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I knew that Matthew wanted me. I loved the
way we flirted when I came around to see him.

And now that I was pregnant, and showing, he
couldn’t seem to peel his eyes away from my huge milky breasts.

Tonight was just another night. Me in the
spare room, Harry asleep, and Matthew coming in to check on me, as
he did every time I babysat for him.

Except that tonight I have something for him.
I am really big now, and my huge tits are leaking their wonderful
cream.

I have baited my hook. I will show him that I
am lactating, that my tits are engorged with milk, just for him! I
will let him suckle on my teats, like the big baby he is. I will
let him suck me dry, before I suck his cock dry!

That he can fuck me, as hard as he likes!

I was only pretending to sleep

I could hear him softly opening up the door
of the spare room, the one I had been given on nights like these,
when he had to work really late, so I needed to stay over when
babysitting for him.

He may have been coming to check on me,
having tossed off his coat and freshened up a little, coming in
from that long drive, that sales meeting that never seemed to
end.

Single fathers work so damn hard don’t
they?

Through my half closed eyes I saw the light
from the hallway start a long, slow journey across the wall,
towards me, ready to illuminate my body.

Oh yes, I had made sure that this time, when
he came to check on me, he would get a good eyeful of my blossoming
body. My full belly, and my wonderful engorged boobs. I would make
him want to drink from me.

You see, tonight I really wanted to seduce
him. To show him that the girl he knew so well, the young woman who
had babysat for him ever since his wife had died so tragically and
so young, the woman who could be relied upon to look after his
young Harry when he was called in to work late, was six months
pregnant, and showing, and bursting with milk just for him!

I could hear his feet padding softly towards
me, see his shadow now framed by the amber light that cast a
triangle down the bedroom wall. I knew that I looked good. A
perfect combination of sleeping young pregnant woman, and available
sex pot.

I should do. It had taken me ages to choose
my sleep wear!

You don’t want to come over easy after all
now do you? You want him, this older and more experienced man, with
his salt and pepper hair, his blue eyes sad from recent events, but
still shining with the possibilities that life had to offer, to
feel that he has to work hard to seduce you. You want him to want
you, without looking too much like you want him back.

I was wearing one of my old T-shirts, a soft
light white number, with a pink teddy bear on the front. I wore
panties, I mean I am not a slut now am I? They were simple cotton
ones, cutting high up my thigh, so that he could see the form of my
toned and slender thighs. I was fully shaved, as I always was, so
that these particular panties wouldn’t show anything too revealing.
I mean, they were basically dental floss!

My darkening nipples were hard and full, and
peeked out under the cotton of my nightwear, the anticipation of
what might happen making them excited all on their own. They often
leaked now, and tonight was no exception. The cotton around them
was dark from my milk. I knew he wanted to see that, so I made sure
that I was milking.

I had baited my hook carefully. The duvet
cover was down around my knees, looking for all the world like I
had kicked it down in my sleep to avoid feeling too hot, rather
than the reality, that I had experimented with so many combinations
of T-shirt and duvet. I allowed my top to ride up, so that it came
up just past my pierced navel and my full, fertile belly, huge with
child. I thought that was a nice touch, showing him that I was
woman enough to get that kind of work done, and emphasizing how
tight and firm my young body was, even with my domed stomach. It
would draw his eye, I reasoned, to the shiny diamond, then up to my
full and milky boobs.

Then he would be all mine!

I felt him sit down on the bed next to me. I
could hear him breathing, smell a faint aroma of aftershave and
beer on him. I could tell that he was exhausted, that he just
wanted to get into bed after another long day.

There was a pause. That was good. I felt his
breathing get louder and deeper, could feel his eyes travelling up
my body, from the duvet at my knees, upwards, lingering on my
pussy, taking in the form and shape of my body.

The duvet became lighter as he began to draw
it upwards.

This guy was a real gentleman, I knew that.
He wasn’t just going to rip the duvet off me and fuck me, despite
that fact that I was aching for him to do that very thing.

