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It had been a long night,
and all that Lucy wanted to do was ride the bus home, run herself a
hot, luxurious bath, and curl up in bed with her
smartphone.

Her breasts really hurt.
They were full to bursting with milk, despite having expressed them
before she came to this job. Money is money after all, but all she
wanted to do was curl up with her newborn and let him suckle on
her.

It wasn’t supposed to be a
two am job this one. Mr and Mrs Davies had promised her that they
would be back at “11, midnight at the latest”, and yet it was two
am!

Of course, she hadn’t had a
totally wasted night. Far from it. After all, if you can’t find
something to do in a millionaire’s house, with their two angelic
children fast asleep in bed, and an endless supply of food, drink,
audio visual entertainment, and even an indoor pool, then where
would you find it?

She had drunk a fair bit of
champagne, left chilling for her by her employer (Mr Davies had
checked that she was over 18, and of course, she was), and had
eaten some amazing tapas she had found in the fridge, in a kitchen
that was the size of her parental home. She had even taken a dip in
the pool, a sauna and a Jacuzzi.

Mind you, it was what she
had done afterwards that Susan and Andy may not have approved of.
After her swim, her young body feeling tingling and alive, she had
slipped on a deep, fluffy white robe and made her way around the
house, checking out the gym, study, wine cellar, and then upstairs
to each bedroom in turn. There were, she counted, at least eight of
them, all with ensuite and all exquisitely decorated.

Interior décor was not,
however, the first thing on Lucy’s mind. Oh no, she was feeling
much more R rated than that!

You see, Mr Davies was
probably the most handsome man she had ever encountered in all of
her years. There was just something about this man. His deep, dark
eyes, brooding and yet friendly at the same time. Charming manner,
amazing clothes and a body that seemed to bulge out in all of the
right places. Not showy, just obvious that this man, underneath his
designed three-piece, worked out in just the right way. Mind you,
when you have his looks and his wealth, you attract a pretty
stunning mate. And Susan was certainly that. All MILF, it was
obvious that she spent a good few hours at the gym most days, and
when she wasn’t there she was avoiding food. Her long, straight
blonde hair tumbled down her backless dress tonight, giving her a
classy air that only women with wealth could pull off.

Mind you, Lucy was no skank.
She had made sure of that. She was wearing a figure hugging dress
too, only she had the advantage only her eighteen years could give
her. Her full breasts burst out of it, hard and pert and full of
cream. Mr Davies made sure he had an eyeful, and Lucy was very
willing to let him look!

Lucy discovered the master
bedroom early on in her tour. It dripped with taste, huge bed in
the middle of the room, luxury sheets, perfectly made up. Chez
longue and other furniture, tastefully lit in all corners, huge
walk-in wardrobes for both of them, everything hanging, color
coordinated. A room for Susan’s designer shoes and another for her
dresses. En suite at least as big as the kitchen. Lucy was sure
that she could have a little doze on the bed. She would be able to
make it up so that it didn’t look slept in. She let herself fall
back onto the covers, watching them billow up around her like a
rising cake in the over. It enveloped her completely. She lay for a
moment, staring up at the ceiling, wondering how on earth she could
get a guy like Andy. She opened her legs, feeling the cool,
rarified air of the room brush her upper thighs, cool around her
pussy lips, where the gentle breeze met the wetness, knowing she
was turned on, and knowing what she needed to do about it. She
began to stroke between her legs, connecting with her clit,
exploring the bud as it tingled and opened to her like a flower
rising in the morning dew. Her nipples were hard, harder as she
tweaked them, leaking warm milk, letting the pain flood her senses,
waking up her young body to her touch. It was all she could do not
to scream Andy’s name when she came, shaking the bed as she
clenched her teeth and the bedsheets in her grasp.

Phew. It had been a close
call. She had fallen asleep like a baby once she had cum, jumping
up when she heard an owl outside, wondering what the time was and
how she looked. She looked over at the bedside clock. It was late.
Way later than she said. Quickly she made the bed, careful to note
that there was none of juice on the covers. She didn’t want any
evidence of her X-rated activity. More than anything else she
needed to keep this job.

