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Breeding the
Babysitter

 


Victoria
straightened out her clothes, making sure there were no wrinkles,
as she stood on the front step. This would be her fourth time
babysitting for the Hendersons. It was also going to be the first
time she had her boyfriend over while they were out and while the
Hendersons’ son was asleep upstairs.

She knew she
couldn’t screw this up, or she’d be out of the spare cash that was
so helpful in between college semesters, as well as the sweet setup
the Hendersons had in their home.

Raising her
fist, she rapped on the door and waited. The door opened. Mrs.
Henderson smiled down at Victoria.

“Oh, hi!
You’re just on time. Please, come right in,” she said, moving so
that Victoria could get into the house.

Mr. Henderson,
or Ethan, as he liked Victoria to call him, was in the foyer
getting his shoes on. Victoria took a moment while Mrs. Henderson
had her back turned and while Ethan was looking down to let her
eyes take in his strong chin and broad shoulders. If she didn’t
have a boyfriend, Victoria knew she’d try making a few passes at
Ethan while his wife was out. Victoria normally wasn’t into older
men, but there was just something about him that turned her on.

“Hey, Tori,”
Ethan said, looking up and smiling at her, his eyes lingering on
the low cut shirt she had on.

“Hi, Ethan,”
Victoria said, feeling herself blush. She wondered if that look in
his eyes was approval or distaste. Technically, she had the shirt
on for her boyfriend, but she’d also chosen it to see Ethan’s
reaction.

Ethan stood up
and stood in front of her. He was quite tall.

“Thanks for
coming on such short notice. I’m sorry we have to rush out, but I
know that you know the lay of the land. Just make sure the boy is
in bed by nine at the latest, okay?”

“Oh, honey,
please hurry up. We’re going to be late!” Mrs. Henderson said. She
already had her shoes on and her purse in hand, and she stood
waiting impatiently by the door. “Don’t forget anything!”

Then they were
backing out of the driveway. Victoria waved to them, not knowing
where they were going. That didn’t really upset her, though. Since
it was a rush, and they were asking her to stay overnight, she’d
asked for double her usual rate and they’d agreed to it without any
fuss at all.

It wasn’t long
before the clock rolled over to nine, and she had the boy in bed.
It was a bit of a chore getting him to sleep, but she knew that
when he was, it would be next to impossible to wake him before the
sun came back up.

That was fine
with Victoria, though. She knew that Josh would be by soon, and
that things were probably going to get loud. She thought about the
way he used his fingers on her, and the way it made her scream and
whimper for him.

She microwaved
a bag of popcorn, put it in a bowl, and put the bowl on the coffee
table in the living room. They wouldn’t be able to get down to
business right away, so she figured he’d want to snack and watch
something scary on the big TV for a bit, first.

Victoria
giggled when she heard a knock at the door. Prancing over and
opening it, she found Josh standing on the other side, smiling at
her. She grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled him forward for a
kiss. His hand moved around to the small of her back, then slid
down a moment later to cup her by the ass. He gave her cheeks a
little squeeze as they parted.

“Hey, babe,”
he said.

Holding his
hand, she led him over to the couch and they sat down. Victoria had
been wrong about the popcorn and movie.

The bowl sat
cooling on the coffee table as they touched each other and kissed.
Victoria got up on Josh’s lap as she worked her hands under his
shirt and pulled it off over his head. He was on the rowing team,
and he had the abs to prove it.

She smiled
down at him as she felt his hard cock rubbing against her pussy
through their clothes.

Putting her
lips next to his ear, she said, “I want you to fuck me without a
condom.” She really wanted to feel what it was like to have a guy
come in her pussy. It sounded so hot.

He responded
by pulling off her shirt and bra, letting her perky breasts bounce
for a moment before sucking one stiff nipple into his mouth.

“Oh, Josh...”
Victoria moaned, grinding her crotch against his, revelling in the
way she made him hard.

Her fingers
had just found the button on his jeans when the front door
opened.

Victoria
squealed as Ethan came into the living room, a look of shock on his
handsome features. She hopped off Josh’s lap and grabbed her shirt,
covering her bare chest.

“Tori? What
the hell is going on here?” Ethan said in his deep, father voice.
He put his hands on his hips and glared directly at Josh.

“Uh, I’m
sorry, dude,” Josh said, standing up and grabbing his shirt,
“Victoria told me you guys were cool with me coming by.”

Ethan’s
eyebrows shot up his forehead in a look that said, “Don’t give me
that bullshit.” Then he said, “Well, son, we’re definitely not cool
with it. Please leave before I call the police.” Ethan stood to one
side so that Josh could get by.

“Not you!”
Ethan spoke again, holding out his hand before Victoria could slip
around him. “Sit back down,” he ordered.

She did.

They waited
until the door closed, signalling Josh’s departure. Victoria
realized she still hadn’t put her shirt or bra back on. She just
held them in balls over her breasts, giving Ethan a good view of
most of her flat stomach.

“Ethan, I’m so
sorry. I thought you guys were going to be gone the whole
night.”

Ethan pursed
his lips, nodding. “Yeah, I forgot my cell phone. I had to come
back for it. But now, I see I have another problem to fix.”

“Please don’t
fire me, Ethan! I really like working for you. I promise, nothing
like this will ever happen again,” Victoria said, leaning forward
in her plea. She forgot momentarily about her nakedness, letting
her shirt and bra fall slightly to reveal more of her firm
breasts.

“It really is
too bad. I’ve loved having you here. You seemed so cute and
innocent...” Ethan said, shaking his head at the whole situation.
“I wish there was a way we could make things right.”

Victoria felt
her body begin to tremble. At first, she thought it was fear. Then,
she realized it was arousal. She still felt so wet from grinding
and making out with Josh, and Ethan looked so handsome just
then.

“There’s only
one way I can see for making this right,” Ethan said, glancing back
at the door.

Fear truly did
well up inside Victoria at that moment. From his look and tone, she
figured she was about to be kicked out for certain. She held her
breath.

Ethan looked
back at her, his eyes fixed to the balled up clothes she used to
cover her naked breasts. She squealed as he reached forward,
grabbed the clothes, and pulled them away. He threw the clothes
over his shoulder as he looked at her pert breasts, with their
stiff nipples.

“Well, Tori, I
think a good hard fucking is the only way to see past your little
slip in judgment,” Ethan said.

He took one of
her nipples between his index finger and thumb, gently rolling and
pinching at the stiff flesh.

Victoria’s
body responded animalistically to his touch. She felt herself flush
with blood and get hot. Her little pussy got even warmer and wetter
than before. She looked up into his face with hooded eyes as she
slid her own fingers over the couch. They touched his knee, slid up
his thigh, found his hard shaft.

He moaned as
she squeezed his cock. It felt and looked so much bigger than
Josh’s had been.

“Have you
thought about having sex with me, Ethan?” Victoria asked, massaging
his cock as she spoke, “Because I’ve thought about fucking
you...”

“Yes...” Ethan
said, grabbing both her breasts and squeezing them with his big,
strong hands.

Soon, that
wasn’t enough for him. He slipped his hands under her ass. Victoria
giggled as he lifted her onto his lap. She leaned in and kissed him
as his fingers slipped between her legs, rubbing at her pussy
through her clothes.

Victoria
sucked his bottom lip into her mouth and nibbled on it as they
looked in each other’s eyes. She let his lip pull slowly back from
between her teeth.

His hand shot
up and grabbed a handful of hair at the back of her head. She
whimpered as he pulled her head back, revealing her long, smooth
neck. He made a deep sound in his throat as he leaned forward and
put his lips against her flesh. Victoria closed her eyes as she
felt a tingle run up through her body.

Ethan wrapped
his other arm around her waist and pulled her body closer to his.
She moaned as his kisses travelled up and down her neck, over her
shoulders. She ground her pussy against his cock, wishing there
were no layers of fabric between them.

She pushed
against him, trying to free herself. He held on for a few moments
longer, reluctant to stop leaving a trail of wet kisses over her
bare flesh. Finally, though, he relented and she slid down off his
body so that she crouched on the floor between his knees.

He helped her
undo his pants, and he sat up a little and pushed them down. His
hard cock popped up, thick, long, bulging.

Wordlessly,
she grabbed the base of his shaft. The tips of her fingers couldn’t
touch around his girth.

He watched as
she started kissing him, then. She put her lips against the bottom
of his shaft, just over her fingers, and slid them up his length.
She left a trail of saliva as she went.

