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Jenna Makes Three

I WAS ASLEEP ON THE COUCH WHEN THE NOISE OF A KEY fumbling in the lock woke me up. According to the clock it was barely midnight, far too early for the Burkes to be home, but I could hear women’s voices giggling and whispering outside. Curious, I pretended to be asleep and watched the door through slitted eyes.

“Come on, Colin. Put some hair around it, hon, then you’ll get it in.”

There were more giggles as the door finally swung open.

“Hush, you drunk sluts. Do you want to wake her up?” Colin’s amused whisper was loud enough to tell me that he wasn’t exactly sober himself.

Colin tiptoed in, and convinced that I was still dozing on the couch, waved an all clear at the door. Alicia staggered in behind him, her arms wrapped around a slender, young brunette woman I didn’t know. Their hands were all over each other as they lurched across the room, giggling like a pair of little girls. As Colin quietly closed the door, I saw Alicia and the other woman start to kiss, grinding hard against each other, completely oblivious to everything else. Tingles shot through my pussy as I watched Alicia writhe and moan against the other woman. 

“Damn,” Colin muttered. “Can’t you two wait ten minutes for me to get rid of the sitter?”

“Noooo,” whined Alicia. “Now, Colin. My pussy is on fire. Jenna will be fine; she’s fast asleep.”

“Well, what if she wakes up?”

Alicia giggled mischievously. “Maybe we’ll ask her to play with us.”

Colin’s eyes roamed over my body where I lay stretched out on the couch, and one side of his mouth quirked up in a little smile. “Whatever you say, love.”

Alicia snorted. “Don’t think I haven’t noticed the way you’ve been looking at that hot little piece of ass, either, you dirty old man. But you can worry about fucking the babysitter later. You’ve got more important things to do right now. Us.”

As they disappeared up the hallway leading to their bedroom, my mind was reeling. Holy shit. All this time I had thought the Burkes were so wrapped up in each other that they never even noticed anyone else.

I had been working for the Burkes for a couple of months now, watching their two kids while they went out every other Saturday night. They were younger than most of the people I usually worked for, only in their late twenties, and they were into the club scene so they usually didn’t stagger in until around two or three in the morning. They could never keep their hands off each other, and seemed to be in a perpetual state of low heat. It wasn’t hard to see why. Colin was ruggedly handsome with a hard body and a tight ass that I wanted to grab every time he walked by. As for Alicia, well... 

I had done the girl-on-girl thing with my first roommate for a few months when I had moved away from home, mainly to see what all the fuss was about. It was nice, no doubt about that, but I just had a craving for cock that wouldn’t go away no matter how many times she made me come, so eventually I gave up on sex with girls. Alicia had me reconsidering that. The way she walked, the way she moved, the way she laughed; everything she did set off desires that I never knew I had. I found my eyes drawn to her firm, tawny thighs and the perfect curves of her mouth-watering tits, and I’d start creaming my panties imagining how she would feel and taste, and what it would be like to have her mouth on me.

My pussy throbbed deep inside of me, thoroughly awakened by the scene I had just witnessed. And up the hallway a slender beam of yellow light fell on the floor; the bedroom door hadn’t closed. The house was an antique, with lots of character that included a number of doors that wouldn’t stay shut unless you closed them firmly. Apparently Colin had been in too much of a hurry to do that tonight. As I thought of what was going on inside that room my heart pounded, and I found myself rising from the couch and creeping down the hallway. I was terrified of being caught, but that light in the hallway drew me like a moth to a flame. Stepping carefully to avoid the creaking floorboards that were another feature of the old house, I stopped just outside of the patch of light and peered through the cracked door.

The brunette woman I didn’t know lay naked on the bed with her legs spread. Alicia crouched between her thighs, face buried in the wide-open snatch before her. As I watched, Colin hiked Alicia’s tight skirt up around her waist to expose the lush roundness of her ass. She wasn’t wearing panties. Colin’s fingers probed between her legs until a gasp from Alicia told me that he had hit the right spot. With soft little moans, she began gyrating her hips and humping back against his hand.

