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Friday Frisky Fun


Tina was bored. No, scratch that. Tina was very bored.
It was a Friday night, and Tina was babysitting Connor, her next-door neighbor’s five-year-old kid. For some reason, Connor was already exhausted when Tina walked through the door. Mrs. Smith, Connor’s mom, told Tina that she had signed Connor up for swimming lessons at the club. The first swimming session had drained Connor’s energy, and by the time Tina arrived and Mrs. Smith was ready to go, the boy had been more than willing to jump into bed right away.
Tina liked Connor and enjoyed his company. The kid was super active, yes, but he was also polite, friendly, and sweet, especially when Tina brought her art supplies over sometimes. Tina, twenty-one years old, was an art major. Connor loved art, and it was this common love for the craft that made Tina and Connor hit off so well.
Tina grabbed the remote and flipped through one channel to another. It may be a Friday night, but she and her friends usually go out on Saturdays to make way for Tina’s babysitting gig. On most Fridays, Tina and Connor would be sprawled on the living room floor making drawings and paintings, but Tina knew this was not most Fridays. She wished she could wake Connor up and convince him to do some art or something, but of course she couldn’t do that.
Her thoughts were broken when a pair of headlights suddenly washed the driveway. Curious, Tina stood up and looked out the window. Mr. Smith, Connor’s father, wasn’t supposed to be home until ten o’clock in the evening or so (it was only seven o’clock), yet there he was, stepping out of the family’s ink-black SUV. Robert Smith (not that Tina ever called him that) was dressed in a white button-down shirt, blue well-fitting jeans, and red sneakers.
Looking at him from behind the living room curtain, Tina felt a sliver of lust run through her. Robert Smith was blessed in the looks department, something Tina believed Connor would inherit as soon as he stepped into his teens. Mr. Smith was tall, roughly about 6’3”, blond, green eyed, and muscular in that just-right kind of way. Tina knew he went to the gym three to four times a week, and it was a fact that she understood. Her next-door neighbors had the looks that could rival those of the Hollywood stars’, and they need to do all they can to keep their looks that way. The fact that Mrs. Smith had men chasing after her left and right, even with her married to an equally gorgeous Mr. Smith, was proof that Mr. Smith needs to put in more effort if he wants to keep his wife by his side.
The Smiths may be the picture-perfect family, but Tina knew they truly loved each other. Plus they were so nice and friendly that even the other neighbors couldn’t help but genuinely like the family for who and what they were, never mind that they looked better than most of the people the neighbors knew.
With a jolt, Tina realized she was going to be alone in the house with Mr. Smith. She gripped the curtain tightly without even knowing it. Oh no, what am I going to do? She asked herself in the head. This has never happened before. I can’t be in the same room with Mr. Smith.
Before she could even think another word, the door swung open and in stepped the gorgeous hunk of a man that was Robert Smith. Tina quickly let go of the curtain and plastered on her “I’m your local friendly babysitter” smile. She hoped she didn’t look funny. Just because she wasn’t up to the idea of being alone with Robert didn’t mean she didn’t see him that way. For the longest time, Tina had had a huge crush on her handsome next-door neighbor. No one else knew about it save for her closest friends, and they had been thrilled when Tina told them she had been hired by the Smiths to babysit Connor four times a week.
Her friend Zoey had joked it was Tina’s turn to get her claws on Mr. Smith, but Tina brushed the joke aside and responded with all the seriousness she could muster that she would never get in the pants of a married man, no matter how handsome. Now, with the said married man standing in front of her, Tina was no longer so sure she could hold on to that promise.
After brushing his sneakers on the rug, Robert looked up and saw Tina. He broke into a dazzling grin, and it was all Tina could do not to rip her clothes off and offer herself to him right there and then.
“Tina!” Robert exclaimed. “You’re here!” He paused and looked up the ceiling. “Of course. Connor needs you.” He grinned again, taking off his shoes at the same time.
“Hi, Mr. Smith!” Tina responded cheerily. “Yeah, Connor was beat from his swimming classes, and he thought it would be wise to hit the sack early.” She smiled nervously. “Mrs. Smith told me to stay with him until you got home, obviously.”
Robert nodded and padded toward the couch. “The meeting ended early, which is one of the few great things about random, casual meetings.” He sat on the couch and gave himself a good stretch. Tina had to restrain her tongue from creeping out of her mouth and running across her lips. Robert’s shirt had grown taut across his chest, emphasizing a firm, solid set of pectorals that Tina wanted to touch and caress.
What is happening to me? Tina thought stupidly.
“That’s… that’s great, Mr. Smith,” she said lamely. “Um, I’m glad you got to finish early.” She realized how silly that sounded, and she wanted to kick herself in the head. “Well, since you’re here and all, I should be going now.”
“Oh, no, no,” Robert objected. He stood up hurriedly and walked back toward Tina. “The night is young, and so are we.” He gave a mischievous smile. “I’d like for us to have a bit of, shall we say, fun tonight, Tina.” His green eyes held Tina’s blue ones, and Tina felt that shiver of delight again, this time in the space between her legs.
“That sounds… that sounds like fun, Mr. Smith,” she answered with a nervous chuckle.
Robert, amused at Tina’s response, threw his head back and laughed. “You’re a funny girl. Come on, let’s head to the kitchen and make some drinks.”
Tina followed Robert into the kitchen. She was twenty-one years old, but she had very few experience in terms of carnal adventures. Her last brush with sex had been two years ago, and she had remained celibate since then.
“What do you want?” Robert asked as he opened the refrigerator and rummaged around its contents. “I’d get myself some cold beer, and you’ll have?” He turned to look at Tina.
“You,” Tina blurted out. As soon as the word was out, she realized what she had said. With a gasp, she covered her mouth with her hands, her eyes wide open with horror.
Robert remained where he was for a few seconds and looked hard at Tina. Tina knew she should say something to ease the growing tension, maybe something along the lines of “It was a joke, Mr. Smith, did you happen to drop your sense of humor along the way?” when Robert stood up and walked rapidly to where she was.
“Mr. Smith,” Tina began, but no sooner were the words out when Robert decided not to let her finish. In one swift, fluid motion, his arms were around Tina and his lips were on hers.
Tina was too surprised to say or do anything. In her shock, she let Robert kiss her. There were times when she fantasized of engaging in some lip-locking action with the great Mr. Smith, but those fantasies did no justice to the real feel of his lips on hers.
Robert’s soft, plump lips were turning into a kissing monster. They were filled with a mixture of lust and passion, and they were attacking Tina’s lips with a fervor she wouldn’t have believed he was capable of.
Robert broke the kiss and pulled apart, although his arms were still wrapped around Tina. He stared into her eyes with an intensity that sent shivers up and down Tina’s spine. Robert felt it, and he gave a crooked grin. “Do you know I’ve been wanting to do that all along?” he said softly.
Tina was suddenly filled with desire. The desire flooded her so quickly, she felt herself go weak at the knees. And go weak she did. Had Robert not had his arms around her, she would’ve fallen into a swooning mess on the floor. Robert tightened his hold on her and lifted her off her feet. He carried her to the long brown table placed at the corner of the kitchen.
Robert sat Tina down on the table. He looked into her eyes again. Tina was still too surprised and weak with desire to say anything. Robert, though, must have seen it in her eyes because he nodded and began to unbutton Tina’s shirt.
“What about Mrs. Smith?” Tina blurted out.
Robert’s fingers quit working on her buttons. His palm went to work instead by caressing one of Tina’s breasts. “Don’t worry about Janet,” he said calmly as he flattened the breast with his palm. “She’s okay.”
There were no more words after that. Robert finally did away with all the buttons on Tina’s shirt, which he then dropped to the floor. He fixed his eyes on Tina, now wearing nothing on top but a sheer black brassiere. For once, Tina didn’t feel self-conscious. Her breasts were always a part of her body-related issues. She didn’t like her breasts; she thought they were too big and lusty, and she believed that was all the boys wanted from her anyway.
It was different with Robert though. “Do you like them?” Tina said boldly. Right there and then, she decided to go all out with this whole episode, whatever the said episode may be. She decided to give her all to Robert Smith, who said his wife was okay, whatever that meant.
Robert didn’t speak with words. Instead he spoke with actions. He nodded again and reached behind Tina to unhook her bra. Tina let him. She sat tall and proud, a willing victim waiting for the ultimate sacrifice to take place.
Robert slid the straps of Tina’s bra down her arms, freeing her huge breasts in the process. Tina’s tits were big, but they were firm and pert. Robert bent down and kissed her right boob. Tina moaned; she couldn’t help it. Robert looked up at her when she moaned and, seeing she liked what he did, bent down to her chest again.
Robert put his mouth over Tina’s right nipple. He didn’t do anything yet, simply let the feel of his babysitter’s nipple wash over him. He raised his hand and grabbed the other breast. It was soft yet firm. It was pleasure. Robert began to move his fingers and knead the tender meat on his hands.
Tina couldn’t believe her fantasies were finally turning into reality. She had always been a breast person. She loved it when her partners played with her tits, as Robert was doing now. Unable to control herself, Tina let out one moan after another. She grabbed Robert by the head and pulled him closer to her chest.
Robert got the message and began to suck on her nipple, which grew hard and taut in his mouth. Tina moaned again, and her hips began to move on their own. Robert went on sucking her breast, and by the time his mouth was on the other breast, Tina’s panties were soaking wet.
Robert took his sweet time sucking, biting, and licking Tina’s tits. Tina knew he knew what he was doing very well, and she had to bite her tongue to keep from shouting and screaming with pleasure. After biting Tina’s nipple, Robert moved his mouth down to her stomach. He let his tongue make a trail from Tina’s chest to her stomach, down to her navel, where he dipped his tongue for a moment, and into the mound between her legs.
Tina couldn’t stand it any longer. She quickly removed her hands from Robert’s hair and began to unbutton her jeans. Robert helped her remove her belt, and five seconds later, Tina’s jeans were a crumpled heap on the floor.
Robert stared at the babysitter who was now wearing nothing but a skimpy pair of black panties. He felt himself grow rock hard. With a groan, he took off his shirt and did away with his jeans and underwear. In a matter of seconds, he stood in front of Tina wearing nothing at all. Tina’s eyes widened when she saw Robert’s cock.
“You’re so big,” she whispered in awe. She reached out and touched Robert’s dick, to which Robert replied with a sharp intake of breath.
“Don’t,” he said harshly. “Not now. You first.”
Tina nodded. She spread her legs wide open, revealing to Robert the sexy slit that lay hidden between her dark and already wet panties. Robert bent down, pushed a lacy corner aside, and slid his tongue into the wet crevice that was nothing but pure Tina. He tasted Tina’s fluids, sliding his tongue in even farther. Tina felt the invasion, but she welcomed it. She lay on her back on the table and pushed Robert’s head closer to her most private part. Robert, however, needed no pushing. He was licking and sucking on Tina’s lips, which were pink, throbbing, and swollen.
With a groan, Robert pulled Tina’s panties down and threw them into the floor as well. Tina was not completely bare and all for Robert’s taking, and take her he did. He lowered his head down Tina again and resumed his licking and sucking on her lips. He slid his tongue inside Tina’s crack, and when this motion brought about several moans and groans from Tina, he moved his tongue around and all over the deep slit.
Tina became a thrashing mess on the table. Robert was insane, she decided. He knew how to touch her, all right. He knew all the right places and right buttons to push. When he slid his tongue inside her, Tina had to stop herself from screaming herself hoarse. It was that good.
As if he read her mind, Robert took the pleasure to another level by inserting a finger inside Tina as well. The sensation was too much for Tina. She tightened her grip on Robert’s hair and raised her legs in the air. She writhed around some more, and her panting grew harder.
Robert had found a rhythm involving his tongue and finger, and this he used for a good ten minutes to drive Tina wild. When he was done, he raised himself on all fours and stood over Tina. He took her legs and placed them on her shoulders, adjusting their position as was necessary. When he was satisfied with how things were in place, he nodded again and inserted his dick inside Tina.
Tina gasped. The sensation wasn’t exactly painful, but it was uncomfortable and slightly burning. A fat lot of help her celibacy did to her, Tina thought. Robert paused a moment before he thrust himself inside her again. This time, with Tina’s juices to help him out, he slid in more easily and less painfully. Pain became pleasure in an instant. Tina relaxed and closed her eyes, letting Robert pump hard into her. “Faster,” she ordered.
Robert was all worked up, and pump faster he did. He thrust in and out of Tina in between hard grunts. It was like slipping into some unique oil. Tina was totally wet and slippery, and the minute friction created between their fleshes made things even more delicious. Tina’s fit was nice and tight. Robert thought she fit him like a glove, and the thought got him hornier again. With a loud groan, he pumped into her harder and faster than ever. If Tina felt any pain, she didn’t show it, what with her moans and all.
“I’d like to fuck you in the ass,” Robert suddenly said.
Tina only looked back at him. “Be my guest,” she replied. Then she turned around so that she was now lying on her stomach.
Robert grabbed Tina’s hips and pulled her closer to him. Then he spread the cheeks of her butt apart and teased the hole a bit by pressing the tip of his penis against it.
Tina felt Robert’s dick graze her ass, and she groaned in frustration. She wanted him inside her right now. It didn’t even matter where or how. The thing was to get Robert inside her. That was all that mattered.
Robert heard Tina’s groan, and he laughed in response. “You slut!” he exclaimed, accompanying each word with a hard smack on each cheek. The slap took Tina by surprise, but it completely turned her on. She turned her head so she could meet Robert in the eye and snarled, “Get it in!”
Robert grabbed Tina’s hips again and, without warning, shoved his cock inside her ass. Pain flared and bloomed inside Tina’s anus, and she cried out loud. “That hurt!” she exclaimed.
But instead of feeling her pain, Robert appeared to be aroused by Tina’s sudden cry of pain. He grinned and jammed himself harder inside Tina’s anus, his force fueled further by Tina’s groans and cries. After a couple of thrusts, he found out he couldn’t take it anymore. He was about to burst, and burst he did. With a loud cry, he gripped Tina’s hips to hold her in place and thrust himself way deep down inside her. He gave another loud cry as he came and shot his semen inside Tina’s asshole. Tina squirmed, and Robert held her even tighter so as to not let her get away.
Tina collapsed face-down on the table, breathing harshly. Robert was panting too, but his active lifestyle kept him in great shape. His endurance was never an issue, something his wife approved immensely on their own sack sessions. His wife was equipped with an endurance and stamina that could rival his own, but Tina wasn’t his wife. There she was, sprawled on the table looking like she wouldn’t have the strength to ever stand again.
“Get up,” Robert said curtly. “This isn’t done yet. I’m not done yet.”
Tina flipped on her back. Her breasts were moving up and down in perfect timing with her breathing. Her cunt was still swollen and drenched with white fluid, some of which were beginning to dry out already. Looking at her like that got Robert’s arousal going again. He slapped Tina’s cunt.
“Ouch!” Tina exclaimed, her surprise mingled with hurt.
“I said we’re not done yet,” Robert repeated. “On your side now.”
With a whimper, Tina turned and lay on her side. Robert nodded approvingly and went to lie down right behind her. He draped an arm over her so that his hand was fondling a breast. “I’m the boss around here, Tina,” he whispered, his fingers playing an erotic song over Tina’s growing nipple. “I say what I want you to do, and you do what I say.”
Tina nodded. She was too choked up to say anything. She wasn’t afraid of Mr. Smith, not by a long shot, but she didn’t like being told what to do, especially in bed. Tina was used to calling all the shots, but the tables were turned now. She was the slave, and Robert was the master.
Robert saw her nod. “Good.” He removed his hand from her breast and placed it beneath her thigh, placing it right on her cunt. His fingers worked their magic again, three of them inside Tina now. Tina closed her eyes and whimpered in pleasure. Robert didn’t say anything; he simply went on twirling and rotating his fingers inside Tina’s flesh. The more he twirled, the more Tina became wet, and the more Tina became wet, the easier it became to move inside her. The cycle went on.
Robert removed his finger out of Tina’s organ. This time, he held her leg and raised it high, supporting its weight with his hand. Without even a word, he thrust his cock inside Tina’s still-slippery cunt. The entry was made easier by Tina’s bodily fluids, and Robert was once again reminded of how he like the snug fit of Tina on his dick.
They went on like that for quite some time: Tina on her side, grinding her hips to move along with Robert’s thrusts, Robert sliding himself deeper and deeper into the college girl’s cunt with every thrust he made, shutting his eyes and moaning with pleasure in every thrust he made, his steady hand still holding Tina’s leg up in the air.
Tina shuddered, and a split second later, Robert did the same. Their almost-synchronous orgasms exploded in a kind of symphony that both have never felt before. Tina cried out loud and shuddered again as another orgasm rocked through her sweat-drenched body. Robert pulled himself out of Tina and lay on his back, breathing heavily. Beside him, Tina panted harshly too.
The door to the kitchen suddenly swung open, and before Tina could let a word out, Mrs. Smith strode into the room. Erin Smith was no longer dressed in the formal business suit she had on early in the evening when Tina met her for the babysitting session. What she had on was a white lacy slip that revealed more than concealed. Tina’s eyes widened. Whoever said Erin Smith was hot had obviously never seen her in her naked glory. Hot was an understatement. Scorching and blazing were the words that rang closest to the goddess that was Erin Smith, and even those two words didn’t bring her beauty any justice.
I’m dead, Tina thought. She knew she would do the same if the tables were turned, if it was she who caught the babysitter with nothing on and lying on a kitchen table beside her husband.
“Darling,” Robert drawled. “You’re home.”
Erin responded by giving her husband a deep kiss. Robert kissed her back, and pretty soon, they were engaged in some heavy tongue action. Tina couldn’t believe her eyes. But what she couldn’t believe even more was that she actually felt turned on by the sight before her.
Erin broke the kiss and turned to face Tina. Blushing furiously, Tina opened her mouth to explain everything. But she was unable to get anything out, though, because Erin’s mouth was suddenly on hers. A second later, Erin’s tongue was cutting into her lips and into her mouth as well.
More of a reflex than anything else, Tina kissed Erin back. Erin sighed and ran her tongue inside Tina’s mouth. She then went on to suck Tina’s tongue, and Tina moaned.
Once again Erin broke the kiss and whispered in Tina’s ear, “Don’t ever think I’m mad at your or at Robert, Tina dear.” She kissed the tip of Tina’s ear.
In one fluid motion, Erin shed her lacy slip and stood in her birthday suit in front of Tina. Tina eyed her hungrily. Erin’s breasts weren’t too large, but they looked firm and upright. Her hips were incredible, and she didn’t have a hint of hair down there. Unable to help herself, Tina moved toward Erin and fastened her mouth on Erin’s breasts.
Tina sucked on Erin’s apple-like breasts with an intensity she didn’t know she had. Erin didn’t moan, but she gave these harsh, short breaths that gave away the fun she was having with what Tina had been doing. Tina ran her tongue over Erin’s tits, down Erin’s stomach, and into Erin’s cunt. Erin spread her legs apart to give Tina more access. Tina showed her gratitude by inserting two fingers into Erin’s crack and slowly licking on Erin’s clit.
Tina was suddenly aware of someone standing behind her. Looking up, she saw it was Robert. Robert and Erin-husband and wife, Tina found herself thinking-were sharing yet another deep and torrid kiss. The sight of the gorgeous couple passionately locking their lips made Tina moan with pleasure. She stuck her tongue inside Erin’s cunt. Erin tasted of something sweet and a faint hint of sweat. Erin’s hips made grinding motions that Tina understood for pleasure, and she increased the speed of her tongue darting in and out of Erin’s cunt. Erin groaned again, and Tina grabbed Erin’s hips this time to stop her from completely falling over.
Tina’s tongue made its dance in and out of Erin’s cunt, until Erin broke free from Robert’s lips and buckled over. Liquid gushed out of Erin’s organ, filling Tina’s mouth and spraying her face. Tina swallowed Erin’s come and shut her eyes, liking how the fluid sprayed her face. Then something was thrust inside her mouth. It was Robert’s cock. Robert, standing over Tina, was also sucking at Erin’s breasts. Erin, in turn, was playing with Tina’s breasts the way a juggler would play with his magic balls.
Tina ran her tongue all over Robert’s penis and took in as much of him as her mouth would allow. She sucked at his dick as hard as she could, all the time perfectly aware of Erin’s hands and fingers pulling and tugging on her breasts.
Just as she was getting ready to roll her tongue around Robert’s shaft again, Robert let out a loud cry and came right in her mouth. Tina almost choked from the sudden surge of sperm, but she held it in and swallowed the liquid whole. Robert pulled himself out from her mouth, but not before he bent down and gave her a short but brief kiss right on the lips.
Almost simultaneously the three of them sank down and lay on the floor. Tina, Robert, and Erin were all soaked to the skin with sweat, breathing heavily, and had traces of come in some parts of their bodies. Tina shut her eyes, trying to keep her beating heart to a more regular rate. Never, never in a million years did she expect this to happen to her-and with the drop-dead gorgeous Smiths, her next-door neighbors, of all people.
For a moment Tina wondered how things would turn out after this was all over. Would Mr. and Mrs. Smith keep her as Connor’s babysitter? Would they talk to her in the event they run into each other in the street or at the mall? Would they even look her way should they get out from their front doors at the same time?
Tina turned her head and was surprised to find both Robert and Erin smiling widely at her. They showed nothing of the coldness and awkwardness Tina expected to take place after the whole episode. She suddenly felt embarrassed and-oh, God-so small for even thinking of such a thing about her neighbors. The Smiths were stars in their own way, but they weren’t snobbish or anything. They were cool, Tina decided. Yes, cool was the term.
“We made an excellent choice with her, didn’t we, darling?” Erin drawled, making small circles on Tina’s stomach. “Tina, dear, we knew you’d be up to this the instant we laid eyes on you.”
Tina didn’t know what to say, so she made a choice not to say anything. She only looked at their faces, still sweaty but still very beautiful.
“You didn’t know it then, but we knew you were attracted to us,” Robert spoke up. We’re not blind. We know we look good and people like us, but we know genuine attraction when we see one.” He leaned and kissed Erin’s neck.
“I don’t know what to say,” Tina said truthfully.
Erin chuckled. “Poor thing. You don’t have to say anything, dear. And frankly, I believe I know what’s on your mind.” The hand on Tina’s stomach stopped moving. “Of course you’ll keep on babysitting Connor. If you still want to, that is. We love our son, and we know how much you both love each other.”
“It would be a waste to let someone like you go,” Robert chimed in.
Erin nodded. “That’s right. I know you don’t think we’re funny and sex-starved maniacs, although that is the case sometimes. But that’s not the point. The point is that things will stay the way they are, but as I mentioned, only if you’re fine with it.” Her hand moved down until it was resting on Tina’s cunt.
Tina tensed, expecting Erin to slide in a finger into her, but Erin did nothing. The hand simply sat where it was. Tina mustered enough courage to look at Erin in the face. When their eyes met, Erin smiled and gave her a wink.
“She’s still in shock, darling,” Robert told Erin wryly.
Erin laughed. “Stop teasing Tina, Robert.” She turned to Tina. “Well, what do you say?”
“I’d like to remain as Connor’s babysitter,” Tina answered honestly. “Okay, I think you folks are hot as hell, but I genuinely like Connor. It would be a drag and it wouldn’t make any sense if I leave him now just because of this.” She gestured around them. “I admit, I was surprised, but I’m cool.” She smiled.
Erin clapped her hands. “Great! Now everything’s settled.” She turned to Robert and smiled suggestively. “Any chance you’d like to play another round?” She turned back to Tina. “You’re welcome to join us, of course.”
Tina stood up. “Thanks, but maybe next time. This is pretty heavy stuff for me to swallow.” She realized how crazy that sounded, and laughed.
Robert and Erin laughed too. “If you say so.” Then they pounced on Tina, and the three of them fell into a thrashing mess at the kitchen floor.



Wake up Ashley


Ashley is a strawberry blonde girl with flirty brown eyes. She had been working as a babysitter every summer since she entered high school. The whole experience is a lot of fun for her as there are always new people to meet and nice kids she can get acquainted with. Many of the parents she met loved her easy going nature and the fact that kids seem to really like being with her.
“Morning Ash.”, said James as she passed by her at the kitchen.
“Morning.” James is Trish’s older brother. He’s a student at the University and is here on vacation. She blushed as he greeted her. It annoys her that she can be very casual with the rest of this household but not with James. He is breathtakingly handsome and the girls in the neighbourhood are fighting for her attention. He is also very tall, and the fact that Ash is petite makes her feel vulnerable whenever he is around. She was staring and wanted to kick herself for not being able to control her reactions towards him.
“Good morning Ash. Come join us for breakfast.” That’s Mrs. Jones, the charming mother of James and Trish. Looking at her, you would marvel at how she raised her kids as a single mom. She’s a beautiful woman with a Southern accent. She’s in her late 30’s but could easily pass as twenty-ish mom. She’s a great cook and on this particular Saturday morning, the breakfast table is filled with warm bagels, croissants, Spanish omelette, sausages, and bacon. There’s also a delicious baking smell coming from the oven….smells like yummy brownies.
Trish, her subject, is 5. She’s a mini version of Goldilocks, with curly hair like gold spun lace and blue eyes that smile all the time, except when she’s hungry. “Hi Ash. Let’s go for a swim later. Okay?”
“Sure, Trish.” The kiddo is a fantastic swimmer and more and more, the house pool seems to be a tad too small for her talents. Good thing she brought some swimsuit with her.
The breakfast is amazing. However, with James seated across from her, she was not able to swallow anything. She hated feeling this self-conscious but she can’t help it. Damn it, he’s so hot.
That afternoon, Mrs. Jones went to the groceries. She saw James watching her while she was watching T.V. He made her feel so very self conscious. She felt like spreading her legs so he can see her see through underwear. “Are you crazy?”, she thought to herself. James is the classic rake. Besides, he never showed any interest on her more than watching her closely when he thinks he is unnoticed. She focused on his hands. Ashley already felt them brushing against her skin. All of a sudden, she felt feverish. Damn.


 Mrs. Jones-Miranda swept her way down the staircase leaving behind a trail of racy Gucci Rush. She’s wearing a smashing black number that reveals her dainty long legs and her slender body. She obviously prepared for a hot date and well, she looks great. She gave Trish a peck on the cheek and hugged her tight. “I’ll be back before you know it, sweetie. I’ll leave you with Ashley for a while. “Bye, mommy.” Trish said.
“Shall we go upstairs now for some stories? Or do you want to watch T.V. for a while?”
“I want to hear some new stories Ash. Plus, I want to play with my Barbies. Let’s go upstairs.” The kid took Ashley’s hand and led her upstairs. As they walked towards her room, they passed by James’ room. Ashley’s heart started to pound. She looked away.
The next couple of hours were spent telling stories to Trish. She love the Disney Princess, Jasmine is her favourite. After finishing two stories, Ash went to the kitchen to get a can of diet soda. Trish spent some quality time with her Malibu Barbie. As she bent down to grab some diet Coke, she felt a hand on her leg. “Trish, do you want some chocolate milkshake?” She asked. When there was no response, she turned and saw James standing behind her. “I want a milkshake. I’m sorry I startled you. You have some neon ink stains on your leg. Looks like Trish played her highlighter trick again.”
She looked at her legs and so what he was talking about. There were pink and neon yellow streaks everywhere. She tried to rubbed the stains with her cold hand. “It’s not gonna work. You need to do more than that. He walked away and came back seconds later holding some tin of salve in one of his hands. He took some paper towels as well. “Look, it’s okay. Don’t bother. I get dirtied up like this all the time. It’s no big deal.” She saw his disappointed look and held put her hand. “Okay, let me have those.” James shook his head. “Let me do it. Your legs are totally stained, especially at the back. I can easily wipe everything off.”
She shrugged her shoulders and sat on one of the kitchen stools. “Fine.”, she said. She hated being alone with him-hated the fact that she can’t seem to say anything sensible whenever he is around. Ashley snapped open her soda can and drank the cool effervescent liquid. James’ hand rubbed some salve on her legs and gently rubbed it off with some tissue. His manner was gentle at the beginning but all of a sudden, his hands began to massage her legs in a sensual way, making her sigh deeply. “Is Trish asleep?” He asked.
“Hmmm, not yet. Speaking of which, I have to get back to her. She’ll be looking for me soon.” With that, she jumped out of the stool, but not before James caught her lips and grabbed her butt. They kiss- their mouths tentative. He pushed his tongue inside her mouth and massaged her butt with his hands. She pulled herself away. “Please. I have to get back now.” He nodded. “Come back here as soon as you can. I will be waiting.” Unable to think clearly, she rushed out of the kitchen and almost ran for the stairs.
She gently opened the door to Trish’s room and saw her still busy with her Barbie. “What took you so long, Ash?” she asked.
“Sorry. I had to make some calls. Would you like something? A glass of milk?” Ashley offered.
“No, thanks. I feel sleepy. Can we do another story?”
“Sure thing, hop on your bed.” Ashley said.
It only took one page of theatrical story telling and Trish dozed off. Ashley took her favourite bunny bear and placed it beside her. She delicately placed her dusty pink comforter and kissed her cheek. “Sleep tight Goldilocks.”
It was 5 minutes past nine but she does not worry. It’s weekend tomorrow and since her mom and Mrs. Jones know each other, she’s able to spend the night here a few times already without making her mom worry. She made her way down the stairs quietly. James was still there, in front of his laptop. She sat down beside him. When he felt her, he closed his laptop and turned to face her. “I want you Ashley.” With that, he took her hand and led her inside one of the guestrooms downstairs. It was the room at the house front, they’d know if someone arrives. He closed the door and caught her mouth, this time he kissed her gently. His tongue made light tantalizing movements on her lips, causing her entire body to tingle. “We shouldn’t.”, said Ashley in between breaths. He shook his head. “You came downstairs all by yourself Ashley. I know you want this too.” He took his hand again and pressed it against his shorts. He was rock hard. “God, you’re so big.” She cupped him gently and he groaned. “That feels amazing…” His mouth started to mate with hers again, his tongue sucking all her defences. It was the most erotic kiss she’d ever experienced. Hot. Torrid. Melting.
He started to lick her neck, tasting her. She smelled sinful, like a fusion of chocolate and strawberries. He nibbled on her ears and she leaned even harder against the door as she continued to massage his hard on. Little by little his mouth went down until it caught the neckline of her dress. Her skin was flushed and feverish and her breasts felt full and heavy. He kissed the exposed skin and licked it again and again until her eyes were filled with so much lust. “I always wanted to rip off your clothes every time I see you.” He whispered as he began to massage her tits. “I dreamt about sucking your nipples ever since I laid eyes on you. Damn you for making me so horny.” She held his head and pushed it against her breast. He licked all the skin his tongue can reach and started to unbutton the bodice of her dress. She was wearing a simple white bra, but her breasts are big and full and totally enticing. He kissed the dark valley in between them and caressed her smooth back. “Put your mouth on them James. Lick me, suck me, do as you please.” He smiled as he licked her nipples through her bra. It was a sensual tease. The way the fabric felt as his tongue rubbed against her was more than she could bear. He unhooked her bra and feasted on her tits, rubbing his face back and forth against their fullness. “Ohhhh James. Don’t stop.” She arched her back and allowed him to suck her over and over, moaning sweet nothings as he did so. His eyes were intent and as he kissed her, her pussy grew wet. His mouth went down and licked her belly as he cupped her ass. It was all too much to bear. His head went down in between her legs and inhaled her deeply. His intake of breath and the fact that he is smelling her flesh made her shiver. It was all too sexy.
He kneeled down and pressed his nose against her and grinded it gently. He made gentle thrusts with his nose, stimulating her pussy to perfection. She felt her hot juices flow from her, and her female aroma filled James’s nostrils. He lifted the hem of her skirt and his hand inched slowly up her thighs. His mouth followed the path of hand and kissed every bit of skin it passed. Her heart skipped a bit when his finger tugged at the leg band of her underwear. He slid a finger inside and caressed the plump lips of her freshly waxed pussy. Since there was nary a single strand of hair to buffer the sensation, her clit was easily stimulated and responded to the lightest of touch. He raised her skirt up to her waist and rubbed his face on her now wet panties. “James, you’re driving me crazy. I’m so wet already.”
“I know.” He licked her through her wet panties, tasting her juices. He removed her panties gently and sucked on her cherry red clit. She moaned loudly, and pressed his head even harder against her. His lips kissed her flesh and filled her pussy with saliva. He licked her over and over until once again another mouthful of secretions came out of her. For the first time in her life, she was able to feel the power of an orgasm. Her legs quivered as more juices came out of her. James was torturing her with his mouth and started licking thighs again. He removed the rest of her clothes and led her on the giant bed. He stripped of his shorts, revealing his shiny long cock, ready to torture her even more. “Wow, you really are big.”
“I love it when you say that.” He went over her and looked at her eyes deeply and entered her wet vagina. She closed her eyes and savoured the feeling of his cock rubbing against her. He rocked gently and slowly, making her desire reach a feverish pitch. “Faster James, ride me faster. Yes, yes, shove it on me…” James got so turned on by the cooing sound she made, the way her moans seem to come very deeply from her. He increased the speed of his pace and rocked her harder and harder until he exploded. They collapsed with their conjoined climax. Their bodies full of sweat.

Ashley stayed wide awake most of the night. She slept at one of the Jones’s guestrooms. Her body still is filled with so many sensations. While she was not exactly a virgin, she must admit that what happened a few hours ago is the most exciting thing that she ever experienced. James’s member was long and thick. For the first time since she had sex, she was able to feel satisfied.

The next Friday, James, Ashley, and Trish decided to do some movie marathon. The entertainment room is the most fascinating feature of the Jones’ home. With state of the art technology, sound proof walls, and digital surround sound, it’s like being in a real theatre. Apparently, James and Trish’s dad is a movie addict and he wanted his kids to be able to watch all their movies the best way possible.
Ashley was seated at the giant lazy boy, holding a big tub of popcorn and surrounded with pizza and sour gummy candies and other kiddie movie arsenals. Ashley and James are seated on the enormous leather couch at the farther side of the room. The ink dimness of the room, coupled by the creepy sounds amplified by the digital speakers made the movie experience more realistic.
As the minutes ticked by and the movie started to progress, James’s hand caught Ashley’s back. He held her like that for a few minutes then it inched downward to get a grip of her butt. His movement was deliberate and it made her skin tingle all over again. He slipped his hand under her sweater and rubbed her back, she almost squirmed in her seat.
She placed her hand on his thighs and rubbed him just the same, sensually caressing him until she heard her swift intake of breath. As his hand moved to cup one of her breasts, she felt hot and feverish and desperate to be alone with him. They were under a thick duvet but the privacy it offers is only minimal. She wanted to scream and moan and writhe on the couch. She wanted to do so many unmentionable things to him. The last thing she actually needed is a movie. Ashley took his hand and led it between her legs. She had been so hot and bothered the very second she sat beside him and now, restraint is out of the window. James understood perfectly what she had in mind and so slowly, she pushed a long finger inside her panty. Her skirt was highly accessible, but he found it difficult to play with her pussy with her seating position. “Spread your legs, Ash.” He whispered. She nodded her assent and spread her legs wide, giving him the access he needed. The fact that he would be finger fucking her here in the darkness is such a huge turn on. She leaned close to him and licked his earlobe, keeping her eyes focused on Trish’s seat. She’s a few feet away from them and oblivious to what’s happening behind her. At that moment, Ashley didn’t care. All she could think about was the wonderful feeling of James’s finger exploring her hot and slick pussy. She pushed her flesh against his hand, urging him to go deeper and deeper. Ashley touched herself countless of times in the past, but nothing is as erotic as another’s hand plunging into her folds. She was wet with wanting and her juices flowed more freely with the slow and deliberate stimulation. His hand screwed her vagina, rubbing against her G-spot, driving her over the edge.
Her hand went frantic over his growing bulge. He unbuttoned his pants to allow my hand to come in contact with his cock. His silkiness was addictive and she glided her hand back and forth over his entire length. He let out one long breath as he pushed another finger inside her and continued to fuck her with his fingers. With his swift movements, he rubbed her most sensitive places and caused her to spasm so hard, their heads almost bumped onto each other. His hand filled with her warm juices. James rubbed her thighs to steady her and lovingly squeezed her arms. “I can’t wait for tonight.” He whispered.
Mrs. Jones was all dressed up again for one of her weekly events and just like always, she managed to look smashing. It amuses Ashley that her corporate look is always linear and elegant-subtle make up, simply brushed hair, neutral colours, and faint woody floral scents. However, she turns into this flamboyant bombshell every Friday night. Looking at her now, dressed in midnight blue tunic dress, red high heels, and gypsy chandelier earrings, you wouldn’t suspect that she already has a son going to the University. A whiff of patchouli and sandalwood marked her trail-bordering on Zen whorish.
Trish went to bed early as she got tired of playing with the neighbour twins-Kale and Kate. They spent the whole afternoon running around the yard and playing hide and seek. She sagged on the couch and massaged her tired feet. She came home for a few minutes to change. As she looked at her drawstring shorts and her light sheer blouse, she wished she had on something thicker as she started to feel cold. She opened her backpack and rubbed some warming oil on her feet and hands, loving the smell and warmth of it on her skin. She didn’t know that she dozed off.
She felt a hand moving against her body, starting from her face, to her neck, to her belly, then against her thighs. Her eyes flew open and she saw James sitting beside her, not on the couch but on his bed. Her heart started to pound. “I didn’t know you’re heavier than you look. It must be these two…”, James said as he cupped her breasts.
“You carried me all the way here?”, she managed to laugh.
His answer came with a slow lingering kiss. He bent down and claimed her with his mouth, making slow movements with his tongue as his one hand trailed her body. She remembered the way his fingers made love to her while watching the movie and she got aroused in an instant. Slowly, his hands moved up her top and started to lift the hem of her tank. Her breathing sped up and her pulse became wild. His hand started running through her waist all the way to her breast. James rubbed his palm against her breast, letting out a soft sigh from her. In one swift move, her top was gone, her full breasts cupped wonderfully by her bra. He stood up straight and removed all his clothes, revealing his silken dick. Ashley stood up and kneeled in front of him. She kissed his thighs and ran her tongue against his skin. He moaned and gripped her head, making a mess out of her curls. Ash rolled his cock in between her palms and began to suck lightly at the head. He was so thick and unbelievably huge, making her quiver with anticipation. She sucked him more and more until he was groaning deep in his throat. Ashley loved the feel of his cock in her mouth, loving the warm and pulsing thing that feels so alive. Will he come if she went on? She wondered.
He pushed his cock in and out of her wet, dripping mouth and the excitement he felt became almost unbearable, he felt like coming but…not yet.
Crouch on the bed, he ordered. My God, she thought. He’ll take me from behind. Ashley had never tried doggy style before and her entire being tensed in anticipation. She crouched like a tigress in bed and tossed her hair back. James pulled down her shorts, amused by the fact that she was not wearing any panty. He pushed a finger inside her and rubbed her until she was wet. Her moans drove him wild and so he pushed another finger, this time doubling his fucking pace. She moaned even louder and gripped the sheets. His hands filled with her juices once again. With that, he shoved his cock inside her pussy and gripped her ass. He fucked her like that harder and harder until she moaned even louder. “Harder, James, fuck me harder!” She was dripping with sweat and so horny because of what was being done to her. “Harder!” It was all too much to bear. He gripped her breasts and squeezed them, making her cry with ecstasy. He pulled out of her and pushed her on the bed. He spread her legs and took off her shorts. While her legs were raised in a V position, he entered her. It felt oh so wonderful for Ashley. It was like being fucked by a real man, unlike all those men who had taken her before. James rode her like crazy until he can no longer take it anymore. He pulled out his cock and shoved it quickly inside her mouth. He came inside her hot mouth. She looked at him as he spilled his contents and swallowed everything.
For Ashley, this is undoubtedly as sexual awakening. For James though, this is just another experience he can add on his portfolio. He thought about his week with Janna, Mitch, and now Ashley. It was a blast.

One Sunday morning, Ashley was requested to come early to look after Trish. Mrs. Jones left for a convention at dawn and James would be bringing some friends at home. She arrived about 7 just in time for her to catch the sibs having breakfast. Despite their age gap, the two go along well. “Hi Ash. Mom bought me some new books. Can we read them later?”, the kid asked expectantly. “Sure Trish. I’m excited”
Ashley sat beside James and seconds later, she can already feel his hands on her thighs. “What a maniac! I love him.” She thought.
At ten, James’s friends started to arrive. There were about 6 of them- 2 men and 4 women. The ladies all flirted with James shamelessly. They changed into their swimming outfits and gathered by the pool. Ashley’s hand tightened as she held the curtain in Trish’s bedroom. She took in the view below, the girls in their bikinis, leaving very little to the imagination. It was a startling sight, seeing James being surrounded by them while he was wearing only his swimming trunks. One of the girls shamelessly shoved her breasts almost too close to James’s face. She was obviously gifted and James’s eyes almost popped because of her huge tits.
Since Trish fell asleep while watching Mickey Mouse Clubhouse, Ash made her way downstairs. As she passed by the hallway, she heard some noises coming from one of the guest rooms. She pressed her ear against the door and heard load moaning noises. It looks like some of James’s friends got caught up in the heat. Boldly, she opened the door and saw Ivan suckling Ella’s breast, her bikini top was askew and she made all these maddening noises. From her position she can see Ivan’s hand caressing her through her white bikini bottoms.
She felt a rapid feverish heat spread through her entire body. She’s not dirty in theory, but the sight of these two made her horny like hell. She wanted to be touched as well. She wanted someone play with her pussy and suck her breasts like what was being done to Ella. She opened the door, catching the stunned expression of the cavorting folks. Dozens of “Sorry.” escaped their lips. Before they can say anything more, she closed the door. Ashley slowly removed her top and pants and approached them wearing only her underwear. “Can I join you guys?” The two nodded. Ivan’s tumescence became even more obvious in his trunks as the thought of threesome probably entered his head. Ash boldly gave him a deep kiss and stroked his chest. She felt Ella’s hand squeezing her butt with her hands. This is the first time she had ever done something this extreme but she doesn’t care. All she wanted was to feel, so she took a deep breath and let go of her inhibitions. She felt hot lips kissing her-it was Ella’s. It felt so good so she started kissing her back. Ivan’s hungry mouth were all over her breasts, licking them until they were wet with hot saliva. His hands caressed her thighs, while Ella’s hand rubbed her palm against the front of her silk panties. All she was able to say was a series of “Oooooooh”s and “aaaaaaaah”s, her body trembling and feverish with so many sensations. Ivan knelt in front of Ella and Ashley watched as he licked her through her panties. Hearing Ella’s soft cries and the fact that someone’s pussy was being licked in front of her was such a huge turn on.
She sat on the bed and removed her own underwear. She watched as Ivan ate Ella’s hairless cunt, and felt her own pussy quiver. It was a crazy sight as Ivan’s fat tongue licked Ella’s kitty lips ever so slowly. Ashley began to touch her full breasts and pushed a finger inside her vagina. She had no idea that someday she’ll be stimulating herself in front of other people. It felt so good and wicked at the same time. As she listen to Ella’s moans and look at her grip Ivan’s head, she was so close to coming. She increased her pace and moaned sexily, startling the two. They watched her as she stimulated herself to frenzy, her head tossed behind her. Ella came in front of her and replaced Ashley’s finger with her mouth. Ella’s tongue was silken and hot against her pussy and it licked at her folds so sexily that she thought she was going to explode.
There is nothing like being licked by a woman. Ella knew the right pressure and her mouth feasted on her almost to perfection. Ivan was so aroused by the sight before her. A naked Ashley being licked by Ella was such an erotic sight. “Lie down Ashley.” He said. Ella continued fucking her with her mouth and now, Ivan joined them by entering Ella’s pussy from behind. He gripped her breasts as he moved his dick back and forth, making Ella increase her pace of licking Ash’s cunt. With Ella’s now rapid stimulation, Ashley felt an orgasm so strong. Her juices came and came and filled Ella’s mouth…then there was more. Orgasm after orgasm, her body was rocked. It was so deliciously wanton.
It was then that James entered the room, together with his friends. They saw the scene unfold and they all joined in the frenzy. James locked the door, his dick already bulging in his trunks. One of the ladies kneeled in front of him and buried her face between his legs. Two of her lady friends rubbed their breasts against Ivan’s body. It was a crazy and sexy party and everyone are eager to have their fill. Ashley saw that James’s being given the head and she winked at him.
Ashley stood up and kissed Martin, who stood there, obviously aroused by the whole thing. She knelt in front of him and drew his cock on her mouth. Martin groaned and she smiled, feeling so much power now that a stranger’s rod is inside her mouth. She licked him over and over until he was almost banging his head against the wall. A lady tapped her shoulder. It was Ella, wanting to taste Martin as well. Ashley moved aside and kissed one of the ladies on the lips. They fondled each other’s breasts as they kissed, obviously absorbed by the wickedness of it all. She kissed the woman on the belly, then down on her thighs. Ashley used her lips to nibble on the stranger’s thighs. She smelled her musky aroma and got so aroused that she dipped her tongue on the opening of her vagina. It was the most delicious thing she ever tasted. She imagined all the ways she wanted to be eaten and started moving her tongue slowly, making circles over her cunt. The girl moaned. “Oh yes, yes, eat me just like that… Oh that feels…ooooooh” Her moans made her so horny that she licked her faster and faster and faster until the girl was almost out of breath. It was not enough. She sucked her clit and rubbed the tip of her tongue against it, making the woman beg for more. Ashley felt a hand on her breast and she turned. It was James. He kissed her neck and massaged her breasts and fingered her pussy. This time, it was her turn to moan. He spread her legs and pushed two fingers inside her. She was so wet and slippery. She closed her eyes as James finger fucked her again and again. At long last, James claimed her with his mouth. His tongue was merciless and he used it to make her squirm. Her secretions became like flood as he ate her. She wished it never stop. It was like being rubbed with jelly-warm soft jelly and it made her so aroused again. He pushed James’s head even harder against her and whispered, “Fuck me, baby.” With that, James shoved his dick inside her and fucked her slowly then mercilessly. He banged her against the wall and ground his hips against her… She closed her eyes, wishing this party never ends.



