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Synopsis


For years, 22-year-old Jack has fantasized about the girl who used to babysit him. Sarah was ten years older than Jack, a sweet neighbor girl with a playful personality. Sarah moved away to get married when she was just 18, but now she’s come home. Divorced, gorgeous, and right next door, there is no way Jack can let her get away a second time.
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The MILF Babysitter






Chapter 1


"Oh, I almost forgot," Mom said.

I had just gotten home and we were having a late supper.

"You remember Sarah Jenner? The girl from next door who used to babysit you? She just moved back in a few days ago. Her mother is away for the summer, so Sarah is going to be house sitting. Sarah's divorced now, poor girl. You should go over there and say hello. It might cheer--"

I spluttered and almost dropped my fork. My mother, who was sitting across the dining room table from me, looked alarmed.

"Jack? What's wrong, honey?" she asked.

I cleared my throat, trying to cover up my surprise.

"Nothing," I said. "Some food just went down the wrong way."

"Oh, no. Let me get you something to drink."

As my mother went to get a glass of water, I stole a glance through the kitchen window at the house next door.





She's there,


 
I thought.

 

Right now. The girl I've always wanted. The girl who got away.





"Here you go."

I emptied the glass in a few large gulps, wiping my mouth on my sleeve.

"Can I have another, please"

My mother took the glass from my hand. I hoped she didn't notice how unsteady my grip was.

"You must be really thirsty," she said.

Mom was right. I was thirsty.

But not for water.





Chapter 2


After supper, I went up to my room and lay down on my bed. It felt good to be back in my old bedroom. After three years away at college, sleeping in a dorm room the size of a walk-in closet, the bedroom I had grown up in felt enormous. Mom had kept the place just as I had left it. The same rock posters on the walls, my swimming trophies neatly placed at the top of my dresser, my action figures at the edge of my computer desk-- all the same as the day I left. Even the smell was the same. If I closed my eyes, I could almost imagine myself a kid again. Saturday pancakes and cartoons. World of Warcraft raiding marathons. Trying to figure out how to put on the cummerbund that came with the tuxedo I rented for prom. All those memories contained within these four walls.

Not that college was bad. In fact, I loved it. The studying was hard, the cafeteria food stank, and swimming practice left me so exhausted my muscles twitched. But there were also the friends I had made, the long philosophical conversations we had while stoned out of our minds, the crazy parties every weekend.




And then there was the girls. Hundreds, no,

 

thousands


 
of fresh faced lovelies everywhere you turned. It was like a smorgasbord of delicacies, each dish just waiting to be devoured. When my mother asked why I hadn't gotten a steady girlfriend yet, I breezily explained that I had too many options, too many possibilities, to tie myself down in a long term relationship.




I wasn't bragging, just being truthful. Within a week of landing on campus as a freshman, I was fucking three different girls. More followed, enough coeds sneaking into my dorm room that I eventually had to cut down my rotation just to get some sleep and to keep my grades from slipping. There was no mystery to my success. I knew I was a good looking guy: 6'4", blue eyes and curly brown hair that drew looks wherever I went. Years of competitive swimming had given me a lean and tight body that girls never seemed to tire of touching. I was also confident and genuine, attributes that I credited to my mother. After my father, shit bastard that he was, left us for some bimbo he met at a bar, Mom had done everything to raise me right. I think girls could recognize that I appreciated women.

It also helped that I had a huge cock. One of my college fuck buddies, the first time she saw it she immediately christened it, "The Hog." Her name was Tiffany. She was a tiny girl, barely 5 feet tall. Slim and small breasted, she wore her blonde hair in a pixie bob cut that drove me wild. She dressed like a teeny bopper on purpose, playing up the whole Lolita image to devastating effect. Her best feature, though, was her lips. Full and sensual and glossy, they made any man who saw them imagine what they would feel like wrapped around his cock.

Tiffany was sitting on the edge of my narrow dorm bed, still breathless from the orgasm I had brought her to with my mouth and hands. She watched as I licked her juices from fingers, her eyes glistening with delight.

"Time for me to return the favor," she purred. Rubbing her nipples with one hand, she slipped her other hand down my sweatpants.

"Oh my god," she gasped when her tiny hand found my erection. Her face lit up like a kid opening presents on Christmas day. She roughly tugged down my sweatpants and my cock sprang out, the head bobbing inches from her flushed face. Her eyes went wide, her luscious lips puckering into an "O" of surprise.

"Like what you see?" I was used to girls reacting the first time they saw my rod. I reached out and knotted my fist in Tiffany's hair, gently pulling her towards me, but she put her hands on my thighs and pushed back.

"Wait," she said. "Give me a second. I just want to look at it for awhile. Oh. My. God."

I let her take in the sight of my cock, her eyes absorbed in its length, its thickness. She reached out with her index finger and gently wiped a drop of precum that was glistening at the tip. Never taking her eyes from my member, she brought her finger to her lips and licked my juice from it. Her eyes narrowed with pleasure, as if she had tasted sweet honey.

"Look at the hog on you," she whispered.

I laughed out loud. I'd never heard it called that before. I was about to ask her if she was from the South, like maybe it was a regional thing, but then her sweet mouth was stretching wide, swallowing my swollen head, her tongue soft and wet rubbing against my frenulum and I realized I didn't give a shit about regional colloquialisms.

Tiffany was a sweetheart. She loved it doggie style, the only way I could go balls deep on her, and she liked it when I was rough. "A lady in the street, a whore between the sheets," is how she phrased it. Tiffany taught me more about sex and what women wanted from a man than any of the other girls I had been with.

She also must have been the kind of girl who shared her private life with her friends because after we started fucking, I noticed lots of girls giggling and whispering to each other every time I passed by.

My suspicions were confirmed a few weeks later by an Asian girl who got on her knees for me in the swimming pool's parking lot.

"Oh my god," she whispered when my cock pulled free from my jeans. "Hog was definitely accurate."

Her name was Amber. I saw her several times after that. She was a serious, smart girl who loved it up the ass.

Not that having a huge member was all good. One girl in high school, a girl I had really fallen for, broke up with me when she saw it. "It would hurt too much," is how she explained it.

It wasn't until my sophomore year that I got laid by Megan Grotowski. She was dating some meathead senior on the football team at the time. I'd heard he had been griping that Megan wouldn't put out for him. For the rest of the year, every time I saw him walking with his arm around her like some caveman, I couldn't help but smirk, knowing the things Megan and I had done beneath the bleachers.

After Megan, my conquests came a lot more easily. Virgins still avoided me, worried by rumors about my size. More experienced girls, however, eagerly sought me out. By my senior year, I had done so many of my classmates under the bleachers that I eventually started hiding a blanket there just so I wouldn't have to haul it from my house every time I took a girl for a ride.


You should visit the old high school now that classes were out. Walk around campus, relive some memories. You got the whole summer, Jack.