“Fuck, yes,” she groaned. “Right there, baby.”

 For a second I saw the glistening slit of the other woman pointed right at the doorway, the dark pink of her tunnel open and inviting, and then Alicia bent back down to lap hungrily at the juices leaking from that steaming hole. The brunette’s moans joined Alicia’s in an erotic chorus that vibrated through me, meshing with my own hammering pulse. Moisture seeped into my panties, and I slid my hand into my pants until my fingertips dipped into the spreading wetness between my legs, toying at the entrance of my aching cunt. My clit was hard as a rock, and I rubbed it softly with fingers slick with my own cream while I watched entranced as Colin’s fingers stroked into his wife. My breaths came hard and fast, and I bit my lip to keep from moaning myself. I had never imagined that just watching other people this way could get me so fucking hot.

The brunette wriggled and twisted as Alicia’s tongue flickered over her clit, clawing at the bedclothes until her hands found the headboard and locked onto it like a drowning woman might grab a life preserver. Alicia’s perfect ass swayed as she fought to keep her face in the woman’s snatch. Colin finally got tired of chasing her with his fingers, and he pulled his hand away from her cunt, drawing a mewling whine from Alicia.

“No,” she pleaded. “Please don’t stop.”

Colin stood up and stripped off his clothes. His cock jutted straight out, so stiff and erect that it might have been chiseled from marble. The swollen, purple head bounced a little as he climbed back onto the bed and sank to his knees behind his wife. Colin’s hands massaged the soft, round globes of her ass, and his thumbs slid tantalizingly through the crevice between them to lightly tickle her pink little asshole. Alicia’s body shuddered at every touch on her innermost private place, her moans turning into an animal whimpering against the brunette’s mound as the burning lust inside her built and consumed her. 

I felt my own ass pucker and tighten in sympathy, sending a new wave of hot tingles through my quivering tunnel. Oh, fuck, but I would have given anything to be sitting on that lovely rod of Colin’s just then, with it spearing up into that aching hollowness I felt inside. My fingers continued working on my hard nub as I pumped out more cum to soak through my panties.

Gripping his cock with one hand, Colin guided it into the slippery trough between Alicia’s legs. He ran it up until the head slid over the ticklish skin of her clit, then drew it slowly back until the tip rested against the trembling crinkle of her ass. He taunted her with it, driving Alicia crazy with its nearness to her pussy until she was practically frantic. 

“Oh god, please put it in,” she begged. “Please. I need it, Colin. Shove it in me and fuck me, baby.”

She spread her legs wider, humping her ass back at him. Colin eased forward and worked the head of his prick into the wet warmth of her tunnel. From where I watched I could see her stretch to take his thick shaft as he pushed deeper inside of her. Alicia’s hands tightened on the brunette’s ass as Colin penetrated her, gasping sharply as each thrust forced its way into her tightness.

My fingers flew over my rigid little nub as I watched Colin driving his cock into his wife while she sucked wildly on the brunette woman’s pussy. I felt the warm, tingling pressure of the orgasm building deep inside my cunt even as the brunette threw herself back into the bed, her thighs locked on Alicia’s head as she cried out again and again in blissful ecstasy. Alicia was so lost in her own passion that she hardly noticed; she had her ass thrust high to give Colin easy access and gave low, guttural grunts every time Colin’s shaft filled her. Colin’s fingers clenched tightly in the flesh of her ass, spreading her cheeks apart so he could watch himself as he drove into her dripping snatch.

Alicia’s cries pushed me over the edge as well, the muscles in my pussy pulsing hard as my legs turned to water and I fought to keep from gasping loudly enough to be heard. Colin sped up, his rod pounding into Alicia like the shaft of some fleshy engine. The brunette slid down beside Alicia and they kissed again, then she crawled back to Colin, who pulled his dripping cock from Alicia’s cunt and presented it to her. With a wicked little smile she began licking his wife’s cum from his shaft.

