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OK, so
here’s the thing.

I know
that I was far too young to get pregnant. I mean, I had my whole
college education in front of me, and I managed to get knocked up
the very first time I had sex.

Not only
that, it was in the back seat of his Dads Buick, on prom night! How
much more of a cliché could it be?

And yet,
my folks were great about it. They kept me at home, watching as I
grew up to bloom, heavy with child. It was only when they got a
little drunk and careless that things could sometimes get out of
hand.

And on
this particular night, as luck would have it, a sexy older man came
to my aid.

A guy who
had been looking at my full, creamy tits all night! An older man
that I just had to nurse!



**


We were
all sitting at dinner with the neighbours. Mark and his spiky
looking wife, and my folks. I was starting to show, and my breasts
were a good four cup sizes larger than they had been before I had
gotten myself pregnant. Wine was flowing, all except for me. I was
not able to drink now that I was with child. And in any case, I was
underage! The conversation moved, at the end of the night, to my
situation, and how great my parents were being about it
all.

“Look at
you. You are just blooming” Mark’s wife was saying, eying me
through judging eyes.

“Isn’t
she though?” replied my Mom, smirking at me and giving me a
wink.

My pops
was a little bit drunk at this point. “Yeah, I mean, just look at
those huge melons. It will sure be a well fed baby”

My face
immediately heated up into a crimson colour, and I ran out of the
room. I took myself over to the kitchen sink, their laughter still
in my ears, and poured myself a glass.

As I
gulped on the cool, clear water, I felt a presence behind me. It
was Mark, the older man who, now that I look back on it, was
probably the least forthcoming of the adults in that conversation.
He smiled at me and put a fatherly hand on my shoulder.

“Hey
Stacey, so sorry about all of that. You must have been so
embarrassed” he said, softly

I looked
into his eyes as I spoke, trying to sound more grown up than the
teenager I really was. “Thanks Mr Chilvers. Look it’s ok, I
understand how you guys get when you have had a glass of wine or
two”

He smiled
back at me, appreciating the cheek of the younger generation.
“Well, if you are going to admonish me for drinking a little in the
afternoons, then you are going to have to drop this Mr Chilvers
crap ok? It’s Mark”

“Ok Mark”
I acquiesced. “I am fine, really. Although I don’t know how I can
handle the idea that ‘he’ has noticed my boobs.

Mark
replied quickly “Well I have noticed them. I think they are
magnificent”

We both
laughed, the tension in the air seeming to dissipate with our
relaxed chuckling.

“Really?”
I replied. “You like these do you?” I pulled down my top, so that
he could see some more of my cleavage. His eyes widened.

“Oh God
yeah, I mean look at them! You are going to have one lucky
baby!”

“To be
honest, I don’t know if I could feed from them. I wouldn’t know
what to do” I said, sheepishly

“Oh you
must. You simply must!” he replied

I was
getting turned on now

“Well,
maybe if I could have a practice…”

He smiled
at me. “Yeah you could practice. You just need to find someone who
will suck on them. Someone to nurse..” he let his words break off a
little.

“Someone
like you?” I asked

He didn’t
say anything. He just nodded

We stole
away from the kitchen and up into the spare room. I locked the door
behind me

“We don’t
have long!” I said

Quickly I
took my top off and loosened my bra. He walked over to me, his eyes
shining. He cupped my breasts, feeling the weight of them. Cream
was already leaking from my erect nipples. I was so ready for him.
He bent his head down and started to drink from my hard fleshy
breasts. I felt my milk flow freely, starting to gush out. It was
so sensual, so sexy, nursing this older man.

He lifted
up his face. His lips were covered in my cream. I wiped it from
them as we moved closer, and then I moved my hands down, and
grabbed a handful of ass cheek.

His arms
were around me now in a most gentlemanly manner. But my hands were
full of this amazing man’s fantastic toned butt, and I loved it. I
could have moved them, even at that stage, as though I had made a
big mistake. But I didn’t. I kept hold of him, and moved my head up
to him, and began to kiss his neck. I noticed that his eyes were
shut. He tasted of expensive aftershave and slightly of salty
sweat, a perfect manly smell. He moved his head towards me, his
lips slightly puckered, as though inviting my next move.

It was
all of the invitation I needed.

I pulled
him tighter. My hands grabbed his powerful butt and I lifted myself
up on my tiptoes, and locked my lips with his.

The
passion seemed to flood out of both of us on that first embrace. I
immediately started to feel turned on, the second we connected, my
nipples hardening and my pussy starting to tingle. Feelings of lust
coursed around my young body, as I felt him start to awaken. I
opened my mouth. His warm tongue began to wrestle with mine, our
mouths opening and shutting, hot breath exchanged. His hands
started to explore my back, stroking and massaging me, our kissing
deeper and more urgent. He kissed me, harder and harder, both of us
melting into each other in a frenzy of French kissing. We were both
turned on. We could both feel it, rising within us.

And,
going on the way he was pushing himself into me, something else was
rising too!

I wanted
to get that hard cock out of his pants. It was all I could think
about. I may, at this point, still have my cherry, but I had plenty
of experience turning myself on, and right now I was more turned on
than I had ever felt in my life. I wanted his hard cock in my
hand.

In my
mouth

In my
pussy!

My hand
began a journey around from the back to the front. I left the
comfort of his ass cheek, and pulled it around his body so that it
rested now on his waistband, just above the tip of his obvious
erection. I let it stay there, as though he might, even now, say
that we were going too far. He kissing intensified, giving me the
exact opposite signal. I moved my fingers slowly and lightly down
the front of his pants, just closing the gap, so that now I rested
on the bulge on the front. Then I closed my grip, and grabbed hold
of the bulge so that I formed a fist around it.

