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Chapter 1

The babysitter was driving me nuts.  It had been over two months that she had been taking care of our youngest kid – the eight year old brat and I couldn’t get the babysitter out of my mind.  I had been talking with some of the guys at work about how fine she was, but they had reminded me she was off-limits. If only I could tell my boner the same thing whenever she was around me, I’d be able to deal.  If only it was that easy.  Finally after a lot of thought, I decided to leave the babysitter alone and just get her out of my head.

One morning, I was sitting at the kitchen table, trying to wake up when she and the eight year old erupted through the door.  I groaned to myself and started searching for my smokes.  If I could make it to the backdoor before I was discovered, I’d be in good shape.

“Good morning, Mr. Turner.  How are you this morning, sir?”

“Fine, thank you.”  I didn’t make eye contact because I didn’t want to see those innocent adorable eyes of hers staring back at me.  The smell of her perfume was already assaulting me as she walked around in the kitchen doing her morning routine.

“Mrs. Turner asked me to take Nicholas to school.  Is that okay with you, sir?”

She stood right next to me as I sat at the table.  I had to look at her.  Then a question popped in my head.  How old was our babysitter?  I laughed to myself.  Was she old enough? Really old enough?

“What’s so funny?” she asked.

I grunted.  “How old are you, Stephanie?”

That upset her, I could tell.

She flipped her luscious long blond hair over her shoulder and pouted her exquisite lips at me.  Her pink lip gloss gleamed back at me with vengeful delight.

I wanted to take her right there on the table.  I wanted to make her crawl over to me and take my cock in her mouth and suck on it while I drank my coffee.

“Mr. Turner, I’ll have you know.  I’m old enough to drive.  Even though my mom kept me back a year, I’m old enough to drink too.”

My dick jerked in response.  Oh, she was old enough all right.

“That’s fine, Stephanie,” I said.  “I’ll be on my way soon too.  Thank you for doing taking him.  Have a good day.”  I stood up from the table with my coffee and smokes in hand.  “Bye Nicholas,” I said to the kid as I made my way to the backdoor as fast as I could and headed outside to the pool.  An early morning swim would refresh me and keep my wits about me.

“Mr. Turner?”

Dear god, she had followed me outside.  Slowly I turned around in the lounge chair I had fell into.  I watched as she crossed the walkway next to the pool.  In the morning sunlight, I could marvel at how gorgeous she truly was.  Her long hair flowed down her back.  Her long legs raced toward me with determination.  I could tell she was still mad at me for insulting her driving age.  I laughed at the way she pouted her lips and squinted her ocean blue eyes at me.  And the outfit she wore.  Holy shit!  The outfit she wore was to die for.  She had on a tight little blue top that accentuated her modest tits and stopped right below her tits. Her waist was slim and I could see a glint from the navel ring she wore in her inny belly button.  But it was the skirt she wore that did it for me.  A flurry blue and white checkered thing that swayed back and forth as she walked, so short I could clearly make out her cotton white bottoms she wore.

Breathe, dude.  You gotta just breathe.

Taking a drag of my cigarette as she rushed up to me, I admired her fussy nature.  I put on my self-defense demeanor because I was not going to let her think she had gotten the better of me.  A mere babysitter.  Hardly.

“Yes, Stephanie,” I said with a tone in my voice that let her know I was the man of the house and I was not about to listen to some stupid talk from a woman on anything.  But I threw in a little sauce to tease her because being in control I could do that.

“What is it?  I’m busy.  Did you forget something?”  I smiled at her and flexed one of my muscular biceps as I stretched out in the lounge chair and put my dark sunshades on.

Suddenly she sighed and worked her lower lip in frustration.  “I, uh, I…”

I looked away as fast as I could, briefly sipping on my coffee to appear uninterested in it all. Then I went in for the kill.  “If there’s nothing else, I think you need to be getting Nicholas to school.  Don’t you?”

Then she grunted at me with the softness anger of a kitten.  “Mr. Turner, I need our keys.”

“In the kitchen by the fridge, there’s a second set on the keyholder.  It’s right next to the wall calendar.  I’ll need my keys today of course.”

I wanted to laugh out loud at her.  It was simply adorable and quite innocent, but she felt like she had caught me or tripped me up.

