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Thursday evening
The softest of snores vibrated the couch cushions behind me. Ella had fallen asleep. I stretched across the ottoman and poked Leo with my big toe. “Okay, dude, it’s time for bed.”
“After this show,” the ten year old murmured, his gaze never leaving the big screen TV on the wall. 
I rolled my eyes and tugged his sister forward on the couch. 
“Come on, honey, let’s get you to your room,” I whispered, hefting her up and over my shoulder. She was almost too big for me to carry. Leo would be for sure. Another year or two and they wouldn’t even need a babysitter, they could just fall asleep on the couch and their parents could leave them there, or move them when they got home. 
The Wilsons hadn’t planned on having a babysitter this week. They invited me along more to give my parents a break than anything else. I probably should feel guilty about that, but driving to Florida with my folks or spending a week skiing with Mrs. Wilson and her family? No-brainer. I didn’t understand why she was so nice to me after my mom bitched to her about my brattiness, but that was just her personality. Soft and gentle, through and through. I used to think that I wanted to be just like Ellen Wilson when I grew up. Now that being a grown up was right around the corner, I wasn’t so sure. Being Mrs. Wilson seemed like a lot of hard work with no reward. Unless having an adoring husband counted. 
My lips twitched. I could just imagine how Mr. Wilson rewarded his wife. I had, many times in fact. A few times so far on this trip. 
Ella snuggled under her covers and I headed back to the living room. “Leo...”
“Yeah, I know.” 
I ruffled his floppy blond hair as I passed behind the couch he was still slouched on. “Snowboarders need their rest, you know what your dad says.”
He turned his head, making sure I could see his eye roll, but thirty seconds later he turned off the television and made a big show of yawning. Whatever. He could think he was going to bed on his own terms, as long as he went. This was probably the only night of real babysitting I would do this week, I wasn’t going to mess it up.
Besides, the sooner the kids went to bed, the sooner I could explore the box of dirty books in the hall closet.
It was labelled “Old Books from Stacey”. There were some thrillers on top, and quite a few romances with Fabio on the cover, but the majority of the well-worn paperbacks were explicit erotica. I discovered them earlier in the evening, when I was looking for a board game to play with the kids. I’d only had a few minutes to flip through, but one cover had a woman gagged and blindfolded, and another featured a young woman in a plaid skirt. 
My best friend had shown me how to clear the search history on my web browser last summer. She called it my eighteenth birthday present, and showed me a website full of erotic stories that she’d discovered. Best present ever. The smart phone that my parents got me was pretty awesome too, once I confirmed that they wouldn’t be able to see what sites I visited on it either. But a lot of those stories were short. Like, perfect length to wank to kind of short. But I wanted more. I wanted information. 
I lost my virginity four months, five days and two guys ago, and I still didn’t get the big deal about sex. I mean, when I touched myself, holy shit that felt good, and I liked the build up. Making out was awesome, but then something happened when fingers touched hidden places. Lack of experience times two was not a great formula for success. 
Short of actually watching real people have sex, these books seemed like the closest thing I would get to a useful lesson in making sex good. Being able to give big Justin Richleau from the football team some direction? That got my juices pumping. Literally. I pressed my legs together and, hand to God, I heard a squish. 
I’d give Leo fifteen minutes to drift off, then I was busting out the box.
 
It didn’t take me long to choose two books. I carefully took the contents of the box out in layers, taking a quick snapshot with my phone so I could put them back as I found them. Tame romances and dark mysteries gave way to bodice rippers, then the covers got downright raunchy and the titles made me blush. The best stuff was toward the bottom. I glommed on to the novel with the schoolgirl on the cover, and I also selected a collection of seduction stories by different authors. The more information, the better. 
The absence of my pilfered treasure didn’t affect the look of the restocked box at all, so I returned it to its place in the closet, confident my looting would remain a secret, and dashed to my room. 
The schoolgirl book wasn’t what I’d expected. Instead of a senior high school student like myself, it was about a graduate student who discovered that her advisor has a schoolgirl fetish, and she dresses up in a Catholic uniform to entice him, but also to save him from himself--she acted out of love, even if it was doomed. That motivation added a layer of complexity to the story that made something in my tummy flicker. Like I wanted it to work out for her, wanted her to have a happy ending. 
I squirmed on my tummy as she locked the office door behind her and sank to her knees in front of him. My blow job experience so far consisted of licking Justin’s cock like a lollipop, which he liked, but left me a bit underwhelmed. The next time, he hadn’t had a shower and asked me not to go down on him. That left me really underwhelmed. 