The tip of her
tongue poked out of her mouth as she reached the head. She used it
to tickle gently at the sensitive spot on the bottom. The muscles
in his legs jerked, and he shut his eyes as she flicked her
tongue.

Victoria
waited for him to open his eyes and look at her. When he did, she
slipped her lips down over his cock.

“Oh, God...”
Ethan moaned.

His eyes
widened as she pressed her lips as far down his length as she
could. He filled her mouth. She could feel her jaw straining to
hold him in, could feel the head trying to enter her throat. She
moaned on him so that she could feel the vibrations with the hand
she used to hold his shaft steady.

Ethan
responded, putting his hands over his face at the sudden
sensation.

Victoria
pulled her lips up his shaft slowly. When he left her mouth, there
were strings of spit connecting the head to her lips. She spat down
onto him, then used her hand to rub her saliva all over his cock
before pushing her lips down his length again.

She jerked his
shaft while sucking. He swelled in the warmth and wetness until
precum leaked out of him. She swallowed it up and tried to suck
more out.

When she
couldn’t take it anymore, she pulled off him. Ethan looked at her
for a moment before pulling his shirt off. She felt a tingle in her
pussy as she looked at his well-muscled torso.

Victoria
stayed on her knees as Ethan stood up. He grabbed her under her
armpits and pulled her to a standing position, then shoved her down
onto the couch. She didn’t struggle as he wrenched the rest of her
clothes off, leaving her naked. She’d shaved her pussy for Josh,
but Ethan seemed to like the look of the bare, wet lip, too.

It was his
turn to crouch down between her legs. He put her feet on his
shoulders and gripped her by the thighs with his strong hands. When
he leaned forward, he pushed her legs back, making Victoria angle
her pussy up toward his face.

She whimpered
as he put his mouth to her pussy. He parted her pink folds with his
tongue, poking it out and running it up and down her slit.

Victoria had
to grab his hair with her hands and squeeze it, the feelings were
so powerful. He started making slurping noises as his tongue moved
faster and faster on her sex, soaking her.

Then he
started tonguing her little erect clit. She jumped and jerked and
cried out as he held her pussy to his face and worked it.

Screaming, she
came on him. Her pussy convulsed and clenched and got his mouth
wetter with her juices.

When Ethan
pulled back, practically his whole face shone with her juices. He
panted, trying to catch his breath as he looked up at her.

Keeping her in
the same position, he stood up partially. His long, heavy cock
hovered right over her lower stomach. It still glistened with her
saliva, and a big bead of precum had formed at the tip. She felt
the urge to lick it off, but he held her firmly in place. He
grabbed her behind the knees and pushed her legs to her chest.

He started
lowering his cock down to her pussy. She swallowed. Her heart
suddenly started hammering in her chest as she anticipated how he
would feel inside her.

Then he
stopped. He looked at her. “Should I get a condom?” He asked.

“No! I want to
feel you inside me, your skin against mine,” Victoria replied.

His cock
jerked as he heard the words. She knew that the thought of fucking
her bareback really turned him on. She knew it really turned her
on. She tried to raise her hips a little.

Gritting his
teeth, Ethan looked back down. They watched as he slid the head of
his cock down her slit, using it as a guide. He stopped for a
moment when the tip of his cock found her sopping hole.

Ethan grunted
as he urged his cock forward into her wet little pussy. Victoria
gritted her teeth and pulled her lips back over them as she felt
her tightness stretch around his shaft. She could see his member
straining as he tried to push it deeper into her.

It felt so
good, having a bare cock inside her. She couldn’t believe that
she’d never tried it before. It was so much better than using a
condom. She could feel him against her, his warmth and hardness.
She could feel his cock throb as she pleasured him with the tight,
wet walls of her pussy.

He pulled
slowly back out of her until they could both see most of his shaft.
Her pussy left it coated in a layer of saliva of her juices. Harder
than before, he thrust back into her. Her body went rigid as he
stretched her out for a second time around him, totally filling her
up.

With her legs
back like they were, he could get as deep into her as was possible.
He pulled back and thrust forward again, making the couch
shake.

Victoria loved
the sound his balls made as they slapped against her ass with each
stroke. She loved the way her pussy felt around him, and she
especially loved the way his cock felt so hot and hard in her and
for her.

Reaching down
under her thighs, she spread her pussy lips apart with her fingers
so that he could get a better look at how she held onto him so
firmly.

He looked down
once, then threw his head back in ecstasy. He pumped her hard and
fast, their bodies picking up a rhythm. Soon, they moaned
together.

“God, I have
to get a good look at that sweet ass of yours,” Ethan said through
clenched teeth.

He pulled out
of her. Victoria felt so empty, then, so desperate to have him back
inside. He flipped her over, and she went onto her knees and
gripped the back of the couch.

He grabbed her
ass cheeks again, feeling and squeezing them, pulling them apart
and running his fingers over the firm flesh.

“Fuck, that is
nice...” Ethan said.

Victoria
giggled at his compliment. She wiggled her ass at him.

“But let’s not
forget why we’re here,” Ethan said.

She didn’t
know what he meant until he raised one hand up and spanked her. She
yelped at the sudden pain. Looking over her shoulder, she saw a red
handprint already forming on one of her cheeks.

Before she
could say anything else, he spanked her again. The pain took her
breath away.

Ethan spanked
each of her ass cheeks four times, leaving them covered in
reddening handprints. His shoulders rose and fell as he caught his
breath and admired his handiwork.

“I think
that’s good enough,” he said.

Grabbing her
by the hips, he pulled her into position. Then he pressed his cock
against her pussy again and re-entered her. She gasped as he seemed
to fill her even more deeply than before. Her back arched, giving
him a better angle to re-start his thrusting. She was so wet around
him that they could hear as he shoved in and out of her.

His hands
travelled over her smooth flesh as they fucked, pausing to give an
appreciative squeeze to one breast, or to give her ass another
light spank.

Soon, she
pushed back as hard as she could as he slammed forward.

“Oh God, I’m
going to come!” Ethan said.

“Come in my
pussy!” Victoria said, slamming back against him.

Ethan groaned,
his fingers digging into her flesh as she pushed back so that her
ass pressed against his stomach.

She squeezed
his cock and he grunted. His cock swelled up, getting bigger and
stiffer inside her. Then it jerked. Warmth spurted out the end of
it into her pussy.

As she felt
him coming inside her, she came on him. She squeezed one of her own
breasts, pinching her nipple as her pussy clenched and unclenched
around his cock. Waves of pleasure washed over her, pulsing through
her body as her pussy squeezed more and more cum from Ethan’s
member.

Ethan left his
hard shaft in her for a few moments after it stopped throbbing,
then he pulled out.

Both of them
were sweating and breathing quickly. Victoria could see the
arteries in Ethan’s neck pulse under his flesh.

He grabbed her
clothes from the floor and put them into her outstretched hands,
then picked up his own. They put their clothes back on in silence.
Victoria admired his body, openly this time, and he hers.

When they were
finished, she sat on the couch, expecting him to join her, but he
didn’t.

Then she
remembered why their sudden fucking had happened in the first
place. She couldn’t believe it! Was he still going to fire her,
after she’d let him come inside her?

“Am... Am I
still fired?” Victoria managed, her voice not nearly as strong and
confident sounding as she wanted it to be.

He looked down
at her, his eyes suddenly hard. Then he grabbed a handful of
cooling popcorn and ate it. He looked around as he chewed, spotted
something. He walked over, picked something small up from the stand
in the hallway.

“Ah! My cell!
Thanks so much for helping me find it,” Ethan said, winking at her.
“I can’t believe how long it took. I’ll see you in the morning,
okay? Don’t forget, we promised him pancakes for breakfast.”

“O...Okay,
Ethan. See you tomorrow. Have fun!” She said the final words as the
door closed behind him.

She still felt
so warm as she slumped down on the couch, and her ass still felt
sore from her surprise spanking, but she was happy. She knew she
would be able to keep this job. She also knew what it felt like to
have a guy come inside her. Victoria liked it very much.





Rough Sex with the
Babysitter

 


Adam fiddled
with his wedding band, spinning it around his finger. He watched as
his wife, Belle, bustled around the bedroom getting everything
ready for their weekend trip to the cottage. She was still quite
pretty, sexy even. But it had been nearly fifteen years since they
got married.

He was pushing
forty. She was a couple years younger than he was. He missed the
youth and vitality that marked the early years of their
relationship. Lately, what Adam missed most was the
experimentation. Belle used to love for him to tie her up. She used
to beg him to spank her. A few times, they’d even used a whip, some
cuffs, and a ball gag.

