
        
            
                
            
        

    


Facesitting in her Bikini by Scarlett Steele





“Ugh  Carla,  that  nosy  Mr.  Epstein  is  gawking  at  you  from  his window again,” Cissy says as she shields her eyes as she glances at my neighbor’s home. 



I smile a courtesy to the man before I dive into my pool. My light blue bikini rides up on me as I surface and I grin at my bestie. “Yeah, he  does  that.  Ever  since  I’ve  moved  here.  The  man  likes  to  watch me from his bedroom window. I swear, one time he was jacking off while peering at me, just from the way his shoulder moved, you know like this,” I say when I climb the ladder and act as if I’m grasping an invisible  cock  and  stroking  it.  We  giggle  as  I  take  my  seat  to  catch some rays. 



“You should really toy with the man,” Cissy says as she turns to me. 



“Like how?” I ask as a grin stretches across my face. 



“I don’t know; make it something that would really get under his skin. Like swim naked or something,” Cissy says. I giggle. 



“You know I think I will. Stay here, I’ll do it. Look at him though. 

He’ll stroke off while I do it,” I say as I stand once again. Waking to the end, I look up at the man and smile. He moves from the window as if he thinks I didn’t see him. I have keen eyes so I keep my eyes on him. 



“How old is he?” Cissy asks. 



“He’s probably close to forty.” 

 

“I’m  sure  he’d  like  to  have  a  piece  of  your  twenty-four-year  old ass,” Cissy says and chuckles. 



The  curtains  move,  I  can  barely  make  him  out  standing  in  the shadows. “Move to the window, Mr. Epstein,” I yell. “I’ll make it worth your while.” Cissy and I giggle and the man fucking steps back into the window in full view. 



“Watch him,” I say to Cissy as I remove my bikini top and let my D-cup girls bounce free. I gently cup each one and gaze back to his window. His eyes are wide and he’s probably drooling. I give him a wink as I shimmy out of my bottoms and I’m standing at the pool’s edge butt naked. Smiling I twirl to the man and do the mock grasping of  an  invisible  cock.  His  body  is  bucking  forward,  his  shoulders shuddering. 



“He’s jacking off,” I say as I dive into the cool water and swim to the  other  side.  Cissy  laughs  as  she  stares  up  at  Mr.  Epstein.  He leans forward, panting, probably his hand is dripping with cum. We giggle as we go back inside the house and forget the masturbating peeping tom. I dress and Cissy prepares to leave. 



“You should give him a big show sometime. He’ll probably open the window and shoot his cock onto the ground watching you,” Cissy says. 



“You’re simply wicked,” I say as we giggle. 



“Spice up his life. He’s obviously a lonely old man.” 



“He’s only around forty. Salt and pepper hair. Not bad looking.” 



“No wife or girlfriend?” 



I shake my head. “Just me. Peeping Tom and the young beauty next door,” I say. 



“Catch ya later. If you do anything else, I want to hear all about it. I think you should give the man the time of his life for one night,” 

Cissy says. 



My  brow  furrows.  “He’s  not  an  ugly  man,  but  I  never  thought about it. I dunno, maybe,” I say. 



“You should. Help him get his jollies off. I bet he doesn’t have a lot of experience for an older man since all he does is watch you in the pool,” Cissy says as she walks out the door with a wave of her hand. Perhaps she’s right. My mind spins with possibilities over the next two days as I go to work at the mall downtown. 



The sun sets in the west as I dress in my bikini. I’m feeling extra horny today so instead of masturbating in my bedroom or bathtub I make my way to the pool. At first, the curtain is shut and Mr. Epstein isn’t  there.  I  wait  while  I  enjoy  the  last  light  of  the  day.  A  glimmer catches  my  eye  and  I  sit  up  as  my  gaze  rests  on  the  window.  Mr. 

Epstein throws back the curtains, not trying to hide. I peer up at the man through my sunglasses. He can’t tell I’m looking at him, but he’s watching me. 



