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Chapter One

__________________

______

T 

o say that Jason’s dad and his new fiancé, Jessica were overprotective of him would be an understatement. Not so much Jason’s dad, but more so Jessica. Jason was eighteen years old and headed for college in the fall. He only had two more months of high school to go and he, like so many of his classmates and friends had a bad case of “senioritis.” They couldn’t wait to get the fuck out of Dowling High School. Even though Jason turned eighteen in March and had a car which he proudly paid for himself with a side business he had repairing bicycles in his garage, Jessica treated him like he was twelve. The troubles all started soon after she moved into their house about eight months ago.

Jason thought she should know better. She was ten years younger than his dad at forty two, but had the morals of a Victorian. His dad was smitten by her. Her looks made heads turn wherever she went. Jessica certainly didn’t look her age. She ate healthy, worked out, and from the noises coming from the master bedroom at night, she and dad certainly got plenty of “exercise.” Standing at five feet seven inches tall, with a figure that looked like it was molded into whatever she wore, Jessica made Jason crazy. She liked to dress provocatively around the house which he loved, very short skirts, plunging necklines, etc., but he felt guilty lusting after dad’s fiancé and his future stepmom, although a date for their wedding hadn’t been set yet.

That’s why he couldn’t figure out why his dad, who until he met Jessica was pretty liberal, allowing him to stay out whenever he wanted, especially since turning eighteen, would suddenly agree with her about setting curfews, and bringing girlfriends over to the house. It was as if she casted a spell over his dad when it came to him. He and his dad lived alone since Jason’s mother passed away at age five. He wanted his dad to be happy, but he didn’t like his being with a woman who was a control freak. They lived in Boca Raton in a nice house not too far from the beach, so it was like summertime all year round, and his dad did lots of things together with him, that is, until Jessica entered his life

She was very possessive of his father, making him cancel his weekly poker nights, watching Sunday night football with him, and really doing anything together. He missed his dad. When he finally confronted his father about Jessica’s restrictions, his father only said, “Give it time Jason, she only wants what’s best for you. She’s never had any children of her own, and she really cares about you, so give it some time. I’m sure things will work out.”

That didn’t make him feel any better. Then one Sunday the hammer dropped. Dad had a two week vacation which coincided with Jason’s Christmas vacation and the first week of the spring semester, and instead of the three of them going somewhere, he announced at dinner that Jessica and him would be going to a resort in Amalfi, Italy. But that wasn’t the worst part – Jessica insisted that dad get a live-in babysitter for him. As it just so happened, Jessica had a best friend Daria who she felt would do the job nicely.

Jason’s jaw dropped and he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “Dad, Jessica, are you guys serious?? Come on, I’m EIGHTEEN YEARS OLD for Chrissake! Why in hell would I need a babysitter!” Jason said with alarm. 


“Jason!” Jessica interrupted. “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain. I won’t have any of that in my house.”

Wait, did I just hear her say in my house? he thought. He was flabbergasted.

She continued. “My friend Daria grew up with five younger brothers and she certainly knows how to take care of an older boy like yourself. I won’t hear anything else about it Jason – the matter is settled. We leave next Monday, and Daria will be here next Sunday, the day before. It will be fine. You can have playdates with your little friends, and they can come over provided your homework and your household chores are done. But they can’t stay later than ten o’clock at night. But that’s only if their parents allow it.”

Only if their parents allow it? Is she on drugs, or having a psychotic break? Holy shit! My friends will never believe this! he said to himself in horror.

He looked at his father terrified, but all he did was look up from his iPhone and said, “Jason, Jessica knows what’s best. It’s about time we had a mother figure in this house.”

Jessica walked over to his dad, and sat down on his lap sideways, wrapping her arms around his shoulders. “That’s my Harold. I love you dear.” Then she kissed him on the lips, lingering a bit – right in front of him. When she got off his lap, she looked sideways at Jason and smiled.

There was nothing Jason could do about it. Once his father had made up his mind on something, that was that – end of discussion. Now Jason wondered, what will my friends think? He didn’t have to wait long to find out.

On Monday, Jason and his friends were all sitting in the cafeteria and Jason sat next to his best friend Brad, who was a star player on the school soccer team and built like a Greek athlete, with powerful  legs that could kick a soccer ball from goal to goal and still get by the goalie.

“So lemme get this straight Jason. Your dad and his fiancé are going to a fancy resort in Italy without you – on your vacation too?”

Jason interrupted. “Hold on, they haven’t set a wedding date yet.”

“Yeah, even more crazy. How does this woman have any say in the matter??? I don’t get it.” Just then, a sly smirk appeared across Brad’s face. “A babysitter. Think of the possibilities my man. You’ll be home with a HOT thirty something, and have to be ‘a good boy’ and obey her every wish and desire . . .”

Then Richie jumped in; a science nerd, yet a friend with a lot of common sense yet whose hormones sometimes clouded his judgement. “I don’t see why you’re so upset. Brad’s right. This could turn out to be an eighteen year old guy’s dreams come true. Just think of it dude – every night getting tucked into bed after cookies and warm milk! Oh the possibilities. Hey, you should play it up. You should tell Jessica how grateful you are that she’s looking out for your welfare like that. You know, lay it on thick. Look at this from the bright side!”

