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Chapter 1

Another day, another job.

Brushing up on my makeup, I grab my car keys and sprint out for work. I’m running late, and I cannot afford to be late. Bruce Taylor is one of my wealthiest clients. Forking out big bucks for a party is nothing for him. 

My job is not very glamorous, in fact, little about me is glamorous. 

I’m about as interesting as a turtle basking in the sun. 

You would probably never have guessed, but I’m in the entertainment industry. 

Don’t get any weird ideas. I’m a children’s entertainer. 

Yeah, that makeup is just face paint to make me look like a clown. 

“Hi,” you must be Nina. For a second, my tongue is tied. A man that could easily give George Clooney a run for his money on the hotness scale stands with his hand extended.

“Hi, I am,” I respond. I could have been a little more creative with my response, but that’s all that came out. “I’m sorry I’m late,” I add. 

“Oh, not to worry! The party just started!” He tells me. “Oh, and this is my wife, Angela.”

For a second I feel disappointed. I guess something inside me hoped he was single. 

“Hey!” I greet. She is beautiful. Of course, someone as handsome as Bruce would have a wife as beautiful as her.

“I’m Angela!” she greets back. 

“Pleased to meet you.”

“Okay, so you know what to do?” Bruce asks. 

“Yeah.” 

“If there is anything you need, you let us know, okay?” Angela offered. 

This is a rowdy bunch. There are easily 30 kids at this party. A look of fear covers the face of some of the faces as I walk passed them. That’s probably the most exciting part of my job-scaring the shit out of five-year-olds.

“Someone told me it’s a certain Mr. Jonathan’s birthday today?” I ask the crowd. 

“Yaaaaay!” a bunch of voices respond and point at the shortest kid of the lot. Jonathan Taylor reaches my hip in height and stands shy. Unlike the rest of his friends, he is very shy. He reminds me a little of myself.

“You don’t really want to be in this party, do you?” I ask Jonathan, once sure none of the other kids would hear. 

“Not really, no,” he responds. 

“Hang in there kiddo, just a few more hours, and everyone will be gone. Then you will have some peace!” 

He smiles in response. 

“Now I need the bathroom. Would you mind showing me where I can find the ladies bathroom?” I ask. 

He points at a portable toilet in the far corner of the house. That’s not quite what I hoped for or expected.

The Taylor’s yard is massive. After what feels like a mile, I reach the portable bathroom. I doubt any of the kids even know about this toilet.

“Oh, my fuck!” I exclaim. 

I see Bruce and Angela standing naked in a room. With a house full of kids, I would have thought they would be more careful and pull the curtains before pulling their clothes. 

At first, I feel disgusted at the sight, but then I decided to draw closer and grab a better view. Watching the naked couple is probably the most action I’ve had in a while. 

Creeping around towards the side of the window, I see Angela’s legs wrapped around Bruce. Bruce holds his sexy wife as she bounces on his dick. 

The sight makes me wet. If I weren’t in a clown’s suit, I would probably have stuck my finger in my wet pussy. 

I drop to the ground as Bruce turns his head towards me. 

Oh, my fuck! Did he see me?


Chapter 2

Shit!

I wonder if he saw me! I was supposed to be watching the kids, not watching them! How will I look in them in the eye, knowing what I saw? 

How will they look me in the eye? 

I crawled my way back to the kids and forgot I even needed the bathroom. 

“Hello, clown lady. Where were you?” Jonathan asks me. 

“I needed the loo quick,” I tell him. 

“Well, that wasn’t very quick,” he remarks. Smart ass. 

After one final round of pranks, the Taylors walk out. My heart races faster than a speeding train. 

“Hi, Nina. I hope they weren’t too much trouble?” Bruce asks with a smile on his face. 

Really? So, he didn’t see me? A wave a relief rushes over me. 

“Not at all. I enjoyed every second spent with them,” I lie. 

As much as it is a relief that I wasn’t caught snooping around, I can’t help but picture Bruce naked. 

He’s probably in his early forties but has a body most 20-year olds wish they had. He may be wearing clothes now, but in my head, he is completely naked, ramming his cock into his wife. 

***

Hi there,

Thank you for looking after the kids. Angela tells me you’re still in college? 

