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There was so much sexual tension between us!
It was always there.

Always

Even now. I was standing there. Just
innocently washing the dishes. Just like any good nanny might do,
when she is alone in the house with her boss, a long day doing not
much, the two of us, just kicking back and getting on with our
day.

Ok so maybe I’m teasing him. Just a little. I
am standing by the sink, soapy warm water running through my
fingers as I squeak the dishes to make sure they’re clean. My boss,
Adam, the man of the house is behind me, maybe two metres or so. He
has the mail in his hand, which he is making a show of opening.
Glasses on, and forehead furrowed as he looks down at the manila
envelopes, no doubt stacking up bills and debts from his wife’s out
of control spending, which Adam works so hard to contain, working
two jobs to please his new wife. The wife that came along with an
extra package. A sexy, virgin live-in babysitter!

I look behind myself and at him as I stand at
the sink. I’m wearing my cotton shorts. Well, they are more like
briefs if I’m brutally honest. Barely there, hardly covering my
pert ass. An ass that even though she takes spin classes and
personal training, his pushing 40 wife could never hope to
emulate.

Oh yeah, I see him looking at me, from under
his spectacles, I see him drinking in the sight of me, and I like
it!

I give him a smile. My most demure.
Coquettish almost, my white teeth shining. He stops what he’s
doing. What he’s pretending to do anyway, and fixes me with a
stare. One of those deep steely blue eyed stares that make me want
to melt in his arms and tell him to take me, right now!

There is a smile playing on his lips, and he
looks down again, very deliberately, at my barely covered ass. I
sashay, moving my hips to the low volume radio, samba music
playing, a perfect soundtrack to the courtship ritual playing out
in the sun drenched kitchen, low light tinged with red in the
sunset. He leans on the doorway, as though taking his place for the
show. I belly dance some more. I have the moves and he knows it. He
loves the way I am moving, hopefully imagining what it would be
like to have me ride him. Have me take all of him inside my tight
and unfucked virgin cunt.

I look over my shoulder at him again, and
this time I turn around. He can see that I’m wearing that soft,
checked shirt, dark blue on light blue, the one he got me. It’s
tied up, so that my stomach is showing, flat and inviting, the kind
of stomach cheerleaders display at those games he loves so much. I
decide to go for it. All or nothing.

“You like what you see, don’t you?” I said
with a low, sexy voice. Stating a fact as well as issuing an
invitation

He started to speak, maybe to protest at what
I had said, the outrageousness of it all. After all, what I seemed
to be proposing would be breaking every taboo, every rule there
was. I didn’t care now. I was so turned on. I pressed home my
advantage.

“You know, your wife isn’t home. She said she
would be out all day. So it’s just you and me”

Now there was no doubting what I meant by
that.

I gave a little twirl, showing off my pert
and young body to it’s best advantage

“You want me don’t you?” I said. “Why don’t
you take me?”

I reversed into him, so that my ass was on
his groin. I could feel that telltale bulge against my butt cheeks.
I held his hands, fingers interlocked, and wrapped them around me
so that he was holding me tight from behind. I pushed my swaying
ass into him, letting him feel the gentle movement, as though
fucking me already. His work pants were hard now, pushing into me,
and I could feel his growing erection.

I lifted my hands around his neck and twirled
around on the spot, coming to rest after my 180 on his chest. I
pulled him down to me, using his tie as a pulley, so that his lips
naturally rested on mine. Our lips joined. I felt a light kiss at
first, and then he opened up his mouth and our tongues began to
entwine. We kissed hard, harder, and his arms wrapped around my
body and I felt his warm embrace, like a big bear wrapping me up
and making me feel safe. I pushed myself into him, so that my pussy
could feel his warmth and strength and our bodies started to move
together. I could taste his musk, his manly scent, and his hands
pressed into my flesh, now on my butt cheek and half inside of the
cotton shorts that I was wearing, and I could feel myself
moistening, getting myself wet at the attentions, and at the
thought that soon we would be fucking!

His hands were now on my cheeks, holding me
to him, as though if he didn’t I would somehow escape. The urgency
of his actions were such a turn on for me. His fingers stroked my
ears, and tenderly alighted on my neck, as out pouting lips
connected. The slurping, smacking sound of our kisses filled the
room.

