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“How many times have I told you to clean up
your room?”

He looked pissed this time. I guess it was
understandable, just coming home from his shift and there I am,
still in my nightdress and on my bed, at one in the afternoon,
surrounded by…

Well, what was on my bed, sharing my space?
I looked at him blurry eyed, and then looked on the ruffled sheets.
There it was, my favourite dildo, the big pink one with the clit
stimulator and the anal plug. That was the reason I wasn’t up yet.
That was why I was still unshowered and dirty, hair in a mess and
eyes bleary and half closed from sleep. Fucking myself and dozing,
my favourite way to spend the morning. But not one that my Daddy’s
Best Friend wanted to see when he had been hard at work all night,
bringing home the bacon for me and my Mom, a job he had taken on
when he had married her some three years ago.

Didn’t I say that? Yes he wasn’t my real,
biological Daddy’s Best Friend. I would never have such confused
feelings about a blood relative. God no! But my Daddy’s Best
Friend’s Best Friend, a man who I had only met a few years ago, who
was there for me, a kind smile and a sexy older man’s body, in a
way that my real loser Dad could never be. It was no wonder I
wanted him so much! And in reality, the reason that I spent so much
of my time, precious time when I should be doing college work or
seeing my buddies, fucking myself hard in the ass with my plastic
pal!

Of course, there was more to this story now.
Much more! Every since I had gotten pregnant. My first time and my
only time, my loser boyfriend, when all I wanted was a real man,
the man of the house!

My folks though, my Daddy’s Best Friend and
my mom, they could have been a lot worse. They took me in, they
forgave me, they promised to support me.

But my my, since my tits had started to
swell with milk my Daddy’s Best Friend had been looking at them,
more and more. I swear, if he could have licked his lips he would
have. And do you know what? It turned me on that he looked at me,
looked me up and down. And what’s more, I wanted to feed him!

He did look pissed off mind you. Standing
there with his hands on his hips, sweat on his T-shirt, grime on
his face, no doubt contemplating a few hours sleep before my Mom
got home and he would have to start looking after her, fixing
dinner maybe, changing my baby brother perhaps. He was staring,
eyes wide. Not quite at me. No. More at what was on my bed. Day old
knickers, my laptop still open at the Pornhub page I had been
frigging myself off to, and of course the big pink elephant in the
room, so to speak!

Well, I could wrap this older man around my
little finger. I knew that he liked me. I mean, really liked me. I
had seen him watching me as I flounced around the house in my too
short skirts, and my barely there night T-shirt. I knew the effect
I had on him, no bra, breasts swollen with my milk, nipples hard
through the fabric, pert titties bouncing as I wafted past him. I
made sure that he could smell me, almost taste me, as I teased him
with my nubile, teenage body.

Of course, there was more than a measure of
teasing from him too. He was in such great shape for an older man!
It helped that he did such a physical job, probably burning more
calories every day in the course of his normal day than any
businessman who hits the gym after work. His strong forearms
rippled with veins, tattoos shining through the sweat and muscle
tone. He ass was a perfect peach that you could cut bread on! His
chest was defined without being bulky, and when he took his shirt
off, as he did a lot! (maybe a little too much, you might say) he
had the kind of effortless abs that most guys half his age would
kill to achieve. And yet he seemed to be blind to his
attractiveness. Or was he?

My Mom had certainly fallen head over heels
for him. I remember the first time I met him ,when she brought him
home for a tense meal where they laughed at each other’s jokes and
I sat in silence, wondering if this was just another in a sting of
post-divorce guys I would meet one time and never see again.

There was something different about this one
though. A confidence. Easy with himself, not trying too hard. Mind
you, that night when they went to bed, and I heard them loudly
humping through the thin walls of our apartment, he definitely
seemed to be trying then! Oh yeah, my Mom had found a keeper
alright, and she screamed as he fucked her for what sounded like
all night, and I vowed that one day I would cum like that.

And preferably with him!

So where was I? Ah yes, he was staring at my
dildo, and I was thinking about how I might turn this situation to
my advantage.

He broke the silence first.

“Well, I can see you’ve had a productive
morning!”

It was a good one. A good move on his part.
Enough wiggle room for me to be indignant or coy, and for him to
turn this into either an admonishment or something more.

“Hey, sometimes a girl has to kick back and
you know…”

It was a quick response and perfectly filled
the gap his question had left. He seemed to think for a moment. I
guess even at that point we both knew where this might be
going.

