I woke from my dream with a massive hard-on, something I had got used to in the last 6 months. My 13th year had been a turning point for me in so many ways, not least because I had discovered the wonder of breasts – everywhere I saw them I stared and found myself hardening in response. And then I was visited by the Guardians who took me away as a pilgrim for the new world, where all the errors of the past would be put right.
I turned to find Aya lying awake, looking perfect in her pink baby doll nighty, her F cup breasts spilling out, her dark thimble sized nipples poking through the thin material. She smiled and leant over me. I pulled the material down to allow her breasts to swing free into my face. Her dark areola, 3 inches across, were like target boards. I quickly found a nipple and latched on. Within a few seconds the sweetest warm milk was flowing into my mouth, and I swallowed eagerly, desperate for that soothing euphoria that would follow. As I sucked I massaged her other breast, tugging at the nipple – drops of mile were oozing from several ducts already. I looked around her to see her ample rear uncovered and couldn’t resists exploring it with my other hand. She cooed and murmured satisfaction, at the same time spreading her legs either side of me and pulling my aching cock into her warm sloppy cunt.
Though this was a morning ritual I knew very well, it never failed to arouse me and give me the deepest satisfaction. Before the day hit me, I was always treated to a voluptuous treat of feminine flesh, warm, wet, soft, submissive, maternal. I came very quickly and without hesitation, shooting vast amounts of hot sperm deep into Aya’s receptive cunt. And then I got dressed and caught the bus to school.

To be continued…..

