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I didn’t know if he felt sorry for
me, or was horny for me. Whatever it was, I was so glad that this
millionaire friend-of-the-family had taken it upon himself to
invite me to his place to babysit while he went out on his
dates.

It was quite a departure for him anyway, to get back out on
the dating scene so soon after his wife had suddenly passed away. I
felt happy for him though. It doesn’t do to dwell, and as one of
the most eligible single men in the state, he wouldn’t be short of
offers.

I couldn’t help be jealous of the women he dated
though!

I mean, what did they have that I didn’t? Oh yes that’s right,
they had class, they had style. They came from money, with private
tennis coaches and upstate mansions. And that other thing, they
hadn’t gotten knocked up aged nineteen!

Still, there was something about the way he looked at me when
he answered the door to me. He showed me around the house, his twin
girls’ bedrooms, where they were soundly asleep, the living room,
where the food was kept. He was a perfect gentleman, and yet, he
couldn’t take his eyes from my huge, milk filled
breasts!

“So you have fun on your date” I said to him, as he turned the
handle to leave.


“Thank you.” He replied. “Although…”

“Although what?” I asked, wondering where he was going with
this.

“Well, I want to meet this woman. But she doesn’t really do it
for me”

“Oh, and why is that?” I asked curiosity getting the better of
me

“Well, she is just so..thin” he answered. He almost spat the
words out, as though impossibly thin women were all he had to
choose from.

“Do you like a fuller figure then?” I replied, with a speed
that shocked me as well as him. I undid the top button of my
blouse, in case he was in danger of misunderstanding me. I gave him
my best, “come and get me look” smiling through my long eyelashes,
and tossing my dark hair over my shoulders. He turned towards me,
and put his car keys back in the bowl by the door.

He took a step towards me. He body tingled as he drew closer.
I could feel my pussy welling up with juice, my senses heightened,
and my nipples hardening. Fuck! He hadn’t even touched me and I
felt so close to orgasm that I might burst. I could smell him now,
his expensive lemony aftershave, and faint older-man musk. His
hands played around my waist, barely touching me and yet holding me
completely and firmly. He looked down at me. I drowned in the pools
of light in his eyes, my head swimming. Was this it? Were we about
to kiss? Even at this stage, I didn’t actually know if he might be
about to kiss me, or perhaps to admonish me for being so familiar
with him. He put his hands on my shoulders. I felt his touch, the
pads of his fingers, sparks seeming to almost physically shoot from
each contact point. I lifted up my head, lips pouting, suddenly dry
from my nerves. He pushed his head downwards, and our lips
locked.

It was the most sensuous kiss I had ever experienced in my
short life. His tongue danced in my mouth. My senses filled with
his presence. The smell of him, his touch, his breathing filling my
ears. Our noses touched together, my eyes closed; I could feel his
body start to move against mine. Of course, sex is a very
fulfilling feeling, being filled with cock. I know that now,
although I didn’t then. But a kiss – that’s the most erotic thing
ever. I think I learned that this night. I melted to his touch, as
his fingers played on my shoulders and my back, touching my soft
skin through my clothes. Our tongues wrestled for space in our
mouths, and I gorged on his taste, not ever wanting this amazing
sensation to end. I felt his body close to mine now. We were
moulding together. I could feel the hardness of his bulge, feeling
how turned on he was becoming, and knowing that I too was getting
wetter, blood flowing to my erogenous zones, my mind filling with
erotic thoughts, totally lost in the moment.

He bent his head down and started to suckle on my teats. Even
though I was clothed, the milk leaked freely from my pips. I could
feel myself feeding him, feel the liquid gushing into his mouth,
and I loved it. I mean I really loved it!

I let my fingers walk over his body, the muscular tension held
in his back, feeling the bulges through his shirt, as well as the
heat from his body, radiating through the cool silk. My fingers
played on his torso, as we warmed up still further. He pushed his
bulge into me, a perfect fit between my legs. We were both so
turned on now, so ready to fuck each other, to consummate the lust
that had been growing between us, even in that short time, since we
had met. I let my hands slip to his butt cheeks, grasping each in
turn, squeezing them. He was firm alright! Firm and tight, the best
bum ever! Our mouths opened and shut like kissing fish, our tongues
rolling in each other’s mouths, exchanging saliva, breathing heavy,
and our bodies ready.

He pulled away from me slightly and seemed to look down at me,
at the space between us. We were still fully clothed, we could
break this off if we wanted, not that either of us could do. I
allowed myself a look at him. The bulge in the front of his jeans
was definitely more pronounced. He was hard, that was obvious, and
more than anything else in the world I wanted to feel the weight,
the girth, of that cock in my hand.

“Do you think maybe we should get outta the hallway?” he asked
me, in a matter of fact kind of a way. My field of vision opened
out, so that once more the majesty of my surroundings flooded into
my brain

“Yeah, perhaps that would be best” I replied. “Do you have a
spare bedroom in this tiny place of yours?”