That was the way she would
stay close to Andy.

She hung the robe back up in
the pool house and got dressed.

When Andy and Sarah returned
home, she was on the sofa just as they had left her.

It wasn’t until nearly 3am
when Lucy heard the tyres of the Bentley slowly churn up the long
gravel drive, lights illuminating as they drove past, describing a
perfect curve into the night. They pushed in through the front
door, stiletto heals clicking as they neared the living
room.

“God, Lucy, so sorry we’re
late” giggled Susan, clearly several white wines to the
good.

“Oh that’s ok Mrs Davies,
sounds like you two had a good time?” replied Lucy,
magnanimously

“Yeah, we had a ball” said
Andy, winking at his wife. Lucy really didn’t want to see that, not
at all. They could at least be mad with each other, then she stood
a chance of getting Andy on his own where she wanted him. Still, it
was 3am, there was definitely a chance.

“Here you go” Andy
continued, holding out a fistful of dollars. It was way, way much
more than she had been expecting, even for the overtime she had put
in

“No, no, Mr Davies, that’s
far too much” she protested

“Not at all” he
replied.

“Honey, why don’t you run
Lucy home” called Susan from the kitchen, clinking a bottle of
sparkling wine against her glass, refueling for her
night

Andy had his keys in his
hand

“Good idea honey” he called
back

“Well, Lucy. Can I ride you
home?” he winked

They both knew what that
meant

Lucy knew better than to
protest. Besides, it was a cold night and the buses had long since
finished for the night. And this was she could talk to her dream
man on the way home. After all, if she was going to seduce him, she
needed to get to know him first!

 


*

 


The drive back to Lucy’s
place was fairly uneventful. They talked about life, college, work
and missed opportunities. They had much in common, despite their
very different incomes and outlooks. None of that mattered. They
were comfortable in their own skins and with each other, and so by
the time they drew up outside Lucy’s parents’ house, they were
laughing and chatting, neither of them really wanting the journey
to end.

“Well, this is me” said
Lucy

“It sure is” replied Andy.
“You got everything?”

“Almost everything” Lucy
whispered, taking her life in her hands now, heart in her mouth,
chest pounding and her nipples hard. It was now or never

“Almost?”

“Yes. I forgot to do
this”

She leaned over to Andy and
kissed him. Planted a big one, right on his lips. It wasn’t just
affection, although at this stage it could have been easily passed
off as such if the next few seconds didn’t work out as she had
planned.

“Lucy, what..” Andy began,
slightly taken aback, but not exactly pushing her away

She put her finger on his
lips, chiding him, making him shush. She leaned over again and
kissed him, again. This time there was definitely no protest. His
mouth opened and they melted together in the tanned leather luxury
of his car. His hands started to explore her body, as their tongues
intertwined. In that moment Lucy was more turned on, more alive
than she thought possible. She pushed into him, her breasts
brushing his chest, his hand on her ass, feeling the firm flesh in
her panties. Her nipples were hard, her pussy wet through. She
broke off from his lips, showering his neck with kisses, taking his
hand and pushing it onto her tit, showing him that despite the age
difference, and the forbidden nature of what they were doing, that
it was ok, that they could go all the way. She wanted him. She
wanted to feel him grow, to harden in her hand, to taste his glans
and have him fuck her mouth, to open for him and be stretched by
his big cock, riding him. She may be a virgin, but Lucy knew
exactly what she wanted!

She allowed herself to move
back slightly from Andy. She wanted him so much, but needed to say
this

“Andy. If you don’t want to
go all the way, I understand”

Andy didn’t hesitate before
replying

“I want you Lucy. More than
anything I have ever wanted in my life”

Fire burned in his eyes, and
he was totally revved up. Lucy could see that. She could see the
conviction as surely as she could see the massive erection
straining against the fabric of his hand tailored silk
pants

“Ok then. Let’s go inside.
My parents are away”

It was all she needed to
say. Without even glancing around him to
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