I stretched out on my bed, grinning at the way it creaked beneath my body. Like I said, being home was great. The last two summers, I had chosen to stay at college for Summer Quarter, hoping to graduate a year early so I could get an edge on Law School. This summer, I needed a break. I'd been looking forward to lazing around for a couple months, not doing much of anything but catching up on my LSAT studies.

That was before I heard Sarah was back.

Ten years older than me, she had been my babysitter when I was just kid. I had so many memories of her, memories that I had carried with me for a long time.

One of the most vivid was how we use to play hide and go seek, Sarah counting to ten while I ran to the the closet in the spare bedroom of our house. I always hid there, but Sarah would make a great show of wandering from room to room, looking behind furniture, opening cabinets, peeking behind the shower curtain in our bathroom.

"Jackson?" she would call out. "Oh, Jackson? Where are you, Jackson? I'm going to find yooooouu!"

Stifling my giggles, I would wait as she got closer and closer to my hiding spot. The best part was when she would stand just outside the closet.

"Oh, Jackson! I can't find you! You must have disappeared! I'm sooooo sad!"

That was my cue to burst from my hiding spot.

"Here I am!" I would shout. "Don't be Sad Sarah! Be Happy Sarah!"

"Oh, Jackson! You're here! I'm so happy!"

Squealing with delight, I would jump into her arms and she would rock me back and forth.

"Happy Sarah! Happy Sarah!" I would yell. "When I'm big, I'm gonna marry you and take you to my castle and make you be my princess!"

"I'll be your princess," she would say. "Now come on, let's get you some dinner before your mom gets home!"

It's funny the things that stay with you through the years. One thing that I never forgot was that Sarah always wore this fuzzy pink bathrobe when she babysat me. The memory of its softness as I hugged her and the smell of Sarah, clean and soapy and warm, were indelibly impressed in my mind. So too was the feeling of safety and comfort the enveloped me when she held me in her arms.

I was eight when she stopped babysitting me. By then we no longer played hide and seek. I was too old and too cool for baby stuff like that. Instead, we would sit on the couch and play video games. Sometimes Sarah would be on the phone talking to some boy, but I didn't mind. Just being close to her was enough.

When Sarah, only eighteen, moved away to get married, I was devastated. The new sitter was a nice old lady named Mrs. Blaine, but I missed Sarah terribly.

As I grew older and my body changed, the memories of Sarah changed with it. Gradually, I stopped thinking about the softness of that pink bathrobe when she hugged me. Instead, I started dreaming of what was under that bathrobe.

These thoughts about Sarah took hold of me and didn't let go. While other boys talked dirty about Jennifer Lopez's ass or Angelina Jolie's tits, I would masturbate to the fantasy of slipping my hands into Sarah Jenner's bathrobe, unknotting the floppy belt around her waist, sliding the robe off her shoulders. Of caressing her big breasts and wide hips, so unlike the high school girls who were drawn to me like nails to a magnet. I dreamed of all the ways I would play with Sarah's body, the positions I would put her in, the way she would groan as I pushed into her.

Despite all the years that had passed, despite all the girls I had bedded, Sarah still occupied the entirety of my sexual fantasies. It was a disturbing realization for me that one woman could so dominate my desires. But once I admitted it to myself, I knew that it was true.

Sarah Jenner was princess, my unicorn. Just thinking about her got me hard.

And now that she was back, divorced and right next door, there was no way in hell I was letting her get away a second time.





Chapter 3


I got up early the next morning. I needed to clear my head before I did anything about Sarah. I put on my compression pants and a tank top, laced on my sneakers and put on my mirrored sports sunglasses. Throwing a microfiber towel over my shoulder, I headed downstairs.

"I'm going for a jog!" I called out.

My mother was in the kitchen preparing breakfast. She peeked around the doorway. Her face was puzzled.

"You're running?" she asked. "I thought you hated running?"

"I do. This is just some cross-training."

"Okay," she said. "Breakfast will be on the table when you get back."

"Thanks."

"Do you have your house key? I'll be at Mrs. Harrison's place until the afternoon. I can leave the door unlocked if you'd like."

"No, I have a key. I'm good." I was eager to get going.

"Jack?"

"Yeah, Mom?"

"Do me a favor, hon?"

"Sure."

"Untuck your shirt. Please."

There was real concern in her voice. She was standing with her arms across her chest, gnawing on a knuckle. Her eyes were on my crotch, her face disapproving. When I looked down, I could see that even under the heavy lycra, the bulge between my legs was very noticeable.

"Ah," I said.

I pulled the shirt from inside my lycra pants' waistband and let it hang, covering myself. The bulge was still apparent, but not so "out there" so to speak.

"Thank you," she said.

I could sense the conflicted emotions inside my mother. She must have found it hard to look at me and not see the little boy she had raised on her own. For years we had barely gotten by, struggling day to day to pay the bills. She had been away a lot, building her career. Mom had long established herself as a successful woman but I knew she sometimes regretted not spending more time with me as a child. I had told her before that I didn't resent the time away from me, that I knew the sacrifices she had to make to keep our little family together. I'd told her I was so proud of her and that I knew she was proud of the man I had become. Still, even with all that said, seeing her son as an adult must have tugged at her heart.

Crossing to her in a few long strides, I took my mother in my arms.

"It's good to be home, Mom."

At first, she was tense. We had never been overly demonstrative with each other and a hug out of the blue must have surprised her. After the briefest of hesitations, I felt her relax as she hugged me back.

"It's good to have you home, Jack."

I gave her a quick peck on the cheek.

"I love you."

She nodded and stepped away. She tried to hide the tears in her eyes.

"I hope you have a nice run."





Chapter 4


I jogged slowly past the Jenner house. A Toyota minivan with out of state license plates was parked in the driveway. I had noticed it yesterday when I first got home, but thought nothing of it. Now it was proof that my goal was nearby. Looking up at the windows of her house, I couldn't help but wonder if Sarah was up yet, if she was moving through that house totally unaware that the guy jogging past was aching to fuck her.

I had already planned my route-- down to the crosswalk by the elementary school, a left towards the high school, then another left on Oakpark Street and another left on Mallard Avenue before heading back. Taking Mallard Avenue made for an awkward "P" shaped route, but it was the best way to avoid the busy main road. It would be a nice, easy five mile run that would take me past the Jenner house both coming and going.

As I built up speed, I could feel my breath coming harder. My muscles had warmed up and now the blood was flowing. No burn yet, since I was still in top shape from all the swimming competitions at college.

It was a warm day and the sky was clear. I let the early morning light wash over my skin and sucked in the fresh air. Life in the dorms was like living in an airplane. Cramped quarters, everyone breathing the same stale air. Just being out in the open, even if it was just the suburban street of my hometown, felt as invigorating as swimming a dozen laps in the pool.

My mother had taught me how important it was to take care of your body. She had always kept herself fit and she made sure I did not skip my swimming practices. It had paid off with a partial scholarship to college and instilled in me a drive to always be as fit as possible.


You're lucky as hell to have a mother like her, Jack. She did her best to give you the best life she could. So many dudes at college hate their parents. You are one of the fortunate ones.


