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I gasped as his huge cock worked its way
inside me. I knew it would be a tight squeeze, that I would be
stretched, broken even.

But I wanted it. I wanted this much older man
to want me so much, so hard, that he would be so overcome with
desire that the animal instinct would take over. Because even with
his hard thrusts, even with the hugeness of his massive, throbbing
cock, that I would be in the hands of an expert.

Yes, that was how I wanted my first time to
be!

He fixed me in his steely blue-eyed gaze as
he pushed into me. He grey hair shining in the light streaming
through the living room drapes. Our clothes lay around us, tossed
far and wide from the passion and ardor of our frenzied undressing,
as though we had worried that if we didn’t do the deed we would
somehow miss the opportunity to fuck each other.

Like anything could possibly stop us now!

His chest muscles twitched and his eyes
shone. I felt around his body, his some fifty years of life lending
his skin a rough, pleasant feel, not an ounce of fat, just skin
over muscle. No body builder, just toned and fit the way a
billionaire really should be, own gym, personal trainer and a diet
personally calorie counted by his nutritionist.

And his wife!

Yes his skinny blonde bitch. All MILF,
perfect body poured into white Chanel jeans, costing more than I
made in a month, salads and mineral water for lunch, and diamonds
dripping from her perfect ears, and yet a sadness in her eyes which
comes from knowing that she could never compete for his attentions,
not against a much younger model like me!

His firm ass cheeks filled my grasp. I pulled
my lithe legs up to my ears, opening myself up for him, waiting for
the thrust that would surely come. I could feel myself start to
envelop him. His hard, strong cock was resting against my wet pussy
lips. My clit tingled and my nipples were hard as bullets, having
been licked and teased all over by his expert, warm mouth. What I
needed, more than anything else, was for him to be inside me. Right
now! It scared me a little. He would be breaking me, fucking me for
the very first time. It was all I wanted, and I was ready.

He looked at me, fixing my stare with his
own. I was drowing in his eyes, like cool swimming holes, so deep
you could get lost in them, a kindness there as well as his
all-consuming passion for me. He held it there for a moment, as I
caressed his ass cheeks and waited for the thrusting that was about
to hit me between my legs. I was wetter, hornier, more turned on
than I had ever been before.

“Do it” I pleaded, gently, wanting to
reassure him that despite being a virgin I was ready for him, ready
to lose my cherry to such a handsome, older man. I didn’t know what
might happen afterwards. Madness to thing that he might leave his
wife, give up his perfect life for a young woman like me, very
little in common apart from that sexual spark that had been very
obvious the day we first met. OK. So it was still the same day!

“Are you sure” he smiled. I didn’t think that
I could stop him anyway. I could feel how powerful he was, but I
also knew that he was a gentleman, that if I asked he would stop,
there and then.

I didn’t want him to stop!

“I’m sure” I answered him, never more sure of
anything in my life. “Fuck me!”

Mind you, that may have been to do with my
short denim skirt, and my tight white T-shirt that clung to my
teenage curves and helped my bra-less nipples stick out when I sat
under the air con. And I always sat there!

I knew the affect that I had on the guys in
my school. Older, my age, none of them were immune to my healthy
blonde hair and pearly white teeth, my ‘come and fuck me’ smile and
my toned and tanned teenage body.

It was almost boring, the number of guys who
seemed to drool over me when I walked into class and sat down in my
chair, skirt riding up to my panty-less ass! Plenty of them asked
me out, and of that number, a few made it to take me to the movies
or out for a drink after school. I even let some of those jocks
feel me up. Truth was, I loved it. I always got wet for their
attentions, letting them push themselves against me, get their
fingers wet inside me, grope my firm breasts inexpertly. They were
like over-excited puppies. I loved it, of course I did, but a loved
knocking them back even more than that. I would chide them, tell
them to wait, feel their hard, youthful cocks but go no further
than that, even when they had me pushed up against the door of
their car, my legs apart and pale pink pussy gaping and ready for
them. No, I didn’t want my very first time to be with one of these
over-eager boys. I wanted a real man!

