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HYPNO DOLL

It wasn't much of a choice. My daughters needed a sitter, and Hayley was almost a part of the family. I had watched her grow up from the little girl next door, to the full woman she had blossomed into. I knew she was the perfect girl to keep the house in order while we were away, especially since Rachel ran off with another man six months ago. 

The arrangement was working well. The kids adored Hayley, and so did I. Twenty dollars for an entire night of letting me get away for a business meeting was more than a bargain. But she was perfect enough to be more than just a babysitter. 

After all, I was a busy man. One trained in convincing people. Holding an M.B.A and a Master's in Experimental Psychology from an elite university gifted me with skills few others knew about. My skills had convinced the most hard-headed stockholders into mergers, and I knew they could bend Hayley's will like a piece of straw that night.


I walked through the front door and sat my briefcase down. The house was close to silent, so I knew the kids were already asleep. The only sign of possible life was the dim light coming from the end of the hallway.

I poked my head into the den to see Hayley reading a fashion magazine of some sort or another. I caught a glance of the cotton panties as she put her feet on the floor. I put on my act, forcing my face to blush nearly as red as her blouse. 

Hayley's sweet voice called out. "You're about ten minutes early, Mr. Brewer.” 

“Thanks for coming to watch the girls on short notice.” I fumbled through my wallet. “How about I double the pay for tonight?”

The inky blue of her eyes lit up as she stood. The second panty shot from her legs uncrossing almost seemed to linger. “No joke?”

“No fooling.”

She was a sucker for money, so I knew she'd at least be satisfied with myself as a provider. The supple cushion of her breasts squeezed against me. I had to run the wallet around her back to pull the bills out. I tried to take a step back, but Hayley moved with me. “What are you doing, exactly?”  

She looked up like a scolded child who didn't understand her infraction. The pout in her bottom lip melted me on the spot. “Thanking you.” Hayley's arms wrapped around my shoulders. “I've always felt like you and Rachel treated me better than other people.”

It was true that I always went out of my way for Hayley, as did Rachel before she left. When Hayley's parents divorced several years ago, Rachel and I were her shoulders to cry on. When I saw a boyfriend slap Hayley in her driveway, it felt like a miracle that he didn't file assault charges against me. 

I returned the hug with one arm. Hayley's chin suddenly propped against my collar as she looked up at me. “Is there anything else I can do before I go home?”

“One thing.” 

“Name it.”

I brushed her shoulder and set the trap. “I know it sounds random, but tell me about the last time you felt devoted to something.”

Hayley cocked her head. “I don't know. I had to quit cheerleading to study more this year, but I didn't care about anything as much as that until I had to stop.” 

It was devastating for her when she was forced to quit. “Now, think about putting that devotion into something else.”

Her head tilted even further. “Like what?”

“Just think of something important to you already.” I grabbed her by both shoulders. “Then count from ten to zero.”

I held the same stare a snake gives its prey. She stood transfixed, counting down her last seconds of true free will. She got out, “...one...ze—”

“Think of myself and the girls now.”

Hayley nodded, her expression blank as a fresh sheet of copy paper.

“The kids are in bed and I'm home.” I looked down to see her lips a few inches from my own. “Everything's taken care of.” 

Hayley stood on her toes and made contact. I froze as she asked, “But what about you?”

I couldn't comprehend an answer. Half of me wanted to run, while the other locked up. The hands inching down my back set my heart to racing. It felt like too much, too fast, even though it was exactly what I had convinced her to do. 

She leaned back, squeezing my ass with both hands. Her arms tensed inward, shoving her cleavage into plain view. “I asked you a question.”

It took everything in my power to stammer out, “Hayley, what are you doing?”

“Nothing you wouldn't want me to do.”

In all honesty, the consequences never crossed my mind. “And why would you think that?” 

“Whenever I'd wash my car in those little shorts, or even when I uncross my legs, I see it in your face.”

I couldn't deny it. A little teasing by playing dumb seemed in order. “Why do this?” 

