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It was a Sunday evening when I took my son to watch a movie. We were celebrating both the release of the new Avengers movie and my birthday. The day had been going great—the movie was fantastic, and my kid kept stuffing his face with popcorn.

I reached for some popcorn myself when my phone vibrated in my pocket, interrupting me. It was a text message. I pulled it out just as an action scene was unfolding on the screen.

Silently and discreetly, I sneaked a peek at the message. It was from my son’s 21-year-old babysitter.

Marla and I go way back—back to when I was her teacher, before she graduated. In fact, she was one of the first students I ever taught.

At the time, I had just started my career as a teacher, while she was accelerating through her classes due to her sharp mind. Years later, she moved into the apartment next door. I still remember the day we ran into each other—she recognized me instantly, while I stood there staring like a creep, trying to remember her.

Thankfully, my memory returned quickly, saving me from further awkwardness. Since then, we’ve been good friends—and more. She has always been a huge help whenever I’m too busy with work.

Whenever I was running late, I’d call or text her to pick up Jake or take care of him for me. She and my son got along so well that she never hesitated.

Sometimes, she even stayed late to help him finish his homework. She was trustworthy—completely dependable—and more than that, so much more.

Over the past few months, Marla and I had grown even closer, largely due to our mutual love for my son. She was the only babysitter Jake remembered. The last one he had was before he could even speak.

Marla had become such a constant presence in our lives that she was practically family. She had been there for Jake more than his own mother ever had.

Not that it was a surprise—his mother had always left him with cheap babysitters while she went out to meet her boyfriends. When I found out about her affairs, I filed for divorce and fought for full custody. She didn’t even contest it—she only wanted alimony. She got neither.

I didn’t want her anywhere near our son, so I moved to a different city without informing her. She had my number, but she never bothered to call—not for him, not for me.

Since Jake’s fifth birthday, Marla had been the only one outside of my immediate family to babysit him. Aside from my mother, she was the only female influence he had ever known.

We shared common interests, which made us great friends. She even attended Jake’s parent-teacher meetings with me. I remember one of his friends mistaking her for my wife.

But now that the lengthy backstory is out of the way, let’s return to the text message.

It read: “Happy Birthday! Hopefully, you’re having a good time.”

I responded, “Thanks! I hope so too.”

“Is the boy having fun with his daddy?”

I glanced at my son, eyes wide, glued to the screen as he absentmindedly chewed on his popcorn.

“So far, so good.” I texted back, making sure to cover my phone under my jacket so the light wouldn’t bother anyone.

“Once you’ve had a good day, remember to come home not too tired—so you can have a good night too.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll be fine. Should I keep an eye out for any presents?”

“You want presents?”

“Only if you want to give it to me,” I replied, then added, “A present, that is.”

“Well, it is your special day... so whatever Daddy wants, Daddy should be allowed to have.”

“You’d think so, huh?”

“Yes. Just tell me what you want, and maybe it’ll happen. You don’t need too much help with your gift, do you?”

She was responding almost instantly.

“Daddy can always use some help.”

“You think so?” she replied, followed by a winking emoji.

“Yup,” I smirked as I hit send.

“Maybe if Daddy could come, then I could give Daddy some... help, that is.”

“I’ll be there in about two hours,” I typed, glancing at my phone and calculating how long the movie had left. Then, I slipped my phone back into my pocket and focused on my son.

Now, I won’t pretend to be ashamed of the conversation I’d just had—because I’m not. Yes, Marla and I have been sleeping together. And yes, it’s been happening for a while.

I know it might seem strange, but she’s been there for me ever since my wife cheated on me. And after leaving that woman, I hadn’t exactly had time to date.

Marla was the only one who had been close to me all this time. So, of course, things had become... distracting. Not to mention, she was hot and athletic.

I had seen her back in high school—one of the pretty girls who hid behind oversized, Harry Potter-style glasses. Her beauty only became more apparent when she switched to contact lenses.

I never asked, but I knew she was aware of my biological urges. She flirted with me constantly, teasing me mercilessly.

Then, one night, we were playing a drinking game. Somehow, we ended up kissing, and one thing led to another.

And, well, it happened.

And ever since then, it kept happening.

Not the drinking game—the other part. Though, I have to admit, the drinking game was fun too.

I sat beside my son, watching the movie, but my mind was elsewhere. That earlier phone exchange had completely distracted me, and now I had no idea what was happening on screen. Instead of trying to catch up, I let my thoughts drift—to the present I might be receiving later tonight.  

I closed my eyes for a moment, picturing her. While the heroes battled on screen, my mind wandered to the kind of action I was going to get later tonight.

My mind flashed back to the first time she blew me. I remember the first time she gave me a head, she looked right into my eyes as she swallowed. I will never forget the glow that her eyes had in them, and also how warm and wet her mouth felt over my cock. 

A few minutes passed before the phone vibrated again. I nearly dropped it because, when I slid the screen over, I was greeted with a selfie of my young babysitter in a bra. 

Beneath the picture, it said, "Here's a little sneak peek at your birthday present in advance. This is what I will be wearing all night tonight, but only if you want me to." 

I really wanted her to. In fact, I wanted her to wear even less than that. I wanted to see her body completely naked, and right away. But I controlled my emotions and thought of a quick, appropriate reply.

"Young lady, you look like you’re up to something naughty and need to be punished. And also, you will not be wearing that in the presence of a 9-year-old," I responded.

"Oops LOL! I forgot about that part. Fine! Is this okay?" she replied after another minute. There was another selfie from her. She was wearing a pair of blue shorts and a John Cena t-shirt that said, "You want some, come get some." She had taken off her bra, and through the t-shirt, I could see her nipples poke out, making two dots on her chest.

Luckily, I was in a theater, so it wasn’t that hard for me to hide my arousal while looking at my cute and incredibly attractive former student. She looked like an absolutely beautiful birthday gift. At 5'6" tall, with jet-black hair and shiny blue eyes, she was a treat to behold. She had an athlete's body, toned to perfection by her daily yoga habits.

I have to admit that the sight of her bending over in shorts on the balcony made me feel like it was probably the reason someone created shorts for women and balconies for men. It was nothing short of spectacular. Her body had become so much more athletic than the first time we had slept together. I thanked the gods for creating people who invented alcohol and drinking games.

"Nice look," I replied.

"See you soon, Henry," she texted back.

"You too," I said, putting the phone back in my pocket and resuming my focus on the big screen in front of me. Although my eyes were on the movie, my mind blurred it out and kept wandering about the night to come. So much so that whenever I looked at one of the character's bald heads, I thought of my own head—you know what I mean.

It took forever for the movie to end, especially because my son insisted on waiting for the end credits. Once it was over, we quickly walked towards the elevator. We chatted for a while, and I bought him his favorite ice cream on our way home in the car.

Marla was already in our apartment, using my spare key and waiting for us to arrive. She was dressed in exactly the same outfit she had worn in the last picture. Only, she had worn trousers instead of shorts and a jacket, maybe to hide the shape of her bare nipples.

Once Jake saw her, he let go of my hand and ran towards her. She picked him up and gave him a kiss on the cheek before I walked towards them. I couldn’t help but notice that her nipples were poking out through her shirt, despite the cover of the jacket.

I couldn’t help but stare and be glad that she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. As if to tease me, she zipped the jacket up and forbade me from enjoying the sight.

Her teasing didn’t end there, though, as she gave me a hug too, and I could feel myself getting aroused by her young, firm breasts pressed against me.

She broke off the hug and, when Jake wasn’t looking, pressed her lips against mine. While our lips locked and her tongue wrestled with mine
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