I turned and stretched, making a mock show of
awaking from my imaginary slumber. I pulled my arms up, conscious
that my movements caused my T-shirt to ride up even further, so
that the fabric barely covered the cup of my huge and leaking
boobs. My nipples stood up proudly, half revealed, half peeking
through the wet fabric. I hoped that even in the half light,
Matthew would be getting a good view, and that his desires would be
awakening, and his cock hardening.

I opened my eyes and rubbed them. I looked
down at my body, pleased with how my twisted shape emphasized my
form, and then up and Matthew.

“Hey there, Mr Jones. How was your day?” I
asked sleepily

I smiled at him, and let my hand fall onto
his arm, in a way that could be interpreted as either friendly, or
erotic, depending on how this was all going to go.

He felt so warm, and muscular. A powerful,
bull-like older man, his muscles bulging even underneath the cotton
and silk of his white work shirt.

“Well, you know what. It was ok” he replied.
“I am sorry I am so late back. Did Harry give you any trouble?”

I loved these late night chats with
Matthew

“No not at all Mr Jones. He was as good as
gold”

“You know what? I think you can call me
Matthew, ok? I mean, you are practically Harry’s Mom, as far as he
is concerned. One of the family. I really couldn’t have made it
through without you, you know that?”

He smiled at me, and put his hand on mine,
the one that was on his forearm, as though clamping it down on him,
ensuring that the contact would continue.

Warm skin on warm skin.

And the warmth of his words filled me with
even more than desire.

I lifted myself up to him, so that our faces
were more or less level. I took my hand from his arm and softly
stroked his cheek, feeling the stubble on his chin, the craggy
familiarity of his face. He held my hand onto him, and closed his
eyes. He smiled as I moved down his face, and gently kissed the
palm of my hand.

It was now or never

I lifted myself up, and closed on his lips. I
puckered my full lips and licked them slightly, then gently brushed
his lips with mine. I could feel my pussy starting to well up with
juice, and the wonderful manly aroma of his aftershave filled my
nostrils.

Our lips barely touched, and yet the
electricity that seemed to jump between them seemed almost
physical.

“Casey, I…” he started to say

I headed him off at the pass. Whatever he was
going to say, something like “this isn’t appropriate”, I didn’t
want to hear it. He was mine now. I could see that he was
crumbling, trying to resist my charms. I pushed my lips onto his
before he could utter another syllable.

I felt him breath in. I gasp of desire and
relief, as though it had been so long since he had kissed another
woman. A kind of an ending to the anguish that he had been
feeling.

I opened my mouth, my tongue on his lips. I
didn’t want him, even at this late stage, to feel that this wasn’t
right, or that this was just a sympathy kiss.

I wanted him, all of him. I wanted to fuck
him, to make him and Harry mine. I needed him to know that.

His warm lips parted to my probing tongue. I
entered his mouth, our tongues entwined, warm faces pushed
together. His eyes were closed, and his mouth opened wider, the
desire now rising in him.

He put his hands on my shoulders, firm grip
and warm fingers. I melted to his touch, wanting him to place those
same fingers all over me, inside me!

I pushed my body towards him, so that my tits
almost touched his chest. He stroked the form of my shoulders,
feeling the skin beneath my T-shirt. I wanted to be naked for him,
but I knew that he was in control, taking it at his own pace.

I let my hand move down the front of his body
as our kisses became more urgent. I felt the definition of his
torso, even under the silken folds of his work attire. He had such
a body, tight and firm, even for an older guy. I knew that he had a
gym where he worked, and that he kept great care of himself, eating
the right foods, not smoking, keeping hydrated. A stark contrast to
the way I sometimes drank and smoked when I was out at the weekend.
Even so, with each undulating ripple of muscle on his six pack as I
drew my fingers downwards I couldn’t help but let out a little
inward gasp.

His kisses pressed into me, and his hands now
mirrored mine, drawing his fingers gently over my nipples, feeling
them grow and harden under his thumb. As he brushed each one, I
felt the fission, the electric moment in my brain, and my tight,
juicy pussy.

I dropped my hand down to the bottom of his
stomach. I felt his belt, the top of his pants. I was sure that I
felt something pushing the back of my hand as I worked the buckle.
His cock was definitely hard. As though underlining that very clear
point, he pushed his hips upwards, so that I felt the bulbous end
of his sock against the back of my hand.

