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I knew that there was more to this
than a simple straightforward babysitting job.

A lot more!

After all, it isn’t every job that stipulates that you should
ideally be pregnant and starting to show!

And the way his wife interviewed me. Some of those questions!
And the way she kept looking at my full breasts!. Not that I
minded. I was getting a lot of looks since they had filled with
milk, in the final months of my pregnancy. What’s more, I enjoyed
it so much, it made me leak and turned me on!

Was I good with my hands? Did I often wear make up? What did I
like to wear while I was working. What were my hobbies?

And did I like it when the milk came out of me?

Truth was, that last question was something of a curve ball!
But by that time we were getting on so well, Ruby and I, and I had
drunk so much white wine, chatting out there on the terrace, that I
was really opening up to her.

I had my suspicions all along. I really shouldn’t have acted
so surprised. The way that this auburn-haired MILF spoke about her
husband. More even than the two children, aged two and four, who I
was supposed to be looking after and teaching, as they continued
their busy working lives in the city, funding the lovely, palatial
in fact, house who’s amenities I was currently enjoying.

“You’ll like my husband” she had said. “In fact. I think
you’ll love him” – at that she gave me a wink, and licked her lips
slightly, stroking her shining and well toned thigh as she spoke.
She noticed me looking down at her, her long limbs and skirt riding
up.

She caught herself for a moment, looking almost
worried

“Oh, you don’t like women do you?” she sounded concerned, as
though she were barking up the wrong tree entirely, wasting
everyone’s time

“No, not at all Mrs Spencer” I replied, quickly. Maybe a
little too quickly. Showing her, no doubt, that I had fully picked
up the direction of where this was going and was happy to play
along.

I was.

“Oh, well that’s ok then. Because, as I was saying, my husband
– John – he is quite a guy”

“Is he?”

“Oh yes he really is. Well, you’ll see when you meet him. He
looks amazing in his suit, looks like he’s just gotten out of the
shower, even when he’s had a full day at work. He has the kindest,
bluest eyes, and the best body” she continued. I made encouraging
noises. Hmm. Oh yeah?

“Yeah, really, I don’t know how he does it. Sure he goes to
the gym, runs, swims, but to have a butt like his, well…” she
looked whistfully into the half distance

“Tell me more” I answered

Ok, so I was interested. I felt that having fallen pregnant
from my one and only sexual experience to date, that I was ready to
fuck again. I had always wanted an older man, thinking that he
might be more gentle, and definitely less frantic, than the other
guy, a guy my age, who had gotten me drunk and filled me with his
seed. I am a good looking girl, with cheerleader teeth and a great
body, long flowing blonde hair and a cheeky attitude. I was pretty
sure I could make this dream man, if that was really what he was,
fall for me in an instant.

“Well I’ll tell you this” she carried on. “He makes me feel
like a virgin every time we fuck”

I think she said that for shock value. Looking at me intently
as she emphasised that word. Fuck. Fuck fuCK – with the strong
staccato on the ck.

It didn’t shock me. It turned me on

“OK, well I think you have passed the interview” she
announced, getting up and holding out her hand.

“Wow, really? Ok. Don’t you want my references or anything
like that?”

“No” she shook her head. “You seem just fine for what we want.
And I have good instincts on these things”

“Great!” I smiled. And I really was happy. I had been trying
for a while to get a good babysitting and nanny job, usually I was
interviewed by wives, and it seemed to me that most rejected me for
the very reason that Ruby wanted to hire me! It was strange,
affirming, and it turned me on!

“OK, so can you come around tomorrow? Say five in the evening?
John will be coming home then and I want him to meet you too. Then
we can introduce you to the children”

“Sure”

I mean, what else could I say?


**

I had a text from Ruby the next day, about an hour before
five. It asked me to ring the doorbell when I came over, about
5.30, that she had been held up at work, but that john should be
home. There was a X at the end, and a smiley face with a wink
;-)

I did as I was told, walking the twenty minutes or so into
their neighbourhood and up the driveway, ringing the bell and
waiting for the man of the house to greet me.

Well, Ruby was no liar! The man that greeted me on the
doorstep was every bit the dreamboat she had promised. He was
beaming from ear to ear. He had a coffee cup in one hand, and a
crisp white shirt on his torso, making a very bad job at hiding
what an amazing body he appeared to be hiding under it. Simple
black pants and shoeless feet. He must have been maybe six foot,
with salt and pepper hair and, yes she was right, blue eyes that
you could dive into and get lost in.

I took the hand he offered and shook it, He held on maybe a
little too long, as did I, neither of us really wanting to
stop.

“You must be Jemma” he said, simply. Ruby told me you would be
coming around. I’m John and I’m really pleased to meet
you.

“Yes that’s me” I simpered, temporarily unable to string
anything more coherent together. What was it about this
guy?

