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And Rehoboam loved Maachah the daughter of Absalom above all his wives and his concubines: (for he took eighteen wives, and threescore concubines; and begat twenty and eight sons, and threescore daughters.)  2nd Chronicles 11:21 



CHAPTER 1

Nancy's husband was angry about something.

She gave Hana a twenty-dollar bill. The babysitter took it and shifted the laptop case to the side so she could stuff it in her pocket.

“She was no fuss?” Nancy said.

Hana tilted her head but shook it in negation.

What a strange girl. Something isn't right with her head. “Next Friday, too, if you are available.”

Hana shifted her hips to lean on the other leg. “I'm always available. I just work on my computer, anyway.”

Nancy liked Hana. She was a quiet girl, out on her own, and sharing a room with a college friend, though she did not go to college. The girl was small, like Nancy used to be. She needs to eat more or she's going to blow away in a breeze.

She knew Matt wanted to talk about something. He waited in the living room. She let Hana out the front door and shut it. Glancing in the mirror, she thought that she still looked very good. Just wider hips from birthing a kid.

Let's see what has my dear all riled up.

Matt was pacing back and forth in the living room. He was a good man to her, faithful, and uninterested in all the things she thought she lacked. But he could be a moody man, prone to silence. She didn't like the silence. But he was hers and handsome enough to get looks from boozy bimbos wherever they went.

She made it a game with the bimbos to see who could out-glare who when she had his arm. “Something the matter?”

“She's been in the cabinet.”

“Hmm?” They kept movies in the cabinet. DVDs of better movies.

He had stopped pacing. He knelt down and opened the cabinet doors. “She dug through them. All of them.”

Uh oh. They had a few porn movies in the back. They also had a burned disc of each of them masturbating. “How do you know—”

“All three rows were moved. She put them back out of order.”

They stacked their porn movies flat. Anyone looking in wouldn't know what they were from the side.“Maybe she didn't see—”

“They were out of order, too.”

“Oh dear.” So the babysitter was watching their porn movies? She felt violated. As if someone had worn her underwear.

“She is old enough, isn't she?” Matt said. It troubled him to possibly have contributed to the delinquency of a minor.

“She said she was. Turned a few months ago, if I recall the conversation.” She folded her arms. “What do we do?”

“What do you mean? Call the cops? Have her arrested? Have her thrown in—”

She stamped her foot. “No, that's not what I mean. I meant, do we hide the movies? Or—”

He shook his head. “She would know we know.”

Awkward. “What if she has been watching them and being naughty on our couch?”

Matt looked over at the couch with a look of horror.

She rubbed her hands down her arms. “Ew.”

He got up and looked over the fabric. She joined him in the search. She didn't see any wet spots.

“Looks clean,” he said.

“So what do we do?”

He frowned. “I don't know. Let her watch them, I guess.”

“What?” He can't be serious.

“Let her. Maybe she has fun.”

Men. She slapped his arm. Pigs.

*  *  *

Nancy shifted in bed. Matt was tossing next to her and she had felt the distinct hardness of an erection slip past her hip.

What's got him all excited?

She didn't want to wake him. Was it her? Or was he dreaming about some other woman? One of the boozy bimbos that tried to flirt with him? His dark looks on pale skin kept her on her toes. But she didn't really need to worry. Other than be polite and charming, he had no interest in another woman. He especially had no interest in women who thrust their tits at him. Was he dreaming about Hana and their movies? He had awoken her with his tossing and interrupted her own dream about Hana searching through their movies. Matt was not one to go for young, though. He viewed the immaturity with disdain.

She snuggled up to him, pleased to have him. He was possessive and all hers.

He snorted awake. “Huh?”

She squeezed him in a hug. “I didn't say anything.”

“Oh, okay.” He laid there, breathing raggedly.

She reached down and stroked his hardness through his boxers. It was throbbing. She purred, stroking harder. “What has you all worked up?”

“Oh...” He chuckled. He sounded embarrassed. “Uh...”

She reached in and felt the heat of his skin, the silky smooth shaft, and the rigid hardness. “Wow, nice. Dreaming about Tammy Titties or Brianna Boobies?” Those were two of the tit-tarts who tried unsuccessfully to flirt with Matt from time to time at their favorite bar and grill.

“No.” He made a piffing noise.

“Oh? Then who?”

“Uh, Hana, actually.”

Her hand stopped in shock. “Hana? I thought you didn't like young stuff.”

“I don't.”

She started stroking again.

He shifted to give her better access. “I was just dreaming that she was watching the porn movies and playing with herself. I guess it was exciting.”

“Which part?”

“I don't know. I'm not a master dream interpreter to tell when or which got me excited.”

“Don't get all moody,” she said. She still slid her hand up and down his shaft. “I'm having fun here.”

“Not moody. Was just saying I'm not sure which part.”

Heat had flared in her, simmering hotter. So he got hard dreaming about Hana? That was unlike everything she knew about him. Was he thinking about her now? She stroked a little faster.

He moaned in delight.

Was that moan for me or for the little babysitter? Her pussy twitched, aching. She worked his boxers off and removed her panties.

“Oooh, midnight sex, huh?” he said.

“I don't want to waste this.” She wiggled his erection. Then she climbed over him and sank her pussy down over his cock. The delicious feel of being filled sent a wave of pleasure through her. She rode him up and down.

He gasped, his hips squirming under her to push up when she came down. His hands gripped her hips and massaged them.

She rode harder, sensing him close. Her own pleasure was rippling, building – causing her to quiver. Her breath came shorter. Was he thinking about Hana? Her pussy convulsed and she fell onto his chest as the waves washed over her. Sensations of pain and relief thrummed from her clit in orgasm as her husband drove into her harder.

“Are you thinking of her?” she said. She was gasping, shaking.

He was close, panting. “No, dummy, I was thinking of you.”

Was? She felt him flex within her and his flood of hot and wet seed coat her insides. She purred and nuzzled his neck, still impaled on him. She felt the pride, the ownership, and the satisfaction of sexually satisfying her man.

Later, drifting off to sleep, she wondered if she had spoiled it for him. Had her question made him think about their babysitter? Had he imagined flooding Hana's pussy when he came?



CHAPTER 2

Nancy adjusted the display of books. Owning her own book store had been a lifelong dream – at least from the age of seven or so when she had stopped wanting to be a ballerina.

The cover to “The Puppy and the Pumpkin” was drawn in soft colors and light lines, reminding her of books of her youth. It was a good seller in the young-adult line.

She unlocked the door and flipped on the “Open” sign. She gave a sigh. Business was good, but books just weren't much in style anymore. A small section of the populace insisted on the real thing, but most bought e-books. Her profit from the store was embarrassingly small.

Matt's printing business supplied their income – just enough to be comfortable. If they had to rely on her bookstore income, they would starve.

At the end of every week, they relaxed at Tony's Bar and Grill. A light dinner cooked by Tony's wife, music and a cozy, amber atmosphere made it the place to be.

“Already looking forward to Friday,” she texted Matt.

“Sec,” he said back.

Customer.

She sat and reviewed her sales, trying to juggle her inventory needs.

A few minutes later, the phone rang. He hated texting.

“Nancy's Book Bin.”

“You really need to—”

“Yes, I know. Change the name. I like it.”

Matt chuckled. “I'm telling you.”

“Oh and 'EasySpeedy Printing' is so imaginative.”

“I love you, too, dear.”

“Sales good?” she said.

“Usual. I was taking a stationary order for Rowan Insurance.”

“Ah. Well, I'm really sorry about the other night—”

“Would you stop apologizing for that?”

Why doesn't he get that I'm sorry? “It was my fault—”

“Shut up about it already. What's got you so bothered?”

“I don't know. The whole thing with her watching—”

“What, and she might play with herself?”

“No—” Her pussy clamped, squeezing on the emptiness inside.

“Is there something wrong if she crams her little fingers up her pussy?”

Dirty man. But her pussy twitched again. She squirmed in her chair, relishing the light sensation of her clothing rubbing her clit. “No, I was going to say that I was bothered she was watching them in our house.”

“Oh, not that she fingers herself?”

She gasped and laughed at the same time. A vision of Hana laying on their couch playing with herself filled her mind. “No, you jerk.” Her voice was ragged.

“Ahh... I have you worked up, huh?”

“Maybe we should remove the movies.”

His voice took on a teasing tone. “I wonder if she uses a dildo.”

She gasped again, the vision in her mind. “You are filthy.”

“Filthy? Why? You have one.”

“That's different.”

Matt snorted. “So it's okay for you to have a dildo up your pussy, but not Hana?”

“Matt—”

“What if she has a dildo in that case she carries around?”

She started laughing, exasperated. “So you're sitting there all day imagining our babysitter dildoing herself?”

He sounded uncomfortable. “Actually no, but now that you mention it—”

“You brought it up.” But she knew he probably just brought it up spur of the moment without any forethought. “Well, stop thinking about it.”