We had fallen on hard times, in our family,
and that was why instead of face-timing my girlfriends and going
out on dates, on many evenings I would find myself in a strange
living room minding some brat, while his or her parents tried to
fix their marriage on some ‘date night’

I was ok about it. It got me out of an
increasingly desperate household. My Dad had finally succumbed to
his alcoholism, electing to stay more or less permanently house
bound, making my Mom go out to various nothing jobs, cleaning and
working a call centre, not bringing in enough to cover rent, let
alone give her family any of the essentials that would make our
lives worth living. So it was decided that I should babysit, to
make the family some extra money, enough to get us by and maybe a
little more besides.

Truth was, I was real good at it. There is
enough of the ‘girl next door’ about me to satisfy the Mom that I
would be a responsible adult, that I wouldn’t have my boyfriends
around or raid the drugs cabinet while they were away. And as for
Dad, well he just loved to great me at the door, and to greet me
with a smile and a wink. I smiled back with a twinkle in my eye
that was just short, only just mind you, of flirting.

And so it was that on a hot July night, I had
found myself, via a recommendation from one parent to another,
walking up the long, fountain lined driveway of Mr Daniel’s, my
Daddy’s best friend and the guy who I was babysitting for’s
house.

The door could have easily been answered by a
maid or butler, the place was that grand. To my right hand side, as
I stood in a porch that was bigger than my kitchen at home, was a
garage which looked like it could house at least six luxury cars.
Peacocks wandered in the garden, framed by the symmetrically cut
hedges. I saw, way in the distance, a diving board which indicated
a big pool hidden somewhere in the immaculate cut lawns. I took a
deep breath and readied myself with my best, whitest smile. This
was one family I really wanted to impress!

They door swung open, and a middle aged man
answered. He took my breath away. Baby blue eyes shone out from his
tanned face. His smile seemed to overwhelm me, filling me with a
warm glow. It was like curling up in a big armchair. I had no doubt
that he won most of his business deals by charming both ally and
competitor with his easy charm.

“Well, you must be Rebecca” he oozed. I was
almost lost for words

“Yes, hi there Mr Daniels” I stuttered

“Please, call me Mike” he whispered

If I could, I would have fucked him there and
then!

A sound of stiletto Jimmy Choos on the tiled
floor approached us. I looked over Mike’s muscular shoulder to see
his cliché gorgeous wife waft into view. She was in an all black
little clingy dress, with high heels and hair up in a bun. Perfect,
if slightly severe make-up. Her eyes shone, and I could have sworn
that she was glaring at both of us. She strode up to both of us,
still shaking hands in the hallway, and smiled at me. Cruella
DeVille

“You must be Rebecca. The children are in
bed, they shouldn’t disturb you. Please help yourself to anything
in the fridge, and watch TV. They won’t wake up”

And with that, she left with my dream man. I
heard the wheels of whichever luxury car they were taking spin on
the driveway and they were off, leaving me to fantasize about
taking my dream man away from her…

When they returned around midnight, it was
clear that they had been arguing. I didn’t know if it was about me,
I kind of hoped so. I loved the thought that having come into their
lives I had made such an impact that she actually felt threatened.
I doubted it, but it was a very nice thought!

I jumped up from the all-enveloping embrace
of the soft, white leather sofa I was daydreaming in. She had been
right, the children hadn’t bothered me in the slightest. Not a peep
out of either of them. I had been up to check a few times,
navigating my way around the maze of rooms until I had found
theirs, a winter palace of unicorns and mythical creatures, the
twins sleeping contentedly in their rarified world.

The bitch swept past me and into the kitchen.
She poured herself a large glass of fine red wine and gulped it
down in a shot, then practically ran up the stairs, stilettos in
her hand. I heard a door slam somewhere in the vast expanse of
their house.

Mike turned to me. He looked sheepish and
more than a little hurt. I could tell they had been going at it. He
opened his arms wide, palms upwards, as if to say ‘it really wasn’t
my fault’

“Are you ok Mr Daniels?” I asked him, caring
concern in my voice.

