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Rough Sex with the Babysitter

Adam fiddled with his wedding band, spinning it around his finger. He watched as his wife, Belle, bustled around the bedroom getting everything ready for their weekend trip to the cottage. She was still quite pretty, sexy even. But it had been nearly fifteen years since they got married.

He was pushing forty. She was a couple years younger than he was. He missed the youth and vitality that marked the early years of their relationship. Lately, what Adam missed most was the experimentation. Belle used to love for him to tie her up. She used to beg him to spank her. A few times, they’d even used a whip, some cuffs, and a ball gag. 

Lately, Adam found himself fantasizing about doing all of that to their regular babysitter, Willow. From where he sat on the foot of the bed, he glanced over at the clock on the nightstand. Willow was going to be coming by within about half an hour to look after his infant son.

She always had a smile for him, and she always flirted with him. Adam thought it was just to get a nice tip at the end of each shift, but sometimes he caught Willow looking at him as they left the house. She would always talk to him, never to Belle, and each time she came over, she seemed to wear something even more inappropriately revealing than the previous outfit. 

Yes, she was the object of quite a few fantasies for Adam. He found himself getting hard just thinking about her while he sat on the bed.

“Be careful, hon. You’ll poke an eye out with that thing!” 

Adam shook his head, realizing that Belle had just spoken to him. He saw that she’d noticed his hardening cock. Blushing, he focused on making it get soft again.

The doorbell rang, and Adam practically leapt to his feet. “I’ll get it!” He shouted as he bounded out of the bedroom and down the stairs, taking them two at a time.

When he opened the door, he found Willow waiting on the other side with a smile on her face.

“Hey, Adam!” She said, looking up into his eyes.

He found himself getting hard again as he looked at her. She had a tight pair of jeans on that showed off her hips, and a shirt that flattered the hourglass shape of her body.

Realizing he was staring, he stepped out the way and showed her in. Willow stepped past him and bent over to undo her shoes. Adam’s eyes widened as he got a look at her ass, which she was clearly displaying for him.

“So, is there anything else that you think you’ll be needing for the night?” Adam asked as she straightened up and turned back around to look at him.

“No. I have some readings I can do for homework from college. I have all of your emergency contact information. I think I’m set,” she said. Her eyes glanced down for a moment, taking him in.

Adam’s heart skipped a beat. He could barely control his stiffening cock.

“Is the car warmed up?” Belle called down as she appeared at the top of the stairs laden with bags

“Just about!” Adam called back. 

They loaded everything into the car. Belle waited in the passenger seat while Adam went back inside for one last check to make sure they hadn’t forgotten anything. Inside, Adam took his wallet out of his back pocket and set it down on the little table in the hallway.

“Have a good time, Adam,” Willow said, peering at him from around the door.

“Don’t stay up too late,” Adam replied, smiling at her, “Bye.”

“Bye,” Willow said, waving, “If you forget anything, you know your way back.”

All Adam could think about as they sped down the highway was how Willow had looked, bent over for him as she had. He had to keep shifting position in his seat as his cock got uncomfortably hard. His mind started undressing her. Did she shave her little pussy? What would it look like to have his cock buried in her? Had she ever gotten wet and touched herself, thinking about him? He squeezed the steering wheel. 

Soon, he imagined putting the cuffs on her, stuffing her mouth with the ball gag, leaving her ass red from whipping and fucking her until she came all over him...

It had been a two and half hour drive to get to the little cottage by the lake. Adam got out of the car and unlocked the door, letting Belle inside. They turned on some lights and then went out and unloaded the car. 

Adam looked around. Then he started patting his pants frantically. 

“What’s wrong?” Belle asked.

He looked at her, mustering as much shock as he could. “I forgot my wallet!”

Belle opened her mouth, surprised. “How are we going to pay for everything? I wanted to head to town and get a few things.”

Adam ran his hands down his cheeks. “Look, you stay here. I’ll run back as quick as I can and grab it. No sense in both of us spending all that time driving back and forth. I must have left it right by the door, too!”

Belle protested for a bit, but then gave in. Practically running out of the cottage, Adam jumped in the car and sped off back down the road towards home. He shook as he drove, excited and surprised at himself. What are you going to do? He wondered.