If you’re interested in making part-time cash, Jonathan desperately needs a tutor.

Please let me know if you’re interested?

Regards

Bruce.

My heart pounds as his email fills my screen. I could do with the extra cash. Although, I’m not sure if it’s the financial prospect or knowing I would see Bruce again that has me so excited.

I would love to!

Let me know when I can start?

It’s been two weeks since I saw Bruce and Angela fuck and I have been horny ever since. 

With my eyes closed, I lay in bed and picture the couple fucking. I can’t help but slip my finger under my panty. 

My legs quivered as my finger softly grazed against my wetness. I took in a sharp breath and daringly slithered my finger towards my slit. I allowed my other hand to roam my torso, allowing the ecstasy of my touch to fill me. 

For the first time, my mind moved to an image of Bruce fucking me. My tits swayed as I rode him like a horse. His cock would invade every part of my pussy, with his thick cock massage my inner flesh. 

My lips parted as I slipped my finger inside my cunt. My breathing soon became sharp and erratic as more visuals entered my head.

I picture Bruce making me his sex toy. Rough, yet caressing. I picture him flipping me over and placing my aching legs on his shoulders. Leaning forward, he grabs hold of my arm and inserts his dick inside my cunt again. 

His strong hands held my arms back, forcing me to take in every moment of pleasure.  With his eyes locked on mine, he rams in and out of me. 

I begin rubbing my pussy with furious speed. 

“Oooooh fuck!” I moaned as my body writhed and waves of ecstasy crashed over me. 

The walls of my pussy pulsated, and my head became dizzy. A few violent jerks later and I threw my head back, trying to regain my breath.  I exhaled deeply in and out, and as I regained my breath, a smile came over me. 

I found my lost sex drive.


Chapter 3

“Hey, how are you finding the job?” Bruce asks me.

I’ve been working for the Taylors for a few months now. It feels like it was just yesterday that I saw Bruce fuck his beautiful wife. 

“I love it, thanks,” I tell him. “Jonathan is a really smart boy!” 

“That’s true! In fact, his marks have shot up since we hired you. I don’t know how I can ever repay you?” He asks.

“You pay me enough, Mr. Taylor,” I tell him. I can think of a million ways to repay me; I just can’t say it out loud. 

“Please, call me Bruce.” He smiles.

“Okay…Bruce,” I quickly add. 

Bruce grins at me intently, forming deep dimples on his cheeks. 

“I was serious about the repayment,” he tells me.

My breathing becomes heavy, and he notices it. “Relax! I wouldn’t want to give you anything you don’t want.”

Bruce walks away, but his words play on my mind. Anything I don’t want? For a moment, I consider whether I have been as discreet about my deep desires as I should have been?

“Daddy likes you?” Jonathan comments. 

This comment catches me by surprise. “No, he doesn’t!” I respond sternly. 

“It’s true! I’ve had four tutors before you, and none of them could help me.”

I smile at Jonathan. “Okay, but more importantly, do you like me?” I tease.

“You’re okay.”

Bruce’s voice catches me by surprise. 

“Jonathan, I think you deserve a break. Why don’t you head on over to your room and play with your iPad?” 

Bruce made a deal with Jonathan. He was only allowed his iPad again if his marks improved. Jonathan doesn’t have any second thoughts and rushes to his room upstairs. 

“The kid likes you, hey,” Bruce comments. 

“Yeah. Jonathan’s a great kid,” I tell Bruce. 

“And you’re a great tutor. Tell me, how is that you’re single?” 

“I…I don’t know,” I confess. 

“I mean, you’re smart, beautiful and funny. Surely someone would have snatched you up by now!”

I feel my face turn a different shade of pink. I struggle to make eye contact and keep my head faced towards the carpet. 

The conversation turns awkward. 

Besides being shy, it’s just wrong. Bruce is a married man. The last thing I would want is to come in between him and his wife. 

I’m the only one that looks awkward. Bruce sits across from me, with a devious grin on his face.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable,” he tells me. 

“No, not at all!” I respond, quickly. Perhaps a little more eager than anticipated.

“Mind if I ask what you do for fun?” 

“I don’t have a boyfriend,” I respond. 