“I wonder what she will be doing Friday.”

“Good heavens, stop it.” She laughed.

The thoughts, however, plagued her all week.

*  *  *

Nancy heard the knock.

Matt answered the door.

Was he leering at her? Was he imagining her naked body? Was he thinking about her fingers being in her pussy? She sighed and shook her head. She had tried to avoid conversation with her husband about it so that it would not be on his mind. She didn't want him thinking about their babysitter's pussy; she wanted him thinking about her's. But she had worried every day about today, about tonight, about what the babysitter might do on their couch.

Matt came into the bedroom. “Ready?”

She leaned towards him and whispered, “Were you scoping her out?”

An eyebrow drew down. “No.”

He was telling the truth; she knew the look. She felt better for that. His disdain for the young still thrived there. She put down her brush. “Yes, I am ready.” She didn't feel it.

She glanced at Hana as they walked into the living room. The girl had her laptop booting up. She was wearing white shorts and a t-shirt. Her hair was drawn back in a single pony-tail – probably brushed back and banded in three seconds with girlish annoyance. She wanted to ask the girl if she ever ate anything, but refrained. “Andrea is not in bed yet. She's playing in her room.”

“Okay,” Hana said. “I'll make sure she gets tucked in.”

The girl was really very good with their daughter. She would sometimes hold Andrea in her lap and hug her. She seemed fascinated with the growing youth. Coincidentally, Andrea smiled whenever Hana was mentioned. She called her “Anniehanna.” She must have liked the idea of another aunt since Nancy's sister rarely visited.

They left, Nancy feeling awkward and Matt not looking back.

“Maybe she doesn't watch them all the time,” he said as they drove.

“What if that's all she does?”

He shrugged. “What she does is her business, really.”

“But it's in our house.”

He grunted.

Dinner was something they looked forward to at the grill. Beatrice made a great meatloaf and an even better pot roast. At the end of the week, Matt was practically salivating for the roast.

Nancy sneered at Brianna as they passed on the way to their table. The big-boobed woman rolled her eyes and then purposely winked at Matt.

Her husband hadn't looked, but said, “If you keep taunting her, things are going to get out of hand someday.”

“I'd like to see her try.” The challenge was in her eyes and she glanced back at the blonde.

“What? And get into a scuffle right here on the floor?”

“I would stomp her.”

“Hair pulling and all that?” He sat.

“She's such a bitch.”

Their waitress blushed, her eyes widening.

Matt smiled. “Maybe you should keep taunting her.”

She slapped his arm. Men.

“I wouldn't bet against you,” he said.

She coughed in annoyance. “Stop it.”

“At least it got your mind off Hana.”

Thanks a lot. Now I'm thinking about her again.

They ordered their usual dinner and a bottle of wine. The wine would last them all night, sipping slowly. Not enough to impair driving, but enough to relax.

“You look distracted,” he said.

“No shit, Sherlock.”

“About what?”

She kicked him under the table.

“Stop obsessing about her,” he said. His smile was mischievous.

She kicked him again.

“Ow, stoppit.” His grin broadened.

She hadn't kicked him hard. Yet.

He lifted his wine glass and considered the colors floating there. “She's probably working on her computer.”

Her eyes flared. Leaning forward she said, “What if she's fingering herself right now?” Too loud.

The man looked over from the next table, eyes wide, as if seeing a three-headed dog snorting fire.

She felt her face redden.

“If she is, I wonder what she's watching? Which movie?” Matt's manner was all nonchalance.

She felt her face go fully red. Heat rose from her shirt collar. She had to pick up the plastic-coated drink list to fan herself. She looked over at the man sitting there with his wife. The man was looking at her, eyebrow raised.

Great. Just great. She kicked Matt again under the table. “I need to wash a little.” She indicated her face. “Be right back.”

“That will give my shin a break.”

She passed the bar where Brianna sat.

“You're looking a little puffy tonight,” the woman said.

The nerve. “Stuff it, airhead.” She huffed into the restroom. Grabbing a paper towel she wet it and patted her face and forehead, then around to the back of her neck. She had blushed up quite a heat out there. Some of the heat was between her legs.

She sighed and looked at herself in the mirror. Straight black hair. One gray. She plucked it out. Satisfied she was young again and not some great grandma, she strolled out. Then she came to a dead stop by the bar.

Brianna's perch was vacant. Instead, the floozy was standing next to Matt, talking to him. Her arm was around his shoulder. Seeing her glaring, Brianna leaned down with a wicked smile as if to whisper a secret. The side of her breast rubbed Matt's head.

To his credit, he jerked his head away and rolled his eyes.

Rage had Nancy moving before she realized the action. A seemingly calm walk, all intent with driving through walls, if necessary.

Brianna wiggled her boobs and stood straighter, eyeing Nancy with a look that said “I just rubbed my tits all over your husband's face.”

Nancy leaned in close to Brianna's ear. “Back off, bimbo, or I will bitchslap your triple dees hard enough you'll be wearing them on your back.”

Brianna recoiled. “How dare—”

“Or the silicon will burst.”

The bimbo stomped off, her breasts jiggling with indignation.

“You saved me,” Matt said.

“You could have moved,” she said.

“What? To a different table? She would have eaten the rest of your meatloaf.”

She wasn't hungry anymore. Instead she downed the rest of her wine. Then she heaved a sigh.

“What did you whisper to her?”

She said in a normal voice, “I told her I would bitchslap her tits so hard she'd be wearing them on her back.”

The man at the next table laughed.

Matt laughed.

She turned red. She saw the man's wife at the next table trying to purse her lips, eyes wide.

Matt covered his mouth with his napkin, not trying to hide the fact he was laughing. He snorted loudly.

Jerk. And then she started giggling. It was an embarrassed giggle that wouldn't stop until tears were rolling down her eyes.

“She would probably get more hugs that way,” Matt said. He mimicked reaching around for a hug and then squeezing his hands.

She tried to contain the giggles that erupted again.

“Maybe we should go,” he said. “Brianna is over there plotting something nasty.”

She nodded, still trying to hold in laughter. Really, she wanted to bray like a donkey at Brianna, showing everyone what a joke the bimbo was.

He dropped two twenties on the table and they left.

“We're a bit early,” she said.

They were stopped at a traffic light.

“You want to go to a movie?” he said.

“No. But...”

“But what?”

“What if we walk in and Hana's watching our movies?”

“It's our house.”

“But how embarrassing.”

“For who?”

“For us.” Men were so dense.

“It's our house.”

“What if she's doing something?”

He drove through the green light. “Why, you want to see?”

“No.” Heat flared again from her and she felt naughty. “But what if she is?”

“We can always sneak in and find out.”

“Sneak in?”

“Sure. If you don't want to just barge in and catch her masturbating—”

“No, I don't.”

He looked at her for a second. “We'll go in through the side door in the garage. If it will make you feel better.”

It did make her feel better. She didn't want to create a bad scene with shock and embarrassment and who knew what else kind of social disaster. “Okay.”

“If it's all safe, we'll go back out and come in normally.”

She breathed easier, but still fretted with her fingers.

They parked on the street and Matt led her to the garage door.

“I feel like a robber,” she said.

“Burglar.”

“Huh?”

He fished around his keyring. “Robbers mug you for money. Burglars break into your home.”

“Whatever.”

He opened the side door to the garage and turned on the interior lights. “The house door is going to be tricky.”

“It's too loud.”

“I think I can inch it open.” He leaned over the knob after unlocking it slowly. Turning it all the way, he lifted on the knob, shifting the door upward and relieving the pressure between the strips of rubber at the bottom.

Normally the door emitted a series of loud rubber popping sounds as it was opened.

Matt slowly pushed on the door. The rubber popped, low, once. He kept pushing, slowly, fractions of an inch at a time.

What if she was watching a movie? What if she was playing with her clit? Her own clit began tingling.

Finally, the door swung open faster, the rubber strip separated from the threshold. Matt beckoned her.

I feel like a robber in my own home. Burglar. Whatever.

They crept along the hall past the spare bedroom and peeked around the corner into the living room. Before they even looked, they heard the sighing on the television.

Playing on their big screen was their personal disc about masturbation. On the screen, Matt's hand stroked up and down on a stiff cock – oiled and slick. Nancy liked watching it.

Hana was not on the couch. She was on the floor, legs splayed wide, her shorts tossed aside in a tiny heap. She was gasping, trying to shove as many fingers as she could into her pussy. She pushed a few fingers in, then withdrew and rubbed them over her clit in little circles.

Beside her, Matt shifted uncomfortably. He tried to adjust his pants.

She reached over and gave his crotch a squeeze. He was semi-hard, but hardening rapidly. He pushed her hand away and pulled back into the hall.

His eyes were wide and he beckoned her to come with him.

She glanced back to Hana. She was lifting her hips off the ground, moaning and shoving fingers in and out of her hole. She likes my husband? The thought made her proud and oddly turned on. She thought she might get turned on seeing Hana watching a porn, though she wanted to deny it. But seeing her watching and masturbating to her husband was a thrill she did not expect. Heat blossomed in her pussy and she ached to reach down and finger herself. The ache of need gnawed at her insides.

