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Babysitting for the Daddy Next Door 

 

Kyle

 

Being a single dad was hard enough on its own. Being a single dad with a full-time job, career aspirations, meetings, and all of that made it all the harder.

Not to mention the few dates I went on when I could snatch time away from my most important job.

Those dates all ended well enough. Usually at her place instead of mine. Some fun in the bed and then dressed and back home.

But I wouldn’t have even been able to do anything of that without my godsend. Her name was Trish.

She was a sophomore at the local college, studying psychology. She came whenever I called. Early, late. Always willing to stay on a bit longer if a meeting went on too long or a date looked like it might end up in some fun.

Sometimes I even hired her for a few hours while I was still at home. Just to look after the kid for a few hours while I took care of household stuff.

Yep, Trish was a real lifesaver.

She even flirted with me, which was a bonus. She called me a silver fox, and told me she’d be super lucky if she could find a guy anything like me.

I didn’t mind any of this, of course. She was a pretty little thing. One of those girls who liked to do CrossFit and stay active in school sports. Blonde hair that she often put into a ponytail or pigtails.

And in the warm weather, the outfits she wore!

I figured it was all pretty innocent. I mean, I’m old enough to be her father. She had no business showing any real interest in a guy like me.

Still, there were a few times when I’d catch myself checking out her perky little ass when she got down on her hands and knees to retrieve a toy from under the bureau in the study.

Times when I’d be on that verge of sleep in bed, and I’d suddenly get rock hard at the thought of her youthful, naked, and nude body pressed up against mine under the covers.

That day started like any other Saturday. I needed to fix a few things around the house: replace a wooden riser on the steps to the back deck, fix the leaky faucet in the main bathroom. Maybe change the oil in my Charger if I got around to it.

Basically, I needed another pair of eyes to watch the kid while I did all this.

I changed into some comfy jeans and an old white undershirt that I wouldn’t mind getting dirty. I hadn’t shaved that day, and salt-and-pepper stubble covered my cheeks.

I smiled.

Probably earn me another of those silver fox comments, I figured.

I grabbed my cell from its usual spot on my night table and sent Trish a quick text. I thought that she might have other plans, being a beautiful young woman and this being a nice Saturday and all.

But she texted back that she’d be over ASAP.

Soon enough the doorbell rang and I trotted over from the breakfast nook in my kitchen and pulled open the door.

Trish smiled up at me. Hair in pigtails today, I saw. An airy, short-sleeved blouse unbuttoned to both help with the heat and show off the curves of her perky if small breasts. Khaki shorts that were so short that the front pockets hung down the front of her thighs.

I could only imagine, and did so, what the view was like from behind. I swallowed against that thought. Felt a shot of heat run down the front of my stomach all the way down to the tip of my cock, where it tingled.

“Hey, Trish. Come on in. He’s up in his room. Thanks again for coming on such quick notice. I don’t know where I’d get the time to get everything done without you!” I said, stepping out of the way so she could come in.

She walked in past me and I caught a whiff of her scent. Something fruity and light and floral. She kicked off her sandals, still smiling.

“It’s no problem, Mr. Peters. Always glad to come over and see the boys!” she said.

She had such a lovely smile. Such a lovely face, too. It felt good to have a young woman smile at me like that.

Of course, it didn’t help matters re: keeping control of myself in my pants. My eyes strayed to the open throat of her blouse. The perfect, lovely smooth skin between her breasts. There was a freckle between them, I noticed.

I jerked my eyes back up. She was still smiling at me.

“There’s sandwich fixings in the fridge and some soda if you get hungry,” I said. I forced my eyes to remain on hers. Even though I really just wanted to examine that freckle again.

I couldn’t help wondering where else she was freckled. I swallowed hard again.

“Thanks!” she said. A blush lit in her cheeks and I knew that she saw me staring.

Before it could become anymore awkward, she wheeled around and bounced towards the kitchen. The view from behind was just as nice as I’d imagined. Better, even. At that age, a girl’s ass defied gravity.

I shook my head, tried to clear my mind of all those impure yet enticing thoughts.

So I went and threw myself into work. Got that riser replaced. Swore under my breath while I crammed as much of my body as I could under the sink to fix the leaky joint in the pipe.

I heard laughter coming from the kid's bedroom at one point and I smiled. She was so good with him.

If only I could find a woman closer to my own age who was so good, I'd be set. Unfortunately, none of the contenders so far met my standards.

And I'd been through more than my fair share. Turns out older woman like the silver fox look, too. And the single dad bit. And the fact that I made sure to hit the gym four times a week still.

I checked my watch and saw it was just a bit after lunch. I decided it was a good a time as any to grab a Bud from the fridge and take a load off in the basement rec room before I got to that oil change.

I'd worked up a good sweat by this point. The veins stood out on my arms. I didn't change or shower yet, though.

Why bother when I might end up with a big oil stain all over my shirt?

So I grabbed that beer and went downstairs. Flipped the flat screen mounted on the wall above the fireplace to some home improvement show that I could ignore.

The beer was delicious, foamy, and most important: cold. 

I even thought I'd grab a second before I got out to the car

But then I heard footsteps on the stairs. I turned around. Saw Trish standing near the foot. She was still smiling while she looked at me. This one was a bit different, though. She smiled, but she bit down a little on her bottom lip.

My God, it was sexy. I felt my cock rustle.

"Everything okay?" I said.

"Yeah," Trish replied, "He's down for a nap. I thought I'd come see how you were doing."

I held up the brown bottle of beer, "Just fine." The beer hit me just right, too. I could feel myself relaxing.

"Mind if I sit, too?" she said.

I shifted over on the couch and motioned at the other end. She came over and sat down. I tried to not look at her bare thighs. And I smelled her again. My cock tingled from root to stem.

"I hope this doesn't sound too weird," Trish said, "But I just wanted to say again that I think you're doing a great job. Being a single dad and all. Keeping your life on track."

"Thanks," I said. I couldn't stop thinking about the way she smelled so good. 

She shimmied her butt a little closer to me on the couch. Her body moved in this languid, lithe fashion. I wondered what it would feel like if she sat on my lap and made that same motion.

She rubbed her hands together and then stuck them between those lovely thighs of hers. I was jealous of them right away.

She glanced at me, then down. She mumbled something.

"Speak up," I said. I reached over and gave her a playful tap with the back of my hand on her upper arm.

"I said that I really mean it about all that. I think about you a lot," she said.

She looked me in the eye for a second. That blush lit in her cheeks again and she her eyes returned to her hands, which remained shoved tight between her thighs.

I swallowed at the sudden dryness in my mouth. When that didn't work, I took a pull from my beer. "You do?"

"Yes," she said. She shimmied a bit closer to me again. Our thighs nearly touched. I imagined I could feel the warmth radiating from her body. She swallowed audibly. Tucked one of her pigtails back behind her ear. "Do you ever think about me?"

I blinked in surprise and nearly dropped my beer. I set the bottle down on the coffee table. My cock bulged against my jeans and my balls tingled hard.

"I think that you're a great babysitter. A real lifesaver," I said.

"Is that all?" she replied.

I weighed my next words carefully. I kept thinking about how I was old enough to be Trish's father. How she was barely 19. How good she was to me and my kid and how I didn't want to mess that up.

I also thought about how nice she smelled. About that delicious little freckle between her small but perky breasts. The way her legs looked.

"Should there be more?" I said.

I tried to keep my cool. But I was a man, with a man's desires and needs. And right then that primal male brain of mine could concentrate on nothing but making my young and pretty babysitter mine.

This time when she shimmied closer our thighs did touch. My rational mind told me to pull away, to jerk back.

Another part, the one that made my cock throbs and my balls tingle, told me to stay right where I was.

That second part of me won out. Her scent intensified. I found it intoxicating.

I started wondering about her natural smell. Her natural taste. My cock swelled up even more in my jeans, plain for us both to see.

I did nothing to hide it.

She trembled a little, I saw. Trembled and shivered. She looked up at me. Then down at my lips. Then back up at my eyes.

She leaned in towards me, her lovely, glossy lips parting a little even as her eyes hooded.

Her hand crept up onto my thigh. It trembled visibly. She ran it up until it settled over the bulge of my cock.

That bulge grew when I felt that pressure against it.

She kissed me. Lightly at first. Her lip gloss was strawberry flavored.

Our mouths parted. I could still taste her on me. It was all I could do to not tear her clothes off then and there and fuck her youthful brains out.

And the way she kept squeezing my cock through my jeans didn't help things, either.

"I do want more..." she breathed. That delicious rosy flush filled her cheeks. It also ran down her throat, between her breasts. That freckle stood out even more.

I glanced back towards the stairs. "You're sure he's asleep up there?"

"Passed right out," she said, her usual smile returning, this time with a seductive twist to it that sent little tingling fingers down the small of my back, "You know how he gets. Nothing will wake him up for a couple hours, at least."

I thought about it. Not really, actually. That primal male, instinctual part of me already made the decision for me.

Before she could do anything about it, I scooped her up and plopped her down on my lap. She weighed next do nothing.

The way my cock pressed against my jeans, it met perfectly with the cleft between her ass cheeks.

I groaned. She was firm and shapely and warm.

And when she wriggled in surprise I nearly shot off in my boxers. She twisted around a little. Enough to put her arm over my shoulders.

"You're so strong," she said.

I held her around the waist with one arm. I loved the way she trembled and shuddered. I put my free hand down into her blouse, encircled one of those small, firm breasts with my fingers as I pushed her bra cup aside.

She gasped. Her hips started rolling, massaging my cock with her ass. We kissed again. She was just as sweet as before.

I squeezed her breast and felt her nipple perk up against my palm. When I pinched it between thumb and forefinger she pulled her mouth away from mine and groaned.

"That feels nice, Mr. Peters," she said.

"Call me Kyle," I told her.

I pulled my hand out of her bra and undid the remaining buttons on her blouse. I put my hand flat against her bare stomach and marvelled at how petite she was.

She slipped out of her blouse and gave me my first real look at the youthful tautness of her body. Her slender shoulders. The way her waist curved in and then flared out at her thighs. 

It took me one flick of my fingers to undo her bra strap. She laughed in surprise. The laugh turned to a moan, her back arching in, when I slipped her bra down and then encircled one stiff nipple with my mouth and sucked.

Her ass pushed and ground harder against my imprisoned shaft the more I sucked. And she bucked hard when I bit down gently on that stiff bit of flesh.

"How long have you wanted this?" I said.

When I pulled my mouth from her breast, her little, tightly wrinkled areola was bright pink from all the sucking. And her nipple glistened with my saliva.

When I blew lightly across it, both her breasts pebbled in delicious gooseflesh and she sucked a sharp breath in between her teeth before she answered me.

"Since the first time I babysat for you," she said, "You answered the door with nothing but a towel around your waist. Then I saw how good you are with your boy. What a real man you are, taking care of your life the way you do... That's nice..."

I kissed her across her shoulders, let my mouth run down between her breasts.

I was drunk on her. She intoxicated me. I wanted to run my mouth over every inch of her. Wanted to lap up her juices and make her mine.

"I was wet for you when you answered the door..." she said. She kept running her fingers through my hair. Running her hand over my broad shoulders, down my chest. 

She rubbed her ass so much against my cock that I thought that soon I'd just stab through all the denim.

"And how wet are you now?" I said.

She leaned in close so that her lips brushed against my earlobe. I tingled all over.

"My panties are soaked," she breathed.

I almost came again. My balls even started tightening up. I didn't want to wait any longer. I needed to have her. I needed to have her precious little peach then and there.

I tossed her down onto the couch. I made short work of her shorts, yanking them down her lovely legs and tossing them away.

Her panties were white cotton. And she hadn't been lying. The crotch of them clung to her tender, flushed young mound. She'd soaked them just like she said. I could see her lips. See the vertical slit between them.

I had an overpowering urge to taste her. No, to devour her.

I mounted her, wrapped my arms around her slender body. My hungry left left a trail of ravenous, wet kisses down her throat. Down between her breasts.

Her body writhed against mine. She pushed her hands down between us, her eager, inexperienced fingers fumbling with my belt and my zipper.

She got them undone just as I slipped too low and she could no longer reach them. I tongued her shallow little navel.

