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“Well Lisa. Can I give you
a ride home?”

It was an innocuous enough statement,
but when I said it, to our nineteen year old babysitter, it was
laced with sexual possibility and pent up lust.

Her big blue eyes shone with
possibilities, and my cock hardened at the thought of spending a
little time alone with her, surrounded by the leather luxury of my
Mercedes.

I stole a glance at Amanda, my wife,
busying herself in the kitchen. Fixing us both a sharp, strong
coffee, a vain attempt to sober us up. I had almost whispered the
words, my voice dropping a tone as I said the word “ride”. We both
knew what that might mean, I was sure of it.

Amanda was suspicious, I could tell.
She had shot me glances when I had first gone to the door and let
Lisa in. I suspected when I booked her that she might be a sexy
teen. There was something about the way she breathed “Sure Mr
Davidson, I’ll be there at eight” that was all blonde cheerleader.
And I was right. Her blue eyes had shone in the twilight sun as she
stood on the porch waiting to be invited in.

I mean, sure it was a hot and sultry
evening, but that skirt! It was so short. I mean, really short. She
may as well have worn a belt! I could tell that she knew I was
staring at her, as she swished past me and into the house. She was
absolutely irresistible. Long, lithe legs going right the way up to
her tight little ass. Impossibly thin waist. Perfectly formed, pert
titties, no more than a handful, nipples hard, peeking through her
thin, simple cotton T-shirt. And her face, it shone with the
innocence of her nineteen years. Long, blonde hair, cascading over
her shoulders, framing her baby doll face.

She had breezed into the house, and
immediately made nice with al of us.

“Hi you guys! Wanna have
some fun?” She had beamed at our twins, who must have thought a
cheerleader Mary Poppins had flown down into the house. She had
chased them around the house, as Amanda had put on her coat and
joined me in the hallway, car keys in hand, ready for us to leave
on our date night. As she had opened the door, her had eyes
narrowed and she had taken off Lisa’s voice perfectly

“Well guys. Do you wanna
have some fun?” she had sneered. I looked disapprovingly at her,
surprised at the venom in her voice. The truth is, Amanda knows me,
her horny husband, better than anyone on this earth.

“Hey give her a break” I
admonished. “you were young once like that too you
know?”

“I was never that fucking
young” she replied. I smiled. I loved it when she
cussed.

“And I tell you something
else” she continued. “I saw you looking at her tight young body.
Don’t even think about it. I will have you out of this house
quicker than you can say barely legal”

Well, that was me told!

 


*

 


I went into the kitchen to fetch my
keys, as Lisa waited patiently at the front door, twisting her long
legs and absent mindedly sucking the tip of her little finger, in a
way that she no doubt thought was completely innocent, but which
made me want to put my hand down her panties. Amanda was standing
at the espresso machine, the steam passing in front of her face,
kitchen filling with expensive, home-ground coffee smells. She
looked for all the world as though steam were coming out of her
ears, furious at my engineering of a potential one-on-one with
Lisa.

Amanda dropped her voice right down as
she spoke to me, but the intent was clear. If she could have, she
would have shouted.

“Just behave yourself, ok?
And remember how much you have had to drink. You shouldn’t be
driving, let alone driving that teenage wet dream home”

“Come on Honey. It’s
throwing it down with rain out there. I can’t let her walk home can
I? I mean, what if something happens to her out there?”

“Yeah? Well what if
something happens to her in your car”

I decided that the best course of
action was definitely to ignore that last rhetorical statement,
treating it with the contempt it deserved. It was true, she really
did know me so well!

I led Lisa out to the car, sitting on
the driveway of our billionaire’s mansion. I beeped the controller,
and it switched on, interior lights bathing the interior, an
inviting love nest. Lisa opened up the passenger door and joined me
in the front, immediately sinking into the luxurious, soft cream
leather.