Lately, Adam
found himself fantasizing about doing all of that to their regular
babysitter, Willow. From where he sat on the foot of the bed, he
glanced over at the clock on the nightstand. Willow was going to be
coming by within about half an hour to look after his infant
son.

She always had
a smile for him, and she always flirted with him. Adam thought it
was just to get a nice tip at the end of each shift, but sometimes
he caught Willow looking at him as they left the house. She would
always talk to him, never to Belle, and each time she came over,
she seemed to wear something even more inappropriately revealing
than the previous outfit.

Yes, she was
the object of quite a few fantasies for Adam. He found himself
getting hard just thinking about her while he sat on the bed.

“Be careful,
hon. You’ll poke an eye out with that thing!”

Adam shook his
head, realizing that Belle had just spoken to him. He saw that
she’d noticed his hardening cock. Blushing, he focused on making it
get soft again.

The doorbell
rang, and Adam practically leapt to his feet. “I’ll get it!” He
shouted as he bounded out of the bedroom and down the stairs,
taking them two at a time.

When he opened
the door, he found Willow waiting on the other side with a smile on
her face.

“Hey, Adam!”
She said, looking up into his eyes.

He found
himself getting hard again as he looked at her. She had a tight
pair of jeans on that showed off her hips, and a shirt that
flattered the hourglass shape of her body.

Realizing he
was staring, he stepped out the way and showed her in. Willow
stepped past him and bent over to undo her shoes. Adam’s eyes
widened as he got a look at her ass, which she was clearly
displaying for him.

“So, is there
anything else that you think you’ll be needing for the night?” Adam
asked as she straightened up and turned back around to look at
him.

“No. I have
some readings I can do for homework from college. I have all of
your emergency contact information. I think I’m set,” she said. Her
eyes glanced down for a moment, taking him in.

Adam’s heart
skipped a beat. He could barely control his stiffening cock.

“Is the car
warmed up?” Belle called down as she appeared at the top of the
stairs laden with bags

“Just about!”
Adam called back.

They loaded
everything into the car. Belle waited in the passenger seat while
Adam went back inside for one last check to make sure they hadn’t
forgotten anything. Inside, Adam took his wallet out of his back
pocket and set it down on the little table in the hallway.

“Have a good
time, Adam,” Willow said, peering at him from around the door.

“Don’t stay up
too late,” Adam replied, smiling at her, “Bye.”

“Bye,” Willow
said, waving, “If you forget anything, you know your way back.”

All Adam could
think about as they sped down the highway was how Willow had
looked, bent over for him as she had. He had to keep shifting
position in his seat as his cock got uncomfortably hard. His mind
started undressing her. Did she shave her little pussy? What would
it look like to have his cock buried in her? Had she ever gotten
wet and touched herself, thinking about him? He squeezed the
steering wheel.

Soon, he
imagined putting the cuffs on her, stuffing her mouth with the ball
gag, leaving her ass red from whipping and fucking her until she
came all over him...

It had been a
two and half hour drive to get to the little cottage by the lake.
Adam got out of the car and unlocked the door, letting Belle
inside. They turned on some lights and then went out and unloaded
the car.

Adam looked
around. Then he started patting his pants frantically.

“What’s
wrong?” Belle asked.

He looked at
her, mustering as much shock as he could. “I forgot my wallet!”

Belle opened
her mouth, surprised. “How are we going to pay for everything? I
wanted to head to town and get a few things.”

Adam ran his
hands down his cheeks. “Look, you stay here. I’ll run back as quick
as I can and grab it. No sense in both of us spending all that time
driving back and forth. I must have left it right by the door,
too!”

Belle
protested for a bit, but then gave in. Practically running out of
the cottage, Adam jumped in the car and sped off back down the road
towards home. He shook as he drove, excited and surprised at
himself. What are you going to do? He wondered.

He knew what
he was going to do. He needed something. What he needed, he knew
only Willow could give him. He was almost certain she wanted to
give it to him, too. Young women loved older men, he told himself.
He smiled, thinking about how she must be wondering how to get him
alone for a while.

His hands
could barely hold onto the steering wheel as he pulled the car back
into the driveway. It was dark outside by the time he’d gotten back
into town, and most of the lights in the house were out, leaving
the windows black.

The porch
light was on, however, and it he could hear the TV as he mounted
the first step. Checking his watch, Adam saw that the baby was
probably in bed.

Everything
seemed to be falling into place.

Putting on the
most confident face he could muster and straightening his
shoulders, Adam grabbed the doorknob and twisted, pushing the door
open.

Stepping
inside, he saw that his wallet lay right where he’d left it hours
earlier.

“Hello?” he
said.

The TV turned
off. In another moment, Willow appeared in the living room doorway.
Adam’s heart skipped a beat; she was in a tank top and a pair of
white panties. She smiled at him as she leaned against the
doorframe.

“I was
wondering if you were going to come back for it,” she said,
glancing at the wallet. “I did think you were going to call first,
though. I would have made sure to not be in my PJs.”

She made no
move to go and get said clothes to cover herself up.

Adam made a
little show of examining her. To his deep pleasure, her whole body
seemed to flush red under his eyes, and she looked down at her feet
for a moment.

“Oh, I don’t
know. It’s not like you have anything to be embarrassed about,” he
said.

Willow looked
up at him. She walked over to him, rolling her hips in a way that
made his mouth go dry. She stopped until she stood less than a foot
away. Adam wasn’t certain, but he thought he could feel the warmth
of her body from where she stood. He tried to work up some saliva,
but failed.

Never breaking
eye contact, she reached over and grabbed his wallet. She held it
out to him.

“Is this what
you were looking for?”

Adam grabbed
the wallet, letting his fingers overlap hers. Her hand felt so warm
under his. His cock quivered in his pants.

“Exactly what
I was looking for,” he replied.

He held onto
her hand. The wallet lowered, forgotten.

“Was there
anything else, Adam?” Willow said. She kept glancing from his lips
to his eyes. She didn’t close her own lips entirely, leaving them
slightly parted. Adam could see her trembling, and he noticed that
her nipples had gotten hard. She didn’t have a bra on. He felt a
sudden urge to reach out and squeeze her firm looking breasts.

Adam pulled
the wallet away from her. He put it back down on the table.
Wrapping his arms around her, he pulled her body against his. He
felt her hips press against his rigid cock. Then he felt her lips
against his.

He could feel
her hard nipples against him as he pushed his tongue into her
mouth. Her petite body trembled in his arms as she gave into her
need for him.

Adam ran his
hand between them. His fingers slid over the smooth cotton of her
panties as he rubbed her pussy. There was a damp spot right over
her entrance. She moaned into his mouth as he pushed the panties to
one side and ran his finger down into her moist slit.

When he needed
to catch his breath, he pulled his face away from hers. Her cheeks
were all flushed, and she breathed heavily against him as he
continued massaging her sex. Her mouth opened as he found her stiff
little clit and began playing with it.

“Adam...” she
said, beginning to roll her hips back and forth, grinding her wet
little pussy against his hand.

“Have you ever
been tied up?” Adam asked. The images of her naked body bound for
him filled his mind.

She shook her
head as she bit her lip. Her own hand slipped between them and
grabbed Adam’s cock through his pants. She squeezed his hardness,
making him throb in her grip.

“I want to tie
you up,” he said.

Her lip
slipped out from between her teeth. The pink tip of her tongue
poked out and ran in a slow circle around her lips that sent a
tingle up through Adam’s member. She nodded.

Not wanting to
wake the baby, Adam led Willow to the guest bedroom, which was on
the main floor. Willow already had her things in there, as it was
where she slept when they needed her to stay overnight.

It was also
the room where Adam kept the bondage gear he’d acquired during his
more adventurous days.

He grabbed
Willow up in his arms and kissed her again, running his hands down
to cup her ass and grind her hips against his. Her hands sought his
cock again, but he collected her wrists and pinned them behind her
back with one hand as he continued feeling her. His other hand
moved between her legs.

Looking into
her eyes, he slipped one finger into her wet hole. Her eyes
squeezed shut, and she bit her lip as he started curling his finger
against the front wall of her pussy. Pulling his finger out of her,
he put it into his mouth and licked the juices from it. The taste
enflamed his desire.

Adam could
feel the blood pounding past his temples, hear it as it thundered
by his ears, as he pushed Willow down onto the bed. Her body
writhed, and she stretched like a cat as he hooked her panties with
his fingers and pulled them down.