I kissed down the front of her panties. Sucked on the warm flesh of her inner thighs while she writhed on the couch and grabbed fistfuls of my hair, trying to urge my mouth over her aching little pussy.

"Oh, Kyle, Oh, Kyle..." she kept on moaning, "Kiss me. Lick me. I want your mouth all over me. You get me so fucking wet."

I peeled her panties down, rearing up just long enough to help her kick them away. Then I attacked her. Lunged back in to claim my prey and my prize.

Her hips lifted up off the couch, her body eager.

She kept her pussy completely bald. Her mound flushed with heat and blood. Her little clit poked out from under its hood. Wetness glistened and beckoned between her vertical lips.

Her fingers tightened in my hair, urging me forward. Urging me closer to her forbidden, hairless, and juicy peach.

I was savage. I didn't tease. I didn't play around. I devoured her. I sank my tongue between those lips and lapped her up. Lapped her hard.

She tasted like strawberries down there, too.

Soon her juices covered my cheeks and chin. My stubble rubbed at her sensitive flesh, but that just seemed to make her want me even more.

Her head thrashed against the couch. Her fingers pulled painfully at my hair. I loved it. 

She arched up even higher off the cushion, really shoving her sopping mound against my hungry mouth.

I put my hands under her ass, supporting her. I felt her plump, firm cheeks flex. Felt and saw every muscle in her body tighten and stand out when her first climax slammed into her like a tsunami.

"Yes! Fuck, yes!" she screamed, grinding her pussy against my face.

I bore down on the stiff little bean of her clit. Sucking it between my teeth, lashing at it with my tongue until her whole body trembled and shuddered uncontrollably. 

Her juices just poured out of her and I drank them all greedily, not caring how wet she got my face. How it dripped down my chin and neck.

By the time she started relaxing my jaw ached and my tongue felt numb.

She collapsed down onto the couch and I let her, slipping my hands out from beneath her ass after one more appreciative squeeze of that warm, firm and shapely flesh.

Her thighs fell to either side, completely exposing her bald little mound to me. The stretch of it pulled her inner lips open so that I could see every little bit of her aching little cunt.

My cock throbbed so hard, still stuck in my jeans. I shoved them down, along with my boxers. Every inch of me sprang up, suddenly free. Precum shined all over the taut purple helmet. A fresh trickle leaked from the tip.

I was so hard I trembled. So hard it actually fucking hurt.

Who needed anything like viagra when you had a young, beautiful girl exposing her sopping cunt to you? Looking up at you with her big blue fuck-me eyes.

She reached down and grabbed my cock. Squeezed the head. Ran the pad of her thumb over the tip to smear that precum around some more. I groaned and threw my head back, relishing the tight, tingling sensation in my balls.

"You're so big," she said, "I want every inch. I want to feel your whole cock inside of me. Will you fuck me? Please? I need it so bad. I need you so bad."

I didn't even think about a rubber when I grabbed the backs of her knees, when I pushed her thighs wide apart and then up towards her chest to angle her pussy up a little better.

Some part of me wanted to raw dog her. Wanted to empty every last drop of cum from my balls as deeply into that fertile little cunt as I could push myself.

It was a deep and primal need that I didn't understand, but couldn't ignore.

Just that image made even more clear precum leak out of my. She rubbed her thumb over it again. Rubbed it and then brought her hand to her mouth so she could lick me all up.

I was so hard, so straight, like a fucking tentpole, that I didn't need my hands to guide myself down to her sloppy, sopping cunt.

"Your cock is so hard and so hot," she moaned when I started pushing inside of her.

Her back arched up off the couch again. Her eyes squeezed shut and she snarled. I considered slowly down. Considered easing myself slowly into the silky, warm slickness of her pussy.

But I couldn't wait. I couldn't stop. I needed to feel her wrapped all around me. Needed to feel the wet tightness of her youthful body.

I sheathed every inch inside of her. Stretched her out, forced her pussy to open around my long, hard shaft.

And it felt even better than I thought it could. So soft and wet. So tight I couldn't believe it.

Her walls wrapped me tightly. And I could feel like trembles in her strong muscles there. Little pulses that urged me ever closer to cumming.

I think we both sensed that we couldn't hold out long. I withdrew most of my shaft, now glistening and dripping with her pussy juices, and slammed it back in hard enough that our bodies made a sloppy wet slap as they came together.

I fucked her again. Harder this time. Hard enough to shake the couch. Again and again, withdrawing myself to the tip and then sheathing my shaft as deeply into her as I could.

"Oh, Kyle! Fuck me hard. Fuck me as hard as you want. Make that pussy yours..." she said.

I loved it. I didn't realize that she had this dirty little slut buried inside of her.

I gave her what she wanted. And what I wanted. I buried myself again and again, loving how wet she got for me. Loved how her juices ran clear at first but then turned milky and creamy as I owned her with my cock.

My balls tightened. Started tingling. I sucked in a sharp breath.

"I'm going to cum soon," I said.

"Give it to me," she said, desperation in her eyes, "I want you to nut in my pussy. I want you to fill me up. Give me that cum, daddy."

No man could take that kind of talk. Not when his balls squeezed hard and his cock stiffened to impossible hardness.

She saw the way my face twisted. She started ramming her pussy harder down my cock, adding to the friction. "That's it, daddy. Fill me up. I'm ready. I want your spunk. Put your baby in me."

"God..." I groaned.

I buried myself balls deep in her. Pushed hard, my feet scrabbling for more purchase.

I groaned the first time my cock jumped and jerked inside of her. I spurted so hard it hurt. Then again and again. 

She milked it all out of me. Made these cooing, soothing sounds while she slid the tight loop of her pussy up and down my shaft, urging every last drop of cum out of me.

I almost collapsed down onto her when I finished. She wrapped her arms around me, put her hands on my broad shoulder blades and kissed my neck and cheek.

We pulsed together. I could feel her pussy massaging me still. Those little tremors in her walls. My cock ached more than ever before. My balls hurt. I loved it.

"I needed that," she said, "I'm glad we did this."

 She was still so hot and tight around me. When I started to soften she pushed me out. None of my load leaked out of her, though. She had it all trapped up in her guts, in her womb.

There was something incredibly arousing about that. About the thought of knocking up a young woman, young enough to be my daughter. Claiming her in that ultimate way.

Or had she claimed me?

We kissed again. Nice and slow while I cupped one of her breasts and rubbed at her still stiff nipple with my thumb.

"Stay the night," I told her.

She smiled at me again. I liked the post-fuck rosy flush in her cheeks. "As long as you want, Mr. Peters. Kyle."




Daddy Next Door: Babysitter 

 

Lola enjoyed babysitting for Martin and his wife. Their son wasn’t in preschool yet, and was so well-behaved that he spent most of his time sleeping. In fact, the kid slept like someone was paying him to do it.

So it gave Lola a lot of time to herself when she was over.

She was a first year college student, 18 going on 19, and she did this gig for a couple of regular clients to try and keep her student loans low.

She used to bring over her laptop and some school work and just spend a few hours doing that.

But then she started to get lonely and bored. And a little bit daring.

Martin was a handsome man, A handsome older man with a beautiful wife. He was successful, in construction or something like that, and he liked to keep himself in shape.

There were pictures from family vacations on the walls of Martin and his wife on the beach in Cuba. His wife was pretty, but one time Lola found her eyes drawn to him and couldn’t keep herself from looking at that picture at least a few minutes every time she came over.

He stood there on a sandy beach, the water so blue and rippling behind him, his hands on his hips. He wore only some shorts, and he looked great.

Lola wondered what it might feel like to have those big, strong arms wrapped around her body. What he might smell like. How warm his bare skin might feel against hers.

And if she put her face closer to the picture, she thought she could see a hint of the outline of his package.

She thought he was a big guy.

So she usually spent at least a solid half hour each time she was over touching herself. Running two or even three fingers into the tight and slick wetness of her pussy.

Or teasing the engorged nub of her clit so hard that her back arched up and her lips peeled back from her teeth.

She came at least once thinking about what it might feel like to have Martin’s throbbing cock plunging into her youthful cunt again and again until she just couldn’t take it anymore.

She actually got jealous of Martin’s wife for getting to experience that, and thought that he might enjoy being with a young woman for once.

Her little masturbation sessions started out in the bathroom. When she felt safer, she moved them to the couch. Then onto the guest bedroom.

Last week she’d gotten completely sopping wet in the master bedroom, her lithe body writhing around on Martin’s king size mattress.

There’d even been a bit of a wet spot on the duvet, but a little bit of vinegar and baking soda cleaned it up nicely and no one had ever said anything about it so she knew she’d gotten away clean and clear.

She also never said a word about any of this to Martin.

That night she got to their front door and rang the doorbell, the chime muffled inside the house.

As usual, Martin answered. He wore a nice suit, the tie complementing his eyes.

And he always wore just the right amount of stubble, which she admired when he smiled down at her.

More than once during her sessions, Lola had wondered what it might feel like to have that stubble scratch against her inner thighs while his experienced tongue worked its magic on her swollen mound.

“Hey, Lola. You’re early,” he said.

She hoped the darkness of the early evening hid the way she blushed. That blush spread all the way down her body, and the heat of it concentrated in her already quivering pussy.

She was torn: on one hand she wanted to be around him longer. On the other, she wanted them out of the house so she could push her shorts down and torture her little clit until she experienced some sort of satisfaction.

“Yeah, the bus was a bit ahead of schedule,” she lied.

For just a moment he smiled down at her, and she thought she saw the spark of something in his eyes.

She banked that look for later.

“Well, Brad’s already tucked in and out like a light, so I hope you brought a nice, long essay to work on,” he said, sidestepping so that she could squeeze past him into the well-lit foyer.

“Lots and lots,” she said, hating how bubbly and young she sounded. But she couldn’t help it. Every time she saw him her heart raced.

She hefted the strap of her backpack to show him that she had brought something over to use.

“That’s good,” he said, “I think I say this every time, but we really love having you look out for him. We’ve never worried about anything.”

She licked her lips, “Better watch out, or I’ll use that to ask for a raise!”

His smile widened, and he put his hand on her shoulder. Her breath caught in her throat and she forced herself to breathe normally.

“You’d deserve it,” he said.

“Hun? I’m ready to go. Is Lola here?” Martin’s wife called.

“Here and ready to go!” Lola said back as Martin’s wife rounded the corner.

Jealousy flared in Lola’s chest. His wife was so pretty. She probably got to fuck him all the time.

Still, she made herself smile at her. They waved as they got into the car and Lola waved back from the porch when they backed out and started down the road.

Normally she liked to wait a good 15 or 20 minutes before stripping down and getting busy.

But her little cunt throbbed quivered tonight. That pressure from his hand on her shoulder had really set her off. How strong his fingers felt, how warm his palm was.

She couldn’t stop thinking about what those fingers might feel like buried to the last knuckle in the wetness of her pussy.

First she checked on the kid, peering in with the door opened just a little. Fast asleep. So she went to the living room.

She flopped down on the couch and spread her legs. Then she popped the button on her shorts and drew the zipper down.

She pushed one hand down the flat of her stomach, her fingertips diving beneath the elastic of her panties.

They found the soft, warm flesh of her mound. And the nectar between her lips.

She closed her eyes and sucked in a breath, imagining that Martin was there beside her, shoving his hand down her pants while his wife was getting ready in the other room. That was hot.

Her nipples perked up. Without really thinking about it, she slipped the straps of her top and her bra down her arms, then let both fall down her waist. Her breasts spilled out.

She pinched one of her nipples until her breath caught.

She moaned and sank a finger deeper into her pussy. The moan intensified. She writhed around on the couch, her whole petite body quivering.

It just felt so fucking good. 

She didn’t even hear the car pull into the driveway, or the door open.

And she definitely didn’t mean to moan, “Ooh… Martin…” just as he walked into the living room.

“Lola?”

“Shit!” Lola said, wrenching her hand out of her panties. Three of her fingers glistened with the wetness from her sex.

“What’s going on here?” he said, “Is this what you do while my wife and I are out?”

“Why are you back?” Lola sputtered. The shock of it was startlingly close to that moment of euphoria during an intense climax. Her little pussy convulsed.

Martin pursed his lips, nodding. “Yeah, I forgot my cell phone. I had to come back for it. But now, I see I have another problem to fix.”

