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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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