Was he a very, very big guy, or was my wild
imagination getting the better of me?

There was only one way to find out.

I worked more feverishly now at his belt. It
slipped out of its hole, and parted. I made similarly short work of
his zipper. His cock pushed up and out of the parted cloth, covered
only lightly in the cotton of his boxers.

Fuck, he really was a big guy!

I dared to look downwards, glancing at his
crotch between mouthfuls of his tongue, our lips still locked
together. His cock stood out in the half light, a white rod
sticking up in the cotton of his boxers. I wanted so much now to
get that cock in my mouth, to taste him, to smell him. To suck his
ball sack, to taste his cum!

I pulled away from Matthew’s lips, kissing
down the front of his stomach, getting the fabric wet with my
saliva. As I moved downwards I felt his fingers trace gentle lines
over my body, slipping up under my T-shirt, connecting with my
smooth tight skin. I shivered involuntarily from his touch,
anticipating the closeness to come.

He fell back onto the bed, so that his
muscular back was now in the pillow, in the dent where my head had
just been. I looked up into his eyes, flicking my long blonde hair
backwards so that he could see my baby blues. He smiled at me, a
huge warm grin, the biggest smile I had seen from him since his
bereavement. He really did look so happy. I reached down to the
cock that was still merrily bobbing out of his pants, peeking over
the waistband like some chad peering over a wall. I let my fingers
slowly wrap around it, feeling the size, the considerable girth. I
kissed down his stomach again, soft pecks on cool cotton, until my
lips now joined my hand, wrapped around his length. I could feel
him letting out little sighs of joy as I worked my way down him,
and his stroking now on my back, seemed to match my movements
exactly.

I looked down at my prize. He seemed to be
throbbing, twitching, even wrapped up in that cotton fabric. I
needed to set him free, to see exactly what I was getting into.

I put my hands on the waistband of his pants,
and started to pull downwards. As I did so, Matthew lifted his ass
cheeks upwards, letting me get his pants off. I slid the fabric
down his legs, appreciating how his muscle tone and definition
extended to his lower half as well as his chest. All the while I
could feel his fingers on my scalp, and stroking my shoulders, soft
caresses on my body.

I turned around to look back at him, up his
body, past his cock and onto his smiling face. He was looking
straight at me, as though transfixed. His cock, still under wraps
behind those white boxers, twitched in my fore vision.

I moved back up, so that once again I was
able to stroke his hard member through the fabric. I pushed harder,
up and down on the fabric. His toes curled, and he let out tiny
gasps, as though I was the first woman ever to touch him. I let my
hand move longer, further, feeling his soft ball sack, squeezing
his ripe plums, and then up and around his shaft, to the very
tip.

Fuck it! I wanted to see his naked cock. To
feel that hot flesh in my fingers. I pulled down hard on his
boxers, ripping them from him. His panhandle cock slapped back onto
his stomach once released from his briefs, and he was mine!

I kissed around his upper thighs, around his
stomach, and then let my lips cover his long thick shaft in tender
kisses.

He was so big. A perfect specimen of a cock.
Veins protruding, throbbing with the blood that flowed through
them. He was rock hard. Ready for me. I wondered what it would be
like, to be fucked by him. I wanted it more than anything else in
the world!

I let my tongue slip up and down his shaft.
He parted his legs slightly, letting me lick the base of his cock,
and down onto his ball sack. My tongue darted around his thick rod,
covering it my saliva. Then I pulled it up to the very tip. There
was a clear, sweet liquid leaking from the eye, as though weeping.
His pre cum! I let it slip around my tongue, getting a taste of
that sweet evidence of his turned on state. He tasted so good!

I wanted him to taste me, as I was with him.
I pulled my legs over so that we were now in the sixty nine
position. I felt his fingers start to dig inside my panties,
pulling them aside. As his tongue connected with my sex flesh, I
opened my mouth and started to swallow his cock.

He seemed to fill my entire mouth. He pre cum
leaked into me and down my throat. I felt full of his cock. The
great bulbous end filling my cheeks. He tasted so meaty. Smelled so
manly. It was perfect. I pushed him to the back of my throat,
showing him that I could swallow him, how perfect I was, what a
great blow job I could give him.