Mrs. Cannon’s Daughter


Carrie can’t wait to kick off her babysitting job at the Cannons. The pay was good-no, good was an understatement. The pay was generous, and Mrs. Cannon sounded really nice over the phone. For Carrie, a person can’t have too much of a good thing. In babysitting, it was either the pay was great but the people were awful, or the people were great but the pay sucked big time. The forces of the universe seemed to nod in her favor this time, and she was thrilled to be getting the best of both worlds in her babysitting.
She turned at the corner and came to the sight of a bright-red door, just as Mrs. Cannon said she would. Carrie went toward the house with a slight spring in her step. She looked up and glanced all around her. The sun was shining, the sky was blue, and she was going to her great-paying babysitting job. Oh, this was the life!
Carrie rang the bell. A second later, the door swung open and out stepped a severe-looking woman whom Carrie supposed was Mrs. Cannon. This she knew from their conversation on the phone.
“When people see me the first time, they automatically think I’m ready to bite their heads off,” Mrs. Cannon had said with a chuckle. “Just to warn you, Carrie, I look scary, but looks can only go so far. Don’t worry, I won’t be in a biting mood when you come over.” She chuckled again.
“Um, Mrs. Cannon?” Carrie said tentatively. She remembered all too well the conversation they had on the phone.
The woman standing outside the bright-red door had jet-black hair, pale blue eyes, and green-rimmed glasses. Her forehead was clear and her mouth relaxed, but there was something in her that hinted of severity and a fierce nature. Even with the sun shining brightly outside, Carrie had to admit she felt like the woman could bite her head off whenever she wished to do so.
The pink mouth suddenly broke into a grin, and Carrie felt herself relax.
“You must be Carrie!” the woman said warmly. “Come in, come in! I’m Amanda Cannon, the one you spoke with on the phone? Thank God you were able to come in such short notice.” She stepped inside the house, motioning for Carrie to do the same. “Things are still quite crazy around here. We moved in two weeks ago, as I told you on the phone, but there’s still so much to do.” She laughed. “If I’d known things would be this hectic, I would’ve remained in Arizona!”
“Oh, don’t worry, Mrs. Cannon,” Carrie hurriedly assured her. “I’m sure you’ll get settled down in no time. Besides, I’m here to help you do so.” She flashed her best babysitter grin-the one that no parent in his or her right mind can resist-at Mrs. Cannon. Despite the severe appearance, Carrie had taken an immediate liking to the woman. She wanted to make sure things will go as smoothly as possible for Mrs. Cannon.
Mrs. Cannon caught the power of Carrie’s grin and smiled back just as dazzlingly. “Thank you, dear. I’d love to stay and chat, of course, but I’ve got an appointment, and I don’t think Mr. Burke is too keen on being made to wait by his clients.” She glanced at her silver watch.
“Not a problem, Mrs. Cannon,” Carrie replied. “I understand. I’m ready to begin my babysitting duties when you are.”
“Great!” Mrs. Cannon said happily. “Well, I better call Robert. He’s in his room, probably sorting through his comic book collection. Wait a sec, I’ll go get him.” She went off and up the stairs.
Carrie sat down on a purple sofa that felt as comfortable as it looked. She was feeling better and better about this job. She congratulated herself for deciding not to hang out with her best buds Fiona and Saab that day. If she did, she would’ve missed Mrs. Cannon’s call and this babysitting job.
Mrs. Cannon came bounding down the stairs. “Wouldn’t you believe it? Robert has fallen asleep!” She shook her head. “That little guy. Must be all that fixing we did yesterday.” She shook her head again. “I’m sorry, Carrie, but it seems like you and Robert need to take care of your intros on your own.” She picked a brown purse from the table. “Gosh, I badly need to run! You’ll be okay, won’t you?” She eyed Carrie thoughtfully. “Don’t worry, Robert knew you’ll be coming along today, so he won’t be surprised to find you somewhere in the house.”
Carrie chuckled. “Yeah, that was what I was worried about. But don’t worry, Mrs. Cannon, I’ve got everything under control.” She beamed. “You go on and do whatever it is you have to do now. I’ll take care of Robert and everything.”
“Just the words I wanted to hear!” Mrs. Cannon exclaimed. “Well, I really got to run now. I’ll see you in a few hours, Carrie! And thanks!” She gave a grateful smile and was out the door in a matter of seconds.
As soon as the door clicked shut, Carrie let out a breath. “Well, this is it,” she told the empty house. “What do I do now?” She thought of going upstairs and sneaking a glance at Robert, just to have an idea of what he looks like, then thought against it. The boy might waken to the sight of her creeping around in his bedroom, and she could bid any chances of having a good babysitter bond with him good-bye. Carrie decided to hang out in the living room and watch some television instead.
She found a channel she liked, one of those fashion-themed shows that always roused her curiosity and interest. She was starting to get into the zone and was beginning to curl up comfortably on the couch when she heard someone go down the stairs. Carrie tensed and sat upright. The footsteps sounded too big and heavy to belong to the five-year-old boy that was Robert. Mrs. Cannon didn’t mention anyone else being in the house. Who could be making those noises?
Carrie was about to get up and investigate when a blond girl came into sight. She looked to be about eighteen, the same age as Carrie. She was tall, had blue eyes as pale as Mrs. Cannon’s, and had a build that could give any Victoria’s Secret model a run for her money.
She’s gorgeous, Carrie thought, and a shiver ran up and down her spine.
The girl spoke up first. “You must be the babysitter.” She had a voice as soft as cotton, but there was something steely and commanding beneath the soft exterior.
“Yes. I just got here,” Carrie answered. “I’m Carrie.”
The girl shook her head. “Bet she didn’t tell you I was around.”
Carrie didn’t know the answer to that, so she said nothing.
The girl must have sensed her discomfort because she suddenly broke into laughter. “Hey, it’s okay. Don’t worry about it. Mom didn’t know I was home, anyway.”
“Your Mrs. Cannon’s daughter?” Carrie asked stupidly.
“Bingo!” the girl exclaimed. “She didn’t tell you she had a daughter, huh? See, it’s like this. I was supposed to be away at some music camp, but I got bored in there. Too many people, too little action. So I snuck out and went back here.” She shrugged. “I planned on telling her last night, but I fell asleep. When I woke up, she was gone and you’re here.”
“You missed her by a hairline,” Carrie said. “She went out only a few minutes ago.”
The girl shrugged again. “I’ll tell her when she gets back home.” She paused. “Oh, I haven’t told you my name. I’m Laarni.” The girl held out her hand.
“Hi, Laarni. I’m Carrie.” Carrie took the other girl’s hand and was surprised at how strong the other girl’s grip was.
“Nice name. What are you watching?” Laarni sat down beside Carrie.
“It’s, uh, this fashion show,” Carrie stuttered. She was uncomfortable with Laarni sitting too close beside her for comfort. Laarni, who was wearing an oversized cotton T-shirt with nothing else that Carrie’s eye could see.
Carrie felt like giving herself a few good kicks on the head. So Laarni’s beautiful, but so what? The two of them could pass off as classmates, maybe even friends, for heaven’s sake. Carrie didn’t know and understand why she felt funny being in the same room-and the same couch- with Laarni. She remembered Saab, one of her closest buds, who was way more beautiful than Laarni, if that was even possible. Carrie never felt funny around Saab, who sometimes walked around the house in nothing but her underwear. She and her best friends were so close, they had even seen each other naked. The sight of her best friends’ bare bodies did nothing to Carrie’s head and libido, but things were taking a different turn with Laarni, a girl she had met for only less than an hour ago!
“You’re into fashion?” Laarni was saying. “Cool. I’d love to go into fashion myself, but my dad wouldn’t let me. Everything’s yellow to him. Not much I can do while I’m living under his roof, but I won’t be doing that for long.” She shifted, and her bare leg brushed against Carrie’s jean-clad one.
Carrie did her best not to squirm. It wouldn’t do good for Laarni to think she was disgusted sitting so close to her. Disgust was a word Carrie believed she would never, ever use on Laarni. Laarni was too bright and beautiful for that. However, Carrie couldn’t quite put her finger on what she was feeling, sitting beside this bright and beautiful being. Then it dawned on her: she was aroused. For Pete’s sake, she was very aroused.
Carrie snapped out of her thoughts when she noticed Laarni was looking at her intently. She blushed furiously, embarrassed at having been caught drifting off into space. “I’m sorry. Look, I have been listening to you, I swear, but something-”
Laarni laughed, and Carrie felt goose bumps crawl all over her. The laughter sounded magical, seductive even. Carrie didn’t know how, but she knew she had to move away from Laarni and the confines of the couch before she would lose her head and do something she knew she’ll regret later on.
“Oh, Carrie!” Laarni exclaimed. “What is wrong with you? You’re all red and tense all over. You didn’t think I’d bite your head off, did you?” She laughed again.
“It’s not that,” Carrie said hurriedly. “It’s just that I didn’t want you to think I’m a ninny or something, drifting off like that.” She lowered her head slightly. “I’m like that, you see.”
Laarni snorted, and Carrie couldn’t believe a simple snort could sound so sexy. Everything Laarni does is sexy, Carrie thought. She wondered where the other girl got that trait. It couldn’t be from her mother. Mrs. Cannon reeked of kindness, yes, but she also reeked of formality and seriousness. Sexy wasn’t something one associated with Mrs. Cannon. Carrie decided Laarni must have gotten her sensuality from her dad.
“Relax, would you?” Laarni said. “I’m not going to bite your head off or tell Mom if you did something funny.” She paused. “I’m bored. I want to do something fun. I just got up from a deep sleep, and it would be nice to hit the sack again, but my golly.” She yawned and gave a long stretch. Her shirt hitched up to her thigh, and Carrie saw a hint of boyleg panties clutching a creamy toned thigh.
Laarni saw Carrie looking, and she laughed again. “Oh, Carrie,” she said. “I think you have something in mind. Care to wipe this boredom and sleepiness off me?” She placed an arm around Carrie’s shoulder and yawned again. “God, I am so bored. But maybe you can do something about that.”
Carrie stiffened. She had to admit Laarni aroused her in a way she never thought possible. But she was also uncomfortable, and it was this discomfort that told her to get the hell out of there right away before something happened. That something, whatever it was, could put a halt on her babysitting career with Mrs. Cannon and Robert, a babysitting career that paid three times more than her other stints.
Carrie had sworn to never let go of Mrs. Cannon as her client; as long as Mrs. Cannon needed her, Carrie would gladly oblige. She had thought everything would be smooth sailing the second she put the phone down after talking to Mrs. Cannon. What she didn’t expect was this sudden beautiful interference that was Laarni Cannon. A beautiful interference, yes, but an interference still.
Laarni was still looking at her. Her pale blue eyes had taken on a different glint. Carrie realized Laarni’s eyes were twinkling, and it was that twinkle that set the motion for her. Whatever happened, Carrie no longer cared. She wanted Laarni in her arms, that was what was clear now. She knew she was straight, knew Laarni was straight too. But life sometimes throws you a lemon, and a rare lemon at that. Carrie knew whatever her decision, the moment would never happen again. It was a thought she couldn’t stand. It was the thought that sent her plunging into the murky depths that was all Laarni Cannon.
“Laarni,” Carrie said hoarsely.
Laarni didn’t respond and simply kept looking at Carrie. Carrie was suddenly filled with the thought that Laarni was merely toying around with her, that she really didn’t mean to give of those so-called hints that had sent Carrie almost dizzy with longing and arousal.
“Is that it?” Laarni finally said. “Have you made up your mind?”
Carrie nodded, too filled with emotion to speak.
“I swear I’ll never tell my mom” were Laarni’s last words before she leaned forward and planted her cherry-red lips on Carrie’s.
The kiss took Carrie by surprise even though she had anticipated and known it would happen. Carrie had never kissed a girl before, and the almost alien feeling blew her away. Laarni’s lips were nothing like any boy’s she had kissed before. Her lips were soft, supple, and plump. They were tender, yet they hinted of strength and savagery too, something that Carrie felt like finding out.
So she kissed Laarni back. The intense response surprised Laarni, but she quickly recovered and matched the strength and intensity of Carrie’s kiss with her own. Carrie began to gently suck on Laarni’s lower lip. Laarni moaned, and the sound lit fire to Carrie’s already burning arousal.
Carrie had expected Laarni to take the lead for whatever was supposed to happen, but things didn’t play out that way. It was Carrie who was calling the shots, a thing that was made evident when Carrie gently pushed Laarni back on the couch. Laarni didn’t resist. With her lips still on Carrie’s, she relaxed and allowed herself to be pushed back on the purple couch.
Now Carrie was atop Laarni. Their kissing didn’t stop despite the change in position. On the other hand, the kiss intensified. Carrie was so wild with desire that before she knew it, she had parted Laarni’s lips with her tongue. Laarni gladly let her, and a second later, Carrie’s tongue was making its erotic dance inside Laarni’s mouth.
Carrie’s tongue explored every inch of Laarni’s mouth. Laarni parted her lips even more to give Carrie more access to her mouth. While this was going on, Carrie placed a hand on Laarni’s face. Laarni’s skin felt so soft and smooth to Carrie’s palm, another thing that added to Carrie’s arousal. She ran her hand down Laarni’s jaw and neck, eventually settling down her collarbone and remaining there. Laarni, on the other hand, ran her hands all over Carrie’s back and wrapped her long legs around Carrie’s hips.
Carrie broke the kiss, only to plant her lips on Laarni’s chin, where it remained while her hands began to move from Laarni’s collarbone to one springy breast. Laarni moaned again when Carrie’s hand touched her breast. She arched her back while she moaned, sending her breast deeper into Carrie’s waiting hand. Through Laarni’s shirt, Carrie fondled and played with Laarni’s round tit. She felt the nipple harden, and she gave it a tweak, to which Laarni responded with another moan.
Carrie couldn’t take it anymore. With a groan, she released Laarni’s chin from her lips and sat upright. She frantically removed Laarni’s loose T-shirt and tossed it aside. Carrie saw Laarni had no bra on beneath the shirt. The only piece of clothing still present on Laarni’s body was a flimsy-looking boyleg underwear, which Carrie simply tore and set aside when it was in tatters.
“My turn,” Laarni announced. In a single motion, she had rid of Carrie’s plain cotton tee. The sight of Carrie in nothing but her midnight-blue underwear turned Laarni on. She grabbed for Carrie suddenly and buried her face in Carrie’s breasts. Carrie moaned and began to move her hips slowly. The movement made Laarni draw in a sharp breath, but she went on and began to lick Carrie’s breasts fervently.
Carrie tossed her head back as Laarni kissed, nibbled, and licked her breasts. She realized her bra was in the way, preventing Laarni from feasting on her hardening nipples, so she reached behind her and unfastened her bra. Laarni whistled as soon as Carrie’s breasts sprang free, and she immediately fastened her mouth over one nipple. Carrie bit her lip to keep herself from screaming. She let Laarni know how much she liked what Laarni was doing by moving her hips even faster.
The tables were turned. It was now Laarni who was doing the ravaging, but Carrie was a willing victim and she let Laarni do her thing. Laarni was kissing and biting on Carrie’s breasts like there was no tomorrow. Carrie herself felt her panties growing moister by the minute. With her hands buried in Laarni’s sunlight of a hair, she wondered how long she could last before she would explode from all the pleasure.
Laarni seemed to have read her thoughts. With her mouth still on Carrie’s nipple, she let go of one hand around Carrie’s neck and slid it under Carrie’s skirt. Carrie gasped and sat upright. Laarni’s fingers moved like crazy around Carrie’s thighs and cunt until it finally found what it was looking for. Laarni grinned-Carrie felt the grin on her breast-and inserted a slim finger into Carrie’s pussy.
“You’re so wet, Carrie,” Laarni whispered, her finger moving slowly but eventually picking up speed inside Carrie. “Why are you so wet, you little cunt?” The finger moved even faster. A second later, another finger joined the wild dance inside Carrie’s cunt.
Carrie grinned. “I’d like to see how wet you are yourself,” she answered. Her hand groped on the space between Laarni’s legs. Without saying anything, she too thrust a finger inside Laarni’s pussy. The move would have hurt under normal circumstances, but Laarni was also very wet. In fact, Carrie could’ve sworn she was dripping. The thought that she excited someone made Carrie even more excited. She matched Laarni’s motions by sliding another finger inside Laarni. Then she thought, Why not? And thrust one more finger inside Laarni’s cunt.
The move made Laarni writhe like mad. She began to moan continuously, but she wasn’t too absorbed in her own pleasure to forget Carrie’s. Laarni moved her fingers inside Carrie with every moan until she came up with a kind of rhythm. Carrie did the same, wriggling her fingers like mad in unison with her own moans and groans. She too got to find her own rhythm. It wasn’t long until both girls found their own rhythms of pleasure. By then, they were both moaning and rocking to each other on the couch. Laarni bit Carrie’s shoulder, and Carrie raked the fingernails of her one hand down Laarni’s back.
Carrie started to move faster and faster. A split second later, Laarni did the same. Both girls looked at each other with wide eyes, and both simultaneously increased their movements and thrusts inside each other’s pussies.
“Oh, my God, I’m coming,” Laarni said breathlessly.
“I am too,” Carrie gasped, jerking her fingers faster and faster.
Laarni let out a soft cry and, while shuddering, collapsed against Carrie. Carrie felt every surge of Laarni’s orgasm in her hand, and she welcomed every one of them. She placed the palm of her hand against Laarni’s mound so it was like she was cupping Laarni’s cunt. She let out a fresh batch of bodily fluids again, completely soaking Carrie’s hand with the whitish fluid.
Before long, Carrie felt herself begin to convulse. She shut her eyes and gave in to the convulsions, letting them take over her completely. Laarni was spent, but she wasn’t too spent, obviously, as she began to make several figures-of-eight motions inside Carrie’s pussy. The movement jolted Carrie in places she never thought possible, and again, she felt herself about to explode. She shut her eyes tighter and let her body take over, as her pussy let out wave after wave of bodily fluids. Laarni’s hand was also drenched in the process, but Laarni didn’t care. She wanted every inch, every secretion of Carrie’s body. She kept moving her fingers even while Carrie was experiencing one burst of pleasure after another. Carrie gave one giant shudder before she too collapsed against Laarni. She placed her head on Laarni’s chest and clamped her mouth over one nipple. Laarni’s breasts were delicious. Carrie found out she couldn’t get enough of them.
The two girls rested a moment before Laarni sat upright again and gave a devilish grin. Carrie groaned but not in displeasure. “What are you up to now?” she asked, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth.
“You’ll see,” Laarni said. In one move, she had rid Carrie of her skirt and underwear. Lying naked in an instant under Laarni, Carrie burst into laughter. “You should be a magician!” she exclaimed.
Laarni laughed too before she placed a finger-still coated with Carrie’s fluids-on Carrie’s mouth. Carrie’s eyes widened slightly. She could smell herself on Laarni’s finger, and the knowledge turned her on again.
“Hush,” Laarni said. Then she climbed on top of Carrie, but in reverse: her ass was in the direction of Carrie’s face while her face was in the direction of Carrie’s ass. Carrie’s eyes widened some more as soon as she understood what Laarni was up to.
“Laarni, are you sure about this?” Carrie whispered.
Laarni answered by placing her pussy right above Carrie’s face. Carrie looked up and saw the pink folds of Laarni’s pussy still swollen and glistening with come. It throbbed deliciously and seemed to beckon to Carrie. With a groan, Carrie grabbed Laarni’s hips and pulled, bringing Laarni’s pussy to her mouth. Laarni moaned in response, and Carrie, feeling very naughty now, slid her tongue inside Laarni’s crack.
Carrie was enjoying the smooth, moist sensation of Laarni’s cunt when she felt something slide deep down within her. Carrie realized Laarni was doing the same thing to her down there. The idea excited her, and Carrie spread her legs open even wider to give Laarni all the access she needed. Laarni answered by pinning Carrie’s legs with her arms and trapping Carrie’s legs in that wide-open free-for-all position. Laarni slid her tongue inside Carrie’s cunt again. When Carrie moaned and moved her hips, Laarni began to suck on Carrie’s clitoris.
Carrie decided to take revenge by spreading Laarni’s legs wide open as well and plunging her tongue even deeper inside Laarni’s pussy. Carrie inserted one-no, two fingers inside Laarni’s cunt as well, making Laarni pause on whatever it was doing on Carrie’s pussy. Carrie kept on doing her thing: she made her tongue swivel and explore every inch possible of Laarni’s deepest secret, all the while making her fingers thrust in and out of the same hole. It took only a moment before Laarni began to secrete her exotic fluids and Carrie’s face was smeared with Laarni’s come.
Laarni, on the other hand, kept on sucking Carrie’s clit. She decided to make Carrie pay by placing three of her fingers inside Carrie’s cunt. By then Carrie was so wet that Laarni’s fingers slid in smoothly and easily. Carrie bucked her hips, sending Laarni’s tongue even deeper inside Carrie, something that Laarni didn’t mind. Suddenly another idea came to mind. She removed her fingers, now dripping wet with Carrie’s fluids, from Carrie’s cunt. Without warning, she slid them inside Carrie’s ass.
The movement took Carrie by surprise. She had never been fucked in the ass before, and the sensation was new to her. Laarni knew Carrie had never been done in the ass until that very moment, but instead of making nice and asking her if she was okay, Laarni went on and plunged her three fingers deep inside Carrie’s ass. Carrie, her tongue still inside Laarni’s cunt, grimaced in pain, but it wasn’t for very long. After the initial attack of pain came a different kind of pleasure that Carrie enjoyed. Laarni kept thrusting in and out of Carrie’s ass, and Carrie kept thrusting her tongue and fingers in and out of Laarni’s cunt.
Carrie decided to do the same to Laarni. She spread Laarni’s butt cheeks apart. Laarni, sensing what Carrie was about to do, simply let her. Carrie sensed Laarni’s willingness, and she got excited. She spread Laarni’s cheeks as far as possible. When it was spread far enough, Carrie removed her tongue from Laarni’s cunt and inserted it inside Laarni’s asshole instead.
Laarni was so surprised, she forgot to breathe for a moment. The surprise wasn’t for long, though, because desire and arousal suddenly made their entrance. Laarni shut her eyes and began to moan like mad. She had been fucked in the ass several times now. It was one of her favorites. However, until at that moment, she had never been fucked in the ass by a girl. It was a prospect that excited her terribly. She pumped her hips in time for Carrie’s tongue, creating a sort of rhythm that made Laarni squeeze her eyes shut again.
“Carrie, you’re a monster,” Laarni managed to get out. In her sudden surge of pleasure, she had forgotten what she had intended to do with Carrie down there. Instead, she lay her head on Carrie’s mound, although her fingers were still inside Carrie’s asshole.
Carrie kept on doing what she was doing. She varied her motions too; she was thrusting in and out with sudden speed one moment, then slow and steady the next. Laarni could never guess what Carrie was up to, but she liked it that way. Laarni kept pumping her hips, Carrie kept doing Laarni in the ass with her tongue, and a rhythm between the two girls was built.
Laarni arched her back. “I’m coming,” she announced.
Carrie didn’t answer. She was too absorbed with her fingers in Laarni’s pussy and her tongue in Laarni’s ass to answer. Carrie simply spread her legs even wider. Laarni got the hint and began to eat Carrie’s cunt with a newfound zeal and passion. She started to move her fingers inside Carrie’s ass and was pleased when Carrie humped her hips in response.
The girls kept pleasuring each other for a couple more minutes until Carrie began to thrash around the couch wildly. The pleasure was too much and too intense. Being pleasured by Laarni and pleasuring Laarni did something to Carrie that she never thought possible. Carrie felt like she was about to explode from the sheer pleasure that was radiating from her every pore. Without knowing it, she had wrapped her legs around Laarni’s neck, pushing Laarni even deeper inside her.
The sudden wetness that enveloped Carrie’s face let her know that Laarni had come. It seemed like the fluids would never cease to flow. They kept spurting and flowing out one wave after another. Carrie removed her tongue from Laarni’s ass and fastened her mouth over Laarni’s cunt, absorbing and drinking in Laarni’s fresh fluids. The movement made Laarni come even more, and Carrie got lost in the fresh surge of desire coming from Laarni.
A split second later, Carrie came herself. Laarni did the same by burying her face in Carrie’s cunt. Her face was drenched in Carrie’s fluids, but Laarni didn’t mind. She kept eating Carrie up, in turn making Carrie come some more until Carrie could no longer take it. She gave a small shriek of pleasure. Her hips moved up and down, and in one moment of deep arousal, her body secreted the juices of pleasure. Laarni lapped these up as well, making Carrie come one more time before collapsing into a weak and shuddering heap at the couch.
Laarni lost her strength too, and she collapsed on top of Carrie as well, with her face still on Carrie’s cunt and her cunt directly above Carrie’s face. Both girls were breathless. Their hearts were racing furiously, and both girls were trying to catch their breath. Carrie shut her eyes. Unknowingly Laarni did the same. They lay like that for several more minutes, until Laarni sat up and got off the couch.
Carrie jerked awake. With a gasp, she sat upright too. Laarni was now sitting beside her, smiling at her playfully. Carrie seemed to be transported back to her old self, the self which had not been kissed and fucked by a girl, the self which was an integral part of her until an hour ago. Carrie blushed furiously. This made Laarni laugh, and she reached out and gave Carrie’s breast a playful tweak. Carrie started, and she felt another slice of lust and pleasure in between her legs.
“You’re not so bad yourself,” Laarni said, grinning like a Cheshire cat. “You know what? I think I’ll like having you over here.”
Carrie grinned back. Amazing, but her shyness seemed to have magically disappeared. “I think I’ll like being over here too,” she said.
And was pushed back into the couch again by Laarni.



Come In, Jill


Working at the Whale’s residence is something Jill always looks forward to. Mr. and Mrs. Whales are simply very good and heart warming people. Plus, the house is gorgeous. It is a ten-room mansion, with its own infinity pool, a lush garden, and a well manicured lawn. Their son, Malik is 7 and is pretty much an adult with a world of his own. He is often on the attic or his room, but his extremely adorable once on the mood.
Mrs. Whales-Gladys, as she wants to be addressed is a svelte woman in her mid-thirties. She’s always dressed elegantly and her hands glitter with enough diamonds that can blind someone if they stare too long. From time to time, Jill would sneak in her closet just to see her collection of stilettos and perfumes. She’s beautiful and filthy rich. She’s often away on business trips as she is in-charge of their chain of restaurants all over the country.
Mr. Whales-Pierre, is someone who could be mistaken as a Hollywood actor with his brown hair and stormy grey eyes that seem distant and aloof, but mellows down to a peaceful deep blue shade when he’s in good mood. Jill never saw much of Mr. Whales during her first few weeks working for the family. He’s been on a Caribbean cruise and had just returned, looking all tanned and god-like.
This particular Friday afternoon, she was all by herself at the living room when Mr. Whales arrived. Malik is still at school and will arrive in half an hour. She went early because class was dismissed an hour ahead and she had nowhere to go anyway. She was watching some chick flick when Mr. Whales handed her something. It was a beautifully wrapped package done in pink, with fine silver strings tied as ribbons. “Open it. A little something, for taking good care of Malik. He can be very unpredictable but he seems to like you a lot.”
Jill smiled and hurriedly opened the charming box and inside was a blue bracelet made from lapis lazuli. “Wow. This is beautiful. Thank you so much.”
Mr. Whales nodded and smiled. “I picked that because they are the exact colour of your eyes. I am glad you liked it.”
“Like it? Are you kidding? This is like the coolest thing. Could you put it for me?” She held out her hand and watched as the clasp clicked. “Thanks, Mr. Whales.”
A bubble of laughter escaped his lips. “Please-call me Pierre. You’re like family to us.” She leaned a bit forward, revealing a shadow slash on her chest. He averted his eyes. It was the first time he has seen Jill up close and noted her creamy smooth skin and her naturally pink cheeks. Her most stunning feature however is her full bottom lip. It looks red and juicy and absolutely tempting. She licked her bottom lip and his eyes were glued to her face. She flicked her chestnut hair and smiled at him. “You’re very nice, Pierre.” She stood up, wearing skinny jeans and a camisole top inside her white cardigan. She kissed him lightly on the cheek and whispered ever so slightly. “Thanks.” She teasingly licked his earlobes. “Sorry. I’ve always wanted to do that. You’re kinda like my fantasy come to life.” She laughed as she stood.
A few minutes ticked by and Jill’s phone rang. “Hello.”
“Jill, I picked up Malik. We’ll be having an early dinner so he’ll be late. For the mean time, make your self comfortable. Mr. Whales and I will be meeting some friends later so I want you to stay the night. Will that be fine? You can sleep in one of the guest rooms.”
“Sure, Mrs. Whales. That should be no problem.”
“Okay. See you in a while.”
“Mrs. Whales said she picked up Malik and they’d be a bit late.” She told Mr. Whales.
Jill sat on the couch and removed her cardigan. She knows he was watching her so she leaned down to get a magazine from the rack nearby. Her top drooped as she bent, revealing some delectable skin underneath her top. At 18, her figure is phenomenal and Pierre stared to look at the pair of her full breasts so obvious through her camisole top. Pierre sat down beside her and caressed her face. “You’re so beautiful.” Boldly, she took his hand and licked its palm. She drew each finger inside her mouth one by one. “I see you watching me. I know you’re hard right now and you want to undress me bit by bit and touch my body. You are lusting for me, aren’t you?”
“Jill…”
“I’m easy you know. Like I said, you’re like my fantasy come to life.” She took off her cardigan, revealing her bright pink bra and her tits a bit too big for her bra cups. She stood up and shoved her breasts on Pierre’s face. He kissed the valley between her breasts and licked the exposed top skin above her bra. She moaned as his mouth made contact with her skin, loving his slow tentative movements. He carried her and sat her astride his lap while removing her bra. Her young breasts sprang free and she sighed as Pierre took her small nipples in his mouth. “Oh Mr. Whales, give me more.” She gripped his head and held it against her fullness. “I’ve always fantasized you doing this. Whenever I touch myself, I imagine you sucking my tits like this and I come like crazy…” His hands caressed her waist and kissed her mouth with supreme urgency. His tongue teased her lips, sending shivers down her spine. She whispered in his ear. “They may arrive any minute. We should stop.” He was panting like crazy as she dressed up. He nodded and fixed himself. “I’ll go upstairs.”

Upstairs, Pierre struggled to walk with a hard-on. He was transfixed by what just happened. He had his share of women but never did he imagine himself being this aroused by a babysitter. Jill was so young for him but she acted every inch a woman, with a trace of vulnerability that was so amazing. He thought about the kiss they shared, the way his breasts felt on his hands. It was mind blowing. The fact that it all happened in this grand house made it all crazy. Crazy steamy. He closed his eyes and vowed never to be near her like that again. She’s a walking temptation and it would do him well if he avoided her for good.
Malik is busy with his computer games the entire night so, it had been quite very relaxing for Jill. She thought about what happened this afternoon at the Whale’s living room and her body began to tingle with the thought. Ever since Pierre returned from his cruise, she became more aware of him. It was true that she did fantasize about him, but the whole thing got worse for her these past few days. It started last week when she happened to be early. She was lazing on the hammock and from her vantage point, she can she Mr. Whales in his black trunks. His body is amazing. He is all muscle, perfectly tanned, and well-endowed. His manly bulge is so evident even from many feet away. She felt a familiar stirring inside her. She had been with two men before-men that are her age, and while she was always satisfied, she always had a thing for mature men. Mature-not old. At 38, Pierre is just perfect. The thought of his strong hands against her skin and that cock entering her is always a welcome thought. She wondered how it would feel like being fucked by someone blessed with that huge dick. Maybe then, she’d totally feel like a woman.
The truth is that even before Pierre returned from his cruise, he had been the constant subject of her thoughts. While she was looking for movies to watch, she happened to see a very strange looking DVD compilation. It was bound and contains more than 10 discs. Everything was labelled as “PG”-PG Honeymoon, PG Hawaii, PG Maldives, PG Fourth of July, PG Vegas and so on. She took the discs to the computer and copied two on her flash disk out of curiosity. When she got home, she opened the files and she stared with mouth agape in front of her computer screen.
PG Honeymoon and PG Maldives-the files she copied turned out two be sex videos of the Whales. It was the most scandalous thing she had ever witnessed, simply because she knew both of them. Both files were so hot that she had two masturbate twice the night she watched them. In both videos, Mrs. Whales’s orgasms were such a turn on. Truth be told, Jill never even had an orgasm all her life. She would touch herself lightly, but she never reached her climax. She envied Mrs. Whales since then.
Now, as she looked at the garden from the window, she felt so aroused all over again. She wanted to call her boyfriend but all she can think about was Pierre’s lips all over her. A few minutes later, Mr. Whales called her upstairs to say that he is taking her home. She grabbed her backpack and followed him inside his SUV. Her heart pounded wildly as she put on her seatbelt. A few blocks later, she felt a hand on her knee. She let out a soft sigh and led it upward. She moaned over and over as Pierre played with her thigh. He hadn’t touched her directly but she wanted to tempt him by making sex noises. Pierre stopped the car. She looked at him expectantly. “If you don’t stop moaning, Jill, I will fuck you right here.”, he warned. She bit her lower lip and began to touch herself. She moaned like crazy, “Pierre, oh Pierre… fuck me now…oh fuck me now…” He gripped her face and looked at her intently. “I said stop it!” He jerked her so hard that she started to sob. Her entire body rocked with fear. “Ah…I’m sorry. I just…I just wanted to play.” She steadied herself and looked straight. “I won’t do it again.” Throughout the entire drive, they both haven’t said anything more. When he stopped in front of her house, she got out quickly and ran towards the front door and slid a key. Pierre sat there for a while, thinking about her. His temper got the best of him once again. He hopes she take too much of an offense that she won’t bother coming back. Getting another babysitter would do all of them good. He stepped on his accelerator and sped up the car. Women!
Jill went straight to her room. What happened at the car changed the dynamics for her. She may be just an average student but she’s well versed when it comes to men. She knew that after his fit of extreme temper, he wouldn’t be able to sleep without feeling guilty. What she’d do now is to maintain some distance. Yes, he wanted him. But she wants him willing. In no time, he’ll come to her. She’s very sure of that. For now, she’d have to focus her thoughts on more important things. There’s her thesis, Chris-her boyfriend, and the many requirements at school. She’ll do her best not to think about him, but it’s not to say that their over. Not at the very least.

She hadn’t set foot 0n the Whales’ house for two weeks and it had done her good. Her long straight light chestnut hair now looks sexier since she had a perm. Her loose locks may have cost her more than she had expected but she didn’t care. At least, she looks a lot better. She also had a tan since went to the beach last weekend. Jill saw Malik watching TV and she greeted him. “Hey, pal.”
Malik looked up and smiled at her. “You want some candies?”, he offered.
Jill shook her head. “No thanks. I can’t have too many sweets.” She grabbed the newest cover of Vogue from the rack and browse lazily through the pages. “Nothing interesting.”, she thought. She felt her self become tense the moment she entered the front door and as she scanned the pages of the glossy, she wished that Pierre and I wouldn’t cross paths very soon. After two weeks and spending the weekend with her friends and her boyfriend, she actually lost interest in him. It’s just too awkward having to see him again and pretend everything is cool. Oh well. She deleted the files she copied-the scandal she saw. She realized that she’s too young for him and after being shouted at, his IT factor decreased.
Malik seemed too absorbed in watching Nick TV that she didn’t bother making small talk. Besides, he’s a kid. It’s best to let him be. Meanwhile, Jill got so caught up with an article about toxic cosmetics that she didn’t hear it when Pierre arrived. Next thing she knew, he was seated beside her, talking to Malik about the junior soccer game. Her entire body tensed but she pretended he doesn’t exist. “How have you been, Jill?”, asked Pierre as he turned to face her.
“Fine, Mr. Whales.”, was her only reply and continued reading about the harm caused by sulphates, phthalates, and parabens. She didn’t know what those are, but she didn’t care. At least, she found some excuse not to look at the devil beside her. After a few minutes of dad and son talk, Mr. Whales stood up and went upstairs.
She read about 4 glossies-too soon, it was dinner. Mr. Whales ordered enough pizzas and chicken to knock-out 6 hungry boxers. Jill ate about two slices and drowned herself on sodas. At past 9 pm, she took Malik to his room and watched him till he fell asleep. Mrs. Whales is due to arrive any moment so she fixed her bag and waited. She went downstairs to get something to drink. She made some hot milk tea and went back to the living room to watch reruns of F.R.I.E.N.D.S. It was her favourite series and she does not mind watching it over and over. Pierre saw her a few minutes later and sat on the other end of the couch. He was drinking some brandy and was looking at her. “About what I said in the car, I’m sorry.”, he said casually-as if he just stepped on her foot by accident. It annoyed her. She nodded without looking. “Will you look at me?”, he pressed. “I am trying to apologize.”
She looked at him then and said, “We’re cool, Mr. Whales. Forget all about it. I just did.” Jill crossed her arms protectively over her breasts. “I am keeping my promise, and since I came here a few hours ago I haven’t bothered you. I don’t have any intention of breaking that.”, she smiled then. “Just think that I was possessed. It was nothing personal.” She laughed just in time for Chandler’s joke and focused on the T. V like he did not exist. This annoyed him tremendously. He gulped his brandy and grabbed her. She was so startled with what he did that her eyes seemed to double in size. He kissed her then-a forceful, unfeeling kiss that felt like would bruise her lips. She tried to break free but he wouldn’t stop, he held her jaw tight and ran his tongue on her full swollen lips. She gasped. “What are you doing?”, she asked. He kept the motions of his tongue on her lips and ignored what she said. He sucked her lips, willing them to part. When they did, it was worth it. Jill tasted so young and so sweet against his brandy burned lips and he nibbled at her. Pierre plunged his tongue with caution, careful not to cause her to stop him again. At that second, the doorbell rang. It was Mrs. Whales.
That night, Pierre was unable to sleep. It was not because Gladys almost took in the scene at the living room. It was because, he felt so high-wired. He was not able to get enough of Jill-like she was very near but totally out of reach. Thinking about her is driving him crazy and as his thoughts were filled with her, he felt his sudden erection and almost cursed out loud. Gladys heard his sharp intake of breath and turned towards him. She knew him so much that she recognized his sound of arousal. Automatically, her hand flew to his dick. “Oh, you’re awake, Love.” She giggled loudly and began to fondle him. He closed his eyes and thought about being fondled by Jill, her delicate hands moving up and down his engorged flesh. It felt so good as her hands felt like satin against his sensitive parts. He moaned and it prompted her to go on. Gladys got so turned on with Pierre’s reaction that she went wilder. She slid his cock inside her mouth, imagining herself to be a paid whore servicing this guy-forgetting for a moment that he is her husband. She deep throated him and sucked his dick sensually, like never before. Her imagination went wilder and wilder as his groans became louder and louder. She shifted positions and rubbed her breasts against his member, loving the feel of his hardness against her softness. She didn’t know what got her so heated up, all she remembered was that she rubbed pure Black Musk Oil against her body, totally forgetting about the apothecary’s warning that it can fire up a woman unlike no other. She straddled him, tempting him with her wetness, rubbing her juices against his thighs.
Pierre pictured riding him while his cock slid slowly inside her. It felt so good. She’s wet and tight and young and she rode him fast. Her breasts bounce with her every move, her hair all over her face. She ground her hips all over him, rubbing his cock against the walls of her flesh. She gripped his shoulders for support as she used the power of her legs to torture him, her pelvic muscles gripping against his dick as she rode him. She moaned against his ear and urged him to go faster, which he did. “Don’t stop…Don’t stop… I’m coming!!!!” With that, he released his seed in one swift explosion and imagined coming all over Jill’s face. Gladys sagged on top of him with a smile on her face, thinking it was the best sex ever.

Gladys woke up early to prepare an elaborate brunch for Pierre and Malik. It was a beautiful Sunday morning and thinking about last night made her feel so energized. It’s a bummer that she had to leave for Chicago for a ribbon cutting ceremony of one of her business partners, especially now that Pierre had turned into this passionate tiger. The table is filled with bagels, fresh fruit salad, pancakes, frankfurters, eggs, avocado salad and breakfast steak. Although she owns a number of restaurants, she’s not much into gourmet. The entire family loves brunch food though so she makes it a point to make an elaborate brunch whenever she can. The doorbell rang. She smiled. It must be Jill.
She opened the door and let her in. “Thank God you could come! I am sorry for the short notice and I am sorry if I got in the way of your great weekend.” Jill shook her head. “It’s no big deal, Gladys. I am not that busy.” Mrs. Whales took her hand and led her in the kitchen. “Come join us for brunch. I cooked lots.”
Jill sat beside Malik and took a bagel, some sausages, and fruits. The food was delicious and surprisingly enough, she no longer felt self conscious even though Mr. Whales was there. To be perfectly honest, there was no tension on her part whatsoever. Thinking about how Gladys almost caught them made her shiver. After brunch, Gladys asked Jill to join her for a few minutes at the master’s bedroom. “I’ve something to show you.”, she said with a wink. She followed her and almost gasped as she walked inside the bedroom. There were like dozens and dozens of paper bags from all sorts of designer shops. There were beautifully wrapped boxes of different sizes and it took every inch of her not to giggle in awe. “These arrived yesterday. Since you’ve been very good to Malik and to us, I decided to shop for you. I guessed at most of the sizes-but when it comes to clothes and shoes, Darling, I am never wrong. Come check these out!”
Jill opened the packages one after the other. There were dresses, designer tops, some great fitting skinny jeans, about 6 pairs of shoes, NARS make up, and skincare products from Decleor. “Wow. I don’t know what to say, Mrs. Whales…”
She smiled at her. “Did you like them?”, she asked expectantly.
“I’d be bonkers not to.” Jill laughed.
There’s some more. She took a package on top of her dresser and handed it to her. It read Chopard. Jill opened it and saw three boxes of perfume from the brand-Chopard Wish. She opened a box and a gorgeous blue bottle winked at her. It looked almost like a blue diamond jewel. “Spray some on.” Gladys said.
That she did, and in seconds the room was filled with a rich blend of chocolate, caramel, strawberries, and incense. It was intoxicating. “This smells absolutely delish.”
“Here’s another.” Gladys handed her a small box from Chopard as well. “Open it.”
She did so and inside was a pair of the most beautiful heart stud earrings she had ever seen. Dozens of mini diamonds sparkled, catching her eyes. “It’s amazing.” She said almost breathlessly. “Wear it all the time. Heart jewellery attracts love. It works every time.”
“Thank you so much, Mrs. Whales. I am so overwhelmed. This is a lot of stuff.”
Gladys fingered her heart shaped blue diamond solitaire ring. “You’re very welcome, Jill. I hope you liked everything. If there’s something wrong with the sizes, just tell me. I’ll have them replaced.”
That afternoon, Gladys left for the ribbon cutting ceremony. Jill heard her talking to Pierre. “I’ll come back tomorrow lunch, babe. You won’t even miss me.” Then there was a long lingering kiss. Jill looked down and pretended to be absorbed by some chip on her nails. “Bye, Malik. I’ll call you later, son.” She waved them goodbye and nodded to Jill. “Bye Jill.”

Malik spend the rest of his afternoon playing lego and watching TV. He was a typical quiet kid and easy to get along with. And boring too, Jill thought. Why the hell he can’t be one of those kids with a rotten temper? She thought bitterly.
She sagged against the recliner and listened to some songs to stay awake. She had not realized that she dozed off. A look at the nearby window told her it’s nearing 7 pm. “Jill, let’s have dinner. Come on.” They walked towards the dining area and Pierre was already there, bringing dishes on the table. “I didn’t know you cook, Mr. Whales.” She said as she sat. He laughed then. “Past my prime, Jill.”
They ate in amicable silence. The meal was superb-baked chicken and potatoes, some spicy gravy, coleslaw, and a generous serving of piping hot pumpkin soup. It was finished off with homemade Strawberry Ice cream. Jill helped Pierre with the dishes and brought Malik to his room. The poor kid fell asleep in minutes. He covered him with the blanket. She took her bag and went downstairs. She better leave now.
“Mr. Whales?” she called out. There was no answer. She knocked on the master’s bedroom door to say she was leaving.
“Come in.” He called out. With that, Jill opened the door and entered the room.
“Mr. Whales, I was just leaving. Malik is asleep already. He must have been very tired. Goodbye.”
“Close the door, Jill.”
“Mr. Whales, it’s late. I really should be going now.” She said quietly.
“I said close the door!” He practically shouted at her and so she did as she was told. She closed the door quietly and faced him.
“Take off your clothes.” He was behind a huge mahogany table and was looking at her intently.
“What? Mr. Whales, I better get going…”
“You won’t be able to get out of here Jill. Now take off your clothes.”
“I don’t want to.” She answered stubbornly.
He shook her head. “If you don’t take off your clothes, I’m going to rip them all off.”
She took a deep breath and unbuttoned her floral blouse, looking at him as she did so. This is what she wanted all along. She smiled inwardly.
“I can’t…I can’t do this Mr. Whales…” She pleaded with her eyes.
“Do it. Or I’ll tear everything off.” With that she continued removing her blouse. She tossed it on the floor. Next, she unzipped her skirt and let it fall at her feet.
“Come here, Jill.” She walked towards him wearing only a set of lilac underwear. She felt utterly exposed but inside, she’s really excited. She stopped a feet away from him and met his gaze. He stood then kissed her. Jill’s heart skipped a beat. He looked so handsome yet frightening. She kept her mouth close, knowing this would infuriate him. “Open your mouth, damn you.” He pressed himself against her and she almost jolted with the hardness of him. She let out a soft sigh and felt a rush of excitement growing inside her. “This is what you do to me, you bitch.” He fondled her tits, liking how they look in her bra. He plunged his fat tongue inside her mouth and teased her with it by making fucking motions deep in her throat. She sagged against him and pleaded. “Mr. Whales, please don’t hurt me.” With that, she placed her palm against his muscular chest and moaned as he kissed her. He unhooked her bra and buried his face in between her breasts. They were full and heavy. As he placed on nipple inside his mouth, Jill tossed her head and moaned deep in her throat. He suckled her nipples as he pinched her buttocks. She pressed her breast against his mouth. This excited him and made him kiss her more gently now but even wetter. He sat her on the table facing him and he spread her legs. Her thin white underwear is almost transparent. “God, you are wet!”
“Oh Pierre…” Her one foot went between his legs and massaged his cock. He was rock hard. Her juices came then, wishing he’d at least touch her. He looked at her for seconds then kissed her thighs. He held her knees to steady her as his mouth went nearer and nearer her now wet pussy. The sight of the wet part got him so aroused that he wasn’t able to hold back anymore. He started to lick her slowly against her panties, loving her taste through the thin cotton fabric. She moaned sweetly-without any pretense and arched her back. She closed her eyes as she savoured the sensations that flooded inside her. She went crazy as he removed her underwear and claimed her with his mouth. Without any fabric to buffer his tongue, her moans became even louder and louder. Her feet massaged his cock harder until he groaned. He quickly removed his clothes and entered her swiftly. He fucked her like that as she was seated on his table. She gripped his shoulders as his dick moved back and forth inside her pussy. Pierre closed his eyes, savouring her tightness, each movement taking him closer and closer over the edge. He gripped both her breasts as he banged her. God, it was so good. Her legs came over his waist, urging him to plunge deeper into her. It wasn’t enough. He carried her while his cock was still inside her and they collapsed on the bed. He rode her then, faster and faster until she was panting. Her eyes looked like she was on the verge of her climax. He went on, his hips banging hers without mercy.
They went on and on in a frisky rhythm, their bodies filled with sweat. As he pounced on her, she made all these arousing noises that made him even more turned on. He rode her even harder until she cried his name over and over. As his body tensed, she spread her legs even wider and urged him to go even faster… In seconds, he came with wild abandon, spilling his contents all over her tummy. Jill’s orgasm came a second later, sending quakes all over her body.
It took a while for their breathing to get steady and they just lay their, both filled with their own thoughts. He led her to the shower. As he rubbed her naked body with the sponge, he became excited all over again. Pierre kissed her as the water poured and rubbed his hands all over Jill’s body. Her hands snaked behind her neck and kissed him over and over. She kneeled down ever so slowly and took his cock inside her mouth. He gripped her head and pushed his dick deeper inside her. Her hands rubbed his strong thighs while her tongue tickled his silky skin. He sucked on his head over and over and rubbed it against her fat lips. Pierre fucked her mouth wildly, loving the way her mouth sucked him. Their movements began frantic and Pierre’s erection got so big that she almost choked. He came all over again, this time inside her mouth. After bathing, he carried her back to the bed again, eager to start another round…



Sneaky in Samui


The phone rang one Friday evening and Mrs. Jigs picked it up wearily. It was the 3 ^rd time the phone rang in like 15 minutes. “Hello.” She said in her usual charming tone. Her expression changed from weariness to excitement in a flash. I looked at her from where I was sitting, wondering who the caller was. She sat there-all prim and proper, her hands doing most of the talking. I went back to reading my magazine. Probably some friend, I thought.
She put down the phone and announced excitedly. “We are all going to Koh Samui for a week!” She was beaming with excitement. “My brother called and he invited us to stay at his villa.” She looked at me then. “Yes, including you dear. So better pack your bags. We’ll be leaving this Sunday.” I looked back with a big grin on my face. Tania is going to have a blissful week in Thailand! Well, that’s me-I’m Tania.
My employer, Maria Jigs is a single mom who happens to be engaged to a certain Tom. I’ve met him once but just briefly since I don’t want my boss to think that I am showing particular interest to her fiance. Her daughter France is a delightful blondie with a cute smile. I like her a lot, expect when she pulls her pranks on me like dotting myself with baby powder when I fall asleep or adding peanut butter to my coffee. Yeah-she can be handful sometimes but she’s real cute.
The entire trip has been pleasant, with lots of sightseeing on the way to the villa. I have always known that Koh Samui is a lush paradise, but nothing could have prepared me for the beauty of the place. We stayed at the Manyan Tree, where Mrs. Jigs’ brother’s villa was. There were four of us-Mrs. Jigs (Leanne), Tom, France, and I. Arthur, Leanne’s brother, and her wife Anne, greeted us warmly as we arrived. Arthur looked like the ultra hot version of Leanne. He’s about 6 feet tall, with a caramel complexion, and almond eyes. His wife Anne is half Japanese and very petite-like a dainty doll. Her flawless skin is amazing, while her eyes seem to smile all the time.
Being here is dream come true for me. I have always wanted to go on an island vacation. The view here is simply fantastic-clear blue skies with no clouds, tall palm trees that sway with the breeze, the beach just a few steps away, and the inviting fine white sand. I sighed. I could get used to this kind of life.
Tom’s villa has three rooms-with its own private pool. It is such a glorious haven, filled with trees and tropical flowers. The sundecks near the pool have large native seating areas. The view from the balcony is simply amazing. I don’t think I would ever want to leave. The interiors are laidback yet luxurious, with island theme decors that are eye catching and work perfectly with the colours outside. The windows make the entire villa seem like a glass house as the dramatic Samui skyline can be seen in the entire villa, even inside the baths.
We ate some grilled sea food for dinner-which was yum, as well as different kinds of barbecues and skewers. We grilled them ourselves and it was a great experience watching the sun set on the horizon as the smell of grilled goodies wafted in the air. For some reason, Arthur kept bumping on to me that day. He’s a funny man and his face becomes animated whenever he tells a story. His wife was a different story. She’s very meek and very poised-like a pampered royal. Tom was a huge surprise. If you look at him, you’d think he’s a pompous guy. In reality, he’s very down to earth, smart, and a bit sarcastic but in a nice way. He is cleanly shaven, as opposed to how he looked like when I first saw him. Not bad at all, Mrs. Jigs.
Dinner went well. France seems to be having the time of her life. The kid loves swimming, and here she can swim all she wants. I can’t wait to get a tan. I’ve always been pale and envious of people who have a golden complexion. Since a trip in the tropics is a rare experience for me, I bought a bag full of swimsuits. I might not be able to use them quite a lot since I will be “working” the rest of our stay. However, I might be able to have some soak very early in the morning-while my young pal is still asleep.
Naturally, I was assigned to sleep with France. Our room is amazing. It has a big four poster bed, cushy pillows and a spectacular picture window. It’s like being surrounded with lush greenery on every corner. The two other rooms are to be occupied by the couples.
I gazed out the window and saw the men bonding over bottles of beer. Tom was wearing a navy shirt, while Arthur does not wear any. I could clearly see his broad shoulders and the ripples just above his belly button. He’s hot. Too bad he’s married.
That night, the women slept early, while Tom and Arthur spent some time swimming. After lulling France to sleep, I went to the poolside to gaze at the stars on one of the lounge chairs. The breeze made the balmy night a bit cooler. I changed to one of my bikinis and donned on a see through tunic. I long to swim but I felt so relaxed sitting that I shrugged the thought. Maybe later. As I continued to gaze at the stars dotted midnight blue sky, I felt someone sit beside me. It was Arthur.
“I had no idea my sister has a very pretty babysitter.” He started to say.
“Me too.” We bought laughed at that one.
I felt his gaze travel through my scantily dressed body and every nerve of me tingled with. I was not able to move my head to look for sure, but I could have sworn that my nipples have already come to life. I felt them straining against the thin fabric of my pink bikini top. I shifted my position to give him a better view of my cleavage. My breasts are my best asset and I learned how to use them to my advantage. I heard his intake of breath and I smiled to my self. It works every time.
The entire villa is already quiet and I realize that we are the only ones awake. I stood up quickly and started to excuse myself. Arthur stopped me.
“The next villa on the right is also mine. Do you like to see it?”
I hesitated only for a second and nodded. “Follow me.”
We walked towards the garden that leads to the other villa. As he turned on the lights, I gasped at the beauty of the place. It was smaller compared to the villa we are staying in, but more lavishly decorated.
The pool here is bigger and the balcony has an even better view since it is nearer the beach. He led me to the large living room. As I sat on the couch, I crossed my legs and covered my breasts with one of the pillows. “I have no idea why I went here with you.”
“I know very well why you came here.” He said as he looked at me.
I raised my eyebrows at that. “You do?”
“Yes. You came here because you want me to take a better look at those plump goodies you are hiding there.” His eyes focused on my breasts then, looking like he was willing the pillow to throw itself on the couch.
I slowly removed the pillow, uncrossed my legs, and spread them apart. “Is that all?”
“Totally up to you, T.”
“I see.”
I bent slightly as my legs were spread apart, my feet flat on the floor. This will show him, I thought. In that position, I seductively rubbed my hands on my thighs. I thought about those naughty games I used to play with the guys when I was younger, when we mimic sex noises. I cooed and moaned, remembering how it used to drive the boys wild. “Ooooh Arthur… Fuck me Arthur…Mmmmmmm oooooooooh…”
Apparently, it works for a 30 something married men, who is as sexy as hell, as well. He stood there, his weight focus on one foot, his hand on his pocket. I slowly grind my hips on the couch and as I did so, I trailed my hands on the sides on my upper body, making my hands massage the sides of my breasts. I spread my legs even wider and as I touched my self in front of him, while I was only wearing my bikini really turned me on. My palms are doing all the work now, showing the shape of my tits in the most erotic way possible. I threw my head back to expose my neck, revealing my milky skin. I cupped both my breasts now and made bouncing motions with my hands, making them jiggle. Arthur’s eyes refuse to blink even once. As my breasts moved up and down like rubber balls, I watched his joystick come to life. The bulge between his legs is more than proof of what’s going on inside him. I looked at it and narrowed my eyes. My lips parted involuntarily and as I licked my bottom lip, I also rubbed my fingers on the front of my bikini. God I am dripping wet.
I glanced down at my breasts and noticed that they are fuller now. I continued to rub my fingers down there. Loving the way the crease in between his eyebrows became more prominent as he watched I am doing.
I looked at him, waiting for his lead.
“Don’t tell me you intend to stop now.” He said. The challenge in his tone woke up the bad girl in me. The bad, bad girl in me.
“I have a boyfriend Arthur. You have a wife.” I said testily. “Besides, I don’t think you can handle me. Most men would be on my toes now.”
“What did you just say?” He asked. His voice tinged with anger.
“I don’t think you can please me.”
That did it for him. In three long strides, he was already in front of me. He gripped me by the hair and looked at me squarely. “Take those words back.”
“I won’t.”
“Suit yourself.”
He continued to hold me by the hair and started to fondle my breasts. I tried to cover my self with my hands, but before I even reached them, he slapped my hands away. “Don’t even think about it, Tania.”
His hands felt oh so wonderful on my skin. They are rough, but not chapped. Plus, he has dark big hands that are just as manly as his face. My breasts responded to all the kneading that my bikini top seems too small and tight for me now. My nipples strained even more against the cotton, making me look like a hot cover girl for a men’s mag.
I gave a soft sigh as he started kissing my neck and held his nape. He was kneeling on the floor while I was still sitting on the couch. He pressed his warm body against my breasts as his lips found mine. Arthur tastes really good-like a maple candy. He nibbled on my lips and teased them until they parted. My mouth welcomed his tongue with feigned hesitation before I went full throttle with the kiss. Before I knew it, I was panting and moaning as his tongue twisted my own. The feel of his velvety tongue on mine was pure bliss. It’s as if something gooey, soft, and sweet is inside my mouth.
His hands found my breasts again and this time, his lips followed. He trailed hot sensual kisses over my now almost bare breasts and pulled the string of my bikini top. His mouth found my budding nipples, and as he popped one into his mouth and started to suckle, I thought I’d melt. He sucked me like a babe, a hungry one at that. His mouth tugged at my tits as his tongue flicked my nipple. His other hand moulded my other breast making me moan deeply.
I leaned back on the couch as he licked my tits and squeezed them gently. I held on to his shoulders for support, closing my eyes as the sensations become better and better. The more he licks me, the wetter I become. His waist is sandwiched in between my legs, as his mouth continued to torture my nipple. He rubbed his waist against the front of my bikini bottom and the friction was just phenomenal. I cannot get enough. Before things got even farther, he stopped. I looked up at him, surprise completely written in my eyes.
“You hurt my feelings when you said I couldn’t please you.” He jabbed.
“I was just…”
“Did you think you’d get it that easily?” He raised his eyebrow mockingly.
I sagged on the couch, frustration and arousal making a heated cocktail up and down my body. “All right, I’m sorry. Now, shall we continue?”
His laughter filled the room. Shaking his head, he said “Tease me, Tania. I want you to beg.”
“What? Beg? Is this some kind of a joke?”
“Do I look like I’m kidding?” He said, looking at me with a smirk I so wanted to kiss off.
I smiled sweetly at him. “I’m not going to do that.”
With that, I leaned back on the couch once more, breasts exposed and parted my legs. I’d please myself a thousand times than to beg for this idiot to take me. I thought. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I hate it when men toy with me. I rested my head and imagined I was as light as air. I rubbed my thighs again to warm me all up, gently at first and slowly increasing the pace and the intensity. I began to sigh as my body relaxed again. My hand went up to my bikini bottoms and I slowly untied the strings. In seconds, my freshly waxed pussy is exposed. My hand was instantly wet.
Using the tips of my fingers, I rubbed slowly, making lazy circles. I gently rubbed my clit as well and moaned as I hit my most sensitive spots. Even with my eyes closed, I could feel Arthur staring at me. I don’t care though. I imagined the way my boyfriend touches me-rough yet sensual and I felt my pussy respond by releasing more juice. It felt so good now. As I get ready to insert my middle finger inside me, I felt Arthur in front of me, pulling my hand away.
I felt hot air being blown on my cunt. Suddenly, Arthur’s tongue was down there, licking me like ice cream. “God that feels great!” I moaned even more as he kissed sucked my clit and pushed it with his tongue. His hands pinched my nipples as his mouth feasted on me. I felt so aroused then that I wanted to scream and actually beg for more. I rubbed my pussy shamelessly onto his face, loving the way his nose played with my clit. “Oh Arthur, I want you. I want you so badly!”
He licked me again and again until I was not able to hold it any longer. I came-my juices dripping on his couch. He licked me and the couch too. What a naughty bastard!
I wrapped my legs behind his neck for more. He took the hint and tongue fucked me again. My orgasms from oral sex are furiously strong. I simply can’t get enough of them. He licked me, slower this time yet more intensely. In a minute, I came again, even stronger than before.
I undid his pants quickly and touched his manly bulge. It was enticing and big. I held it and played with it with my hands. He groaned and his breath quickened. I squeezed it gently, drawn to its silky smoothness. He pushed me on the giant couch and I obliged. I was all aroused and still wet from my orgasms. Still, I want more.
I spread my legs and opened up my arms to welcome him. He entered me slowly but surely and moved his hips to fit his dick entirely. He moved in and out of me and I moved my hips as well to meet all his thrusts. He went faster and faster, pulling his cock completely out of me and then plunging deeply. It was so delicious. He shifted position so that my legs rested on his shoulders. Swirling his cock around the opening of my pussy, I moaned and moaned and pulled him to me all over again. He moved in and out of me faster and faster until both of us were almost out of breath. “Tania, I’m coming!”
I pulled him out and quickly shove his dick in my mouth, hoping I make it on time. Thankfully, I did. He spilled his contents inside me and I swallowed it all.
We both were able to come back to the other villa without any incident that night. Everyone was already asleep. I was still able to swim for a few minutes before I went to bed, with a gorgeous smile on my face.
The breakfast the following morning was simply delish. Arthur’s wife prepared some mashed yams, strawberry pancakes, chicken burgers, fresh fruit salad, French toasts, and sausage platters. There was also plenty of brewed coffee, farm fresh milk, and eggs.
We all ate with gusto as the food is simply fantastic. France and Arthur’s wife suddenly became the best of pals. They ate beside each other, and surprisingly, France seems to like her a lot. When you look at them, you’d think that they are a mommy and daughter pair.
Tom, Arthur and I bonded together in a highly competitive game of Monopoly. Both of them are great, and after one trial round, it became like a real battle of money making skills. I was pretty good at the game myself and from what I can see, the two thinks of me as a worthy opponent.
Mrs. Jigs and Arthur’s wife decided to spend the day touring and pampering them selves at the spa. Anne, who wanted for France to see the zoo and the National Park decided to give me a break and be the nanny of the day.
The three of us got so absorbed in the game that we didn’t even notice them leave. I was the big winner in the last two rounds and I spent a great minute laughing at the two men who can’t seem to do anything but scratch their heads in dismay. As for Arthur and I-we’re cool I think. There was no tension whatsoever ever since we started the day. Tom is acting normally, so I felt secure in the fact that Arthur never said a word to him-as if he has the chance.
The game got so heated up that we all agreed that whoever wins will be able to make the other two do anything he or she asks. I’ve been playing Monopoly right from the cradle so I agreed to the rule without any hesitation. Tom and Arthur nodded as if they are ready for anything. The game went. I had a great start, beating them on their own game. But after my legendary winning streak, I started to run out of luck. It was Tom who won the most important round. Damn, I was so close!
We all looked at each other like silly kids. I sagged on my chair and tucked my legs under me. Arthur and I looked at Tom expectantly, waiting for the consequence of us losing. I was thinking he’d make me eat the yams-which I hated. As for Arthur, I figured Tom would ask him to wear his wife’s clothes. What he said next was the last thing on my mind. Damn him.
My task was to strip off my clothes and dance in front of Arthur. He led us to one of the rooms. I was wearing a floral sarong and a red bikini pair. Honestly, I love them too much to take them off after only an hour of wearing them.
“Wait. I think it’s unfair that I’d be stripping off my clothes and this lucky fellow will do nothing but sit and watch with you. That does not make any sense, Tom.” I argued.
“None of you has the right to argue. I won. Remember?”
I shrug. The strip part was a bit off but I can do it. I was more irked with the dance part. Aside from a few gyrating motions-I don’t really consider myself much of a dancer.
“I can’t do it.” I tried again. I tried to gather tears around my eyes and throw tantrums but none of my usual stints are working. “I really can’t guys.”
Tom laughed then. “You’re a really nice girl, Tania and I like you a lot. However, you don’t want to disappoint me Honey.”
“Let her go, Tom. Don’t you forget that Leanne is my sister.”
“I know that. I also know that you two sneak out last night to fool around, Leanne’s brother.”
I gasped then. So the bastard knew. I shook my head and closed the door. I switched on the stereo and thank my lucky stars that it was Jodeci who was singing. At least his music can hide the fact that I really cannot dance. I started to sway with the beat as I unfastened my sarong from behind my neck. If I decide to do this, it has to be good. Just to show this arrogant cocky bastard.
I walked towards Arthur, who was seated on a chair and started to gyrate my hips seductively. I was feeling a bit cold, wearing only a very skimpy bikini pair but I don’t care. I raise my hands above my head as I moved my butt only a few inches away from his face. I heard him let out a groan. Tom was at the bed, watching as well.
“Come closer, Tania. You’re a bit too far.”
I close my eyes for a second for some mental conditioning. I hate impromptu acts like this so much but it does not mean I’d be giving them a bad show. I imagine myself as a stripper, a hot young stripper and tried to let go of my natural inhibitions. I know that my bikini is covering me in all the right places at the moment. Damn that I have to take them all off in a bit.
I danced even more gracefully this time, although my movements are limited. I caressed Arthur’s cheeks with my butt and danced while my covered pussy faced him.
I looked at Tom for more directions and he signalled me to come to him. “I want a lap dance.”
I came walked towards him and sat on his lap and ground my hips against his manhood. I felt his breath quicken a bit and I smiled inwardly. As I danced to Jodeci, I watched Arthur and saw that he is already hard. I was pretty aroused myself too. In desperation, I took Tom’s hands and brought them to my breasts. He let out a soft “Wow.” He massaged me slowly, and surprisingly gently-not at all rough. Even the way he held my waist was very tender. I felt myself getting wet. I whispered in his ear. “Take it off, Tom.”
His breathing became even faster as he started to untie my bikini top. I continued rubbing against him and I realize that he already is very hard as well. With Arthur watching, Tom continued to fondle my breasts. Arthur’s eyes are focused in between my legs. I followed his gaze and saw that my bikini bottoms are already wet. I spread my legs to give him a better view and winked at him. He smiled then and winked back. I removed my bikini bottom and threw it at Tom. He caught it and brought it to his nose. Tom caught my lips and kissed me as he played with my breasts. His other hand found my thighs and caressed me upwards. He reached the valley between my legs and touched it almost reverently, his huge fingers rubbing me lightly. I moaned as the friction worked to stimulate me. I moved my butt against his erection and now it was his turn to groan.
I stood up and pushed him on the bed. I went on top of him and began kissing his mouth and touching his nipple. In a flash, he was able to take his pants off. I pulled his shirt off as well to give me better access to his body.
I rubbed my breasts over his tummy and chest. It felt really good. Tom has baby smooth skin and the way it rubs against my nipples is pure bliss. I brought one nipple to my mouth and suck it, loving the noises he makes as I did do. I licked his neck as my hand played with his rod like a joystick. He must have loved that because he kept on moving his hips against my hold. I raised my butt towards Tom and I knew that he must love the view. I was right. In seconds, he was behind me already cupping my ass as I tortured Tom.
I nibbled on Tom’s earlobes as I tightened my hold on his dick. Before I knew it, Arthur carried me off the bed and sat me on one of the nearby recliners. He spread my legs and ate me down there, his tongue all excited and eager. I moaned in supreme ecstasy as he licked me, his tongue rubbing against the sensitive walls of my cunt. I bucked my hips towards his mouth as his tongue flicked my clit gently. Tom stood up and pushed Arthur away. I looked at him and realized that he is actually very handsome too-just not my type.
He lowered himself towards my cunt but he didn’t go there. He licked my thighs, slowly taking his time and arousing me even more. He planted light butterfly kisses from my knees, his tongue making light ticklish movements that turned me on. I moaned at that, grateful that this man knows that sometimes a girl needs her time. He held me towards him and he lightly sucked on my breasts as he gently caressed my back. I realized then that Tom and Arthur are two very different individuals. Whereas Arthur is rough, Tom is gentler and more thorough.
Tom went back to my cunt and licked it now again and again until I was writhing in my chair already, I raised my legs up in a V and opened my pussy with my hands to allow him to see my clit. He licked me even more and I moaned as he sucked my clit and flicked it over and over and over. His hands rubbed my thighs and it felt really, really good. Arthur watched the action and began to touch himself. I led Tom back on the bed and pushed him again. This time, I did not hesitate and started kissing his warm balls sensually. I pat my butt and signalled for Arthur to take me from behind. I lightly teased the head of Tom’s dick with the tip of my tongue, loving its length. Tom closed his eyes as I gave him the head. I slowly pushed his cock inside my mouth and used my tongue to tease it even more. I imagined it to be my favourite chocolate pop, only this is the warm version. I licked and moved it in and out of my mouth-in and out…in and out. It was delicious.
I tried to increase the pace of the head job but I was halted by the way Arthur enters his dick from behind. It was deliciously slowly, silky and sexy and I was not able to stop myself from moaning so loudly. My hips moved with him as I continued to suck Tom’s glistening manhood. He watched as Arthur fucked me. Arthur moved like one hot of a stud, gently moving in and out of me. I moaned and called out his name over and over. In seconds, I came like never before. I was not able to completely recover yet when Tom stood up and switched places with Arthur. He made me lie down on the bed and entered me the conventional way. He spread my legs apart and pushed his cock inside me, gently, gently until I got all of him in. He was thick and saucily rubbed every sensitive part there is in my cunt. This time, it was Arthur’s turn to watch as Tom fucks me. He moved himself forward and backward and I simply cannot get enough of him. The orgasm I had should have made me feel wiped out, but instead I felt like I haven’t been fucked in years. I breathe in and out and enjoyed all his thrusts. He was rubbing into me and surprisingly, my pussy cannot stop releasing its juices. The sound of his thrusting was so sexy and every inch of my pussy throbbed with delight. Arthur held my hand and licked my palm as Tom did me. I closed my eyes in anticipation of yet another orgasm. It took one swift move and I was screaming from ecstasy.
“I’m coming Tania!” Tom pulled out in time and came all over my belly. Arthur went inside the bath to get some tissues and cleaned me up. We all dressed up afterwards, and spend a good few hours laughing and swimming as if nothing happened.



