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Is it alright to lust for you like
this? I keep asking myself amazed at your utter beauty. Is it
really okay to feel like this for you? Seven years have gone by;
you were just a teen, and I one of your mentors. The age between us
vast, decades apart.

Time between us since then and now, had
been lost and yet now I found you again; a beauty turned adult in a
blink.

Succulent, mouthwatering; hungry for
your touch and body, just as I was then, I am now; you as my eye
candy, a forbidden, ripe woman to gaze upon from only a distance.
Yet, here you are now, before me, upon me, warm to the touch; flesh
upon my flesh; hot and soft.

Is it okay for us to desire this way
now as both full adults? Alright for me to feel such pleasures from
such stunning beauty? Alright for me to feel this way, to love you
like a man to a woman? To desire that warmth… that touch? I
continued to ask, despite what you were already doing to me, for
me, lips upon me.

Gazing into your shimmering emerald
eyes I could feel your sensual pleasures upon me. Looking down at
you, between my open thighs; naked, full breasts, breathtaking.
Hard pink nipples; aroused. Soft, preserved hands caressing a part
of me for which only a woman was meant touch. I felt desired by
your hint. I couldn’t look away, I could only feel your resolve
upon me, taking me, devouring me with pleasures for which only you
could offer.

Right now in this moment, I want you in
a way that only a man wants a woman. Take you to the far junctions
of desire. I want to feel every part of you upon me. Tip of tongue
upon my thick, fashioned cock, I hunger for your young savory
desires of man. Lust for the feel of you taking me into your hot,
wet mouth; back of throat, lips hard pressed against my base, hands
sensual and lax, cuddling my balls just the right way.

I can’t believe it’s you, the dirty
vision from my past, The girl I knew then as Lara, now come woman;
my lady, my gift, my reward, my courtesan.

“Please… yes, Lara,” I gasp,
the tips of my fingers tangling into your long, silky, crimson
hair. “Suck me hard, lick every inch of my cock with that dirty
tongue,” I repeat a million times over; mouth gliding over my cock
again and again, the sight of your actions driving my
arousal.

Each time the tip of your tongue
roughly batters over the underside, sending chills a thousand time
over my body, I succumb to you so willingly and wantonly, for I am
your offering, yours and yours alone to master.

Within moments, minutes that pass, I
want to cum inside you. Blow my hot creamy load into your mouth,
feel you swallow my sperm, gulp me down in large, hard
swallows.

I want… I desire and need to look down
at you; cock deep in your mouth, the tip down your throat as I blow
my load into you. Watch as your eyes roll in the back of your head,
feel my orgasm driving into you, through you, becoming a part of
you in every dirty, sexual way possible. I want to feel like a man
giving it to his betrothed. Feel desired, feel whole, and loved in
every sensually perverted way possible in your eyes.

“Go for it,” you break away
from me for but a moment; hands stroking my cock with your saliva,
it’s as if you can read my thoughts clearly. See my desires, wants
and needs of you like a true lover should always see
another.

“I’ll swallow every last
drop, so don’t be afraid to blow it hard and deep” you sigh like a
smart ass pervert, your smile turning me on like no one before as
you took me back into your mouth, the heat, and the damp insides
taking me to new heights of pleasure once more.

In the moments that pass I explode,
body hunching, thrusting forward into you. Filling your mouth with
my hot velvet seed, watching you keep your word, swallowing every
last drop of me I have to give, my cock falling slightly flaccid;
tongue gliding over my balls and cock, licking up every last bit of
my sticky white cream. I’m secretly in love with you.

Is it really okay for me to love you
like this? I ask myself, gazing down into your loving green eyes,
only to watch as you smile. A grin that shouts pervert scrolling
madly from ear-to-ear. Your thoughts so prevalent, so dirty I can
almost hear them; love the idea of sinister, perversion overflowing
my own resolve.