Now his lips on my neck, the front of it, and
I felt that sensation of warmth and turned on to it. I moaned with
a passion that was pulsing through me, and all the while his hands
explored my body, and I his, my fingers on his ass, feeling that
rock hard bun with my hands through his work pants and loving
it.

Then the first item of clothing was quickly
and deftly removed. He pulled off his necktie and threw it to the
floor, the first of what would soon be a little mountain of
clothing on those hard cold tiles. We kissed again, and my hand was
on his chest, feeling his heart beating fast. He took my hand and
moved it down to his groin. I could feel the definite shape of his
erection with my fingers. I wound them around his thick, wonderful
rod and knew that he was big and so rock hard.

As we kissed I felt his hands now at the
front of my shorts. A deft movement and they were loose, and soon
were moving downwards around my thighs. My briefs were now showing,
tiny little kanga things, a thong really, shocking pink in colour
and no barrier to what he was going to do to me. My shorts were now
around my ankles, and so I kicked them away to join the tie on the
floor. He urgently and firmly grabbed my ass cheeks, one in each
hand, and kind of lifted me up so that I was more or less sitting
on his cock as we stood there. I marvelled at the strength that he
had in him to support my body like that. Then he lifted up my right
leg, so that it bent at the knee, and as he kissed and nuzzled into
my neck, I felt his fingers start to move inside my briefs and then
connect with the soft, wet parts of my pussy that I knew he craved.
I felt him gently stroke me, dipping his finger in and gently out
of my hole, and I felt like melting as he slowly and assuredly
warmed me up with his attentions. Never taking his lips from my
neck.

I moaned and kissed him, and pulled myself up
onto him so that I was now straddling him in the standing position,
both legs around him and showering kisses down on him. His hands
under my ass now, and lifting me up so that, in reality, I could
start riding him right there and then. I lifted myself up and down
on him, feeling the end of his hard cock rubbing on my pussy lips
and loving that forbidden sensation.

He popped me back down on the floor now, so
that I was standing now, my back to him, just my panties and my
checked shirt on. He moved down my back, kissing as he moved to my
ass cheeks. Then I felt that welcoming cold sensation of his lips
on my ass and I felt my panties finally being moved down my legs.
My ass cheeks parted by his strong fingers, and then his tongue,
probing between them, connecting with my cunt and exploring me,
tasting me. I made short work of untying my shirt and removing it,
so that I was naked save my kicked boots which had resolutely
stayed on. I wondered, for a second, as he ate me out from behind,
whether it would turn him on more if I kept my shoes on, like I had
seen so many porn actors do.

His hands were now up and all over my pert
young tits. I knew that he loved them. I had seen him looking me up
and down often enough. And what man wouldn’t want to nuzzle these
perfect young puppies? He squeezed them as he lapped up and down my
crack.

I turned around, so that my pussy was now
directly in his face, he on his knees and me standing up. He was
very clothed, compared to my nakedness. I knew that we would be
rectifying that situation very soon. I started to unbutton his
shirt. Fiddly little buttons! And he untucked it from below and
started to do the same, so that with a few of them loosened I was
able to pull it over his head and reveal that muscular and defined
torso, with maybe a hint of a Dadbod, that I had seen and enjoyed
so many times, while he was getting out of the shower, or working
up a sweat in the back yard.

Now his lips were all over my nipples. He was
licking and sucking them, and then winding around my tits so that
he was lapping like he was eating an ice cream. Each breast in turn
subject to his affections, gentle squeezing of each one and then
more kissing, more flicking of my nipples in turn, making me gush
with the rising feeling of orgasm. I moaned and held his head as he
worked on my tits, and looked deep into his eyes. His hands were
all over my tight butt cheeks and he was squeezing it, making me
heave.

But now I wanted more. Wanted all of him. I
pulled on him so that he stood up in front of me. I wanted his
cock, needed to have it inbetween my fingers, to feel the weight of
it. I quickly loosened his belt buckle and unzipped him. As his
pants fell to the floor, I was inside his boxers, feeling the cool
cotton fall way and the warm, stiff rod in my hands. His pants and
briefs on the floor and kicked away now, and I held his hard
erection in my hands and started to gently tug on him, and now it
was his turn to heave, breathing deeply, turning on to my
attentions as I pulled his cock as we stood there. The big end felt
like a bulbous hard ball on top of his shaft. I worked my fingers
up and down him, and then to his soft ball sack. He was moaning
now, and I could feel my cunt welling up with more juices as we
rose and fell in a mutually sensual motion, like a rehearsal for
the fucking we would soon be doing.

