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Shawna earned
most of her money babysitting. It worked out pretty nicely with her
college schedule, let her get her homework done.

She’d started
back in high school, sitting for family friends.

And now she was
home for a couple of weeks in the summer before starting her co-op
program.

One of those
family friends, Michael, a single dad who’d been her father’s
friend forever, needed a sitter on short notice.

And of course
Shawna agreed. Actually, when she answered the phone and heard his
voice, threads of heat stirred in the pit of her stomach and her
heart sped up.

She’d developed
a crush on Michael years ago. Back then it wouldn’t have been
right. But now she was 18, old enough to make her own choices.

Like the choice
to go back to the one who’d gotten away.

He’d gotten
away because one night she’d told him how she felt. He told her
that it wasn’t appropriate. That it wasn’t right. She was so young,
all that.

So when she
hung up the phone she felt hopeful. Why would he call her? There
were plenty of other sitters around.

There’d been a
couple of guys at college that she’d hooked up with just because
they sort of resembled Michael.

All it took for
her to cum all over their hard cocks was for her to picture his
face. She liked to imagine him whispering into her ear, his breath
all hot with need, about how much he wanted to fuck her, and for
how long.

Even just
standing there in her parents’ kitchen, she got wet thinking about
it.

She’d never
needed to be fucked like she did right at that moment. Her tight
little pussy quivered with it, and the bottom of her stomach felt
all taut and tingly.

Her high, pert
breasts ached, and her nipples pushed hard against the padding of
her sports bra.

Michael…
she thought. She hadn’t even seen him since she’d gone away to
college.

Shawna rushed
upstairs to grab her cell, then ran just as quickly down the stairs
to pull on a pair of flats.

Her parents had
left her the Corolla, their standby vehicle, to get around town in
while she was home.

It started
right up and she peeled out of the driveway.

Her heart kept
throbbing the whole way over, and she kept shifting her butt around
the seat, her body all squirmy and full of restless energy.

She didn’t even
remember that he didn’t want her over that night, but the next.

She pulled into
his driveway and killed the engine. Then she made herself take a
single moment to pull the sun visor down and check herself in the
mirror.

Triangles of
blush adorned her cheeks, and her lips looked all plump and red.
There was a spray of freckles across her face that she’d always
thought made her look a little too girlish.

None of the
guys at school had minded looking at those freckles when she had
their cocks in her mouth, though.

It’s finally
going to happen!

Of course,
she’d made all those guys wear condoms. But Michael wasn’t just any
guy. And nothing would do but that delicious sensation of bare skin
on skin.

She wasn’t on
any birth control, but right at that moment she didn’t care.

She’d waited
too long for this to happen to let something like that get in the
way.

She
straightened her hair back over her ears, her entire body trembling
with anticipation.

She pressed the
doorbell, heard the muffled chime from within followed by
footsteps. Her heart fluttered.

Her pussy was
so wet. It quivered and pulsed within her. She’d never needed a man
like she did right at that moment.

Then Michael
pulled the door open from within.

He was just as
handsome as she remembered. So mature looking. So strong.

He frowned down
at her. “Shawna? What are you going here?”

“You wanted a
babysitter,” she said, “Here I am.”

“I wanted a
sitter for tomorrow. Eric isn’t even here tonight,” he said.

Her heart
dropped into her stomach when she realized her mistake. Eric was
Michael’s son, shared in joint custody with Michael’s ex-wife.

“That’s
actually okay,” Shawna said, heart beating so loud she could barely
hear her own voice, “Because I wanted to talk to you anyway.”

“We shouldn’t,”
Michael said, looking at her and then away. His jaw kept
working.

“But we need
to. Please?” Shawna said. She reached out and took one of his hands
with both of hers. His fingers were so much bigger. He was all
warm, too.

He sighed
heavily and looked away. She gave his fingers a squeeze and
wondered how he might react if she put his hand on one of her
small, firm breasts.

