
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


Taboo Erotica Massive
Bundle

34 Books

c) Susie Spanks

 


All characters are over 18 and not
related by blood or marriage

 


Contains:

Tangled

Babysit On My Face

Ride Me Home!

Father Figure

Bent Over For My Brother’s Best Friend

He Took My Cherry, While His Wife Slept

Seduced In Seconds By An Older Man

Barebacked By My Brother’s Best Buddy!

My Brother’s Best Friend Gave Me A Baby!

Daddy’s Best Friend Is So Big

Bareback Our Fertile Nanny

I Won’t Tell!

Bareback Your Brat

Daddy’s Best Friend Inside Me!

Pounded By Daddy’s Best Buddy

A Gift for the Sitter

Obsessed By The Inexperienced Babysitter

Stretching the Sitter

Babysitting For The Billionaire

Pounding Pollyanna

Impregnated While Babysitting

Feeding Him My Cream

His Brat's Creamy Jugs

Nursing An Older Man

Nursing The Man Of The House

Cheating With The Man Of The House

Spreading The Sitter

Fisting The Teen Babysitter

Bareback My Virgin Hole!

Break Me With It!

Belinda The Bad Babysitter

Clara’s Forbidden Double

Our Secret

Teach Me About Sex Mr Jones
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Tale

by:
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Chapter One: Clarice – baiting the
hook

Clarice looked at herself in the mirror and smiled. She knew that this
would be a make or break evening. It was time to make all of the
flirting, all of the stolen glances and the innuendo, the rides
home and the gentle touching on the elbow or the small of the back,
move to a new level.

She would fuck the alpha male, the
older man who clearly wanted her so very much, and whom she wanted
in return, or she would bomb out trying.

Succeed in her mission or go out in a
blaze of glory.

Who dares, wins!

Looking at herself again, she wondered
if that word, daring, could easily be applied to her.

She had to get this right. It was why
there were so many combinations of skirt, dress, jeans, top -
strewn on the teddy bear duvet cover in her too small bedroom. It
was why, despite frequent calls from downstairs to ‘hurry up and
get ready’, or to ‘come and eat with your family’, she had remained
locked in her room trying on her outfits. Her makeup was strewn
across her credenza, and had overflowed into the floor. The bedroom
looked as though a bomb had gone off, and she didn’t
care.

This was the night of her life. She
would get her man or never come around to her babysitting job
again.

She was a determined young lady, was
Clarice. When she saw what she wanted, she went for it. She had
always been that way, ever since she was a much younger girl, her
parents would say. Top of her class, first to be on whichever club
or sports team, cheerleader and tennis player, with the legs and
smile of someone who could break hearts, and frequently
did.

It was a tragedy for the guys in her
class. Ever since she had first met Paul she had wanted him. That
unattainable married man. That millionaire thirty-five year old
guy, who was so kind to her, smiling when she arrived, taking her
coat, showing her around the house, brewing a fresh pot of coffee
for her before taking his ‘wonderful’ wife out for her date night.
No, the guys her age didn’t stand a chance once she had met her
older man. They couldn’t possibly compete with his looks, his
experience, his calmness.

Clarice studied herself again in the
polished reflective glass. The boy bands on her wall seemed to look
on approvingly as she looked herself up and down. She had tried
several variations of make up, ranging from a full ‘warpaint’ of
blue eyeshadow and harsh blusher, giving her petite features an
angular, 80’s look, through to a barely noticeable combination of
light browns and autumnal shades. It was a tricky one to pull off.
She wanted to look like she was naturally beautiful but also that
she had made an effort.

It was the same with her clothes. If
asked, she would say ‘what this old thing, I just threw it on and
ran out of the door’, in that way only truly fashionable people are
able to do, but in reality she was choosing her combinations every
bit as carefully as her studiously applied make-up. This had to be
absolutely right. When you are a nineteen year old girl, fresh and
blooming, there was a fine line between young and innocent, and
barely legal. There was no way that she wanted to look like some
Porn Hub slut, nor did she want to go the other way and make it
appear that she had converted to a strict orthodox Christianity, or
taken some kind of celibacy vow overnight. No, this combo had to be
perfect.

She had a great body and she knew it.
Long and lithe legs, that all the guys who no doubt jerked
themselves stupid over her agreed ‘went on forever’. A flat
stomach, something of a rarity in the fast food society in which
she lived.A perfect ‘rack’, larger than average breasts that seemed
to defy gravity, in a way that made older women seethe with
jealousy. Top all of that off with long, straight, shining blonde
hair and you have a recipe for seduction that surely older-man-Paul
couldn’t resist.

Could he?


Chapter Two: Paul – a billionaire
with everything, except her!

Paul sped away from the office with a
sense of relief. He had spent a tiring day in the boardroom,
arguing with young bucks ten years his junior over the future of
the tech company that HE had built up from nothing. With his bare
hands.

It had been so exciting in those early
days, operating from the spare room of his parent’s tiny apartment,
working twenty hours a day, chasing tiny accounts just to keep
himself afloat. There was a kind of frontier spirit to it all. A
sense that he was discovering new and far off lands, that he was
doing real good in the world, that he had a solution, a unique
value proposition that would set the world alight.

There had been no need to use a gym in
those early days. The business had given him all of the energy he
needed. Not like now. He went at least once a day, chivvied along
by his personal trainer, cardio and weights, keeping up with, well,
with whom? His young buck executives who reminded him so much of
himself in his younger days? His trophy wife, who never seemed to
eat more than a green salad and a glass of mineral water, keeping
her ‘fuck me’ body thin, with her yoga and spin classes. Living in
fear that she would run away with her trainer, or a younger and
hungrier version of himself, trying to recapture the excitement of
those early, heady days.

It was true. There was nothing like
the thrill of the chase. Paul smiled to himself as he thought about
those early days. He was such an animal back then. He recalled
briefly how he had waited outside a potential client’s house, every
morning for a week, with a cup of coffee for him in one hand and a
proposal in the other. The same line.

“Just give me five minutes.
Five minutes of your valuable time. I will show you how I can save
your company ten million dollars”

Always the same response.

“Call my secretary. And
thanks for the coffee!”

But Paul knew that if you wanted to
close the deal you had to connect. You had to be different. You had
to get in the guy’s face and show him that he needed you much, much
more than he realised. You had to fill his every waking moment, so
that he had to get into bed with you. Paul knew that if you stuck
with it, you would make him want you as much as you needed
him.

Clarice knew that too!