Bianca Plays at Work


Bianca hurriedly made her way to the Pages’ two-story house. Her long brown hair flew behind her as she practically ran all eight blocks to her destination. She thanked her lucky stars she didn’t have any classes for the afternoon. Her English teacher, Ms. Greene, had cancelled at the last minute as she was nursing a cold and feeling under the weather. Not that Bianca was glad Ms. Greene had the cold, of course. Ms. Greene happened to be Bianca’s favorite teacher. English was Bianca’s only class every Friday afternoon, and having no English class meant she didn’t have to bring her backpack with her in her babysitting job. Bianca, sweating and breathing heavily, having no backpack with her meant she could make it to the Pages more quickly.
“Hurry up, Bianca, hurry up,” Bianca told herself as she rounded the next corner and almost sprinted the last block to the Pages. She had been babysitting Jana Pages for more than two months now. The babysitting job was something Bianca thanked for every night. She was grateful to have found a job that not only had the most amazing people around but also paid very well. No surprise, considering Jack and Erin Pages, Kathleen’s parents, owned a string of businesses all over the state, with several branches starting to operate in other states as well. Successful as they may be, the Pages were one of the most humble and down-to-earth people Bianca knew. The family invited her to events and parties, and Bianca always had a great time in them.
The Pages had another child, specifically a son. His name was Ben Pages. Like Bianca, he was also in college, although they attended different schools. With Ben away for college, Bianca never got to see the boy in person. She knew what he looked like from pictures though. Bianca had to admit Ben Pages looked, well, quite good. From what she saw, Ben was tall, although not as tall as Mr. Pages who towered at six feet and four inches. Ben had a shock of jet-black hair, something he got from his father and which offered a stunning contradiction to his crystal-clear blue eyes, a feature he got from his mother this time. His complexion was clear, and his teeth were perfect. Ben Pages looked ready to break hearts, and Bianca didn’t doubt Ben had already broken several hearts.
Bianca shook her head to clear it. She couldn’t believe she was thinking of Ben Pages while she was running late for her babysitting stint. What on earth was she thinking? Besides, Ben was technically employer. Bianca had made it a personal rule to never get any strings tangled with her employers. She had been successful in staying true to her goal so far, and she was determined to keep it that way for as long as she lived.
She finally made it to the Pages. She stood on the porch for a minute, taking deep breaths to calm her racing heart. She ran her fingers through her hair, which had become a sticky mess. She adjusted her clothes, ran her fingers through her hair again, and took another deep breath. She was ready. It wouldn’t do to look sloppy in front of the Pages. Sure, they were far from snooty, but Bianca wanted to continue making an excellent impression on them. She really liked the family, so successful yet still so humble, and she wanted to let them know how much she valued her job by looking neat and sharp.
Bianca rang the bell. Two seconds later, the front door swung open. Bianca looked up and found herself staring at the most crystal-clear blue eyes she had ever seen.
It was Ben Pages.
Bianca’s eyes bulged out. Ben Pages? What was he doing here? Her thoughts took a frantic turn, and she started to sweat again. Wasn’t Ben away to college? It was still months before summer break, or any kind of break, for that matter. Bianca hadn’t known Ben would be home. Also, Mr. and Mrs. Pages hadn’t said anything to her about it. Neither had Kathleen, and she was very close to her much-older brother.
Get a grip, Bianca told herself. She forced a huge smile on her lips and opened her eyes a bit wider to make herself look more friendly and open. “Hi!” she chirped. “I’m Bianca Bates, the babysitter.” She paused, not sure with what to say next.
The man behind the door, Ben Pages, nodded. Bianca couldn’t stop herself from looking at him. He was even more gorgeous in the flesh than in the photos. Oh, he was so tall! And he had broad, broad shoulders that looked like the whole earth could rest on them. Bianca figured Ben must be some sports hero in the college he was attending. With a build such as his, how could he not be a football player? Ben’s white shirt clung snugly to his body, subtly showing off his firm, muscular figure. For Bianca, his chest looked like it was made of rocks. He screamed of muscles everywhere. Heck, even his arms reeked of pure muscle!
There was a moment of silence before Ben spoke up. “I’m Ben Pages,” he said. “Of course we haven’t met, me being off to college and stuff.” He opened the door wider and motioned for Bianca to enter. “Come on in.”
Bianca smiled and stepped inside the house, making for the living room, where she usually waited for Kathleen. As she walked past Ben, Bianca suddenly felt something brush across her buttocks.
She paused slightly. What on earth was that? It felt solid and firm yet light and fluttery. The sensation made her think of caresses, butterflies, and fingers. Fingers, Bianca realized. So it was a hand. But whose hand? There was no one else in the room with her, except for-
Bianca’s eyes grew wide. Did Ben Pages just run his hand across his buttocks? Impossible! Why would he do such a thing? But Bianca was positive she wasn’t imagining things. A hand had brushed across her behind, and that didn’t feel like an accident at all.

She turned and glanced at Ben, her brows furrowed. Ben stared back, but his face didn’t betray even an inch of emotion. Bianca figured it would look crazy if she hurled accusations at someone she had just met, so she decided to let it pass. For now.
Bianca went over to the large couch and sat down. Sitting primly, she was glad she had decided to wear jeans to school today. The thick cloth helped shield her butt from the hand-brushing thing. Also, she need not worry about having Ben accidentally look up her skirt or dress had she worn these instead.
I’m getting paranoid, Bianca realized. Stop it, Bianca.
Ben shut the door and went over to the couch as well, sitting right beside her. She stiffened instinctively. God, how she hated it when boys sat too close to her! She wasn’t a prude or anything, or so she liked to believe. But she didn’t like it when anybody, particularly members of the opposite sex, sat too close to her. It was too stifling. She felt she was being smothered.
Bianca couldn’t stand it anymore. She discreetly moved a few inches away. “Where’s Kathleen?” she asked Ben, hoping her question would distract him from noticing she had moved a few inches away.
“She’s at the next-door neighbor’s,” Ben answered. He was fiddling with the remote control. Bianca saw this and was relieved.
“Oh,” she answered. “Playing with Bess, I assume.” Bess was the next-door neighbor’s daughter, and she was the same age as Kathleen. Mrs. Pages had told Bianca the two often played together.
Ben nodded, his eyes on the TV screen. A movie was on, but Bianca didn’t know what it was about. “I guess,” he said after a moment. “I suppose you know you can just hang around here if Kat’s out?” He turned to look at Bianca quizzically.
“Yes, your mother told me it was okay to do so,” Bianca responded. “Hey, I think I’m going to fix a snack for Kat, in case she gets hungry when she comes home.” She started to get up from the couch, and that was when she felt a hand clamp tightly on her wrist.
She looked down and saw it was Ben’s hand gripping her wrist. Surprised, she looked at Ben’s face. Still no trace of emotion there, but Bianca could have sworn she saw a faint glimmer of something in his eyes. She just didn’t know what it was.
“You can do that later,” Ben said. “Kat left a few minutes before you got here. She’ll be at the next house forever.” He tugged at Bianca’s wrist. “Relax, why don’t you? Let’s watch this movie.” He tugged again, and Bianca had no choice but to sit down again.

Her heart was pounding wildly in her chest. She didn’t know why, but she felt thrilled when Ben’s skin and touch made contact with her own. She flushed, angry at embarrassed at herself. She couldn’t believe she was acting like a schoolgirl in front of a guy. She was no longer in high school, for Pete’s sake! She was a college coed. Hence, she should be prim, proper, and mature.
Bianca took a deep breath, and that was when she felt a jolt of something between her legs.
She couldn’t believe it. What was that she just felt? Oh no, she thought desperately. I couldn’t be aroused sitting next to Ben Pages, could I?
For Bianca, the logical answer was no, but she felt otherwise. She felt another jolt between her legs again, and this time, there was no denying the wet feeling she was having in her panties. Not to mention she felt her nipples have become perky.
Quit it! Bianca screamed at her body. I will not let you make me look like a fool in front of this man, or in front of anyone else, for that matter! Behave, you body parts!
“Right?” Ben was saying.
Bianca was startled out of her thoughts. “What? I’m sorry, I was just thinking of something else,” she said.
Ben looked at her closely. “Are you okay?” he asked.
Bianca nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, I’m fine. Never better!” she said chirpily.
“Do you know you’re very beautiful?” Ben asked suddenly.
The question took Bianca by surprise. Stunned, she looked at Ben, not saying anything.
Ben saw her stunned look and nodded. “I mean it. My parents and Janaare lucky to have you as the babysitter,” he said. “You’re very pleasing to the eye, and I think you’re very efficient too.”
How could anybody be so bold? Bianca wondered. Aloud, she said, “Thanks, but I’m very lucky to have found your parents and sister too.”
Ben leaned closer, the movie running in the television momentarily forgotten. Bianca almost flinched then had control herself. The nerve of this guy to tell her those things! Sure, Ben was good-looking, but that didn’t give him the right to speak to her that way. So Bianca squared her shoulders and stared back at those insanely clear baby blues. It was too late when she realized it was a mistake to look back at those almost-translucent eyes. A woman could look into those eyes forever.
Oh, God, Bianca thought helplessly.

“Do you think you’re lucky for having found me too, Bianca?” Ben said huskily. He had reached a hand out, and now it was stroking Bianca lightly on the back.
Bianca swallowed the giant ball of yarn that seemed to be stuck in her throat. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said. Her voice was calm, but she was shaking inside. She felt more of those jolts in between her legs now. The sensation of wetness grew as well. Now Bianca felt moist and sticky.
How she wanted to rid herself of those panties! Slide them down her slim hips, her long legs, and off her slender ankles. She would pick her panties up and smell them, right in front of Ben Pages. She would lick the large wet spot on the crotch area of her panties. She would rub the sticky fluid across her face and down her neck and breasts. Then she would stuff the panties inside her mouth and beg Ben to tie her up and do anything he wanted to do to her. She would be his willing slave. She would suck on his cock and feel it grow harder and larger in her mouth. She would-
Stop it, she told herself again.
Ben chuckled at her statement. “Oh, Bianca,” he said in the same husky voice. “You have a knack for playing games, don’t you?” He paused. “Well, why don’t we do just that? Play games, I mean.” The hand on his back was now on the side of Bianca’s left breast, teasing gently.
“Don’t do this,” Bianca blurted out. She was really uncomfortable now. Turned on as she might be, she didn’t want to be in this awkward situation. She felt torn. She wanted to get out of the house right away, but at the same time, she wanted to get her clothes off and get down and dirty with Ben Pages, the son of her employers and whom she had just met for the first time.
Bianca felt torn, conflicted. But of course she didn’t let Ben see she felt that way. She didn’t understand how someone could be so bold, so straightforward to someone he had just met. But what did she care about Ben Pages anyway? She didn’t have anything to do with him. It was his parents and Janawhom she should be giving beans about, not this arrogant guy who suddenly decided to show up for whatever reason!
Now the arrogant guy laughed at Bianca’s declaration. He stopped caressing Bianca’s side but didn’t entirely remove his hand. “Why shouldn’t I do this?” Ben asked. “You’re funny, Bianca.” He burst into laughter, unable to keep it inside him any longer.
“I don’t know you,” Bianca said fiercely. “I didn’t come here to do… funny things. I came here to babysit Kathleen, and I intend to do my job professionally.”
Ben suddenly grabbed her wrist. Surprised, Bianca cried out. Ben had her wrist in a tight grip. He was strong. His fingers dug into the tiny bones of her wrist.
“Ben!” she cried out.

“I want you,” he said in a low voice. “And I get what I want. Always. Now you do as I say or things will take, shall we say, a turn for the unpleasant.” He grinned. It was the first time Bianca saw his teeth, which were perfect, but the grin was frightening. Bianca looked into Ben’s crystal-clear eyes and saw, light as they were, they were dark within.
And completely empty.
“What do you want?” Bianca whispered, still struggling to free herself from Ben’s grip.
“You,” he answered simply. “I want you, Bianca. I want your body.” His eyes turned glassy. “You’re cute. Not gorgeous but attractive in your own way.” His eyes ran over her body. “I’ve never had somebody like you. Until now, of course.” He tightened his grip, and Bianca cried out again. “Now lie down.”
“No!” Bianca cried out, and the grip on her wrist tightened even more. God, this guy’s crazy! she thought. Her fantasies of doing things to Ben disappeared in a flash. She no longer wanted to get down and dirty with him. She wanted to get out of the house as soon as possible!
“Yes!” Ben answered, and violently pushed her back into the couch.
Bianca gasped in surprise. A moment later, Ben was on top of her, straddling her. His huge frame easily overpowered her medium build. She squirmed and struggled, but it was no use. He had his knees around her legs, keeping them in place. She beat his fists against his solid chest. He laughed at her attempt and gave her a quick brisk slap on the face. This stunned her, and she kept still.
“Quit moving around,” Ben said, taking off his shirt. “It will be quick, I promise. We don’t have much time. Janawill be here a few minutes from now.”
“You pig!” Bianca cried out. “I can’t believe Janahas you as her brother!”
Ben answered by lowering his face to Bianca’s and kissing her on the lips. His kiss was soft, almost tender, as if he wasn’t taking her by force. The feel of the kiss surprised Bianca. She had expected something harsh and brusque. But no, Ben’s kiss was gentle, almost chaste. She shut her eyes, and before she knew it, she was kissing him back.
She knew Ben was surprised because his lips didn’t move for a split second. But he quickly recovered and kissed her again, this time with much enthusiasm and passion. It was still gentle but in a more vigorous kind of way.
Bianca reached up and ran her hands through Ben’s hair. She tugged lightly, and Ben groaned. She tugged harder, and Ben groaned louder into her mouth. The kiss had reached frenzied levels now. They were practically eating each other’s lips out. Not that Bianca minded. Ben had one of the softest lips she had ever kissed.
Still kissing her, he reached down with one hand and rubbed her hip. A sliver of electricity shot up Bianca’s spine and made her arch her back. He continued to rub her hip softly. She moaned. The motion was sensual, almost erotic. It was strange, but he almost seemed to know where exactly to touch her.
The hand on Bianca’s hip began to move. It went up to her flat belly, where it flicked and stroked for a few minutes before continuing its upward journey again. Bianca squirmed. Her breasts suddenly felt hot and painful. Her twins seemed to be excited for Ben’s hand to touch them, to play with them. They strained at her bra, and her nipples slowly rose to life. Oh, the ways at which her body responded to his gently erotic touch!
Ben’s hand went from Bianca’s belly to the underside of her breasts. This time Bianca writhed and squirmed. They were still kissing, and she moaned into his mouth, sending the signal she wanted him to touch her breasts right now. He got the hint, all right, but he made no move to do what she wanted. She moaned again, her hands in his hair becoming all tangled with one another. Still he made no move. She couldn’t take it any longer.
Bianca broke the kiss, gasping. “Ben,” she whispered urgently. “Please.”
This time Ben obliged. Planting his lips over Bianca’s again, his hand went up to Bianca’s medium-size breasts and settled there. He simply laid his huge hand on top of them, not doing anything. Bianca kept on moaning. A few minutes later, Ben’s hand began to move.
Bianca squirmed as Ben fondled her tits through her lacy bra. Then his fingers slid inside her bra and caressed the firm meat of her breast. His fingers found her perky, alert nipple, which he played and rubbed with using his thumb and forefinger. Shivers of pleasure shot out from all over her body. His touch felt so good. She shut her eyes as she felt something gush from between her legs. She was soaking wet now, and they haven’t even done anything spectacular yet!
She decided to return the favor by removing her hands from his hair and running them through his back instead. She raked her fingernails up and down Ben’s back. He apparently liked it because he moaned loudly and shook a little. She did the motion again, and the fingers on her tits moved faster, almost in a frenzy.
Bianca’s hands moved down to the waistband of Ben’s jeans. She undid his jeans in a few swift motions. In no time, his jeans were undone. She slid them down his hips, down his muscular thighs, up to his knees. By then, his lips had moved down her neck. She reached down and felt the huge hard bulge between his legs. He was very much awake and alert apparently. She gave his member a slight squeeze. His knees grew wobbly, and he almost collapsed on top of her.
“What are you doing?” Ben hissed, his skin shiny with sweat. He sucked on the space between her collarbones.

Bianca answered by pulling his boxers down to his knees, revealing the huge cock dangling between his knees. She felt more than saw the sheer hugeness and size of him. She wrapped a hand around his cock and began to move her hand up and down, up and down.
Ben undid the buttons on Bianca’s top then removed it from her body and threw it to the floor. While she gave him a spectacular hand job, he ran his tongue on the top of her breasts, enjoying the pillow-soft texture of her skin and the clean, fresh taste of her. He pulled her lacy bra down, and her breasts sprang free. Quickly he took one pink nub in his mouth and began to suck.
Bianca cried out again and again as Ben licked, sucked, and nibbled on her nipple. Something gushed between her legs again. Her panties grew more soaked and moister than ever. She raised her hips to his, never stopping her up-and-down motion on his dick, which had hardened and grown considerably larger ever since she began her hand job on him.
Ben stopped licking Bianca’s breasts and sat up straight. His hands found her jeans and began to move frantically, dealing with the buttons and zippers that stopped him from expBiancang Bianca fully and completely. He slid her jeans and her panties down her slim hips, finally revealing her slightly hairy pussy to him. He stared at her jewel for a moment before shifting down her legs and lowering his head into the very wet and soft-looking mound that was all for him to do whatever he wanted to it.
“Ben,” Bianca whimpered, and that was when his tongue finally found the soaking-wet crack. Bianca, her legs now free from Ben’s knees, raised her hips to his tongue, as if encouraging him to go on and keep up what he has been doing. As if urging him on to take I all, take as much of her pussy as he can. He was only too glad to oblige. He reached up and placed his hands on her breasts for some leverage while his mouth did things to her pussy.
Bianca was now practically insane with pleasure. She let some of the intense pleasure out by writhing and squirming on the couch and crying out loud. Her hand was still on his cock. She didn’t want to let go. His dick felt too good in her hand. She realized she wanted him inside her, and fast. And that was when his tongue slid in through her crack and flicked and explored the soft, wet space inside her. She cried out. In her ecstasy, she removed her hand from Ben’s cock and wound both her hands on his hair again. She pushed his head down, burying his mouth and tongue on her pussy. Ben’s hands were digging into her breasts, adding to her intensifying pleasure.
Their cries echoed and rang all over the living room, mingling and filled with passion and pure emotion. Bianca’s pussy grew wetter by the second, her juices beginning to trickle down her thighs. Ben looked up for a moment, and she saw some of her juices had smeared the area around his mouth. She was aroused by the sight of his face stained with her exotic fluids. She pulled at his hair harder, making him look up at her again.

“Get right inside me, Ben,” she said urgently. “I–I’m not sure how much more I can take. I want you inside me now.”
Ben ran his tongue all over Bianca’s cunt one more time before standing over her in all fours, making sure his hips were level with hers. He grabbed her long slim legs and wound them around his hips. He poised himself over her body for a moment, studying her sweaty, glistening body. She looked perfect in the afternoon sun, her brown hair sticking along her forehead.
He didn’t stick himself inside her right away. Instead, he rubbed the tip of his penis against her swollen, wet pussy teasingly. He knew Bianca was ready for him, but he didn’t want to give in to her demands right there and then. He was the master here, and he would dominate. His teasing rubbing motions were excruciating for Bianca. She bucked her hips, all the while gasping and crying out loud. She begged him to do it, to plunge into her right now, she was going crazy with wanting, going mad with the intensifying surges of lust shooting from every inch of her body. He ignored her please and went on with his teasing, making as if he would slide his dick inside her, only to withdraw it at the last moment and resume the rubbing motions.
Bianca pulled and tugged at Ben’s hair by the handful. The bastard refused to do what she wanted. He simply went on teasing and torturing her. She was half-mad now. She felt she would come soon, and she wanted to come with Ben right inside her. She wanted to soak his rod with her bodily juices, her fluids of pleasure. She wanted to wrap herself around him and surrender to the tidal wave of ecstasy that was now threatening to consume her.
Her thoughts were broken when he suddenly rammed himself inside her. Her eyes flew open and she gasped then cried out loud. Oh, the sensation! He was so huge, so large, so full. She was amazed she could fit a thing the size of his cock inside her. He slid himself out and thrust inside her again. She gasped; she couldn’t help it. It was painful, even with her so wet, because he was so enormous. She realized he wasn’t being gentle. She didn’t know if he was doing it on purpose or not. But she didn’t care. He was inside her now, thrusting and sliding in and out. That was what mattered.
Pain quickly turned into pleasure and ecstasy. Bianca’s pussy gushed forth more juices, making it easier for Ben’s cock to slide inside her. His cock was properly lubricated now, and he found he could thrust in and out of her tight cunt more easily. He was practically sliding inside her now, his entry facilitated by the fluids that never seemed to stop spurting out from her pussy. He realized Bianca, incredibly aroused, was going to explode any minute now. He moved his hips faster, grunting and breathing harshly as he repeatedly dove into her.
Bianca locked her ankles together behind Ben’s back, pushing him and his dick even deeper inside her. Her eyes rolled upward and she began to lose sense of who and where she was. The ecstasy was incredible, incredible! Her hands worked themselves into a frenzy in Ben’s hair. Her cries and his grunting mingled and made a sort of weird sexual music that flitted around the living room. She had never felt anything like this. In a way, she found the sexual encounter exciting because she was doing it with someone whom she barely knew, someone whom she had only met for the first time. It was almost like going into bed with a stranger one picked off the street. This had been one of Bianca’s favorite sexual fantasies for a while now, and this was why she was glad she had done it with Ben. Sure, she knew knew Ben, but since she had only seen him for the first time, he also fell under the “stranger” category.
The orgasm cut through her without warning. She cried out loud, and her body reacted with her cry. Her fingers dove madly into Ben’s hair, and her legs tightened even more around his hips. She raised her hips, wanting all of him inside her. She felt her sense of awareness fade away, only to be replaced by the sudden surge of immense pleasure that seemed to rip her apart.
Ben joined her only seconds later. Inside Bianca, he felt her orgasm rip through her as she shook and shivered violently. He felt her cunt tighten and release the exotic juices that only frenzied lovemaking can produce. Feeling her liquids aroused him even more, if such a thing was possible. He knew he was going to come in no time too, and it pleased him that he and Bianca were able to come almost together.
His orgasm blew him away. He also cried out loud, and with newfound strength, he plunged even deeper into her vagina, burying his penis almost up to the hilt. He was so fully inside her. He was feeling her flesh in every inch of his cock, and the thought made his orgasm even stronger. He spilled his hot fluids inside her, filling every inch of her with his exotic juices. Just as he thought it was over, he came again. He shivered violently too and collapsed on top of Bianca, spent. His breathing grew harsher. As his chest rose and fell, he felt her breasts against his chest. He reached out with one hand and cupped one breast.
The smell of sweat and come filled the air. When Ben felt he could catch his breath just fine, he propped himself up on one elbow and looked down at Bianca, still breathing quite harshly. She was very sweaty, but the glistening sweat only added to her appeal. Ben grinned. Boy, was this going to be a fun two-week vacation.
“What are you smiling at?” Bianca asked, still panting slightly.
Ben grinned. “It was nice meeting you, Bianca.”
Bianca smiled back. She was glad to have met Ben too. Boy, was this one steamy babysitting session!



The Boss and I


When I came to, the boss was on top of me. He was sweating, grunting, and breathing in short, sharp bursts. His dark hair, already thinning at the top, was matted with sweat and sticking to his bulging forehead. He was in his late forties, and he had long abandoned taking care of himself in the last decade. His belly bounced along as his hips made thrusting motions. It made an ugly sight. The sight of his disgusting gut bouncing along to his motions brought a fresh wave of loathing in me. But beneath the loathing, there was also pity. He was getting older, yet his daughter was still so young.
He had married quite early, but his wife had conceived very late. They were overjoyed when their daughter came into the world, but fate can be terribly cruel. Their daughter, Isabella, was only three years old when the boss’s wife had a fatal heart attack. Since then, he had been raising Isabella on his own. The tragedy happened five years ago. Isabella, now eight years old, had grown as a sweet, cheerful child. I know this because we’re next-door neighbors and I babysit her regularly. Yes, the boss and I live next door to each other, but it wasn’t until I was twenty-one when he started to hit on me and we began this so-called sexual affair.
The boss may be round and bulging, but he wasn’t bad looking. His face, just like his brown eyes, was clear and smooth. He had large yet surprisingly gentle hands. His cock wasn’t the biggest I saw, but it was one of the fattest, and it fit perfectly inside me. The boss sometimes made me do crazy acts in bed, but he never hurt me. He always made sure I was okay and comfortable with something before he made me do it. I don’t love the boss. I don’t think I’ll ever love him. But in his own twisted way, he was a kind man. He’s all I have for now, and that is good enough for me.
The whole thing began innocently enough. It was a usual Saturday afternoon. My mother was out shopping. Elle, my younger sister, was out with her friends. I was all alone. The afternoon was sticky and heavy with humidity, so I decided to hang out in the backyard to cool myself off. Since I had the pool all to myself, I decided to swim a few laps. I changed into my favorite black string bikini, which also happened to be the skimpiest pair I own. I don’t wear it often, only when I’m at pool parties with my closest gal pals. My friends have seen the bikini plenty of times, but they always gasp and gush over it every time I wear it. Yes, it’s that scandalous. Throw in the fact that I have an amazing hourglass-shaped body, and there’s your lethal combination.
Since my mom wasn’t around, I figured it was perfectly safe to wear the string bikini. My mom was far from being a prude, but she had her limits, and I know the too-revealing bikini went past her limits. As I strutted across the kitchen to the pool, I felt bold, confident and, yes, sexy. I looked down at myself. My firm medium-size breasts stared back, straining against the small fabric that held them in place. My stomach was flat as a board, and my legs were almost a mile long. I looked good, and I knew it. I had smeared some tinted sunscreen on, and the liquid made my skin look golden. For a brief moment, I thought of Victor, my ex-boyfriend. He would die when he saw me in my bikini; I just knew he would. Then I snapped out of my thoughts. Victor didn’t matter now. He was a thing of the past. I swept thoughts of him off my head and focused on having some fun and quality me-time instead.
There were two lounge chairs on each end of the pool. I chose the one that was placed directly across the boss’s house. I liked seeing their property. Their house wasn’t spectacularly big, but it looked neat and trim, as if it was built with a purpose in mind. The house looked professional, and the land around it was dotted with greenery: trees, vines, shrubs, the works. My mom had told me the boss had told her he wanted to be surrounded with everything green. She thought it was weird for a man to like so much green, but I didn’t mind. All that green was relaxing, which was why I decided to sit across all that green view in the first place.
I sat on the lounge chair, donned my sunglasses, and lay back on the chair. The afternoon sun felt good on my skin and made me feel sleepy. Before I drifted off, I applied some more sunscreen lotion on my body. I rubbed my hands and spread the lotion on my neck and down my collarbones. Then my hands made their way to the tops of my breasts. As my palms made contact with my tits, I suddenly felt aroused. There was something about touching myself that felt incredibly sexy. Inspired, I ran a flat palm over my right breast. The nipple almost immediately sprang to life. I rubbed for a few more times until my nipple was a hard erect nub. Then I had an idea. I reached out behind me and undid my bikini top. My breasts were bare in no time, and I dropped the bikini top to the ground.
I wasn’t worried about being half naked. Our house had high imposing walls around it. Also, I was in the backyard! I stared for a few minutes in the direction of the boss’s house, trying to see if anybody was home. I’d just die if Isabella, whom I’m babysitting a few times a week, would see me half naked and in a skimpy bikini bottom. The house appeared empty, though, so I went ahead and slathered some more sunscreen all over my body.
When I was covered in sunscreen, I lay back again. The plastic chair was slightly cool against my bare back, which I arched a bit more than usual so I could catch some more sun on my breasts. I shifted around until I found a comfortable position. I felt incredibly at ease, so it was no surprise I fell fast asleep several minutes later.
I didn’t know how long I had been out. All I knew when I opened my eyes was that someone was standing over me. I removed my sunglasses and squinted against the shadowy figure. It was too fat and wide to be mom’s or my sister’s. Who could it be? I started to sit up straight, and that was when the figure spoke.
“Jessie,” the shadow standing over me said in a pleasant-enough tone.
My eyes flew wide open, and I hurriedly sat up. My suspicions were right. The figure belonged to our next-door neighbor.
It was the boss.
“Hey, you’re trespassing!” I exclaimed, too surprised and angry to remember to cover myself up. I disliked the boss in my younger years. He was always so leery, so mysterious. He didn’t do anything to me. He just stared, but I think it’s bad enough. I could almost picture him undressing me mentally. I liked his wife and kid, but the boss himself is another story. I don’t think I’ll ever get used to him around.
Then I remembered I didn’t have anything on top. I reached for my towel and wrapped it around myself. I felt like smacking myself for forgetting to cover myself the second I woke up. Now he’ll have something to remember me by at nights, I thought bitterly. How I loathed that man!
The boss laughed when he saw me covering myself. “I don’t think that’s going to be of any use,” he said, his voice still pleasant. “I’ve seen all I’ve needed and wanted to see, Jessie.” His voice turned serious. “Well, let’s do away with the formalities now, why don’t we?” He reached down, and in one quick motion, the bath towel covering my torso was now on the ground.
I glared up at him, not trying to cover up anything now. I’m too pissed off to be embarrassed. The nerve of him to step without permission into my property and act all haughty and stuff! I got off the lounging chair and stood up to face the boss, my hands on my hips. His eyes went to my chest. He reached out and playfully squeezed my left breast. I was still angry, so I swatted his hand away.
“Get out of here,” I said through clenched teeth. “In case you’ve forgotten, you’re in my property. Who do you think you are, acting all high and mighty in my territory?”
“Quit acting like a brat,” the boss said harshly. “I’m going to cut to the chase, Jessie. I have you on tape and in photos. Topless, naked as the day you were born-save for your panties, of course.” He paused. “What are your folks going to think when they realize their golden daughter isn’t the sweet, innocent girl she portrays herself to be?” He grinned.
I was too stunned to speak. I felt like kicking and smacking myself in the head for being so careless and stupid. How could I have ever thought I could trust the boss? Now I was in deep shit. I’ve had my fair share of awful judgment, so my folks know I’m far from the angel that my looks portray. But I don’t think they know how daring I can be. They don’t know how I play with myself almost every night. They don’t know I sleep in the nude. They don’t know I own not just one but three vibrators. They don’t know I can orgasm through breast stimulation alone. They don’t know I have an exhibitionist streak in me. I know I’m old enough to worry what my folks think of my actions, but I love my parents. I know they’d still love me if they knew of my other side, but I’d like to spare them from that as much as possible. This was why I was horrified when the boss told me he had records, absolute proofs of me doing all sorts of… things.
“You’re crazy,” I whispered. I could almost feel my deep hate for the man shoot off from my eyes.
“I’m not. I just want to fuck you,” he answered. “So what do you say, Jessie? We could do it right here, and every time I want. You don’t have to do anything. You simply come to me when I call you, and I promise you your racy photos will never see the light of day.”
I laughed. “How do I know you really have those photos of me? I think you’re perfectly capable of lying.”
The boss’s eyes bore into me. “Do you really want to know if I have them?” he asked softly.
I got his point right away. I didn’t say anything. I eyed the boss shrewdly. Okay, so he’s an old goat, but he’s a rich old goat. Plus he always looks clean and freshly showered. The thought of me having sex with my old next-door neighbor was too gross to swallow, but what choice did I have? Much as I didn’t like to admit it, he had me in his power now. I swallowed. Am I really going to agree to his terms and conditions?
“Okay,” I said after a long pause. “I’ll have sex with you, and you make sure those videos and photos never get anywhere.”
The old goat nodded and got to work right away. As if some signal had gone off inside his head, he stripped off his clothes immediately. I admit I was nervous as I saw him shed those stiff-looking clothes off. I didn’t know what was going to happen.
I didn’t have to wonder long. The boss stripped down until he only had his briefs on. It was hard not to miss the huge bulge protruding from between his legs. He began to breathe noisily, and for a moment, I had to stop myself from laughing out loud. It was just so silly.
“You don’t say or do anything, Jessie,” the boss instructed. He leaned close until the tips of my breasts were touching his chest. We were practically the same height, making things easier for him. He stroked my cheek with his thumb. He leaned closer until his face was a mere inch from mine. His tongue flicked out and ran over my lips and chin. He smiled.
“I’ve been wanting to do that a long time,” he said. When I didn’t say anything, he licked my lips and chin again. “Well, Jessie, let’s get started. I call the shots. Remember that, or else.” His hand brushed against my pussy for a few moments. Despite my loathing for the boss, I began to get aroused when his hand lingered on my pussy. Sex is still sex, after all.
The boss got down on his knees in front of me. He didn’t do anything at first; he simply wrapped his arms around my waist and rested his head on my flat belly. I stood rigidly, trying not to move as muscle as I was told. But there was something incredibly erotic about the position. I’ve never had a man do that to me before. Also, the boss’s nose and lips were almost at level with my pussy. I imagined him sniffing and smelling me there. The thought amped up my erotic levels, and I felt my pussy begin to get wet. It’s starting, I thought.
As if on cue, the boss began to move. He removed his arms from my waist and placed his hands on my hips. He buried his face on my belly, inhaling softly. His stubbles were sharp, but they added to my growing arousal. I struggled to keep still as my pussy shot off another load. My panties were getting sticky, and I couldn’t do anything to stop it.
Not that I wanted to stop it.
The boss rubbed my hips first. Next, his hands went to my buttocks, where they grabbed handfuls and squeezed vigorously. A moan escaped from my lips before I could stop it. As soon as it was out, I froze for a moment. Then I realized, why should I be embarrassed? The boss was going to see all of me, anyway. Might as well leave the so-called embarrassment behind as early as possible.
I didn’t know whether the boss heard my moan or not, because he didn’t stop what he was doing. He couldn’t seem to get enough of my ass. After a few more frantic squeezes, his hands roamed again, this time on my stomach. He played with my navel for a bit. He even ran his tongue inside it. I moaned again. I was really aroused now. The wet, sticky spot on my panties seemed to be growing larger every second.
The boss knew what he was doing. He was so precise. His hands reached up and grabbed my breasts. He pulled, as if he was testing them. I cried out because it hurt a little. He pulled harder, but I kept my mouth shut this time. He ran his large yet surprisingly gentle hands over them, making my erect nipples even more erect, rubbing them into overwhelming hardness. The sensation became very intense in a few moments. I couldn’t take it anymore. I began to moan like crazy, and my hips seemed to have a life of their own. They moved, bucked, and began to sway. It was then that I completely let go of my inhibitions. Griping and whining about having sex with the boss wasn’t going to get me anywhere, so I might as well enjoy the whole encounter.
While the boss played with my boobs, at the same time, his teeth found the waistband of my bikini panties. I knew he was going to tug them down my legs and off me, and I was amazed. The boss, old as he was, definitely still had some handy sex tips up his sleeve. The thought got me excited. I wanted to find out what more he could offer.
He got my panties to my knees after a few quick and fluid motions. I had shaved the day before, so my bare pussy was completely exposed for him to see. His eyes widened slightly. His tongue flicked out again and ran over my bare wet mound. I gasped and shuddered slightly.
“That felt good,” I told the boss.

He removed his hands from my breasts and used them to remove the panties from my legs completely. Now I was completely naked. My body was all for his taking. It was all his to use and abuse, and I couldn’t do anything about it. The sense of submission, of being dominated over excited me immensely. I had engaged in bondage and submission games before, but they were all games and acts. The thing with the boss was the real thing this time. I was completely under his control, yet I didn’t mind it so much as I first thought I would.
The boss placed his hands on my hips again. “Spread them open for me, Jessie,” I heard him say. So I did what he instructed. I spread my legs as far as I could make them without losing my balance. I knew what he was going to do next, so I decided to help him out by raising my hips slightly.
The boss’s tongue was small but sharp. I gasped in surprise as he suddenly thrust it inside me, invading my moist private space. His moves were definite and sharp, but they were not gentle. His tongue made fast flicking motions in and out of my pussy. It was like being pierced with a sharp object. My knees felt wobbly, so I wound my fingers through his thinning hair and held on. The sensation was delicious in a slightly uncomfortable way. My body systems had their way, and I shut my eyes, allowing myself to drown completely in the sheer pleasure of the boss’s antics. It felt extremely good! My pussy grew wetter and wetter by the second. I could almost hear the sticky squelching sounds the boss’s tongue made as it slithered in and out of me. I felt my thighs beginning to grow moist. I was so aroused now. I felt like I was going to come any minute now, but I told myself to hold on and prepare for something more explosive.
The boss still had his tongue inside me. Now he reached down and inserted a finger into my cunt. I almost didn’t feel anything when he slid it in. That was how wet I was. He probably saw this as well because he inserted another finger in and then another. I now had three fingers inside me, and I felt all of them inside my pussy. Because I was so soaked, they weren’t painful at all. They fit snugly, adding to my already growing sense of pleasure.
I cried out several times as the boss thrust his tongue and fingers in and out of my pussy. His fingers rubbed against the walls of my vagina. His tongue made figures-of-eight and stabbing motions. I had my eyes remain shut so I could savor and completely feel the amazing surge of emotions. The boss fucked me with his tongue and hands until I hollered and told him to stop, told him I was about to explode any minute now. He didn’t pay me any attention, simply went on doing what he was doing. I was going crazy with the intense erotic pleasure. I couldn’t believe I was capable of feeling something this good. I let go of my hands in the boss’s hair and ran them over my breasts instead. I moved my hips in tune with the boss’s flicking motions. With my tits being stimulated by my own hands and with my pussy being stimulated with his hands and tongue, I came in no time.

I came right over the boss’s face. I cried out again and again as my orgasm shook and tore my body apart with violent fits of shaking and shuddering. I knew I was being noisy, but I didn’t care. I was drowning in a wave of pure sexual pleasure! I came one more time and then went down on my knees, in the same position as the boss. He held me in his arms as I waited for the shakes to subside. Incredible. My head was on the crook of his neck, and I could smell myself faintly. When I looked up, I saw why. The boss had my exotic juices almost over his face.
He saw me looking. He pushed me back on the ground. He straddled me, positioning himself over my hips. I was too spent from my first orgasm, so I let him rearrange my body. He placed my hands behind my back, sort of locking them in place. I was too weak to object, so I let him do that. He paused for a moment before he grabbed my legs and placed them on his shoulders. I was completely exposed to him in that position. I opened my mouth to protest, but he placed a come-soaked finger over my lips. Again I smelled myself.
“The pictures, Jessie,” the boss said softly. Only three words, but they were all I needed to hear to keep still and let him do his thing.
The boss leaned down and rubbed his face-yes, the part of him that was almost covered with my own sexual fluids-all over my breasts. The sticky substance transferred from his face to my chest. When he was done, he licked the stuff away. Of course he licked my breasts in the process. That was the point of the whole thing. He sucked on my tits whole, filling his mouth with them. He kept moaning as he did so, and his moans came out all muffled and subdued. I was moaning too, something against my desires, but I couldn’t help it. I was incredibly aroused, turned on to the maximum. The boss was good in bed, that I could pretty much see. But I didn’t know if I should consider myself lucky for getting the chance to experience his sexual prowess myself.
The boss found it hard to extricate himself from my breasts, which were now swollen from all the sucking, tugging, and nibbling he was doing on them. My pussy cried foul from all that attention and ejected something wet and sticky. Could be the boss felt it because he suddenly paused from his rubbing motion and sat up straight instead. He touched me down there, practically grabbed me. I looked him in the eye and saw he felt how totally wet I was.
“You slut,” the boss said. But he was grinning. I could see he was pleased with how aroused I was.
He held on to my legs and adjusted them so that they were now lying almost vertically on his shoulders. He pulled my hips closer and he towered over me on all fours. His face was a few inches from mine. He leaned and planted his lips over mine. He kissed me hungrily and torridly. I didn’t do anything at first. I simply let him kiss me, but my primal instincts eventually won over me. In a matter of seconds, I was kissing the boss back too.

I felt the tip of his cock against my pussy while we kissed. He seemed to be testing the waters, almost teasing me. I ignored what he was doing to me down there and instead let myself get into the kiss. I kissed the boss with ferocity and a hungry passion. When he slipped his tongue into my mouth, I let him. I parted my lips and welcomed him, giving him unrestricted access. I tasted myself on his tongue this time. I was surprised at how fresh and clean I tasted. No wonder he couldn’t seem to get enough of me down there.
The boss’s tongue couldn’t stop exploring every inch and curve of my mouth. He sucked on my tongue, and I cried out, more from pleasure than pain. He sucked harder, and I writhed beneath him. He tweaked one of my breasts, and I kept still. He chewed on my lips again and let go a few moments later. He ran his tongue down my chin, neck, collarbones, tits, belly, navel and, finally, to the heavily moist mound that was waiting for him down there.
Then he rose up over me again, and this time, he plunged his rod right into my pussy. The size of his dick was quite small, yes, but the girth of it! My eyes flew open as I felt his cock inside me, almost filling me completely. It was as if his organ was made just for my pussy. I couldn’t help it. I moaned and groaned like mad, and the boss did the same. He gritted his teeth and went right on pounding into me. His considerable belly slapped against my flat belly and made slapping noises. I raised my hips and moved them in time with his thrusting. I couldn’t get enough the feel of his dick inside me. Thank goodness I was still thoroughly soaked, or that would have been painful.
The boss looked me in the eye as he pounded away. In and out, in and out his penis went into me. With one hand, he took a handful of my hair and pulled. There was a bit of pain, but it was also arousing. I nodded, and the boss tugged harder at my hair. I cried out loud, and he pounded even harder. I prayed I wouldn’t be too sore to do things tomorrow.
Suddenly, his eyes took on this glassy look. I was alarmed. Was he having a heart attack? Then his eyes cleared, and he told me he was going to come. I nodded. I felt an orgasm coming too but nowhere near as the boss was experiencing.
He cried out and began to thrash around like mad. He collapsed right on top of me, yet he went on pounding away. I removed my legs from his shoulders and circled them around his hips instead, urging him inside me, pushing his dick deeper into the wet depths of my pussy. My hips bucked and raised, and I began to writhe on the ground as well. My back arched, and I raked my fingernails on the boss’s back. He groaned and bit my shoulder.
I came a few moments after the boss. He poured all his fluids into me, and I felt them feel the cavern that was inside me. He shuddered and came one more time. His weight on top of me became heavier, and I knew he wasn’t going to come anymore.

I came just then. His cock was still inside me, and so it was washed again by my love juices. Not that I loved the boss. I held him close and cried out loud as another orgasm threatened to break my body, tear my limbs apart. It had been a long time since I had experienced something like this. I had almost forgotten how it felt like. I grew limp under the boss’s body. He wrapped his arms around me and sucked on a nipple as I panted heavily, tried to catch my breath and steady my beating heart.
I couldn’t believe it. I just had sex with the boss, my next-door neighbor and a man I loathed completely for reasons I couldn’t quite put my finger to.
That first sexual meeting happened two months ago. Since then, the boss and I have continued to meet up and do one of the things we enjoy and do best. I still dislike him, but his sexual prowess is another matter. The man was good-gifted, actually. Right now we are thumping away in my parents’ bedroom. It’s a weekday, and both my folks are out. The boss and I have taken to more risky things. We enjoyed the sense of daring and boldness our escapades entail. We even did it once in the parking lot of his office. I was sprawled over the hood while he pumped away behind me. Anybody could have seen us in there, but nobody did. That’s all that matters.
I don’t know how long this sexual affair would last. I’m not even sure if I want it to. If it does go on, fine. If it doesn’t, it’s still fine. To his credit, the boss had stayed true to his promise of not leaking the photos and videos of me in the nude. Even I haven’t seen the said incriminating files themselves, but I have no intention of finding out if they were completely true. What did it matter now? The boss had gotten his way with me. He has had my body several times, and it looks like there’s no stopping him from having it several times even more. There are times I feel like I’m a sex object for the way the boss is treating me. But what right do I have to complain? We’re not lovers. I’m not his girlfriend, nor is he my boyfriend. What we are to each other is unimportant; it’s the meeting together and sexual encounters that, well, count. I don’t know what to think of this anymore.
That being said, I better go. It’s a Thursday afternoon, and the boss has called, asking me if I can babysit his daughter for about two hours. Isabella had been down with something, and she’s too weak to attend school for today.
Of course, I said yes.



My Nancy


I’m Keith. For several weeks, I have been fantasizing about my brother Peter’s babysitter. Her name is Nancy Walters. She’s been with us for almost a few months already. I never really noticed her at first because she’s the quiet type and she’s wearing a pair of thick milk glasses. Her hair was usually caught in a tight bun and she was always wearing baggy clothes. Truth be told, her style was not totally my type. All I know was that, she has this huge lips and a slight under bite which I find really irresistible.
It was only a weeks ago when we saw her transform. She has a new boyfriend, she said. Since then, she dressed a lot better and cooler. Her hair was no longer in a bun, in fact she grew it longer and changed her hair colour from brown to chestnut. She no longer wears her thick glasses. Instead, she opted for contact lenses that reveal her eyes. Plus, she no longer wears baggy clothes anymore.
It was the first time I saw her look so good and since then, I was not able to get her off my mind. Perhaps her best feature next to her lips is her ass that I long to get a handful of. I have dated plenty of girls in the past. However, I find them all too easy. Nancy is different. In fact, she does not pay me any attention. Maybe that’s why I am so attracted to her. She’s a challenge. She can be feisty and has a temper too, at least when it comes to me. When it comes to my mom or my brother, she’s very amicable and sweet. I wonder why she hates me a lot.
What I like most about her is that she’s opinionated and she’s not afraid to speak her mind. I’m kidding of course. What I like most about her is her body. I saw glimpses of this when the entire family went swimming last Tuesday. She was wearing this bright pink swimsuit that showcased her long legs and her breasts to perfection. When she went out of the water and she was cold, you could clearly see the outline of her nipples. I was not able to sleep that night, thinking about how they look like nuts against the thin fabric. I thin she saw me looking at her that day because she’s been rather cold ever since.
I used to never pay attention to Peter’s babysitters. Of course, it’s a given that I do not come to this house pretty often-with work and all that. However, I have seen a few of them yet I’ve never been this hooked. I would watch her all the time, but that’s all. I haven’t mustered any courage to do more until…
It was just the two of us then. I was in my room and she decided to wait in the living room for Peter to arrive. My grandparents brought him to stay with them for a few days and he was due to arrive that day. For some reasons, Nancy came earlier than expected. She was at the living room reading some books. She was wearing some tight jeans and a pink knitted sweater-looked pretty hot. I went inside the living room pretending to look for something.
“What’s wrong?” she asked.
“Umm, nothing. Have you seen the pizza brochure?” She reached over the stacks of magazine in front of her and gave me what I was “looking” for.
“Here.” She didn’t even look at me.
“What do you want on your pizza?”
“Pepperoni, lots of cheese, and olives. And absolutely no pineapple.”
“Got that.” I grabbed the phone and made a call to the pizza place. Pizza is the last thing I wanted though.
“So, how’s it going with the new guy?” I asked.
“Honestly Keith, it’s none of your business. I’d appreciate it if you don’t ask me again.”
“Fine.”
She looked at me seriously for a minute. “Do you really like to know?”
“Sure.”
“I broke up with him. I have been trying really hard for him to you, you know… take me to bed. He doesn’t want to.”
I frowned then. But that’s weird. What kind of a man wouldn’t like to take Nancy Walters to bed?
I cleared my throat. “Did he say why?”
She shrugged. “He said he doesn’t want to hurt me and that virgins are out of his league.”
Wow. I don’t even know what to say to that. “I see.”
“So what about you? Do you think virgins are off limits?”
“Err. Not exactly.” I said
“Not exactly? Then what exactly?”
“Well, I can’t say. I haven’t taken a virgin to bed before.”
“I see.” She said and let out an exasperated sigh. “I used to never think it would be an issue. Guess I was wrong huh?”
“Look. It’s not that bad, okay? Save it for a better guy.”
“You’re probably right. Thanks, Keith.”
“Welcome.”
She smiled then and patted the space beside her. “Why don’t you sit beside me while we wait for the pizza? Keep me company.”
“Hmmmm, are you sure it’s okay?” I look at her stack of magazines. You might be missing out on Cosmo and Marie Claire.”
“Silly. No, it’s okay. Maybe you can help me try something I learned from Cosmo.”
I looked at her, having no idea what she’s talking about. “Come here.” She said.
I sat beside her and for the first time in my life, I was not sure what to do next. The smell of her hair was driving me crazy-it smelled like lemons and toasted coconuts. Maybe I was imagining things. I felt my pulse going wildly. She looked at me and moved her face so that it was only inches away from mine. She licked her lips provocatively and bit her lower lip as she continued to gaze at me. “Kiss me, Keith.” She whispered as she traced her fingertips on my lips. They felt like silk on my lips. I was not able to hold back. I slowly dipped my lips to hers and she sighed then. I held her to me and kissed her again and again until she opened her mouth for my tongue. She tastes really good, like orange Tic Tacs, and she’s very warm. I teased her with my tongue and I heard her made a tiny whimpering sound that really turned me on.
I held her close to me and she put her arms around me. The gesture felt so natural, as if we have done it a million times. I sucked her tongue and tried to plunge deep into her mouth. It felt absolutely amazing. I felt myself getting a hard on and I was finding it difficult to catch my breath. Just when we were starting to heat up, the pizza came. What a bummer!
We started laughing afterwards and enjoyed eating our pizzas. She’s not as scary as I thought. In fact, she turned out to be one of the easiest women to talk to. She laughs like crazy and she’s not at all self-conscious. Overall, I enjoyed that time with her so much, even if we ended up with only a kiss. I thought about how it must be like for her to be rejected by her own boyfriend. Honestly though, it’s a weird reason to say no to a girl. About an hour after that, my brother arrived together with Granda and Grama. So much for keeping the babysitter to myself.
That night was a drag for me. I was not able to sleep well. The object of my fantasies was literally on my lips.
The following day was a Saturday and mom was scheduled to have some R amp; R with her friends. She left early so it was just me, Nancy, and Peter. My brother can be really hyper during the day and that day was no exception. He played tag with the dog, ran with the neighbour kids, and spent the afternoon playing by himself in his room. Nancy was with him like every minute and believe me, it was a challenge to approach her when I don’t know how to even begin our conversation. I never had any issues like this in the past, so it’s safe to say that there’s something in her that makes me a bit tongue tied. I caught her making some lemonade at the kitchen and so I sat at the table and watched her squeeze a number of the fragrant fruit and concoct a cooler to beat the heat. I sat on the chair nearest to her and she didn’t even react when my knees brushed her thighs as I sat.
As she worked, her foot caressed my legs. I was wearing shorts then and her foot was so smooth that I couldn’t help but be pleased. Well, more than pleased. Since my hand is hidden from view, in case Peter comes in, I grabbed her butt and squeezed it lightly. My hand was full and I love how soft and fluffy her butt feels against my hand. She was wearing a skirt then and I took a chance, reached under it and caressed her thighs. She must have loved the way I was touching her there because she grinded her hips ever so slowly as I did my business.
Her thighs are so smooth and creamy. My hands can seem to stop touching them. While she move, I can smell her cologne-something that reminds me of lush green meadows-fresh, clean, yet edgy. Mingled with her womanly aroma, it becomes even more intoxicating. I rubbed my forefinger on the front of her panty, which is so wet. God, is she always this wet?
I continued to rub her gently as she continued to squeeze the lemons. She can hardly concentrate from what I can see. She sighed softly as I teased her and lightly inserted my finger inside the leg band. She quickly finished what she was doing and patted my hand. “Later.”, she mouthed.
Good thing she did that because Peter came rushing in the kitchen looking for her. He was crying. “Oh, what happened, pal?” I asked. “There was a monster on my TV!” I tried to hard not to laugh. He rushed towards Nancy and held her waist. “Oh Nancy, he looked awful! I was sooo scared!” Nancy ruffled his hair and gave him a glass of lemonade. “Here, drink this. I promise when we go up, he’d be gone.”
He looked at her expectantly. “Really Nancy?”
“Yeah, really.” I shook my head to that. How come my babysitters when I was a kid weren’t nice like her? I thought bitterly.
I stretched my body then stopped suddenly as I felt the impact of my erection. I hurried upstairs to my room. This is so embarrassing. I thought about her all afternoon. That was the first time a woman had that effect on me. She’s a paradox-pretty much demure and coy, but has a certain undeniable boldness to her. She’s very much addictive.
That night, Peter slept quite early. I went downstairs to get something to eat. It was past 9 and Nancy was to stay till mom gets home-which was tomorrow morning according to her recent text. I saw her seated at a couch, reading some books. “Your pet ran out of batteries?”
She looked up and smiled. “Yeah.”
I looked at the books stacked beside her. There were some Sidney Sheldon books, Archie comics, and a couple of tattered ones I can barely recognize. “I didn’t know you’re a bookworm.”
“I don’t consider myself one. I just read so I won’t fall asleep.” She said.
I held her and whispered in her ear. “Come up with me upstairs.”
She nodded. “You may bring your books if you want to.” I added. “Although I can’t promise you’ll have a minute to even read them.”
“Fair enough.” She said as she gave me a light peck on the cheek. I helped her carry the books and led her upstairs at the end of the hall where my room was. My room was not so much of a mess as I spend some time cleaning before I invited her in.
She allowed herself become adjusted to the lighting in my room and sat on one of my bean bags. I closed the door and when I turned to face her, she was looking at me oddly and was flicking her hair. I swallowed hard. She crossed her legs and smiled at smiled at me as she motioned me to sit beside her. I sat nervously beside her and looked at her bare face. She was breathtakingly beautiful up close-it was a torture trying to restrain myself from touching her. She started removing her blouse when I stopped her to hold her hand. I kissed her then, wanting to have a taste of her mouth again. Since she’ll be staying the entire night, I hate to be rushed. Her mouth tasted like cherry candy-fruity and sweet and I remembered the cherry candy tarts near her books. She’s made even more delicious.
I kneeled in front of her and kissed her, my hand settled on her waist. I loved all the sounds she made as my tongue plunged inside her warm mouth. I can feel her getting all warmed up and I sigh as my tongue played with hers. I removed her blouse and started licking her neck, all the way to her bra-clad breasts. Her tits were huge and soft, looking full in her white bra. I kissed them fondly and she sighed as my nose made its way to the valley between the fullness. She smelled so good and warm that I found it hard to stay away from her cleavage. Her breasts felt heavy and very full, loving the way they feel on my hands. I held her even more tightly and kissed her lips again, ruffling and sniffing her hair as I did so. Her hands were on my back, caressing me curiously and a bit tentatively as she responds to my kiss. There was a hint of innocence with her every move, underlining the fact that she was still a little bit inexperienced. For me, it was a major turn on. She sucked on my tongue lightly and led my hands to hold her breasts even more. She sighed as I pulled the straps of her bra off her shoulders and cup her tits with my hands. I lightly rubbed my thumb against her nipples and she sighed even more.
I looked at her breasts and I felt my erection coming to life. Her nipples were small and her breasts were full and taut. I played with them for a while, loving how soft and smooth they were. I had this urge to kiss them but I hesitated, not sure if Nancy will like what I would want to do to her. She removed her bra completely and held my head, pushing me against her womanly fullness. There was nothing I can do about that but oblige.
I kissed the warm creamy skin of her breasts and ran my tongue in slow circles. I felt her tingle so I continued on, moving my tongue in a very slow motion, going nearer and nearer her nipples. When I couldn’t take it any more, I sucked one of her nipples and gently tugged on her breasts. She started moaning-the sweetest music to my ear, and my erection became even more rigid. I adjusted myself because my arousal was becoming quite unbearable. To my surprise, Nancy started removing my belt and undoing my pants. I let her do as she pleased and continued licking her. I focused on her neck this time. I licked her, loving how soft her skin felt against my tongue. She pulled my pants down and rubbed her hands against my bulge, making me groan with immense pleasure. Her hand is extremely gentle, a bit testy and unsure but I don’t care. I dreamed about Nancy for so long and it makes my blood boil just thinking about her.
She cupped me and massaged my balls with her fingertips and I groaned with extreme pleasure. I pressed myself even harder against her hand and she took the hint and slid her hand inside my briefs.
The contact almost made me jump, but it was just so wonderful. The babysitter’s hand on my cock is pure bliss. I felt myself getting harder and harder, fearing that I might explode soon. God, not yet. I thought.
She removed my underwear and looked at my rod like it was something magical and caressed it with her cheeks. The sensation almost knocked me down. She rubbed her nose against my entire length and started planting light kisses on my thighs. I wanted to ram her head against me, but understanding that she’s still a virgin, I willed myself not to. I’m not the one to make the whole thing traumatic for her.
I expelled some air when her lips made contact with my dick head. He held my length gently and pointed it to her mouth’s opening and looked at me. Her whole expression was sure to drive any man wild. I mentally willed her to take me inside her mouth. It must have worked because after a second or two, she was licking my cockhead like it is made out of chocolate ice cream.
She squeezed me with her soft hands as she took me in, little by little, in her mouth. Nancy was warm and her tongue flicked my rod over and over to the point that I was clenching my hands to keep my self from screaming her name. It’s very rare that I am given head this sensually by someone who is very willing. I could have begged for her to give me a blow job, knowing it would feel so good. My knees started to get weak and my cock threatened to explode. I pulled out of her and my cock poked on her belly.
I kissed her again and played my hand under her skirt. I grabbed her butt and massaged it none too gently and she was moaning, begging me to take her panties off. I pretended not to comprehend what she was saying and focused on her thighs instead. I rubbed her over and over there and she kept on pressing herself against me.
I fumbled to be able to get rid off her skirt and at long last, she was standing in front of me wearing nothing but her cotton panties. I removed my shirt and carried her to my bed. I settled her gently and looked at her for a few moments. Nancy is indeed very beautiful, with long legs that seem to go on and on, delicate looking skin, those huge breasts that can enchant all men, and nice full thighs that are shapely. I ran my hands all over her body and she tossed her head as I touch her. I sucked on the skin of her thighs as I was gently removing her underwear. Nancy attempted to cover herself with her hands but I shook my head and removed her hands away. Her pussy is already damp and there’s something about it that almost invited me in. I touched it lightly with my finger tips, opening her kitty lips to reveal a tiny red knob that looks about ready to explode. I flicked it with my forefinger and she moaned loudly, thrashing her hips to that area I was focusing on. I bent down and rubbed my nose on the opening of her cunt. She smelled warm and nutty, making me even more aroused than ever. I very lightly teased her with the tip of my tongue and she almost jumped from the sensation. Figuring she likes that, I ran my tongue slowly on her pussy lips, loving the taste of her and the way her hips move to meet my licks. She was moaning even louder now, her hands gripping the sheets as I continued to lightly feast on her. Her pussy was so wet and my tongue made slipping noises as I lick her. She held my head firmly in place, making me taste her even bolder. I focused on her clit now, licking it slowly. I felt her hips contract and I continued to lick her even more. Then she was coming, her juices filling my tongue with salty goodness. Her moans were driving me crazy so I flicked my tongue again and again. Her next orgasm was even stronger than the first.
I licked all of her come and slid a finger inside her. I felt her tense but she spread her legs to allow me to explore her freely. She was slick yet very tight, my finger feeling a bit of snug resistance. I was getting so hard this time. I would love to feel that tightness around my cock, to plunge into her depths. I just don’t know if I should.
I pulled my finger out completely then gently pushed it again, all the while kissing her navel. She was meeting each thrust with enthusiasm so I thrust another finger inside and increased the pace of my deliberate caress. She was moaning again and her sounds were driving me so wild. I raised one leg on my shoulders so I can go even deeper and true enough, she responded even wilder than my previous moves.
I crawled on top of her and kissed her breasts again, her hand pushing me even closer to her. I sucked her nipples and she whimpered, begging me to suck her even more. Her hand is grabbing my cock, which is still rock hard, and is desperate for some hard fucking. For the first time in my life, I was torn about what to do. As much as I wanted her physically and I am dying to go inside her, the innocence and worry I see in her eyes make me hesitate.
The way she was squeezing my rod was just unbearably pleasurable that I closed my eyes and imagined I was already inside her. She must have felt me hesitating and whispered, “Please take me, Keith. Please.”
I looked at her eyes which are now filled with lust and she won me over. I positioned myself right in her entrance and started to enter her, little by little. She spread her legs, welcoming me without any hesitation. My fear of hurting her subsided when she reached out her arms to me and encouraged me to go deeper. I slid bit by bit and felt her tensed. “Now, Keith. Now!”
I plunged totally and closed my eyes as I felt something tore inside her. I froze for a moment watching her. She smiled at me and nodded. “Did I hurt you, Nancy?”
“No. But you’d hurt my feelings if you stop now.” She giggled and held on to my shoulders.
I started to move again inside her, loving her snug sleekness and the way her hips move with me. I moved in and out of her, focusing my weight on my arms. I screwed her cunt gently, and she bucked her hips against mine, her breath coming in fast and short patterns. Her legs wrapped around my waist, encouraging me to go faster. My rod threatened to explode but I increased my pace and moved in and out of her until we couldn’t take it anymore. She dug her nails on my back as I moved faster and faster inside her. “Don’t stop, Keith. Oh don’t stop!” I closed my eyes and focused all my strength on my cock pleasuring her as much as I can. She was writhing and moaning and her eyes were semi-shut. I felt her pelvic muscles tighten and I realized I was so close to coming. “I’m coming Nancy!” My entire body shook as I spilled everything inside her. She came a second after that and I held her tightly to calm her down.