The first look
he got at her pussy sent a tingle up his cock so strong he thought
he was going to come. Her slit glistened with moisture.

Kneeling down
beside the bed put his face right on level with her sex. She pulled
her legs back, giving him an even better look at her as he fished
around under the bed for the box he knew was there.

As his fingers
found the cardboard, he leaned forward and his lips touched her
pussy. She jolted and moaned, pulling up her shirt to squeeze her
own breasts and pinch her nipples.

Adam darted
his tongue in and out of her, licking up as much of her juices as
he could, getting his face and cheeks soaked as he pulled the box
out from under the bed. He pulled the lid off and fished around
inside. First, he pulled out the cuffs. The next thing to come out
was the whip. The final item was the ball gag, the ball red and the
straps black.

Picking them
all up, he set them on the bed beside Willow and stood up. He wiped
at his mouth, running his tongue over his lips to make sure he got
all her juices.

“I’ve wanted
you for so long, Adam...” Willow moaned as she continued playing
with her nipples.

Adam took off
his clothes, pushing his pants down and letting his cock spring
out. She watched the hard shaft tremble, her body quivering as she
took in its size. She unconsciously angled her hips for him, her
pussy quivering with desire to take every inch of him again and
again.

Grabbing the
cuffs, Adam said, “Give me your hands.”

She held them
out obediently. He grabbed her wrists again, snapping the steel
bands in place around them. He put her hands down on her stomach,
then climbed onto the bed. Straddling her body, Adam put his shaft
right between her breasts. He grabbed them and pressed them
together around his rod.

As he started
running his shaft back and forth, he left a clear smear of precum
on her chest. She lifted her head and licked at the little pool of
liquid as he squeezed it out of himself using her breasts.

He couldn’t go
too fast for fear of coming, it felt so good. There was such need
in her eyes.

When she
started to beg for him to fuck her, Adam got off her. The sides of
her breasts and her chest were all red from where he’d been rubbing
himself against her.

“Onto your
stomach,” Adam said, smacking lightly at her hip.

He felt his
cock pulse as she turned over and he got a good look at her ass.
Adam loved the hourglass figure she had, and the way her ass cheeks
curved. He could see goosebumps forming on those cheeks, making
their way down the backs of her thighs.

Grabbing her
by the hips, he pulled her up so that her back was arched and she
was on her knees. With her hands cuffed beneath her, her chest and
the side of her face rested against the bed.

Kneeling down,
Adam took in the magnificent and erotic sight of her ass, displayed
a few inches from his face. He looked at the rosebud pucker of her
asshole, then at the pink lips of her pussy. The smaller set of
lips surrounding her entrance poked out a little. Grabbing one
cheek with each hand and pulling her back toward him, he took her
with his mouth again.

His tongue
could enter her more deeply, and he alternated between sticking it
as far into her as he could and running the tip of it down through
her slit to tease her stiff little clitoris.

She moaned as
he played with her sex, letting his tongue slip up to tickle at the
puckered flesh of her asshole. Her pussy kept getting wetter and
wetter, and she kept pressing her hips back into his face, wanting
him to jam his cock into her.

Finally, Adam
moved away from her. He picked up the short whip, testing the
suppleness of the leather between his hands. Then he put it back
down and grabbed the ball gag. He wrapped one arm around her
stomach and pulled her back slightly so that her face wasn’t
against the bed. His cock had slipped between her legs, and the
hard shaft rested against her hot, wet lips.

“Open your
mouth,” he said.

When she did,
he pushed the red rubber ball of the gag into it, then did the
strap up behind her head. Finishing, he lowered her face and chest
back down to the bed and stepped back, whip in hand.

She squealed,
the sound muffled by the gag, as he whipped one cheek. A bright red
line already stood out on it as he whipped the other. He watched
the way the firm flesh of those cheeks jiggled and bounced and
tensed as he went through the motions of whipping her. Each time
she squealed, he felt his cock throb.

Growing tired
of whipping her, he turned the whip over in his hand so that the
thick, braided handle pointed up. He rubbed that up and down
through her slit, getting the tip nice and wet. She looked back at
him with wide eyes as he ran that handle up through the cleft of
her ass.

Putting the
tip of the handle against her asshole, he pushed, applying more
pressure until the pucker opened up a little, letting the handle
slip just barely into her.

Adam could no
longer restrain himself. He took position behind her, holding the
base of his cock with one hand.

Adam’s breath
shuddered out of him as the head of his cock bumped against her
opening. She felt so tight around him, and she whimpered as he
pushed against that tightness. He watched as the lips of her pussy
parted around his girth, letting him slowly squeeze into her.

The opening
made a tight ring around his shaft, and he felt himself swell
inside her as the walls of her sex closed around his member. He
didn’t enter her all the way. When he pulled back, he looked at the
glistening juices she’d left on him. He could see her tightness as
well, in the way her pussy pulled at him.

Harder this
time, he thrust back inside her. This time, she took every inch of
his rigid cock in her little pussy. He left himself balls-deep in
her, relishing the way her pussy already went through spasms of
clenching and unclenching around him. He loved the way she
whimpered, and the way her large eyes seemed to beg him to fuck her
hard and fast.

The moans
turned to whimpers as he drew his cock back out and then thrust
forward again and again. Each stroke left his shaft even wetter
than before. Her little asshole also relaxed, letting him push the
handle of the whip deeper inside her.

Soon, it felt
like a little spark had shot up his shaft. He pulled and pushed the
whip handle harder and faster as he gritted his teeth, slamming his
cock in and out of her pussy.

She kept
getting tighter and tighter around him, and he saw that she had
squeezed her eyes shut.

A moment
later, another muffled whimper escaped around the ball gag as her
pussy became the tightest he’d felt. It squeezed him in its grip
for a moment, then relaxed. He took each pause between squeezing to
thrust into her again, as hard as he could. The bed shook each
time.

His cock got
harder and harder, swelling inside her as he succumbed to his own
climax. At the last moment, he pulled his cock out of her pussy and
the whip from her asshole. He pressed his shaft into the cleft of
her ass and thrust against it. He grunted as cum spurted from his
cock onto her ass and back. More and more came out, making small
pools of pearly liquid on her body.

A sudden
exhaustion took him as his body relaxed. He realized that every
muscle in him had tensed while he came on her young body.

There was a
box of tissues on the nightstand. He grabbed it, pulling out a
handful of the tissues. He used them to wipe all of his cum from
her body. His cock still throbbed a little as he looked at her. Her
ass just looked so perfect, stuck up in the air like it was with
her back arched.

Finishing
that, he turned her over onto her back and undid the handcuffs. She
looked into his eyes as she lifted her head for him to reach behind
and undo the gag. The red ball was covered in teeth marks from
where she’d been biting it in the throes of her own climax.

Adam sat
beside her on the bed, wanting to look at her for as long as he
could. Her nipples were still hard, and he wished he’d spent more
time playing with them, pinching them. They hardened up even more
as she saw him looking at them.

Putting her
hand on his thigh, she said, “I’m so glad you forgot your
wallet.”

He felt and
saw his cock throb at the contact. He also remembered that Belle
was still waiting for him out at the cottage. He had been gone a
while now, and he wanted to avoid suspicion.

“Me too,” he
said, getting up and putting his clothes back on.

Willow did the
same. He looked at her again. All she had on was her underwear. He
felt the sudden desire to take her again, right away. His cock
stood out against the leg of his pants. Gritting his teeth, he
fought back against his urges.

She sat on the
bed again, looking at him. A smile touched her lips when she saw
his frustration.

“I need to get
going,” he said.

“Are you going
to need me to babysit again anytime soon?” Willow asked, letting
her eyes run up and down his body.

“Very soon, I
think,” Adam said, smiling at her.

She followed
him out to the front hallway, where he barely remembered to grab
his wallet and stuff it in his pants before going back out to the
car. Willow waved at him as he pulled out of the driveway.

 

On his way
back, Adam did his best to come up with other possible excuses for
needing to run back home the next time they had Willow over to
babysit.





The Babysitter, My
Wife, and Me

 


If there was
one thing I missed the most after having a kid, it was the sex.
Penelope, my wife, would ask for it every night of the week. Every
day, too, now that I think of it. I found her so sexy that I was
always more than happy to give her what she wanted.

But life
eventually got in the way, and things kind of tapered off. That is,
until we hired our current babysitter, Molly.

