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I’m lying on his double bed, my swollen
stomach gently pulsating with new life and my swollen breasts
beginning to leak, texting my buddies, and I can hear him in the
shower. I can hear the water splashing all over him. The sound of
him singing softly to himself, the movement of his body as he
lathers himself up, there in the ensuite bathroom. I shouldn’t be
in there, I knew that. We both did. But yet I often lay on his bed
while he showered, after he had gotten back from the gym or from
work. It was a comforting sound, my step in the shower. All was
right with the world.

I popped myself off the bed. I was wearing a
white tartan mini skirt, crop top, long socks. Very little girl.
Very virginal. Jailbait. Despite the fact that I was neither a
virgin, nor a little girl! The kind of outfit that always made guys
take a second look.

Even him!

I moved over to the doorway, where the door
to bathroom was never locked and I knew that if I just pushed it
open I could be there, with him. Something held me back though. I
knew it would be the point of no return, breaking that taboo just
too quickly. Would I dare? I doubted it.

Still it really turned me on, standing there,
listening to that naked man just a few inches from me. I felt
between my legs, pushing my fingers inbetween them and up into my
cunt. I was warm and wet, even through the fabric of my mini skirt
and my flimsy white cotton panties. As I push my fingers into
myself, I stroke my flat stomach with the other hand, feeling the
cold of my pierced navel, and then up to my tit, still blossoming,
the hard nipple in between my finger and thumb, I tweak it and
imagine that he is the one doing this work on my young, body.

I’m getting close. I can feel it. Just like
the many times I have done this before. Stroking myself to an
orgasm, without him even realising what was going on outside. But
this time I am more daring. I want more to happen than just a
fantasy. The door is open. Does he want me to do this? The bathroom
has a lock after all, surely he would use it, if he didn’t want
this to happen?

I hesitate at the cool wooden door, knowing
that there would be no getting out of this is it was a
miscalculation on my part. After all, it was so taboo! So
wrong!

I push it open gently. He’s stepping out of
the shower. His towel in his hand, about to wrap it around himself,
but at this moment, definitely not!

My eyes widen. He’s big. In fact I would say
he’s even slightly erect.

“Hey. What are you doing?” he asks.

Quickly I reply. “I’m sorry, I came to use
the bathroom, I didn’t realise you were in there”

It was such a lie, and we both know it. We
have three bathrooms, including my own ensuite. Like I would use
his. It was crazy! He sort of smiled as I turned and left him, and
I smiled back. We caught each other’s eye. That was the sexiest
look I had ever gotten. I knew what it meant.

I went straight to my room. I lay on that big
double bed, the drapes open, the window and the door ajar, and
parted my legs. The masturbation continued. I had a whole new
series of thoughts playing in my mind now. The size of him. His
muscular body. The tattoos. The way we looked at each other, both
knowing exactly what was going on. Even the way that he had chided
me, that felt so horny too. God yes, I was finger fucking myself,
my hands inside my pants, all over my body as I thought about him
and what I would do to him if he came into my room.

My eyes are closed as I intensify my finger
banging. I can feel the wetness of my tight pussy, my fingers
slipping in and out of me, up to the knuckle and out again,
slipping it around my clit, between my lips and sliding down my
slit, then to my ass and back up to my pussy. I take a lick of my
fingers, tasting myself, and draw circles around my nipples in
turn. I am cumming. I’m so close now. I open my eyes and look to
the doorway, something made me do it!

Oh my God! He’s standing there! He has his
towel around him. He is staring intently at me. His deep blue eyes
seem to be staring right into me, like he knows all the secrets of
my heart. I have pulled my white cotton duvet into myself. My legs
still apart and I can feel the cool fabric against my hot pussy. My
toes are curled in my knee length socks, and my hair is around me
on the pillow, looking like the pregnant young woman I am!

“What happened earlier?” said my D@d, matter
of factly, as though we were discussing the latest sports
result

“It was just an accident” I replied. The
coyness was still there

He seemed to pause for a moment. I mean, just
by being here he was making a situation happen, and standing there
watching me, well he didn’t need to do that now did he? Not unless
he really wanted to!

“No. It wasn’t was it?” he said. Scolding me
now. Treating me like his little girl. That was a turn on too.