I felt the walls of my pussy flutter again, but the brunette had moved to where she could see into the hallway if she looked up, and I didn’t want to risk getting caught. I crept back to the couch and lay there quietly for another half hour before Colin came to wake me up. He told me that Alicia hadn’t been feeling well, so they came home early and she went straight to bed. I made the usual polite noises and tried to keep what I was really thinking off of my face as my imagination ran wild with what the three of them had gotten up to after I quit watching. I was so hot when I left their house that I thought I was going to have to pull over to the side of the road on the way home to finish myself again.

*          *          *

“Spread wider, Jenna,” Alicia murmured, her voice a little muffled because she was sucking on my nipple.

I stretched my legs as far apart as they would go while her fingers—the softest I had ever felt—sought out the hard little lump at the top of my slit. I sighed contentedly as warm pleasure swelled inside my cunt, stirred by the tingles Alicia sent through my nipples and clit. Colin moved between my legs and I felt the hot, satiny hardness of his cock slide against my inner thigh. He rubbed the head back and forth through the juices oozing from the opening of my narrow tunnel, and then thrust inside. I gasped as my pussy stretched to receive him, as his meat slid in to stuff the void inside of me, and I felt myself start to gush over him.

My eyes snapped open and I stared blearily at the clock by the bed, pulling a pillow over my head with a groan as I saw the time. This was the third time this week that I had woken up in the middle of the night with my pussy all wet and pulsating from a dream about being in a threesome with the Burkes. After all the things I had dreamed of them doing to me, I didn’t know if I was going to be able to look them in the face when I went back to babysit on Saturday.

The throbbing below the sheets was relentless. I was never going to get back to sleep if I didn’t do something about it. With a sigh of frustration I reached down and stroked the tight skin of my clit, gently the first few times but with increasing vigor until I was rubbing it wildly. I needed to come so badly I could barely stand it. I stretched, straining my muscles, trying to push myself over the edge and attain the orgasm my body craved. Two fingers from my other hand pushed into my sopping wet cunt, mirroring the feverish motions on my rigid little nub.

The orgasm rose inside of me, hot and tingling and tight, but agonizingly slow. I needed the release, I needed the tension to fucking break already so I could go back to sleep, and I was ready to scream in frustration. I slid a finger back between the cheeks of my ass and caressed the tender flesh of my nether hole. Little thrills shot up my rear and into the innermost parts of my pussy. Slowly I wiggled the tip inside, up to the first knuckle, and I bit my lip as I savored this new penetration. Working it in and out of the tight ring of my ass finally did the trick, and my pussy spasmed and squeezed my fingers inside of it. I did cry out in relief then, not giving a damn if the neighbors heard me or not. Eventually my pulse and my breathing slowed, and as I rolled over to try to get back to sleep my last thought was that I needed to find myself a boyfriend and a good vibrator.

Three days later I was back at the Burkes’ house, watching through the living room window as they drove away. As their car turned the corner and passed out of sight, I sighed and went back to the kitchen where the kids were finishing their dinner. I plopped them down in front of one of their favorite movies while I cleaned up the mess in the kitchen, unable to think of anything but whether the Burkes might bring home another girl later, and whether I might have a chance to watch them again. Deep inside my pussy I felt a little flutter. It was going to be a long night.

After I put the kids to bed I turned off all the lights but one lamp by the couch, and stretched out with a book. I was far too wound up to even consider looking at the homework in my backpack. I hardly knew what I was reading; most of my attention was turned to listening for the sound of the Burkes pulling into the driveway. Again and again I heard cars approach and my pulse would race and I would start shaking in anticipation, but each time the car would pass and the sound would die away in the distance. Hours passed. 

Another car neared the house, but by that time I had given up waiting and it wasn’t until the car doors slammed shut that I realized that the Burkes were home early again. Swiftly I dropped the book and curled up on the couch with my eyes closed, willing my breathing and heartbeat to slow. I felt sure my heart was hammering loud enough for them to hear before they ever got the front door open.