“Hey, what’s the sitter’s name again,” Brad asked.

“Daria,” Jason said, sounding like a doomed man.

“Oh Daria, I think I have a stomach ache and maybe I should stay home from school today” he said in a mocking tone of his friend’s voice. Then in a poor imitation of a young woman’s voice, “Oh you poor dear! Maybe I should make you feel better with my magic touch.”

All the guys started laughing, but really they were jealous as hell of Jason. Only Jason didn’t feel so blessed.

“Hey,” Brad said. “You have to tell us every detail – whatever she does to you! We won’t leave you alone until you do.”

Somehow, within a couple of days, the school’s denizens of social media were all over it, posting triple X videos to Jason’s TIKTOK page, with every conceivable lewd comment around. Even kids that Jason didn’t know from other schools heard about the eighteen year old having the “babysitter” come to stay at his house. Now Jason felt he had a reputation to live up to. His classmates heard the parts about “the playdates,” and subjected Jason to merciless teasing, even running a contest to see who the lucky guy would be who got a “play date” at Jason’s house, with him and the babysitter.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

__________________

______

S 

unday came and Jessica, for the first time since she moved in insisted the three of them go to the local Methodist Church like a family. There was one thing he was sure of: Jessica’s religious beliefs did not extend to the boudoir, that was for sure.

“I like the example Jessica is setting for us son,” Jason’s dad said. “This country could certainly use some religion in our culture.”

“Whatever you say dad,” Jason replied.

At the church, the Reverend Fletcher’s sermon was about the evils of giving into temptation. His dad ate it up, extolling its virtues in the short car ride home. Jason just looked out the car window, letting the two new “born agains” have their “come to Jesus moment.”

When he got home and was changing into a pair of jeans and a Boston Red Sox jersey, his iPhone rang, and it was his new girlfriend Cathy. They had been going out for about three months, almost the same amount of time that Jessica was living with them. She sounded jealous.

“So is your ‘babysitter’ there yet?”

“No, she isn’t Cath. I can hardly wait. I feel like I’m gonna be in jail for two weeks. I’m even thinking of going to school early and staying late.”

“Well I don’t care. We’re still going out on Saturday night, and she can’t stop us. You better hide your car keys and house keys Jason.”

“Don’t worry about it Cath. She’s only . . .  a . . .” he had trouble getting the words out, “a babysitter.”

Cathy burst out laughing. She’d seen some of the raunchy TIKTOK posts and she couldn’t help asking Jason, “Do I get to enter the ‘playdate contest.’”

Jason gave a half-laugh and said, “Of course you do.”

Jessica and his dad went out shopping after church for last minute things, the drug store, the mall for whatever they wanted, and planned to pack at night. They came home at four o’clock and dad was really tired. He’d have to talk to him later.

Around five o’clock, the doorbell rang, and Jessica jumped up from the living room couch, and said “That’s Daria! Jason, change your shirt. Put one of those nice button downs I bought you please.” He looked to his father for support, but he was just waking up and said nothing, so Jason trudged upstairs and picked out something that wasn’t too wrinkled from his closet.

Jason was expecting some prudish looking “school marm” type, if she was anything like Cathy, but instead he was left speechless looking at the woman who walked in the door.

Jessica and Daria were embracing like two old friends who hadn’t seen each other in years. Daria looked like she just came from the beach, and sure enough – “I’m sorry Jess, but I just came from the beach. It was such a beautiful, warm day, I couldn’t resist.”

“Daria,” Jessica said, this handsome young man is Harold’s son Jason.”

Jason had trouble focusing because Daria was anything but the school marm or church lady type he’d been expecting. Here was a very hot blonde woman, not a day older than thirty five, he would bet on it, wearing very short jean shorts, and a red halter top with plenty of firm, flat belly showing. Her long blond hair was parted in the middle, and she wore aviator sunglasses on the top of her head. She was red from a day out in the sun.

“How do you do Jason? I’m Daria, and I just know we’re going to become good friends over the next two weeks. Jessica has told me such wonderful things about you. You can ride your bike whenever you want to, just not too far from the house, okay? And I’ll have dinner ready promptly at six o’clock every night.”

What the fuck?? Is she kidding? Could there possibly be more than one person like Jessica in the world?? Maybe I was wrong! Jason thought with horror.

“Oh, another thing dear,” she said. Jessica said you like to play with toys and games. That’s fine, but you have to finish all your homework before you take your toys out, okay? And then you have to put them away before your bath and bed time. See, it’s not too hard Jess, I’ll take good care of him.”

Jason liked to smoke weed with his friends now and again and wondered if maybe the last time they smoked – two weeks ago, there wasn’t some kind of hallucinogen in it, because this conversation was weird as fuck.

Jessica called out to Harold still on the couch, “You see honey, what did I tell you? Daria will take really good care of Jason! We have nothing to worry about.”

“Uh huh. Sounds great Jess.” Jason’s father said. He couldn’t care less. Jason thought he’s say something like “Now son, don’t go fucking the babysitter, and if you do, for God’s sake, DON’T get her pregnant, okay?”

