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Bethany was our
regular babysitter. She was 19, and always wore her shoulder length
blonde hair back in a ponytail. My wife, Claire, seemed oblivious,
but one of the reasons I loved using Beth as our sitter was to keep
providing myself with fantasies of the things she got up once she
had the house to herself whilst the kids were asleep upstairs. I
had considered leaving a hidden camera to film her, though my
morals had stopped me. But one had to wonder how those stains had
appeared at the edge of our red cloth sofa. They certainly hadn’t
come from my wife. She was hot as hell, but she worked every hour
God sent. She was a hot shot city lawyer and her practice barely
gave her a moment’s peace.

When we did see
each other it was late, and often a dinner date. I would meet her
after work, usually around nine. I would have been home around six,
and Bethany would arrive at half eight, just after I had put our
two kids to bed. Bethany always came packed with books, thin rimmed
glasses perched demurely on the end of her nose with an incredibly
studious look about her, but I knew she would look absolutely
stunning when she went out up town at the weekends.

Usually after
our meal, my wife and I would head straight back home, and she
straight to bed, always exhausted after a hard day’s work. It was
amazing we had found time to have one child, let alone two.

Tonight I’d sat
and listened to Claire’s telling me all about her big case, how
this was going to be the one that made her. On and on she went,
forgetting that she was no longer in the office. Meanwhile I
polished off two bottles of wine, my thoughts wandering as she went
into mind numbing detail. By the time we had paid the bill, the
room was spinning and I was ready for a lie down. Claire continued
her story all the way home and truthfully I think even the cabbie
was happy to see the back of her.

As we entered
our house, Claire headed upstairs, wanting to take off her makeup
and get straight into bed. I was left to pay Bethany and see her
out. But as I went into the living room, I found her fast asleep on
the couch. Rather than waking her from her slumber, I decided I
would leave her there and take her back to her university halls in
the morning. It wasn’t the first time. I gently placed a blanket
over her, not wanting her to get cold. Leaving her on the sofa, I
flicked off the light and went to join my wife in bed.

Even though I
was drunk, I couldn’t sleep. Claire lay next to me, snoring loudly.
My mouth so dry, I decided to get up and grab myself a glass of
water. Claire didn’t even stir as I clumsily made my way out of the
bedroom, bashing into her feet as I went. I filled my glass and
thought I better check on Beth before heading back up. I crept into
the lounge. From the doorway she had looked fast asleep, but as I
approached she rolled over, making me jump.

“Hey Mr B”, she
said, sitting up a little and stretching. “What time is it?”

“Oh it’s about
2:30, I just needed a glass of water, sorry for waking you”

“Not at all, I
woke up a few minutes ago”, she replied with a smile, “come and sit
with me for a minute, I haven’t had anyone to talk too in hours”
sitting up, pulling the blanket over her legs, and patting the sofa
next to herself. I knew I shouldn’t, especially not in my own home,
but I was still drunk and Beth looked so innocent and pure sat
there. I knew it was wrong, but I could feel my cock stirring and
when girls were involved, that head always did the thinking. Beth
pulled the blanket back as I took the seat. Her long tanned legs
were met by a tiny denim miniskirt at her waist. Suddenly I felt
very self-aware, only wearing my pyjama bottoms, sat next to this
slender young thing.

 

“Were they hard
work?” I asked, meaning the kids.

“Oh no, I
haven’t heard from them at all”

“So what have
you been up to then?” I feebly enquired, unsure what else to
say.

“Oh, you know,
studying, watching a bit of TV, entertaining myself…”

Was it my
imagination or were her legs opening? I could see her white
patterned cotton knickers out of the corner of my eye, and I had to
force myself to keep looking forward, though I was desperate to
take a proper look. Her legs were now definitely fully open, and as
I reached down to pick up the TV remote, the scent of her sex
suddenly filled my nostrils. I could only imagine why her cunt
could smell so sweetly, no doubt her fingers had been busy between
her sweet lips whilst we were out. She continued talking, telling
me about her studying, her university exams rapidly approaching.
All the while I tried desperately to keep my eyes from wandering
between her legs. Keeping eye contact was hard, and she was
seemingly unaware of her shameless display. I couldn’t do anything
in my own house. I wouldn’t. My wife was sleeping upstairs, and she
would kill me if she found me talking to Bethany like this, God
help me if I did anything worse.

