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Note:
This book is a short work of around 3500 words. If you would like
longer, filthier material then feel free to check out Sophie Sin’s
short story collections (containing 7 stories plus bonus works).
Find more at Sophie Sin's Book
List. She also writes male-male gay erotica under
Dick
Powers.


Editor’s Note:

 


You
can find this story with the others listed below in the
‘MILF Collection
2’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

The Tutor, Nude On The Grass, On The Kitchen
Table, Virginity Lost..

 


The ‘MILF
Collection 2’
collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


Tom (18): The Babysitter

"Thanks for tonight, Tom," Karen says to me as I
step through the doorway for probably the last time.

"You're welcome, Mrs. Mason."

She hands me the usual envelope and I wave goodbye
as she closes the door. Mrs. Karen Mason has recently split with
her husband and I can see that she's stressed about it. The man was
a cheating asshole, but he was nice enough when he wanted to be and
that endeared him enough to that gorgeous woman who could in no way
pass for her real age of 32 if she tried to have two sweet little
kids.

I get on my scooter and look back to the house one
more time. I worry about how the kids will take me leaving. I am
going to university to study to become a lawyer and so I'm moving
on. I wonder if the next babysitter will be ok with them. They can
be a handful.

Putting my small 50cc motorbike into gear, I speed
down the street. There are no cops out at this time and I don't
bother to slow down at the lights and sometimes utilize the
pavement for purposes that it is not meant for. My house is seven
blocks from Mrs. Mason. The kids go to a kindergarten in front of
my other job working at a local bakery. She saw my sign in the
window way back when I was 15 about babysitting and asked me if I
would be interested. I said yes and here we are 3 years later. I'm
18 years old and heading off to university. Time has really flown
by.

I pull up at my house and park the bike out back.
Mum and Dad are asleep and my sister is up watching TV. She
recently moved back into the house after losing her job in the city
and hasn't done anything other than sit in front of the TV watching
soap operas on the DVR. The family suspects that the whole thing is
related to a boy, but she's not confirming or denying anything.

"Hey. You going to go to bed any time soon?" I
ask.

She glances over the pillow she has pressed to her
front.

"Not planning on anything. Why?"

"Just felt like chatting. You actually watching
that?"

"Nah. What's up?"

I sit down at the end of the coach and she plops her
feet down on my lap.

"I'm worried about the kids."

"Again? They'll be fine."

I take a foot in hand and start massaging.

"I don't know. I've been working for Mrs. Mason for
three years now and I'll miss that. It's a big change."

She pulls a hand up and puts it under her chin.

"You think too much, little brother. Karen can look
after her own kids. You are over thinking it."

I sigh.

"I guess so, but I'm still worried about them."

My sister pushes the other foot into my hands.

"Less talk more foot rub. You'll feel a lot better
after giving me a thorough foot massage."

I chuckle. Such a selfish girl. I give her 10
minutes and head up to bed. It's been a long day.


Phone Call

"Hi, Tom. I'm so sorry for bothering you, but I need
someone to look after the kids tonight. Joanna, the new girl,
cancelled due to having the flu. Can you come over?"

I look at the time. It's 8pm. I guess I could make
some money. I feel pretty rested as I went to bed early as part of
my attempt at Lift, Rest, Recover, which is a part of my training
routine right now.

"Ok. I'll be about 15 minutes."

I throw on a t-shirt and jeans and pop outside.

"Mum, I'm going over to Mrs. Mason's. The other
babysitter canceled."

Mum waves out from the kitchen and I'm out the door.
10 minutes later I turn up on the doorstep.

"Hi, Tom. I'll be about 3 hours. There's a problem
at the office," she says as she heads out the door.

"Ok. Do you have you keys?"

She stops midstride and pats her jacket pockets.

"I don't. I'll be a second."

Mrs. Mason rushes back in and out. She pats me on
the cheek as she goes and gives me a smile.

"What would I do without you?"

Getting into her car, she waves to me as she drives
off. I walk inside to find the kids watching some kind of crime
show.

"Did your mum say you could watch that?" is the
first thing I ask.

Jenny says yes, but Ed reveals the lie. The boy
looks down at the floor and I give Jenny a light slap on the
head.

"Young lady, do you think the world likes
liars?"

She thinks it over. Being 8 and the oldest, she
likes to think that she has some authority.

"If they don't get caught."

I chuckle. That is a pretty good answer, but I am
the babysitter, so rules are rules.