The key rattled in the lock and the door swung slowly open. Colin peeked in and saw me lying still on the couch.

“She’s out,” he murmured.

Alicia came in, her clothes and hair mussed so that I decided that they had already been going at it hot and heavy in the car. She looked over at me, eyes sliding over the long legs revealed by my short skirt, and smiled.

“She looks so sweet,” she whispered to Colin.

“And probably tastes sweeter.”

Alicia giggled. “Oh, how I’d love to find out. And I’m sure you’d like to sink that cock into every hole she’s got.”

“The thought has crossed my mind a time or two.”

She ground her hand against the crotch of his pants. “I’ll just bet it has. Well, come on; you can be the daddy and I’ll be the sweet, innocent little babysitter you’ve decided to corrupt.”

“Hm? That could be interesting.”

“Yeah.” She grabbed him and started pulling him into the hallway, already tugging at her clothes with her other hand. “Tonight I want you to use me every way you can think of while you pretend I’m sweet little Jenna.”

I had to fight not to choke. Sweet little Jenna? Seriously? Damn, did I have them fooled, or what? They seemed to be getting a lot of mileage out of the fantasy, though. I waited on pins and needles to see what would happen next. Would they leave the light on? Would they forget to close the door again?

That familiar patch of light appeared on the floor of the hallway. Before I knew it I was halfway to their door, pulled by the siren song of my lust. I felt myself growing moist just thinking about what I might see and hear through that narrow crack, enhanced by the thrill of watching them unseen. I stepped in as close as I dared and peered inside.

They had shed their clothes and were already in bed in a classic sixty-nine position with Colin underneath. Alicia straddled him, grinding her crotch back into his face as she sucked wantonly on his swollen meat. Colin grasped her hips and dove into her, burying his face in her steaming cunt even as she took him deep in her throat, her hand slowly pumping his shaft as she bobbed her head up and down on him. I lifted up my skirt and my fingers went straight for my clit.

Alicia let his cock slip from her mouth, her warm, pink tongue caressing his shaft as she glided from the head to the base and back again. Wrapping her mouth around the underside of the head, she vibrated her tongue against the sensitive skin there. I swear I could see Colin’s prick throbbing from the doorway.

I took a step forward so I could see just a little better. Unfortunately that step landed directly on one of the creaky floorboards I had forgotten about in the heat of watching them. I found myself staring straight into Alicia’s eyes, and my breath caught in my chest as a cold wave of terror swept through me. Her eyes dropped to where my hand was still buried under my skirt, then locked back onto my eyes again. Colin’s cock dropped from her lips.

“Come here, Jenna,” she said quietly.

For a second I thought about just running away, but I let my skirt fall back into place and stepped into the room. Alicia pulled herself forward so she straddled her husband’s abdomen instead of his face, and Colin watched at me curiously. I expected to see anger in Alicia’s eyes, but she just looked amused. Amused and more than a little excited.

“It’s not nice to spy on people,” she said.

I hung my head. “I know. I’m sorry.”

“On the other hand, it’s natural to be curious. Especially about sex. And I’m afraid Colin and I haven’t been very careful to keep things under wraps. Once I get going I tend to get carried away and don’t like to slow down.”

“Especially after a couple of drinks,” Colin muttered.

My mind raced. She sounded like she really thought I was some kind of innocent girl, curious about the sex life of adults. Could she really believe I was that naïve and inexperienced at nineteen? I glanced up in time to see Colin unobtrusively slide a hand up Alicia’s thigh to finger her from behind. Her eyes half-closed as his fingers slid home inside her. At that moment I decided to play along with it. Whether they really believed it or not, it seemed like the best way to get myself into the bed with them, and what I wanted more than anything else in the world right then was for the two of them to fuck me.

“I’m really sorry, Alicia,” I said as contritely as I could manage. “It will never happen again.”