He knew what he was going to do. He needed something. What he needed, he knew only Willow could give him. He was almost certain she wanted to give it to him, too. Young women loved older men, he told himself. He smiled, thinking about how she must be wondering how to get him alone for a while.

His hands could barely hold onto the steering wheel as he pulled the car back into the driveway. It was dark outside by the time he’d gotten back into town, and most of the lights in the house were out, leaving the windows black.

The porch light was on, however, and it he could hear the TV as he mounted the first step. Checking his watch, Adam saw that the baby was probably in bed. 

Everything seemed to be falling into place.

Putting on the most confident face he could muster and straightening his shoulders, Adam grabbed the doorknob and twisted, pushing the door open.

Stepping inside, he saw that his wallet lay right where he’d left it hours earlier.

“Hello?” he said.

The TV turned off. In another moment, Willow appeared in the living room doorway. Adam’s heart skipped a beat; she was in a tank top and a pair of white panties. She smiled at him as she leaned against the doorframe.

“I was wondering if you were going to come back for it,” she said, glancing at the wallet. “I did think you were going to call first, though. I would have made sure to not be in my PJs.”

She made no move to go and get said clothes to cover herself up. 

Adam made a little show of examining her. To his deep pleasure, her whole body seemed to flush red under his eyes, and she looked down at her feet for a moment.

“Oh, I don’t know. It’s not like you have anything to be embarrassed about,” he said.

Willow looked up at him. She walked over to him, rolling her hips in a way that made his mouth go dry. She stopped until she stood less than a foot away. Adam wasn’t certain, but he thought he could feel the warmth of her body from where she stood. He tried to work up some saliva, but failed.

Never breaking eye contact, she reached over and grabbed his wallet. She held it out to him.

“Is this what you were looking for?”

Adam grabbed the wallet, letting his fingers overlap hers. Her hand felt so warm under his. His cock quivered in his pants.

“Exactly what I was looking for,” he replied. 

He held onto her hand. The wallet lowered, forgotten.

“Was there anything else, Adam?” Willow said. She kept glancing from his lips to his eyes. She didn’t close her own lips entirely, leaving them slightly parted. Adam could see her trembling, and he noticed that her nipples had gotten hard. She didn’t have a bra on. He felt a sudden urge to reach out and squeeze her firm looking breasts. 

Adam pulled the wallet away from her. He put it back down on the table. Wrapping his arms around her, he pulled her body against his. He felt her hips press against his rigid cock. Then he felt her lips against his. 

He could feel her hard nipples against him as he pushed his tongue into her mouth. Her petite body trembled in his arms as she gave into her need for him.

Adam ran his hand between them. His fingers slid over the smooth cotton of her panties as he rubbed her pussy. There was a damp spot right over her entrance. She moaned into his mouth as he pushed the panties to one side and ran his finger down into her moist slit.

When he needed to catch his breath, he pulled his face away from hers. Her cheeks were all flushed, and she breathed heavily against him as he continued massaging her sex. Her mouth opened as he found her stiff little clit and began playing with it. 

“Adam...” she said, beginning to roll her hips back and forth, grinding her wet little pussy against his hand.

“Have you ever been tied up?” Adam asked. The images of her naked body bound for him filled his mind.

She shook her head as she bit her lip. Her own hand slipped between them and grabbed Adam’s cock through his pants. She squeezed his hardness, making him throb in her grip.

“I want to tie you up,” he said.

Her lip slipped out from between her teeth. The pink tip of her tongue poked out and ran in a slow circle around her lips that sent a tingle up through Adam’s member. She nodded.

Not wanting to wake the baby, Adam led Willow to the guest bedroom, which was on the main floor. Willow already had her things in there, as it was where she slept when they needed her to stay overnight.

It was also the room where Adam kept the bondage gear he’d acquired during his more adventurous days.

He grabbed Willow up in his arms and kissed her again, running his hands down to cup her ass and grind her hips against his. Her hands sought his cock again, but he collected her wrists and pinned them behind her back with one hand as he continued feeling her. His other hand moved between her legs.