She stomped off.

I listened to the sound her crocs made as she popped them across the concrete followed by the lovely swishing sound her legs made as her skirt teased her thighs.  My cock too groaned in frustration and I knew something was going to have to change in my household soon.




Chapter 2

That Saturday I invited one of my friends over so we could watch the game.  I hadn’t cleared it with my bitch of a wife which meant I’d hear about it later.  But as luck would have it, my wife had to work.

In the kitchen, my wife was talking to me about something I wasn’t paying attention to when I noticed Jonah was walking through the back gate near the pool area.

“Yeah, yeah, I’ve got it.  I can watch Nicholas.  Have a nice time.”

“It’s work, you dope.  I’m not going shopping!  I’m going to work, for god’s sake!  I’m always working!  You’re such an ass!”  She growled at me and stomped off.

It dawned on me when Jonah rounded the corner with the babysitter and kid in tow that I had failed to hear whatever it was my wife had been saying to me.  Oh well.

“What’s with your old lady?” Jonah asked me.

“The usual.  Just bitching about working all the time.”

“What’s new, right?  We all have to work.”

“Yeah, right.  You want something to eat?  The game doesn’t start til around noon or so.”

“Yeah, sounds great.  I didn’t get any breakfast.”

The babysitter eased in next to me.

I instantly breathed in her perfume and sighed as its aroma suddenly took hold of me.

“Mr. Turner,” she purred. “I made cupcakes and I put out chips and beer for your friends.  Here look.”

“Oh?”  I tried my best to act like I didn’t care, but it was so difficult.

She stood behind the kitchen table showing off all the treats she had made.  Her tiny hands caressing each and every bowl and plate she had laid out for us.

“What a magnificent spread,” Jonah said.  “Don’t you think, man?”

He smiled back at me.  “Ah yeah, man.  Fantastic.”

“Nice uniform you have on there.  You gonna do some cheers for us?”

The babysitter giggled and nervously pouted her lip, trying not to grin at us.  “If you want me to.”  Grabbing a potato chip, she dunked it in some ranch dip and shoved it in her mouth.  When some of the dip fell on the side of her lips, she licked it away.

Jonah and I both stood motionless watching the babysitter, waiting to see what she was going to do next.  Merely watching her eat was hypnotic.

“Those pickles look great.  Why don’t you have one of those?” Jonah asked her.

“Oh I love pickles,” she purred again.  She took the dill pickle in her hand and licked the top of it.

“You have to suck off the juice or it’ll splatter on you when you bite down on it,” I offered.

“Oh yeah,” Jonah began and then chuckled.  “I hate it when that happens.  Be careful.”

“You guys are teasing me.  I know how to eat a pickle.  I know how to eat a lot of things.”  She batted her blue eyes at us and swayed her hips.

Oh I bet you do, I thought to myself.

I watched as she flirted with Jonah who was also enjoying her choice of outfit for the day. A short black pleated skirt and matching top that had outlines of pink and yellow borders on the sleeveless arms and skirt hem.  A big W letter in yellow rested on her chest, even though her tits accentuated the letter nicely.  But it was the white tenny shoes and matching white socks that almost sent me over the edge.

Quickly the eight year old interrupted the delicious scene.  “Dad, can I play my game today?  She said no.  But can I?”

“Fine by me, Sport.”  I didn’t take my eyes off of the babysitter.

“Mr. Turner,” she started.  “He can’t…”

Waving my hand at her, I stopped her before she could correct me in front of my friend.  “Stephanie, it’s fine.  Tell you what.  Since Nicholas wants to play his computer game and we wanna watch football, why don’t you take a swim?  You probably need to work on your tan, right?”

Jonah chuckled at me as he grab his beer and plate of food.  “Oh wow, it’s about to start.  I’ll turn on the TV.”

“Mr. Turner, I’ll get in trouble if I don’t watch Nicholas.  Mrs. Turner will be mad.”

“Let me worry about Mrs. Turner.  Okay?  Go change and take a swim.  We’ll be in the living room there if you need anything.”

“Oh awesome!  Thank you, Mr. Turner!  Thank you!”

