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Lara is a freelance designer desperate for money. After taking a one-night babysitting gig with one of the wealthiest families in town, Lara discovers that her boss, the attractive older woman Mrs. Whittaker, wants more than just a professional relationship with her…

***

Dominating the Babysitter

by

Victoria Charlesworth

1459 Juniper Road. Lara stared up at the massive three-story house, her eyes trailing over the vine-covered walls, the marble facade, the pond in the front yard. How in the hell did people become so wealthy? Sighing, she pulled her cell phone out of her jacket pocket and check the time. 7:53PM. She was a little early, but hopefully that would make a good impression on her new boss.

It was nearing the end of the month and money was tight for the twenty-four year old freelance designer. Never in her life would she have imagined herself taking babysitting jobs at this age… Then again, she wasn’t above taking weird jobs on craigslist for a few extra bucks here and there. This job, however, came vetted. Lara ’s best friend of twenty-years, Ashlyn, was the nanny for the family who lived in this gigantic house on the outskirts of New Haven. However, since Ashlyn was about to depart on a year-long adventure around the world, the Whittakers were in desperate need of a new babysitter.

As she approached the front door, Lara typed out and sent a text to Ashlyn.

You didn’t tell me the Whittakers were billionaires…

Lara rang the doorbell and took a step back. Within moments, the door creaked open and a tall, stately older gentleman appeared.

“Miss Jones. Mrs. Whittaker is expecting you. Please, come in.” He said, his voice clear and demanding.

Lara looked the man up and down. Whoa, she thought, a real life butler. “Um, thanks. Yeah, that’s me.”

As she stepped inside, the butler held his hand out for Lara ’s jacket.

“Oh, uh… here ya go.” Lara murmured, slipping out of her black jean jacket and handing it over. As the butler hung up her coat, she took a look around the humongous house and marveled at its high ceilings, massive wooden staircase, and marble statues warmly lit by two hanging chandeliers in the center of the foyer.

“Please, follow me.” The butler instructed, nodding towards the hallway to the right and leading Lara away from the door.

Suddenly feeling like she was underdressed, especially without her jacket, Lara crossed her arms over her chest and tried not to look so impressed by the home. It was like stepping inside of a home decor catalog. As they approached the kitchen, Lara heard signs of life throughout the rest of the house.

“…well, I would, Justine, but you know how he is… Steven is out for a few days next week for work, and I’ve got a thousand things to do. Not to mention–oh, Justine, can I call you back? The babysitter’s just arrived… Yeah, okay, kisses, talk soon.”

Lara turned the corner and tried hard not to let her mouth hang open at the sight of who she assumed to be Mrs. Whittaker. She was tall with reams of silky looking blonde hair. Her hair was thrown up in a messy bun and she wore a pair of black glasses a the edge of her nose. A silk scarf was thrown casually around her neck, and she wore a pair of plain, black chinos. She looked casual, comfortable, and somehow still incredibly elegant.

Mrs. Whittaker slipped her phone into her pocket and took a couple of quick, graceful steps towards Lara . “Ah, thank god you’re here. Lara , right? You’re a godsend, really. The boys are upstairs going wild and I’ve got a million things to do this evening. Work has unfortunately followed me home tonight.” She said, her voice slipping out of her quickly, seamlessly, like they were unfiltered thoughts.

“Hi, Mrs. Whittaker. Yeah, I’m Lara .” The younger woman looked up towards the second staircase that sat against the southern wall and heard what sounded like a herd of elephants stampeding around the room, but what was most likely the three boys she would be caring for tonight.

“Thank you, James, that’ll be all.” Mrs. Whittaker nodded to the butler who turned and gracefully glided away back down the hallway from where he came. “So, Lara , you come highly recommended from Ashlyn. It’s a shame she’s leaving us, but she mentioned you’ve known each for years. School friends?” As she spoke, the older woman meandered over to an open bottle of wine on the counter and refilled her glass.

“Yeah, we grew up in the same neighborhood. Went to the same school. Then, the same college. Best friends forever.” Lara explained with a small shrug. “I can’t believe I won’t see her for an entire year. She spoke very highly of her job with your family. Sounds like she loved it.”

“Isn’t that sweet? Well, she’ll be dearly missed, but I’m so thankful that we’ve got you. And, of course it goes without saying that if tonight goes well and you enjoy it around here, then we’d be more than happy to have you on full time.” Mrs. Whittaker said, taking a long gulp from her glass. “It’s a tough job, as I’m sure Ashlyn told you, but I think you’ll find it quite enjoyable…”

Lara felt something like a small shiver go through her, though she wasn’t sure why. “Um… great. Yeah, I.. that sounds… great.”