The seat is uncomfortable so I scoot the other one around where my neighbor will have a good view of my action. Settling on the seat I think about what I want to do feeling the wetness from between my legs.  He’s  standing  in  the  window;  I’m  sure  begging  me  to  do something. Stretching, my hand reaches for the tie of my bikini top and after its unfastened I toss it to the pool. The girls bob free as my hands come up and massage each one. My fingers dance over my nipples  as  they  harden.  I  moan  wanting  release.  My  fingers  keep dancing  and  when  I  look  up  at  the  window,  I  notice  Mr.  Epstein doesn’t have a shirt on yet he’s just staring down at me. I don’t give him  an  indication  I  see  him.  As  I  tweak  a  nipple,  my  other  hand 

slides down into my bikini bottoms and brush my clit. I grind into the seat. I want to be fucked by Mr. Epstein. I wish he’d come down. If he did, I’d let him pound my pussy until he loses his load in me. But he’s standing in the window. 





Glancing at him, I see movement with one arm, and the other is on the window frame, keeping him steady. The sight of it makes me hornier knowing this man is looking at me and jacking off. I want to take part in the act. I can’t take it any longer as I stand and shimmy out of my bikini bottoms and sit back down on the chaise lounge, this time bringing my feet up and allowing my legs to open spread eagle. 

I  want  Mr.  Epstein  to  see  all  I  have.  He’s  in  the  window,  his  arm moving, I imagine his hand on his hard cock and rubbing out a good one at the sight of me. 



“Uh, Mr. Epstein, don’t you want a piece of this,” I mutter as my fingers dance over my rock solid clit. I aim to give the man a good show while I give myself some much needed release. 



Groaning, I’m close to orgasm. I toss the sunglasses to the side because I want to make eye contact with the man. He’s still working his arm as I close my eyes, my fingers work over my nipples while my  other  hand  stays  on  my  clit.  I  imagine  what  it  would  be  like  to come with Mr. Epstein’s hands, or face. I buck into a raging orgasm as  my  pelvis  rocks  and  explodes  with  pleasure.  My  fingers  dance with lightning speed as I peak and come down. Spent, I lay back on the lounger as gaze up to Mr. Epstein’s window. He’s there, his body shuttering into an orgasm as he’s coming alone too. Smiling, I nod to the man and rise to head back into the house and a nice shower. 





The kinkiness of my actions puts me into a fit of dreams all night. 

I’m with Mr. Epstein. He’s shy but very virile as he takes me over and over.  It’s  a  fuck  fest.  I  literally  wake  up  with  my  hand  down  my panties  as  I  seek  release  once  again.  If  I  weren’t  on  the  edge  of

orgasm, I’d march to his house and let him bring me to the brink and back. But too late as my body rocks and bucks as I come from the horny dreams. 



Realizing how silly it is I need to get a hold of myself and stop with the silly back and forth between my neighbor and me. Two rainy days  saves  the  embarrassment  as  I  stay  inside  keeping  to  myself and  trying  not  to  think  of  the  man.  But  the  next  sunny  day  I’m compelled  back  outside  as  I  take  a  swim  on  the  warm  day  and looking up see my neighbor standing in his window. Smiling, I climb the ladder out of the pool and visibly glance up the man and wave. 

He waves back. That did it. I slip into my flip-flops and pull the terry robe over me as I cut through my house and out the front door and straight to my neighbor’s home. 



Mr. Epstein has a fancy doorbell that rings a tune rather than the straight   ding  dong  like  mine  does.  I  stand  at  the  door  for  a  few moments and press the bell again. I know he’s home because I saw him gawking at me from his bedroom window not three minutes ago. 

Finally, I hear footsteps as I straighten and prepare for our face-to-face meeting in person. 



The door opens, Mr. Epstein has the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen. 

His sweet smile warms my heart. “Yes, hello Carla,” he says. 



“Hello, Mr. Epstein,” I say as I share a big smile. 



“Mack. Call me Mack please,” he says. 



“Mack.” I tilt my head to the side as I continue smiling. We have an  awkward  moment  as  he’s  truly  a  shy  man.  “Would  you  like  to come over? And swim?” I ask. 