Looking into her eyes, he slipped one finger into her wet hole. Her eyes squeezed shut, and she bit her lip as he started curling his finger against the front wall of her pussy. Pulling his finger out of her, he put it into his mouth and licked the juices from it. The taste enflamed his desire.

Adam could feel the blood pounding past his temples, hear it as it thundered by his ears, as he pushed Willow down onto the bed. Her body writhed, and she stretched like a cat as he hooked her panties with his fingers and pulled them down. 

The first look he got at her pussy sent a tingle up his cock so strong he thought he was going to come. Her slit glistened with moisture.

Kneeling down beside the bed put his face right on level with her sex. She pulled her legs back, giving him an even better look at her as he fished around under the bed for the box he knew was there. 

As his fingers found the cardboard, he leaned forward and his lips touched her pussy. She jolted and moaned, pulling up her shirt to squeeze her own breasts and pinch her nipples.

Adam darted his tongue in and out of her, licking up as much of her juices as he could, getting his face and cheeks soaked as he pulled the box out from under the bed. He pulled the lid off and fished around inside. First, he pulled out the cuffs. The next thing to come out was the whip. The final item was the ball gag, the ball red and the straps black. 

Picking them all up, he set them on the bed beside Willow and stood up. He wiped at his mouth, running his tongue over his lips to make sure he got all her juices. 

“I’ve wanted you for so long, Adam...” Willow moaned as she continued playing with her nipples.

Adam took off his clothes, pushing his pants down and letting his cock spring out. She watched the hard shaft tremble, her body quivering as she took in its size. She unconsciously angled her hips for him, her pussy quivering with desire to take every inch of him again and again.

Grabbing the cuffs, Adam said, “Give me your hands.”

She held them out obediently. He grabbed her wrists again, snapping the steel bands in place around them. He put her hands down on her stomach, then climbed onto the bed. Straddling her body, Adam put his shaft right between her breasts. He grabbed them and pressed them together around his rod. 

As he started running his shaft back and forth, he left a clear smear of precum on her chest. She lifted her head and licked at the little pool of liquid as he squeezed it out of himself using her breasts.

He couldn’t go too fast for fear of coming, it felt so good. There was such need in her eyes.

When she started to beg for him to fuck her, Adam got off her. The sides of her breasts and her chest were all red from where he’d been rubbing himself against her.

“Onto your stomach,” Adam said, smacking lightly at her hip.

He felt his cock pulse as she turned over and he got a good look at her ass. Adam loved the hourglass figure she had, and the way her ass cheeks curved. He could see goosebumps forming on those cheeks, making their way down the backs of her thighs. 

Grabbing her by the hips, he pulled her up so that her back was arched and she was on her knees. With her hands cuffed beneath her, her chest and the side of her face rested against the bed.

Kneeling down, Adam took in the magnificent and erotic sight of her ass, displayed a few inches from his face. He looked at the rosebud pucker of her asshole, then at the pink lips of her pussy. The smaller set of lips surrounding her entrance poked out a little. Grabbing one cheek with each hand and pulling her back toward him, he took her with his mouth again. 

His tongue could enter her more deeply, and he alternated between sticking it as far into her as he could and running the tip of it down through her slit to tease her stiff little clitoris. 

She moaned as he played with her sex, letting his tongue slip up to tickle at the puckered flesh of her asshole. Her pussy kept getting wetter and wetter, and she kept pressing her hips back into his face, wanting him to jam his cock into her.

Finally, Adam moved away from her. He picked up the short whip, testing the suppleness of the leather between his hands. Then he put it back down and grabbed the ball gag. He wrapped one arm around her stomach and pulled her back slightly so that her face wasn’t against the bed. His cock had slipped between her legs, and the hard shaft rested against her hot, wet lips.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

When she did, he pushed the red rubber ball of the gag into it, then did the strap up behind her head. Finishing, he lowered her face and chest back down to the bed and stepped back, whip in hand. 

She squealed, the sound muffled by the gag, as he whipped one cheek. A bright red line already stood out on it as he whipped the other. He watched the way the firm flesh of those cheeks jiggled and bounced and tensed as he went through the motions of whipping her. Each time she squealed, he felt his cock throb.