“Wonderful, well let me introduce you to the boys and then it’s back to work for me.” With graceful, sweeping steps, Mrs. Whittaker swept towards Lara and grabber her hand. She led them both up the stairs, her warm hand sending chills through Lara ’s.

“Boys!” She called, “Boys, come here for just a minute, please.”

Lara tried not to look surprised at the sight of the toy-strewn second-floor. A humongous big-screen television sat against the wall with numerous video game consoles attached. Action figures littered most of the room, as well as soccer balls, miscellaneous books and nerf guns. It looked to Lara like the inside of a toy store.

Two identical seven-year old boys darted into the room like whizzing bullets, followed closely behind by a slighter taller and older boy, each yelling at one another with indecipherable yells.

“Okay, okay! That’s enough you heathens.” Mrs. Whittaker said, smiling at her children with an amused laugh. “Soldiers, meet you’re new lieutenant. Lara , this is Travis,” She pointed to the first of the twins, “Josh, and,” she pointed to the final, taller boy. “Matthew. Boys, this is Lara . She’s going to be taking care of you tonight while Mommy finishes her work downstairs. Be nice to her, okay? She’s a friend of Ashlyn’s.”

The boys erupted in another explosion of indecipherable gibberish, yelling at one another and disappearing off into a bedroom down the hall.

“Okay, well, tonight should be easy. They’ll be busy playing video games or cops and robbers or something, and then they’ll tire themselves out. Their dinner is in the fridge downstairs, whenever they get hungry just throw it in the oven. Try and direct them to bed around nine o’clock if you could, but no worries if they’re a little wired. I believe they’re still on a sugar high from an end-of-school party this afternoon.”

“Great,” Lara said, nodding. Easy, she thought. This should be some easy money.

“Okay, well… I’ll be downstairs in my office if you need me. Have fun and good luck!” Mrs. Whittaker gave Lara a small smile that looked suspiciously flirtatious. Lara smiled back and watched as the older woman disappeared back down the stairs. Mrs. Whittaker was incredibly attractive, she thought, watching as the woman’s firm, supple ass bounced slightly as she descended the stairs.

Shaking the thoughts out of her head, Lara made her way down the hallway towards the cacophony of noise coming from the three boys.

When the clock struck 9:30PM, Lara was able to release a long, tired sigh of relief. The boys were in bed. The upstairs was filled with an angelic quiet. And Lara was about to get paid. She stepped softly down the stairs, trying to be quiet, and paused in the massive kitchen. From somewhere nearby, she could hear the sound of typing and soft jazz music flowing from somewhere.

“Mrs. Whittaker?” She called, poking her head into one of the many rooms branching off from the hall. A door at the end of the hall was opened just a crack and had to be from where the music flowed.

The older woman turned from where she sat a massive oak desk, beckoning Lara inside. “Oh, hi. Is it already 9? God, time flew this evening. Come in, come in.”

Lara slipped through the door and without thinking shut it behind her. She dropped down into a chair across from Mrs. Whittaker.

“So, how was it? You look like you survived alright.”

“Oh, yeah, yeah, no it was great. They were really sweet.” Lara said putting on a small, polite smile. The boys had been more than a handful, but that wasn’t something you usually pointed out to your boss, especially if they happened to be their parents.

“Would you like a glass of wine? You deserve it, I’d say.”

“Oh…” Lara began to decline, but something about the gentle invitation in Mrs. Whittaker’s voice changed her mind. She had nowhere else to go tonight. Why the hell not? “Sure, yeah, that’d be great.”

“Stay put. I’ll be right back.” The older woman disappeared out of the office at a slight jog. While she headed to the kitchen, Lara glanced around the wood paneled office. It smelled of jasmine and leather and the room was warmly lit with a few wall sconces. Lara tried to read the spines of the books behind Mrs. Whittaker’s desk, but she couldn’t see any of the particular names. All she could see was that they were all leather-bound.

“Here we go,” Mrs. Whittaker said, sweeping back into the room with two glasses of wine in her hand. She shut the office door behind her and took a deep breath as she sat down in the leather chair beside Lara ’s.

Lara took the glass and smiled appreciatively. She hadn’t realized how tired babysitting had made her until dropping down into the chair. Now the idea of getting to her feet sounded utterly impossible.

