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I hadn’t meant to fall asleep on the couch, but that was where Mr. Casey found me once he came home from his business dinner.

“Gia?” he said softly.

I woke to him gently shaking my arm. Dazed, I blinked at the way his fingers indented my skin, wondering where I was and if I was still dreaming.

“How was Nadia?” Mr. Casey continued.

I sat up and rubbed my eyes. Nadia. Right, I thought to myself. “She was great. She had her snack after ballet practice, and she got to watch an extra hour of T.V. after she finished her homework.”

Mr. Casey slowly took a seat beside me on the couch, and I felt my heart skip a beat. Briefly, I remembered the night of my nineteenth birthday, when we unexpectedly ran into each other at a bar. I’d ended up going home with him afterwards. When I told him I was a virgin, he made sure that my first time was tender and gentle—what any girl deserved for her first time with a man.

I hadn’t seen him since that night. Needless to say, I was mortified, because being shaken awake from an open-mouthed sleep was far from the sexy reunion I had in mind for us.

I patted my hair, hoping my slipped ponytail didn’t look too sloppy. “So, I guess I should head home now. Unless there’s anything else I could do for you?”

The moment the words left my mouth, I gasped and bit my lip. Once again, I made the mistake of saying exactly what was on my mind without thinking about it first. He must think I’m stupid, I thought to myself.

I was extremely relieved when Mr. Casey began to laugh, so I chuckled, too.

“I could use a replay of the other night. Would that be too much to ask?” Mr. Casey said.

My stomach clenched. Bingo. Mr. Casey was giving me the green light. It looked like I was about to get the reunion of my dreams after all.

Instead of answering Mr. Casey’s question with my words, I decided to do it with my body. I turned halfway in my seat, grabbed onto his shoulders, and swung myself into a straddling position above his lap. His hands immediately found their place on my hips, as if he’d been expecting this all along. They sneaked up the backs of my thighs and into the bottom of my cut-off shorts.

“Don’t tell me you’ve been walking around in public in this,” he growled, finger flexing on my ass.

I lowered myself until I brushed up against his hard bulge. I could feel the size of it through the stiff fabric of his trousers, and I shivered, because it was a lot bigger than I remembered.

“You should see what I’m wearing underneath this,” I whispered as I slowly began to grind my hips.

I wrapped my arms around Mr. Casey’s shoulders and cradled his head. I inhaled his distinct smell. Smoke. Cologne. Gin. My eyes rolled back. Oh god, I love this smell...

Mr. Casey groaned as he peeled off my tee shirt, revealing my soft, pink-tipped breasts sheathed in a delicate lace bra. When he unbuttoned my shorts, he could see that I was wearing the matching thong.

“Are you wearing this for me?” he said.

I nodded shyly. Secretly, I’d been hoping to get a chance for both of us to be alone after Nadia went to bed. If he hadn’t found me dead asleep with my face smushed up against the couch arm, it would’ve been perfect.

I took a few seconds to step away from Mr. Casey so I could slip off my shorts. Then, in nothing but my lingerie, I climbed back onto his lap.

“It’s too bad,” Mr. Casey whispered, his hands skimming up my back, “that you won’t get to wear this for much longer.”

Suddenly, Mr. Casey pulled down one of my bra straps, exposing my left breast. His tongue danced over my nipple, and I squirmed with delight in his lap.

My crotch rolled over his hard bulge, which bumped against my tingling, swollen clit. It felt good, so I tried it again, but Mr. Casey grabbed my hips to stop me.

“Bad girl,” he whispered.

He spanked me, but it wasn’t meant to hurt. A ripple of pleasure tore down my back, making me gasp and making my thighs flex involuntarily. I pressed myself against Mr. Casey’s bulge again, and I could feel my cold panties, stained from my own juices.

“Oh, please fuck me, Mr. Casey,” I whispered.

Mr. Casey’s grip loosened just enough for me to be able to grind against him. He watched my torso as I moved, begging for his cock. When he bit his lip, I knew that I was close to my goal.

“That’s it,” Mr. Casey said with an irritated groan.

He unzipped his pants and removed his cock faster than I thought was possible. I had to take a moment, surprised once again by the size of him. In my moment of distraction, Mr. Casey pushed aside my soft lace panties and pulled my pussy down onto his cock.