He moved slowly around to the side of the
bed, so that he was standing next to me, his hot thighs, his wet
towel, just inches from my head as I looked up at him. His cock was
bulging out slightly, misshaping the white towel. I didn’t think it
would take much to get it fully hard. Then all bets would be
off!

I bit my lip and gave him my best “sorry”
look.

“You wanted to see me in the shower, didn’t
you?”

“No” I replied. Indignant

“Yeah you did. And what’s more, you wanted me
to see you playing with yourself”

I opened my mouth in a mock show of
indignation. He was bang up right, of course he was.

I was determined to give a good account of
myself though. To show him that I really had nothing to be ashamed
of. I felt my heart pounding in my chest as I tell him what I’m
thinking.

“I know it’s wrong, but I just felt so sexy.
You know how that is sometimes? Don’t you?”

He nodded, very gently, almost
imperceptively, and I could see a little bead of sweat form on his
top lip. He moved slightly closer, so that the wet towel on his
thigh just very lightly touches my full breast. He moves his hand
down, so that his fingers are on my socks, he moves it up slowly,
up my calf, hardly touching it, and then to my knee. A little
further he moves so that he is on my thigh. I can feel the
pressure, the closeness of him, his body pounding as mine is, and I
really can’t help myself but to gasp and breath in, my chest
heaving, knowing that this was fast moving to the point of no
return.

I was panting as I carried on speaking

“You know I got pregnant by the first boy I
was ever with, don’t you? He wasn’t very good. Or big. And I’ve
never seen a guy as big as you before!”

As I spoke that last line, he pushed my knee
hard, so that my legs opened right up. I gasped, the roughness of
him taking my be surprise and also turning me on. I knew what was
coming now. Would we really do this? And could I even take that big
cock inside my tight pussy?

He fingers found my cunt. He was stroking it
gently, getting them wet inside me, as I panted and gasped he
looked deep into my eyes, and I carried on speaking, turning him
on.

“You’re twice the size of my boyfriend Shaun”
I said. This was true. Shaun was not only not very big, he wasn’t
exactly experienced either. I had never orgasmed with him, never
even come close. I had a feeling that this older man would have me
eating out of his hand, playing me like a fiddle before I knew
where I was.

He put his hand up to my chin and pulled my
face towards his. I was breathing heavily now and panting, the
noises filling the room, and yet he seemed to calm, so together. I
guessed he had had loads of women, knew exactly what to do, and was
loving getting me off like that. His lips were close to mine now.
He was staring intently at me. Then we connected, and our wet lips
locked. Our mouths open, the strength of our desire rising up in
both of us, we French kissed, his hands all over my breasts now, up
and down my tight teen body as I had done with myself. I could feel
his hot breath on my cheek, the noises of breathing from his nose,
and I could taste him as we kissed, tongues together and my legs
wide apart, taking his fingers deep into me, holding his forearm
tight and guiding him into me!

He put his fingers into my mouth. I could
taste myself on them. He looked at me and said, as though he were
offering me a lift to school

“Wanna try my cock then?”

I did. He knew that I did. I didn’t even have
to reply. We both knew that this was coming and I couldn’t do
anything about it.

I lifted myself up to him and we kissed
again, his hand on my neck. Pressing a little so that I felt the
thrill of a tiny amount of air leaving my body and my head swooned
as we kissed. I stroked his shoulders and upper arms. The
definition of him. His tight body. His warm skin. It turns me on so
much!

Then his hand on my breasts now, teasing my
nipples and then down. Onto my stomach, winding around my pierced
navel and then down to my pussy lips. Our kissing becoming more
urgent now. Strings of saliva between our lips and we embrace. I am
so wet that I know I can get him all in, that I need him to fuck
me.

Now he moves his lips to my nipples. He is
bending over the bed, his towel still on his body, now fully erect
it sticks out like a tent. He is licking and suckling on my tits in
turn, sending shocks of joy around my body, and as he works me with
his lips, his finger is inside me and he begins to finger fuck me
with it. It’s beyond the gentleness of warming me up, he’s pushing
one, then two fingers deep into me, and I gasp and cry out and claw
his back with my nails as he finger fucks me. I feel the hot hair
on his scalp and pull on his short hair, so that he too feels















cover.jpg
LEIGH
KING §

y 0

B Wesd Po Fesd Wbl