“So, Lara … tell me about yourself. Boyfriend?” Mrs. Whittaker asked casually, taking a sip from her own glass and leaning back in her chair with her ankles crossed in front of her.

“No.” Lara said, a small, coy smile rising on her lips.

Mrs. Whittaker returned a crooked, knowing smile of her own. “Girlfriend?”

Lara ’s cheeks reddened. She cleared her throat and shook her head. Had it been that obvious? “Not right now.”

“Ashlyn told me you were a designer. That sounds fun. Lucrative too, I hear.”

Lara shrugged, “It can be. If you can get the work. I’m having a little trouble in that department as of late.”

“That’s hard to believe. An accomplished, independent, attractive woman like you…” Mrs. Whittaker’s voice suddenly changed. It was low and throaty, filled with something Lara couldn’t quite identify. Desire? She shifted slightly in her seat and took another long sip. Was Mrs. Whittaker… hitting on her? She was incredibly attractive, but she was married, wasn’t she?

“I, um…” Lara laughed gently, unable to form words.

“My husband is away for the weekend on business. It’s been lonely here, just me and the boys, and James, of course. My husband, Steven, is busy so often, always coming and going. I can’t tell you how long it’s been since I’ve been… intimate with someone.”

Lara crossed one leg over the other as desire began to warm her. There, just below her navel, that wonderful tickle of pleasure began to tease her. She wanted Mrs. Whittaker. And it was becoming clear that Mrs. Whittaker wanted her…

For many moments, Lara held Mrs. Whittaker’s gaze, her tongue running over her bottom lip until she took another sip of wine. She couldn’t guarantee that she was reading Mrs. Whittaker’s signs correctly, and at the risk of losing this swanky job she had just gotten, she merely opened herself to whatever Mrs. Whittaker was suggesting. “I’m sure that you have lines of people wanting to be… intimate with you, Mrs. Whittaker.”

The older woman’s foot inched closer to Lara ’s, rubbing the side of the younger woman’s ankle with gentle, slow caresses. Slowly, she got to her feet, placed her wine glass down on the desk, and moved to stand behind Lara ’s chair. Her hands came down slowly to Lara ’s shoulders. Lara ’s breath quickened. She couldn’t see Mrs. Whittaker, but the sensation of her fingers playing gently across her shoulders sent tremors of desire flooding through her. What was happening?

“You’ve been a very good employee tonight, Lara .” Mrs. Whittaker murmured, her voice tickling Lara ’s ear gently. Her long, thin fingers inched downwards towards Lara ’s breasts. “But… there’s a few things I’d like you to do before you leave.”

Lara took another sip from her glass, pressing her lips together to keep a moan from escaping. “Yes, ma’am.” She whispered. “What would you like me to do?”

Mrs. Whittaker took Lara ’s earlobe in her mouth, sucking it, dragging her teeth across it. “I want you to get on your knees and lick my pussy good.”

A small moan of surprise and pleasure left Lara ’s lips. Surprised at herself, she sat up a little straighter and turned to look at the older woman behind her. “Y-yes, ma’am.”

Lara dropped down to the floor in front of the leather chair she had just been occupying, settling herself on the back of her heels. Mrs. Whittaker moved around to the front of the chair and lowered herself into it. She was smiling slightly as she sat, looking down at Lara with a hungry, desirous gaze. She wanted Lara . And she would have her. She arranged herself at the edge of the chair and pulled her pants down to her ankles, revealing a pair of white panties trimmed with lace.

Lara ’s mouth fell open at the sight of the woman’s toned and cared for body. It was clear that Mrs. Whittaker worked out frequently. She reached forward and drew the panties slowly down her boss’ taut thighs. Her eyes never left Mrs. Whittaker’s. Lara ’s heart was pounding away in her chest. Her clit was swelling with want and need as she anticipated what Mrs. Whittaker would taste like.

Lara looked down at the pretty pink pussy before her and lowered her mouth to the hairless, perfect mound. She gripped the sides of the leather chair and slid her tongue very gently through Mrs. Whittaker’s wet folds.

“Mmm, Lara …” Mrs. Whittaker mumbled, tilting her head back and sighing into the air. She placed her left hand around the back of Lara ’s head and pushed the younger woman’s head down with an authoritative grip.

Lara licked her boss’ pussy dutifully, dragging her tongue up and down across Mrs. Whittaker’s swollen clit, gathering up her juices from her core and spreading them all around the woman’s cunt. She penetrated her with her tongue, slipping it in as far as she could possibly go before returning her focus to the woman’s pleasure center.