Beth was
smiling, one hand playing with hair, as she began stroking my arm.
“Woah, Beth, what are you doing?” I stammered, suddenly my heart
racing, trying desperately not to get a hard on. I grabbed her
roving hand, placing it back on her knee, inadvertently getting a
good eyeful of her cute knickers which didn’t help my cause. She
giggled, and as I made an attempt to stand, her hand pushed me back
into the chair. Again her hand found my arm, this time sliding up
and across my naked chest, turning my head towards her as she
lightly kissed me on the lips. God, was this really happening? I
didn’t have time to think further as her hand slid down my bare
chest and found my growing cock through the fabric of my pants.

Her warm hands
stroked the length, pulling up and down as she begin tonguing me
once more. This time my resistance caved, passionately embracing
her lips, our tongues locking together. Her hand left my still
growing cock, once again stroking my chest. Then she climbed on top
of me, her groin now pressed into my thick lump of flesh. She
cupped my chin and once more we embraced lips, her hips now
beginning to grind in my crotch, her denim miniskirt easily rolling
up to allow her such freedom of movement.

“Beth, what the
fuck? Claire will kill us both if she walks in right now!”

“She isn’t here
though is she, and I don’t hear her coming. Would you like to hear
me cumming?”

Beth didn’t
seem to care about being caught; she didn’t even keep her voice
down. Not bothering to wait for my answer, she resumed kissing, a
deep lust filled kiss, her tongue probing my mouth, her sticky lip
balm tasting like toffee. My lack of any real fight told her all
she needed to know. Before I even realised what I was doing, my
hands began wandering up her body, cupping her tiny waist, feeling
the warmth of her skin through her tight grey top. I slid them
down, caressing her toned ass cheeks through her tightly stretched
cotton panties. Beth lent back, staring into my eyes as she quickly
pulled her top over her head, and flinging it across the room, well
out of easy reach should my wife come unexpectedly.

Her tiny pert
tits looked sensational. Claire’s tits had become large and saggy
after the children, and I hadn’t seen a pair like this for years,
not since Claire and I had first started dating. Even then, Claire
had bigger boobs, something I always thought I preferred. But now,
seeing these petite mounds, no bigger than a B cup, with their
puffy pink nipples still pointing perkily towards the sky, I was
mesmerised. Beth continued seductively bucking her hips, grinding
her hot snatch into my engorged member. I hungrily leaned forward,
wrapped my arms around her chest, pulling one nipple then the other
greedily into my mouth. Beth flung her head back, her ponytail
bobbing, exhaling loud sighs of pleasure. Not letting me have too
much fun, she stopped me, standing up, facing away from me, slowly
removing the belt from her skirt and dropping it, the buckle
clanging loudly on the floor. Instinctively, I looked over my
shoulder towards the door, convinced my wife would be there, but
there was only darkness and the pounding of my heart coming from my
chest.

Turning once
more to Beth, I was met by the sight of her jiggling her hips, the
skirt slinking down her thighs. She smiled over her shoulder as her
skirt fell to the floor. This nubile young maiden stood before me
in just her knickers, nipples now rock hard in the cool night air.
I loved how the fabric of her panties bunched lightly around her
ass crack, and she went to remove them also, but I grabbed her,
forcing her to pull them up tightly between her cheeks. Then she
climbed back on top of me, her warmth caressing me, as she squeezed
each of my nipples, once more locking lips. My hands explored her
body, first her tight ass, now more exposed than ever, then her
supple waist, pulling her in once more to suck at her teats.

Now filled full
of lust and losing all rational thought I took control of her,
turning her in my big arms, pushing her into the corner of the
sofa, still between her outspread legs. I sucked on her nipples,
gently biting, pulling them lightly from her body, relishing her
whimpers and moans. My hips subconsciously began to grind into her,
my prick now like a rod of solid steel, still contained in my
pyjama bottoms. I slid down her body, kissing as I went, in awe of
her soft unblemished flesh. I ran my nose over her cunny, inhaling
her flowery fragrance through the moist cotton. I planted admiring
kisses across the tops of her limber thighs, working towards her
snatch, continuing to inhale, overcome by the heady aroma of her
innocent, fresh love pouch. I could resist no longer, I had to
taste so her juices. I pulled her legs up, lifting her arse
slightly, then roughly tugged her knickers off, only stopping to
leave them wrapped around her ankles, her feet pointing up to the
ceiling. Beth grabbed hold with her left hand, her right
outstretched in delight behind her head, pulling her knickers
towards her as I buried my face into her delightfully sopping
cunt.

Her body so
tight and limber, looked perfect even as she pulled her legs
backwards, her shaven cooch opening naturally, a glistening strand
of her nectar stretching so teasingly between. I buried my face
once more in-between her thighs, my wicked tongue finding her
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