In the book, the schoolgirl was wet, sopping wet, at the idea of the professor fucking her mouth. Her words, and as I read them, my pussy clenched involuntarily. I wanted him to do that. 
I bit my lip. What would that feel like? Justin’s fat knob sliding over my lips and back into my throat, his hands pressing my jaw open, his balls slapping against my chin. My hips jerked into the mattress and I flipped to my back, needing room to slide my hand into my panties.
It was awkward to hold the book above my hand, on an angle that still captured the bedside lamp, and try to flip the page with my thumb, but my other hand was thrumming my clit toward a speedy orgasm. I was slick, and with each swirling pass of my fingers over the entrance of my spasming pussy, I added more lubrication to the sticky mess around my hot, pulsing nub. 
My orgasm hovered just out of reach as the professor rammed his cock down the schoolgirl’s throat, spurting his hot spunk down her throat. My fingers slipped over my too wet clit, my sex so sloppy with excitement that my usual getting off tricks weren’t working. I dipped my hand lower, grinding the heel of my palm against the top of my mound, fucking my swollen pussy now with two fingers. “Such a good little cocksucker,” the professor praised, stroking his student’s face, and as his cock slipped out of her mouth, leaving a trail of dribbling cum down her chin, blood surged to my head and my groin at the same time. I tumbled over the edge, seizing in orgasm, and then collapsed in a boneless pile, my pussy clenching hard against my fingers, pulsing even more wetness into my palm. 
I blinked hard, white spots dancing around the edges of my vision. Holy shit. I was adding have my face fucked to my bucket list. And I was only forty pages into the story. 
After I dragged a breath deep into my lungs I flipped over once again, eager to sink further into the story. My eyes were scratchy with fatigue but if I needed to prop my eyelids open with toothpicks to get to the next sex scene, then that’s what I would do. 
A small chime sounded from my phone. I glanced at the text message from Mrs. Wilson. Kids go 2 bed ok? I smiled and typed back that they did indeed, and that I was also tucked in. A minute later came her response. Sleep tight! We might stay out late.

Knowing that I wouldn’t be caught all mussed up and smelling like sex, I leapt out of bed and padded to the kitchen for a glass of water. Playing with myself was seriously dehydrating. I giggled at the thought and refilled my glass to take back to bed. I would likely need another top up.
The next scene featured a butt plug, which I wasn’t sure would make my bucket list, although reading about it was hot. No way was Justin Richleau gaining entrance to my ass. Maybe an older man, my version of the professor. I licked my lips at the thought of someone experienced prepping my puckered hole to be fucked. Someone with patience. Someone in control. 
Mr. Wilson’s face flickered through my mind and I gasped out loud. Mrs. Wilson was built like a brick shithouse and obviously I’d thought of her when I played with myself, wishing that I had her sexual ease. Wanting to be her. But her husband? 
A slow smile crept across my face. Yeah, maybe her husband was fuckable too. No, not maybe. Definitely. Fuck.a.ble. He was big, like Justin. I liked that heavy weight pressing down on me. I shivered. Mr. Wilson on top of me, his hand between us. I squeezed my eyes shut and humped my hips toward my hand, my palm slipping and sliding as I acted as both of us. Somehow this fantasy was more taboo than the many times I’d come thinking about lying next to Mrs. Wilson, touching her as her cool fingers explored my breasts and pussy. 
That thought pushed me into spasm again, but I missed the peak of the orgasm, and instead of racing for it, I kept my eyes closed and drifted on the rolling wave. As the sensation ebbed, my body seeming to be covered in a million pulse points all of a sudden, I tucked the books under the pillow beside me and turned off the lamp. My pussy needed a break, and frankly, so did my brain. Mr. Wilson? What was I thinking?
 
 
 
 
 
 


Later that night
Two orgasms knocked me out like a sleeping pill, but without the eight hour guarantee. I woke up with a start, my bladder about to explode. Enough time had passed that it was a pressing concern that I had fallen asleep without doing any of my normal bedtime routine. Besides needing to pee, my mouth tasted like a frog had crawled in and died, and I could stand to wash my face. I fumbled for my phone in the dark, my fingers glancing off it twice before they coordinated properly. It felt like the middle of the night, but the too bright screen promised me it was still an hour before midnight. 
I crept out of bed and headed for the bathroom. As I flicked on the light, I heard Leo stir, and I stuck my head back into the hallway. 
The condo was quiet. The Wilsons hadn’t returned yet.