I heard him sigh in ecstasy, loving the
feeling that I was giving him. I felt the soft pressure of his lips
around my sex flesh. He was opening me up with the tip of his
tongue, winding it around my clit, lapping up and around my pussy
lips. Then he sucked those lips between his, clamping them together
and drawing on them, like a toddler on its bottle. The electric
shocks of desire whizzed around my brain, andi felt as though I was
going to explode. I bobbed my head back and forth, letting him face
fuck me as I worked. All the while, his cock slipped further and
further to the back of my throat, so that he really was being
deep-throated. I held his balls as I face fucked him, feeling them,
warm and giving in my hand. He felt so fucking perfect. I wished I
could have swallowed him all up. Let him shoot his hot cum in my
throat, show him what I slut I really could be – the babysitter in
the pink T-shirt with the teddy on the front!

I pushed my hips down on his face, opening my
thighs wider, letting my flower bloom for him, squashed onto his
face. He pushed his tongue up inside me, deep inside. I felt it
wriggling in my pussy, like some kind of charmed snake, working its
magic, fucking me, tasting me. Now it was my turn to let out little
cries of joy. It felt so amazing. I knew that I was welling up with
juices. Readying myself for the fucking that I was surely about to
receive.

I pushed his legs apart, so that I could push
my head under him. His cock left my mouth. It was my turn to eat
him out. I kissed down the shaft, and further down to his ball
sack. His soft plum, one each in turn, entered the warm pillow of
my mouth. Then I kissed further under. Further and further still,
until I was kissing the skin between his balls and his ass hole.
His perineum. This tender, forbidden flesh tasted so forbidden, so
meaty. I carried on, until my kisses now pushed onto his puckering
hole. I kissed, harder and harder, as his toes curled and his body
writhed to my touch. His tongue was deep inside me, his fingers now
pushing around my ass hole in return. I felt his middle finger slip
inside me, replacing his winding tongue, which was now teasing my
clit. He pushed up into me, and pulled it back like a trigger
finger. I felt the pad of his digit connect with the bundle of
nerves inside me, on the front wall of my pussy.

Fuck! I came instantly. He was connecting
with my g-spot, rubbing me inside expertly. I gushed all over him,
squirting my translucent cream in his face, giving him a good taste
of the effect that he had on me!

I pushed my tongue deep into his ass hole,
rimming him, eating him out. He moaned. I squashed my wet hips onto
him, pushing down as hard as I could, so that he would taste my sex
flesh, my parted flower over his lips.

It was a banquet of oral sex!

But fuck, I wanted to have his cock inside
me! Deep inside!

I pulled myself off him, turning myself
around so that I could look at his face again, the first time that
I had since the amazing oral sex had started. He was grinning like
the cat who had gotten the cream, and his face was covered in my
juices. I couldn’t help but laugh out loud

“What have you been eating, you naughty boy!”
I chuckled, as though admonishing a little one who had been caught
drinking milkshake. I playfully wiped my juices from his face, and
then bent over him and gave him a huge, deep kiss. I could taste
myself on his breath. Our combined scents mingled in our mouths. A
heady cocktail of lust and sex.

I put both legs together as I started to lie
on top of him, so that I would be able to get my panties off and
reveal my perfect shaved pussy to him in all it’s glory. He was way
ahead of me, grabbing the flimsy cotton and ripping it from my
ass.

I pulled my leg over his body so that I was
now astride him. I started to squash down on him, the rubbing
stimulating my clit. With each motion I felt the tip of his cock,
that huge mushroom shaped end, slip onto my open petals of my
flower. Our nipples tweaked as they rubbed together, our hot flesh
joined along our length.

I pushed my face down on his once more, and
we kissed deeply and fully, my tongue pushed right to the back of
his throat.

I felt him push upwards with his thighs. I
wanted to feel his big cock now, to feel full of him. I let myself
rise up a little, so that his hard shaft could start to feel its
way into my tight little slit. I reached behind myself and grabbed
the shaft
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