her middle finger deep
into her hole. Her pussy felt so tight, despite being lubricated by
her desire. She wanted him. She wanted him to taste her, to feel
how good she was, so much tighter than his older white bitch wife.
She finger banged herself, letting her brain drift away, thinking
about the cock in her mouth, and wondering about having another in
her pussy. Was that something she might try one day?

Grace drew the dildo out of her mouth
now, and back down her stomach, circling her inner thighs for a
moment before winding around her lips. She twisted the base, and it
shook to life. New batteries no doubt, or always on charge perhaps,
as essential to the modern American woman as her iphone. She traced
circles around her clit, the shaking of the dildo firing electric
shocks to her brain. She didn’t need to watch, she knew where this
was going. She closed her eyes, her head swimming with lust. The
smell of her perfume hit her nostrils, and a more manly scent. Her
senses were filled, and she turned the dildo around, held it for a
moment against her moist lips, and plunged it inside
her.

Fuck! This felt so good. OK so it
wasn’t her first. She had had cock before. Well ok, one cock, her
boyfriend’s. And to be honest although he was a very big guy, he
was so nervous that he had barely gotten it inside her. So you
could say that there was a bit of growing room in there. What was
it Madonna had said? “Touched for the very first time?” Well that
was exactly how she felt! Grace breathed in, anticipating the
slight pain that came with the hard penetration that was the key to
her joy. Fuck it felt so good as the shaft journeyed its way inside
her. She felt the ridges, the veins, so realistic. She wondered
whether SHE liked it too. She wondered if she stuffed it inside her
when her husband was away, or whether they played with it together.
It was such an intriguing idea! Did she take it in the ass hole
while he fucked her in the pink? Did he maybe put it up that brown,
forbidden sphincter? She could only imagine.

And imagine she indeed did. She lay
back, her eyes closed, images of that couple swimming in her head,
thinking about the ecstasy they might give each other, and her
place in that menage. Perhaps she would be the third invitee? Would
she fuck her with that big black dildo while she sucked his
cock?

Her thrusting became harder, pushing
it back and forth. The sound of her own wet pussy filled her ears.
Grace was close now. It was like a pounding waterfall. An
unstoppable force.

Her thoughts turned once more. Perhaps
he didn’t know about it? Was that possible? It hadn’t been hard to
find, but couples have so many secrets. She may have left it there,
wondering whether she would do exactly what she was doing now.
Discovering it so that Grace could fuck herself with it. She licked
her lips at the delicious prospect. Perhaps she wanted
her?

Or…

Maybe she wanted a big black man?
Maybe that was why she had a big black dildo? Had she gone black?
Did she have a chocolate lover, unknown to her husband?

Yes! That was it! She was carrying on
with a huge cocked black stud! She was being fucked whenever she
wanted. A dark ‘friend with benefits’, and when he found out, that
cute husband of hers would seek out the perfect revenge. A revenge
fuck with the first black woman he saw.

Her!

Grace squeezed her eyes shut, and her
thighs together, swallowing that whole dildo in her tight hole as
she came.

Fuck it was a big one! Big and long.
She shook, trying to keep the noise down, trying to keep the sounds
of her multiple orgasm from waking the sleeping resident next door.
She bit hard on the luxurious pillow and rode the feeling, enjoying
the continuous crescendos of orgasm, slowing the dildo down,
letting it synchronize with her bucking, thrusting body.

It was exhausting!

Lying there in her afterglow, she fell
fast asleep.
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T

he next sound Grace heard was a high
powered, luxury Mercedes coupe pulling in on the crunchy gravel
driveway below her window.

As she leapt up out of the bed,
straightening the covers and putting the contraband plastic cock
back in the drawer, the porch light illuminated and the front door
clicked open. High heels clicked on the wooden floor and a sound of
kissing from downstairs. She had clearly had way too much to
drink!

She silently opened up the bedroom
door, and was almost on the stairs when she heard a drunken voice
calling her.

“Grace . Grace ? Are you
there? Is everything ok?”

Grace took a look down at herself,
sure that her demeanour might give her night’s activities away. It
was stupid really. After all, who would think that their babysitter
had discovered, and then had fucked herself, with a secret
dildo?

“Hi you guys” Grace called
back. “I was just checking on the baby. She is fast asleep, bless
her”

Grace heard a little chuckle, and a
slap, as though a pert behind was being teased. She took that as an
answer that everything was ok.

Grace padded downstairs, beholding the
sight of her bitch employer, more drunk than she should have been,
Her high heels were in one hand, and the other arm was around her
cute husband’s shoulders, more for support than for
affection.

“Hey Grace , everything
ok?” whispered the husband. Man he looked so cute! After all,
really really amazing. He had a sort of long-suffering look on his
face. A kind of ‘she does this all the time’ expression that made
her want to scoop him up in her arms. Really good looking men do
that to you don’t they? They have a masculine vulnerability that
you just can’t resist.

“Sure sir, everything is
good”

“Sure sir, everything is
good” mimicked the drunk wife on his arm, in a not completely
respectful way. “Why don’t you pay her so we can go upstairs and
fuck?”

Mr Perfect’s eyes rolled, and Grace
felt such a pang of sympathy for him.

“Why don’t you go
upstairs, I won’t be long” he said to his wife.

They both watched her stagger up the
stairs, taking off her clothes as she ascended, in a manner that
she no doubt thought was sexy, but that he clearly thought was
highly demeaning.

“Listen, Grace ” he said,
when the bedroom door had clicked shut, and the loud flopping noise
indicated that she had passed out on the bed, “you can call me
Richard, ok?”

