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“Could you teach me about sex, Mr
Jones?”

His eyes widened. More than I had ever seen.
And certainly more than when I accidentally on purpose walked into
his bedroom, the one he shared with his horrible, bossy wife
wearing just my tiniest little nightdress, barely hiding my shaved
and unclothed pussy. Oh yes, babysitting does indeed sometimes
involve a sleepover!

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 Connie?” 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 maybe even a kind of fatherly 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 have been having certain feelings” I
continued. I hoped that this would turn him on. I expected it
would. He was only wearing pyjama bottoms, having come home from
his blind date, one of several that he had (unsuccessfully) had
after his nasty wife had left him) 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 kind of feelings? What do you
mean?”

“Well, I keep wondering what it would be
like to experience a real man. You know, to have a man’s cock
inside me”

I expected him to baulk at my use of that
word. But he just smiled some more.

“You mean, you’re still a virgin?” he
asked

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
Connie?” he asked with concern in his voice

“Yes Mr Jones. I feel like I can trust
you”

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

I bit my lip. Thought about my answer

“Well, I just wonder what it feels like Mr
Jones. I mean, they look so big when they’re you know, hard. I
don’t know how I would fit it in. I mean, I’m really tight”

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.

“Mr Jones, 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 this brat he was kind of
responsible for, wrestling with the twin emotions of desire and an
older man’s caution. 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, 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. 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!

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 vagina. He
kissed me again, hard and long, my nipples hard – he gave each a
little flick with his tongue, then took the weight on his arms in
press up position, he started to thrust in and out of me. It was an
intense, perfect sensation. Each ramrod fuck took my breath away,
and I gasped and cried out with each one. I wrapped my legs around
him, so that we felt deeper than we ever had before. I could feel
myself cumming again, wondering when he would, and whether he would
cum inside my as I wanted him to. More and more speed, really
fucking me now, so that I could hardly take it anymore. Then he
pulled out of me, and with his hands on my hips he flipped me
around so that my tits and stomach were squashed on the cool cotton
duvet. He took my hips and pulled me upwards so that I was in the
classic doggy position. Another first time for me! My ass cheeks
were parted, and then I felt the touch of his tongue. He was
darting in and out of my pussy, lapping it up, and then around my
ass hole, rimming me, getting me off on that new, more forbidden
sensation. I nearly passed out with the mixture of sensations!

Then he took up position behind me and his
cock started to dive into me from behind. There was no gentle start
this time, and I cried out as his cock pounded me from behind. It
was a sensation of pure, amazing joy. He was fucking me hard now,
ramming it into me, moving up and over the top of me so that the
end of him started to engage my g-spot and I felt as though I was
going to faint. He hands now under my body, cradling me, one hand
on my pussy, fingers on my clit, gently stroking me as he fucked
me. The other forearm covering my tits, fingers over my nipples,
teasing it, engaging it in the process. I came again.

Then another delight. I pulled away from him
so that his cock was once again out of me, and I pushed him over so
that he was lying prone on the bed, cock up once more and shining
with our juices. I moved over the top of him so that I was about to
ride him, cowgirl style. His hands on my hips, I pulled myself up
and took his cock with my hand. Then I sat down onto him and let
myself squash down on him. This time it felt even deeper, the angle
of attack and gravity doing the work. I started to lift up and down
onto him, riding him. I pulled his hand onto my pert tit and
clasped my fingers in his, squashing down on it and making him feel
me, my youth and my tightness. I wound my hips around him, sure
that he would cum any second and knowing that I had another one in
me too!

I pulled up so that he was almost out of me,
and then sat down hard on him again. I dropped down onto him, our
faces together, my ass still working his erection, cock still deep
inside me. I bit his ear, hard, so that he yelped but I knew that
he was enjoying the pain. And I wanted to let him know that it was
all ok. Still biting his ear lobe I whispered to him

“Cum inside me”

He closed his eyes and I began to rock
further and harder onto him. He started to twitch, his hands on my
back, holding him closer, tight, our bodies melting as one. There
seemed to be nothing else in the whole world apart from the two of
us, and the consequences wouldn’t matter. I felt him thrust
upwards, pushing hard, and we rocked together, then I felt it!

His whole body twitched, and he cried out. I
felt his cock thrust once more and then explode inside me. Hot milk
coated my insides and I came too. We both shook, my skin suddenly
ultra sensitive, nipples singing, and pussy gushing with my
liquids. I rode him and felt the hot cum start to dribble out of
me, loving that sensation. My cunt rippled and squeezed his cock,
which seemed to be pumping a never ending stream of ejaculate
inside me. My hands on his chest now as I rose and fell, making
sure that I milked ever last drop of him out of me.

I collapsed onto him and kissed his forehead
and lips, covering them in my soft pecks. He responded fully, our
tongues inside each others mouths as his cock unloaded in me.

When it finally subsided, we held that
position, He was softening a little inside me, and I could feel the
milk leaking out of me. A creampie I believe they call it. Perfect
and complete!