I knew how fortunate I was. And I was grateful.

As my breath grew labored, I let thoughts of my mother fade away and concentrated on more carnal matters.


Sarah Jenner. Next door. Alone.


At the fourth mile, I was thoroughly lathered. My breath was ragged and my legs were burning. Running worked different muscles than swimming did and I was definitely not used to it. I started to slow my pace, letting my heart rate and breathing cool down for the last mile.


You aren't really going to pass her house again without doing anything, are you? Jesus, Jack! Thirteen years and you're gonna jog past her house? Twice? What the fuck is wrong with you?


The thought was a punch in the gut. Was I wasting time, putting off the thing I had been dreaming of for the last thirteen years? Now that the opportunity was finally here, why was I hesitating to take it?


Stop dicking around. DO IT.


Sometimes my inner monologue sounded like my swimming coach. It could be irritating and blunt, but it was usually correct. I decided to stop dicking around.

By the time I reached our block, my breathing was easy again and my heart rate was steady. I stopped and toweled off as much of the sweat as I could. My shirt was soaked through but that was fine. Tiffany had often told me I "looked yummy" in a wet tank top.

"And you smell so good when you've been sweating," she'd said as she rested her head on my chest after a long session in my dorm room.

Walking easily now, I turned on to our block and headed for the Jenner house. In the driveway, I trailed my hand across Sarah's minivan as I walked past, my fingers sliding over the curves of the vehicle.


Damn, you're getting turned on by touching a car?


It was weird but knowing the minivan was Sarah's, that it had carried her here to me, made touching the car seem almost like touching Sarah. I glanced at the front seat, wishing I could open the door and smell the seat that had cradled her ass as she drove here. I wanted to see if it smelled like her pussy.


It's only been three days since you were getting sucked off by Candy or Cindy or whatever her name was, the girl with the glasses. Now a minivan is getting you worked up?


Her name was Cynthia and she had been following me around campus for weeks, too shy to actually approach me. Not my type, but still pretty. I had gone to Burger King to meet a friend. When I saw her there I decided to kill some time chatting with her. We had ended up in the handicapped stall of the men's bathroom. She still had braces but she was very good with her mouth. She swallowed every drop and then licked my balls clean of the come she had let spill. For a mousy, nerdy looking chick, Cynthia had been a real surprise. Lots of girls who seemed innocent at first, turned out to be insane cock demons once you get them out of their pants. College girls had taught me a lot.

But Sarah Jenner was no college girl. She was the girl who had given me piggy back rides when I was a kid. As pretty as the chicks at school were, none of them could arouse the kind of forbidden desire in me that Sarah Jenner could.

Taking a deep breath, thrilled to be taking action instead of hesitating, I bounded up the three steps to the front door of the Jenner house. There was a doorbell, but I never used doorbells. Too wimpy. Too much like pleading. Instead, I gave the door three firm knocks and took a step back.

I heard footsteps making their way to the the door. Suddenly I became aware of a strange sensation bubbling up from the pit of my stomach.


Is that nerves you're feeling? You're acting like some geek hoping to score a grope on his teeny bopper girlfriend.


I gave myself a mental slap.


Get with it, Jack. You're here to do what you need to do to get what you want to get. There's an itch you need to scratch and, damn it, you are going to get some satisfaction. As much as you've mooned over her for the last thirteen years, she's still just a woman. You know how to handle women, SO MAN THE FUCK UP.


I let a smirk settle on to my face. I did know how to handle women. Sarah Jenner was going to be mine.


Just hope your princess hasn't turned into a toad.


The thought had occurred to me before. Thirteen years was a long time. People changed, they grew into different people. Would Sarah be one of those? Would I even recognize her after all these years?

I could sense someone was looking at me through the door's peephole. I put on my lopsided smile, the one that made girls swoon.


Even if she's not the same girl I've fantasized about, even if she's completely different, it doesn't matter. The fact that she is Sarah Jenner is all that matters to me. I've wanted her pussy so badly for so long, that it doesn't matter what she looks like. I'm just here to finally carve the biggest fucking notch in my bedpost. Once I get in Sarah Jenner's pussy, she'll get out of my mind forever. Then I'll be done.


The locks slotted back and the doorknob turned.

I took a steadying breath, ready to turn on the charm that made so many women fall into my arms and open their legs.

The door swung open.

Sarah stepped into the doorway.

My heart fell into my stomach.





Chapter 5


"Can I help you?"

I opened my mouth but nothing came out. I was glad that I was wearing sunglasses. If Sarah had seen how dilated my eyes had grown, she might have thought I was some kind of a meth head.

Despite over a decade having passed, I instantly recognized my Sarah. Her face was a little fuller, her hair was a little longer. Her breasts had swelled and her hips had widened.

If anything, the years had made Sarah Jenner even more desirable. Where before she had been a girl just edging into womanhood, the Sarah standing before me was in full bloom. She was absolutely lush.

But it wasn't just these changes that left me speechless.

Sarah was wearing her bathrobe.

Her pink bathrobe.

Again, I was glad for my sunglasses as I let my eyes caress her body. The bathrobe looked like it had been hurriedly thrown on. The belt was loosely tied and the edges of the robe bellowed out, allowing me a perfect view of Sarah's deep cleavage. She wasn't wearing a bra and I could just make out the faint edges of her areolas, her nipples tantalizingly hidden from view. Below the belt, her robe hung askew. Sarah was wearing lacy black panties that hugged her pussy tightly, the outline of her lips and clit maddeningly visible within the terrycloth folds of her robe.

Tearing my gaze away from her curves, I looked up into the same green eyes I remembered sparkling with laughter when we wrestled on my living room floor, the same snub nose she had pushed up to make me laugh, the same full lips that kissed my cheek when my mother had come home and it was time for Sarah to go back to her own house.

I swallowed hard. My mouth had gone dry.

Sarah's hair was wet and her skin was flushed, as if she had just gotten out of the shower. The thought of her under a steaming stream of water, lathering herself, made my cock twitch. I mentally thanked my mother for asking me to pull out my shirt so that my groin was at least somewhat covered.


Maybe you shouldn't hide it. Maybe you should just let her see how excited she makes you.


I pushed the thought aside. The look on Sarah's face was wryly amused, as if she could tell what my eyes were doing behind my dark sunglasses.

"Sarah?" I was surprised at how steady my voice was, as if my body had kicked into muscle memory, reacting the way I always did when facing a woman I desperately wanted.

"Yes?"

"It's me. Jack."

She cocked her head. Her brow furrowed.


Sunglasses! She doesn't recognize you!


I reached up and took off the sunglasses and took the moment to wipe some sweat from my brow.

"Jack McKenzie. From next door."

It was like watching a key slot into a lock. Recognition flowed across her face and she broke into a wide grin.

"Jackson!" she laughed. "Oh, wow!"