Matt tugged her shirt.

She tore her gaze away, panting, and followed him.

Outside, both heaved a sigh.

“Wow,” she said.

“Yeah, I don't like her watching me like that,” he said.

“Oh?”

They got into their car. He drove them around the block and then hit the garage door opener. It would alert Hana inside.

“We're going to have to talk about this, later,” he said.

She wasn't sure what to say. Was he mad? His dick had seemed happy. It wasn't hurting them in any way to discover Hana masturbating to Matt's video. Was it? Despite imagining jealousy, as with Brianna or Tammy from the grill, she found she had none for Hana. Was it because she knew the little girl posed no threat? Matt didn't care for young girls and their games. But then, Tammy and Brianna were all games and they weren't young. Why was she jealous of them? Because they made it a point to imply they would steal him?

She followed Matt in, reluctantly, not sure what to expect.

The television was off. The movie cabinet closed, and a dressed Hana was coming from the kitchen with a glass of water.

“Oh,” the girl said. “You're back early.”

Her husband ignored the comment and walked down the hall to the master bedroom.

She caught Hana looking at him, following his move, her eyes wandering down to his butt. Then she looked at Nancy. There was no guile in that face. No threat of competition. Just a dreamy innocence.

Nancy tilted her head, feeling intrigue that this girl was so turned on by her husband. “We didn't have too good a night. Things got embarrassing.”

She nodded, her eyes wondering but not asking.

She pulled a twenty from her purse.

“Oh, you don't have to pay me the full amount.”

“Nonsense.” She handed her the money. I got quite a show out of it. I hope you enjoyed watching my husband masturbate.

“Next Friday?” She took the twenty.

“No...”

A look of disappointment crossed Hana's smooth features.

“I think Wednesday. Next Friday is not good. Make it Wednesday.”

A look of hope drifted across the girl's face. “Oh, sure. No problem there.”

On impulse, Nancy stepped toward Hana and gave her a hug. “You're a sweet girl.”

She actually blushed. “Thank you, Mrs. Patricks.”

“Nancy is fine, dear.” Is your little clit still throbbing to my husband's video? She let her out the front door.

Aching inside with need, she wandered into the master bedroom. Her husband was in the bathroom, in his t-shirt and boxers, washing his face. A wicked idea formed and she filed it away for later.

In bed, he sighed, a frown on his face.

She joined him, waiting. He would talk when he was ready.

“Maybe we should confront her.” It did not sound like a suggestion.

“Why?” she said. She snuggled up to him and scratched her fingers along his cock.

“You stop that; I'm trying to be serious here.”

“So am I. I'm all hot.”

“Would you quit that? I think we should hide the movies.” His cock was hardening.

“I don't know. What does it hurt if she watches them?”

“She was watching me.” He sounded incredulous.

“Yes she was, and fingering herself, too.”

He hardened fully.

“Oh, you like the little girl fingering herself to your video?”

He chuckled. “Well, no—”

She fished his erection out of his boxers. “I think your dick does.”

“Well, seeing it was exciting, sure—”

She stroked him firmly, slowly. “Did you like seeing her fingers in her little pussy?”

“It was fun, but—”

“I saw her gazing at you as you went down the hall. She looked at your butt.”

He laughed. “Me? She checked out my ass?”

She nodded. “I saw it.”

“Did you banshee on her?”

“No, I gave her a hug.”

“Huh? A hug?”

“And I told her to come Wednesday.”

“Wednesday? Why?”

“Next Friday will be my cycle.”

“Ah, okay.”

She climbed onto him and maneuvered his stiff shaft to her hole. She sank down and sighed, her head back. “Ah... I love you my dear husband.”

“I love you too, Nancy.”

She looked down at him and clawed at his chest. “Sexy.”

“So should we get rid of the videos?”

“No, leave them.”

“What about our masturbation vid?”

“Leave that, too.” She rode him faster, forcing her hips down and his cock deep.

“You don't mind her fingering herself to them? Watching me?”

“I thought I would be.” She rotated her hips. “But it actually turned me on.”

“It did? I was sort of disgusted.”

“I felt you getting hard there in the hallway.”

“Yeah, but not that she was doing that to my vid.”

“So you liked watching her...” A wave approached, fast. “You liked... Her fingers in her pussy...” She cried out, grinding down hard. Lights flashed in front of her eyes as she felt her husband respond beneath her, driving up harder. She gasped, trying to draw in breath. The room spun around her and then settled. Her blood pulsed as if carrying millions of little tingles in her veins.



CHAPTER 3

Nancy lifted the gadget and showed him. She gave him a wicked grin. “For after dinner.”

“That's the baby monitor?”

“Mm hmm. For something fun after we eat.”

The knock on the door brought a smile to her face of a different sort. She answered it.

“Hello Mrs. Patricks.”

“Nancy.” She pulled Hana into a hug. The girl stiffened at first, but then relaxed.

“Yes, Nancy. Sorry.”

“No worries. Andrea is still playing. We'll be back around ten.”

The girl had set her laptop case down on the coffee table.

“Anniehanna!” Their daughter came bouncing out to jump up into Hana's arms.

The girl laughed and sat with her, giving her a hug. Her eyes were big, misty and her smile big and melancholy.

“Dolls?” said Andrea. Her tiny finger pointed.

Hana nodded. “You bet.”

“I'm hungry,” Matt said.

Nancy laughed. “Guess we better go.”

“Okay. Have fun.” Hana gave them a wave.

Nancy followed Matt out to the garage. Oh we will.

“She's so good with Andrea,” Matt said in the car.

“Yes, thankfully. She'll make a good mother someday.”

They entered the warm atmosphere of Tony's Bar and Grill.

“You don't need menus, do you,” the hostess said. It was not a question.

“Nope,” said Matt.

Nancy looked over to the bar. Brianna was there, but not looking at them. Tammy was here today, too. She was trying to talk up a dusty-looking worker who was trying to get a drink at the bar. She wanted to bed that thing? Maybe after he bathed...

They sat at the table.

“Tammy is going for the greasy look tonight,” he said.

She rolled her eyes. “I don't think that man has looked at those fake tits more than once.”

Tammy, for her part, was waving them all over the place.

“I think she's trying to swat flies with them.”

She giggled. There were no flies in the bar.

Brianna looked over and scowled at her.

Matt sighed. “You two need to duke it out or call some kind of a truce. Unless you like the conflict.”

She gave him an indignant look. “Why would I like it?”

“I think her petty attempts remind you how much you love me.”

You sweet jerk.

“But this simmering stuff—”

“I know,” she said.

“Maybe I should do something about it.”

“You?”

He scooted back his chair.

“Honey, don't do anything—”

“Don't worry. Just watch.”

Her husband strolled over to Brianna, his hips rolling.

The tart saw him coming and smiled.

He sauntered up to her, a sexy grin on his face.

Brianna flashed Nancy a look of victory and then turned on all her charm to Matt. Her breasts heaved and she shook them for him.

Matt gazed down at the big tits and lifted his hands.

Brianna wriggled with seductive joy.

His hands grabbed both boobs, gently, and he squeezed. He said at the same time, “I really hate fake tits.”

He got in three squeezes before the slap that landed on his cheek echoed through the bar.

Her eyes were big, furious.

He rubbed his cheek and smiled. Then he walked back to the table.

Nose in the air, Brianna stomped to the restroom.

Nancy's mouth was open. “You touched her breasts?”

He wiped his hands, a look of revulsion on his face. “Disgusting, huh?”

“Why would you touch her—”

“Drastic, I know, but I think that will end any attempts by her to use me in some game.”

She sat back, unsure whether to be angry or laugh. “I don't like you touching her boobs.”

“Trust me, I didn't like it, either.”

“She's...” Nancy tilted her head. Brianna is going to be embarrassed at having been so thoroughly shamed in front of the whole bar. She'll leave us alone, for sure. And so will Tammy Titties. She started to giggle.

“I'm glad you think it's funny,” he said. “I was the one that had to touch those things.”

They ate their dinner in peace, though they got a few wondering looks from some of the regulars. Beatrice had delivered their meals and had just shook her head at them, wagging a finger.

Nancy finished her wine. “So, Andrea should be asleep and Hana should be getting nasty.”

Matt chuckled.

“Let's go. I have a surprise for you.”

He raised an eyebrow but said nothing.

She directed him to drive home and park outside. The only streetlight was across the street and four houses away. The one they sat beneath at the neighbor's house was burned out. Their house sat in darkness. It was in an older neighborhood built fifty years before. The previous owner had built a room over the two-car garage, as had several other homes in the neighborhood. It was an added attraction when they had bought the house.

She pulled the baby monitor out of her purse.

He frowned at it. “You put the transmitter in the living room?”

“Bingo, you win the handjob.”

