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She had been babysitting for them that night, a ‘date night’
just like any other. To be honest, it was a pretty boring evening.
She had mostly watched the TV, and texted her buddies. Well, that
and raiding the refrigerator.

Oh, she also had a little look around the house, but we will get to
that later.

The atmosphere when she had first walked into their huge mansion,
the trappings of a billionaire property developer and his overly
thin trophy wife, was a little strange. She had made herself up as
she usually did, with a nice short skirt and a simple tight white
T-shirt. Nothing too fancy, just something that screamed ‘fuck me
now’ at her dream man.

Usually
it was Gerry who answered the door with a friendly “Oh hello there
Julia, how are you today”, but tonight it had been Lucy. She let
her hang on the doorstep for a few moments longer than was strictly
necessary or comfortable, looking her up and down with a suspicious
distain that spoke volumes.

If looks
could kill!

“Oh. It’s you” she had said. A phrase that could cut a young
nineteen year old college freshman like her to pieces.

Fortunately Julia was a much more confident cookie than that. She
skipped past her, not even acknowledging the terse cutting nature
of her greeting, and instead addressing Gerry directly.

“Hello there Gerry, how is my favourite older man today?”
she chirped.

He smiled weakly back at her, his normally bright blue eyes looking
sorrowful and cowed. Clearly words had been said. Perhaps it was
something about the way they always flirted in the kitchen before
Lucy came down from making up her hair? It could be. It was her
absolute favourite part of the evening.

She was guessing it was his too.

No matter. They didn’t send her away. Lucy had made straight for the
front door, and Gerry followed after with a whispered “Make
yourself at home” in her direction, the door slammed, and the brand
new Mercedes sports sped away, leaving her all alone in that great
big house.


*

Gerry
walked through the door some four hours later looking like a man
who had been through the Battle of the Somme. His eyes were red,
and his face flushed. More importantly, he was on his
own.

He
plonked himself down on the sofa next to her without a word,
smiling in her direction, but with his mind clearly
elsewhere.

“What’s up Gerry?” she asked. “You are usually so cheerful after your
date night”

Gerry
seemed to think for a few moments before replying, as though
weighing up whether he should tell his teen babysitter, and family
friend, the intimate secrets of his marriage.

“You know, things aren’t too good between Lucy and I at the
moment” he replied

She smiled at him, in a way that she hoped was both sympathetic and
understanding, and maybe a little bit flirty all at once. She
stroked her bare thigh, trying to draw his eye to what she
considered to be one of her better features. She had a good body,
she knew that. The offers of dates from the guys in her classes
were testament for that. In many ways life would be so much easier
if she could just consider going out with one of them.

She had her eye on a much more mature prey.

“Well Gerry, I did pick up a bit of an atmosphere between
you, I have to say” she replied.

“That’s an understatement” he answered. He seemed to be
opening up to her “you know, sometimes it seems like all we do at
the moment is fight” he continued.

“Do you” she answered softly. She knew that in these situations it was
good not to question too much, not to put words in his
mouth.

Softly
softly catchee monkey.

“I don’t think she really understands me. She doesn’t know
what I want” he continued. “All she seems to think about is this
big house, how she looks, whether we are making more money than all
of our friends, which is crazy because she knows we have more than
we can ever spend.”

She thought for a moment. That was powerful stuff. Effectively a
billionaire was telling her that he didn’t enjoy his
life.

“And what do you want?” she questioned

“Well, I want the simple things in life I guess. I just want to
feel young again”

There it was. That was her opening and she
was determined to
use it.

“Well you know what they say don’t you” she whispered,
getting close up to him, so that her leg was draped across his
thigh

She didn’t wait for his reply.

“You are as young as the woman you feel” she breathed into
his ear.

He turned his head to face her. The electricity between
them was clear. She saw him close his eyes. Their lips drew close. His soft
warm mouth on hers.

It was a
perfect, sensual embrace. Tentative at first, as though neither of
them would dare to see that through, almost a kiss from a kindly
relative, but then his mouth opened, and hers followed suit. Their
tongues entwined and their bodies drew closer. His arms wrapped
around her, drawing her nearer. Part of her wondered if she should
stop it here, knowing that perhaps his wife would be coming home
after all. Maybe she was a pawn in some kind of game? No good would
come of that.

But it was turning her on. She wanted him so much, she
always had, ever since she was old enough to have sexual feelings. They
pulled closer and the floodgates opened.

All of the emotions, her years of repressed desire for him, his
rage at the way he had been treated by his wife, and his lust for a
younger sexier woman, flooding over them both.