“Sure thing Richard. I
will just get my money from you, and I will be on my
way”

Richard reached for his wallet and
pulled out some twenties. He paused for a moment, looking at her,
his mind seemingly racing with thoughts of his own

“Do you see how she treats
me?” He asked. It was a rhetorical question. Of course she had seen
it

“Yeah I did, and believe
me, if I were yours, I wouldn’t treat you like that
Richard”

Grace let the sentence hang in the
air, fully aware of how charged it was, how it could be taken in so
many ways, from ‘I hear you’ to ‘I want you’

They paused. Too long. Then he
said

“Well, you had better come
and get your money”

Grace moved towards him, slowly. There
were only a couple of steps between them, but she made sure that
walk was the sexiest it could be. Her proud wide hips swung, and
her bra-less tits were pert and proud. She closed the distance, so
that they were almost together, perhaps a credit card’s width
between them. She made a pantomime of lifting her hand up, brushing
his upper thigh, towards his wallet and the dollar bills peaking
out. She lifted up her head, so that she looked at him, doe-eyed,
from under her eye lashes. She heard him breathing, saw his chest
rise and fall, and drank in the heady scent of a man, that same
smell that had brought her to orgasm on his bed. She put her
fingers on the money, but she didn’t pull them away. The tension
between them was electric, perfect. She was very conscious of her
own breathing. Long, slow inhalations that matched his. She felt
the pressure of his fingertips at the top of her hip bone, showing
that he almost had his hand around her. He pulled slightly, so that
the gap between them was closed, and their lips so close that she
could taste him. He started to speak. She put her index finger to
his lips. He opened his mouth, and she slipped her finger in. He
started to suck on her finger, in the way she would willingly suck
his cock. It was so sensual. So sexy. They had hardly spoken and
yet at this moment she would have run away with him, started a new
life, far from here. She felt her nipples harden, and her pussy
begin to well up once more with juice. She pulled her finger away
from him, drawing it down his body, tracing a wet trail on his
white silk shirt.

Grace reached her head up, and planted
a huge kiss on his perfect lips. They connected with an energy that
is hard to describe. It covered everything. Every sense. He felt
like he was her whole world, like she was destined for this. Their
tongues darted in and out of their mouths, tasting each other. His
sound of breathing filled her brain. They pushed their bodies
together, so that her tits were squashed against him. He pulled his
hand around her waist, pulling her to him, and she felt his
hardening cock push into her. His hand moved down her skirt, so
that he could grab a handful of her ass. His other hand moved onto
her tit, proud and pert. His thumb expertly began to circle her
nipple, letting it become fully erect, sending electric shocks to
her brain. She melted into him.

Grace pulled away from him slightly,
squashing his hand onto her breast with her own, fingers
interlocked.

“What about your wife?”
Grace asked

“Oh, she is out for the
night now, as long as we are quiet. When she drinks there was no
waking her”

This was clearly a pattern for her. He
was playing the long-suffering husband very well!

“But what about that fuck
she promised you?” Grace said, a playful, pretend-jealous smile
playing on her lips.

“Well. I don’t think she
is any position to do anything about that, do you?”

Grace pretended to think for a moment,
looking up to her right, and putting her finger in her
mouth.

“Well, just because she
isn’t getting fucked tonight, doesn’t mean you don’t have to go
without, now does it?”

He smiled at her, and then took hold
of her hand, turning her around in one movement and starting to
step up the stairs. As they walked up the wooden staircase he
turned to her and smiling, put his fingers to his lips.
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The door to the spare room clicked
open noiselessly, and they moved on tip toes into the large, empty
room. Moonlight streamed through the thin drapes, and illuminated a
made up double bed.

“I sometimes sleep in here
when she has been drinking, or if we have had a fight” Richard
whispered to her

Grace smiled at him, and pushed her
lips onto his once more. They embraced, a long slow French kiss
filled with lust. She felt his fingers in her hair, massaging her
scalp, pulling slightly to give her a feeling of mild pain that
only enhanced the pleasure she was feeling. His hand moved down her
body, lingering once more on her pert breasts, and then further
down to her stomach. He traced shapes around her belly button. Soft
effleurage to awaken her senses. Her stomach shivered, and goose
bumps stood up all over her. He lifted up her T-shirt, so that he
could connect with her bare flesh. She took his hand, wanting to
lead him, showing him that she was enough of a woman to know that
she needed him to fuck her. She drew him down her stomach, onto her
upper thighs, and with one movement that lifted her skirt up and
introduced him to her throbbing sex flesh, pushed his hand onto her
dripping pussy.

Yes, she had her panties on, but she
was so wet that they were almost no coverage at all. His fingers
slipped around the sodden fabric, connecting with her lips, winding
around her erect clit and her opening slit. He pushed his finger in
a small, light circle around her sex. She melted to his touch. She
kissed him again, further towards him, letting his tongue dart in
and out of her tongue. Fuck, she hoped that he would eat her out
with that same long tongue!

His finger was inside her now, pushing
up against the tight walls. Grace could feel herself covering his
hand in her slippy juices. He started to thrust, pushing his digit
up inside her, a fucking motion that was a starter for the shafting
that she was sure was coming her way. She opened her legs, giving
him the angle he needed to get right up inside her.

Then a new wave of orgasmic joy filled
her. He had curled his finger around so that he was rubbing the
front of her vaginal wall! Her g-spot! Fuck, she had never
experienced this before! He rubbed and caressed that most secret of
places. Her knees shook, and her head swam. She felt as though she
would buckle, as though she would simply cover him in all of her
juices. The kissing kept up its frantic pace, and their breathing
deepened as they both turned on. She came like a train!

He pulled his finger out of her when
he had worked his magic, and pulled it up to their lips. They
greedily licked the juices, getting a taste of her pussy. So he was
dirty as well? Well, so was she!

Grace dropped down his body, lingering
on his shirt, ripping it open with a popping sound, buttons
rattling on the oak floor as they landed. She stood for a moment in
awe of his body. For a middle aged man he was in amazing shape.
Perfectly formed pec muscles, bulging biceps, and a clear six pack.
A perfect man with a body that most twenty year old would die for.
She connected her lips around his nipples, sucking and licking,
slathering over them in fact. Then she bit his pips, and dropped
her hand down to his crotch, to feel a fully erect cock in his
pants.

And her God, he was definitely one big
guy! Fully hard and fully erect, he had to be eight inches, did he?
That was certainly how it felt to her. Fuck she wanted it, inside
her.