And then she was moving towards me, her arms outstretched. I wrapped her in my embrace, her head tight to my sweaty chest. I let my hands stroke the robe covering her back, the sensation just as I remembered it.

"It's so good to see you! I've been thinking about you."

"And you," I said. "I've been thinking about you a lot."

Sarah must have recognized the need that roughened my voice. The way she held me changed. I closed my eyes and breathed in the clean smell of her wet hair, her skin. I let my mind go blank, drowning in the heat radiating from her body.

We had been hugging for a while. A long while. Long enough that friends, even ones who hadn't seen each other in thirteen years, would have let each other go.

I could feel her hands around my waist. They had loosened, expecting me to release her.

I didn't.

Instead, I held her more tightly, pressing her to me. I could feel her breathing starting to hitch as she teetered on the edge of pushing me away or returning what I was giving her. It was a gamble, but I was willing to take the risk. If she pushed me away, I would reset my approach, recalibrate my tactics. The only thing I would not do is give up. Not now. Not after thirteen years.

I held on.

"You're wearing it," I whispered into her ear. She shuddered as my breath washed over her.

"Wearing what?" she said. Her voice was small. Husky.

"The pink bathrobe," I said. I traced my fingers down the curve of her spine. I could feel her grip tightening on my back. Her hands were sinking lower. We were at the edge of something, I was sure of it. Just a little push and we would tip over into it.

I pulled away from her. Her hands came away reluctantly. When she looked up at me, her eyes were wide, confused. As if she had been startled from a dream.

"I always loved the way you looked in that bathrobe."

An idea was creeping into my head, a wild idea that made my heart race. In the split second before I acted, I knew that I was about to do something that could blow my chances with Sarah out of the water. My brain was screaming at me not to risk losing what I had craved for thirteen years. But when I saw the look in Sarah's eyes, I knew I couldn't resist taking the chance to show her what I was feeling, what I wanted.

Keeping my eyes locked on hers, I turned my body so that my crotch pressed against Sarah's hand. Her hand was limp, unresponsive, but she didn't pull it away. That gave me hope. I stared into her eyes, trying to show her how much I wanted her. Her eyes had gone unfocused. She blinked and bit her lips.

That moment was like the instant just before the starting buzzer sounded, the instant before I threw myself from the starting block into my swimming lane. Every muscle in my body was coiled, every nerve thrumming, straining for the signal that would set everything in motion.

I waited, holding my breath.

Slowly, Sarah's hand started caressing me, cupping my cock through the thick lycra.

My gamble was paying off.

"Jack…" she whispered.

"WHO ARE YOU?"

Sarah snatched her hand away and spun around. A little boy was standing behind her. Six, maybe seven years old.

"Karl! I didn't know you were awake."

Sarah bent down and began fussing with the boy's unbuttoned shirt.

"Breakfast is in the kitchen," she told him.

"Is it cereal?"

"Cereal and toast. Go on now."

"Who's he?"

I grinned and squatted down so I was on the boy's eye level. I'd always liked kids.

"I'm Jack," I said. "You're mother is an old friend of mine."

The boy looked me over, his face skeptical.

"Are you Spiderman?" he asked.

At first I had no idea what prompted the question. Then I looked down at the compression pants I was wearing. A pattern of bright red spider webs decorated the thighs.

"Naw," I said. "Spiderman just let me borrow this for awhile. I have to give them back soon."

"You know him?"

I shrugged. "A little."

"Come on, Karl. I'll get you your breakfast."

"I'll wait here," I said.

When Sarah looked at me, I could see the doubt that had crept into her eyes. She knew what I felt for her. She didn't know the depth of it yet but it had drawn her in. Now her son had interrupted us and she wondered if I was still interested.

I was.

"Do you have a towel?" I held up the one I was carrying. "I'm still pretty wet."

"Sure," she said. A bright flush was creeping up her throat. "Once I get Karl set, I'll bring you one."

"Better get one for yourself," I said with a smirk. "I think you're pretty wet as well."

Sarah's mouth gaped for a moment, then turned into a sly grin.

"Come on, Karl."

I waved as the two went into the kitchen. I listened to her pouring his cereal as Karl asked questions about "Spiderman's friend."


Sarah has a child. It made sense. She was thirty-two and married, until recently. A kid was to be expected. Not that it matters. I'm not planning some long term thing with her, for crying out loud. I just want to fuck her. Why was I even thinking about her situation? It was her business and her's alone.


Sarah was a mother. I weighed the desire inside me. It was still there, still burning. If anything, it seemed to have increased.


I just want to fuck her. I just want to fuck her.


I didn't know why I kept repeating this to myself. Who was I trying to convince?


I just want to fuck her.


I clenched the towel in my hand.





Chapter 6


I stood in the shower for a long time, letting the hot water wash away the sweat from my run. My mind kept replaying the events of the last two hours. From the moment she answered the door to the moment I left.

After she'd got Karl eating his breakfast, Sarah had come back to the open front door. I had taken a seat on the steps, watching the shadows creep across her lawn.

I could feel her standing on the threshold. She was looking at me sitting there, my legs extended, leaning back with my arms gripping the step behind me.

Sarah was weighing her options. I could almost hear the gears whirling inside her head.

"It's a beautiful day," I finally said. "Come sit with me."

She hesitated, then came and sat on the step beside me. I noticed that she kept some distance between us, as if she did not want to be too close. When I looked over at her, she would not meet my eyes.

"Here," she said. She handed me a kitchen towel. I took it from her and began wiping my legs. I could see her watching me out of the corner of her eye.

"How's Karl?"

"He's eating and watching cartoons on the kitchen TV."

"He seems like a good kid."

"He is."

We sat there for awhile, neither of us speaking. Being so close to her was driving me crazy and it was a struggle to stay calm. Behind me, I could hear the muted sounds of the television.

"So. The prodigal son returns. How long have you been back, Jackson?"

Her voice was light and playful, but there was unmistakable strain to her voice.

"Yesterday," I said.

"How long are you staying?"

"The summer."

"The whole summer?"

"Yeah. I needed a break before my final year. How long are you here?"

"Until the end of summer, like you. Once my mom gets back, I'm moving to start a new job."

"I'm sorry about your divorce," I said.

"Don't be. He was a cunt."

Hearing Sarah say the word "cunt" sent a shiver through me. I couldn't believe we were sitting together, making small talk, when just a few minutes before she had been fondling my cock. It seemed surreal.

I shook my head and leaned forward, resting my forearms on my knees. Small talk was the last thing I wanted. Now that she was sitting next to me, I couldn't stand to waste another minute.

"Sarah, I don't want to talk about my classes. I don't want to talk about your ex. I don't want to talk about the weather, or your mother, or my mother, or the state of the goddamn economy."


Do it, Jack. No more bullshit.


I took a deep breath.

"I want you, Sarah. I've never wanted anything so badly in my life."

"You say that to all the girls?"

"I've never said that to anyone in my life."

"I don't believe that for a second."

"Yes. You do."

"Oh fuck off, Jackson."