Hayley pulled on foot up against the back of her thigh. “Because I want to.” She put the foot back down to pull me back with her. “And why not?”

“Because I still have a wife. You know... Rachel, the woman you've known for years?” 

The sarcasm only brought a twinkle to her eyes. “If I told you I don't think she's coming back, would you get mad at me?” 

My first instinct was to pull Hayley closer, but I knew better. My control technique only worked if the target didn't suspect an ulterior motive. “You're joking.” 

Hayley grinned and took another step back, forcing me along with her. “You know I'm not.”

This isn't happening.” I forced my eyes shut, acting like I hoped to wake from a dream. 

Hayley forced them back open with a quick dose of reality. “But it is happening.” I let my arms fall limp at my sides. Hayley grabbed each wrist and planted my hands firmly on her breast. “And I think you're enjoying it.”

“I don't think you know what you're doing right now.” My hands seemed to have a mind of their own as I felt the padding of her bra slide beneath my palms.

“I'm doing something that'll be good for all of us. You'll see.” The full meaning of those words wouldn't register on me until several days later.

“Hayley, I'm a married man. What's gotten into you?” My hands gripped the perfect twins, despite the look of protest I tried to maintain. 

Hayley took a few quick steps back, dragging me along. She stopped with the lounge chair behind her. “Are you sure you want to turn this down? I promise I won't charge extra, Mr. Brewer.” The innocence I was used to returned to her eyes.

The little minx knew how and when to push buttons. It was a talent I had seen her use before on her father when he would come to visit. The man always left, but the small fortune in gifts always remained. “God dammit.” I knew Hayley would have won even if my objections were honest. 

“Good. I think you understand.” She pulled herself up to meet our lips again. I put up no resistance. My entire existence became centered on the impromptu smooch.

As Hayley broke the kiss, she grabbed my hands and shifted her weight to the side. It forced me to turn in place, and I hadn't stopped yet when she pushed me into the chair. Before I could finish the rebound off of the overstuffed cushions, Hayley was straddling my lap.

The heat of her voice almost set to to a rolling boil. “Mr. Brewer, I'm glad you see things my way. I'll give you what you want, if you'll do the same for me.”

“And what do you want?” My hands rested just above the hemline of her skirt, taking in the new scenery with a gentle squeeze.

Hayley's tongue flickered up my jawline. She came to a stop just short of my ear. “For right now, you.”

I felt the heat underneath her panties rest on my thigh. I coaxed the skirt up to get a solid feel of her ass. Hayley's tongue entered my mouth as I gave in to the full heat of the moment. 

The quiet pop of buttons ran down my torso, revealing the tank top beneath. By that point, the rush of extra air felt welcome. Hayley's body heat combined with the fire she was busy stoking in me had the room feeling like an oven.

Hayley's hand ran up my shirt, lingering on my chest. I returned the gesture, sliding my way past the belly button piercing I never knew was there. The heave of her breathing had a mound rising and falling in my hand. I relished the feeling, wondering what perky delights hid underneath that bra.

I found the clasp, undoing it with the flick of three fingers. Hayley responded by grinding herself harder against my leg and pulling her mouth away from mine. She smiled and said, “Do you want to see what I've got?”

I hope you're smart enough to have a rubber flashed across my mind. It disappeared as soon as I saw Hayley lift the red fabric from her stomach. The bra dangled as the blouse bounced her tits against gravity on its way up to her shoulders. Besides, I had always wanted a son. 

My ears perked as I saw the bra fall into my lap. Hayley tossed the blouse away and planted her hands on my shoulders. “Do you like them?”

The only thing I could do was nod. Hayley giggled and set back to work on my shirt. I leaned forward to let her pull it from my arms. 

To my pleasant surprise, she leaned forward just as much. I bent my neck and received a face full of breasts. My hands rose on instinct, pushing the boobs I had watched grow over the past several years into my cheeks.

Hayley seemed to appreciate my appreciation. Her hand sifted through my hair as I took my time, enjoying every second of contact. I took a nipple between my lips.