We held each other tight for a while, waiting for the quake to subside. She snuggled up beside me and kissed me deeply. “I’m no longer a virgin.”
I hugged her tightly. “Aren’t you mad at me for taking it all away- I mean your, you know.”
“You kidding me? That was like THE BEST thing ever. Will you take me again?”
“That depends.”
“On what?”
“If you’ll hate me afterwards.”
“I don’t get you.”
“You know-because I hurt you a few minutes ago.”
“Shut up. It’s not that I’m scarred for life. Besides, what happened afterwards is worth a few seconds of minimal pain. It didn’t even hurt that much.”
“Really?”
“Yeah. Really. It’s no big deal okay? And it’s not as if you forced me. I came willingly and I was the one who spread my legs. Now stop acting like a kid and take me again.” She started giggling then. “Oops. I got carried away.”
I spanked her lightly at the butt and held her tighter.
“What about your boyfriend?” I nudged even more.
“What about him? And it’s ex-boyfriend-former boyfriend.”
“You’re no longer a virgin anymore. I think he’d be more than willing to take you now. Are you thinking about going back to him?”
“Hmmmm it depends.”
“Depends on what?”
“How much more of this nonsense questions will you keep on asking me. Ask me one more and I’ll come crawling back to him right now.” She looked at me and pouted. “Please don’t give me away too easy.”
She really is indeed the prettiest girl I have ever seen. I covered her with blankets and opened my bottom bedside drawer to retrieve some cookies and chips. “You must be hungry.”
She giggled at the sight of snacks. I figured she liked candies so I stocked on those as well. There were sour gummies, jelly beans, gummy bears, sour tapes, and ring pops. I opened a blackcurrant ring pop and slid the candy ring on her ring finger. “Wow! You really know the way to a woman’s heart. Thank you.”
I opened a drawer again and grabbed a box. I excitedly gave it to her. She opened it and inside was a charm bracelet with N-A-N-C-Y spelled using the charms. There were also a couple of silver dog bones attached. “Oh. But this is gorgeous. What’s this for?”
“Nothing. I had it made weeks ago, but I don’t know how to give it to you. I guess this is my chance. I hope you like it. Peter said you love dogs.”
“It’s lovely. Thank you.” She gave me a light peck on the cheek and extended her hand. Please.”
I clasped the bracelet on her delicate wrist. “Looks good.”
“I know. Thanks.” We ate cookies and candies and talked for a while. We spent a great few minutes removing cookie crumbs off the bed. After that, we lay beside each other again. I started to doze off when I felt her hand on my thighs, as she gently fondled me there. I can feel myself responding again. I pretended to be asleep but she persisted, using her hands to arouse me again. Her foot travelled up and down my leg, rubbing its soft soles against my skin. Her hand found my cock again and in seconds, the gun came to life. It was unbelievable.
She slid my entire length in her mouth as one of her hand played with my nipples. She was torturing me to the extreme and I couldn’t be any happier. Her mouth was such an amazing sex machine, her tongue and lips doing all the work in perfect synchrony. In no time, I was as hard as a rock again.
She went on top of me and slid herself my cock inside her. Her feet went to my shoulders and she held my hand as she rode me like a pro. Her pace was delicious and she was rubbing on all the right places. Tight as she is, she was able to rock my world even better than what I had imagined. She moved her hips backward and forward, finding a rhythm that pleased as both. She was moaning and thrashing her head as her breasts jiggled with her every move.
She nibbled my ear as I moved my hips up to thrust inside her. The sensation was overwhelming and she came without warning, filling my cock with her juices. I asked her if she would like to try being taken from behind and surprised me when she went down on all fours and showed me her juicy butt. I positioned myself on her entrance. I entered her without warning and she moaned her assent as I reached for her breasts and massaged them.
I started slowly but she was moving her hips like crazy and decided to go without any restraint. I fucked her just the way I imagined doing in my mind. I went faster and faster and pinched her nipples and she cried, “More, Keith!” I ram into her and she urged me to go faster and faster, challenging me to push past the limits. I moved in and out of her and the way I glide into her was so delicious, I could feel another big one coming. “Don’t stop babe, I’m so close!” She whispered. We moved together, loving the way her breasts move with us. Soon, we were both moaning and grunting and then-it happened. We came together in unison, the most amazing climax I have ever experienced in my entire life. Sparks shoot from my eyes as I spurted all my cum inside her. She raised her hips to take all of it in. I had to rub her back to soothe her, thighs trembling from her orgasm. I held her and calmed her down, murmuring just how good she was.



Yin and Yang


My best friend Kat has a really cutesy baby sister named Bunny. Kat and I grew up together as we used to be neighbours. They moved to a new place a few blocks away, so technically we still live quite close to each other. She has an older brother as well-Flynn. However, he was like 8 years older than Kat and I so I never really bothered with him. I knew both her parents. Mr. and Mrs. Gray are like second parents to me.
Bunny is a five year old girl who takes after her mom. She has golden curls, brown eyes, and ultra long lashes. I love playing with her as she’s smart and she picks up things quite easily. She has the same temperament as Kat, maybe that’s why we easily get along.
Bunny’s babysitter caught the flu bug and she won’t be able to look after her subject so Kat asked me if I’d be willing to look after her sister. She wanted to do so her self but she’s busy with a series of job interviews.
It was Kat’s brother who opened the door for me. It’s very rare that I see him here as he is based in Nova Scotia. Well, the weather there must be really good as his skin looks very vital and he seems to be brimming with energy. “Marge! Long time no see, pal! What brought you here?”
“Kat called. She said Jay won’t be able to make it. She’s pretty contagious.” I cleared my throat. “Where are the other Grays?” I asked.
He smiled then. “Kat didn’t tell you? They are on a cruise-Caribs this time.”
I laughed. “Third honeymoon, perhaps?”
“Who knows? Well, come in. Bunny is in her room. You know the way.”
“Nice. Okay, I’ll see you around then.” I walked up the stairs and headed to Bunny’s cutesy room.
Her room is still pretty much the same, but with new wallpapers-paisley flowers. I knocked gently and opened the door. “Hi Marge!” She ran towards me and hugged my knees. “I missed you.”
“I missed you too Bunny. Wow, what are doing there?”
“I am making cookies for Kat.” I looked at her clay cookies and ran my hand on my tummy. “Wow. Don’t I get something too?”
“Sure you do. What do you like?”
“I want gingersnaps and some chamomile tea please.”
“Coming right up, Margie.”
We spent the next couple of hours playing chef. After that, I bathe her and got her ready for her piano lessons. Her instructor arrived and I left them for their session. I went inside Kat’s room to wash my face and freshen up a bit. I opened the door to her room and smiled. She missed spending nights here telling girl stories with Kat and a couple of other friends. The room is very feminine-lots of pinks, flowers, and whites. The queen size bed, with its dainty sheets and pillow cases is its focal point. It’s more like a vintage bed fit for a royal. It is a four-poster bed with light curtains as seen in most mid-eastern houses. I entered the room and closed the door quietly. I sat on the bed for a while but I was lured by the pillows so I sagged onto them and closed my eyes. The second I opened them, Flynn stepped out of the shower and walked towards the room in all his naked glory.
“OMG, Flynn please put some clothes on!”
“Marge! I… What are you doing here?!” He automatically covered himself with his hands.
“I went in to use the bath but I was sleepy so I lay down for a while.”
He went back to get some towels and wrapped one around his waist. “Why are you here? You have your own bathroom, right?”
“The damnable heater is not working. I was supposed to go downstairs but Kat is away anyway so I used her shower instead.”
“You didn’t…” He started to say.
“I, no. No. I didn’t. I mean, just a little.” Heat went up to may face.
“It’s not little, though. I assure you.”
“Of course, Flynn.”
I went out as fast as I can and caught my breath the minute I closed the door. Wow. I lied when I said I saw just a little. In fact, I managed to do a twice over-twice, so that’s four, before I even yelled for him to put some clothes on. Okay, so I was acting like a woman possessed. But, heavens, he has the most gorgeous body I have ever seen. I haven’t paid much attention to him before because he was Kat’s brother-but could I be so blind and oblivious to such a body like that?
I thought about the naked Flynn that I saw and I felt some chills go up and down my spine. Damn Kat’s brother. Late that afternoon, I looked at some photos I have seen more than a hundred times. There were pictures of the young Kat and Flynn, more recent photos with Bunny and the Gray parents. It’s hard to reconcile the Flynn she knew for years with the Flynn she saw naked in Kat’s room. But whatever. He’s still Kat’s brother.
I sat on the couch and realized that I got so aroused just thinking about him. Well, I do have my needs-sexual needs-but most of the time they are under control. Well, not this time. I sighed and shook my head. If only he isn’t Kat’s brother.
I flipped through some glossies to kill some time as I waited for the piano lessons to finish. Flynn came to the living room looking all sweaty from playing basketball. I almost drooled. Why did he have to be so handsome?
“Hi there. Sorry that you had to see me with no clothes on. I really had no idea someone would come in that time.”
“No worries, Flynn. The drapes are down so I didn’t really, you know. It’s fine.”
“The drapes are down huh? You want to see me with better lighting conditions?” He smiled suggestively.
I didn’t know what possessed me that time but what came out of my mouth was “I would love to.”
“I’m kidding, Marge.” He grinned at me.
I feigned some laughter. “Of course. Of course, Flynn. I was kidding too.”
He went up to his room and I sagged back on the couch. I wanted to give myself a swift kick on the ass for acting so silly. Anyway, he doesn’t seem to mind. Besides, Flynn isn’t the assuming type, although if ever he is, his assumptions would be pretty accurate. Good thing a few minutes after that, Bunny’s piano teacher left. At least I’d be too busy to fantasize about Flynn.
The entire afternoon was spent playing with Bunny. She’s really smart and is very artistically inclined. We spent a few moments colouring all her books and painting some plain mugs that Kat bought for her. With just a few strokes, the bare mugs turn into museum quality pieces of art. Impressive.
After that, the two of us went to the kitchen to make some fluffy pancakes. The cute kid helped me mix the batter and helped me garnish the pancakes with whipped cream and strawberry slices. Flynn joined us midway and was able to finish three pancakes. I got the tingles when he told me “These are yummy!” I imagined him telling me I am yummy.

I read stories to Bunny until she fell asleep. I read her all her favourites and she really seemed to enjoy every minute of our story telling session. I actually enjoyed babysitting her. She’s sincerely sweet and never runs out of antics. I tucked her neatly and tip toed quietly out of the bedroom.
I bumped onto Flynn in the hallway. He was carrying a bunch of DVD’s to watch. “Hey Marge. Want to have a movie marathon with me?”
“Sure Flynn.”
“Great. Let’s get the popcorn and sodas. I also ordered some pizza. You’re not a vegetarian like Kat. Are you?”
I smiled at him. “No. I love meat.”
“Great. Me too.”
“Come with me.”
I followed him to the kitchen and I helped him with the popcorn. We settled ourselves at the large living room and started the marathon. There were James Bond movies, some Japanese horror films, and a number of Indie selections as well. The pizza guy came with Flynn’s orders a few minutes later.
I settled myself on one end of the couch and Flynn took his place a few inches from me. We started with a very naughty comedy, La Brassiere. It’s a flick about two men creating the “ultimate bra.” I have seen this movie twice already but it’s one of my favourites, so when he picked it, I instantly nodded my approval. We spent most of the time laughing and munching popcorns. The pizzas were great and soon enough, we were almost rolling on the floor as the movie progressed.
The next movie happened to be The Hangover, which is a very wacky adventure movie set in Bangkok. A good ten minutes after it started, I noticed that we were seating so close to each other and that my hand rested comfortably on his thigh. Talk about comfort level.
After a while, his arm became intertwined with mine, as if we have been movie buddies for so long. He slowly caressed my nape, giving me goose bumps all over. I loved the way he touches me and soon I was reciprocating, by caressing the back of his hand with my thumb. The room was kept dark and more conducive to being naughty. His hand went to rest on my thighs. As soon as the contact was made, I started feeling feverish. Flynn smelled good-like pure Dove soap mingled with the scent of a hot male. I couldn’t move and my breath started to come in shallows.
I leaned on his shoulders as he started rubbing my thighs up and down. The skirt I was wearing slightly became pretty much annoying for me. His hand felt really good and I can feel goose bumps forming all over my body. I sighed as he deepened the caress and wish I was somewhere far with just him. I rested my hand as well on his thighs, which were hard and strong. I felt instantly feminine as my hand travelled around them. My hand accidentally touched him between the legs and I gasped when I felt his bulging erection.
I squeezed his muscular arm, liking the way it felt on my hand. Just sitting beside him and touching him like this makes me sigh with pleasure. Driven by boldness, I kissed his jaw lightly and gently licked the area of skin there. I felt him shiver and so I kissed him again, this time on his cheek. I let my lips linger there. He held my waist gently and buried his face to my hair. There was nothing I wanted more then than to kiss his lips. However, I already made the first move. Now, it’s totally up to him.
I can barely focus on the movie now, as his lips kiss my eyelids and forehead and my nose. I tried to remember that I’m in Kat’s house and was supposed to be babysitting but none of that mattered anymore. I couldn’t care less about where I am and what I was supposed to do. All that registers is Flynn and his lips kissing my face.
He took his time and teased me with his lips. He kissed the sides of my mouth, allowing his lips to get acquainted with my puckers. He looked at me intently just as we were only an inch apart. He locked his lips with mine and kissed me for real. My heart started to pound and just as my mouth started to welcome his tongue, I wrapped my arms around his neck, unable to get enough of him.
My lips parted almost automatically-only too eager to have a taste of him. His tongue entered gently, rubbing its velvety surface on the sides of my mouth. I felt him groan inwardly as his tongue met mine. He sucked me, licked me, and fucked me with his tongue. I know something true-Flynn is delicious.
I was tempted to let him do all the work and just receive his kisses, but my urge to taste him even more was to strong. I moved my tongue with equal passion inside his mouth, the sensation was simply amazing. His hands went up and down my back, soothing and exciting me at the same time. I have never felt that way before and before long, my hands found his chest and touched him there over and over.
He switched off the TV and that startled me. “Come with me.” He said. Without even thinking, I followed him. We went inside one of the vacant guest rooms near the living room. He flicked open the lights and closed the door, while still holding my hand. I leaned against the door and pulled him towards me. His kisses were even sweeter this time and I surrendered to them. His hands were everywhere and I can feel a thumping in my chest, making my breasts seem fuller and more sensitive to touch.
His tongue went deep in my throat and I moaned as I take it all in. He found the hem of my skirt and his hands moved up and down my thighs. His hands were warm and electric and I was praying he won’t stop. He raised one of my legs to his waist and continued touching me intimately. I moaned softly as his hand lightly brushed the front of my panties. I am fully aware of how much aroused he is as I am aware that my panties are now soaking wet. I don’t know what he’d feel when he discovered that my pussy is practically calling out to him. Flynn tentatively rubbed the front of my panties. “You’re so wet, Marge.”
I shamelessly nodded and pushed myself against his hand. He cooed me to spread my legs, loving the way he said, “Come on, babe.”, and so I obliged. His fingers were gentle and the way they rubbed all my sensitive parts through my silk panties is making me crazy.
I spread my legs and moaned as his caress deepened. His hand slid inside my underwear and started to explore my pussy. I found myself getting wetter and wetter and I held on to him for support. I cling to his shoulders as his fingers tease my clit. My head was spinning with the way he touches me. At long last, he pulled my underwear up to my knees and touched me thoroughly. I was moaning and panting as his hands explored me. His finger played with my clit as his thumb probed my entrance. I could feel myself secreting more juices as he fondled me. My lips found his ears and I nibbled his lobes like candy.
I felt myself giving in to an orgasm. He must have felt it to because he removed his hand and now started removing my shirt. What a tease. He kissed my neck and licked me very sensually there. His hand found my breasts and massaged them slowly, making me yearn for more. He tossed my shirt on the floor and now feasted on my breasts that look too full in my bra.
He pulled the strap of my bra and started kneading my breasts. My nipples hardened into knots and my chest felt heavy. I wrapped my arms around him as he massaged my tits and I moaned in his ear. I let him hear how much I like the way he was touching me, my voice almost breathless and halting. I removed his shirt and licked his body. He really is gorgeous. His chest is filled with muscles and his abs is chiselled to perfection. I don’t know what workout he’s into, whatever it is, it must be tough. I found his nipples and played with it with my tongue. I love his smell and the way he pushed my head even closer to his body. I sucked on his nipples and licked his chest earnestly. He is all man and I want to be able to explore his body really well. I reached his navel and licked it all over. I licked his waist and soon, he was groaning and begging me to unzip his pants.
He led my hand to his bulge and I sighed because he’s so hard and thick. I quickly removed his belt and fought with his fly to let him out. I closed my eyes as my hand slid on the waist band of his underwear. “Oh Flynn! I want you.”
I held him and for a few moments before I kneeled down and rubbed my face against him. He is so warm and rock hard, I find it hard to take my eyes off him. I started kissing his waist to tease him further. He groaned as my tongue flicked his waist and move towards his gem. He is the perfect size for me, and he is very thick too. I can feel my arousal going to the extreme as I smelled his muskiness. I want him inside me so badly.
Before I can do anything else, he lifted me and settled me on a chair. He opened a drawer and took out what look liked colourful scarves. He quickly bounded my hands and my legs on the chair. “Flynn, what are you doing?” My eyes are filled with sudden panic and I found it hard to speak clearly. Why tie me on a chair?
“Flynn, this isn’t funny. Let me go!”
“Shhhh. Relax, babe. I won’t hurt you.” He took another scarf and covered my eyes with it. He kissed me lightly on the cheek. I felt so exposed with my bra askew, my panties on my knees, and my skirt still in place. I felt him removing my skirt, my panties with it. His tongue was without mercy. He traced a line right from my ankle, up to my knee and increased its pace as it reached my thigh. I moaned as his tongue filled my legs with saliva. He made tiny flicks on my thighs. As much as I would want to close my legs to buffer the sensation, I can’t. I wanted to pull his hair and shove his face to my cunt. Being helpless made me even wetter.
His tongue found the throbbing cave between my legs and started digging in. “Ooooooooh my…Ooooooooh” was all I was able to say. My sounds became more incoherent then, tiny pleas and begging that I cannot seem to stop. I tried to move my hips but this man is determined to torture me to the fullest. His tongue was torture. He started licking my outer pussy lips, slowly at first until I was moaning like crazy. Then the tip of his tongue found my clit. The contact made me want to explode. I felt ticklish and more and more aroused as his velvety tongue teased my flesh. He spread my nether lips wide and rubbed his tongue firmly and slowly, building a rhythm that made me almost mental. He went achingly slowly and I almost lifted myself off the chair from the wave of sensations that flooded in my body. “Damn you Flynn!”
He chuckled then and started to tongue fuck me. His tongue found my opening and went in, rubbing my sensitive spots as he did so. I was panting then, my breathing and heartbeat going wildly. As he tongue tortured me, he inserted a finger inside me. He pushed it gradually, all the way through. Then he pulled it out almost completely then pushed it again. I felt my thighs tremble and soon, he was pushing three fingers inside me. He increased the intensity of his caress, sending sparks to my entire being.
His mouth found my breasts and I felt absolutely helpless as he sucked on my nipples. Oh, wicked Flynn!
His mouth was warm and gentle, like a babe. My nipples were so hard and budded, begging him to suck even harder. No one has ever paid this much attention to my breasts before. I could really get used to this. If only I could hold his head and lock them there. His hands caressed my now naked body and I shivered as he kissed my armpits and licked them very slowly.
“Flynn, take the blindfold away. Please. I want to see you.”
He placed a fingertip on my lips in response. “Please, Flynn.” I begged.
“If you say so.” In a snap, my blindfold went to the floor.
He kissed me then, like a lover who hasn’t seen me for a long time. My mouth welcomed him once more, loving the fact that I can taste myself in his mouth. My tongue went wild and licked his face, desperate to take all of him, to taste all of him. He set me free and in an instant, my hands went all over him, too desperate for coupling.
He removed the rest of his clothes and we both came together in a heated frenzy. Mouth to mouth, body to body, we luxuriated in the feel of each other, our breaths getting lost as we become closer and closer. He led me to the small bed and made me lie down. He spread my legs really wide and ate me again, more thoroughly this time. His tongue made slow circles on my pussy and I pushed his head against me. I moaned and moaned and in seconds, I was trembling from an orgasm so fierce.
I felt him licking all my juices. “You’re delicious.” He whispered.
I rolled on top of him, determined to be the one on top this time. He was able to see through me and out me back on the bed. He went over me, looking deeply into my eyes as his knee moved my legs. I pulled his cock, which was still rigid and desperately led him to my pussy. I was practically begging for it but I didn’t care. I wanted him so badly.
I felt his thick hardness probing my entrance and I tensed in anticipation. I wanted to relax so much but I just can’t seem to. He must have sensed this and tried to distract me by kissing my neck. Then it happened. I felt him sliding inside me. He was pure silk-rigid silk and I can feel my muscles adjusting to let him all in. He was taking his time painfully slowly. It was awesome.
Feeling his cock inside was the most amazing thing ever. He moved it slowly in and out me and I moved my hips to meet him. “Faster, Flynn. Take me faster!”
He started increasing his pace, moving faster and faster until I was panting and breathless. I was on the verge of yet another orgasm but I cannot possibly stop now. I dug my nails onto his back, clamouring for him to go even faster. That he did and with his intensity, the bed springs started to creak.
I opened my legs even wider as he plunged into me. His hips bumped onto mine and I savoured every sensation that came with it. His rod filled me to perfection, his silkiness rubbing against my intimate folds. I moaned as he took me faster, his speed adding more pleasure. I bucked into him and my arms gripped him for support. We joined together in an ancient timeless rhythm and I haven’t known anything just like it.
He pinned my arms as he again increased his movements and soon I was spiralling to oblivion. “I’m coming Flynn!” Just like that I exploded, sending stars all over my eyes. “I’m coming Marge!” Flynn came inside me, spilling all his contents inside me. He sagged on top of me, both of us catching some air.
We cleaned up after that and went back to the movie. I took a moment to check on Bunny. She was sound asleep. Thank goodness. Mrs. Gray also called to check on us and said that they were having the best time ever. Kat also left a message that she’d stay over at a friend’s house. Probably a male friend. Ha!
It was past midnight but we are still awake. We went to the kitchen to get something cold to drink. As we sat on the table, my feet found their way on his crotch again. I raised both on his thighs and massaged him sensually using them. He started to raise his glass to his mouth but ended up putting it on the table instead. He gave me the liberty to touch him with my feet. After a while, he grabbed one foot and started to massage it, going from toe to toe. His hands were pretty good. In fact, nobody had given me a foot massage before and this one feels really, really good.
I sighed as his hands went to the soles of my foot. I liked how sensually he touches me, carefully going through every nook and cranny my foot has. He dropped it, took my hand and practically dragged me upstairs. We went to his room and before we even close the door, we were on top of each other, grasping for air.
I licked his neck as I gripped the bulge between his legs. I was desperate to have him inside me again. I quickly removed his shirt and nibbled on his shoulders, liking how taut they are. He removed my shirt again and tugged on my bra and fastened one nipple in his mouth. I cried as he bit me a little then moaned so much as pleasure replaced pain.
I sighed at the intimacy of it all. I relaxed as he sucked me more intensely, feeling him all over my breast. His tongue is pure magic, wreaking havoc all throughout my body. “I have a confession to make. My heater is perfectly working. It’s not broke.”
I moan deep in my throat. “You mean you let me see you naked on purpose?” I asked in surprise.
He moved on to the other nipple. “Yeah. You can say that.”
“Wretch!” I feigned that I wanted to be free from his embrace but I failed miserably. “Hot wretch. We’ll talk later. Finish what you’ve started.”
“Yes Ma’am.”
He was getting better in removing my clothes because in seconds, I was again completely naked. I led him to the shower and kissed him there. “What are we doing here?” He asked.
“We’re taking a bath first. I’m all sweaty.”
He chuckled. “Come here.” He opened the shower and started kissing me as the water cascaded down my body. The pressure of the water plus the sensation of his kisses drove me to the edge. I reciprocated, kissing every inch of skin that is within my reach, feeling pleasured and out of breath at the same time. He reached for a washcloth and slathered citrus scented body wash all over my body. He started gently rubbing me with the cloth, making sure that I am soaped all over. When he reached my thighs, his movements started to become more sensual. He rubbed my thighs gently, allowing creamy foam to cover my skin. He left my pussy without any suds and as he kneeled down to rub the back of my knees, his tongue started playing with my cunt. I shivered instantly.
I spread my legs and he lifted his head to lick me even better. I was totally at the mercy of his tongue. He lifted me and raised both my legs on top of his shoulders. His hand was at my lower back for support. My moans echoed inside the bathroom. I was grasping for air as the water dripped all over my face. His tongue dug inside me, making fucking movements that made me want to scream with ecstasy.
He increased the flow of the water as he licked me even faster. He settled me back on the floor and rinsed all the soap suds he made. He took a bottle of shampoo and applied some on my hair. He massaged my scalp really well then rinsed me all over. After that, he dried me up real quick using a fresh towel and wrapped it all around my body. He carried me to his bed with my hair still dripping wet. He put me down and removed my towel. “On all fours, Marge.”
Realizing what he intended, I did a crouching position and offered my ass to him. He squeezed it eagerly and gave me a hard spank. I looked at him angrily. “What the hell was that for?”
“For messing up with Kat’s brother.” He said cockily. I couldn’t believe it. He sounded like he was gloating. He spanked me again. And just when I was starting to protest, I heard another smack and felt its intensity on my posterior. “Damn you Flynn! Stop it!” He spanked me again. I felt my face getting red and before I knew it, tears were falling down my face.
I sobbed really hard and went on the farthest side of the bed, propping a pillow in front of me as if for protection. “I never knew you were such as cry baby.” He boasted.
“I never knew Kat has a bastard of a brother!”
He raised his hand as if to hit me on the face and I recoiled and buried my face in my hands. He dragged me to the middle of the bed and looked at me. “You will do as I say, Marge. Everything.”



The Knot and a Not


Babysitters are a sore spot for me. I have two kids who need somebody to look after them when my husband and I are away. I have had three babysitters in the best and all of them were great. However, after hearing my friends’ stories about how their husbands are having a “party” with the babysitter whenever they are not home, I started feeling vicariously traumatized. I recently told my husband that JUST to be on the safe side, I think we are better off having a male baby sitter. Anyway, my kids are two boys-Trance and Ken.
My husband never argued with me about the matter. He is very understanding when it comes to most cases and for that, I am immensely grateful. After that conversation, we started placing ads for a male nanny. He was the one who conducted the interview since I was busy. What started out as 15 applicants boiled down to 1-Matt Edwards.
My husband said that he chose him because he seems really nice, has great experience, and he seems “kid friendly”. I trust my husband’s judgment on most things so I didn’t dig deeper about the nanny. As long as he does the job really well and that he treats my boys nicely, then we’re fine.
I was getting dressed for work when the door bell rang. My husband left a few minutes ago. Thinking he must have left something, I didn’t bother with a robe. I was wearing a rose coloured chemise with no bra and my underwear. I opened the door and instead of my husband, it was a very handsome young man who stood there.
“Yes?”
“Good morning. You must be Mrs. Cay. I’m Matt Edwards.”
“Hi Matt. Please come in.” Just then, his eyes went over my body and I realized that I was scantily dressed. “Please sit down. I’m just gonna grab a robe.” I went upstairs in a flash but I could have sworn that his gaze followed me all the way up. Truth be told, that added an extra oomph to my every step. It’s crazy, I know. I returned a second later, now wearing a robe. Perfect timing because the kids just woke up and I introduced them to Matt. They seem to like him from what I can see and so I proceeded to say a couple of reminders to him. After that, I went upstairs to fix myself for the day.
I don’t know why but I suddenly felt all giddy as I continued dressing up. I wore a mauve wrap around dress, donned my nude pumps, and sprayed my favourite Chanel Chance hair fragrance. I feel like a goddamn teenager but I don’t care. I swiped red gloss on my lips and made my way downstairs. I bid my boys goodbye and went to work. Still, I felt Matt’s gaze as I walked away.
I jokingly talked about this to a colleague. “No. Not your babysitter!”
“Why not?” I asked innocently.
“Stop acting like you don’t know.” She countered.
“Fine. So he looked at me in a very odd, lusty way but it doesn’t mean I’m gonna act on it. Stop being too prissy.”
“I’m not being prissy. I am trying to be the voice of reason.”
“Okay, Reese. I won’t mess up with him. Besides, I love Roy.”
“That’s great to hear Vicky.”
I looked at her and smiled. What does she know? Reese is a 35 year old virgin and still single. She does not appreciate the many complicated facets of relationships or marriage for that matter. Anyway, maybe it’s just hormones. I’ll get past this.
I went home around 6 pm, but I was still scheduled to do some office work at home. My husband is not yet home, probably still with the boys for some beers. I got out of my pumps and went to check out the kids, who are still in their rooms. I decided to make some chicken nuggets and mashed potatoes for dinner. Sounds fancy right, but yeah I can cook.
Dinner went smoothly and I must admit that I felt really great knowing that my kids loved the food. I must also admit that I felt even better when Matt Edwards complimented the dessert that I made for them. Oh simple joys. Every time our eyes come in contact, I cannot help but flush. This turned out to be one of the days that I wished I was still single. Damn.
There is something about the way he looks at me that excites me and frightens me at the same time. Although that’s a bit weird considering that he is so much younger than me. I cleaned up the dishes after dinner. At least that me gave me time to avoid him. However, the mundane task just made me think about him all the more. He went down to the kitchen again to get something to drink. My back automatically stiffened. Weird I know.
After my kitchen tasks, I went to my mini office downstairs to do some of my work. I started slowly, removing first all thoughts of the young man who has been bothering my mind practically all day. I was able to get back to my normal pace a few minutes later. I went through several emails and notices from my secretary.
Just then, the door swung open. It was Matt.
“Mrs. Cay…”
“Yes, Matt?”
He closed the door and in three strides he was in front of me. “I’m quitting, Mrs. Cay.”
I stopped looking at my monitor and looked up at him. “Quitting? But why?”
“I have to. I really have to. I have never been so attracted to any of my female bosses before. I don’t think I’ll be able to function really well while thinking about your long legs and your lips.”
“I, I don’t know what to say.”
I gripped his hand and kissed his fingertips. He responded by sliding his fingers inside my mouth. He has big rugged hands-rough hands that I find irresistible. I cannot believe I am actually doing this. It’s very, very naughty.
His other hand found the neckline of my blouse and started massaging the bit of flesh that was exposed there. As he ran his fingers near my chest, I had this sudden urge to rip off my clothes and make him suck my nipples. He touched me like an experienced man, his knuckles sending shivers down my spine.
He caressed my neck and I surrendered to his touch, loving how eager he is to explore me. My face is only inches away from between his legs and I really, really wanted to bury my face there. I touched that area tentatively, not wanting to be too bold. I was so tensed thinking I might scare him if I go too far. I lightly moved my fingertips on his fly and to my amazement, I felt him responding to my feather light touch. “You can touch me, Mrs. Cay-if you want to.”
I licked my bottom lip as he took my hand and led me to touch him even more. He moved my hand up and down his hardness, as if I was his girlfriend. The thought excited me more than what was safe. My touch became more and more sensual, reaching a point where I want to rip his pants off and just squeeze him like crazy.
I used both my hands to unbutton his pants and unlock his belt, my nerves making me all giddy and excited. Just then, my phone rang. It was my husband.
I nervously answered the call.
Me: “Hello.”
Hubby: “It’s raining heavily. I might stay the night.”
Me: “Oh. Have you eaten yet?”
Hubby: “I had a sandwich and some coffee. Will be home tomorrow morning.”
Me: “Okay.”
I tossed the phone on my desk and went back to business. My hands were literally shaking but I didn’t care. I was able to unzip his pants in a snap. I fondled his huge bulge which looks even more enticing now that it’s only covered with his underwear. I touched it reverently, thinking about how it would feel like inside me.
His hand lightly massaged my nape and started pushing me against his waist. He smelled really good and in seconds, my tongue found his navel and licked him there. He smelled even more delicious up close. My hands struggled against his underwear. Just then, I was touching him with my bare hands. Matt is so thick and hmmmm-gifted. I can imagine myself being stoned by this thing all night and having no complaints. I feel like 18 again.
I only meant to touch it, to look at it but he pushed my head gently for me to kiss him. He felt warm and hard and that did it for me. I kissed his cock, remembering the very first time I have given a head. Just having him so close to my face made me feel so aroused, I desperately needed to have a taste. I sucked his cock head eagerly, smiling inwardly because I felt so damnably wicked.
I held his butt as I licked his cock, letting my tongue do all the work. I felt him harden even more and I slid him in and out of my mouth. He started to groan as I pushed all of him deep into my throat. I love how he feels inside my mouth-all big and thick and manly.
I sucked on him harder, enjoying the taste of him. He pushed me even harder to him and messed with my hair. “Oh Mrs. Cay… That feels so good.”
I slid him in and out…in and out and he went even harder. Thinking he might explode from too much stimulation, I stopped. He started removing my silk blouse and pinching my nipples through the fabric of my bra. I should have felt so exposed facing him wearing my bra, but instead I felt oh so sexy.
Matt cupped my breasts and moulded them with his huge hands. I sighed as his thumb pressed against my nipple. He pulled my bra down and my breasts were finally set free. He kneeled down and buried his face in between them. He licked my cleavage and kneaded my tits with his hands. It was unbelievably erotic. He laid me on the floor and continued exploring my body. He unhooked my bra and went back to his lavish feasting of my breasts. He sucked my nipples, like a thirsty man desperate for a drink.
I love my husband but in all honestly, he never made love to me like this. This man is born to be a lover. His tongue feels really good and soon, I was moaning and pleading to suck me even more. He found my skirt and he started to raise it. His hand rubbed my thighs followed by his mouth. I was still wearing my panty hose and the feel of his hand against it was unbelievable.
He fumbled and managed to remove my skirt completely. It was the first time in many years that I faced a man wearing only my underwear, except for Roy, of course. Conflicting emotions run through my head, but desire outweighed them all. I reached out my arms for Matt and he started kissing me.
I responded by offering my lips to him. Second after second, my restraint started to melt away. I parted my lips and his tongue invaded my mouth. Oh sweet. He was warm and all velvety inside my mouth. Our tongues mated and chased each other. He plunged deep into my throat as his hands massaged my breast seductively.
He lay down beside me and rested his head on one hand and looked at me. He gently rolled down the annoying panty hose. One of his fingers slid inside my panty and started to explore my intimate flesh. I moaned inside his mouth when he started kissing me again as I can feel my juices being released. My pussy had become so wet from everything he’s been doing to me.
I sighed as his finger rubbed and pinched my clit, making me feel even more excited. I rubbed myself against his hand, wanting his fingers to dig into me. He rubbed me achingly slowly, making me feel so aroused and desperate for more. I held his hand and screwed it inside me, loving the friction it is causing. I spread my legs to give him more access but still it wasn’t enough.
At long last, Matt removed my panty. The cold air reached my pussy and I shivered but it wasn’t long before I started to feel warm again. He spread my legs wide and rubbed his palm on my pussy. I moaned, loving how his hands made me even wetter. His knuckles played with my clit, making me want to explode real hot. “I want to taste you Mrs. Cay. Will you let me?” He asked.
How can he ask me so casually and still sound sexy? “Vicky. Call me Vicky. I thought you’d never ask.”
With that, he dipped his head and gave my pussy a feather light kiss. My hips rise, begging him to do more. “Matt, please. Please.”
He spread my pussy lips and fingered my clit. I moaned and moaned until he took the hint and used the tip of his tongue to make me lose all sense. I grabbed his head so he’d be able to plunge deeper. I raised my legs higher and made a huge V with them. His tongue was molten silk on my skin. It was oh so good. He started focusing on my clit, making me quiver with his slow intense strokes. As his tongue fondled my kitty lips, his fingers massaged my butt, while his thumb is massaging the opening of my vagina.
I moaned at his deliberate stroking and felt myself releasing more juices. I tossed my head from side to side, as the tip of his tongue seemed to rub on all my sensitive spots. “Oh Matt. Please don’t stop. Don’t Stop!”
He made slow circles with his tongue and kissed my pussy with his fat lips. The sound he was making playing with my flesh was driving me crazy, making me long for more. His tongue was merciless and hot making my thighs tense and my belly tighten. God, I am coming. Sensing that, he stopped what he was doing and removed all his clothes.
He stood naked and my jaw dropped open. Matt is sexy as hell. I don’t know what sport he is into, but goodness, he’s a delectable man toy. He looked at me as he rubbed his cock around my belly and very near my pussy. Almost automatically, I felt myself releasing some juices. I grabbed his shoulders and ran my hands on his hard back. His tongue found my earlobes and I melted as he licked me there and nibbled on the delicate flesh. I sighed, repeating his name over and over.
His warm body fused with mine and as our bellies rubbed, I became all the more excited. This is it, I thought. There’s no turning back.
I gripped his body towards me and he sucked on my breasts again, making my nipples harden into tight buds. The warmth of his mouth coupled by the texture of his tongue made all thoughts melt away in an instant. I kissed his temples and sucked on his fingertips. It doesn’t matter what part of him I was kissing, as long as I am kissing him. I broke away from his embrace and crawled on top of him and did what he did to me. I sucked on his nipples and grabbed his manhood at the same time. I wanted him so badly. I want him inside me.
I rubbed my hairless cunt on his knees, letting all my secretions rub on his skin. The friction was amazing and soon, I was moaning with ecstasy. Matt chuckled. I pulled him on top of me, determined to feel him inside me. Just then, my phone rang again. Damn.
“Hello.”
“Babe, I’m on my way. What’s for dinner?”
“Nuggets and mashed potatoes.” I said automatically.
“I thought…”
“Yeah I know. But I miss you. I’ll be home in 15 minutes. Don’t sleep yet.”
I tossed the phone for the second time tonight. “Listen, Matt. You have to go. Roy will be here in a few minutes. I’m sorry.” I looked at him and his bulge.
“It’s alright Mrs. Cay.” He started to get dressed. He came towards me and whispered. “I want you even more.”
We quickly cleared the mess and he left. I brushed my teeth and took a short shower and get dressed. I have never been so tensed in my whole life. I went to my boys’ room to check on them. The two were sleeping like angels. Thank goodness!
My husband arrived a few minutes later. I went to the kitchen to serve him dinner. My nerves were kicking in and I cannot stop thinking about Matt Edwards. Good thing Roy did not seem to notice anything weird.
We lay in the bed after he showered and wrapped me in a warm embrace. My mind was whirling nonstop, thinking about what happened earlier with Matt. I should be feeling guilty but for some reasons, I was excited. I wonder what it would have been like if he was able to get inside me this evening.
Roy stirred beside me and I faced him. I was desperate to be held and loved like before. The man was asleep. I exhaled strongly. Where was a man when you need one? I got out of bed and went to the bath to have some relaxing soak. I lighted my candles and put a few drops of wild ginger oil on the bath water. I hopped on the tub and closed my eyes for a while. Now, this is pure bliss. I stayed there until my water turned cold. I was able to get a good night sleep then and woke up with a clearer mind.
The following morning, Roy left early for work. He was needed in the office before 8 and he left without even eating breakfast. I spent a few minutes doing some stretches and butt workouts. After that, I bathe the boys and made them stacks of yummy blueberry pancakes. I also made them some chocolate milkshake. They loved it. Just then, Matt arrived. He greeted me and the boys casually. I served him some pancakes as well and we ate as the boys went upstairs. How on earth did he manage to look even more handsome? We ate in silence for a while, enjoying the pancakes and the coffee. However, I cannot swallow easily. I am too self conscious.
He held my hand from under the table and mouthed “You look pretty with no make up on.” I gasped, remembering that I haven’t even put some mascara on. I instantly felt naked. I feel like that without make up. I felt myself flushed. He grinned at me. “I wish I’d see you looking like this more often.” He helped me with the dishes for a few minutes and went up to check on the boys. Why did I ever schedule working at home today? There’s too much temptation that I am pretty sure I wouldn’t be productive even for a minute. I went upstairs to our room and set up my laptop and the things I’d need for the day. I can’t possibly work inside my office right now, not when everything is still very vivid in my head.
I went inside the shower and undressed. I was pretty determined to be a good girl this time. Reese was right. There’s no point in messing with the babysitter. This is just a phase. Maybe all I really needed to do is relax and forget about the whole thing. Like most things, it will pass.
I lathered myself well and scrubbed myself raw, like a woman repenting for her sins. The water felt good on my skin and the soap suds acted like a cloak covering my entire body. I rubbed a washcloth all over me repeatedly, making sure that I was clean all over. I rinsed myself and put on a robe. I took a tank and a denim shorts and put them on. I started reading emails and making calls. Working at home can be a bit hard since my secretary is not here but I do not mind. I love working at home anyway.
In that instance, the bedroom door opened. I was expecting to see my kids because they love checking on me while working. Not this time. It was Matt.
He quickly closed the door and locked it. “Where are my boys?” I asked casually.
“Kept them busy with their puzzles and trains. Busy?”
I shrugged my shoulders. “Not really.”
“Am I the only one who got stuck on what happened last night or are you with me?” He asked.
“I’m with you.” So much for being a good girl. I put away my laptop and got rid of my stuff. He sat on the bed and started playing with my tits. It was though I was lighted up. His touch made me pant and lose breath. In an instant, my lips were on his and we were kissing like crazy. His hands were suddenly all over me. I cannot believe I am allowing this right in my marital room.
He pulled up may tank and started massaging my tits. My nipples are already hard from excitement, waiting for his touch. I sagged against the pillows as he put his mouth on them. I moaned softly as he nibbled lightly on my nipples. His mouth is the most amazing thing ever. I kept on twisting on the bed, pulling his head even closer to my breasts.
He reached for my denim shorts and removed them quickly. He kissed every inch of skin he exposed, making me moan all the more. He started licking me on the navel and I called out his name, wanting to melt from the heat of him. Matt seemed to be enjoying torturing me this way. He placed light kisses all throughout my waist, making me shiver with delight. I was intoxicated by his hand fondling my thighs. I honestly cannot get enough of him. He reached the front of my panty and licked my pussy through it. “Oh, Matt.”
The feel of the saliva-wet silk on my aroused flesh was incredible. His tongue was so warm and it was like being covered with warm melted chocolate. The sensation was too much to bear. I tug on his hair and moaned his name repeatedly as the tip of his tongue licked my panty.
“Hurry, Matt. Fuck me. Fuck me now.”
“Ssssshhh. Relax.”
He removed my underwear and feasted on me with no barrier this time. I really cannot say anything more about his tongue, which is now exploring my womanly folds without any restriction. His tongue did some rapid brush strokes on my clit, making it throb with pleasure.
He spread my legs wide and ate me non-stop. His mouth sucked my kitty lips and gave me the most incredible oral sex I have ever experienced. I held on to his shoulders and wrapped my legs around him. I felt him push a finger inside me and then another. He slowly moved them bit by bit, in a slow screwing motion then inserted another. I cannot believe that I was secreting even more juices.
He continued licking me as he fucked me with his fingers and I couldn’t take it anymore. I felt my entirety being suspended and then I came like I never did before. The intensity of my orgasm shook me to the very core and I could have sworn that my eyes rolled like crazy as I came. I could feel him licking off my juices and I smiled. This man is the sweetest.
Matt moved on top of me and entered me slowly. His dick is superbly hard and thick and now slowly moving inside me. He placed a pillow under my butt so my hips are raised slightly. He pushed himself totally inside me and I sighed and moaned in his ear. “Matt…Oh Matt.” I can see his butt moving up and down and I love every bit of sensation I am feeling. I wish he’d move faster. I want to be all fucked up.
“Faster, Matt! Fuck me faster.” He nodded then and pounced with double the intensity. I moaned even louder now and my sounds echoed in the room. “Faster! Faster!” I said, desperate for more. I know he is taking his sweet time, but I cannot settle for anything less than true action. I moved my hips with his every thrust, feeling him getting stimulated by my folds. He rode me like a pro and I gripped him by the hair. I felt oh so sexy.
Just then, I heard the sound of the door knob being moved and I tensed instantly, expecting one of my boys. Good Lord. It was Roy. His eyes took in the scene in a glance. Everything happened so quickly that Matt and I were frozen in place. “Mr. Cay…”
Roy stopped him before he could say anything else. “We’ll talk later. Finish what you’ve started. You don’t want to keep my wife waiting.”
There was something amiss. He was not angry? I saw him take a seat on one of the chairs in the room and watched every move that Matt and I make. I pretended I was a porn star, forgetting all about my marriage, my kids, my home. My lust is eating up every ounce of my sense that I do not care what happens later. I looked at Matt, who managed to have this unreadable poker face. Men!
I sensed that just like me, he zoomed out of the whole thing and focused on the sex. Just the sex. He found his pace again and I moved with him, allowing myself to relax and bathe in all the sensations his dick is bringing to my body. He was huge and he filled me to perfection. He fucked me even more seriously now, now that we have an audience.
Roy lit a cigarette and continued to watch. The sight of him was a turn on but it also scares me. I know he’s playing it cool and that there’d be lot of messy stuffs later on. But I can’t deal with that now, not when I am on the verge of coming.
Matt pulled himself almost completely then made for the dive again. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to relax and just feel. Matt pulled out completely this time and entered my pussy again. He held my hand as he thrust himself inside me. However, there’s something different and something very familiar with his rhythm. My eyes flew open and realized it was Roy who is now on top of me.
In the middle of it all, I saw Matt getting dressed. A minute later, he closed the door gently. Now, I am at the mercy of my husband. I did not know what to feel or what to say so I closed my eyes again. He was gently thrusting himself inside me and held my waist in an odd way. My husband is a big guy-tall, rugged, and rough. He never did he make love to me this way. He moved slowly inside me and I moaned in response, wondering when I started feeling aroused because of him.
He cupped my breasts and I sighed at his familiar smell. I started to feel weird but I ignored it. I cannot believe that I am all of a sudden teary eyed. Roy looked at me, saying nothing and started kissing my eyebrows. In seconds, the waterworks opened. He wiped my tears with his thumb and moved out of me. He wrapped me in his arms and soothed me as I said “I’m sorry.” I repeated the words like a mantra, feeling them up to my toes for the first time in two days. My head spun, not really sure if I still have a marriage to salvage after everything.
I cried in his arms, wanting to prolong my stay there as much as I can. What I did is terrible and even I hate myself for it. He cupped my face and stared at me with mixed emotions. “For a second there I thought you were pretty hot. I was torn between punching Matt and being so aroused. I am sorry for not being too much of a husband lately. Now I understand what I have been taking for granted. Seeing you with another man, seeing him take what’s mine is enough to kill me.”
I kissed him, trying to erase the image of me and another man, knowing I can’t. He kissed me back, reminding me of the very first time we locked lips. It’s one of the most memorable times of my life. He was my first love, and perhaps my only, ever. I kissed him deeply, savouring the taste of him, the feel of his tongue against mine as I made a solemn promise to myself to make it up to him.
His mouth kissed my neck as he held my back lovingly. Now, this is the kind of sex that I wanted-the true kind. The thing with Matt was good while it lasted, but this one is something that is beyond compare. I kissed his entire face, thinking about the very day I said my vows. I am only too sorry I strayed.



Game Over


The party was in full swing when the door creaked open and Ben poked his head in. His eyeballs almost popped out from their sockets when he saw Rain spread deliciously on the bed. His babysitter was naked save for the transparent panties that revealed more than covered the slick and moist mound underneath. Ben couldn’t help but run his tongue over his lips. He couldn’t believe Rain, only twenty-two years old, would have the guts to do something like this, with his wife, Valerie, and tons of people downstairs.
“Is that all you’re going to do, just watch?” Rain asked with a wicked smile. She stretched on the satin sheets, bunching them up beneath her. Her arms went over her head, making her already large breasts with the light pink nipples look even larger. Her long slim legs spread wider, and Ben saw the darkening spot had grown larger. And only in a matter of minutes at that! It was the growing dark spot that did it. He groaned, shut the door behind him, and dove to the bed, right on top of Rain and practically groaning like a maniac.
“You’re a slutty, teasing cunt,” Ben growled, and gave Rain’s pussy a brisk slap with his hand.
Rain giggled. “My poor darling,” she cooed, and spread her arms wide. “Come here and give little Rain a kiss.”
Ben pounced. He pinned Rain’s slim arms to her sides and placed his lips on top of hers, so sweet and luscious, devouring them in a frenzied passion. Rain moaned, exhaling breath right into his mouth. It turned him on. He let go of her arms, and right away, she pushed his shirt up his chest and over his head and did away with the buttons, zippers, and belt loops on his jeans. Soon he was as naked as Rain, yet she still had those damn panties on.
Ben broke their torrid kissing and lowered his body so that his face was now in line with Rain’s hips. He took the top of her panties into his mouth and tugged them downward, sliding them down her legs and off her with his teeth. He looked up to see Rain looking back at him, flushing rosily and looking so incredibly turned on. That aroused Ben even more, and the second the panties were a crumpled mess on the floor, he went right back up and over Rain.
He decided to go down the wild-and-dirty route this time. He wound his hand around Rain’s long blond hair and pulled hard. She groaned and bit her lip, obviously in a bit of pain. He tugged harder, and she moaned louder. Ben leaned down and bit Rain’s lips. She gave a little shriek, which he silenced with another torrid and heavy kiss. He slid his tongue inside her mouth, tasting and exploring every nook and cranny of her lovely mouth.
He removed one hand from her hair and touched her pussy. It was wet, just as he had suspected. He liked the feel of her bare cunt against his skin. He played with her lips for a while, teasing her. She squirmed, and her breath began to catch.