 


 


Of course, it couldn’t last forever. But
whenever I babysat for him we repeated our sin until inevitably I
fell pregnant with his child.

It was what I wanted. I believe it’s what he
wanted too.

And so that’s why I can write this story
down, and tell you what happened. Everything turned out for the
best, and we now have three children, all at school, and I am busy
making a dinner for my Mom. She is coming around tonight to see her
grandchildren.

Time is a very good healer!
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“What do you think you are doing?”

His words were so strong and clear. They
shook me from the alternative reality that had wrapped my mind in a
cloud of erotic imagination, just as surely as the cool white
sheets that enveloped my nubile body.

I didn’t know how long he had been standing
there. Standing quietly in the doorway, watching me.

In his bed

The bed that he shared with his new wife.
The reason I was now babysitting for him in this big, upstate
mansion.

Not just in his bed. If he had been quietly
listening then he would have heard my little gasps. My cries of
joy. The buzzing from the big dildo that I found in the bedside
table…

Still, he didn’t look too angry, despite his
words.

There was something else too. A bulge in his
pants, in the front of them. I knew what that was, I had seen
movies. I had an imagination. I had never had one inside me, but I
am not THAT inexperienced. I know an erection when I see one. And
that was what he had.

A big one!

The truth of it was that he wanted me. I had
turned him on, without knowing it. He had come home and I was so
lost in myself, rolling around in that big bed, with his wife’s
dildo between my legs, that I hadn’t seen him watching.

Heck, I had almost cum.

And now that I knew he had seen me, well it
turned me on more than ever.

The question was. What should we do about
it?

 


Well, when you leave a young woman like me
all on her own in your house, then what do you expect will
happen?

I mean, an eighteen year old college girl,
with an active and fertile imagination, not to mention a fertile
body, with a big bedroom to explore! It was almost bound to
happen!

It was in the first drawer I looked in.
BINGO! There it was. A huge, shiny black dildo. I had always
pictured this older man as a big guy, with a really big dick.

No wonder his beautiful wife always had such
a big smile!

I was so of her jealous as I lay in bed,
exploring my sex-flesh with my fingers, feeling the wetness, the
exquisite slippy juice between my legs. I imagined that she always
came, and tonight I would cum with her!

This big black dick intrigued me a little.
Maybe she, like me, had fantasies of double entry? Perhaps Colin
(pronounced Cow-Lin, like the defense guy) liked to use it on her,
stuffing it deep into her ass as he fucked her wet pussy. Or maybe,
as was more likely, she liked to fuck herself with it when he
wasn’t around?

“Well, if she can get some, then I can too”,
I thought, picking up the big toy in my hand and laying back onto
the bed, legs apart and crotch of my panties pulled to one
side.

I twisted the base, feeling the big black
cock start up in my hands. It vibrated gently, insistently, doing
the one thing in the world it was designed to do. I quickly ripped
off my flimsy T-shirt and short denim skirt, getting naked in the
cooling summer evening. I wanted to feel as much of those cool,
crisp sheets against my warm thighs and my pert young butt as I
possibly could. My naked ass felt warm against the cold soft bed as
I slowly worked the vibe up and down my body. I closed my eyes as I
lingered on my stomach, feeling the cold, plastic tip vibrate
against my tight, supple skin. I pulled it up towards my pert
little titties, circling each nipple until they were like bullets,
sticking out into the air. Each motion sent a tingle down to my
clit, making me push my hips up and back. I felt my pussy well up
with juice.

I drew shapes with the dildo on my face,
feeling it gently brush my chin, my lips, my cheeks, my ears. I
imagined it was him, teasing me with his hard cock. Maybe I would
be blindfolded and tied up. Powerless to what he might do to me.
Completely in his power. That excited me.

I put the cock on my lips, darting my tongue
around its end. The lube tasted sweet in my mouth. I thought about
whether I was actually tasting her juices as well as the lube. That
turned me on. I wondered what it would be like to have a threesome
with them both. I bet they would show me some tricks.

I opened my mouth more fully, allowing the
dildo to fall into my mouth. I took it deep inside my mouth,
pushing it towards my throat. I wondered if I would gag. I had
never taken a cock in my mouth before, and wondered how it would
taste, how it would feel. Would a man expect me to swallow his cum?
I was sure I would like it if I did, but what would it taste
like?

I took the cock deeper to the back of my
throat. I pushed it back and forth. It felt empowering. I let the
cock fuck me in the mouth. Face fuck, I think it’s called. I pulled
my cheeks together and sucked. Blow job? Suck job?

As I sucked the cock, I let my hand fall
lower, down my stomach, over my hip bones, sticking out of my thin,
teenage body, then onto my pubic mound, feeling the first few
downy, soft, blonde pubic hairs. Further down to my lips. They
opened up to my touch. I felt my clit, barely peeking out of its
little cover. I parted my fingers into a V shape, opening up my
lips and feeling the wet, sweet honey pot within. Nicely welling up
with juice, I thought. Ready for a fuck.