“Well I’m John” he replied. And I’m VERY pleased to meet
you

“I know” I said, cheekily now, regaining a little confidence.
“Your wife told me all about you”

“Oh did she? Well, this is getting interesting” the flirting
was starting, each of us mentally sparring with the other, enjoying
the rising tension. “And what did she tell me about
you?”

I thought for a second, about how to play this. Well I had two
options, straight down the line good girl babysitter, or to go for
it. I closed the distance between us, so that I was within half an
arms length of him, too close for comfort, daring him to either
move backwards or to keep me there, in his personal space. I could
see his chest heave, hear him breathing, his heart rate no doubt
rising slightly.

“Well, she said that you were quite a man” I replied, biting
my lip

“And what do you think?” he retorted, matching me, flirt for
flirt

“Well, I think I should never take anyone’s word for anything.
That I should try before I buy, that the proof of the
pudding…”

I didn’t get any more words out than that. He was on my lips
before I could finish my sentence. He took me, his tongue now in my
mouth, firmly and with huge intent. I didn’t even resist. I didn’t
even care what we were doing. I mean, his wife had practically
BEGGED me to fuck her husband, and who was I to say no to such an
offer, to an intelligent, attractive and NAUGHTY man like
this?

Our bodies closed together. I could feel his chest heaving and
taste his musk as his tongue wrestled with mine. My arms around his
back, feeling his hot flesh under the elegantly fitting tailored
shirt that he was wearing. I stroked the muscular contours, his
hands returning the favour on my own back, stroking me, pulling my
blouse from inside my jeans and exploring the naked flesh within. I
loved how his strong hands seemed to massage me, the rhythm of his
movements matching my own, pushing his tongue into my mouth as I
did the same with his, knowing how turned on we were both
getting.

Then his hands were around the front of my body, so that he
was gently stroking each of my bra-less nipples in turn, the end of
each thumb on each, now erect nipple, stroking them very gently, in
contrast to the urgency of his French kissing. My tits were so
swollen, starting to eject their warm milk onto his hands. He
smiled and lifted his fingers to his mouth, lapping off the cream
with his long tongue. My tits were so sensitive to his touch, and
each one sent electric messages whizzing around my body, so that my
cunt started to well up with juice and I twisted my hips into him,
wanting the feel of his hard cock in his pants. I wasn’t
disappointed, it was there for me, seemingly fully erect and ready
for the taking. He pushed into me in turn, so that our bulges were
together and we were mutually turning on, more and more. I held his
ass cheeks now, one in each grip as he had done in turn with my
tits, squeezing them, loving their firmness, the way they slightly
gave way to my touch, perfect globes of muscular fun. I tugged a
little at his belt, and then moved my hands around so that now I
was on the front of his pants. I felt him breath in more deeply and
give out a little moan as my fingers connected with the shape of
his shaft through his pants. He was clearly a very big man. I could
tell that, even from my very limited experience. The fabric of his
pants did little to hide the length and girth of his cock, and I
wondered if I would even fit him inside me. I stroked the front of
his rod and felt the shape of his warm balls, then worked his
crotch. He wound his hips around and pushed them into
me.

Now one of his hands left my tit, from where he had been
teasing and flicking my naughty nipples with his fingers, and
started to journey downwards. He alighted on my stomach, a tight
and youthful affair, the kind of stomach that older men like him
must dream about connecting with. Then he stroked, moving downwards
as he went until he reached the top of my jeans. I pushed myself
into him, encouraging him, letting him understand that this was
exactly what I wanted. His hand on the top button, one slightly
inside the very first hint of lace on my panties, he started to
play around with the round metal shape, teasing me, teasing us
both. We both knew that this was going to go all the way, so he
wound his fingers around toying with me. Then he moved his head
down and kissed my neck, big bites all over it, making me horny,
turning me on more than ever.

I put my hand on his, down at the top of my jeans, and pushed
it between my legs. I wanted him to feel how much I wanted him, to
turn him on so much that he would have to fuck me, right there and
then. He pushed his fingers up and into my crotch, stroking my hard
clit through my jeans, feeling how warm and ready for him I was.
Then he moved to the top of my jeans. Urgent this time. Not
waiting. Not teasing. The metal clasp popped open, swiftly followed
by the distinctive sound of the zipper, and my jeans parting like
the biblical waves, to leave a rush of cool air on the flesh of my
lower torso, and my cunt free for his attentions. His hand down the
front of my knickers, pushing down so that he could open me up,
fingers inside my lips now, wet as it’s possible to be. We kissed
again, deep and animal-like kisses, and my jeans worked their way
down my hips, so that I was able to step out of them, my panties
following, naked from the waist down, unashamed and ready to take
him all inside me.

I opened my legs standing there, so that his finger could turn
and curl and drive into me. He started to finger fuck me. I broke
from the kissing and shut my eyes. He rammed it into me and I tried
not to scream out. I felt the water gush from me, heard it
splashing on the floor, getting so wet, so turned on.

Then he dropped to his knees. He worshipped
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