“Mr. Brewer, I always thought you looked at my ass more than anything else.”

It was true, but it was also easier to get away with. The pink tip stretched as I gripped gently with my teeth. Letting Hayley guide me with the movements of her hands, I took full liberties with each breast. I hadn't seen the likes of the two since my own teenage years.

Fully given in to what the babysitter had put in motion at my urging, I relaxed as Hayley pushed my head back and stood. I sat transfixed as she slowly turned and began kneeling between my legs. My socks tugged away with a jerk of her wrists. 

Hayley worked her hands up, taking a sudden detour around the bulging desire under my khakis. Her hands merged again for my belt. The buckle flew undone. The leather sliding around me felt like the snake of temptation as she pulled it away.

She wasn't ready to rush on my account quite yet. Hayley, however, felt perfectly at ease running a hand down to begin pleasuring herself. Even with the occupation of one arm, she continued doing a fine job of stripping away my white business shirt.

I leaned over to pick the shirt off of the floor and drape it over Hayley's shoulders. It was oversized on her tiny frame, but she took a break from between her legs to run her arms through the sleeves.

With that interruption, Hayley rose and kicked her shoes off. She planted a foot on my knee, inviting me to remove the nylon knee-sock. Where the sweet girl next door I had always looked out for picked these tricks up, I still haven't figured out.

The second nylon slid off her leg and onto the hardwood floor. Hayley turned and lowered her ass against my eager package. She leaned her head back, rubbing her cheek against mine.

Her skin felt tight and tender against my ten PM stubble. Hayley caressed the other cheek with her fingers and asked, “But I wonder, what would your wife say if she saw us like this?”

The question rang through my head like the full-stop bell on a typewriter. Seconds that felt like hours passed as my conscience rose from the grave. And with my girls sleeping just down the hall? Hell, what would my friends and coworkers think of me hooking up with a girl less than half my age? 

Hayley carried on with the ordered seduction, pulling her hands back to run fingers through my hair. The slow grind of her rear against my lap went on undaunted. She let out a slight giggle and moaned what felt like mockery.

My voice finally erupted. “Do you think this is some kind of joke?” My brain and mouth cooperated, but the rest of my body remained transfixed.

She moaned again, louder than before. She released the back of my head and shoved my hand between her legs. I felt the mound beneath her panties with my fingertips as she said, “I'm completely serious.”

I let the false anger subside as the warmth and silken texture under the cotton tore down my defenses. It was becoming painful to resist moving my fingers just a few inches further down. The voice in the back of my head reminding me of that bitch Rachel admitted defeat. 

Hayley shifted her hips to the side, putting my index finger in contact with the edge of her panties. It felt like nature's own command as I tucked the fabric to the side and felt the clean-shaven glory. My dick threatened to bust through the zipper on the spot.

The mental image of Rachel returning home like a lost cat to see my hands taking liberties with the babysitter wouldn't leave. Neither would the grin from the thought. Hayley refused to let me stop when what she wanted was so close. “Make me come.” 

I hadn't fingerbanged a teenager since, well, I was a teenager. A quick flashback to my freshman year of college, more by sound than by image, dominated my brain. Reacting on muscle memory, my fingers spread Hayley's folds.

Running my index finger down her womanhood, I felt the wetness seeping out of her entrance. I reached the burning passage, giving it a teasing prod before sliding the digit back up. Hayley was already panting, digging her cheek into my jaw.

My free hand wrapped around to play with a breast. The soft flesh on my palm and the starched fabric against the back of my hand turned me on far more than I would have thought. I felt her toes latch on to my slacks halfway up my shins.

Rachel's face retreated into a faraway corner of my head. I pinned Hayley's clit between my index and middle fingers through her lips. As I began to give the pearl a rhythmic massage, I felt her flush of heat against my face.

The cotton of Hayley's panties held my fingers in place as I worked her into a frenzy. Each breath became a gasp, slowly working up to a moan. The silky texture sent waves of desire through every fiber of my being.