“Please don’t fire me, Martin! I really like working for you. I promise, nothing like this will ever happen again,” Lola said, leaning forward in her plea. She forgot momentarily about her nakedness, letting her shirt and bra fall slightly to reveal more of her firm breasts.

“It really is too bad. I’ve loved having you here. You seemed so cute and innocent...” Martin said, shaking his head at the whole situation. “I wish there was a way we could make things right.”

Lola felt her body begin to tremble. At first, she thought it was fear. Then, she realized it was arousal. Martin looked so handsome just then.

“There’s only one way I can see for making this right,” Martin said, glancing back at the door.

Fear truly did well up inside Lola at that moment. From his look and tone, she figured she was about to be kicked out for certain. She held her breath.

Martin looked back at her, his eyes fixed to the balled up clothes she used to cover her naked breasts. She squealed as he reached forward, grabbed the clothes, and pulled them away. He threw the clothes over his shoulder as he looked at her pert breasts, with their stiff nipples.

“Well, Lola, I think a good hard fucking is the only way to see past your little slip in judgment,” Martin said.

He took one of her nipples between his index finger and thumb, gently rolling and pinching at the stiff flesh.

Lola’s body responded animalistically to his touch. She felt herself flush with blood and get hot. Her little pussy got even warmer and wetter than before. She looked up into his face with hooded eyes as she slid her own fingers over the couch. They touched his knee, slid up his thigh, found his hard shaft.

He moaned as she squeezed his cock. It felt and looked so much bigger than her last boyfriend’s.

“Have you thought about having sex with me, Martin?” Lola asked, massaging his cock as she spoke, “Because I’ve thought about fucking you...”

“Yes...” Martin said, grabbing both her breasts and squeezing them with his big, strong hands.

Soon, that wasn’t enough for him. He slipped his hands under her ass. Lola giggled as he lifted her onto his lap. She leaned in and kissed him as his fingers slipped between her legs, rubbing at her pussy through her clothes.

Lola sucked his bottom lip into her mouth and nibbled on it as they looked in each other’s eyes. She let his lip pull slowly back from between her teeth. 

His hand shot up and grabbed a handful of hair at the back of her head. She whimpered as he pulled her head back, revealing her long, smooth neck. He made a deep sound in his throat as he leaned forward and put his lips against her flesh. Lola closed her eyes as she felt a tingle run up through her body.

Martin wrapped his other arm around her waist and pulled her body closer to his. She moaned as his kisses travelled up and down her neck, over her shoulders. She ground her pussy against his cock, wishing there were no layers of fabric between them.

She pushed against him, trying to free herself. He held on for a few moments longer, reluctant to stop leaving a trail of wet kisses over her bare flesh. Finally, though, he relented and she slid down off his body so that she crouched on the floor between his knees. 

He helped her undo his pants, and he sat up a little and pushed them down. His hard cock popped up, thick, long, bulging. 

Wordlessly, she grabbed the base of his shaft. The tips of her fingers couldn’t touch around his girth.

He watched as she started kissing him, then. She put her lips against the bottom of his shaft, just over her fingers, and slid them up his length. She left a trail of saliva as she went.

The tip of her tongue poked out of her mouth as she reached the head. She used it to tickle gently at the sensitive spot on the bottom. The muscles in his legs jerked, and he shut his eyes as she flicked her tongue.

Lola waited for him to open his eyes and look at her. When he did, she slipped her lips down over his cock.

“Oh, God...” Martin moaned. 

His eyes widened as she pressed her lips as far down his length as she could. He filled her mouth. She could feel her jaw straining to hold him in, could feel the head trying to enter her throat. She moaned on him so that she could feel the vibrations with the hand she used to hold his shaft steady. 

Martin responded, putting his hands over his face at the sudden sensation. 

Lola pulled her lips up his shaft slowly. When he left her mouth, there were strings of spit connecting the head to her lips. She spat down onto him, then used her hand to rub her saliva all over his cock before pushing her lips down his length again. 

She jerked his shaft while sucking. He swelled in the warmth and wetness until precum leaked out of him. She swallowed it up and tried to suck more out.

When she couldn’t take it anymore, she pulled off him. Martin looked at her for a moment before pulling his shirt off. She felt a tingle in her pussy as she looked at his well-muscled torso.

Lola stayed on her knees as Martin stood up. He grabbed her under her armpits and pulled her to a standing position, then shoved her down onto the couch. She didn’t struggle as he wrenched the rest of her clothes off, leaving her naked. She’d shaved her pussy and Martin seemed to like the look of the bare, wet lips.

It was his turn to crouch down between her legs. He put her feet on his shoulders and gripped her by the thighs with his strong hands. When he leaned forward, he pushed her legs back, making Lola angle her pussy up toward his face.

She whimpered as he put his mouth to her pussy. He parted her pink folds with his tongue, poking it out and running it up and down her slit.

Lola had to grab his hair with her hands and squeeze it, the feelings were so powerful. He started making slurping noises as his tongue moved faster and faster on her sex, soaking her. 

Then he started tonguing her little erect clit. She jumped and jerked and cried out as he held her pussy to his face and worked it. 

Screaming, she came on him. Her pussy convulsed and clenched and got his mouth wetter with her juices.

When Martin pulled back, practically his whole face shone with her juices. He panted, trying to catch his breath as he looked up at her.

Keeping her in the same position, he stood up partially. His long, heavy cock hovered right over her lower stomach. It still glistened with her saliva, and a big bead of precum had formed at the tip. She felt the urge to lick it off, but he held her firmly in place. He grabbed her behind the knees and pushed her legs to her chest. 

He started lowering his cock down to her pussy. She swallowed. Her heart suddenly started hammering in her chest as she anticipated how he would feel inside her.

Then he stopped. He looked at her. “Should I get a condom?” He asked.

“No! I want to feel you inside me, your skin against mine,” Lola replied.

His cock jerked as he heard the words. She knew that the thought of fucking her bareback really turned him on. She knew it really turned her on. She tried to raise her hips a little.

Gritting his teeth, Martin looked back down. They watched as he slid the head of his cock down her slit, using it as a guide. He stopped for a moment when the tip of his cock found her sopping hole.

Martin grunted as he urged his cock forward into her wet little pussy. Lola gritted her teeth and pulled her lips back over them as she felt her tightness stretch around his shaft. She could see his member straining as he tried to push it deeper into her.

It felt so good, having a bare cock inside her. She couldn’t believe that she’d never tried it before. It was so much better than using a condom. She could feel him against her, his warmth and hardness. She could feel his cock throb as she pleasured him with the tight, wet walls of her pussy.

He pulled slowly back out of her until they could both see most of his shaft. Her pussy left it coated in a layer of saliva of her juices. Harder than before, he thrust back into her. Her body went rigid as he stretched her out for a second time around him, totally filling her up. 

With her legs back like they were, he could get as deep into her as was possible. He pulled back and thrust forward again, making the couch shake.

Lola loved the sound his balls made as they slapped against her ass with each stroke. She loved the way her pussy felt around him, and she especially loved the way his cock felt so hot and hard in her and for her.

Reaching down under her thighs, she spread her pussy lips apart with her fingers so that he could get a better look at how she held onto him so firmly.

He looked down once, then threw his head back in ecstasy. He pumped her hard and fast, their bodies picking up a rhythm. Soon, they moaned together.

“God, I have to get a good look at that sweet ass of yours,” Martin said through clenched teeth.

He pulled out of her. Lola felt so empty, then, so desperate to have him back inside. He flipped her over, and she went onto her knees and gripped the back of the couch. 

He grabbed her ass cheeks again, feeling and squeezing them, pulling them apart and running his fingers over the firm flesh.

“Fuck, that is nice...” Martin said.

Lola giggled at his compliment. She wiggled her ass at him.

“But let’s not forget why we’re here,” Martin said.

She didn’t know what he meant until he raised one hand up and spanked her. She yelped at the sudden pain. Looking over her shoulder, she saw a red handprint already forming on one of her cheeks.

Before she could say anything else, he spanked her again. The pain took her breath away.

Martin spanked each of her ass cheeks four times, leaving them covered in reddening handprints. His shoulders rose and fell as he caught his breath and admired his handiwork.

“I think that’s good enough,” he said. 

Grabbing her by the hips, he pulled her into position. Then he pressed his cock against her pussy again and re-entered her.  She gasped as he seemed to fill her even more deeply than before. Her back arched, giving him a better angle to re-start his thrusting. She was so wet around him that they could hear as he shoved in and out of her.

His hands travelled over her smooth flesh as they fucked, pausing to give an appreciative squeeze to one breast, or to give her ass another light spank.

Soon, she pushed back as hard as she could as he slammed forward.

“Oh God, I’m going to come!” Martin said.

“Come in my pussy!” Lola said, slamming back against him.

Martin groaned, his fingers digging into her flesh as she pushed back so that her ass pressed against his stomach.

She squeezed his cock and he grunted. His cock swelled up, getting bigger and stiffer inside her. Then it jerked. Warmth spurted out the end of it into her pussy.

As she felt him coming inside her, she came on him. She squeezed one of her breasts, pinching her nipple as her pussy clenched and unclenched around his cock. Waves of pleasure washed over her, pulsing through her body as her pussy squeezed more and more cum from Martin’s member.

Martin left his hard shaft in her for a few moments after it stopped throbbing, then he pulled out.

Both of them were sweating and breathing quickly. Lola could see the arteries in Martin’s neck pulse under his flesh.

He grabbed her clothes from the floor and put them into her outstretched hands, then picked up his own. They put their clothes back on in silence. Lola admired his body, openly this time, and he hers.

“You know, I think you do deserve that raise,” he said.

He shrugged back into his shirt and started doing the buttons up.

“Yeah?” she said. Her pussy throbbed, the ache of it already setting in. His load was warm inside of her. 

“We’ll talk about it when we get back. Now, I have to get back to the restaurant. Keep an eye on the kid,” Martin said.

“See you later,” she replied.

She watched him go, feeling better and more satisfied with each passing moment. She liked the thought of him going back to be with his wife. She’d have no idea about Lola. Or the hot load of cum Martin had left inside of her.

Or the way her husband’s cock was still slick with the juices from their babysitter’s tight young cunt.

She liked this a lot.




The Daddy and the Sitter 

 

Brent new that his babysitter, Daphne, was sneaking money out of his wallet. In fact, he had known about it for a while now.

It was never much. A five or a ten spot here or there. A twenty once, after he’d sold an old motorbike for cash and had a whole wad of it in there.

In addition to the hourly rate he paid her to watch his son, he figured she’d gotten almost $200 extra off of him.

So why did he keep letting her get away with it?

Brent was a single dad, for one, and Daphne was a real life saver. She always came early and stayed late when asked, and his son thought she was great.

That was part of it.

Right at that moment, the doorbell rang. Brent walked over and opened the door.

Daphne smiled up at him, “Hey, Mr. Thatcher!”

“Hey, Daphne. Thanks for coming on such short notice. My boss just sprung this dinner on me,” Brent said.

He wore his business casual still, a buttoned shirt tucked into slacks and a belt. His tie currently hung untied, the collar of his shirt popped.

“It’s no problem at all!” Daphne said, bouncy and bubbly and vibrant as ever.

She came in and he stepped back.

She wore her usual clothes, a hot little red skirt that didn’t come anywhere near her knees and a crop-top that seemed to end just beneath her breasts. Those breasts were high and perky and, Brent fantasized fairly often, nice and firm.

Sometimes he thought she wore that outfit specifically to tease him. Well, it was less “thought” it and more “hoped.”

She set her book bag down.

“Lots of homework?” he said.

“College is killing me!” she pouted. Her lips looked nice and glossy and soft when she did that.

Brent knew that she was 18. Nice and legal. But he was still old enough to be her father. No matter how having her stand this close to him made his entire shaft tingle.

Besides, how cliché would that be? The middle-aged dad with a thing for the hot young sitter?

“Oh, let me help you with that!” she said when she saw his tie hanging there loosely.

“You don’t have to…” he started, then stopped.

She came up onto her tiptoes and pressed her body against his. Her breasts were warm mounds against his ribs. And she just smelled so damn good.

He started to harden, like he was a teenage guy himself again, unable to control his urges.