This woman was so fucking hot, Jason thought. Maybe she would give me a bath before “bedtime.” His cock was standing straight up like a flagpole, imagining her rubbing his shaft with warm, soapy bathwater. Even through his jeans, his rock hard cock became painfully obvious to anyone who was looking “south.” Perhaps having a “babysitter” wouldn’t be too bad, he thought, rethinking the whole situation. Now if things went south; really bad, which at first seemed unlikely, he could always stay at Brad’s house. Jason had to keep all his options open.

“Jason dear, why don’t you go out to Daria’s car and take her luggage into the house and bring it up into the guest bedroom please?” Jessica said.

“Sure Jess.”

“Oh that’s so sweet! What a little gentleman he is Jessica. I can tell Jason and I are going to become really good friends,” she said, handing Jason the keys to her Jeep Wrangler. As Jason went outside he couldn’t help but look over the car, comparing it to the piece of shit he drove. I can’t believe that a hot woman like Daria who drives around in a Wrangler could be such a . . . such a crazy woman like Jessica, he thought to himself. He picked up the Samsonite case and brought it into the house, trudging up the stairs to the guest room which was right next to his.

When he came downstairs, Daria was all smiles. “You know Jason, Christmas Eve is not until Wednesday, so we can still get a nice tree if we do it tomorrow, and have some real fun decorating it!” she said, all starry eyed. “You know, if you want to, maybe one of your little friends can come over and lend a hand. I’ll make some hot cider and cocoa and even gingerbread cookies! Now how does that sound?”

Before Jason could answer, Jessica chimed in, “You know Jason, Daria and I were college roommates, and she made the best gingerbread cookies I’ve ever tasted!”

“It sounds wonderful Daria,” Jason said, thinking about the “exciting” college life the two women must have had together. Jason’s dad, Jessica and Daria were in the living room making small talk. He caught a side view of Daria sitting on the sofa with her legs crossed, and it only made his cock start to ache. He knew that he would have to go upstairs and rub one out. As soon as that thought entered his mind, he heard Jessica call out from the living room. “Jason, one important thing dear I forgot to mention: There will be no locking of doors to your room while we’re away, okay? Your dad and I discussed it, and it’s only for your safety dear.”

“That’s very important Jess, I agree totally!” Daria said. So much for relieving his growing tension tonight he thought. He wondered if that rule applied to the shower also. Was there any place in this house that he could have some privacy?

***

The next day, the Uber driver picked up Jason’s dad and Jessica and took them to the airport about four pm. It was the first day of Jason’s Christmas break. Now Jason started feeling a bit nervous. Was this “prudish babysitter” thing just an act, or was he doomed to be in the first grade all over again.

He had to test the waters. “Um Daria?”

“Yes Jason.”

“I uh, I have a girlfriend. Her name is Cathy. Is it okay if she comes over once in a while? We’ve been dating for three months.”

Jason was sitting in the living room, watching a movie on NETFLIX, and Daria came over and sat next to him., thinking about it, looking at Jason up and down in a curious way and said, “Well of course it’s okay as long as you two young people have a chaperone. I’m sure Cathy’s parents feel the same way.” Actually they didn’t. They lived in the Twenty First Century, like most normal people.

The rest of the evening Jason watched his show and Daria went about making ginger bread cookies, and talked about getting the Christmas Tree and stringing some lights up around the house that were in the garage. Of course, she made hot cocoa to go with the cookies in spite of the fact it was at least ninety that day.

Ten o’clock rolled around and Jason excused himself and told her, “I’m gonna go to sleep now Daria, I’m really tired.”

“Oh sure honey. Would you like me to read you a bedtime story to help you sleep?”

Jason knew he was much too young for a hearing aid, so he had to ask out of pure amazement, “Daria, Jessica did tell you that I turned eighteen in March, right?”

“Yes she did Jason, but sometimes the simple things are what makes life so pleasant,” she said with a strange look in her eyes.

She was certainly giving him signals, but he didn’t want to be the first to make any advances in this situation, as much as he’d like to. So Jason, with the hard on that wouldn’t quit went upstairs to sleep and would try to rub out a quick one. If he heard Daria coming up the stairs, he’d stop right away. It didn’t take much to get him going and fantasizing what it would be like to wrap his hands around that hot body and think of what she would do to him. He could play along with that sort of game. In five minutes he was done after shooting the biggest load of his life into a tissue and turned the lights out and went to sleep – door unlocked as per ordered.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

__________________

______

J 

ason fell asleep fantasizing about the crazy blonde downstairs and what the next two weeks would be like. Soon, after he relieved himself, he was out like a light. Sometime during the middle of the night, he thought he was dreaming about something rubbing up against his leg, when he opened his eyes and knew that someone was in bed with him. Fuck! It had to be Daria. His eyes half closed, he lifted his head off the pillow and looked ahead and blinked. The movement stopped and the room was pitch black, but he still felt someone in his bed.

He smelled her perfume and said, “Daria?”

“Who were you expecting Jason, Santa Claus?”