“Well, I won’t be if you call me Mr Daniels
again” he answered “It’s Mike and you know it”

I grinned at him. He hadn’t lost his
charm

“She gets like this sometimes” he continued.
“She sometimes questions my business decisions. And she could also
tell that I, well, I liked you”

His voice had the air of a confessional. Like
he was sharing a big secret. Did he know that he was turning me on?
I suspected he did. I didn’t care

“Oh Mike, you don’t deserve that. I can tell
that you worship her, why would you think that”

“Well, she is a pretty perceptive woman. And
well, I do…”

He tailed off, as though already worried that
he may have said too much. It was now or never

“Well…” I faltered, not knowing whether to
carry on. This was a great job, a good gig, paying over double what
my next best customer paid. Did I really want to risk it over a
stupid crush?

Fuck it. In for a penny, in for a pound

“Well, I really like you too Mike”

I moved towards him. His arms were still
outstretched, so I took three paces forwards so that I was inside
his strong embrace now. He didn’t close his hands on my back, he
stood there. I looked up at him, He must have been at least a foot
taller than me. Over six feet or sexy older man. I wasn’t about to
let him go in a hurry!

He started to say something, but I put my
finger to his lips, and pursed my own so that I was making a ‘sh’
sound. “I really, really like you Mike”

It was all I needed to say. I felt his hands
on my ass cheeks. I interlocked my fingers with his on my butt, and
we slow danced a little as I drew my body closer to his. I felt his
warmth, the touch of his body, firm yet yielding. His hands were
firmer on my ass now, working the cheeks like bread, squeezing them
between his hands. I clasped my fingers behind his neck, feeling
the hairs stand up, knowing that I was tingling just as much. I
lifted myself up onto my tip-toes, and parted my lips. I breathed
in his scent, the expensive, lemony scent of his cologne, the musk,
and closed my eyes.

There was a slight pause, as though he were
still weighing up the rights and wrongs of what he was about to do.
Then just as I was starting to doubt whether this was the right
thing to do, his soft lips planted on mine, and I melted into his
arms.

Our kiss was soft at first, gently teasing me
with his lips, brushing them against mine. His arms wrapped me up,
embracing me, enveloping me. He kissed me deeper, eyes closed, his
hot breath on my cheek. I could feel how turned on he was, even
from that kiss. His tongue in my mouth now, feeling the inside, our
tongues together, and I wished that he was inside my soft, tight
pussy with his tongue. I knew I was wet, even opening my legs as we
stood there, pushing his bulge against me as we French kissed. Now
he was more urgent, showering his kisses on me, soft and hard in
equal measure, the sound of wet lips on flesh.

I bade him to break away from me, just for a
second.

“What about your wife, Mike?”

I felt like I had to ask the question, even
though I didn’t want to. This was my fantasy. Our fantasy. I didn’t
need reality poking its nose in

“It’s ok” he responded, the urgency not
leaving his voice “she will have taken a sleeping pill. She’ll be
out for the morning. Anyways, I don’t care any more about that
miserable bitch!”

It was all I wanted to hear, and a green
light for me to take this as far as we both wanted.

All the way!

His tongue darted in and out of my mouth now,
so that in effect he was tongue fucking me. His hands still on my
ass, I pushed my pussy into his bulge, feeling how hard he was
becoming, his silk pants bulging in a satisfying way. I moved my
hand around so that as we kissed, my fingers were brushing against
his hard cock, the fabric slipping on my fingertips. I teased him
as we embraced, and felt his breathing deepen.

Then his hands started to explore my tight
body in turn. He moved around from my ass to my thighs, feeling the
tight flesh, making my body tingle as he explored me. I gasped as
he brushed my pussy lips gently on his way around to the front of
my body. My tight stomach shuddered as he lifted up the tight white
cotton of my T, teasing my navel, rolling the tip of his finger
around it, and then moving up to my nipples, brushing them in a
similar teasing action. I melted to his touch, heavy breathing,
wanting him, feeling warm against him, so turned on.

As pulled his shirt tails out of his pants,
and returned the favor, rolling my hands around his stomach and up
to his chest muscles, exploring the ridges of his six pack, feeling
him twitch, hot sweat between the definition of his muscular body.
We both breathed, little gasps now, knowing what was coming and
yet, like an expertly cooked meal, wanting to savor each course as
it was served up to us.

