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He opened the
door to me, and once again I felt that same desire in my pussy the
moment our eyes connected.

He was an older
man. A forbidden older guy, and I loved him all the same. Every
bone in my body wished that it was he who had gotten me pregnant,
instead of that loser boyfriend of mine, long since vanished, after
our over-in-a-second fumble and fuck in the back of his car.

He was smiling
at me, unable, since I had started to show, to tear his eyes away
from my huge, leaking tits. I had to admit, they were looking
pretty good at the moment. I was at least a double D cup, pretty
big for a young woman like me, with such a slender frame.

Something else
happened as I walked into his house. As soon as he began to speak,
I started to leak. Dribbles of milk started to gush from my hard
nipples, soaking my blouse through. I turned to face him.

“Do you see
what you do to me? I said, in a mock scalding voice.

He nodded and
grinned. “Hey, it’s not my fault”

“I know that.
It’s just that you do something to me, Mr Collins” I replied

“I wonder why
that is” he replied. “It’s not as though I am a hungry baby now is
it?”

“Well, you may
not be hungry” I replied. “But are you thirsty?”

He smiled once
more, and again looked down at my huge breasts, scarcely able to
believe what I might be suggesting.

He moved to me,
and started to place his strong fingers on my cups. I closed my
eyes and allowed the sensations to flood over my body. Then a
thought hit me “What about your wife. Where is she?” I asked

“She will be
gone another half an hour. And the kids are in bed. Now let me
taste that milk” he said

In a flash he
had opened up my blouse and was clawing at my bra. The support fell
away from my tits, and as it did, I felt the desire well up inside
me. He would drink from me, and I would suck him dry too! He pushed
his lips down onto my erect nipple. I felt him begin to suck, and
as he worked me, the milk flowed easily and began to pour into his
mouth. I heard him slurping it down, and it felt so good! He
sucked, his warm lips around my cook nipples, and my pussy welled
up with excitement.

He lifted his
head up to me. His lips were covered in my milk, as though he had
just drunk a huge milkshake. I wiped the cream from him and held it
to my own lips, tasting myself.

Then I pushed
against his lips with mine. I could taste more of my sweet cream on
his breath. I felt his hot, soft embrace. I heard him breath in,
relieved to be temporarily cut off, his words ringing in my ears.
The warmth of the room seemed to wrap my up like a soft duvet. I
opened my mouth, letting his tongue into mine, and reciprocating in
turn, soft flesh against flesh. Our kissing became deeper, and as
we French kissed, my body started to turn on, coming to life like a
car with its ignition turned, lighting up. My nipples were so hard
and still gushing with my cream, soaking the open folds of my
blouse. I was burning with desire for him. I moved towards him, so
that our bodies, while not touching yet, seemed to radiate an
energy which bound them together. I put my fingers on the side of
his face, feeling the stubble, as he opened and closed his mouth,
kissing me hard and long. Desire welled up in me, beginning to
control my body, taking over my senses.

I felt his
hands start to stroke my back as we kissed. I opened my legs
slightly, the short denim skirt riding up a little, my cool toned
thighs slipping on the white calf’s leather. Our kissing became
more urgent now, soft pecks giving way to harder embraces, tongues
wrestling, and hands beginning to wander.

I felt his
touch now, stroking the skin on my back and then around my
shoulders, all over my neck, soft and yet firm at the same time,
fully in control. I ran my fingers through his tousled hair, the
heat from his scalp and a slight wetness, perspiring as though he
were working out. I allowed myself a peek at him. His eyes were
closed, lost in the moment. The firelight danced and my vision
blurred as I shut my eyelids again, wanting to concentrate on his
touch, he embrace, to let my senses take over.

He started to
kiss around my face, alighting soft brushes of his lips on my
cheeks, softly nuzzling my chin, the top of my neck and my
forehead. My eyes were tight shut as his attentions rained down on
me, and I savoured each and every kiss from his soft red lips. I
wasn’t just taking it, I allowed my hands to drift over his hard
body, feeling the shape and form of his muscles, his chiselled
chest under his silk shirt, and his bulging thighs which spoke of a
man who ran as well as pumping weights.

I closed in on
him, opening up my thighs and pulling my body on top of his, so
that I was in a cowgirl position, my thighs now fully exposed, my
skirt riding up, and his pants warm between my legs. I could feel
the bulge within them, knew that he must be hard for me, and loving
it, as I was becoming wet and ready for him. He held my waist in
each hand, in a firm yet gentle grip, and lifted my up slightly, so
that his face could nestle between my tits. I stroked his head as
he kissed the hard skin of my full cups. The kissing continued,
each one bringing a new sensation of arousal, each bringing my
nipples seemingly harder, making me squirt more milk with every
erotic touch, and making me want him even more!

I brought my
hands down his muscular arms, feeling the definition of his triceps
as I moved. My fingers interlocked with his, and we held hands
tightly as he kissed and nuzzled into my breasts. Then I drew my
fingers onto the front of his shirt, and started to lift the cool
silk from out of his pants.

His shirt
slipped out from under his belt with ease, and I went to work on
each of his buttons. He leant back slightly, enabling me to work on
divesting him of his clothing. The second shirt button, then a
third, then a fourth all gave way to me. I final button and his
shirt was open, and his hard and slightly tanned torso was mine. I
allowed myself a glimpse at his amazing upper body, before I dived
on it, covering him in kisses once more. He had incredible tone, an
amazing strong but not pumped physique. It was everything that a
man would want after years and thousands of pounds of personal
training.

And it was all
mine!

At least for
the moment.