She was underneath his blanket and got up on her knees straddling him, pulling up his t-shirt, and running her hands over his smooth, hairless chest. She wasn’t wearing a bra but from the moonlight streaming through his bedroom window he could see that she was wearing a tight little G-String that set itself in nicely just below her little mound. Now she had his full attention, and his cock was bulging and throbbing through his boxers.

“Oooh,” she cooed. “Such a big boy you are. How do the girls leave you alone with a massive cock like that?” she said as she gave it a playful swat through his boxers.

“Uh, (he swallowed hard) it hasn’t really been much of a problem.” He was going to say not until now that is, but thought better of it.

“Why is that?

“Well because I have a girlfriend like I said.”

“How would you like it if I gave you some tips on how to really make her happy so you two can have some quality playtime together.”

At this point his cock was like Mt St. Helen’s ready to blow. It was actually throbbing. “Um Daria?”

“Yes Jason,” she said as she started digging her nails into his chest as she rubbed him.

“Are you going to tell Jessica anything about this?”

“About what dear?”

“Oh I don’t know; the fact you’re in my room in the . . . what time is it anyway?”

“Almost two,” she said seductively.

“Yeah, that you’re in my room at two am?”

“It’s not such a big deal. I don’t think Jessica would mind very much. After all, I’m only going to teach you some things. Jessica trusts me like a sister!”

Before Jason could say another word, Daria gripped his boxers from the front and pulled them down to the middle of his thighs, and looked at him, grinning. Then she whipped her head around so her silky blonde hair was going over his tummy, sending chills through his body. Her right hand gripped his cock like a vise, and still looking at him, she placed the tip of his cock against her red-glossed lips. She moved them around, painting the tip of his cock red. A small amount of pre cum leaked out and made her lips shine.

“Look at what an eager boy you are Jason!” Smacking her lips she said, “Ummm, you taste so good for a little boy!”

Jason could only make sounds – he was past making any sense. Daria stuck her tongue out and touched the tip of it to the head of his cock, placing it in the slit, then rubbing it around his head. She was toying with him, driving him completely insane. He lifted his hips off the bed to drive her mouth onto him deeper, but Daria played with him and pulled back, only going so far.

“You know what?” she said. “I think that my pussy is going to be very, very sore after these two weeks are over. Oh what will I do??” she said, toying with him. She moved a leg over his thigh, and he could feel her wet, swollen pussy from underneath the thong, and she was rubbing it against his leg in an up and down rhythm, her head back and moaning. Now she moved her head back down onto his cock, taking the full length of it into her wet mouth, her lips keeping a tight seal over his shaft.

And my dad and Jessica won’t be home for another two whole weeks – YEE HAW he thought.

She went up and down, but his cock was so big that she couldn’t fit the whole length of it in her mouth. She used her tongue to lick the underside of his shaft, back and forth. Jason placed his hands on the top of Daria’s head, keeping her locked on top of his cock, moving to her bobbing.

He couldn’t take it any longer and he grunted and shot a fresh load of warm, sticky cum all over the insides of Daria’s mouth, hitting the back of her throat. She sucked and slurped, taking all of him, not letting a single drop get away. This was one thirsty bitch. After she licked him clean, she picked up her head and moved up towards his mouth and kissed him, eyes glazed over and some cum dripping down the sides of her mouth, giving Jason a taste of his own. He liked it. He couldn’t put a finger on it, but something about the sweet, salty mix excited him. Daria was rubbing her bare chest on Jason’s, her nipples as sharp as pencils.

“Jason,” she gasped, “I want you to eat me out! NOW!” she commanded.

So she slithered out of her thong and let it drop on the floor next to his bed, pussy juice dripping onto his thigh, and straddled his face. Instinctually, his tongue shot out, finding and licking her clitoris. He kept his tongue stiff as a screwdriver and made it go around and around, playing with her swollen knob, and licking her folds all the way down to her pussy.

Suddenly, his face was dripping wet as she screamed and squirted all over him. The pungent, musky smell and taste kept him hard; he wanted more. So Jason grabbed Daria by the shoulders, flipped her, and got on top of her. He picked her legs up and locked them over his shoulders, making a nice wide “V” for him to go into. Her legs bent and hooked over his shoulders as he pushed himself forwards with his arms and touched the tip of his cock to her pussy which he just drank from. He entered the silky, tight wetness and let out a big sigh, as Daria’s nails dug into his shoulders.

They quickly got into a rhythm of thrusting back and forth, him going into her as deeply as he could. Her pussy was like a vise grip over him, and moving in ways that got to his cock from every angle. This was definitely not this woman’s first rodeo. They banged like that for a good ten minutes until Jason couldn’t hold back any longer and shot another load of cum deep inside Daria’s pussy.

When he finally came outside her, her rested his cock on top of her mound, on top of a springy tuft of hair that was a natural blonde like her head. Now they tongue kissed deeply. Jason was not a virgin, but he had yet to have sex with Cathy. His friends thought he was a slow mover, but he didn’t care one bit. For the next two weeks at least, he had a woman almost twice his age! Fuck! This is every guy’s fantasy, he thought.

“Jason,” she said. “I really felt sorry that I couldn’t come in sooner and read you a bedtime story, because I fell asleep in front of the TV, so I hope this made up for it.”

