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Lola enjoyed babysitting for Martin and his wife. Their son wasn’t in preschool yet, and was so well-behaved that he spent most of his time sleeping. In fact, the kid slept like someone was paying him to do it.

So it gave Lola a lot of time to herself when she was over.

She was a first year college student, 18 going on 19, and she did this gig for a couple of regular clients to try and keep her student loans low.

She used to bring over her laptop and some school work and just spend a few hours doing that.

But then she started to get lonely and bored. And a little bit daring.

Martin was a handsome man, A handsome older man with a beautiful wife. He was successful, in construction or something like that, and he liked to keep himself in shape.

There were pictures from family vacations on the walls of Martin and his wife on the beach in Cuba. His wife was pretty, but one time Lola found her eyes drawn to him and couldn’t keep herself from looking at that picture at least a few minutes every time she came over.

He stood there on a sandy beach, the water so blue and rippling behind him, his hands on his hips. He wore only some shorts, and he looked great.

Lola wondered what it might feel like to have those big, strong arms wrapped around her body. What he might smell like. How warm his bare skin might feel against hers.

And if she put her face closer to the picture, she thought she could see a hint of the outline of his package.

She thought he was a big guy.

So she usually spent at least a solid half hour each time she was over touching herself. Running two or even three fingers into the tight and slick wetness of her pussy.

Or teasing the engorged nub of her clit so hard that her back arched up and her lips peeled back from her teeth.

She came at least once thinking about what it might feel like to have Martin’s throbbing cock plunging into her youthful cunt again and again until she just couldn’t take it anymore.

She actually got jealous of Martin’s wife for getting to experience that, and thought that he might enjoy being with a young woman for once.

Her little masturbation sessions started out in the bathroom. When she felt safer, she moved them to the couch. Then onto the guest bedroom.

Last week she’d gotten completely sopping wet in the master bedroom, her lithe body writhing around on Martin’s king size mattress.

There’d even been a bit of a wet spot on the duvet, but a little bit of vinegar and baking soda cleaned it up nicely and no one had ever said anything about it so she knew she’d gotten away clean and clear.

She also never said a word about any of this to Martin.

That night she got to their front door and rang the doorbell, the chime muffled inside the house.

As usual, Martin answered. He wore a nice suit, the tie complementing his eyes.

And he always wore just the right amount of stubble, which she admired when he smiled down at her.

More than once during her sessions, Lola had wondered what it might feel like to have that stubble scratch against her inner thighs while his experienced tongue worked its magic on her swollen mound.

“Hey, Lola. You’re early,” he said.

She hoped the darkness of the early evening hid the way she blushed. That blush spread all the way down her body, and the heat of it concentrated in her already quivering pussy.

She was torn: on one hand she wanted to be around him longer. On the other, she wanted them out of the house so she could push her shorts down and torture her little clit until she experienced some sort of satisfaction.

“Yeah, the bus was a bit ahead of schedule,” she lied.

For just a moment he smiled down at her, and she thought she saw the spark of something in his eyes.

She banked that look for later.

“Well, Brad’s already tucked in and out like a light, so I hope you brought a nice, long essay to work on,” he said, sidestepping so that she could squeeze past him into the well-lit foyer.

“Lots and lots,” she said, hating how bubbly and young she sounded. But she couldn’t help it. Every time she saw him her heart raced.

She hefted the strap of her backpack to show him that she had brought something over to use.

“That’s good,” he said, “I think I say this every time, but we really love having you look out for him. We’ve never worried about anything.”

She licked her lips, “Better watch out, or I’ll use that to ask for a raise!”

His smile widened, and he put his hand on her shoulder. Her breath caught in her throat and she forced herself to breathe normally.

“You’d deserve it,” he said.

“Hun? I’m ready to go. Is Lola here?” Martin’s wife called.

“Here and ready to go!” Lola said back as Martin’s wife rounded the corner.

Jealousy flared in Lola’s chest. His wife was so pretty. She probably got to fuck him all the time.

Still, she made herself smile at her. They waved as they got into the car and Lola waved back from the porch when they backed out and started down the road.

Normally she liked to wait a good 15 or 20 minutes before stripping down and getting busy.

But her little cunt throbbed quivered tonight. That pressure from his hand on her shoulder had really set her off. How strong his fingers felt, how warm his palm was.

She couldn’t stop thinking about what those fingers might feel like buried to the last knuckle in the wetness of her pussy.

First she checked on the kid, peering in with the door opened just a little. Fast asleep. So she went to the living room.

She flopped down on the couch and spread her legs. Then she popped the button on her shorts and drew the zipper down.

She pushed one hand down the flat of her stomach, her fingertips diving beneath the elastic of her panties.

They found the soft, warm flesh of her mound. And the nectar between her lips.

She closed her eyes and sucked in a breath, imagining that Martin was there beside her, shoving his hand down her pants while his wife was getting ready in the other room. That was hot.

Her nipples perked up. Without really thinking about it, she slipped the straps of her top and her bra down her arms, then let both fall down her waist. Her breasts spilled out.

She pinched one of her nipples until her breath caught.

She moaned and sank a finger deeper into her pussy. The moan intensified. She writhed around on the couch, her whole petite body quivering.

It just felt so fucking good. 

She didn’t even hear the car pull into the driveway, or the door open.

And she definitely didn’t mean to moan, “Ooh… Martin…” just as he walked into the living room.

“Lola?”

“Shit!” Lola said, wrenching her hand out of her panties. Three of her fingers glistened with the wetness from her sex.

“What’s going on here?” he said, “Is this what you do while my wife and I are out?”

“Why are you back?” Lola sputtered. The shock of it was startlingly close to that moment of euphoria during an intense climax. Her little pussy convulsed.

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

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

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

Lola felt her body begin to tremble. At first, she thought it was fear. Then, she realized it was arousal. Martin looked so handsome just then.

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

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

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

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

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

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

He moaned as she squeezed his cock. It felt and looked so much bigger than her last boyfriend’s.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, God...” Martin moaned. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck, that is nice...” Martin said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know, I think you do deserve that raise,” he said.

He shrugged back into his shirt and started doing the buttons up.

“Yeah?” she said. Her pussy throbbed, the ache of it already setting in. His load was warm inside of her. 

“We’ll talk about it when we get back. Now, I have to get back to the restaurant. Keep an eye on the kid,” Martin said.

“See you later,” she replied.

She watched him go, feeling better and more satisfied with each passing moment. She liked the thought of him going back to be with his wife. She’d have no idea about Lola. Or the hot load of cum Martin had left inside of her.

Or the way her husband’s cock was still slick with the juices from their babysitter’s tight young cunt.

She liked this a lot.
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