I started to slowly drop down his body,
bending my knees in a slow slut drop.

I moved to his chest. Strong and well
defined, with a hint of hair, I wound my tongue around his hard
nipples, my hand still on his cock, still giving him that
attention. Then down to his stomach, the ridges clear on his six
pack. Then down and down, so that his cock end was now only a few
inches from my mouth. I took in the sight as I held his shaft,
perfect, hard and shining, a big red end. I opened my mouth and
closed my eyes. It went inside there with a little effort on my
part. It really was a big one, and I could feel it fill my mouth,
puffing out my cheeks and moving down my throat in an easy motion,
so that I had to fight the gagging reflex as I sword swallowed him.
His balls near my chin now, I started to move my head back and
forth, face fucking him. I cupped his soft, warm balls as I worked
him, and he moaned in appreciation, his hands through my hair, my
head bobbing and I fucked him with my face. I could feel some pre
cum leaking into my mouth and could taste him as I worked on him.
His hands were on my shoulders, massaging them, and loving that
sensation. He was thrusting his hips in and out of me now, so that
his cock was pushing right to the back of my throat and he was face
fucking me. Harder and harder he pushed, so that I fought not to
choke, and loved the light headed feeling of taking him in and out
of my mouth. His balls swung against my chin, and my hands held his
ass cheeks tight as I knelt in front of him, and he used my mouth
like the hole he would soon be using between my legs.

As he rammed his huge hard cock down my
throat I opened my legs up as I knelt before him and started to
play with myself, turning me on with each stroke of my fingers,
over my sex flesh. The wetness oozed out over my hand as I finger
banged, in unison and in synchronisation with the face fucking I
was being treated to.

But a girl needs more. Much more. I pulled
myself up against his body. His cock slapped back against his body
as it caught on mine and then returned to it’s position, a hard wet
shaft against me. Pressed into me as it would soon be pushing right
inside my tight and untouched cunt. We kissed again, tongues inside
mouths, heavy hot breath on my face as he kissed, my hand wrapped
around his cock, hardly daring to let him go.

He pushed me so that I moved backwards.
Gently but firmly, the backs of my legs now against the cool cotton
of the sofa we had at one end of the kitchen, a kind of a resting
place to sit while someone cooked or cleaned – or washed up in a
suggestive manner perhaps. I fell back against the couch so that
now I was lying back and with my legs in the air, wide apart so
that he could see my neat, shaven pussy, glistening in the light
streaming into the room. His cock seemed to bounce and twitch, if
anything getting harder the more he saw of me.

He moved over the top of me so that now he
was able to kiss my neck, squashing himself between my legs, his
long shaft resting on my wet trench as though he would pierce me at
any minute, so wet was I that he would have entered me without
another second’s hesitation.

But then it pulled away as he kissed down my
body. Stomach. Shoulders. Down to my breasts once more where he
kissed and teased each nipple in turn and then focussed on the soft
flesh of my tits. Then down my flat and inviting stomach, tongue in
my navel, then down to my inner thighs. He pushed my legs apart and
started to alight his lips on my thighs, where they joined my ass
cheeks, and then up to my pussy. Gently he kissed my labia, teasing
and nuzzling into it, drawing circles around me, and then up to my
clit. He teased it, blowing on me, describing shapes all around me,
hitting and then sometimes missing my clit in a teasing way, so
that the anticipation nearly overtook me and made me shiver with
excitement every time he went near me. I grabbed his hair, his hot
scalp, with my fingers and ran them through his hair, nails on his
head, giving him that hit of pain that was so erotic, and made him
dive into me some more so that as I scratched him he pushed his
tongue into me and ate me out. I moaned as the waves of sensation
overtook me, and I knew that I was about to have the biggest
orgasm. There was nothing stopping me. I panted, feeling my body
heave, and then in a flash we were both covered in my ejaculate, a
warm feeling of being drenched in my cum. He lapped me up as I
came, imploring him not to stop as the waves crashed through me.
Just when I thought it couldn’t hit me any harder, this master
magician pushed one, and then two fingers inside me and curled them
around, making a V shape between his fingers he lapped at me again,
and his finger ends were firmly rubbing the bundle of nerves inside
me, bringing me again to another perfect orgasm. More of that warm
liquid shooting out of me, soaking us both. I cried out, unable to
help myself. Not caring if one of our nosy neighbours might hear.
He seemed to be swimming in it, my juices covering his face. He
grinned and pumped his hard cock into the sofa as he ate me out. I
saw and felt his strong ass thrusting as he licked and lapped on
me.