Molly was a
college girl in need of some extra cash, so she babysat. The first
time she came over, I nearly did a spit take with the drink I was
holding at the time. She fit the archetype of the hot college girl
to a T, with her lean body, perky breasts, and an ass that made my
mouth go dry whenever I thought of it.

Even Penelope
remarked on Molly’s apparent good looks after we’d paid her and she
left from her first shift. I thought that was the end of it, and
that the next babysitter we hired would be a little old lady or
something. But no, Molly kept coming over. In fact, she was the
only babysitter Penelope allowed into the house.

“Did you see
what Molly was wearing last night?” Penelope asked me as I tied a
Half-Windsor knot in my tie in front of the mirror.

My fingers
paused right in the middle of stuffing the large end back through
the knot. I had noticed. Molly had put on a short skirt that gave
just the barest hint of the very fine cheeks barely concealed
beneath them. I’d had to sit down to hide my suddenly sprouting
erection.

“Yeah, quite
the outfit,” I said, forcing my fingers to finish with my tie.
Looking down at myself in the mirror, I saw my cock beginning to
stiffen at the thought of the young woman sat down in my living
room at that very moment.

“She always
does such a good job, doesn’t she?” Penelope said. She’d put on a
little black dress, and she smiled as she caught me stealing a
glance at the rather large amount of cleavage she displayed.

I found myself
wishing that we didn’t have to go to this office party. All I
really wanted to do was bend my wife over the bed, pull her dress
up her thighs, and fuck her. I started wondering if she had any
panties on.

“Keep it in
your pants, Ryan,” Penelope said.

She came up
behind me, wrapping her arms around my stomach. I jumped a little
when she grabbed my shaft through my pants and gave it a loving
squeeze.

“If I have to
keep my cool, so do you,” Penelope said, letting go of me and
looking over my shoulder to check her hair in the mirror.

Both of us
ready to go, we headed downstairs. We found Molly on the couch,
flipping through the channels. When she noticed us, she muted the
volume and turned around with a smile on her face. She also
displayed a good bit of cleavage, and I found my mind again on the
subject of panties, and whether Molly had any on under that
extremely short skirt.

“Well, the
kid’s already in bed,” I said, stuffing my hands in my pockets and
hoping they hid the increasingly large bulge of my hardening cock.
“We’ll probably be back in three hours or so. If you throw a party
while we’re out, you need to have it cleaned up by then.”

Molly smiled
at my bad joke, while Penelope squeezed my shoulder.

“Okay, have
fun, you two,” Molly replied.

She turned
back to the TV and I heard the volume come back on as I opened the
front door.

I could barely
concentrate on the road as we sped towards the office function at
my job.

“God, I am so
horny,” Penelope said, “If this got cancelled, we could have had a
nice night in, just you and me...”

Her hand crept
onto my lap. I had an even more difficult time driving as she
massaged me through my pants, bringing me to full hardness right
away.

When my cell
rang, I nearly put us in the ditch. My whole body shaking, we
pulled off to the side and I answered.

It was work.
Hanging up, I turned to Penelope. She looked at me, a touch of
concern in her eyes.

“It’s been
cancelled,” I said.

Her concern
immediately turned to delight as I explained that my boss had come
down with food poisoning, and that he’d instructed his secretary to
postpone the whole thing.

In hindsight,
I guess I should have called Molly to let her know we were on our
way back, but in her joy, Penelope had actually begun stroking me
faster. All I could think about was getting home and getting her
upstairs to our bedroom. In retrospect, my forgetting to call home
was the best decision I made all damn year.

Pulling into
the driveway, we both got out of the car laughing and smiling.
There were still lights on inside, which I didn’t find surprising.
We’d only been gone twenty minutes at the most.

What I did
find surprising were the moans coming from the living room as I
opened the front door and we stepped inside.

Penelope
frowned at me, glancing in the direction of the living room and
mouthing, “Molly?”

I shrugged and
lifted my eyebrows. All I knew was how excited I suddenly felt. I
put my finger to my lips to signal the need for silence, and we
both tiptoed over to the living room.

The moans
seemed to be coming from the couch. I saw two bare feet on the
armrest. Molly’s toes curled and her feet twisted as the moaning
got louder. I thought I could hear wet noises, as well.

Penelope and I
walked over to the couch and looked down. Penelope gasped. My cock
jumped in my pants. Molly, totally naked, lay fingering herself on
my couch. The wet noises were caused by the two fingers she was
jamming in and out of her little pussy as quickly as she could. Her
eyes were shut, and her other hand was busily squeezing one of her
breasts and pinching her nipple.

“What the hell
is this?” I said.

Molly’s eyes
shot open and looked up into our faces with utter dread. After a
moment, she realized she still had her fingers buried in her little
pussy all the way and she slowly pulled them out. I tried not to
watch as the lips of her sex pulled back along with them. I
especially tried not to notice how slick her fingers were with her
juices. The harder I tried not to think about her, the more my mind
flood me with images of my own cock dripping with her juices as I
buried it in her again and again.

Trying to hide
my growing arousal, I pressed my hips against the back of the couch
and crossed my arms.

“Molly, what
the hell is going on here?” I said.

Her mouth
opened and shut a few times as she looked back and forth between
Penelope and me. A quick glance showed me that Penelope had her own
arms crossed under her breasts. This had the effect of pushing them
up, exposing her cleavage. Am I cursed or something? I
wondered. I was certain some deity was torturing me with all this
imagery of female flesh that I felt I couldn’t touch, or even
really look at.

“I’m so
sorry!” Molly began.

“I’m sure you
are,” Penelope broke in, “Have you checked to make sure you didn’t
wake anyone up?” She glanced over at the stairs.

I noticed that
I could see Penelope’s stiff nipples rubbing at her dress.

Molly nodded
eagerly, “Of course. Right before I came down to...”

“To touch
yourself,” Penelope finished for her.

Molly sat up
and began looking for her clothes, but Penelope stopped her.
“That’s enough. Do you want to continue working for us?”

The babysitter
frowned at us for a moment, as though confused about not being
instantly fired. I had no idea what Penelope was up to. I was
actually just shocked that she hadn’t kicked Molly out onto the
street butt-naked.

“Um, yes?”
Molly replied.

“Then I think
you need to give Ryan’s cock a good sucking,” Penelope said.

Both Molly and
I said, “What?” at the same time, looking at Penelope in shock.

She waved her
hand, as though frustrated with our lack of understanding. “Look,
Molly, I can tell by the way Ryan’s staring at you that he wants to
fuck you badly. I think from the way I’ve caught you looking at him
all the time, you want him, too.”

Penelope
pushed me back a little from the couch. I hardly protested as she
undid my belt and my pants, then pulled them, along with my boxers,
off me. I couldn’t hide my rigid cock anymore, which stood at full
attention. Molly couldn’t take her eyes off it. I felt my shaft
tremble as I realized her desire for me.

Slowly at
first, Molly climbed off the couch. She came back around it. My
body shook a little as I took in her nakedness. She knelt down in
front of me, so close I could feel her breath on my shaft.

Penelope went
behind me, then reached one hand around me to grasp the base of my
member, holding it steady.

I couldn’t
keep my mouth closed as Molly, hands on her thighs, opened her
mouth and leaned forward. Her lips felt so warm around me as they
swallowed up the head of my cock and locked in a tight ring behind
it.

Her tongue
moved over the sensitive flesh and I gasped. Apparently emboldened
by my obvious pleasure, Molly wrapped one of her hands around my
shaft, just above Penelope’s fingers, and started sucking on
me.

“Yes, suck
that fat cock...” Penelope said, her own breath hot as it brushed
past my ear.

“Oh my God,” I
said as Penelope let go of me and Molly began stroking me.

The babysitter
was good at it. She ran her lips up and down, sucking on me while
her fingers squeezed and rubbed me. My whole member seemed to buzz
with the sensations. Molly just looked up into my face as she
worked me. She went faster and faster as her own arousal built.

Then Penelope
appeared in front of me. She’d taken off her clothes, as well, and
was entirely naked. Her nipples were puckered with excitement, and
she seemed flushed as she knelt down beside Molly.

“Give me some
of that,” Penelope said.

Molly glanced
at her, then pulled her mouth from my shaft. Long strings of spit
connected her lips to my cock. She stopped stroking me, instead
using her hand to point my member at my wife.

Putting her
hands on my thighs for support, Penelope opened her mouth wide and
sank it down my cock. She took me all the way down to Molly’s
fingers, moaning as she went. She left her lips around me for a
moment before pulling off, leaving me all wet with her saliva.

