
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
TEN TABOO OLDER MAN AND BRAT BOOKS

(c) Susie Spanks and Jemma James

All characters are over 18 and not related by
blood or marriage

Contains:

Sharing Rebecca

Bareback Our Fertile Nanny

I Won’t Tell!

Bareback Your Brat

Daddy’s Best Friend Inside
Me!

Pounded By Daddy’s Best
Buddy

A Gift for the Sitter

Obsessed by the Inexperienced
Sitter

Stretching the Sitter

Babysitting for a
Billionaire

 


 


SHARING
REBECCA

 A Jemma James Original Publication

 


© Jemma James
2015

THIS
PUBLICATION REMAINS COPYRIGHT JEMMA JAMES 2015. NOT TO BE
REPRODUCED IN ANY FORM WITHOUT PRIOR CONSENT

ALL CHARACTERS
ARE OVER 18 AND NOT RELATED

 


 


Inexperienced
19 year old Rebecca has only ever fucked her boyfriend before
now.

So when she is
babysitting for her billionaire boss, and his best buddy comes
around and they start to flirt, she thinks, “what the fuck” and
they get down to it.

He eats her
out, lapping up her pussy with his snake-like tongue. She sucks his
cock dry. She milks him, so he shoots his hot load all over her
perfect little titties.

She feels his
huge hard cock deep inside her. It’s perfect. So big for her that
she screams in ecstasy.

Just as Damian,
her billionaire boss, walks in on them…

 


 


Sharing Rebecca
by Jemma James

 


 


Spending time
alone in the house always seemed to make me horny.

What was it
about all of that alone time? I mean, it wasn’t as though I didn’t
have anything to do, was it? I had the whole day before he came
home. The whole day to look after his baby while he was working in
the office, heading up his own company as the CEO and billionaire
boss.

His little
girl, Juliette, would be asleep for at least half of that time. I
had just fed her, and she was sitting in her baby chair now, as it
rocked and sang to her, and I could see her eyes starting to droop.
She would be off in five minutes, and once I had put her in her
crib, it would be a good two hours before she would awaken. Chris
(the single father I babysat for) had given me a half-hearted list
of chores. Mainly obvious stuff; do the dishes, maybe clean up the
kitchen, the bathrooms if I have time, nothing that I couldn’t do
in ten minutes, especially when he had an army of cleaners and
other staff to help him with all of that. No, it seemed that my
biggest responsibility was simply being there for Juliette, so that
she could have something normal and consistent as she grew up
without a mother figure in her life.

It wasn’t like
Damian didn’t have any offers. I mean, when you are Seattle’s most
eligible bachelor, on the cover of so many magazines and mentioned
in blogs as the ‘guy we’d most like to fuck’ you are bound to get
plenty of amazing looking girls throwing themselves at you. I
expected it was like that too when his wife Belinda had been alive.
Something told me that he had always been loyal and faithful to
her, as she was to him through the early days as he set up his
internet business, eighteen hour days and living hand to mouth.
Poor Belinda, she hardly had a chance to experience the
billionaire’s lifestyle before she had been so tragically taken,
one evening on the interstate, by a scumbag high on drugs and
evading police in a stolen car.

I think it was
maybe that sadness in his eyes that made him so amazingly sexy. A
real vulnerability that women, all women, just wanted to make
better.

Well, it was
that and his body!

I looked at the
clock on the kitchen wall. It was eleven am. He would be home
around six, and Juliette was now fast asleep in her crib. I looked
around the palatial kitchen, simple chrome and marble surfaces
gleaming. There was really no need to clean the place up at all. He
would barely notice anyway. He would be far too tired when he got
back from negotiating multi-million pound deals, or firing his
executive board members. I made up my mind that one of these days,
when he walked through that door, I would be cleaning in just an
apron. I would turn around, and bend over, and show him my shaved
and tight little slit. I would make him sit at the table, walk over
to him, open up my legs and sit down on his hardening cock. Our
lips would lock, and I would feel him rise between my thighs. My
pussy would well up with juice, and without even speaking he would
enter me, filling my horny little cunt with his massive
erection…

Fuck! This was
making me so horny! I thought for a moment about going upstairs,
into one of the many bedrooms, and lying down on the bed. I had
done it before, my own little slice of ‘me time’. I even knew that
in one of the drawers was Belinda’s old dildos. I had used one of
them on myself, wondering if it was the same dimensions as Damian’s
cock. I had stuffed myself so hard with it, winding it around my
hardening nipples.

