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In the quiet suburban haven of Maplewood, the Freemonts' once tranquil life had transformed overnight. Jeff's parents had returned to their cozy abode in Florida, leaving behind a gaping void in the care department for their precious two-year-old grandson, Ryan. Kathy, emerging from the cocoon of her sabbatical, faced the daunting task of balancing her burgeoning career with the demands of motherhood. It was a dilemma that had been festering in the back of her mind, one that she knew needed to be addressed before the chaos of her job engulfed their lives once more. Enter Cherryl, her confidante and office comrade, whose casual suggestion of her college-going niece, Becca, offered a tantalizing solution to their babysitting woes.

Kathy took down her info and told Cherryl there were other families in the neighborhood that were desperately seeking reliable babysitters. Cherryl told Kathy that Becca was a successful student studying finance and how she helped raise her younger siblings.  Cherryl was excited to hear all of that and couldn't wait to share the news with Jeff when she got home from work. 

Jeff wasn't too interested in letting Cherryl handle all of that, but was happy to hear she may have found someone they could use.  It would take some of the burden off of them.  Cherryl called Becca on the phone that night and explained the situation to her. Becca was thrilled for the opportunity to make some extra money and was happy her aunt had put in a good word for her. She agreed to come over the next morning, she didn't have class until early the afternoon.

The next morning while Jeff and Kathy were hurrying to get ready for work, Becca arrived at their doorstep, a vision of youthful beauty and allure. Jeff's jaw practically dropped as he caught a glimpse of the stunning Auburn-haired angel, her luscious curves threatening to burst out of her tight-fitting yoga pants and low-cut top. He hastily pretended to be engrossed in a magazine article to conceal his burgeoning arousal from his unsuspecting wife. Despite his best efforts to play it cool, his eyes kept darting back to Becca's ample cleavage, the sight of which had his heart racing and his thoughts veering down a very naughty path.

Kathy, noticing her husband's sudden fascination with the latest edition of 'Parenting Weekly', gave him a quizzical look. "Is something wrong, Jeff?" she asked, her voice laden with innocence. "No, no, everything's fine," he sputtered, trying to compose himself. "I just need to finish this article real quick." He knew he had to leave before he did something stupid. 

"Let me introduce you to Becca, she's the new sitter I was telling you about.", Kathy said to him.  He gave a quick hello to her but didn't want to stay there too long.  With a hasty peck on the cheek for Kathy and a nod to Becca, he practically sprinted out of the house, his pulse racing.

Once outside, he took a deep breath and pulled out his phone, his mind racing with thoughts of the tantalizing college student now under his roof. His thumb hovered over Drew's number, his friend and neighbor, knowing full well the kind of reaction his words would provoke.

"Drew, buddy," Jeff began, his voice low and husky, "you won't believe the babysitter we've got today." Drew, a man of similar age and predicament, was all ears. Jeff launched into a vivid description of Becca, his words painting a picture so detailed that Drew could almost feel the heat emanating from the other end of the line. "Her tits are like... fucking melons," Jeff whispered, his hand unconsciously adjusting his growing bulge. "And she's got this ass... man, it's like a work of art." His friend's chuckles turned into a low whistle. "You've gotta see her for yourself," Jeff urged. "Seriously dude, tell Melissa to call Kathy to see how she was and tell her you need to hire her too."

Kathy showed Becca around the house and gave her instructions about Ryan.  She gave her all the important numbers and said Jeff would be home around 1230 so she could go to class.  If she was able to come back afterwards, Jeff could make it back to work, but if not he could finish up work from home.

As Kathy began her drive to the office she called Jeff to let him know about everything, "So, what did you think of Becca?" She inquired, her voice filled with excitement. "Oh, she's...uh... she's fine," Jeff replied, his voice thick with an unmistakable desire he was trying to hide. "Just fine?" Kathy asked again.  "I don't know honey, that's your department. She seemed nice."  He didn't want his wife to know how hard he was when he left the house thinking about her.  

