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She was in a little slice of heaven. Laying
out by the pool. Chatting to her girlfriends on the iphone, the one
that her generous employers had given her in order to stay in touch
with them, and the baby fast asleep in her crib.

Of course, she really shouldn’t have been
doing that. She was under pretty strict instructions from Chris and
Belinda, the parents who left her so frequently in charge of their
precious little two year old girl.

“Now just make sure that you stay in the
house ok? We really wouldn’t want anything to happen to their
little princess. That’s why we pay you double, because we know we
can trust you to do the right thing. Always be there for her, ok?
Even in her nap time”

They couldn’t be any clearer than that now
could they? And, as a dutiful teenage babysitter, bedecked in her
pigtails and short, ‘come and fuck her’ skirt, Juliette nodded and
smiled, and winked at Chris when Belinda wasn’t looking.

But it was so hot outside. That pool looked
so inviting, and the mojitos she had made herself, (just a little
pick her up you understand) were warming her from the inside as
effectively as the sparkling sunlit pool was doing on this hot July
afternoon. The hammock was just there, inviting her to lay herself
down on the stretchy, bendy soft string. It hung over the shallow
end of the great guitar shaped expanse of water, the perfect height
for her to kick off her sandals and dangle her toes in the clear
blue water.

So she lay in that big pillow-shaped hammock,
drinking in the afternoon and chatting to her pal, Bobby, a
girlfriend of hers who was having a particularly bad time with her
low-life boyfriend. Little did Bobby know that, despite Juliette
sympathizing and agreeing with her what a scumbag he is, and how
much he should love her, she had secretly fucked him two weeks ago,
letting him eat her smooth, shaved pussy before ramming his hard
cock into her.

She wondered cheekily to herself “That could
just be the reason why he is going off you now? He had had the
best, hard to go back to you, don’t you think?”

But she is a better friend than that. She
would never let her know what had happened between them.

She wasn’t some skank.

 


*

 


Juliette was just sipping down the last of
her second oversized cocktail when she saw him. She heard the van
pull up at first. A slight rumbling noise and a cloud of dust being
kicked up alongside the back yard, the shape of the vehicle
obscured by the bushes.

A click from the tail gate, and the
distinctive noise of plastic and metal equipment being unloaded,
and then trundled around to the front gate, and in through the
wrought iron and up the winding path to the back of the house.

It wasn’t the equipment though, that dragged
her eye to that commotion. Busily arranging the blue tubing and
long handled scrapers next to the red brick pool house was a hunk
of a man.

He wore a sleeveless top, and short denim
cut-offs. Sweat poured from his tanned brow, leaking into his deep
blue eyes so that he had to wipe away the moisture, the boiling
midday sun instantly replacing it with another fountain of sweat.
His muscles seemed to shimmer in the sun, hot white light bouncing
from them, making them more defined and toned, dark shadows under
the bicep. His singlet clung to his torso, showing his six pack in
a ‘diet coke break’ kind of way. If it wasn’t happening right now
she would swear it was some kind of porn film set up.

It was so obvious, so easy, that she just had
to say the words.

“Hey buddy, you look hot down there” she
called out, shading her eyes with the palm of her hand, and trying
to look for all she was worth like she owned the place.

He looked up, squinting, and grinned at her.
She held his gaze, turning her body towards him slightly, giving
him what she hoped was the best view of her tight, teenage
body.

If she had to place him she would have said
that he was maybe twenty four. He was the kind of older guy them
teens dream about. Young enough still to be permanently horny
(although she thinks that older men are like that too. Hell, in
this heat, aren’t they all?), but old enough to knows his way
around a woman’s body, and not as likely to blow his stack as soon
as she touches him.

He seemed deep in thought as he looked over
the maybe ten yards of scorching patio and cool pool to her
hammock. It was as though he was weighing up whether to ride this
situation, see where it took him, or whether he should clean the
pool and move on to his next job. That was why she loved these
cooler older men. No nineteen year old boy would be so considered
or mature.

“Yeah, it is. Damn hot” he replied. Then,
guess what he did? Yes, he just looked back down and carried on
screwing in the big blue suction pipe. Carried on with his job!
Didn’t he realize she was coming onto him? Did he not see her
golden hair shining in the sunlight? Could he not recognize a
come-on when he heard one?

Juliette almost didn’t respond, thinking that
two could play at that game. But she looked over again, seeing his
muscles tighten and twist as he worked the heavy plastic and
rubber. She just had to have him!

“Well, you know what, I have something here
that might cool you down!” she said, aware how corny it was but not
caring. In this heat, she was so horny!

It was so obvious. She mean, really really
obvious. She may as well have stripped off her tiny bikini and
shouted “come and fuck me you big stud!” at him. And to tell you
the truth, the thought had crossed her mind!

He stared over again, this time letting the
equipment fall to the ground. He took a step towards her, and then
another, pulling off his big leather pool guy gloves.

“Do you indeed?” He responded, this time more
softly, in a way that indicated that he had finally gotten the
hint. “and what might that be?”

“Well, you could have a sip of my
cocktail…”

He seemed to pause again. There was a
definite implication of choice in her carefully worded offer. He
was not a dumb guy, despite being a pool guy, and it didn’t take a
genius to work out what he should say next

“Or..?” He answered. He was going to make her
say it. Going to make her lay it out on a plate for him

“Why don’t you come over here and find out”
Juliette replied

He was standing over her now. She big, six
foot, blue eyed God. His denim shorts seemed to bulge in the crotch
area, in the way that she hoped they would. Fuck she was feeling so
very horny right now, tingling with the situation that she had made
happen. She was a filthy dirty girl, that was for sure, and it was
time for her to show him just how dirty.

