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Plenty of people thought it was too weird for
a boy to be a babysitter, but Tom ignored them, because he knew it
was the best job in the world.

Part of it was that it was second nature to
him, taking care of little kids, even though he was an only child
himself. His mother died when he was ten years old, meaning his
father moved back to live near his two brothers and their families.
And they were prolific breeders! When he and his dad moved back to
live in the nearby house, he only had two little cousins, both just
in diapers. By the time he was eighteen and ready to graduate high
school and move on to college, he had twelve. It was hard for him
to remember ever seeing either of his aunts without their bellies
swollen, still nursing one child while getting ready to pop out
another one.

So Tom developed a little bit of a fetish. He
didn't like to call it that because it seemed weird, and he really
didn't want to think about his aunts like that, even though they
weren't technically related to him.

But he couldn't help it. His uncles were both
younger than his father, and his aunts were gorgeous, even more so
when they were swollen up with babies. When no one was looking, he
thought about their round figures, their plump breasts and their
expanding bellies. And of course he thought about what must have
happened to get them that way.

He earned money taking care of his little
cousins, and he didn't mind that the work was dirty and sometimes
smelly. He was good with them, too, and he liked spending time with
them at the park or playing with them in their front yard.

That was how he met Mrs. Patterson when he
was sixteen.

He was glad he was sitting
down the first time he saw her, because she was gorgeous... and at least eight months
pregnant, he wagered, from the way her belly was barely contained
by her loose blue dress. She had long dark hair and light brown
skin, and he could see that she had quite a beautiful frame
underneath her loose maternity clothes. She looked maybe
twenty-five, if not even a little younger than that.

She smiled at him and gave a little wave.
"Are these your brothers and sisters?" she asked, looking at the
cluster of children around them.

"No ma'am," Tom answered. "My cousins. And
some of their friends too," he added.

Mrs. Patterson smiled. "And do you hire out?"
she asked.

Tom frowned. "Hire out?" he asked.

"For babysitting," Mrs. Patterson explained.
She pointed to a house halfway down the street, one with pretty
pink roses lining the front walk, then patted her expectant belly.
"I'm going to need one in the very near future, you see."

Tom had never babysat anyone who wasn't one
of his cousins or one of their friends before, but he wasn't about
to pass up a chance to work for a woman this beautiful. "I do," he
told her. "This is my house, so you can find me here."

They chatted a little more and exchanged
contact information, and in that Tom learned that her name was
Eugenia Patterson. She said that she and her husband Alexander had
been married for two years and that she was expecting their first.
He worked long hours and sometimes had to go away on business
trips, Mrs. Patterson told him, so she was looking forward to
having someone else to share the house with during those long
stretches.

Tom was sympathetic, especially because she
seemed so lonely. She had to be, after all, if she was talking like
this to a teenage boy she hardly knew. He agreed that he would be
her babysitter whenever she needed one, and she smiled and said she
was looking forward to it.

That night Tom was so hard he couldn't get to
sleep. He tried not to think about how gorgeous she looked, but he
couldn't help it. His cock was stiff as a steel pole as she thought
about her beautiful round belly and how she must have looked
getting knocked up. He thought about her naked and on her knees,
bent over with her ass in the air and her pussy spread open.

This was different than
thinking about his aunts and uncles, which tried not to do at all
because it seemed so weird. He wasn't related to Mr. or Mrs.
Patterson at all,
and he didn't even know what Mr. Patterson looked like
anyway.

So instead of imagining her husband, Tom
imagined himself there, kneeling behind her and sticking his cock
right into her warm, inviting, fertile cunt. He was still a virgin
and had never even dated any girls, but like all teenage boys he
thought about sex a lot. He thought about what she would feel like
with his cock buried deep into her pussy, pushing and thrusting.
His fist pumped his erection as he had all sorts of visions of how
inviting she would be, stroking her breasts and patting her flat
belly and begging him to plant his seed into her.

Over the next two years he shot off hundreds
of loads thinking about exactly that. Mrs. Patterson was still
beautiful once she had the baby, her figure round and pretty,
though of course not as gorgeous as she had been when she was
swelled up with a child. Tom was a good babysitter for little
Candace, who was a very agreeable baby.

When Tom's friends made fun of his job, Tom
would just smile and remind them that their part time fast food
jobs made them stand on their feet for hours, while Tom just got to
take care of a little kid for a couple hours, and after she went to
bed he pretty much had the place to himself. He could watch TV and
eat anything that was in the fridge. Mr. Patterson even jokingly
invited Tom to have some of the beer or wine in the house, though
Tom never took them up on that offer.

Sometimes when Candace was asleep and Tom was
the only person awake in the house, he snuck up to Mr. and Mrs.
Patterson's bedroom. If the door was closed he would leave it
closed, he wasn't going to invade their privacy like that. But
sometimes they left the door open, especially when Tom was supposed
to give Candace a bath in their bathtub. He would clean her up and
dry her off and put her to bed, and then he would come back in and
imagine what it would be like to share a bathroom like this with
Mrs. Patterson. He could see the racks where her clothes hung up
and sometimes there was even a drawer of her lingerie open! He
never took anything out, he just looked and imagined what Mrs.
Patterson must be wearing under her outfit that night.

Then he went home later, after they came home
and he got paid, and he indulged himself in his jerkoff fantasies
again.