No reason to wake up the kids with running water. I grabbed my toiletry bag and padded silently across the living room to the powder room down the opposite hall. The living room had thick plush carpeting, so I didn’t need to be too careful about my movements. 
The first thing I did was pee, then I washed my face and brushed my teeth. Scrubbed clean, I no longer looked or smelled like I’d been fingering myself for more than an hour. 
I paused in the doorway and glanced at the Wilson’s dark bedroom. Did Mrs. Wilson ever read the books in the closet? Did she have a dog-eared copy of something naughty under her pillow? I was tempted to dash in and look, but they would surely be home soon. 
Back in my room, I bit my lip. I’ve always been curious, but my obsession with Mrs. Wilson and her sex life was in a category to itself. To be a fly on the wall in that room...that would be all the sex education a girl would ever need. 
I flopped onto the bed and mindlessly flipped through my phone. There was a great picture of the two of us, taken by Mr. Wilson during a hot chocolate break at the ski hill restaurant two days earlier.I made it my background image. Her cheeks were pink, her eyes bright with laughter at something the kids were saying. I had tucked my head against her shoulder and was looking at Mr. Wilson. He’d reached across and grabbed my phone. He said it was a perfect moment worth remembering. He was right. She’d wanted a copy of it. I could text it to her, but that would interrupt their night. I started an email instead and attached it. Sent. 
Burrowing deeper into my duvet, I picked up the schoolgirl novel again and sank into the next chapter. Fucking in public. Awesome. 
The professor had just ripped a hole in her tights and was surreptitiously stroking her sex on the subway. His student was torn between wanting to be seen, wanting to share their ecstasy with others, and, well, not wanting to be arrested. No shit. 
I was stroking right along with them when I heard something thud against the front door. 
In my mind, I could see them. The Wilsons were home, and they were stealing one last moment of kid-free time--Carrie-free time--before coming inside. Hands tangled into hair. Hot breath meeting cold skin. His calloused fingers stroking across her moist lips. Her softer pink tips stealing under his shirt, making him shiver. 
I flicked off the lamp and shoved the book under my pillow. The lock turned, a quiet noise that would have been missed if not for the warning thump, and then they were inside, dropping keys on the counter and--
“Oopsie-daisy!” She bumped into something, a chair maybe, and her words dissolved into giggles. “Come here, let me show you what I wanted to do to you in the hallway.”
His response was muffled, but the loud hiss he let out next was not. “Watch your teeth, woman.”
More laughter, then kissing. Wet, fast. Between little moans, Mrs. Wilson made her plans known. “I want you in my mouth, Bill. Your cock. In. My. Mouth.”
“Shhhh.” His voice was low and warm, like he wanted her to be quiet but he didn’t want her to stop. “Come on baby, let’s go to bed.”
Rustling and the the faint slide of skin against skin sounded instead of an answer. I guess that was her answer. I tilted my head, wishing I was close enough to hear everything. Or closer still, and able to see everything. 
“Baby, no...” His groan mingled with her soft laughter. “What if one of the kids wake up? Or Carrie?”
“You worry too much.” More rustling. “Take your shirt off.”
“Ellen. Baby. Ellen!” His protests were being ignored. His next words were muffled, probably his shirt being yanked over his head. Their conversation dissolved into murmurs interspersed with smacking kisses and giggles, and I let my breath out in a big whoosh, only to freeze at his next words, but I didn’t miss that his voice was strained with want. “Maybe you should go and check on them.”
Her negative response was mumbled around something. A loud slurp and a saucy laugh made my eyes bug out. Was she...?
“Do you want me to go and check? Or do you want me to suck you again?”
His answer started with a groan. “You are such a bad girl, Ellie. Fuck. Show me your tongue. Jesus. Yes. Uhhhhhn. Open wide, let me fuck your mouth.”
If ninjas had dropped from the ceiling at that moment, I wouldn’t have noticed. My heart thudded in my chest, white spots dancing around the periphery of my useless vision in the dark of my room. Did he just say...? Holy fuck. I wanted to see it. I traced my hand silently down my body and slipped my fingers between my puffy outer lips. I was wet. Soaked. My eyes rolled back in my head as the slurping sounds were augmented with gags and the faint slapping of excited skin on skin impact. 
Was he all the way to her throat? Were his fingers tangled in her hair? 
Did one or both of them think I might wake up and hear them? 
I pressed my palm flat against my pussy, inside my labia. Desire pulsed throughout my entire body, coalescing at my clit. My hard, engorged clit, physical proof that I was hovering right on the edge of a conscience-splitting orgasm. It fluttered against my hand and as Mr. Wilson gasped for hair and grunted that he was coming, so too did I. 