She jerked on his groin with a
grabbing motion, hard and insistent. He breathed hard, his six pack
rising and falling under her shower of kisses. His belt was removed
in a matter of seconds, her nimble fingers doing the same work to
his fly, and then his pants were around his ankles. His white
boxers were misshapen, not hiding the huge erection, the pan handle
in his groin. She grabbed hold of his waistband, and as she dropped
down to her knees, pushed it down to join his pants.

Well! she certainly liked her huge
cocks didn’t she? He was a very very big man! His lovely, hard cock
was in front of her eyes. It was thick and warm, and the end
glistened with the pre cum that showed how horny he was, how turned
on he clearly was.

Grace took him in her mouth, not
lingering to kiss up and down his shaft as she might have done had
she not been so amazingly turned on. He went right to the back of
her throat with a sigh. It felt so good, having a real man’s
throbbing erection filling her mouth. She pulled it in as far as it
would go, his balls almost buffering up against her chin. She sword
swallowed him, and she loved it!

Then Grace let him come out of her
mouth, taking just the tip inside her warm wet mouth, jerking the
thick shaft with her hand. He sighed, and she gasped, loving that
she was turning him on so much. His hands were on her head, fingers
running through her hair, and his hips thrusting his cock into her
mouth. She let it happen, face fucking her. Fuck he felt so good.
Her legs were open. She slipped her hand down between them, to feel
her turned-on pussy. She was so wet. So ready to be taken to heaven
and back by her man and his huge, perfect cock.

Grace stood up. His turn now to taste
himself. A huge, tongue kiss, letting him experience the musty,
meaty taste that she had so enjoyed.

Their bodies pressed together once
more, his hard cock pushing against her. She needed this now. She
couldn’t wait any more.

Grace lifted herself up to his face,
and turned his head so that she could whisper softly in his
ear.

“Why don’t you fuck me
now”

In the same movement she let herself
fall back onto the bed. The duvet billowed up around her body.
Immediately she was pressed down by Richard, their naked bodies
together, hot skin on skin, hard cock on wet pussy. She wrapped her
arms around his back, as though if she didn’t he would somehow get
away from her, despite the rock hard evidence currently pushing
itself against her wet sex. He kissed downwards, hard, onto her
neck. Long kisses on her soft dark skin, burrowing in. She put her
hand between them, feeling once again his tanned washboard stomach,
down further to his weapon. She held it in her hand, feeling the
shape of him, and then as he pulled up, taking his weight on his
muscular arms, she felt his ball sack with her other hand. She
squashed his heavenly plums in her fingers and opened up her legs
wide. She pulled on his shaft, wanted him to fuck her with it,
impatient to get him inside her, as though there was some kind of
use by date on his cock.

She pulled him onto her lips, so that
he rested there. Then, with an extra push of her thighs wide, she
let him thrust downwards.

He broke into her almost immediately.
She felt him dive down inside her pussy, filling the walls. She
felt full of his big older man’s cock, completely full up. It was
such a heavenly sensation. Fuck he felt so good!

Grace scratched his back, not caring
if she might see. She was so turned on, so close to cumming now. He
thrust his hips forwards, fucking the very breath from her body,
with his massive cock. His balls swung against her, banging on her
ass, and he picked up the momentum.

In and out he fucked her. The liquid
sound of hard cock in very wet pussy filled the air. There would be
no denying this one if she somehow sobered up and came to see what
the noise was. Fuck it, neither of them could care less! His
muscular ass cheeks squeezed together as he thrust, and she grabbed
a handful of ass cheek, feeling his perfect body in complete unison
with hers.

But she wanted more. She had some
moves too! She pushed him up and squirmed her way out from under
him. He was on his back now, the smile never leaving his face. Fuck
he looked so sexy. The vulnerable look had returned. And on his
stomach, his hard wet cock, glistening with her pussy juice,
twitched and played for her like an exotic dancer putting on a
floor show.

Grace kissed him firmly on the lips,
tasting his exquisite breath, the sex in both of their mouths.
Their breathing was heavy now, as though they were both readying
themselves for a hard fucking to come. Grace kissed his neck, her
hot lips planted on the flesh, and then moved down, tongue winding
around his nipple, further down, the sweaty six pack of his
stomach, and then down to his shining, perfect cock. She picked up
the shaft, planting endless kisses on it as she moved her hips
around into position. Then she pulled her body around, his cock
deep in her mouth, so that she was sitting on his face. A classic
sixty nine position, a soixante-neuf. She pushed her hips
downwards, so that her pussy lips spread on his, and his tongue was
able to snake its way up inside her. Oh what deep joy was this!
They moaned softly as they pleasured each other, oral taking over
from genital, tasting their sex flesh, the sordid smell, the meaty
taste. She gorged on him as he did her, a banquet of sex. She
kissed underneath his cock now, licking and softly pecking on his
ball sack, and then further under, to his perineum, watching his
balls rotate as she kissed and delved and dug into the bundle of
nerves in between his thighs. Then further, to his naughty, tight
sphincter. She kissed his ring, feeling the tightness of his hole,
her tongue up inside him, penetrating him now, the way he was with
her. Tongues in holes, the way it was meant to be.

Grace softly licked and suckled on the
flesh between his thighs. Then kissed his muscular legs, moving
downwards, keeping the pressure on him, her pussy flesh still
pushed down onto his mouth, showing him that she didn’t want him to
let up. He did as he was told. He was a good, well trained guy. His
tongue darted in and out of her, and she welled up with juice for
him to taste, like a fine dessert wine.

Then Grace moved down and around, so
that she was lying on top of him. Her legs parted, and the end of
his cock found its way very naturally onto her open lips. She
wanted him inside her, as much as she wanted to gorge on his
tastes. Their tongues entwined and their lips locked, tasting
themselves on each other. As the kissing deepened, so did his cock
as it pushed once more inside her tight, wet pussy. She pushed her
body down until it could go no further in. It was locked, deep,
deep inside her. She felt him throb and twitch inside her. She held
it there for a moment, gasping in his ear, barely able to contain
herself any longer.