I could feel
myself getting wetter and wetter, dripping in fact. I knew that
there was no turning back. I wanted to get fucked, I was aching for
it. I turned to go upstairs, thinking about the hard time I was
about to give myself, when I heard the back door of the kitchen
open. Damian always left the house unlocked. Friends popped by,
relatives, they all knew that he was a trusting soul, to borrow or
replace items. He didn’t care. He had more money than he could
possibly spend.

I turned in
surprise to see who this new visitor was. A middle aged man,
dressed casually but smartly, faded jeans and a Rolex watch – you
know the type. He oozed success, his hair slightly greying, body
rippling through his plain white T-shirt that no doubt cost north
of two hundred dollars, blue and white deck shoes with a hint of
bare ankle showing through. He was almost as sexy as Damian!

“Hi there” I
said, in a cheery and non-challenging manner. It sounded so much
better than “who the fuck are you” I thought.

“Oh hi. You
must be Rebecca” he answered, in an equally upbeat tone.

“Yes that’s me.
Can I ask you who you are?” she answered.

“Oh yes sure.
Where are my manners?” his manner was so disarming, I couldn’t help
but smile warmly at him. “I am Richard. I just popped over to talk
to Damian about a new business venture we have talked about. Is he
around?”

“No, he is at
the office today” I responded. As I talked I was aware that I was
playing with my hair, and doing the classic smile of a young woman
who knows she is trying to flirt. He seemed to hang on my every
word of this small talk.

“Oh, righto.
Well, would you mind letting him know that I popped over? He will
know what this is all about”

This wasn’t
good. This seemed like an ending, not a beginning to this
conversation. I really couldn’t face being alone now. I had met
this middle-aged man of my dreams. Somehow now, two hours with a
dildo didn’t seem to do it for me anymore.

He started to
turn away. I had to say something, to get him to at least talk to
me. For us to connect.To see if the excitement of a one-off
encounter could be made real.

I blurted out
“so I am all on my own right now”

My words hung
in the air. I could feel my face reddening. Why had I said that? I
may as well have shouted out “so you can fuck me if you want”

He turned
around and looked me directly in the eyes. Was it my imagination,
or could I feel the sparks start to fly between us. He smiled at
me, warming me from the inside like a cup of hot cocoa on a cold
day.

“I bet it must
get lonely sometimes, in this big old house?”

I almost
audibly breathed out a sigh of relief. He was talking to me.
Engaging me in conversation. He didn’t think I was a slut!

“Yeah
sometimes. And when Juliette is awake, she only really gurgles at
me. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I love her, but sometimes I really
crave some adult company. You know?” I left a pause before saying
that last part, fixing my eyes on his, so that he would take the
implication of my words. That I wanted to do adult things, talk
about adult things, with another human being.

He took a step
towards me.

“You know, I
get pretty lonely too. That’s the thing about being as rich as we
are. You rattle around a big house. You have staff but they won’t
dare say two words to you. Everyone you employ is just a yes guy,
too afraid of being fired to tell you what they really think.”

He was really
opening up to me. This was good. This was fun!

“Well you know
what” I countered. “I am not afraid of you”

He raised his
eyebrows. I took half a step forwards towards him. I could feel the
heat of his body in its proximity to mine.

“Oh is that
so?” he grinned. He was clearly enjoying this too.

“Nope” I said,
slowly, puckering my lips on the “P” sound, a Brittany Spears video
made human form.

“So what do you
want to say to me then, if you aren’t afraid of me”

“What do you
want me to say?”

“Oh, I think
you should say the first thing that comes into your head”

I thought for
about a second. I could feel my nipples hardening and starting to
poke through my tight T-shirt. This was really turning me on. The
meeting of minds, despite our obvious age and income
differences.

“Ok then” I
said, slowly enough so that he would know that I was being genuine.
“I really, really want to fuck you right now”

As I spoke, I
closed the gap between us. How would he react? Had I gone too far?
It was the longest half-second wait of my life.