I came with a lurch, gel-like moisture flooding my fingers, and instead of easing off, I sank two digits deep inside myself. I rolled my head to one side, then the other, pressing my face into the soft pillow. In my head, I wasn’t alone in my bed, I was surrounded by my sexy neighbours on either side. 
The noises from the living room provided a plausible soundtrack to my fantasy, and I rolled fully to one side, my mouth gaping for her nipple, my ass flexing toward his cock. I could taste their skin, feel their warmth, and I jerked hard, coming again. Sated at last, if not forever. 
My unwitting bed partners were talking again, and by the sound of their voices, I was pretty sure they were moving into the kitchen or heading to their room. Confident that I could get to my door without making any noise, I slithered to the edge of my bed and reached for the floor with my toes. Three quiet steps, and I dropped, pressing my back into the wall, just outside of the triangle of dim light cast on the threshold to my room. 
I peered down the hall. They were in the kitchen, I could Mr. Wilson’s side and back. He was still wearing pants, or maybe he’d pulled them on again. No shirt, and I wished I was closer to better appreciate the ripple of muscle under taut skin. He always looked so proper in his work clothes. Knowing what he’d just done, seeing him move around half-naked, hearing him chuckle and murmur sexy sounds at his beautiful wife...Clark Kent and Superman are one and the same person, ya know? And how did I not see him before? I’d thought of him as a generic good looking older man, as Mrs. Wilson’s lucky husband. But now my imagination was running wild. Mr. Wilson was dirty. Hot damn. My nipples were hard and my breasts throbbed at the various possibilities. 
They clinked glasses and I shifted, trying to get a better angle, but the galley kitchen was out of my line of sight. 
“Do you want something to eat?” Mrs. Wilson asked quietly as they stepped back into the living room, holding hands. He drained his wine glass and nodded at her. Indicating she should do the same? She smiled and sipped daintily instead. She was toying with him. 
They’d always been affectionate, it was obvious they had an active love life, but this teasing took it to a whole different level. I wanted to take notes, but it didn’t matter. I wouldn’t forget a second of this night.    
“Finish your drink, baby,” he growled. “And then I’ll have something to eat.”
“Do you want a sandwich?” She blinked up at him and giggled.
“You’re too cute when you drink, baby. Bottoms up.” He stalked across the room as she lazily appraised his awe-inspiring torso. Now that he was out of the way, I could secretly return the favour. She was stunning. Soft all over, smooth pale curves that flowed in and out with organic ease. Her nipples were small and dark, a blazing contrast to her skin, and hard. That was obvious even across the dim room.
I thought of my own nipples, tight and swollen under my t-shirt. They were puffy and almost flat, a pale pink that blended into my skin. We couldn’t look more different, and I wondered if Mr. Wilson would like my nipples. Would he have a preference, or is nipple diversity a good thing in group sex? 
I flushed. The book had skewed my grasp on reality. If they saw my nipples, they’d probably call my parents. No reason to, I was over the legal age limit. I was offended about something that had only happened in my head. I needed to get a grip for more than one reason.
“So you don’t mind? About earlier?” she asked him as he strode back, carrying her bra.
He stopped in front of her, blocking my view, but I could tell from his gestures that he wanted her to turn around. “Baby, I think you kissing another woman is the hottest thing in the world. You don’t need to apologize for that.” I hissed in a breath. She didn’t. Holy crap. And...who? “I like it when you get drunk and slutty.”
He’d turned her around again, her back to the wall. His larger body loomed over hers, and his hands looked like they were everywhere at once. He was kissing her, holding her face, but also unbuttoning her jeans. He shifted, sliding his thigh between her legs, and with a jerk he moved her up the wall a bit. She was grinding against his leg, and he must have been thrusting against her as well, although I didn’t see any movement in his legs. The planes of his back were flexing, though, flashing in the lamp light. 
I hadn’t realized he’d gotten her jeans off until her bare legs wrapped high around his waist and he spun around, carrying her toward the back of the couch. Her shoulders were thrust back proudly, presenting her breasts to him, but she wasn’t teasing. She was bound. 
He’d looped her bra around her upper arms twice, pulling them behind her just enough to remove touch from her arsenal. But since he’d done it, I hadn’t actually seen her say or do anything other than hump against his leg. Now her face was buried in his neck, like she couldn’t get enough of his skin. His smell. His strength. 
I needed to get my hand on one of the bondage books from the box.