That was the way things went all the way
until Tom was just about to graduate. Mr. Patterson was home from
some long trip, and he and Mrs. Patterson were going out for some
celebratory dinner because of something at his work, Tom didn't
really understand it. He watched some Curious George with Candace,
then put her to bed and got out his homework. For once he wasn't
even really thinking about anything except his studies.

But right then, the front door opened and in
walked Mrs. Patterson. She looked like she had been crying.

Tom stood up from the table where his
schoolwork was and walked over to her. "Are you okay?" he asked
gently.

Looking embarrassed Mrs. Patterson wiped her
eyes dry. "I'm fine, I'm fine," she said, forcing a reassuring
smile. "It's nothing. Just a bit of a misunderstanding."

"A misunderstanding?" asked Tom.

Mrs. Patterson nodded and took a deep breath.
Then she took off her shoes and went over to sit down on the couch.
Tom wasn't sure what he was supposed to do so he followed along and
sat down on the other end of the couch.

Sighing, Mrs. Patterson closed her eyes.
"Alexander was called back to the office. In the middle of
dinner."

Tom made a disgusted noise. Who would ever
choose work over being able to go out with such a beautiful woman?
"Why?" he asked.

"Some crisis somewhere, I don't know," Mrs.
Patterson rolled her eyes. "I don't mean to belittle his work, I
know it's very important, but... I feel like it's more important
that me! And I was trying to talk to him about something very
important."

"What's that?" Tom asked, but he stopped
himself. "I'm sorry, it's probably none of my business."

"No, it's okay," said Mrs. Patterson. She
smiled and looked over at him. Even though her makeup had run a
little she still looked lovely, especially in her low cut black
dress and blue shawl that she was wearing. "I was starting to talk
to him about how he felt about... expanding our family."

"Expanding your family?" Tom asked. "You
mean, having another baby?"

Mrs. Patterson nodded. Tom could see little
bits of tears welling up in her eyes again. He guessed that
conversation wasn't going particularly well even before whatever
crisis at work broke up the celebration dinner.

"It was difficult, when I
was pregnant with Candace," Mrs. Patterson explained to Tom. "He
wasn't... well, I suppose I shouldn't really be telling you this,
but he wasn't... let's say... interested in me during that
period."

Tom's jaw nearly dropped. It was the most
unbelievable thing he ever heard.

Mrs. Patterson's cheeks
flushed a deep pink. Tom could tell she had been drinking, probably
to work up to the conversation with Mr. Patterson, the one that
didn't go so well. "I'm sorry, please just forget I said anything,
this is so inappropriate..."

"It's okay!" Tom promised her. "I mean, I
don't mind, I'm just shocked not that you're talking about it, but
that he... he and you..."

"I suppose this is more his ideal shape,"
Mrs. Patterson said, pointing to her body. "Or it was even more
ideal before. I haven't worked off all the weight I gained while I
was pregnant with Candace. I tried so hard, but no matter how hard
I worked out, I just couldn't seem to shed those last couple of
pounds. And I know Alexander thinks that's a shame."

Tom shook his head angrily. "You look
beautiful!" he exclaimed.

Mrs. Patterson looked startled for a minute,
then blushed even deeper, hiding her face behind her hand. "Oh,
you're so sweet to say so," she said to Tom. "You're a very sweet
young man."

"I'm not just saying it,"
Tom said. He took a deep breath and decided that because she was so
honest with him, he was going to be honest with her. "The first
time I saw you I thought you were the most beautiful woman I
ever saw."

"The first time you saw me?"
asked Mrs. Patterson, laughing a little self consciously. "I
was huge then! Big
as a house!"

"That doesn't mean you weren't beautiful,"
Tom insisted. "And you're beautiful now! You're still absolutely
gorgeous. More beautiful that any of the girls I know at school."
He felt like he had maybe said too much now, but he couldn't stop.
She needed to understand exactly how beautiful she was, even if it
meant he was going to say things that were a little embarrassing.
"I mean, they're fine and all, but sometimes I think about them,
and then I think about you, and... like, there's no comparison.
You're way more beautiful than they are. And sexier," he added.

Mrs. Patterson's blush was deep, but she
wasn't shying away from his attention. In fact, the more he talked,
the more she leaned in a little closer, looking pleased at the same
time she was a little embarrassed. "You mean that?" she asked
softly.

Tom nodded emphatically. "Yeah," he answered.
He swallowed hard.

Maybe it was just the light, but Tom thought
he saw a wicked little gleam in Mrs. Patterson's eye. She leaned in
a little closer. "Do you have a girlfriend, Tom?" she asked.

"No," Tom answered. "No ma'am."

Mrs. Patterson's smile grew a little bit
wider. She moved closer now, close enough that their knees were
touching. "Have you ever had a girlfriend?"

Tom shook his head. "Sometimes a girl and I,
we go out together with friends, but... not like a real girlfriend,
or anything like that."

Mrs. Patterson took a deep breath. Tom could
see that she was thinking about something, and he sat still and
waited for it. Finally, she looked up at him through her dark, long
eyelashes and said, "You know, Tom, you look a lot like my husband,
have you ever noticed?"

Tom wasn't sure that he had, but he guessed
it was true. They were both about the same height and the same
build, and both of them had the same dark hair and pale skin. It
wasn't a whole lot as similarities went, but it was still the
basics.

"Tom," asked Mrs. Patterson, "can I ask you a
favor?"

Tom swallowed. She was close now, and if she
got a whole lot
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