It took everything in him to not reach full mast against her stomach. 

His hands, held stiffly at his sides, kept fisting and relaxing. She was so close. He wanted so badly to wrap his arms around her waist and pull her even harder again him.

He glanced down at her and their eyes locked for a second. She smiled up at him while her dainty little hands deftly wove the ends of his tie.

When she finished, she pulled the knot tight and then settled his collar back down.

He could still smell her when she stepped back. Every muscle in his body felt taut.

“There, all better!” she said.

“Thanks,” he replied, glancing down at his freshly knotted tie. Well, it was more to glance down to make certain he hadn’t made a tent out of his slacks.

“I’m gonna go set up in the living room if that’s cool,” she said, snatching the strap of her book bag up.

“Yeah no problem at all. He’s upstairs in his room, probably dead asleep.”

“I’ll keep an eye on him, don’t worry,” she said.

“I never do with you,” he replied.

Still smiling, she walked down the hall towards the living room, that short skirt of hers flowing around her lovely thighs.

Then she glanced back at him, quickly, but it was enough.

Enough to make him decide that tonight was the night. He just couldn’t take it anymore. He needed her.

So he left his full wallet on the little hall table beside the door, sitting there beside the ceramic bowl where he tossed his car keys.

He left and watched the clock. He should go to that dinner with his boss, but he didn’t give a shit.

About ten minutes into the drive he turned around and went back home.

As luck would have it, he found her with his wallet in her hand as soon as he opened the door, a $10 bill sticking out.

She gasped when she saw him.

“I forgot that,” he said, glancing at the wallet. His body trembled. He needed her. He needed her so badly.

“Oh, I was actually just going to text you,” she said.

“Where’s your phone?” he replied.

Her cheeks went red with a blush when he pointed out that she wasn’t also holding her phone.

She chewed on her bottom lip for a second, then handed the wallet over.

“Was there anything else, Brent?” Daphne said. She kept glancing from his lips to his eyes. She didn’t close her own lips entirely, leaving them slightly parted. Brent 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. 

“I know you’ve been skimming money from me,” he said.

“Brent…” she started.

“Stop! I don’t want to hear it.”

“Then… what do you want?” she asked.

Brent 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.

Brent 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. 

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

“Have you ever been tied up?” Brent 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 Brent’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 Brent’s member. She nodded.

Not wanting to wake the baby, Brent led Daphne to the guest bedroom, which was on the main floor. Daphne 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 Brent kept the bondage gear he’d acquired during his more adventurous days.

He grabbed Daphne 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.

Brent could feel the blood pounding past his temples, hear it as it thundered by his ears, as he pushed Daphne 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.

Brent 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 Daphne 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, Brent...” Daphne moaned as she continued playing with her nipples.

Brent 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, Brent 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, Brent 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, Brent 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,” Brent said, smacking lightly at her hip.

He felt his cock pulse as she turned over and he got a good look at her ass. Brent 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, Brent 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, Brent 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.

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

Brent’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. 

Brent 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. “No more taking money out of it! Got that?”

“Yes,” she said.

“And I’m going to need you here again tomorrow night. Will you be here?”

“Yes,” she replied.




Babysitter: Hot for the Daddy Next Door 

 

I paid for pretty much my entire first year of college through babysitting. I liked the work, and it was easy money plus lots of time to work on school projects.

I kept a few main clients who pretty much always wanted me on specific days.

One of those clients was Ryan. He was a bit older, somewhere in his early 40s, and also a single dad.

I have to say one reason I kept working for him was because I had something of a crush on him.

He was always so nice and understanding, and he always paid me a bit extra.

And it wasn’t long before, back in my dorm room, I snuck my hand down between my thighs late at night and thought about what it might be like if he touched me there.

It always got me completely sopping wet. As in when I finished I had to sneak out of bed and change my panties wet.

Because my fantasy was very specific. See, I’d been watching a lot of porn lately to try and scratch the itch and I’d become pretty obsessed with the idea of being bred.

Of having an older man pound my tight, young pussy until he couldn’t take it anymore and emptied his balls inside of me.

There was nothing hotter. I always came when I got to that part of my fantasy. The one where Ryan’s big, hard cock slid in and out of my tight wetness, his shaft glistening with my nectar.

And then I’d beg him to fill me up. He’d fuck me even harder, his cock like a rock inside of me.

And then I’d feel it. Feel his shaft jerk. Feel the warmth of his load splash against my back wall…

Because I’d been babysitting for so long, I kind of wanted a kid of my own rather than continue taking care of other people’s.

I couldn’t think of a better guy than Ryan. Secure career, good looking, nice.

All I had to do was seduce him. But I figured that wouldn’t be too hard. I was 18 years old, I hit the gym regularly, played volleyball, kept myself looking good. Wasn’t that every guy’s wet dream?

Like clockwork, I got Ryan’s text for tonight’s sitting job. I sat back in my desk chair, chewing on my bottom lip.

I shot him a message back saying I’d be there.

Except I showed up to his place an hour early. This wasn’t really a problem for the sitting: his son always went to bed super early since he was so little. That was yet another reason I liked Ryan so much.

I wore a skirt with no panties on beneath, and a thin top with no bra so that my already perky nipples pressed invitingly against the soft fabric.

I put on my most chipper smile when I danced up the couple steps of his front porch and pushed the doorbell.

He showed up at the door in slacks and a button down still tucked in from work.

“Brycie, you’re early!” he said.

His eyes flicked down to my chest and then back up. My pussy quivered, and this undulating sensation of warmth moved low in my tummy.

“Sorry, is that okay? My bus changed schedules so this was the latest I could get here,” I lied.

I licked my lips, which I’d spread some gloss on earlier to really highlight them.

“Sure, no problem,” Ryan said, stepping aside to let me in.

He led me into the living room, where he had some sports thing going on TV and a brown bottle of Bud on the coffee table.

He sat down on the couch and then nodded at the easy chair to the other side, but I sat down on the couch, too.

My whole body buzzed with desire. It ached inside of me. I couldn’t believe how horny I was already.

He’s definitely going to knock me up, I thought¸ how could he not, with me this turned on? I was definitely going to cum all over his cock and pull every last drop of his load deep into my waiting womb.

“You want anything to drink?” Ryan said.

I could see him giving me the side-eye, doing his best to not look directly at my smooth thighs.

“No, thanks,” I said. My stomach had clenched up so tightly in anticipation I didn’t think I could manage a single swallow of anything.

We sat there for a while quietly, the game going on the background. The air filled with this sort of static tension.

I turned towards him, bringing my feet up onto the couch and my knees up to my chest. I let my thighs open up a bit so that if he looked at me there would be no way he wouldn’t get a glimpse of my bald and wet little pussy.

“Ryan?” I said.

“Yeah, what’s up?” he replied, lifting the beer from the table.

“You know what I like the most about sex?” I said, turning my sweet smile to a devilish one.

The bottle stopped halfway to his lips. He glanced quickly down at my bare thighs, then forced his gaze back up to my face.

“Excuse me, young lady?” Ryan said, trying to put on his best “daddy” voice. All it did was make me feel wetter.

I leaned forward, making sure he could see down my shirt. “My favorite part is where the guy’s cock stiffens up even more than it already has, getting so hard I can feel every little bulge, and then he fills me up with his hot load.”

Opening my mouth, I ran the tip of my tongue slowly along my lips. Even with his legs crossed, I could see his cock hardening. 

He opened his mouth to talk, but I cut him off, “I love it even more when the guy is so horny, with a nice, big cock, that when he comes I can feel it hitting inside me. God, it just makes me come all over him...”

My heart doing a machinegun beat in my chest, I reached forward and grabbed Ryan’s stiff cock through his shorts. I could see a little spot in the cloth where his precum had already leaked. 

“Oh, Brycie, we shouldn’t,” Ryan said, making no move to get my hand off his throbbing shaft.

Remembering something from some porn I’d seen, I said, “I want you to breed me, Ryan.”

Ryan set his beer down, then ran his hands slowly up my thighs. “What’s that?” he asked.

I leaned forward until my lips were right by his ear, “That’s where we fuck without a condom and you come inside me. Don’t you want to feel our bare flesh rubbing together so much until you can’t take it anymore? Until you fill your daughter’s little pussy up with your cum?” I finished by sucking his earlobe into my mouth and nipping it.

Ryan trembled, and I could feel his cock practically pulsing in my hand. 

“Yes, baby,” he finally said, “But not here.”

Before I could say anything, he shoved his hands under my ass and picked me up. I wrapped my legs around his body as he stood up and went down the hall. The guest room on the ground floor was closest. Ryan practically tore the door off in his hurry to get inside. 

Throwing out his hand, he turned the light on and then dumped me on the bed. He grabbed the neck of his shirt and yanked it over his head. Before he could pull it off, I laid on my stomach in front of him and yanked the waistband of his shorts down, using his balls to keep them from moving back up again. His hard cock quivered a little as it stood straight out from his body.

He was still struggling with his tight shirt as I grabbed his cock with one hand and sunk my lips down over his head. Ryan jumped when I did that. Using the tip of my tongue, I played with the ridges around the head.

My pussy was already so wet that I knew he’d be able to slide his big cock right on in, but the way it turned a guy on to have his cock sucked turned me on even more. 

“Oh, Ryan,” I said, licking at the tip of his member as he pulled his shirt off, “Your cock is so warm and hard in my mouth.”

Throwing his shirt on the floor, he grabbed the back of my head with one hand. I could see all the muscles and veins bulging in his arm. Still just running the tip of my tongue over the taut flesh of his cock, I began stroking him. Each time I pulled up, I milked more precum out of him that I had to lick away.

Groaning, I let my lips slip over his head and down his shaft. As I sucked him, he ran his free hand down my back. He cupped one of my ass cheeks for a moment, squeezing it hard, before shoving his fingers between my legs. I moaned more as he massaged my pussy through my shorts. I arched my ass into the air a little so that he could rub it better. 

I urged my mouth farther and farther down his shaft as his rubbing became more insistent. It was like he was trying to rub right through my shorts to get at my delicate pink folds. 

Squeezing my other ass cheek for a moment, he flattened his hand and ran it under my shorts. With one quick move, I unbuttoned and unzipped my shorts so that his fingers could move over my bare flesh.

As soon as he could slip a finger between my legs, he entered me.

“Oh, Ryan!” I said, pulling my head back and screwing my eyes shut as he shoved his finger deeper into my pussy. I’d already soaked his finger with my pussy juices, and he slid it as deeply as in could. His other fingers rubbed against my lips and my clit, sending little jolts through me that made me tighten up around him. 

“You touch me so good, Ryan. I love you so much,” I said before ramming my lips down his shaft again.

“You’re so wet for me, baby. You get me so hard,” Ryan said.

He pulled his finger out of me. It was all shiny and soaked. I felt my pussy quiver when he stuck his finger into his mouth and sucked all the juices off it. I grabbed his hand and pulled it down next to his cock. I shoved his finger all the way into my mouth, letting my lips trail back along it, before doing the same thing to his cock.

Ryan watched me with wide eyes as I did this, the fisting holding the back of my head clenching harder with each moment. 

“Will you fuck my pussy, Ryan?” I said, batting my eyes and smiling up at him. I took the tip of his cock in my mouth and tongued it while I waited for an answer. More of his salty precum leaked out and I slurped it up. 

“Brycie, I want to fuck you so badly my balls ache.”

I let go of him, then wriggled around on the bed as I shoved my shorts down my legs and finally kicked them off. His eyes were glued to my round and firm ass while I did this. I kissed the tip of his cock while I clenched my ass cheeks for him.

“Do me from behind, Ryan,” I said, moving my forearms under me and sticking my ass a little higher in the air for him. 

Ryan climbed up on the bed behind me, straddling my thighs. I felt the head of his cock rest in the cleft of my ass. I started gyrating my hips, letting the slippery wetness of my saliva on him let him slide around. I felt a little tickle every time I felt him pass over my asshole. He watched my young body with his hungry eyes.

“You want me to fuck you, Brycie?” Ryan said, grabbing my ass cheeks and prying them apart.

“Nice and hard, Ryan,” I said, smiling over my shoulder at him.

