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[image: ]




After high school I spent most of my time working, doing any job anyone would offer me that paid decent money and stashing the cash away so I could move to Hollywood and become a famous actor. 

I knew Los Angeles was one of the most expensive places to live in the nation so I wanted to make sure I had enough to make a real run at it. 

I knew older kids who’d gone off to make it in the movie or music business only to come back with their tails between their legs, complaining of how hard it was to make it in the City of Angels.

The last thing I wanted was to get out there, get things rolling, and run out of cash. I washed cars, did odd jobs, and helped old ladies with their grocery shopping. I was always on the lookout for anything legal that paid cash. 

Getting paid under the table meant I could skip paying taxes as far as I was concerned. That’s how I became a pet sitter. I saw the ad in Whole Foods tacked to the board. 

At first I thought it was a joke. The slip of paper said the job paid fifteen dollars an hour to take care of the cat and watch the house. 

I called the number listed before I even got to my car in the parking lot. The woman who answered identified herself as Penelope and asked if I could come over and meet Princess, her Persian cat.

“It’s important that she like you,” she explained. “I know that must sound crazy, but it is important. The only thing worse than leaving her alone at night would be leaving her with someone she can’t stand.”

“Yeah sure,” I said, thinking it would be easy to win her cat over. I’d always been an animal lover. I was sure some scratching behind the ear or under the chin would easily turn Princess into a purring machine. “Text me your address and I will drive right over.”

She thanked me and hung up. A minute later the text came in with her home address. It wasn’t far from where I lived, just a fifteen-minute drive to a swankier part of town. 

I parked some ways down so I could walk a little, taking in the mansion sized homes in awe as I made my way to Penelope’s front door. 

I gave a quick knock and a few moments later the front door swung open to reveal one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen in my life. She was statuesque blonde, with long, silky legs that stretched up to her thin waist and ample breasts that swung free when she walked, a sure sign she wasn’t wearing a bra. 

I couldn’t help but notice that they looked soft but firm as they pressed against her thin sun dress. She had the most beautiful eyes I had ever seen, a piercing emerald that made me feel fuzzy inside. 

I was instantly attracted to her. There was no doubt about it. She was a vision of feminine beauty, a supermodel stepped out of the pages of a magazine. Her smile grew.

“Are you here for Princess?” she asked.

“Yes,” I recovered. “I’m Christopher.”

“Come in,” she said, motioning with her manicured hand. 

I stepped in and she quickly closed the door behind me, calling out for her cat. Seconds later Princess appeared in all her glory, rubbing up first against her mom’s gorgeous legs and then slowly working her way over to mine.

I leaned down and scratched behind the pussy’s ear, cooing to her softly to impress Penelope. It worked because ten minutes later we were on the couch talking schedules with Princess between us enjoying the extra attention. 

We agreed to start that Thursday. I told her I’d meet her by nine so she could meet some friends at a bar. By the time I was on my way out the door she was lavishing praise on me and calling me a saint. 

When the night arrived, I showed up just a little early, hoping to impress her. She yelled for me to come in and make myself comfortable. I went to the kitchen, poured a glass of milk, and sat on the couch. 

Princess joined me moments later as I flipped on the television and scrolled through the huge list of premium cable channels at my disposal, including adult titles!

“This is going to be the easiest money I’ve ever earned, Princess,” I whispered as I pet the cat.

“You’re early,” Penelope said, appearing in the doorway. 

She had on a black, lacy pair of panties with a bright pink bow stitched on the front. She had on a matching bra. She was rolling on a black pair of stockings as she spoke. 

“I wasn’t expecting you until nine.” 

“Traffic was lighter than I expected,” I told her. 

The truth was I’d spent all day thinking about her and couldn’t wait to see her. I’d never imagined she’d be dolled up and half naked when I got there. 

She turned back to her bedroom, satisfied with my answer. The smell of her perfume wafted around me. I fought back the familiar tug in my groin as I relived the sight of her in those panties in my mind again. 

They had to be the sexiest thing I had ever seen in my life.

When she came back in the room, she had on a skimpy cocktail dress and silver hoop earrings. Her lips were frosted a delicate shade of playful pink and she’d clipped a few pink feathers into her gorgeous blonde locks. 

It instantly reminded me of the pink bows on her bra and panties, now hidden away by that slinky black outfit. 

I was still on the couch, pretending not to notice her as I watched television. She walked in front of me, bent over, picked up her heels and began slipping them on. I admired her tight ass the entire time, my vantage point giving me the best view without any fear of being caught looking. 

I’m pretty sure she’s putting on a show for you, I thought, trying not to smirk. A moment later she confirmed she was trying her best to get my attention. 

“How do I look?” she asked, posing for me. 

“You look amazing to be honest,” I shrugged, turning and admiring her figure. Penelope didn’t seem to mind. She just laughed and told me I was too cute. She leaned over and softly kissed my cheek before heading out. 

I waited several minutes after hearing her car start and head out, then took my cock out and began to stroke myself to the thought of her in those panties. 

Cock in hand, I decided to explore the house, starting of course with her master bedroom. The air still held her essence, a warm, inviting smell of perfume and makeup and hairspray. It was intoxicating. 

