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“I forgot my phone at the
house,” I tell my wife. She’s standing on the patio sipping a glass
of wine and talking to Rosemary Johnson about the latest financial
reports for the hospital where we work. My wife is the
Chief Financial Officer and Rosemary is one of the VP’s. They’re not supposed to be
talking about work. That’s not what this party’s about. Even though
it’s being hosted by the hospital’s CEO.

“I have to go back,” I
say.

“It’s a twenty-minute
drive,” she says with a frown. “Can’t you go without it for the
evening?”

I shake my head
no. She knows I’m
on call.

“I’ll come straight back . .
. you have fun.”

She reaches out and places
her palm on my cheek. “Straight back,” she says through gloomy blue
eyes.

I give her a peck on the
lips and head for my car.

The party isn’t really all
that much fun for me anyway. Like I said, I’m on call. Which means
I can’t even drink. And I’d really love nothing more than to have a
drink right now. But nobody want’s a drunk physician showing up if
there’s an emergency. So, it’s just better for me to kill some time
driving back to the house to fetch my phone. By the time I get back
to my wife, the party will be winding down, and I’ll have avoided
all the temptation. Which ain’t easy when you’d really like to just
relax and have a good time.

As I drive along, I try to
remember where I left it. Maybe it’s in my office upstairs, next to
my computer on the desk. Or maybe I left it downstairs in the
family room. I’d been down there earlier watching tv and hanging
out with our four-year-old, Justin. I’m not exactly sure where it
is. At this point I’m only hopeful that it’s somewhere in the
house. The reality is, it could be anywhere. I start to feel a
little panicky about it. It’s one of those moments where I have
absolutely no recollection of the last place I saw my phone. One of
those moments where no matter how hard I try to remember, there’s
only blank space and time—no point of reference whatsoever . . . no
trail of breadcrumbs to follow. This kind of thing never happens to
me. I am not absentminded. With anything.

By the time I arrive at the
house, it’s completely dark outside. Inside, our babysitter is
probably putting Justin to bed—if he’s not already asleep. He’s
usually out by eight o’clock. It’s already nine-fifteen. I sit
there for a moment still wondering where I left my phone. Then
suddenly my thoughts change, and I start thinking about the
babysitter.

Jennifer is our
eighteen-year old neighbor who lives a few houses down. She’s been
working for us for the last year or so. I don’t know what it is,
but every time I’m around her my cock throbs. She’s just so fucking
young and luscious. She’s probably around five-five or five-six.
Long, straight blonde hair. And a fucking body so tight and firm
that it hurts your eyes to look at her too long. Especially if
you’re my age—forty-three.

This past summer I happened
to glance out the second-floor window to catch her and some friends
hanging out in her backyard. There were three girls in bikinis and
one of the neighbor boys sitting in a lawn chair, and the girls
were all taking turns showing this kid their tits. They’d bounce
around him like they were playing ring-around-the-rosy or something,
and when they stopped, one of the girls would lift her top to
reveal her pretty little titties. I stood there in the guest room
watching for a long time, stroking my cock while those girls teased
the hell out of that poor kid. They wouldn’t even let him touch
‘em, just bounced around and flopped ‘em out for him to get a peek
every so often.

I’ve never been able to get
that sight out of my head, and ever since then, I’ve been obsessed
with what it would be like to get my own show from Jennifer. And
now here I am, sitting in my car, that hot little chick inside my
house, and no one else around. What a fucking opportunity. But then
I think . . . I’m a goddamned
respectable doctor, who just can’t go around humping the babysitter
on a whim.

I shake the vision of
me titty-banging Jennifer out of my head, hop out of the car and go for the
front door, punch in the keycode, and slide quietly into the foyer.
It’s mostly dark inside the house, except for a glow from the
kitchen and the hall light upstairs where Justin is
sleeping.

I hit the stairs and pounce
up to my bedroom. I scan around the room—on the nightstand, on my
dresser, and even check the bathroom. It’s nowhere. I head for my
office down the hall, rifle around the desk, even look in the top
drawer. Still nowhere. My only hope is that I left in the family
room by my recliner.

I bounce down the stairs and
pop into the kitchen, just to make sure I didn’t set it down on the
counter or something. Nope.

Now I’m really feeling
panicky. That damned phone holds all my information. I really can’t
afford to lose it right now.

I walk out of the kitchen
and go back to the stairwell, head down towards the family room.
Suddenly it hits me that I haven’t seen or heard Jennifer the whole
time I’ve been in the house. She’s probably down here watching tv,
I think to myself.

When I get to the bottom
landing, I see the door is cracked and the lights are low inside.
Then I hear voices. Two to be exact. It sounds like Jennifer and a
boy. And they aint talking. They’re moaning.

Instantly, I know what the
hell’s going on: she’s in my goddamned family room making out with
some guy.

I tiptoe to the doorway, so
they don’t see me, then I peek through the crack. There on the
leather couch, all spread out, is my babysitter buck-fuckin’-naked
with some dude down between her legs.

“Breath on it . . . I want
you to just breath on it,” I hear her say. “Gently.”

I watch as he obeys, as he
leans his head away from her cunt and sits there on his knees
softly breathing on her clit.

“Oh, the hot air feels
wonderful,” she says. “Now kiss it,” she orders. “Around the
edges.”

The guy leans in and kisses
her gently. I hear the soft smack of his lips.

“Not on the clit,” she says.
“Around it . . . kiss around it,” she orders.

Jesus Christ!
I think to myself. She’s teaching him how to eat pussy.