“Huh?”

She grinned at him, all teeth and bright eyes. She turned on the receiver and pressed through the channels until they could clearly hear the distinct sounds of nastiness. The noise came clear and crisp. They could hear Matt's hand on his oiled shaft being played on the television. They could hear occasional gasps from Hana.

She unfastened her husband's pants and slid them down his legs. She gripped his thick member and began playing.

He chuckled, gasping, and then humming with pleasure.

Hana moaned over the monitor and Matt groaned right after.

Nancy fucked his erection with her hand. “She's fingering her little pussy looking at your cock,” she said.

“Oh, yeah.” His hips squirmed, moving against the motion of her hand.

“Do you like that?”

“Yes. Do you?”

“Yes. You have a beautiful cock. She would be insane not to masturbate to it.”

On the monitor, they could hear Hana's fingers working furiously. “Unhh...” Her voice was small, light, and sweet.

They listened together, she stroking him while Hana masturbated.

“Unhh... Matt. Unhh...”

He twitched in her hands, his penis swelling.

She stopped stroking, not wanting him to finish.

“You're a tease,” he said.

“I want this for myself after she leaves.”

His grin said he approved. “Alright.”

She stroked him slowly, until Hana began crying out.

“Oh Matt, yes! Matt, unhh, unhh, Matt, Matt!” Then Hana was laughing with relief, gasping and catching her breath.

“She just came for you, my dear husband.”

He moaned, thrusting his hips.

But she released him and began arranging his clothing.

He groaned in disappointment.

“Let's give her about five minutes and then drive in.”

He heaved a sigh of sexual frustration. “Okay.”

Inside, Hana had cleaned everything up and was tapping away at her laptop. “Hi,” she said. She blushed. She closed down her computer.

“Andrea was okay?” Nancy said.

“Never a bother. We brushed the hair of her dolls for a while.”

Matt headed off to the bedroom, trying to hide his still semi-hardness.

There was something wistful about Hana's remark.

Nancy sat beside her. “Is everything okay?”

The girl nodded. “I didn't have any dolls.”

She frowned, her eyes drawing down. “All girls should have dolls. Your parents didn't—”

“I didn't have parents. I was raised in foster care.”

“Oh, my dear.” She felt bad for Hana. “Why?”

“I don't know. They never told me.”

“Did your foster parents treat you okay?”

Hana shook her head.

She laid a hand on the girl's. “What happened?”

“They tried to get me to sell drugs. Later they wanted to prostitute me.”

“What about the authorities?”

She laughed, bitterly. “They were in on it.”

Nancy could see the hopelessness and despair of a young girl in a desperate situation. She leaned over and wrapped her in a hug. No wonder she is so good with Andrea. “I'm so sorry.”

Hana shrugged. “I'm away from it all now. I withdrew and kept to myself. They tried to starve me into submission, but I would steal from the kitchen, later.”

She gave her a squeeze and released her. She stroked her hair and then patted her shoulder. “We're glad you're our babysitter.”

The girl gave her a smile. “I'm happier now than I have ever been being away from it all.”

“You know,” Nancy said, her playfulness re-emerging, “Matt could really use a nice hug right about now.”

“From me?”

“He thinks you don't like him and he feels bad because he wants you to feel comfortable around him.”

“But I am—”

“Men can be dense.”

“A hug?”

Nancy knew Matt would be undressed and either washing his face or brushing his teeth. “Yes, go quickly. Just give him a big hug and that will let him know you're not afraid of him.”

Hana got to her feet. “Are you sure?” She looked down the hall.

“Yes, hurry. Then I'll let you out.”

“Okay.” The girl alternated between hurrying and walking down the hall and into the master bedroom.

Nancy watched her.

Hana froze, turned towards the bathroom. Her mouth dropped open and her eyes were large.

Nancy's heart raced. The girl would be seeing her husband in his t-shirt and boxers, a bulge prominent and recently stroked. She saw the girl's eyes lower a little, her mouth still open. Then she saw her blush furiously.

“Eep! I'm so sorry Mister Patricks—”

“What are you doing back here?” Matt said. But he sounded surprised, not angry.

“I'm sorry—” Hana turned to flee.

“Wait...” said Matt.

The girl came running out into the living room, her eyes wide. “Um, he wasn't dressed. I'm so sorry, Nancy.”

She laughed. “Oh, don't mind him—”

“But I mean I shouldn't have seen—” Her words were coming in a rush.

“Hana, girl, it's okay.” She rose and gave her another hug. “He wasn't naked was he?”

“Oh, no! No, he was in his underwear—”

“Those were his sleep-clothes. Go on back in there and give him his hug. It's just a t-shirt and boxers. I'm sure you see a lot worse than that on television.”

“Um, well, but—”

“Go on. A quick hug. He needs one.”

“Okay.” She quivered, visibly.

She went back down the hall. Matt was peeking out. Nancy smiled at her husband.

“I just wanted to give you a hug...” Hana said. She had stopped at the door.

“A hug?”

Men. So dense.

“I appreciate babysitting for you.” She shrugged quickly, nervously. Then she hugged him. It was over fast, a quick squeeze that surprised her husband. He put one arm around her and patted her back.

Nancy had just teased them both, and herself as well. She paid Hana and let her out, but not before giving the girl another hug at the front door. “Two Fridays from now.”

“Okay. Thank you, Nancy.”

In bed a few minutes later, she gave Matt a big smile.

“What was the hug about?” he said.

“I wanted to give her something to see.”

“She walked in while I was washing my face.”

She giggled.

“She saw more than just boxers.”

“Oh?” This is getting good.

“I had stroked it a little and at least half of it was still poking out of my flap.”

“It was?” A strange thrill tore through her and she grabbed his cock. This is getting very good.

“Then I saw her there looking at me. At it.”

She moaned in lust, handling his cock once again.

“It wilted fast and I tucked it back in. But she ran. I wanted to apologize.”

“She's been watching you stroke it on video. You should have touched yourself.”

“In front of her?”

The waves were threatening and she wasn't even touching herself. She pulled him up and over her.

He rammed his erection into her, hard.

She gasped. “Yes, in front of her. You should have stroked it right there.” The room spun around, tilting, her orgasm tightening everything in her with explosive release.

Her husband pounded her, sending vibrating sensations throughout her quivering body.

And another idea formed in her mind.



CHAPTER 4

Nancy let Hana in.

“Anniehanna!” The bundle of curls rushed Hana and clamped onto the girl's bare leg.

Those legs will be splayed out later, widened for my husband's video. Nancy squirmed. But she was also hungry.

Hana laughed and picked up Andrea with one arm. She gave their daughter a peck on the cheek.

“She sure likes you,” Nancy said.

Hana nodded. “I want a child of my own, someday.” Her mouth turned into a pout.

“There's plenty of guys out there—”

Hana shot a glare at Nancy. “So my roommate claims. I've seen the garbage she hangs out with.”

“You don't have a boyfriend?”

The girl laughed, bitterly. “No, and I wouldn't want one.”

“How do you expect to get married and—”

But Hana was shaking her head. “I don't want to get married. It doesn't feel right for me. But I want to raise a baby. The right way. I want to be a good mother.”

She patted the girl's shoulder. “You'll make a fine mother.”

A sigh. “Someday, I hope.”

“We'll be back around the usual. Ten or so. But we'd like you to stay a little bit longer for something.”

“Sure, Nancy. I hope you're not firing me?”

Aw. The poor thing. So vulnerable. “Fire you? Never. Andrea wouldn't stand for it.”

A bright smile lit the girl's face, relieved. “Whew.”

“We might even have to find something else for you to do when she gets older.”

“Oh well—”

“Hush, I think by that time we'll be good friends. You won't need to have a job with us to come visit.”

“Thank you. You've been so nice.” An embarrassed look crossed her face.

She's thinking about her naughty playing to our videos. She pecked Andrea goodbye and winked at Hana.

*  *  *

After dinner, they parked under the burned-out streetlamp.

“I'm going to confront her tonight,” Nancy said.

Matt shot a look at her. “Why?”

“Don't worry—”

“We're going to lose a babysitter.”

No distinct sounds came from the baby monitor.

“I'm not going to fire her—”

“Oh, just, 'hey honey, we know you've been diddling and it's alright?'”

She gave him a smirk. “No, I thought she and I might have a chat between women.”

Several clunks came from the monitor. Hana was in the movie cabinet.

Nancy undid her husband's pants and helped him lower them. His cock was semi-hard. “Do you think she already took off her shorts?” she said. “Her little naked butt is in there?” His cock twitched. She gripped it and massaged it to full erection.

“I feel so odd,” he said, “sitting outside our own house.”

“Me, too.” She stroked him lightly. But sitting out here was fun.

On the monitor, a whir and several clicks and clunks followed. Some shuffling sounds came after. A few seconds later, the sounds of Matt's oiled hand on the video came through the speaker.

“She sure likes your dick,” said Nancy.

“I guess so.”