Gritting his teeth, I watched as Ryan pushed down on the top of his shaft with one thumb. This moved his cock my sliding up and down my ass to between my legs. He leaned forward. I gasped as he entered me. Even though my pussy and his cock were already totally soaked, I still had to stretch out around his girth. 

I heard his breath catch as he put more of his weight into it, sinking his cock more deeply into my tight little pussy. He was so thick that a little bit of pain mingled with the pleasure of feeling him inside me. I shut my eyes and pushed my forehead against the mattress. 

Sucking in a deep breath, I started pushing back against him. I heard him grunt as my tightness pulled against the skin on his cock. 

Panting, I looked back over my shoulder. I felt myself tighten up more when I saw him. His abs were flexed, and he was staring straight down at my pussy as it strained around him.

“Ryan,” I said, making him look at him, “I love the way you feel inside me. Nothing in between, just your skin on my skin. Am I tight enough for you?”

I felt his cock jerk a little inside me when I said that, and it was his turn to suck in a sharp breath and his fingers squeezed my ass harder.

“Yes, Brycie, your pussy is nice and tight. I wish you could see how you’re all stretched out around my cock.”

He pulled his cock out a little, then shoved it back into me. Neither of us spoke for the next little bit as he fucked me over and over. I could feel my pussy being forced apart a little more each time he entered me again. 

Soon, I felt his hips bump against my ass. He got balls deep into my pussy. I could feel his balls slap against my lips then. I squeezed his shaft tightly with my pussy, making myself as tight as I could, whenever he pushed into me. 

“I love how you fuck me, Ryan,” I said.

He responded by giving my ass another squeeze. We were at a good rhythm, his rod pounding me at a quick pace. 

I was really starting to get into it, my whole body trembling as my soft pussy yielded to his hard cock. My breathing was more like a series of pants, groans, and moans than anything.

It was like I’d gone to a different level of reality, where all sensation just blurred into pure sensual pleasure. Aside from our fucking, I had completely lost touch with the world. 

It was because of this that I squealed out as my Ryan grabbed me by the thighs and, pushing my leg back so that it wouldn’t hit him, rolled me onto my back with his cock still buried all the way into my trembling pussy. 

I looked up into his strained face and he smiled. “I want to see the look on you when I come,” he said. 

With that, he pushed my knees back against my chest and started giving me the hardest pounding I’ve ever had. His cock slammed into me, the head bumping against the back lightly each time. He pushed both my legs together and rested them on one shoulder. I closed my eyes and pushed my head back against the mattress at the suddenly increased tightness. 

I grabbed my shirt and pulled it up over my breasts, rolling my stiff nipples between my fingers as my Ryan continued pounding my pussy hard and fast. All I could hear were his grunts, the wet noises of my pussy as his bare cock slid in and out of it, and the slap of his balls against my flesh. 

“Come inside me, Ryan,” I begged him, stretching out my hand to feel his hard abs as they flexed with each thrust.

“I can’t... I can’t stop it anymore,” Ryan said, an expression close to pain crossing his handsome face. 

That expression coincided with a stiffening of his cock inside me. I moaned at the new hardness. 

I knew Ryan was about to come inside me. I wanted it so badly; my body wanted it so badly.

“Fill me up, Ryan!” I moaned, my young and nubile body writhing on the mattress as my pussy strained around his member.

“Brycie!” Ryan yelled as his cock jumped in me. I felt his cum shoot against the back of my pussy again and again. I screamed out wordlessly as my pussy tensed up around his member, holding it in while I came all over him. 

The warmth of his cum spread throughout my body in waves with my orgasm. Ryan went still as his cock jumped fitfully a few times. He stayed inside me for a little longer, letting my pussy massage out any cum left in him. 

He pulled his cock out with a wet noise. I quickly covered up my pussy with one hand so that none of his seed could trickle out of me onto the bed. I couldn’t let my mom find out about this, not if I wanted to it happen again, at least. 

“It feels like there’s so much in me, Ryan,” I said.

“Yeah, well, I wanted you really badly,” he said. 

“That’s good. That should definitely get my pregnant!” I said.

“What?” he replied, shifting back, “I thought you were on the pill!”

“Nope. Man, you came so much in me! There’s no way I’m not pregnant!” I said.

“Fuck,” Ryan replied.




Babysitter in Heat 

 

Shawna earned most of her money babysitting. It worked out pretty nicely with her college schedule, let her get her homework done.

She’d started back in high school, sitting for family friends.

And now she was home for a couple of weeks in the summer before starting her co-op program.

One of those family friends, Michael, a single dad who’d been her father’s friend forever, needed a sitter on short notice.

And of course Shawna agreed. Actually, when she answered the phone and heard his voice, threads of heat stirred in the pit of her stomach and her heart sped up.

She’d developed a crush on Michael years ago. Back then it wouldn’t have been right. But now she was 18, old enough to make her own choices. 

Like the choice to go back to the one who’d gotten away.

He’d gotten away because one night she’d told him how she felt. He told her that it wasn’t appropriate. That it wasn’t right. She was so young, all that.

So when she hung up the phone she felt hopeful. Why would he call her? There were plenty of other sitters around.

There’d been a couple of guys at college that she’d hooked up with just because they sort of resembled Michael.

All it took for her to cum all over their hard cocks was for her to picture his face. She liked to imagine him whispering into her ear, his breath all hot with need, about how much he wanted to fuck her, and for how long.

Even just standing there in her parents’ kitchen, she got wet thinking about it.

She’d never needed to be fucked like she did right at that moment. Her tight little pussy quivered with it, and the bottom of her stomach felt all taut and tingly.

Her high, pert breasts ached, and her nipples pushed hard against the padding of her sports bra.

Michael… she thought. She hadn’t even seen him since she’d gone away to college.

Shawna rushed upstairs to grab her cell, then ran just as quickly down the stairs to pull on a pair of flats.

Her parents had left her the Corolla, their standby vehicle, to get around town in while she was home. 

It started right up and she peeled out of the driveway.

Her heart kept throbbing the whole way over, and she kept shifting her butt around the seat, her body all squirmy and full of restless energy.

She didn’t even remember that he didn’t want her over that night, but the next.

She pulled into his driveway and killed the engine. Then she made herself take a single moment to pull the sun visor down and check herself in the mirror.

Triangles of blush adorned her cheeks, and her lips looked all plump and red. There was a spray of freckles across her face that she’d always thought made her look a little too girlish.

None of the guys at school had minded looking at those freckles when she had their cocks in her mouth, though.

It’s finally going to happen!

Of course, she’d made all those guys wear condoms. But Michael wasn’t just any guy. And nothing would do but that delicious sensation of bare skin on skin.

She wasn’t on any birth control, but right at that moment she didn’t care.

She’d waited too long for this to happen to let something like that get in the way.

She straightened her hair back over her ears, her entire body trembling with anticipation.

She pressed the doorbell, heard the muffled chime from within followed by footsteps. Her heart fluttered.

Her pussy was so wet. It quivered and pulsed within her. She’d never needed a man like she did right at that moment.

Then Michael pulled the door open from within.

He was just as handsome as she remembered. So mature looking. So strong.

He frowned down at her. “Shawna? What are you going here?”

“You wanted a babysitter,” she said, “Here I am.”

“I wanted a sitter for tomorrow. Eric isn’t even here tonight,” he said.

Her heart dropped into her stomach when she realized her mistake. Eric was Michael’s son, shared in joint custody with Michael’s ex-wife.

“That’s actually okay,” Shawna said, heart beating so loud she could barely hear her own voice, “Because I wanted to talk to you anyway.”

“We shouldn’t,” Michael said, looking at her and then away. His jaw kept working.

“But we need to. Please?” Shawna said. She reached out and took one of his hands with both of hers. His fingers were so much bigger. He was all warm, too.

He sighed heavily and looked away. She gave his fingers a squeeze and wondered how he might react if she put his hand on one of her small, firm breasts.

She also couldn’t help but let her eyes stray down his body to the front of his jeans, wondering what that bulge there meant.

“We shouldn’t…” he said again.

Desperation prickled inside of her. “Please? I promise if you don’t like what I have to say I… I’ll go away. I’ll even find you another sitter.”

“Fine. Come inside,” he said.

She could’ve skipped with joy, but didn’t. And she only released his hand with reluctance. 

Then she followed him inside.

They arrived in the living room, sunlight filtering in through the open blinds.

“I’ve had a lot of time to think about what I told you about… about how I feel,” Shawna said, barely able to hold herself back, “I’m an adult now, and I still feel the same. I still like you, Michael. I… I still want you.”

Michael worked his jaw some more. His eyes kept moving to her body as though unable to help themselves.

“I’ve always liked you, and I’m sorry if you feel that I have been cold to you all this time,” Michael said, finally looking away from her.

Even though he’d stopped looking at her, the heat between her legs hadn’t cooled at all. She struggled with it.

Reaching up with one hand, she put it against his cheek. She pushed his face so that he had to look at her again. She wanted to have all this out now, before she lost her nerve. She wanted this to be a nice, pleasant visit.

“If you like me, then why did you act the way that you did?” Shawna asked.

He looked away for a moment, then his eyes flicked back to hers. She nearly started at the intensity in them.

“Because I feel things for you that I shouldn’t feel for the daughter of a close friend.”

Her body actually shook a little as his words buffeted her. As she saw the look in his eyes, Shawna came to a decision. She knew what needed to happen next.

“Michael,” she said, the word feeling strange as it came out of her mouth, “I want you to fuck me.”

Her shapely ass cheeks clenched, pushing her hips forward a little. She didn’t just want him. She needed him. Inside of her. Good and deep and hard.

His eyes widened. She saw him tremble a little, too. Since they stood so close, she felt something harden against her thigh. She looked down and saw his hard cock, straining against the denim.

Then he grabbed her around the waist and crushed her body to his. His lips sought hers. His stubble prickled her a little as their lips looked for each other. A jolt of electricity shot right down to her toes as they kissed. His mouth was warm, the flesh surprisingly soft.

Shawna found her hands had their own desires. They moved round Michael’s back, touching and squeezing the strong muscles she’d admired earlier.

An involuntary tremble took her body as Michael’s strong hands slid down her back and firmly grasped her by the ass. It was like a dam had broken, and the water that represented their desire came bursting out to drown any other thoughts or wants.

Leaving one hand on her ass, the other found a handful of hair at the back of her head. He pulled so that she had to break their kiss and look at the ceiling. She whimpered as his lips moved in a moist line down her long neck.

“Oh, Michael, I’m so wet...” Shawna said.

She gasped as she felt his teeth against her throat, pressing against her almost to the point of pain. He was like some dominant animal, asserting his power over the object of his desire.

They almost tripped over Shawna’s luggage as Michael shoved her down onto the bed. He never stopped kissing and lightly biting her neck.

A moan escaped her throat as she felt his hard bulge pressing against her pussy. Wrapping her legs around his body, she ground against him. Shocks and jolts of pleasure seemed to shoot out of her sex through the rest of her body as his hardness rubbed against her most sensitive parts. 

Michael stopped kissing her and leaned back a little, pressing his hard bulge against her. He pulled off her shirt. Supporting himself with one arm, he ran his other hand over her taut stomach. His fingers moved between the pert mounds of her breasts and wrapped around her neck for a second.

He squeezed lightly as she looked into his face. She desperately wanted him to rip off their pants and shove his hard shaft into her.

His hand moved away from her neck. He cupped one of her breasts through her bra, then the other. She felt her nipples stiffen. 

Slipping his hand between her back and the bed, he undid the clasp of her bra in one smooth movement. He pulled her bra off slowly, tossing it behind him without looking away from her figure.

A hungry look took his face as he looked at her bare breasts, with their stiff nipples. Putting both hands on the bed then, he moved lower and took one nipple in his mouth. 

Shawna grabbed his head with both hands and held his face there. She moaned and wriggled beneath him as his tongue wrapped around the puckered flesh and rubbed against it. She whimpered as she felt his teeth bite down lightly.

When she could take no more, he moved to the other breast. Her chest rose and fell sharply as she took deep, gulping breaths. 

“Oh, Michael...” Shawna moaned as she felt the sparks of arousal ignite fires throughout her body.

She pulled his face away from her breast and made him look at her again, “Will you lick me, Michael?”