Chapter Three: Clarice – tonight was
the night!

Clarice made up her mind, at last. She
had the right combination of make-up and dress; mainly demure but
also slightly slutty. Enough to show Paul the shape of her perfect
young body, but not so much that his wife, who was very clearly as
sharp as a tack, would run her out of the house.

It was a good job she had settled on
what she was going to wear. A really good job, because she only had
about half an hour before she had to ride the bus to Paul’s house.
Well, some might call it a house, a place, a joint, she called it
by what it was, a mansion.

The first time she had been there she
thought she must be at the wrong place; surely a family who lived
here must have servants to babysit, as well as someone to drive,
someone to make beds, to serve breakfast? A nanny at the very
least?

She had pressed the intercom, and
after a terse “who is it?” from a frosty female voice whom she
later found out was the woman of the house, the iron gates had
swung open and she walked up the winding driveway, past topiary and
peacocks, to the huge Neo-Georgian front porch, flanked either side
by white marble pillars.

If she had expected a Downton Abbey
scene of opulent order, what had greeted her upon entering the
hallway was a perfectly ordinary scene of American family life.
Paul had answered the door, wearing nothing on his feet and a pair
of old Levis, and ushered her through to the kitchen, where the
wife was clanking saucepans and fixing a baby bottle. It was
reassuringly normal.

“You must be Clarice” Paul
had said. “Let me show you around”

It was the most perfect, the most
erotic fifteen minutes of Clarice’s life. She had literally drunk
in every molecule of Paul. The tone of his voice, the way he
walked, how he looked at her with his piercing blue eyes, the way
his hair stuck up at the top of his head. His biceps, showing
through his clingy white T-shirt, the tilt of his head, the form of
his body. His ass! He had awoken something in her that would be
impossible to put back. She knew that.

He was saying something to her about
the smoke alarms, but she didn’t really take it in. She was lost in
his voice. In her mind they were already a couple. They were
sharing a simple life together. He was fixing up an old farmhouse,
she was making jam in the kitchen, feeling the life inside her
grow. Winter was coming, and so Paul was chopping logs outside, the
muscles in his arm bulging, sweat on his brow shining with every
swing of the axe…

Stop it Clarice! Stop fantasizing and
get back with the programme!

She snapped into life, nodding her
head and tuning into Paul’s voice. What was that? Something about
how the baby monitor worked? Ok Paul, you got it. Not a
problem.

Clarice gave herself one last
approving look in the mirror before starting to undress. She
slipped off the simple summer dress and stood in her underwear. If
only Paul could see this, she thought. He would want her then. All
men did. She had a body to die for, she knew that. She felt good.
She felt toned. But she needed to feel sexy. She wanted to. After
all, tonight was the night. Do or die. And there was one sure fire
way she knew of to achieve that level of Zen-like
calmness.

She slipped off her remaining clothes
and walked naked into her bathroom. As the bath filled with hot
soapy water she opened up her secret drawer in her nightstand, the
one she was convinced her parents didn’t know about, and pulled out
her newest toy. A big ‘best friend’ with a battery operated base
and a life-like head. She laid on her bed, feeling the soft, cool
sheets on her naked back, and twisted it. The dildo sprang to life,
shaking gently, on the first of its many settings. She began to
draw it up her thigh.


Chapter Four: Jennifer – a wife
knows everything!

They say that a woman knows within the
first five seconds if she is going to sleep with a guy. Well, what
they don’t say, but which every wife knows, is that you know within
that same time period whether another woman wants to sleep with
YOUR guy.

As soon as she saw her looking at
Paul, it was clear that she wanted to fuck him. She could just
tell. Who could blame her? Paul, her Paul, is one good looking guy.
He almost doesn’t realise the kind of power he has over
women.

Almost!

The truth of it is that he has always
been something of a flirt. Especially when he has had a drink, or
when he is talking to someone a lot younger, like this new
babysitter. She knew exactly what he was thinking. She knew that he
wanted to fuck her. He was wondering if her young body was tighter
than his wife’s. He was wondering if she will make him feel younger
again, like drinking from the fountain of youth.

Two can play at that game!


Chapter Five: Paul – desire takes
over

Paul almost leapt to answer when the
doorbell rang. He had been on tenterhooks all night, expecting that
ring on the bell, wanting to take the first look at his babysitter,
his fantasy, his barely legal!

He would fuck her, that was for sure.
He didn’t yet know how, or when, but there was something between
them, wasn’t there? Some kind of spark that joined them in a mutual
lust.

Recent meetings between them had been
so full of innuendo and sexual tension, that it had been all he
could do not to just get hard right there and then, and throw her
onto the bed when she was checking on his child, or to fuck her up
against the wall when he gave her a ride home. He wanted her, so
much. But did she want him back? Would he make a fool of himself if
he came onto her? And how could he do it without his wife finding
out? Sharp as a tack she was. She would surely suspect. She kept
him on such a tight leash.

He opened the door to reveal a vision.
He didn’t know what it was about her, something the wrong side of
innocent maybe? It was like that Brittany Spears video, you know?
The first one, when she was in her schoolgirl outfit. All lips and
tongue and legs. Not quite aware of her own incredible
sexuality.

He couldn’t even help himself. He
practically licked his lips as he looked Clarice up and down,
drinking in the clothes she was wearing. He wondered to himself if
she had just thrown on the first things she could find. She
certainly didn’t look like she had dressed to seduce him, but the
way that dress seemed to cling to her tight body! Fuck, he felt a
stirring in his pants! He would be hard all night, just thinking
about the way she looked.

He invited Clarice into the house and
through to the kitchen. She walked in front of him, her hips
swinging and her heels clicking on the polished oak flooring. Her
ass seemed so pert, hidden beneath the clinging folds of her dress,
falling just right, showing him just enough to get him going. Did
she usually wear dress shoes? Wasn’t she more of a Converse and
jeans kind of a girl? Well, whatever this new look was, he liked
it!


Chapter Six: Jennifer – hell hath no
fury

Bitch!

Bitch!

Look at her, walking towards her so
demure. Look at the way she is moving. Look at Paul’s eyes! He
can’t take them off of her. Tear them away from Paul! She’s not the
wife. The wife who has bourn the child for you. The wife that was
the one who put up with Paul in the early days of the business,
sucking his cocks so he could relax after a long day meeting new
clients and building your fortune. Didn’t she deserve some of that
attention?

There is no way she is taking him away
from his wife. No way on God’s earth, young lady.

He’ll die before she lets that
happen!