“Do you like her playing with herself while watching you?”

“Yeah, I guess I do. It's kind of nice.”

“Do you think about her playing with herself?”

“Sometimes. I've dreamed about her, too.”

“You have?” She stopped stroking. “I thought you weren't into young girls.”

“I'm not, but seeing her that night left quite an impression.” He shrugged, a guilty smile on his mouth.

Gasps came from the monitor and Nancy stroked him faster.

He leaned his head back and closed his eyes. His cock was very hard.

“I want you to do something while we have our little chat.”

“Hmm?”

“Wait in the bedroom like you normally do.”

“That will be real hard.” His dry tone said he wasn't sure he could accomplish something too easy.

“Stoppit. I'm going to talk to her. If all goes well, I want you to come out and give her a real show.”

“A what?”

“I'll have you sit in the chair and stroke yourself for her.”

“Me? Why—”

“She's already seen you naked on video. I thought we might give her something more personal.”

“You want me to stroke for our teenage babysitter?”

“In two years, she will be twenty.”

Matt rolled his eyes. “Well, duh.”

“Be serious. I told you the poor girl didn't have good parents. I would like to show her not all adults are bad people.”

“By me masturbating for her.”

Moans were coming from the monitor now and gasps. Wet sounds they imagined were her fingers in her pussy came through, as well.

Nancy stroked him faster. “Yes, by masturbating for her.”

“What if she doesn't want to see it in the flesh?”

“I'll talk to her. Then I'll come let you know.”

“Well, we'll see.” He started to pant.

“Oh, Matt...” Hana said on the monitor.

Her husband moaned.

“I want you to masturbate for her and show her your cock in person.”

He gasped, thrusting his hips upward.

She let go. “Button up, quickly, and let's go inside.”

“Now?”

“Yes, before she cums.”

They drove into the garage a minute later.

“Hurry,” she said.

He said nothing, but moved faster. He looked at her with a funny look.

They entered the house and walked into the living room.

A panting Hana sat on the couch, her laptop open. The television was off but the cabinet doors were open.

We caught her. She had no time to put everything away. “Hi, Hana. I guess we're back a little early.”

Hana flushed red with her predicament. She had time to get back into her shorts but had forgotten to zip them. Her legs were trembling.

Matt headed off to the bedroom, as usual.

Nancy sat beside the shaking girl and patted her knee. “I thought it might be nice if we have a little girl-talk.”

Hana gulped. She glanced furtively at the cabinet and her blush deepened to that of a sunburn.

Nancy shook her knee. “Hey, it's okay. You're not getting fired.”

“Oh, I, uh...”

She glanced down the bedroom hallway. She heard the sink, faintly. “Take a deep breath, Hana, it's alright.”

“Why... I'm not... Well...” The girl was at a loss.

“We know what you have been watching...”

The girl stopped breathing. Her eyes became like saucers. Her lip quivered. “I—”

“Shh,” said Nancy. “It's okay. We're not mad.”

Tears welled in Hana's eyes and her shaking increased.

She wasn't sure what to do but she knew she had just exposed a fear of Hana's, a fear of being caught with a bad secret. So she hugged the girl. “It's okay.”

Hana clung back, shivering in fear.

“It's okay. It's okay.” She smoothed the girl's hair.

“I'm not in trouble?”

Nancy chuckled. “Trouble? No.”

“I'm sorry. I won't watch those again.”

“Nonsense. You're an adult now.”

“I mean, in your house.” Hana wiped the tears from her eyes. “I'm sorry.”

She gripped the girl's shoulders gently, looking down through her lashes at her. “There's nothing to be sorry for.”

“But—”

“Yes, we know which one you were watching.”

Hana croaked. It might have been the attempt at words, Nancy did not know. A strangled sound came from the girl's throat and the blush returned redder.

“At first, we were mad, but then we realized there was no harm in you watching them.”

“I—”

“Shh. Really, we find we like you watching them now.”

Hana gasped, part shock, part relief, part hysteria.

Nancy nodded. “You can keep watching them, if you want.”

“I... I, uh...” She licked her lips.

“Let's say nothing more about it, okay?”

The girl, eyes still big, nodded.

“But we have something for you, a gift.”

“A... A gift?”

“I want you to see Matt in person, doing... that.”

“Me? Him? In person? What?” Panic started to war with fear on her features.

Nancy shook her head and placed her finger to her lips. “He'll sit over there.”

“I don't need—”

“It's a gift to you, but also for us. It's been a turn-on that you like watching my video of him.”

“Turn-on?”

She nodded. “We like it.”

“You do?” Panic fled to be replaced by shock.

A smile accompanied the nod. Nancy winked at her. “You sit right here. He'll sit over there. It will be between us.”

Hana's fingers intertwined and wrestled with each other. “Okay.”

She got up and went into the bedroom. Matt was in the bathroom, sitting on the closed toilet lid. He raised an eyebrow at her.

She gave him a nod. “Strip down, I'll get your robe.”

“Are you sure about this?”

“I am. Let's give the poor girl something real.”

“But she's so young.”

“She's just about part of the family. Let's give her something nice.” She didn't want to tell him she would be just as excited to see Hana, in person, panting and lusting for her husband's beautiful cock.

“Alright then.” He did not appear convinced, but he stripped anyway.

She leaned up to him and gently took his cock in her hand. She gave it a squeeze. “Do it for me.”

He kissed her, hard and deep. She was breathless when he broke it. He gave a sigh, a smile, and shook his head. “I hope you don't regret this.”

“Why, are you going to run off with the babysitter?”

He snorted. He wiped his mouth and then grabbed tissue for his nose. “Hell no.”

“This is something we can talk about later in bed, tonight.”

He gave her a wicked grin. “Now you're talking.” He tied the robe and she swatted his butt to get him moving.

She followed him out. Hana was huddled on the couch, looking cold. Matt looked at her with a half grin and raised eyebrows. She stared back at him like a deer caught in headlights.

Nancy sat next to the girl and once again patted her knee. Then she pulled her back to sit fully against the back of the couch. Her arm was around the girl's shoulders, protective, comforting.

Matt stood there, looking unsure.

She smirked and then nodded to him. “You want an announcer?”

His chuckle sounded nervous as he sat. He pulled a bottle of oil from the robe pocket and placed it on the lampstand. Then he undid the tie to his robe.

She could feel Hana stiffen.

He pulled the robe aside and exposed his member between his parted legs.

She leaned to the little girl and whispered, “Our own little show.”

A nervous chuckle escaped Hana's throat.

Matt poured a little oil into his palm and handled it onto the soft flesh of his penis.

Hana gasped. Her eyes were glued to his member.

Nancy glanced down. The girl's shorts were still unzipped.

Her husband's stroking was slow. He was looking at Hana, and giving her a shy smile.

She leaned to Hana again. “It might help him if we both give him our own show.”

“Huh?”

“He likes to see pussy when he does that.”

“Oh?” She was uncertain.

She reached down and toyed with Hana's unzipped flap. “We know you play with yourself. It would be nice if you let him see while he strokes.”

“Um?”

“I'll remove my pants, too. We'll both give him a show.” She stood up and removed her pants and panties.

“I, uh...” Hana said.

She extended her hand to the girl. Hana reached up immediately and allowed herself to be pulled up. She glanced once at Nancy's nakedness and blushed.

“Let's finish getting these back off of you.” She unhooked the main button and slid the shorts down the girl's legs. “Out you go.”

Hana stepped out of them.

She gingerly pulled down the girl's panties. Hana was trembling again. “There now, that's much better. Now he can see.”

Hana appeared dumbfounded, unable to move. She was staring at Matt's erection. A sigh escaped her parted lips.

Nancy pulled her down with her to sit again on the couch. The girl was leaning a little forward, mouth agape. Matt's hand moved smoothly up and down his thick shaft. He gave a humming smile.

She pulled the girl back to sit. “Open a little, like this. Let him see your pussy while he strokes.”

“But—”

“He'll like that.”

“He will?”

Nancy nodded. “Trust me.” She put her hand on Hana's thigh and gently pulled. The girl's legs parted reluctantly, but then opened easily.

“Oh yeah,” Matt said. “Very nice.”

“She has a pretty pussy?” she said.

“Mmm,” he said. He moved his hips, fucking his fist at the same time he stroked.

“That's it, honey, give her a good show.”

He aimed his erection low, over towards Hana, and stroked it fast.

She saw him aiming his cock at the girl's open pussy and she drew breath at the sudden wave that fluttered around the edges of her emptiness. She reached a hand down and ran her fingers over her clit, circling and rubbing. Pleasure radiated from the little nub and she lowered her fingers down to toy with her lips. This is too hot.

Matt's eyes met hers and he looked back and forth. He leaned back a little and shifted his hips down, raising his cock up in the air. He fisted it for both of them.

“Do you like this?” Nancy said to Hana.

Hana nodded, fast. Her hand twitched.