He still couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Was this some game, or did she really think she was some kind of babysitter for an eighteen year old man? Whatever, he thought.

“Oh don’t worry about the bedtime story,” Jason said. “Besides, I enjoyed your lesson a bit more.”

“I’m so glad. Now you’ll know about how to please your new girlfriend! Just think – we have two whole weeks to learn new things,” she said with a sly grin. She spent the rest of the night with him in bed and they fucked again before dawn, Jason getting up at eight-thirty.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_________________
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J 

ason took a shower and came downstairs for breakfast after the wildest night of his life. When he woke up, Daria had left his room. He was making coffee and she strutted into the kitchen wearing stiletto heels, lots of makeup, and a one-piece, emerald green satin dress with a plunging neckline and a very high hemline. He almost dropped his coffee and his jaw dropped.

“Jason, you look like you’ve just seen a ghost! What is it?” Daria said grinning.

“Uh, um, nothing. I mean, uh, it’s just that I’ve never seen anyone dress like you so early in the morning.”

“Oh. Then should I take that as a compliment?” she said as she walked over to him and pointed a finger into his t-shirt, her face inches from his.

“Definitely,” he said. “You look hot. I mean like really hot.”

“Well I’m so glad you like it. What are your plans for today? I thought that we can go for the tree tomorrow instead. I have some girlfriends in town, and we are having a girl’s day out. Are you disappointed?

“No Daria, not at all.” He was mesmerized by her appearance, and quite hard. He thought about telling her in a commanding voice that she wasn’t going anywhere today, and that she would have to ravage him all day! He wasn’t paying much attention to what she was saying. He had visions of forcefully dragging her by the hair like a caveman, kicking and screaming into the bedroom, and having his way with her!

“. . . So are you going out with your little friends? They can come over if you’d like. I’ll be home later if you need me.”

It was so weird to Jason. After last night with unexpected, wild sex, this morning she reverted to the babysitter role that she and Jessica decided on. Maybe in her mind, she was a babysitter, and she was treating me with what she thought was age appropriate treatment. . Either way he thought, he’d just go along with it; who wouldn’t?

“Would you like to come along with us? We’re going out to a café and then having a manicure and pedicure at a spa. I think there’s a children’s arcade nearby. Are you okay being home alone?”

Oh my God! This is WAY too much, he thought. “Uh no, I think I’ll pass Daria. I’ll be fine here.”

“Oh good. Play with your video games. You have my number in case you need something, right?”

“Yes Daria, I do.”

“Good boy,” she said, picking up her car keys and going out the door to meet her friends. Jason hoped there would be more “lessons” later on tonight. He thought of Cathy, and there was no way he wanted Cathy to meet Daria. He’d call her later about their date on Saturday night.

“Oh Jason?” Daria called after him.

“Yes Daria.”

“You know, I was thinking. If you want to you can invite Cathy over.”

“Why?” he asked.

“Well I was thinking that if you wanted to I could invite Cathy over for dinner here on Saturday night. I could call her mom and ask if it’s okay? And this way, your date can be properly chaperoned.”

Is she fucking serious??? Ask an eighteen year old girl’s mother if it’s okay for her to come to her boyfriend’s house for dinner?

“Sure Daria, that would be fine. I can just call her and ask her over.”

“Oh no! That won’t do Jason honey. Since I’m the hostess, I think it’s proper etiquette for me to ask her. I know Jessica would agree.”

He knew it was a losing battle and he was right. Before she set out for the day Daria got him to give her Cathy’s phone number. The green dress she was wearing destroyed all his defenses. Jason knew he’d better call her ahead of time and warn her that she would be calling. Of course there would no mention at all about the “lessons” he’d been getting from Daria.

Jason went to his room, and he noticed the door to the guest room where Daria was supposed to stay – was opened. So he casually walked in there and thought about last night and how great she was in bed, and then what she wore when she left the house this morning, and he got a big, fucking boner! A thought flashed through his mind. Suppose he just did a “quickie” inspection of her stuff and see what she brought with her. The way he rationalized it, (there’s always a rationalization in situations like this), he didn’t want to be surprised by anything. Besides, he thought, she isn’t home, and it might be fun to spy.

He opened the top drawer of the bureau and there were makeup, tampons, and other “girlie” items in there. He skipped right down to the bottom drawer and that’s when he struck gold – several brightly colored thongs, and bras. He picked up a purple thong with a G-String down the back and a frilly lace pattern on the top. It was made of a cool satin that felt so soft and nice in his fingers. He rubbed the material between his thumb and forefinger, and quickly got a gigantic boner which showed through his boxers and gym shorts. The knowledge that Daria would be away all day titillated him.

There were no attempts at rationalizing, or condoning what he did next; just an automatic response driven by a hard cock. He slipped off his gym shorts and then the boxers, kicking them off to the side on the guest bedroom floor. Next he placed the purple thong on the floor and stepped into each side, slowly pulling it up over his lower legs. He looked with disdain at the hair on his lower legs, wondering how what he was doing would feel over hairless skin. As it was it felt great, unbelievably pleasant. When he finally slipped the pouch over his cock, pulling it snugly around, the satin fabric rubbing him caused a drop of pre cum to leak out onto the pouch. It’ll dry soon enough, he thought. He straightened, and then arched his back, getting the full feel of the material on him.

