
“OK, Mary, I’ll be home at around midnight. In the meantime, you have the house to yourself. Feel free to watch TV, or eat whatever is in the fridge when you get hungry. And thank you again for agreeing to house-sit for me.”


“No problem, Mr. Thompson!”, I said. “What are neighbors for?”

As Mr. Thompson started out the door, he turned to me. “Oh, before I forget, there’s a bowl of vanilla pudding in the fridge. I made it just for you, so feel free to have as much as you like!”


“Oh wow, thank you, Mr. Thompson! Enjoy your concert!”. After watching Mr. Thompson’s car pulling out of the driveway, I pulled the checklist out of my pocket and started tending to my assigned duties. 

First on the list: watering the plants. I fill up a watering can and go around the house watering all the plants on the window sills, as well as going outside and watering the hanging tomato plants on the porch.

Next: feeding the fish. I go to the aquarium in the living room and shake the can of fish flakes into the top of the tank. 

Finally: bring in the mail… well, it’s Sunday. So we can probably ignore that one.


“Awesome, everything’s done and it’s only 6 o’clock! Maybe I’ll see what’s on TV.” After flipping through the channels for a while, I eventually settle on watching a mini-marathon of an old sitcom.

After watching a few episodes, it’s now 8 o’clock, and I’m starting to get pretty hungry. I look in the fridge and see what there is. Lots of vegetables, some tofu, salad dressing… and of course, that big bowl of vanilla pudding.


“I’ll save that for later”, I say, as I pull the ingredients out of the fridge. I start frying some tofu on the stove while I put some lettuce and spinach in a bowl. Once it’s done, I chop the tofu up and dump it into bowl along with some Italian vinaigrette, and now I’ve got myself a pretty bangin’ salad.

After eating, I start getting a little bit sleepy; I’ve been up since the early morning, after all. I know I shouldn’t sleep on the job though.


“I’ll just watch some more TV. That’ll keep me awake.” I say to myself. I keep watching the TV, trying to get invested in the socially-awkward antics of these 30-somethings from 1996. Try as I might, though, I start losing focus. My eyelids start getting heavier, I’m having a hard time keeping them open. I just… wanna lay down, and… zzzzzzzzzzz…….

I’m… in my college. Only there’s no one around. No one, except Rachel, the cute bunny girl from my class. And she’s… completely naked! Wait, so am I! She kisses me on the lips.


“Hiiii, Mary.”, she says, in the most seductive tone. I try to cover up my nudity, but she just grabs my hands. “Come here”, she says, pulling me towards a big bowl of… something. Looks like a heavy whipped cream. She grabs a handful in her paw and starts smearing it on my breasts.


“Eep!~”, I exclaim. It’s cold, but also invigorating. My nipples are now getting hard, as well as something else.

Rachel seems to have taken notice as well, as she’s now staring directly at my penis, twitching a bit as it slowly gets harder and harder. She grabs another handful of cream and starts to rub it on my boner, which makes me squeal again. I’m now fully hard, and my tits and cock are covered in a cold, messy cream.  Rachel starts making her next move, and she opens her mouth and slowly starts moving towards my cock, until…

*VROOOOOOOOOOOM*

Instantly, I’m snapped out of my dream, by what I can only assume is some asshole revving their motorcycle as they pass by. Still confused, and disappointed, from being woken up, I check the clock.

“11:00?? Crap, I must have fallen asleep.” I go check the locks and make sure nobody’s broken in or anything. Not that it’s likely, but I’d hate to think something happened while I was asleep on the job.

As I look down, I notice I’m pitching quite a tent under my skirt. Not that I’m surprised, I did just have one of the horniest dreams I’ve had… maybe ever. And frankly, I can’t stop thinking about it. Being alone with Rachel, and the way that cream felt on my body… I know I have to experience that in real life, and soon.

That’s when I remembered: the pudding in the fridge.