Hayley's back arched as she slid down, almost out of reach. I leaned forward to keep her in my grasp. The tension in her nubile body threatened to snap at any moment.

As her panties became sopping wet, Hayley's shoulders went into tremors. I moved my free hand up to her throat. The firm grip forced her head back up as she let out, “Fuck I'm close!”

I worked her clit harder, drawing out every ounce of pleasure. Just the act of working the blonde kitten into an orgasm almost proved enough to blow my own top. Hayley tried to surge forward again. The hand on her neck and the tight hold on her pussy just drove her harder into what I was dishing out.

Her young body reached its limit. Hayley tried in vain to shake herself away as the climax tried to erupt. My fingers kept adding tension. Try as she did to break away, I wasn't allowing her to stop there.

Hayley's attempt at pulling my hand out of her panties was a cute, if futile effort. Her body seized after a brief struggle. I knew she had to be on the blurry line that separated pleasure and pain.

With her teeth clenched and a scream failing to escape, I gave her the sweet release. The little slut convulsed in my lap, writhing and mewling as I held her tight. I pulled her back into my lap.

As Hayley rode out the last of the shakes, I draped her tiny body over the arms of the sofa chair. The button holding up her skirt popped open with little effort. As it slid down her thighs, I saw the near transparency all the excess wetness gave her panties.

I grabbed the cotton triangle and pulled. Her panties went along with the skirt down the rest of her legs. As soon as they dropped off her tiny feet, Hayley regained her composure.

The devilish look on her face came back as Hayley said, “I can't return the favor if you've got me sitting like this.”

“We could always go somewhere else.” I wanted to have some place more open than the chair. I wanted nothing more than to throw her petite body around after driving myself deep inside her.

“What did you have in mind?” The options seemed endless, but I had to keep away from the girls' bedrooms. I anticipated a loud, eventful rest of the evening. That ruled out going upstairs.

“My office. It's clear across the house from where the girls are sleeping.” My desk was just the right height, and I did want to try fucking on that fainting couch since I bought it a few years back. Fucking the babysitter brainless in my home office, as she wore my shirt after a business meeting, seemed like the best way to cap off the day.

Hayley jumped up and pulled me out of the chair. Continuing the fun in the room she had to keep the girls out of sparked her interest just as much. I stooped down to gather her discarded clothing, bundling it in my arms as I followed her.

The soft patter of her feet on the hardwood guided me through the dark hallway. Hayley opened the door and disappeared inside. I let myself in behind her, twisting the lock to avoid any unwanted witnesses to let Mommy know about the tip the sitter had earned.

Hayley took a seat in my desk chair and spun around. I wasn't ready for how she was about to turn the evening. “I talked with Rachel a few months ago. She wanted me to move in to be your nanny after I start college.”

It was news to me. “And you think clearance from a wife who left me is the way to get my approval?”

Hayley smiled as she stopped the chair's turn by propping a bare foot on the desk. “There's more to it than that, Mr. Brewer.”

“How so?”

“Rachel wants another baby.”

My wife had never mentioned the idea. “And she told you this first?”

Hayley propped her other foot on the top of the desk, giving me a clear view of her pink wetness. She pulled the cord on the banker's lamp behind her. “She didn't want to tell you, but she can't have anymore children.”

I rubbed a few brain cells together and figured out where Hayley was going. “You've got to be kidding me.” Letting Rachel go and fulfilling her greatest wish with another woman felt like the perfect revenge. 

“Do you remember that savings fund Rachel had you start piling up?” Hayley ran a hand between her legs, sliding a finger in her entrance.

I nodded and said, “What about it?” I wasn't sure if this was going to be news I wanted to hear or not.

“She's had it planned out ever since she found out she can't have another baby.”

I was shocked, but incredibly turned on by the idea. “You mean, she wanted to pay you to give us another child?”

Hayley dropped her legs and got up, easing her way around the desk and back to me. “College is expensive, Mr. Brewer.”

It didn't seem real to me. “What if I paid your way through college myself, and you agreed to live here with the girls and myself?”