Wait, what? Why on earth would I even mention boyfriends? 

“I mean, I don’t do much for fun!” I add, quickly. 

Bruce laughs and looks at me with that breathtaking grin on his face. 

“Oh, but you don’t need a boyfriend to have fun. There are…many…ways to have fun, even without a boyfriend,” Bruce tells me. 

“Bruce. I don’t mean to sound rude, but-”

I’m soon interrupted by Angela’s voice. “Babe, I’m going out to the shops, you need anything?”

“I think we’re good?” Bruce calls out and looks at me for confirmation. “Take your time, enjoy shopping!”

My heart races faster. Based on how this conversation has turned out, I have a feeling Bruce might try and make a move. My head tells me to leave the lounge, but my pussy screams, stay!

My eyes open up wide as Bruce walks towards me. Wearing a tight vest, he muscles shift with his every move. I swallow hard and notice how dry my lips are. 

“Do you mind if I?” Bruce asks and points on the seat beside me. 

“Erm…Yeah, sure,” I mumble. 

My lips are dry. I want to lick them, but that would give off the wrong message. I know that’s about the only dry on me right now. 

“Since that day you helped out with Jonathan’s party, I told my wife, we need you around the house more often,” Bruce begins.

“Really?” I ask. 

“Okay, I lie! It was Angela’s idea.”

I try to hide my look of disappointment.

“But, you best believe I’m glad I listened to her,” Bruce finishes.

Bruce leans in closer towards me. 

I can feel his warm breath on my lips. My lips part and for a moment, I consider inviting his tongue inside me. 

“Stop!” This is all wrong. I tell Bruce. Your wife will never approve of this!” 

“What my wife approves of may surprise you. I mean, you saw us naked, and she still insisted on hiring you. Surely that tells you something.” This sentence is finished with his most devious grin yet.

Fuck! So, they know I saw them naked. I feel embarrassed. I’m not sure if it would be better to remain silent or lie. 

I go with neither option as Bruce grabs hold of my head and brings it towards him. My lips open instinctively and welcome his tongue inside my tongue. 

The taste of his tongue is sweeter than I have ever imagined. His stubble tickles my chin as he kisses me passionately.

He runs his hands through my hair, and his touch drives me insane. 

I kiss him back. The kiss is everything I imagined. Strong, fierce and passionate. 

An inevitable moan escapes my mouth as he places his hands on my thigh. Shivers run down my spine as his hands snake up my thigh towards my longing pussy. I stop kissing him for a moment and take in a deep, sharp breath.

Bruce stopped kissing me, and we remain connected with our open mouths, breathing heavily into each other’s mouth. With his hands close to my cunt, he gently squeezes my leg. 

Sounds of Jonathan running down the stairs break the moment of passion, and I quickly fall back. My hair is in a mess, and I look fluttered, but Jonathan doesn’t even take notice.

“Daddy, can I play on the computer?” Jonathan asks. 

“Of course!” He responds casually as if his daddy was not just making out for the tutor. 

“Thanks!” 

“Why don’t we take this up to the room where we would have fewer interruptions?” Bruce asks. Bruce’s strong, muscly figure hovers over me. His lust-filled eyes stare deeply into mine. My eyes reach his, and for a few moments, we hold the most passionate stare-off. 

Without giving it a second thought, I grab hold of his hand and allow him to lead me to the bedroom. 


Chapter 4

A feel of luxury greets me as I enter the room. 

There’s very little time to look around because Bruce grabs me by the hand and leads me to the bed. 

He gently places me on the bed and leans over, placing his strong weight on my body. I could wrap my legs around him right here and beg for him to fuck me.  

We pick up from where we left off, and he slips his tongue back inside my mouth. 

I open my mouth to speak, but his lips find my neck. A purr of approval escapes my mouth as he plants soft kisses on my neck, working his way down towards my collarbone.

Bruce gives me a look that tells me to stay put and lifts himself off me. 

I watch as he removes his shirt. I watch as he reveals his perfectly chiseled abs. I lift my neck higher and watch him take off his jeans. His cock pushes against his briefs, begging to escape. It looks like a large cucumber waiting to break out. It’s much larger than I thought it would be. His underwear remains as he begins removing my clothes.