Ben slid two of his fingers inside Rain’s slippery crack. She moaned, spread her legs some more, and bent her knees. He removed his other hand from Rain’s hair and ran it over her luscious large breasts. He watched hungrily as her already hard nipples grew even harder, becoming nubs, reminding him of pencil erasers. He rubbed and rubbed, knowing that arousal was turning into sensitivity and, finally, into pain. His fingers down Rain’s cunt didn’t stop doing their thing. Ben wanted to ravage his hot babysitter with the conflicting and intensifying bouts of pleasure he knew were running through her, thanks to his simultaneous poking, prodding, and rubbing.
Rain was now positively writhing on the bed. She was giving off little kitten like cries and breathing harshly. Ben watched her with utmost concentration as he went right on playing with her tits and pussy. He was growing hard himself, and he wasn’t surprised when he glanced down and saw his thick tool standing large and erect between his legs. He was ready to roll, baby. She better be too. He slipped another finger between her dripping-wet crack. A minute later, he removed the hand on her breasts and slipped a finger of that hand inside her ass.
She squealed. Her moans grew louder. He was positive the guests-and his wife, never forget his wife-downstairs could hear her cries should the music break down at that very moment. He wasn’t sure if he didn’t want it to happen-or not.
In and out, in and out went Ben’s fingers into Rain. He felt he wanted to be inside her hot flesh now. He suddenly removed both his hands and placed them on her breasts, digging into them. He mounted her and, without warning, plunged into her.
She cried out very loudly. He didn’t attempt to cover her mouth with his hand this time, unlike the first few times. He entered, thrust, invaded, pulled out, and attacked viciously again. He felt he was ripping through moist tender flesh, and it almost drove him mad. He pounded away again, hurting her practically and grinning in satisfaction when she began to squirm, as if to get away from him.
He slapped her hard across the cheek just as he came and gushed forth inside her private cave. She gasped, stunned at the slap, but she went on moving her hips. Ben chuckled. She really was a slut, and this was why he was so fond of her.
He pulled his cock from her pussy. She gasped again.
“Get back inside me, Ben,” Rain said, breathless.
Ben nodded. “On your stomach now,” he instructed, to which she followed without hesitation. Spreading her cheeks, he tore inside her again. She cried out loud, but he knew she liked it. Yes, she liked it very much.
As Ben rode on, he thought with a smile that he liked this party very much too.
Rain was giving off loud moans again. The music downstairs came to an abrupt stop, and Ben stopped in mid-thrust. His eyes flew open. He was screwed, he was sure of it. Rain’s cries could be heard down the entire block, he was very sure of that. His stomach turned into jelly as he wondered how Valerie would react when she burst into the bedroom and found her husband straddling their seemingly innocent babysitter, thrusting and pumping into the babysitter’s plump behind with the babysitter screaming without a care in the world in time with each thrust.
Ben grew cold. Rain went on moaning beneath him, but he no longer cared about that. His libido had gone cold. Sweat broke out on his forehead, and he wiped the dots of perspiration away. There were guests downstairs-important guests, people who mattered in the society. Valerie would more likely die from the shame than from the betrayal her husband had given her. The gossips would talk, tongues would wag, and reputations would come shattering down. No, he wouldn’t allow that to happen. He couldn’t stand the thought of it. He loved Valerie. He loved his wife, he was a 100 percent sure of that. He may have the occasional itch, but he never wanted to go back home with any of the women he had bedded and fucked. It was Valerie whom he always thought of, Valerie with her gentle smile and-
“Ben.” Rain’s voice broke through his thoughts, and he started. He looked around. He remembered where he was. Yes, he was in his house, inside a bedroom, screwing his babysitter. He remembered the music suddenly coming to a halt and was about to scramble madly off Rain when he realized the music had come up again. In fact, it seemed to be louder than ever, if that was even possible. He also realized no one had heard a thing. Not Rain’s cries of ecstasy, not his moans of pleasure, not the thumping and humping of their bodies joining together. Nothing. He was safe. For now, that is.
“Rain, that was a close call,” Ben said in a low voice. His penis was still in Rain’s butt hole. He shifted a bit, and she gave a soft cry. Rain was sweating heavily now, more likely from physical exertion than from the stress that came with the loud music downstairs suddenly stopping, he thought. The sweat made her skin glow and appear silken. Against his better intentions, he found himself growing hard right inside her ass hole. God, how could someone make a being as drop-dead gorgeous as Rain? How could a person be this delicious? It just didn’t seem possible, yet there was Rain sprawled beneath him in all her naked glory.
She groaned, frustration evident in her voice. “Lighten up. The music stopped a split second, and that was it.” She looked into his eyes. “Nobody heard a thing, I swear. You had me worried for a minute, spacing off like that.” He saw her eyes become softer. “I thought you were having a heart attack or something.”
“The music gave me quite a scare,” he admitted.
She laughed. “You’re cute. I’d love to give you a peck on the cheek for that, but you’re ripping my ass apart, and I don’t quite like you to stop yet.” Her smile turned mischievous. “Well, what do you say, Mr. Ben?”
He knew she was playing victim again, offering willing submission of her luscious flesh. Of course he couldn’t resist. To hell with the music and the so-called important people-whom he didn’t really like, he had to admit-all partying and having the time of their lives downstairs. He was having the time of his life right here. That was what mattered.
To answer Rain’s question, Ben gave her a brief but smart slap on the buttocks. She squealed, pretending to be in pain, but Ben knew her too well to know she was not in any form of pain. He smacked her bottom again, harder this time. She gave another squeal, and he watched in fascination as the smooth skin of her buttocks began to turn a raw, angry red. He suddenly had the urge to see all of her bottom covered in red splotches. He quickly got off her.
“Ben! What’s wrong? Where are you going?” she asked, surprised. She fingered her hole lightly. “My ass needs more of you. Come on, get back inside.”
He smiled. “You’ve been a very naughty girl, Rain,” he said softly, almost soothingly. Her eyes grew wide, almost fearful, and he felt himself grow hard at the sight of the babysitter’s beautiful eyes wide open. He laughed inside. He was in control. He had power, and boy, was he going to use that power!
Rain caught on, as he expected she would. She flipped over so she was now lying on her back. She spread her legs wide, letting Ben see the inviting, glistening pussy that was waiting for him and only him. He almost let himself go at the sight of her swollen, juicy cunt, but he stopped himself in time. He was in the mood for some hard games. After that brief but intense fright he had over the damn music a while ago, he was determined to get an extremely good time now.
“I wasn’t being naughty,” Rain was saying, pouting her lips at the same time. “It wasn’t my fault the music-”
Ben shook his head. “This isn’t about the music, Rain. This is about you. Get it? You. You’ve been naughty.” He paused. “Very naughty,” he corrected himself.
“Ben,” Rain began, but he cut him off by pinching her pussy lightly. She gasped, and this time, the pain in her eyes was unmistakable. He never hurt her, never touched her that way down there.
Well, he decided things would be a little different now.
He sat at the edge of the bed. He looked at Rain seriously. “Over my knees, pretty lady,” he said in a stern voice. “I mean it. Now.”
She whimpered, but she stood up and sat down beside him. “Ben, what’s this?” Her voice was hoarse and sounded quite fearful.

“I told you, over my knees,” he said, ignoring her question. “Now, Rain. You know we don’t have all the time in the world, do you?”
Her eyes suddenly hardened. He realized she wasn’t liking how things were going, but he knew she was going to do whatever he told her to do anyway because the whole thing was totally turning her on. He looked down and saw her pussy was now very wet. Ah, yes, there was the proof he needed. He looked on, fascinated, as some of her fluids began to drip and run down her slim thighs. Oh, what he wouldn’t give to kneel before her and lick those creamy dripping fluids off her! The temptation was enormous. He quickly reminded himself he was in control here. It wouldn’t do at all to be domineering and suddenly drop on his knees in front of her. She would take that the wrong way, and who knew what she would do to him for that?
Rain saw him looking. She smiled. “Let’s not do any of your games, Ben,” she said sweetly. “You can eat me up all you want, do whatever you want to do to me. Just… no games. I’m not sure I like them.”
“You enjoyed them the last time,” he said pointedly. He was referring to the time they had wild, crazy sex right on the kitchen floor. He had tied Rain to a chair and ravaged her to seemingly no end. It was a miracle nobody came pounding on the door, the way she was crying out. They were lucky then. He was confident their luck would hold even now.
“Yes, but-”
“I’m getting impatient,” Ben cut off. “Come on, on my lap now.”
She hesitated but eventually positioned herself over his lap. It was quite awkward, seeing a fully grown lady poised over a male adult’s knees and lap, like she was about to get a solid beating like what her dad did to her when she was a little girl and did something that displeased him.
Ben felt Rain tremble lightly as she lay face-down on his lap. She shifted so that her bottom was over his knees. As she moved, he felt the wet mouth of her cunt brush against his legs. The girl was soaked! He moved his left knee, creating a kind of pressure against her crotch, and she moaned right away. He raised his knee higher, and she moaned louder. There was nowhere for her to move now. She was balanced and positioned perfectly on his lap. She whimpered; she couldn’t help it. She knew he would never do something to hurt her, but she couldn’t be completely sure of that.
The first slap came from nowhere, startling her. Her back arched, and he pushed her right back down.
“No moving around, pretty lady,” Ben said, as he placed his right arm over Rain’s back. The other arm, of course, he used for spanking her bare bottom. He ran his left hand-the spanking arm-over her smooth round buttocks. Such delectable flesh. He was almost sorry he had to make them red and splotchy, but there was something about the angry red marks against the smooth white skin of her behind that greatly aroused him.
He spanked her again, still using the brief but smart method of spanking. She began to wriggle, and he pushed her back down again. “Keep still,” he told her. “Keep still, or I’ll use something else to smack you with.”
Rain had a deep fear for marks and scars on her skin. Ben’s threat worked, and although against her will, she stayed put and didn’t move an inch as his palm flew from the air and on to her buttocks several times.
Ben was almost in a frenzy now. His open palm flew up, down, and went smack! against Rain’s bottom. There was something incredibly arousing about the spanking, and he wondered why he had never thought of it when he and Rain were starting out. Well, no use thinking of what could have and should have been now. He raised his palm and brought it down harder this time. The smart slapping sound filled the air. Rain cried out, and this time, her cry was positively filled with pain. There was none of the erotic undertones that had riddled the air when Ben was pumping into her only several minutes ago.
“I know you like this, Rain,” Ben said, striking Rain’s bottom with each word. Her cries and moans filled the air, yet he wasn’t worried. He knew how much the babysitter was enjoying this. No, he felt her immensely enjoying the spanking. His lap was wet with her fluids now. The girl was aroused and getting more soaked by the minute. He understood how she felt although it was he who was doing the spanking. Being spanked was humiliating, edging on degrading. But it was also fascinating. There was something about submitting oneself to another that did wonders to one’s libido.
Ben believed that was what Rain was going through. He didn’t mind. It was only through his babysitter that he was able to live out some of his wildest sexual fantasies. Spanking happened to be one of them. He had thought of doing that to his wife, and he had actually brought up the idea once. She had rejected it faster than he could blink. He hadn’t brought it up since then.
The more Ben spanked, the wetter Rain’s pussy became. Her fair, white bottom was now bright red and covered with angry swollen splotches here and there. Her skin was raw and looked red enough to sting. Still Ben didn’t let up. His arm was getting tired and his palm was beginning to hurt and turn red itself. Still he went on spanking Rain. She, for her part, went on crying out loud. She sounded as if she was wailing. Ben was no longer worried though. The music had gotten louder downstairs, and so were the guests’ laughter. He supposed the alcoholic drinks have done their thing now. People sounded as if they were getting bolder and tipsier by the minute.

Briefly he wondered if Valerie was looking for him. He shook his head to clear his thoughts. Val had her plate full tonight. Some of the guests were her buddies from high school. He knew they were catching up like mad on their lives, giggling and shrieking as if they were still in high school themselves. So, no, his wife wasn’t looking for him.
“It hurts,” Rain whimpered. “Ben, it hurts. Stop it now, please stop.” Her actions were the opposite of her words, though, as she raised her swollen bottom a bit while she spoke. The sight made him laugh. The babysitter still wanted more and more!
“I’m not stopping until I say so, Rain,” Ben said. She screamed as another set of blows came down her behind, this time harder, faster, and stronger than the previous blows. Her screams aroused him. His already stiff cock grew stiffer and harder, brushing against the mound of her cunt, which was soaking wet and giving off juice like it would never stop. He would have to enter her soon. But not until she got the most sexual beating of her life.
Rain was wriggling now, trying to get off his lap. He grabbed a handful of hair and pulled hard. She shrieked again but stopped moving. She was so wet now. She felt violated and humiliated, being spanked like that, like she was a little girl who did an awful, awful thing. But with the shame came the deep well of arousal. She was consumed with lust at every smack that came down her behind. Her pussy throbbed. She wanted him inside her now. The smacks were becoming painful-really, she wondered how on earth would she be able to sit, lie down, and walk these coming days-but the delicious undertone of arousal was in each and every smack. The pain was also surprisingly turning her on. She no longer thought of it as pain, in fact. For her, the pain had become almost synonymous with erotic ecstasy, a kind of drug that she wanted to have and never stop having.
“You keep still!” Ben said harshly, his hand still wound around Rain’s hair. “Once a naughty girl, always a naughty girl, I guess. Now quit moving, and let me do what I want to you.”
“You’re a bastard, Ben,” Rain said, sobbing. “You’re a fucking bastard, and I fucking hope you choke and die and rot in hell.”
Ben pushed her off his lap. The move caught her unprepared, and she tumbled off his lap and into the floor. Her words didn’t sting Ben, not at all, but he pretended they did. He stood up and looked down at her with fury in his eyes. She looked back just as furiously, but he also knew it was all a sham-an act in its finest level, something to add sparks to the fire. Oh, it excited him, this role-playing thing. His dick was standing stiffly in front of him, pulsing, vibrating with excitement at the thought of finally having something to penetrate into. At that moment, Ben loved Rain. He didn’t love her enough to leave his wife and marry her. But, God, did he love her at that moment. She may be only in her twenties, but hell, she turned him on way more than most of the women his age.

“Oh, you bastard,” she whispered, her voice choked. She was looking up at him with tears threatening to spill down her cheeks. She was a mess down the floor, but what a beautiful mess she made. Ben could stop himself no longer. He got down on the floor with Rain and straddled her.
Someone from downstairs laughed boisterously. She shrieked at the exact same moment, and the loud laughter drowned her cry. Ben hit her with a resounding slap in the face and caught her arms, pinning them down her sides with his knees. She fell back on the floor, but that didn’t stop her from getting right up again and trying to pummel him on the chest with her fists. This was, of course, impossible, considering her hands were pinned to her sides. She moved this and that, and she didn’t budge an inch. She was stuck. She glared up at her captor, her hair covering part of her face.
Ben looked back at her, almost tenderly. He was enjoying their “fights,” the roles they were playing. He pushed the hair that was covering her face.
“If you want to know what’s coming next, keep still,” he said gently, caressing her on the cheek.
She didn’t say anything, simply lay back, breathing heavily, her glorious breasts rising and falling with each breath she took. He bent down and took a nipple in his mouth. Against her will, she moaned out loud. He began to suck on her nipple, feeling it come to life and grow hard right inside his mouth. She tasted fresh and clean, with faint traces of sweat. He would have wanted to play with her other nipple using his hand, but he needed his hands to make sure she stayed in place. Rain can quite get carried away with their games. She had scratched him too hard on the back once. Fortunately Valerie was away on a trip that time, so he didn’t have any explaining to do.
Rain writhed on the floor. She was getting wet again, with Ben sucking on her breast and licking her nipple with his tongue. The domination and submission was all a game, all right, but she wanted the game to be over now, not because she was bored but because she wanted his enormous penis inside her now. Really, she could feel her organ throb and become engorged with wanting. She squirmed, her head turning to the left and right. She was going to explode soon, and she wanted Ben’s cock to be inside her when it happened.
His hand was now in her pussy, his fingers playing with her wet, soaked flesh hungrily and greedily. He groped without class, almost roughly. Her back arched, but only a little since Ben was still pinning her down with his arms and knees. She moaned louder and gave off little cries in an attempt to let off some of the intense ecstasy that was threatening to rip her body apart.
“Ben, inside me now,” she managed to gasp out. Beads of sweat broke out all over her body. She shivered and shut her eyes. She didn’t know how long she would be able to hold on now.

He felt the little tremors that were plaguing her body here and there, and he knew she was no longer kidding when she said she needed him inside her flesh right now. He nodded, reluctantly letting go of her hard pink nub of a nipple. He let go of her arms. She didn’t resist now, no longer needed to. Her lust was quickening, rising urgently. No more room for games now. It was time to get to the real thing.
As soon as Ben was off her, Rain quickly raised her legs and rested her calves and ankles on his shoulders. Ben grasped her legs and adjusted them and her body until he was satisfied with how they were placed. She locked her ankles behind his neck so as to be able to spread her legs wider. It worked. He quickly rose on top of her until they were face-to-face. He brushed the tip of his hard rod against the moist tender flesh of her vagina. She moaned again. The sensation was driving her mad.
“Don’t tease me, get inside me now!” she screamed, and shut her eyes. Her hands groped madly until they found Ben’s torso, and they wrapped around his chest, holding him close to her.
His cock pounded into her flesh for the second time that night. She was so wet she hardly felt anything. He thrust out and again, deeper into her this time. That did the trick. Ben’s cock was so huge and wide she sometimes wondered how she managed to keep a thing that size inside her. But now wasn’t the time to think and analyze things. She shut her eyes harder and let the sensations wash all over her.
Ben was on a roll now. He panted harshly as he pumped deep and hard into her. He slammed himself inside her with all the force he could muster. He was ripping into her, almost tearing her flesh apart, yet he was aware he wasn’t hurting her. He could get lost in the feel of her flesh wrapped around and all over his cock as he pounded in and out of her. Her hips rose in time to meet his thrusts, and quickly, they had a smooth kind of motion between them. His body started shaking uncontrollably. He knew he was about to come soon. He pounded harder, thrusting himself in and out of her flesh faster. He wanted to come right inside her wet cunt. He knew she wanted the same too.
Rain’s body, covered in slick sweat now, made slapping sounds as she raised and lowered her hips in tune to Ben’s thrusting. She opened her eyes and buried her fingers into his hair, tugging lightly in time with their thrusts and pumps as well. He groaned as she did so, and she knew he liked what he was doing. Her bottom felt sore and raw as it rubbed and slammed against the bare floor, yet she would let herself be spanked again in a heartbeat. She suspected their punishment and domineering games were just beginning. The thought excited her greatly, and that was when she felt the waves of her orgasm coursing through her.
She opened her mouth to tell Ben she was going to erupt right now, but her orgasm beat her to it. She shut her eyes again, held on tight to him, and screamed in pure ecstasy as her body shook and shuddered while the waves of unadulterated pleasure crashed all over her. She came once, twice, thrice-she lost count, almost lost consciousness even. She couldn’t believe she could experience something this wild and intense, but she was, she was! She wrapped her legs around his hips now, keeping him nice and tight inside her, not wanting him to break free and let go. He held her as her orgasm racked through her body.
Ben struggled to control himself as Rain trembled in his arms, trapped in the confines of her ripping orgasm. Watching her shake added to the fire of his own pleasure board. A few minutes later, he surrendered to the orders of his body and came himself. He would have wanted to come inside Rain’s mouth, but there was no time for that now. He cried out loud as he came, his cock held in place by her tight constricting cunt. His juice poured out of him without constraint, and he let his body do its thing. Rain, still breathless from her own orgasm, held him close as well as he shuddered violently. It appeared to her Ben’s orgasm was pretty intense as well, and the pride surge through her at that.
Ben collapsed on top of her, breathing short, deep gasps. She was breathing harshly too, and the sound of their breathing filled the silent room, even seeming to surpass the loud music and noisy chatter downstairs. No doubt about it, the party was in full swing now.



Mr. Potters Takes a Taste


Mr. Potter ran his fingers up and down Andrea’s cheek. She stiffened instinctively. She was attracted to her new boss, yes, but she wasn’t sure she was ready for this kind of… thing.
“Mr. Potter,” she began, but he placed his finger against her lips, silencing her. His fingers stroked her cheek again as her other hand began to move from her shoulder down to the tops of her right breast. Andrea was confused. She was uncomfortable, yet she was also aroused. She had never done kinky things with men who were much older than she was. The thought excited her. She looked up at Mr. Potter. The man maybe old enough to be her father, but Mr. Potter was more good-looking than most of the guys she dated and knew.
Mr. Potter was so handsome, Andrea thought. She decided right then and there to do what it was her babysitting boss had in mind.
“I know you want to do this, Andrea,” Mr. Potter said in his low musical voice. “I can see it in your eyes. We’ve waited too long for this moment. Now that we’re here, give in.”
Andrea gave in.
She threw her arms around Mr. Potter’s neck, pulling him close. He responded soundlessly, but his arms snaked around Andrea’s waist. Now master and babysitter were pressed close together. They looked into each other’s eyes for a few moments before the calls of their flesh kicked in again. A second later, they were fumbling for each other’s clothes, stripping each other naked in a matter of mere minutes.
Mr. Potter wasted no minute cradling Andrea’s tits in his rough large hands. From the first time he had laid eyes on the babysitter, he had been longing to feel her nice round breasts in his hands. He had been sneakily looking for ways to brush and feel against them. He had succeeded for a few times, but Andrea seemed to have caught on and had avoided him like the plague since then. But that seemed to be behind them now, he observed. Andrea was in his arms, gloriously naked as the day she was born. He buried his face in her hair and inhaled the scent of her. She smelled so fresh and clean.
Andrea arched her back, pushing her breasts into his hands. Mr. Potter’s hands began to move, and she moaned. His touch was gentle, yet his palms were coarse and rough. The contrasting sensations added to her arousal. She wanted her boss to never stop fondling and grabbing her.
“They’re all yours, Mr. Potter,” Andrea said in between moans.
Mr. Potter nodded satisfactorily. He bent down and suckled one sweet golden breast. The young taste of her skin flooded his mouth at once. He began to suckle greedily. Andrea pulled at his hair, but he felt more ecstasy than pain. His hands found her toned buttocks and held on there, squeezing firm flesh between his fingers.
His mouth went lower, more downward until it was barely an inch over her pussy. He clearly saw the light brown hairs covering her sex. He fingered some of the hairs before he touched the mound itself. He closed his eyes and inhaled the womanly scent. He flicked out his tongue and tasted a bit. Andrea gasped loudly. Her hips bucked, and the hands on Mr. Potter’s hair gripped even tighter.
“Mr. Potter, what are you doing?” she moaned out loud, even though she already knew what he intended to do.
“This, Andrea,” Mr. Potter answered. “This.”
His tongue found its way inside Andrea’s soaking pussy. The babysitter gave several cries of ecstasy that echoed loudly all over the huge living room. Encouraged by her moans and groans, Mr. Potter moved his tongue in and out of her cunt even faster, slithering his tongue in, pushing it in as much as he could. He could taste her now: the soft, delicate meat of her pussy, the exotic, slippery feel of her body fluids, and the round gentle curves of her swollen pink lips. He sucked on one, and she cried out even louder. He sucked harder, almost to the point of pain before he withdrew his mouth and clamped them over the entire outside part of her organ.
Andrea was delirious with lust, ecstasy, and pleasure. She was going to come any minute now, she was sure of it. The delicious intensity was shooting from every point of her body, coursing through her. She sneaked a look at Mr. Potter. He was bent over her cunt, which was in his mouth. He looked very serious in his goal to drive her wild with pleasure. She got one of his hands and placed it over one of her breasts. His hand fondled her tit. She held his hand in place with her own.
Mr. Potter was sucking on Andrea’s clit now. She wrapped her legs partially around his neck, bringing her pussy even closer to his face and mouth. He answered by sucking harder and at the same time inserting a finger inside her cunt. The intensity shot up a hundred levels more. This time she was positive she was going to come.
Andrea opened her mouth to tell Mr. Potter she was about to orgasm, but her orgasm beat her to it. She came right into his mouth, which was still wrapped over her jewel. She shrieked in ecstasy as her juices gushed from her cunt and right into Mr. Potter’s waiting mouth. His eyes flew open in surprise as he felt her come flow into his mouth, but he composed himself in a minute and caught her juices eagerly, almost hungrily. His finger inside Andrea’s pussy never stopped moving, causing her to come again and again.
Her knees gave away, and she collapsed on the floor. Mr. Potter, his mouth smeared with Andrea’s juices, caught her. He held her in his arms as he planted his juice-filled mouth over hers. She tasted herself in the torrid kiss. She welcomed her taste with open arms.

Mr. Potter broke their kiss. He smiled.
“We’re just getting started, Andrea,” he said.
Andrea was delighted.

Their next encounter happened only three days after the first. Prior to their second meeting, Andrea found herself unable to concentrate on anything else, let alone eat and sleep. She was consumed by the sexual adventure that had taken place between her and Mr. Potter. She couldn’t believe something as exciting as that had happened to her. She, Andrea, who spent most of her life being a nobody. She couldn’t understand how a man as drop-dead handsome as Mr. Potter could have the hots for her. Oh, well, it didn’t matter now. Mr. Potter wanted her, desired her. He told her so himself as he dropped her off at home after their first exploit. She had spent most of her waking minute trying to analyze and find meaning in his words, but it was futile. She gave up and went on replaying the hot, fantastic scenes in her head instead.
Before their second-and far from being the last-meeting, Andrea had spent those three nights tossing and turning in her bed. She was unable to fall asleep. Mr. Potter had made his mark on her. Thinking of his touch burned her completely. She would twist and writhe on her bed, making a mess of her sheets. She had felt hot and discontented for three nights in a row now. She was lusting for her babysitting boss. The thought of having to end their escapade frightened her, but she knew it wasn’t happening anytime. She would make sure of it. Heck, Mr. Potter would make sure of it.
She had slipped a hand inside her pajama bottoms and right inside her cotton panties. Her fingers touched something slick and sticky, confirming something she had suspected all along ever since she had woken up that morning. She scolded herself for being a slut, but so what? She had been very wet the whole day. How could she not be when the thought of Mr. Potter kissing and touching her was imprinted in her mind every waking second? Thank goodness her mom was out of the house and not badgering her too much. She loved her mother, of course, but her mother could be a bit too chatty sometimes.
Andrea was in no mood to talk. She would rather lock herself up in her room and conjure more romantic and sexual images involving herself and Mr. Potter. She was aware she was being childish for such things, but she no longer cared. It had been so long since she had last done the deed. The sudden turn of events awakened the sleeping dragon of lust inside her and reminded her of the lovely pleasures of the flesh she had immensely enjoyed those past years. She was a “nobody” who had her small share of boyfriends. She knew it sounded slutty, but she couldn’t get enough of sex. And now there was Mr. Potter, ready and willing to respond to her sexual whims, and she to his.
For three nights in a row, Andrea played with herself. She waited until she was a 100 percent sure her mother was snoring the night away. Her mother was a very heavy sleeper, and Andrea wanted to make, well, noises while she did her thing down there. The silence wouldn’t do, but moaning and groaning would add to the imagination that Mr. Potter was right there with her, beside her, touching every inch of her body, and making wild, frenzied sex with her.
Things would kick off as soon as Andrea’s hand was inside her panties. She would finger the folds of her pussy very gently. She wanted to start things slowly. It wouldn’t do at all to rush with her sexual fantasies concerning Mr. Potter simply because she didn’t want things to come to an end so soon. She wanted to relish the feel and touch of Mr. Potter against her skin. Even if it was just in her thoughts, the idea was enough for her. Besides, she will be seeing him again every couple of days. She didn’t have to wait that long; hence, her mental pictures were good enough.
The feel of her fingers against her labia turned Andrea on. She imagined her fingers were Mr. Potter’s. They began to move faster, and her breath quickened. Mr. Potter’s fingers were eager to explore every inch, every hole of her cunt. She would let him, of course. She shifted and spread her legs wider. There. Now Mr. Potter had better access to her down there. She leaned back on her pillows and let her imagination take control of her.

In Andrea’s head, Mr. Potter was right beside her, in her bed. She opened her eyes and gasped in pleasant surprise when she saw her babysitting boss in the flesh.
“Mr. Potter, what are you doing here?” she whispered. She glanced around her bedroom. “We have to keep our voices low. Mom’s asleep, but she might wake up. No knowing what she’d do if she catches us in here.” She giggled nervously.
Mr. Potter smiled and nodded to show her he understood. He was wearing dark denims and nothing else that Andrea could see. He had no shirt on. His chest was solid and hard as a rock. He didn’t have a strand of hair in his chest, but his skin was shiny with something. Sweat, she supposed. But the idea didn’t warm up to her as he looked freshly showered. There wasn’t an inch of exertion showing anywhere in his face.
Well, you are imagining things, Andrea, a voice inside her head spoke up. Get right on with it. These things are in your head, not in real life. Nothing has to make sense here. You can do whatever you want, you and Mr. Potter both. Now quit being too analytical. Go!
Andrea did just that.
She saw Mr. Potter was barefoot. She frowned. He must be cold then.
“Are you cold?” she asked him softly. Her hand was still down there, fiddling with the soft lips of her organ. But she wasn’t ashamed. What she was doing was pretty much obvious, anyway. Besides, it was Mr. Potter she was dealing with.
“Yes, Andrea, I’m cold,” Mr. Potter answered. He inched closer to her until their faces were very close. “That was why I came here, see. I wanted to find out if you could give me some… warmth.”
She was overwhelmed. “Oh, Mr. Potter, you poor thing,” she said. She removed her hand from her pussy, and saw her hand was sticky and shiny with a clear whitish substance. Had she come then? She wasn’t sure, but Mr. Potter was here now. She would come the night away then.
Andrea held out her arms, inviting her babysitting boss to slide right into them. Mr. Potter did just that. With Mr. Potter in her arms, Andrea sank back and slid down her pillows until she was lying down right on the bed, with Mr. Potter right on top of her. Now things were looking up. She stared deep into his eyes. “I’ve missed you,” she whispered. Her fingers ran lightly up and down his bare back, tickling him. He smiled at the sensations her fingers made but didn’t say anything. Instead, he moved in to kiss her fully on the lips.
She was taken aback, but not for long. She was quickly absorbed by the full feel of Mr. Potter’s lips on hers, and she liked it. No, she loved it. She parted her lips slightly, letting him know she was inviting him to taste her mouth even further, that he could slip his tongue inside her mouth anytime he wished to do so.
But Mr. Potter didn’t do anything of that sort. He nibbled and lightly sucked on both her upper and lower lip. He was tasting her, Andrea supposed. Well, she wanted to taste him to. With her fingers still running up and down his back, she slid her tongue inside his mouth and flicked it here and there. She discovered he tasted like coffee and cigarettes. His taste was very manly, and that added to her already elevated levels of libido. She moved beneath him until her legs were free, and she wrapped them around his waist. In that position, she felt something hard and solid between his legs. She knew right away it was his cock. Andrea felt like laughing. They haven’t even done anything yet, but Mr. Potter was acting as if they’ve already screwed each other more than five times tonight!
Then his tongue met hers, and she almost gasped in surprise. His tongue was smooth and moved expertly, like it had a purpose and knew what it wanted. She parted her lips even more, and his tongue ran all over the inside of her mouth, leaving no part untouched. Something gushed from her down there. She was very aroused now. In her mind’s eye, she could see the growing spot right between the crotch of her panties. The stuff was sticky but fresh, and Mr. Potter was licking the juice right off her panties then right off her swollen pussy.

She moaned too loudly. Realizing her mistake, she stopped kissing him and kept an ear out for any movement from her mother’s bedroom. She heard a snore in response, and she relaxed. Her mother was very sound asleep, it seemed. Time to resume her action with Mr. Potter.
He kissed her deeply again. His hand slid inside her pajama top and settled on her flat stomach. His hand felt warm against her flesh, and something gushed from her pussy again. Andrea arched her back. She wanted his hand to move up and higher, right into her breasts. Her twins were begging to be touched and caressed. Plus her sleeping nipples were waking up now. She wasn’t wearing any bra beneath her pajama top. She realized with regret she shouldn’t have worn any panties too.
Mr. Potter slid his hand up her chest and grabbed one of Andrea’s tits. She moaned softly. It felt so good. His touch always felt incredible. She saw he was looking down at her with a smile she couldn’t quite read.
“Is this what you want, Andrea?” he asked in a low voice. His thumb flicked over her sensitive nipple, and she had to suppress a gasp. His thumb moved again, firmer and faster this time. Her nipples now stood up, nubs as erect as soldiers. Mr. Potter kept flicking them with his thumbs. His other hand was on her other breast now. His hands began to move. He groped and fondled Andrea’s tits eagerly, like a child exploring a new toy. Andrea arched her back even more, encouraging him to grab as much breast meat as he liked, which he eventually did but not before he almost ripped her pajama top open. Now she was naked from the waist up beneath him.
Mr. Potter looked down at her bare torso. He removed his hands from her breasts and just stared at her.
“You’re lovely, Andrea,” he murmured, stroking her shoulder as he spoke.
“I’m yours, Mr. Potter,” she answered. “I’m yours. I’m your fuck toy. Play with your fuck toy now.”
Her words seemed to set off some hidden alarm in him. Mr. Potter attacked her. Andrea squealed as he grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head. God, for a man so trim, he was extremely powerful! He buried his face on her breast, sucking and pulling frantically at her tits. She kept her mouth clamped shut, giving off small moans every now and then. Much as she wanted to, she couldn’t cry out loud, not if she wanted to wake her mother up.
So she squirmed and wiggled as he had her way with her twins. The wet sensation between her thighs was growing now. She suspected her thighs were already wet with some of her juices, but there was no way of knowing that, was there? She wanted him to be over with her chest already and get down on her right there. She let him know her sentiments by raising her hips as well and pushing and rubbing against his crotch. She felt the solid bulge beneath his jeans during every rub. It excited her. She imagined what it would feel like to have his cock inside her. It looked like she didn’t have to wait too long to find out, anyway.
Mr. Potter got the message of Andrea’s rubbing and bucking. He stopped sucking on her nipple and looked up at her.
“Mr. Potter, I want you down there,” Andrea said, and bit her lower lip. She didn’t know how he would react to her request.
Mr. Potter removed one hand from her wrists and ran a finger down his cheek. “A bit impatient, aren’t we?” he asked in a low tone. “Mr. Potter, I’m so wet,” Andrea confessed in a whisper.
Mr. Potter chuckled at her direct confession. “That is why I like you, Andrea,” he said, and gave her a peck on the cheek before he removed his hand from her wrists, freeing her. She lowered her arms right away, moving them here and there as his hands found the waistband of her pajama bottoms and lowered it down her legs.
His eyes widened as they came upon her soaked cotton panties. She saw his reaction and blushed slightly. She was embarrassed to be caught like this, but she was also proud because it showed how much she wanted him. She was now clad in only her panties. He was still in his jeans, but he must’ve read her thoughts because he slid them down a few moments later.
Andrea saw Mr. Potter was wearing nothing underneath his jeans. She gave off a choked cry, her voice thick with desire. He heard her and looked at her. He was completely naked now. She still had her panties on, but she might as well be naked now.
“I had no idea you were so wet,” Mr. Potter said.
“Only for you, Mr. Potter,” Andrea said shyly.
Mr. Potter climbed on top of her and kissed her passionately on the lips. She responded with the same passion and threw her arms around his neck. She felt his dick grow harder and longer through the soaked cloth of her panties. His tongue penetrated her mouth, and she let it. She wrapped his tongue with her lips and sucked on it softly. He groaned and began to fondle her breasts.
They were in a sitting position. Again Andrea encircled her legs around Mr. Potter’s trim waist. He grabbed her on the buttocks and pulled her closer to him. His hands clawed madly at her remaining underwear, digging deep beneath it until they were inside the thin cloth. He grabbed a handful of her bottom and squeezed hard. She made a low sound. He grabbed another handful and squeezed harder. She moaned again and shut her eyes.

Mr. Potter’s hands made their way from her buttocks to her dripping pussy. For Andrea, the amount of fluid she was excreting was crazy. Was she really that turned on? Yes, yes, she was. As soon as his fingers touched the tender folds of her labia, she let go of her inhibitions and cried out loud. She no longer gave a shit if her mother walked in and happened to find her and Mr. Potter getting down and dirty. This was her imagination, anyway, her world. In Andrea’s world, her mother wouldn’t get up and interrupt her fantastic mental lovemaking with the world’s best babysitting boss. No, sir, it just won’t happen.
She gave another loud cry as Mr. Potter’s fingers slipped inside her crack. Two or three fingers, she wasn’t sure. She was too lubricated to feel even a bare hint of friction right inside her cunt. No, his fingers inside her weren’t enough. She wanted something solid, something hard, something that can cause her to scream out loud with crazy pleasure.
Andrea wanted Mr. Potter’s cock inside her dripping-wet pussy.
She lay back on her bed and placed her ankles on his shoulders. He got the hint right away. He lowered his head until it was over her pussy. She wound her fingers around her hair and gave him the gentlest of tugs. She wanted him right now. The feeling was urgent, and she wanted to let him know she could no longer wait.
The feel of Mr. Potter’s tongue inside her cunt was heaven to Andrea. She couldn’t stop from moaning as he thrust his tongue inside her slit again and again. His tongue was darting in and out of her like a snake’s. She bent her knees and opened her legs wider to give him better access to her organ. His face was positively buried in her vagina now. His hands made their way to her buttocks, where they squeezed endlessly.
Mr. Potter lightly ran his tongue over her engorged clitoris. The sensation was incredible, and it left Andrea reeling. She gasped out loud, and her fingers wound tighter on Mr. Potter’s hair. She tugged, and again he licked her clit. She shivered. She was at the mercy of her sensations now. She had no idea how to make them stop, not that she wanted to, of course.
Mr. Potter licked and sucked on her pussy again and again. Andrea kept moaning and gushing forth fluids from her most private cave. Her juices weren’t leaking down her thighs, though, because he was licking them off at every chance he got. Every lick caused her to shudder. She was going to come soon now, she was certain.
Now he rose up on all fours. She looked at him in awe. His face was covered with her body fluids. Yet he didn’t appear to mind. In fact, he appeared to like it. He buried his face on her breasts this time, rubbing off the sticky substance from his face to her tits. Once most of the substance was on her chest, he leaned down and licked them right off. Then he planted his lips on hers again. She was amazed. She tasted herself in his mouth, and again, she was incredibly turned on.
Mr. Potter abruptly broke their kiss. Still on all fours, he adjusted his position over her until their hips were almost level. This was the moment she had been yearning for, Andrea realized. Mr. Potter was going to get his grand cock inside her now. She opened her legs, and upon seeing the welcome signal, Mr. Potter plunged right in.
Andrea felt like she was being ripped apart. She was still very wet, but because Mr. Potter was so huge, she felt every inch of him. He slid out of her wet organ, only to thrust back inside her again. She screamed again. The pain was incredible! But the ripping sensation was appealing in an odd sort of way. He kept pounding right into her, and she found the pain was slowly being replaced by pleasure. Now she was starting to like it.
Andrea moved her hips in time with Mr. Potter’s thrusts. The bedsprings squeaked. The smell of sweat and come filled the air. Everything was silent save for the creaking bed and their quick, harsh breathing. She, for her part, was relieved. Mr. Potter had finally taken her. Of course they weren’t going to end up together, but that was the least of her concern now. She had given herself to Mr. Potter, and he had received her eagerly, giving her a part of him in return as well. As he pounded away on top of her, Andrea gazed lovingly at her babysitting boss’s profile. He was just so lovely to look at. She felt lucky at getting to snag a man like him in bed.
“You’re lovely, Mr. Potter,” Andrea said. Her shivers were coming at more regular intervals now. The pleasure she was feeling was building and intensifying. Another minute or two, and she was going to literally cream her bed.
Mr. Potter answered her by sliding his penis out from Andrea’s pussy and thrusting it into her mouth instead. She was taken by surprise, she almost forgot to breathe. Again she tasted her own fluids, from Mr. Potter’s dick, inside her mouth. She opened her mouth wider to take in as much of him as possible. When she was comfortable with how much flesh she was holding in her mouth, she settled into a more comfortable position and began to suck on his cock tenderly, with one hand holding his enormous penis steady while the other played with her own clitoris down there.
With his organ right inside Andrea’s mouth, Mr. Potter bounced up and down. Andrea wanted to take in some more of his rod inside her mouth, but she was inexperienced in that area, and she didn’t want to make a fool of herself. Not now, not at this heavy moment when they were almost to the point of climaxing, and maybe even together. Not that it mattered, but Andrea had always been a sucker for romantic stories. She knew she was being silly, thinking of romance when she sucking on her boss’s cock, for Pete’s sake. But that was-

A shrill honking sound broke through Andrea’s thoughts, and she started. For a moment, she didn’t know where she was, what she was doing. She looked around and saw she was on the Potters’ porch, sitting and waiting for Mr. Potter to arrive from work. She was supposed to be babysitting, really, but he cancelled thirty minutes before the usual schedule. She was initially disappointed, but he told her to still proceed to their house anyway. As she left her own house, Andrea knew right then and there Mr. Potter had something up his sleeve than just babysitting. Her pace quickened, and she had to stop herself from flying all the way to the Potters.
Now the moment had arrived. Andrea was there, Mr. Potter was home, and they were all alone. She suddenly remembered what she had been thinking while waiting for him to arrive. Her face burned as she realized she was thinking of them having sex right in her bedroom, with Mr. Potter sneaking in through her bedroom window and ravaging her while her mom slept and snored through the whole thing in the next bedroom. Unbelievable. She looked up and saw Mr. Potter was getting out of his car. She stood up to greet him, and she felt something very wet and sticky in her panties.
Andrea was dismayed. This was just like her in her daydream, but she was wearing shorts now in the real life instead of the pajama bottoms in her fantasy. Still, she didn’t like being soiled before their whole escapade even started. Mr. Potter would definitely approve of her being so wet before they even got any action done, but Andrea didn’t want him to think she was being too easy.
Yeah, right, Andrea thought.
Mr. Potter was now coming up the steps. In his white shirt and-surprise, surprise! — denim jeans, he looked young, fresh, and stunning. Just looking at the man was enough for Andrea to come right into her panties. But that didn’t happen, of course. She smiled up at Mr. Potter instead.
“Hi, Mr. Potter,” she said in a controlled voice, trying not to sound too perky or eager.
“Hey,” Mr. Potter answered back, and gave her a lopsided grin that almost had her shedding her clothes right there on the porch. He turned to the front door, unlocked it, and swung it open. He turned to her and tilted his head, telling her to get right inside.
Andrea nodded and stepped inside the Potters’ house. Mr. Potter shut the door behind her. The second the click! sounded, he pushed Andrea against the wall, pinned her hands above her head, and kissed her hungrily on the lips.
She responded with the same hungry passion.
And, of course, Andrea was delighted.
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Sweet Anna Marie
Anna Marie is your ideal babysitter. The kids like her, she likes kids, and she has the patience to carry on the job. In fact, she enjoys babysitting so much that it shows. Many parents that have been her bosses in the past will never forget her impeccable service and the way she took care of kids. Aside from babysitting, Anna Marie is a young geek programmer. She’s the silent techie one and knows how to go around gadgets and stuff. She may be the young woman in pastel coloured cashmere sweaters and skinny jeans and red sneakers. However, when it comes to computers and wirings, she’s like a man-pro.
On the outside, parents would easily think that her love for kids is Anna Marie’s main driving force. What they do not know is that behind the charming smiles of this lady is a dangerous fetish. She’s a closet pervert. No, she does not prey on the fathers of her subjects. She also is not interested with the moms or any other members of the family. She gets her kick by prying on the sex lives of her bosses.
This fetish started when she worked as a babysitter for Mr. and Mrs. Edmonds. She happened to be at there house on a Sunday morning. While she was at the kitchen to get some diet Coke, she heard strange noises coming from the guest room a few steps away. She opened the door and saw Mr. Edmonds taking Mrs. Edmonds from behind. Anna Marie was still a virgin then and the whole thing came as a shock to her. Looking through a crack on the door, she had never felt so aroused in her whole life. She stood there, her glasses making her unable to see more closely. She saw Mr. Edmonds hands massage his wife’s tits and move in and out of her. It was like a hardcore porn movie. That evening when she got home, she stepped into the bath and soaked. As soon as she was dried and lying on her bed, she touched herself for the very first time. It was an incredible awakening for her. She lay in bed wearing only her chemise and started fondling her breasts. She propped her head on her pillows and turned off the lights so that her room was pitch dark.
Her hand started slowly, rubbing over the fullness of her breasts in gentle circular motions. The tip of he fingers lightly teased her nipples. The straps of her chemise slid down her arms, her hands more eager now. She moaned as she felt herself getting warm. She thought about Mr. Edmond’s cock as it entered Cara’s pussy, her breasts jiggling with his every thrust. She sighed as she felt her body respond. Her friend Michaela was right. Touching yourself can be totally blissful.
She reached on her bedside table and grabbed a tin of rose salve. She rubbed some salve on her breasts and started kneading them more intensely. She sighed as she felt all heated up, wanting more. Her hands caressed her neck and face. Anna Marie loved the smell of roses and the smell of the salve got to her nerves. Raising the hem of her nightdress, she started rubbing her thighs, the salve going smoothly on her skin. She put a pillow under her butt and took a deep breath. She lightly caressed her kitty lips, allowing herself to build up the sensations. Spreading her legs, she rubbed herself to frenzy, still not getting enough. She put rolled down her skirt dress again and this time rubbed herself vigorously through the fabric. Oh, that was really good. The friction made her go really crazy and rubbed herself again, feeling her self secreting something hot and slick. The sudden gush of fluids took her by surprise. For the first time in her life, she felt like a woman.
With the way she was rubbing herself, she feels hornier by the second. Her other hand dug on the mattress while her toes cramped in anticipation. She felt as though her pussy has suddenly had a life of its own, pushing her beyond common sense and making her want to do things she has never done before. She removed her nightdress and tossed it on the floor. She spread her legs wide and pinched her clit lightly with the tips of her fingers.
Her hand became wet with her own juices. Wanting to know what she tastes like, she licked her fingers. Maybe because of her own musky smell, she became even more heated up. She inserted her forefinger and gasped as she hurt a bit. She tried again, slowly and gently this time and held her breath as she found out how tight she is. She moved her finger again and again, until she was moaning and panting. She imagined having a real dick inside her and she shivered. She inserted another finger inside her mound and arched her back. She was almost breathless now. Moving her fingers in and out of her, she imagined being fucked for real. Her fingers went really crazy, all the more rubbing her g-spot. In seconds, she was spiralling and moaning. It was her first true climax.

There have been a series of “watching” after that. Some performances were poor, others mediocre, and others really spectacular. One of the most unforgettable ones happened at her current employers’ home. Anna Marie started working for the Boors a few months ago. Mr. Boor was a thirty-ish man who is a bit shy while Mrs. Boor-Catherine is rather flamboyant and quite loud. The two make a really good pair. In fact, watching their steamy sessions are some of Anna Marie’s favourite past times. It is very safe to say that the couple do enjoy their sex life-so much.
It was a few days ago that Anna Marie installed a bug in the master’s bedroom. Lani, her subject, was asleep then and Mr. Boor asked for her. Mrs. Boor was scheduled to be away for a few days and the fact that they’d be alone in the room both excited and terrified her. When she arrived there, Mr. Boor was in the shower. Holding a micro camera in her hand, she placed it strategically on the tapestry facing the bed. Camouflaged by the rich colours of the tapestry, it definitely goes unnoticed.
When Mr. Boor came out, he was only wearing a bath towel wrapped around his waist and my jaw dropped. He could pass as someone who is just 25. He’s all lean and has superb olive skin. Oh if only…
If only what? I thought. If only he’s not married? If only he isn’t my boss? If only I’m his type? All these thoughts were on her head when she asked, “Errr, is there something wrong Mr. Boor.”
He looked at her for a moment. Well, actually he also caught her looking at him at him for a moment. “No. Nothing. Close the door.”
She obliged and closed the door. Then he added. “Make sure it’s locked.”
That last bit of order made Anna Marie swallow really hard. It is weird yes, but her panties started to get soaked from…from…her own juices. What the hell is going on? Boldly, he approached Mr. Boor and tugged at the towel hiding his goods.
“You’re a naughty girl Anna Marie. What do you want?”
“Fuck me, Mr. Boor. I want you to fuck me.”
He chuckled then. “I don’t want to.”
All sense came back to her then. She was suddenly embarrassed. “I see. I’m so sorry. It’s just that seeing you covered with nothing but a towel took all my common sense away.”
His entire expression changed and he smiled at me. Taking my hand, he led it between his legs and for the first time in so many years, he held a real cock in her hand. It was still slightly limp when she touched it but in seconds, it came to life and hardened right before her very eyes. She was literally in awe. She squeezed him gently and made a fist while holding him and moved her hand back and forth. Mr. Boor groaned in response. That instant, a surge of power came over Anna Marie. It was like while he was rubbing him, Anna Marie was the centre of his world. It was amazing.
Now it was Mr. Boor’s turn to be enthralled as he fumbled with Anna Marie’s clothing. His hands were big yet rough but gentle. It actually turned her on. He touched the delicate skin of her neck and ran his hands all over her buttocks which were made more prominent by the white leggings she was wearing. He butt was soft and cushy. Mr. Boor cannot get enough of it. She was wearing a striped man shirt and since Mr. Boor does not have the patience to undo the buttons, he just slid his hand from under.
And oh, the contact. Once his hand found her tummy, she sighed with pleasure. The intensity was doubled as his hand found her bra. He slid a finger and rubbed her fullness, with the garter acting as a barrier. Oh, but it felt so good. He was able to unhook his bra in a snap. He cupped her breasts and she moaned in response. His fingers pinched her hard nipples and she moaned even louder, the sounds echoing in the entire room.
It was finally happening, she thought. He led her to the bed and sat her on his lap. He looked at her for a few seconds and started kissing her. His mouth was wild on hers, demanding and fierce. She responded, feeling heady from his scent-which is a combo of soap and hot male. Anna Marie wrapped her arms around him and allowed him all the liberties. Her thin leggings were so flimsy to buffer any sensations brought about by her contact with his bare and hard cock. She rocked against his hardness and his tongue took a deep plunge inside her mouth. It was the most amazing thing ever. Their tongues mating like there was no tomorrow and the fact that their mouths are exploring each other’s is such a huge turn on. He was able to remove her shirt all the while kissing her. Naked from her waist up, he was able to see her breasts which have now perked up from so much attention.
“You’re beautiful.” He breathed as he held her tits. They feel so full now that they are in his hands. “Play with them, Mr. Boor.” He gave her a squeeze and she arched her back. “Taste them, baby.” She cooed. Calling him baby did it for them both. He put his mouth on her breasts and suckled. She messed with his hair as he did so, loving the light suckling noises he was making.
He made her stand and he gently rubbed her waist and held her butt. He massaged her ass provocatively now and made her spread her legs. Anna Marie felt slightly conscious about the fact that she’s wet so she only gave him about a couple of inches. “What’s wrong, baby?” He asked.
“I’m so wet, Mr. Boor.” She couldn’t look at him so she looked at the floor instead.
“Really? Will you let me lick off your juice? Will you let my tongue in?”
Oh, how she wanted that-to let him have a taste. But no other man has done that to her before. Despite herself, she looked at him and nodded. “Yes.”
He kissed her again and again, nibbling her lips while letting his hand brush the front of her leggings. There is something sensually raw about the babysitter which he finds really provocative. Rubbing her knuckles between her legs, he made her moan sweetly and grab his shoulders for support. He nibbled on her earlobes as he slowly pulled down her leggings. Her hold on his shoulders tightened at first. “Sssshhhh. It’s alright. I want to see all of you.” With that, her resistance seem to slowly dissipate and he allowed him to do what he wants.
His hand felt warm and it tickled every inch of skin that gets exposed. He left her T-back on, rubbing the front of it over and over. It was already damp and musky smelling. The aroma tickled his nostrils. He pushed her near his nose and inhaled her womanly scent-that warm, nutty, musky scent of an aroused woman. He pushed his nose between her legs and rubbed her knob of pleasure. She moaned at that and gripped his head.
Then very lightly, he used the tip of his tongue to torture her, to bring more ecstasy to her being. His tongue was flicking really slowly, her wetness mingling with his own saliva. God she tastes amazing.
The sensations travelling through her body and centred on her mound is just beyond words. Mr. Boor was licking her through her panties-wet panties at that! She felt like melting and moaning. She was delirious with pleasure. “Oh, take it off. Please Mr. Boor…”
He heard the desperation in her voice and so he pulled her panties down and tossed them on the floor. He heard her gasp as he lightly kissed her cunt, motioning him to do more. Her pussy was practically hairless, so you can see her goodness without any barrier. He spread her kitty lips wide and blew some warm air, making her clit tingle. He started very, very slowly using the tip of his tongue to tease her flesh. She was so wet and slick, making him want to eat her like ice cream. This he did and Anna Marie tossed her head. Plenty of ooohs and aaaahs escaped her lips as his tongued flicked her tender flesh. She was throbbing and wanting and melting all at the same time. “Do you like that?”
She responded by pushing him deeply between her legs. His tongue was going frantic now, making Anna Marie secret even more juices. He fingered her with his big thumb and she trembled as it rubbed her G-spot really good. “Oh, baby, don’t stop. I like that.”
Mr. Boor had never made love to a woman as passionate as his babysitter. This aroused him even more, so did all the wonderful sounds that come from her. He ate her more boldly now, his tongue making her pussy really wet and shiny.
Her pussy quivered from all the licking and kissing and soon, she was moving her hips uncontrollably against his face, wanting to prolong their contact. He led her to the bed and she sprawled in the middle invitingly, her legs spread in a wide V. He lay beside her and fondled her breasts, liking how soft and cushy they feel, liking the way her nipples turned into buds when aroused. He licked one breast and massaged the other one. His mouth found her succulent lips again, and he nibbled on them, making them red and swollen.
His cock is rock hard now and glistening. Anna Marie played with it, whispering incoherent sounds to her male boss. He stroked her thighs, rubbing gently her creamy skin and she moaned even more. She gripped his cock, blindly leading it to her entrance. He took the hint and inserted a finger inside her. She really was so tight and wet, making him feel more aroused. Her hair was all over her face as she moved to meet the thrusts of his finger. She gripped her arm, her hips moving up, pressing her cunt to his hand. “You like that?”
She nodded and moaned and spread her legs even wider. None of her fantasies ever compared to this. Anna Marie was being fondled by her boss on the very bed he shared with his wife. Nothing could have aroused her more. He inserted another long fat finger and again, her hips bucked as the intensity of the friction increased.
He manipulated her mound with fingers, making her more responsive. From time to time, he runs his tongue on his clit and she moans even louder. His fingers were soaking wet when he pulled the. He licked each one clean.
Mr. Boor held his huge cock and used it to rub Anna Marie’s clit. The head of his cock was covered with slick clear fluids which rubbed on her flesh like heaven. The silky fluids are a lot now and it is fairly easy for his cock to glide. He probed her entrance and felt for her vagina. She was beyond control now, pushing herself to his rod. “Take me, Mr. Boor. Take me.”
He pushed his hardness inside her, rubbing it against her intimate folds. Anna Marie dug her nails on his back and whispered sweet moans in his ear. She gasped as a tearing pain ripped inside her. The pain quickly subsided and replaced by wild wicked pleasure.
He was so thick and he filled her wonderfully. Mr. Boor closed his eyes to luxuriate further in her tightness. He pulled in and out of her and she arched her body in response. His rod rubbed her in all the right places and he hardened even more while inside her.
Mr. Boor pulled his cock almost completely then plunged deep inside her, without pause. He moved seductively inside her loving how tight she is. His butt rise and fell again and again. Without warning, he licked her neck, filling her skin with saliva. They kissed again, their breaths and moans mingling with each other. His hand grasped her breasts and moulded them with his hands. It was all too much for her but she’s not ready to stop just yet.
Mr. Boor fucked her without restraint, and for the first time, she was able to experience how it’s like to be loved by a man. Her hips were like a love machine, wanting to be taken by this very fierce man. “I’m coming, I’m coming!” With that, Mr. Boor exploded inside her. That was just amazing. Seconds after, her own orgasm came full blast, melting away every sense she has.
He kissed her as she came and soothed her back. They collapsed on each other’s arms, both of them breathless.