But he wanted more. He wanted to hear my say
it. It was turning him on, I could see that.

“No actually I don’t know. Why don’t you
tell me exactly what you were doing before I got home…”

I smiled at him.

“You really wanna know?”

“Yes Princess. I really want to know”

“Well, you know I was watching porn on my
PC. I was thinking about you, and I was imagining that this big
dildo you see here” (at this point I picked up my dildo, and began
to stroke my thigh with it) “was your big cock stuck inside
me!”

He looked at me for a moment. If he was
shocked, he certainly didn’t show it.

“Well, I don’t know if mine is as big as
that one, Princess” he responded. This really was a naughty, bad
guy! I loved it!

“Well let me be the judge of that” I
replied. I didn’t wink, that would have been so very corny, but
there was a definite wink implied in that response

Just to emphasise the point, and because my
soft T-shirt which served as nightwear was riding up anyway,
exposing my soft, neat, shaven pussy, I parted my legs and began to
gently rub my toy on myself. I was brazening it out, and I loved
where this was going now!

I continued, because I could see how my
dirty talk, and my clean pussy, was affecting him.

“It looks like yours is growing. Maybe it’s
catching up?!”

He looked down at his growing bulge,
misshaping his oil stained jeans, clearly hard and very clearly a
big one. There had to be some good reason why my Mom screamed,
every damn night!

He started to rock on his feet, maybe coming
over, but perhaps also conflicted about this, maybe wanting to
leave it as a flirtatious conversation as opposed to something
more. I made it happen.

“Come over here you. I want to taste your
cock”

The directness of it shocked even me.

He moved over to me and was on his knees in
front of me in a moment. I lifted up my T-shirt and pulled it over
my head. I was naked in front of him now, the cold or the situation
turning my already sensitive nipples into hard points of pleasure.
I shivered a little, with excitement rather than the ambient
temperature. He stroked my hair, and then moved his hand down to my
pert, full breasts and cupped each one in turn, then with his thumb
started to stroke my nipple. As he worked, I took hold of his belt
buckle and started to undo him, struggling at first, but then
managing to pull the leather from the Levis and pop each button in
turn. Then I was inside them and on the soft white cotton of his
boxers, feeling the hardness of him, the slight wetness from the
already leaking pre cum that I knew was there.

He kissed my face, gently with his soft
lips, warm on my skin. I let my hand fall over the top of his
waistband and gripped the hot shaft that lay within. Clearly big,
definitely hard, with ridges and veins circling the stalk, I began
to stroke him up and down, so that his breathing started to deepen,
and his eyes closed. He leant over and his tongue now flicked over
my nipples where his thumbs had done such a good warm up job. He
took them in his mouth, working them expertly, and I could feel how
wet I was becoming, and how much I wanted this to happen.

I pulled his jeans down to his knees and
quickly followed with his boxers. His cock was now fully out and
standing to attention, like a good soldier on parade. I allowed
myself to take a look at it. A good, long look. Very large, girth
and length. Dark purple end, bulging out, way bigger than my toy
and a possible challenge to fit him inside my virgin cunt, except
of course that I was so wet I was sure it would make it!

I started to stroke him again, my fingers
around his hard shaft, squeezing so that some of that clear liquid
pre-cum ran over my knuckles. I lifted it up to my mouth to taste
him. He was sweet and slippy. He took his finger and rubbed that
clear cum on my lips. Then he closed his eyes and leaned in, and as
I cupped his warm ball sack in my hand we kissed.

It was a sensual and loving embrace. Our
tongues inside each other’s mouths, eyes closed and hot breath on
our cheeks, we merged into one. All I could taste was him, all I
could hear was his breathing, all I could feel was the warmth of
his breath. His cock throbbed in my hand and our bodies melted.

I let him go and bent down. My head now over
the top of his huge cock, I kissed the end of it, taking in some
more of that liquid. Then I opened up, and kissed down his shaft,
around the base, his balls, and then back up to his rounded end. I
held his shaft in one hand, and dove down onto him, my mouth
enveloping him, sucking on the end of it, my premier blow job, and
loving it. He started to moan, I was clearly a natural! Then I let
him further into my mouth, bobbing my head back and forth so that
now I was deep throating him. It was hard to keep from choking a
little, but I fought the reflex and held him there, deep inside my
mouth, down my throat and my hands on his ball sack. I felt his
strong hands on my back, stroking my shoulders as I rocked a
little, sucking him hard, letting him face fuck me. I held his ass
cheek with one hand now, and pulled him into me. I didn’t mind him
being rough with me, I wanted him to use me as his filthy slut. I
mean, didn’t I deserve to be punished for this? For laying in bed
all morning while he worked so hard? I was a decadent little minx
and I needed him to face fuck me, to make it all feel better.

