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Adult Reading Material

About This Book:

My big chest a training session with my older housemate John could only end one way.  I complain about how difficult it is to carry the weight of my big breasts while we’re out jogging and John quickly becomes curious.

He takes them in his hand to gauge their weight and then something amazing happens.  John’s magic hands are soon drawing the milk from them in sinful fashion and we’re both getting more aroused than ever.  Soon he’s drinking it down and I’m scrambling for his big length.

Read about our filthy fetish fantasy inside.
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I held his head to me and felt a connection to him unlike any other.  John was fondling and pushing my tits towards his face now and I could feel his tongue circling my nipple like a shark circling its prey.  It stood up to attention and he took a quick, soft bite at it.

I ran one of my hands down my body and started to squeeze at my pussy, hoping to quench the mounting desire inside me.  It was as though my sex was crying out for attention but for the moment John was rapt on my tits.

I stood him upright and started to kiss him now, tasting my sweet nectar on his tongue.  My hand reached straight for his shorts and I groped the huge bulge, quickly yanking down and letting his prowess drop out over the waist of his briefs.

“Damn!” I gasped in astonishment.  “That’s fucking big.”

I dropped to my knees in an instant to get a better look and he let his hands hang by his sides, as if to allow me a closer, unimpeded inspection.

“How big is it?” I asked, moving it left and right in each hand and marveling at the thick veins that coursed up each side.  The head was a soft-pink and taut, glistening in the light that sneaked through the leaves.

“Heck, I don’t know,” he said, shrugging.  “Big enough, I guess.”

“You can say that again,” I said, tracing my eyes all the way down to the hilt and taking a look at those delicious balls that hung like ripe fruit.

I licked my lips, letting my mouth drop open slowly as I approached the crown.  John’s hand came to my head and I looked up to check if it was okay for me to continue.  He said nothing, instead moving the hair away from my face so he could give himself a better view.
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