The need to feel his bare flesh against her pussy overwhelmed all other thoughts. If he didn’t touch her there soon, she knew she would just pass out from it all. He looked into her eyes, seeing her need.

“Yes, baby,” he said.

He kissed her neck again as she writhed against the hardness of his body. This time, however, his kisses slipped lower. They moved between her breasts and she felt a flush of heat. The kisses reached her stomach and she started moaning. 

Without breaking the fluidity of his movement, he reached up and undid her shorts. He pulled apart the flaps of the shorts and kissed her there, his lips so tantalizingly close to her sopping slit. 

When he began pulling her shorts and panties down, he kissed her on one thigh as the flesh was revealed. He threw her clothes onto the floor. 

His hands slid up her other leg, followed by his lips. The tips of his fingers moved along the outside edge of her pussy and she shivered. Kissing her inner thighs, his hot breath moved over her flesh and through her body. He kissed the little fold of skin between her leg and pussy, then moved his lips so close to her wet slit that she felt them brush past before kissing the other fold.

“Please, Michael...” Shawna begged.

Michael changed position, crouched down beside the bed. He grabbed her by the knees and pushed them back so that he had a better angle on the pink lips and folds of her pussy. 

Sticking his tongue out, he started licking her. She felt the tip push between her lips to get at the more sensitive folds beneath. He went slowly at first, just running the tip up and down her slit, paying a little more attention to her clit, which stood out erect and plain to see. 

Then he opened his mouth a little wider. He used his jaw and neck to rapidly grind his tongue against her.

Shawna squealed and wriggled in his grip. She pushed her pussy harder against his tongue, wanting him to lick it faster and with more force. Whimpers escaped her parted lips as she felt the walls of her pussy clench up and get even slicker than before. 

“That’s so good, Michael,” Shawna said. She grabbed him by the back of the head and jam his face even harder against her.

Then he stopped licking. Instead, he moved his face down slightly. She yelped as his tongue darted into her sopping hole. He did it again, and again. He kept fucking her with his tongue until she came on his face, pulling so hard against him that she was scared she was hurting him. She moaned as the waves of euphoria washed over her, originating from her pussy and pushing out through the rest of her, igniting every nerve and fibre.

But when her orgasm ended and he pulled back, he didn’t appear hurt at all. His whole face was covered in a shiny layer of her juices, though, and his lips were red from all the rubbing. 

Sitting up on the bed, she grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled him down for a kiss. She could taste herself on his lips. The flavor just seemed to fuel her desire for him even more. 

She stood, still kissing him. Her fingers found the button of his jeans and undid them. She pushed them down, finally breaking the kiss. His cock, long and stiff, sprung up so that it was parallel with the floor. It looked so thick, so hard.

Grabbing him, she spun them both around and pushed him onto the bed so that he was on his back. Before he could say anything, she’d grabbed his shaft with one hand.

“It’s so big and hard,” she said, marvelling at how it felt. It throbbed in her fingers, and she knew he liked how she touched him.

She smiled for a moment before leaning over and taking him in her mouth. Her lips sank almost halfway down his member before she stopped. Working up lots of saliva, she slathered his shaft with her tongue. 

“That’s so good, baby,” Michael said. He held her hair out of the way and watched her lips work his cock. 

Her need to have him inside her made her stop sucking him. She pulled back, spitting down on his cock. She looked at it, rubbing the saliva into his flesh with her fingers.

Then she climbed up onto him, her hands on his muscular chest for support. Reaching down between her legs, she grabbed his cock. Shawna lowered herself until she felt the big head against her sex and stopped. She let go of his cock and put that hand back on his chest.

Michael grabbed her by the ass, his fingers digging into the firm flesh. She could feel his heat against her pussy, and she hoped he could feel hers.

He felt so large. She looked down between her legs as she started sitting down on his cock. The first thrust always felt so tight. She gritted her teeth and moaned as she felt her pussy stretching around his girth.

She sank down on him slowly as his hard cock forced her walls apart and moved deeper inside her. Michael helped, pulling down on her ass while simultaneously lifting his hips. 

Soon, more than half his shaft was inside her. She paused for a moment, just to take in how it felt to have him so big and hard in her wetness. She could still feel him throbbing in her. 

Just thinking about how he felt in her made her tighten around his cock for a second. He grunted and she groaned. She dug her nails into his chest at the sudden renewed tightness. Her fingers relaxed as her pussy did.

When Shawna could manage, she lifted herself up so that his cock slid a few inches out of her. Then she pushed back down on him, taking a little more of his length. She fucked him like that again and again, moaning as she took Michael’s hard shaft inch by inch all the way into her tight little pussy.

He joined in on her rhythm, pushing his cock deeper into her as she descended and pulling most of the way out of her as she travelled back up his member. 

“It’s so tight, baby,” Michael said.

His fingers squeezed her ass every time she took him in one of those long, deep strokes all the way in. She smiled down at him, playfully scratching his chest. 

She liked to push all the way down until her ass rested on his body. Her pussy could hardly hold his whole cock. Then she squeezed around him, giggling a little at the sudden strained expression on his face at her tightness.

It looked so hot. 

Then she realized she could feel the spark of her orgasm fanning inside her. She started pounding down onto him, her flesh slapping against his, her pussy leaving his cock glistening with her juices.

He knew what was happening as he slammed his cock up into her. 

“Oh Michael,” Shawna said, “Come with me!”

It took three more strokes for her to climax. She arched her back, her long hair brushing against Michael’s thighs as her pussy clenched and convulsed around his shaft. He held onto her ass, slamming up into her for a little longer before he, too went rigid.

His cock got even harder, swelling inside her. After another moment, it jerked, releasing a stream of cum into her tight little cunt. It jerked again and again, spurting his seed into Shawna’s sex.

She slid her pussy up and down his length nice and slow, milking it all out of him. It felt warm inside her. Not warm, hot. It pulsed with their passion.

She leaned over and kissed him even while she worked the strong internal muscles of her sex around his trembling, rigid shaft. He groaned in pleasure and that groan sent pleasant shocks of electricity through her chest.

“Will you still let me be your sitter?” she said, leaning back.

His hands rested nicely on her ass. She liked how warm they felt against her flesh.

“Only if you’ll still come by when I’m here alone,” he said, smiling.

She wondered if that smile would stay if she told him that she wasn’t on any birth control. And that she was thinking about not taking any morning after pill. She liked the thought of getting pregnant. Of his seed taking root in her womb.

No, I won’t tell him, she decided.




Seduced by the Sitter 

 

Melanie spent a lot of time over at Charlie’s house.

He was a family friend. A single dad with a young son who Melanie babysat while Charlie worked overtime, went on dates, that sort of thing.

She’d always thought he was pretty good looking, for a guy old enough to be her dad. In fact, that was how she knew him: he and her father were friends, going way back.

And now, even though Melanie was in college, when she came back on weekends she often earned a bit of extra cash sitting for him on a Friday or Saturday night.

Lately, she’d taken to putting the kid to bed after Charlie left the house and then taking the nice big living room sectional all to herself.

Then she’d bring up some porn on her phone, the volume muted so as not to disturb anyone, and slip her hand down into her panties and tease her little pussy until she came.

Melanie had a roommate back at college who just wouldn’t leave. And was that uptight sort that would definitely make a stink about Melanie trying to bring a guy back to the room for some fun.

These weekends were just about the only time that she could get any relief!

Actually, the last couple weekends she’d been doing something extra naughty. Instead of just bringing up some vanilla guy-on-girl stuff to masturbate to, she honed in on a specific niche.

She liked to search for older man younger woman scenarios. Usually babysitter stuff. Sometimes the sitter did something naughty and needed to be punished.

Sometimes she just had a huge crush on the older man. Sometimes he wanted her.

It always ended up the same way though: the hot young chick getting plowed good and deep by an experienced older cock.

She’d stumbled onto this particular niche by accident and had almost stopped by the video, but after that she just couldn’t get enough.

It made her wonder if Charlie ever wanted her that way. 

It made her wonder how big Charlie was down below. What if might feel like to fuck him.

Soon enough, the fantasy of it couldn’t satisfy her anymore.

She needed the real thing.

So that weekend, she once more found herself back at Charlie’s house, sitting for him. It was for some sort of work function, so she knew there was no chance he’d come in through the door with some chick from the bar hanging off him.

“I probably won’t be back until late,” Charlie said, looking fine in some business casual, his button down shirt showing a set of nice, broad shoulders.

“No worries! Lots of essay writing for me to do!” Melanie smiled up at him.

“Okay then, I guess I’ll head out,” he said.

“Charlie!” Melanie said. She needed to plant the seed in his mind.

God, how her little pussy throbbed. She could already feel the dampness of her panties against her hairless lips.

“Yeah?” he said, turning back to her.

She came up to him and put both her hands on his chest and let the tips of her fingers press in against his pecks. He smelled of aftershave and some sort of musky cologne.

“I just wanted to tell you how thankful I am that you still want me to sit for you…” she said, looking up at him with hooded eyes.

He regarded her in a silence that lasted a few heartbeats too long. Heartbeats that she could feel against her fingers.

“Of course. No problem at all,” he said.

She let her eyes flick down to his lips and then back up. He swallowed heavily, and she felt his body flex.

She hoped he was thinking about what she might do if he grabbed her by the ass and pulled her hard against him. How she might moan while he ravished her neck with hot kisses.

Because that’s what she was thinking.

“Well, I hope it goes well,” she said.

He swallowed again. “Me too. I’ll see you later tonight.”

“Definitely,” she said, smiling at him.

Their bodies so close together, she felt the way the bulge in the front of his pants throbbed.

Then he pulled away from her, a tight and polite smile on his lips.

Good, she thought, waving him out the door and watching his car pull away down the block.

He got back sometime shortly after 10:30 that night. The kid was in bed, dead asleep.

Melanie pinched at her cheeks until they were good and red, then pinched some more until stinging tears welled up in her eyes.

She sat on the sectional with her phone in her lap.

And she timed her first sob perfectly with the opening of the front door.

“Melanie? You still up?” Charlie called. Then he heard the sob.

“No! I don’t want you to see me like this!” Melanie said, averting her face when he came into the living room.

Charlie sat down with a good bit of space between them. “What’s wrong? Come on, talk to me here.”

“You won’t understand!” Melanie said.

It was hard to keep crying with how turned on she was. Her little pussy was a swollen little mound of desire, all flushed with heat.

“Try me,” he said, scooting closer.

Melanie pounced.

She moved close until their thighs touched, then she rested her cheek against his shoulder. She breathed deeply of that nice cologne he wore.

Her pussy had a heartbeat.

“My boyfriend just dumped me with a text!” she said, adding another sob for good measure.

“I… I didn’t even know you had a boyfriend,” Charlie said, putting one arm over her shoulders.

“Well I don’t anymore!” Melanie said. “See? I knew you wouldn’t understand!”

She let one of her hands fall ‘accidentally’ across his lap. His cock twitched.

Then she pushed away from him and rushed over to the guest bedroom, closing the door behind her and flinging herself onto the double bed.

There were three sharp raps on the door.

“Melanie? Can I come in?”

It was Charlie. She stared at the door for a moment, then looked to the mirror. Her face was red from the effort it took to not cry, but there were no tears.

“Okay,” she said. 

Charlie came in. He closed the door quietly behind him and regarded her for a moment. He could see the hurt written on her face.

“Don’t worry,” he said, walking over and putting his big, strong hands on her bare shoulders, “Whatever it is, I’ll help you work it out. I wish that boy were here right now, why I’d... I’d make him regret doing this to you.”

Melanie found herself wishing that she’d met Charlie before her parents had, before he’d become their friend. Even though he was older than she was, she would have snapped him up quickly. He was just what she wanted in a man.

It would’ve made things a bit easier to get him into the sack. If maybe a bit less kinky.

Still, the chase was fun.

She put her hand on his and squeezed.

Charlie bent down and kissed her on the top of the head. He lingered there a moment, apparently enjoying the scent of her hair. Her body shuddered, and she felt her shoulders break out in goosebumps under his hands.

“Hey, look at me,” Charlie said, standing up straight.

Melanie spun around on the stool to face him. He kept his hands on her shoulders.

“You are a beautiful woman. Any man would be lucky to be with you. There’s something wrong with any guy who wouldn’t want to be with you.”