He lay down on Daria’s bed inhaling her scents from the sheets planning to jerk off into a tissue, but then the thought occurred to him that he should see how one of her bras looked on him. So he got up and walked over to the draw and pulled out a matching purple bra with semi hard cups. He snapped it closed and then placed it on himself over his head, straightening it out. It too had a satin material over the elastic, and it felt smooth and cool over the bare skin of his chest. Unlike his legs, his chest didn’t have any hair to speak of.

Now he stood barefoot and naked except for the bra and G-string which felt really comfortable and nice nestled between his butt cheeks. He couldn’t resist strolling over to the bedroom door and looking at himself in front of the full length mirror mounted on it. Thoughts swirled around through his head. He had never done anything like this before. He wouldn’t have dared do it with Jessica’s stuff, but Jessica never rode him like a stallion, or sucked his cock either the way Daria had the last couple of evenings.

Suddenly, his iPhone rang. It was Daria! Standing in her lingerie, which he thought was quite funny, he answered.

“Hi Daria, what’s up?”

“Oh nothing much. I just wanted to see how my little man is holding up while I’m away, that’s all.”

“I’m doing fine, I’m just messing around on my computer. I may go to the beach later.”

“Alone??”

“Yeah, why?”

“Does Jessica and your dad let you go to the beach alone yet??”

Oh my God, is she kidding me? How long is this shit gonna go on for? Jason thought.

“Of course, why not?”

“Well, just promise me that you’ll bring plenty of sunscreen and even wear a t-shirt when you go in the water. And there must be a lifeguard on duty!”

“Okay Daria, okay, I will.”

“See? That’s a good boy.”

“I told my two girlfriends that I was babysitting for a young boy, and they insisted I call you to see if you were all right.”

“Did you tell them that I’m over eighteen years old and that we’re fucking,” Jason asked, finding it a bit funny that he was wearing her lingerie and talking to her like that.

“Jason! Those are our lessons! Please don’t be so crude. I hate that! No, I didn’t tell them your age. What difference does it make? You need a sitter regardless.”

Jason wasn’t going to argue. Besides, he was starting to enjoy this little game of theirs.

“Well okay then honey. I’ll be home later about five o’clock and make dinner. Or how would you like to go out to eat?”

“Oh that sounds nice Daria. Where would we go?”

“I was thinking of Chuck-E-Cheese.”

“Uh, I’d rather stay home Daria. Maybe some other time. Jessica has dogs and burgers, and I could grill for us.”

“Well, I suppose it’s safe. As long as you know how to handle something like that. You know how dangerous fire can be. Okay Jason honey, we’ll talk about it later. Be a good boy and I’ll see you around five.” Boy that was a weird phone call, Jason thought. He had plenty of time until five.

Something was missing. Jason looked inside Daria’s top drawer and found lipstick, eyeliner and eyeshadow. Should I? Why the fuck not? So Jason picked up her makeup case and went into the bathroom. He was curious and he had watched a few YOUTUBE videos before, never believing that a chance like this would come up.

Very carefully, taking his time, he applied everything. He chose a medium blue eyeshadow which matched well with his brown hair, which was just below shoulder length. Hummm . . . maybe I should do something with my hair? There’s a can of hairspray on her counter.

He wet his hair, combed it like Daria’s with a part down the middle, blow dried it and put some hairspray on. He loved the feminine smell and the soft, glossy feeling of the lipstick.

He walked back into the bedroom and looked at himself again in the mirror. He couldn’t believe what looked back at him. He was a perfect girl. He had goosebumps all over. He leaned in closer to the mirror, and spoke “dirty” to himself. Hi mister, wanna fuck me? I’m a real slut whore. I’ll suck your cock for free and even let you fuck me!” Just then Jason’s ass started to tingle. He actually wanted a . . . a . . . cock inside of him. What the hell was happening? He didn’t understand it, but just knew it was something he had to do.

In the meantime, he lay down on the bed with a box of tissues next to him, his cock hard as a pole, and ready to go.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

__________________

______

Jason got busy and rubbed his cock furiously underneath the satin fabric of the thong, leaking a bit of pre cum, his makeup, hair and bra lifting his sexual tension to the breaking point. When he couldn’t take it anymore, he lifted the top of the pouch over his cock and grabbed a tissue from the bed next to him, placing it over the tip of his cock, catching the tremendous eruption of white, thick, creamy jizz in the tissue. It was too much even for one tissue; this was a three-Kleenex job!

After he cleaned up, he remembered there was a zippered leather bag in the bottom of Daria’s dresser that he hadn’t looked inside of. When he did look, he was shocked to see a large, latex, black dildo with a vibrator button on it. It also had a “hook” on the bottom, and the whole thing attached to a strap also inside the bag. What kind of shit is Daria into?? There was also a tube of K-Y Jelly inside which wasn’t opened yet. He was thinking and let his desires and recently “flipped” brain take over. His cock was hard again. Why let an opportunity like this go to waste? He wanted kind of a “club atmosphere” to sort of set the tone for his “playtime.” He laughed about that word thinking of his “babysitter.” So he put a couple of Apple Ear Buds in his ears and turned on some electronic disco music.

