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Do babysitters normally get
gifts from the man of the house?

More to the point, do they
ever get dildos?

I mean, is that usual? I
didn’t know and I didn’t care. All I knew was that I wanted him to
watch me use it. My first ever vibe.My first big plastic
cock.

After all, it was a very
kind gift wasn’t it? And it was quite near to Christmas… well it
was only two months to go. And I had unwrapped his gift with such
excited surprise and glee, carefully tearing off the shiny silver
paper, bestowed with ribbon and rosette.

And I wasn’t the only one
who was excited, by the look of it.

So here’s the question.
Should I invite him into my house, the one I shared with my
parents, who were out for the night leaving me all
alone?

Well, it would be so rude
not to thank him properly for my kind gift, now wouldn’t
it?

 


*

 


I could see that he was
hard. He had a huge bulge in his silk pants as he gave me his gift.
He clearly had such a big cock.

I knew that I would love
the taste of it, the feeling when he first opened me up and shoved
it deep inside my naughty little shaved pussy. Oh yeah, Andrew
would know just how to please his favorite babysitter!

My clit tingled and my
nipples hardened at the sight of him, as I sat cross-legged on my
bed in my pink bedroom. He perched on the edge, his eyes smiling in
anticipation of my reaction to his gift. This was going to be my
best ever present. I wonderful, perfect gift from my new employer,
Andrew.

A huge, cock-shaped, black
latex dildo of my very own!

 


*

 


So here’s the thing. I
don’t normally expect to receive sex toys from older men that I
hardly know. But Andrew was, well, different.

The moment we first clapped
eyes on each other, as I stood on the doorway of his palatial
millionaire’s mansion, I had that feeling we would soon be fucking.
He was great looking, sure. He had greying salt and pepper hair,
the kind that only distinguished and richer older men seem to have.
That framed a kind face, piercing blue eyes, and designer stubble.
The dinner jacket, exquisitely tailored and tight to his obvious
gym-toned body, only added to the whole James Bond vibe that made
my pussy ache for him.

I could see his wife
busying herself in the kitchen as he led me into the house, taking
my bag from me and making small talk. What’s my name, have I had
much experience of babysitting, did I get here ok, that kind of
thing.

His trophy-wife, a stunning
underwear model standard blonde, stood in the doorway giving me
what could only be described as a very frosty look. I swear she
would have run me out of the house, were it not for the fact that
they were already thirty minutes late for their dinner, some awards
ceremony where Mr Perfect in front of me was about to be named ‘man
of the year’. Apparently, it cost twenty thousand dollars just to
sit in the same room as him, and here I was, a nineteen year old
skank who had to babysit just to support herself, making flirty eye
contact with him in his own house!

 


*

 


Well, in the weeks that
followed Andrew and his wife needed A LOT more babysitting. The
frostiness of his wife’s greeting increased with the length of
conversation, and the almost-touching sexual tension that sparked
between Andrew and I. Then, one day, it was time for me to leave at
the end of an evening, and because they had arrived home later than
expected, the busses had finished for the night. It was throwing it
down outside, and cold as hell, so ever the gentleman Andrew had
offered me a ride home.

 


The journey was heaven. I
had sunk back into the soft leather and stared at him with ‘fuck
me’ eyes all the way. I had seen him looking at me too, drinking in
my long, lithe legs and my perfect pert titties. I knew he wanted
me!

 


Then the presents started.
The next time I went, he had driven me home again, and this time
given me a solid gold necklace. I had said that I shouldn’t accept
it, but as he fastened it around my neck it felt so perfect. And
the kiss he gave me, a little peck on the back of my neck, was so
perfect. I had almost melted into his arms.

 


The tension between us was
almost unbearable.

 


*



And now this! This clear indication of his intent. I guess when you
make money the way he does, you know what you want and you just go
for it, don’t you?

 


My eyes widened as I ripped
off the crinkly, shiny silver wrapping paper. I didn’t know how he
did it, knowing exactly what a horny young lady like me would want
as a surprise present. He seemed to know me so well.

Intimately in
fact.

“Oh Andrew! Thank you so
much. Just what I have always wanted”

My eyes shone in
appreciation, and I gave him the biggest hug, wrapping my arms
around his big, broad shoulders. He stroked my back as we hugged,
pushing his hips towards me slightly, closing the contact between
us.

My mind turned to my gift,
and what I could do to show my appreciation. Naughty, erotic
feelings fired in my brain. My pussybegan to well up with my juice,
and new feelings welled up inside me.

“Andrew. Can I use my gift
now?”

We smiled at each other. He
knew what he wanted to see, as much as I wanted to show
him.

“Sure you can Brandy. No
time like the present”

He moved back a little,
giving me the space in which to move. I was wearing a short, denim
skirt, and long socks, just the look I knew he loved. My hair was
in pig tails, full on baby-doll mode.

I opened up my legs and
hitched up my little skirt. My white cotton panties were a picture
of innocence. Pure and ice white like my heart. My pussy, barely
hidden inside, was anything but!

I started to stroke myself.
My fingers lightly connected with my moistening lips, wetting the
cotton and starting the inevitable process in my body. Little
tingles flew up and down my spinal cord, from my gradually
awakening little button. I closed my eyes, knowing that he was
watching, his eyes transfixed on my young body. I
moaned.

“Fuck me Andrew! Use the
dildo in my ass. Fuck my pussy with your big hard dick. I have been
such a bad girl! I need you!”

I felt his fingers join
mine on my pussy. He was firmer. Stronger and more insistent. He
bore down on my clit, tracing the same circles as me, over the top
of my fingers. He pushed them inwards, the cotton wetting and
taking the shape of my tight little hole.