Growing tired of whipping her, he turned the whip over in his hand so that the thick, braided handle pointed up. He rubbed that up and down through her slit, getting the tip nice and wet. She looked back at him with wide eyes as he ran that handle up through the cleft of her ass.

Putting the tip of the handle against her asshole, he pushed, applying more pressure until the pucker opened up a little, letting the handle slip just barely into her.

Adam could no longer restrain himself. He took position behind her, holding the base of his cock with one hand.

Adam’s breath shuddered out of him as the head of his cock bumped against her opening. She felt so tight around him, and she whimpered as he pushed against that tightness. He watched as the lips of her pussy parted around his girth, letting him slowly squeeze into her.

The opening made a tight ring around his shaft, and he felt himself swell inside her as the walls of her sex closed around his member. He didn’t enter her all the way. When he pulled back, he looked at the glistening juices she’d left on him. He could see her tightness as well, in the way her pussy pulled at him.

Harder this time, he thrust back inside her. This time, she took every inch of his rigid cock in her little pussy. He left himself balls-deep in her, relishing the way her pussy already went through spasms of clenching and unclenching around him. He loved the way she whimpered, and the way her large eyes seemed to beg him to fuck her hard and fast.

The moans turned to whimpers as he drew his cock back out and then thrust forward again and again. Each stroke left his shaft even wetter than before. Her little asshole also relaxed, letting him push the handle of the whip deeper inside her. 

Soon, it felt like a little spark had shot up his shaft. He pulled and pushed the whip handle harder and faster as he gritted his teeth, slamming his cock in and out of her pussy.

She kept getting tighter and tighter around him, and he saw that she had squeezed her eyes shut.

A moment later, another muffled whimper escaped around the ball gag as her pussy became the tightest he’d felt. It squeezed him in its grip for a moment, then relaxed. He took each pause between squeezing to thrust into her again, as hard as he could. The bed shook each time. 

His cock got harder and harder, swelling inside her as he succumbed to his own climax. At the last moment, he pulled his cock out of her pussy and the whip from her asshole. He pressed his shaft into the cleft of her ass and thrust against it. He grunted as cum spurted from his cock onto her ass and back. More and more came out, making small pools of pearly liquid on her body. 

A sudden exhaustion took him as his body relaxed. He realized that every muscle in him had tensed while he came on her young body.

There was a box of tissues on the nightstand. He grabbed it, pulling out a handful of the tissues. He used them to wipe all of his cum from her body. His cock still throbbed a little as he looked at her. Her ass just looked so perfect, stuck up in the air like it was with her back arched.

Finishing that, he turned her over onto her back and undid the handcuffs. She looked into his eyes as she lifted her head for him to reach behind and undo the gag. The red ball was covered in teeth marks from where she’d been biting it in the throes of her own climax. 

Adam sat beside her on the bed, wanting to look at her for as long as he could. Her nipples were still hard, and he wished he’d spent more time playing with them, pinching them. They hardened up even more as she saw him looking at them.

Putting her hand on his thigh, she said, “I’m so glad you forgot your wallet.”

He felt and saw his cock throb at the contact. He also remembered that Belle was still waiting for him out at the cottage. He had been gone a while now, and he wanted to avoid suspicion.

“Me too,” he said, getting up and putting his clothes back on. 

Willow did the same. He looked at her again. All she had on was her underwear. He felt the sudden desire to take her again, right away. His cock stood out against the leg of his pants. Gritting his teeth, he fought back against his urges. 

She sat on the bed again, looking at him. A smile touched her lips when she saw his frustration.

“I need to get going,” he said.

“Are you going to need me to babysit again anytime soon?” Willow asked, letting her eyes run up and down his body.

“Very soon, I think,” Adam said, smiling at her.

She followed him out to the front hallway, where he barely remembered to grab his wallet and stuff it in his pants before going back out to the car. Willow waved at him as he pulled out of the driveway. 

On his way back, Adam did his best to come up with other possible excuses for needing to run back home the next time they had Willow over to babysit. 
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