The thought of what kind of protection I'd be using didn't even cross my mind until that point. I planted my hands on the edge of the desk, taking it all in. The urge to pick up the phone on my desk and call Rachel felt immense.

Hayley didn't want to play around anymore. “I'll do it, but are you fucking me or not?”

I turned and stared her in the eyes, noticing the sincerity. “Normal people might call this insane.”

She knew I wanted to. Hayley grabbed my cock, finding the slacks in her way an intolerable insult. “I could be your little slut, with or without your wife's approval.” I felt the zipper race down.

It was an unacknowledged fantasy come true, or a nightmare waiting to happen. It all depended on whether Hayley was being honest with me or not. The mental image of my wife imaging me between Hayley's legs stripped my defenses.

A soft hand gripped my dick through my pants and boxers. I stood transfixed, not budging as Hayley undid the button holding my slacks up. The nylon fabric slid down my legs.

Hayley jerked my boxers down, taking time to lift my feet and pull the socks away. I tossed the tank top off as I felt her tongue dance along my shaft. She stopped to look up and ask, “So do you want to reward me or punish me?”

I was never afraid to admit my love of being rough in bed. Hayley's lips closed around my tip before I pulled her back up. I was starting to think Rachel had told Hayley more than she was letting on about our personal lives.

Hayley rested her chin against my neck. She kissed my throat before saying, “Make me come harder than I did a few minutes ago.”

I intended to. In fact, I wanted to make her beg me to stop. Having a high-stress job does that to a man. “I don't know if you're sure you want that.”

Hayley grinned and turned for the fainting couch. She stopped before sitting down and turned her head to the side. “I can prove it to you, Mr. Brewer, but you have to start fucking me first.”

She bent herself over as I took the few steps closer. Without warning, I pushed her knees into the seat and propped my foot up on the cushion. I sank myself into her without the benefit of even a spit lube.

Hayley moaned, taking every inch of the sudden thrust. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped the back of the sofa. Whether it was out of pleasure or pain, I didn't really care.

I let myself rest at the deepest spot possible. Before pulling back for another thrust I asked, “Are you sure you want this kind of fucking every night?”

Hayley reached under herself to grab me by the sack. She turned her head, barely letting her eye show through the hair tossed over her face. “Just fuck me already!”

I obliged, pulling myself all the way out of her, then driving deep again with another thrust. Hayley screamed as my head collided with her inner limit. I grabbed a handful of hair and jerked her head back.

My next thrust flowed into the next. Her walls clenched as I picked up speed. Within seconds, I had her whimpering at the end of my cock.

She finally let go of the lower end of my package. Hayley ripped her head forward, breaking the weak grip I had on her blonde hair. With the regular motion of a pendulum, she twisted her hips left and right.

I stood awestruck, feeling her slide along my shaft. Each shift sent waves of sensation through my entire body. Hayley moaned with a hard shift of her ass, planting me back at balls deep.

Hayley went still, inviting me to play my next card. I took hold of her waist with both hands,   lifting her knees off the cushions. The hard jostling sent my manhood crashing into every surface of her tunnel. Thus is the joy of a girl not even half your weight.

She grabbed on to the partial back of the couch, suspending her entire body. As her screaming picked up, I pushed my efforts even harder. A high note ripped from her mouth. I rammed her torso back and forth, feeling her tiny ass bump into my stomach with every pull.

Hayley craned her back as if she wanted to take control again. I refused, putting her down on the couch. She tried to get up, but I moved my foot from the cushion beside her, planting it firmly on her arm.

I took hold of her hair again as I reentered, forcing a harsh yelp out of her core. Hayley didn't try resisting, giving in to the harsh pleasure. Each thrust pushed her further and further until I knew her throat had to be raw.

Her refusal to fight back, against what had to be pain tinting the pleasure, only made me want more. As Hayley's passage began to quiver, I pulled on reserves I never knew I had. A few more hard pumps were all it took.