I kissed his
upper arms, his shoulders, showering him in loving kisses the way
he had done with me. Our mouths locked once more. This time our
breathing was more pronounced, the tastes between us more lustful.
Sweat. Lust. Then I moved down his upper body to each nipple,
sucking and biting them in turn, feeling him shake slightly as I
worked him, and loving it that I could turn him on so much.

As I worked
him, he started to unbutton my blouse, my buttons offering
similarly scant resistance to his attentions. He unbuttoned me from
the bottom of my blouse upwards, as I was blocking his more direct
route by licking and kissing his chest. It took him no time however
to get the white cotton apart, and I, like him, was bare
chested.

He pushed me
back slightly, taking in the sight of my firm, youthful breasts,
shining with my perspiration in the soft, computer-controlled
lighting of his mansion. He smiled, a huge warm grin, and stroked
each of my naked cups in turn. Then he grabbed ahold of each tit,
squeezing them, and I interlocked my fingers with his once more,
feeling the same resistance to my firm flesh, squeezing them
tighter, taking the same thrill that he did. He pulled forwards and
pushed my cups together, kissing between them, and then licked each
nipple in turn, as I had done with him. He bit and sucked on my
nips, coaxing them to full erection, and sending electric shocks of
ecstasy whizzing around my body, lighting up my brain and sending
my already-wet pussy into overdrive.

I could feel
the hardness of his cock pushing against my sex flesh. My panties
must have been soaking as I rubbed myself against his cock. His
exquisite, tailored pants must have been ruined by my juices. I
felt down between my legs, knowing how wet I was but being turned
on nonetheless by how ready I was for him. Then I moved my fingers
down a little more, so that they were on his shaft. Even though he
was clothed from the waist down, I could still tell that this was a
really big cock. Despite my inexperience, only having had one guy
beforehand, I wanted to feel it between my legs, to experience my a
proper, grown up fuck with this amazing older man. As he kissed my
tits, I started to open up his belt buckle.

The hard,
patent leather gave way to my insistent fumbling, and his zipper
slid down silently. I made my fingers into a cone shape, and dipped
them inside the hole that I had made. I met immediate, fleshy
resistance from the hard shaft that I had freed. His boxer shorts
covered it, but the shape was now much more apparent. I stroked him
inside his pants, and outside his underwear, feeling the stiffness
of his huge member. His breathing deepened, and he lay back,
relinquishing his attentions from my cream filled breasts in order
to enjoy my jerking. His chest heaved as I worked him.

I wanted
more!

I wanted to
taste him. To feel his flesh.To suck on his balls.

I moved
backwards, gradually dismounting him, unfolding myself, kicking my
legs out and half crouching on the floor. It felt good to get out
of that position, to free my limbs slightly, even though I wanted
so much to jump back on him and ride his cock inside me. I kissed
down his body, to his lower stomach, and then down again into the
gap I had made, into the V shape where his pants gave way to his
boxers. I kissed once more on the white silk of his underwear,
closing my eyes, getting a good smell of his musk, tasting him,
seeing how wet his end was, by the way it soaked through his
boxers.

I dipped my
hand into the fly of his underwear. This time there was hard, cool
flesh on my fingers. I had his cock in my hand now, my fingers
stroking his shaft. I wanted him free. Completely free. I put my
hands on his waistband, and he followed my cue, lifting up his ass
and allowing me to slip off his pants, and underwear, in one easy
movement.

His cock
twanged back against his six pack stomach when I pulled off his
clothes, and little drops of his clear pre cum hit his flesh. I
took a long, grateful look at his amazing penis.

He was a big
guy. I already knew that. But my, this was an absolutely perfect
specimen. He was so hard, the red end so shiny, glistening with his
slippy pre cum, and he seemed to throb and twitch. I dove onto him,
gorging on the shaft, licking up and down, to the tip, savouring
the juices that flowed freely from him, and then down to his soft
plums, where I sucked each one in turn, to his delighted moans.

I started to
bring the bulbous head of his cock into my mouth. I held his shaft
tightly, lest it might escape my grasp, and closed my eyes. He
seemed to fill my mouth, even though just the tip was inside. I
breathed through my nose, catching the scent of him as I slowly
bobbed my head back and forth, wanking his shaft, and feeling him
twitch in my mouth with every movement. I cupped his balls as I
sucked, with my free hand.

I bobbed my
head a little further with each suck, gradually drawing him to the
back of my throat, and then down my gullet. I relaxed my throat,
knowing that I could take him all in, wanting to give him a full
experience. I closed my eyes, and pushed my head forwards. The
shaft slipped down my throat, and I took him in, right to the hilt.
His big, soft balls rested on my chin, his long rod fully in my
throat, even though he was such a big, long guy. I let him rest
there for a moment, looking up at his face, a kind of serene joy
spreading across him. He opened his eyes, in a kind of sleepy half-
open look, and grinned at me. I almost smiled back, but my mouth
was just too full to make any kind of expression. Instead I just
concentrated on the job in hand.

As it were

I pushed
slightly, so that even more of his hard cock was at the back of my
throat, and then pulled away from him a little, so that his shaft
started to leave my mouth, and pull out of my throat. His cock
glistened with my saliva, some of it dripping from him and onto the
leather below. I took him out to the mushroom-shaped head, and then
pushed back in once again. This was a faster push now. Out and in,
I let him face fuck me. We picked up the rhythm, back and forth,
and I made slight choking noises as he face fucked me. I spat him
out, catching my breath, jerking his stiff cock as I recovered, and
then stuffing him back in my mouth once again. This was faster now,
face fucking hard, like some kind of demented hooker. I could smell
him. Taste his pre cum. Feel him twitch and throb in my mouth. I
wondered to myself what I would do if
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