Paul looked at his wife across the
table and smiled. It was an exquisite meal, as always. The
candlelight shone in her eyes, and she looked, well, ravishing. She
was smiling at him, her expensive white teeth and her designer tit
job attracting the jealous smiles of everyone around
them.

Yes, he was a lucky man all
right.

He had everything he
wanted.

Except the one thing he couldn’t
have

She was currently sitting in his
house. No doubt she had her lovely legs up on his sofa, watching
the TV, or maybe texting her boyfriend. Some lucky young buck who
didn’t even realise how good he had it. Well, live it up buddy, it
will never get any better – he said under his breath, as though
addressing his younger self.

“What’s that honey?” asked
Jennifer, concerned at his quietness

“Oh nothing.Nothing at all.
You look lovely tonight”

Jennifer smarted a little. “Lovely?
That’s something you say to your Mom isn’t it? I can do a lot
better than lovely”

Paul snapped out of his trance. He
knew what he needed to say. He would even be sincere saying
it.

“You are right. You look
amazing! Stunning! I can’t believe how lucky I am”

“That’s better” replied his
wife. “Maybe you will get your cock sucked tonight”

Paul smiled, thinking about that,
wondering who might suck him later.

Jennifer swore to herself it would be
her.


Chapter Seven: Forbidden lust, hot
sex

Paul’s fingers trembled as he
delicately stroked her soft skin. He could feel his heart pounding,
his breathing seemingly amplified in the quiet of the bedroom. They
both knew that they had to keep it quiet, that they were about to
explode with the sexual tension that had been brooding between
them, but there was an almost palpable feeling of forbidden lust
between them that made it so hard to let go.

Fuck! He had wanted this for so long
now!

She was similarly shaking, swooning.
This was going to be so good! He held her tenderly in his arms,
wrapped around each other, standing next to the bed that would soon
engulf them in a melting of their bodies, tender skin on skin, hard
bodies together.

He kissed her neck, softly, showing
her that this was beyond just an embrace. She gasped, each contact
of his soft warm lips giving her a shiver of delight. It was the
softness that turned her on the most, not the sudden feel of hard
cock, or the moistness of her pussy, a mistake so many men,
especially young men, make. She was all woman, despite the mistakes
some men might make when they looked at her, and she knew the touch
of a man, but this was different. She knew they would fuck. Here in
the room. And it would be perfect.

She let her head fall back, exposing
all of her perfect, statuesque neck. Kisses rained down on her,
each one sending an electric shock of joy to her clit. She could
literally feel herself cumming with every hint of pressure, every
peck from his warm mouth. He opened his mouth, so that her flesh
entered and he was able to taste her, perfume and sweat mixing in a
heady cocktail. He wanted her. He needed her to know
that.

His hand was wrapped around her waist,
feeling the tight young body beneath his fingers. He pulled them
together slightly, pulling her towards him so that his stiffening
cock was pressed against her. Her dress rode up slightly and she
pushed back, feeling that long hard shaft begin to burrow towards
her sex flesh. She didn’t need to feel it, she knew that she was
getting wet. Her arm fell to her side and she lost herself in the
moment, her pussy lips widening slightly to let herself rub more
insistently against him. It was so arousing, heavy petting with
clothes on. He pulled her in, so that their bodies were squashed
together. The cool of the fabric against their bodies, a contrast
to the hot flesh beneath.

He pushed his lips downwards,
alighting with more soft kisses around her neck. Her shoulders were
exposed in the stay-up dress that she was wearing. She had known
that they were one of her best features. Sure, she had an amazing
rack, she had legs to die for, and an ass that made men weep, but
it was her shoulders, shining and toned in the light, that she was
most proud of. His kisses rained down and her nipples hardened in
response to his expert touch.

Paul’s cock was ready. He felt it
twitch and throb in the light silk fabric of his tailor made suit.
This was such a thrill, such a feeling. As a man who could get most
anything he wanted, this was something he craved more than anything
else, and here he was about to make his conquest. He could feel
himself straining to be free, and yet he held back. He wanted her
to do the running. He needed her to unzip him, to take it out, to
taste him. He wanted to tease her with it. To enjoy the moment. He
opened his eyes for a moment, seeing her beautiful face. Her
breasts heaved. The scent of expensive perfume hung in the air, a
feminine aroma that turned him on still further. He felt as though
he might explode!

She pulled her arms inwards, and with
a deft move of her shoulders she wriggled and pulled, so that her
dress fell around her ankles. She stood in her simple matching
underwear, lace and silk in all the right places, just the right
side of slutty. Paul took a step back for a moment, drinking in her
body. She was in such good shape. Toned but still feminine. A
slight tan only accentuated her white panties. Her thighs shone and
her stomach heaved. Paul dropped to his knees, kissing as he went
down, her stomach, her upper thighs, and then…

He could see she was wet. Now it was
her turn to wish that he would just rip off her remaining clothes.
Her turn to want to pull his cock out and stick it in her, but
enjoying the tease as much as he was. Shaking, he slipped his
finger around the waistband of her panties. He toyed with the
little silk bow on the front, and closed his eyes. He kissed the
front, feeling the slight bulge of her engorged lips. There was a
taste, a smell. It was definitely sex. She wanted him, that was so
clear. His kisses became harder, pushing against her engorged pussy
lips, wanting so much to tongue fuck her, to show her his moves,
but not daring to. Would it be taking it too far? Would she reject
him, even at this late stage?

As though answering this unbidden
question, she put her hands onto the top of his head, feeling the
hot scalp under his tousled hair with her fingers, and pulled him
in to her sex. She opened up her thighs a little, clear invitation.
He did as he was bidden, knowing that they both wanted this
now.

He moved his head sideways, in a slow
motion, pushing with each lateral twist. Her pussy opened up more,
and her panties became instantly soaked in her juices. He could
taste her now. A forbidden banquet. He put his fingers underneath
the fabric and pulled them downwards, so that her lips were now
his. As her underwear fell to her knees and then down to the floor,
joining her dress, he looked in wonder at her perfect
pussy.

He had never seen anything so
beautiful! Maybe it was the sexual tension of the evening, but he
could not think of anything more amazing looking. Her pink petals
stood out against the soft downy pubic hair, a gentle blonde,
tinged with some dewy juices. He licked some more of that clear
liquid from her, and she shuddered as he worked her. Her stomach
heaved, and her fingers clawed at the top of his scalp. He pushed
his tongue up inside her pussy.

