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Deep Inside The Babysitter

© Jemma James


All Characters are over 18


It was such a hot day! The kind of scorcher
that made you want to bolt for shade and strip off all your
clothes, jumping into the nearest lake to cool off!

But I was happy too. I was off to collect the
money I was owed from last nights’ babysitting job, in the
swankiest part of town. I had a key, so if they weren’t in I was
going to let myself in, and wait there, in Mr and Mrs Goldberg’s
house, and maybe spend a couple of hours chilling, drinking wine
perhaps and texting my pals before they came home with the children
I was to be babysitting for that night.

We had that kind of a relationship. It’s what
came from being family friends. They wouldn’t be surprised to find
me in there. Mr Goldberg, I had no doubt, would like it!

I had a popsicle in my mouth, offering me
temporary relief from the midday sun, as I approached the front
door. Their house was so much bigger than ours, and while I wasn’t
exactly jealous, the cool of the thick walls would be a relief
compared to the hotbox I lived in with my folks, top apartment in a
block which seemed to radiate heat upwards like a chimney.

I arrived at the front door, and made to put
my key in the lock. I was already feeling horny, God only knows
what I would do when I was alone in that big house for a few hours!
As I pushed the key, the door swung open. Clearly it wasn’t locked
which could only mean one thing. There was someone in.

Tentatively I opened the door and peered
inside. I couldn’t hear anyone. The place seemed pretty
deserted.

“Hello!?” I called. “It’s Juliana, is anyone
home?” I shouted

“I’m up here” came a voice down the stairs.
Phew. Mr Goldberg. That was a relief. I never particularly liked
his wife. There was something about the way she looked at me. As
though permanently suspicious that I wanted to bone her
husband.

I did, of course I did, but I mean, she
wasn’t to know that, now was she?

I made my way up the stairs, to where I
thought the voice had come from. It sounded like the big bedroom,
the one he shared with Mrs G, and no doubt where he fucked her
every night, the lucky bitch!

I pushed open that door too. There didn’t
seem to be anyone in, but the net drapes billowed in the open
double doorway that led out onto their large, luxurious balcony. I
wound my hips around the bed, the cool sheets touching my bare
legs, short skirt and cotton T-shirt the only way to dress in such
sweltering conditions, and pushed myself through the drapes.

“Oh my God! I’m so sorry I had no idea!”

That was my reaction when I saw him. He was
lying out on a sunlounger. The bright sun hitting his naked body as
he sunbathed.

Yes, I was seeing Mr Goldberg as naked as the
day he was born!

I suddenly felt like I was intruding. I
turned my head to face away from him. This was all so
inappropriate!

But his response. He didn’t try to cover
himself. I guess knowing that I already seen him. Seen IT.

“Oh hi Juliana. Come on in”

Casual. Kind. As though he wasn’t naked, as
though this was all so natural. It put me at my ease.

I was still looking into my hands, turning
away from him, although there were gaps in my fingers, and as I
turned to face him, the polite thing to do of course, I made sure
that I could see him!

“Oh hi. Sorry. I’m here for the money from
last night. I had no idea you would be here!”

Mr G replied quickly, and as I look back on
it, just giving me the information I needed to act on what he told
me.

“Well sorry we didn’t pay you Juliana. But my
wife has the money for that. If you like you can wait here with me.
She’ll be home in about two hours. It’s a beautiful day”

So casual. Like he didn’t know what he was
doing!

“Well maybe. Ok. I mean, it’s a long way home
and it’s so hot”

He chuckled. “Yeah it sure is hot today”

I continued. Getting cheeky now perhaps. “You
must really get an all over tan like that, huh?”

He replied “Well you know I’m not really a
part time tan kind of guy. For me it’s all or nothing”

I sat next to him now, on the spare
sunlounger that was next to him. I still had my eyes aimed at my
fingers, shielding my eyes in some vain attempt to look like I
wasn’t trying to check him out.

“You look cute today” he said softly

“It’s so hot” I replied simply, bringing my
popsickle to my mouth and sucking on it, cold relief from the heat,
and also knowing exactly what I was doing!

“You licking all of that ice off?” he said,
his voice sounding very turned on now. My skirt had ridden right up
my legs, tanned thighs out for him. He stared at me, and I was
looking directly at him now, his muscular body glistening.

“Yeah, I like to suck” I replied

“Do you indeed?” he said

“You have a drip” he said, observing my lolly
licking technique. “Lick it from the bottom. Slowly”

I did as I was told, making a show for him,
showing him how I would lick his cock, which seemed to be
stiffening before my eyes. It must have doubled in girth and length
in the time we had been talking, and he continued to have no
interest in covering it up.

“Why don’t you put your head back, and dip
the ice deep down into your throat” he smiled as he talked. His
hand on his cock now, not covering it. Oh no. he was more like
coaxing it into an even fuller erection.

I loved this!

“Like that?” I answered, tipping back my head
and pushing the cock, I mean popsicle, right down the back of my
throat

“Fuck yeah” he answered, hand starting to
move on his cock now, stroking it, growing in his hand, making me
wet to look at him. Wanting him.

“It’s all gone now” I said, the last of the
ice dripping down my gullet, some of it hitting my T-shirt, making
it wet and cold, my nipples sticking out invitingly, waiting to be
sucked.

“Do you know what Juliana” he said. “I have a
shoulder injury, and I’m burning up out here. Do you think you
could more of that sun cream on me? After all, I don’t want to burn
now do I?”

Well how could I refuse him. I didn’t want
him to burn on this hot day. I took the bottle and poured some of
that oil into my hands. I moved around to face him, and started to
gently stroke his body with the cream. His shoulders, strong and
rounded, they twitched as I rubbed him. His arms, biceps bulging.
Chest. Manly and well defined. Six pack stomach, and down.

Down…

I chanced my arm.

“Mr Goldberg. Can I ask you a question?” I
looked at him under my eyelashes.

“Well sure Juliana, what’s on your mind?”

“Well it’s just that some of the girls talk
about blowjobs. Some of them have even done them. My boyfriend
wants me to do it on him, but I’m not sure if I can do one”

“Well it’s certainly better to learn sooner
rather than later. It can definitely help your relationship”

We both knew where this was going. It was
just about who would actually make that first, physical move

He carried on “Well if you like you could
even practice on someone you trust. An older man maybe? Like
me?”

I made a show of protesting

“I don’t think that would be allowed”

“Allowed? I don’t see any police around, do
you?” he retorted

“But what if someone comes home?”

“Well I don’t see any real chance of that
happening. My wife is out, and that means she has a long time with
my money” he grinned

I laughed, nervously, stroking his stomach
with my oil rich hand, a few inches from his huge, hard, sunlit
cock.

“We’re here alone” he stated. “I’ll help you
through it. Tell you what, why not take a hold of it and see how it
feels, ok?”

I let my hand slide down to his hard shaft.
It was
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