Then I spat him out. I wanted him to use me.
To use me completely. All my holes.

I leaned back onto my pillows, and opened up
my legs into a Y shape, so that my pussy was fully in his field of
view. Open and ready for him, my lips splayed. I started to play
with myself, my hand reversed and under my ass, dipping my finger
into myself, and then over and in my ass crack, toying with that
forbidden hole, wanting him to use me, to taste me.

He squirmed on the bed to take off his big
heavy work shoes, followed by his pants and underwear. His shirt
was over his head in a flash and he was as naked as me, save for
the oil staining his skin. He glistened with sweat, his job and the
situation making him glow. He pushed my legs apart and was in
between them in a flash. I held his head, my fingers running
through his scalp, and he began to move his head from side to side,
gorging on my naughty pussy. I felt his tongue start to explore me.
He lapped up and down my slit, my lips parting to his attentions,
gently teasing my clit to a climax. All my senses were heightened
as he went to work on me. I arched my back, and flicked on my own
nipples as he worked on me. Then I felt his finger inside me.
Slowly at first, opening me up as he licked me. Then more intense,
curled so that he could feel my g-spot, rubbing and teasing it. His
tongue still working me, diving around my clit and then down and
around my ass hole. He flicked it into my rim, awakening the
sensitive nerves around my ring. I could feel a first orgasm rising
with in me. Sensations overloaded, I came hard and long, crying
out, writhing on the bed as he carried on with me, never letting up
despite my erratic movements. I gushed all over him. All over us.
Wetting the bed and his hair with my out pouring juices.

When I could speak again, which took some
seconds after that rocking orgasm, I needed more. And told him
so.

“Why don’t you come up here and fuck me!” I
said, scratching his back as he continued to eat me out.

He started to move up, so that his sodden,
and impossibly cute face was only inches from mine. His cock was
out in front of him as he held the weight on his strong arms. His
big cock was dipped slightly in my cunt lips, ready to make that
final dive into me. I held it in one hand, arching my ass so that
it was at the right angle to fuck me. I wanted him to do this, to
make me feel like the woman I was becoming.

But first of all I wanted to feed him. My
tits were throbbing, bursting at the thought of feeding him my warm
cream. He looked down on them as they were wetting us both. His
cock stiff and to attention, resting on the wet hole of my cunt, he
bent his head down and started to suck on my nipple. Gently at
first, so that I closed my eyes and held his hot scalp and wondered
if he would start to drink from me. Then I felt myself give way to
him, and felt the suckling, the suction on me. He drank from me,
and as my hot milk filled his insistent mouth, I came in an instant
from his sucking.

He was ready to fuck me now. Still drinking
from me, then he lofted up his face. He was grinning and his mouth
was covered in my milk.

I looked deep into his eyes, and he
thrust…

Fuck it took my breath away! It was so big.
I mean, really big! It seemed to push the walls of my pussy out as
he pushed it into me, on and on until I felt like I was about to be
impaled on his sword. Then just when I thought he couldn’t go in
any deeper, his balls on my ass cheeks and his hard cock filling me
completely.

We held it there for a few seconds. A final
and complete action. No getting away from it now, we were fucking,
breaking the final taboo. I could feel him throb inside me, alive
flesh together. I relaxed a little, loving the experience, no
longer afraid of being broken by him.

Then I felt him start to leave me. His cock
pulled out and he lifted his body up, so that he went to the very
tip of his cock and I felt empty of him. Then he pushed it into me,
harder this time, the wind knocked out of me by the force of this
thrust. He picked up a little speed, still very much teasing me,
but fucking me good with it. He rammed into my cunt, and I felt his
balls slap against me. I started to cry out, I couldn’t help it. I
clawed at his back, and sweat formed on his forehead, pushing his
hips into me. Fuck this felt so good! So intense!

Then he pulled out of me. His cock dripped
with my juices. I wanted to taste that, so I pulled myself up and
over onto his hard cock. I opened up and tasted it. It was musky
now, a taste I recognised with added notes. My cunt juices and his
cock, mingling perfectly. He closed his eyes and moaned as I bobbed
back on him, deep throating his cock and squeezing hard on his
balls as I worked him.