The next thing
I felt was the pressure of his warm lips on mine. My eyes closed
instantly, and our mouths locked together. Our bodies pressed
against each other. His hands started to run up and down my back,
down low to my ass, all over the short denim skirt. Squeezing my
tight butt cheeks, and then back up the tight flesh.My tongue
darted in and out of his mouth, tasting him, saliva mixing. I felt
his hot breath on my cheeks. I pushed my pussy into him, knowing
that he was hard, that our conversation had aroused him. He felt
hard, solid against my sex flesh.

He moved his
head around, so that he was covering my face in kisses. My closed
eyelids, my cheeks, chin, down to my neck. He nuzzled into me,
pushing those perfect warm lips onto me, the pressure of his
kissing sending an electric shock of joy whizzing around my body. I
felt his warmth, his manliness as he pushed into me. My pussy
seemed to gush, despite the fact that he hadn’t touched it, and I
hadn’t even taken any clothes off. I knew that I wanted him, that I
would have him, that I would show him exactly how horny I could
be.

I reciprocated
in my turn, letting my mouth and my tongue play with the soft and
stubbly skin around his chin. I too kissed his closed eyelids, more
soft pecks on his lips, and then around his neck and shoulders. He
held me tightly in his arms, as though if he let me go for just one
second I would run away from him, this older man, this billionaire
catch!

As if I
would!

He was in my
power, and I in his. We would see this through, all the way. We
both knew it, and we both wanted it. So much!

His kissing
became more languorous now, kissing down and around my shoulders.
My flimsy T-shirt was no match for his manly passions. I wanted him
to rip it off me, to show me exactly how much he needed to be
inside me, and yet I held back from taking it off myself. This was
something he would lead, as he no doubt did his business affairs. I
looked down at his left hand, the one currently caressing and
fondling my pert little breast through the cotton of my T-shirt.
There was a wedding band. A simple, white gold ring, shining in the
spot lights of the kitchen, as though pinpointing his guilt,
picking it out like a beacon. Well I didn’t care. This was for now,
not for the future. His secret would be safe with me. I just wanted
this man to take me and make me his! To fill me with his obviously
huge cock!

I could not
realise just how full I was about to become!

He started to
lift up my T-shirt, feeling the soft skin beneath. My tight
stomach, toned and fit, no doubt the kind of youthfully elastic
skin that his trophy wife would be spending a small fortune on
achieving, and that I managed simply by being poor and walking
everywhere. I heard him audibly sigh as he touched me. I shivered
to the light pressure of his fingertips, knowing that I was in the
hands of a real master.

He bent his
head over, kissing down my front now, so that his lips would soon
meet his hands, coming up from underneath, through and under the
cotton of my T. I could feel my nipples hardening to his touch,
anticipating his lips. I breathed in and sighed.

“Take it off” I
whispered into his ear as his head, warm and slightly wet from the
exertions and the forbidden nature of our tryst.

He did as he
was told, pushing me back slightly as he lifted my T-shirt up and
over my arms, so that I had my back up against the cold of the
marble breakfast bar, as long as a bowling lane, that bisected the
huge kitchen area. I reached behind myself and held onto the
counter top, so that with one simple move I was able to hop my ass
up onto the cool work surface. I opened up my thighs, bidding him
to come towards me, to fit there inside the creamy bare skin, right
between my thighs, where even fully clothed I could feel his hard
cock straining to push up against my pussy lips.

I was so wet
for him. That was obvious. I needed him to fuck me so much.

I kissed around
his face again, holding his cheeks between my hands. Huge,
languorous, luxurious kisses, all over his willing lips. His hands
were on my breasts how, cupping them, with one thumb on each
nipple. He expertly teased each into a fully erect state, soft
touches and brushes against my hard pips. It sent a shiver down my
spine with each gentle caress. My free boobs, pert and perfect,
filled his hands perfectly. My mini skirt, the one that I always
wore for these babysitting gigs, knowing that maybe this kind of
thing might happen with the man of the house, but never for a
moment thinking that it would be some random stranger that I had
abandoned myself with, was riding up on my hips. My pussy was
perfectly exposed to him, the pink of my lips peeking through the
wet cotton of my breifs, no protection now, almost useless as a
pair of panties. He moved down to that he was kissing my breasts
now, my hands still on his back, scratching him and feeling the
definition and form of his muscles. He wound his tongue expertly
around my pips, one by one, new sensations. A firmer touch now,
turning me on, getting me so wet with each movement of his
slurping, snake-like tongue.