When she slept that night, she had vivid dreams of what took place a few hours ago. She thought about Mr. Boor’s sweet thrusting and she almost moaned as she remembered all the sensations. She woke up feeling like a new person entirely.
While Anna Marie thought this would be just a one time thing between then, Mr. Boor actually wanted her more than that. When Mrs. Boor returned and Anna Marie was able to go back home, she spied on them. The micro camera she set up has the perfect angle, making her have a good view of what’s going on in their bedroom.
July 16
Mrs. Boor came from the bathroom wearing nothing but a flimsy night gown. She hopped on the bed, where her husband was and the scene began. The straps of her gown fell nicely on her shoulders and Mr. Boor kissed her arms. They met, their lips hungry for each other, Mrs. Boors tongue licking her husband’s body over and over.


He caught her breasts and made them jiggle with his hands. He ran his fingers on her collarbone as he massaged her tits. He took the nasty clothing off and devoured her, his hands on her butt. His cock rose to life as she pushed herself against him. He sat her astride his lap and fucked her that way, her legs wrapped all over his waist. He pushed himself inside her and she moaned sweetly, grabbing his shoulders while moving her hips at the same time. Mrs. Boor’s moans filled the entire room, making Anna Marie so wet. Lucky bitch.
July 18
While she was dressing up, Mr. Boor slowly raised the hem of his wife’s skirt and rubbed her thighs. She was wearing no underwear on and Mr. Boor’s hands fondled her, she sighed at the unexpected touch and allowed him to finger her pussy over and over. “Oh, baby…”
Anna Marie’s hands were going wild while watching. She slowly unzipped her jeans and played with her already slick pussy. Her panties are damp from her own secretions. She spread her legs and inserted her finger inside her and screwed herself as Mr. Boor went on feasting on his wife’s mauve flesh. She was delirious with desire and imagined it was Mr. Boor’s cock gliding over her pussy. She manipulated herself almost close to frenzy and her orgasm was simply-WOW.
July 19
The couple went inside the room giggling. Mr. Boor poured himself a glass of brandy while Mrs. Boor undid her wrap around dress. She revealed her black teddy and garters, everything was almost see-through. As Mr. Boor sat and watched, she danced to a sultry hip music, her butt round and flawless almost kissing his face. She took a bottle of water and poured the contents on her head. The water cascaded on her body, making her breasts and pussy a lot more visible as she danced exotically.
She flipped her hair seductively as her hips moved to the rhythm. She rubbed her body of his knees and startled him afterwards. She danced while there, her body moving in an ancient rhythm that made him dip his lips to kiss her. She sucked his lips and wrapped her arms around him and in seconds they are wrapped in each other. He carried her on the bed and tossed her gently. He removed his pants and revealed his glorious cock. She sat provocatively and put his dick inside her mouth. Mr. Boor moaned then and grabbed her head. He increased the rhythm, their shadows mirroring their movements. Mr. Boor fucked her mouth with no mercy, until all her saliva dripped down. He came all over her breasts. Anna Marie found it very hard to sleep that night.
The next weekend, she came back to babysit again. When the doorbell rang, it was Mr. Boor who greeted Anna Marie at the door. He treated her the very same way he did when he first met her-casual, slightly standoffish and without too much interest. However, while they were climbing up the stairs, he grabbed her ass and pushed her behind a hidden corner and lifted the hem of her skirt. He kissed her knees and massaged her butt. Then he quickly moved away like nothing happened.
That evening, Mrs. Boor sent for her and she went to see her in the master’s bedroom. “How have you been, Anna Marie? Did my husband treat you well while I was gone?”
“I’m sorry. What?”
“I know that you’ve been fooling around with my husband. I’ve known him to have fucked all of our babysitters. I don’t think he missed out on you.”
Mrs. Boor was seating in front of her vanity wearing a robe. She stood up and faced Anna Marie. She touched her chin and ran her fingers on her lips. Anna Marie couldn’t quite believe that she is suddenly wet.

Anna Marie found it hard to move. She was not able to say anything at all. Mrs. Boor has the same height as her, and still looks really hot. She smells amazing-like a combo of incense, chocolate and dark berries. She moved even closer to her and held her waist, her lips planting light kisses on her neck. It should have felt weird for Anna Marie. Instead, she felt incredibly hot.
Mrs. Boor started kissing her lips, making Anna Marie confused as to what she should be feeling. She closed her wyes and remained unresponsive for a while, fighting the urge to kiss her back. Okay, so she fucked her husband. She’s not about to get fucked by her. Not in the same room. She remained frozen in place, until Mrs. Boors arms went all around her body. She removed her terry cloth robe and revealed her lean body clad only in a purple pair of underwear. She has the body of a twenty year old and it made Anna Marie a little more self conscious.
She licked Anna Marie’s jaw and gently pulled her hair so she can reach her better. She kissed her seductively, while her hand snaked down the curve of Anna Marie’s breast. She steadily held her and fondled her as she started unbuttoning her blouse. Her hand felt cold and clammy as she touched Anna Marie but it found warmth when she started squeezing her breasts. Her other hand went all the way down to Anna Marie’s waist. She rubbed her skin gently, making Anna Marie shiver with anticipation.
Anna Marie opened her eyes and fed her curiosity by touching Mrs. Boor just the same. Her breasts were very full and her curves are to die for. She reached for the front of her panties and discovered that her boss is already wet, as there’s a small wet spot on her purple underwear. Anna Marie slid her hand inside the leg band of her panties and tickled her clit. Mrs. Boor was so slick and wet and now moaning loudly.
Anna Marie dipped her finger in Mrs. Boor’s honey like goodness and moved her finger provocatively in and out…in and out. Mrs. Boor pushed herself against Anna Marie’s body and led her to the bed. Mrs. Boor lay there in the middle and looked at Anna Marie with lustful eyes. She spread her legs wide, showcasing her lean thighs and flat stomach. She was all too delectable.
Anna Marie removed her boss’s underwear and started licking her thighs. Mrs. Boor’s head is tossing and turning now and her hips and rising to meet Anna Marie’s tongue. She moved slowly up and focused on her already wet cunt. She smelled so warm and inviting. She licked the tiny exposed knob in the middle of her freshly waxed pussy and nibbled it with her lips. Ooohs and aaahhhs escaped Mrs. Boor’s lips. Anna Marie is feeling so wet herself. She had no idea that licking another woman was as heavenly as being licked. She pushed her nose against her labia and made flicking movements with her tongue. Mrs. Boor gripped her head and pushed her even closer to her. Her boss’s aroused smell made her all the more excited and continued giving her wet licks and kisses that drove the woman close to insanity.
“Spread your legs wide!” Anna Marie commanded and Mrs. Boor made a wide V with her long lean legs. Anna Marie was able to plunge her tongue a lot better with this position and she smiled to herself as Mrs. Boor’s clear pussy fluids came out like flood. She licked the water like liquid and licked her even further, making the other woman moan even more.
At that instant, the bathroom door opened and there was Mr. Boor standing and watching them. She saw her wife lying on the bed and being licked by the babysitter.
“Change places.” He said, his voice startling the two. Anna Marie gasped and Mrs. Boor eyed her husband almost bitterly. “I was so close to coming you bastard!” She hissed.
“I know, Love. Let me make it up to you. But not until I see you lick her.”
Anna Marie took her place on the centre of the bed and Mrs. Boor undid her pants. She fingered her wet panties and licked her through it, driving Anna Marie wilder. “Oh my God! Ooohhh…goodness.” She moaned sweetly as her female boss licked her through her panties. Mrs. Boor inserted two fingers inside her and the young woman moaned even louder. Mr. Boor was practically salivating. She wanted to lick the babysitter’s cunt as well, remembering what she tastes like. Instead, he watched the two women, his wife’s ass winking at him invitingly.
He watched as her wife touched Anna Marie’s peach-like breasts and he felt himself bulging inside his pants. He unbuttoned his khaki shorts and released his now glistening member and held it tight. Damn all women!
His wife removed the barrier between her and the babysitter’s cunt and placed her legs on her shoulders. Her tongue moved slowly at first, testing her. Anna Marie groaned and moaned and arched her back as his wife tongue-fucked her to perfection. Mrs. Boor imagined how she liked to be licked-firmly and slowly and without hurry.
He went towards her wife, and gripped her ass. He knew he loves it when he licks her from under. He positioned her head so that her cunt was above his mouth and he started using the tip of his tongue to tickle her pussy. “Oh, babe…” was all that she was able to say and her juices mingled with his saliva. Her wife smelled like cinnamon down there-like pumpkin pie. He licked her again and again until she was moving her hips like crazy. Before she even get a chance to climax, he stood up and gripped her ass again, this time massaging it gently, prepping it for some serious fucking.
He moved his cock gently inside her, taking some time to warm her up. He knew she was dripping wet and ready for him, but his wife is a bit sensitive and he didn’t want to hurt her. She was moaning again as his cockhead found her entrance and slid almost effortlessly inside her. His wife was on all fours and he was able to pull in and out of her while standing.
Anna Marie was in so much frenzy now as his wife licked her full force. She moved her hips to meet his thrusts and he fingered her clit to increase the sensations. The three of them were linked together in the most intimate way. He pushed in and out of his wife’s pussy, thinking about doing this again and again and again…



Vicky Wants More


Vicky Morris had always considered herself sort of a prude when it comes to the opposite sex. She was twenty-one years old but had never had an official boyfriend. Well, there were the boys she made out and petted heavily with-and sometimes went to bed with-in parties where she had too much to drink and stuff, but she didn’t think those counted. All those boys were simply after her body, which she had to admit was pretty spectacular for a prude.
She was of medium height, not too tall that boys would feel like midgets next to her but not too short either that boys would feel like they were with a midget next to her. Her hair ran past her shoulders and up to her elbows. She had dark-brown hair, something she used to consider a blessing because it made her stand out among a sea of blondes in high school. Now that she was in college, though, her hair had become sort of like a curse. There were too many brunettes at the college she attended. She felt like she looked like everyone else, and that wasn’t a good thing for someone who was intent on snagging a boy and a college romance at that. She had thought about dyeing her hair blonde but thought against it. She just didn’t have enough guts.
Vicky’s hair may be plain, but her body was far from plain. She was built like an hourglass: shoulders and hips in matching width, waist as curvy and tiny as a waist can be, boobs not too big like Leslie Taint’s-the campus crush-but upright and perky enough to attract the needed male attention. Her tush was firm and toned, but in terms of size, it was an ordinary-looking tush.
She knew she had the looks. Her friends had been telling her so. It wasn’t that she didn’t believe them. She knew enough when she looked in the mirror that she was more attractive than most girls she saw. Her beauty wasn’t the type that would make heads turn. Her beauty was the type that would make one take a second look and then another before the looker would realize they were looking at something spectacular. Vicky wore glasses, something she figured concealed her looks some more. She didn’t mind, though. She had the worst eyesight, and contact lenses irritated her. It was glasses for Vicky Morris. While she thought her spectacles put a damper on her looks, the boys thought the opposite. A chick in glasses was hot for most members of the opposite sex. In the days that followed, Vicky mused her eyeglasses may have had something to do with the events that took place between her and Mr. Russell.
Mr. Ned Russell was one of her babysitting bosses, the other being Mrs. Arlene Russell, his wife. Vicky, for two months and running now, had been babysitting Sabrina Russell, the couple’s daughter and only child. Vicky and Sabrina had hit off right away, and the child looked forward to the babysitting sessions, which took place on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays. Mrs. Russell’s work was something that involved travel. Thus, she was always out of the house, and it was mostly Mr. Russell who took care of Sabrina. His work involved something big too-Vicky guessed it had something to do with banking-but he didn’t have to go out and travel as much as his wife. Vicky babysat on the three said days every week since Mr. Russell had to stay out late on those days. She didn’t mind since her classes at the college took place only on mornings, and she had her afternoons off. Babysitting also meant spare cash, something Vicky certainly didn’t mind.
She had been drawn to Mr. Russell the first time she had laid her eyes on him. Mr. Russell was a tall man, a towering figure to his wife’s petite feminine frame. He was the typical all-American husband portrayed in most family-related ads. His hair was blond. His eyes were blue. His skin was fair and unbelievably creamy for a man’s. His shoulders were broad, and he had an athletic air about him. His waist was trim, and his hips were slim. He didn’t have washboard abs, but his stomach was still decently flat. She wasn’t surprised. The Russells were a young family. Vicky figured husband and wife were in their late thirties, but she didn’t get to confirm this fact.
Mrs. Russell was the ideal contrast to her husband’s almost-blinding fairness. She had jet-black hair that looked startling against her plaster-white skin. Her eyes were of a dark brown; they were so dark they were almost black. Her lips were rosy pink and looked lush. While her husband had an imposing frame, Mrs. Russell looked frail enough to break. She wasn’t very short, but she was petite and gentle looking. Her shoulders were narrow and as wide as her hips. She was thin, but she wasn’t curvy. Aside from her breasts, which hinted of motherhood, she could have been someone who was fresh out of college.
Vicky didn’t think of Mrs. Russell as beautiful, but she was certainly very striking. Also, it was plain to see Mr. Russell was head-over-heels in love with his wife. They were always so sweet together, always looking out for each other and making sure the other’s needs were met first before he/she dealt with his/her own. Vicky figured Mr. Russell may have been something of a playboy back in the days when he was single and free, but he sure didn’t fit into that bill now, not with his attractive doting wife around to give him all his needs and wants.
Yes, all his needs and wants, all right, as Vicky discovered one day.
It was a typical babysitting session for Vicky. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary for her. She and Sabrina played for a bit, but Saab got tired after a while and said she wanted to take a nap. Vicky agreed of course and immediately put Saab to sleep, which was an easy feat since the child almost drifted off to Dreamland right away the second her head hit the pillow.
Saab must be so tired, Vicky thought, looking at the child tenderly. She loved Saab, greatly enjoyed her company. But with the child asleep, what on earth was she going to do the rest of the afternoon? She glanced at her wristwatch and gave a low whistle. She still had three more hours to go before Mr. Russell got home. She thought for a bit and decided to while the hours away by going online. The Russells had a desktop computer in their living room, and the Russells had given her permission to use it whenever she wished.

After making sure Saab was sound asleep and comfortable, Vicky went back down the stairs quietly and headed to the desktop computer. She thought briefly of watching some TV instead then dismissed the thought when she realized her favorite show wasn’t going to be on until about two hours later. Well, the online world it was, she decided. Besides, there were some new videos she wanted to check out on YouTube. She plugged the computer in and turned the volume down a bit as she waited for the machine to come to life. She had forgotten to bring her headphones. The Russells had a wicked speaker, but she didn’t want to wake Sabrina up from all her online racket.
The desktop came to life. Vicky glanced up, and that was when she saw the image on the screen.
She was so surprised that she froze for about a few seconds. She didn’t do anything at all. Her heart beat faster, and her hands grew clammy. She blinked and swallowed the lump of unease that was starting to grow in her throat. No such luck. The image on the screen remained the same, and so she blinked again. The image didn’t change an inch. In fact, it seemed to stare back at her with a sense of quiet defiance, as if asking her how dare she doubt the reality of what she was seeing before her eyes.
What stupefied Vicky was the wallpaper on the Russell’s desktop computer. The picture was that of Mr. and Mrs. Russell. They were in a room that Vicky suspected was in their very house, but the room was too bare and nondescript for her to point out which exact room it was. There was a desk in the room, though. Mr. Russell was seated on the desk.
He was as naked as the day he was born.
Mr. Russell had his hands planted on the desk for support. His legs, on the other hand, were spread far apart. Vicky took in the man’s muscular frame, his creamy skin made even brighter by the sheer film of sweat that covered every inch of his body. She couldn’t see his face. He had his face down as he was looking down at something. Of course he was. He had to.
Mrs. Russell was right between Mr. Russell’s spread-apart legs. She was bent over, and her legs were spread wide too. Vicky could see Mrs. Russell’s bare bottom. For a woman as petite as she was, her behind appeared quite large. Vicky looked closely and could almost see the swollen pink flesh that was Mrs. Russell’s cunt, but she wasn’t very sure. What she was sure of, however, was the sight of Mrs. Russell’s fingers on the spot right where her vagina and anus met. Apparently, Mrs. Russell was playing with herself using one hand. The other was wrapped around the bottom part of her husband’s erect penis, which Vicky couldn’t clearly see since its top half was also covered by Mrs. Russell’s mouth.
Vicky was seeing an image of Mrs. Russell give her husband, Mr. Russell, some head.

She couldn’t tear her eyes away from the picture. The subject was quite scandalous, but the photo was taken tastefully. Husband and wife were caught in perfect form. They were both slick with sweat, and their bodies portrayed they were completely caught up in the throes of their passion. She stared at Mrs. Russell’s behind again. How clear and smooth, and how pale! She suddenly wanted to run her hands all over that juicy bottom. She had the urge to know how it felt like under her hands, how the smooth skin felt as she ran her palms all over that round behind, how it would feel to bring her palm smartly down that ass and hear the smack! that came after each slap, the sound of which was sure to satisfy her.
But she couldn’t do that, of course. What she was seeing was a still photo, and she couldn’t just go up to Mrs. Russell and ask her if she, Vicky, could see and touch her bare bottom, could she? Vicky’s eyes flicked to the Mrs. Russell’s round ass again. The longing inside her raged uncontrollably now. She began to shake. She realized she had to do something about her sudden bout of fleshly longing for her female employer before she totally lost it. She glanced upstairs and listened for a moment. Everything was quiet upstairs, which was how she wanted it to be. The silence meant Sabrina was fast asleep. Perfect. Vicky could get to her business without anybody accidentally walking into her as she immersed herself into it.
Vicky slid her red cardigan down her shoulders, revealing the thin-strapped cotton dress she wore underneath it. She threw the cardigan down the floor then reached out behind her to unzip her dress. When that bit was done, she stood up and stepped out of her dress. She was now in her underwear, a dark-blue lacy set she had gotten for herself a few months back. She bit her lip. She was feeling hot and racy now. She stared at the wallpaper again for a couple of seconds. Now she could see the swelling underside of Mrs. Russell’s right breast, which was partially concealed by her right arm. Vicky’s eyes traced the length of Mrs. Russell’s right arm up until her hand, which was clamped over her husband’s seemingly humongous dick. Vicky leaned closer for a quick inspection. The photo didn’t give a crystal-clear detail, but she was almost 100 percent sure Mr. Russell was gifted with some huge equipment.
No wonder Mrs. Russell is all over him, Vicky thought. Well, I would be too if I were in her shoes.
Her flesh called out again, and Vicky responded right away. She slid the straps of her bra down her arms. Her breasts, eager for release from the stifling confines of her undergarments, sprang free. Her nipples got a whiff of the cold bracing air and all at once began to stand in attention. She looked down and gave one of her nipples a quick pinch. This led to an electrical sensation that ran down her arm and all over her body, seeming to linger at the area of her crotch where something appeared to gush out. She tweaked her nipple again. The electrical sensation was unmistakable this time, and she couldn’t help but moan. She bit her lip again and looked up. No signs of moving life upstairs. She figured she didn’t have much time to play around. If she wanted to do this, she better do it fast.

She threw her bra on the floor. She was only in her panties now. Vicky started to slide her panties off her hips then stopped. Why? There was something incredibly sexy about playing with herself with her panties on, Vicky realized. There was a sense of urgency, some wild animalistic desire that screamed “I gotta have you now! No time to take your panties off!” She shrugged. Why take off something that added to the excitement?
She was all set now. She looked at the picture again for inspiration and nodded. She sat back on the office chair in front of the desktop computer. She lifted her legs and placed them beside the desktop, one leg at each side. She moved back a couple of inches so that her legs were spread really wide. She looked down. Her panties were sticking into her crotch, and there was a dark spot right in the middle of her crotch. Vicky liked what she saw. It made her feel sexy. It made her feel wanted. She glanced at the desktop wallpaper again. It made her feel like she was part of Mr. and Mrs. Russell’s intimate moment.
She leaned back against the office chair and slipped her hand beneath her panties, right into her crotch. As her fingers made contact with her pussy, she realized she was already very wet. Perfect. With her eyes fixed on the computer screen, she began to move her fingers. They weren’t inside her yet. Her fingers were simply touching, wandering, and exploring. Her eyes flew to Mr. Russell’s hands, which were planted firmly on the tabletop.
Vicky pictured out it was those hands that were squirming into the space between her panties and crotch. Those strong powerful-looking hands that groped at her wet flesh greedily and hungrily. Her nipples perked up at this thought, and she ran her other hand over them to make them feel they weren’t neglected. She bit her lip and leaned back some more on the office chair. She was completely turned on now. Her breath began to come in short spurts. She was breathing, almost panting, in harsh shallow breaths. Her panting sounds echoed all around the living room. She was alone, but her soft cries didn’t sound lonely.
As she slid one of her fingers inside her soft and moist slit, she shut her eyes. She was into the moment now. Nothing could stop her. Her finger probed and explored every wet inch of her pussy. Vicky was so wet now she could hardly feel her finger moving inside her. She pushed it in even deeper. It hurt a bit, and she cried out loud. The pain went away almost immediately, though, and she resumed her poking and probing. Her slits were dripping with thick fluid now, but she had no intention of stopping. She went on poking and probing and running her flat palm all over her breasts. Her hips seemed to have a life of their own as they started to raise themselves up and move in time with the poking and probing of her finger. Soon her finger was sliding in and out of her. With each thrust her hips rose and fell. In no time, her movements became smooth and she couldn’t help but cry out some more in between thrusts. She was delirious with ecstasy. It was almost like she was fucking someone.

I’m fucking Mr. Russell, Vicky thought. The idea excited her, and she moved her finger and hips faster. She inserted another finger inside her pussy, adding to the mounting pressure she was feeling down there. Two fingers inside her still didn’t feel right, so she slid another finger in. Now she was satisfied. She felt full and stretched, which was how she liked it. With her other hand, she spread her cunt wide open so as to accommodate all the fingers that were inside her. There was also something about having to “force” herself open that made her feel giddy with delight and lust. She resumed her thrusting and humping. Boy, did three fingers ever feel better than one!
Vicky was so absorbed into the moment that she didn’t feel the hands clamping down on her breasts right away. In fact, the second the hands fondled her breasts, she moaned out loud and arched her back so as to give the hands more access to her breast meat. The hands responded by squeezing and pulling at her tits hard, almost to the point of pain, but Vicky didn’t mind. Her sexual experience may be far and few, but when she had them, she almost always went down the rough and wild route.
It was only a few minutes later when she realized she was no longer alone. The hands digging into her breasts couldn’t be hers, as hers were too busy playing with her most private spot down there.
Her lusty mood snapped, and she opened her eyes in surprise. Her hands were still buried beneath her panties and into her crotch, so she was beyond horrified when she looked up and found herself looking right into Mr. Russell’s clear blue eyes.
Vicky was stunned. She was so horrified she was unable to do anything for a few seconds but stare up and back at those baby blues. Her mouth opened and closed, like that of a fish out of the water and struggling to catch its breath. Her heart pounded rapidly in her chest, and her hands-which have been squirming frantically beneath her panties for several minutes now-became still. She wanted the earth to open up and swallow her whole. She couldn’t believe her employer had caught her playing with herself. Then she thought of the wallpaper on the desktop computer, and she gasped. Mr. Russell might think she had been snooping around!
The shock wore off, and she opened her mouth to speak. But Mr. Russell got to her first and placed a finger over her lips, shutting her up.
“Ssshh,” Mr. Russell said softly. The finger over Vicky’s lips went down her chin, where it travelled down her neck and over her breasts. Vicky’s breath hitched, and she took another deep breath. She found she could speak this time.
“Mr. Russell, this isn’t what you think it is,” she began. But Mr. Russell’s finger found its way over her lips again, and she had to quit speaking.

“I know, Vicky,” Mr. Russell said quietly. “I’ve always known you were a silent little slut. Isn’t that what you are, a slut?” He gave her nipple a hard pinch, and she gasped.
“Yes, Mr. Russell, I am a slut,” Vicky answered, moaning once more as Mr. Russell gave her another hard tweak on the nipple. He was hurting her, but she didn’t want to let him on that she was in pain. Besides, there was something about the nipple pinching that excited her. There was pain, yes, but there was also a kind of sexual excitement that came with each hard pinch.
Mr. Russell went around the office chair so that he was now facing Vicky. He had to duck under her legs as these were still planted on the table, beside each end of the computer. Now he was in front of Vicky and on his knees. She stared at her boss, so huge and towering yet so vulnerable as he knelt between her legs-and her pussy, which still had her hands trapped in them.
He gently removed her hands from beneath her panties, and Vicky let him. He grabbed her wrists gently and brought her hands close to his nose. He sniffed at the fluid-encrusted digits. He inhaled deeply. Then, to Vicky’s surprise, he took her hands in his mouth and began to suck on them.
She was stunned at this sudden display of sexual affection. She had expected Mr. Russell to give her a lecture she would never forget and then fire her after he had given her his piece. She had never expected him to take her come-covered hands into his mouth and suck on them like his life depended on it. She had never had her hands and fingers sucked on. The sensation was foreign to Vicky, but it brought her arousal back to life. She welcomed it. She let her arousal take over, and when she couldn’t take the sensations that were running up and down her spine any longer, she gave in and let the cries and moans escape her lips.
“Don’t stop, Mr. Russell,” she moaned out loud. “Please, please don’t stop.”
“I see you’ve been snooping around, Vicky,” Mr. Russell murmured as he licked the juice off her index finger.
“No, it was an accident,” Vicky whimpered.
“It doesn’t matter,” Mr. Russell said. He abruptly stopped licking her finger and quickly let go of her wrists, dropping them into her lap. Now he stared straight at Vicky, her clear blue eyes piercing Vicky’s dark ones. He licked his lips as he looked at her, making her feel slightly uncomfortable for a while but not for long. He placed his hands on top of her legs and pushed them farther apart. Vicky’s legs only had so much room to move, but she let him move them nevertheless. Her arousal was back in full force now. She was so consumed by lust for this man, for her employer. Her long-hidden feelings of desire for Mr. Russell all woke up at once, consuming her flesh and eating away at her every thought. She had to have this man. She no longer cared of the consequences, whatever they were, but she had to have this man.

Mr. Russell echoed the thoughts that had been running around Vicky’s head. He looked down at her panties, so drenched with her juices. He bent down and kissed the large dark spot on the crotch of her panties. She shivered in delight. He bit on the waistband of her panties and brought them down her hips gently, removing them out of the way so that her bare pussy was completely clear for him to do whatever he wanted to do to it.
Vicky moaned. Her desire, her lust was spiraling out of control now. Her hips bucked, and she raised them, bringing them closer to his face. He moved away slightly, teasing her then his face grew serious once again. His hands found her hips, and he pushed them back down into the office chair. She writhed, shaking from side to side, wanting to break free from his hold so she could bring herself closer to him once again.
“Stay put!” Mr. Russell barked harshly. Vicky had no choice but to obey his brisk command. Whimpering, she sat where she was, no longer attempting to do anything.
“Mr. Russell, please,” she whispered. “I… I can’t take it anymore. I want you inside me now.”
Mr. Russell answered by lowering his head flicking his tongue at the wet mound of Vicky’s most private organ. His tongue burned Vicky. She gave several soft moans, and against her will, her hips moved again. She looked down at her boss just in time to see him spread her lips apart and plunge his tongue inside her slippery crack. The sight and the sensation set off her libido even more, and she had to bite her lip so as not to cry out loud. Heavens knew how much she wanted to scream out loud and kick at everything in sight, anything to get the growing burning desire off her. She did cry out loud when his tongue probed deep into her. However, he withdrew his tongue from inside her. He looked up at her again, running his tongue over his lips.
“You taste just as good as I thought you would,” Mr. Russell said softly. “My, my. We should’ve done this sooner, Vicky, don’t you think?” He reached out and caressed her cheek with one hand.
Vicky could only nod in reply. She was so full now; she felt she was about to burst from all the pleasure that was now shooting up from every inch of her. Her pussy was now about to explode. She knew she was going to come right now, with or without Mr. Russell’s tongue-or his dick, as she had hoped at first.
Mr. Russell went right back to doing his business. His lips clamped over her pussy this time, sucking on the delicate flesh that was becoming increasingly moist with what his mouth was doing. At the same time, with his mouth over her pussy, he inserted a finger into her crack, adding to the intense sensations. Vicky was beyond herself now. She grabbed at Mr. Russell’s hair and pulled hard. She was going crazy, and she needed something to hold on to lest she fall off the chair and start doing crazy things on the floor. Mr. Russell groaned harshly in response to her hair tugging. He thrust his tongue and finger deeper into Vicky.

“Mr. Russell, I can’t…” she managed to get out between moans and pants. She gave off another series of cries as he inserted another finger inside her cunt.
Mr. Russell’s tongue moved more rapidly inside Vicky. His tongue thrust in and out of her pussy, in perfect timing to the thrusting motions also made by his two fingers inside her. Vicky raised and lowered her hips in time with the thrusts of his tongue and fingers. Her breath came out in short gasps. Sweat covered her whole body. Her dark-brown hair was matted and slick with sweat, but she didn’t care. For Vicky, nothing mattered but the explosive pleasure-filled sensation down there. She was drowning in it. She focused on nothing but the feel of Mr. Russell’s mouth, tongue, and fingers sliding in and out her pussy. It was driving her wild. Her eyeballs rolled, and she shut her eyes. Her hands no longer pulled at his hair, but she gripped his thick golden strands tightly, not wanting to let go. She raised her hips again, pushing her pussy deeper into Mr. Russell, wanting him to bury his face right into her essence. She was very close to bursting out of her seams now.
“I can’t,” she gasped. “Mr. Russell, I’m really-”
Her words were too late. Her body went into motion before she even realized it. She shut her eyes and gave off a controlled kind of scream. Her body went rigid as she spurted off her exotic juices, right into Mr. Russell’s face. She shuddered as the shakes went through her, sending her into a kind of shaking frenzy while her muscles clenched and unclenched, spewing forth clear thick liquid. But he didn’t shirk away as she first expected. On the contrary, Mr. Russell appeared glad and eager to be in the receiving end of Vicky’s erotic fluids. He brought his face closer to her cunt and opened his mouth wider over her private cave, as if to drink her juices whole and right from the source. This turned Vicky on some more, and she surrendered to the new set of shakes that coursed through her body. She felt some of her fluids slide down beneath her; she was giving off too much come. She was just completely turned on.
Her shakes abated, and she settled deep into the office chair, panting and out of breath. Below her, right into her cunt, Mr. Russell was busy licking off the white juices that were leaking out from her. He licked with purpose and careful precision, like he knew what he was doing and actually liked it. He licked her pussy almost clean.
Vicky felt a surge of pride swell within her. She couldn’t believe someone as attractive as Mr. Russell would have the hots for her, but apparently, he did. He wanted her, that pretty much was clear. Well, Vicky wanted him too. She didn’t want to cause any trouble to their lovely family, but she wanted Mr. Russell to answer every time her flesh called out for him. The next time, though, she wanted it to be his cock to penetrate deep into her. His tongue was nice, but she suspected his cock would be better. Much, much better.

When he was done licking her clean, Mr. Russell stood up. Vicky was still too spent to get up from the office chair, so she lay where she was. He looked down at her as he fixed himself.
“Well, Vicky?” he finally asked. His face didn’t express a hint of emotion, but his eyes said otherwise. They sparkled and smiled, and Vicky knew she wasn’t in any trouble.
“I want more, Mr. Russell,” Vicky said simply.
And just like that, Mr. Russell obliged.



One Night Something


“Don’t you think he’s a little old for you?” Carmine asked Julia.
“Well, he’s not THAT old. He’s older than most guys I’ve dated but he does not necessarily qualify as old.”
“Whatever, Julia. But isn’t it weird? I mean he has a kid. You’d be like the step mom. C’mon, you’re not even twenty yet.”
Julia eyed her friend. “I really don’t know why you are stressing so much. I just said he’s cute. Besides, it’s been only two days since I first saw him. It’s not as if I am dating him.”

For Julia, her babysitting gig was just a mere past time. She actually does not need the money for her parents are filthy rich. But then, she is feeling kind of bored lately and is lacking her usual drive. When she learned that one of her neighbours was looking for a babysitter for his daughter, she immediately fell for the post. She has never been so excited about something for months. At least now, she’d be able to do something different.
Julia is somewhat spoiled but is someone who loves being around kids. She looks so much younger for her age. She just turned 18 but her face still is very innocent, made more so by the fact that she’s not very much fond of make up. With a sleek straight blonde hair and green eyes, she looks like a devilish angel. She’s petite but beautifully proportioned, with a cinched waist, curvy hips, and beautiful round breasts.
Mr. Adams is a newly divorced father of Julia’s subject, Missy. His daughter is a smart kid who loves Barbie dolls and homemade brownies. The former Mrs. Adams is a cranky woman whom Julia met only once. However, she disliked her instantly. Thank goodness she does not have to see her everyday.
It was a Saturday morning when she first met Mr. Adams. She liked her instantly. He was the laid back kind of guy (when he’s at home). When he goes to the office is a different thing. Power emanates from his every pore. She saw him fully dressed for work a couple of times. Really impressive. Mr. Adams has a girlfriend named Sarah. She’s only a couple of years older than Julia but also has a kid of her own. She’s olive skinned, Latina, and very, very tall with long legs that seem to go on forever. Julia envied her for so many reasons. First, her complexion seems golden most of the time. Second, her loose curls are natural. Third, she looks sophisticated no matter what she wears. She’s always wearing these pencil skirts and silk blouses that show off her figure to perfection. Julia on the other hand loves sneakers and denim shorts. At least she looks a lot better in them. Whatever, she just does not like Sarah very much. She makes her feel really uncomfortable. Another thing she didn’t like about her-her giggles. She’s the giggly type and the sound just practically grates on her nerves.
One night, while Missy and Julia are playing at the living room, the couple arrived. They had dinner together. The Julia cannot help but notice that Sarah was simply too provocative. She was sitting so close to Mr. Adams-too close for comfort, in fact. What a slut!
When Julia came down from to get some drinks, they were still in the living room and cavorting on the couch. She started feeling really weird. They were kissing and all gooey and it was driving her nuts. If only Sarah would leave now. Well, she didn’t. She spent the night at the house and made noisy love to Mr. Adams all night. “Well maybe that’s all in my mind.” She thought.
That night, she went home feeling depressed. The first days have been really good. Missy likes her, she likes Missy, and Mr. Adams has really been very good to her. His wife rarely shows up-ex wife. But then, Sarah is fucking her head. She really cannot stand her. She’s too enthusiastic and very nice and very slutty too. She wished her boss would just find another. Even her ex-wife will do. She slept that night thinking about Sarah and how to make her leave. Her mind went blank.

“Missy, Dad will be coming home a little bit late today.” Julia told the kid one night.
“Will you be staying here with me until he comes home?” She asked expectantly.
“Of course, Missy. I will.”
It rained so hard that night, the heaviest rain in months. Julia stayed inside Missy’s room, half expecting Sarah to show up any minute and annoy her again. Fortunately for her, there were no signs of her-yet. It was around 9 pm when she heard a car. It was Mr. Adams. There was no Sarah.
Julia went downstairs to get a can of soda when the front door opened. “Julia.”
“Are you alright, Mr. Adams?” He looked withdrawn, his hair wet from the downpour. “I’m fine.”
“Would you like some coffee? I was about to go to the kitchen anyway.”
“Thanks. I think I’ll pass.”
He went to his room without another word. Julia proceeded to get her soda and went back to Missy’s room.

An hour that night, Mr. Adams and Julia bumped into each other on the hallway. He was wearing a white shirt and his office pants and was carrying a beer bottle. “Is something wrong?”
He shook his head and motioned for her to come closer. Without hesitation, Julia walked towards him. He ran his knuckles on the smooth skin of her face. “You’re beautiful.”
Julia was suddenly out of her wits. Her mouth went dry and she remained motionless as he caressed her cheeks. In an instant, Julia’s arms went to touch his chest. He felt his muscles tighten and deep down, she had this strong urge to touch him even more. He pulled her close to him, so close that she can smell him, so close that he can feel his warmth seeping through her clothes. “Do you have a lover, Julia?”
His voice was making it hard for her to focus. She shook her head and looked up at him. His hand lightly touched the delicate skin of her neck, tentatively touching her like a piece of art. All she can think about is that his lips were so close to hers…
He led her hand and took her inside the nearest room. Julia’s heart skipped a beat. She has no clue why her boss brought her here. At that moment, she didn’t care. Mr. Adams went on the small of her back and rubbed her gently. “Mr. Adams I…” she began.
“Ssssshhh. I did not bring you here to talk Julia. I brought you here because I need someone. Could we just be quiet for a moment?”
Julia expelled some air and nodded. She let her mind wander, thinking of the exotic and sensual heroines she read about in all her paperbacks. She forced her mind to stop thinking and allowed her body to just be in the moment. If only he would kiss her right now, to get it over with.
He scooped her up and carried her on the bed. He switched on the bedside lamp and reached for her. His lips found hers and they kissed. She tastes really sweet, like an exotic fruit. His lips were warm and teasing, nibbling hers gently. Julia’s mind was spinning. Her boss is on the bed with her. She couldn’t believe it. She was wearing denim cut offs and a cashmere sweater. She suddenly felt warm and tingly.
Julia looked at his face. His eyes were somewhat weary, a contrast to his strong looking jaw. He is every bit as handsome as the day she met him, only this time his eyes showed a bit of pain. If he’s taking her because he is lonely, so be it. Sex is still sex.
Mr. Adams one hand moved up her legs. The way he was kissing her was enough to make her go crazy, the combination of his touch and his kiss is driving her wild. Slowly, he parted her lips with his very determined tongue. She obliged and opened her mouth slightly for him. He invaded his mouth like known territory, his tongue exploring her wet inside. Every inch of her flesh was filled with sexual tension she has never experienced before. Mr. Adams was a damnably good kisser. He didn’t pounce greedily like most men. Instead, he started the pace really slowly and allowed Julia to adjust and composed herself. It was almost an art when you think about it. He pulled at her tongue and sucked it really gently. It was all too much to bear. It was intoxicating.
He removed her shoes and tossed them across the room. She can actually feel his urgency but he is trying very hard to take his sweet time. His hand rubbed the back of her knees, and it made her shiver. His mouth kissed her entire face, licking her jaw as his other hand massaged her nape. His tongue found her ear lobes and he whispered sweet nothings in her ear. She knew all those words were meaningless but it feels so good just hearing them being said.
She felt her sweater being raised and soon, her tummy felt the warmth of his hand. She felt as though she was melting. He continued kissing her as he played with her upper body. The feel of his hand is extremely delicious. He touched her bra and she felt the heat seep through the fabric. “Undress me, Mr. Adams.”
With that, he removed her sweater and looked at her wearing only a pink bra and denim shorts. She looked every inch enticing, her complexion glowing in the low light of the bedside lamp. Mr. Adams face lighted up as he took in the sight of her breasts aching to be freed. Her breasts were like juicy plump fruits that were nestled in her bra. He touched them, feeling their amazing softness against his palm. He grew harder.
He dipped his nose on the hidden valley of her breasts and she shivered, pushing his head to her flesh. Julia’s breasts were full and round and irresistible. A little movement and they jiggle. This excited him even more. Holding her back, he dipped his tongue on tits, making her arch her back to be closer to him. Unable to take it anymore, Julia decided that she cannot be a passive participant in this act. With that, she sat up and kissed him with all the pent up passion he was able to make her feel. She took in everything-her smell, the sounds he makes, and the feel of his hands on her body. The combination was like a drug that kept her on fire.
With one hand, he was able to undo her bra, at long last revealing her breasts in their naked glory. He held them in his hands and they felt like water balloons-heavy and full. He throbbed as his lips reached one of her nipples. He sucked one really gently, making the young woman in her bed squirm and moan with ecstasy.
He tried to push her breasts together and suck both nipples in one go. His attempt was a failure. He sucked her nipples again and again, his tongue making light ticklish contact with her rose buds. She gripped his hair like crazy and moaned “Mr. Adams.”-over and over. Her moaning excited him even more than what was safe and soon, he was removing her denim shorts and crawling to kiss her legs and thighs. Her skin was so smooth and it drove her crazy when he kissed her very lightly on the legs, all the way up to her panties.
Julia’s body is lush and curvaceous, just like a woman should be. She’s like a fertile ground. His lips nibbled the delicate skin of her thighs. Her foot massaged his back as his mouth licked the thin skin very near her-you know. She cannot focus on anything else now. The bed is creaking because of their shared weight, but somehow, that made things even more exciting. She felt his hand groping her pussy and she almost immediately felt so wet. He slid off the tiny piece of her remaining clothing and slid a finger inside her silky flesh. Julia moaned softly as he used his finger to release her juices. She felt like coming now. He moved his long finger expertly inside her, rubbing all her sensitive spots.
Mr. Adams felt so excited about touching his babysitter’s naked body. Her sex noises are driving him over the edge. His erection felt strained now and he badly wanted to explode. She feels like warm honey, his pussy looking so inviting. He wanted to taste her with his tongue, although he’s not sure Julia would like that. The women in his life hated being tasted down there. He only wished this woman is different. He warmed her up with his hand, loving the way she looks while naked on the small bed. Her toes are intense on the mattress and her eyes half closed. She spread her legs even wider for his deliberate touching and soon, she was begging for more. “I want to put my face in between your legs and taste you…” Her eyes flew open and she practically begged for him to do so. She already imagined how it would feel like. No one dared taste her before. What a wicked, wicked, animal. His tongue went to taste her without warning and the world stopped for Julia. He was licking her like she was cream custard, his tongue flat and applying a bit of sweet pressure on her clit. His tongue was insistent and velvety and fat too. The flicking noises he was making while kissing her clit was amazing. Julia is moaning incredibly now, her breaths coming in short heaps. “Oh, Mr. Adams. That’s pretty wicked.”
“Ssssshhhh.” He ate her again and again, making her pussy damp and severely wet. His saliva was hot and she felt it trickling down her butt. Or is it her own juices? Her aroma filled the bed-that musky scent of an aroused female ready to be fucked hard. He raised one of her legs and rested it on his shoulders while he licked the back of her thighs. She sighed as he pushed a finger deep inside her pussy. He moved it deeper and deeper, even more turned on as he heard all her moans. With each thrust of his finger, she arches her back, begging him for more. He pushed another long finger inside her hole and her juices felt like spilling all over his hand.
Julia’s body feels like being licked by tiny little tongues all over. She had never been so aroused before and being taken by a man like Mr. Adams made her feel like a woman. She spread her legs wide and clenched her muscles to amplify the stunning sensations that she’s feeling for the very first time. “You really are beautiful Julia. Now, spread those legs even wider…” He was teasing her and exploring her____________________ it was the sexiest thing ever. He used the tip of his tongue and moved it in and out of her vagina, her fluids threatening to spill even more. He was tongue fucking her-she couldn’t believe it. Oh, it felt so good. More and more, he tortured her with his tongue and soon, she was spiralling to oblivion. When she couldn’t take it anymore, she came in his mouth, her juices filling his lips. “Sweet Lord.”
He licked all of her cum, making her thighs quiver. Her hair was a mess now, and she was almost buried in soft pillows. She didn’t care. All that matters now was that earth-shattering orgasm. She felt it through her every pore, her body responding to his touch even better now.
She grabbed the bulge in his pants and attacked his zipper. Her hands were shaking as she undid his belt. When she was able to free his near bursting cock, she squeezed it tightly and gazed at it almost lovingly before putting it inside her mouth. He tastes like heaven with a clear liquid starting to come out of the tip of his cock head. She rubbed his dickhead against the round tip of her nose and he groaned.
She ate him and licked him like a lollipop, making sure that she listens to his every sound. She played with his testicles all the while eating him and they felt like plump berries on the palm of her hand. Mr. Adam’s eyes were completely shut. The way the babysitter is giving him the head is unbelievable. Her mouth is skilled and her tongue, oh her tongue, is remarkably created for this.
She expertly moved him in and out of her mouth. All the techniques she learned from the glossies are now paying off, as this man in front of him, is marvelling at all the sensations he must be feeling. She squeezed his butt like buns of bread as he moved him in and out of her mouth. He slid almost effortlessly, her saliva decreasing the friction, making him slip slide without hassle.
Her hands travelled on his waist and she rubbed her cheeks on his thighs. “Damn you…that feels so good.” He muttered. He gripped her hair and moved her back to his cock. “I’m not done yet. Hush.” She deep throated him this time, his full length invading her mouth. She used her tongue, moving expertly along the length of his cock. She definitely wanted this thing inside her-right now. She felt his cock going rock rigid and she stopped abruptly. She wanted THAT inside her too.
She went back to the bed and went on all fours. “Wow…Julia…”
“Shut up. Now come here, baby. I’m all yours.” She raised her butt for him, revealing an even smoother and creamier skin there. He could definitely see her pussy from behind and he wasted to time. He spread her kitty lips with his hands and licked her. In that position, Julia screamed out loud. Oh it was oh so wonderful. His tongue was totally without mercy, and an even stronger quake rocked her body. “Don’t stop! Don’t! Please don’t.”
He licked her like that again and again until she was soaking wet again. Seconds later, her hips jiggled as she came hard and fast inside his mouth, her fluids were even thicker this time and he licked it all. She was crouched like a tiger in heat. A sexy tiger in heat.
He shoved his cock head inside her and she moaned like a kitty. She moved her hips sensuously to meet his every thrusts, the view exciting him even more. He slid one finger while his cock was inside and Julia rocked herself against his member, looking for more friction. More juice greeted him and showered his cock. He rammed inside her, fucking her until she was moving with his rhythm and she arched her back, every inch of muscle in her body clenched to perfection. “I’m coming Julia!” He made one last dive and held her against him as he spilled everything inside her pussy. They were all sweaty and still and breathing insanely. They lay in the bed for a long time, not saying a word.

The following day, Sarah showed up and when Mr. Adams saw her, his face lit up all of a sudden. So apparently, they had some fight. The sight of them kissing again was too much to stomach for Julia. She kept herself busy the rest of the day and forced herself to not think about what happened last night. It was hard. She listened to heavy metal music to not think about the bed she shared with her boss. The loud head banging music was okay for a while then it starts to feel really annoying. She shrugged her shoulders and started watching some cartoons instead. It worked for a while but soon, she started seeing weird scenes on her mind so she shut off the TV as well. She opened her bag and took his underwear-the one he was wearing yesterday. She smelled it and once again her nostrils were filled with his strong masculine smell. It was particularly addictive. She smelled it again and again and rubbed her face with it. She was losing her mind.
Good thing, she only needed to get through tonight. At least she won’t have to work tomorrow and she’d be heading to the beach. That would surely make her NOT think any more about Mr. Adams. Her friend was right, after last night, she realized that it’s totally a bad move to mess up with her boss. Especially now that Sarah is in the picture again.
She looked at Missy’s sleeping form and smiled. The kid really takes after her father. The dimples, the eyes, and the charm-almost everything came from her father. That’s a good thing of course. She’ll definitely grow up to be a special girl.
She fixed herself in the mirror and smiled. It’s just normal to desire a good looking man, especially after the night they had together. However it does not mean that she has to be stuck on this rut for good. Somehow, she just has to find a way to get over the whole thing. It’s a one night something. Just a one night something.
She silently went out of Missy’s room and went to the garden to get some fresh air. There is a wrought iron table there, shaded by the trees. It was the perfect place to spend a balmy night. She spent a few minutes making calls to a number of friends for their beach trip tomorrow. She really needed a break. She closed her eyes for a while, allowing the cool breeze to caress her cheeks. Nature is one of the things that relax her in an instant. She needed to this more often. A few minutes ticked by and the headache that she had been nursing all day disappeared magically. She raised her legs on the table and leaned better on her chair. It felt amazing.
As the light breeze tickled some of her hair loose, she felt someone standing behind her. She laughed inwardly. She was definitely imagining things. Mr. Adams is definitely asleep-with Sarah.
A second later, she felt a hand of her shoulder and the smell of warm amber and sin teased her nostrils. It was Sarah.
What the hell was she doing here? She let out some air and sighed. Now she’s annoyed. So much for some peace and quiet.
“You don’t like me. I wish I knew why.” She said with her unique sultry voice.
“It’s pretty late, Sarah. Aren’t you supposed to be with Mr. Adams now?”
She sat across the table and faced her. “I seriously regret going back. The warm welcome I was expecting did not happen. We broke up-for good this time. I just came here to say goodbye and asked why you display such a huge amount of dislike whenever I am around.”
“You’re imagining things, Sarah. I don’t dislike you. I just cannot be too chummy with whoever it is my boss is dating. It’s weird.” She looked at her for an instant then added. “Besides, it’s no longer relevant now that you’re no longer an item.”
“Right. I just usually do not get that reaction from women. You don’t happen to like me in a different way?”
“What?” What is she talking about?
“Well, something tells me that you know, you may be eyeing me strangely.”
“I want you to know that I welcome the attention.”
Julia’s attention was on her now-100 percent. “What the hell are you talking about?”
She walked behind her again. She was standing so closely now. It took a chunk on Julia’s patience to bear with her. Her guts was just beyond her.
“I am talking about this.” Just then, Sarah’s hand cupped her breasts. Julia was bewildered and almost slapped the other woman’s hand. It felt weird at the beginning, but as the pressure increased, so did the pleasure she felt. Her hand was gentle yet determined and it pinched her nipples, making her feel both pain and pleasure.
“Follow me.” She heard Sarah say and the sweet smelling woman walked away, her long legs making scissors of strides, her butt wiggling seductively. Julia debated for a moment if she’d follow her or not. She’s straight-all woman. She’s pretty sure of that. But the way Sarah made her skin all prickly and hot at the same time was so incredibly amazing. She’s sure of that too. She thought of all the men who had been her lovers and if she was indeed satisfied by any of them. Well so far, Mr. Adams is the standard. But what’s there to compare. He’s a man. Sighing, she stood up and followed Sarah back to the house. I hope Missy would sleep really well. She shook her head.
Mr. Adams looked out from his bedroom window and was able to get a good view of the scene below. His ex and the babysitter. Could it be? His hand tightened on the curtain and went back to bed. He cannot believe it.
When Julia reached the house, she could not see Sarah. She walked down the hall and there, a door opened. “Get in! Quick!”
She heard Sarah’s loud whisper through the crack and she stepped inside a bedroom she hadn’t actually seen before. Or maybe she’s just too self absorbed. Anyway, the room was dark but the moonlight is able to get in through the windows, which is fine. She felt Sarah’s hands as soon as she closed the door. They lock in a sweet embrace and kissed. Sarah’s mouth was gentle and tastes like cherry. Her hand went under her shirt and touched Julia’s already excited breasts. Her skin immediately caught fire. She flicked the light switch and at long last, she was able to gaze at Sarah.
She brushed against Julia’s body and rocked her hips against her, in a slow fucking motion. They kissed again, more intensely this time. She motioned for Julia to sit on the big mahogany office table at one corner of the room. My goodness, this is Mr. Adam’s office. Weird that may be, it turned Julia on.
She sat on the table and Sarah immediately grabbed the front of her shorts and undid the buttons. God, she’s really gonna do this. She let out a long sigh. Sarah’s hands were warm against the skin of her legs. She pulled her shorts down to her knees and licked the wet spot on Julia’s panties. She was wearing a white silk underwear and the spot made the outline of her pussy even more enticing.
Sarah’s tongue expertly kissed the flesh around her cunt, all the way up her waist. She was teasing her and it was driving her crazy. Using her whole mouth, she kissed her through the thin fabric of her underwear and the sensation was made even more incredible. Julia’s eyes were filled with lust as the tall woman removed her underwear.
She spread Julia’s nether lips, revealing her dark pink flesh and the knob in the middle looked even more inviting. Sarah wanted to do a lot of things to her and first, she nibbled on her engorged bit of flesh. Julia was in heaven as Sarah’s tongue explored her feminine folds. Her tongue was hot and wet and it probed gently and slowly, just like what she always fantasized about. It’s the most erotic thing she has ever experienced and it felt so good. It was incredibly good.
Julia tastes like a rice pudding-warm and exotic and addictive. Julia found it a bit hard to breathe. It was like she was molten chocolate being eaten by Sarah. She spread her legs even wider to give her better access and felt her thumb rubbing her clit until she was moaning heavily, saying her name over and over. She ate her and feasted down there, even better than all her male lovers combined. Sarah made her lay on the table and this time, every inch of her pussy is exposed. Julia was feasted on with gusto, Sarah’s touch making her want to scream, except she can’t do.
Sarah inserted a finger inside her and screwed her gently. Julia raised her hips to meet her thrusts. Just then, the door opened and Mr. Adams stepped inside. He quietly closed the door, to the shock of the two women. “Don’t stop. I like to watch.”
Sarah removed the rest of Julia’s clothes and she started fondling the woman’s breasts. Her nipples were small and pink and she sucked on each one gently, making Julia moan even louder. Her one hand went back to her cunt and this time, she inserted two fingers. Julia’s juices were dropping endlessly, causing the edge of the table to become slick and wet.
Mr. Adams took a deep breath and watch the action unfold. She couldn’t believe that he had employed a slut for a babysitter. A beautiful slut at that. He also had no idea that Sarah is THIS wild. His bulge cannot be hidden now as it stood out from the rest of him. He couldn’t blink. Seeing Sarah’s tongue lick the babysitter’s cunt was so much of a turn on.
He took of his clothes without taking his eyes off on the two women. He walked slowly towards them and rubbed her hardness along Sarah’s nape. The woman moaned but cannot be distracted. She went behind the desk and started kissing Julia…