She tasted so good! He began to lick
her, to eat her out, getting his tongue right up inside her, so
that she could feel it wriggling inside her. She heaved and
shuddered, letting out a gasp of energy and relief. Her hand wet
with the sweat from the top of his head, she opened up her thighs
and sat on his face. Paul closed his eyes, as though by that action
his other senses would be heightened. Smell, taste, touch, hearing,
all exaggerated in his brain. He took all of her in.

She knew what was coming next, and
Paul didn’t disappoint her. He began to open her up with his
fingers, slipping them up and down her stomach, around her upper
thigh, and then parting her delicate petals and wetting them with
her juice. She felt herself open to his touch, as one and then two
fingers entered her. She closed her eyes, lost in the emotion and
the intensity of the attention he was paying her. His digits
started to move back and forth. The sounds of her wetness filled
the still air of the room, playing a four-four beat as he pulled
and pushed them up inside her. His tongue kept up the intensity on
her clit, and she moaned and gave a little cry with each and every
thrust. He was finger banging her now, his eyes wide open, taking
in a good long look at his prize. He kissed around her upper
thighs, softly joining his warm lips to the gentle skin either side
of her downy pussy. Kissing all around her, eyes closed now, his
fingers slowing.

He curled up his middle digit, so that
it formed a kind of trigger finger. He curled it softly against her
g-spot, knowing where it was, how much she would love this. She
closed her eyes and let the emotions take over her. He stroked that
bundle of nerve endings, rubbing her, an expert. Her knees gave way
and she sat down on him, his finger deep, his tongue winding around
that forbidden bud of her clit. So intense now. She felt herself
cumming. The first of what would be many waves of orgasm crashing
into her.

“Paul! Paul fuck that’s it!
Fuck you are so good at this!”

Paul’s face was covered in her quim,
clear juices running all over him.

He stood up, kissing as he slowly
worked his way up her lithe body. Her thighs, her flat, tight
stomach. Clarice had never felt such attention, such a feeling of
completeness. He lingered on her abdomen, nuzzling into her
stomach, winding his tongue around her navel, sending new
sensations to her already overwhelmed brain. Then again, up,
kissing under the cup of her breast, feeling the firmness, and
finally connecting with the hardening nipple. He closed his eyes
once more, letting her nip fall into his mouth, then pulling his
tongue over the undulating soft flesh, feeling its form and
shape.

Clarice felt her heart leap as his
licked and sucked at her pip. It was a perfect sensation. Her pussy
was already so wet from his tongue, she ached to have him inside
her, but she was savouring the foreplay, the expert nature of his
undivided attention. This was heaven for her. She wondered if he
was as good as this with his wife, if he still spent all of this
time with her, kissing and fondling and drinking her, even while he
was clothed, even before they had leapt into bed, or was he rough
and animal like? Fuck, she wanted to know THAT Paul too. She wanted
all of him. It made her head swim that she needed him so
much!

Paul raised himself up some more, so
that his lips were now on hers. Clarice could smell herself on his
breath, taste herself on his lips. He was covered in her juices and
that turned her on. He pressed her tender body against his. Their
mouths entwined. Long and languorous kisses, tongues inside, teeth
together, eating each other, becoming one.

It was her turn now, to taste the
banquet of sex. She took a step backwards, so that the backs of her
knees connected with the bed. She pulled him by the waistband of
his pants, quickly unbuckling his belt as she did, so that his
pants started to become free and his cock stood out more proudly
that it had done. In one movement his tailored pants had joined her
dress on the floor, and his boxers following after.

Clarice took a glance downwards at her
prize. It was literally the biggest and nicest cock she had ever
seen. It pulsated with life, a thick long shaft, intercrossed with
veins and ridges. She wondered how it would feel pushing up inside
her. It almost seemed too big for her limited experience to handle.
She would give it her very best go though!

Paul could feel the lust rising within
him. He needed this now. He almost couldn’t wait, yet he knew that
the real pleasure in sex was the tease, the chase, knowing that it
was coming but not allowing it to happen too quickly. It was
savouring the moment.

Clarice moved down Paul’s hard
muscular body, as he had done with hers. She was amazed at the
shape he was in. Sure, he was rich enough to be able to go three
hours a day to the gym, to have personal trainers and nutritionists
and who knows who else to keep him in shape, but even so! He was a
God. An older man with the body of an Olympic athlete.

He tasted good too!

She worked her way down his torso,
lingering as he had done on his nipples, her turn now to send
electric shocks whizzing around his brain. Her eyes lowered, she
watched his cock bounce and twitch as she worked his little pips,
nestled in a nest of chest hair. She kissed the definition of his
stomach, and then dropping down to her knees, she had his cock
directly in front of her face.

“Fuck me!” thought Clarice.
This really was a nice one. She closed her eyes and started to kiss
up and down the shaft, lingering a while on the long stalk, coating
it with her saliva. He seemed to throb for her, his hands on the
sides of her face. His muscular thighs twitched, and he moaned a
little as she worked his meat. She kissed the very end, tasting the
pre cum, letting it slip around her tongue, and then worked her way
back down the shaft to his balls. Then she pulled his cock up so
that she could suck each of his ripe tender plums in turn, rolling
them around in her mouth, noticing the change in his reactions, a
deep moaning now. Her tongue worked downwards, still further, to
the forbidden area between his balls and his ass hole. She worked
under him, darting in and out of his hole, tasting him, showing him
what a dirty bitch she really was!

Then she moved upwards some more,
kissing his shaft again. She wanted to suck him now, to let him
face fuck her. She was dripping at the thought of it. More kissing,
holding onto the shaft this time, starting to jerk him slowly back
and forth. She opened her mouth, ready to take him.

Paul almost came. Almost shot his hot
white load all over her face. She was so good at this. So
expert.Her beautiful face. Her clear blue eyes, her clean
complexion, was just about to suck his cock for him. He had never
felt so lucky.

She let her lips engulf his huge cock.
She sucked on the bulbous end, tasting his meat. He was so thick,
so wonderfully hard. It filled her mouth. She took him all in, like
the cock sucker that she was. She let the shaft push its way right
down the back of her throat, right into her gullet. She was expert
at this. She had practiced on a recent boyfriend and on the bananas
in her fruit bowl at home. She knew this was what men loved. They
were putty in her hands. She bobbed back and forth now, feeling his
cock thrust, his hips joining the motion. He started to face fuck
her, his hands on the sides of her head. Fuck this felt so good.
She was being used, and she loved it. She felt as though she might
cum just from this sensation.