Kathy explained what the day looked like in terms of her schedule and when he needed to be back at the house, "Okay, sweetie. I'll be back by 12:30, so she can go to class."  Kathy added before they hung up, "She may come back to the house after her class to watch Ryan until I get home if you have to go back to the office."  Jeff was still trying to get his mind off of Becca but the thought of her possibly coming back had his cock hard again. "That sounds good, honey. I'll be home to relieve her by then." He replied, trying to keep the excitement out of his voice.

As the day progressed, Jeff found himself unable to focus on work. His thoughts kept wandering back to the scandalous curves and hypnotic beauty of the young college co-ed who was currently in his house, alone with his son.  He was going to leave a little sooner so he could see her a little longer, he had the perfect cover, his kid.  The clock on the office wall ticked away, each second feeling like an eternity. Finally, the moment he had been waiting for arrived. He packed up his briefcase and told his colleagues he needed to leave to take care of a "family thing" and that he wasn't sure he'd be back in the office today but would work from home if not.

The drive home was agonizingly slow. His imagination had run wild with scenarios of him and Becca in various states of undress, her supple young body writhing beneath him, those full, round breasts begging for his attention. By the time he pulled into his driveway, his arousal was almost painful. He took a moment to compose himself, took a deep breath, and walked into his house.

Becca was playing with Ryan in the living room, her laughter like music to Jeff's ears. She looked up as he entered, her emerald eyes sparkling with innocence. "Hey, Mr. Freemont," she greeted him, her voice as sweet as honey. "Everything okay?" she asked, noticing his flustered state. "Yeah, yeah," Jeff replied, trying to sound casual. "Just had to take care of some work stuff. Kathy called to say she might be a bit late, so I'm here to give you a break."

He couldn't help but stare at the way her yoga pants hugged her shapely ass as she moved around the room. The sight was driving him mad with lust. "Is there anything I can help with?" Becca offered, her smile genuine and warm. "Why don't you sit down?" Jeff suggested, his voice hoarse with desire. "I'll take care of Ryan."

"Uhh how was everything this morning?" he asked her, trying to keep his gaze from fixating on her chest as it bobbed slightly with each word she spoke. Becca looked at him with genuine concern, "Everything's been great. Ryan is such a sweetie." Jeff nodded, trying to maintain the facade of a concerned father, while his mind was racing with images of her naked.

The scent of her perfume filled the air, and he couldn't get enough of it. He could feel the beginnings of an erection and quickly sat down on the couch, hoping to conceal it. "Good, good," he murmured, his eyes trying not to be too obvious.  "What time do you need to leave for class?" he asked her. Becca checked her watch and said, "I have to leave in about 15 minutes."

He sat there holding his son, "So you're a sophomore or junior?" Jeff asked, trying to keep the conversation flowing. Becca responded, "Junior, actually." Jeff nodded, "Good for you. What are you studying?" "Finance," she said, her eyes lighting up with ambition. "That's fantastic. I could use some financial advice." He chuckled, trying to keep his tone light despite the storm of desire brewing within him.

"Do you have a boyfriend?" Jeff's question slipped out, his curiosity piqued by the thought of this gorgeous creature being unattached. Becca blushed slightly, her eyes darting down to Ryan, who was now playing contentedly with a toy car on the floor. "No, I've been too busy with school to have a serious relationship," she replied, a hint of sadness in her voice. Jeff's mind raced with possibilities. He knew he was married, but the temptation was so strong.  "I get it" he added.

"I think a few other families from the neighborhood are going to reach out to you about babysitting.  Just remember, we get first dibs" he said laughing nervously.  Becca looked at him curiously, not quite understanding the innuendo, "Okay, sure Mr. Freemont."

"Here take down my number so you can text me and let me know if you're going to make it back here after class." Jeff said, his hand shaking slightly as he pulled his phone out of his pocket. Becca took it from him, her soft touch sending a jolt through his body. Her fingers danced over the screen as she input her number and handed it back to him with a smile. "Thanks," she said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. Jeff couldn't resist the urge to watch the way her breasts bounced with the movement.  "There, I just texted you, so you have my number now.  You can just call me Jeff, skip the formalities and all."

Becca finished packing up her bag. She glanced over at Jeff, who was still sitting on the couch, his gaze never leaving her. "Okay Jeff, I'll be sure to let you know."  She was used to receiving looks from men but she didn't think much of it because she was there to
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