His heart was pounding as he prepared his ass for a pounding. A pounding that he wanted. No, a pounding that he had to have. He reached for the tube of K-Y Jelly and punctured the seal with the back of the cap. He spread it around his hands and flipped over onto his tummy, raising himself on bended knees. He then took the glob of jelly and spread it over his ass crack, and sticking a jellied index finger directly into his butt. He felt full, like he had to shit, but it was also a very pleasurable feeling too, and that feeling he wanted to be magnified a thousand times. The solution to that lay on the bed next to him. Disregarding the belt, he squeezed more jelly out onto the dildo, coating it all over from the latex “cock tip” almost to the base. He needed to hold onto something firm because the jelly might cause it to slip out of his hands.

After prepping himself fully, he pressed the top of the dildo up against his asshole. He got a shiver through his body, as he played around and tried to see how far in it would go and what it felt like. It actually hurt. His ass was being stretched like it never was before. It made him stop and withdraw the dildo. The urge to shit was back, but he fought it because there was a small hint of pleasure underneath it, growing each time he re-inserted it into his ass.

Now he got kind of an in-out motion going which felt really good. His cock was hard, and he twisted the large cylinder of hard latex around just inside his ass like a mixing spoon for cake batter. He got electric jolts of pleasure he never expected. God this is soooo good! He thought.

He wondered if girls felt like this when they were getting banged! Then he wondered what Cathy would think if she ever found him like this. That possibility he never wanted to happen. He kept going now, faster and faster. No more pain – only total pleasure.

He didn’t hear the car door to Daria’s Jeep slam shut, or the chime when the front door of the house opened at three o’clock, a couple of hours shy of when Daria said she would be coming home. If he did hear it, he would have slashed his throat and jumped out the window.

He also didn’t hear the sound of excited feet running up the steps from the first floor. His eyes were closed, and his face was turned down to the pillow as he shoved the dildo in and out, dressed in his mind like the biggest slut in the world. Another thing he didn’t hear was the sound of his name being yelled from the bedroom door. But he did feel the sudden smack on his shoulder from behind. At that second he thought this is what it felt like to have a heart attack.

After he felt the smack, fingers with newly manicured nails were pulling his ear buds out – the ear-splitting techno music stopping cold. He stopped thrusting and turned around to stare at Daria with a look of dread, and his eyes wide opened.

“Jason! Oh . . . my . . . God! What do you think you’re doing?” Daria called out, in shock, yes, but also trying hard to stifle a laugh. That wasn’t the only thing Jason had to contend with. Standing in the doorway with her hands over her mouth and a look of horror was Cathy, completely stunned. His eyes darted between the two women who were the closest to him in his life.

“Um, uh, I can explain Daria . . . uh, Cathy?”

“Oh no Jason dear. Please finish what you were doing. It seems like you found my lesson plan for a few days from now.” Daria said.

Cathy looked between Daria and her (maybe soon to be ex) boyfriend. But Jason was in no mood to finish. He just wanted to die. Now Daria looked at Cathy and said, “Jason, I thought about what you said about grilling dinner, so I took it upon myself to ask Cathy over tonight for a barbecue, and I picked her up on my way home.”

“Jason!” Cathy yelled, confused as hell. “What the fuck is going on here? What are you doing? What kind of ‘lesson plan???’”

Daria was the one who answered. It seemed that Jason was in too much of state of shock to say anything. “Well you see Cathy, I’m Jason’s babysitter until his father and Jessica come home. Jason told me he had a girlfriend, and you are actually very cute, so I thought it would be nice to have you over for dinner tonight. But that’s besides the point. In the three days since I’ve been here at the house, I’ve been giving Jason some lessons about how to please a woman, and I thought it would be a nice thing to do. Daria nonchalantly looked at her newly manicured nails and said, “My lessons were really for your benefit.”

“You mean you and Jason . . . have been FUCKING!?”

“Oh no dear – a lot more! Much more! I actually thought a big girl like you would be pleased.” Then Daria turned to Jason. “But I never thought that Jason would,” she said laughing, “have a little play time hobby like this! My, my, Cathy. Don’t you think Jason makes a very pretty girl?”

It was like a switch flipped in Cathy and she said, with her arms folded, still standing in the doorway; “You know Jason, I always wondered what it would be like to be with a woman, and I really don’t care if the woman has a cock or not!”

“There, you see Jason? Cathy seems to like your new hobby. I see you found my toy too. It’s okay, you can play with him anytime you like. Cathy? Would you like it if we jumped in with Jason?”

Jason wasn’t the only one who was really turned on by Daria’s sexy as fuck green dress with no bra. Cathy was very turned on by all of this, as she thought of this new opportunity to explore a new world. Besides, she felt herself getting sopping wet switching her gaze between Daria and Jason.

“Let’s do it then,” Cathy said with a smirk on her face. Jason was still too embarrassed or shocked to respond. He only knew that he was at the crossroads of something monumental in his life.