With unerring caution and adoration, he draped her body upside down on the couch. Her hips spread open across the top of the back cushions, her legs hooked over so her feet rested behind the couch. 
“Fucking gorgeous, baby. I love your pussy.” He stood tall between her knees, surveying his laid out feast. 
I was looking at them from the side. Mr. Wilson was in profile, standing behind the couch. Even through his jeans I could tell that he was erect again. I couldn’t see Mrs. Wilson’s face, it was obscured by a throw pillow, but her breasts bounced freely in view, and my mouth watered as I stared at them. Perfectly round when she was tipped upside down, her taut peaks taunted me more than any fantasy I’d ever conjured.  
Mr. Wilson unzipped his jeans and fisted his cock. He worked his hand up and down his hard length, the muscles in his forearm flexing with the action. “Seeing you like this, baby, all trussed up and soaking wet, it’s hard not to fuck you.”
“Yes,” she whispered in a breathy voice so quiet I almost didn’t hear her. “Fuck me.”
“Mmmm. I like to hear you beg like that. You don’t want me to lick you? Suck your hard little clit into my mouth? I bet you taste sweet.”
She whimpered and shifted. I think she was trying to thrust her hips toward him, but with her arms behind her back and him standing between her knees, her movement was largely constrained. That was fucking hot. I didn’t know how to tell Justin that I wanted to be tied up and folded over furniture, but I’d find a way. The Wilsons had no idea they were creating a monster in their teenage babysitter.
“You want that? Beg me. Use your pretty voice and ask me to lick your pretty pussy.”
“Lick me,” she breathed. “Make me come and then kiss me so I can taste it too.”
He chuckled, and slapped his heavy cock against her sex. His hand was blocked by her knee, but from his arm movements I was pretty sure he had let go of himself and was working his fingers inside her. “Oh baby, I’m not going to make you wait for a taste.” He trailed two glistening fingers down her curved belly and across her chest to her eager mouth. I licked my lips as she licked his digits. Was she tangy? Creamy? Musky? I was pretty sure I’d like all or any of those. 
“God, you’re so eager for that. Next time you get drunk and make out with a girl, maybe you should go down on her before we come home.” That would be so hot. I closed my eyes, trying to picture Mrs. Wilson finding a dark corner at a club and sinking to her knees. 
“Or we could bring her home with us.” Not hot. A stab of jealousy ran through me. I wanted to step into the hall. I’m right here. Take me. But I knew they wouldn’t. We’d all be embarrassed. Their private moment would be revealed, and I’d be rejected. Maybe we could work toward that at some point in the future, but it wouldn’t happen tonight. 
I opened my eyes and stared at the ceiling, willing my heart rate slower. I should climb back into bed. I didn’t know how I’d look at them in the morning as it was without them seeing all of my secrets, some of which were actually their secrets. 
Mr. Wilson was lazily fingering Mrs. Wilson. Their conversation had faded away and he was staring at her with blatant hunger. They’d been married for more than a decade and he still wanted her. She apparently wanted him and some chick from the club. She let out a louder gasp, and he folded over her body, squeezing her tits hard before sliding one hand across her mouth.
“Shhhh. Baby, you gotta bite your lip, okay? If you make another loud noise I’m going to take a break and go make a sandwich.” He chuckled, but I didn’t think he was kidding. Her boobs bounced as she nodded, and he pushed back from the couch, giving himself some space to lean over and brace his forearms on the back of the couch. He hooked his hands under her knees, gripping the outside of her thighs as he spread her wider still. 
As his head dipped between her legs, I could only imagine what exactly he was doing. It was almost like information overload, and I blanked. Instead, I fixed my attention on his knuckles, white with effort. A puckered pink scar on her knee. A faint tan line on his bicep. 
Her breasts, bouncing gently. 
Her arching back. 
Her abdominal muscles, flexing and releasing, then flexing and holding--
“Baby, you gotta breath,” Mr. Wilson gasped, and as he lifted his head, so did I. His chin glistened with her juices. 
She writhed and mumbled something I couldn’t hear, and he responded by slapping her pussy lightly. 
“Come on my face. You taste so fucking good. Come on my face and then I’ll fuck you.” He returned to his task, but this time he shifted his hands under her ass, lifting her higher and her thighs dropped, resting on the top of the couch. I still couldn’t see her pussy, really, but I had a much better angle to see him, seeing it. I’ll never forget the look on his face in that moment. For all his posturing, he was totally undone by her. He’d wanted to go to their room, and she’d wanted...
Why had she wanted to stay in the living room? 
A thrill rocketed through me. I didn’t want to give voice to that idea, but it was there, germinating away. 