Fuck he felt even bigger from that
angle than he had when he was fucking her! she could feel the next,
final wave of orgasmic delight about to hit her shores. She was
sure he was cumming too. She pushed herself back and forth on top
of him, picking up some speed now. The bed board hit the wall with
a noise that she felt was sure to awaken his sleeping wife next
door. Not a bit of it. He picked up speed, pushing her hips
downwards onto his cock, both of them gasping and crying out. His
hands were firmly on her breasts as she rose up and down, her back
sweaty, droplets dripping down from her skin. His eyes shone with
lust and desire. Fuck this was it! She was cumming, and so was
he!

“Fuck yes! Fuck yes that’s
so good!” Grace cried out, as his cock rammed into her g-spot, and
she felt the wave of relief and delight crash over her. She shook
on top of his deeply inserted cock, and as she did she felt him
twitch, and the inside of her pussy was coated with his hot white
cum.

He shot it up inside her. Six, seven,
eight rounds from his flesh rifle, shooting up inside her. She
squeezed his shaft, milking him with her pussy, making sure that
every single bit of his hot milk was up in her.

Grace collapsed down on him, hardly
able to breath, unable to speak. She was completely spent. She felt
his fingers softly caressing her back, knowing that she never, ever
wanted to leave. Knowing that this was where she wanted to be
always, lying on top of him, the steam rising between their hot and
exhausted bodies, his cock gradually softening in her pussy, and
his cream pie leaking out of her and dripping down onto them
both.

 


*

 


Well, good things must come to an end
she supposed. As they lay there, locked together, they both heard a
muffled crash from next door, like a heavy body being dumped on the
floor. His wife had half stepped, half fallen out of bed, and was
reaching around for the door to her en-suite bathroom, no doubt in
order to find some water and a paracetamol to take away the worst
effects of the hangover that was no doubt starting.

Grace looked at the bedside clock. It
was four AM. They had been fucking for over three hours!

Grace looked at him, straight in the
eyes, wondering what he might say to her.

“Well Richard” Grace said,
to break the silence “are you going to take me home
now?”

“What if I didn’t? What if
this was your home?” he asked

“Richard, don’t” Grace
replied, feeling her hopes rise, but knowing what an impossible
dream it was

“Stay here. Stay with me.
Then when she sobers up I can explain that I don’t want her any
more. She will leave and then we can be together.
Always”

Grace looked at him, and then pinched
herself, trying to understand if he was being serious or
not..

 


*

 



Epilogue

 


“Come on Richard, we are
going to be late!” Grace shouted up the stairs. She didn’t want to
come over as a nag, but this was their first real date night since
the birth of their first child, a lovely little girl they named
Bella

“Ok I am coming” shouted
Richard. She could swear that he spent longer on his looks than she
did

The doorbell sounded. She looked
around their big, beautiful house. She listened for noises of the
baby crying, in two minds whether they should even go out at all.
No, it had been three hard years, and they deserved a little r and
r.

“Get that would you Grace
?!” shouted Richard from the bathroom. “It will be the
babysitter”
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"Who the hell is this?"

"Jude, that's no way to greet your new
brother now is it?"

This was all happening way, way too
fast! Mom and I had been going along, quite happily as a single
parent family. We weren't rich. We weren't even comfortable. In
fact we were pretty damn poor.

We were living in a two room
apartment, more a bedsit really. Bedroom for me. Sofa bed for Mom,
kitchenette. Shared bathroom. We couldn't get much
lower.

Mom would go out at odd times of day
to earn our miserable living. She came home smelling of men. Cheap
cigarettes. Sweat. Bourbon. She would collapse onto her sofa bed
and I would sometimes hear her sobbing. I used to jam the pillow
over my head to try and block it out. A big part of me felt that it
was my fault. It wasn't of course. You make your own choices in
life. And Mom was adamant. I was to finish college and maybe
University. I had to get a good degree, a good job, and get the
hell out of the life my Mom was making for herself.

Sometimes, my Mom would come in, take
a hot, miserable shower, and pour herself two fingers of the hard
stuff. I would hear the ice clink in the tumbler, and the TV would
spark up. Those nights I knew that she was ok. I knew that whoever
she had ended up blowing in some carlot, or fucking in a cheap, by
the hour motel room, at least he had been decent enough not to slap
her around. These guys at least didn't feel the need to take out
their guilt on her.

When that happened, I would get up and
shuffle out of my tiny bedroom, and see my Mom's face lit up by the
blue light of the TV. I would snuggle up next to her and watch some
trash. We would fall asleep together, my head nuzzled against her
chest, where only an hour before some lowlife, no doubt with a wife
and kids at home, had bitten and flicked her nipple in a vain
attempt to get my Mom aroused.

Everything changed when Mom met Peter
Newhouse. He was different. He seemed to want to stay around. I
have no idea how Mom met him. In my crueler moments I imagined that
he had come across my Mom the same way all her other 'men friends'
met her. He had noticed her stalking the hotel lobby in her too
short skirt. Maybe she had drifted towards him. A lone male away on
business. Down in the hotel bar for a nightcap after a late
business meeting. Texting his wife 'I love you honey, kiss the kids
for me x'. A couple of bourbons. Too far from home. Too lonely. Too
horny.

It would start quite
normally.

'Wanna buy me a drink?'

'What are you doing out here on your
own?'

'Nice guy like you', then..

'Need some company hon?'

Things would turn business then.
Straight fuck is 100 bucks. Cum on my tits, extra 20. Yeah I do
anal but it's 200. Blowjob, you get that free because I like you.
No kisses.

Well however she met him, Mom had
chosen a guy with money. And class, I had to give him that. He was
a broker or some such. His apartment was huge! Art on the walls,
not chipped plaster. An elevator that worked! A carpetted lobby.
This was such luxury to us that when he took us there, we thought
that we were dreaming.

That night, the first night in Mr
Money's place, my Mom practically screamed the roof off!

'God yes! Do me Pete! Fuck me! Harder!
Ohh God that's soooo good!'

I had no idea if Mom was faking it, or
if this was real passion. Maybe his cock was THAT big. Maybe all
the things she was screaming were true. I don't think Mom knew the
difference anymore.