Before I could stop her, she reached up and threw her small body up into me.  Scrambling up my chest, she wrapped her long legs around my waist and kissed me on the cheek.  Her small little hands found themselves on my big bulky biceps and then around my neck.  Sparks ran through my legs as my cock immediately hardened fully.  I took in a deep breath.  Grabbing her by the shoulders, I picked her up and placed her back on the ground.  “You almost climbed me like a baby bear there.  That’s enough of that.  We don’t want to make a scene, now do we?”

“You’re so strong, Mr. Turner.  Your muscles.  They’re so big.  Ohhh!  Uh oh!”  She stopped talking when she saw my erection in my gym shorts.

“What’s wrong?”

“Oh, nothing.  Nothing at all!”  She blushed and looked down at her tenny shoes.

I laughed at her and rearranged myself in my shorts.  “Better get to the pool before I change my mind and have you do something else instead.”

I heard a little giggle from her.  “Ohh,” she laughed quietly.  “Yeah, better go.”  Then she turned on her heels, flipped her skirt up so I could see the black ruffles underneath and headed to the pool area.




Chapter 3

“Man, that’s one hot babysitter you’ve got.  I need to get me one of those.”  Jonah reached for another beer.  “How long has she been … oh good dive.”

As the fourth quarter began, we had grown bored with the game.  We had the game going on my big screen TV, but neither of us was watching it.  We were sitting there in the living room, beers in hand while we watched the babysitter play in the swimming pool.

“She’s a handful,” I mumbled as she climbed out of the pool, pulled down the bikini bottoms of her suit, and then headed back to the diving board.

“How many dives is that?” Jonah asked me.

“I have no idea.  I keep watching her…”

“Her form?” Jonah asked.

We both laughed.

“Yeah,” I agreed.  “Her form.”

“That swimsuit has a mind of its own.  It keeps getting caught in her crack.”

We both laughed again.  “Yeah, caught,” I said.

“Well man, I don’t envy you.  I mean I do,” Jonah began.  “But again I do.  I mean I wouldn’t be able to keep my wits about me with a piece of ass like that walking around all the time.  You must be going nuts.  Now I get it.”

“Get what?” I groaned as she took another dive off the diving board.

“What you said the other day?  About wanting to… you know.”

I reached for another beer.  “Yeah, I’m trying to behave.”  I chewed on my bottom lip and gritted my teeth.  I was just about to pop and I knew it.  “But it’s hard.  Really hard sometimes.”

“Yeah, that makes total sense.  Speaking of which, I had something I wanted to give you.”  Jonah pulled out a small ring that had a blue stone in it and handed it to me.

“What is this?  Are you proposing?”

He laughed and sat his beer down on the table.  He pointed at the pool area.  “It’s for your problem there.  One of my techy friends gave it to me.  I can’t tell ya who, but I told him bout this issue here.”  He pointed to the babysitter doing another dive off the diving board.  Jonah continued, “And he said it’s pretty easy to operate the ring with a sensory device.  I’ve got the name of the app you download to create an account and sync it.  Once you put it on the subject, you’re good to go.”

I nearly dropped my beer.  “Are you shitting me?  I’ve never heard of something like that.”

“Well I don’t know if it’s true or not, but I plan on trying it too.  He gave two rings, so I thought I’d share.  I’ll text ya the app link.  I’ve gotta get going.”

“You good to drive?”

“Oh yeah, I’ll be okay.  It’s two blocks down the street.  What can go wrong?”

“See ya later.  Thanks for coming over.  And thanks for the uh thing.  I’ll let ya know how it goes.”

“Yeah, man.  You bet.”

I didn’t even stand to see Jonah out because my enormous hardon wouldn’t quit.  He probably had one too after we had spent hours watching the babysitter swim.  The beers had made me sleepy, so I knew I needed to get more food in me.  Pizza should do the trick.  I placed the ring on the end table in front of the couch and forgot about it.  Picking up my phone, I sent a text to the eight year old.

Pizza sound good tonight?

YES

Order something for us.

When the babysitter appeared before me, I nearly jumped out of my skin.  She still wore her pink bikini.  Her body glistened with water still and her long blond hair was wet and clinging to her shoulders and chest.

“Mr. Turner, did I scare you?”  She leaned over me as I dropped my phone between the seats of the couch.  She pointed her hand at me.  “Can I have this?” she asked.