I pulled away. He had his eyes closed still,
and was breathing like he had just sprinted 10k! I kissed his
chest, and then pulled myself up to give him a big, hard kiss on
the lips. Then I collapsed back onto the bed and flipped myself
over, so that my tits were squashed on the cold sheets and my ass
was up in the air, ready for him to use me however he wanted
to!

I felt a slap on my ass cheek. It was a
playful one, and I loved it! Never had that before, the pain so
erotic! My cheeks were parted by his strong hands, and I felt his
cock start to enter me from behind. It wasn’t a gentle one, he
thrust himself into me and the breath was taken from me. A new
position and a whole suite of new sensations. I could feel it
rubbing right on my cervix with every thrust, so big and hard, it
was once again like I could barely fit him inside me. Then he
changed position a little, riding over my back so that he engaged
my g-spot, digging downwards. I could feel another joyous orgasm
coming any moment. His hands under my body, one on my tit, nipple
between his fingers and I was teased with his attentions. The other
hand on my pussy, fingers on my clit, rolling it around and making
me cum once more. Combining that with he hard thrusts, it was
inevitable!

I could feel it well up, and suddenly
everything was too sensitive. I was almost blacking out, shaking
with the sensations, more gushing, warm liquid all over him!

I wondered how long he could keep this up
for. He was going like a train inside me. Surely he had to cum
soon? And when he did, I wanted to look deep in his eyes.

I pulled my body forwards, so that he left
my pussy and flipped myself over again. He was looking intently at
me.

“You’ve done all the work so far” I said.
Why don’t you lie back and let me take the strain?”

He did as he was told. He lay on the bed and
I put my hands on his chest to steady myself as I lifted myself up
and over onto him, resting my soaking pussy on his shaft. Then I
took him in my hand and guided him inside me. I sat down on him and
felt him enter me, straight upwards, the deepest yet. This was a
new sensation, massive, throbbing, my cunt screaming with desire.
His hands all over my titties, my nipples hard and throbbing, I
began to ride him. I pushed my hips back and forth on him so that
his cock slid in and out of me. I heard the liquid noise of out
conjoined genitals, looked at his closed eyes and felt full to
bursting with love and hot desire. I was fucking him harder now,
wanting him to cum, to coat my insides with his hot, baby making
juices. It was going to happen any minute, I could feel his body
start to tense.

Then right on cue he said it

“I’m going to cum”

“Cum inside me”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes! Cum inside me! I want to feel it”

I was telling him. He couldn’t stop now even
if he wanted to.

He arched his back and thrust upwards, so
much that I yelped. Then I felt him twitch and thrust upwards and
he was shooting it in me. I was coated inside with his milk, felt
aver jerk of his cock as it pumped into me. Perfect!

I collapsed down onto him and covered him in
kisses. All the while he pumped into me. More and more of that huge
cum dump inside me.

I held him tight and hoped that he would
never stop.

He stayed hard in me for what felt like
hours, but probably five minutes of so. I didn’t want this to end,
and neither did he! It was a perfect end to a perfect morning!

**

Of course, good things don’t last forever.
But we managed quite a few more times before we eventually came
clean and told my Mom what had been going on.

And during that time our lust turned into
real love. Such that we both felt that we could make a go of this,
despite the age difference.

And he promised he would raise my baby as
his own!
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“I think I’m about to burst!”

I sashayed into his room. The one he shared
with my Mom! My Daddy’s Best Friend was half asleep, but I knew he
could see. I wanted him to see. My full breasts were leaking their
warm cream.

How I wanted him to taste it!

His eyes widened. More than I had ever seen.
And certainly more than when I walked into his bedroom, the one he
shared with my Mom (he had been my Daddy’s Best Friend for some
three years now), wearing just my tiniest little nightdress, barely
hiding my shaved and unclothed pussy, and stretched out of shape by
my pouting, full breasts and my slightly bulging, 5 months pregnant
belly.

If he had looked any closer, if his eyes
could have gotten any wider, he would have seen just how wet I
was!

“What do you mean honey?” he asked. He was
such a gentle man. I mean, he must have realised what was at the
back of my question, what my real intent was. But no, his kind blue
eyes shone with concern and love. I knew that he loved me as his
own, even if I also knew how much he wanted me. Some things you
really just can’t hide!