I put my hand out towards
his lap. He moved a little closer to me, so that I could make
contact with his big hard cock. The shape was clear, even in his
pants. The linen barely disguised his stiffening member. I wrapped
my fingers around it, feeling the impressive girth he kept in
there.

Of course, I had felt a few
cocks before. I had boyfriends, guys my age, too eager and too
excited. Thrusting their boyish cocks in my hand, making me pull
them, and then shooting their hot cum all over me. Too early to
even get me turned on! I had even tasted it once, when I was
feeling very brave. They had never fucked me though. No matter how
much they had begged me. I loved the power it held over
them.

And of course, I was saving
myself for a much older man.

I felt his warm stalk in my
hand. I needed to feel him completely. I wanted the fleshy member
to fill me.

He pulled the gusset of my
panties aside, revealing the pink petals beneath. They dripped with
early morning dew. I was open and ready for him. He started to
softly trace the outline, barely touching the pink of my labia. It
was a heavenly tease, the workmanship of a real master. He leaned
in and planted a huge kiss on my lips.

We had kissed before, of
course. This one was way more than a plutonic kiss. His soft, warm
lips planted on mine. Our mouths opened. I felt his warm breath on
my face as we slowly entwined. His breathing synchronised with
mine, deepening in intensity as out tongues explore each other’s
mouths. I felt tickles of stubble from his designer chin. His hand
moved onto my breast, drawing me instinctively closer to him. My
nipple hardened in his fingers, bud-like and new, like the first
blades of spring grass. He wound his index finger on my pip,
mimicking the action of his other hand, softly tracing its lines of
joy on my clit. Our mouths seemed to eat each other. We devoured,
tasting the saliva, our tongues wresting in our mouths. It was an
immersion. Forbidden joy that couldn’t ever be matched.

I felt for the zipper on
his pants. I wanted to take him all, inside me. I had to have him.
He was the hardest, biggest and most experienced fuck I would ever
have in my short life. It gave way with ease, the Italian linen
giving way to the big snake, offering no resistance. He had no
boxers on. No wonder his cock had bounced in front of me as he had
sat there, giving his little girl her birthday gift. I let myself
rest on his member, feeling the ridges and veins. It twitched a
little, encouraging me to take a hold of it, but I knew a little
about teasing too. Slowly and lightly I drew my finger up and down
the shaft. I paused at the top, tracing a tiny circle around the
eye. It wept with pre-cum, coating my finger with a sweet, silky
moisture. I lifted my finger to my lips, letting us both taste the
joyous liquid.

 He
kissed around my neck, under my chin, the soft skin tingling with
heightened pleasure. His soft pecks played upon my neck, my
shoulders and the neckline of my blouse. I lifted up my arms,
feeling over-dressed, needing to be naked for him. He pulled the
fine, embroidered fabric up and over my head. My little tittles
stood out for him. Buds, miniature versions of the full tits that
they would become. They were sensitive and they held the secret to
turning me on. I played with them endlessly when I was in bed.
Exploring myself. Anticipating the day when a big strong man took
me in his arms, laying me down and taking me. Taking control and
fucking me hard, the way I needed to be fucked!

My panties still stayed
resolutely on my little ass. They weren’t going to stand in the way
of him and my moist, tight little pussy. He took hold of the
waistband, pushing me back onto the bed as he pulled them up and
over my feet. I opened up my legs, fully, to show him my hairless
and virginal pussy. My clit tingled. I knew what was coming
now.

He dove down onto his
prize. He kissed me, up my creamy, milk thighs. His connected with
the backs of my knees, my calves, and then up my thighs to my ass
cheeks, turning me over and over on the bed like a hog on a spit.
My skin glistened softly in the half light, sun streaming through
the drapes, illuminating the bedroom, shadow puppets on the pink
wallpaper and One Direction posters.

His face connected with the
forbidden flower between my legs. He wound his tongue around my
naughty clit, tracing a circle onto the electric button. I writhed
and moaned. He was an expert. He knew exactly how to eat me out. He
flicked up and down my bud. It seemed to grow under the wriggling
snake of his tongue. He tasted the juices on my pussy lips. It
welled up with juice. My pussythrobbed, aching for him. He kissed
downwards, his mouth now over my hole. His tongue flicked in and
out, pushing as it did, slowly finding more and more of my tight
pussy. He moved his head back and forth. Now he was tongue fucking
me. He pushed it in and out, his head bobbing back and forth. In
and out he thrust. I felt him wind it inside my hole, lapping me
up.

Then he kissed further
down. He connected with my perineum. He pushed into the soft flesh.
It was a new sensation. An erotic thrill of the forbidden. He
kissed and searched out my hot spots. His tongue started to push
its way up and into my pussy. In the opening at first, working the
lips and clit as he kissed closer and closer to my ass hole. As his
digit pushed into me, further and further, his tongue found its
mark on my ass hole. My juices welled up around his finger, while
he stroked the walls of my pussy. I squirmed. I wanted him now! I
was so turned on, so horny and hot. My eyes seemed to go into
tunnel vision. The electricity whizzed around my body, heightening
every sense. Noises seemed sharper. Lights danced across my field
of vision. Each touch was magnified ten-fold.

Now he began to rub the
front of my pussy wall. A new, deeper sensation started to overtake
me. I knew what he was doing, I had explored myself plenty of
times. He found my g-spot, so expertly. He rubbed and he coaxed. My
nipples were hard in between my fingers. I tweaked them, hard,
adding pain to the smorgasbord of pleasure. His tongue pushed up
and into my ass hole. He was taking the full, meaty taste of my
forbidden hole. Harder and harder, he rubbed my g-spot. I squirmed
and
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