Then he pulled back. He was smiling from ear
to ear, and his face was wet with my liquid cum. He looked like he
had been swimming, curling grey-black hair sopping and my liquid
dripping from his ears and nose. I dipped my fingers into myself
and then gave them a little, naughty taste. My legs were wide apart
and my open mouth beckoning him to come over here and break that
final taboo.

To fuck me!

There was no stopping either of us. No way
either of us would even want to. He half crawled over to me and
assumed the position between my thighs. I could feel his hardness
now, resting in between my lips, ready for just that subtle change
of angle that would push him deep inside me! Here it comes now. His
body arching slightly. The end of his cock now on my cunt, digging
in, burrowing inside me, ready to impale me with his length. His
butt cheeks clenched and his face slightly contorted, but never
losing his kind smile. His forearms tense and his biceps bulge, and
his chest flushes with desire, and I feel it start to slowly work
it’s veiny path inside my cunt. I am taking him all in. Hard to do
at first, such is his size, and he breaks me as he moves inside me,
but soon it is fully up me and touching my insides. I feel full of
cock, ready to explode as his cock fills me completely. I hold onto
his ass cheeks and pull him in tight. His balls swinging against my
ass cheeks and his length fully in my pussy. I stare deep into his
eyes and he reciprocates. It’s like we are the only two people in
the whole world.

Then he starts to pull out. My body feels him
leaving me. I look between us, his rock hard abs and few inches
from my own flat stomach, bare skin on bare skin and his cock
glistens with my juices. Then it’s rammed home again and I feel the
wind knocked out of me, and I gasp because it’s forced from me.
Again he thrusts, harder this time and with more animal lust. And
I’m feeling more like a grown woman than I ever have in the past,
and I love it!

The thrusting is more rhythmic now, and every
stroke of his length brings a new sensation of completeness. I can
feel the sensation welling up inside me, so close to cumming again.
A perfect one building inside me.

Then he puts his hands on either side of my
body and pulls out of me. His cock end is dripping from our
combined juices. I’m flipped over in an instant and on my front, my
tits squashed against the fabric of the sofa, and I feel a warm
splat of spit on my ass cheeks, and I am pulled apart and the huge
cock is inside me once more, from behind. Its stroking my g-spot
with the end of his member and I’m feeling every ripple and ridge
of his length ad he thrusts it into me. The room is filled with the
sound of flesh slapping together, or the wetness of my cunt and our
moans and cries, each of us in our own personal ecstasy and at the
same time contributing to the others in a perfect duet of lust.

And now it’s my turn to ride my perfect man.
He pulls it out of me once more, and just for luck he pulls my ass
cheeks apart and kisses and laps up the slit, so that I can feel
his tongue once more all over me, inside me. I flip over and put my
hands on his cheeks and I pull his mouth to mine and I taste him
and taste myself.

Then he is on the couch, half sitting and
half lying, and his cock is ramrod straight and stiff, a perfect
target for me to swing my legs over and guide him in me. I have him
watch me as I masturbate myself on his cock, riding him. His hands
all over my pert breasts as I fuck him and I can feel myself
getting closer and closer to cumming.

I’m so close now, and he is too, I can see it
in his eyes, the expression on his face. I want him to cum inside
me, to impregnate me. That would be the perfect conclusion to this
forbidden, taboo tryst. I don’t know if he’s feeling the same way,
and so I let myself fall forwards, his cock deep in me, and give
him a deep and sensual kiss. Then I bite his ear and whisper

“Come inside me!”

It wasn’t a request. It really wasn’t. it was
an order.