“That’s nice . . . just like
that . . . yeah . . . oh fuck yeah,” she moans. “Now breath on it
again . . . take your lips off and breath on my pussy.”

The guy obeys, leans back
and sits there with his mouth so close to her pink lips.

“Oh!” she moans. “The hot
air feels so fucking nice!”

He leans in and gives her a
peck on the clit.

“I didn’t tell you to do
that,” she snaps. “Now kiss around it again,” she
orders.

By now my cock is rock hard
watching her on the couch, her little pink nipples glowing in the
dim light.

“Go ahead and start using
your tongue,” she says.

The guy obeys.

“Ummmmmm . . . oh,” she
moans.

I watch as he gently licks
her clit.

“I want you to lick from the
bottom to the top . . . in a long, flat tongue,” she says, gazing
down at him while he kisses her cunt.

Again he obeys, takes his
tongue to the bottom of her slit and licks all the way to her clit
in a long stroke, like a dog licking a bone.

“Awwwww . . . that feels so
fucking nice,” she says. “That’s wonderful . . . keep fucking doing
that.”

I watch as he licks her pink
pussy in long strokes.

She’s sitting up on the
couch, one leg reared up and one on the floor, watching as the guy
learns to eat her pussy. Her head flails backwards.

“Oh . . . so fucking nice,”
she says, again looking down to watch him doing it. “Now,” she
starts, “take the tip of your tongue . . . like a pencil . . . like
you were writing . . . and just gently point all of the pressure
into a tiny little point, and just barely touch my clit,” she
says.

I watch as he
obeys.

“Now dance around with your
tongue . . . gently . . . touch it gently . . . just the tip of
your tongue,” she says.

I unzip my pants and allow
my dick to spring out.

This show is just too
fucking good to pass up, I think to myself. I take my firm meat
into my palm and give it a series of long slow jerks.

“Oh yes . . . oh fucking yes
. . . just like that,” she says. “Lighter . . . touch it lighter .
. . like a fucking feather,” she demands.

My head is swollen in my
hand.

“Just barely touch it,” she
demands. “Tickle it with your tongue.”

I watch as the guy licks her
lightly, as he uses the tip of his tongue to stimulate her
clit.

“Now stop,” she snaps,
pushing him away by the shoulders. “Oh fuck . . . don’t touch it
for a second,” she says.

“My cock’s so fucking hard
right now,” the guy says. I watch him reach down and give himself a
couple jerks. “So, fucking hard,” he moans.

“Okay,” she starts, “come
back . . . but just breath on it,” she says.

Her body is so fucking
perfect, her long blonde hair streaming over her shoulders down to
her titties. I watch as she tweaks one of her nipples.

“Oh fuck!” she moans. “Your
hot breath feels so fucking wonderful . . . you can lick it again,”
she giggles. “But easy . . . just the clit,” she says. After a few
moments she starts to buck gently against his mouth.

“I hope you’re okay with me
doing this . . . I love to fuck your mouth,” she says in a small,
innocent voice.

She bucks him in a steady
rhythm, grabs him by the hair as she does.

“Now put a finger inside my
opening while you lick it . . . oh, yeah . . . just like that,” she
moans. “Now wiggle your finger gently as you do it,” she
says.

Jesus Christ!
I think to myself. She
really fucking knows what she likes.

“Oh fuck . . . oh fuck . . .
just like that . . . just like that . . . wiggle your tongue and
finger at the same time.”

She starts bucking him more
forcefully.

“Uh . . . uh . . . uh . . .
uh,” she moans. Suddenly she pushes him away again. “You gotta
stop,” she says. “You’re gonna make me cum.”

I watch as the guy kneels
below her panting, as her head goes backwards as she rubs both her
titties.

“Fuck,” she says. “You catch
on quick!”

“Can I put it in, yet? My
dick’s so goddamned hard I can’t stand it.”

“Not yet . . . just a
minute,” she says.

I glance down at my own
cock. I’ve never seen it so fucking big and swollen.

Then all of sudden
everything comes into perspective. Here I am watching these two go
at it, and all I can do is stand here jerking my meat. It just
doesn’t seem fair. These two are in my fucking house having all the
fun and I’m fumbling around with my dick in my hand. It’s
completely unacceptable. If they’re going to fuck around in my
family-room, then they’re just going to have to let me in on the
action. That’s all there is to it.

I quickly kick off my shoes
and slide out of my clothing, give my cock a few jerks, and then
walk right into the family-room.

“Holy shit!” Jennifer
squeals, the same time pulling her limbs up onto the couch and
covering her titties with her arms. The guy leaps from his position
and ends up behind the couch.

“Mr. Nolan . . . this isn’t
what you think . . . I mean . . . I’m so sorry, Mr. Nolan,” she
spurts in a panic. She pauses for a moment to take in the view of
me standing there naked. “But Mr. Nolan . . . why are you naked?”
she asks. “Mr. Nolan . . . how long have you been at that door . .
. what did you see?” she asks with a squint.

I put my hands on my hips,
my long cock poking out before me.

“I’ve been here long
enough,” I say.

“I’m so sorry you had to see
all of this,” she whimpers.

“Just settle down,” I say.
“Who’s your friend over there?” I ask, pointing at the guy
hunkering behind the couch.

“Oh Christ . . . that’s just
Robert . . . I know I shouldn’t have . . .”

I stop her right there.
“Look . . . you probably shouldn’t be fucking around in our house,”
I say sternly.

“I know,” she says, covering
her eyes. “But why are you standing there naked?”
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