Hayley came with force I never would have expected. My foot couldn't keep her arm contained as the climax drove her body into hysteric fits on the end of my shaft. The pulsing waves of flesh caressed my dick as her excess juiced began to leak out.

The sudden silence told me I needed to take the chance to move her for the next position. I refused to let her get the upper hand. If this was to be a long-term arrangement, ground rules had to be put in place.

I picked her convulsing body up, cradling her like a priceless artifact. I walked her over to my desk, putting her ass on the edge. Hayley regained some semblance of awareness as I forced her shoulders up.

She looked up at me, a certain shakiness clouding her speech, as she said, “You're weak.”

For a girl with no education in psychology, she knew how to push my buttons. An eighteen-year-old girl mocking your ability is one thing, but it's an insult when she's in your lair. Especially when she had already been marked with my shirt and a hard pounding in my office.

My composure shattered on the floor as I jammed myself back in and grabbed her shoulders. I felt the maniacal grin come over my face as her eyes clenched shut. Had it been under any other circumstances, I would have backed off from fear of hurting the girl.

The alpha male within me unleashed itself on her tiny pussy. Hayley's mascara streaked down her face as I delivered a pounding that jolted her entire body. For brief flashes of an instant, I would catch her opening her eyes to watch my dick slam into her. It was a sign of rebellion in my mind. 

I continued until I thought she could handle no more. Her screams echoed from the high ceiling. What she managed to pull off next puts me in awe, even to this day.

Hayley looked up at me, despite the hard reaming. She pulled the business shirt off and tossed it aside. I picked up my efforts again, but it didn't stop her from running her fingers down to her clit.

The tiny bean between her digits acted like a shot of nitrous oxide to an engine. Hayley began to shiver and rip the peace of the night with her voice. I started to wonder if the sounds were human or animal.

Even through the primal cries and roars, Hayley kept working herself harder. I smiled and granted her the reward of mercy. If I was to have such a worthy opponent in bed for the next several years, I had to show respect for a hand well-played.

With a fury that made her second climax feel like a preview, Hayley ripped her hand away from her clit. The intensity of her climax shook the very fiber of my being. I struggled to hold myself steady, wanting nothing more than to keep going so I could join her in the peak of orgasm.

Hayley's abused pussy held me in place. The hard lock of her walls against my cock kept me from pulling out any further than balls deep. She gasped for air as I stood, amazed at how much abuse her tiny body could handle.

I felt my shaft sliding back out after a few seconds. The remaining tightness made the draw pure bliss. Even with a wetness that had her slit almost crying, it still felt like a vise.

Able to breath normally again, Hayley put a hand on my chest as I pulled out and said, “Can I show you what I can do now?”

I picked crammed my way back inside her opening, then lifted Hayley up for the short walk to my desk chair. Each step jarred my tip against her cervix, coaxing a whimper out of my sitter with every bump. I felt like her pussy was the home I wanted to retire in for the rest of my days.

The chair's swivel creaked as I sat both of us down. The executive leather felt ice cold on my ass, but the full contact of Hayley's body could have warmed an ice mummy. I leaned all the way back as she tucked her feet under the arm rests.

Her steamy breath almost melted my ear as Hayley leaned into my ear and whispered, “I'm gonna make you come this time.”

I couldn't help whispering back, “That's a bold claim.”

Hayley threw her rump in the air and crashed back down. With my shaft rooted deeply inside, she swirled her waist to drive the point home. “You wanna fucking try me?” Whether it was a challenge or an invitation, I didn't care either way.

The motion of her hips rocked on, forcing the hairs on my legs to stand on end. I held on, already hearing her breathing pick up its pace. Hayley's breasts rubbed against my chest as she nibbled on my ear. I had no idea how much of a talented slut our innocent-looking babysitter really was.

As her panting turned to moaning, the feeling started to become incredible. Keeping myself under control and lasting more than a minute felt like a hopeless dream. Hayley let my earlobe from between her teeth long enough to ask, “Do you want another baby?”

The question shocked me out of the pure absorption I was immersed in. Is she even telling the truth about Rachel wanting another child? Her pussy slid along my shaft like a greased bowling ball down a slide. The question left my head almost as suddenly as it had arrived. 

