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         I’m sitting here waiting for you. I’m going home with you today for dinner and a bit of ‘what you fancy’! I’ve met you a couple of times before, and I’m looking forward to it. Last time we met was in a park in the city. It was a nice, warm spring day with not too many people about. Do you remember that we sat on the bench? Do you remember how much we yearned for it? Slowly but surely, we edged closer to each other. Your arm around my shoulders, slowly caressing my cheeks, heated glances, eager hands. It wasn’t easy getting to know each other on a bench like that, so we straddled the bench and sat facing each other, discussing life’s great challenges. Your hands wandered all over my body, and our conversation became more random, but then suddenly, there was a warm hand up my jumper. Warm skin against cold fingers – I was quivering. You looked at me, and our eyes met. I could see that you were asking if you could continue. I said nothing, and could only feel my breath rising, my nipples turning hard, my sex beginning to open, while my body waited for more.


You ran your hand up my back, making nice, warm circles as you stroked me, then sneaked it around to the front of my breasts. Your fingers tiptoed inside my top at the side, and I heard you groan aloud.


“I haven’t felt anything so amazing and soft for ages,” you said. “Is it ok if I touch you?”


With careful, very careful movements, your fingers encircled my nipples, which turned hard and tight. It tingled in the pit of my stomach, and there was a chain reaction in my pussy. It began to swell up, and I was wet. It was fantastic to feel how you touched my tit.


With your other hand, you lifted up my jumper, and again you groaned out loud.

         “What gorgeous big breasts you have! I get horny from just looking at you. I love your black bra and ample cleavage!”


You lifted both of them out of my bra so that my breasts burst over the edge of my bra. My nipples were dark and powerful, calling out to be touched even more. But how much more did we dare to do on a bench in a park in the middle of the afternoon?


You took off your big jacket, put it around my shoulders and used a hand to hold the jacket so no one could see inside. You used your other hand to massage my tits. You bent down and licked my nipples with your tongue, making them wet, so they glistened. Then you blew on them before carefully nibbling them with your teeth. I was so horny that I could feel how open and hot I was inside my trousers. I couldn't stop myself from rubbing myself through my jeans. My clit was calling out to be touched, and my pussy was waiting to be filled. I just had to help it.

         “Oh my God, it feels so good!”


While you sat there touching my tits, I used my hand to rub my clit through my trousers, and then I saw the bulge in your trousers start to grow. Your dick was big, long and very visible. So, with my other hand, I started to rub your dick through your jeans, making rhythmic movements, up and down, forwards and backwards. I felt it grow even bigger. You let go of my breasts but made sure you fixed my jumper so that you could still see them hanging over the edge of my bra. You glanced around, checking that no one was about. With a couple of quick movements, you got your cock out. It was big. Massive! There it was, proudly waving about in the warm spring air. A massive, blood-filled cock ready and waiting, right in front of me. All I could do was touch it. I started to caress it, running my fingers down the veins, pulling the foreskin back and forward over the tip of your cock. You lifted your balls out of your boxers; I'd never seen such a powerfully meaty ballsack before. It was like it was inviting me to touch and caress it. So, with one hand I wanked you off with long, slow tugs, and with the other hand, I held your ballsack which was hot and tight in my hand.


You leaned backwards, groaned, fixed your eyes on my tits which swung in time with my movements. Eventually, you groaned loudly, stopping my movements and asked me to bend over backwards. You unbuttoned my jeans, pulled down my panties and let out a massive gasp when you realised that my hairless pussy, full of juices, and with a throbbing clit, was waiting intensely there for you to continue the game.


In the park, in the afternoon, with no one near us, you bent down and gently took my clit in your mouth. You used your tongue like a tiny God, and I could feel that it wouldn’t take long if you didn’t give me any time to breathe. I asked you to wait a bit, and while you sat up, I touched myself – it was easier to control my orgasm myself – and you could enjoy the sight of me touching my pussy with quick circling movements as I simultaneously squeezed one of my nipples.


You asked if you could wank in front of me. I really appreciated that. So, we sat there on the bench, facing each other, you wanking off with one hand, and your other one tightly holding your balls. Your movements became quicker and quicker, your breathing irregular, your gaze blurry, and you groaned, “I’m coming... Can I come all over you?”


And I knew that I was close too. All I needed was to increase the tempo a bit, look at your massive cock, and your fierce jerking with unbridled lust. Then I felt my climax surging through me. Ripping through me. Rolling through me. Waves of pleasure billowing through my stomach, filled my entire body for several seconds. Cascades of semen sprayed the bench, my clothes and my pussy. It was amazing!


Then it calmed down a bit. Our breathing was normal again. We were able to get our breath back, get dressed and check that no one had witnessed our encounter. All that was left was to plan our next meeting. And here I am now, waiting for you, looking forward to seeing you. I’m excited to discover what game we’ll play this evening...
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