But no! She wanted more. So much more
than this.

She sat down onto the bed, her bare
bottom hitting the cool cotton sheets with a bump. His cock was
still deep in her. She started to fall backwards, so that he
clambered over onto her, still with his hard stalk deep inside her
warm and willing mouth. His balls swung out from under him and
grazed her chin, the soft fleshy plums connecting with her skin.
She opened her legs, and felt between them. She was so wet, so
ready for him to fuck her, unprotected. She would be so tight for
him. So wet and so perfect. He would slip it deep inside her and
she would love it.

Love it!

Paul thrust into the back of her
throat. He heard the sounds of his cock, her wet mouth, and he
savoured every single thrust. He couldn’t believe what was
happening. What he was doing. What he was about to do. He looked
down behind him, to see her rubbing softly on her clit as he face
fucked her. It was such a turn on, to see a beautiful young woman
like that, so into the sex, so ready for him. He thrust harder,
knowing that she could take it. That she loved it!

They both knew what they wanted now.
Paul pulled his cock from her mouth and drew the hard, wet member
down her body. Clarice writhed beneath him, her hot body his. She
opened her legs wide, knowing what was coming. Paul moved down,
squeezing his thighs between hers, so that his cock now rested on
her pussy lips. Clarice could feel him start to slip in, the very
tip, the bulbous end of his mighty cock about to break through. She
moved her hands onto his solid ass cheeks, holding each one, ready
to pull him towards her, to break her dam.

Paul thrust.

He pushed his cock to her, and Clarice
felt him slowly enter her. Fuck, he felt so good. He was big. She
knew that, but feeling him slide into her pussy was such a
sensation, she hardly knew if she could take him. It drove deep
into her, the ridges and veins stimulating her clit, making her
almost cum as he journeyed deep into her tight pussy.

“Fuck that feels so good!”
she whispered in his ear

Paul let out a sigh, descending on her
body, feeling her perfect pert tits squash against him, her flat
stomach on his, knowing that he was in heaven.

He thrust. Long, deep strokes inside
her. She started to moan, the ecstasy overwhelming her. She was so
close now, but she wanted to feel him cum, to coat her walls. To
blast his hot cum deep inside. She wanted it so much. She wanted
him!

Paul pulled and pushed his hips,
feeling his cock start to twitch. It was happening now. He wanted
it so much. His vision blurred. He felt it well up inside him. His
balls hurt. Faster and faster he banged into her.


Chapter Eight: Jennifer

Jennifer watched from the ensuite
bathroom and smiled to herself. She was so turned on. Her pussy was
moist. She had been playing with herself for over an hour as Paul
and Clarice were getting it on.

She loved how Paul fucked. She loved
to watch him, to taste him, to know that he would be thinking of
her as he fucked this new young lady.

It was their game

She couldn’t wait to reveal herself.
She was so aroused. She wanted him to fuck her. She wanted to eat
Clarice out, to taste Paul’s cum inside her

She opened the door of the bathroom
and walked slowly to them. This was the part she loved the most.
The big reveal.

Paul was close. She could see his feet
curling. She knew he would be shooting hot milk inside her. She
stood over them and Clarice opened her eyes. They widened in
surprise.

“Save some of that for
me”
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Jenny doesn’t normally get into these
kinds of situation.

Not as a rule anyway.

After all, she is only nineteen years
old. Barely out of college, and not long since her first adult
sexual encounter.

And yet here she is, expertly seducing
a man some twenty years her senior.

In his own house!

While his wife prowls about the house,
just a few feet away, Jenny tries to keep her screams of ecstasy
down as David pounds her from behind over the bar top, seemingly
oblivious to the risk that he is taking.

But will this just be a one off, a
sordid encounter from a boring babysitting job, or the start of
something much bigger?

And do either of them realize the
danger they are in? David’s wife is going to make sure that this is
the first, and last time, that she fucks her husband!

 



CHAPTER ONE

It’s funny isn’t it? They say that you
make up your mind whether you are going to sleep with a guy in the
first ten seconds of meeting him.

Well, in David’s case, ten seconds was
way too long.

She knew that she would fuck him in
the first nanosecond.

In fact, it wasn’t even necessary to
meet him. That first time he had called her up, responding to her
Craig’s List ad for a babysitter, she just kind of knew.

He had such a kind voice. Such a sweet
disposition, even on the phone. It was the kind of deep, manly,
velvet voice that could get a girl like her to do
anything.

Anything at all!

“Hi. Is that
Jenny?”

“Yes. Who is this
please?”

“Jenny, my name is David. I
saw your ad online. I wondered if you could babysit for me this
evening?”

“Yes, I think I am free.
Could you tell me your address please?”

“Sure yes. I live up in the
Heights, number 242”

“Wow, that’s one nice
neighborhood David”

“Oh, it’s a roof over our
heads, you know”

“Ok, what time do you need
me to be there?”

She was enjoying this call. There is
something about it, sexy, flirtatious even. How was that possible,
when she didn’t even know the guy yet?

“Could you come round about
7? I need to show you the house, where everything is and so on.
Hope that’s ok?”

“That’s fine David, I’ll be
there”

There was a pause.

“How much do you
charge?”

Her chance to be a bit
flirtatious

“Well, if you want to pay
me with money, then it’s ten dollars an hour”

Quick as a flash, and a smile rising
in his tone “and if I pay you with something else?”

“Well, you had better be
good!”

“See you at
seven”

She felt hot and flushed after that
call, and she swore that her pussy was moist. She would need to
make sure that she wore her very hottest babysitter clothes for him
later.

 



CHAPTER TWO

If the telephone call had started her
desires off, the first meeting had sealed it.

For both of them.

He answered the door at seven exactly
and she walked in to his palace of a house, staring in awe at the
amazing decoration and solid marble and hardwood, where in her
house wood chip and flat pack furniture was all she was used
to.

Yes, this guy had it all. Amazing
taste, beautiful clothes, and at the end of the kitchen, half a
football pitch away, a beautiful, if spiky looking wife.

“You must be Jenny” she
stated, tersely.

“Yes hi. You have a lovely
place”she replied, a politely as she could

“Honey, let me show her
around the place, I need her to know where everything is before we
go out. Is that ok?”

He didn’t wait for an
answer.

“Let me show you around” he
said to her, with a slight wink. His white teeth shone in the
down-lighting.


CHAPTER THREE

That walk around the house was, it
appeared, just a chance for them to be alone. She knew she would
fuck him, but now, before he even goes out? This guy loves to live
dangerously!