A few days later, I found out what all
the fuss was about.

We had practically moved in to Pete's
apartment. Mom had only been seeing him for around a week. Every
night they had fucked, and I had lain in my expansive 'guest'
bedroom, bigger than our whole place, listening to the theatrical
orgasms. I had lain on my side, the soft lighting matching my mood,
and put my hand between my legs. I explored myself. I opened up my
sweet flower, rubbing those petals and feeling the nectar well up
inside me. I wanted that cock, I knew that now, and as he stroked
my Mom's pussy I matched him, stroke for stroke. I drove my fingers
inside myself as he drove his swollen, engorged head into Mom's
cunt. As she drew closer to cumming, so did I. When he shot his
warm sticky milk inside her, I came too. Like a train

Of course, I wanted cock. I was 19
years old, but I had heeded my Mom's lessons well. "Don't give up
the goods" she would say, as I stepped out to a prom night or a
date at the movies. Well, now I ached for a man's member. And just
next door, if I was to believe the endorsements, there was a real
man.

So, Mom got a boyfriend. I got a
brother. It didn't seem fair somehow

Well, when your new brother is the
younger, sexier version of his Dad, it's the only way to great your
new brother. Especially when you have a taste for him now. I have
had the father, now I want to see if the son is a chip off the old
block..

Well had my new Brother, who I was to
learn was called Carl. Who played the bass guitar in a garage band.
Who was studying business at Harvard, and who had a world tennis
ranking - everything a highly privileged upbringing could get you -
winked at me. His smile seemed to reduce me to jelly. My knees
melted. His long eyelashes fluttered under his quiff of blonde
hair, and his triceps bulged in his sleeveless plain white T
shirt

Well, you know how keen the parents
were to have us get along? I am sure you can picture it. We took
family Walks in the woods, where we would lag behind the loving
oldies ahead and catch a fleeting touch of each other’s
hands.

We toasted marshmallows by the camp
fire, where we would sit close by each other on a log and our
thighs rubbed together.

He also had a best buddy, Jed. They
hung out together all the time, even living with us because his
folks were going through some shit.

We went canoeing, where I accidentally
fell in the lake, so that my white top clung to my pert, full
breasts and my nipples shone through like tow car headlights. Man,
that gave both the guys a show!

The sexual tension was agony. I had
experienced the kind of fucking the men of this family could give
you, and I wanted more. So much more!

It was on the second night, with the
'keep it quiet' fucking going on in the room next door to mine from
my Mom and Stepdad, that the tension finally snapped.

I lifted myself out of bed and checked
myself in the mirror. I just had a long T shirt on. A long ‘FUCK
ME’ T shirt. This would be the bait I knew that no boy could
resist.

I tiptoed across the hall and creaked
open Jed's door. He was lying awake on top of the bed sheets. His 6
pack tensed when he saw me walk in, and the great cock in his hand
made it clear to me that I hadn't been the only one matching our
parents, move for move.

Oh my it was a nice one! His pubic
hair was more downy and soft than his Dad's. Blonde even. He was
pulling that mighty member, and made very little attempt to hide it
when I peeped my head around the door. He knew why I had come to
him.

I walked into his room, framing myself
in the doorway. The glow from the bedside light illuminated me from
the side, casting a pleasing shadow of my pert titties against the
opposite wall.

I lifted up my T Shirt, revealing to
him my pouting pussy lips. His eyes widened, and I swear he even
licked his lips.

No words were spoken as I sat down on
the bed next to him. His cock lay on his stomach like a beached
whale, flicking and twitching as yet more blood engorged it still
further. I raised its head, in an invitation. I knew somewhere it
could hide.

I bent my head over him. My long
blonde hair draped on his lower stomach and mixed with his pubic
hair. I slowly lowered myself down to take that mighty cock fully
in my mouth.

He tasted sweet. Sweet and salty and
silky.

I opened my lips wider, so as to get
the whole of him in my soft, warm mouth. It felt perfect. He moaned
slightly as I began to rock my head backwards and forwards. His
cock slipped against my tongue and the back of my throat as I took
him deeper and deeper. Right to the back of my throat. I bet my Mom
couldn't sword swallow like I could! Quite a party trick
that!

His balls circled as his cock throbbed
and twitched inside my mouth. I turned myself around to get a
better view, and as I did Jed turned his body in the opposite
direction, and parted my knees so that his head was between
them.

Then as I sucked him, I felt the
delicious sucking, flicking sensation of his tongue on my pussy. He
grabbed my ass and pulled my pussy down onto his face as he ate me
out. His tongue dove in and out of my pussy. He explored the
exquisite taste of my cunt juice. He lapped it up like a
labrador.

He circled my ass with his finger as
he sucked and licked my clit. He circled that rim and got that
finger wet with my pussy juice. Then he gently put his finger into
my asshole. It was a new kind of penetration. I loved that feeling.
Forbidden fucking. I wanted to feel his cock in there. I wondered
if it would make me feel like I would explode. I wondered if I
would feel him shot his hot cum in my ass, just like his Dad had
done in my pussy just 3 days before.

I returned the favor. With his cock
deep down my throat I explored his rim. I stuck my finger inside
him, feeling the undulations of his ass hole. He moaned and bit my
clit. Wonderful sexy new pain.

Then it was time for him to fill me
with cock. I couldn't stand the tension any more. My pussy was all
juice. He might have drowned if I had sat on his face any longer.
No need to worry, he had the same thoughts. The pre cum on his cock
was starting to flow. We both needed this.

I turned around on his face, grinding
around his tongue like it was the center of a spinning top. I
wanted him to have a final taste. Then I reached behind me and
grabbed his cock in my right hand. It seemed to grow in my fist as
I moved myself down his body. I left a trail of quim as I slid
lower, down his neck and chest, along his crazy toned stomach, down
to his pubic hair so that his glans was touching my
lips.

I held him there a while. Still
holding his cock I started to roll my hips around his swollen head.
So this is why Rihanna walked so sexy was it? I patted and slapped
his cock against my cunt lips. I needed him, but I was going to
tease him.