“I think I’m about to flood out with milk.
It’s turning me on, you know? I really want someone to suckle me,
to taste it, to check I’m all the mother I can be for this little
one” I continued. I patted my bump playfully. I hoped that this
would turn him on. I expected it would. He was only wearing pyjama
bottoms, and already I could see a tell tale bulge down there. I
had seen this before, when he had been watching me get out of the
shower. I loved doing that to him, teasing him, it made me so
horny, so wet, so ready for him!

“What?” he said. “You want me to suck the
milk from you? Really?”

I nodded and bit my lip. I knew it was what
he wanted to hear. I mean, who wouldn’t want a nubile young virgin
in his bedroom.

Still, give him his due. He did make an
attempt at protesting.

“Are you sure you want to tell me this
Princess?” he asked with concern in his voice

“Yes. I feel like I can trust you”

He made a quizzical look for a moment.
“Where is your Momma anyway?” he asked, mirroring my words

“She’s out all day with her girlfriends” I
said. True. She was out all day and all night. That was my
understanding anyways. It was why I was in there, in my skimpiest
of clothes, watching my stepfather’s gradually growing erection
with interest and no small amount of desire.

He continued. “So what do you want to know
honey?”

I bit my lip. Thought about my answer

“Well, I just wonder what it feels like.
What it’s like to have the milk slurped out of you. And then, I
want to know what a real man feels like…”

I let that one hang there. My boyfriend had
been very unsatisfying. The only thing he ever gave me was his
baby, his cock was pathetic. I knew HIS was way better.

I gave him a look as he looked at me. I
traced a shape down my stomach, and allowed my nightdress to ride
up a little, so that he could see my neat, tucked in pussy lips.
His eyes widened. I decided to go for it.

“Look ” I said, parting my lips and allowing
him to see inside me “do you see how tight I am?”

He nodded. He was silent

“Can you imagine how tight your big cock
would fit inside me? I mean, I’m wet now, but even so, would it
hurt me?”

He thought for a moment, clearly weighing up
where he would go from here

He was growing. I could definitely see how
hard he was getting. If he was anything like me, once he was turned
on he wouldn’t be able to stop himself!

“Well honey” he said calmly “you can see how
hard I am, maybe you would like to see me and you can judge whether
you would fit it inside you?”

I nodded. I liked the idea

I watched him, as slowly he pulled his
pyjama pants out and over his cock, which was now fully hard and
standing out in front of him. As soon as his pants were down the
huge cock seemed to fill my vision. It seemed to throb in front of
him, alive, like a trapped animal. The skin was pulled back and a
bright red apple of an end seemed to crown the top of the massive
thick, veiny shaft. I may have been playing when I was talking
about fitting him inside me, I had played with toys in the past,
but now I really wasn’t so sure.

“My God. That’s so big! How on earth will I
fit that inside?”

“Well you need to get the lucky guy to
really warm you up, Really get you wet so that you can get
lubricated and get it inside you” was his matter of fact
answer.

I moved towards him, so that we were about
eight inches apart. Funny that, a big hard cock length between
us.

I let my fingers slip down to it, so that
they rested on the hard stalk that stuck out proudly in front of
him.

“What do you mean by warm me up?” I said.
Would you show me what you mean? I kind of rocked back and forth on
my toes, looking demure and innocent. It was a look I know he
loved.

He didn’t answer. He knew where this was
going. He reached around the back of me, and pulled up the back of
my nightwear. His hands on my butt cheeks now, warm and firm, as
though I were in the hands of a masterful man, completely in
control of his actions. Then he started to gently rub them. He
pulled himself closer to me, so that his cock rested on my naughty
pussy. I knew I was wet, but I wanted to be wetter. Much wetter!
The way he held himself against me, his hardness warming me up, it
was just so sexy. I opened up my legs slightly, so that he could
really lay along my trench, and I pulled myself up onto my tip
toes, so that as well as his hard cock now starting to almost dig
inside me, in a most delicious, teasing way, my lips were now close
to his.

It was then that I really took him in. The
sight of his warm smile, his shining blue eyes, the brow slightly
furrowed as though in concern for his little girl, wrestling with
the twin emotions of desire and fatherhood. He smelled amazing,
aftershave and moisturiser, sweat and hard work. He had been for a
run before he had come home, running up for a shower, so he was
both glowing and clean, perfect in every way. Now that he was in
his pyjamas, I suspected he was going to get a beer and watch a
game. I had other ideas!