She also
couldn’t help but let her eyes stray down his body to the front of
his jeans, wondering what that bulge there meant.

“We shouldn’t…”
he said again.

Desperation
prickled inside of her. “Please? I promise if you don’t like what I
have to say I… I’ll go away. I’ll even find you another
sitter.”

“Fine. Come
inside,” he said.

She could’ve
skipped with joy, but didn’t. And she only released his hand with
reluctance.

Then she
followed him inside.

They arrived in
the living room, sunlight filtering in through the open blinds.

“I’ve had a lot
of time to think about what I told you about… about how I feel,”
Shawna said, barely able to hold herself back, “I’m an adult now,
and I still feel the same. I still like you, Michael. I… I still
want you.”

Michael worked
his jaw some more. His eyes kept moving to her body as though
unable to help themselves.

“I’ve always
liked you, and I’m sorry if you feel that I have been cold to you
all this time,” Michael said, finally looking away from her.

Even though
he’d stopped looking at her, the heat between her legs hadn’t
cooled at all. She struggled with it.

Reaching up
with one hand, she put it against his cheek. She pushed his face so
that he had to look at her again. She wanted to have all this out
now, before she lost her nerve. She wanted this to be a nice,
pleasant visit.

“If you like
me, then why did you act the way that you did?” Shawna asked.

He looked away
for a moment, then his eyes flicked back to hers. She nearly
started at the intensity in them.

“Because I feel
things for you that I shouldn’t feel for the daughter of a close
friend.”

Her body
actually shook a little as his words buffeted her. As she saw the
look in his eyes, Shawna came to a decision. She knew what needed
to happen next.

“Michael,” she
said, the word feeling strange as it came out of her mouth, “I want
you to fuck me.”

Her shapely ass
cheeks clenched, pushing her hips forward a little. She didn’t just
want him. She needed him. Inside of her. Good and deep and
hard.

His eyes
widened. She saw him tremble a little, too. Since they stood so
close, she felt something harden against her thigh. She looked down
and saw his hard cock, straining against the denim.

Then he grabbed
her around the waist and crushed her body to his. His lips sought
hers. His stubble prickled her a little as their lips looked for
each other. A jolt of electricity shot right down to her toes as
they kissed. His mouth was warm, the flesh surprisingly soft.

Shawna found
her hands had their own desires. They moved round Michael’s back,
touching and squeezing the strong muscles she’d admired
earlier.

An involuntary
tremble took her body as Michael’s strong hands slid down her back
and firmly grasped her by the ass. It was like a dam had broken,
and the water that represented their desire came bursting out to
drown any other thoughts or wants.

Leaving one
hand on her ass, the other found a handful of hair at the back of
her head. He pulled so that she had to break their kiss and look at
the ceiling. She whimpered as his lips moved in a moist line down
her long neck.

“Oh, Michael,
I’m so wet...” Shawna said.

She gasped as
she felt his teeth against her throat, pressing against her almost
to the point of pain. He was like some dominant animal, asserting
his power over the object of his desire.

They almost
tripped over Shawna’s luggage as Michael shoved her down onto the
bed. He never stopped kissing and lightly biting her neck.

A moan escaped
her throat as she felt his hard bulge pressing against her pussy.
Wrapping her legs around his body, she ground against him. Shocks
and jolts of pleasure seemed to shoot out of her sex through the
rest of her body as his hardness rubbed against her most sensitive
parts.

Michael stopped
kissing her and leaned back a little, pressing his hard bulge
against her. He pulled off her shirt. Supporting himself with one
arm, he ran his other hand over her taut stomach. His fingers moved
between the pert mounds of her breasts and wrapped around her neck
for a second.

He squeezed
lightly as she looked into his face. She desperately wanted him to
rip off their pants and shove his hard shaft into her.

His hand moved
away from her neck. He cupped one of her breasts through her bra,
then the other. She felt her nipples stiffen.