He kissed her again, between her legs, and it was just like a kiss. His parted lips to her pussy lips, his tongue flat and sweeping with each devouring slurp. He turned his head from side to side, as if he was trying to find the perfect angle for his open mouth to consume all of her cunt. As if feasting could mask that he was in her service. 
Her thighs trembled, and I thought of my own orgasms earlier. She’s close. He redoubled his efforts, his fingers sliding in and out of her, the muscles in his arm working feverishly and in concert with his mouth to push her over the edge. 
He moved over her like a game cat, sleek and big and intent on his prey. My breath was faint, an afterthought as I sat in the shadows, watching with baited breath through a crack in my bedroom door. And as I took in the scene in front of me, I stepped outside the intensity, beyond the sheer hotness of it, forgot that I was turned on, and had a major "what the fuck" moment.
 
Mr. Wilson tied up his wife. With her bra. And flipped her upside down on the couch, then proceeded to eat her out. Which he was still doing, at that moment, while I crouched on the floor and watched.
My neighbour. Who often shares a beer with my dad after they mow their lawns at the same time on Saturdays. Who I used to babysit for regularly, and still, as of this evening, babysat for occasionally. The guy who works at the college I'm going to attend next year. Thank god he's not my teacher. I'd do my damnedest to get him into all kinds of naughty trouble.
Fuck. This trip had turned me into a nympho.
Wasn't that what I wanted?
A few short hours earlier I'd been looking for a board game to play with kids.
Holy crap.
A low keening sound jerked my attention back to the living room, just in time to see Mrs. Wilson wrap her legs around her husband's head and grind his face into her pussy. He squeezed her thighs and growled what sounded like a sound of appreciation, then smoothed his hands up over her hips and pressed them flat against her lower belly. Even from this distance and with the lower lighting, I could tell she was quivering from head to toe. He eased himself to a stand, then slid her sideways, over the side of the couch, and moved around the far side to join her.
"Baby, that was fucking beautiful," he muttered, staring down at her. He leaned over and after a brief movement, flipped her bra in the direction of their room. "Need your arms free to hold on to me. Gonna take you now. Want all of you."
"You've got me," it sounded like she breathed, but I couldn't be certain.
"Do I?" It sounded hard, but his face was 100% love. "A part of you isn't wishing there was another pussy here with us right now?"
Her response to that was even quieter, but I could guess. 
"Of course it does. But I like to know that this is primary. That this--" he lifted her hand at the same time as he unzipped and dropped his pants "--is what you need. You can want anything else, as long as you need my cock."
"I do, baby. I need your cock." She scrambled to her knees and wrapped two hands around his straining erection. As she twisted into position, she let go of it for a second and instead of waving around it the air, it hung heavily to the side, against his leg, and I longed to be there next to her. A drop of drool slid out the corner of my mouth. I wanted to taste it. I wanted to know his smell and feel his heat inside my mouth. I wanted to tussle with Mrs. Wilson for whose face he'd cum all over.
She stroked him for just a minute, then he muttered something about needing her mouth on his mouth, and he sank to the couch, pulling her into his lap and kissing her hard. His hands fisted into her hair, pulling face against his, and from her rise and fall, adjusting position, I was pretty sure she'd just slid him inside her. They were consuming each other, and it was shifting rapidly from hot to sweet, from a titillating peep show to an invasion of privacy.
The glimpse into his concern about sharing her was unexpected. I wondered if either of them had cheated before. I was invisible enough growing up that I'd heard all about the relationships around the neighbourhood, some had survived, others hadn't ... my mother had said more than once that she didn't think any relationship hadn't been touched by cheating in one way or another, and it hadn't occurred to me before, but it was definitely on my mind at that moment...who had cheated in my parents' relationship?
Crap. I couldn't move without risking being discovered, and while I thought it was hot for them to want me to join them earlier, this moment could not be interrupted. Not when they were wound around each other so tight that they could be confused for a single round ball of self-pleasuring flesh.
"I love you," she whispered, leaning back, and just like that, they were two again, and I was once again riveted. His big hands supported her as she rocked up and down, riding him. Her eyes were closed, her mouth was open and her entire body was covered in a damp sheen. She was gorgeous.
They were in love. And a little bit, I was in love with them, too.


Friday Morning
“That’s enough bacon,” Mrs. Wilson tapped her husband’s hand and he growled in mock outrage. 
“We’re on vacation!”
“Doesn’t matter. I want to grow old with you. A heart attack would mess up that plan.”