“Well, this is the
playroom” he said, stating the obvious, in a huge floor-boarded
space filled with toys and games of every description.

“Well yes, I gathered that,
Mr Jones” she replied, enjoying this tour around his
empire.

“Well, I had to show you in
case my little one asked to come here now didn’t I?”

“Is it her room, or yours?”
she asked, indicating towards the upright video games consoles, and
the bar at the end of the room

“Good point. Ok you got me”
he replied

“Oh good, is this
confession time?” she answered, mentally crossing her fingers in
the hope that it was.

“Ok you got me. I took you
here because my wife never comes here. I just wanted to get you
alone”

She pretended to look shocked, but the
façade didn’t last very long. She took a step towards
him

“Well, we are alone. What
do you want to do about it?”

“I want…” he petered out,
as though scared of what his next move might bring.

“Yes?” she whispered,
wanting him to finish his sentence

“I want you” he finished,
strongly this time.

She took another step towards him, so
that their noses almost touched.

She closed her eyes, savoring this
moment, Hot breath on her cheek. Their bodies seemingly drawn
together by invisible wires.

She reached her mouth up to his,
pouting into a full kiss. Their lips locked. Saliva exchanged. Warm
tongues intertwined. They French kissed. Wide deep mouths, the most
sensual and forbidden of emotions. He kissed her neck, her
shoulders. Then he bent forwards. She held the back of his head
tightly as his lips clamped on her nipples. He flicked and fondled
them with his lips as she began to moan in joy. He felt so amazing,
but she wanted him to have the confidence to treat her like the
slut she was. She grabbed his hair, and pulled hard. He let out a
little yelp.

Pain and pleasure.

She started to unbuckle his belt. She
needed to feel his cock harden in her hand. He wriggled his
snake-like hips around as she loosened him off. His pants fell to
the floor. No boxers, that was what she liked! His cock stuck out
for her. Proud and hard and so erect. He was a lovely big
guy.

She dropped to her knees. She needed
to taste him, hard and sweaty and musky in her mouth. She wrapped
her fingers around him, feeling him twitch and throb in my hand.
His balls hung there, waiting to be kissed. She let each into her
mouth, sucking him, his cock in her hand. His balls were warm and
soft in her mouth. She started to kiss up and down his shaft. She
licked, like she had a popsicle, up and down, from his sack right
up to the shiny end. He was as hard as nails. She couldn’t wait to
get him right up inside her. Deep.Where he belonged.

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

Then she opened further, and let the
shaft in there. It pushed to the back of her throat. She wanted him
to see what a dirty bitch she was. She wanted him to feel what a
suck job from a dirty college girl was like. She took him right to
the back of her throat. She didn’t gag, she just took that massive
cock into her. She sucked and sucked, coating his shaft in her
saliva. Then she spat him out, taking in a great gulp of breath.
She breathed out to him.

“Face fuck me”

She opened her mouth up again. This
time he grabbed her head, and thrust his cock up inside her. He
thrust back and forth in her mouth. He forced the shaft right to
the back of her throat, so that she was sure that she might end up
choking on him. He used her. She could hardly breathe, she felt
that she might pass out. Back and forth he thrust.

She grabbed his ass cheeks and
squeezed, as hard as she could. Her manicured nails dug into the
flesh. He yelped in pain, and pushed it further. She scratched some
more. He slapped her across the face. Tears welled up in her eyes.
Yes! Yes! This was the fucking she wanted! No mercy! No holds
barred.

He lifted her up by her underarms, and
kissed her tits through her T-shirt. This time, there was no gentle
foreplay. He bit and chewed on her pips. Pain and pleasure mingled,
so that she could barely tell the difference between the
two.

They walked back, locked together, to
the bar area at the far end of the playroom. He pushed her against
the cold, hard wood. The passion was rising in him, to the extent
that she knew she couldn’t stop it now, even if she wanted
to.

She didn’t!

She hopped up onto the wooden counter
top and spread her legs apart, letting him see, for the first time,
her tight, pink lips, her juicy shaved white cunt, in all its
untouched, maiden glory.

He licked his lips. Neither of them
could quite believe that it was about to happen.

Despite the foreplay.

Despite the kissing and sucking and
nibbling.

Just a few seconds ago she dove onto
him, pulling out his big cock, her eyes widening as it hardened in
her hand, growing, growing, wide girth and the longest thing ever.
It was like a horse’s cock, the kind that could be seen swinging
beneath the legs of a stud farm pony, not something that tucked
itself away in this sweet, alpha male’s shorts, only coming out to
play when he was with his wife.

She looked up at him, as he stood over
her , eyes wide and shining, the clarity and purity of the whites
emphasized by the dark brown of his face. His perfect body was
toned and lithe, and his six pack rippled as he breathed in and
out. She wondered if older men find it easier to define. He
certainly didn’t seem to spend any time at the gym, and yet here he
was, standing over her like some Adonis, tight curly hairs adorning
his muscular chest, and the kind of rippling definition that white
guys would literally kill for. His thighs were astride her tiny,
thin body, so that the contract of skin against skin could not have
been more marked or obvious. Tanned brown against her milky white
midriff.

He was sweating slightly, the flirting
and kissing warming them both up so that they seemed to glow. He
was ready alright! His thick and fully erect cock in her hand was
more than testimony to that. There was no stopping this now, not
that either of them would have wanted to. She was going to have her
first ever fuck with an older man. Maybe even her first anal!
Certainly to taste cum for the very first time.She wanted to do
everything with him. To be his dirty white bitch, the way all the
dudes in the porn clips she watched liked it.

He lifted her up onto the bar. She
parted her legs wide open. He took in the sight. Her wide open
pussy lips, glistening with her juices, waiting for him to fuck
her, hard!

“Do me!”She implored.
“Stick your big hard cock up inside my cunt!”

He looked at her , lust all over his
face. Her saliva glistened on his cock. She pushed her fingers
inside her pussy, feeling the wetness. Her juice dripped from her
fingers as she took them out, and offered them up to his lips. He
took a long, greedy slurp of her juice.

“How do you like my pussy?”
She asked him.

He replied by giving her a huge kiss.
The tastes of his cock and her pussy mingled on their
breath.

She grabbed his cock, and pulled him
towards her. She didn’t want warming up. She didn’t want him to
gently bring her to the boil. She was steaming! She wanted, no, She
needed his cock inside her.

She pulled it onto her
lips.