“Oh my God, this car is so
amazing Mr Davidson”

I smiled to myself. Yes, this car was
quite a babe magnet, that was for sure! Shame Amanda didn’t
appreciate it. In fact, it was a shame she didn’t appreciate me a
little more. All the hours I had put in to building up my
businesses, riding the dotcom bubble, eighteen hour days,
investing, hiring firing, all while she spent my money on
increasingly extravagant furnishings, gym sessions, meals out.
Weird, the more she ate the thinner she got. I was sure she just
sat in restaurants to be seen, rather than eat. Maybe that was why
I wanted Lisa so much. She didn’t seem to care what anyone thought
about her. She had a zest for life that I remembered from my own
youth, but had been lost as our bank balance filled, and the
wrinkles came.

I turned to face Lisa as the car auto
reversed out of the driveway, gravel crunching under the fat, wide
alloys.

“You know what, it looks a
lot better with you in it”

She looked at me, directly into my
eyes, a smile playing on her full lips. She looked to her top left
slightly, as if searching her brain for the best response to my
slightly flirty statement. It was a little game of one-upmanship
that she wasn’t going to lose.

“And do you know what feels
better with you in it?”

She left the question hanging in the
air. It was a one word answer, and it may as well have been “fuck
me”

“No” I whispered

“You”

I stared straight ahead as I pulled
out of the automatic gates, and the tone from the tires changed
from crunching gravel to smooth wet road. We swept past trees, and
golden topped railings, all part of our huge, country estate. It
still gave me a thrill to see just how much land I owned. And this
was just one small part of my holdings, which included offices in
New York and London, beach houses and even my own private island in
the Bahamas.

As the road straightened, and the car
practically started driving itself, I relaxed a little, and stole a
glance at my passenger. The sight took my breath away!

She had reclined back in the seat,
almost completely, finding the electronic recliner perfectly. Her
perfect legs were up in the air, feet up on the dash. I noticed
that she had a rose tattoo on one ankle, and a silver toe ring on
the other foot. Sexy and perfect. She had allowed her barely-there
skirt to fall back, way past her panty line. That was, if she was
wearing any panties!

This girl certainly knew what she
wanted. And she sure knew men! Her legs were slightly apart, and no
doubt at all, her perfect, shaved pussy was there for me to see. It
seemed to pout at me, as the passing lights outside reflected in
the windows. I was transfixed. I eventually dragged my eyes away
from her moist, tight cunt, up her legs, her tight stomach to her
face. Her eyes shone, with excitement and lust, and she broke the
silence with another daring play.

“See anything you like
there, Mr Davidson?”

This time my reply was not short in
coming

“Well, since you are
showing me your wonderful little pussy there Lisa, I think you can
call me Richard, ok?”

“Ok then Richard. Or would
you prefer Dick?”

I grinned to myself, the response
coming to me in a flash

“Well, I don’t, but how
about you? Do you prefer Dick?”

Now it was her turn to be on the back
foot. Not for long though. We both knew where this was
going.

“Well, Dickie, why don’t
you pull over, and let’s find out”

The indicator lights were winking
their orange beacons onto the road before she even finished her
sentence. The quiet road was kriss-crossed with tracks and laybys,
and in a moment I was on a narrow dirt track, completely hidden
from view of the passing traffic. Alone in our love
nest.

I turned to her as she in turn faced
me. she kept her legs apart, pussy on show to me the whole time. It
glistened with her clear, sweet juices.

I moved towards her, and reached out
my hand. She held it in hers, and brought it to her cheek. She was
so soft, so warm. She closed her eyes and let me stroke her on the
side of her face. Her lips parted slightly, waiting for me to kiss
them. I hesitated for a moment, knowing that I could, even at this
point, pull away. Explain that I was a married man, that she was
too young, that this was all a big mistake. She took my shirt in
her grip, fist clenching tight and strong, and pulled me to her. It
was very clear that she wasn’t going to let me get away, that she
would take control. She wanted a fuck, that was all there was to
it.

Our lips locked, saliva exchanged,
tongues wrestling. It was a heavenly, heady sensation of forbidden
lust. Breathing deepened, eyes closed, hands now all over each
other. Fighting with buckles, my pants down in the floor well of
the car, shirt ripped from my back by her insistent fingers.
Buttons flying. Quiet moans of lust, the sound of heavier
breathing, mist forming on the windows.