“God, yes, Lara , oh, right there, darling. Don’t stop–“ Mrs. Whittaker cooed, tangling her fingers in Lara ’s soft, honey-colored locks. Her hips bucked slightly as she neared orgasm. Her teeth gritted together, she sat up slightly in the chair and humped Lara ’s face. The younger woman increased the speed of her licking, darting her tongue over and over around Mrs. Whittaker’s clit.

“Fuck, oh, fuck, yes, you dirty girl, right there, right there–fuck!” Mrs. Whittaker’s body tensed very tightly for a few moments and then relaxed into a state of divine exhaustion. She sat back in the chair for a few moments and sighed gently.

Lara sat back up against the desk, panting slightly. “Mrs. Whittaker…?” She murmured. “Was that good?”

The older woman’s eyes were closed as she nodded once. “Yes, Lara , that was very good. You are very good at that…” Mrs. Whittaker praised. “I think you’ve proven yourself to be more than capable of this job.”

“Was this an interview?” Lara asked with a small smirk.

“Yes. But this…” Mrs. Whittaker reached forward and brought Lara close to the chair again. She dragged her free hand down past the woman’s breast, down her abdomen, and let it rest on the button of Lara ’s pants. She pulled the button away from the fabric with tantalizing slowness. “… will be on the job training. Take off your pants. And your shirt.”

Lara obediently did as Mrs. Whittaker told her, slipping out of her pants and pulling her shirt over her head. She stood nearly naked in front of Mrs. Whittaker, clothed only by her bra and panties. Mrs. Whittaker got to her feet and stood very close to her new employee. She circled around her, examining her bare form, looking her up and down like a piece of meat.

“Take that bra off. Right now.” She commanded.

Lara obeyed quickly and without protest.

Mrs. Whittaker moved to stand behind the younger woman. She took both of Lara ’s breasts in her hands and kneaded them slowly with a firm grip. She brushed past Lara ’s nipples with her thumbs, feeling them harden beneath her touch. “Do you like that, Lara ?”

Lara whimpered softly in pleasure. “Mmm. Yes, Mrs. Whittaker.”

“Are you my paid whore, Lara ? Are you going to do everything I tell you too?”

“Yes, Mrs. Whittaker.” Lara agreed, nodding quickly. Her wetness was leaking out of her pussy, trailing down the inside of her thigh. She desperately wanted Mrs. Whittaker to fuck her. It was exciting, she had to admit, not knowing what was going to happen, what her new employer was going to do with her. It was even more exciting knowing that she had to obey no matter what.

“That’s a good girl.” Mrs. Whittaker said, squeezing Lara ’s nipples tightly now. She tweaked them in her fingers, twisting them around until Lara let out a series of pleasured whines. Mrs. Whittaker continued playing with the nipples, smirking down at her younger employee.

“You’ve got such supple breasts, Lara . Such perky, hard little nipples. I own these breasts now. Do you understand?”

Lara nodded in silent subservience.

“Very good. Now, bend over. Up against the desk here.” Mrs. Whittaker instructed, placing her hands on Lara ’s hips and turning her around to face the massive oak desk in the center of the room.

Lara bent over with her elbows against the wood and her ass sticking out towards her employer. “Like this ma’am?” She asked, looking over her shoulder.

Mrs. Whittaker brought Lara ’s panties down to her ankles. She scooped up the black lacy garment and pushed it towards the younger woman’s mouth. “Your panties are soaked, Lara . Here, have a taste.”

Lara opened her mouth and took the panties in, feeling a delicious indescribable wave of pleasure and shame settling over her. She moaned into the wad of fabric soiled with her own wetness and pushed her ass our further towards Mrs. Whittaker.

The older woman lay her hand against Lara ’s back and pushed her down towards the wood firmly. She used two fingers to part the woman’s folds from behind, gently exploring Lara ’s pussy with an experienced, knowing hand. She circled the woman’s clit with torturous slowness.

Lara let out a long slew of muffled moans.

“Ah, you like that, don’t you? And I bet those panties taste so, so good…” The older woman continued to verbally and physically tease Lara , never giving her too much pleasure. She used her free hand to spank Lara ’s ass with a sudden sharp THWACK!

Lara bucked in pleasure, squeezing her fists together and biting down on the panties. Mrs. Whittaker’s touch felt so good, but she needed more. She wanted to be fucked so badly, taken by her boss, used like nothing more than a disposable employee of the Whittakers’.