She chuckled. I didn't. She turned to look at me for the first time since she sat down. Searching for a clue to the game I was playing. I held her gaze, then let my eyes slide down her body. She had not tightened her robe. Sitting down, it had bloused open. I stared at her thick nipple. It jutted out from the high swell of her breast.

"I want to bend you over right now, Sarah. I want to take you right here on these steps."

Sarah took in a sharp breath. I waited, patiently allowing the silence to thicken. I never approached girls this way in college. I was usually much smoother, more sly when I was gaming them. With Sarah, all my old tricks felt just like that-- tricks. Saying nothing after I had laid my cards on the table, no pretense, no bullshit, was the only thing I could think to do. She knew what I wanted. All that remained was to see if she wanted it as well.

Sarah saw me staring at her chest. Her hand fluttered to the front of her robe.

"Don't do that," I said. "Don't hide yourself from me."

Now it was her turn to smirk. Instead of closing her robe, she tugged it open just a bit and leaned back, angling herself so that I could see the full expanse of her breast.


Holy shit. Maybe you underestimated her, Jack.


"It feels so nice to have the breeze blowing across my skin," Sarah said. "Morning, Mr. And Mrs. Clemmons!"

"Good morning!" An elderly couple waved to us as they walked their poodles.

Sarah returned their wave. She made sure to use her left arm, waving energetically so that I could see her breast bouncing inside her robe. As she did so, she lifted her left leg and hugged her knee. The robe rode up, exposing her crotch. Sometime before she had come to sit with me, Sarah had taken off her panties. I looked down at her bare pussy. Her lips were slightly parted. I could see them glistening in the sunlight.


Goddamn, you did underestimate her.


Sarah watched the Clemmonses amble down the lane. The way we were positioned, anyone passing by would have just seen two people sitting together, chatting amiably in the morning sun. From the way Sarah was smiling, she was thrilled to be outside, in plain sight, no one suspecting the view I was enjoying.

I lost myself studying Sarah's wet slit. For thirteen years I had imagined what it would look like, what it would taste like, how it would feel gripping my cock. I was getting hard, the heavy lycra straining to contain my swelling member.

"I've been following you on Facebook," Sarah said. "Never Friended you but your page was open. I've checked in on you every so often."




I blinked, confused by what she was saying.

 
Sarah had been following me online? What the hell?




"At first," she continued, "it was just a way to catch up with the kid I used to babysit. But as I saw the pictures you posted, I started to think about you differently. All those shots of you in your swim trunks. You were definitely not the little kid I remembered."

She slid her hand into her robe and began playing with her nipple. I watched, hypnotized.

"My marriage was falling apart and I was alone a lot. Reading about you and seeing how you were doing cheered me up. And… it turned me on."

The thought of Sarah following my stupid Facebook posts, getting turned on by my pictures, stunned me.

"After the divorce was finalized, I could have started my new job immediately. Instead, when my mom asked me to house sit, I jumped at the chance. I'd read your post about coming home for the summer. The thought of being with you got stuck in my mind and wouldn't leave me alone. So I came back."

She grinned at me, her eyes gleaming wickedly.

"I came back because of you, Jack."

"I… I had no idea." My mind was in a tailspin.

Sarah smiled at me. "Did you really think all that back there, the hug, the way I touched you, was some kind of game you had run on me?"

"I… no…"

She laughed softly. "You thought I was some innocent MILF you would have to charm into bed, didn't you?"

"I… I mean… You didn't even recognize me at first."

She threw her head back and laughed. I stared at her breast jiggling in her hand.

"Don't you remember how we used to play pretend when you were little? You used to believe that I was scared of the toilet plunger, that I ate cotton candy for dinner every night, that I had a magic ring that could make me fly."

Sarah shook her head ruefully.

"It's good to see you're still the boy I knew," she said. "A little bit, at least."

"Maybe," I conceded. "But that's just with you. I'm not like that with other women."

"Oh, I know. I've seen the selfies those college girls love to post. I know how popular you are. Real lady-killer, aren't you? Little bit of a man-slut?"

I shrugged. I was seeing a side of Sarah that I had forgotten about. She had always known how to twist me around her little finger.

"But you still came back for me," I pointed out. "You admitted it just now."

"Oh, yes. I did admit that. I admit that I came back to fuck the boy I used to babysit. To fuck him hard, all summer long."

Her delighted grin slowly tapered off. A look of uncertainty crept into her eyes.

"My only worry was that you might not…"

"Might not what?" I asked.

"Might not want me," she said softly. "It's fun to fantasize, but some things can't be pretended away. I'm ten years older than you. I have a kid. My body…"

"Your body is perfect, Sarah. You are perfect. You've been my perfect dream girl since I was little. I want you. I want you so badly."

Sarah smiled. She stared at my crotch, unabashedly studying the bulge between my legs.

"I know," she said. "I can see you mean it. Pull up you shirt. I want a better view."

I tugged up my shirt, uncovering my lycra covered cock. I was rock hard. Sarah licked her lips as she saw my rod bulging down the length of my right thigh.

"You must be very good with that thing," she said.

Absently, she reached under her robe and swirled her fingers around her clit.

"Between the divorce and taking care of Karl, it's been a long time. Hands and toys can only do so much. My husband used to do what he could, what little he could do."

"Sarah…"

"Shh," she whispered. "Don't talk."

She rubbed herself faster.

"Fuck," she whispered. "Fuck fuck fuck."

I watched her playing with herself, my jaw agape. I lost track of time, engrossed in her fingers slipping round and round her clit. Abruptly, she shivered as an orgasm washed over her. I let out sigh, unaware that I was holding my breath.

I had never been so turned on.

Sarah dropped her knee and closed her robe and stood. I gave a sigh of frustration and looked up to see her grinning down at me. It was the same grin she'd worn when she used to pin me down and tickle my until I begged her to stop.

"Karl goes to bed at eight," she said. "He sleeps very soundly."

"After eight," I replied.

Sarah straightened her robe.

"Do you remember how, when you were little, you used to call me your princess?"

"I do," I said.

"Well, your princess wants to be naughty, Jackson. Naughty feels so good."

She held out her hand to me, the one she used to rub her clit. I licked her fingers, a single swipe with my tongue, before she took her hand away, turned and went into the house. Back to her waiting son.

I listened to the door click shut behind me. The taste of her lingered in my mouth.





Chapter 7


"I'm headed out, Mom."

My mother looked up from the book she was reading.

"Okay, hon. My car keys are in the kitchen."

My own car was in long term storage back on campus. I thought about driving her car, making it look like I was heading somewhere instead of next door. But as I looked at my mother, the woman who had raised me, I knew that I didn't want to mislead her or try and trick her in any way.

"That's okay," I said. "I'll just be next door. I, um, I might be late getting back. I've got the key so, you know. No need to worry or anything."

My mother raised an eyebrow. I expected her to ask questions, maybe ask what was going on. Instead, she just turned back to her novel.

"Okay," she said. "Have a nice night."