I kissed her, over her body, as more
of her was revealed to me. She lifted up her T-shirt, naked now
save for the impractical modesty of the mini-skirt. Her pouting,
perfect breasts firm and milky in the moonlight, perfect orbs, no
more than a handful and definitely natural. I bent my head down and
kissed around each cup in turn. Her nipples hardened in my mouth,
and she pushed her fingers through my ruffled hair, slight
scratching, slight pain adding to the sensations.

Her cold fingers connected with the
warm meat in my boxers. She had her hand on my cock now, stroking,
gently exploring my private area, my tongue winding around her
nipple now, each one in turn, keeping both erect. Now she became
more insistent, fingers tight around my shaft, and began to jerk me
softly. Wow this felt good! If she hadn’t done this before then it
certainly was some kind of sexual instinct she had there! She
tugged a little more, and some of my pre cum leaked onto her
fingers.

“What’s that?” she asked,
wide eyed and innocent

“Why don’t you taste it?” I
replied

She lifted her fingers up to her
mouth, tongue out, and licked them.

“It tastes sweet” she said.
“have you cum?”

“No baby. It’s pre cum.
It’s because you have turned me on so much” I assumed a school
teacher’s voice

She grinned and nodded
approvingly.

“Can I taste some more? I
like it”

Now this was too much. She was playing
the little girl, knowing that it turned me on. I nodded, playing
along.

She bent over the central console of
the Merc and pushed me back a little, so that my cock was sticking
up in front of me, like an extra gear stick. She opened her mouth
as she closed in on my cock. It glistened with more pre cum. She
stuck out her tongue, and gently licked the clear liquid from my
weeping eye. Then she wound her tongue around some more. She worked
the shaft, licking up and down, more insistent now, like a dog with
a bone. Down to my balls, sucking each one in turn, then up and
down my stick again. I looked out of the window, seeing red tail
lights whizz past, not caring who might stop and see, not thinking
about how late I might be when I got home, or how I might fend for
excuses. A flat tyre maybe, or helping a stranger out who had
broken down? That would do it.

She kissed it. Big, pouting rose bud
lips, fully on my shaft. Then she opened up her mouth again, this
time getting the whole of my bulbous, throbbing head into her
mouth. I felt her teeth against it, and the warmth of her teenage
mouth enveloping my cock. She started to push her head down,
wrapping up more and more of my cock in her fleshy, soft mouth. She
worked me, down and down, so that I felt that she might choke on my
long, thick shaft. No, she took it, my whole length, not gagging,
breathing calmly through her nose, the way that porn stars do.
Impressive! My fingers, this time, ran through her hair. Soft and
golden, perfect, baby doll hair. Her face was fully on my cock, my
balls rammed up to her chin. I stroked her hair back from her face,
so that I could see her, see my cock digging deep into her mouth.
She felt so warm, and if its possible, so tight on my
shaft.

She began to pull back, lips still
closed around my cock. She pulled back and her tits wobbled in
their pert magnificence, nipples still hard. I reached down and
held her boobs in my hand, perfect handfuls. Then she pushed
forwards again. Starting to bob back and forth, up and down on my
lap, face fucking me. It was such a sensation. I felt as though I
would cum in her mouth right there, unload my hot cum right down
her throat.

But I wanted more, we both did. I
needed to shoot my hot cum right into her tight cunt. To seed
her.

She pulled her face up from my cock
and sat back in her seat, wiping her chin as though she had just
greedily tucked into a hearty, sloppy meal. She was panting, out of
breath and exhausted from her exertions. Perspiration beading
between her perfect tits, dripping down her cleavage and down onto
her flat, six pack stomach. She licked her lips.

“You got a big cock there,
Dickie. You wanna fuck me with it now?”

I nodded, my huge hard cock twitching
in front of me.

She moved over to me again, putting
each hand on my shoulders, and swinging her leg around to sit on my
lap, facing me. She pulled up her body, so that my cock was resting
on her pussy lips. They parted around the head, wet cunt juice
dripping into it. I looked at her. Her stomach was shaking,
heaving.

“Be gentle with me ok
Dickie? It’s my first time”

Now it was my turn to lick my lips.
She would be so tight. There was clearly no need to warm her up.
The highly charged erotic situation had turned us both on so much,
we both knew what was coming. She reached behind herself, stroking
my cock, stroking my balls as she readied herself for the plunge.
She moved forwards and kissed my neck, and as she did, she began to
drop her body downwards.