He felt
really big! I didn’t yet know if he was of course, but the warm,
hard animal in the front of his pants definitely felt like it had
some real girth and length. I squeezed a little, gently, and jerked
it in very slow movements. He sighed out a little and pushed
himself at me.

The lust
was rising within both of us know. An unstoppable force, incapable
of stopping for anything. And yet, one of us had to say something,
to set some boundaries, to at least mention that word. I decided
that before we went any further, it should be me.

It took
all of my willpower to peal my lips away from him. Even as I said
it, I still had his cock in my hand. “Mark, Mark honey, what about
your wife?”

The word
seemed to bring us both back to reality a little. “What about her?”
he asked, as though it were the most simple question, as though
there really wasn’t anything to be considered at all.

“Well,
what if she comes down and finds us?” I asked, more urgently now.
It was the last thing I wanted. At this point in time I had no idea
where this might lead, whether I would be a regretful fling, or
whether this might go somewhere else. Put it this way, I wasn’t
picking out material for drapes and planning weddings with Mark in
my mind, but I am not a slut. I don’t just fuck any man. Especially
not an older man, and a friend of the family too!

“I don’t
think she willStacey. I know her pretty well,she will be chatting
to your folks for ages”

I smiled,
and threw my arms around him again. Our kissed were much more
urgent now. Turning that key had set free all of my desires. More
than anything else I just wanted to be naked with him. To feel his
hard body against mine. To finally fuck this older man! He started
to walk me backwards, towards the welcoming warmth of the bed,
fully made up with a twee, flowery duvet cover, and big
marshmallow-like pillows. A perfect bed to fall into a deep sleep
in.

Or to
feed an older man in!

I felt
the backs of my shins hard against the wood of the bedframe. He
didn’t push me backwards, he was way too much of a gentleman for
that kind of rough housing. It was ironic, because if anything, I
would have loved a little bit of BDSM. Some pain, a little
spanking, I didn’t know it yet but in the future I would absolutely
love a bit of that. Fifty shades? Give me five hundred
shades!

He leaned
into me a little, and I kept my hand firmly on his hard, warm cock.
I felt it, even through the fabric of his pants and briefs, twitch
and throb between my fingers. I couldn’t wait to get my lips around
it.

His
breath tasted slightly meaty, and hot. Our saliva mingled and our
teeth clanked together. The urgency and lust was palpable now. It
was a living, breathing thing. Growing between us, a third person
in the room, and one who could not be ignored. His hands played on
my back, starting to pull up the light cotton fabric of my blouse.
I felt his fingers in my hair, untangling my long, dark tresses
from my scrunchie and letting my hair tumble over my toned, bronzed
shoulders. His hands quickly followed, and soon I was both
untuckedand unbuttoned. My blouse fell apart, freeing my full
breasts. I felt a rush of cold air fall on them, and then the
warmth of his hands. He explored my milk-hardened flesh, no doubt
relishing my youth in comparison to his older, and thinner wife.
Strange how women of a certain age. And a certain income band and
circle of friends, seem obsessed with becoming as thin as humanly
possible, as though men such as my Mark don’t want to feel the
flesh of a real woman beneath their fingers. I am no waif, but nor
am I a fat girl. I am simply well nourished, and youthful. And of
course, I have cream filled titties for him to suck on! A perfect
irresistible combination for any man.

Even a
married one.

His
kisses started to shower my face now. He landed soft pecks on my
eyelids, my cheeks, my neck. Each soft touch was heaven. A perfect
erogenous embrace, firing off nerves that I didn’t even know I had.
I ran my hands through his strong, curly hair, feeling the heat of
his scalp, slightly sweaty, no doubt from the shear danger of the
situation. I pushed his head down slightly, anticipating the road
that I knew he was taking. He covered my shoulders in kisses, the
nape of my neck, my collar bone, and down further, to the curve of
my young tits.

I closed
my eyes, and colours and shapes danced in front of my eyelids, as
he licked the cup of my breasts with his tongue, as though gorging
on an ice cream cone. He started to lick around my nipples, teasing
the fat, dark disk and then flicking his tongue over my nipples. He
pulled on them slightly, giving me the pain that I craved, and then
clenched each one in turn between his teeth. It sent shocks of joy
racing through my body I was in the hands of an expert. As more
warm milk flowed from them, filling his willing mouth, I felt a
wave of orgasm start to well up inside me. Unprecedented, just from
nipple play. I wanted to reciprocate, so show him that I had some
moves too, but I knew I was in the hands of a true expert. I
wrapped my hand around his cock, squeezing it further through his
pants, and jerked him more firmly now. In his turn he licked around
my nipples, up and over the fully erect flesh, and then in big
circles around my cup. This was going to be one hell of an
orgasm!

I could
feel it well up inside me, and yet I didn’t want to cum just yet. I
needed to feel his cock inside me. I was sure that would be the
time when I would unleash, squirting all over him and crying out,
despite his warnings about the woman sleeping just feet away from
us. I wondered how he might explain that one away to her. Maybe he
would say that I was taken ill. Or perhaps that he was watching a
porno? Heck, I even dared to imagine that maybe he would just come
clean with her, tell his wife to go fuck herself, and run away with
me. Such is the way a teenage mind can run.

I felt
suddenly very clothed. And as for Mark, he could have walked away
looking like there was hardly a hair out of place. This definitely
had to change, and fast! I put both hands on his belt buckle,
getting the lie of the land, feeling that he had that belt, a
button and a zipper. No barrier
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