Slipping his
hand between her back and the bed, he undid the clasp of her bra in
one smooth movement. He pulled her bra off slowly, tossing it
behind him without looking away from her figure.

A hungry look
took his face as he looked at her bare breasts, with their stiff
nipples. Putting both hands on the bed then, he moved lower and
took one nipple in his mouth.

Shawna grabbed
his head with both hands and held his face there. She moaned and
wriggled beneath him as his tongue wrapped around the puckered
flesh and rubbed against it. She whimpered as she felt his teeth
bite down lightly.

When she could
take no more, he moved to the other breast. Her chest rose and fell
sharply as she took deep, gulping breaths.

“Oh,
Michael...” Shawna moaned as she felt the sparks of arousal ignite
fires throughout her body.

She pulled his
face away from her breast and made him look at her again, “Will you
lick me, Michael?”

The need to
feel his bare flesh against her pussy overwhelmed all other
thoughts. If he didn’t touch her there soon, she knew she would
just pass out from it all. He looked into her eyes, seeing her
need.

“Yes, baby,” he
said.

He kissed her
neck again as she writhed against the hardness of his body. This
time, however, his kisses slipped lower. They moved between her
breasts and she felt a flush of heat. The kisses reached her
stomach and she started moaning.

Without
breaking the fluidity of his movement, he reached up and undid her
shorts. He pulled apart the flaps of the shorts and kissed her
there, his lips so tantalizingly close to her sopping slit.

When he began
pulling her shorts and panties down, he kissed her on one thigh as
the flesh was revealed. He threw her clothes onto the floor.

His hands slid
up her other leg, followed by his lips. The tips of his fingers
moved along the outside edge of her pussy and she shivered. Kissing
her inner thighs, his hot breath moved over her flesh and through
her body. He kissed the little fold of skin between her leg and
pussy, then moved his lips so close to her wet slit that she felt
them brush past before kissing the other fold.

“Please,
Michael...” Shawna begged.

Michael changed
position, crouched down beside the bed. He grabbed her by the knees
and pushed them back so that he had a better angle on the pink lips
and folds of her pussy.

Sticking his
tongue out, he started licking her. She felt the tip push between
her lips to get at the more sensitive folds beneath. He went slowly
at first, just running the tip up and down her slit, paying a
little more attention to her clit, which stood out erect and plain
to see.

Then he opened
his mouth a little wider. He used his jaw and neck to rapidly grind
his tongue against her.

Shawna squealed
and wriggled in his grip. She pushed her pussy harder against his
tongue, wanting him to lick it faster and with more force. Whimpers
escaped her parted lips as she felt the walls of her pussy clench
up and get even slicker than before.

“That’s so
good, Michael,” Shawna said. She grabbed him by the back of the
head and jam his face even harder against her.

Then he stopped
licking. Instead, he moved his face down slightly. She yelped as
his tongue darted into her sopping hole. He did it again, and
again. He kept fucking her with his tongue until she came on his
face, pulling so hard against him that she was scared she was
hurting him. She moaned as the waves of euphoria washed over her,
originating from her pussy and pushing out through the rest of her,
igniting every nerve and fibre.

But when her
orgasm ended and he pulled back, he didn’t appear hurt at all. His
whole face was covered in a shiny layer of her juices, though, and
his lips were red from all the rubbing.

Sitting up on
the bed, she grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled him down for a
kiss. She could taste herself on his lips. The flavor just seemed
to fuel her desire for him even more.

She stood,
still kissing him. Her fingers found the button of his jeans and
undid them. She pushed them down, finally breaking the kiss. His
cock, long and stiff, sprung up so that it was parallel with the
floor. It looked so thick, so hard.

Grabbing him,
she spun them both around and pushed him onto the bed so that he
was on his back. Before he could say anything, she’d grabbed his
shaft with one hand.