She shuddered again as a flood of feelings assaulted her. Her body heated up under his gaze.

“Charlie...” She said.

Charlie’s hands moved up the sides of her neck until they cupped her face. 

Leaning over, he kissed her on the lips. It happened so quickly, Melanie couldn’t even keep track of it all. She remembered grabbing at the front of his pants and feeling him get hard at her touch.

Then he had her up off the stool, his strong hands holding firmly onto her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her shorts. He wheeled her around toward the bed. Grabbing her shirt, he lifted it off over her head, She’d already unbuttoned and unzipped his pants by the time he’d unhooked her bra and pulled it down her arms.

He pushed her down onto the bed. She lifted her hips as he grabbed her shorts and panties and pulled them off. Her nipples puckered up so tightly that they sent tingles through her chest, making her gasp.

All at once, she became wet. She felt some of her juices leak out into her slit as Charlie pulled off his shirt and pushed his pants down.

His cock sprung up to attention, already fully hard. She stroked him one-handed, using the other to brace herself on the bed. Precum already leaked from the tip, down the shaft and onto her fingers.

Grabbing her by the head again, he pulled her into a kiss. Melanie used the ball of her thumb to rub in circles around the tip of his cock as his tongue pushed into her mouth.

When he pulled his face away from hers, she’d already made the entire head of his cock slick with the precum she’d milked from him.

“Charlie...” Melanie said breathily as he pushed her onto her back.

Grabbing her by the thighs, Charlie pulled her toward him. Her ass rested right on the edge of the bed. His whole body shaking with anticipation and lust, Charlie grabbed her by the knees and pushed her legs back toward her chest. 

His mouth was slightly open, and his eyes widened as he looked at her pussy. She kept it mostly shaved. The smaller pair of lips protruded a little out from around her entrance, glistening from her juices.

Melanie put her hand on his body, just above his stiff cock. The muscles there felt firm, and an intense heat radiated from him. It travelled up through her arm, seemingly straight to her brain. 

She felt herself open up at that heat, her juices seeming to flow freely in anticipation.

The wait wasn’t a long one.

Pushing on her knees to angle her hips up a little more, Charlie positioned himself. 

“Charlie...” Melanie said as the head of his cock bumped against her sex, parting her lips.

“Charlie...” She breathed again as she felt the inner set of lips spread around his girth. The head of his cock strained at her tightness for only a moment before he gritted his teeth and pushed harder. Her pussy yielded to him, stretching around his thick shaft.

“Charlie!” Melanie screamed as Charlie filled her with his long, hard cock. 

The tight ring at her opening gripped around his shaft as he slid it deeper into her sex. She watched wide eyed as the skin on his cock bunched back from the strength of her squeezing.

It felt so good to have him inside her like that. She tossed her head back as he put the whole length of his cock inch by inch into her. His rod seemed to pulsate against her slick flesh. Her walls tightened around him in response, trying to hold him in place, trying to keep him from slipping back through her lips. 

She’d kept her hand on his abdomen the entire time. The force of his stretching her out around him had made her toes and fingers curl up. Her fingertips made white marks on his flesh as they pressed against him.

“You’re fucking me, Charlie...” Melanie said.

“Baby...” Charlie said, withdrawing until only a little bit of his cock remained in her. “Don’t tell your parents.”

He thrust back into her. She screamed his name as she tightened around his entire length again. 

They both watched as the skin on his long, hard shaft shifted back and forth as he fucked her. Every thrust made her breasts jiggle, and sent a shock of pleasure up through her body that made it impossible to keep her mouth closed.

She didn’t know how to deal with the feelings welling up inside her, but she knew they needed to come out. 

Looking down again as his cock slid in and out, she saw how wet she’d made him already. Every thrust into her made her juices flow, soaking his shaft until it dripped onto the floor.

“Do you like fucking my tight little pussy, Charlie?” Melanie said. She’d gritted her teeth, and her lips had puckered out in a circle around them.

“It’s so tight and wet...” Charlie said. Lines of concentration had formed on his forehead, and she could feel his grip on her knees tightening as his thrusts came harder and faster.

The headboard of the bed kept slapping against the wall.

“You fuck me so good, Charlie. You’re cock is so big in me, so hard. Charlie...”

Her eyes rolled back and she started whimpering. She felt him swell inside her as her words turned him on even more. Images kept flashing through her mind. It had all happened so quickly. He’d been comforting her one moment, and had his cock buried balls deep into her the next.

It felt so good to be fucked. It was what she needed, she knew. It was cathartic, cleansing. The heat in her body, in her pussy around Charlie’s hard shaft, burned away all her anger and sadness. 

“Oh, Melanie...” Charlie moaned. 

His thrusts were slowing, she noticed. His cock had gotten so hard; she was shocked he hadn’t burst. Even though it was so hard, it still moved easily into her tight, sopping hole because of her juices.

“I need to taste you, Charlie,” Melanie said. 

Grabbing the base of his cock, Charlie pulled out of her. Melanie snarled as he left her body. She felt suddenly empty. Then she saw his dripping member. It was entirely coated in her juices.

Going onto her stomach, she pushed his hand off his cock and replaced it with one of her own. She pulled him closer and made a noise of pleasure as she stuffed him into her mouth. 

Melanie had never tasted herself before. She couldn’t describe it, but as she licked him clean, even more juices flooded her sex. This was the stuff that made it so Charlie’s big cock could fit into her, she knew. Her lips slid up and down his member, going farther each time.

He groaned as she moved her fingers out of the way and took his entire length down her throat. She held it for a moment, letting her tongue rub along the bottom of his shaft and resisting her gag reflex. She pulled back all the way, putting her hand back in place.

“You’re cock tastes so good,” she said, stroking and kissing his member. He throbbed in her grip. 

“Do you want to keep fucking me?” She asked.

Charlie nodded.

“Turn around so I can see that tight little ass while I fuck you,” Charlie said. 

Doing as Charlie told her, Melanie spun around. She went on her hands and knees, arching her ass nice and high in the air so that Charlie could see what he wanted. 

Resting on her forearms, she felt her stiff nipples rub against the comforter. The friction felt good, so she wiggled her body more. 

This move enticed Charlie back into action. He stroked himself a few times as he put one hand on her ass and pulled her closer. 

“Fuck me hard, Charlie,” Melanie said. 

She loved getting a hard cock from behind. From that angle, a guy could fuck her nice and deep, could touch everything while she tightened around him.

Still holding his cock, Charlie slapped her ass with it. It made wet smacking noises against her firm cheeks, leaving glistening smears of her mixed saliva and juices. Melanie felt her body shudder as he denied her desire.

“Please fuck me, Charlie...” Melanie begged.

She reached back and grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them apart. Charlie’s fingers tightened satisfyingly on her as he looked at her. His cock rested against one cheek. She could feel it pulsing with his heart.

“Come on, Charlie. Don’t you want to fuck my tight little pussy again? You make me so wet...”

Charlie’s shaft slid down her cheek. The next moment, he entered her. She sucked in a breath as he pushed all the way inside. Her walls stretched around him. It was tighter than before. She could feel every bulge as he began thrusting.

Charlie grabbed her by the hips and started pulling back on them as he shoved forward. Melanie let go of her ass and grabbed handfuls of the comforter. She squeezed them, then stuffed some of the comforter into her mouth and bit down on it. 

Her pussy clenched around him for a moment. She spat out the comforter and whimpered. It felt good. Each time he slammed into her, her pussy tingled and sent sparks of pleasure so intense up her back that her whole body seemed to break out in goosebumps. 

“I’ve been such a bad girl, Charlie...”she said.

His thrusting also made her nipples rub even harder against the comforter. She bit her lip for a moment at the sensation.

Charlie pulled one hand from her hip. He spanked her ass, hard. Melanie yelped at the pain, her pussy tightening around his thick shaft from the surprise. 

She grabbed up the fistfuls of comforter again. She yelped and flinched every time his big hand made contact with her ass. He spanked her every time he thrust his cock back into her pussy. This made her clench around him even more, and he grunted at the new tightness around his shaft.

The flesh where he hit her was a strange combination of numb and burning.

“You’re such a bad girl,” Charlie said, smacking her again.

“Oh, Charlie, I’m so sorry. So sorry. It feels so good...”

She clenched up around him again, much harder than before. Realizing what was happening, Charlie stopped spanking her. He got a grip on her hips again and started slamming into her. She felt his balls smacking against the lips of her pussy. Inside her there seemed to be only heat and wetness.

“You’re making me come, Charlie! I’m going to come all over your cock!”

Then she couldn’t speak anymore. All that escaped her mouth were screams and moans. She felt her toes curl as her pussy started its cycle of clenching and unclenching. Her extremities went numb, including the tip of her nose.

Even with her eyes wide open, she couldn’t see.

She squeezed so tightly around him that he could barely stay inside her. Charlie had to grit his teeth and flex his cock against the pressure.

“Oh, Charlie,” Melanie choked out, “It’s so good...”

“God!” Charlie yelled.

His cock flexed inside of her.

“It’s so warm!” Melanie said, relishing the wet heat of Charlie’s cum as it splashed against the back wall of her pussy, spurt after spurt of it.

She massaged his cock with her inner muscles, milking every last drop out of him even while his fingers dug into her.

It was just as hot as she thought it would be. Hotter, even. No guy had ever lasted that long in her without a condom before. Her muscles went all warm and languid, and she basked in the afterglow and the sweet soreness that stole into her lower stomach.

They parted.

“So, you need me back here tomorrow at the same time, right?” Melanie said.

“Actually, I’m not planning on going out…” he started.

“I wasn’t talking about babysitting,” she replied.

“Oh. Right. Yeah. Same time,” he said.

“I’ll see you then,” she replied, bending over to give him a sweet kiss.




The Sitter’s Lust 

 

Becky couldn’t take it anymore.

She’d been babysitting for Bill for a while, watching over his daughter when he went out to work things and all that.

She thought he was the hottest guy she’d ever laid eyes on.

She knew what people would say: that she was just a college girl, 18 years old. That Bill was old enough to be her father.

That it was all just some sort of schoolgirl crush.

But she knew deep inside that it was more than that. She needed him. Her body needed him.

She offered to sit for him more, saying she had a lot of essays to work on from school and that it would really help her out.

When he left, she liked to put the girl to bed and then go into Bill’s room.

She’d find his shirts and press them to her face, breathing deeply of his manly smell. The aftershave in the top drawer of the master bathroom vanity was even better.

The scent of him just drove her wild. Left her tight little pussy dripping.

All wound up like that, she always went over to his bed and stripped down completely naked, the dew of her pussy glistening in the slit between her balled, puffed up lips.

Becky liked to slip her middle finger up to the final knuckle into the tight, warm wetness that waited within her.

Then she’d make herself come. Again and again, wishing desperately that it was Bill’s finger doing the work.

Or even better, his thick cock stretching her out while she groaned for him to fuck her harder.

She often found herself looking down at the bulge in Bill’s slacks. He looked big.

But after a while, the fantasy just couldn’t cut it anymore. She needed the real Bill, not just her delicious fantasy version of him.

So she started to flirt with him. Just a bit, at first. Smiling at him and laughing at his silly dad jokes. Letting her eyes linger on his just too long.

Then she touched him. She’d put her hand on his arm when she laughed. At first she took it away quickly, but soon she left it.

And the thing was, he didn’t make her take it away.

Then came the clothes. She wore short skirts that she let ride up her thighs when she sat on the couch at the end of the evening when he paid her for the sitting.

She wore shorts so short that the bottom of her cheeks fell out of them.

Becky didn’t have much of a bust. But her breasts were high, perky, and firm.

So she stopped wearing a bra. And it didn’t take much to get turned on around Bill, leaving her nipples stiff against her shirt.

She’d sat for him every night for a week when it happened. When she thought he finally acknowledged all of her efforts.

That night, she threw on a cute pink shirt and a pair of black yoga pants that really accentuated her ass.

They sat on the couch together, his large and muscular body tantalizingly close. His cologne smell of sandalwood and leather, and it tickled in her sinuses all the way down between her thighs.

She kept biting down on her bottom lip, trying to keep I from quivering. Her pussy throbbed with her heartbeat, so wet she’d already moistened her panties.