Daria, with practiced experience looked at the bedsheets underneath Jason’s cock and saw that they were dry. “You haven’t cum yet in your little game yet, have you Jason?”

“Uh, no. I haven’t,” he said, with a mixture of embarrassment and desire.

“Well then, I think that you two young people are in for some fun that I’m sure will add much enjoyment to your playtime.”

“I’m in,” Cathy said with an “evil-looking” grin on her face. “What did you have in mind, Daria?”

“Role play!”

“What does ‘role play’ mean Daria?” Jason asked with a fearful expression on his face.

“Just this,” Daria answered, reaching into the leather pouch and pulling out the belt, holding it in front of Jason’s face. “Cathy, please put this on.”

Cathy took hold of the belt, studying it for a bit, while Daria took the dildo out of Jason’s ass, handing it to her.

“Now get undressed dear,” Daria said to Cathy. Placing her hands together Daria was smiling and said, “Oh how I enjoy teaching young people the finer points of the carnal arts.”

Much to Jason’s surprise Cathy wore a G-String thing as well; a black one. In his mind, his initial embarrassment and shock was turning into something much different.

Cathy took the strap and the dildo from Daria and slipped out of her denim shorts and G-String, hooking them up around her waist. The “hook” on the back of the dildo was hovering somewhere close to the opening of her pussy. She smiled as she took the tube of K-Y Jelly and placed a glob of it all over the dildo and the plug. She pressed the vibrate button to on, and with Daria overseeing, she got on the bed behind Jason.

“Oh this is going to be so much fun!” Daria said, as she took a seat on a velvet covered armchair across from the bed, hiking up her skimpy emerald dress and spreading her legs.

Cathy placed some of the jelly over Jason’s ass as well, and then lined up the tip of the dildo with what Cathy called his “boy pussy.”

“Well Jason, I suppose you never pictured this is how we would do our first time! I know I sure didn’t,” she said laughing. Daria joined in the laughing too.

The vibrator turned on, Cathy entered Jason, and gasped, throwing her head back, shocked by the effect of the vibrator with its little “hook” on her. Jason was quickly rocketed into another dimension, the vibrator amplifying his arousal by at least ten fold, maybe more. Cathy thrust deeper and deeper, Jason and her both moaning. Jason, being “broken in,” was flooded with ecstasy, feeling like “a real girl” would feel with explosive sex. Each time Cathy thrust into him, he backed up against her, getting the large dildo in even deeper. This baby was at least eight inches. It’s amazing what AMAZON has in their catalog, he thought. Cathy was moaning and leaking onto the bed sheets, and down the front of her thighs.

Watching from the armchair, Daria was running her fingers all the way down her pussy, from her mound to the opening. She didn’t need any jelly to heighten her arousal. Her clit was red and engorged, slippery, and aching to be satisfied. Daria used her index finger and thumb to snap it like a rubber band back and forth, causing electric jolts through her body, causing her to gasp. She placed three fingers inside her pussy, pressing hard against the walls, and going inside deeper and deeper. All the time, her eyes were riveted on Cathy and Jason.

From the hard pounding of Cathy, Jason felt a ball of pleasure welling up from deep inside him. Cathy reached his p-spot, and he let out a scream and shot a huge load of cum, without even touching himself – his first of what was to be many “sissygasms.”

Cathy felt the effect of the knob going deep inside her too, and she gyrated her hips so the effect would be total, also making her clit to rub hard around the base. She sounding like she was whimpering as she screamed and squirted an entire lake of pussy juice. It came in waves; multiple orgasms. She came like a machine gun. I have to get one of these things . . . she thought in a trancelike state of pleasure.

Daria screamed at the same time as Cathy, squirting all over her hands and the velvet cover of the armchair. There was an energy in the room which took a while to dissipate, as the three of them calmed down, satiated.

Daria was the first to speak. “Whew, that was something, wasn’t it kids?”

Cathy was out of breath, and she lay forward, her body pressing on Jason’s back.

“You know kids,” Daria said. “I have many more lessons to teach you in the two weeks I’m here, and I’m going to get you a present Cathy – your very own dildo, belt and vibrator, so you and Jason can keep having fun after I’m gone.”

“Thank you Miss Daria,” Cathy said, paying homage to her new mistress.

“I can’t see doing this any other way!” Jason said excitedly.

“But Jason,” Cathy said. “You have a cock which I want. But you have to promise me that we only fuck when you’re dressed like you are.” Then with an evil grin she said, “I also want you to fully dress for me. Your own hair is fine,” she said, closely inspecting him, “but I think that a wig will make you look even more realistic. Maybe some whorish, girly clothes too.”

“It’s a deal!” Jason said with a new excitement. He was all in.

“Excellent idea,” Daria said. “By the way, you two kids can come up to Orlando and visit me any time you want to. We’ll have lots of fun!”

“I’m so glad you came to babysit me Daria,” Jason said.

“Oh don’t thank me . . . you can also thank Jessica. It was actually her idea.” Jason’s eyes and mouth opened wide. Of course, he didn’t tell his friends a thing. He wouldn’t dare.
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