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SEX UNDER THE SPANISH SUN: TAKEN BY MY DAD'S BEST FRIEND WHILE WORKING AS AN AU PAIR IN BARCELONA


SLOWLY, I SLID my hand into my shorts as I kept watching the man outside the window. He raised his axe above his head again, then let it come down on the log he had positioned in front of him on a large block of wood. With a rich crack, the wood burst into two pieces. He picked up one of the pieces, placed it on the block again, and split that one in two as well. Then he repeated the same with the second half.

After that, he took off his T-shirt, folded it neatly and put it aside. I let my fingertips slide ever faster over my clit and sighed with pleasure. The man who was chopping wood was my Spanish host father, Manuél. He was also my dad's best friend—and I had a massive crush on him. In fact, he was the main reason I was here in Barcelona in the first place.

Sure, there were many other reasons: back home in Lincoln, Nebraska, there wasn't much going on. I had always felt an insatiable hunger for life, a desire to see the world. For far too long already, life in my small hometown had struck me as too confined, too small. Besides, I had been learning Spanish for three years and could speak it quite well already, but I wanted to put it to a proper test in a Spanish-speaking country.

That's why, against my parents' wishes, I had decided to go to Spain for a year as an au pair when I had turned 18 at the beginning of the year and shortly thereafter graduated from high school. I had begged my parents for weeks until they finally agreed. On one condition:

"Emilia," my father had said, "if you living abroad is really what you want, at the very least I want you to go live with someone who will take good care of you. You're going to Barcelona to my best friend Manuél."

I had agreed at once, because Manuél was just the type of man I liked: tall, with shoulder-length black hair, dark eyes, a full beard, and a body that looked like it was carved out of marble. Manuél had agreed immediately, too. But, alas, he was married. With his wife Fernanda, he had two children, Lucas and Luciana. But hey, that didn't have to stop me from indulging my fantasies when I was watching him chop wood, as I was doing right now, did it? 

The sweat on Manuél's naked back shone in the Spanish sun as he placed another log on the block, picked up the axe again, lifted it, and split the wood. I let a finger slide into my pussy with pleasure, closed my eyes and indulged my fantasies a little while Manuél, in my imagination, did all the sexy things to me I craved. But I didn't want to indulge my fantasies too much either, when the center of my imagination was right there in the flesh, in front of my eyes, showing off his perfect body. 

Gently, I let my finger slide out again and, with pleasure, spread the moisture that clung to it over my clit. I rubbed it harder and harder with my fingertips and had to support myself with one hand on the window frame as I did so, so as not to lose my balance from all the steamy scenes that were running through my head. 

I moaned and let my finger slide into my pussy one more time, while Manuél turned a little to the side, so that I could now examine his front as well. Filled with ever-increasing desire, I rubbed my most intimate spot, getting closer and closer to my climax. Manuél's shorts were bulging in the front and I could see the contours of his enviably large cock shifting in a teasing way under the thin and sweaty fabric with each of his movements.

I should have been preparing dinner now—Fernanda was a geography teacher and would be home soon. So would Luciana and Lucas, who went to school. But it was a hot day, the thermometer showing well over 86 degrees. Therefore, there would be a cold dinner—and that I could prepare quickly. So there was no harm in enjoying the sight of my sexy host father and having fun with myself for a little longer.

In the meantime, Manuél had finished chopping the wood and was busy piling it up in front of the house wall under the balcony now. Again and again, he had to bend down. Each time he did, his cock rolled heavily back and forth in his pants, while his abs tightened and his shorts stretched over his tight ass. Faster and faster I rubbed my pussy, letting my fingers dip into my warm folds, getting closer and closer to my climax. 

At some point, Manuél finished piling up the wood, crossed his arms in front of his chest, and gazed at the tall pile of wood with a pleased expression in his dark eyes. His muscular upper arms tensed as he did this. The fluid, controlled movements of his tanned torso as he adjusted a log here and there reminded me that he had worked as a model when he was younger—he was 38 now and still looked fantastic. How often had I looked at his old pictures on the Internet, indulged my fantasies, and given myself countless orgasms?

I was still playing with myself. My movements became more and more vigorous and uncontrolled and I could already feel that pleasant, warm tingling sensation in the center of my body that always marked the onset of my climax. I was about to close my eyes and surrender to my orgasm when Manuél suddenly dropped to one knee. A log a little further down the stack seemed to stick out a little too far to the front, and he probably wanted to fix that. As he did so, he propped one knee on the ground while bending the other leg. Then he pushed the log hard backwards towards the wall into the stack. And as he did so, it happened... 