I lowered my erect nipple into his
mouth. He sucked it greedily, like a baby sucking a bottle. It made
my eyes unfocus and my clit tingle.

Then I changed from slapping his cock
to rubbing it, half in and half out of my hole. Slowly but surely
the rubbing became deeper. More of my pussy juice coated his head,
making each rub widen me still further.

Now the head was inside me. I stayed
above him still. I wanted that shaft deep inside me, but I held my
nerve. It already felt massive. My pussy widened and shuddered,
expecting it's payload of thick pork.

Then when we could stand it no longer,
I slowly sat down on that enormous member. It seemed to take
forever to slide deep into me. Each millimeter added a new ruffle.
A new shudder. A new vein or undulation that rubbed against my
clit. And all the time I got fuller, and fuller. Like eating a meal
which will never stop.

My pussy was full. It was full of his
meat.

I held him there. I felt his balls
full up against my butt cheeks. Thank God for those balls, or I
would have been impaled for sure. I slid my hands to his hair and
pulled. The pain made him throb. He scratched my back, returning
the pain with interest.

I rose up, readying myself for the
next thrust which would take us both to heaven, His cock glistened
with my pussy juice, illuminated in the soft glow of the bedside
light. I pulled upwards, so that the head was all but out of me.
Then I sat down again. Firmly this time. I wanted him to see how I
like to get fucked. I like it hard and I like it long.

I rose and fell. Rose and fell. He
stayed hard and did his job. Squeezing my tits and clawing at my
back. I wanted this boy to fuck me like he had never fucked anyone
before.

 


Now Jed wanted to take charge. He
grabbed my shoulders and threw me around on the bed. I lay on my
back as he assumed the press up position on top of me. His cock
stuck in front of him like a proud rhino horn, ready to take me on
in a rutting fight to the death.

My pussy gaped wide. I pushed my
fingers into myself. I was wet. I took a great big lick of my
fingers, tasting my juices, mingled with his pre cum. We tasted
sweet together.

He put his cock into my hand. An
invitation to a fucking. I grabbed him and pulled him down onto me,
onto my pussy lips. He didn't need directions. The open flower,
proud and flushed with pink, was like a neon sign.

He thrust that mighty shaft into me.
This time it was his party. He thrust and pulled. Mighty strokes of
his sword. His cock was wet and hard as it dove in and out of me.
Each magic thrust and pare took me closer and closer to heaven. I
wanted to cry out, but I knew that we could never announce our
passion to our folks. That would just freak them out.

In and out, in and out he thrust, as I
grew wetter and closer to cumming.

We knew it wouldn't be long. He picked
up speed. This was agony! I was so close.

"mmmmmmmmmmmmmmm fuck" I whispered. I
gushed my quim as I came. He shot his milky cum all over my tits
and my face. I rubbed it into myself. I wanted the taste of that
sweet milky cum. I smeared it over my fingers and sucked them
deeply. The sweet, salty taste was heaven.

We both collapsed into a guilty
slumber. As we lay on top of the bed sheets, we knew we needn't say
anything. We both knew this had to be our secret.

Six months later, Jed and I were
giving our parents away at their marriage service.

"I guess we are a proper brother and
sister now" Jed said

"I guess that means you will have to
hate me" I replied

 


He winked at me.

"Fuck off dork"

"I hate you" I smiled back
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You see,
I am a young woman who has a very good sense of what she wants. And
tonight, I wanted David. I mean, I really wanted David!

I didn’t
have so many clues to go on, if I am honest about it. He was
polite, charming, that was certain, but something told me he was
like that with every woman he met. The first time I had seen him,
he exuded a kind of relaxed ease that was quite disarming. He had
welcomed me on the doorstep, just one week ago, with a cheery smile
and a wink that was like being filled with hot chocolate
sauce.

“Hello there” he oozed, his voice playing hell with my
hormonal body. “You must be Brandy. Well, don’t stand out there in
the cold, why don’t you come on in?”

His face
was classically good looking, perfect teeth and an easy smile,
piercing blue eyes and just a trace of grey at the temples of his
jet black hair. He was maybe six foot, and concealed beneath his
silk shirt and tailored pants a body that would have made an NFL
athlete very proud. He wasn’t pumped though, just a hint of bulge
in his biceps, and a certain way of carrying himself.

He
ushered me through to the living room and on into the kitchen, his
fingers gently touching the small of my back in a kind, leading but
also not-quite-so-innocent way that made me almost cum on the
spot.

A petite
face looked up from a shock of blonde hair as I moved into the
kitchen. His wife was sterilising bottles and filling them with
milk, almost certainly expressed from her own pert breasts in that
perfect-mother kind of way. She had date night make up on, and her
features were accentuated by the tasteful down-lighting of the
room, bouncing off the chrome fittings of the expensive fitted
units.

“Lucky fucking bitch” I thought to myself, before
involuntarily lifting my hand to my mouth as though I had
accidentally said that out loud.

But I
was as discreet as I am tight and demure.

“Oh hi there. You must be the babysitter. What do we call you
honey?” her voice was like hot honey, melted over sweet pancakes. I
hated her even more!

“Hi there” I responded, a soundscape of innocence. “I am
Catherine, but you can call me Katie. Everyone else
does”

“Well hello there Katie. It’s very nice to meet you” the
pleasantries continued. I caught sight of David out of the corner
of my eye. The broad grin hadn’t left his chiselled features. His
blue eyes seemed to bore into me.

“Here here” he chimed in.

And I
nearly melted on the spot.

Tonight
was definitely the night.

I had
promised myself that much. I would fuck this older man, or rather,
I would let him have his way with me, or I would crash and burn in
a fireball.

I am an
all-or-nothing kind of a gal.


Inexperienced I may have been, but I knew what I wanted, and
I had a good sense of what men like about me. I decided that I
would begin my seduction by seducing myself.

After
all, the best way to get sex is to feel sexy, isn’t it?

My folks
had left me for the day, taking themselves and my idiot younger
sibling out for the day. It gave me the perfect opportunity to get
myself ready. If you know what I mean?

