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Brent new that his babysitter, Daphne, was sneaking money out of his wallet. In fact, he had known about it for a while now.

It was never much. A five or a ten spot here or there. A twenty once, after he’d sold an old motorbike for cash and had a whole wad of it in there.

In addition to the hourly rate he paid her to watch his son, he figured she’d gotten almost $200 extra off of him.

So why did he keep letting her get away with it?

Brent was a single dad, for one, and Daphne was a real life saver. She always came early and stayed late when asked, and his son thought she was great.

That was part of it.

Right at that moment, the doorbell rang. Brent walked over and opened the door.

Daphne smiled up at him, “Hey, Mr. Thatcher!”

“Hey, Daphne. Thanks for coming on such short notice. My boss just sprung this dinner on me,” Brent said.

He wore his business casual still, a buttoned shirt tucked into slacks and a belt. His tie currently hung untied, the collar of his shirt popped.

“It’s no problem at all!” Daphne said, bouncy and bubbly and vibrant as ever.

She came in and he stepped back.

She wore her usual clothes, a hot little red skirt that didn’t come anywhere near her knees and a crop-top that seemed to end just beneath her breasts. Those breasts were high and perky and, Brent fantasized fairly often, nice and firm.

Sometimes he thought she wore that outfit specifically to tease him. Well, it was less “thought” it and more “hoped.”

She set her book bag down.

“Lots of homework?” he said.

“College is killing me!” she pouted. Her lips looked nice and glossy and soft when she did that.

Brent knew that she was 18. Nice and legal. But he was still old enough to be her father. No matter how having her stand this close to him made his entire shaft tingle.

Besides, how cliché would that be? The middle-aged dad with a thing for the hot young sitter?

“Oh, let me help you with that!” she said when she saw his tie hanging there loosely.

“You don’t have to…” he started, then stopped.

She came up onto her tiptoes and pressed her body against his. Her breasts were warm mounds against his ribs. And she just smelled so damn good.

He started to harden, like he was a teenage guy himself again, unable to control his urges.

It took everything in him to not reach full mast against her stomach. 

His hands, held stiffly at his sides, kept fisting and relaxing. She was so close. He wanted so badly to wrap his arms around her waist and pull her even harder again him.

He glanced down at her and their eyes locked for a second. She smiled up at him while her dainty little hands deftly wove the ends of his tie.

When she finished, she pulled the knot tight and then settled his collar back down.

He could still smell her when she stepped back. Every muscle in his body felt taut.

“There, all better!” she said.

“Thanks,” he replied, glancing down at his freshly knotted tie. Well, it was more to glance down to make certain he hadn’t made a tent out of his slacks.

“I’m gonna go set up in the living room if that’s cool,” she said, snatching the strap of her book bag up.

“Yeah no problem at all. He’s upstairs in his room, probably dead asleep.”

“I’ll keep an eye on him, don’t worry,” she said.

“I never do with you,” he replied.

Still smiling, she walked down the hall towards the living room, that short skirt of hers flowing around her lovely thighs.

Then she glanced back at him, quickly, but it was enough.

Enough to make him decide that tonight was the night. He just couldn’t take it anymore. He needed her.

So he left his full wallet on the little hall table beside the door, sitting there beside the ceramic bowl where he tossed his car keys.

He left and watched the clock. He should go to that dinner with his boss, but he didn’t give a shit.

About ten minutes into the drive he turned around and went back home.

As luck would have it, he found her with his wallet in her hand as soon as he opened the door, a $10 bill sticking out.

She gasped when she saw him.

“I forgot that,” he said, glancing at the wallet. His body trembled. He needed her. He needed her so badly.

“Oh, I was actually just going to text you,” she said.

“Where’s your phone?” he replied.

Her cheeks went red with a blush when he pointed out that she wasn’t also holding her phone.

She chewed on her bottom lip for a second, then handed the wallet over.

“Was there anything else, Brent?” Daphne said. She kept glancing from his lips to his eyes. She didn’t close her own lips entirely, leaving them slightly parted. Brent 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. 

“I know you’ve been skimming money from me,” he said.

“Brent…” she started.

“Stop! I don’t want to hear it.”

“Then… what do you want?” she asked.

Brent 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.

Brent 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. 

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

“Have you ever been tied up?” Brent 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 Brent’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 Brent’s member. She nodded.

Not wanting to wake the baby, Brent led Daphne to the guest bedroom, which was on the main floor. Daphne 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 Brent kept the bondage gear he’d acquired during his more adventurous days.

He grabbed Daphne 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.

Brent could feel the blood pounding past his temples, hear it as it thundered by his ears, as he pushed Daphne 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.

Brent 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 Daphne 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, Brent...” Daphne moaned as she continued playing with her nipples.

Brent 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, Brent 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, Brent 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, Brent 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,” Brent said, smacking lightly at her hip.

He felt his cock pulse as she turned over and he got a good look at her ass. Brent 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, Brent 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, Brent 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.

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

Brent’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. 

Brent 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. “No more taking money out of it! Got that?”

“Yes,” she said.

“And I’m going to need you here again tomorrow night. Will you be here?”

“Yes,” she replied.
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