I felt him twitch and jerk. I held his cock
with my pussy, gripping him tightly using the muscles of my pelvic
floor. And then I felt it

He jerked up and his whole body shook. I felt
his cock sudden;y feel like it had expanded twice the width it was
already, and it thrust deep in me, and his hot cum filled me up. I
came at the same time. We both exploded in lust, crying out in
pleasure as he filled me, and I in turn gushed all over him. We
were covered in our juices, orgasms ripping through us both as we
shook and gripped each other tight and made one whole human from
the two that were joined together, as though we would never
stop.

We held it as the last drops of cum were shot
into me. I knew that this was the point of no return.

Of course, we did finally come apart, and
neither of us said anything as we got dressed. My body was still
tingling and my mind flew with possibilities. What would happen
now? Would he leave my his wife? Could we make a life together?

Well, if he really had impregnated me, he
would do the right thing

Then I would have everything I always
wanted!
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“You two be good now!”

His wife laughed at that. She knew she was
just leaving us alone for an hour or so, that her husband, the sexy
man of the house who I had fallen for the first time I had met him,
would soon be going to work and then my babysitting job would
begin. A whole day of watching the kids, watching TV and
occasionally fucking myself with her dildo, and imagining it was
HIM! V

Her car was disappearing up the road in a
haze. We both stared after it, wondering what might happen now.
There was a sexual tension between us. An energy that we both knew
was there, had tried to fight, but also encouraged. It was just
impossible to fight. The mornings when I accidentally on purpose
left my bedroom door open as I got dressed (yes I was their live-in
Nanny, only the best for Mr and Mrs Dawson, letting him catch a
glimpse of me getting out of the shower, hot and wet and tingling,
with the water running off my body as I let the towel slip, showing
him my pert young breasts and my tight ass. More than once I had
glanced up to see him flit away from the doorway, and smiled to
myself, knowing that I was catching him doing exactly what I wanted
him too. He was just as bad. Coming in from soccer training with
his buddies, sweating and red faced, kicking off his clothes as he
ran up to take a shower, just in his shorts as he went past my
room, so that I would catch a waft of his manly scent and a glimpse
of his toned body. Then on the way out of the shower, towel around
his waist and a bulge that looked for all the world like he had
pulled himself off in there. Oh yes, we both knew exactly what we
were getting into!

He put his hand out to mine. I held it and
turned to him, biting my lip. I looked into his eyes, letting the
blue take me away, then away, then back again. He spoke first.

“Well Jenny, what should we do now? We have
a whole hour on our own”

It was a statement of fact as well as an
implied invitation. It put the ball very much in my court, and he
knew it.

I made a show of thinking about it. Reality
was that I knew exactly what I wanted to happen!

“Well Mr Dawson. We both know what we want.
Let’s go to your room”

I was a skank. A real brat as well as a
virgin. I wanted him and I was sick of denying it. This was our
opportunity and I wanted to take it with both hands

“Yeah? You sure?”

“Oh shut up, take me upstairs and fuck me”
that was my answer and there was no going back now.

We turned and, hand in hand, made our way up
the stairs without speaking, We knew the enormity of what we were
doing, what we were about to do.

He pushed open his door and we both made our
way in. He turned to me with the backs of his legs on his bed. He
smiled and I smiled back at him. At this point we could stop this,
we could pull back from the edge.

But we didn’t want to. I lifted myself up on
my tip toes, he was a good six inches taller than me, and put my
arms around his neck. I pushed my young body into his, and puckered
my lips. We kissed. A short one at first. No more than a platonic
peck. Then more, so that now there was no doubt. Long and languid,
our tongues entwined and we French kissed, hard and long. I could
feel the warmth of his breath on my face as we opened and shit our
mouths, tasting each other, gorging on each other. Then his hands
were on my body. Caressing me, my stomach, my breasts, feeling the
firm flesh through my T-shirt, my nipples hardening and my body
turning on as he gently caressed each of my cups in turn.

I let my hands run over his body in a
similar exploratory manner as we kissed. I could feel the muscular
tone of his arms, the ridges of his six pack, and then down to his
loose fitting jogging pants. I gripped his ass cheeks tight, a
perfect and hard pair of buns, definitely his best feature! It
wasn’t just me who thought that, my girlfriends too had talked
about his amazing ass on more than one occasion.