He grinned at me, and took my hand. We climbed up the stairway
to heaven quickly and with purpose, and I stole more glances at his
ass as we ascended. He pushed open one of the doors to reveal an
enormous, modern looking room, the kind that might be described as
a ‘suite’ in a top hotel. A huge double bed stood in the middle of
a thick carpet, with a chez longue at each window and a dressing
room at the end of side wall.

I was about to say something witty, about it being small but
it will do for our purposes, when he was on my lips again. He
kissed me harder this time, pushing me backwards so that the bed
was now on the backs of my shins. I wanted this so much, knowing
that when he pushed me and I fell backwards, I would be his. I
draped my arms around his neck, covering him in urgent pecks with
my lips. I needed him now. His hands ran all over my body, to my
ass and my thighs, lifting up my skirt and connecting with the bare
flesh beneath. I felt his hands stroke my upper thighs, then
squeeze the flesh on my buttocks, covered by my flimsy panties, if
only temporarily.

He dropped to his haunches, as I stood there, and started to
kiss my stomach, lifting up my blouse to connect with the bare
flesh below. I held his head, feeling the heat of his scalp, his
greying hair slightly wet from our exertions. His kisses made me
shiver as he embraced the soft tight flesh of my stomach, falling
down to where the top of my skirt just covered my skin, and then up
to the bottom of the cup of my breasts. He suckled on me once more,
each nipple in turn providing his creamy drink. His lips were
covered in my cream. It was such a sensual experience, feeding this
grown man, nursing him. Soft kisses rained down on me, and I was
happy to get wet!

Then his hands played underneath my skirt, the soft fabric
lifted up and down, and with his eyes closed, he started to explore
my panty-covered sex flesh with his tongue. He kissed my mound,
embracing the soft folds of my skin. I felt him play with my labia,
gently nuzzling into it, making the white cotton wet from his
attentions and my juices. Kisses and tongue, tracing shapes all
over my pussy, between my thighs and up over the top of my mound
once more. Then I felt his fingers start to pull my panties aside,
slipping in and around my slit, getting them wet. He expertly
opened me up with his tongue, gently probing into my hole, each
caress of my undulating flesh sending me into deeper throws of
ecstasy, I needed him now! Wanted him to fuck me so much, and yet
loving the tease.

He stood up slowly, kissing as he went. I was so wet for him
now that I would have done anything for him. I wanted to rip his
expensive clothes from his body, sit on his face, push his tongue
up inside me, before turning around and riding him,. Reverse
cowgirl, until he exploded inside me. His lips connected with mine
once more, and I tasted myself on his breath, and it turned me on.
I pushed my tongue forcefully into his mouth, so as to gorge on my
scent, and as I mouth-fucked him, I let my hand drop down the front
of his body to his groin, and squeeze the huge package that lay in
wait for me.

He felt big. Really big. Of course, he would have acock to die
for wouldn’t he? I mean, he had everything else, and somehow a
little one, a needle dick, well it just wouldn’t sit right on him!
I could feel the thick, long shaft inside his pants. The tailored
silk barely covered his size. I squeezed and I jerked his dick,
letting my fingers play over the soft plums and then back onto the
shaft. I couldn’t wait to get it out, to have him in my mouth, to
taste his pre cum.

I held onto his neck and let myself fall backwards, knowing
that the huge, soft bed was there to break my fall. I took him with
me, and we both fell, he on top of me, as the duvet enveloped my
body and I felt the cool of the Egyptian cotton on my bare thighs.
I immediately opened my legs, and his body entered the gap between
them. It was by animal instinct that he started to push his hips
down and around onto my pussy. Dry humping me. Our bodies perfectly
synchronised, and the desire welling up, instinct taking
over.

I felt into the gap between our bodies, moving my hands down
urgently to his crotch area once more. This time there was no
playing with the hard shape inside his pants, this time I wanted to
free the beast that lived within. I fumbled with his belt buckle,
the hard leather and chrome metal offering some resistance at
first, and then falling away so that the two halves of his pants
fell back like the opening petals of a flower. With my legs wide
apart and my pussy pouting for him, soaking the cotton of my
panties, I pushed his trousers down so that just his misshapen
boxers now stood between me and my prize. They stuck out in front,
like some kind of animal’s head, an obvious bone on giving them
that curious form. The more layers I took away, the closed I was,
and the more obvious that this was a very, very big hard on. I put
my hands on his waistband, and pulled them outwards and down. The
fabric caught on him for a moment, like a barb on a hook. I pulled
downwards once more, and his cock at first offered some resistance
against the waistband, and then relinquished it. His erection,
snapped back into place against his stomach, rock hard – the end
shining with pre cum.

He really was a big guy. I mean, I knew that. I had played
with it through his pants, but the size of him, the form of him,
from the purple red end, glistening with his juices, down the eight
or so inches of his veiny shaft and down to his trimmed hairs
hardly hiding his soft round plums, he was an amazing specimen. His
cock seemed to defy gravity as it held itself up, and I knew that I
wanted it in every hole.

I grabbed hold of his stalk and squeezed. He held the weight
of































cover.jpg