My hand was on the door when my mother called out to me.

"Jack? Do you have condoms?"

She saw the look on my face and smiled.

"Go inside my bedroom. There's a big box of condoms underneath my bed. Take as many as you need."

My mouth had fallen wide open. Mom just laughed.

"I'm your mother, Jack. But I'm also a woman. You don't think I spend my nights all alone, reading shitty romance novels, do you?"





Chapter 8


The front door swung open before I could even knock.

Sarah was waiting for me.

Wearing the pink bathrobe.

I swept her up in my arms, pressing my lips to hers. She reached out and closed the door behind me. I devoured her mouth, my hands running up and down the length of her back.

"Karl?" I asked.

"Asleep upstairs," she replied.

Sarah took my hand and began leading me deeper into her house.

"I brought condoms," I said.

She smirked at me. "I'm on the pill."


Fuck. Yes.


"The master bedroom is at the back," she said. "We can make all the noise we want in there without disturbing Karl."

I followed her into the large bedroom. There was a king sized bed at the far wall. I shut the door behind me, making sure it was locked. I noticed a baby monitor resting on the dresser. I bent down to listen. Through the tinny speaker, I could just make out the sound of a child breathing deeply, evenly in his sleep.

"I dug that out of the attic," Sarah said. "I just need to be sure he's okay. Motherhood never takes a break."

Even now, as she was readying to sleep with a man ten years younger than her, Sarah had first made sure her child was safe. It struck me again how different she was from the girls at college.

When I turned around, Sarah was standing by the bed. Seeing her there, waiting for me, took my breath away.

I went to her and took her by the shoulders. We had already shared a frantic kiss but this time I went slow, taking my time, teasing her lips with light pecks, our tongues darting into each other's mouths. Sarah's hands roamed over my back then moved down, sliding into the back pockets of my jeans to cup my ass. I kissed her ears and reached into her robe, thumbing her hard nipples.

"Jackson," she moaned.

I pushed away and held her at arms length. Reaching down, I began to untie the robe's floppy belt. I had imagined doing it so many times in my fantasies.

Now it was real.

Sarah took my hands, stopping me.

"Wait," she said. "Let me turn out the lights."

I grinned. "No. Fucking. Way."

"It's just…"

"No," I said. "I've dreamed about this moment for so long. The lights stay on. I want to see every bit of you, Sarah Jenner."

She stared into my eyes, then let her hands drop to her sides.

I undid her belt. The robe fell open. Sarah was naked underneath. I reached in, lightly running my hands over her full breasts. She gave a soft moan as my palms brushed her jutting nipples.

Slowly, I spread open the robe. I stared at Sarah's luscious body, drinking in how beautiful she was. More beautiful that I had even imagined.

When I looked up, Sarah's eyes were glistening.

"It's been awhile since a man has looked at me like that," she said. "It feels so fucking good."

I lifted the robe off her shoulders and let it slip off. It slid down her body, pooling at her feet. Sarah's arms flinched, as if she wanted to cover herself.

"Don't," I said. "Don't hide yourself."

She nodded.

"Turn around. Slowly."

Sarah began to turn, showing me herself from every angle.

"Stop," I said.

Her back was to me. I traced my fingers from her shoulders down to the small of her back. I could feel her shivering at my touch. I got on my knees and leaned forward, resting my face against the soft pillows of her ass. Gently, I pried her cheeks apart. Sarah leaned forward, putting her hands on her knees and arching her back.

I spread her open. Her asshole was quivering. Her pussy was smooth and wet. I swiped a finger between her lips and brought it to my mouth. The taste of her was sweet and clean.


Just a taste. An appetizer.


Getting to my feet, I turned Sarah around and led her to the bed. I lay her down, her legs hanging over the side.

"Spread your legs for me, babe," I told her.

Her thighs parted and I stepped between them. I reached down and pulled my shirt over my head, throwing it aside and letting Sarah take in my muscled torso. Slowly, I lowered myself until all my weight was resting on her. She wrapped me in her arms as we kissed.

I went from her mouth to her ears, sucking her lobes. My lips against her throat made her gasp and I lingered there, tracing her collarbone with my tongue.

I moved my lips down the center of her chest. My hands were kneading her breasts, my thumbs rubbing her hard nipples. I took one of her breasts in both my hands. It was so full, so heavy. I teased her nipple with my tongue then sucked it into my mouth.

I kept moving lower, kissing her soft belly. Licking her navel made Sarah shiver with pleasure.

I went lower, kissing her hip bones before moving down to her clit. I didn't touch it, just held my mouth close, letting my hot breath wash over her swollen button.

Sarah was moaning softly, her breathing ragged.

I pushed her legs wider apart and kissed her thighs. I could feel the tendons near her pussy straining against my mouth.

Finally, when she was squirming for my touch, I leaned my face close to her pussy and breathed in the smell of her. Musky, sweet. Sopping wet. Sarah had big lips. I teased them apart with my thumbs.

In one long, slow swipe, I licked her from her opening up to her clit and back down again. Sarah moaned and put her hands on my head, her finger stroking my hair. I licked her pussy, firmly, with long strokes, sucking on her lips, flicking my tongue inside her.

When she was ready, I sucked in her clit and began tonguing the tip. I slid two of my finger into her. Her pussy was so tight and warm and wet. I curled my fingers until I could feel the rough patch of her G-spot.

"Oh my god, what are you doing to me, Jackson?"

I kept sucking her clit and fingering her, reading the reaction her body was giving me, going faster as she drew nearer her climax, working her G-spot with my fingers faster and faster until she finally exploded, her pussy contracting as wave after wave of pleasure swept through her body. Her legs involuntarily tried to clamp shut around me but I held her down, making her keep her legs spread while she came again and again.

When she was done, I kissed her thighs and let her catch her breath, then pulled her up so she was sitting at the edge of the bed. I ran my thumb over her full lips.

"I want to feel that mouth on my cock," I told her.

I took a step back to give her room. She reached out eagerly and ran her hands down my chest, rubbing my pecs, my hard abs.

Sarah unbuckled my belt and pushed my jeans down my narrow hips. I wasn't wearing underwear. She sighed when she saw I was completely smooth. As a competitive swimmer, I kept my body hair free 24/7.

My jeans were almost to my knees before my cock finally sprang free. Sarah stared at it, jutting just a few inches from her hungry mouth.

"Wow," she said in a hoarse whisper. "Fucking wow."

She held her wrist up to my cock, comparing their girths.

"You could almost use my bracelet for a cock ring," she said.

"What do you know about cock rings?"

"More than you think, Jackson McKenzie," she laughed, swatting at me. Her eyes grew serious again.

"You'll have to go slow with me, babe."

"I'll go slow. For now, just suck me. I know you want to."

"I do. Oh fuck yes."

Sarah took my cock with both hands and began licking the head. Her tongue was warm and slippery as she traced the tip then slid under to stroke my frenulum.

"God that feels so good, Sarah."

She opened her mouth and took as much of me into her as she could, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, her hands stroking my shaft.