I
decided that this would be a two-dildo afternoon!

I locked
all of the doors, switched off my cell, and undressed myself
completely in my bedroom. As my underwear slipped to the floor, I
took a long, self-critical look at myself in the wardrobe mirror.
My long, auburn hair cascaded healthily down my alabaster-white
shoulders, toned from my many tennis lessons and latterly,
cheerleading try-outs. The tips of my shiny tresses gently nudged
my nipples, swollen from years of puberty and topping a pair of
perfectly pert, if slightly too small, titties. I knew that there
were guys in my class who cried, or more likely, jerked themselves
to sleep every night at the sight of me. They hid it behind mockery
and teenage bullshit, but I knew. Women do. The thing is, I wasn’t
interested in guys my own age. Never had been. It was the
experience, worldy wise, even slight air of sadness, in older men
that turned me on. OK, so I had never actually HAD one, but I knew
what I liked.

Anyone
looking at my search engine history would know that too!

My
stomach was the next area to come in for my particular attention.
It was flat. Really flat. My six pack showed through, in a way that
made other girls in my class particularly envious. I didn’t do any
special exercises for it to look that way, I was just lucky I
guess.

I looked
further down.

My
shaved pussy was so neat. Little petals tucked away inside a purse
of pink flesh. A budding flower, not yet open to a man’s hard cock,
but willing, oh so willing, to be fucked! I teased the sex flesh
gently, running my already moist middle finger up and around my
sensitive clit, and then gently inside my opening. With each little
motion, more of my clear juice started to leak out, easing the
passage of my moist digit. I reached to my nipples, feeling each
harden in between my fingers, the sensations mingling together. I
could feel my breathing deepen. My senses were heightened, so that
I could smell more, hear more. I lifted my fingers to my mouth,
pushing out my tongue and gently tasting myself.

“How do I taste David?” I asked my imaginary lover.

David
said that I tasted sweet!

I
started to quiver, not from the cold on my tight, naked skin, but
from the maelstrom of sensations welling up inside me. I fell back
onto my bed, teddy bears bouncing up and hitting the floor. I
looked up at the One Direction posters on the walls. Harry and the
others looked down on me with knowing smiles on their too-young
faces. I was probably too young for them, and although they could
have a thousand teens a night, each one more attractive and dirtier
than the last, I bet that secretly all craved a MILF. Just like I
craved David, my perfect older man.

I
reached down to my mattress, and parted the heavy cushioning, so
that my hand slipped between the two sandwich-like layers. My
fingers probes for their hard plastic prize. I knew each of the
shapes intimately. Two dildos were soon in my hand, my rabbit, to
warm me up to near boiling, and then the huge black cock, to push
me over the edge.

I drew
the two plastic vibes over my body, winding each of them around my
nipples, feeling the slight shaking, the cold plastic on my pips,
sending little electric shocks of joy whizzing around my body. I
imagined that they were David’s tongue and his fingers, and that he
was expertly turning me on, ready for his hard cock to fuck me in
my tight hole. Oh yeah, that made me so turned on!

I opened
up my thighs, pushing my legs apart, and allowed the cocks to draw
up and down my legs. I teased my sex flesh with each of them, my
lips opening and pouting for the cocks. I allowed myself to spin
into my fantasy world. David and I were on a yacht, or perhaps a
deserted island. There was no one for miles around, and we were
exploring each other’s bodies. I had his hard, veiny cock in my
hand. It was warm in my fingers, and I could feel it throb and
twitch as I drew it ever closer to my pussy, teasing the lips,
winding it around my clit, ready for him to fuck me with
it.

For my
very first time.

I let
the end of the rabbit start to explore my open hole. I could feel
the little balls rotating inside the soft plastic shell. This was
my favourite vibe, a little guy who only didn’t come out every
night because I was afraid that my folks, sleeping in the next
room, might hear it. I was great with my fingers too, but you can’t
beat your fave vibe now can you?

Well,
ok. There’s one thing that will beat it.

An older
man’s cock!

The
rabbit was dipping in and out of it’s hole now, getting coated in
my juices. I let the big cock shaped dildo slip around my nipples,
each one in turn. I didn’t want him to feel left out! I pushed the
rabbit in, further. Further still. The balls rotated against the
inner walls of my pussy now, filling me with a deeper joy. I knew
that I was close, and that I would take myself off to David and
Lucy’s house when I had finished. I would be glowing with
post-orgasm vitality when he met me again, and he simply wouldn’t
be able to resist me! I pushed my rabbit right in. I could feel my
tight pussy walls take it up inside me. The ‘tail’ connected with
my clit. I shook. My thighs quivered and my stomach heaved. Unable
to control myself, I cried out in my delight.

“Fuck yes! Fuck me like that David! Fuck me
harder!”

I came
like a train!

But I
wasn’t done yet. This was my favourite part. I pulled out the
rabbit, it’s role now spent, and replaced it with the huge cock in
my other hand. There was no teasing this time. I liked to imagine
that David had cum already, and that he was so turned on that his
cock hadn’t softened at all, and that he had stuffed it back in to
keep thrusting it into me. My juicy pussy made liquid noises, and
the cock rammed back and forth with the kind of older man thrusts
that I knew were due to me.

Again I
came

And
again

And
again!

My
bedspread was covered in my quim. I lay in a pool of sweat,
steaming and happy. I let the waves of orgasm pulse through me like
waves on a beach. I closed my eyes, and saw myself on that beach.
Hot sun on my body.A cocktail by my side. And David’s kisses
showered all over me.

“Hi again”

David’s
voice once again filled my body with longing. He fixed me with his
all engulfing stare, his bright blue eyes boring into me, seemingly
able to read every secret of my soul. Surely he was aware of the
affect he had on women? Will, if he did, he was hiding it tonight
behind a charming and disarming air that left no clues as to what
he might really be thinking.

I walked
into the kitchen where his wife stood, once again, fixing bottles.
She looked more haggered today, less demure, and her makeup had not
been nearly as carefully applied.

“Oh hi Brandy. Good to see you again. You know where
everything is, right?”

As I
nodded, she seemed to glare at David.