Juliette stroked her stomach, softly
caressing her skin. She reached her fingers between her legs and
made a show of pushing her thighs apart, the bikini bottoms barely
hiding her shaved pussy. He licked his lips as she stroked herself,
her tongue on her lips, eyes half closed.

“You know what, my skin feels pretty cool.
Why don’t you see for yourself?”

He lowered his hand down onto the tight skin
of Juliette’s abdomen. His fingers joined hers, caressing the
muscular definition of her tummy. The pool guy’s bulge grew more
pronounced. Juliette reached up and felt the shape of his muscles,
the tone of his upper arms. It was a very satisfying sensation,
salty sweat on hard muscle. Juliette loved that feeling. His hands
moved lower, pushing her bikini to one side so that her hot pink
pussy was now exposed to his exploring fingers. He started to
stroke up and down her sex flesh, taking his time, feeling how wet
she was becoming. His middle finger was becoming coated in her
clear juices. Juliette breathed out, feeling herself becoming more
and more turned on. Her nipples started to break out of their lycra
bikini top. She wound a finger and thumb around them, feeling the
little shocks of heaven shooting up and down her spine, stimulating
her brain and her clit in equal measure.

Juliette swung her legs around and off the
hammock, so that now she was sitting in front of him, her face
exactly at crotch height. Juliette was so turned on now, so ready
for the fucking of her life. She reached out her painted
fingernails and took hold of his zipper. His shorts came apart
easily, the two sides coming down and freeing the beast in his
pants. No boxers, this guy liked to work commando in the hot
sun!

He had a big cock, that was for sure! Big and
pink and ready for sucking! She grabbed the throbbing shaft and
wrapped her fingers around it. He grabbed hold of her tits, roughly
and with manly intention, as she kissed up and down the veiny stalk
in front of her face. He tasted so meaty, so manly. Her tongue ran
up and down his hard shaft, taking him all in. Then she
concentrated on the bulbous end, which seemed to shine in the sun.
Juliette puckered up her lips and kissed the end of it, tasting the
clear pre cum weeping from his eye. Then a kissed back down the
shaft so that she could concentrate on his ball sack. One by one
she rolled his balls around in her mouth, while he moaned in a
soft, deep voice. Juliette kissed his cock again, showing it the
attention such a magnificent member deserved. Fuck she wanted to
fuck him! Right now! Juliette opened her mouth and closed her eyes,
almost as if she was about to give thanks in church, and took the
huge member deep to the back of her throat.

Juliette bobbed her head back and forth,
taking his cock in and out of her throat, swallowing his huge
member without gagging. His hands were on the side of her head. Her
eyes tight shut. They were in each other’s worlds. Juliette was so
lost in this sordid sex that neither of them noticed the man
standing next to them.

They could have gone on all day like that,
until he had cum in her mouth, or until they had fucked each other
to death, where it not for what they heard next.

“What the fuck do you think you are
doing!?”

 


*

 


Juliette nearly choked on the cock in her
mouth! She pulled her head backwards, scraping her front teeth down
the front of the fleshy cock, lifting her startled eyes to the
voice, a voice she knew so well, because it belonged to the man who
paid her and gave her a ride home after every babysitting job she
ever did!

Juliette wondered what it would take to get
her out of this situation. Maybe she would have to give him a ride
of her own…

 


*

 


“Well?” Chris continued, while the pool guy,
whose name Juliette never asked or even cared about, pulled his
lovely young cock into his shorts and zipped himself up. Juliette
stole a glance at him as he started to turn and walk away. He
winked at her as he moved off, grinning, knowing that he had just
had his cock sucked in the hot sun, and that life couldn’t get
better than that. Hell, he would probably tell his buddies about it
over a bottle of bud later on.

Juliette looked at her employer, trying to
get a fix on where he was coming from on this. Was he mad that she
was abusing his hospitality? Was it the fact that she was out of
the house? Or maybe that she was sucking cock by his pool, instead
of tending his baby? Hmmm yes, perhaps that was it! Juliette could
hear crying in the house, and the sound of Belinda comforting her
daughter.

“Look Chris. Mr Robinson. Let’s not overreact
ok?” Juliette began

He looked heavenwards, and then looked back
at her. Juliette could feel a lecture coming on, followed no doubt
by the fastest sacking ever.

“You knows my wife and I like you” he
interrupted. She nodded, the tears starting to well up in her eyes.
“Well, Juliette, when they got home they heard their little
princess crying. No, screaming. She had somehow gotten out of her
crib, and had crawled over to the bathroom, where she had cut
herself on a shard of glass”

Juliette pulled her hand to her mouth,
shocked and so ashamed about what had happened. She couldn’t
believe what she was being told here. She felt like the worst woman
in the whole world.

“Oh God Chris, is she ok?”

He looked at her, with a kind of kindly,
fatherly stare. “yeah, she’s ok, they think. Belinda is taking her
to the emergency room” as if on cue she heard a car door slam, and
the car speeding out of the drive way, gravel spitting up onto the
fence with a rat a tat sound.

Juliette waited for a moment, letting the
sound of the Porsche Cayenne speed off into the distance. It was
just her and Chris now, the pool guy having made the fastest clean
up and get outta here in the history of pool cleaning.

Juliette looked at Chris. His gaze was fixed
on her. She followed his eyes, noticing that they were fixated on
her hard nipples, still peeking out from her lycra bikini top. He
lowered his
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