We started to move backwards, or forwards in
Mike’s case, closing in on the big, soft white sofa that was to
become our bed for our love making. I wanted him to fuck me so
much. As we moved, clothes were removed and strewn back along our
journey, like Hansel and Gretel leaving a trail to find their way
home in the woods. My T shirt was up and over my head in a twinkle
of an eye, and my bra-less titties, firm and pert, were his. His
eyes widened as he saw them, I knew they were quite a sight. A
perfect pair, the kind women like his wife would kill for, and
spend thousands trying to replicate by plastic surgery. I knew that
they wouldn’t last for ever, but while I had them I would make sure
they would make me my fortune! He lowered his head and standing
there, started to suck on my nipples, each in turn. It turned me on
so much feeling his warm lips on them. I ran my fingers through the
grey and black hair on the back of his scalp, his hot skin beneath
my fingers, hair wet with sweat and lust.

I knew I was welling up with juice as he
nuzzled into my breasts. I was so turned on now, so ready for him.
I took his hand in mine, and as he suckled on me I pulled his hand
down and between my legs. My panties were sodden. I let him start
to explore down there, softly rubbing my clit up and down, pulling
the flimsy cotton to one side and connecting with my pussy,
slipping his finger in an out of me as easily as anything, feeling
how wet I was and how much I wanted him!

We collapsed backwards, the soft folds of
leather taking our combined weight easily. My head sank back and he
was on top of me, his hard cock pushing into me and his muscular
arms around me. He kissed me again. I gasped from the urgency of
his embrace, pulling him towards me, my hands on his cheeks, eating
him all up. Then I stroked the front of his body, his chest,
drinking him in, feeling his contours, taking a handful of ass
cheek and grasping him tightly. Then he pulled back slightly so
that I could see the tent that had formed in his pants. I had to
get a sight of that cock!

I started to unbuckle his belt. My fingers
fumbled a little, I knew that I was nervous. This was all uncharted
territory for me. Sure, I had held a guy’s cock in my hand, but
never knowing that it would lead to going all the way, which it
surely would!

His belt came away finally, and his fly
buttons followed suit. His pants parted and I caught sight of the
black silk of his boxers beneath. His cock has soaked them, clearly
he was as excited as me. I let my fingers grasp the throbbing
gristle of his cock, cool in the luxury silk. I wasn’t going to
keep him like that for long. I put my hands around his waistband,
and in one swift movement his boxers were around his knees and his
erection bounced in front of my stomach.

And what a beautiful cock it was! It was
hard, rock hard, and throbbed with the lines and veins around it. A
good eight inches long and thick too, a perfect example of an
exquisite penis. I ached to have it inside me, to feel it stretch
my cunt until I was fit to burst. The dark pink end seemed to
shine, coated as it was in slippy pre cum. I wanted to taste it,
more than anything, so I wrapped my fingers around it and pulled it
towards my lips, making a kiss face and tasting the end, my eyes
closed, letting the sweet pre cum coat my lips.

He wriggled his legs, so that his trousers
and underwear were on the floor and his naked body was on top of
me. I now felt very much over-dressed, albeit in my denim and
panties. He was merciless with my clothes, ripping my remaining
garments from me so that I too was liberated, naked, wriggling
underneath him, his sweat dripping from his body and landing on
mine. We were both so turned on, so ready to fuck each other
senseless!

His started to kiss my neck, showering my
body in his passionate embrace, soft warm lips all over my skin,
the nape of my neck, my shoulders, my breasts, my stomach, and then
he began to tease my pussy. He landed his wet lips all over the
flesh, kissing and licking my inner thighs, underneath my ass
cheeks, teasing my ass hole, licking around the hole and gently
brushing my clit and lips with his tongue. He put his hands on the
very top of my thighs, so that his thumbs could work my opening,
getting them wet with my slippy juices, pushing them into me and
then out in turn, and licking my slit, taking big long strokes of
my cunt with his snake-like tongue. I nearly came there and then,
he lapped me up, tasting my insides, getting me hotter than I could
ever have thought possible. Then he started to enter me with his
middle finger. Not the frantic finger banging of my teenage peers.
This was way more calculated. A man who had real skills. He pushed
up into me and licked around my clit as he worked me, slowly
fucking me with his finger as the licking became more tense, and
finally turning his hand around so that the pad of his middle
finger connected with the bundle of nerves on the front wall of my
vagina.