Then to the front of his pants. He was
hardening, that was obvious. It felt huge. Ok so I had never had a
man’s cock inside me, very few in fact had even been in my hand, or
in my mouth, the jocks in my class really didn’t do it for me, but
I had seen plenty online and this one really did seem big. Length
and girth. Isn’t that what all the women wanted? Well that was what
I wanted too!

I kissed his neck, and then down his body,
lifting up his shirt, tasting the slight droplets of sweat forming
on him, and then down to where his hard cock met his stomach,
teasing him through his clothes.

I pushed on him, playfully but firmly. He
fell back onto the bed. I flopped onto the covers too, lying
alongside him. We both kissed again, his hand in my hair and my
hand now firmly on his cock. I started to stroke him again, through
his pants. Up and down, and his body heaved as I worked on him.
More long, slow kissing. Then I let my hand explore inside his
pants, the light cotton of his underwear now the only barrier. I
pulled them down in one easy motion, he lifted up his hips to make
the process easier, and there it was. His long, veined shaft on his
stomach, huge and hard. The end shone, deep red and alive, pre cum
already dripping from the end. I kissed down his stomach and then
to his cock, slipping my tongue around the end, and then up to his
mouth so that he could taste himself. Then I took him in my
hand.

“Tell me how you like it” I whispered to
him

His toes were curling and his eyes closed as
I wrapped my fingers around his hard shaft and began to pull on him
as I had seen him do. He was breathing heavily now, and pre cum
leaked from the big shiny red end of his cock and coated my willing
fingers. I lifted them up to my lips for a second to taste the
clear and slippy liquid, and then back onto his cock to continue
jerking.

He was arching his back up as I worked on
him, pulling on his shaft and cupping his balls in turn. How I
wanted to fuck him, but I also needed to tease him, to show that I
wasn’t completely inexperienced. I moved my head back down to his
cock and opened up my mouth, taking him inside and feeling him
slowly enter. It tasted meaty and thick with musk, the slippy pre
cum now copiously coating the end of his shining red cock. I opened
my mouth, shutting my eyes, and as he pushed down on my scalp with
the fingers of one hand, I let him fill my mouth completely, taking
him all in and to the back of my throat, I fought the gagging
reflex so that I could sword swallow him, his full cock right in,
up to his balls. I cupped those sweet, soft globes and started to
push my face down and back, back and forth so that now I was face
fucking him. I heard him moan, and as he kept up the stimulation of
my wet cunt, the liquid noises filling my ears, I bobbed up and
down on him, convinced that he was about to cum with all of the
breathing and sighing coming from him.

I pulled my mouth from him for a second,
savouring my prize. His cock shone with my saliva, and throbbed in
my hand. Then I dove back down on him once more, this time stroking
his shaft in and out of my mouth.

I was still dressed! It didn’t seem right at
all, him naked from the waist down, and me with my top and shorts
still welded to my body. I wriggled them off me, down over my ass
and up over my head, so that I was quickly and easily naked. His
eyes widened when he saw my tight body, a thing of jock fantasies
the world over.

I took his hand and led it between my legs,
bumping my ass up a little so that just by pushing forwards a touch
I could be jerking him and he could be exploring my tight, wet
pussy with his fingers. He obliged, opening me up and letting me
envelop first one and then two fingers inside me. I could feel
those two digits in my cunt, hear the liquid squelch of my own lube
and knew that he had some moves of his own. He wound the tips of
his fingers out of me and over my clit, gently teasing it to a
climax, my pussy lips so wet and parting for him, almost breathing
him in and out.