Then they took
turns swallowing me as much as they could. Molly shoved her mouth
down me, surrounding my member with warmth and wetness before
pulling off and pointing the head at Penelope so she could do the
same thing.

I ran my
fingers through my hair, grabbing handfuls and squeezing as I
watched the two women share me.

Molly had
started fingering herself again. I could hear the wet noises she
made as her hand moved faster and deeper. My cock swelled in
Penelope’s mouth as she pressed her lips down my shaft. My wife
looked up into my eyes, then glanced over at Molly and realized
what was turning me on so much.

Penelope let
her teeth just barely graze along the top and bottom of my shaft as
she moved her mouth off me. I grunted at the new sensation.

“Do you want
him to fuck you, Molly?” Penelope asked. She let her fingers move
back and forth along my length as she spoke. Molly watched the
movement, apparently mesmerized by the way the skin moved.

“Yes,” she
said, glancing between the two of us.

So Molly and
Penelope stood up, holding hands. Penelope sat on the couch, then
scooted forward until she was right on the edge. She put her feet
on the cushions, wide apart to show off her own tight little
pussy.

Penelope
pulled Molly down in front of her, kneeling between her legs.
Without hesitation, Molly buried her face in my wife’s pussy,
licking up and down.

I watched as
the babysitter pleasured my wife. I could see Molly’s ass wiggle as
she put her whole body into the effort. Her back was arched, and I
loved the way her hips curved.

I found myself
taking up position behind Molly. I crouched down lower, angling my
shaft with one thumb. Molly jumped a little when she felt the head
of my cock press against her sex. A shudder went through her as I
shoved forward, entering her tight, wet hole.

It was even
tighter around me than her mouth had been, and so warm. I gasped as
I watched the skin on my shaft bunch back from the strength of her
grip around me. The pink lips of her pussy were parted around
me.

Grabbing her
by the hips for a better grip, I pulled back and thrust into her.
Penelope opened her eyes, then her mouth as she saw what I was
doing.

“You horny
bastard,” she said, gritting her teeth.

I could tell
from the way she flushed that she enjoyed watching me fuck the
babysitter. Molly’s moans grew more insistent as I jammed my cock
into her faster and harder. I felt my balls slap against the lips
of her pussy as I simultaneously thrust forward into her and pulled
back on her hips.

It was so good
that she had to pull her mouth away from Penelope to beg me to fuck
her even harder.

I looked down
at my shaft, marvelling at how wet she’d made it. Her grip was so
tight around me that I needed that much of her juices lubing me so
that I could move at all.

My fingers
pressed into her hips, leaving her flesh even whiter as I fought
against that grip. I had to concentrate hard so that I wouldn’t
come. I didn’t want to come yet, it felt so good. The heat, the
wetness, the tightness of the babysitter’s pussy was something I
needed and wanted to experience for as long as I could.

I spat down
onto my shaft and rubbed it in with the ball of my thumb for some
extra lubricant as I went faster. The couch began to shake, the
legs squeaking against the floor, as I pounded forward as hard as I
could.

Molly pulled
her head back again and groaned loudly. Penelope grabbed her by the
back of the head to keep her neck arched as she came on me. Her
pussy clenched up around my shaft. I buried myself inside her and
flexed my cock, making her groans turn to whimpers as she squeezed
and relaxed over and over.

When she
finished, I pulled out of her. I watched my cock glisten with her
juices.

“Come up here
beside me,” Penelope said, patting the cushion to her left.

Molly sat on
the couch beside Penelope, and they both assumed the same position.
They grabbed their legs behind their knees and pulled their thighs
back to their chests. Molly’s pussy was sopping wet, and I could
see the shine of her juices on her inner thighs. There were hints
of moisture in Penelope’s slit.

I let out a
breath as I slid my cock into my wife’s pussy. Her grip, too, was
tight around me as I began running my shaft in and out of her. Not
wanting to leave Molly out of it, I reached over and found her
stiff clit with one fingertip and began rubbing in circles around
it.

Soon, both
women moaned as I pleasured them.

Penelope
looked at Molly, who looked back at her. They leaned in and kissed.
I felt my cock jump at the sight, and I pulled out of Penelope to
keep myself from coming. When they finished, looking into each
other’s eyes, I re-entered her. She felt so warm around me.

When I noticed
how quickly she breathed, I began pounding her fast and hard. She
looked up into my face, desperate as I brought her closer and
closer to coming. Finally, her jaw dropped open and she let out a
yelp as she tightened in spasms around me.

I wanted them
to share me again.

Getting hold
of the base of my shaft, I pulled out of my wife. One sidestep
brought me between Molly’s lifted legs. She gasped as I entered her
again, then moaned as I sank my cock all the way into her tight
little pussy. I flexed in her for a moment, then pulled out. I
stepped back in front of my wife and did the same thing, both of us
watching the skin on my shaft push back at the tightness of her
pink folds around me.

I only had to
fuck each woman three or four times before they both began moaning
and bucking their hips.

“Don’t you
want to come, hon?” Penelope asked.

“I want you to
come,” Molly said.

Pulling out of
Molly, I paused. My wife looked at me, then nodded. She knew just
what I wanted.

Penelope slid
off the couch, kneeling in front of me. She pulled Molly after her.
Penelope grabbed my cock by the base.

“Suck him
again,” she told Molly.

Molly didn’t
need to be told twice. She put her mouth back on me, taking nearly
half my length before pulling back. Then Penelope grabbed her by
the back of the head and held her mouth in place, her lips locked
tightly just behind the head of my cock.

Penelope began
stroking me, her fingers moving quickly over my lubed shaft.

I groaned as
my toes tried to curl against the floor. A spark seemed to run from
the head of my cock down into my balls, signalling my climax. I
knew I was about to come.

Both woman
did, too. Molly felt me swell in her mouth, and Penelope felt me
harden in her grasp. Penelope stroked me even faster, then. I
quickly reached the tipping point, unable to control myself.

Molly sucked
hard on me as my cock jerked in her mouth. She swallowed the first
spurt of cum as I groaned, my knees threatening to buckle under me
at the intensity of my orgasm.

My cock jumped
again and again. Each time, Molly swallowed. I felt her tongue move
over the slit at the tip of my cock repeatedly, trying to make sure
she got all of it. Penelope’s strokes slowed down as she felt me
run dry. Finally, she ran her fingers up and down me a couple more
times, milking the last of it out of me, before letting go.

Molly kissed
the tip of my cock and looked up into my eyes as Penelope let go of
her hair, allowing her to move back.

There was a
deep and satisfying soreness in my balls as the women stood up. I
looked from one beautiful naked body to the other, some part of my
mind unwilling to believe that I’d just managed to have a threesome
with my wife and the babysitter.

Penelope
smiled at me. Molly did as well, but after a moment, she looked
down at the floor.

“Wow,” was all
I could say.

After a
moment, Penelope grabbed Molly’s clothes from beside the couch and
handed them to her. “I think you can keep working for us. Though I
think you may end up doing more than babysitting from time to
time,” Penelope said.

Molly smiled
at us both, clearly happy with the outcome.

After Molly
got dressed and left, I pulled Penelope close to me and kissed her.
We were both naked still, and I felt my cock stir as I felt the
lips of her pussy on it.

“Did you like
that?” Penelope asked as we parted.

I raised an
eyebrow at her. “Of course!”

Penelope
turned around and bent over, giving me a good view as she picked up
her dress from the floor. She turned around and slipped it back
on.

“Good. Look
here, mister, it was fun for me, too. In fact, I want it to happen
again. I have just one rule.”

“What?” I
asked as I followed her upstairs.

She paused for
a moment at the top, one hand on the banister as she turned to face
me, “I have to be here every time you fuck her.”

I grabbed her
thigh and gave it a squeeze, thinking about how I wanted to take
her again as soon as we climbed into bed.

“Deal,” I
said.




The Werewolf’s
Babysitter




Cora wondered
about her new job. She belonged to a babysitting agency, so they
would call and she would go and do the work. The money wasn’t quite
as good as if she did it all herself, but she figured the hassle
saved by not having to pound the pavement herself was worth it.

She was a bit
older than the average babysitter, being in college and all. But
that, too, gave her an advantage: she was out of school usually a
full month before the high schoolers. She knew she sniped a lot of
jobs that way. Her GPS told her to take a left down the next
residential street, so she did.

The first
thing she noticed was the canopy of trees lining the road on both
sides. It was like driving through a tunnel roofed by leaves and
branches.