“It’s all right, hon. We’re not angry.” She patted the bed beside her. “Come sit.”

She seemed completely oblivious to their nakedness as I sat down next to her. I was anything but oblivious. Colin’s prick jutted up like a flagpole, and Alicia’s hard, pink nipples were practically begging me to suck them. Alicia placed a slim hand on my thigh, her eyes boring into mine.

“Did what you see excite you, Jenna? I saw your hand under your skirt.”

“Yes. Watching you two got me really hot.”

“Mmm. Give me your hand, sweetie.”

Never taking her eyes from mine, she kissed my fingertips, and then one by one drew my fingers into her mouth and sucked my juices from them. Little bolts of electricity coursed from there down to my trembling pussy, which started gushing cream again. Alicia’s hand on my thigh drifted lightly up my satiny skin until it reached the edge of my skirt, her fingers sliding under to brush softly against my panties. She gave each of my fingers a final, playful little lick, and leaned in close to me.

“You’re so beautiful, Jenna,” she murmured. “Such a beautiful girl.”

Warm breath caressed my ear and tickled my cheek. Her lips burned against the skin between my ear and jaw, and I let my head roll to the side, exposing more of my neck to her mouth. She kissed slowly down along the angle of my jaw and continued down my neck, sending shivers of desire through me. I felt her hand exploring further underneath my skirt, and I whimpered as she found the hard knob of my clit and drew slow whorls over it with her fingertips. Those fingertips traced the line of my slit through my panties down to the dampness between my legs.

“Poor Jenna. You’re so wet. You must be about to burst.”

Alicia pulled aside the moist crotch of my panties and skimmed her fingertips through the soaking entrance of my cunt. I drew a shuddering gasp and spread my legs wider, pushing against her fingers. I wanted her to shove then into me and fuck me hard and fast until I came all over her, but Alicia had other ideas.

She dipped her fingers into my cream and turned back to Colin, offering her fingers to him as though they were covered in icing. He sucked them greedily, dark eyes watching me with a naked hunger that excited me every bit as much as Alicia’s fingers.

Alicia climbed over Colin and stood before me, her succulent tits just inches from my face. Watching me carefully, she drew my shirt up and pulled it over my head. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and my nipples crinkled hard as the cool air hit them. Alicia covered them with her warm hands, rubbing them gently under her palms until I was shaking from the thrill of the friction. When I didn’t object, she pressed me back onto the bed and slid my skirt and panties down my legs and dropped them on the floor.

“You are so fucking hot,” Colin said appreciatively.

With a little smile Alicia got back onto the bed and crawled up next to me, draping one long, tanned leg possessively over mine. Her hand went back to my mound, teasing my clit while her mouth bent to suck on my aching nipples. As I shuddered in ecstasy from her touch, Colin pulled himself up until he was sitting against the headboard. He slowly stroked his rock-hard cock while he watched his wife pleasuring me.

Alicia felt me getting wetter, and she looked up at me with a mischievous little grin before slithering down between my legs. It was just like their night with the brunette woman—Alicia burrowed into my soaking pussy while Colin knelt behind her and filled her with his thick rod.

She panted against my exposed slit, her tongue flickering across the swollen knot of my clit as Colin stroked deliberately into her. I felt her fingers teasing the outside of my tunnel, her tickling sending shocks into my depths. Her tongue drifted down to lap at the juices covering me, and then wiggled inside of me to light off a slow, white heat in my cunt that sent tingles all the way down to my toes. Fingers replaced her tongue once more as she went back to lick circles of liquid fire around my nub.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped. “Alicia. Oh, Alicia.”

The first orgasm crashed through me before I knew what hit me. I thrashed on the bed as the room went dim and my blood pounded in my ears. I called her name over and over as my pussy squeezed and pulsed, until finally it passed and I lay limp, immersed in a warm glow, her body a pool of heat against mine.

“I think she liked it,” Alicia commented to her husband.