My cock held for a moment on her lips,
the tightness of her cunt resisting my hard rod for a moment. Then
I broke through. Down and down she plunged, and my cock burrowed
upwards into her tight, wet, warm tunnel. I throbbed and she
gripped, so tight and so perfect. It was the most amazing
sensation. I don’t know if I had ever felt such a tight pussy
around my cock, and I have had plenty!

She dropped right down to my balls,
and there we held it, my cock so deep inside her. I looked down at
her cunt. Her clit stick to my shaft, engorged with blood, clearly
turning her on. She kissed around my neck, hands in my hair. We
shook together, the gentle rhythm starting. Her cunt was so tight
and so warm around my thick throbbing shaft.

She began to rise, my cock coming out
of her, glistening with her juices. She held the sides of my face,
my cheeks between her outstretched palms, tender and loving. My
cock held inside her, just the head now, my balls twitching. Then
she dropped back down onto my cock. She began to pick up her speed,
both synchronizing as best we could in the cramped love nest. Up
and down, building ourselves up to our climax. We were locked
together, concentrating on our orgasms now. I wanted her to feel
it, to experience the full sensation. I pushed her back a little,
so that her clit and cunt lips were visible to me now. The end of
my cock rubbed on the front wall of her pussy, and she wound her
hips around so that gained maximum purchase on me, rubbing her
g-spot on my hard cock end. She moaned and cried out, knowing that
it was coming soon.

“Jesus, I am cumming!” she
shouted out

“Cum baby!” I shouted at
her, reaching forwards and biting her ear.

“Fuck!” she shouted, the
wave hitting her now. She pulled herself up slightly, and a white
milk shot from her. She shook as she came, ejaculating all over
me.

Then she sat down on me once more,
burying my erection deep inside her. It was my turn to spurt
now.

“Baby I am cumming” I
shouted, not thinking about taking it out of her. I needed to cum
deep inside her pussy.

Hot white milk shot into her. She
closed her eyes and took the liquid from my throbbing twitching
cock. We locked together, her hands clasped around my neck, mine
around her waist, and shook in joy as we came.

 


The drive to her house was one of
stolen giggles and looks away, neither of us knowing quite what had
happened, but loving it all the same. I had seeded the
nanny.

Who knew what might happen
now?
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“Holy fuck! What the fuck
is that? It will never fit in my tiny little cunt!

I grinned as I said the words, my
filthy diatribe more porn star than Daddy’s best buddy’s girl. I
wanted to shock him, although the truth was, we were way past that
point now. Past the point of no return!

“You wash your mouth out,
or I will have to spank you, as well as fuck you”

The smiles flashed between us, as the
dirty talk was returned with interest.

His huge, animal like cock throbbed in
my hand, pushing my fingers apart like a snake I had trapped –
wriggling to be free. Pre-cum coated my skin like an exquisite and
highly prized elixir. I wondered how it would taste. I wondered
too, how that thick, veiny monster would ever fit into my tiny
little virgin slit!

There was something underneath it all
though. Something more than the animal desire that had led us both
into my room where, surrounded by the trappings of my nineteen
teenage years – pink, furry teddy bears still on shelves, One
Direction posters covering the walls – we had let our forbidden
lust get the better of us. He was not angry so much, that was not
his style, and he didn’t scare me anyway – I could always wrap my
Daddy’s buddy around my little finger, I had done ever since I was
little, and he had come into our lives. No it wasn’t anger, but it
was definitely masculine aggression. It were as though something
that had lain buried deep within him was finally getting
released.

And at the moment, that aggression,
that symbol of his animal masculinity, was throbbing in front of my
face in the form of a massive, erect cock!