“Now fuck me!” she
ordered

He pushed it into her. It held, for
just a moment, the lips seeming to be stuck together. He thrust a
little more, and it broke through. That first feeling of being
opened up was the one she relished most of all. His shaft started
burrowing into her, plowing new ground. She started to squirm. It
felt so massive. She almost couldn’t bear it to go in any further.
Her juices lubed him up. Further and further it went. She felt
every vein. Every contour. Amazing fucking! Stabbed by a flesh
weapon, hard and strong in the hands of a young soldier.She grabbed
his ass, giving him the rhythm to thrust into me. She
moaned.

“Do me! yes, that’s it
David. Fuck me!”

The thrusting picked up pace. He was
so good. So strong. So young! She knew he could keep this up for
hours if he wanted to.

She pushed him out of her. She wanted
to taste herself on his cock. She pulled his shaft to her lips and
took a long suck. She tasted sweet.

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

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

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

“I told you to fuck me
hard!” she shouted, not caring if his wife might come
in.

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

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

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

“Oh God! Fuck yes!” she
shouted.

The bar top was cold on her tiny
titties. The hard, bullet nipples scraped on the wooden surface.
She looked behind her at his face. Beads of sweat shone on his
forehead. A younger man would have cum a long time ago, but not
him. Not David. He was going to enjoy her for as long as he could.
Her tight rim.Her juicy, shaved pussy, that he had spent so long
licking and sucking and biting. She was all his. Every inch of her,
every droplet of sweat, each kiss from her pouting, college girl’s
old lips, was his for the taking.

She turned her face, looking over her
shoulder at him. She stared up into his eyes. He looked down at
her, aggression and lust written all over his chiseled features. He
seemed unconcerned about his wife coming in and finding them. He
thrust his muscular ass once more. The cock took her breath
away.

“Oh God David! Yes yesyes!”
She screamed, in genuine pain as well as orgasmic
abandon

“Do you want me to cum
inside you? Do you Jenny? Do you want me to cum in your
ass?”

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me harder!
Shoot your hot cum in my ass!”

The jackhammering took on a new and
urgent pace. He was ripping her up inside. He reached under to feel
her clit. It was so wet, dripping with her cunt juices. He expertly
began to circle it, pushing his balls up against it with the
movement of his cock in her asshole. She was so dirty. She wanted
to do everything. She needed to give him the pornstar experience.
The whole nine yards.

“Cum in me, then let me
taste it on your cock!” She ordered.

He slowed a little, teasing her with
his girth. He swirled it around, so that her ass hole felt tight
and loose at the same time. He was an expert swordsman, knowing
exactly what to do with it.

Then he reached under he, between her
little titties, and up to her neck. He started to feelher collar
bone, and the nape of her neck, as his thrusting slowed and
deepened.She felt his breath, hot and heavy, on her back as his
grip started to tighten. Imperceptibly at first, his hands gripped
her little neck. He thrust harder, picking up a little pace but
keeping the long strokes just as deep. He tightened again. She felt
her breath start to become difficult. She started to gasp in the
air. The room spun. She felt light headed. Dizzy. Shapes and
colours started to merge into one. Sounds boomed in her head.She
felt like she was going to pass out. And as she did so, she
came.

The orgasm ripped through her, waking
her up. She shook. Her knees gave way, and streams of white cum
shot out of her cunt, soaking his hand as he expertly rippled her
clit.

“Oh God David! Oh God! That
was amazing!”

Still he thrusted.

Then he pulled out. Juice dripped from
his cock. He was sodden. Moistened fully by the sticky juices from
her ass, the cool white cum from her naughty cunt.

He grabbed her hair and pulled her
down to his hard member. He had not yet shed his load. She wondered
if he ever would. If this was some kind of party trick.The man who
couldn’t cum, even when he was fucking his tight little
babysitter.

He pushed her face down to his cock.
It smelt meaty. Familiar odors cling to his shaft. An aroma of her
y ass, of cum, of pussy and his pre cum.She opened up her mouth.
She kissed the end of his cock. She let the flavors and juices kiss
her lips. A pre taste of pre cum.A soupcon of the meal to come. An
amuse bouche.

Juice coated her lips. She let her
pointy tongue out to taste. It was silky and forbidden.

She opened her pouting lips still
further, and took the head in her mouth. His shaft dug to the back
of her throat. She deep throated him. She sword swallowed his huge
weapon, dropping it to the back of her throat. She closed her eyes
and let him face fuck her. He thrust it in and out of her naughty
mouth. She gagged a little as the end of his cock touched her
tonsils. He held her head, fully in control, thrusting himself back
and forth inside her mouth. The choking seemed to turn him on still
further. His juice-covered cock throbbed inside her. She clung to
his firm ass cheeks, trying in vain to control the thrusting, so
that she wouldn’t choke or vomit on him. She gargled with his
member as he picked up yet more speed. She clung on to his cheeks,
digging her nails into him, imploring him to stop, or to at least
slow down. He took the message. He slowed, keeping the strokes long
but giving her a chance to ready herself for the shaft to plunge
down my throat.

Then he pulled it out of her. She
opened up her eyes, taking in the sight of him momentarily. He was
a magnificent man. His muscular body rippled and dripped with
sweat. His defined biceps bulged and his stomach heaved, showing
her more and more six pack definition with every breath, His curly
black hair was matted, and his face red with exertion. He looked
down and smiled at her gently touching her chin. His cock bobbed in
front of her face. It was hers. She loved it. She grabbed it,
gently pulling it, keeping him hard. A useless notion, given how
amazingly rock solid he was already!

She stood up, her ass to the bar, cold
wood on her cheeks once more. She hopped up, legs parting, showing
him her tiny, tight little pink pussy. He took in the sight of her
glistening lips, virgin-like. She started to play with her self,
heating it up again for him. She dripped with juice. She dipped her
fingers into her cunt, and then into her ass, hollowed out and
round from his cock. She lifted them to her mouth, staring into his
eyes, her lashes fluttering, baby-girl style. She sucked her juices
from her fingers.

“Eat me out, David!” she
ordered him, putting her fingers on his sweat-soaked head and
pushing him down to her eager pussy.

His kisses covered her body on his way
down to her forbidden cunt. He moved his hand to her breasts. He
rolled his fingers around her nipples, digging them out of her
still-on bra and tweaking them between his strong, manly digits,
making them hard. Electric shocks zoomed from her clit to her brain
as her cunt was kissed and nuzzled by his face.