“I think you’re right. Is it my turn, yet?”

She giggled. “You’ve got such a one-track mind. Be gentle with her, or I’ll take her away from you and just make you watch.”

Alicia leaned forward until she slid off his cock, and rolled over to give him some room. With a little sigh Colin sank down into the bed near me. His cock strained towards the ceiling, still glistening with Alicia’s cum. His wife moved to straddle his chest, facing me, and lowered her slit towards his face. Colin’s tongue shot up to taste her, lashing out in bold strokes as she settled against him.

“You’re so good at that,” she purred.

I felt a little jealous. I had wanted to bury my tongue in her beautiful, wet pussy, to taste her and feel her move against me as I pleased her. But Colin’s shaft swayed hypnotically before me, and my pussy still craved a big, thick cock to fill it. Hot tingles let me know that I wasn’t anywhere near done, yet. I sat up and took him carefully in one hand, gripping him close to the root. I felt Alicia’s eyes on me as I trailed my tongue over his hot meat in long, lazy swirls. Alicia’s sharp, tangy musk filled my mouth and nose as I licked Colin clean of her cum, the most intense aphrodisiac I could ever have imagined. The walls of my pussy thrummed, and I sucked the purple head of Colin’s cock into the soft, velvet wetness of my mouth.

I wanted every bit of him inside me, to taste her while having my mouth crammed full of hot, throbbing meat. The taste of his pre-cum mingled with her juices in my mouth, salty and tangy, a deliciously naughty mixture. I slid my mouth down over him, jamming his shaft further and further in until the tip of the head reached the back of my throat. Sucking hard, working my mouth and tongue on him, I could feel Colin stiffen and jerk and I started fucking him with my mouth, squeezing and sliding. It made me hotter and wetter every second.

I couldn’t take it anymore. My pussy was demanding a cock to fill it, to stuff the aching, fluttery emptiness. I rose to my knees, straddled Colin’s hips, and slowly lowered myself until the head of his cock pushed between my folds and rested at the entrance to my cunt. I reached down and gripped him, still slick with my saliva, and held him steady while I slowly sank down to my knees, letting him stretch and fill me. Colin had a good, thick cock that stretched the walls of my pussy so I really knew I was being fucked. When I was all the way down and I felt him deep inside, stuffing me full, I leaned forward and ground my clit against his pelvis. Slowly I rocked back and forth on him, grinding against him, forcing him as far into my depths as he would reach.

Alicia’s hips gyrated above Colin’s face, her eyes half-closed as her own orgasm approached. She leaned forward and pulled me towards her, her velvet lips parted as she pressed down on mine. Our tongues danced and twined, and I got a wicked thrill knowing that both of us were tasting our own juices in the other’s mouth. I broke from her, gasping for breath, and ran my tongue around her mouth, tasting myself there, too, licking her where my cum had smeared her cheeks and chin. She shuddered and moaned, and twining her fingers in my hair she pulled my face back to hers, her tongue hot and greedy in my mouth. Then her fingers clenched and she cried out into me, jerking away and burying her face in my neck as she shook and trembled in the throes of her orgasm. Her chest heaving, she slid from Colin and fell back onto the bed to watch us.

Colin, free at last, grabbed me by the hips and lifted me off of his cock. Wild with lust, I cried out in anguish at being separated from that iron-hard shaft, but before I knew it he had me bent over and was sliding his slick rod back into me from behind. Cream poured from my pussy, dripping down Colin’s cock and balls and running down the insides of my thighs. My muscles shook with the tension building in this second orgasm, my stomach tightening as the searing pressure coiled inside of me. Everything in my world focused down onto that wonderful, thick cock churning in my cunt.

“You’re so fucking tight,” Colin panted between thrusts. “So fucking hot.”

