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“Could you teach me about sex, Mr Jones?”

His eyes widened. More than I
had ever seen. And certainly more than when I accidentally on purpose walked
into his bedroom, the one he shared with his horrible, bossy wife
wearing just my tiniest little nightdress, barely hiding my shaved
and unclothed pussy. Oh yes, babysitting does indeed sometimes
involve a sleepover!

If he had looked any closer, if his
eyes could have gotten any wider, he would have seen just how wet I
was!

“What do you
mean Connie?” he asked. He was such a gentle man. I mean, he must have
realised what was at the back of my question, what my real intent
was. But no, his kind blue eyes shone with concern and maybe even a
kind of fatherly love. I knew that he loved me as his own, even if
I also knew how much he wanted me. Some things you really just
can’t hide!

“I have been
having certain feelings” I continued. I hoped that this would turn
him on. I expected it would. He was only wearing pyjama
bottoms, having come home from his blind date, one of several that
he had (unsuccessfully) had after his nasty wife had left him) and
already I could see a tell tale bulge down there. I had seen this
before, when he had been watching me get out of the shower. I loved
doing that to him, teasing him, it made me so horny, so wet, so
ready for him!

“What kind of feelings? What
do you mean?”

“Well, I keep wondering what
it would be like to experience a real man. You know, to have a
man’s cock inside me”

I expected him to baulk at my use of
that word. But he just smiled some more.

“You mean, you’re still a
virgin?” he asked

I nodded and bit my lip. I knew it was
what he wanted to hear. I mean, who wouldn’t want a nubile young
virgin in his bedroom.

Still, give him his due. He did make an
attempt at protesting.

“Are you sure you want to tell me
this Connie?” he asked with concern in his voice

“Yes Mr
Jones.
I feel like I can trust you”

He continued. “So what do you
want to knowConnie?”

I bit my lip. Thought about my
answer

“Well, I just wonder what it
feels like Mr Jones. I mean, they look so big when they’re you
know, hard. I don’t know how I would fit it in. I mean, I’m really
tight”

I gave him a look as he looked at me. I
traced a shape down my stomach, and allowed my nightdress to ride
up a little, so that he could see my neat, tucked in pussy lips.
His eyes widened. I decided to go for it.

“Look” I said, parting my lips and allowing him to see inside me
“do you see how tight I am?”

He nodded. He was silent

“Can you imagine how tight
your big cock would fit inside me? I mean, I’m wet now, but even
so, would it hurt me?”

He thought for a moment, clearly
weighing up where he would go from here

He was growing. I could definitely see
how hard he was getting. If he was anything like me, once he was
turned on he wouldn’t be able to stop himself!

“Well honey” he said calmly
“you can see how hard I am, maybe you would like to see me and you
can judge whether you would fit it inside you?”

I nodded. I liked the idea

I watched him, as slowly he pulled his
pyjama pants out and over his cock, which was now fully hard and
standing out in front of him. As soon as his pants were down the
huge cock seemed to fill my vision. It seemed to throb in front of
him, alive, like a trapped animal. The skin was pulled back and a
bright red apple of an end seemed to crown the top of the massive
thick, veiny shaft. I may have been playing when I was talking
about fitting him inside me, I had played with toys in the past,
but now I really wasn’t so sure.

“Mr
Jones,
My God. That’s so big! How on earth will I fit that
inside?”

“Well you need to get the
lucky guy to really warm you up, Really get you wet so that you can
get lubricated and get it inside you” was his matter of fact
answer.

I moved towards him, so that we were
about eight inches apart. Funny that, a big hard cock length
between us.

I let my fingers slip down to it, so
that they rested on the hard stalk that stuck out proudly in front
of him.

“What do you mean by warm me
up?” I said. Would you show me what you mean? I kind of rocked back
and forth on my toes, looking demure and innocent. It was a look I
know he loved.

He didn’t answer. He knew where
this was going. He reached around the back of me, and pulled up the
back of my nightwear. His hands on my butt cheeks now, warm and
firm, as though I were in the hands of a masterful man, completely
in control of his actions. Then he started to gently rub them. He
pulled himself closer to me, so that his cock rested on my naughty
pussy. I knew I was wet, but I wanted to be wetter. Much wetter!
The way he held himself against me, his hardness warming me up, it
was just so sexy. I opened up my legs slightly, so that he could
really lay along my trench, and I pulled myself up onto my tip
toes, so that as well as his hard cock now starting to almost dig
inside me, in a most delicious, teasing way, my lips were now close
to his.