The  question  surprises  him  for  he  blinks  as  an  amused expression crosses his face. “Swim? Um, sure, why not,” he says as he smiles. “Just let me change, I’ll be right over.” I nod and pivot to

return  to  my  back  yard.  My  heart  thumps  at  the  possibilities  of  the neighbor’s visit. 



The back gate squeaks Mack’s arrival as I’m squirting suntan oil onto my hands. As he walks my way, he keeps a smile on his face. I struggle to rub the oil into my back. “Would you mind?” I look up at the man and hand him the bottle of oil. 



“Uh,  sure,”  Mack  says  as  he  kneels  down  beside  my  lounger and  squirts  oil  onto  his  hands.  I  grab  my  hair  and  pull  it  over  my shoulder so he’ll have access to my back and allow him to rub the oil onto my skin. 



“Mmm, you have nice hands,” I say as he gently massages my back. 



“Since  you  already  have  your  hands  oiled,  rub  it  onto  all  my exposed skin.” I turn around and lay face down on the lounger so he has access to the back of my legs. I stifle a giggle, for he’s playing right into my plan. Cissy will love this tale. 



“Flip  please,”  Mack  says.  His  sweet  expression  looks  innocent enough  as  I  turn  over  and  lay  back  while  he  rubs  the  front  of  my legs. His hands brush my inner thighs as I spread my legs apart so he  can  get  to  every  curve.  He  squirts  more  oil  into  his  hands  and rubs over my belly and chest, paying careful attention to my breasts, but  not  actually  touching  them.  He  stops  and  grabs  a  towel  and wipes his hands. I sit up and tilt my head. He’s still knelt down beside me. 



“Thanks,” I say as I smile. He blushes and nods. “Would you like me to rub oil on you?” I reach for the oil sitting on the table beside the lounger. He grabs my hand stopping me. 



“Not  necessary.  I  don’t  tan,  I  applied  sunscreen  already,”  he says.  His  hand  stays  on  mine.  I  reach  up  with  my  free  hand  and 

brush a runaway lock from his wild hair away from his eyes. I don’t waste any more time as I lean in keeping my eyes locked with his. 

Our  lips  touch  as  warmth  floods  my  belly.  He’s  not  shy  with  his kisses  as  he  pulls  me  to  him,  encircling  his  arms  around  my  back and rubbing my skin. Our tongues explore each other’s mouth as my pussy becomes wet. His hands feel wonderful as he glides over my skin. 



I  kiss  his  neck  and  nibble  his  ear  as  he  moans.  “You  enjoy watching me, don’t you?” I ask. 



Mack leans back and looks down at his swim trunks at his cock pitching a tent. “You have no idea,” he says. 



“I think I do,” I say as I continue kissing his shoulders and neck. 

His hand comes up and gropes my breast. “You want to touch me?” 



“Yes,” he says between kisses. 



“You want to make me come?” 



He  leans  back  and  gazes  at  me,  his  horniness  obvious  as  he groans. “Yes.” 



“You want to come, not by your hands, but by mine?” I give the man a sexy smile as I arch a brow. 



“I want to come by your hands. I want to make you come,” Mack says as he kisses my neck and moves down to my breasts. He’s fast with  this  fingers  as  he  unties  my  top  and  the  girls  bounce  free.  “I want to suck these.” His lips cover my nipple as his tongue dances over  it  causing  me  to  moan,  causing  the  heat  to  pool  in  my midsection. 



“Uh,  I  want  you  to  do  that  to  my  pussy,”  I  say  as  I  claw  at  his back. 

 

“I’ll do whatever you want me to do to your pussy,” Mack says. 



I  stop  and  pull  back  with  a  big  grin  on  my  face.  “Okay,  so  you won’t mind experimenting?” 



Mack chuckles. “What does the little lady want to do? I’m older than you but probably you could teach me a thing or two. I’ve never been married and have only had two serious relationships in my life. 

I’ve had a few one-night stands but nothing major,” he admits. 



“Really? That’s sad. You need to learn how to please a lady and perhaps  one  will  stick  around  longer  for  you.  I’m  just  the  horny  girl who can teach you. There are things I enjoy but few men have tried it or allowed me to try it,” I say. 