Mrs. Whittaker used her two fingers to penetrate Lara from behind, slipping them up inside of her as far as they would go. She fucked her, pushing her fingers in and out, in and out, in and out, riding her, slapping her ass every few strokes, owning her. Lara gripped the upper edge of the desk for leverage, moaning in pleasure with every thrust from her boss’ fingers.

“Mmmfff–“ She moaned, her voice high-pitched from behind the panties stuffed in her mouth. She was going to cum soon but she wasn’t sure how to communicate that to Mrs. Whittaker.

The older woman shifted her focus to Lara’s clit, rubbing quick tight circles around the pleasure center. “Cum for me, my little slut. That’s what I pay you for, isn’t it? Cum for me, Lara.”

Lara whimpered in pleasure as her orgasm bloomed inside of her. She panted, her whole body tensing up as every nerve inside of her seemed to be lit on fire at once. Then, completely out of her control, her body released. Cum dripped all over Mrs. Whittaker’s hand and down the inside of her thighs. She lay still on the desk, taking a few moments to enjoy the sweet afterglow of such a body wracking orgasm.

“Well,” Mrs. Whittaker purred, pulling her hand from out of Lara’s pussy. “I think that’s enough for one night. I’ll be seeing you tomorrow evening then. Same time.” The older woman began to dress, leaving Lara spent and panting across the desk. Finally, the younger woman sat up and pulled her panties out of her mouth. With a grimace, she put them back on and slowly dressed.

“Yes, Mrs. Whittaker.” She agreed subserviently. “Tomorrow evening.”

Mrs. Whittaker smiled hungrily as she pulled Lara close for a kiss. “Don’t be late. Goodnight.”

***

Lara pulled at her wrists, but found she could do nothing while handcuffed to the leather chair. With her hands bound behind the chair-back, all she could do was lick at the plump, rosy strawberry Mrs. Whittaker pressed up against her lips. The older woman sat down on Lara’s lap, her massive, round breasts pressing up against the babysitter’s chest. She dragged the strawberry across Lara’s kiss-swollen lips, occasionally leaning forward and kissing both her and the red fruit at the same time.

Tonight was the second night of her employment at the Whittaker mansion. Just as she had done the night before, she cared for Mrs. Whittaker’s three boys, and then made her way downstairs into the office where her employer waited impatiently for her. Now, Lara found herself bound to a plush leather chair with the older woman set on teasing her.

“I’m so happy you could come over for playtime tonight…” Mrs. Whittaker murmured, using her free hand to play with the messy locks of Lara’s dark-brown, wavy hair.

“Well, you are my boss after all.” Lara said, tilting her chin upwards, aching for Mrs. Whittaker’s kiss. “I have to do everything you say.”

“Mmm, that’s right. You most certainly do have to do everything I say.” Mrs. Whittaker said, taking a bite from the tip of the strawberry, then tossing it down to the ground. “And I’ll pay you for it, because you’re my little whore. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Mrs. Whittaker. I’m your paid whore.” Lara whispered, inching forward in her restraints, trying desperately to feel Mrs. Whittaker’s mouth on hers once again.

“Now, the kids are off to sleep. Mr. Whittaker is still out of town for work. That only leaves you and me… What to do? What to do?” The older woman climbed slowly off of Lara and circled around behind the chair her bound babysitter sat in. Lara could feel her inner core warming, throbbing and pulsing with desire. She wanted to please Mrs. Whittaker so badly, to be pleased by her, to devour and be devoured. Her nipples were hard from being exposed in the air conditioned master bedroom, and when Mrs. Whittaker reached around the chair to gently fondle them, Lara let out a long, low moan of pleasure.

“I love having you as my little toy to play with. Look at you. Tied to a chair. Forced to endure whatever I want to put you through. Does it make you wet? Does it give you pleasure to think about how helpless you are to me?”

“Yes, Mrs. Whittaker.” Lara mumbled, her eyes sliding shut. “What… what are you going to do to me?”

“Well… I think I’ll play with your nipples for a little while. I might finger you a little, just enough to get you going. I’ll tease you gently and slowly until you can’t stand it anymore. Then, maybe I’ll strap a dildo to you and fuck myself on you. Maybe I’ll masturbate and make you watch. Maybe I’ll just tie you up on my bed and watch you squirm around helplessly.”