It was then that I really took
him in. The sight of his warm smile, his shining blue eyes, the
brow slightly furrowed as though in concern for this brat he was kind of
responsible for, wrestling with the twin emotions of desire and an
older man’s caution. He smelled amazing, aftershave and
moisturiser, sweat and hard work. He had been for a run before he
had come home, running up for a shower, so he was both glowing and
clean, perfect in every way. Now that he was in his pyjamas, I
suspected he was going to get a beer and watch a game. I had other
ideas!

I clasped my hands around his neck, so
that I could pull myself closer to him, my lips now definitely in
his orbit, drawn together as though by some invisible force. I am
sure that now we both knew that this would happen, and yet afraid
that the other might call it off, even at this late stage. After
all, it was so taboo, so forbidden. If we got caught there would be
no running away from what we were doing.

But our lips were so close now. I could
almost feel the sparks of electricity flying between them. No
stopping us. I saw him start to half close his eyes. I did the
same, reciprocating and pulling myself closer as though we were
telepathically connected. And then we did it. Our lips
met!

At first it were as though we were
merely having a platonic peck on the lips, the kind of thing you
might expect between us, even though his hard cock was resting in
my wet slit! Then our mouths opened and we were really, really
kissing! His tongue began to twist in my mouth, and mine in his. I
could taste his adult, slightly meaty breath, mingling with the
breath mint I had had a few minutes before I had gone into his
room. You see, I really didn’t leave anything to chance! He drew
his body closer to mine so that I felt my tits squash against his
chest, and he could too! His hands moved from my ass to around my
waist and he held me close as though afraid that if he didn’t I
would somehow escape. Like I could ever do that! Our bodies
together and his hands tight on my back, mine now on his ass,
feeling how firm it was, those two perfect buns in my grasp. I
pushed myself closer into him.

Then he left my mouth and began to kiss
around my neck, softly nuzzling into me in a display of manly
affection, making me turned on, my niiples hardening as he worked
on me. My hands too were playing on his back. Then I allowed my
right hand to stray around the front of his body. At first I felt
the hard ridges of his six pack, a perfect body, not a dad-bod like
so many of my buddies had told me their Dad’s possessed. Then down,
so that the end of his cock was resting on my wrist as I played
with his stomach. I could feel him shiver, and his hands too
started to find their level, gently cupping my breast and expertly
laying his fingers on my nipples in turn, so that I could feel the
desire start to well up inside me.

Then the tip of my fingers was on his
hard cock, the rounded end, still covered in the fabric of his
pyjama pants, but none the less obvious in its hardness and shape.
It felt so big, like a round ball on top of a cucumber, impossibly
big and hard, so that I felt just as much the virgin that I had
claimed to be to get us both into this situation. I felt him breath
in hard as I started to play with his length, feeling the warmth of
it, the weight. It was slightly wet at the end, beginning to coat
in his pre cum. How I wanted to taste that sweet
delight!

He moved his head down, and as he did
so lifted up my night dress so that that cold air of the bedroom
hit my nipples, making them more proud and tingling than a second
ago. He moved his head down, as I still was teasing the end of his
erection, and started to gently lick on my nipples. I held his
head, hot and alive, and he wound his tongue around each of them in
turn, flicking with the tip and then sucking each pert breasts as
though it were an ice cream cone. I knew that this was just the
start, but even then I felt as though I were about to cum as he
worked on me. I pulled out the fabric of his pants, and allowed it
to gather around his ankles, so that now his huge cock was free. I
didn’t dare to look down at it, instead holding it firmly in the
fingers of one hand, as though if I let it go it would somehow
escape the rest of his body. With the other I moved down from his
scalp to gently massage his balls as he worked my tits, working me
up to a frenzy, getting me wetter than I had ever been. I slipped
my hand up and down his shaft, feeling his breathing gain, and
knowing that I too was having exactly that effect on
him!

He started to push himself more into
me, like little
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