Rain on Me


The rain came as it always does: sudden, hard, and without warning. Looking out from the living room window and into the inky darkness torn apart by the slashing raindrops, it was Fiona who first invaded my thoughts. Fiona, my wife for seven years now, I believe, was probably driving home at this very moment. No, scratch that. I knew she was driving home at this very moment. Fiona is brimming with more positive traits than I can handle, but spontaneity is not one of them. My wife is a creature of habit and routine. When she plans to get home from wherever, she intends to get home from wherever.
Patty, the babysitter whom Fiona and I have hired for around four months now, looked up from the book she was reading. The Shining by Stephen King, I noticed. Patty was a pretty kid. Still 21 years old, she was more than beginning to show some physical attributes that gave more than heavy hints of a life filled with men chasing after her, begging her to give them her hand, and promising her the world if she would do so.
Patty was attractive and sensual in a way you wouldn’t notice when you first set your sights on her. A brunette, she had pin-straight hair that she wore in a length that reached the middle of her shoulder blades. She had a figure that spoke of secret curves, a matter I sometimes thought while lying awake in bed at night that I would like to check, to explore. Of course it’s hard to be wrapped up in such thoughts when there’s Fiona sleeping soundly beside me, but sometimes, those thoughts do come alive. And when they come alive, I let them stay alive.
Fiona and I have a kid named Tanner. He’s five years old, and he’s the most inquisitive kid in the world. I’m being serious here. The little guy just won’t quit asking all sorts of questions, ranging from the mundane (“Do you think I could fly to the moon, Daddy?”) to the serious (“How are these rocks formed, Mommy?”). We have had babysitters in the past, and unfortunately, a good chunk of them simply couldn’t take Tanner’s out-of-this-world curiosity. Fiona said that was because the babysitters were total idiots who didn’t know any shit. I chuckled at that, but I agreed with her. Kids these days seem to belong to a different breed. Wherever their interests lie, reading and learning new stuff aren’t one of them. No wonder Tanner drove them mad.
Patty was an exception, and every day my wife and I gave ourselves a pat on the back for having found such an awesome babysitter. Patty looked nothing like the typical nerd who would rather spend time with books than with people. Like I’ve said, Patty got a generous sprinkling in terms of the looks department. But while she looked like she could be the prom queen if she chose to, the girl loved to read. Upon arriving home, Fiona and I would often find her curled up on the couch with a book in hand, reading with such fierce concentration she sometimes would not hear us come in.
Patty’s passion for reading earned nods of approval from my wife and I. It helped with Tanner’s nonstop questions, and there’s something about a good-looking girl who has the brains to boot. I didn’t tell my wife this, of course. As far as I could recall, I never thought of Patty in, you know, that way. But just because I have not thought about her in such light doesn’t mean I would not consider seeing her in such manner.
While the rain drummed loudly on the roof and all around the house, Patty looked up from her Stephen King novel and fixed her hazel eyes on me. I stared back without thinking of anything save for Fiona and how on earth she was going to drive the entire forty miles from her parents house in this sudden downpour. Fiona is moderately myopic, meaning she can’t see things clearly from far away. The rain surely isn’t helping things in her case.
“Mr. Amis?” Patty asked tentatively. “Is everything all right?” She began to fiddle with her book, but it looked like she didn’t know she was doing it. “It’s the rain, isn’t it? It’s quite frightening, I know, suddenly coming down like this. Maybe I should go check on Tanner.” She started to get up from her place on the couch.
“Oh, no,” I said hurriedly, gesturing at Patty to remain where she was. “I mean, don’t worry about Tanner. He loves anything and everything about the rain. I was thinking of Fiona. She’s probably on the road right now, driving through this difficult downpour.” I sighed. “You know how bad her eyes are.”
“Oh, my gosh,” Patty said breathlessly, and placed a well-manicured hand to her chest. Instinctively my eyes traveled to where her hand went. My eyes caught sight of a slightly rounded breast that looked small yet pert and firm. The word delectable suddenly came into mind, and just as sudden something stirred inside me.
Don’t be a dirty old man, I told myself quickly, sternly. Get a grip of yourself.
Patty was saying something, but since I was momentarily lost in thought concerning her breast, I didn’t catch what she was saying.
“I’m sorry, I just conked out,” I said apologetically, trying to get a hold on my respectable fatherly persona.
“I said don’t worry about Mrs. Amis,” Patty repeated, her hazel eyes still fixed on me. “She’s probably-”
As if on cue, the phone rang. It was Fiona. The rain had been too much, she said, so she decided to turn around and go back to her parents’ house.
“Of course I’d hurry back home if I could,” Fiona said fretfully. “But you know how my eyes are, and it’s just raining so damn hard-”
“It’s okay, honey,” I said soothingly. “I understand. I was thinking about you, anyway. I was worried how you’re going to get home in this sudden downpour. Well, I’m glad you’ll be staying at your folks for a while. At least you’ll be safe and dry in there.”
Fiona agreed and promised to drive home the second the rain stopped. I told her there’s no need for her to rush as it wouldn’t help to be on the road without a good amount of sleep. She agreed reluctantly but still insisted she would get home as soon as she can. I assured my wife again, and after a few more pleasant exchanges, we said our good-byes and good nights.
I put the phone down. “That was Fiona,” I told Patty. “She won’t be coming home tonight. It’s raining so hard, and she doesn’t think it’s safe for her to be out on the road in this weather.”
Patty nodded. “That makes sense. I’d do the same if I were in her shoes.” She glanced at the clock. “Speaking of, since Mrs. Amis won’t be getting here anyway, I think I’d better go, Mr. Amis. It’s getting late, and the rain doesn’t look like it’s going to let up anytime soon.” She began to place her things inside her backpack.
“I’d drive you home, of course,” I said. “But like you said, the rain isn’t showing signs of letting up. I don’t think it’s safe for anyone to be out in this weather, especially during the night.” I glanced out the window again. The rain fell harder than ever, and the wind began to howl its way through the trees. I’m a pretty good driver, and I don’t have any problems with my vision, but I would give myself a hard kick on the head if I even thought of going outside in that weather.
And besides, I was beginning to like the idea of being alone with Patty (in the living room, anyway) while the rain continued to rage outside. I made up my mind right then and there.
Patty was zipping up her bag. “That’s nice of you, Mr. Amis. Thanks. But I need to get home. There’s something I need to get done. I’ll walk home, don’t worry.”
I sat beside Patty and placed a hand on her leg. “No one is going home tonight in this weather,” I said firmly.
Patty stiffened visibly, and with my hand on her leg, I felt it too. I had not entertained the idea that she might refuse my advances, because even then, I had always felt she was attracted to me. Not attracted in the sense of good old-fashioned love (remember, I am married and I sincerely love my wife-and yes, Patty has a steady boyfriend), but in the sense of “I’m attracted to you and I’d love to get in your pants” vibe. Patty isn’t a slut, and I’d like to be clear on this. The girl is smart, well read, and polite, but when a person reaches twenty-one, there’s too much hormones going on to think about smarts and politeness.
“What’s that supposed to mean, Mr. Amis?” Patty said after a few moments.
The hand on her leg began to move, to stroke. “You’re a smart girl, Patty. I know you know what that’s supposed to mean. What I mean.” While I uttered those words, the stroking motion went on.
Again Patty didn’t say anything for a few minutes. “Is this what you’ve wanted all along, Mr. Amis? To be alone with me so you can do whatever it is you’ve wanted to do all along?”
I threw back my head and laughed. “Oh, Patty darling, spare me the rhetoric. You’re a smart girl, I know that, but right now, I don’t exactly appreciate being told things. What I would like at this moment is to be shown things.” My hand traveled to the space between Patty’s legs and stayed there.
She looked down at my hand, appearing to contemplate on things. It was at that moment when I knew she would say yes to my advances. The girl didn’t have it in her to refuse to something she herself wanted so badly. Like I said, Patty wasn’t dumb, and she wasn’t numb to the calls and desires of her flesh.
Suddenly Patty looked up and at me. “Okay,” she said simply.
Before I could even say anything, Patty pushed me toward the couch and straddled me. I was too breathless and surprised to say anything. I was sitting and attempting to seduce this girl one second, lying and being straddled by a nubile twenty-one-year-old babysitter the next. What the hell happened?
“Is this what you’ve wanted all along, Mr. Amis?” Patty asked again, all the while undoing the pesky buttons that held her white button-down shirt in place. In one swift motion, she had done away with her top and was now sitting on top of me with nothing but a lavender lacy bra covering her chest.
I was speechless. I had always known Patty wasn’t the most gifted in the chest department, but there was still something about the sight of her in her underwear. Her breasts were just the way I pictured them to be: small but pert and firm. They were practically straining to escape from the lacy cups that held them in place.
Before I was even aware of what was happening, my hands were suddenly on Patty’s breasts, kneading them like mad. Patty, in spite of her attempt to show some dominance, gave off two small moans. I stopped what I was doing and looked up at her, an all-knowing smile starting to creep at the corner of my lips.
Patty saw the smile, and she frowned. “Continue what you were doing,” she ordered. “Unless you want to be punished, that is.”
So the secret slut likes to play rough and dirty, I realized. Without warning and before Patty could take another breath, I bucked my hips and shifted my body. A second later, the tables were turned: Patty was lying on the couch while I was straddling her, this time pinning her arms to her sides with my knees.
“Mr. Amis, this wasn’t-” Patty began, all the while writhing from beneath me.
“Hush.” I placed a finger on her lips. “You asked for it. Well, you got it, babe.”
I slid the straps of Patty’s lacy lavender bra down her arms. A moment later, the sight of her firm young breasts met my eyes. Her nipples were pink, the color of sweet youth. Tentatively at first then more firmly the next second, I tweaked one nipple and watched it begin to grow into a hard nub. I suddenly couldn’t take it anymore. With my knees still pinning Patty’s arms to her sides, I bent forward and took one of her nipples into my mouth.
The sensation was delicious. The taste of her young breast was foreign to my taste buds. But it was a foreign taste I liked, and I hungered for more. I opened my mouth wider and took in more of her breast. Heavens, it was small, but it was fresh and springy. It was delectable. When Patty began to squirm and moan in pleasure, I began to suckle her.
Patty began to squirm and moan so much, I had to double the strength on my knees to keep her in place. There was something about the scenario that excited me and fired up my senses. Maybe it was the idea of this helpless not-so-little girl who was literally and metaphorically under me, the idea that I could do anything and everything I wanted to her. An icing on the cake was the fact that the not-so-little girl was willing to let me do whatever I want to her, and that completely turned me on.
With my lips fastened on Patty’s tit, I reached out with one hand and touched her right away in the space between her legs, this time without the thick cloth of denim to get in the way. I was not surprised to find the girl was practically sopping wet. My fingers worked their magic again, and in the next instant, Patty was rid of her figure-hugging jeans. The fabric was soft and slid easily down her ankles.
I stopped sucking on her breast so I could get a good, clear look on her precious organ. Patty was wearing a lacy lavender thong that matched her bra. The thong was flimsy and gave little, if any, protection to the dark damp mound that rose and seemed to strain against it. Patty had trimmed her pubic hair, another factor in my favor. A little hair never hurt anybody, although it would have been better if Patty had been completely bare. But who knew this little escapade was going to take place?
“You’re wet,” I told Patty accusingly. “You’re very wet.”
“It’s all for you, Mr. Amis,” Patty answered almost shyly. “It’s all for you.”
I couldn’t believe my ears. Was this really goody-two-shoes Patty? Where on earth did she learn to talk like that? Eventually I decided the details didn’t matter. Patty and I were lucky to have the house to ourselves (well, almost-Tanner was upstairs, but he was fast asleep). The rain showed no sign of slowing down, but I knew the rain wouldn’t go on forever.
I was totally turned on by Patty’s performance. I felt myself getting bigger and growing harder with each passing minute. I found myself unable to wait any longer. I had to be inside Patty now. I wanted to know what it would feel like to be deep inside her, to feel her warm flesh around my cock, and to thrust myself inside her as if there was no tomorrow.
I decided to find out.
The lacy lavender thong was in the way, but it didn’t offer much resistance. With one rip the cloth came apart and was in tatters. I threw it aside and prepared to feast my eyes, hands, mouth, and cock on the luscious organ that was Patty in all her naked glory. Patty, who, despite being as naked as the day she was born, continued to give off that subtle come-on aura that ordered me to fuck her hard.
I grabbed Patty’s organ, not gently, and she gave off a loud moan. Without any thought of finesse, I inserted a finger inside Patty. She was very wet by then, so my finger slid smoothly and easily into her. Patty bucked her hips a bit and moaned again. She didn’t say anything, but I knew she was asking for more. I inserted another finger inside her, and because she was so slippery, I put it another finger.
By then I had three fingers inside Patty. I moved my fingers this way and that, and Patty almost became crazy with pleasure. She jerked and bucked and thrashed, moaning all the while, trying to keep her sounds of pleasure to a minimum so as not to wake my son who was sleeping upstairs. I kept on making all sorts of motions inside Patty, and she continued to twist and thrash around.
When I slid my fingers out of Patty, I saw my hand was practically covered with her juice. The girl was hot and horny beyond belief! Looking into her womanly essence, I wasn’t surprised to see her lips were swollen pink and shiny with her fluids. The sight turned me on some more.
I changed my position again so that I was no longer pinning Patty’s arms but was between her long, coltish legs instead. I spread her legs as far apart as they would go so I could have more access. Patty didn’t object or anything. She simply let me spread her legs.
Once I was satisfied with how widely spread Patty’s legs were, I got down into business. I knelt and lowered my body until I was almost face-to-face with Patty’s vagina. I saw her clitoris was engorged and swollen, and then I spread her lips apart.
Without hesitation I placed my tongue inside Patty, tasting and feeling her. She tasted sweet with a hint of salty, but she tasted clean and pure. Patty really was still a kid, after all. But the “kid” practically convulsed herself to pleasure the instant my tongue made contact with her down there. For a moment I wondered if I should stop. I shrugged. Who knew if this moment would come again, right? To hell with what-ifs and all that horseshit.
I went on pleasing Patty with my tongue. She felt soft and smooth inside. It was like licking an ice cream cone, actually. The more I licked Patty, the more she writhed around. The more she writhed around, the wetter she became. It didn’t take long before my face was practically covered with white sticky goo. I was covered in Patty, for Pete’s sake. I licked some of the white goo from the corner of my lips. Delectable too.
“Mr. Amis, you’re driving me mad,” Patty groaned, her forehead dotted with sweat. “Stop torturing me, and put it in me. Fuck me hard.”
I ignored her orders and went on fucking her using my mouth instead of my cock that she wanted so badly. I swirled my tongue inside her, enjoying the silky feel of her inside me. I reached up one arm and fondled Patty’s tits while my tongue was still inside her and my mouth was wrapped around her vagina. I rubbed her nipples hard as I thrust my tongue in and out of her, increasing my speed and finding my rhythm. I rubbed and thrust, rubbed and thrust, until I felt her tense, felt she couldn’t take it anymore…
And that was when Patty grabbed me by the hair and put her face close to mine. The poor girl was suffering, I could tell, but I was satisfied with her suffering because I wanted her to suffer. I wanted to punish her for reasons I know not.
“You asshole,” Patty hissed. “You won’t listen to me, huh? You’re going to pay for it.”
For a delicate-looking girl, Patty was actually pretty strong. The tables were turned for the third time. I was lying on the couch again, and Patty was on top of me again, but she wasn’t straddling me anymore. Instead, she went down a few inches until she came face-to-face with my cock, which, without warning, she devoured inside her mouth.
I was blown. Patty was just bursting with surprises. I never expected her to give me or anyone else some head, yet here she was, wrapping my member with that moist, warm mouth of hers. Patty definitely knew what she was doing. The girl was a natural tease. She would flirt and play with her tongue, running and swirling it all over my dick. I couldn’t help it. I moaned from sheer pleasure, and when I did, I felt Patty grin with her mouth around my package.
Patty played not only with her tongue and the very slightest hint of teeth, but also with her hands. The part that was no covered with her mouth, she covered with her hands. Patty made twisting, rubbing motions coupled with firm pressure on my penis. The sense of pleasure was overwhelming. I felt my eyes do that funny thing, and I could’ve sworn I fainted for a millisecond from the delicious rush of ecstasy that was running through my veins.
“Patty,” I managed to gasp, “where and how did you learn to do that?”
She took my penis from her mouth and answered, “I don’t kiss and tell.” Then she went on and drove me mad for about ten minutes or more. The experience was like nothing I’ve ever felt or even seen.
Patty played with my balls too. She took each testicle gently into her hands and rubbed them firmly using her open palms. Electricity ran down my spine and back again. It was so intense, I reached down and grabbed Patty’s hair. I gave her hair a mild yank, and to my surprise, Patty actually moaned. I tugged at her hair again, and she gave another moan. Man, the girl really loved to play it dirty.
Patty took one of my balls near her mouth and blew on it gently. Her breath was cool, and it sent another round of fresh shivers up and down my spine. My cock grew stiffer and larger again, something which Patty noticed. She nodded in approval and, without warning, sucked on my dick again. She did it up and down, side by side, and all around. Every motion made me convulse with pleasure. But just when I felt I would explode from all that sensation, Patty stopped sucking my dick and sat in front of me instead.
She opened her legs and spread them wide, then she wrapped them around my waist. Now we were face-to-face, and intimately at that. I immediately understood what she wanted, but before I could even nod and tell her to get it on, Patty grabbed my cock and placed it inside her.
Immediately I began to thrust in, out, up, and down. Patty was tight, not in a way that suggested she was a virgin but in a way that meant she hadn’t been getting it on for quite some time now. Maybe her boyfriend was away. I didn’t know and didn’t care. I was just happy I got to get a hot piece of Patty at long last.
Patty’s snugness felt good against my swollen dick. I continued to thrust in and out of her as she placed her arms on the sofa and leaned back on the couch, using her elbows for support. Patty spread her legs even wider, bucking and moving her hips in time with my thrusts, trying to come up with a rhythm that’s sure to drive us wild with sheer pleasure.
Patty made this bouncing motion that got her tits jiggling like crazy. The sight drove me wild. With one hand, I grabbed one tit and began pressing it hard, squeezing it, never losing my rhythm and continuing to pound hard inside her. Patty began to move her hips faster and faster, finally coming up with this rhythm that matched every thrust and grunt I made.
“I’m coming, Mr. Amis,” Patty said breathlessly. “I’m coming!”
I grunted in response and kept on banging her hard. I was being ruthless now, and I no longer cared if I hurt her or not. I was lost in my own pleasure and passion, lost in the feel of Patty’s flesh wrapped around and all over my member.
Patty sat up all of a sudden and wrapped her arms tight around me. Her face was buried in her neck, and I wasn’t too lost in what I was doing to not notice her harsh breathing and rapid panting. She raked her fingernails up and down my back, and just as surprisingly, she began to shake violently.
“Mr. Amis” was all Patty managed to get out before her eyes rolled wildly, showing only the whites. Her hands clutched my shoulders just as she gave these huge shudders. After a few seconds Patty gasped and bucked and bent over. I was still inside her by then, and I felt the liquid products of her orgasm course through my cock. It went on for a while, and it seemed as if she would never stop coming. When she did, she grew limp in my arms and placed her head on my chest, still breathing heavily.
I could have come too right there and then, but I had other plans in mind. I let Patty catch her breath for a while before I pulled myself out from her. Because Patty had become weak and limp, pushing her back into the couch was easy. I did just that, and when she was on her back, I kneeled in front of her and placed my dick in her mouth.
Patty began to suck on my dick, softly and tentatively at first. It wasn’t what I wanted. I pinched one nipple to get my point across, and Patty, being the smart girl that she was, got the message. She began to suck harder, stronger, and firmer, which was how I wanted it to be done. I wound my fingers around her brown hair and pulled so hard that her neck got lifted an inch from the couch.
Patty went on with her sucking, and she played with my balls again. The pleasure was beginning to build up and grow more intense. I knew I was about to burst, and I couldn’t hold it off any longer.
And burst I did. I gave a loud moan as my fluids gushed out of me and right into Patty’s mouth. Patty swallowed my come, but before I could completely release myself inside her mouth, I pulled out and let the rest of my semen drench her face and chest.
Exhausted, I collapsed right on top of Patty. We were both breathing heavily and rapidly. I closed my eyes and waited for my racing heart to calm down, for my breath to finally resume its normal pace. I sensed more than saw Patty do the same. I felt every inch of her naked body in my own naked body. I liked how that felt.
We were more or less breathing regularly after several minutes. As if on cue, we both sat up and looked at each other. Gone was the sweet, innocent Patty I had seen when she first stepped through the door, what, a few hours ago. The sweet, innocent Patty had been replaced by a wilder, more daring girl who pretended she didn’t know what she wanted but would do all it took to get it anyway. Patty was full of contradictions. She was sweet, but she was sexy. She was polite, but she liked to talk dirty. She wanted to dominate, but she wanted to be submissive more. It was tough to put her into a fixed category, but what did it matter? Patty gave great sex, and aside from her excellent babysitting skills, that was all that mattered.
Patty cleared her throat. “The rain has stopped. I should get going, Mr. Amis.”
I listened for a second and realized she was right. The rain had indeed stopped, but for how long, I didn’t know. I nodded to show Patty I understood, and she nodded back. As if on cue again, we both picked up our clothes from the floor and began to dress.
There was silence while we dressed, but it wasn’t awkward. It was a silence that promised of great things to come-maybe not right away, but such greatness was due in the horizon. The thought filled me with excitement, and I found myself getting hard again. Zipping up my pants, I reminded my randy side to keep calm, cool, and collected. The rain had let up, meaning Patty can go home now, meaning Fiona will be getting home soon.
We were fully dressed when the phone rang. It was Fiona, saying the exact things I was thinking: that the rain had stopped (“Thank God!”), she wanted to go home, and she’d be doing just that.
“Is there anything I can get you on the way?” Fiona asked. “Coffee or some doughnuts perhaps?”
“Thanks, but I’m fine,” I answered. “Hurry home, I can’t wait to see you already.”
Fiona giggled like a schoolgirl. “You and your fancy lines. Yes, I’ll be right on home. I’ll see you then!”
I turned back to Patty and saw that she was already halfway to the door. She had her backpack on, and right at that instant, I saw her for who she really was: still a student, a kid, for Pete’s sake.
“Will you-” I began, but she cut me off.
“I’ll be here Friday,” Patty said. “Thanks, Mr. Amis. You don’t have to drive me home. What’s twelve blocks, anyway?” She shrugged.
I nodded. “I’ll see you on Friday.”
Patty nodded in return and went out, closing the door softly behind her. I sighed. It looked like I was back to my Mr. Nice Guy persona.
Until Friday, that is.



While Sean is Away


The doorbell rang ten minutes later, and Ara hurried over to get it. Sure enough, when she flung the door open, it was Lauren who was standing on the front steps and squinting against the bright sunlight. Ara squealed in delight and, before she could stop herself, threw her arms around Lauren’s neck and planted a quick but firm kiss on Lauren’s lips. Ara saw the look of surprise on Lauren’s face at her sudden display of affection and laughed heartily.
“Hey!” Lauren exclaimed, and laughed too. She circled her arms around Ara’s waist and held her close. “What was that for?”
Ara sighed contentedly and snuggled against Lauren for a moment. They have been lovers for almost eight months now, something that always made Ara feel proud every time she thought of it. She loved Lauren to death, and she had never been happier in her entire twenty years of existence than when she and Lauren were together. Unfortunately, they had to keep their relationship a secret. Their respective families, who were both conservative and traditional to the core, knew nothing of what went between the two girls. Their friends at the college knew of their relationship, though, and that was good enough for the girls. At least they could take a break from all the hiding and worrying at campus.
“I’m just really happy you’re here,” Ara said, her face buried on Lauren’s chest. She could feel the soft swell of Lauren’s breasts on her cheek. As if on cue, Ara instantly felt turned on. Her mind spun, and she remembered the countless times she had Lauren’s full breasts in her mouth. She remembered the fresh taste of Lauren’s skin and the slightly salty taste of her clean sweat. She remembered stirring the pink nubs that were Lauren’s nipples back to life, and sucking on them like lollipops when they stood firm and erect. God, she loved Lauren so much! Ara sighed again and snuggled even closer to her partner.
“Hey, someone could see us,” Lauren said cautiously. She turned her head slightly and scanned the neighborhood. It was still early afternoon. There was no one on the street, but that didn’t mean it would stay that way. Of the two girls, Lauren was the more level-headed one. She loved Ara and was proud of what they shared, but she knew not everyone was ready to know of their relationship yet. For Lauren, her being cautious was more on wanting to shield Ara from the backlash they would very likely receive once news of their relationship leaked out.
“There’s nobody home,” Ara replied. Her voice was muffled because she still had her face on Lauren’s chest. She nuzzled the tops of Lauren’s breasts lightly, and she felt Lauren stiffen a bit. Ara sighed inwardly. Lauren sometimes worried too much.
“Where’s Sean?” Lauren asked.
“He’s asleep,” Ara answered. “We played tag like crazy, and he was so worn out, he just about went off to Dreamland the second he hit the bed.”
Sean Collins was the six-year-old kid Ara babysat on a regular basis. Since Ara was free on most afternoons-Lauren had classes on Ara’s free time, so they couldn’t be together-she decided to take on a babysitting stint. The Collinss had recently transferred to the city and lived a few blocks away from Ara’s house. Ara considered herself very lucky to have landed the babysitting job. Mr. Collins seemed a nice-enough man, and of course, there was sweet little Sean. Mrs. Collins died when Sean was only two years old, and Mr. Collins had raised Sean on his own since then. Ara was sad when she learned of Mrs. Collins’s fate, but she had to admit Mr. Collins didn’t do a bad job in raising Sean. The little boy, although equipped with a seemingly endless supply of energy, was friendly, polite, and sweet.
Ara had babysat other kids before, so she was aware of the traditional unwritten rules on babysitting, especially the one on not having anyone over when she babysat someone. Ara was proud of never having broken that cardinal rule in her considerable babysitting career, save for this moment, that is. She had been babysitting Sean for two months now. She knew Mr. Collins trusted her, and she would never do anything to abuse that trust.
But she missed Lauren.
Ara didn’t know what possessed her to call Lauren and ask her to skip her afternoon classes and join her at the Collinss’ house. When she realized what she had done, Lauren had already said yes and it was already too late to take things back. The college wasn’t too far from the Collinss’ house. Lauren had promised to be over in less than fifteen minutes. True enough, she stuck to her word. Ara had sprung into action when Lauren had rung the bell. The buzzing sound might wake Sean up, and that would be the end of her babysitting stint with the family.
Now, standing on the front steps with her holding Lauren and Lauren holding her back, Ara decided she was happy she had given her girlfriend a ring. She definitely missed Lauren, no doubt about that. She was sorry she had to break one of her cardinal babysitting rules, but she missed Lauren too much to be worrying about things like rules anyway.
Besides, Ara told herself, this would be the first and last time I’ll have someone over while I’m babysitting. I swear I won’t do this again.
Comforted by her internal promise, Ara led Lauren inside the Collinss’ house. “Take a seat,” Ara said, as she shut the door behind her.
Lauren walked to where the couch was and sat down. She looked around the living room. “Nice place,” she commented. “A pretty big house for only two people.”
Ara sat beside Lauren and pressed her body against her. “Mr. Collins makes a lot of money,” she replied. “Banking stuff. I wouldn’t know any of that from a five-bar gate.” She wrapped an arm around Lauren’s body and began to nuzzle her on the neck.
Lauren chuckled and wrapped her arms around Ara too. “You’re funny,” she said, leaning her face close to Ara’s. “That’s why I love you so much. You never fail to make me laugh, Ara.”
“Kiss me,” Ara commanded, her voice rough and husky. “Kiss me, Lauren.”
“I’d be glad to,” Lauren answered. Then she placed her lips over Ara’s, and the two fell into a deep, passionate kiss.
Ara hungrily ran her lips over and around Lauren’s. Ara opened her mouth wider and devoured Lauren’s lips whole, telling Lauren how much she sorely missed her. Lauren let Ara know how much she missed Ara by immediately slipping her tongue inside Ara’s open mouth. Ara sighed contentedly. Lauren was here, at last. Things were finally going her way.
The girls kissed each other torridly for several minutes before Ara’s hand went down to Lauren’s breast. Lauren moaned softly as Ara grasped her breast firmly. Ara didn’t do anything at first; she simply let her hand rest on Lauren’s breast while her tongue darted into Lauren’s mouth and flicked around inside eagerly. Lauren took Ara’s tongue and sucked on it vigorously. Ara cried out softly, and that was when her hand and fingers on Lauren’s breast began to move.
Lauren let out another moan. Ara smiled inwardly. Lauren loved it when Ara played with her tits, and Ara was only too glad to oblige. Ara grabbed and squeezed without finesse, producing another moan from Lauren. The moans turned Ara on, and before she gave herself time to think things out, she broke their passionate kissing, lifted up Lauren’s snug-fitting sweater, and pushed Lauren down on the couch. Ara saw her girlfriend had a red slightly lacy bra on. The lace was at the top of the cups, emphasizing Lauren’s full breasts. The sight did wonders to Ara’s arousal, and she immediately placed herself on top of Lauren and attacked her breasts.
“Ara, this is insane,” Lauren said through gritted teeth and in between moans, as Ara took a nipple inside her mouth and began to suck on it hungrily. “What if… God, that feels so good! What if Sean wakes up and sees us?” She cried out again as Ara devoured her other breast this time.
Ara paused for a moment to answer Lauren’s question. “Sean’s asleep,” she repeated. “Besides, I’d hear him should he stir. I know his movements like the back of my hand.” She reached out and pinched Lauren’s breast, the one that wasn’t inside her mouth. “Now could you shut up? Remember you’re a slut, Lauren. My slut.” She pinched again, and Lauren squirmed. “You do as I say, all right?”
Both girls were fans of crazy, kinky sex. One of the things they love to do when they engage in activity between the sheets was to talk dirty. Ara in particular loved to trash talk. Lauren let her. Whatever aroused Ara aroused Lauren too. The more arousal, the better.
Lauren nodded in response to Ara’s question and lay still. This time, Ara didn’t return to Lauren’s tits. Instead she undid the buttons on Lauren’s jeans and unzipped her fly. Once Lauren’s matching red underwear was revealed, Ara tugged the jeans and underwear down until Lauren’s bare pussy was free.
Ara stared at the moist juicy lips of Lauren’s cunt. The pink folds glistened and beckoned to her with their plump flesh and juicy sheen. Ara ran her fingers lightly over Lauren’s cunt. Lauren gasped, and her hips slightly lifted off the couch. She glared at Ara. “What did you do that for?”
“Shut up,” Ara said gravely. With one hand, she spread Lauren’s lips open while she slid a finger inside the slippery crack with her other hand. Lauren moaned and tried to spread her legs wider. The couch, however, could only offer so much space. Ara, sensing what Lauren was about to do, grabbed both of Lauren’s legs and placed them on her shoulders. Now Lauren was exposed and all hers for the taking.
Ara lowered her head until her face was inches from Lauren’s pussy. She stayed that way for a few minutes, inhaling in the exotic scent that screamed of nothing but Lauren. Then Ara blew on Lauren’s cunt.
Lauren yelped. “Ara, what are you doing?” she cried out.
Ara didn’t respond. She kept on blowing light, feathery air on Lauren’s cunt, making Lauren squirm and wriggle even more. Ara could see Lauren’s pussy becoming even wetter every moment. She went on fluttering her fingers and blowing over Lauren’s pussy until Ara couldn’t take it anymore as well. With a groan, she buried her face on the tempting mound between Lauren’s legs and began to eat her greedily.
Lauren moaned repeatedly as Ara’s mouth assaulted her pussy. Ara ran her tongue all over Lauren’s mound before slipping her tongue inside the dripping-wet crack and wagging it all over the tiny space. Lauren cried out loud and brought her own hands to her exposed breasts, where she played with and rubbed her nipples vigorously. With her tongue still inside Lauren, Ara looked up and saw Lauren’s nipples were stirring to life. She reached out and tweaked one. She tweaked again and let her hand rest on Lauren’s tit. She resumed eating Lauren out. Lauren was so wet that Ara’s face was smeared with Lauren’s juice in no time.
“Babe, I’m going to come,” Lauren said in a low voice.
“So soon?” Ara asked teasingly before she plunged her tongue back inside Lauren in no time.
“You fuck me so good, that’s why,” Lauren answered in between breaths. She was moving her hips in time with Ara’s tongue, which was touching all the right spots. Ara felt Lauren suddenly grab her hair, and she knew Lauren was going to burst at any moment now. She loved how Lauren was so easy to please.
Ara placed her other hand beneath Lauren’s butt so she was grasping a firm buttock with one hand while fondling a firm breast with another. Ara’s mouth was occupied with Lauren’s pussy. Ara discovered her mouth didn’t want to let go of Lauren’s flesh and taste. Well, Ara was only too glad to oblige.
“Ara, I fucking love you!” Lauren screamed before her bodily fluids gushed out from her most private part, drowning Ara’s tongue and mouth with their sudden surge. Ara didn’t let go, though. Instead she thrust her tongue deeper into Lauren’s pussy, devouring every drop of Lauren’s juice as much as she can. Ara felt her nose and cheeks were already very wet, but she ignored them. She would get to them later. Not a drop of Lauren was going to go to waste.
Lauren came again, her body shivering and shuddering on the couch. Ara held on, and Lauren came again. Ara sucked on Lauren’s cunt this time, until Lauren had another shaking fit and came again. This time, she grew limp under Ara’s touch, and Ara knew her girlfriend was spent.
Ara removed her tongue from Lauren’s crack. She sat up straight and gently placed Lauren’s legs back on the couch. Ara got on top of Lauren, her juice-smeared face inches from Lauren’s sweaty one. Grinning, Ara planted another quick but firm kiss on Lauren’s lips. The kiss left a few drops of Lauren’s come on Lauren’s lips. Lauren gladly licked the drops away.
“Some babysitting stint this is,” Lauren said, then giggled.
Ara snuggled on top of her partner. “Yeah, babysitting is fun,” she agreed, and giggled too.

The next day, Ara was surprised when she opened the door to the Collinss and found Mr. Collins sitting on the couch where she and Lauren had some steamy session only the day before.
“Mr. Collins!” Ara exclaimed. “Hi. Where’s Sean?”
Mr. Collins looked up from the book he was reading. For a man in his early forties, Mark Collins didn’t look too bad, even Ara had to admit. The guy had the classic all-American look: blond hair, blue eyes, chiseled jaw, broad shoulders, trim waist, and towering height. Ara didn’t get why Mr. Collins didn’t remarry after his wife’s death several years ago. He could get any girl he desired with a simple nod or wink if he wanted to.
“Hello, Ara,” Mr. Collins said in his trademark calm voice. “Sean’s at my mother’s. He’ll be there the whole weekend.”
“Oh,” Ara said. “Well, I guess you won’t be needing me then?”
Mr. Collins cocked his head. “Not exactly. Sit down for a minute, Ara. I need to talk to you about something.”
Ara was puzzled. What could it be that Mr. Collins wanted to talk to her about? She decided maybe it had to do with Sean’s occasional bursts of hyperactivity, something that they had discussed once.
“Sure, Mr. Collins,” Ara answered, and sat opposite Sean’s father. She had dressed extra special today. Had she known Mr. Collins would be around, she would have worn her usual shirt-and-jeans combo. “What’s up?” She desperately wanted to tug the low-cut neckline of her sweater, but doing so in front of her employer didn’t seem polite.
Mr. Collins looked steadily at Ara. “You know I’m not someone who beats around the bush, don’t you, Ara? I tell things as they are, direct and straight to the point.”
Ara nodded. This sounded serious, and she hoped she wasn’t in trouble. “Yes, Mr. Collins.”
Mr. Collins went on. “I’m very disappointed in you, Ara. I thought I could trust you with Sean.” He paused. “Apparently I was mistaken.”
Ara’s insides turned cold. She knew right there and then that Mr. Collins knew she had brought Lauren over yesterday. Not only did she bring Lauren over, but she fucked Lauren on the very couch her employer was sitting! Ara swallowed and tried not to let her anxiety show. Relax, Ara, she thought. So he suspects something. He doesn’t have proof, though, he can’t know for sure.
“I’m not sure I get you,” Ara said carefully.
Mr. Collins chuckled. “I knew you’d say that.” He turned serious. “Ara, you didn’t tell me you were a… lesbian.” His eyes never left Ara even for a second.
Ara stared back, but she was melting inside. He knows! she wailed mentally. Finally, she said, “Does it matter?”
“Of course it doesn’t,” Mr. Collins answered, his voice still infuriatingly soothing. “I don’t judge, Ara. But straight or not, I don’t like having people I don’t know in my house without me knowing it.” His voice turned menacing.
“I still don’t get you, Mr. Collins,” Ara said firmly.
Mr. Collins smiled, but it wasn’t a nice smile. “You had your girlfriend over yesterday,” he told Ara. “Her name’s Lauren, I gather. Lauren. That’s a nice name.”
Ara’s eyes grew wide. Lauren was her Achilles heel, and she forgot all about maintaining composure. “How did you-” she began, but Mr. Collins cut her off with a burst of chilly laughter.
“Cut it out, Ara!” he exclaimed. “You’re not fooling me with your act. I know you and your… girlfriend got all nasty on my couch. In my house, and with Sean asleep upstairs.” His eyes grew furious. “How could you do such a thing? Sean trusted you. I trusted you.”
“Mr. Collins,” Ara started, but again her employer cut her off.
“I want you out of this house, Ara,” Mr. Collins said calmly. “I want you out of our lives. No more babysitting Sean. No more lies.”
“Mr. Collins, I’m sorry,” Ara said frantically. “Okay, I admit I brought Lauren over, but that was the first time ever and I swear that would be the last!” She gazed at her boss pleadingly. “I promise that won’t happen again, just don’t fire me, I swear I’ll do anything.”
Mr. Collins’s expression didn’t change. “No, Ara, that’s-”
“Anything, Mr. Collins, anything,” Ara interrupted. An idea popped into her head, and before she could blink, she reached down and pulled her sweater off her head. The sweater was dark and Ara was feeling a bit naughty, so she had decided not to wear a bra underneath.
With her breasts bare, she stood in front of Mr. Collins. She stood proud and erect, making sure her breasts looked saucier than ever.
Mr. Collins was silent for a moment before he let out a deep booming laughter. He laughed so hard, he had to steady himself on the table.
“Is that all you can do?” he exclaimed, struggling to keep himself under control. “Dear Ara, I’ve seen enough tits that could last me more than a lifetime.” He grew serious again. “Although there’s something I want you to do, though.”
Ara was wary. She couldn’t believe she had the nerve to strip in front of her boss. But she was desperate. Not only did she need the babysitting money but she also cared for Sean too much. He was like the little brother she never had.
“What do you want?” she asked finally.
“I want you to fuck yourself, Ara,” Mr. Collins said softly. “I love sex, but not as much as I love seeing others do it in action. It’s so erotic.”
“That’s it?” Ara asked. But she felt dirty. She had played with herself countless times in the privacy of her room and even in front of Lauren, but never in front of a much-older man.
“It depends,” Mr. Collins answered. “Now do it.”
Ara took a deep breath. I guess there’s a first time for everything, she thought. Then she undid her jeans and slid them down to her feet.
Mr. Collins leaned back on the couch, gazing at Ara’s body appreciatively. “Nice body,” he said. “I want you to put on a show.”
Ara kicked at her jeans until her feet were free of them. She stood up and walked to where Mr. Collins was, where she stood in front of him. Clad only in her purple silk panties, Ara began to move her hips. She tossed her head back, letting her long blond hair float around her shoulders. She cupped her breasts with both her hands and began to squeeze them gently. The she ran her flat palms over her nipples until her pink nubs stood out alert and awake. She kept on running her palms over them, and she felt something gush out in between her legs. Her panties were getting soaked. She sneaked a look below and saw a small dark spot on her crotch.
Mr. Collins didn’t say anything. He simply leaned back on the couch and gazed up at Ara, waiting for her next erotic move. Ara ran her hands down to her flat, trim stomach. She toyed with her navel for a bit and ran her hands back up to her neck, where she stroked and caressed at the sensitive spots on her neck. She brought her hands back to her breasts and played with her tits some more. She was already incredibly aroused. Ara couldn’t help but moan softly. She was in it now, no doubt about it.
She let go of her breasts, and her hands went down to her panties. Ara bent slightly, as if to scratch an itch on her knee. She wiggled slightly so as to make her tits jiggle, and she knew Mr. Collins liked it because she saw his eyes grow wider at the sight of her jiggling twins.
Men, she thought, half-pleased and half-disgusted.
Ara stood up straight and spread her legs apart. She covered her chest with one hand while she inserted her other hand inside her panties. Her eager fingers found their target, the soaking-wet area between her legs that was her slit. Ara inserted two of her fingers down there. The sudden jolt sent sparks all over her body. Once again she moaned.
Her fingers slid in and out of her crack greedily. The friction created by the rubbing motion made her pussy produce more body juice. Ara was very wet in no time, a fact that was proven by the growing dark spot on the crotch of her panties. Her knees began to shake. She found she couldn’t support herself any longer, so she sank to her knees but without removing her hand in her pussy. On and on she went rubbing and thrusting her fingers in and out of her crack. The thought of masturbating in front of a much-older man now turned her on. The whole thing was so dirty, so erotic. She had to admit she couldn’t be this turned on in front of Lauren. Lauren aroused her a lot, but for Ara, that form of arousal wasn’t dirty. This thing with Mr. Collins, though, certainly qualified as dirty for Ara.
She was very much into it now. Her hips were now bucking, moving back and forth in time with sliding of her fingers inside her pussy. She slid another finger in, raising the count to three. The pleasure began to build up and grow more intense. Ara shut her eyes to further heighten her other senses. She was right. The sensations increased in intensity, and she gave out several soft cries to let some off the building pressure out.
A few moments later, she felt something brush against her mouth. She attempted to open her eyes, but a hand shut them back in place. The thing brushed against her mouth again. Curious, Ara parted her lips slightly, and that was when the thing invaded her mouth.
It was Mr. Collins’s cock.
Ara gasped in surprise, but with her boss’s cock in her mouth, the sound was muffled. She felt Mr. Collins force more of his cock inside her, and she opened her mouth wider to take in as much of his dick as she can. She pursed her lips just before the rod could penetrate her throat. Not now.
“Play, Ara,” Mr. Collins ordered.
The hand clamped over her eyes disappeared, but Ara kept her eyes shut. Her mouth devoured every inch of Mr. Collins’s cock. It was huge, she could tell. It barely fit inside her wide-open mouth and almost reached the area where her throat started. Ara began to suck and nibble, and the fingers in her cut resumed their erotic movements.
Mr. Collins gripped Ara’s hair then the sides of her head. He moved Ara’s head forward and backward, simulating thrusting motions. Ara obeyed and moved her head on her own. Mr. Collins moved his cock in time with Ara’s thrusting until their body movements were in harmony with each other.
Ara had an idea. She removed her hand from inside her panties and, with both hands, grabbed Mr. Collins’s balls. He moaned when she did this, and when she applied the faintest bit of pleasure, his moans became louder.
She couldn’t take the suspense anymore, so she opened her eyes. She looked down and saw she had almost all of Mr. Collins’s dick in her mouth. Her eyes traveled to Mr. Collins’s jewels, which she squeezed ever so gently. Mr. Collins gasped, more from pleasure than from pain. She reached for the spot between his organ and anus and pressed it lightly. Mr. Collins stiffened and yanked Ara’s hair. The motion hurt Ara’s scalp, but it raised her arousal levels more than it caused pain. She pressed the tender area again, and Mr. Collins jerked around.
She decided to focus on Mr. Collins’s cock. She opened her mouth even wider to accommodate all of him. She wanted to take him all in. Mr. Collins shoved his cock deeper into Ara’s mouth until it was practically in her throat. With the cock right where she wanted it to be, Ara resumed her sucking and humming motions. She moved her head in tune with her sucking and humming and felt Mr. Collins grow stiffer and even larger inside her.
Ara didn’t know how long she could last with Mr. Collins’s giant rod hammering inside her mouth. She could deep throat, yes, but could only do so for a few minutes. She was thinking of having him eat her up instead when suddenly, she felt Mr. Collins’s dick grow rigid in her mouth. She looked up and saw Mr. Collins was shaking uncontrollably. He was moaning and giving out soft cries, his hands still wound around Ara’s hair.
“I’m going to explode, damn,” Mr. Collins hissed. He gritted his teeth and increased the speed of his thrusting in and out Ara’s mouth. Ara matched the speed of Mr. Collins’s thrusting by moving her head even faster. This resulted into a frenzied motion from both Ara and Mr. Collins. He grabbed more of her hair and tugged harder. She reached behind him, grabbed his buttocks, and squeezed as much flesh as she can.
Mr. Collins roared. Ara quickly took his cock out of her mouth and positioned it between her breasts instead. She was just in time. A split second after his cock was released from her mouth, it began to release loads of pent-up erotic juices from Mr. Collins’s body. He shuddered and gasped, his eyes shut tight. He ejected more and more liquid from his huge cock, which Ara kept firmly in place between her breasts. Her chest was soaked and dripping with Mr. Collins’s come. She looked up at Mr. Collins. He was still shuddering, and his organ was still spurting his semen.
Finally, Mr. Collins’s shakes receded and came to a stop. He made as if to collapse on the couch, but Ara pulled him into a kneeling position in front of her.
“Clean me up, you bastard,” she ordered. Her hands gripped the sides of his face. “Lick me clean. Do it.” She pulled his head to her chest. A second later, she felt Mr. Collins’s tongue run all over her breasts and chest.
Ara moaned repeatedly. Oh, the sweet pleasure! She had almost forgotten how a man’s tongue felt, how sharp and brazen it was. She arched her back, practically shoving her tits into Mr. Collins’s mouth. He lapped them up hungrily, licking Ara’s skin from his own come, pausing to suck on a nipple here and there.
Ara was almost insane with ecstasy. She grabbed Mr. Collins’s hand and placed it between her legs. He didn’t have to be told. Almost instantly, he slid in three of his squirming fingers inside Ara’s pussy. Ara cried out loud and bucked her hips. He ignored her cries and continued to lick her breasts and plunge his fingers inside her pussy. His fingers were crude, and they dug at her private walls harshly. But Ara didn’t mind. In fact, she spread her legs even wider and raised her hips to meet Mr. Collins’s hungry hands.
“You are so delicious,” Mr. Collins murmured in between licks.
Ara opened her mouth to answer, but a sudden violent shaking took over her body. This is it, she thought, her eyes rolling up. This is it, I’m coming.
And come she did with three of her employer’s fingers still crammed up inside her. Ara screamed, letting her orgasm rip through and wash over her. She came again and again into Mr. Collins’s hand. She felt the walls of her pussy contract as if endlessly. She didn’t know how much more she could take before she collapsed, spent.
Ara collapsed on the floor after her third orgasm. Then Mr. Collins’s hand was in her mouth. He was commanding her to clean his hand using her tongue, to eat her very own come. Ara was exhausted, but she obeyed. She licked and sucked on Mr. Collins’s hand, cleaning it from her own body fluids.
Mr. Collins collapsed beside her, his hand still in Ara’s mouth. When she opened her eyes, she saw Mr. Collins looking at her, a playful smile curving his lips outward. He is so good looking, she thought. Of course she would never tell Lauren that.
Mr. Collins spoke up first. “Come back tomorrow. Sean’s away for three days.”
Ara nodded. She knew what was going to happen on the next two days, and she was fine with it.
“You can bring your girlfriend over, if you want,” Mr. Collins said, toying with one of Ara’s breasts. “We could have some good fun.”
Ara smiled. “Sounds good. I’m sure she’ll like it.”