“Oh, god,” Lara felt like she could cum then and there just from the thought of all of those things. It was hard to believe that just two days ago she had arrived at Mrs. Whittaker’s house for a one-night babysitting gig. Now, here she was handcuffed to a chair in her boss’s bedroom.

Mrs. Whittaker’s hands worked masterfully against Lara’s nipples. She wound them around, pinching them and rubbing at the sensitive areola. For a moment, her touch disappeared. Lara turned her head to try and see what she was doing. Before she could see what was happening, Mrs. Whittaker pressed two pieces of ice up against Lara’s nipples.

“Ohhh, fuck, Mrs. Whittaker. Oh-oh, god…” She whined as the freezing cold ice sent indescribable sensations throughout her. It was not painful, nor pleasurable, just sensorial. Lara could hear Mrs. Whittaker’s throaty laugh from behind her. She was enjoying watching Lara as she squirmed in the chair.

Mrs. Whittaker removed the ice and bent down to capture Lara’s lips in her own. She kissed her slowly, sensually, exploring her mouth with a curious, gentle tongue.

Lara whimpered with need into the kiss, wishing desperately that she could use her hands to touch Mrs. Whittaker, but the handcuffs kept her mostly immobile.

The older woman pulled away from the kiss and once again slipped out of Lara’s sight. Though Lara couldn’t see her, she could hear her moving around behind her.

“You have something special planned for me, Mrs. Whittaker?” Lara asked, her voice no louder than a meek whisper.

“I think you’ll enjoy it, yes.” Mrs. Whittaker purred. She came around to face Lara and held up a thick, black dildo in her hands, shiny and attached to a black leather harness. Without another word of explanation, Mrs. Whittaker attached the harness around Lara’s left thigh. The dildo stuck straight up, ready to be sat on. “You just sit back and enjoy the ride, my little pet.”

Mrs. Whittaker pulled the black thong she wore down her hips, to her ankles, and then stepped out of it. She straddled Lara ’s knee, her green eyes never leaving the younger woman’s brown ones. Slowly, she lowered herself down onto Lara’s thigh. A soft, pleasurable sigh escaped her lips as the dildo penetrated her.

Lara bit her lower her lip, her hips twitching with desire. She sucked in a hiss of breath as Mrs. Whittaker pumped her hips up and down, fucking herself with the dildo strapped to Lara’s leg. Despite her inaction, Lara couldn’t help but feel that she was in fact fucking Mrs. Whittaker, giving her pleasure even by staying completely still.

Mrs. Whittaker wrapped her around Lara ’s neck, pressing their foreheads together as she rode the dildo. “Oh, fuck… god, that feels good. Oh-oh, Lara…” She moaned, tilting her head back and sighing into the quiet of the bedroom. “Mm, right there. That’s right.”

Lara pressed her thigh upwards, hoping the movement would press the dildo further up inside of her boss. Mrs. Whittaker’s hands shifted downward and held onto the corners of the chair for leverage.             

“Do you like that, Mrs. Whittaker?”

“Mmm, god, yes, Lara, yes! Fuck me!” Mrs. Whittaker panted, bouncing now on the younger woman’s thigh, fucking herself hard. She increased the speed, forcing the dildo to press up against her g-spot and filling her with indescribable pleasure. Her orgasm was rising, building up inside of her like a flower preparing to bloom. She reached down with one hand and began to finger herself, working her pleasure center masterfully and causing the volume and frequency of her cries to grow.

Lara watched dutifully as her boss’ face contorted with mind-numbing pleasure, her teeth biting down on her lower lip, her eyes screwing shut and endless whimpers and whines leaving her.

“I’m going to cum, Lara. Oh my god, you’re going to make me cum–“ Mrs. Whittaker mumbled, slowing her thrusts and increasing the speed at which she rubbed her clit.

“Please, Mrs. Whittaker, cum on me. Cum on my leg, Mrs. Whittaker, please…” Lara begged. pulling at the restraints binding her hands.

“Ahhhhh, fuck! Fuck!” Mrs. Whittaker let out one long, lasting moan and held Lara tightly to her. Her body tensed for many moments, and then completely released into a state of divine exhaustion. Slowly, she reached behind the back of the chair from where she still sat on Lara ’s thigh and released the cuffs, letting them drop down to the ground with a clatter.

Lara automatically brought her freed hands up and wrapped them around Mrs. Whittaker’s hips. She leaned forward and kissed her.

“Mmm, you didn’t have to do much, did you?” Mrs. Whittaker teased, slowly climbing off of the dildo. “I’ll have to give you something more strenuous to do…”
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