I cried out as his hardness stretched my tight pussy to capacity.

“Look at you,” he whispered as he began thrusting into me. One hand remained balanced on my ass, holding me against him, while the other moved up my stomach to pinch my nipple. “Why are you always misbehaving?”

I moaned, turned on by his playfulness.

“I guess I’m just a really bad girl,” I whispered back. I placed my hands on his shoulders and looked into his gray eyes. “Can you show me how to be a good girl?”

Mr. Casey grabbed me by the hair and kissed me so hard that his stubble left my face raw. His lips were still parted when he pulled away, gasping as he drove his cock into my pussy. I saw him lowering his head to my breasts and closed my eyes.

I moaned when I felt the warmth and wetness of his mouth closing over my nipple.

“Mmm,” he groaned, and his cock gave an extra deep stab that made my perky breasts shudder.

I held his head against me, helpless with his mouth latched to my nipple and his hand guiding my ass as I rode him. Every time he thrust up, I rolled my hips down until I could feel my clit grinding against him, and that little bit of friction was enough to drive me to the edge.

“Mr. Casey!” I gasped, furiously grinding. “I’m going to—”

I screamed as if I’d been hit by a train. My orgasm crested unexpectedly, assaulting me with blinding waves of pleasure.

Mr. Casey gave one last pump to sheath himself in the deepest part of my pussy. Every muscle in my body was locked up as I climaxed, so I remained frozen in that position, impaled on his cock as I came.

My eyes were shut tight, but I could still sense Mr. Casey stiffening beneath me. I knew he was seconds away from coming, too. I jerked my hips one last time and flexed my thighs.

“Fuck,” Mr. Casey muttered. Then, he cried out abruptly.

His cock twitched inside of my pussy walls as he swiftly filled me with his cum. I sighed and sank down onto him, happy to receive every drop.

When Mr. Casey stopped trembling, I carefully pulled myself off of his dick. A tiny bit of his fluid dripped out of me, which I caught by clamping my knees together.

“Stay right here,” Mr. Casey said, arranging me on the couch. He rose and left the living room. Eventually, he returned with a dampened washcloth and ran it over each of my sticky thighs.

Once I was all cleaned up, I put my panties back on and got dressed.

Mr. Casey zipped up his pants and pulled out his wallet. “Here’s your payment for today. So I’ll see you next week?”

My heart sank as I received my payment for watching his daughter. For some reason, I’d assumed that he wanted me to spend the night, like last time.

Of course he doesn’t, a mean, slithery voice whispered in my mind. In the end, I was still a naïve, nineteen-year-old nanny whose boss had more important things to attend to.

I tried to keep my voice steady as I answered. “Yes, sir. Thank you.”

We returned to our usual, professional dynamic, but his cum was still warm inside of me as he walked me to the front door.

I turned around, my lips parted, a curt “goodbye” prepared on my tongue, when Mr. Casey interrupted me with an unexpected kiss.

His tongue filled my mouth. My stomach flipped.

“Don’t forget to be a good girl,” he said, smirking. He stroked my cheek with his broad thumb.

“Of...of course,” I stammered breathlessly.

Mr. Casey stayed in the doorway, arms crossed as he watched me getting into my car. I waved to him as I drove away, and I kept glancing at his silhouette in my rearview mirror until he finally shut the door.

Now, it was just me and my thoughts.

“Damn,” I whispered.

His taste was still in my mouth. The insides of my thighs were numb and tingling, as if his warm, muscular body was still cradled between them.

As good as I felt, there was still a deep ache of hurt inside of me, because I knew that I’d be sleeping alone in a cold bed tonight.

* * *
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“Hello? Earth to Gia!”

It took five seconds of Sarah waving her hand in front of my face before I finally snapped to attention.

“Huh? Oh! Yeah, what were you saying?” I said.

“Why don’t you tell me?” Sarah said, cocking a blonde eyebrow.

The two of us were sitting on a café patio, squeezing in a quick lunch between classes. Sarah’s veggie wrap was almost gone, but I’d barely even touched my kale salad. My mind had been wandering all afternoon, and now I was finally caught.

“To be honest, I wasn’t exactly paying attention. Sorry,” I said, sinking slightly lower into my chair.

Sarah pinned me with an intense
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