I had pulled it from his pants just a
few minutes ago, once our kissing had turned from gentle, through
forbidden, and then finally “fuck me now!” I had reached my fingers
into his tailored, Italian silk three-piece double breasted and
wrapped them around the hardening sausage that was growing within.
I wanted him to see that I was not quite the innocent and untouched
young princess he had imagined. That I had some experience of
jerking a guy off, of sucking cock, albeit a young man from my
class, with an altogether much tinier cock, hardly hard in his
flustered, over-boiled state. But my Dad’s buddy’s monster - when I
had wrapped my hand around him, barely able to touch my fingers
around his girth, and pulled it from his pants, which fell to his
feet as his belt loosened, I knew that I may just have a
problem.

Tight, virgin pussy is not used to
having anything more than a couple of teenage fingers inside it.
When I stroked his cock in my hand, feeling it grow to even bigger
proportions, twitching a little, the silky pre-cum leaking from
it’s one eye, my mind was flying. Would it hurt? That was the
question that every young woman in my situation asked herself.
Every first time, when the man is hard, and the woman is, as was my
case, pulling and jerking him, getting him hard and aggressive,
knowing that she was well past the point of saying “no, let’s
forget it, I don’t want to”. Besides, it was going to be my very
first time. It had to be with someone special. Really
special!

I felt between my legs as I held his
cock, just there, in front of my face. I was wet alright, the
tingling of my clit, the deep throbbing inside me, was testament to
that. I would need all of that juice to lubricate him as he slipped
into me, of that I was absolutely sure. Which position, I wondered,
would be kindest to me? I had seen plenty of porn video clips, as I
laid in bed at night, the sound turned off, images of writhing,
pumped up bodies bumping and grinding together on the screen. I
imagined that to be on all fours might hurt a lot. It seemed so
unnatural, to have it in me like that, from behind. If I rode him,
letting myself fall down onto his hard cock, impaling myself, for
the very first time, then that might be the way. I could control it
then. Holding his thick shaft, splaying my lips around the head of
his hard member, playing with my clit as I dropped onto
him.

Oh yes, that would be the way to do
it. I could control the angle and the depth, all the while staring
into his big, steely blue eyes, my hand on his manly chest, feeling
the definition of his pec muscles, his perfect, prom-queen porn
star. The more I thought about it, the more my cunt juices up.
Clear, warm liquid ran over my fingers. I pulled them up to my
mouth, and stuck out my tongue, little girl style, and fixed my
Daddy’s buddy in my stare.

“Sweet” I said, as I lapped
the naughty liquid from my fingers. A smile played on my lips once
more, as he looked on, transfixed.

“Gimme a taste of that
sweet juice” he whispered

“Well ok” I replied,
momentarily taking up the role of the more responsible adult. “As
long as you don’t spoil your appetite. You got a lot to
eat”

He almost laughed out loud. As he
chuckled, his cock twitched a little in my hand, giving me a
thrilling new insight into the anatomy of a fully aroused
male.

“Well, you got some eating
to do too, you know?” he replied, pushing his hips a little further
towards me, so that now his engorged manhood rested upon my
ruby-red lips.

I looked down, slowly, at his shaft.
Still holding it between my fingers, and squeezing gently, I began
to kiss him around the purple head. Each little kiss made his body
shudder slightly, His six-pack abs contracted a little, and beads
of sweat, the perspiration of anticipation, formed in the ridges
between his stomach muscles.

I kissed down his stick now. Longer,
more languorous kisses, licking now as well as kissing, tasting his
flesh. I landed at his balls, after a seemingly interminable
journey south, the length of his cock almost unbelievable. I sucked
on each of his plum-like balls, tasting each one in turn, rolling
them in my mouth, before returning up to the eye, weeping copious,
clear liquid. He raised his eyes heavenwards, taking in deep,
noisy, self-indulgent breaths through his nose, while I worked his
shaft with my lips. I was teasing him now, making him wait for me
to suck it. It was how I wanted to treat him, how I wanted him to
tease me. He looked down at me, his hands in my hair now, strong
fingertips on my scalp.

“Suck my cock you
bitch”

The masculinity of the order hit me
hard. He was training me now, showing me how he liked it, showing
me that I was his. I liked it.

I opened my mouth up wide, letting him
know that I was going to suck it. Then, instead of sucking him, I
puckered up my lips into a little O shape, and blew on the end of
his cock. Oh yeah! How do you like that Daddy? I am not your little
girl. You don’t get to tell me what to
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