“It’s so big
and hard,” she said, marvelling at how it felt. It throbbed in her
fingers, and she knew he liked how she touched him.

She smiled for
a moment before leaning over and taking him in her mouth. Her lips
sank almost halfway down his member before she stopped. Working up
lots of saliva, she slathered his shaft with her tongue.

“That’s so
good, baby,” Michael said. He held her hair out of the way and
watched her lips work his cock.

Her need to
have him inside her made her stop sucking him. She pulled back,
spitting down on his cock. She looked at it, rubbing the saliva
into his flesh with her fingers.

Then she
climbed up onto him, her hands on his muscular chest for support.
Reaching down between her legs, she grabbed his cock. Shawna
lowered herself until she felt the big head against her sex and
stopped. She let go of his cock and put that hand back on his
chest.

Michael grabbed
her by the ass, his fingers digging into the firm flesh. She could
feel his heat against her pussy, and she hoped he could feel
hers.

He felt so
large. She looked down between her legs as she started sitting down
on his cock. The first thrust always felt so tight. She gritted her
teeth and moaned as she felt her pussy stretching around his
girth.

She sank down
on him slowly as his hard cock forced her walls apart and moved
deeper inside her. Michael helped, pulling down on her ass while
simultaneously lifting his hips.

Soon, more than
half his shaft was inside her. She paused for a moment, just to
take in how it felt to have him so big and hard in her wetness. She
could still feel him throbbing in her.

Just thinking
about how he felt in her made her tighten around his cock for a
second. He grunted and she groaned. She dug her nails into his
chest at the sudden renewed tightness. Her fingers relaxed as her
pussy did.

When Shawna
could manage, she lifted herself up so that his cock slid a few
inches out of her. Then she pushed back down on him, taking a
little more of his length. She fucked him like that again and
again, moaning as she took Michael’s hard shaft inch by inch all
the way into her tight little pussy.

He joined in on
her rhythm, pushing his cock deeper into her as she descended and
pulling most of the way out of her as she travelled back up his
member.

“It’s so tight,
baby,” Michael said.

His fingers
squeezed her ass every time she took him in one of those long, deep
strokes all the way in. She smiled down at him, playfully
scratching his chest.

She liked to
push all the way down until her ass rested on his body. Her pussy
could hardly hold his whole cock. Then she squeezed around him,
giggling a little at the sudden strained expression on his face at
her tightness.

It looked so
hot.

Then she
realized she could feel the spark of her orgasm fanning inside her.
She started pounding down onto him, her flesh slapping against his,
her pussy leaving his cock glistening with her juices.

He knew what
was happening as he slammed his cock up into her.

“Oh Michael,”
Shawna said, “Come with me!”

It took three
more strokes for her to climax. She arched her back, her long hair
brushing against Michael’s thighs as her pussy clenched and
convulsed around his shaft. He held onto her ass, slamming up into
her for a little longer before he, too went rigid.

His cock got
even harder, swelling inside her. After another moment, it jerked,
releasing a stream of cum into her tight little cunt. It jerked
again and again, spurting his seed into Shawna’s sex.

She slid her
pussy up and down his length nice and slow, milking it all out of
him. It felt warm inside her. Not warm, hot. It pulsed with their
passion.

She leaned over
and kissed him even while she worked the strong internal muscles of
her sex around his trembling, rigid shaft. He groaned in pleasure
and that groan sent pleasant shocks of electricity through her
chest.

“Will you still
let me be your sitter?” she said, leaning back.

His hands
rested nicely on her ass. She liked how warm they felt against her
flesh.

“Only if you’ll
still come by when I’m here alone,” he said, smiling.

She wondered if
that smile would stay if she told him that she wasn’t on any birth
control. And that she was thinking about not taking any morning
after pill. She liked the thought of getting pregnant. Of his seed
taking root in her womb.

No, I won’t
tell him, she decided.
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