I nearly melted! I came on the spot as he
rubbed my g-spot, expertly. Gently and yet firmly, a man in
complete control. My vision blurred and I cried out, unable to help
myself, knowing the risk I was taking and yet letting that same
risk turn me on even more! The quim gushed from me, soaking his
face as I came buckets. I squirmed. My legs wrapped around his neck
as he took long tastes of my cunt juices, eagerly licking up more
like a greedy puppy.

Then I pulled him up to my face. He grinned
at me, covered in my waters, looking like he had done the best
thing ever. Which of course he had!

His cock bounced in front of us. I pulled him
up to me once more, his thick hard cock in front of my face again.
I opened my mouth, this time wanting to swallow him right down. I
closed my eyes and guided him into my mouth. At first he filled it,
not down my throat yet but making it hard to breath through my
mouth. I relaxed and took his huge cock, his balls in front of my
chin. I could hear him deep breathing. I loved that sensation, his
musky flesh inside me. I put my hands on his ass cheeks, guiding
him, showing him that he could face fuck me, letting him begin to
thrust into me. I loved it, feeling like he was using me, like a
sex doll, like his plaything.

Then I opened up some more and told myself to
relax my breathing. I pulled him harder and pushed my head forwards
at the same time. I let him slip down my throat. Further. Further.
His cock right down now, sword swallowing his flesh. It felt good.
So good. His balls on my chin. I cupped his two gonads in my hands,
teasing them, squeezing slightly, and let him thrust in there. I
couldn’t breath, but I didn’t mind. I loved that feeling, almost
passing out, choking on the huge cock in my mouth, and loving
it.

I heard his heavy breathing and felt him
start to twitch. I wondered if he was going to cum in my mouth. I
would love it, of course. I had never swallowed semen but I was
sure that I would. I wanted to have all of him. To taste all of
him. All the way or nothing at all, that was my motto. But I also
needed him to cum inside me. To impregnate me. That was what I
craved more than anything else.

I pushed him out of my mouth. I knew what I
wanted, so did he.

“Fuck me Mike” I said. “Fuck me now. Make me
a woman”

It was a command. An order to be obeyed at
all costs

He fixed me in his steely blue-eyed gaze as
he pushed into me. He grey hair shining in the light streaming
through the living room drapes. Our clothes lay around us, tossed
far and wide from the passion and ardor of our frenzied undressing,
as though we had worried that if we didn’t do the deed we would
somehow miss the opportunity to fuck each other.

Like anything could possibly stop us now!

His chest muscles twitched and his eyes
shone. I felt around his body, his some fifty years of life lending
his skin a rough, pleasant feel, not an ounce of fat, just skin
over muscle. No body builder, just toned and fit the way a
billionaire really should be, own gym, personal trainer and a diet
personally calorie counted by his nutritionist.

His firm ass cheeks filled my grasp. I pulled
my lithe legs up to my ears, opening myself up for him, waiting for
the thrust that would surely come. I could feel myself start to
envelop him. His hard, strong cock was resting against my wet pussy
lips. My clit tingled and my nipples were hard as bullets, having
been licked and teased all over by his expert, warm mouth. What I
needed, more than anything else, was for him to be inside me. Right
now! It scared me a little. He would be breaking me, fucking me for
the very first time. It was all I wanted, and I was ready.

He looked at me, fixing my stare with his
own. I was drowing in his eyes, like cool swimming holes, so deep
you could get lost in them, a kindness there as well as his
all-consuming passion for me. He held it there for a moment, as I
caressed his ass cheeks and waited for the thrusting that was about
to hit me between my legs. I was wetter, hornier, more turned on
than I had ever been before.