Nancy reached with her free hand and touched the girl's pussy. “He likes it if you play with yourself.”

The girl gasped, tensing, quivering, but not moving her hand.

She reached further and stroked her fingers down the girl's clit. The moan in response was satisfying. She felt a lot of heat coming from Hana's pussy. She ran her fingers down the girl's pussy lips. Hana shuddered.

Matt stroked faster, his cock up and red.

Seeing her husband naked in front of the babysitter was almost too much for Nancy. She stopped playing with herself. She used her fingers to spread open Hana's pussy lips. “Does her pussy look nice?”

Matt groaned. “Yeah, it's really small, though.”

She massaged a circle around Hana's hole. The girl was moaning, small little sounds of pressure and tension. Then Nancy shoved two fingers into girl's pussy.

Hana's hips came up off the couch and she cried out in surprise, relief and lust. She squeezed her eyes shut and her body convulsed in orgasm. Her hole was small and wet, and Nancy's fingers were hot and slick with Hana's juices. The girl tried to open her eyes, and look at Matt's masturbation, but the waves of orgasm kept closing them.

Her husband groaned deep and she looked just as his first ropes of cum shot into the air.

Hana, still trying to keep her eyes opened, moaned and gasped at the sight. She finally collapsed down onto the couch, panting, legs splayed open.

Nancy removed her fingers from the pulsing little pussy. “Did you like our gift? Your show?”

It was a moment while Hana caught her breath. “Yes, that was nice. Thank you?” The girl wasn't sure if she should thank them.

Matt laughed. “You're welcome.”

Nancy purred. “No, thank you. This was a lot of fun for us.” She gave the girl a wink.



CHAPTER 5

Their sex was feverish, passionate, and almost every night. Nancy was walking funny. “Why don't we rent her that room over the garage? It's the perfect studio apartment.”

“Can she pay rent?” Matt said.

“Well, I don't know. She shares a room with a friend in college, but I guess she's never said anything about what she does. Just about working on the computer.”

Her husband shrugged. “It's not like we need the money, but I wouldn't want to let her freeload in it just because she likes the looks of my dick.”

“Matt.”

“I'm serious. Young kids have less and less respect and responsibility the more time passes.”

“Do you really think Hana is irresponsible?”

“She doesn't seem to be, but we don't know her all that well.”

“She's such a sweet girl. Look how she is with Andrea.” She folded her arms. Why was he being so mean?

“She's great with her, no doubt.”

“Well then?”

He sighed. “Only if you are sure she has a job and is responsible.”

“It's settled then.”

“If she has a job and is responsible.” His eyebrows knitted together.

“Fine, fine. I'll talk to her.”

He sighed heavier. “I guess that unused exercise equipment can go in the shed.”

She shook her head. “Why did you even buy it? We don't need it.”

He brought up both hands, palm up. “I don't know. I guess that was the vision I had for it when we bought the place. It's only three pieces anyway.”

“I'll ask her tonight.” It was Friday and Hana would be babysitting. She even looked forward to flaunting Matt in front of Brianna and Tammy. Bitches. Let them drool over what only her and Hana have seen naked.

Nancy let in Hana later that day.

“Hi,” the girl said. She still seemed embarrassed about the previous week.

“Let's sit for a moment in the living room; I have something I want to ask you.”

“Did I do something wrong?” Her eyes got big and her voice quiet.

Nancy felt bad. She gave the girl a hug. “Not at all.” She led her into the living room and they sat. Matt was up in the studio apartment so they had the house to themselves.

Hana's fingers wrestled together frantically. “If this is about last week, I'm sorry—”

“Sorry for what?”

“I got carried away—”

Nancy laughed. “You were supposed to. Matt loved it.”

“He did?”

She nodded. “We've been playing with his dick every night talking about last week.”

“Oh...” The girl blushed furiously. “I was afraid he might be mad at me.”

“Why would he be mad at you?”

She giggled nervously. “I don't know. You aren't mad that...”

“Me? Mad? You mean jealous?”

The girl nodded.

She pursed her lips. “At first. But in getting to know you better, no. You're such a sweet girl and you're so good with Andrea.”

“She's wonderful.”

“And I know Matt wouldn't leave me for you—”

Hana's eyes went wide with horror and she shook her head, her hands making halting motions. “Oh, I would never want to do that.”

“Good then, we liked including you last week. It was fun.”

“Your husband is a very nice man and a great father. He's very handsome and, you know...”

“I know, Hana; I like watching him, too.”

“Anniehanna!” A bundle of excitement dove into Hana's arms.

Nancy stifled laughter.

“Hi, little one,” the girl said.

“Hana,” said Nancy, “do you have an income?”

An eyebrow raised and a mouth quirked to the side. “I suppose.”

Andrea toyed with Hana's ponytail.

“You said you worked on the computer?”

“Well, I write youth-oriented stories.”

“And you make money off of that?” Nancy raised both eyebrows.

“Recently, yes. I self-publish.”

“You, really? How many books?”

“Five titles, so far. But one of them is doing really well.” Hana looked embarrassed.

“Oh really? I own a bookstore. What's the name of your better seller?”

“Oh, I'm sure you've never heard of it—”

“Nonsense, I can order some in. What's the name of it?”

“'Puppy and the Pumpkin?'”

“What?” She was stunned.

“It's a story about—”

“No, I know the book. You are H.E. Eisenwaal?”

The girl nodded, blushing.

“I thought he was a man.”

“I don't think so. That's me.”

Nancy laughed and placed a hand on the girl's knee. “I'm sorry. I didn't mean to be rude.”

“That's okay.”

“I sell your books in my store.”

“You do?”

“Mm hmm. Three of your titles. They are decent sellers.”

She gave a shy smile. “I'm glad.”

“Hana, what I had wanted to talk about was you rooming with your friend.”

The smile vanished as her eyes drifted in thought.

She could tell the girl didn't like her arrangements. “We were wondering if you would rather rent our room over the garage.”

“Rent?”

“Yes. What do you pay your friend now?”

Hana rolled her eyes. “Two hundred and fifty dollars to share a room.”

She nodded slowly. “I guess that's what sharing goes for now.”

“Cheapest I could find.”

“If we charged you the same, would you like that?”

Her eyes lit up. “My own room?”

Nancy knew the girl had no idea what was up there over the garage. She smiled and rose, offering her hand.

Hana sent Andrea off running to her room. Then she reached up and took her hand.

Helping her up, Nancy said, “Come. Let me show you.” She led her out to the garage. A door stood next to the side door that led into an enclosed stairwell that ran up the side of the garage. It shrunk the width of the garage so they could only fit the one car and some storage, but it was a good set-up. They climbed carpeted stairs.

Opening the door into the studio at the top of the steps, they entered to see Matt. He was wrapping the cord to the vacuum cleaner onto the hooks.

There was a full bath, though small, and a kitchenette with a tiled floor. The rest of the studio was carpeted.

Hana clasped her hands over her mouth and quivered.

Nancy gave her husband a look and they met eyes. She nodded, once. He gave a grin of relief in return.

Hana was silent.

“We'll still pay you for babysitting, of course.” That was when Nancy realized Hana was crying. Tears welled in her own eyes and she gave the girl a consoling hug.

“My own bathroom?” Tears flowed faster but she was almost bouncing on her feet.

“Yes, go look.” She let go.

“I guess she likes it?” Matt said. They watched her walk briskly to the bathroom, arms down but hands oddly out as if for balance. They heard a squeal.

“She pays two hundred and fifty. And she writes books.”

“It pays well?”

“Apparently. I sell a few of her titles in my store.”

“Really?” His eyes opened large, eyebrows showing full shock.

“One of them is a very decent seller. Youth-type books.”

“No kidding.” He cast an appraising look toward the bathroom.

Hana came out and wandered into the kitchen. She passed her hand over the stove and the refrigerator.

“The fridge is a little old,” Matt said, “but it works.”

“It's wonderful,” Hana said. She was all bright eyed and smiling. She gave a twirl and then hugged herself.

Nancy laughed at her exuberance. “Do you want it?”

Hana stopped and looked at them as if they were speaking a different language. “Absolutely!”

Matt took out a keyring and held it out to her.

She bounced over, ponytail flopping, and took the key. “Oh, thank you.” She gave each a hug.

“We're going for dinner,” Matt said.

“Are...” Hana said.

Nancy tilted her head.

The girl tried again, blushing. “Are you... uh...”

She leaned her head forward, as if to hear better.

Fingers began wrestling with the key. “What time... uh...”

Oh. “You want to know if we'll be back early?”

A quick nod.

She leaned her head back up, but smiling. “Well, I don't know. Would you want us to come back early?”

The girl shrugged. “It's your home, of course.” Her blush deepened.

“Do you want to see Matt play again?”

Fingers wrestled faster on the keyring. “If you want...” The blush was in full bloom.

Matt was grinning.

Don't make fun of her you fool. She placed a hand on Hana's shoulder. “If you would like that, sure we will.”