I moved the dildo downwards, following the
trajectory my hand had recently taken. The buzzing grew more
distant as I opened my tanned, toned thighs and moved my hand
between them, revolving the black cock so that it faced upwards.
Target acquired.

I let the dildo circle my lips with the very
tip. I drew concentric circles around my pussy lips, feeling the
juice start to coat my the dildo. I moved my hands gently towards
myself, feeling the cock start to penetrate me more deeply. It drew
deeper and deeper inside me, all the while I was drawing the
circles. It felt so deep and so massive inside my pussy. I wondered
how I would ever manage to let a real man’s cock inside me. Would
he thrust it too hard? Would it hurt?

Instinct made me move the dildo inside me.
Up and down I fucked myself. I writhed on the bed. The sheets
bunched up underneath my ass cheeks as I pushed the dildo further
and further inside me, then withdrew, then a deeper fucking. I
picked up speed. The feelings ripped through my body. I arched my
back against the bed. My toes curled and my hands grasped the
sheets as though they would save my life.

“fffffffuuuuuuuuuuckkkkkkkkkk” I half
whispered, half screamed.

And it was just as the waves of orgasm
subsided into ripples that he said those words.

“What do you think you are doing?”

I wanted to jump up, to pull the sheets
around my still hard nipples, covering myself up completely, and
shout about how indignant I was that he had been watching me. But
something prevented that reaction. His big, blue eyes shone with
something. He was grinning, and his pants were misshapen at the
front. This older man, this man of the house, was clearly turned on
by what he saw.

I stood up, letting the sheets fall from my
body, so that I stood naked before him, the sunlight streaming
through the half open window onto my tight teen body. I saw him
drink in the sight of me, appreciating the similarities, and the
differences, between me and his new wife.

We closed on each other. He seemed way too
dressed for me, compared to my naked form. I pulled his T-shirt up
and over his head, taking in the muscular, manly body that was now
my responsible adult. I reached my mouth up to his, pouting into a
full kiss. Our lips locked. Saliva exchanged. Warm tongues
intertwined. We French kissed. Wide deep mouths, the most sensual
and forbidden of emotions. He kissed my neck, my shoulders. Then he
bent forwards. I held the back of his head tightly as his lips
clamped on my nipples. He flicked and fondled them with his lips as
I began to moan in joy. He felt so amazing, but I wanted him to
have the confidence to treat me like the slut I was. I grabbed his
hair, and pulled hard. He let out a little yelp. Pain and pleasure.
His teeth locked on my nipple. He pulled hard now, giving me back
the pain and more with interest. This was what I wanted!

I started to unbuckle his belt. I needed to
feel his cock harden in my hand. He wriggled his snake-like hips
around as I loosened him off. His pants fell to the floor. No
boxers, that was what I liked! His cock stuck out for me. Proud and
hard and so erect. He was a lovely big guy. I dropped to my knees.
I needed to taste him, hard and sweety and musky in my mouth. I
wrapped my fingers around him, feeling him twitch and throb in my
hand. His balls hung there, waiting to be kissed. I let each into
my mouth, sucking him, his cock in my hand. His balls were warm and
soft in my mouth. I started to kiss up and down his shaft. I
licked, like I had a popsicle, up and down, from his sack right up
to the shiny end. He was as hard as nails. I couldn’t wait to get
him right up inside me. Deep. Where he belonged.

I opened up my mouth wide. I took him in.
The head at first. He seemed to fill me. I started stroking his
shaft, the head inside my mouth. I tasted the first little drips of
pre cum. It excited me. I felt between my legs. I was getting wet
again!

I wanted to suck him all the way, so much!
It slid in, onto my teeth and lips, then further in as I pushed my
head forwards. He twitched slightly, and let out a little sigh of
desire and satisfaction. He tasted of sweet meat. The veins felt
slightly rough on my tongue, the undulations of his cock teasing me
as it slid further and further to the back of my throat. I held his
balls in my hand, cupping them, feeling their delicate shape in my
fingers.

His cock hit the back of my throat. I fought
the reflex to gag, letting him sink to the back and down my gullet,
sword swallowing him. It was my party trick, and I am very, very
good at it. He put his hands on my head, my hair between his
fingers as his cock filled me completely. His balls buffered up
against my chin. I drew my head back, feeling my mouth empty. His
cock shone with my saliva, my spit lubricating is for the next
thrust. I bobbed forwards again. I wanted him to face fuck me. Back
and forth, picking up a little speed now. His hips started to
thrust into me, In and out. I closed my eyes and savored the meaty
weapon pushing in and out of my mouth. I held his ass cheeks as he
thrust, tensing his firm buttocks with each push. Then I pulled my
fingers around so that they were on the skin between his balls and
his anus. I tickled him there, teasing him, showing him that I
would go all the way for him. He thrust his bulbous head into my
warm and inviting mouth. I let my finger slip inside him. He
twitched a little, then I





















































He Took My Cherry While His Wife Slept
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