“Think I’ll take a shower.”
You say in a slightly coarse rasp, rising slowly up from the floor.
The arrow shaped crimson trim of your young pussy mound staring me
down as you stand before me longer than needed, allowing me to take
in the wondrous sight of your dripping moist pussy. Knowingly
heating me up with intense sexual desires to take you hard, fuck
you like only a man can to the woman he so wantonly
desires.

“Maybe you can come with
me?” you ask playfully, face slightly blushing over, widening your
thighs slightly; the slit of your perfect pussy broadening; my
mouth watering to the sensually naked sight before me. “Make sure
EVERY part of me is cleaned out perfectly,” you add; fingers trail
down your sides, you know by now I’ve become hypnotized with
inappropriate desire, a want, a need, a longing to taste you from
deep inside, pierce you with the tip of my tongue, and devour your
sensual flavors. To feast upon the juicy ripeness of your nectar,
to drink, to ingest every drop of your heavenly syrup.

“A nice hot shower sounds
great right now right?” You ask again, placing one foot on the bed
as you continue to stand before me, unmoving, unwavering. Pussy
inches from my hungry lips, as it widens even more. You know I want
you. Desire you, hunger for that mouthwatering, forbidden taste as
you tease me so.

 

“Yes…” I swallow hard, as
moments later steam blankets around both our water soaked bodies,
the shadow of you against a far wall comes forth. I can see you
clearly through the pillars of heat, both legs across my shoulder,
heals slamming against my back, you lean against the hot tiled
wall. Your hot, delicious pussy pushing out towards me as I devour
you like a crazed animal in heat, a creature of night, I want
nothing more than to consume every inch of you.

Nose against your soft pubic hairs, the
intoxication of your natural perfumed scent swarming my senses. Tip
of tongue lashing deep within, taking the sweet yet sweltering tang
of your nectar, all the while making sure to thrash across your
clitoris. Sucking it into my mouth, before attacking it with the
tip of my tongue, tips of teeth coming to bear faintly against its
borders.

“Fuck… fuck yes,” you cry
out, hands upon my shoulders, streams of hot water splashing across
your breasts, arousing your hardening pink nipples. “Yes… eat me,
devour me, lick that pussy,” you scream, your words, hot sensual
screams, echoing through the bathroom, driving me on; the arousal
rising as I continue to feast upon your sexy hot insides, wanting,
needing so much to feel you cum, to taste your orgasm upon my lips,
to know that I have become your man, your lover, the one that
brought you to tears of ecstasy.

“Oh… oh God yes,” you
continue to cry out, fingers filling you as I continue to feast
upon your pussy. Pressing my fingers upward, hooking them
forcefully inside, pressing into your inner wall, all the while you
can feel me, my rough tongue against your mouthwatering clitoris,
tip against tip; waves crashing through your body as pleasure
becomes life, over and over again in small, intense
manifestations.

“I want you inside,” you
push me away. “I want you inside me, your cock, that thick, fat,
beastly cock, I want you to fuck me with it.” You breathe deeply,
only to turn around, bending slightly over, revealing your tasty
pussy to me once more.

“Please I want you now…
hard, rough and raw,” you demand, pressing your hands hard against
the tiled wall, as you bend further over, ass prepping upwards
toward me. “I want to feel you cream me, feel you overload my pussy
with your hot, thick load.” You say like a dirty whore, a woman, a
creature hell bent on getting the perversion she wants so
much.

“Is it okay for me to love
you this way?” I ask quietly under my breath. “Oral is one thing
but to do this,” I sighed only to hear your words echo upon
me.

“I am a woman now,” you
hissed, licking your lips, your head turned back towards me. “I can
fuck what I want to, when I want to and how I want to, and right
now I want you to fuck me,” you insisted. “I’m no longer that
sixteen year old you can’t touch, I’m twenty three fucking years
old,” you add, your voice hard and rough; angered and heated. “I
want the man I fell in love with seven years ago to finally take
his piece of ass and claim it as his and his alone,” you smile at
me, making the ultimate confession. Putting not only your body but
your heart; pride on the line in that moment, letting me know your
hearts content.