Seeing her eyes looking up into my own as her lips stretched around my cock drove me wild. I took her by the back of her head and began guiding her, urging her on as I slid in and out of her mouth. Her head bobbing up and down while her hands twisted back and forth felt incredible. I wanted to unload in her mouth so badly.

Instead, I pulled out.

For thirteen years I had wanted Sarah Jenner's pussy.

Now I was going to get it.

I pushed Sarah back on to bed. I grabbed a pillow, lifted her hips, and put the pillow beneath her rump. It changed the angle and helped a lot with girls who had never had to accommodate my size before.

"Pull you legs up, babe," I told her. "Hold on to the back of your knees."

She did as I said. Her pussy was angled up to me, her juices glistening in her wet folds.

"Your pussy is gorgeous," I said, rubbing my fingers along its edges, spreading her thick lips.

"I waxed it the day before you got home."

"Tell me why."

"Because I wanted to fuck you."

"You naughty girl," I said. I took my cock and began rubbing it up and down her slit. "Tell me you want me to fuck you."

"I want you to fuck me. I want you so bad."

I pressed my cock against her opening. She let out soft gasp.

"Go slow," she begged.

I pushed my swollen head inside her. Her lips stretched and stretched around me. Sarah let out groan that was half pain, half pleasure.

Stroking her clit with my thumb, I pushed deeper. Sarah was panting, her eyes squeezed shut. She flinched when I bottomed out and I quickly pulled back.

Now that I knew her depth, I began to go faster. Her lips clung to my cock, stretching with each thrust. I let out a ragged moan. Her tight pussy was wrapped around me like a glove.

Sarah began whimpering as I picked up speed. I built up a rhythm, my thumb running up and down the shaft of her clit as I felt her pussy starting to contract. My orgasm was close but I held back, waiting until Sarah's back arched and her eyes rolled back, holding her breath as her orgasm ripped through her.

While she was still coming, I grabbed her hips and roughly flipped her over. Griping her ass cheeks with both hands, I jammed my cock back into her pussy.

"Oh yes, Jackson. Fuck me!"

With her ass in the air, I leaned over and pushed her head into the mattress. I could tell Sarah was loving how aggressive I was being. Not being gentle any more, I pushed my cock in and didn't stop, going balls deep into her tight snatch.

Sarah screamed into the mattress, her pussy stretching tight around my shaft. I pounded away, my pelvis slapping hard against her thick ass, her whole body rocking forward as I put my weight into each thrust.

Sarah's fists were tangled in the bed spread. She was biting on a pillow, her eyes clenched tight as tears streamed down her face. For a second, I was worried I was hurting her, but then I saw her reaching back between her legs, her hand slapping at her clit.

Knowing she was enjoying it made me slam her even harder. I licked my thumb and roughly hooked it into her asshole, pulling her open as I battered her pussy.

Sarah let out another muffled scream. I could feel her pussy clamping down on my cock. Spasms were rippling along her whole body. Suddenly, her back arched and she threw her head back and I knew that she was coming, coming so hard she couldn't breathe.

Seeing her ecstasy was all I needed to go over the edge. Pushing in as far as I could, I exploded inside her, spurting again and again inside her greedy cunt, filling her up until it was dripping out of her. My orgasm seemed to go on forever, pulse after pulse of pleasure rocking me as Sarah's pussy contracted, milking every drop from my aching balls.

When I was finally emptied out, I collapsed on top of Sarah, trying to catch my breath.

"Fuck, that was so good, Jackson." Sarah was murmuring in my ear, her hands cupping my ass. "I'm seeing fucking stars right now."

I rolled off her and stared at the ceiling. I couldn't do anything but lay there, listening to my heart thumping in my chest. I might have passed out for a few minutes, but I wasn't sure.

Sarah was resting her head on my chest. I reached out and stroked her wet hair. She smiled and kissed the inside of my wrist.

"I'll be right back," she said.

Sarah gave me another kiss, then got out of bed. Throwing on the pink bathrobe, she slipped out the bedroom door.

Alone, I stretched out in the unfamiliar bed and sighed. It was hard to focus on anything, not that I wanted to. The most incredible satisfaction was coursing through my body, a satisfaction that I had never felt with any other girl.





That's because no other girl is Sarah


 
.




My dream girl.

I had finally fucked my dream girl.

And it had been even better that I had imagined.

Sarah returned after a few minutes.

"Just checking on Karl," she said as she closed the door. "Still sleeping like a log."

She shed the robe and got in next to me, snuggling close. She was warm and she was soft and she smelled so fucking good, the scent of her clean skin and hair mingling deliciously with the smell of her sweat and the sex we had just had.

It felt so comfortable, so right to be holding her. I closed my eyes and let the feeling wash over me.

"After all those piggy-back rides I used to give you," she said, "you're going to have the return the favor and carry me around tomorrow. Going upstairs, I was walking like a bow-legged cowboy."

"The Hog has that effect an women."

She scoffed and gave my cock a playful tug.

"You really are full of yourself, aren't you, Jackson?"

"No," I grinned. "You're the one who was full of me. Seemed to like it, too."

"Oh, god…" She dissolved into a giggling fit, swatting playfully at my face. I caught her hand and slid her finger into my mouth, sucking gently as I gazed into her eyes.

"Anyways," I said. "I'll give you as many piggy-back rides as you want. But only if you cook me breakfast. Pancakes, like you used to make on those Saturdays way back when."

Sarah grew quiet, her body slightly stiffening.

"What?" I asked.

"It's nothing," she said. "Just… you can't stay here tonight. All night, I mean. I'm sorry, Jack, but you'll have to leave before Karl gets up. I don't want him to see you here in the morning."

"Okay."

"I'm sorry, I really am."

"Aw, don't worry about it. Lots of girls have made the walk of shame from my dorm room. Guess it's my time to learn what it feels like to be used for my body. I didn't expect you to respect me in the morning."

I was joking but Sarah was not amused. She propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at me, a frown creasing her face.

"Don't say that, Jackson. Don't act like I'm a slag trying to get rid of you before hubby comes home from work. My son talked about you all day. He's confused, searching for a father figure. I just don't want him getting attached. He's been hurt enough already."

About a half-dozen different quips were on the tip of my tongue. Usually, I tried to keep things light between myself and the girls that I bedded. It was easier to get them to leave when I treated them with a little disdain. With Sarah it was different. She knew me in ways those other girls didn't. She knew I had grown up without a father, she knew how it had affected me. She could see through my fronts like no one else, except for my mother. It was a strange feeling, being with a girl and not having the upper hand at all times.

"Have no fear," I drawled. "I'll be gone before the sun rises. Before then, however, I intend to fuck you one, maybe two more times. If you can handle it, of course."

The frown on Sarah's face began to crack at the edges.

"There she is," I sang out. "There's my Happy Sarah! Happy Happy Sarah!"

The frown dissolved into giggles as Sarah started slapping at my chest.