An online map
check earlier told her it would be the sixth house on the right.
Cora counted them and pulled into the driveway.

A glance in
the mirror told her that her makeup was fine, and wouldn’t need any
touching up. New jobs were always the worst. What did she wear to a
new one? Sometimes, the parents liked a conservative babysitter.
Cora didn’t really like them.

She liked the
ones who wanted a little bit (or more) of skin. These were usually
older guys, often single parents. The shorter her skirt or shorts,
the more they seemed to tip her.

This time, her
boss had told her it was another single guy in desperate need of a
babysitter. Cora had jumped at it, sensing the possibility for a
much larger tip. A desperate only-parent man was like a perfect
storm.

Opening the
car door and stepping out, Cora made sure there were no wrinkles in
the low-cut shirt she had on. The side mirror, after a slight
adjustment, gave her a good view of her butt. The pair of shorts
she had on were indeed quite short, as well as tight. A man would
have to be gay not to try and steal a glance at those cheeks.

She grabbed
her babysitting gear from the trunk and then walked up to the door,
pressing the doorbell.

It was then
that she noticed that all the windows were barred, even the ones up
on the second floor. She frowned as she looked at the houses around
that one. None of them seemed to have bars, so it couldn’t be a
high crime neighbourhood or anything.

Her searching
of the street grew so intense that she didn’t notice the door
open.

“The
babysitter, I presume?”

Cora yelped,
jumping and spinning to face the noise. She found herself
face-to-face with a man, probably in his late thirties or slightly
older. He was tall, and the half-cocked grin at one corner of his
mouth gave him a roguish aspect as he directed his sharp eyes at
her.

She only had
to wait a moment for his eyes to quickly glance her up and down.
Good, Cora thought. Getting checked out right away was
always a good sign for a large tip.

Smiling, she
held out her hand, “Hi, I’m Cora, your babysitter.”

His handshake
was firm, and his skin felt almost hot against hers. Despite her
agreement with herself to never actually get into the flirting,
Cora felt herself blush. There was something different about him,
something that reminded her of a wild animal. There was a hint of
danger floating around him that remained nameless.

“Leo,” he
replied, “Your boss for the night. Come on in.”

Leo turned and
walked into the house. Cora followed, taking a moment to kick her
shoes off by the door

It seemed like
a nice place. This Leo character seemed pretty well off. There were
digital photo frames, several flatscreen TVs, and some comfy (and
expensive) looking furniture.

In the living
room, they found Leo’s son. He was busily shooting at aliens, the
buttons on the controller in his hand clicking softly as he pressed
them. Leo patted him on the head, messing up his hair. The son
looked like the father, though he had an irritated look on his face
at the interruption.

“Stan, this is
Cora. She’ll be keeping an eye on your while I’m out tonight.”

Stan paused
the game and turned to face them. He looked angry, then. “You said
you had it under control!”

Cora frowned.
She didn’t like complications. Just what was it Leo had to do so
desperately, anyway?

“Not on a full
moon, not quite, anyway. You know what might happen,” Leo
replied.

They stared at
each other for a moment, Cora looking from one to the other.

“Where can I
put this?” Cora said, holding up the small case with her
babysitting supplies.

Leo didn’t
break eye contact with his son for a few more seconds before
looking at her. “Oh, anywhere’s fine.”

She wanted to
make sure he was thinking about her, and how much he wanted to hire
her again. Cora walked over to the coffee table. She bent over
slowly as she placed the case down. Carefully looking behind her,
she felt her heart jump as she saw Leo check her out.

This one’s
in the bag, she thought, straightening up.

“Is there some
sort of emergency going on I should know about?” She asked.

Leo’s eyes
narrowed as he continued looking at her. “No, I just need to run
out tonight. I thought I had a handle on a situation, but it turns
out I don’t. Hence hiring you.”

Testy
much? Cora thought.

Not much
later, Leo left. Pretty much as soon as it got dark, he was out the
door. He’d changed into light-fitting clothes, and he seemed
flushed and in a hurry. She’d seen the size of his member as it
pressed against the fabric of his jogging pants, and she felt
herself get wet. Yes, working for Leo was going to be nice, she
figured.

Young Stan
seemed intent on staying in his room. Cora actually wasn’t even
certain why she was there. The boy had practically put himself to
bed, leaving her the run of the house. Leo had been adamant about
locking the door, but she hadn’t bothered. He just seemed a little
uptight. With all the bars on the windows, no crook would even give
the place a second look anyway.

Flipping
through the channels, she noticed that Leo had the full package.
She stopped on some porn. There was something mesmerizing about
watching a big, hard cock slam in and out of a wet pussy. From the
way the skin moved on the guy’s cock, she knew the woman was nice
and tight around him.

It wasn’t long
before Cora wanted to relieve the pressure building up inside her.
She starting rubbing herself through her shorts. Grabbing the back
of the couch for support, she moaned. The image of Leo’s cock
pressing up against his pants arose in her mind. In her fantasy,
the pants pulled slowly down to reveal his member, all stiff for
her...

Then something
growled outside. Cora felt herself grow cold, as though her heart
pumped ice water, as she realized the growl had come from the front
door. The front door she hadn’t bothered to lock.

Leaping to her
feet, she ran for the door. Maybe, she figured, she could lock it.
Part of her mind wondered what her panic was for. If it was an
animal, it wouldn’t be able to turn the door handle.

But that same
sense of danger she’d felt around Leo had returned, and something
inside her told her that if she wanted to live, she needed to lock
that door.

There it was,
only a few steps ahead of her. She reached, stretching out her
fingers to grab the little lever to slam the deadbolt home.

But the door
burst open first.

Cora screamed.
It was Leo. He fell down onto his hands and knees, shirtless.

“Help...
Me...” he said.

She grabbed
his hand and pulled him up onto his knees. His eyes had turned
yellow; he shook with pain as his body seemed to shift. The hand
she held grew long claws, sprouting course fur. Cora screamed
again, trying to pull away, but the grip Leo had on her was too
powerful.

“Help...” he
said again. His voice was a deep, pained growl.

But his face
was no longer human. It had a long snout, and looked alarmingly
wolf-like. Hunger and hatred flashed in his eyes as he looked at
her.

Then he shook
his head, and his snout got shorter. Slowly, he became a man again.
Cora wanted to get out while she could, but still he held her by
the wrist.

“You... Didn’t
lock the door... Please, I need something to concentrate on... to
stop the... transformation...” Leo said.

“What?” Cora
said, looking around for anything that might serve, that might get
her away from him. She also wanted to help, but she just didn’t
know how.

Leo yanked on
her wrist, pulling her down so that she knelt in front of him. He
grabbed her around the waist and pulled her body to his. She didn’t
even know what was happening until she felt his lips on her neck.
His teeth felt so sharp as he left a trail of sloppy kisses on her
flesh.

His mouth
moved down to her chest, then to her cleavage. She pushed at his
shoulders, trying to free herself.

“Leo!” she
said.

Her nipples
started perking from all the attention her breasts were getting.
She breathed deeply as the heat she’d felt while watching the sex
on TV returned. She understood, then: fucking her would give him
other sensations to concentrate on, allowing him to remain in human
form.

Stretching one
hand behind Leo, she managed to catch the edge of the front door
and swing it shut. Then he pushed her to the floor. Cora wrapped
her legs around him, moaning as she felt the hardness of his cock
press against her pussy.

Putting her
hands around his body, she could feel as flesh tried to shift to
the monster. Bones and muscles moved, reshaped under her fingers.
His kisses became more intense when he went through those
episodes.

The
transformations started winning out. Cora felt the points of fangs
against her flesh. She looked down at him as he nuzzled her breasts
through her shirt, saw his eyes become yellow.

Acting
quickly, she pulled her shirt off. Leo pulled her bra down,
exposing her hard nipples. He started suckling them, grinding his
stiff shaft even harder against her. She welcomed it, moaning his
name as she felt his tongue encircle her puckered flesh.

It worked. His
ears became less pointy, and his muscles shifted back to their
regular shape and position. She arched her neck as he groaned,
sending the vibrations into her breast.

She wanted to
free his cock from his pants, wanted to rip off her shorts. The
feeling of heat and wetness grew so intense that she felt shivers
move up her spine. Cora had never been with a man so quickly after
meeting him before. She’d never felt so intense a need before,
either. He needed her body, needed it on a primal level to stay who
he was. At that moment, his desire, his necessity, was the most
powerful aphrodisiac Cora had ever experienced.

