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ABOUT THIS BOOK

 


I had always wanted this
older man of the house. A kind and gentle guy, with deep brown eyes
you could get lost in for days. It was the main reason I babysat
for him and his rather spiteful wife, Yazmin.

So when Peter comes in from
their date night with his wife the worse for drink, I felt nothing
but pity for him. Well, and maybe a little lust. It’s just the
effect he has on my inexperienced mind and my unexplored
body…

When he has finished putting
a drunken Yazmin to bed and comes down the stairs, I can see that
more than anything else, he just wants to be held. As we hug,
something seems to be growing between us…

I had lost all reason,
encouraging such forbidden feelings between us. But to have him,
between my legs, raw and with no barrier between us, it made my
first time even more special.

Excerpt:

“I circled the head of his
penis, each long, languorous sweep of my tongue eliciting the same
delicious moan from his sweet lips. I looked deep into his eyes,
wanting to see him catch his breath as I took his length deep in my
mouth. I swallowed him whole, taking in that veiny shaft, gorging
on it, as I know men love. His eyes widened, as though amazed that
a young woman such as myself, a sweet thing who babysat his kids,
and made pleasant conversation with him and his wife, could be such
an expert in the art of fellatio. Truth is, I had never done it
before. But that wasn’t going to stop me now…”
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CHAPTER ONE

I genuinely had no idea, not
the faintest inkling, that this would be the day that I would have
my first ever fuck.

Sure, I had harbored a
secret desire for the man of the house, the older man, Peter, whose
children I tended with such loving care on each of the weekly date
nights that he routinely took with his wife Yazmin, a thin and
somewhat severe looking woman, with long dark hair and the tanned
skin of a woman who was of mixed race. She usually gave me
something of a look when I breezed my way into their house, and the
two little darlings, Michael and Janet, ran up to me and hugged me.
There was something almost primal in the way she looked at me, as
though I were taking over her house, threatening to take away
everything she had worked for.

Still, I was inexpensive and
reliable, and to find someone like that in the Seattle suburbs is a
rare thing.

There was a reason I kept my
rates so low. In this seller’s market, there were girls in my class
making double what I made. Even more. But I didn’t mind. I loved
this family, loved the kids, who were absolutely no trouble –
brushing their teeth and running up to sleep the sound slumber of
innocent minds – and I loved the husband!

Oh yes, I really loved that
man!

I think I fell for him the
very first time I met him. I know that for minds like mine, a
teenage girl with thoughts of boybands and romantic love swirling
around her head, competing for space with homework and hormones,
this must be something of a well-trodden path. A typical teenage
crush on an unobtainable older guy. But even looking back on it, I
really don’t think it was.

It was something deeper,
even then.

Peter was a hunk of a guy,
that was true. He had the kind of physique that other men would
kill for. The sexy part though, was that he didn’t show it off. He
didn’t have to. I had never seen him not wearing an immaculately
tailored three piece suit. Always a white shirt, always a tie, even
in these less formal times. He had kind, brown eyes, and the high
cheek bones of a man who could easily be a model. It wasn’t just
good looks though, he was so charming, so articulate, so
considerate. When he spoke to you, it were as though you were the
only one in the room. When he laughed, your heart sang with joy,
and when he looked concerned you wanted to take him in your arms
and never let him go. It was that combination of little-boy-lost
and hunk that made me, and so many other women no doubt, go
absolutely week at the knees.

I just had to have
him!

One way or the
other…

 



CHAPTER TWO

 


That night, that fateful,
wonderful, adult night, began and ended as they almost all do.
Michael and Janet were fast asleep as the door clicked open and
their two parents came through the porch and into the sitting room.
I could see that Yazmin was somewhat the worse for wear. Her thin
and immaculately waxed legs were buckling a little under her, as
though trying and not succeeding to carry her tiny frame. Her long,
spear-like heals rolled over as she walked, and she was holding on
to Peter as she walked towards me.

“Hey there Ruthie, how wash
the night?” she slurred. Peter gave me an eyes rolling look and I
smiled secretly at him, as though we were sharing a conspiratorial
moment. “we are better than this” he seemed to be silently
saying.

“Oh no trouble, as always”
I replied, ever the professional babysitter.

She came right up to me, so
that I could smell the red wine on her breath. She held up a
talon-like finger and stroked it down my face.

“Don’t you have loverly
soft skin” she said, as though sizing me up for some kind of human
sacrifice.

Neither Peter nor I knew how
to respond to this. Yazmin carried on. “Peter, ishn’t she a
beautiful girl? Don’t you think? She is soooo young. Shoo young…”
her fingers played in my hair, winding my long tresses around. She
kissed my face

“Are you untouched honey?”
she asked. “Have you ever known the touch of another man? Have you
had a cock in your pussy? Huuh?”

Before Peter could say the
words, “that’s enough Yazmin. Come on, let’s get you into bed” she
had pushed her hand between my legs, and pushed upwards on the
syllable “pussy”. Emphasizing the P in pussy.

I blushed immediately,
feeling the heat of my embarrassment flush all over my face. Peter
pulled her away from me a millisecond after, but contact was made,
the dead was done. Peter’s face was like thunder, Yazmin still
stood and smiled.

Well, she wobbled
anyway.