Their mouths opened and shut like two feeding fish. The saliva
swapped between them, their tongues darting in and out of their
mouths. She felt her nipples harden, her pussy welling up with
juices. They were both fully clothed and yet that was the sexiest
thing she had even known.

Well, it
would get much sexier before long!

“Gerry, are you sure we should be doing this?” she asked
him, breaking away for a moment from the sensual
embrace.

“Fuck yes” he replied, with a surprising clarity and
forcefulness. It seemed that he had wanted this as much as she did.
Perhaps they had been arguing about her after all?

“Well, your loss is my gain, bitch!” she thought.

Her hand started a journey down his body, the front of his
shirt, feeling the form of his barely hidden six pack, a secret
beneath the light cotton fabric. He felt so toned. Did he work out
every day? Was he some kind of perfect Adonis of a man, as well as
a rich billionaire? It was almost laughable how perfect he was.
Maybe he would have a tiny cock, or three nipples? She moved her
hand further, knowing that couldn’t be true. Sure enough, a great
rod of a cock seemed to lay in wait in his exquisitely tailored
pants.

As though taking her lead his hands started to do some wandering of
their own. He softly brushed the front of her top, lingering on her
shoulders, feeling her form and her youth. Then he crept lower,
alighting on her nipples in turn. He drew a finger around each, her
pips gloriously rising to his touch, erect and ready for him. The
softness of his touch contrasted with the electric shocks of lust
that raced around her body, making her pussy juicy with desire. She
opened her legs, as though bidding him to explore her
further.

He kissed
me harder, cupping her breast, squeezing it through her white
cotton top. He had a good handful of her perfect pert globe. She
wanted him to rip the clothing from her body. As if climbing up a
gear she grabbed at his cock, feeling the hard shaft in her hand,
feeling his stiffness and his girth. It was warm and animal like,
even inside his pants. It throbbed slightly, and with each jerking
motion he let out a little sigh.

He gripped the bottom hem of her T-shirt, so that in one easy movement
he could rip it off. She knew that it would signal the start of
something that could not be undone. Clearly if his wife came home
they could simply part, and they would be merely sitting next to
each other. Yes, they may look a little flustered. A hair out of
place here, an untucked shirt there, but nothing that could not be
explained away. With her top off, her hardly-there lace bra on, it
would be clear that something that should not be happening was
happening. She felt that it was up to her to at least remind him of
that fact.

“Are you sure that you want to do that Gerry? Because if you
do, you will have to fuck me. “

It was a
red rag to a bull, just as she had hoped. He lifted it off her in
one easy movement, her arms upraised as though praising some
invisible God

The God
of sex?

The God
of forbidden lust?

Her flat stomach seemed to shine in the down lighting, a
whiteness matched only by the pale leather sofa they were defiling.
He moved his head down, so that his tousled black and grey hair was
on her lap. She felt his firm kisses, urgently exploring her
midriff, lips all over her. It was so sensual, seeing him there
like that. She ran her fingers through his hair, feeling the heat
radiating from his scalp.

His warm
kisses connected with every part of her stomach. His tongue darted
in and around her belly button, as though giving her a foretaste of
his expertise.

Expertise that she was sure he would use later, on a much more
private part of her young body.

She moaned, showing him that he was turning her on, even with
those kisses. Her nipples stood out through the white lace of her
bra like bullets. As he kissed her, she unclasped it, so that her
breasts were free.

Pert and
proud for him, hard nipples crowning each like some kind of prize
cupcake.

He cupped
each in turn, raising up so that he could take her nipples in his
mouth, warm lips wrapped around them. He was so sensual. She
couldn’t wait, literally could not wait a second longer, for him to
open her up with his fingers.

And his
tongue.

She wanted to feel his flesh against hers. Working quickly she
pulled out the folds of his silk shirt from his pants, and pulled
it up and over his head in the same motion he had done with her.
She took a moment to marvel at the torso within.

So toned.
So beautiful. He was God made human form. His arms bulged,
twitching with every movement. His peck muscles toned and highly
visible beneath perfect iridescent skin. Not so big that he looked
like a body builder. A much more subtle tone of someone who clearly
takes very good care of himself. His chest was perfectly buff, and
his stomach, even as we were seated, rippled with muscular form and
beauty. As he had done with her, she bent her head down and kissed
him all over, her tongue wrapping around each nipple in turn,
making him sigh and moan as she had just done.

His cock was in front of her face then, hidden by the cloth of his
pants, but still highly visible in its fully erect state. Even as
an inexperienced nineteen year
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