I clasped my hands around his neck, so that
I could pull myself closer to him, my lips now definitely in his
orbit, drawn together as though by some invisible force. I am sure
that now we both knew that this would happen, and yet afraid that
the other might call it off, even at this late stage. After all, it
was so taboo, so forbidden. If we got caught there would be no
running away from what we were doing.

But our lips were so close now. I could
almost feel the sparks of electricity flying between them. No
stopping us. I saw him start to half close his eyes. I did the
same, reciprocating and pulling myself closer as though we were
telepathically connected. And then we did it. Our lips met!

At first it were as though we were merely
having a platonic peck on the lips, the kind of thing you might
expect between us, even though his hard cock was resting in my wet
slit! Then our mouths opened and we were really, really kissing!
His tongue began to twist in my mouth, and mine in his. I could
taste his adult, slightly meaty breath, mingling with the breath
mint I had had a few minutes before I had gone into his room. You
see, I really didn’t leave anything to chance! He drew his body
closer to mine so that I felt my tits squash against his chest, and
he could too! His hands moved from my ass to around my waist and he
held me close as though afraid that if he didn’t I would somehow
escape. Like I could ever do that! Our bodies together and his
hands tight on my back, mine now on his ass, feeling how firm it
was, those two perfect buns in my grasp. I pushed myself closer
into him.

Then he left my mouth and began to kiss
around my neck, softly nuzzling into me in a display of manly
affection, making me turned on, my niiples hardening as he worked
on me. My hands too were playing on his back. Then I allowed my
right hand to stray around the front of his body. At first I felt
the hard ridges of his six pack, a perfect body, not a dad-bod like
so many of my buddies had told me their Dad’s possessed. Then down,
so that the end of his cock was resting on my wrist as I played
with his stomach. I could feel him shiver, and his hands too
started to find their level, gently cupping my breast and expertly
laying his fingers on my nipples in turn, so that I could feel the
desire start to well up inside me.

Then the tip of my fingers was on his hard
cock, the rounded end, still covered in the fabric of his pyjama
pants, but none the less obvious in its hardness and shape. It felt
so big, like a round ball on top of a cucumber, impossibly big and
hard, so that I felt just as much the virgin that I had claimed to
be to get us both into this situation. I felt him breath in hard as
I started to play with his length, feeling the warmth of it, the
weight. It was slightly wet at the end, beginning to coat in his
pre cum. How I wanted to taste that sweet delight!

He moved his head down, and as he did so
lifted up my night dress so that that cold air of the bedroom hit
my nipples, wet with milk, making them more proud and tingling than
a second ago. He moved his head down, as I still was teasing the
end of his erection, and started to gently lick on my nipples. I
held his head, hot and alive, and he wound his tongue around each
of them in turn, flicking with the tip and then sucking each pert
breasts as though it were an ice cream cone. Then he started to
suck. Softly at first, I could feel the milk leave me. He closed
his eyes and I felt him drink from me. I wanted to feed him, and he
was letting it gush out all over him. Soon we were both covered in
my warm milk!

I knew that this was just the start, but
even then I felt as though I were about to cum as he worked on me.
I pulled out the fabric of his pants, and allowed it to gather
around his ankles, so that now his huge cock was free. I didn’t
dare to look down at it, instead holding it firmly in the fingers
of one hand, as though if I let it go it would somehow escape the
rest of his body. With the other I moved down from his scalp to
gently massage his balls as he worked my tits, working me up to a
frenzy, getting me wetter than I had ever been. I slipped my hand
up and down his shaft, feeling his breathing gain, and knowing that
I too was having exactly that effect on him!

He started to push himself more into me,
like little practice thrusts of his hips as I worked on his cock.
It felt as though it were throbbing, gaining in girth and length
with every push, if that were even possible. I could feel his warm
pre cum leaking onto my fingers. I wanted to taste him. Taste the
whole of his cock. And to do that I wanted him on his back on his
bed.

I moved around to the front of him, so that
his back was to the bed as I moved around. I looked up at him,
kissed him again, and then pushed him backwards, playfully. He
grinned as he lost balance and fell into the duvet, the white
cotton billowing up around him like a cloud. Momentarily he was
lost in the air-filled sheets, before they deflated around him, and
there he was, lying prone and backwards, huge cock sticking up in
the air at a right angle to his body, seemingly impossibly big and
throbbing, and ready to have me ride him.