It’s not exactly the same, but it’s pretty darn close. But… could I really do that? I’d feel a little guilty, since Mr. Thompson made that for me to eat. But then again, if it was for me, then surely I could do whatever I wanted with it?

I make my way to the kitchen, ensuring that all the curtains are closed. I pull the bowl of pudding out of the fridge and open the lid. Ooh, look at the way it jiggles… I scoop up a little bit of pudding with two fingers, then reach into my shirt and put it into the left side of my bra.


“Ohhh, it feels just like I thought it would! It’s… weird, but exhilarating!”. I grab another scoop and put some on the other side, and just stand there and enjoy the sensation. I want to keep going, but I don’t wanna get pudding all over my clothes. Triple-checking the curtains once more, I take off my top, then unhook my bra, exposing my breasts. Next, I kick off my socks and shoes and kick them into the corner, before pulling off my skirt and tights. Now I’m just in my panties, which are being noticeably stretched out by my huge boner. Finally, I pull off the underwear, and now I’m fully nude.


“This is so wrong”, I mutter to myself. I’m now completely naked in someone else’s house, and I’m about to smear their food all over my body. But now for the moment of truth. I grab a handful of the pudding and apply it directly to my cock.


“Ahh! Ohhhhhh…”. It feels so wrong, but so good. Instinctively, I start stroking, with the pudding acting as a lube. I grab another handful of pudding and start smearing it on my tits, more liberally this time. I keep jacking off with one hand, while with the other I start scooping the pudding off my body and licking it. Tasty!

I shovel another handful of pudding out of the bowl and start smearing it on my body, this time rubbing it all over my torso. At this point, some of the pudding is starting to slough off and land in the floor. 


“Ah, fuck it.”, I decided. I grab the bowl of pudding and lay down on the floor. I begin to dump the contents of the bowl all over my naked body, starting with my face, past my chest, onto my belly, covering my crotch, and finally ending up on my thighs. 

Now empty, I toss the large bowl aside, as I lie in the huge mess of pudding I’ve made and begin to writhe. I turn myself over so I’m laying on my stomach, and even begin to rub my penis against the kitchen floor. 


“I’m such a messy, messy girl…”

The smell of vanilla is overwhelming at this point. I sit up and continue licking the pudding off my body as I start jacking off again. 


“I’m a messy pudding slut… I’m such a naughty pudding slut…”

I’m beginning to pant. My pudding-covered toes are curling. I’m so close. I’m about to blow! Just… a little… bit…


“Mary?!”


“Eep!” I exclaimed. Mr. Thompson is home!

And right then is when I blew my load. Right in front of Mr. Thompson. Completely naked. Covered in pudding.

How humiliating.

After Mr. Thompson graciously offered me a few moments of privacy to clean everything up and get dressed, I walked to the front door where he was waiting.


“OK, Mr. Thompson”, I started, blushing profusely and entirely too embarrassed to make eye contact. “I watered your fish and fed your plants. I guess I’ll be going now.”


“Not so fast, young lady!” 

Oh god, here it comes.


“Don’t forget your pay!”

I looked at him shocked. “Y-you still want to pay me?!”


“Well, of course! You did what I hired you to do, after all.”


“But what about… you know?”

Mr. Thompson chuckled. “Oh, don’t worry about that. I was your age once. I know hormones can make you do strange things. And I did say it was your pudding, so you can do whatever you want with it. Even… that.”

I give an embarrassed smile. “Thank you, Mr. Thompson. But, um… if it’s all right with you, I’d rather just pretend none of this ever happened forever.”

He chuckled again. “I understand. Good night, Mary!”.

---

As Mary left my house, I locked the doors and went into the kitchen. I just can’t stop picturing her, laying on my kitchen floor, covered in pudding, pleasuring herself. The look on her face when she saw me. How she looked so embarrassed when I saw her cum all over the floor. One thing’s for sure:

Next time she comes over, I’m making pudding.