Shady Mina


Mina Noel paced nervously around her bedroom. In half an hour, she would be in the living room of her new babysitting employer, the Wrights. Mrs. Wright had called a few days ago to tell Mina she had gotten the job. Mina had squealed in delight. The Wrights seemed to be the ideal employers-well, from what she had gathered from their ad, anyway. She was to babysit five-year-old Steven Wright on afternoons from Monday to Friday. The schedule had fit Mina’s to a tee because she didn’t have many late-afternoon classes on weekdays. She was ecstatic because aside from making the most of her time, she was also bringing in extra bucks.
Mina checked her watch. Twenty-five minutes before her scheduled interview. Another thing that was in her favor was that the Wrights didn’t live too far away from the college. She could make it to the house in less than ten minutes, actually. However, since Mina has yet to meet her employers for the first time, she was determined to make an excellent impression.
Not that she had a problem in the physical department on making a good, lasting impression. Mina was one of the most attractive women on campus. Her height made her hard to miss. At almost six feet tall, she easily stood out from the crowd. Her light blond hair also made it easy for anyone to spot her in a crowd. Mina wore her hair long, way past her shoulders, and her hair tended to billow out all over her, making her look like an angel who had lost her way and found herself in earth instead. To match her blond hair, Mina had light-green eyes and smooth, creamy complexion that could rival that of any model’s. Her lips were neither too thin nor too full. They were just right, with a slightly rosy tinge that added appeal to her sweet image, the ideal girl next door.
As if her looks weren’t good enough, Mina also happened to be blessed with the perfect hourglass figure. She didn’t work out very hard; her body just happened to develop that way. She figured she had her mom to thank for that. Her mother was a curvy brunette, and although Mina got her height from her dad (a towering hunky fellow himself), the fact she got her curves from her mother can’t be denied.
Mina knew she looked good. She grew up with people, both friends and strangers, telling her so. Yet for some reason, the reality of her good looks didn’t go over her head. This time, Mina had her friends to thank for that. They kept her sane, kept her grounded, although that didn’t completely stop the members of the opposite sex from liking her still.
Now, glancing at her watch again, Mina decided it was time to get going to the Wrights. She had less than twenty minutes to go, and she didn’t want to have to rush on her way there. She checked herself in the mirror. She was wearing her loose-fitting knit sweater, favorite jeans, and gray loafers. The look said professional yet casual, which was exactly how she wanted it to be. She pulled her sweater down and smoothed her hair with her palms.
“I’m ready,” she told herself in the mirror. “Let’s get it on!”
When Mina got to the Wrights ten minutes later, she no longer felt tense and nervous. She took another deep breath to compose herself and forced a smile on her lips.
“You can do it, Mina,” she told herself softly as she made her way to the front door. “You can do it, girl. You’ve babysat before. This job won’t be all different from your previous babysitting stints.” She reached the front door and, with a slightly shaking hand, rang the bell. After two presses, the door swung open to reveal a tall slim blond woman. She was wearing a loose-fitting tee and denim cutoffs. She also had a fashionable pair of eyeglasses on.
“Hi!” the woman said warmly as she opened the door wider. “You must be Mina! I’m Mrs. Wright, but you can call me Samantha.” She held out her hand.
Mina grinned. So far, things were going her way. Mrs. Wright looked like a kind woman. “Hi, Mrs. Wright, I mean, Samantha! I’m Mina Noel,” she gushed in return, and shook Mrs. Wright’s extended hand.
“You’re so beautiful! And you’re tall too!” Mrs. Wright exclaimed. “I won’t be surprised if Steven decides to fall in love with you. He has a thing for beautiful women.” She winked, and ushered Mina inside the house.
Mina stepped in. She was greeted by a large spacious living room that had minimal furniture. The pieces that were in it, though, were elegant and classy, somehow filling in the room’s sparse spaces. Mrs. Wright motioned for Mina to sit on the large leather couch, and the women sat across each other.
“Thanks, Samantha,” Mina said politely. “Speaking of, where’s Steven?” She looked around. “I can’t wait to meet him.”
Mrs. Wright smiled. “You’ll love Steven. He’s a smart, creative kid. He talks nonstop, but you’ll like him. He isn’t around, though. He’s with my parents. They get together on weekends. It’s like their weekly dating session.”
Mina laughed. “Too bad I won’t get to meet him,” she said. “He sounds like a nice guy.”
“Oh, he is,” Mrs. Wright agreed. “There isn’t really much to tell you about your job. I mean, since you’ve tried babysitting before and all that.” She waved her hand around. “I just wanted to meet you, see what you’re like, get a good gut feel of you. You know that, right?” She stared fixedly at Mina. “We’ve had a couple of babysitters who didn’t… well, let’s just say they did things differently.”
“I understand, Mrs. Wright,” Mina assured her. “I’d do the same if I were in your shoes.”
Mrs. Wright smiled. “That’s good to hear. And I told you to call me Samantha, but you seem to be one of those polite kids who can never seem to call older people by their first names.” She chuckled.
Just then someone bounded down the stairs, which was behind Mrs. Wright’s couch. Both women looked as a male figure stepped down the last stair and walked toward them.
Mina eyed the man. This must be Mr. Wright, she thought. He was tall and had broad shoulders, like those of a football player’s. He had thick dark hair, dark blue eyes, and a defined jaw. He was wearing a shirt and board shorts. Apparently the Wrights were one of those casual couples. This suited Mina just fine. Casual couples weren’t as hard to please as those stiff, professional ones.
“Hi, honey!” Mrs. Wright chirped. “Glad you decided to come down when you did.” She stood up and gave her husband a peck on the cheek. “Steven’s babysitter is here. Her name’s Mina. Mina Noel.”
Mina stood up from the couch and walked over to the couple to shake Mr. Wright’s hand. “Hi, Mr. Wright,” she said. “I’m Mina.” She held out her hand. Mr. Wright took Mina’s hand with both of his hands and shook it firmly. He never took his dark-blue eyes off Mina. “Hello, Mina,” he said. His voice was deep and smooth, and sent shivers up and down Mina’s spine. There was something very seductive about the man’s voice.
Stop it, she told herself. Quit fooling around.
“I’m Hank Wright,” the man continued. His hands were still on Mina’s, so Mina very carefully took her hand away from Mr. Wright’s grip. She could’ve sworn Mr. Wright was flirting with her, although she didn’t want to believe it. He couldn’t be flirting with her, not with his wife a mere few steps away.
But it seemed Mrs. Wright was oblivious to what was going on between her husband and babysitter. She went on smiling, seeming not to care that her husband almost didn’t want to let go of Mina’s hand. “Well, now you’ve met,” she said cheerfully. She glanced at the watch on her wrist. “Steven won’t be home in an hour or two.” She glanced back up at Mina. “If you still want to meet him, you can hang around until my folks bring him home.”
“Yes, that’s a great idea,” Mr. Wright agreed. His eyes were still on Mina. Mina, on the other hand, was starting to feel self-conscious. She was used to people staring at her longer than what was deemed necessary, but there was something in Mr. Wright’s stare that made her feel uncomfortable. If someone told her Mr. Wright was undressing her inside his head, she would believe it in an instant.
But instead of appalling her, the notion of Mr. Wright undressing her mentally made Mina feel excited. The discomfort was still there, but beneath the discomfort was a hidden pool of excitement, of a sense of adventure.
An image formed in her mind: She and Mr. Wright were tangled in each other’s arms. They were fully clothed, but Mr. Wright was running his huge hands all over Mina’s body. Mina’s back was arched, erect. Her head was tossed back, and her long blond hair flew out behind her. Mr. Wright’s hand was caressing her breasts over her sweater while his other hand was rubbing her crotch through the thick fabric of her jeans. Mina’s arms were around Mr. Wright’s neck, and she was moving her hips against Mr. Wright’s solid figure. Then Mr. Wright leaned closer, flicked his tongue out, and ran it down Mina’s slender throat. Mina moaned, and Mr. Wright’s tongue went into motion again. The hands grasping her breasts and her crotch moved faster and faster, and Mina pumped her hips more rapidly against Mr. Wright.
The mental image aroused Mina. The mound between her legs became sticky in no time. She was about to reach for her private space down there when Mrs. Wright’s voice broke through her thoughts, snapping her out of her reverie.
“Mina?” Mrs. Wright was saying.
Mina snapped out of her thoughts. She was horrified. She couldn’t believe she was about to touch herself-and in front of her employers, at that! She felt a blush creep through her cheeks. So much for making an excellent impression.
“Oh, I’m sorry, Mrs. Wright,” Mina apologized profusely. “I was just, um, something just came into mind, see. What was it you were telling me?”
She risked a look at Mr. Wright and was shocked to see he was smirking. He was smirking right at her, as if he knew what she had been thinking a few moments ago. It was like he was thinking the same thing! Mina couldn’t believe it. No, Mr. Wright couldn’t possibly know. He wasn’t psychic or anything. Besides, maybe he was just laughing at her for drifting off to space and being caught red-handed by Mrs. Wright.
“That’s all right, dear,” Mrs. Wright assured Mina. “As I was saying, I think I’ll go down the supermarket and grab some pizza and soda. We could hang out here, spend some time getting to know each other and stuff.” She studied Mina. “Unless you have something already planned, of course.”
“Oh, I can stay here and wait for Steven if you want, Mrs. Wright,” Mina answered. “I don’t have anything planned for this afternoon, anyway. And I really would love to meet Steven.” She smiled at the thought of the boy she would soon babysit, her lust-filled thoughts of Mr. Wright temporarily forgotten for the time being.
“That’s terrific!” Mrs. Wright said enthusiastically. Mina could almost see her clapping her hands. Boy, Mrs. Wright was one chirpy employer! Mina decided she must have been a cheerleader back in her younger days.
“You stay here and make yourself comfortable,” Mrs. Wright ordered, as she went to the key rack beside the front door. “I’ll go grab some pizza and soda. And ice cream, I must remember that. Steven loves ice cream.” She grabbed her coat and shrugged it on, adjusting her blond hair. “Honey, you make Mina feel right at home,” she ordered, waggling a finger at her husband. “I wouldn’t want anyone to think the Wrights are a total bore!” She laughed merrily and opened the door. “You guys, I’ll be back. Have fun!” she called over her shoulder as she stepped out and shut the door behind her. A few minutes later, the sound of a car engine roaring to life filled the air. Seconds later, Mrs. Wright was gone.
Mina remained standing where she was, frozen and unable to move. With Mrs. Wright’s perky mood gone, the house was strangely silent. The realization that she was all alone with Mr. Wright sunk into Mina. She felt more uncomfortable than ever, but what could she do? Mr. Wright was her boss. It would be rude to simply walk out and go back to her dorm. Besides, Mrs. Wright was expecting her to be there when she got back home from the supermarket.
It was Mr. Wright who broke the silence first. “So, Mina,” he said pleasantly. He went to the television and turned it on. “I guess we could watch some movies or something. Kind of like teenagers on a date.” He chuckled, and moved from one channel to another.
Mina smiled nervously. The ball of discomfort in her stomach kept getting bigger. She had never been alone in any place with a much-older man, and the thought terrified her. But Mr. Wright surely won’t do anything funny to her, would he? He was her boss, after all.
Mr. Wright settled on the couch. He glanced up and saw Mina still standing awkwardly over the couch. He smiled and patted the space beside him. “Have a seat, Mina,” he invited.
Mina swallowed and settled right beside Mr. Wright. She did her best not to sit too close to him, though. No, it wouldn’t do to be mere inches from Mr. Wright right now. Mina felt uncomfortable, but she was also turned on at the idea of sitting so near Mr. Wright. It would be foolish to deny the man aroused her. There was something confident yet haughty and mysterious about him.
Mr. Wright went on staring at the blaring television while Mina sat stiffly beside him. She knew she should make some light conversation. But about what? That she didn’t know.
So she stared at the television as well, her brain not processing any of the images that flashed on the screen. Mina was so absorbed in doing her best to keep her eyes on the screen that it took a while before she realized Mr. Wright had his arm around her shoulders. Instinctively Mina stiffened. Her eyes grew wide, and she had to exert a good enough amount of willpower to stop from crying out loud.
But Mr. Wright seemed to be oblivious to Mina’s discomfort. He went on staring at the TV screen, chuckling occasionally in response to the scene on TV. A few minutes later, Mina felt Mr. Wright’s hand clamp down on her shoulder.
That was the final straw for Mina. Her gut told her Mr. Wright was making his moves on her-the arm around her and the hand on her shoulder? Nope, Mr. Wright didn’t intend to stop right there. No way, Jose!
Mina decided to speak up. “Mr. Wright, what are you doing?” Her voice came out calm enough, but inside she was shaking. The hand on Mina’s shoulder began to move although Mr. Wright’s eyes were still glued to the TV screen. “What does it look like I’m doing, Mina?” he asked, his voice just as calm as Mina’s.
“Well, your hand is on my shoulder, sir,” Mina responded.
“Is it?” Mr. Wright answered back. “Do you have any problems with it, Mina?” The hand massaged her shoulder harder, and while it wasn’t painful, the motion made Mina more uncomfortable than ever.
Not to mention it made her feel even lustier.
Her upbringing got the better of her. “I don’t like what you’re doing, Mr. Wright,” she blurted out. There. It was out. Still, Mr. Wright didn’t move or turn to look at her. As a matter of fact, his hand moved away from Mina’s shoulder. “Where do you like it then?” he asked, his hand continuing to move. “Here, perhaps?” His huge meaty hand settled over Mina’s right breast.
This time Mina stiffened visibly. She couldn’t believe this was happening. Wasn’t she just laughing with Mrs. Wright a couple of moments ago? What was going on?
Now Mr. Wright’s hand began to move and fondle Mina’s breast. “Is this what you want, I gather?” His voice had become husky, almost breathy. Mina opened her mouth to answer him when suddenly he flicked his thumb over her nipple. What came out from Mina’s mouth, instead of a word or two, was a moan. She was shocked the moment she heard it, and hurriedly clamped her hand over her mouth.
Mr. Wright turned to look at her this time. There was a huge grin on his face. His hand was still on Mina’s breast. “I knew it,” he said softly. “I knew it the moment I laid my eyes on you. You’re a little slut, aren’t you?” He pulled on Mina’s nipple, and Mina let out another moan.
She couldn’t believe this was happening. Horrified, she knew something was going to happen right here, right now. She turned to look at Mr. Wright. “Mr. Wright, please,” she whispered. Tears began to form in her eyes.
“You are a slut, Mina,” Mr. Wright told her. He removed his hand from her breast and shifted his body so that they now sat face-to-face. “I saw it in your eyes. Clear as crystal. You want me, don’t you?” He leaned closer as he spoke every word. “Well, surprise. I want you too.”
He placed his lips over Mina’s and gave her a kiss so soft, it was almost chaste. Mina was too stunned to do anything. She sat still while Mr. Wright kissed her gently on the lips. She clenched her hands on her lap, and while doing so, the tears began to fall from her eyes.
Mr. Wright, having noticed her tears, pulled back and watched her face. Then he laughed. “Sweet Mina is crying!” he exclaimed. He leaned closer again and licked the tears from Mina’s cheeks, stopping once to run his tongue over her pursed lips. “Stop it. You’re not a child anymore.” His voice became serious. “Now I want you to undress, Mina. Do it. ”Mina whimpered. “Mr. Wright-”
“Hurry up, we don’t have much time,” Mr. Wright interrupted. “Samantha will be back soon. It won’t do us any good if she catches us. Come on, now.” His voice grew impatient.
“I won’t, you bastard,” Mina said stubbornly.
Mr. Wright’s hand flew from nowhere and landed on Mina’s cheek. Smack! The blow caught Mina by surprise, and she fell back on the couch, still stunned. She couldn’t believe it, but Mr. Wright had hit her! Nobody had ever hit her before!
Mr. Wright positioned his body above Mina’s, towering over her. Mina was tall, but Mr. Wright was taller. He placed his knees around Mina’s hips, keeping her in place. His eyes were blazing dangerously. This frightened Mina.
She screamed. “Let me go, Mr. Wright!”
“Not until I get what I want,” he answered, as he took his shirt off and unbuckled his pants. Mina thrashed and squirmed, but he was too strong.
A few moments later, Mr. Wright was naked, save for his underwear. Mina shrieked again as he pulled her sweater over her head. She stayed put, refusing to let the sweater slide over her head. Mr. Wright slapped her again. Mina had no choice but to let him remove her sweater. She was very frightened now. But she was also surprised to find out that beneath the fright, the lust and longing for Mr. Wright remained. While he undid her jeans, her eyes roamed all over his firm, chiseled body. She couldn’t believe a person as married as Mr. Wright could have a body like that of a college student. Then she shook her head mentally. What was she thinking? This man was about to rape her. She couldn’t be lying there and allowing that to happen!
A few minutes later, Mina was as bare as the day she was born. The thought infuriated her, and her fright slipped away. She stared up at Mr. Wright with furious eyes. “Let go of me, you asshole,” she spit out loud.
“Or you’ll what?” Mr. Wright sneered. “Let’s quit this, Mina. I don’t want to rape you, okay? I know you want me. Like I said, I want you too.” He reached out and caressed her cheek. “Don’t make it hard for us, babe. I know you’re a real slut beneath that good-girl exterior.” He chuckled. “I love it when girls put on a show like that.”
“What do you want, Mr. Wright?” Mina shouted angrily.
“Why, isn’t it obvious?” he answered, surprised. “I want to fuck you, of course. Enough of this talk. Let’s get down to business.”
Before Mina could open her mouth to protest, Mr. Wright’s lips clamped down over hers again. She groaned and protested, but the sounds came out wrong. She struggled against his solid body. While doing so, her breasts brushed against his solid chest. The sensation was very much arousing. Still, Mina kept on moving. It wasn’t long before her nipples were up and perky. Mr. Wright noticed this and reached down to tweak a nipple with one hand. Mina moaned in response. Her body was on fire now, there was no denying that. Her anger and fear receded and were replaced by a strong wave of lust and desire. She felt the fire in between her legs, making her moan again. She didn’t understand it, but she knew Mr. Wright was right. Didn’t she just fantasize the two of them getting down and dirty right in the living room?
Mina decided to give in to the cries of her flesh.
She wrapped her arms around Mr. Wright’s body. Surprised, he stopped kissing her for a second. She reached up and continued their kiss, this time with more intensity. He responded with equal passion, and soon they were devouring each other’s mouths.
Mr. Wright loosened his tight hold on Mina’s hips. Mina spread her long legs open and wrapped them around his hips. She could feel his cock become harder and larger against her mound. The sensation turned up her arousal again, and while kissing him, she raised her hips and bucked them against his hips. The motion made her organ rub hard against his cock. The pleasure made her delirious.
He saw what Mina was doing, and he acted fast. He broke their torrid kissing and ran his tongue all over her lips and chin. The tongue went down to her throat (it felt as good as Mina imagined it to be), down to her collarbones, and down to her full breasts. He licked her breasts like mad, couldn’t seem to get enough of them. He took one nipple eagerly and sucked on it with frenzy. She moaned over and over. It felt so good to have her nipple inside Mr. Wright’s moist mouth. She took her breast and pushed it against his mouth, urging him to take in as much as he wanted.
While he was busy lapping up her breast, Mina reached down and wrapped her fingers around Mr. Wright’s dick. He cried out softly, and Mina smiled inwardly. Her grip became firm, and a second later, her hand was sliding up and down Mr. Wright’s cock. His rod wasn’t too large, but it was considerably wide. Mina enjoyed the feel of her fingers against his cock and wondered how it would feel inside her. She decided to find out.
Mina spread her legs open from behind and rubbed the tip of Mr. Wright’s dick against the lips of her pussy. This caused him to moan. With one quick kiss on Mina’s breast, he raised himself up and over her. Her hand was still on his cock, sliding up and down. He moved his hips in perfect timing to her touch until they had a smooth, fluid motion. Mina placed her left leg on the back of the couch while she rested her other leg on the floor. She was bare and open now, all for Mr. Wright’s taking, and she told him so.
“I’m so wet for you, Mr. Wright,” Mina said huskily. Her forehead was dotted with sweat, and her skin glistened in the afternoon sun. “What do you say? This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”
“You are the perfect slut,” Mr. Wright said softly. Without warning, he plunged two of his fingers into Mina’s crack. He was surprised and pleased to find out Mina was soaking wet. He grinned and wriggled his fingers madly inside her, exploring every space and inch of her dripping-wet pussy.
Mina screamed as Mr. Wright’s fingers invaded her cunt, but her scream eventually became sounds of pleasure. She moved her hips in time with Mr. Wright’s hands. She had to let go of his cock now; the pleasure was too intense. She placed her hands over her breasts instead and began to play with and tug at them.
Mr. Wright’s fingers slid faster and faster inside Mina, who was so wet now that some of her juices leaked out from her and dripped to the couch. Then Mina felt something coming, and her eyes flew open. She tugged harder at her breasts then wound her hands around Mr. Wright’s dark hair.
“I’m gonna come, Mr. Wright,” she moaned.
Mr. Wright responded by pulling his fingers out of Mina’s pussy. Mina cried out loud in frustration and looked at him. “What did you do that for?” she shrieked. He was so cruel!
Mr. Wright grinned wickedly and positioned himself higher over Mina. Mina, still half-delirious from the intense pleasure, couldn’t figure out what her male employer was up to. It only came to her when Mr. Wright came down and rammed himself inside her pussy.
Oh, the sudden jolt of pain! Mina screamed as Mr. Wright invaded her pussy with his cock again and again. Pain quickly turned to pleasure, however, something that was made possible due to the fact that Mina was completely soaked with her juices. She moaned and groaned, her cries mingling with Mr. Wright’s grunting and heavy breathing.
They were both soaking wet now, and their organs made squelching sounds as they came in contact with each other. Flat bellies met and also made slapping sounds. The smell of sweat and body fluid filled the air. Sweat-stained skin glowed in the afternoon sun. The huge leather couch shook and vibrated a bit, and cries of ecstasy filled the living room.
Mr. Wright couldn’t seem to stop himself from diving into Mina’s eager flesh. She was so snug, and so wet! He dug his hands on Mina’s tits, mashing and grinding them. Mina ran her fingernails down Mr. Wright’s back and grabbed a huge chunk of his firm ass, which she squeezed and fondled with all her strength.
“I’m coming, I’m going to burst!” Mina cried out. She shut her eyes and gritted her teeth. Her sensations were all going overdrive now: Mr. Wright’s enormous cock thrusting in and out of her pussy, his hands digging hungrily at her breasts, his lips fastened sexily on the delicate skin between her collarbones. She couldn’t help but wonder how much more pleasure she could take before she went mad with sheer ecstasy.
“Hold on, babe,” Mr. Wright answered. His hands went from her breasts to her hips. He held her hips steady as he went on pounding into her. “I’m right with you. Ah, shit. You feel so fucking good.”
He thrust himself in and out of Mina’s flesh more rapidly. The quick movements left them both gasping and panting. Mina began to feel the shakes wind their way all over her body. Mr. Wright felt them too, and he drove himself into Mina faster and faster. He found her cave of flesh to be perfect. He didn’t want to drive himself outside Mina’s cunt. He could stay inside her cunt all day, every day.
Mina let out a scream just as shivers and shudders racked through her body. Her eyes rolled upward, showing only the whites. She screamed and cried out loud, still meeting Mr. Wright’s cock as it drove right into her. She was dying, she knew it. No human being could go through this insane pleasure and live to tell the tale.
Then her pussy began to excrete her exotic body fluids. The wave of orgasm washed over Mina, and she welcomed it with open arms. Her body shook and thrashed around as one orgasm after another split through her. She racked and shuddered on the couch. A minute later, Mr. Wright collapsed on top of her and matched her shuddering with his own. He poured his seed right into Mina’s still-gushing pussy. He managed to find the strength for one more thrust before he completely collapsed on top of Mina and surrendered his body to the shake-inducing waves of his orgasm.
The black leather couch was wet and sticky with mysterious fluids by the time Mina and Mr. Wright sat up and got off it. Bending down to get her clothes, Mina looked down at the sticky puddles and giggled.
“That was fantastic, Mr. Wright,” she said shyly as she stepped into her clothes and dressed. Mr. Wright broke into his handsome devilish grin. “I told you.” Still naked, he gazed into Mina’s eyes. Mina, still naked from the waist up, gazed back at him.
“You can have lots of that if you want, Mina,” Mr. Wright said softly.
“I want,” Mina said breathlessly.
Suddenly, they heard the sound of a car engine turn into the driveway.
Mr. Wright bent down and sucked on Mina’s breast for a few seconds. Standing back up, he said, “Good.”
“I’m home!” Mrs. Wright shouted from outside. “Honey, help me with the sodas!”
Mr. Wright winked at Mina before he went outside to help his wife, putting on his clothes as he walked to the front door.
Mina smiled and went on dressing herself. This was going to be one fantastic babysitting job.
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Like Father Like Son
Working for the Finlaysons is a dream come true. Not only do they have the most luxurious house in the entire neighbourhood, but they are also the highest payers I have ever encountered. The house is a 10 room mansion, with its own kidney shaped pool, lush gardens, and well manicured landscapes. Set on top of the hills, it is beautifully elevated to give the best view of the town below. The interior seems honey drenched, with the smart use of medium coloured woods, camel and cinnamon coloured furnishings and dramatic yellow lights, giving the entire house a golden cast at night. For me, this is what living is all about. My most favourite place aside from the pool side, are the wrought iron balconies that seem to wrap up all the bedrooms upstairs. The floor to ceiling windows near the staircase, give a picturesque view of the backyard garden. Antiques and chandeliers are used lavishly and give the entire house a really expensive feel.
My bosses, Amy and Grant Finlayson are the best couples I had ever encountered. They are very accommodating and gracious. Their 8 year old, Jasmine, is an angel with brunette locks and hazel eyes that seem to sparkle all the time. Their adopted son, Flay, is currently at the University taking up-well, I am not too sure, but something that involves plenty of numbers. Seeing his pictures on the living room, one would say that he’s a stereotypical geek. Anyway, I haven’t seen him in person yet since he is never home since I started working.
Mr. Finlayson is usually on business meetings and conventions so I rarely see him, except during the first few days. Usually, it’s just Mrs. Finlayson, Jasmine, and Mrs. Finlayson’s personal assistant, Kendall.
I was at the kitchen making some smoothie one afternoon when I sensed someone was behind me. I turned around and saw the most gorgeous guy I have ever seen. He’s about a foot taller than me, with brown hair, stormy gray eyes and a tan that suggests he’s been out in the sun too much recently. I couldn’t help but stare.
“Hi. I’m Flay.” He said as he extended his hand.
“Oh! No wonder you look so familiar. I’ve seen some photos. I’m Brooke.”
“Nice to meet you.” With that, he walked upstairs.
After finishing making my strawberry smoothie, I went upstairs as well.
Playing with Jasmine is one of my favourites. I was an only child so I never really had the chance to have a playmate when I was a kid. I had tons of toys but no one to play them with. The curly brunette has a toy kingdom in her room. Really. She has princess castles where she can play inside, almost every Barbie that ever came out, a Hello Kitty tub, and a collection of the Disney Princesses-from books to DVD’s to her vanity. Her cotton candy pink bed is so soft and cushy-fit for a princess.
As I adjusted my self on the bean bag, I stared lovingly at her. She was sound asleep. I almost laughed to myself. One minute, she’s all hyper. Another minute, she’s like this. Sleeping like an angel. I tiptoed across the room and made my way out. I was a bit bored so I walked across the hall and opened the French doors at the end. They pave the way for the balcony overlooking the pool. Someone was swimming-gracefully at that. I focused and I realized it was Flay. His hair was wet and his eyes a bit red. As he came out of the pool, I cannot help but stare at those manly broad shoulders that have droplets of water cascading from them. And then, as my eyes came downward, I was mesmerized by his manly bulge, made enticing by his tight trunks. He must have sensed I was there. He looked up and met my eyes.
As he came nearer the balcony, I couldn’t help but stare at his tumescence again. He must have realized that because he followed the direction of my stare and shook his head. Heat came up my neck and I could have sworn I was blushing profusely. I ran back to Jasmine’s room. Only too thankful that I could hide there for a while and avoid him as much as possible. I thought about the thing that I saw and sighed. I would have to have that inside me. However, I can’t. He’s the bosses’ son. Plus, it’s obvious that she is not his type.
It’s weird. Really weird. I saw his pictures a number of times already but it never occurred to me that he could look like a hunk. He’s not very handsome-not in the conventional way, yet there’s something about him that is very attractive. He’s so tall and beautifully built. Plus, he’s well endowed. I have seen men in trunks before. I have gone swimming with friends several times and saw the guys but I never felt a stirring inside me. Flay’s asset is museum quality-and that was just the silhouette.
I gazed out the window and decided to call my boyfriend. Maybe I am just sex deprived these past few weeks. I shrugged the thought. Sex deprived or not, I shouldn’t be feeling this way. That is if I am sane. But when was I sane? I thought amusedly.
At 7 that evening, Mrs. Finlayson phoned and said she’s attending a late night dinner with friends. Flay ordered some Chinese food for dinner. I called my parents to say that I’d be home late. Anyway, I live on the next block, so that won’t be any issue. After dinner, I bathe Jasmine and helped her put on her favourite pink Oriental-inspired nightdress. Very cute indeed.
I read stories for the little girl. Her favourite is the Frog Prince. I hated the story as a kid-I hated fairy tales in general, just because they seemed force to have a happy ending. That’s just me though. Swallowing my personal notions, I read the book as nicely as I could. I must have been really good because in no time, she was asleep. I gave her a light peck on the cheek, lowered the lights, and got out.
I entered the guest room I was given as a place to sleep. I lay on the four poster bed and sighed. Everything in this room is perfect-from the bed to the high ceiling to the lavender decor. It’s one of the most relaxing rooms in this house, and my favourite too. When the Finlaysons toured me around and asked me to pick a room, I did not wait for a second and picked this one. I stretched on the bed and allowed myself to be surrounded by cushy pillows.
Just when I was starting to doze off, I heard the door being opened. Thinking it was Jasmine looking for me, I sprung up. When the door completely opened, there was no Jasmine. It was Flay standing at the portal.
“Hi there. Tired?”
“No. I’m just sleepy.” I said. Goosebumps started to form on my arms as I realized I have never taken my eyes off him ever since he entered the room.
“I’ve seen the way you look at me. You’re pretty bold. Aren’t you?” He said as he walked towards me.
I shook my head as a reflex. There was something in his aura that both excited and scared me. I backed away, knowing that men love it when women play a bit hard to get. He moved closer and closer until we were only merely inches apart. He held me by the waist and rubbed me there a bit too sensually. The smell of his skin-which was a combo of Irish Spring, man skin, and light spicy after shave tickled my nostrils. God, he smells delish. Clean and all man. I moved backwards and find out that I was already pinned on the wall. I’m dead meat.
I looked at him even closer now, thinking that whether he takes me by force or is simply toying with me, at least I have his undivided attention. I took note of his silky neck and the fact that he’s even better looking up close. Make noisy love to me. I wished over and over.
Just then, he fingered the waistband of my skirt and looked deep into my eyes. “Would you like to touch it?” He said as he rubbed himself against my body. I shivered and without hesitation, I ground my belly all around his now bulging manhood. He’s so big. I could feel all of him now and my desire intensified. “Would you let me?” I asked, before he changed his mind. I was all nerve and wanting, my panties feeling the first bout of wetness. I closed my eyes and imagine him trailing his tongue on my body. I moaned at the thought. Upon hearing that, he smiled at me amusedly. “You’re not only bold. You are also loud.”
My right hand found the front of his pants. I rubbed and rubbed and rubbed, my mind filled with oh so naughty thoughts. He took my hand and pressed it against him even harder. We made circles and rubbed repeatedly until a groan came from deep in his throat. I traced one finger on Flay’s collar bone and went up to find his pulse. It was going wildly indeed.
I looked at him and put my hands behind his neck. I closed my eyes and sighed deeply.
Not to miss the hint, he slowly dipped his lips to mine. Oh my God. It felt so good to be kissed this way by almost a stranger. His lips teased mine, nibbling, sucking, and licking. All my defences melted away and I parted my lips, ever so slightly. I wanted to think about my boyfriend, to put a stop to all this nonsense. I tried so hard, but I cannot even recall his face that much. All I ever cared about was this-this kiss that is starting to zap away all my strength. His lips were cold, but his velvety tongue felt so hot against mine. I caught it and sucked it and played with it. I couldn’t believe it was about to get better. He tipped my body so I was nearly horizontal and kissed me again. I responded with the way his tongue was moving, kissing him with all the passion I can ever muster. In no time, I was literally breathless.
I caught his shoulders and went back to standing position. He caught my head and this time kissed me even more passionately. We simply cannot get enough of his other. The kiss alone has shot up my arousal to a level I haven’t reached before. I took a deep breath and allowed my hands to roam on his muscular body. He was lean and hard. Any woman would love to have a man like him.
He lifted me so my legs encircled his waist and kissed me even more, his tongue going round and round my lips. He licked my neck and tried so hard to hold on to him, afraid that I might fall. It was heady and intoxicating-our kiss that is. He massages my butt as he tortured my lips again and again. “Flay, I…”
“Ssshhhh. We don’t have that much time.”
With that, he put me down on the floor. I went on to business and unbuttoned his pants ever so slowly. I know we don’t have that much time but this is an unfamiliar territory worthy of a slow exploration. I kissed every inch of skin that I unravelled. What I am seeing is hypnotic. His manhood is bulging and waiting to come out of his navy briefs. He really was well endowed. That, or he just is mighty aroused. I rubbed my nose against his briefs and I shivered. The musky smell of him-the warmth of his skin shot through me like a drug. He smelled awesome-all warm and earthy and manly. He pulled me even closer and I obliged and I licked him through the fabric. Wanting to taste more, I quickly undid the barrier between me and his huge dick.
The sight of it-its head glowing and all shiny got me even more turned on than I already was. I rubbed the whole length with my hands, marvelling at this exciting yet frightening man tool. I cupped the plum looking thingy surrounding it and licked them both. He was gorgeous and surely, I’d be mental if I left here without a taste.
I licked it its silky head, the tip of my tongue doing all the work. I licked it over and over and over and massaged its entire length my hand. I heard him groan and that turned me on even further. Inch by inch, I slid him inside my mouth. I have never actually done this before but I’d be damned if I don’t start doing it now. I sucked him with all my might and let my tongue experience its silky texture. I pulled it out and sucked on the head and slid it all over again. In a fucking motion, I moved it in and out…in and out until Flay was panting with lust. I love every bit of sound he makes. I felt myself getting wetter and wetter down there as I ate him. Oh I could get used to this…
I pulled his pants down to his knees so I could get on to business properly. I rubbed my cheeks along his entire length, loving the way it tickles my skin. I rubbed it along my delicate neck and the flesh exposed by the low neckline of my top. Feeling bolder now, I slowly undid the buttons of my silk blouse. I felt Flay’s cock get harder. Afraid that he’d burst, I stopped.
I stood up seductively by rubbing my body against his and meeting his gaze. He quickly removed the rest of my top as his tongue found my neck. And oh, the goose bumps as his tongue made contact with my skin. I sighed and moaned with every inch of my neck he managed to paint with his velvety tongue. He licked me behind the ears and I shivered beyond my will. With every move, I am mentally going like “Oh my God.” I haven’t been this aroused.
He found my breasts and fondled them like they were the softest thing he had ever felt. I sighed as his one hand massaged my tits while his other hand massaged my butt. I moved my body against his hands and moaned with all the sensations I was feeling. He found the hem of my skirt and lifted it. My thighs ached for his touch. I spread my legs and allowed him to explore me under my skirt. His hand was naughty, rubbing me sensually.
I boldly raise one leg and hooked it on his waist so his hands can go farther. The move made me feel whorish and I loved it. He slid one finger under the leg band of my cutesy bunny panty and I sighed as he fingered my swollen clit. He flicked it back and forth and I moaned as I got even more turned on. His finger was completely inside me now, frolicking on my juices. “You’re so wet, baby. Does this feel good?”
I nodded and kissed him thoroughly as he fucked me with his huge finger. I moaned as it rubbed against my most sensitive spots. I felt myself getting slicker and slicker. It was too much to bear. “Fuck me Flay. Fuck me now!”
“Sshhhhh.” He put another inside me and went back to business. I bit his shoulders as the sensations started to intensify. Quickly, he kneeled and removed my underwear. His fingers were replaced with his mouth. I gasped as his tongue finally made contact with my hungry pussy. He used the tip of his tongue to explore my womanly folds. Slowly, slowly he licked me, using slow circles until they focused on my clit. I spread my legs even more and I felt Flay breathe deeper, as if smelling me. He sucked my kitty lips and I held on to his shoulders, desperate for more. He licked me again and again, faster this time and I moved my hips to his rhythm. I got so caught up in his movement that I was a bit disappointed when he stopped. He stood up and sucked my breasts this time, his mouth making tiny suckling noises as he focus on my nipples which have hardened into buds.
He took my hand and led me on the bed. I lay there, with my blouse askew and my bra almost on my waist. My skirt was a mess but I didn’t care. I felt oh so wanton. He went on top of me and removed the rest of my clothing. “You’re beautiful.” He whispered as he ran his hands on my thighs. He looked at me intensely as his cock entered my cunt. He entered me slowly, torturing me centimetre by centimetre. I bucked my hips to meet him, encouraging him to enter me with force. I wanted to feel all of him. Still not taking the hint, I encircled his waist with my legs and pushed him deeper and deeper. I moaned because he’s so big and I am so filled. It felt sooo good.
He moved his hips back and forth as his cock moved in and out of my cunt. His rhythm was the most delicious thing ever. “Damn it Flay! I want you so badly.”
“Really? Then come and get me.” With that, he rocked me with so much intensity that I thought I’d scream. I bit my lips as he fucked me, enjoying his faster rhythm. He went faster and faster until I felt him grip me even tighter. “I’m coming!” He pulled his dick almost completely and drove it without resistance inside me. I felt my belly tighten, my toes tightening with the anticipation of my own orgasm. I gripped his shoulders. “Now, baby. Now!” With that, he came blazing hot and fast inside me. My eyes instantly filled with satisfaction. Finally. I thought.
I must admit that that encounter proved to be very erotic indeed. I am not that adventurous sexually. In fact, I am naturally shy by nature. But then, I guess Flay simply brought out the wanton in me. Our meetings became even more intense and hair-raising. Soon enough, I lost interest in my boyfriend. Days passed when all I can ever think about was Flay. Flay and his huge dick.
Flay left for the University a couple of days ago. I didn’t have any expectations. I know I am not in love with him. It was just the sex that did it for me. I figured I must be lonely or anything close to that. I am not. Life goes on. Besides, Flay taught me a whole new meaning of physicality. That’s enough for me.


I had no idea that it was about to get better for me. A week after Flay left, his father arrived from a 10-day long convention in Mexico. Mr. Finlayson looked better with the tan. While I never thought of him as someone who’s really drop dead handsome, I have never seen him look this good. The day he arrived, it was raining badly and so Mrs. Finlayson and her assistant decided to stay at their office and go home in the morning. Sometimes, I wonder what’s going on between the two. They never part. I know it sounds malicious, but still… they might be hitting it off.
Anyway, I stayed most of the time at Jasmine’s room then, basically because it was the first time that I was left alone with Mr. Finlayson. I played with Jasmine until she fell asleep and decided that I’ll go home tomorrow. Anyway, I do have a room here and I have plenty of clothes there, specifically for instances like this. I walked out of Jasmine’s room and headed for the library, which was near Mr. Finlayson’s office. It was dark. Maybe he’s asleep.
I turned on the lights and smiled. This room is phenomenal. It was done is shades of gray, with hardwood shelves that are pinned against the wall, with a movable wooden ladder so one can reach the upper shelves with ease. One side of the room was curved, giving it a very unique look. It’s like being hugged by thousands of hardbound books, the bulk of which are four times my age. I focused on the entire shelf of books on popular psychology-which is my favourite. I used the wooden ladder to reach all my beloved volumes and almost jumped instantly when I heard the door open. “I had no idea someone uses this library other than me.”
“Mr. Finlayson. I…I love to read. I happen to enjoy being here. I hope you don’t mind.” I stammered.
“Not at all. Read whatever you like. It’s just that for years, I was the only one who lives here who seems to really like books.” He went on. “ I like women who read.”
I continued to gaze at the books, but then my knees were actually trembling. I have to leave now.
I spun slowly and was shocked that Mr. Finlayson’s face is just mere a hair strand away from my-you know. “I…Whoa!” I lost my balance and thought I would fall flat face on the floor. Mr. Finlayson held me and brought my thighs closer to his face. “Mr. Finlayson… I don’t think we…”
I stopped in midsentence as he breathed me in. I tingled all over. Oh but that felt wicked. Boldly, I spread my legs and pushed his face against me. I was wearing purple leggings then and his deep intake of breath felt really, really swell through the thin fabric. His hands found my butt and he kneaded them as if it was play dough. Right then and there, I figured I don’t want to stop this. I moved my hips seductively against his face, like I was dancing. I moaned like a cat as his nose rubbed my clit through the cloth. “Take it off Mr. Finlayson. Please take it off.” I cooed him and begged him in my sweetest voice. He slowly pulled the leggings down, my underwear with it. I was freshly waxed and stood there with my pussy bare. He sighed and murmured something and stared at my hairless cunt reverently. I made a small gesture of trying to cover my self up, just to play coy. But he quickly shook his head and begged me with his eyes to remove my hands. That I did. And then, my favourite part — he started licking me very slowly. I moaned and cooed him by slightly moving my hips to his rhythm. He parted my kitty lips and blew some warm air. With the tip of his tongue, he licked the walls of my pink pussy. I moaned loudly. “Oh Mr. Finlayson, that feels so good.” I moaned again. “Oh, don’t stop please…don’t stop.” He rubbed up and down my thighs as he blew some air on my cunt, making me feel and warm and tingly. I gripped his head and shamelessly pushed him against me even deeper. His tongue found my clit and teased it with the velvety tip. I bucked my self against his mouth and my moans became even louder. As he continued to lick me, my whole body tensed and in seconds, my juices came out of my cunt-all warm and slick. His licks became faster this time and as I came again, he tasted every bit of me and I shivered.
That very second, the library door opened. I could have died then. It was Kendall, Mrs. Finlayson’s assistant. “I thought I’d find you here.” She said.
“Where is she?” Mr. Finlayson asked.
Kendall laughed. “The clients are keeping her busy. Now back to business.”
I stared at the two of them in surprise. What the hell is going on? Mr. Finlayson continued his feasting so I lost all sense. I closed my eyes and moaned again. I felt Kendall watching us and for some weird reason, that turned me on so much that I moved my body against Mr. Finlayson’s mouth just for show-so that Kendall would see more of me. Mr. Finlayson stopped what he’s doing and carried me until we reached the large mahogany office table. He settled me there. What happened then made the whole thing even headier. The two of then were immediately kissing torridly in front of me. It was then that it dawned on me that Kendall and Mrs. Finlayson are not hitting it off. It’s because she was obviously smitten with the male Finlayson.
Mr. Finlayson undressed her quickly and I cannot help but gaze at her womanly body. Her breasts were ample but still very firm, she has a tiny waist, and a curvaceous hip that make you want to squeeze just to see if it’s real. I never paid too much attention to Kendall before, simply because she seemed a little to conservative. Now I understand that the conservative clothes in dull colours are merely cover ups for this truly wanton bombshell.
Kendall undressed Mr. Finlayson just as quickly and it was the surprise of a lifetime. He is naturally gifted, if you know what I mean. His shoulders are strong and well built and his legs and thighs are muscular-just like a not-so young Hercules. However, his dick was the real show stopper. It would give PVC pipes one hell of a competition. It was huge and thick and rock hard. It stood like a proud arrow and made me swallow real hard. How on earth will that thing fit inside her?
Kendall walked towards me and pushed me to lie on the table. She spread my legs so wide and started kissing my thighs. God, it felt amazing. Her tongue is the best thing my skin has ever come in contact with and I moaned and moaned as she planted light feathery kisses in between lickings.
Her tongue found my pussy and once again, I was given some oral sex so well, I thought I’d fall off the table. Her tongue licked my cunt deliciously, like a cat licking cream. Her tongue was gentler but I must say that it was a lot better than Flay and Mr. Finlayson combined. From what I can see, Mr. Finlayson moved behind Kendall and massaged her breasts sensually, his other hand fingering her pussy. She was moaning and moaning all the while trying to pleasure me. “Faster Grant, faster!” she said as his fingers came in and out of her. He pinched her nipples and inserted another finger inside her. Kendall was trashing her head already and I could sense her coming. She continued licking my clit and moaned against my pussy.
She made a sound like an animal in pain as Grant Finlayson entered her from behind. He held her waist as he fucked her, her breasts swinging from the movement. With one hand, she gripped the edge of the table and with the other, finger fucked me. Her rhythm was slow at first, mimicking the rhythm of Grant’s thrusts. As Mr. Finlayson’s cock moved in and out of her, she increased her pace and inserted another finger inside me. I was moaning like crazy, my entire body hot and feverish.
Kendall trashed her head as the pace quickened tremendously. Grant must have felt her about to orgasm and quickly pulled his cock out. Kendall looked a bit pained and moved to pay attention on my breasts. She sucked each one as she caressed my neck lovingly. I felt something rock hard probe at my entrance and I realized amidst the sucking and the licking that it was Mr. Finlayson. I moaned at he entered me-he was indeed so thick and big. I felt was being torn apart. I didn’t care though-it felt so damned good.
He moved in and out of me and I felt like my insides were melting. I moved my hips to meet his thrusts and I still couldn’t get enough. I wrapped my legs around his waist to take him all in and as he drove swiftly, I screamed with the pleasure of it all. I reached out and inserted my finger on Kendall’s pussy. She’s so wet and hot and slick and I had a sudden urge to taste her as well. I adjusted my body so my mouth is only a few inches away from Kendall’s womanly kitty lips. She tasted like toasted rice-earthy and all nutty. It was the first time I have tasted a femme and I have no regrets. She tastes amazing.
I plunged my tongue inside her intimate mauve folds and explored her like a new kind of exotic fruit. I licked her gently, putting all the pressure of my tongue on her clit. I can sense my own orgasm coming and as Grant moved in and out of me, I moved to his rhythm. I quickened my licks on Kendall’s pussy now and she twisted her body, begging for more. As I licked her, I felt her thighs stiffen. A little more please, I thought.
Grant groaned and held my waist even tighter. “I’m coming!” He pulled himself and came all over my tummy. Kendall bent down and licked all of Grant’s secretions and with the slickness of it all, my orgasm came like no other. I intensified my hold on Kendall and she screamed while she came with my fingers still inside. Grant kissed her as her body shook-my hand the only thing between them.



The Watching Wife


My husband, Fred, and I recently moved into town. It was the move that sealed our fate because it finally meant we were starting anew and leaving everything that has happened behind us. Fred and I had a rotten past, especially before Taylor was born, but we were determined to make things work. There was not a hint of doubt that Fred and I loved each other, a love that soared to greater heights when Taylor entered the scene. But you know how life goes: you can’t have too much of a good thing. If things are presently going your way, brace yourself. That good cycle can’t last, and soon, life’s apt to throw a few large lemons along your way.
When we moved into our new house, I felt more convinced and positive than ever that things are going to work out just right. It’s about time too because I can only take so much of Fred’s womanizing ways. Like I said, my husband and I love each other, but that doesn’t mean we’re faithful to each other-in Fred’s case anyway. I am perfectly aware my husband is having some golden time between the sheets with several women, and I think he knows that I know, but I let the issue slide. Friends have called me names for allowing the situation to progress to the lengths it is currently in, but what can I do? I’m 100 percent confident Fred won’t pack his bags and leave me and his son for another woman. He could have done that in the old days, when we didn’t have Taylor. But Taylor’s here now, and God knows how much Fred loves our son. I know Fred would pick Taylor over me in a heartbeat, and I honestly don’t mind. If the tables were turned, I would’ve done the same thing. Besides, I know Fred would never leave Taylor. My husband may have a wild streak with other women, but he’s an excellent father. Save for Fred’s womanizing tendencies, I couldn’t ask for more.
Every time I look at my husband, I somehow understand why women have a hard time keeping their claws off him. Fred is the stuff of every housewife’s dream. He’s more than six feet tall, dark haired, green eyed, broad shouldered, and muscular. Fred is tall, dark, and handsome personified. He’s quite scruffy too, which adds to his already huge appeal. I’m grateful Fred’s my husband because if he wasn’t and he made his infamous advances at me, why, I’d gladly give in too.
Fred’s huge in all aspects, and yes, this description includes the thing dangling between his legs too. My husband is gifted with an exceptionally large cock. Sometimes, I wonder how he manages to get it all inside me when things get hot and heavy. But it does, really. The feel of Fred’s cock thrusting in and out of my moist vagina is one of the best in the world. I could come at the mere thought of it, and I admit I have done this a couple of times too. Maybe the fact that I am easy to please has something to do with that feat, but yeah, you could say my husband and I have a very healthy sex life.
See, I’m not too bad-looking myself. I’m tall too, though not as tall as Fred is. Where my husband is huge, I am slender. Where my husband is scruffy, I am neat and primped. My looks are the exact opposite to Fred’s. I am blond, brown eyed, and virtually hair-free. According to my friends, this clash in the looks department is what makes Fred and I look so good together. Some even say Fred and I could give Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie a run for their money, but I wouldn’t go that far. My husband and I may be a gorgeous couple, but we prefer to live a simple, fuss-free life.
It was because of this desire to make things run as smoothly as possible that Ashley entered our lives.
If you’ve experience moving into a new state or city or house, you can probably identify with the stress that comes with moving. I surely felt that in the first few days my family and I moved into the house. It’s a crazy experience, having to figure out where to settle things down and where to put this and that. Throw in the fact that Fred and I needed to get to work in a week, and you’ve got a crazy household in the picture. Taylor, being only eighteen months old, obviously can’t go to school yet. Fred and I discussed this issue together and, after a short discussion, agreed to hire a babysitter from Monday to Friday to keep Taylor company.
We didn’t know anybody in the neighborhood yet, so we had to ask help from someone. We went for Marissa, a friend, and it was she who referred Ashley to us. Marissa assured us Ashley was a “fine catch” and that she (Ashley) was an expert when it came to babysitting. We agreed right then and there for Marissa to send Ashley over to the house. The sooner we can find a babysitter, the better.
It turned out Ashley, for a nineteen-year-old, was a total bombshell. The second I opened the front door and saw her face, I immediately knew there was going to be trouble. The girl was gorgeous. She was glowing and radiant all over, kind of like how you imagined the face of an angel would be. Ashley was blond like me, but whereas my eyes were brown, hers was this light shade of blue that reminded you of clear blue skies. She had a heart-shaped face and small slightly pouty lips that were naturally pink. Ashley was small but not frail looking. I let my eyes travel down her body, and I saw more trouble ahead. The babysitter’s body was hot. She had a perfect hourglass figure, which was likely due to her tiny waist. Her hips and ass weren’t too wide and big, respectively. Her breasts were on the small side although they were erect and as round as oranges. I had to admit the outline of her breasts were one of the best I’ve seen.
I’m too old to be having body issues, but I admit I am envious of Ashley for her youth. It’s not so much her looks but the vitality and youthfulness that emerged from her every pore. She looked so young. If Taylor had been a few years older, I am sure the tyke would have fallen in love with his babysitter right there and then.
As to whether Fred found Ashley sizzling hot, I don’t really know. It doesn’t take a rocket scientist to read between the lines, though, because even I found myself quite attracted to Ashley, and I’m a girl, for Pete’s sake. Fred went on his way as if nothing struck him strange in particular. He and Ashley were polite and made small talk when chance permitted, yet I sensed a kind of growing sexual tension between the two. I ignored my guts and told myself I am getting paranoid. Ashley is a teenager, and my husband is in his late thirties already. No way would he pick on someone who could pass of as his younger sister.
Oh, I was badly mistaken. Things took a turn for the worse when I accidentally stumbled upon Fred and Ashley one sunny afternoon.
I had been feeling unwell that day. My head had been throbbing lazily, and when my boss noticed how lousy I felt, he told me to pack my things up and spend the rest of the afternoon at home. I was grateful and told him so. I got my things and drove back home, struggling with the monster headache that was beginning to claw itself out from the black hole it has been buried in.
Turning into the driveway, I didn’t see Fred’s car anywhere, which was how it should be. I knew Ashley was around because she was scheduled to babysit Taylor today. I shut the engine off and went toward the back door, which was closer to the kitchen, and thought of asking Ashley to prepare some lemonade for us while I nursed my headache.
Since it was afternoon, I figured Taylor must be fast asleep. I didn’t want to wake him up, so I opened the door out back as silently as I could. Taylor’s room was miles away from the kitchen, but the house had a way of amplifying sounds from miles off. I couldn’t be too careful.
Shutting the door gently behind me, I silently made my way to the kitchen to get a glass of cold water. I was halfway there when I heard soft moaning sounds coming from the living room. I froze, puzzled. What was that? I stood where I was and strained my ears all the better to hear those moaning sounds with. At first there was nothing. Then they came again, slightly louder than before.
I frowned. Those moans didn’t sound good. Maybe Ashley was watching a porn flick or something. I’m not okay with people who do, but I don’t judge. If Ashley has a thing for watching porn, fine. Still, I didn’t like the idea of her doing it with Taylor only several steps away. My son could wake up, walk into the living room, and see the images on the screen. What would Ashley say then, and how would she explain the whole thing to Taylor?
I decided to give Ashley a crash course on the basics of babysitting. I strode toward the living room expecting to see Ashley sitting comfortably on the couch while she had a skin flick on. But that wasn’t what greeted my eyes when I set foot into the living room.
Ashley was on the couch, all right, but she was doing more than sit comfortably on the couch. She was lying down on it, and there was someone on top of her grunting and thrusting away.
It was Fred, my husband.
I froze in my tracks for the second time. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. How could Fred be home already? Didn’t I not see his car when I drove into the driveway? And how come-
Then my thoughts were broken apart as the reality of what I was seeing sank in. My eyes grew wide and I retreated back into the safety of the kitchen. I was wearing socks, so my footsteps were muffled. My breathing was far from muffled, though. I found I was panting heavily, like someone had just delivered a bone-breaking blow into my stomach.
Oh my god, it’s true, it’s true, I thought, horrified. Fred’s screwing around, oh my god, how do I deal with this, this can’t be-
“Fuck me, Mr. Garin!” Ashley cried out loud. “Oh, lord, I’m all yours!” She gave another heartfelt moan that sent ice down my spine.
I saw I had left the door connecting the living room and the kitchen ajar. I grabbed a chair, placed it behind the door, and sat on it. I peeked from behind the door and saw the position was perfect. I could see Fred and Ashley getting things hot and heavy on the couch, but they couldn’t see me, not even if they not busy screwing each other.
The sight made me incredibly sad, and it took a lot of willpower not to let a heart-wrenching cry escape my lips. I had always known Fred was sleeping with other women, but until now, I have never seen anything that would solidly prove his infidelity toward me.
My husband is cheating on me.
The furious part of me wanted to storm over to the couch and beat Fred and Ashley black and blue. God, I was so angry! I wanted to take the chair and table and slam the stuff into them. My calm, rational side, however, told me to sit where I am and not do anything drastic. Of course it hurts, but I wouldn’t get anything from beating my husband and the babysitter into unrecognizable lumps and shapes.
I decided to listen to my rational self talking. I sat where I was and waited for the ocean of fury inside me to recede. I took a peek from behind the door again and watched Fred and Ashley have mad, crazy sex.
The two were engaging in other round of foreplay this time. Their bodies were slick and glistening with sweat. Their bodies looked perfect together, and I felt a stab of jealousy slice through me. They were now upright: my husband was standing up on the couch, and Ashley was arranging herself into a kneeling position.
My husband’s cock stood out stiff and straight before him. It looked humongous. I had sucked, nibbled, and played with his penis countless times before, but I can never get over how big and large it was. I wondered how he could manage to get his entire dick inside Ashley, petite girl she was. Apparently, when there’s a will, there’s a way.
Ashley knelt in front of my husband’s rod. Her body, slick with sweat, looked magnificent. It practically glowed in the afternoon sun. I saw her ripe, juicy ass. I saw her curvy hips and tiny waist. I saw her perfectly round breasts with her pink nipples fully erect. Her long blond hair was hanging loose around her shoulders and on her back. Flushing from all that physical effort, Ashley looked smashing.
She appeared to be a sex goddess of some sort too. Her movements had none of that timid, hesitating quality associated with most first-timers in sex. Her movements were confident, purposeful, and fluid. She knew exactly what she was doing, and she was doing it very well.
Kneeling sexily in front of my husband, Ashley grabbed his dick with both hands. She didn’t take it into her mouth, at least not right away. What she did was run the huge rod all over her face, shoulders, and breasts, teasing Fred and herself at the same time. Fred moaned in ecstasy and grabbed Ashley’s blond hair with both hands. I looked at his face and saw his eyes were shut and his mouth was slightly open. Fred was in his element, all right.
Ashley saw this too, and she smiled. She caressed Fred’s penis from the tip to the base and back again. Her touch must be electric because Fred couldn’t stop himself from moaning and groaning. After stroking Fred’s penis for a few minutes, Ashley went on to touch his testicles. This made Fred grit his teeth and cry out even more.
“Ashley, you’re driving me mad,” I heard my husband say.
“We’re just beginning, Mr. Garin,” Ashley replied saucily.
I knew I should quit watching them and confront them right on the spot instead. But I couldn’t stop. The sight of my husband fucking another woman was terrible. Yet beneath that terrible image was a hidden pool of lust and arousal concealed mostly by my rage. It was crazy, but seeing my husband and the babysitter have a go at each other actually turned me on.
Incredible, I thought.
But the growing sticky feeling between my legs was saying otherwise. Reluctantly, I reached under the waistband of my skirt, shoved my panties aside, and felt for my most private part. I was surprised and horrified to discover I was indeed wet down there-and not just wet, mind you, but actually soaking wet!
I hastily removed my hand from down there and sat back on the chair. My eyes had grown wide, this time from surprise and shame. What was I doing? How could I be very wet at the sight of my husband cheating? Cheating, for Pete’s sake! I should be fuming mad and plotting revenge, not sitting on that lousy chair and becoming wet every minute as my husband thrust his organ hard inside another woman.
I took another peek and saw Ashley had Fred’s penis in her mouth this time. She sucked delicately, like Fred’s dick was cherry-flavored lollipop or ice cream. Her eyes were shut. I could see she was enjoying what she was doing immensely. Fred, on the other hand, was gripping Ashley’s hair tighter and tighter. His hips were beginning to rock, simulating the movements he does when he’s fucking someone in the pussy.
Ashley, sensing Fred’s hips were beginning to buck, made forward and backward motions with her head. In and out, in and out, I saw, went Fred’s penis inside Ashley’s wet, warm mouth. Fred had begun to buck faster. Ashley grabbed Fred’s hips, probably to steady him, and went on with her sucking motions.
I was glued to and transfixed at the scene before me. I had never seen two people making love in the flesh before. Well, the sight was incredibly arousing. I realized I was getting turned on again, and I flushed.
What the hell am I doing? I asked myself.
Before I knew what was happening, my hand found its way beneath the waistband of my skirt again. It knew where it was going, and it was wriggling inside my pussy in no time. I shifted in my seat and opened my legs wider. To hell with what others think! To hell with my cheating husband and snake of a babysitter! To hell with everyone else! I am going to fuck myself, and no one is going to stop me.
My hand started to feel constricted underneath my skirt’s waistband. With a groan, I removed my hand and unzipped my skirt. I slid it down and out toward my ankles, where I kicked it into a kitchen corner. I looked down and saw I was now in my black lacy panties. I decided to get it out of the way too. With another groan, I slid my panties down and out my legs. I kicked it into the same corner with the skirt. I now had no piece of clothing in the lower part of my body. I looked down and saw my freshly shaved pussy looking back at me.
“Time to get into business,” I said softly.
I placed my hand on top of my cunt, and my fingers went into work right away. They wriggled and fought for access into my vagina eagerly, and I gave a soft moan. It felt so good. When was the last time I did this? I thought.
I couldn’t remember, but it didn’t matter anyway. For the first time in a long time, I’m getting it on with myself.
I took another peek at the action on the living room. Fred and Ashley were now both standing on the floor and kissing each other deeply. Ashley had her arms around Fred’s neck while Fred had her hands on Ashley’s buttocks, squeezing and grabbing them forcefully. Then, without warning, he gave one butt cheek a smart slap. Ashley started but didn’t break the kiss.
Fred gave Ashley’s cheek another slap, stronger this time. Ashley started again but still didn’t break their kiss.
I knew where Fred wanted to take the whole thing. He had a penchant for these sexy punishment games. Sometimes they got a little crazy, but most of the time they were incredibly sexy. It was one of our favorite sex games, and it made me angrier seeing my husband use the same technique on another woman.
In my anger, the fingers inside me squirmed and moved even faster. Ecstasy began to make its way over anger, and I was hot and horny in no time. Sweat began to pop out in beads on my forehead. I moved my fingers faster and faster, sliding them in and out of my deepest crack like they were possessed. I was very wet already; my fingers made smacking, slopping sounds as they slid in and out of my pussy.
Ashley suddenly cried out in pain, and I knew Fred was getting started with his punishment games. I looked at them from behind the door, and what I saw made my arousal levels shoot up.
Ashley was back on the couch, but this time, she was in all fours. I couldn’t see her face as it was almost buried on the surface of the couch. Her ass was high up in the air, though, no problem seeing that one. I stared at her ass. How on earth could a girl have an ass as succulent and delicious as that? It almost didn’t seem fair. Ashley’s butt cheeks were smooth and creamy. Although they had red streaks from Fred’s spanking, the streaks only served to make her ass look even better and more delicious. No wonder Fred couldn’t get enough of them.
Fred was smacking Ashley’s rump with all the seriousness he could muster. He was beating Ashley like he would a little child. Remember, Fred was a huge person. His hands were no exception, and when they come down beating, you would do whatever it takes to make them stop. Fred never laid a single finger on me save for when we were having his kinky sex games. He smacked painfully, but you didn’t want him to stop.
Ashley whimpered and cried with every slap. Yet I could tell she was enjoying it too. Her rump was now becoming red. I wondered how much could she take with all that spanking.
I leaned back on the chair, shut my eyes, and pictured Fred smacking my bare rump with those large hands of his. I was aroused instantly, and I grew wetter down there. But the mental images weren’t enough. I wanted someone to actually spank my ass. There was no one around, obviously, and I groaned in frustration. To make up for it, I raised my legs and placed my heels on the chair with my knees bent and almost at level with my face. Then I added another finger inside me and played with myself furiously.
I still wasn’t satisfied, so I undid the buttons on my white button-down top and shrugged out of it. My black lacy bra was all I had on now. I wanted to be rid of it too. I reached behind me, unhooked it, slid it down my shoulders, and threw it on the floor. Now I was as naked as the day I was born. I resumed with my position, thrust three of my fingers inside my wet, slippery slit, and played with myself.
While my fingers slid in and out of my cunt, I checked out Fred and Ashley’s action on the living room. Fred seemed to have had enough of his spanking thrills, but he was still calling the shots. He had Ashley put on some sort of show. Ashley was sitting on top of the back of the sofa. Her legs were spread apart and, like me, she was playing with herself. What a coincidence. Fred stood in front of Ashley and watched while Ashley played with her cunt with one hand and with her breasts were another.
Suddenly, I found myself wondering how it would feel like to have Ashley fondle my breasts and insert her fingers between my legs. The thought made me hot and wild. I’ve done it with a girl once, back when I was in college. It was a delicious experience, and it was one I wanted to try again. Maybe Ashley could do the same to me without Fred knowing.
I burst into silent laughter when I realized what I was thinking. I must be going mad. Whatever drove me to think of getting it on with the babysitter, anyway? But really. I mulled over the idea seriously. Fred can’t be the one calling all the shots all the time. Why can’t I have some fun on my own too, right?
“Mr. Garin!” Ashley cried out loud.
I peeked from behind the door and saw the cause for Ashley’s crying. Fred had his head buried on Ashley’s breasts. He was sucking on one breast while he played with another. Apparently, Fred was sucking and pulling too hard on Ashley’s tits. With Ashley’s cry, Fred stopped what he was doing and gave Ashley a smart pinch on the cheek.
“I didn’t tell you to complain, did I?” Fred asked.
Ashley shook her head. “No, Mr. Garin,” she answered.
“What did you call me?” Fred asked again, his eyes narrowing into slits.
Ashley’s eyes grew wide. “I mean, no, Daddy.”
Fred nodded. “Good. Now just sit still and don’t do anything until I tell you to.” He went back to sucking and playing with Ashley’s tits.
Ashley sat still and, save for her ecstasy-filled moans, didn’t say anything more.
Now I was really turned on. I absolutely love it when Fred takes on his “I’m your master and you’re my slave” sex game. Seeing him dominate Ashley into submission almost made me cry out loud. I wanted so badly to be the slave, to be dominated, and to be told what I was to do or not do. I ran my hands over my breasts, jerking my sleepy nipples back into their erect state. My breasts aren’t so bad, if I do say so myself. Even after giving birth, my nipples had retained their pinkish tinge. I ran my flat palm over them again and again, until they were nothing but more but hard pinkish nubs. I took one nipple between my thumb and index finger and began to make rolling motions.
I was already dripping wet between my thighs. My hands and fingers seemed to have a life of their own. They didn’t want to stop, which was a good thing because I felt the familiar beginnings of an orgasm coming. I ran my palm faster and faster over my nipples. The fingers in my cunt twisted and jerked more rapidly. It won’t be long before I would explode. I bit my lower lip so as not to cry out too loud when I finally came.
And came I did. My vagina made squelching noises, and a violent shaking took over me. This is it, I thought.
The wave of pure unadulterated pleasure washed over me, and I gladly let myself drown under it. I gasped and bucked and shook, like I was in a frenzy. I wanted to cry out loud, but since I couldn’t, I bit into the back of my chair as my orgasm ripped right through me. Still, I couldn’t help but cry out loud as my bodily juices gushed out of me. I still had not removed my hand from my cunt, so I came and came and came. I jerked and thrashed on the chair, my body growing slick with sweat. I came again; it seemed like it would never end.
I paused, out of breath. I came right on the chair. I felt my own erotic juices from beneath my butt. There was some trickling down my thigh and into my legs. I sat still, trying to catch my breath. I still hadn’t removed my hand from my pussy, but I was now too spent to come again.
“I’m coming!” I suddenly heard Fred cry out from the living room. “Fuck, I’m coming!”
I stole a quick look just in time to see my husband ram himself hard into Ashley’s behind. Ashley threw her head back and gave an earthshaking cry. Fred reached out with one hand and clamped it over Ashley’s mouth, muffling her cries of ecstasy. He must’ve been worried the noise would wake Taylor up.
Taylor. I sat right up, removing my hand from my cunt. My little boy. Amazingly, he hadn’t woken up from all the ruckus going downstairs. I tilted my head and listened for telltale sounds from upstairs indicating Taylor had woken up, but there was none. I took a deep breath. Oh, Taylor, your father is one cheating bastard.
And I jerked myself off to the sight of him and your babysitter fucking each other.
The thought startled me into action. I got off the chair and began to dress hurriedly, quietly. I musn’t let Fred and Ashley, or anybody else for that matter, catch me here in the kitchen, naked and wet and slimy from my own juice. When I was fully dressed again, I picked up a rag and wiped off my body fluids on the chair and floor.
I looked around the kitchen, making sure everything was where they were supposed to be and in their proper place. I noticed the sounds in the living room have gone as well. I made my way softly to the door and took one final peek before-I don’t know, I did something that would change my life forever.
I saw Fred and Ashley had done their deed too, probably also around the time I finished my own business. They were now sitting on the couch, talking quietly. I saw they didn’t have their arms around each other, which meant, for me at least, that save for the fucking sessions, they didn’t care string beans about each other. I felt my lips curve up into a twisted smile. So what now? Am I supposed to be thankful they don’t have feelings for each other, that they’re using only their bodies to satisfy whatever pleasure it was they were craving? The whole thing was twisted, that I can pretty much see.
I felt my headache returning. Time to get out of here and be someplace else. Fred must never know about this, that I saw him getting it on with the babysitter and I jerked myself off while I watched them do it. No, he must never. Nobody must know about this secret. It’s the one thing I’ll take with me to the grave.
Still, my love for Fred didn’t go down one notch. And I think the feeling is mutual.
That being said, I went out the house, got into my car, and drove off somewhere.
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