I didn’t say anything but watched as she held out the ring in front of her and looked down at it.  It magically fit too somehow.  “Will you wait right here and listen for the pizza? I’ll be right back.”  I grabbed my phone and raced to the bathroom for some privacy.

I texted Jonah and asked for the link again.  Hopefully he’d respond before it got too late.  After about 15 minutes, I decided to give up trying to reach him and return to the living room.  Stephanie needed to be on her way and I was getting tired.  Fuck, I thought.  I really wanted that to work.

As I opened the bathroom door, the baby sitter nearly collided with me.

“Oh Mr. Turner, I’m so sorry,” she said.  Her hair was messed up and cascading down her back.  She looked beautiful.

“What are you doing?” I asked.  “Are you okay?”

“I guess so.  I mean, I don’t know.  I put this ring on and now I feel weird.  I mean,”

And then she just stopped dead in her tracks, looking over at me.  She held her phone up.  “Jonah sent me this and I installed it.  He said to have you look at it.”  She handed me her phone, something she would never had done.

I held my breath and took the phone from her.  “Let me see what we have here.”

She stood looking ahead, gazing at the wall.

I sat down on the couch and studied the app.  Stephanie had not followed me. She continued to stand like a robot staring at the wall.  “Stephanie,” I said.  “Join me on the couch.”

She did as I told her.  Oh we are in business I think!

Not taking my eyes off of her, I clicked the play button on the app.  The ring on her finger started to hmm and buzz, then it glowed a light blue color, pulsing every few seconds.

“Mr. Turner,” the babysitter began.  “I want to blow you. May I?”

I almost freaked out, but kept my cool and replied, “Of course, Stephanie.  I think that is a great idea.”

Then I watched as she crawled over my knees and got in between my legs. She looked up at me innocently with her perfect, big blue eyes and smiled at me as she rubbed my knees.  Then she focused on my crotch area.

My dick jerked in response to her intense stare.

She repeated her request.  “I want to suck you off.  May I?”

I nodded back at her and did my best to make sure my jaw wasn’t hanging open in shock.

When she eased her mouth over the tip of my cock, I sucked in a deep breathe.  I couldn’t believe how amazing her mouth felt.  She took more of me in than I thought she could.  Spreading my legs more and sitting further down in the couch, I gave her as much access as I could.  She was in control of my cock and I let the scene play out.

“You’re so big, Mr. Turner.  I’ve never seen one so big.”

“Really?  Whose cock have you seen?”

She giggled again.  “Just yours, Mr. Turner.  It’s so amazing.”

“Good, good,” I mumbled and moved her head back down to my cock.  I had to keep her occupied because if I didn’t I would take her on the couch right then and there.




Chapter 4

When the door bell rang, I had almost came in the babysitter’s mouth.  Almost, but not completely.

She smiled up at me as she remained between my legs and cleaned off her chin.  “You taste amazing.”

“You’re a very naughty babysitter.”

She giggled back at me.  “I had to know how big you are.  It’s amazing, sir.  Just amazing.”

Grabbing my phone, I hit the pause button on the app.  The babysitter immediately went limp.  She closed her eyes and lowered her head as if I had just turned her off.

I sighed and pushed my cock back into my gym shorts.  “I’ll go get the pizza.”  It was all I could do to utter the few words.  She had me insane with lust, but she didn’t respond to my statement.

As I managed to get to the kitchen, I realized Nicholas had ordered two huge pizzas.  He had a big container of coke and a pizza box in his hand.

“I’ll be upstairs, Dad.  Thanks again!”

“Can you eat all of that, Sport?” I asked as I followed him to the bottom of the stairs, making sure he could manage.

“Yup!  Thanks, Dad!  I haven’t had pizza in forever!” He raced upstairs to his room.  “Mom never lets us have pizza!  Oh by the way, Mom’s staying in town tonight.  She sent me a text.  She’ll be home tomorrow.”

***

When I walked back into the living, the babysitter remained kneeling by the couch where I had left her.  With my wife gone, I’d have access to the babysitter all night if I wanted to, I thought.  My cock jumped in response.  The opportunity was there for the taking.

