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STOP! DO NOT
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I spat his cock out. It had filled my
mouth, puffing out my cheeks and ramming down my throat, face
fucking me, making me feel like the dirty brat I was. It shone with
my glistening saliva. He looked me deep in the eyes, as though
looking deep into my soul. His cock twitched in front of him,
perfectly hard and straight, a right angle to his body and ready to
fuck me, to break what had previously been my tight,
cunt!

I wanted this. I was so wet, so ready for him. He took my
engorged, teenage breast in his hand, my soft flesh in his hand,
nipple poking through his strong fingers, the sensations whizzing
around my body. My cream shot out all over his face. He grinned,
wiping it form his mouth and sucking on his fingers, tasting me. My
vision seemed to be blacking out, and my mind filled with questions
and answers. Would it hurt me when he put it in? Would he be
gentle? Would I be good enough for him? After all, I barely knew
him. We had only just met, and here we were, about to fuck with his
wife just a few feet away, maybe asleep after the wine she had
drunk on their date night? Perhaps listening? A cuckoldress, fully
aware of what her husband was doing and getting off on it, playing
with herself as her husband had been playing with me, getting hot
over his expertise with his tongue and his fingers. Was that it?
Was I in a den of swingers? Thrust into an adult world of sex games
and play that I knew nothing about?

Well, whatever it was, I really didn’t care now! I just wanted
this man to get that huge, and seemingly every expanding cock into
me. Yes that was what I craved now!

I let myself fall back onto the couch. A couch on which I had
been sitting for most of the night, apart from occasional visits to
the refrigerator to gorge on snacks and juice, while the children
slept soundly upstairs. This was a good job. A really good job.
Highly paid and the kids as good as gold. Paid for watching TV and
messaging my girlfriends while Andy and Christine went out on one
of their (no doubt) boring date nights. Talking about the kids and
watching some lame movie or eating some turgid meal.

Well one thing was for sure. The evening for Andy at least had
definitely taken a turn for the better!

But how could she be unaware of what was going on? That was
what I didn’t understand. Sure she had seemed the worse for wear
when they returned home. There seemed to be an atmosphere between
them. And come to think of it, she didn’t say anything to me as she
clicked into the house in her high stilettos. Andy too. He only
smiled at me meekly. Was that it? Had they had a fight? A big row?
Was it about me? Had he been checking me out and his wife had
clocked it? I kind of hoped so!

I lay back on the couch, feeling the cool soft leather on my
bare back. How had he taken my top off so quickly? It seemed like
one second it was on me and the next I was naked, butt naked, putty
in his hands. That first time, when he had opened me up with his
fingers, seriously I thought I was going to pass out! It was
heaven. Truly heaven. I was juicy and wet in a matter of seconds.
Gushing all over his fingers as he expertly stroked my internally,
teasing and rubbing on my g-spot as we deep kissed, hands all over
me, never groping, always caressing, bringing me to the boil with
his attentions.

My legs pushed apart, so that I could give him the best view
of my tight, pink pussy. I splayed my lips apart. His eyes widened.
I knew he wanted a taste of it. Sweat poured from his body. He
reached up and pulled off his black polo-neck, all Steve Jobs, and
revealed his muscular torso. This older man clearly worked out. His
chest was wide and manly, defined, and his stomach heaved, the
muscles rippling and his magazine-fit six pack gleaming from
droplets of perspiration.

He was naked too now, his pants somewhere on the floor where
he had kicked them off, that first time when I had fumbled at the
belt buckle, ripping them apart so that I could find the huge hard
shaft within. I had been so eager, once the kissing had turned from
a polite peck of thank you to something much more sensual. When
tongues had been introduced and bodies pushed close together, the
scent of musk between us, his hands on my back, then my ass cheeks,
up and inside my panties within a few seconds of our first embrace.
He had pushed his hardness against me and I knew that it was all I
wanted. And yes, when I had taken it out and wrapped my fingers
around him, I loved that feeling. His stalk filled out my grasp, my
fingers around his warm meat, slowly stroking him back and forth so
that his pre cum milked out all over my fingers and he body heaved
and sighed. I had wondered then, if he would cum from what I was
doing to him. I was that inexperienced, and I had had a couple of
boyfriends who had cum so quickly from my hand jobs. Even Peter,
with whom I had gotten pregnant, had only every fucked me once, and
wasn’t very good at that, leaving me frustrated and hot, and wanted
a real man to fuck me hard and take me the way only an older man
can.

I dipped my fingers into myself. He pulled them up to his
mouth and licked them. Sensual long tongue teasing my fingers,
playing around them. Warm. Wet. He smiled at me, on his knees
between my legs, his big cock in front of my face. I grasped his
head, hot scalp and sweat wet hair in my grasp. I pushed my hips up
to him and pulled him downwards, so that he could bend over on his
knees and start to tease my cunt with his tongue. He pushed a thumb
inside me and wound his tongue around my clit, teasing it, wrapping
it up with my lips and slurping like a Labrador at a feeding bowl.
My body shivered and my toes curled. Every touch from him seemed to
be amplified, every stroke of his tongue, each light touch from his
fingers on my nipples, stroking the soft skin on my stomach, his
tongue lapping up and around my pussy lips. I moaned, deep sounds
emanated from the very depths of my body, animal like. I scratched
his back as he worked me, drawing blood. He winced and cried out,
but grinned at me and dove back down onto my pussy, eating it out
with renewed gusto.

He pulled up to me and locked onto my nipple. I felt that
sensation and then almost came as the hot milk leaked from me and
he began to suck on my tits, filling his mouth with my milk.
Gorging on me. He sucked and I held his hot head and felt him drink
me dry!

Then he moved downwards and I felt his tongue work its way
deeper between my legs. He started to circle my rim. I felt new
sensations, new nerves awoken and tingling in my pussy and down
between my legs. He rimmed my ass hole and I loved it. Then his
tongue in my pussy again and licking down to my ass once more. His
finger in my cunt, curled under, rubbing my g-spot and bringing my
orgasm ever closer, then out of me and pushing up tentatively into
my tight ass, his tongue joining it, a banquet between my
legs!

He pulled himself back a little, so that his huge hard cock
was once again between my legs, resting on my cunt lips invitingly.
He had my juices all over his face, like a toddler who had gorged
on ice cream. I gave his chops a wipe, feeling my slippy juices on
my hand, and then pulled his scalp down so that his face was on
mine, once again. His kiss was deep and full and I could taste my
pussy on his breath. I opened up wide, taking his tongue deep
inside my mouth.

Our bodies came together once more. Hot flesh slammed
together
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