He rolled his eyes, but set the piece of breakfast meat down anyway. “Okay. Mom’s right. This vacation is all about being healthy, kids. So who wants to hit the slopes?”
I didn’t. I was secretly hoping they’d all head out and I could spend the morning buried in a dirty book. I fell asleep as soon as I crawled back to bed the night before; I wanted to know how the schoolgirl novel ended.
The kids, on the other hand, were halfway out the door before Mr. Wilson even had his outer gear on. “I guess we’re heading out, Ellen. You’ll find us on the slopes?”
She nodded and crossed the room to give him a sweet kiss goodbye. He wrapped one arm around her waist, tucking her tight against his body just for a second, and if I hadn’t been sitting behind her, I wouldn’t have seen his hand slip under the waistband of her yoga pants. 
But I was, and I did. A little grope meant so much more after what I’d seen. My imagination could do a lot with that touch.
After the door closed behind her family, Mrs. Wilson drifted back to the table. She smiled at me as she picked up her coffee mug. “Nice to have a quiet moment together, isn’t it?”
I grinned. It really was nice. 
“Looking forward to going back to school next week?”
I nodded and filled her in on my classes. I was only taking three. I had a spare last period, which meant I was home by mid-afternoon. 
“Are you lucky enough to have a boyfriend with afternoons off too?” She giggled at the rapid spread of pink across my cheeks. “It’s okay, Carrie. It’s just us girls.”
Holy crap. 
I cleared my throat and told her about Justin. Instead of veering into a potentially creepy seduction scene, though, Mrs. Wilson gave me some awesome advice, and when I looked at her with a bit of doubt, she reached across the table and squeezed my hand. 
“Sweetie. I get that this isn’t something you can talk to your mom about. And friends...well, their advice can sometimes be like the blind leading the blind, right? So if you need to chat? I’m right next door.”
I nodded. That actually was reassuring. And I was going to need to debrief with someone after I tried out some new moves. Not in too much detail, but still. 
We pottered around, tidying the breakfast dishes, and then she told me she was going to hit the slopes after checking her email. I said I might want to hang back and have a nap, and then I headed to my room. 
I didn’t pull out the schoolgirl novel, though, I wanted to wait until she was out of the condo. And I’m glad I waited, because a few minutes later, Mrs. Wilson was in the doorway.
“Carrie?” She pushed the door open a bit more and hesitated. “Thank you for sending me that picture of us.”
I rolled to my side and grinned. “That was a good day. It’s been an awesome vacation, thank you for bringing me along.”
She smiled. Her eyes were bright and her cheeks were flushed. She looked nervous. “I noticed that you sent it late last night.”
Shit. Heat flooded my limbs. It felt like a baby gorilla was sitting on my chest. “Uhm.”
“It’s okay,” she whispered.
“Uhm.”
“It’s okay if you were still awake when we got home.”
 
 
 
THE END


Letter to My Readers
If you enjoyed this glimpse into Carrie’s coming of age story, please share or recommend this book to others. If you email me (naughtyyoungbecky@gmail.com) a link to your honest review, I’ll send you an ARC of my next ebook. 
Later this summer, we’ll jump ahead a year to Carrie’s next visit to the Wilson’s holiday condo. She’s older, more confident, and this time, there’s no babysitting to be done. On the next page is a teaser; more can be found on my website, naughtyyoungbecky.wordpress.com. If you bought this book on Amazon, take a minute to visit my author page there and subscribe for an auto-email on new releases. I’ve done this with my favorite authors, and it’s a brilliant tool - no spam, either!
Finally, I’d like to give you an idea about what I’m working on for the future. The first project is a novella about a university student who escapes to her grandmother’s trailer park for the summer, and the electrician who is temporarily living next door. Older guy, hot summer nights, and a black string bikini. The second is a follow up serial to Watching the Wilsons and A Week With the Wilsons, about Carrie. I can’t give too many details away this point, but I’m planning at least five additional Carrie stories! 
Thank you for joining me on this new adventure!
 
Naughty Young Becky 
 


Preview of A Week With the Wilsons
Friday
Mr. Wilson worked at the community college where I was studying. He wasn’t an instructor, he worked in the finance department, and in the first seven months of my freshman year I had yet to see him on campus. The night before we left, however, Mrs. Wilson called and mentioned that they wanted to leave early, if possible, to beat traffic out of the city. She gave me her husband’s office number and I told her I could meet him there at noon, after my last class.
I had a massive duffel bag, plus all my snowboarding gear. It was a bit ridiculous, but I had a lot of trouble deciding what to pack and in the end, stuffed everything I had been considering into the largest bag I owned.