His fingers started to explore her
wetness. He opened her up and gently caressed around her lips,
letting his forefinger get coated with her silky quim. The juice
coated him, and she welled up with more, fully lubricated, ready to
take his cock deep inside her. Her legs widened so that it opened
up and pouted at him. He dove down onto her. She felt his beard on
her inner thighs as his head moved from side to side. He licked and
sucked on her clit, sending electric shocks of pleasure to her
brain. She moaned, indicating her pleasure and letting him know
that he was on the right road.

His drove his tongue deep into her
pussy. She felt him eating her out, darting around inside her like
a trapped fish. The pleasure of his tongue was heightened by his
fingers, deep inside her, and by those which were clamped around
her nipple. Her pussy was full of cream, wet from the fucking he
had given her.

His tongue rasped against her pussy
lips, strong and insistent. He traced shapes around her labia,
licking the alphabet. A, then B, all the way through to Z. It was a
masterclass. All the while his forbidden fingers stroked and
caressed her insides. She squirmed with delight, and pulled great
clumps of hair from his head, sharing my pain and pleasure with
him. She looked down and saw the muscles on his back contract and
move, defining him, giving him the form of a sculpted Greek god on
a plinth. She worshipped him, as he knelt before the altar of her
cunt, praising the space between her thighs in his own special
way.

The stroking inside her pussy became
stronger, more insistent. Strange new sensations popped and zinged
in her head. She felt a flood of new emotion, a welling up, of both
my pussy juice, and the electric shocks in her head. He was
attacking her g-spot! He rubbed the front wall of her cunt, his
finger connecting with the bundle of nerve endings. She scraped her
nails on his muscular shoulders, drawing blood, making him wince
with pleasure and joy.

He shook his head between her legs.
She felt the stubble tickle her inner thighs. The pleasure
heightened. She felt another orgasm well up inside her. Her juices
coated his tongue, giving him the taste of sweet white wine. He
pushed her thighs back and up over her head. Now her pussy was
fully his, pouting at him. Her lips were hard and engorged, full of
blood and desire.

He kissed and nuzzled in there once
more. His lips were wet, his chin sodden with her juice. She wanted
to taste herself.

She pulled him up, her hands under his
arms. His body was close to hers, the heat and sweat against her ,
dripping onto her flat stomach, hardening her nipples, his hairy
chest against her feminine curves. She felt the tip of his cock
brush her lips, her cunt open and ready for him. His big, manly
mouth closed on hers . She shut her eyes and breathed him in. A big
gulp through her nose, tasting the sex in the air. Their tongues
entwined, and she devoured the taste of her pussy juice on his
breath.

As they kissed, his cock held on the
lips of her open cunt. She wanted him inside her once more, to cum
inside her, to fill her with his seed.

The muscles began to contract. She
felt them form and shape under her hands. He started to thrust out
of her, backwards, the sensations in reverse. Her pussy emptied,
her cunt hollowing again. His cock started to leave its warm, safe
hole. Their stomachs parted a little, the air betweenthem making
the goose bumps appear on their flesh. He quivered a little. Her
nipples came into view, hard as bullets, waiting for his lips. He
looked down at her perfect, young body. He kissed the nape of her
neck, her collar bone, her pert little titties. He wound his tongue
around her nipple, feeling it harden in his mouth. His cock was now
just tip deep inside her. More wonderful kisses on her
nipples.Flicks and circles and tiny little bites.She felt his
shaft, lubed with her cunt juice, sticky in her hand, ready to go
again.

His ass clenched, cock ready, he
rammed it into her. No slow journey this time, he pushed it hard
and deep inside her cunt. Bang! He hit the walls of her pussy hard.
He pushed it up and deep in her, this time letting out a little
grimace of lust and desire.

“Fuckkkkk” he half
whispered.

Again she felt his balls bang her ass
cheeks. He steadied himself on the counter-top, triceps bulging.
This was going to be the fucking of her short life.

He thrust backwards. She gasped. Then
forwards again. He picked up some speed now. Back and forth with
his huge cock, each thrust taking her closer and closer to a
heavenly orgasm, heaping the pleasure, one on top of the
other.

“Fuck me! fuck me! fuck me
David!”

He started to jackhammer. The thrusts
perfectly timed. Her clit was raw and throbbing, feeling the
contours of his cock with every thrust. Oh God but it was good!
Long powerful thrusts of his amazing cock, each one pumping her ,
filling her filthy slit, her juices gushing out and coating his
ball sack.

They synchronized, his thrust and her
parry, her clit gaining all the purchase it needed against his
long, contoured shaft.

Fuck she was close to
cumming!

He put his arms underneath her,
supporting her weight, and she leaned forward. They were hugging
now, her ass still on the cold granite worktop, legs wrapped
tightly around him, pulling him in to her. The angle of his cock
was more upright now. He was stabbing her insides with it. She sat
down a little, feeling the tip push against her cervix. He was such
a big, big guy!

He leaned back slightly, and she felt
the weight lift up from her ass cheeks. He was taking her, stepping
back, letting her tiny body get held up by his manly shoulders. She
clung to him, like a baby monkey on its mother. Trusting him
completely, never wanting him to let her go.

He pushed her up, so that her whole
body was now the thrust that he craved. She let her legs take some
of that weight, pushing against his lower arms, feeling the cock
rise and fall out of her cunt and then back in again. It was such
an intense thrusting, a complete filling of his meaty
cock.

She kissed his neck. She nuzzled in,
under his chin, and she kissed and bit his strong, stubbly neck.
His kisses covered her face as they stood there. She felt her tits
squashed onto his sweaty body. And still he showed no signs of
cumming. No indication that this fuck of a lifetime, this
punishment, was going to end.

She didn’t want it to. She really
didn’t.

He was gaining in intensity now. The
droplets of sweat on his forehead had turned into little streams.
They were going into his eyes. Making him squint with the salty
goodness.She rubbed them with her finger, tenderly taking the
offending salt water from his baby-blues.

She wanted to take some of the work.
To show him that she could ride cock as well as take it, in the
pussy and in the ass. She wanted to ride him like the naughty girl
she was.

“Let me ride you David!”
She whispered into his ear

He set her down onto the floor. The
hard marble tiles were cold on her bare feet. She savored the
contrast, cool stone from the hot flesh of a moment ago. His cock
glistened in the sunlight, streaming through the still-open blinds
of the kitchen window. It looked so magnificent. So
animal-like.Like a charging bull, and she was the
matador.

He folded his legs up onto the kitchen
floor, and lay back. She stood over him for a second, straddling
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