He pulled out some cash and counted it out. “You really are a lifesaver, Becky.”

“It’s no problem, really! I need the time for all my homework!” Becky said, smiling.

“No, really,” he said, turning to look at her so that heat started to creep up from her chest, “I really wish there was something I could do to show you just how helpful you’ve been.”

Becky, taking a risk, reached out and squeezed Bill’s knee. “It’s okay, you don’t have to do anything that you don’t want to.”

“Good… Actually…” he glanced down and she wondered if he was checking out her thighs, “There’s something I’ve been meaning to ask.”

Her heart jumped up into her throat. She tried to play it cool.

Her pussy tingled, her inner walls throbbing. If she got much wetter, she’d leave a mark on the couch when she stood up. “Sure, what?” she managed.

“I know tomorrow night is Friday, but do you think you could come over? Even just for a couple hours. I know a popular girl like you probably has so much to do…”

She couldn’t take it anymore. 

She leaned forward and grabbed his face. Then she kissed him. The stubble on his upper lip tickled her. Then she pulled back. “I want you.”

Bill took her hands gently and pulled them away, his eyes wide. “What?”

“I want you! Don’t you want me, too?” Becky said.

“Becky…” Bill started.

She recognized his tone right away. She couldn’t believe it. She’d been sure he wanted her.

Before he could say anything else, she ran upstairs to the guest room and closed the door, pushing the button lock in.

She threw herself on the bed, grabbing up one of the feather pillows and clutching it tightly against her body.

Bill knocked on the door. “Becky, come on, let me in. We need to talk about this.”

“No!” Becky said.

“Damn it, Becky! This is my house. Let me in right now or I’ll knock the damn door down.”

Still clutching the pillow, Becky stood. She took the step to the door. Her fingers practically vibrated as she reached down to the knob. The metal felt cool in her grip.

The button lock clicked out as she twisted. She took a step back, unwilling or unable to finish opening the door herself.

Bill opened it for her. He looked down at her. He had shaved that day, and he'd put on a nice white button-up over a pair of khakis. One hand kept clenching and unclenching.

She hugged the pillow tightly as he stepped in. He closed the door behind him. 

"Bill..." she said.

Bill stepped right in front of her. He grabbed her biceps as he looked down into her face. His fingers trembled against her arms.

"Becky... You make me feel so... so..."

"I don't know how it happened, I didn’t mean to say it like that," Becky said, her body trembling visibly.

Then Bill brushed her bangs out of her eyes. His fingers traced her cheekbone and her jaw line, then ran down the side of her neck. They left a trail of taut gooseflesh behind. She licked her lips.

He grabbed the pillow and pulled on it. Becky let it go, unwilling and unable to stop him. Her body no longer trembled; it shook. All she could feel were the throes and aches of her need. 

"You are so beautiful, Becky... God, I thought I was just imagining the way you kept giving me all those signals…" Bill said.

He put his hands on her shoulders, then let them run down to cup her small breasts. Her stiffening nipples tried to poke through her sports bra and shirt to feel his touch. She shivered. 

His arms encircled her around the small of her back, then crushed her petite body against his masculine one.

His eyes flicked from hers down to her lips, then back up. Then they kissed. His mouth felt so hot. For a moment, she wondered if that was how her lips had felt around his shaft the night before. The heat, soaking into his flesh, making him cum... She shivered again.

His hands ran down to squeeze her ass, pulling her harder against him.

There was no darkness this time to hide their bodies and expressions. He picked her up and placed her on the bed, going down onto his knees beside it. His hands ran up her stomach, squeezing her breasts, rubbing at the taut fabric where her nipples strained.

Heat. So much heat. She'd never felt so warm; not even lying on a tropical beach. She groaned as Bill grabbed her pink tee and pulled up off her. A deep blush had taken her body. His breath caught as he took her bra off. 

Becky thrust her chest at him, eager for his experienced touch. He cupped her small, bare breasts. They were less than a handful, but he still shook as his fingertips caressed the bare flesh. The balls of his thumbs traced her areolas. When they ran over her begging nipples, she arched her back and groaned.

An incredible wetness had joined the heat, and she squirmed on the bed at the feeling.

"Bill... Oh, Bill... I love it when you touch me."

Then Bill leaned forward, taking one of her nipples in his mouth. He sucked on it, let his tongue roll over it. Finally, she sucked in a breath of her own as his teeth tested the stiffened flesh. Her nipple was all red when he pulled back from it.

He did the same to the other one. Becky couldn't watch. She'd grabbed the back of his head and pulled him harder against her, trying to make him take more into his mouth.

When he finished, Bill leaned back breathless. His face had flushed too, and he breathed gently through slightly parted lips.

Then he pushed her onto her back. His eager fingers grabbed the elastic of her yoga pants and pulled, peeling the skin-tight black spandex off.

She hadn't put any panties on. Bill shook with desire when he looked at her bald pussy. Her juices glistened in her sopping slit as he grabbed her behind the knees and pushed them up towards her chest.

Becky breathed in deep gulps of air. She couldn't seem to get enough of it as she felt his hot breath against the bare lips of her sex.

"Bill... What are you doing? Bill?"

But he didn't say anything. Instead, he leaned forward and put his mouth against her. Becky yelled out, arching her back as an incredible shock went up her back.

But Bill didn't go too quickly. He knew what he was doing. His lips grazed one of hers, then the other, sending little tickles of pleasure up through her pussy.

The tickles turned to torrents when he did the same thing with the tip of his tongue. When he could resist no more, he let the tip of his tongue slide down her slit. He moaned, clearly enjoying her taste. 

Then he pushed a finger up into her and she nearly came on him right then. She wriggled on the bed, lifting her hips, trying to get him deeper into her.

But then his tongue found her clit at the same time as he started stroking within her. She screamed.

"Oh, Bill! Yes! It feels so good; you make me feel so good..."

She ran her fingers through his hair, then grabbed handfuls of it and pulled his face harder against her wet pussy.

His tongue swirled rhythmically on her clit as his strong finger rubbed within her. She screamed wordlessly, pulling at his hair. He didn't seem to mind. If anything, he seemed to go faster.

"Bill, Bill, Bill" she muttered, her eyes squeezed shut.

Then she screamed as she came. Bill slammed his finger into her, licking her harder and faster. It was like the night before. When she thought she couldn't feel any better, Bill brought her climax to greater heights.

They both shook as he leaned away from her again. Her juices coated his cheeks, and she watched as he sucked his finger clean as he looked at her dripping, bald pussy.

He stood. For a second, panic shot through Becky. Was he leaving? Was that all? She wanted more. Needed more. 

"Don't go, Bill. I need you... I need you to fuck me..."

Her pussy ached and trembled with the need to feel that thick cock of his sliding inside of it. 

Bill nodded. She could see his bulging shaft outlined against his slacks. It, too, trembled with the need to feel her tight, wet walls clutching at it.

He unbuttoned his shirt, dropping it to the ground. He looked so strong. Then he undid his belt and unzipped his slacks. Pushing them down his legs, he kicked them off. 

His hard cock stood at stiff attention for her to crave. A hot flash shook her body as she looked at it.

"Please, Bill... Please..." Becky said. She pinched her nipples and squeezed her breasts. She hoped he liked them, that he didn't think they were too small.

"Okay, baby. Tell me if it hurts."

She didn't care if it hurt. Hurting was good. It meant he'd be inside her, where she needed him. Her pussy got wetter as she waited.

Again, he pushed her knees back. Using his thumb to keep his shaft steady, he guided his shaft to her passage. 

"Yes. Yes!" Becky said as she felt him push. She gritted her teeth as she felt herself stretch for Bill's big cock. It did hurt a little, but she wasn't going to tell him that. He might take it out if she told him.

They both watched as his thick shaft slowly thrust into her pussy. Her bald lips pushed apart around it.

"Is it too big, baby? Does it hurt?" Bill said.

He'd gritted his teeth. He couldn't seem to tear his eyes away as he shoved his thick shaft deeper and deeper into Becky's pussy. Her wetness already coated him. Some dripped back along the length that he hadn't put in her yet.

"It's so good, Bill. Put it all into me, please. I want to feel every last inch of you."

She smiled as she felt him stiffen momentarily inside of her.

"You do, do you?" Bill said.

He pushed a little harder, making her yelp as her body tried to accommodate his girth. Then he kept pushing, gritting his teeth again as her tightness forced the skin back along his shaft.

They both groaned when she felt him bump against the back of her pussy. He flexed inside her, making her jump. She didn't know how he could take the tightness. The way she gripped him, it was like her sex never wanted him to leave.

"Are you going to fuck me now, Bill?" Becky asked, running her hands through her hair.

"Only if you're a good girl," he said.

"I will be, I promise."

"Good," he grunted as he pulled himself about halfway out of her. His cock dripped with even more of her wetness. 

When he thrust back into her, she screamed for him. He set a pace that left her breathless as he ran his thick cock in and out of her. She could feel the ridges around the head of his shaft as they massaged her walls, coaxing them to even greater tightness around him.

They both watched, mesmerized, as his glistening member pulled out of her for a second, then was swallowed up by her bare, hungry lips again and again.

She felt so full, so satisfied, every time he entered her all the way. She became desperate for his long thrusts, begging him to fuck her harder and faster.

But she couldn't take anymore when he rested one hand under her navel. It took the ball of his thumb only a moment to find her stiff love button. 

"Bill!" she screamed as her body seemed to explode with sensation.

In two more strokes of his cock, she came on him. She pushed her head so hard into the mattress that she lifted her back off the bed. She gripped him so tightly that he couldn't pull himself out. Instead, he flexed himself inside her, rubbing the ball of his thumb on her clit more and more insistently.

When she finished, he withdrew the dripping length of his cock out of her. She felt empty without him.

Grabbing the pillow she'd been hugging earlier, he put it down on the bed. Then he grabbed Becky by the hips and rolled her over onto her stomach. The pillow, he stuffed under her hips, arching her ass invitingly into the air.

For a moment, he just admired her young flesh. Her felt her firm cheeks, squeezing them. Then his cock trembled with its needs.

Climbing up over her, he guided his cock back into her pussy.

This time, she thrust back against him as he drove down into her. Their flesh smacked together again and again. He growled and grunted over her. She could feel him stiffening every time he entered her again. She couldn't keep her eyes open, and her hands clutched desperately at the bed.

It was almost like her orgasm hadn't stopped. But this time, it was even better.

This time, she knew he was going to cum, too. 

"Oh, baby. Oh, Becky. You're making me cum," he said.

"Give it all to me, Bill," she said.

Then he stopped, throwing his head back and groaning. She felt him jerk inside her.

Sucking her bottom lip between her teeth as the walls of her passage closed on him again, she slid her pussy a few inches up and down his length, hoping it made him feel even better.

She could feel the heat of his cum inside her, growing as he spurted again and again.

She kept moving herself up and down his length even after he'd stopped jerking inside her. She wanted all of it, all of his cum. She milked it from him. From his moans, she knew he liked it.

Bill didn't allow himself to collapse over her, even though his arms trembled. No, he pulled out of her and sat down on the bed. He rested one hand on her bottom, his fingers pushing slightly into the firm flesh. 

"That was so good," Becky started.

But Bill brought his finger to his lips again. He nodded to her.

"For me, too, baby. I bet you're glad you never went to the mall to see your awful aunt now, aren't you?"

All Becky could really think about was how her pussy ached. It was sore, but a good sore. A thoroughly fucked ache. 

But she nodded all the same. There wasn't any wall around her feelings anymore, and now she knew he felt the same way about her. Some part of her thought that it was still wrong, but she silenced it. There was also a deep feeling of rightness about it that pushed the unpleasant thoughts away.

"Now, let's go get cleaned off," she said.

They showered together, washing each other. Bill left a series of kisses on the back of her neck that sent a tingle down her spine, almost getting rid of the ache she felt.

"So beautiful," he said. Then, "Get good and clean, and make sure you put on clean, good clothes. No more of those stretchy pants that show off your ass." He grabbed her bottom them, emphasizing the point. “You don’t need them anymore.”

“Do you still want me to come sit for you tomorrow?” Becky asked.

“Sure. Then I want you to stay the night,” Bill said.

“I’d like that.”
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js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