Digging her
nails into his back, she ran them up his flesh. He arched his head
back, squeezing his eyes shut at the pain. The head of his cock
throbbed against her pussy. The moan he let out was low and
guttural, and had an inhuman quality to it.

“Is that
good?” She asked him.

“Yes...” he
said.

Then his body
threatened to shift again. The muscles moved under his skin, and
she could see his bones changing shape. She knew he needed a more
intense feeling to concentrate on.

“Leo! Listen
to me. You have to get up. Do you understand me?”

Cora pushed at
him, terror welling up inside her as she realized that she could be
potentially pinned to the floor by a monster. She yelled at him,
slapping at his face. His eyes cleared for a moment, and he sat
back.

Scrambling out
from beneath him, Cora knew she had to be quick. Using her whole
body, she shoved him by the shoulders. He fell backwards. It took
her only a moment to pull the elastic waistband of his pants down
and expose his rigid shaft.

She touched
it, finding it rock solid. Her pulse quickened at the hardness. The
urge to take a few moments to examine his cock, to feel and slide
the skin up and down his member, fought against her desire to keep
him human. But Cora knew what she needed to do.

“Hang in
there, Leo!” She said, straddling his legs.

In another
moment, she had him in her mouth. There was no time for foreplay,
no time to let the tip of her tongue touch all the sensitive parts
around the head, no time to let her lips slowly part as he tried to
urge himself between them. No, it was the opposite. She slammed her
mouth down on him, instantly feeling the bottom of his shaft throb
against her tongue.

Her lips shot
up and down his length. He tasted good, and she liked the way he
pulsed and swelled in her. She locked her lips in as tight a ring
around his girth as she could manage and sucked. She sucked so hard
that her cheeks pulled in around his member, outlining it in her
mouth.

Leo’s groans
and grunts of pain changed into moans of pleasure. His yellow eyes
became human again as they fixed on watching her lips slide up and
down his shaft. Cora let her spit run down him, catching it up with
her fingers so that she could stroke him while she sucked him.

“Yes, that’s
it, I... I’m regaining control...” Leo said.

Cora redoubled
her efforts, then, bobbing her head up and down. She took his
member in her throat and gargled it, hoping the vibrations took his
mind even farther from the beast.

She’d been
going so fast that she began to feel her neck get sore. Pulling
back so that only the head was in her mouth, she continued sucking
him. Her hand could travel more freely up and down him, then. He
watched her fingers stroke him as he panted.

Glancing down,
Cora noticed that her nipples were still hard. Her eyes widened as
she realized how wet she was. Using her other hand, she undid her
shorts and pressed her fingers down under her panties. A tingle
moved through her body as she felt wetness. She fingered her it,
the tip rubbing up against the front wall of her pussy, as she
sucked the man who might become a monster if she stopped.

It felt so
nice. It was almost like tickling, but instead of laughter, her
motions made her moan.

Her finger
slid deeper into her. Soon, she put in a second. Doing a “come
here” motion felt the best. Wet noises came from between her legs
as she moved more quickly within herself. She became tighter the
faster she went.

Soon, she had
to pull her mouth off Leo’s cock as her pussy clenched.

Her mouth
opened wide and her eyes closed as she fingered herself to a
climax. More of her juices ran down her hand, and she could no
longer move inside herself from the tightness of the grip of her
pussy. Her whole body felt charged, waiting for release.

“Cora!”

It was Leo. He
was changing back into the beast. She had to pull her fingers out
of herself. She wrapped both hands around his shaft and jerked him
as though her life depended on it.

When he kept
transforming, she swallowed as much of his member as she could and
slammed her mouth up and down him.

It wasn’t
working. He began writhing in pain. Clawed hands gripped her bare
shoulders, digging into her flesh.

There was
barely any time before he completely became the beast when Cora
realized what she needed to do to keep them both safe.

She stood,
wrenching out of his grasp, desperately pushing at her shorts. Even
undone, they gripped her thighs tightly. As she struggled with her
clothes, Cora watched with growing horror as Leo continued his
transformation. He writhed on the floor, gripping himself, as his
cries and moans became more and more animal sounding. He looked at
her with desperation in his eyes.

Cora let out a
cry of triumph as she kicked her shorts across the entrance hall.
As she straddled Leo, she realized that she’d forgotten to take off
her panties. The head of his cock bumped against the cotton,
already wet with the juices from her desire.

Leo growled at
her, his frustration mounting.

Reaching
between her legs, Cora pulled her panties to one side. In her
haste, her fingers pushed across the lips of her sex, and she felt
again how wet she was.

Being sopping
was a good thing. Grabbing his cock to hold it steady, she lowered
herself onto it.

She sucked in
a breath as she felt her pussy stretch around him. The head bumped
into her opening, lubricated from her spit and juices. Cora put her
hands on Leo’s chest, digging her nails into the muscles and fur
there as the lips of her pussy pushed farther and farther down his
long shaft.

At first, she
wasn’t certain it was going to work. He continued transforming
under her, his cock throbbing and swelling inside her, getting even
longer and harder. His clawed hands grabbed her by the thighs,
keeping her on him.

It was only
when she pulled herself up his member, then pushed her tightness
back down him that he shuddered and began returning to his fully
human form.

“Leo,” Cora
said, “Come back, Leo...”

Her breath
shuddered out of her as her skin pebbled with goosebumps. He’d
touched something in her. She slid up and down his shaft faster and
harder.

Leo arched his
hips, driving his cock deeper into her. Cora slammed her pussy down
onto him, feeling him fill her up completely. Her walls trembled
around his member. She could barely continue thrusting, she gripped
him so tightly.

The claws on
his fingers receded to regular nails, and the coarse, dark fur
disappeared from his chest so that she could see the muscles
again.

Slowly, his
hands travelled up her body. They grabbed her breasts as she
bounced on him, squeezing them and rubbing the balls of his thumbs
over the nipples. Their bodies slapped together, and both of them
moaned in pleasure as their bare flesh touched.

“I’m going to
come on you...” Cora said, sucking her lip into her mouth and
biting down.

Leo thrust up
into her, bracing his heels on the floor.

Stars seemed
to burst in Cora’s eyes. Her fingers dug into his flesh again as
she tried to keep a grip on the world. She cried his name each time
she felt her pussy squeeze his shaft. He clutched her in his arms,
feeling her tremble as her climax reached its height within
her.

He didn’t
protest as she climbed off him, his cock slipping out of her. She
straddled his legs and took him in her mouth. Leo held her hair as
she locked her lips around his member and stroked him faster and
faster.

Leo lost
control again, but in a different way this time. She felt his body
stiffen under hers as his cock jerked in her mouth. She swallowed
his cum as it spurted against her tongue. She used her fingers in a
ring around his member to coax the last few drops out of him,
bringing her fingers up his shaft a few times.

When there was
nothing left in him, she sat back. He breathed deeply, apparently
drained.

“Are you okay,
now?” She asked.

He looked at
her, his eyes glazed over in a dazed expression. After a few
moments, they cleared. “Yes, I think so. Normally, I can control my
transformations...”

“Except during
the full moon,” Cora finished for him.

She pulled her
panties back over her pussy, which still felt sensitive despite not
being stuffed full of cock. Standing, she held out her hand. Leo
took it, grateful for the assistance. He pulled his sweatpants back
over his softening shaft. Cora got one last look at his member,
glistening with the juices from her sex.

Cora had been
expecting a large tip from that night. She just didn’t know it was
going to come in that form.

“Can you
control it, now?” She asked, picking up her shorts from the floor
and beginning the process of squeezing back into them.

“Yes,” Leo
said, “Doing that with you... It helped so much. Usually, all I can
focus on is the pain of the transformation, which only seems to
make it faster. Feeling you around me, it was incredible. You
actually reversed the process, again and again.”

Leo sat on the
couch in the living room while Cora went upstairs to check on Stan.
He was still asleep in bed, apparently unfazed by the animal noises
from the front door. When she came back down, she realized she’d
left the TV on.

Sitting there,
that half-cocked smile on his face, Leo looked at her. He held up
one questioning hand.

“It... I...
There was nothing else to do,” Cora managed.

“I’ll let it
pass, this time,” Leo said, winking.

He gestured,
and she sat beside him on the couch. He turned off the TV and
looked at her.

“So, do you
think I’d be able to get you to babysit for me every full
moon?”

Cora smiled at
him. She told him she thought she’d be able to squeeze him in, if
he really needed her.
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