And
then, without further fuss, they both left the house.

It was a
very strange atmosphere indeed.

An
uneventful evening ensued, and almost on the dot of eleven in the
evening, the front door clicked open, and the happy couple walked
through it.

Except,
they really didn’t look happy at all!

Lucy
didn’t look at me, hardly lifted her face up to me. I did catch a
glimpse of her eyes, and I could see that she had been crying. Her
mascara had run, giving her something of a baby panda look. I made
sure that I didn’t catch her eye as she brushed past me and up the
stairs.

David
pulled out sixty dollars from his pocket and handed it to me, with
a kind of sheepish look.

“David, that’s almost double what you owe me” I
exclaimed.

He
smiled at me, and shrugged. “I figure you are worth it” he
replied.

“Oh, I am worth it alright!” I answered “But what’s wrong with
you guys?”

He
hesitated, as though weighing up whether he should open up to me.
After all, secrets within a marriage are the darkest, deepest
things.

“Oh, nothing much. We had a bit of a fight, you
see”

I
nodded, as though bidding him to carry on

“Over you actually” he continued

I opened
my mouth in shock. This was certainly a development

“Over me????” I whispered. “But I don’t even know
you!”

“No you don’t” he continued. “You see, my wife gets jealous.
It’s her problem. She can’t help herself”

“Yeah but, there is nothing to be jealous about, is there?” I
asked, concern filling my voice.

It was
David’s turn to hesitate, seemingly weighing up the options about
the bombshell he might be about to drop.

“Well, maybe she does have something to be jealous about” he
said, slowly and deliberately.

We let
that sentence hang in the air, the silence that followed it seeming
to expand far beyond its original dimensions. I had to admit that I
was more than a little intrigued, and somewhat turned on. I felt
that it was my responsibility to respond to that, if only to
acknowledge the fact that he was opening up to me in this
way.

“What do you mean?” I asked, a smile playing on my lips. I
noticed that I was playing with my long hair, and turning my toes
inwards, all classic poses of a girl who is
‘interested’.

He
responded much more quickly this time, as though growing in
confidence the more that this situation continued.

“Well, she may have noticed me looking at you”. I wanted more
detail, wanted my ego to be stroked a little harder.

“Well, you can look, can’t you? You aren’t made of
stone”

“Yeah, I can look” he answered. “But she is right, I look at
you with more than just a passing interest”

“Oh really. Do you have something to confess to me then? Dirty
David?” I added that cheeky sobriquet, going a little beyond the
tenants of this conversation, in order to see just how far I could
take it.

All the
way perhaps?

I stared
at him, fixing his gaze, his steel blue eyes, his upturned smile,
boring into my senses, filling my mind with runaway thoughts of
wild sex, right here on the floor.

“Well, I have definitely been undressing you with my eyes” he
admitted, somewhat sheepishly. He must have known that this was
exactly what I wanted him to say.

“Oh yeah? And how did I look? In your imagination I mean?”
this time it was I who was growing in confidence, teasing it out of
him, riding this as far as I could take it.

“Well, you looked pretty good I must say. Tight and youthful.
But the problem is, I have nothing really to compare it
with”

This
older man was just so cheeky!

I took a
step towards him. My heels seemed to me to be making a noise of a
thousand gunshots, even though I was wearing tiny, soft pumps.
Every sensation was heightened, in my excited and turned on state.
I could feel my heart pumping in my chest, the blood rushing around
my ears. It were almost as though I were in a daze, moving towards
him as though not in control of my own body, my own movements. I
closed the gap until I was just a hair’s width from him, my lips
towards his chest. I lifted up my face to his, and puckered my lips
as I spoke;

“Well, maybe you had better take a look at what’s under my
clothes then. I mean, in the interests of doing a proper
comparison, see if that imagination of yours can really cut the
mustard, eh David?”

And with
that, our lips connected.

His warm
lips pressed onto mine. Our mouths opened simultaneously, a perfect
mirror of each other. We were already in synch with each other’s
bodies. Our mouths opened and shut, like fish a feeding time,
gorging ourselves on each other’s tastes, wondering how far this
might go, wanting to rip each other’s clothes off, but wanting also
to prolong this, to make it last, to savour every moment as though
we might not get another chance.

Which
indeed we might not!

He drew
me closer to him. Our tongues began to wrestle in our mouths. He
felt my teeth, the inside of my cheeks, as I followed suit in his
open mouth. I felt his hot breath on my cheek. My eyes were closed,
and shocks of light danced under my closed eyelids. Every sense was
filled with him. I felt his hands start to explore my body, feeling
my tight young body, the form of my pert breasts, the upturned
globes, each ending with a perfect nipple, erect in between his
fingers, coming to life with his ever touch. I breathed in,
drinking in the heady air, as though needing to catch my breath.
His hands started to stroke my body, falling down to my stomach,
playing hell with my senses, my skin quivering to his touch. His
fingers were on my ass cheeks now, pulling me firmly towards him,
so masterful, so alive. I felt his stiff cock, contained for now in
his pants, push against me. I was so turned on, positive that I was
as wet as it’s possible to be, aching to have him inside me. To
taste him.To swallow his cum.

To have
his seed grow in me!

I pulled
away from him slightly, my grown-up maturity suddenly taking over
from the lust that was welling up inside me

“What about your wife?” I whispered

“What about her?” he replied. “You don’t want her to join us
do you?” he grinned “I can ask her, but I don’t think she will be
up for it”

I almost
roared with laughter, instead keeping it to a demure
grin.

“No silly” I playfully chided him. “what if she finds us?” It
was, in fact my biggest fear. Here I was, locked in a passionate
embrace with her husband. I mean, if he were mine I wouldn’t let
him anywhere near a lustful teen like me.

“She won’t. Trust me, I know her too well. She will be fast
asleep now. She had way too much to drink. She won’t be bothering
us until the morning”

“And if she does?” I still wasn’t completely
satisfied

“Well, if she does then I will have to tell her to fuck
off!”

That was
good enough for me. I pulled him into me again. Sick of talking. I
didn’t want either of us to say
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