A warm hand touched my face and I opened my eyes to see Alicia smiling at me from only a couple of inches away. Her lips sank onto mine in a kiss, gentle and slow this time, just wanting to share me again as she felt me getting closer to coming. As I felt her fingers slip under me to massage my clit, I moaned against her tongue and bucked against Colin’s hips. He was getting close as well; his fingers kneaded the soft flesh of my ass as he pounded into me over and over again. I felt the walls of my pussy tremble and quiver, hovering right at the brink.

“Oh, fuck me hard. Ram it into me.”

His strong fingers clenched on my hips, digging into my flesh, and he jammed his manhood into me so that I could feel his balls shoved tight against me. As he jerked inside my throbbing tunnel and the first scalding gobs of his semen shot into my dark recesses, I felt my own muscles spasm and twitch, the walls of my pussy clamping down and pulsing against Colin’s shaft. I gasped into Alicia’s mouth, breathing air from her own lungs, and bit her bottom lip, grasping it in my teeth until I came down and collapsed forward onto the bed, Colin’s rod still buried to the hilt inside of me.

Small, soft hands caressed my body, sliding across the thin sheen of sweat that covered me to soothe and stroke and pet me until my breathing slowed and I felt as relaxed as I had been in months. I looked up into sparkling eyes.

“Jenna, Colin and I have been looking for a playmate for months. You’re so sweet and sexy, we’d love for it to be you. Are you interested?”

I pretended to consider. “I don’t know, Alicia,” I sighed.

Her eyes widened in concern. “Did we do something wrong, sweetie?”

“Oh no, nothing like that. I just don’t know that once every other weekend is going to be enough, that’s all.”

Alicia looked back at her husband, and I could feel him chuckling silently. “I think maybe we can work something out,” she said.

“In that case I’m all yours. All yours.”

Colin started gently thrusting into me again, his thick cock slowly stiffening in the tight grip of my cunt. A warm, tingling began far down in the depths of my pussy as Alicia ran slim fingers through my damp hair. It was going to be a long night. And sometimes those are the best kind.

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at at Jenna’s next story, The Babysitter’s Dilemma. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.
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Sneak Peek: The Babysitter’s Dilemma

MY PARENTS THINK I’M A LESBIAN. Well, my mom does, anyway. I think my dad does his damnedest never to think of me and sex in the same sentence. Thank god for small favors, right? Anyway, I’m not a lesbian. I’ll happily admit that women are nice, and I very much enjoy playing with them from time to time, but at the end of the day there’s just nothing like a nice thick cock stretching you out and making you feel all nice and full inside. I think Mom’s reasoning is that I never bring guys home, ergo I’m a lesbian. As you can imagine, she gets most of her exercise jumping to conclusions.

The thing is that I’ve always had a thing for older guys—usually much older guys. They’re like my kryptonite or something—sexy older guy walks by and my knees get weak and my pussy starts to tingle and good sense goes right out the window. I’m not complaining, mind you. The sex is generally fantastic, and the men I go for usually have their shit a lot more together than guys my own age do. They’re also much less likely to take you for granted, which just about makes it worthwhile all by itself. Of course it does get awkward taking someone home to meet your parents when he is about their same age. Forget trying to scare your parents with the tattooed and pierced biker-musician with the long, greasy hair, girls. If you really want to give your dad a heart attack, show up at the door for Thanksgiving dinner with a date as old as he is who drives a Mercedes.

I think the youngest guy I had dated during the year and a half I had been in college was twelve years older than I was. Between work and school I didn’t have a lot of time to date, and when I did I didn’t want to waste my time on boys who were still trying to figure out what my girlie bits were for. That gets old really fast once you’ve been with someone who knows exactly what to do and how to do it so that you see fireworks.

It was getting close to Christmas, though, and I was having a dry spell between boyfriends. Mom’s lesbian remarks were really starting to grate, and I thought that just this once it might be nice to go home with a boyfriend my parents could at least pretend to like. So when Brian hit on me in the library one night, I didn’t try too hard to get rid of him. He was tanned and toned and handsome, and it turned out that he was actually a really sweet guy. He was also a fast learner in the bedroom, and eager as a puppy after the first time I gave him a taste of what I had learned from all those older, more experienced men that I had been fucking since high school. I was having a pretty good time with him right up until Trent called me out of the blue the week before Christmas.