Hayley’s volume became a hazard for hearing loss as she picked up speed, drowning out the abuse she was dishing out to my business throne. It was everything a man could ask for in a good hump, made even better by the fact that I was having a previously unknown wish granted. 

Hayley stopped and inhaled like she had just sprinted up Everest. Catching her breath, she panted out, “How loud can I get without waking up the girls?”

“They're across the house and on another floor. You'd wake the dead first.”

Hayley forced herself into me and tongued my neck. She worked her way up to my jaw before stopping to ask, “How much do you want to come in this pussy?”

I tried to answer as she began swirling her hips to an unknown rhythm again. My thoughts were fragmentary at best. All I could manage to force out was, “A lot.”

Hayley continued to moan, getting out “What do you mean by a lot?” A hard movement of her hips made her scream right in my ear.

“How do I make it more specific than that?”

I felt the lift of her ass as she took a ride all the way up my shaft and back down again. “You just fucking do it.”

If it was a dream, I would have punched myself for waking up at that moment. Hayley popped her hips side to side, smiling the entire time. Every cell in my body tingled with a desire to come.

Hayley stopped long enough to ask, “Do you want me to come on your dick one more time?”

I knew she had taken control. Hayley teased the answer out of me by waving her hips in lingering motions. “Please.”

Her hand drifted down my chest and stomach, finally resting on her clit. Hayley hugged my neck tight with her free hand, working herself into a frenzy. As her moaning turned to screaming, I felt the incredible surge of wetness flow between her flesh and my skin.

The full burst of her effort came out in fits of motion. Hayley worked my shaft as if she were trying to win a wrestling match with it. I pulled her even closer, burying my face in her hair.

Hayley wailed into my ear. Her excellent performance forced the ringing into the back of my mind. I hugged her around the waist, forcing myself just a fraction of an inch further inside, even though it felt like a mile.

I felt the smooth surface of her deepest reaches slide against my tip. Hayley rocked herself back, belting out a screech as she pounded her clit with fury. My hips took on a familiar hollow feeling.

The entirety of my existence seemed centered on my cock. Hayley's silky texture combined with her saturation, tossing my mind away. The first shudder of her orgasm jolted her entire body and mine with it.

Hayley pulled her hand away and gripped my shoulder with soaked fingers. The first pulse of my climax forced a deep grunt from my core. As I felt the hot come against my skin, Hayley locked tight.

The second and third bursts erupted inside her. My head tilted back as I tried to savor every fraction of a second. I felt Hayley's scream into my neck reverberate through my entire body.

Painting the inside of Hayley's pussy white with my final shots, I finally took a deep sigh. Every muscle in my body felt ready to fail. Hayley rode out the tail end of her climax, shivering in my lap and whimpering out her satisfaction.

I regained enough sense to realize I had just came inside the babysitter. The flash of guilt couldn't override the sense of pride that came over me. Hayley trembled against my body as the afterglow set in.

It would be another few minutes before either of us would bother trying to move again.


Hayley began walking for the front door as the dread started to creep up on me. “And you weren't lying about Rachel, right?”

She stopped and turned around. I walked over and stood, my chin level with the top of her head. Hayley grabbed my hands and placed them on her tits. The soft fabric of her blouse paled in comparison to what I had felt earlier.

“If you don't believe me, ask your wife.”

“I can't exactly go up to her and say 'I fucked Hayley last night. High-fives all around. I'm sure it wouldn't help in divorce court.'”

Hayley leaned into my chest. “Then you'll just have to trust me.”

I embraced her around the back as I secretly wanted to choke her. “That's not very comforting.”

“When's she coming back?”

“Never, as far as I know.”

Hayley pushed away from me and looked up at my face. “If you don't believe me now, why don't I stay and take care of the girls this summer?” The glint in her eyes should have warned me, but I had no idea such an innocent looking girl could conjure up what was in store for me. “I can take care of you as well.” 
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