Glancing at the app again, I figured out how to increase the pleasure zones of the subject.  I switched a couple of toggles to ON and hit the Save, then Play button again.

I eased up next to the babysitter and traced my fingers over her left shoulder.  “You want me, don’t you?”

She said nothing, her eyes still closed.

Fumbling with her phone, I hit the Play button on the app again.

She sprang to action.  “Oh, Mr. Turner, what am I doing here?  I’m in your way.  I’m sorry.”

“Oh no, it’s fine.  You were sucking me off and enjoying it from what I could tell.  But I’d like to do something more now if that’s okay with you?”

“Of course.”

My dick ached with desire.  I wasn’t about to stop now, not when I could tell she wanted me, and we were all alone.

“You’re fine with that, then?” I asked.

She held out her hand toward me.  The ring pulsed and hummed.  “I’m completely okay with it.  Please fuck me.”

Slowly I pulled down her bikini bottoms.

She lifted her hips to help me.  “I’ve wanted this for so long,” she purred.

“Trust me. You’ll enjoy it.”

She giggled.  “You’re so huge, Mr. Turner, are you sure about this?”

“I’ll be very careful,” I whispered in her ear.  “Here,” I said as I carefully fingered her clit.  “How does that feel?  How bout I just do this?”

She was wet all right and I knew she was wet enough for me to fuck her with my big cock, but I wanted to take it slow.

“Oh,” she moaned.  When she started moving her hips against my big index finger, I slid a second one inside her moistness.

“You like that?”

“Oh yeah.  Very much.”

“You’re such a tease.  Aren’t you?”

She giggled as she slightly bent her knees.  “Am I?”

I moved around to get between her legs and pulled her pussy directly into my face.

“Mr. Turner!  What are you doing?”

“Shhhh,” I said.  “You have to be quiet.”

“Oh, oh, yes.  Okay, yes.”  The ring on her finger pulsed away as she received the impulses from the device.

“I’m going to eat you out,” I growled softly as I started working her pussy over with my tongue.  Her juices tasted amazing and I relished every drop.

When I began moving my tongue over her little nub, she responded to my touch.  She rocked against me as I explored her more and more with my tongue.  She met my thrusts in time with her hips as she grinded against my face.

I could taste her cum getting hot and delicious as I moved my fingers in and out of her pussy, pulsing back and forth.  She was so hot and warm, and gushing with love for me.

Then I heard her say it, “Ease me down on your cock.  Please.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, please.  I want your cock, Mr. Turner.  Please!  Fuck me, please!”

“Call me Daddy.  Okay?  Call me Daddy.”

“Oh,” she moaned.  “I like that….”




Chapter 5

Carefully I pulled her small frame into my arms, so she almost sat in my lap while I rested on the floor.

“I don’t want to hurt you,” I said.

“I’m a big girl.  I can take it.”

Laughing at her sassy talk, I wrapped my big arms around her little hips and let her descend down on top of my cock.  Not all the way at first, but just enough to give her a good thrill.

“We’ll go slow,” I said as I teased her pussy with my cock, lifting her up and then down, and then up again so she couldn’t fully take me all in.

“Oh my god, you’re driving me nuts!”

“It serves you right, sweetheart.  You’ve been driving me nuts for months.”

“Ohhhh,” she purred.  “Haaaave I?  Ohhhh, you feel so good…”

“Um huh, nuts.”

“Oh I like that.  I like driving you insane, Daddy.  I do!”  She pushed her legs down and fell full force on my cock.

We both cried out in triumph.

Then slowly she rose up on her knees and started riding me.  She tossed her head back each time she slammed down on my cock, throwing her hair back and forth in my face.  I was in pure heaven.

“What are you doing, you little vixen?”

She kept riding me, and I knew I was about to fill her up with my cum.  Her pussy juices smacked in time with our rhythm as they oozed over my thighs.

“What are you doing?” I demanded, ready to surrender my soul to this tease who wouldn’t stop riding my cock like there was no tomorrow.

“Ohhh, I want you to cum inside me, Daddy.  I wanna do this all the time with you.  You have to keep fucking me with that amazing cock!  Oh god, yeah!  Daddy, please. Please!  Fuck me!  Keep fucking me please!”
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