Starting with my shoes, he gently holds my leg up high and softly lifts each takkie. Bruce crawls up to me and finds a seat on my lap. Grabbing my top from the bottom, he lifted it over my head, revealing my perky tits in a red bra. He smiles at the sight

Bruce rolled his tongue down my collar. My head falls back as he gripped my tits, gently squeezing them with his strong hands.

I lay back, while Bruce works his way across my body. This was more sensational than I would ever have imagined. A part of me still believes this is unreal, but my yearning pussy tells me otherwise.

After skillfully removing my bra, Bruce rolls his tongue down to nipples. He takes each bud into his yearning mouth, only pausing to look up at me with that sexy grin. I squirm beneath his touch as his skin touches every part of me.

I grabbed onto Bruce’s head, and he could tell that was his cue to work his way lower.

Bruce looked up at me. “I'm going to fuck you so good!”

My pussy was dripping wet with anticipation. His hands slowly slid down my torso, nearing my yearning cunt. My head fell back as his hands grabbed hold of my panty and pulled it down. “You have a beautiful pussy!” he commented.

His thick fingers reached my clit, sliding between the wet folds. Using his other hand, he began flicking my bud. “Oh fuck!” I groaned. I feel like I'm being touched for the first time.

Relaxing the pressure on my clit, he skillfully slid a finger inside me. His finger slid into my entrance and worked its way deeper.

I circled in finger in me, stretching me in preparation for what's yet to come.

Plunging in and out of me, Bruce readied my cunt for what's yet to come. I lay back with my legs tense and drowning in pleasure.

“Wait!” I groan. I could cum right there.

“Shhh, just fall back and enjoy it, ” Bruce whispered.

I listened and fell back, taking in the ecstasy of his fingers snaking around my walls.

As Bruce pulled out his fingers, I forced myself to regain focus.

Bruce lifted himself off me and yanked his underwear down, lifting each leg as he removed his brief.

His cock is semi-hard. Even in its semi-hard stage, that is the largest cock I've ever seen.

Bruce crawled back on the bed and headed for my face. Instinctively, I opened my mouth to allow his cock in. As his head slipped inside me, I opened my mouth more than I have ever needed to. The taste of his precum fill my senses–t leaves me craving for his cum inside me. His grew harder as he held my back forward and moved his pelvis back and forth.

I could only take in half of his cock without gagging. For a moment, I consider whether I am stretched enough to handle his tool.

Bruce lifted his cock off my head and crawled back down to my legs. He grabbed onto my calves flicked them around him, wrapping him as he prepared for entry.

I groan with pleasure as he slapped his hard cock on my wet pussy. He continued to tease me until his head found my entrance.

My vision is blurry, but in the corner of my eye, I see a shadow at the entrance of the room.

My eyes fall shut again as he slips inside me. His fingers could never prepare me for the size of his cock.

His cock stretches my pussy as he pushes into me. I took in just an inch at a time. He is waiting for me to get used to his thick cock inside me, before thrusting another inch.

A sigh of relief escaped my lips once he was completely submerged inside me. Bruce pulled out and slowly thrust into me again. If I didn't stretch enough in the first round, he forced my tight pussy open as he rammed back into me.

I could tell he felt I was stretched enough as he rammed hard in and out of me. Every time his cock was balls deep; my pussy quivered with pleasure.

Lowering his head, Bruce reached for my lips again, gently sucking on my bottom lip as he continued his relentless thrusts.

“You ready?” He whispered. My own remained open, breathing heavily. Bruce was readying for his own release and its just in time. I don't know how much longer I could have held back.

His cock swelled inside me, my body ripples with waves of pleasure. My legs tightened around him, holding tightly onto him as he continued fucking me.

Seconds later, he found his released. “AH FUUUCK!” He groaned as he clenched and withered inside me. I held onto him as he found his blissful release.

Bruce crashed on me. Our breathing was rapid and beating hearts paced dangerously.

After a few deep breaths, I managed to regain consciousness and return to reality.

With Bruce laying on top of me, struggling for air, my suspicions were confirmed. 

Angela stood at the entrance of the room with the most wicked smile. It's almost as if she were grateful to me.
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