“Do it” I pleaded, gently, wanting to
reassure him that despite being a virgin I was ready for him, ready
to lose my cherry to such a handsome, older man. I didn’t know what
might happen afterwards. Madness to thing that he might leave his
wife, give up his perfect life for a young woman like me, very
little in common apart from that sexual spark that had been very
obvious the day we first met. OK. So it was still the same day!

“Are you sure” he smiled. I didn’t think that
I could stop him anyway. I could feel how powerful he was, but I
also knew that he was a gentleman, that if I asked he would stop,
there and then.

I didn’t want him to stop!

“I’m sure” I answered him, never more sure of
anything in my life. “Fuck me!”

I felt him now. I opened my legs wide and I
could feel the end of his cock start to enter me. I felt his ass
clench, the tightness of the muscle and the thrust that was about
to begin. It held for a moment. I am so tight, so new, that for a
moment it seemed like he wouldn’t break through me. He held it
there a moment, and then pushed again. This time I felt my lips
start to widen around his mighty length and the shaft began to
thrust into me. I was all woman now, the cock started to push into
me. I could feel myself stretch. There was a little pain, just a
little, but that flooded my brain and only made it feel better,
more intense. I loved that. He pushed some more. I gasped. It took
my breath away. He gasped too, feeling how tight I was, how I was
still a virgin. He pushed right up inside me. Deep and deeper, so
that finally his balls were against my pussy lips and I was
completely his.

We held the position for a moment. Classic
missionary. I drowned in his eyes, lost in their deep blue. Then he
began to pull out of me again. I looked at the gap between us. His
shaft was covered in my clear juices, so that it shone as he left
me. His body heaved. Then, when he was out of my apart from the
very tip, he thrust it back into me once more. This time harder,
more intense, more animal like. I gasped again. I couldn’t help it.
The air was forced from my body by this massive cock that was
fucking me. Then the thrusting picked up some pace. He started to
jackhammer into me, and once again I came on the spot. This one was
more intense. Vaginal orgasm. The very best kind. I wept as I came
and I saw a tear in his eye too. We were about to cum together, I
could feel it!

And yet I needed more. New positions. New
sensations.

He was jackhammering me now, pushing his huge
cock deep into me, making me gasp, and then on the outstroke,
rippling my clit so that I shuddered.

I could feel that he was cumming soon. I was
too. It was welling up inside me, a tidal wave ready to burst.

“Fuck me from behind” I gasped, wanting to
feel that new sensation.

He pulled out of me, his huge cock, harder
than I had ever seen it, shining with my juices. I wanted to taste
myself. I grabbed a good handful of his ass cheeks and pulled him
towards me, his cock in my mouth once more, I tasted the heady
combination of both of us, sinful forbidden lust in my mouth.

I twisted my body over, so that my pert
little ass was sticking up in the air, and my flat warm stomach
against the cool soft leather beneath. I felt him over the top of
me, on my back, his cock resting on the crack between my ass
cheeks. I could feel the slippy juices as he worked into position.
Then he put his hand under my upper thighs and lifted me gently, so
that my ass was more in the air. I parted my legs, feeling the cool
air of the living room gently brush my sodden pussy lips. His cock
was on the rim, just for a moment, and I braced myself for the
push.

When it came it took my breath away. He
rammed it into me, forcing the breath from my body. I came in a
heartbeat, screaming as he fucked me from behind. He leaned over,
biting my neck, pulling my hair, letting me feel the orgasmic joy
of pain and pleasure in equal measure.

“Fuck!” I shouted, not caring now if his wife
heard us. “Fuck that feels so good! Fuck me! Harder”

It was a cliché. A porn film. I didn’t care.
I needed him to know that I was the best fuck he would ever
have

His fingers started to work my clit as he
fucked me from behind. He teased it, slipping it around his fingers
as he rubbed my g-spot with the tip of his cock. He was an expert.
He had the skills. This guy knew exactly what he was doing. He bit
my ear, pulling my hair with his other hand, the whole of his
weight on my body, flesh on flesh. I pushed my face into the
cushion of the sofa and let him ride me. We would cum together this
time.

I felt him start to quiver. Harder and
harder, faster and faster he fucked me, his fingers still
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