The bed was massive, with a pile of dirty laundry strewn across it. I pulled my jeans off and climbed onto the soft mattress, still delicately stroking myself. I caught sight of a pair of pink, full bottom panties wadded up in the mess of clothes. 

I pulled them free and unfurled them. They had pink, lacy borders and were still slightly damp in the middle from Penelope’s juices. 

I raised them to my face and inhaled, thoroughly savoring the smell of her soiled undergarments. They smelled like hot pussy, not raunchy but a light, feminine scent that drove me mad the more 

I breathed them in. Penelope’s aroma seemed to permeate my being as I inhaled and jacked myself to a screaming orgasm on her bed. 

I shifted onto my back, rolling around in her essence as my twitching cock fired hot bursts of creamy white cum onto my flat, smooth stomach. I kept the panties on my face so none of my jizz would get on them.

Afterward I felt like I was floating. I rubbed the fresh load into my tummy and chest, loving the silky feeling and musky essence of my spunk. When I’d had enough, I headed to her shower, leaving the panties on the bed where I’d found them.

Her bathroom was amazing! She had every kind of shampoo and conditioner he could imagine, a counter full of makeup and brushes that looked like a professional studio, and all the tools required to keep her looking like a goddess, from tweezers to hair dye to body oil. I rinsed off, enjoying the peach Bellini body wash. It was one of the best showers of my life. 

By the time I got back to the sofa Princess was fast asleep. I watched the first few episodes of Game of Thrones and was dozing off when Penelope came stumbling back in. She reeked of booze and looked like she’d been pawed at some but was in a great mood. 

“How’d it go? Any trouble?”

“Smooth sailing,” I replied. “Princess and I are kindred spirits. We enjoy each other’s company.”

She giggled and I smiled but all I could think of was her exquisite panties and what they must smell like after a night out flirting and making out with drunk, horny men. 

Luckily Penelope broke the spell, handing me cash for the night and asking if I could do it again the next evening. I jumped at the chance to be in her house again. 

Like I said, it was the easiest money I’ve ever made.

I drove across town in a haze, feeling like I’d been drinking, the smell of her perfume and pussy seared into my memory. My cock grew so hard it hurt, straining against my jeans. 

When I got home, I quickly locked the door, stripped down, and grabbed my bottle of lube. I brought the image of her in her bra and panties to mind again. Soon I was spurting all over myself for a second time. 

I fell asleep with my own cum still drying on me. 
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​CHAPTER TWO
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It was hard not to think about her the next day, hard to wait until that night to see her again. Penelope had managed to really get under my skin. There was something so alluring about her. 

I spent the better part of the day lost in a daydream about the night before and fantasizing about what she might look like later that evening when I showed up. 

I arrived on time to pet sit, not wanting to freak her out. Penelope was ready for me, dolled up in a raunchy mini skirt and tight top that clung to her amazing breasts. I felt my cock jerk back to life as her sweet perfume hit me. 

I was hypnotized. I did my best to shift my cock around without drawing too much attention to myself, but it was no use. I thought she might be offended, most girls seemed to get upset about stuff like that, but she just laughed. 

She looked genuinely flattered, far more than when I’d just told her she was beautiful.

“Don’t just stand there,” she teased. “Get in before the neighbors see you playing with yourself.”

I stumbled into the sound of her giggling. My cheeks flushed red but my damn hard on didn’t seem to be going anywhere, despite her teasing. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, not making eye contact. “I don’t know what came over me. It won’t happen again.”

Penelope marched over and lifted my head with a finger, bringing my face up to hers. Her skin was so soft and silky looking that it was glowing. Her lips were so close to mine, soft and pink and inviting. Even her breath was sweet as she spoke. 

But it was her eyes that held me, and the closeness of her, the heat of her breasts hanging just in front of me, driving me mad. 

“It’s okay, baby,” she cooed. “It’s a very sweet compliment.”

She left the room, and I settled on her couch with the cat. I flipped on the television and was channel surfing when she returned with her purse and cellphone. 

“I might be a little later than last night,” she said. “But I’ll give you extra if I run over.”

“No problem,” I said, still feeling a little awkward. 

“See you later,” she said.

“Okay,” I waved. “Have a fun night.”

She reached the door and turned back, a devious smirk on her face. 

“You know I get several channels of porn,” she called to him. “Help yourself to whatever flavor you like.”

I didn’t answer but it didn’t matter. She hurried out the door after her suggestion, leaving me wondering what was happening. Did she just suggest that I masturbate to porn in her house? 

I’d felt a little weird about how far I’d taken it the previous night, but I realized Penelope didn’t mind. In fact, there might even be a chance she’d be turned on if she knew. 

“What kind of a freak is your mom?” I asked the cat. She meowed and jumped off the sofa, curling up in the window and staring out at cars passing by.

It didn’t take long for me to end up back in Penelope’s bedroom. She’d taken the time to clean up the room and make the bed. 

“Maybe she’s going to bring someone home to fuck,” I thought. The idea sent an odd shiver of excitement shooting through me, imagining her stripping down to those sexy undies. That when I realized she must have put on new ones and tossed the old ones in the laundry. 
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