“Like  what?”  Mack  stands  and  removes  his  swim  trunks,  his cock points at me. I smile as I touch it and the man grimaces from the pleasure. 



“Like  come  over  here,”  I  say  and  we  walk  to  a  lounger  that’s hidden  from  anyone  seeing  us.  After  I  make  it  flat,  I  walk  over  and lock  the  gate  so  no  one  can  surprise  us.  Mack  watches  me,  his erection growing longer as I walk back to him. “Lay down.” I pat the lounger. 



The man obeys as he stretches before me. The lounger squeaks as  he  makes  himself  comfortable.  I  remove  my  bottoms  as  Mack’s face stretches into a smile. “I’ll play with that.” 



“I  want  you  to  play  with  it  with  your  tongue,  while  I  sit  on  your face. I’ll play with you with my hands, if that’s okay?” I ask. 



Mack opens his mouth and sticks out his tongue waiting for me. 

Giggling,  I  straddle  the  man,  my  ass  right  over  his  face.  “Are  you sure?” I ask. 

 

“I’m sure. I’ve never done this particular thing, but what the hell? 

Sit the fuck down,” Mack says and his hands guide me to his face. I nestle in as I lean forward so he can reach my clit with his tongue. 

His tongue juts around the folds of my wet slit eliciting a moan as I grind my pussy into his face. 



I  lean  forward  as  I  grasp  the  edge  of  the  lounger.  Mr.  Epstein runs his tongue over my clit as his lips gently suck it into his mouth, then his tongue juts over the head of my clit. His hands come up to my  nipples  and  that  does  it.  I  grind  and  grind  and  growl  and  buck over  his  face  as  the  orgasm  rages  through  my  body,  coming  in pulses. “UH, AH, SHIT this is good. Keep your tongue on it,” I moan. 

Finally,  I  come  down  and  stand  on  shaky  legs,  because  Mack’s tongue  won’t  stop.  I  crumble  to  the  patio  where  I  catch  my  breath. 

My neighbor catches his too as he stays put, his man pole standing at full attention. 



I smile at the man. “Are you okay?” I ask. 



“I think so. Shit, Carla. No one has ever fully sat on my face like that. I figured I had to make you come before you got off my face,” 

he says with a chuckle. 



“Well, for a first timer, you did great. I think I came twice during that.  Now  it’s  your  turn,”  I  say  as  I  stand  and  walk  to  the  man  and this time I straddle him and sit between his legs. Pre-cum drips from the  head  of  his  cock  as  I  grasp  it  with  one  hand.  I  gently  squeeze and draw more cum so I can easily slide my hands over his pole. He lurches  forward  with  a  groan  when  I  pull  up  the  cock  and  squeeze the  head.  My  other  hand  cups  his  balls  and  gently  massages  as  I work  up  and  down  the  cock,  drawing  more  pre-cum  and  sliding  up and down with expert precision. I know how to please a man. 



“You  really  worked  yourself  into  a  frenzy  a  few  times  while watching me,” I say as I slide my hand up and down his pole. 

 

“Uh-huh. UH!” 



“I  watched  as  you  jerked  off  while  watching  me.  It  made  me  a horny girl. I wanted you to come into my hands after I came on your face.” 



“Uh-huh.  FUCK.  AH,  OH!”  Mr.  Epstein  lurches  forward  as  his man pole stiffens and turns beet red before it shoots forth hot semen into my hands. I catch every drop and keep squeezing up and down his cock until he shoves his hands at me so I’d stop. I grin as I sling the cum onto the ground and rise after he’s finished. 



“Was that good?” I ask as he sits up and wipes a towel over his cock. 



“Good?  I’d  say  this  is  the  best  I’ve  had  in  a  long  time.  Your hands and pussy on my face beats me masturbating any day.” 



“So you enjoy facesitting?” 



“I  did.  I’d  like  to  try  it  again,  sometime,  if  you  wouldn’t  mind,” 

Mack says. 



“Why  Mr.  Epstein,  you  have  an  open  invitation  to  come  over anytime you’d like a pussy sitting on your face.” We chuckle as we dress. 



THE END
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