"No lying. Now get ready for bed. You both have
school tomorrow. Did you do your homework?"

Jenny groans and rushes off. I'll catch her before
she goes to bed and make sure she's not hiding something. It's
probably the maths section. Her teacher is assigning her material
that is way too hard for a kid her age. He needs a talking to.

They go through the motions as I watch on to make
sure they don't skip anything. Jenny ends up having done her maths,
but her room is a mess, so I help her clean it as Ed settles
in.

"Sweet dreams," I say as I lay a kiss on her
forehead and tuck her in. She makes me hold her hand until she's
dozing and I go in to check on Ed only to find him laid out on the
covers.

After putting the youngest to bed, I walk downstairs
and grab a sandwich. I didn't eat anything before I went to sleep,
so this is my first meal since about 5:30pm. I munch it down and
watch some mindless TV for awhile. Time passes by and I realize
that I'm not exactly pristine in the smell area. I decide to have a
shower.

Upstairs the kids are still asleep, but I keep the
door unlocked encase there's trouble. Stripping off, I get into the
shower and turn on the hot water and balance it with the cold. The
room is soon hot and steamy and I slip into the shower. It's
nice.

Time passes and I eventually get clean. I step out
only to find Jenny sitting on the toilet.

"I can't go with you in here," she says.

I stare at her while procuring a towel. Was she
waiting that whole time?

"Ok, I'll wait outside."

Stepping out, I close and lean against the door. I
can hear Jenny singing the pee song. I try not to smirk.

There is some noise from the stairs and I walk over
to look down.

"Oh, hey Tom, I just got back. Are the kids in
bed?"

I slip back a little. Whoops. This towel is a bit
small.

She steps up next to me. I cover myself a little
more.

"Did you just get out of the shower?"

"Yeah. I'm waiting for Jenny to finish with the
toilet."

Karen glances down at the towel and her lips crunch
up a little. Did I do something wrong? I have taken showers here
before.

"That's ok. I'll put her to bed. Why don't you get
dressed and we have a hot chocolate down in the kitchen?"

I blush a little as she glances down again. I can't
help noticing that her white work shirt is unbuttoned a little low.
She is shorter than me by a head and I can see quite a lot of what
I really shouldn't be.

"Sure."

Jenny pushes the door open and announces to us that
she pooped. Karen shakes her head in amusement and I hustle into
the bathroom to get dressed. When I walk into the house's large
kitchen, I find Karen at the table making the hot chocolate. Her
short black skirt catches my eye and I wonder why her dresses seem
to be getting shorter of late. Does she miss having a man in her
life? It wouldn't be strange for her to want to move on. It has
been awhile.

"I guess tonight is really going to be the last
time," she says wistfully as I sit down at the table. "We are going
to miss having you around."

I take my hot chocolate and look down into it.

"I'll miss being here."

We sit in silence for awhile.

"You really have grown up," she notes. "I didn't
realize it until I saw you before. You've become a man, haven't
you?"

It's an embarrassing topic, but she seems to want to
talk about it.

"I guess so. I've been working out."

She smiles.

"I noticed. You've gotten bigger."

I say "thanks", but I get the feeling that she's not
talking about my body.

"Would you like to have a drink with me?" she asks
after the silence stretches. "I won't tell your dad."

I grin. I've been drinking off and on since I was
16. It's not a big deal for me.

"Sure. What are we drinking?"

"I have a bottle of whisky from the boss. It is
quite expensive."

Whisky. I have never had that.

"Ok. I'll get some glasses."

She pads out of the room and returns with a small
bottle.

"It's very strong. Are you sure you'll be ok?"

"I'll be fine," I reassure her.

She pours a little of the brown, glossy liquid into
the glass in front of me. I can smell the rich scent of the alcohol
wafting through the air. It tingles in my nose with an intense
sharp feeling that I have never experienced before from the spirits
that I have drunk in the past. It strikes me as fruity. I pick it
up and take a long whiff of this gorgeous liquid and find myself
entranced by its mysteries.

Karen takes her own glass and reaches over the table
to clink glasses with mine.

"To good times," she says with a wistful smile.

We drink together. The flavor is strong and I
immediately realize that this liquor is much more potent and much
more flavorsome than I have ever experienced.

"It's good, isn't it?" she comments with a small
knowing smile on her lips.

"One more?" I ask.

She grins.

"What would your father and mother think of me
getting you drunk?"

I take a moment to consider my reply.

"I'm not
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