I felt his fingers in me, but now I wanted
more too. I wanted him to taste me, to eat me out the way I had
always wanted but so far in my young life never experienced. I
swirled myself around on my ass cheeks so that now my head was on
his pillow, and he was in between my thighs, his cute face looking
up at me, and my shaved pussy agape and waiting for his attentions.
He started to kiss my inner thighs, working upwards a little from
near my knees to the softer flesh up at the top. He pushed his
hands up my stomach as he worked on me with his lips, stroking my
flat flesh and then up to the mound of my tits, flicking and
teasing my nipples as he then connected with the little bump of my
clit. He circled it with his tongue, gorging on my juices, and all
the while the sensations grew within me and I arched my back and
shivered as he worked on me. He pushed my legs further apart with
his strong arms, and I ran my fingers through his hair as he
started to lap me up, like a dog at feeding time, inside me now,
tongue darting into me and tasting me. Then his finger inside me,
he curled it up and under so that I started to cum, he expertly
engaged my g-spot and I came in seconds, gushing all over him,
making both of us soaking wet. My body shook and every sense seemed
heightened. He looked deep into my eyes as the shuddering seemed to
continue for an eternity. It was like staring into his soul.

He moved up to my face again, bearing down
on me, and I wiped some of my cunt juices from his chin and put my
arms around his neck, pulling him into me and taking his huge,
willing kisses, tongue in my mouth and tasting the scent of my own
cunt, and his cock, as a delicious heady cocktail.

His cock end was now on my pussy lips. It
was twitching and moving on my lips, finding it’s home in my wet
and open hole. How I wanted him to fuck me with it, really fuck me
hard. I looked deep into his eyes, my hands grasping his butt
cheeks, almost imploring him to do it to me. It was what I wanted
now, what I needed!

I felt him start to clench, the muscles on
his firm ass moving in my grasp. Then I could feel the pressure on
my lips, as it started to push inside me. I was wet, so very wet
for him. I knew that I could take him, that it may hurt but also
that I wanted it to. It would be perfect. I felt the shaft start to
work it’s way inside me, and felt his thighs engage and his body
push down. I opened up my legs further so that I could take him
fully inside me!

Even though I knew what was coming, I still
let out a huge cry when he finally broke through and his cock dived
into me, the liquid inside me lubricating his huge hard cock as he
finally came to rest deep in me, his ball sack against my ass
cheeks, perfectly fitting and yet a little too big, pushing out the
walls of my cunt in an exquisite fight for space in that tight
hole. He held it there for a moment, and I pulled my arms around
him and our hot bodies crashed together. I was showering him in
kisses, and he softly breathed against me. Then he pulled his
weight up onto his arms, press up position, and I felt him leave my
pussy. Then he thrust it back towards me, harder this time, and the
second thrust took my breath away and I felt that yelp of wonderful
pain. He started to pick up some speed, enough for me to work with.
I used his body as a fulcrum so that I was able to push my clit up
so that the shaft was stimulating it as he started to thrust his
hardness into me, and I felt as though I might cum again at any
minute.

Then his hands were on my throat. He was
pushing it gently, teasing me, fingers on my face and then back to
my neck so my head swam and every sensation was heightened. He was
gentle, there was no choking, but as I felt some of the air leave
my body it was a sensual, erotic treat that made every sensation,
every nerve ending, tingle.

He was pushing and pulling in and out of me
now, really going to town with his hard cock. It was leaving me and
then dipping back inside me. Each new visit from his big, shining
end heightened my pleasure and made me sing out, loving the feeling
of being full of his cock. I could hear the slapping of his body
against mine, and the liquid squelch of my wet pussy.

Then he pulled out of me. He was breathing
heavily, up on his knees now, and I put my hands between my legs
and felt my wetness. I showed him what a dirty girl I was, wrapping
the fingers of one hand around his now soaking but still very hard
cock while I dipped them into my dripping pussy. He took in the
sight for a moment, and his penis seemed to throb in my grasp with
the erotic sight of my playing.

Then he fell onto the bed with his face up
and his cock out at a right angle to his body, and summoned me to
slide over on top of him and take up a cowgirl position, so that
this time I was able to control the speed and depth of the fucking.
I held it for a moment in my hand, before reversing my grip and
allowing myself to fall down onto him, pussy on hard cock,
gradually enveloping him, the sensations completing me.

I held him there for a moment. Then I rose
up on him and fell back down. I squirmed my hips around to
experience the new sensations, newly filled with his cock at
different angles so that I could feel him pushing on different
parts of me. I let my fingers play with my clit, stimulating
myself, another hand on his chest. He joined the action, flicking
and playing with my nipples in turn, his eyes closed, a face of
clear ecstasy. He was breathing heavily now. I collapsed down onto
him and started to
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Impregnated While Babysitting!
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