But first I needed to have him in my mouth.
It seemed like the most natural thing in the world, and I wanted
all of it. I dove onto him, still clothed (well barely) and started
to kiss his face. I was showering him in my attentions. Then I
kissed down his chest, the manly and hairy muscular shape. Played
with his nipples, my tongue tasting him, then down and down to his
stomach, the well defined six pack a perfect specimen of manhood.
His cock was on my chin now, and I couldn’t ignore it any more. I
held the shaft with one hand, closing my fingers around him, and
smelt the musk of his cock, gazing intently at the big red shiny
end, beginning to cover with pre cum and glistening with the
hardness of him. Then I opened my mouth, and without hesitating,
took him all inside. He gasped, and I too let out a sound of
surprise. It was barely able to fit inside my warm mouth. My cheeks
puffed out and I took him all in. It was perfect, and I felt like a
real woman. I saw his toes turl, wondering if this was going to be
him cumming, and whether I would swallow him if he did. I was sure
I would, but being so innocent had never tasted or tried. But men
love that so much right?

But this was a man who had a lot more self
control than that. I knew that all along really. I started to
gently rock my head towards the base of him, and back out the end.
My lips around him, a slight liquid noise as I picked up a little
speed. All the while I was digging him deeper to the back of my
throat, so that before long I was deep throating him. Loving it.
Knowing how much he loved it. His hands were in my hair,
controlling me a little, and occasionally pulling so that a little
wave of pleasing pain went through my body, serving to heighten the
pleasure I was experiencing. I cupped his soft balls in my hand as
I worked his shaft with the other. I knew that I was wet for him,
that I would soon be riding his big cock. The excitement of that
thought just filled me with joy.

Then I pulled my mouth away from him and
took in the new sight of his now wet cock, glistening from ball
sack to tip, with my saliva. He looked up and me and pulled me up
his body towards him. He held my waist, and gently but firmly
flipped me around so that now I was the one lying on my back, and
he over the top of me. He looked for all the world like he was
about to stab me with the tip of his mighty weapon, sticking out in
front of him and bobbing a little when he moved. But then he dove
his head down, moving my legs apart so that as he moved in between
my legs, a little waft of cold air hit my pussy lips, reminding me
how wet I was. I let my fingers slip in and around my cunt, knowing
that he would love to see that, and then parted my slit for him,
ready for him. He kissed my inner thighs, slowly up towards my
pussy although not on it, yet, teasing me! Then my ass cheeks,
again kissing, licking, and up and to my cunt now. His tongue
probed me gently, into the hole and round on my wet lips. I
squirmed with the sensation of this new attention. Then there was a
fuller, more intense sensation and he probed a finger inside me,
curling it so that my g spot was engaged and he was rubbing me. To
add to the cocktail, his tongue now expertly finding my clit, he
started to finger bang me, and I felt my first orgasm well up
inside me. A sensation of pure, unadulterated joy came through my
body, from the tips of my toes right up to my head, and I came all
over him gushing, wetting his hair, something I had never before
experienced, but wanted to again and again.

He kissed my thighs as the feeling subsided
a little, and then my stomach, moving up my body so that soon we
were sharing another deep and sensual kiss, tastes of our private
areas mingling in our mouths. His cock was now resting itself on my
pussy, and I knew it would just take a small push for it to be in
there and I would be broken, a woman at last!

I held his butt cheeks in my hand as we
kissed, I wanted him to know that it was ok, that he could do it
and it would all be well. We had come this far. There was no way we
could stop now, even if we wanted to! My full tits gushed with my
cream, still leaking out, still turning me on. He looked up and me
and back to my breasts, lapping up the liquid from each one in
turn.

I looked into his eyes, imploring him to
make his move. I pulled him towards me, my hands squeezing his ass.
It didn’t even need guiding in, I was so wet and open and ready for
him, that this would over in a second. But he held back for a
moment, as though contemplating the enormity of what we were doing.
Then he started to push, and I felt myself envelop him. My lips
parted around him, and my wet cunt took him inside me. He started
to push into me, and I felt the ridges of his shaft as he slowly
got deeper and deeper. Then he was fully inside, and cheeks felt
the kiss of his ball sack and I was there. I was broken, no longer
a virgin, and it felt amazing. I could feel him bulge out as he
throbbed, and I could clench him with the muscles of my














Lapping Me Up!
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