"Happy Sarah is going to become Mean Bitchy Sarah! No pussy for you, you naughty boy. Always bragging about your little cock."

I grabbed her wrists and pushed her down into the mattress. I kissed her neck roughly, biting her shoulders.

"Little cock, is it?"

I swung my leg over her body, straddling her. Taking her wrists with one hand, I pinned her arms above her head. With my other hand, I took my cock and began slapping her tits with it.

Sarah struggled feebly beneath me, fighting to keep a smile from her face.

Slapping my cock against her heavy breasts, stroking the head against her nipples-- Sarah's eyes grew wide when she saw me getting hard again.

"Oh my god, Jackson. Already?"

"It's because of you," I said. "So you better do something about it."

I moved up her body until I was pinning her shoulders down with my knees. I lifted my cock and held it near her mouth. Sarah's eyes were shining with lust. She strained forward to take me into her mouth, but I took her by the hair with my free hand and held her head down. Leaning over her, I began dragging my swollen head over her face. Sarah's tongue darted out, trying to lick me, but I pulled my cock away, denying her the taste she so desperately wanted. Precum leaked from my tip as I traced her forehead, her cheeks, her chin, the head of my cock leaving glistening trails across her smooth skin.

Sarah was moaning, struggling to reach me with her tongue. Seeing the desire in her face, I teased her lips with the tip. When she looked like she was about to scream in frustration, I finally allowed her to take me into her mouth. She sucked hard, ferociously, paying me back for my teasing with sharp little nips along my shaft.

"Don't be naughty, Sarah," I said. "Be a good girl for your Jackson or I'll tease you all night."

As I slid deeper into her mouth, I took the pressure off her shoulders, letting her arms go free. She immediately reached for her pussy, shoving her finger deep inside.

But Sarah wasn't masturbating.

She was lubricating.

Her fingers glistening with her juices, Sarah reached behind me and started rubbing my asshole. I groaned as she probed deeper, slipping the tip of her finger in and making small circular motions.


It's only fair. You stretched her pussy good. Now she's returning the favor.


I took hold of the sides of Sarah's head and pulled her deeper on to my cock. I could feel her gagging as I pushed into her throat. I pulled out, letting her catch her breath. Tears were streaming from her eyes and I waited to see if she wanted me to stop.

She didn't.

Pushing back into her mouth, I slid deeper and deeper, pulling out when she gagged and then immediately sliding back in. Sarah was driving her head forward now, forcing me down her throat even as she gagged. Her fingers were sliding deeper and deeper into my asshole as I fucked her throat, her other hand furiously rubbing her pussy. Looking down, I could see Sarah staring up at me with a desperation that made my head spin. She was forcing her mouth open as wide as she could, a silent scream as we both rushed headlong to our orgasms.

With a final thrust, I pushed my full length down Sarah's throat, slamming her face into my groin . She was gagging and coming at the same time, her hand a blur between her legs. As the first powerful eruption spurted from my cock, she shoved two fingers up my ass, pushing in and twisting . It felt like my come had turned to molten glass and I bellowed with both pain and pleasure as I exploded, jetting my come deep down her throat as wave after wave scorched through me. It was the most brutally powerful orgasm I had ever experienced, a blinding orgasm that didn't end until I was falling off of Sarah, falling back into the bed, my legs turned to quivering jelly, my body spasming uncontrollably.

Sarah curled up on my chest. Her face was wet with tears and come and her eyes were bloodshot, but she was smiling. She stroked her hands along my pecs, enjoying the hard ridges of my heaving chest.

I was too spent to do much but hold her. We lay together, not saying a word. I drifted in and out of sleep, my body seeking numbness after being so hyper-stimulated. The night deepened. We talked about the past, trading memories that only we shared. We kissed and held each other and the hours seemed to fly by.

"I'll be back," Sarah whispered. Her voice was hoarse and raspy, worn out from swallowing me. I lazily watched as she went into the bathroom, slipping into the pink bathrobe again as she went out to check on her son.

In the quiet I lay listening to my breath whooshing through my lungs. I stretched my aching muscles. The night had been a blur. I was already thinking of the next one. And the one after that. Night after night with Sarah.

"Karl woke up when I came into his room," she said when she got back. "I had to stay with him until he fell asleep again."

"I know," I said, gesturing at the baby monitor. "I heard it all."

"Oh." She sighed. "He's just a kid, Jack. That stuff he said about you being his new daddy, it was just kid talk. Don't hold it against him."

"I know. I was a lonely kid too, remember?"

"He thinks you're a superhero."

"My only superpower is bedding older women."




"

 

Willing


 
older women," she teased.




"I wouldn't mind spending time with him, though."

"You don't have to say that."

"I know. But I just did."

I watched Sarah taking off her slippers, slipping out of her robe. I gazed at her lush body. Her hair, her skin. The face that I adored, still flushed from our fucking.


Damn it, Jack. Are you falling in love with her?


No, I wasn't falling in love with Sarah Jenner.

With a strange exhilaration, I realized I had been in love with her for years.

Sarah slid into bed next to me. She was so warm, so soft. Her skin smelled so good I just wanted to lay there, breathing her in.

"What are you grinning at?"

Sarah was looking up at me, her finger lazily tracing the muscles of my chest.

"Just thinking how much I love fucking you," I said. "The girl of my fantasies."

"I'm no fantasy, Jackson. I'm right here. And we've got all summer to fuck our brains out.

"I'm not sure one summer is enough," I said softly.

Sarah cocked her head, puzzled by what I was saying. There were questions rolling around inside her head, questions I knew I couldn't answer. Not yet, at least.

"Come on," I said. "Let's take a shower. It's almost morning."

We held each other under the jetting water, letting the hot stream rinse the sweat and juices off our exhausted bodies. Then we took turns lathering each other. I held my arms up and kept my legs apart as Sarah worked the soap all over my skin. Having her wash me like that was so incredibly intimate and comforting, I never wanted her to stop.

Then it was my turn. I took my time, reveling in the body that I had craved for so many years. She turned her back to me and I washed her hair. I took my time rinsing away the lather, knowing that we would soon be stepping outside, toweling off, going back to our lives.


You love her, though. Can there really be any going back after tonight?


I didn't know the answer to that.


Liar.


We dried each other and returned to the bedroom. As I put on my clothes, I saw Sarah absently shrugging on the pink bathrobe as she hunted for her slippers.

Seeing her like that, the girl of my fantasies in the flesh, wearing the same bathrobe I had hugged when I was a child then stripped off when I was a man, I felt like I was witnessing a part of my life all contained within the woman in front of me. She was there at the beginning and now… was this the end of something? Was I about to move on to a new part of my life?


You know the answer, Jack. Stop dicking around.


Like I said, my inner monologue can be blunt. But it's usually correct.

I went to Sarah and turned her towards me and wrapped my arms around her.

We kissed long and slow.

Nestling my head against the crook of her neck, I pressed my lips against Sarah's ear.

"My princess," I whispered.

THE END
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