Mr. Wilson waved to me as I approached his open office door. He was on the phone, so I settled into the chair across from his desk and crossed my legs. I was wearing a black turtleneck and a red kilt over black tights, and high heeled mary janes. My business management classes had a dress code, but it wasn’t the most practical of outfits for travel.
“Ready to go, Carrie?” Mr. Wilson gave me a big, easy grin, obviously excited about a week off.
“Absolutely! I was just wondering if maybe I should change into something a little more snow-friendly.”
He leaned back in his chair, his eyes roving over me in quick appraisal. “No, don’t. You look beautiful, and we’ll probably go out for dinner when we get there. The kids have a team practice for a few hours, so we’ll pick them something up on the road, but I’d like to take you and Ellen out for an adults-only meal.”
I beamed at the idea. What a perfect way to start vacation.
***
The Bar and Grill was packed with college students, so we wedged ourselves in at the bar while we waited for a table to free up. Mrs. Wilson teased Mr. Wilson about being surrounded by so many hot young women, and he nuzzled her neck, reminding her that she was five years younger than him and totally gorgeous herself. I giggled and nodded in agreement. She smiled at me, not just with the curve of her lips, but with her whole face, her eyes crinkling with happiness, and a warm flutter of excitement rippled through my belly. I had learned a lot about that smile last year, how Mrs. Wilson uses it to seduce women, and I wondered if that’s how she meant to use it on me.
The barstool beside me opened up and Mr. Wilson slid on to it, pulling his wife into the vee of his legs, squeezing her into his body. He was much larger than her, tall and broad across the shoulders, and he was still wearing his fitted polo shirt and khakis from work. In comparison, Mrs. Wilson looked more like one of the college kids around us. Truthfully, even though she was in her early thirties, she radiated youthfulness. It wasn’t just that she was in amazing shape and had perfect skin that had never been abused by sun or smoking. She was a chameleon, and in this environment, her generic tight white t-shirt and dressy dark jeans made her look a decade younger. At home, she probably would have looked like the perfect soccer mom. Here she looked like a grad student being seduced by her professor.
A new wave of arrivals squeezed the remaining standing room out of the bar, and Mrs. Wilson wiggled into the gap between me and her husband. My legs parted to make room for her, and she looked down. “Oh Carrie, I’m sorry, you’re wearing a skirt. Here, let’s trade places.”
Before I could explain that I was fine, she slid her arms around my waist and pulled me into her personal space, our bodies pressed together between the stools, and then she rotated, pushing my back into Mr. Wilson’s chest. His hand snaked out to steady my hip as she slipped away from me to perch on the stool I had just vacated. She smiled again, pleased with herself, and I couldn’t help but notice that her nipples were standing hard at attention in her white t-shirt.
Behind me, I heard Mr. Wilson ask the bartender for three more drinks. His hand stayed on my hip, and I looked at Mrs. Wilson. A nervous thrill fluttered through my belly. It was probably another twenty minutes before our table was ready. Nothing else happened, but his hand didn’t move, and her smile just grew. It was infectious, and by the time we sat down and ordered, I was flashing my own grin right back whenever she looked at me. Like we had a special secret, only I didn’t think it was a secret anymore.
***
We picked up the kids after practice and went back to the condo. Mrs. Wilson announced that it was bedtime for everyone who wanted to go skiing in the morning, so the twins and Mr. Wilson went off to brush their teeth. I took a quick look in the fridge. There wasn’t much, so I mused aloud that we would have to go grocery shopping.
Mrs. Wilson come up behind me and rested her chin on my shoulder. “Hmmm, yes. Make a list, and we’ll go together tomorrow. We’ll have the whole day to ourselves, unless you want to go skiing?”
I swallowed hard. I did want to hit the slopes, but not as much as I wanted to spend time with her. “What else could we do?”
She gave me a quick hug, her breasts pressing into my back, then moved to the hallway leading to the master bedroom. “Whatever you want to do, Carrie. Everything’s up to you.”
I looked at her for a beat, then nodded. “Maybe we could go to the spa? Get pedicures, relax in the hot tub?”
She smiled at that, wide and bright. “We can hot tub right here, remember?” She nodded toward the deck. “We’ll decide tomorrow.” And with that, she disappeared into the bedroom she shared with her husband. I stood there for a few minutes, wondering if I might hear ... something. Anything. I didn’t, so I went to bed. I fell asleep, my thoughts swirling a tortured mix of disappointment and relief.
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