The fabric of his shorts over the leg he was holding bent slid upward. And at the same moment, his cock slipped out of the bottom of his pant leg. I couldn't believe my luck and was almost glued to the window pane, while Manuél didn't even seem to notice the mishap: his attention was focused on the pile of wood. 

I buried both hands in my shorts now, vigorously rubbing my clit with one hand and fucking myself with three fingers with my other hand, while I vividly imagined Manuél bending me forcefully over that big block on which he had chopped his wood, holding me tight and then fucking me hard and persistently from behind with his massive, magnificent cock. Out of sheer desire to examine Manuél's manhood as closely as possible, I leaned my forehead against the window glass and propped myself up that way. 

The tingling in my belly was already spreading to my chest and filled me with a sense of joy. I imagined myself lying with Manuél on the sandy beach now, the one we passed each time I took Luciana and Lucas to handball practice. How Manuél would lie on top of me, his face contorted with lust and passion as he fucked me with deep, slow thrusts. I’d stroke his pecs and abs as his hard cock made its way through me. Then I'd wrap my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck to have him even closer to me, to feel him even deeper inside me as his thrusts got faster and faster and the warm water of the sea washed over us.

I came at the same moment in which Manuél squirted his love nectar into me in my daydream. The warm tingling inside me spread to my arms and legs, making them twitch. With difficulty, I suppressed a loud moan, and my legs trembled so hard that I had to lean my face sideways against the window to keep from falling over. Again, I closed my eyes and felt my hot breath reflecting off the window glass on my face. My limbs felt like they were electrically charged. The tingling ran through me in violent waves all the way to the tips of my toes, making the little hairs on my forearms stand on end.

The movements of my fingers over my pussy slowed as my climax slowly subsided. Despite the warmth of the early summer day, the glass of the windowpane against my cheek felt cool. I took a few deep breaths. Only then did I open my eyes—and looked right into Manuél's brown eyes behind the window pane. Laughing, he held up his phone and showed me the photo he’d just taken: my distorted face, flattened against the window cheek-first, with a rapt expression in my eyes. 

Thunderstruck, I pushed myself away from the window with both hands and the heat of blushing instantly rose to my face. Manuél knocked on the window and I opened it frantically while holding my hand over the open button of my shorts. 

"What was that all about, Emilia?" he asked good-humoredly. "Did you just have a stroke or something?"

"I, uh... I saw you chopping wood and wanted to take a closer look. But then I tripped and fell against the window." Pulse racing, I looked around for something you might trip over, bent down, and grabbed a toy car that was lying on the floor, and that had to belong to Lucas. With a forced smile, I lifted it up and showed it to Manuél.

"You tripped over that?" With a doubtful expression on his face, Manuél eyed the car, which was smaller than the palm of my hand.

"Well, stepped on it and then slipped."

"Uh-huh. Yeah, Lucas is a bit sloppy about his toys. He leaves them lying around all over the house. I really need to talk to him about that. I hope you didn't hurt yourself?"

"No, I'm fine." I laughed with nervousness, and it sounded exaggerated.

Manuél smirked at me for a moment, then shrugged. "Well, that's fine then. I'm going to jump in the shower real quick and after that we’ll have dinner. Fernanda and the kids will be here any minute." 

With those words, he turned, hung his axe on a hook next to the woodpile, picked up his T-shirt, and then walked around a corner of the house toward the back door. A few seconds later, I first heard his footsteps in the corridor, then the bathroom door opening and closing, and then the splashing sound of the shower. 

For a moment I toyed with the idea of risking a look through the keyhole—I’d have loved to see my host father fully naked for once and I had been waiting for such an opportunity ever since I arrived here. But in the end I decided that there had been enough embarrassing scenes for today already. Besides, I had already seen him more or less naked—at least the part of his body that had interested me the most.

And yet, while I was preparing dinner for my host family, my imagination refused to calm down. Again and again, the scenes that had made me climax a few minutes ago bubbled up in my mind: scenes in which I did it with my host father on the sandy beach, him thrusting hard into me while holding me tight and then, at last, pumping his semen into me while I screamed out my orgasm....


* * *


The next day was uneventful at first. Manuél, unlike me, didn't seem to worry about the embarrassing scene
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