As I composed myself on the
sofa, looking around the wonderfully furnished living room, the
fire crackling in the heath, family photographs lining the walls, I
wondered in sadness whether this might be my last night here. Peter
led Yazmin up the stairs, the sound of her drunken ramblings
getting fainter as they staggered into their bedroom. I heard her
flop onto the bed, a king size on which, a few hours beforehand, I
had been masturbating myself to orgasm using one of Yazmin’s many
dildos that I had found in her bedside table a couple of
babysitting nights previously. I had always felt guilty that I
indulged in that little pleasure, my mind wandering to what it
would be like if that were Peter’s hard cock inside me, Peter’s
tongue lapping around my flesh. Well, I had a lot less to feel
guilty about now!

Peter came down and sat on
the sofa next to me in silence for a moment.

“Ruth, I am so sorry about
what just happened!” he opened up.

“It’s ok Mr Allen,
really”

“No it isn’t” he retorted.
“It’s not at all ok. She violated you. If you wanted to call the
police I would understand”.

I shook my head. That was
definitely not what I wanted to do. I had no desire to make any
kind of trouble

“Well, you must let me make
it up to you”

He went for his wallet. I
put my hand on his as it reached for his pant pocket. He looked a
little shocked that I had touched him. But he stopped going for the
money. It would have been an empty and pointless
gesture.

“It’s ok Peter” I said. “It
really is. I know she was just drunk. She probably won’t even
remember it, and I have forgotten it already” I lied.

I looked deep into his eyes.
They had lost a little of their sparkle. He seemed somehow cowed,
ashamed of himself and his wife. There was really no need. We held
our gaze, staring into each other’s faces. My hand was still on
his. The underlying tension was giving way to something else, as we
held our statuesque pose, like a Pompeii statue, frozen in time. I
could feel it welling up inside me. It wasn’t just a friendly
concern, there was lust now. My next move surprised both of
us.

I leaned forwards quickly,
and without thinking I closed my eyes and I kissed him.

It was a peck at first, a
light contact of our lips. I hardly pulled away. I could feel my
heart beating in my chest, a hundred a minute, thumping. I looked
at him.

“Sorry I…” I
began

I couldn’t say another word.
This time it was his lips that connected with mine. I much firmer
kiss now. An older man’s kiss. Our mouths opened and I felt his
tongue in my mouth. I pulled myself closer to him, knowing that my
nipples were hardening, that I was becoming moist. It was as though
in that one move, in that one kiss, my entire body was being
switched on. Soft kissing turned to hard, romantic, lustful French
embracing. We closed on each other. I could feel his hot breath on
my skin. Heard him breathing through his nose. He kissed my
eyelids, my cheeks, and down to my neck. He was starting his moves
on me, an older man’s lovemaking, and I loved it! I felt his
fingers start to lightly stroke my body. He connected with my hips,
and he held me closer, his hands on my back. I arched slightly,
moving towards him. I could feel his strong body, the presence of
him. Our chests closed, so that my tits were now pressed against
him. I put my hand onto his upper thigh, and felt how strong his
muscles were, how he bulged and flexed. Kisses were harder now,
more urgent. Insistent. I tasted his breath, a mixture of wine and
good food, and the manly musk of an older man. His hands began to
take a turn around my body, so that he was now on my stomach, my
thin, plain white T-shirt offering no resistance to him. I moved my
hand further up his thigh, so that I could feel a hard shape
against the back. I knew what this was, but hardly dared to touch
it, knowing that would unleash the beast within him. Fearing it but
wanting it at the same time.

His fingers began to connect
with my hard nipples. Through the fabric of my shirt, and the lace
of my brassier, he gently tweaked them, circling the wide areola
and then stroking outwards, down the length of my nipple and to the
end, then repeating the process back down each one. My mind swirled
as these new sensations flooded through me, like electric shocks
whizzing around my body from his nipple play.

Christ, this guy was
good!

I was so wet. I could feel
it, feel my juices welling up inside me. Fully clothed I may have
been, but I needed more than anything for us both to be naked. To
feel his flesh against mine. To finally become a woman, in the
hands of this older and much more experienced guy.

His hands now played around
the hem of my T-sihrt. He untucked me and in one strong movement
pulled up the cotton and lycra over my head. The rarified air of
the living room hit my bare skin. Although it wasn’t at all cold,
my body shivered with goosebumps. I felt so alive. All of my senses
were heightened. I could feel more. See more. Hear more. The
cracking of the fire. The noises from upstairs as his wife tossed,
sleeping off her inevitable hangover, all seemed to fill my ears.
Along with the sounds of our deep, lustful breathing. I could smell
him. The gel in his hair. The tasteful, citrus aftershave he was
wearing. The musk of his breath.

He kissed around my neck,
biting and nuzzling into my soft youthful flesh. I shuddered to his
touch, not wanting to gasp for fear of waking Yazmin, but knowing
at the same time that I would be making much more noise shortly.
His lips worked the flesh on my shoulders, kissing around them,
softly and tenderly, while his thumbs coaxed each nipple into full
erection. In coordination with him, my hand stroked upwards, and
around on his thigh, then grasping the big hard snake in

his crotch.

I gasped when I felt the
size of him. Sure, I knew what a hard cock looked like. I had an
imagination, and access to all of the hardcore porn that the
internet could offer me. And yet, feeling one in my hand for the
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