“The man you fell in love
with?” I asked, standing up from the shower floor, hands grasping
the sides of your ass, never before had I felt so hard, so wanting,
so… so fucking needing to stick my cock into a woman’s pussy as I
did yours at that moment.

“Yeah,” you said softly,
head turning slightly away, as a crimson hue flashed across your
face. Before you could utter another word, I slammed my cock deeply
inside you, hard, fast and rough. Balls to the hilt, slapping
across your ass cheeks, my tip slamming into your cervix, I could
feel you cringe; body shaking to the onslaught of pleasure; pussy
tightening around me, I felt like your man, a man fucking his
woman, his lover, giving her the pleasures she demanded. I felt
like a beast, fucking; making rough untainted love to his bitch,
his woman, his piece of hot ass.

“Fucking hell,” you jeered,
body shaking, nails pressing roughly against the tiled wall. Yet I
relented not, pulling away slightly for but a moment, tip of my
cock still inside you I slammed into you again, and again, breasts
swaying to the rhythm. Each thrust harder, faster, rougher than the
last. I claimed your pussy as mine and mine alone for you are
forever my woman, your pussy molding around the shape; size and
girth of my cock.

Within moments you were coming; body
shaking, nipples softening. Your wet nectar splashing across my
cock and balls, as I continued to slam into you, I could feel your
orgasms, waves of pleasure consuming you over and over again. I
loved the feeling of you creaming by my actions, my fucking you,
rough and hard making you fall to heaven.

“Hell yeah, fuck my cock,” I
shouted out to you, hands sliding up your sides, clasping your
breasts, crushing them into your chest before pinching your bright,
pink, aroused nipples with the tips of my fingers, pulling them
roughly upward, before sinking them back into my hands. So loving
the feeling of your breasts in my hands, as I fucked you; loved
you.

“Give it to me… cream me
please, baby, please,” you began to beg, repeating that same line
over and over again. Your screams and cries echoing through me,
driving me to thrust harder, deeper, wilder inside you, circling my
hips, my cock scraping across ever part of your tightness, until,
without a moment to tell you, I came deep inside you, filling you
with my cum, my seed. My sperm filling every crevice of your
insides as I continued to thrust more and more loads deep into
you.

“Fuck… fuck yes,” you sighed
a few moments later, pulling away from me, my cream oozing out of
your pussy as you turned to face me. Your gaze taking control of
me, your smile so simple and resolved. “Thank you for trusting to
love me,” you said. Your words hitting me hard, as I stepped up on
you, arms roping around you, holding you firmly in a lovers
embrace.

“Lara,” I said, lips
brushing softly against yours, hands falling down along your firm
rounded ass cheeks. “Lara,” I said one more, this time looking down
into your eyes as you gazed back up at me. “It’s alright for me to
love you like this,” I said.

“It’s alright for us to love
each other like this,” you replied.

“Great,” I smiled
pervertedly, slapping your ass cheeks with my open palms. My heart
filling with a happiness, a love beyond mere meaning of words, as I
grew hard for you once more.

“Cause its early yet today,
and we still have seven years to make up for things,” I added,
before stepping out of the shower and opening the door that lead
out into the kitchen, “I always wanted to fuck a hot, horny chick
on that table,” I said, watching you as you walked past me, towel
in hand, placing it on top of the table before jumping ass first on
my kitchen table.

“If you’ve got the cream, I
have the holes for the filling…,” you said like a depraved sex
addict. A chill coming over me, I gazed down at your heavenly
beauty once more, the sway of your thighs bent upward on the table,
concealing and revealing your pussy to me once more. I knew then
that from that day on, from that moment on my life would be perfect
with you by my side…

I love you Lara…
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