A small voice, shy and timid. “Okay.” There was a smile on her face, though.

Sitting at the table later, Nancy forked a motion over her shoulder to Brianna and Tammy at the bar. “I suppose we owe Brianna our thanks.”

Matt stopped, meat halfway to mouth. “Huh?”

Dense. “Without that embarrassing episode with Brianna, we would never have gone home early and seen Hana.”

“Mmm.” He nodded.

Not so dense. “If they only knew.”

“Aren't you glad you didn't fire her?”

Not dense at all. “I hope the move makes her happy.”

“I think there's enough light in her to push back all of her past darkness.”

My husband is brilliant. “She really likes you.”

“Yeah, I sort of figured that.”

So dense. She sighed.

“What's the matter?” he said.

She shook her head. What was running through her mind would have to wait.



CHAPTER 6

Nancy paid Hana her twenty dollars later that night. “Were you wanting to stay...?”

Hana blushed. “Do you want me to?”

She gripped the girl's shoulders. She gave her a welcoming smile. “We would love you to.”

The girl looked relieved and excited. She bounced once and set her laptop back down.

“I'll go get the star.”

Hana giggled.

Matt was brushing his teeth.

She gave him a nod and a smile.

His return smile around his toothbrush was distorted, but a lump began to grow in his boxers.

She knew he didn't like young girls, but what was wrong with Hana? She wasn't like the other youths. She didn't have a foul mouth. She was clean. She had no tats or piercings. She was responsible and as mature as either of them, if youthfully blissful. And she loved watching her husband stroke himself. She knew exactly what the girl felt. She hoped Matt would be a little nicer to her. “Would it bother you if I have her touch you?”

He was putting on his robe. “Hmm?”

He wasn't being dense. He had stopped tying the robe and was looking at her. “You know I'm happy with you touching me. I don't need—”

She wrapped him in a hug and looked up at him, pouting. “Would it hurt to be nice to her?”

“I am nice to her.”

“You like her, don't you?”

“Mm hmm, I do.”

“Could you be nicer?”

“I could, but why?”

“Because I want you to. I want to share with her because you mean so much to me and she means so much to our family.”

“Hmm. How much nicer?” He was leaning closer, toying his lips to hers.

You filthy tease. “I want her to touch you and...”

“And?”

“And I want to see your fingers in her pussy.” She felt him push his hips against hers and she could feel his hardness.

“I think I can manage that.”

They walked out into the living room. Hana was sitting on the couch, leaning forward, hands clasped to keep them from fidgeting.

Matt walked to her and held out a hand. “Hug.”

Nancy saw the shock and also eagerness in her eyes.

Hana immediately was on her feet and closing her eyes in a hug. Her hands squeezed Matt's arms. He pulled her in closer until their bodies were pressed together. But the hug was short.

Nancy gave her husband an approving smile.

Hana sat down and so did Matt. He untied the robe and exposed his semi-hard dick. He poured oil and then began massaging and stroking. He looked back and forth between them.

She leaned to Hana's ear. “Let's give him our own show, again.”

“Okay.”

They both stood and shed their clothing. After sitting back down, Nancy toyed with her own pussy. Slowly, Hana's hand moved towards her own until she was also playing.

Matt smiled and leaned back.

She leaned to the girl. “Want to have a better view?”

“Huh?”

“Matt, come over here.” She scooted over so that there was room between her and Hana.

Hana smiled and scooted over a little.

Matt raised an eyebrow. He came over and sat between them on the couch. He went back to stroking his shaft. It appeared to get even fatter.

“Much better, right Hana?” she said.

“This is very nice.” The girl's mouth was open, her tongue moving slightly against her lower teeth. Her hand went back to her pussy and rubbed.

After some mutual masturbation, Nancy leaned across Matt's chest. “Would you like to touch it?”

Hana's eyes grew wide. And feverish. “Can I?”

“Please,” Nancy said. She knew the girl would not be able to resist.

She started to reach and then pulled back a little.

“Here, let me help you.” She held out her hand to Hana. Taking her hand, she wrapped it gently around her husband's dick. She felt the girl give a small squeeze. Adding her other hand, she enclosed the girl's little hand and guided it slowly up and down Matt's shaft.

Hana gave a quivering groan of lust, her eyes glued to his erection in her hand.

Matt moaned.

Together, Nancy and Hana used their hands to fuck his cock.

This is very nasty. Nancy let go slowly and allowed the girl to stroke on her own. Heat had flooded her and she desperately rubbed and finger-fucked herself to keep the juices from soaking out the couch. This is better than I had hoped. She felt good sitting there, watching her husband be pleasured by Hana.

“Oh, wow.” Hana's whisper was audible. “This is awesome.”

“You like it?” she said.

“It's beautiful.”

“Honey, touch her,” she said to Matt.

He shifted a little and reached his arm between the girl's legs. Hana had stiffened, but then went limp on the couch, her hand still gripping his cock, not moving. Her moan as his fingers toyed with her clit and pussy lips made Nancy moan in an echo of Hana's pleasure.

She had to stop playing. She didn't want to cum yet. It was too hot. She watched two of her husband's fingers push inside and she almost came.

Hana gasped, mouth open. Her hand began to move again on Matt's erection. The movements were short, jerky. Finally they built a rhythm matching his fingers' movements in her pussy. Her body shook.

Matt withdrew his fingers and her eyes flew open. Loss furrowed her brow. But he was pulling her up a little, and pulling off her t-shirt. She let him. He also removed her tiny bra.

Nancy did not have big tits. Not like Brianna or Tammy. She had nice B-cups that Matt loved. Hana had almost nothing. They were about the size of small fried eggs. The nipples were small and hardened.

Matt leaned her back and then scooted off the couch.

“Where are you going?” Nancy said. But then she knew.

He knelt down and pulled the little girl to the edge of the couch, spreading her legs wide open.

Nancy scooted back over next to Hana.

The girl was looking down her frail body in shock as Matt's head got close to her pussy. Then his tongue touched her clit and her head fell back, eyes closed, mouth open. She emitted a long “Ohhh” that trailed off into panting and groans of intense pleasure.

Nancy hadn't asked him to do that, but she liked what she was seeing. She wanted to hear Hana's ecstasy while her husband touched her. Even with his tongue.

He shoved two fingers back into her and finger-fucked her while licking up and down her tiny clit.

Nancy couldn't stand it anymore. She reached a hand over and rubbed her fingers down either side of her husband's tongue on Hana's pussy.

Hana moaned louder.

She could tell the girl was building up for an orgasm. She motioned for her husband to stop. “Give her a rest for a moment.”

Hana groaned in disappointment.

“Give her a kiss.”

Instead of Matt kissing Hana, he leaned over and kissed her. 

Nancy's shock was sudden and froze her, but then she realized she was tasting her husband's tongue and Hana's juices. Not put off as she thought she would be, she discovered the mingled hints pleasant.

Then he was pulling away. He scooted closer and over her waist. Hana's eyes were big again as his mouth got close to hers.

Nancy was watching something else, though. As her husband had scooted up and leaned over Hana, his cock, leaking clear liquid, had rubbed up and over the girl's pussy mound. His shaft slid up between her lips, the head jutting up over her clit. A long and shiny trail of pre-cum dripped from the tip to Hana's clit.

They were kissing.

Hana's pussy felt that hot hardness and her hips were moving quickly. She began masturbating herself against the underside of Matt's cock. Her movements were desperate, her fingers clutching and clawing at his back.

Nancy had started to finger herself again but had to let go. She was in danger of cumming without any touching at all. She knew then she wanted it. She had thought about it, wondering. She would wonder no more. She leaned over to Matt's ear. “Stick it in, dear. Let her feel you. Really feel you.”

He leaned up a little, looking into her eyes. Suspicious and searching.

She squirmed, wanting to touch her clit and not wanting to cum. Yet.

He saw the lust in her eyes.

“Do her,” she said.

Hana was watching, a longing in her eyes. She was biting her lower lip. She had gone still.

Matt gave the tiniest of nods, still looking at her. He leaned all the way up then, pulling back just a little. The fat head of his cock rested against Hana's clit. Her legs were quivering.

Nancy leaned close to her head. “You'll need to open wider. He's big.”

Hana opened her legs as wide as they would go. Her eyes were big.

Nancy reached both hands over and rubbed the girl's pussy on both sides of her husband's shaft. His dick looked angry and red, ready to explode. “Can you get it in there?” she said to him.

He gripped his cock and toyed the head around Hana's hole.

Nancy pulled the girl's pussy lips open.

Matt pushed forward and the head pressed against her hole. “She's so small.”

“Try the oil, dear.”

He got up and retrieved the oil from the lampstand. He smeared a good amount around on his dick and knelt back down.

Nancy had been rubbing Hana's pussy while he did that. Her fingers dipped in and out of the girl's hole. She pried her open again for her husband.

Matt pressed again. The head of his penis swelled, trying to push in. Some of it did, but Hana gasped in pain.