Trent was my tennis coach my junior year of high school. He was in his late thirties then, and had no trouble running all of us kids half his age into the ground. He was like a big cat on the tennis court—graceful, quick, and all lean, rippling muscle, and I used to soak my panties just watching him play. There was an intensity about him when he was on the court, a total focus on what he was doing, and late at night under the covers I used to rub my clit until I exploded while fantasizing about what it would be like to have him bring that intensity to the bedroom. I had an enormous crush on him, and I babysat for him up until his wife ran off with some loser who called himself a poet. And naturally she got custody of the kids. I tried making a pass at him after that when I was a senior, but he deflected it so gracefully that I didn’t even get my feelings hurt. I hadn’t spoken to him since, although in one of my mom’s gossip sessions about six months ago she told me that he had moved here from my hometown to coach at a bigger school.

The phone rang Tuesday while I was washing dishes after lunch. “Jenna?”

The voice was familiar, but I couldn’t place it. “Yeah?”

“It’s Trent. Trent Williams. Tennis coach at Durrell High. Do you remember me? You used to babysit for me a while back.”

Did I remember him? You bet your sweet ass I did. “Oh, hi. How are you, Mr. Williams?” Still hot as ever?

“I’m fine, but I’m in a bit of a bind. My ex dumped the kids off on me without any notice so she could flit off to Europe, and I’m stuck judging night tournaments. I didn’t know anyone else to call. Is there any way I can talk you into sitting for me the rest of the week?”

He sounded desperate. Not to mention sexy as all hell. In my experience that makes for a wonderful combination.

“Sure, Mr. Williams. I can do that.”

“Great. Can you be here tonight at six? I’ll be back home around ten.”

“Yep, no problem. I’ll see you then.”

I had completely forgotten that Brian was coming over. He wasn’t happy.

“I can’t believe you did this, Jenna. We just finished finals and this is the first chance we’ve had for some time together all week.”

“I’m sorry, Brian. It’s a favor for a friend. You know how it goes. I’ll make it up to you over Christmas break, though, all right? Cross my heart.”

Brian sighed contritely. “Yeah. I’m sorry. I was really looking forward to seeing you, that’s all. I understand, though.”

He truly was sweet. “Thanks, Brian. Why don’t you come by when I get done? Trent said he’d be back by ten, so meet me here at say, ten-thirty? You can spend the night,” I purred.

“You talked me into it.” I could hear his grin over the phone.

I was at Trent’s at six sharp. The front door swung open before I could ring the doorbell.

“Jenna?”

Eyes like green lasers scanned me from top to bottom, then back up again. The look of frank appraisal in his eyes had never been there when I was in high school. I felt myself growing warm, and a wave of heat surged between my legs. I think I blushed. Holy shit.

 I don’t get flustered. I’ve been with guys ten years older than my dad, and done things with them that are still illegal in most states. But Trent Williams flustered me. I felt like a schoolgirl again, except there wasn’t anything school-girlish about the tingling fire he set off in my pussy. Trent saw me blush, and his face lit up with that same wicked grin he used to get on the tennis courts when his opponent had made a fatal mistake.

“Um, hi Mr. Williams.”

“Trent,” he corrected smoothly, his eyes dancing at my discomfiture. “Trent is fine. You aren’t in high school anymore, Jenna. Please come in.”

I couldn’t help myself; I brushed against him as I went through the door. Big, big mistake. The heat between my legs cranked up another hundred degrees. I was ready to do him right there in the foyer. Trent felt it, too. From the way his eyes were glued to my ass I could tell he was measuring it to see how his cock would fit.

Continue reading The Babysitter’s Dilemma…
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, which makes me one of the oldest erotica authors still around! Check out my blog for the latest and greatest, and if you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.
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