Nancy panted. She squirmed on the couch next to them as she watched her husband's shaft, all hard and veiny, pointing straight into their babysitter's wide open pussy. “Stick it in, baby. Give it to her.”

He gripped the girl's hips and pulled while he pushed his hips forward.

Hana cried out.

He pulled back a little. The head was stretching her pussy lips obscenely.

“Almost there,” she said. “You're doing good, Hana.”

The girl whimpered.

Matt pushed again.

Hana held her breath, tensing.

Nancy watched her husband's cock slowly sink into the little girl's pussy. “Oh, yes, that's it.”

Hana was gasping, clawing at the couch cushion. Her mouth was open in a silent scream, her eyes bugging out.

Matt pulled back and then pushed the rest in.

The girl emitted a half-grunting, half-wailing sound.

He went still, buried inside.

Hana panted, quieting. Adjusting.

“Good,” Nancy said. “Very good.” She rubbed her fingers up and down Hana's stretched open pussy.

“So full,” Hana said. “I can't believe it.”

After a moment, Matt began moving again. Little movements. He leaned forward and kissed the girl, his hips moving more.

Nancy saw his shaft appearing and disappearing, pulling Hana's pussy lips with it. Her hand crept back down to her clit and immediately electric jolts of pleasure radiated through her. She tried not to finish.

Matt broke his kiss with Hana and leaned over and kissed her. His hips kept moving, driving his shaft in longer strokes.

She had to let go of her clit again. Seeing him with his cock buried in Hana and kissing her at the same time threatened a monster orgasm. She moaned, wanting to come, dreading the nerve-shattering feelings she knew were coming with the orgasm building within her.

He leaned up and pulled out, wiping the oil from his dick. “Don't need it now,” he said. He gently eased it back in, pushing until his shaft was gone, buried inside of Hana's tiny pussy.

The girl appeared to be relaxing, finally, adjusting to his girth. The look of pain was gone and replaced instead with a look of closed-eyed concentration.

Her husband began moving, looking down and watching his own shaft slide in and out.

Nancy moaned in frustration, knowing if she continued playing with herself, she would finish and wake the dead for hundreds of miles around. Instead she scooted back a little and lowered her head between Hana's opened legs. She angled her head and licked her husband's shaft as it slid in and out. She licked it up until she was licking Hana's clit.

The girl cried out in pleasure – a shocked pleasure, full of discovery and amazement.

Nancy licked all over her husband's sliding shaft and Hana's pussy lips and clit. The girl smelled like soap and tasted like skin. She pulled up for air. Hana had a waxy glow on her face, a drifting bliss that told Nancy she was gone.

She whispered to her husband. “Give it to her.”

“Yeah,” he said, grunting.

“Does she feel good?”

He nodded.

She toyed with her demanding clit. It was swollen and needing attention. “I want you to do something else.”

He looked at her and raised an eyebrow.

“She likes you a lot. Don't pull out.”

“Don't?”

“No.” She stared him in the eyes. “Impregnate her.”

Hana moaned loudly in lust and desire. Her hips began frantically bucking, fucking herself against Matt's shaft.

He thrust forward, burying himself. “Are you sure?”

“Very sure.”

“You know what that means? I'll father a child by her.”

“Duh. I would feel privileged to have Hana as part of our family.”

He nodded, looking at the moaning girl impaled on his cock. “Okay, then.” He began thrusting – full thrusts, taking her deep. He had been gentle before, almost tender. His thrusts were more serious now, a man fucking a girl to impregnate her. To give her his seed. To give her a baby. But they were also passionate.

Nancy realized this was how he fucked her and it made her feel good. Their joining was always passionate and energetic. Now Matt was giving that to Hana. The realization caused her to understand how deeply Matt loved her and was now including Hana in that passion. She felt happy for the girl and proud of her man.

Matt thrust vigorously until he began thrusting deep and tensing up. He raised his head, closing his eyes. He always liked looking into her eyes as he came. But with Hana he just buried it in and then he was jerking, his hips driving forward, driving his sperm deep into her little body. He grunted hard with each jerk.

Hana cried out with each thrust, tears leaking from her eyes. “Agh... yes... Matt... yes, oh yes! Please!”

Nancy couldn't hold it back any longer. She circled her clit furiously as the sensations exploded within her, coiling suddenly tight and then loosing in waves of pleasure that sent the room spinning and her gasping for breath. Jolts radiated through her, sending tingles along her limbs, her fingers, and even tickling her fingernails. She slumped back, jerking with aftershocks, relieved and satisfied.

She knew Matt would not be done.

He lifted the limp Hana and placed her on the floor. He raised her butt in the air. Her pussy was red, swollen and leaking his sperm. He knelt behind her and drove it back in.

Hana, her eyes closed, opened her mouth at the sudden return of that fat cock. A long groan of pleasure came from her as Matt slammed his cock into her used pussy. His balls slapped hard against her red clit, bringing grunts from Hana.

Nancy watched, pleased, as her husband pounded his cock into their little babysitter. His shaft was wet with their juices.

He lifted one leg to rest on his foot, the other on his knee. It twisted his hips a little allowing him to drive even deeper.

Nancy smiled, remembering all the times he had done so with her. She was glad Hana was experiencing it, also. What was the girl thinking? Was she rational at this point? Did she find she still liked her husband's dick? Would she want more? Would Matt want to give her more? Would he be okay with Hana after this? Matt was a touchy man. Sometimes she knew him and other times she suspected she knew him. Sometimes he surprised her.

She loved him with all her heart. Was it wrong to want to share him with Hana? Was it bad to want him to impregnate her? Did she love Hana like a family member? And was it bad to love?

Matt was slamming his cock into the girl. Ripples on her small butt showed the force of the impact. Her face scooted along the ground. Her mouth was open, twitching with each thrust. No sounds came out.

Nancy frowned. “Matt,” she said.

He kept thrusting. His eyes were closed, too.

“Matt.” Louder.

He stopped and opened his eyes, as if from a light sleep. “Huh?”

She pointed. “I think she's gone.”

“What?”

“I think she's had enough.”

He frowned. He was still half in her, his cock all red and bulging. “I was almost there.”

“She's going to get a rugburn on her face if you don't stop.”

He panted, looking down. “I'm close. Come finish me.”

“Okay.” That was better than him pounding the poor girl until she was all bruised and rugburned. She got down next to him and stroked his cock as he pulled out. They looked at her swollen and open pussy together.

“Oh yeah,” he said. His hips moved with her hand.

“Did you like her pussy?”

“Once I got it in, sure.”

Hana sighed.

“Will you give her some more to make sure she gets pregnant?”

“If you're sure about this.”

“Of course I am. Do you think I'm going to change my mind?”

He eyed her with an infuriating look. “Maybe. I would have no trouble stopping. I just want to make sure you want it and you approve.”

Her irritation evaporated like an ice cube in the Saharan Desert. What a sweet man. My man.

He tensed and she milked one blast of cum directly at Hana's pussy. He removed his cock from her hand and hurriedly thrust it back into the girl. He pulled hard, pressing deep. He groaned loud, his cock as far as it could go.

Hana murmured something, sweat on her forehead.

Matt was grunting again, jerking, his cock deep. Shooting another load far into their babysitter's pussy.



AFTERMATH

Nancy patted Hana's shoulder. “Your hips will widen.”

The girl blushed. She stroked her still-flat belly.

“And you'll be horrified at your stomach.”

“That's okay. I'll get to be a mother.”

She gave the girl a smile. Hana had moved in two months previous and had saved enough money to buy a bed. It was her only piece of furniture. She had wanted to loan the girl some of their furniture but Matt had refused.

Matt. I need to tell him about what I found. He had been having second-thoughts, claiming his Christian upbringing disallowed what they were doing. She was also raised Christian, though she didn't feel as guilty as her husband. Instead, she had searched all she could on the topics he raised. There simply was nothing in the Bible against polygamy or shared love. In fact, there were passages she needed to show him supporting it.

Sometimes culture had a way of distorting history, and in this case what they were raised to believe as Christians. She had even found a site about Liberated Christians. She would show him later.

“Why is Matt mad at me?” Hana said. Her eyes were sad.

She gave the girl a hug. “He's not mad, just confused. I was just thinking about what I dug up earlier today. Once I talk to him, he won't be so distant.”

“You think so?”

I know my Matt. “I know so.”

*  *  *

And she was right. Nancy told him about what she found. He had kept shaking his head, reading and rereading until he had blown out a breath in frustration.

“All along, I thought—” he said.

“Shh,” she said. She kissed his lips. “So did I. Let's forget about it shall we?”

He nodded. His eyebrows still showing amazement.

“But, dear,” she said. A stern note was in her voice. “I think there is someone who desperately needs your hug and a kiss.”

He nodded, slower. “And an apology. What an ass I was.”

“I'm glad you finally agree with me.” She watched him go out to the garage.

It became the first night, the real first night, that Hana became part of the family.
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