I wanted him to
eat me out. It was all I wanted. A perfect sensation from his
tongue all over my breasts, eating me like you might eat an ice
cream. I loved that sensation, a warm mouth all over my warm skin,
my nipples hardening in his mouth.

But I wanted
more. So much more!

How could I
imagine what was coming next!

I pulled my
hands down the front of his shirt, loosening him up by popping
first one, then a second button. The silk fabric, a shimmering
iridescent grey and blue, came free from his waistband, and I felt
the skin around his hips, appreciating the tightness of his body.
Despite being an older man, he was in amazing shape. I felt him
move up a gear, putting his strong hands on my upper thighs and
stroking me as he kissed and nuzzled into my breasts.

I implored him
to go down on me. To eat me out like the naughty sitter I was. I
wanted this now. I needed him. The agony of waiting was putting me
on the edge of a pulsating orgasm. I could feel it welling up
inside me, making me shiver, making each and every touch of his
fingers, from his soft and warm lips amplify times ten.

I pushed down
on his shoulders, so that he descended slowly down my body, on his
way to my pulsating pussy. As he moved down, kissing every part of
my skin on the way, I held his shirt and pulled it up over his
head. It slipped from his body easily, and fell to the floor with
barely a whisper.

He pulled back
for a moment, and I got a full look at this perfect male specimen
in front of me. His manly and defined chest shone out in front of
me, perfectly formed and muscular, a little bead of sweat dripping
down in between his pec muscles. His half-undone pants bulged at
the front, betraying the rock hard cock within. I cock that I so
desperately needed to taste.

“Wow. That’s
some body you got there, you know that?” I said to him, with mock
surprise, giving him my best coquettish voice, and my baby doll
eyes.

He grinned.
“You aren’t so bad yourself, you know that?”

I smiled back
at him, and squeezed my tits together, porn star style.

“Do you like
what you see then, big boy?” I asked him, knowing full well that he
did.

“Fuck yes” was
all he could say. “I just love that body of yours. Those tits. So
perfect”

I smiled a big,
broad grin. “Will you cum all over them? Will you shoot over my
tits?”

He nodded, and
licked his lips

I opened up my
legs, and pulled my sodden panties to one side

“And how do you
like my cunt?” I asked him, giving him the tiniest, porn-star
wink.

His eyes
widened, and I swear his cock practically burst out of his pants
and fucked me all on its own.

“You like that,
don’t you?” I said to him. He barely nodded. He was transfixed by
my perfect, tight and hairless pussy. My pink lips.My budding
flower.

“Well, why
don’t you come over here and see how I taste?”

It was all the
encouragement he needed. He walked over to me, giving me a huge wet
kiss on my trembling lips. As he kissed, I felt his fingers around
my hole. He stroked up and down my inner thighs, and then along my
sex flesh, pushing the lips together and apart, getting his fingers
wet through the sodden fabric of my panties. I gasped with each of
his touches, letting him open me up. I let my hips rise and fall on
his long middle digit. I felt it enter me, all the while his lips
on mine, huge passionate kissing while he started to explore up
inside me. He wound around me, fingers in me, one then two, then
three. He was fully inside me now. I grabbed his arm, pulling it so
that he could finger bang me hard. I was gushing now. Throbbing
with the attention. I pulled at his forearm, so that his long
fingers left my cunt and made their way up my body to my lips. We
both licked my juices from his fingers, tasting the banquet of my
quim. I tasted so sweet!

He wanted to
lick me out now, that was obvious. He dropped down to his knees,
there in front of me. My cunt was in front of his face, open and
ready for all of his attentions. He started to gently pull my
panties from me, and then with a display of animal lust, ripped
them from my ass, the whip-like elastic making my buttocks
smart.

I liked it! I
liked the pain. It turned me on!

I was his now.
My naked and hairless pussy was his for the taking. He kissed
around my upper thighs, taking his time, his soft lips connecting
with the flesh around my lips. I felt his stubble on my legs. His
hands reached around so that they squeezed my buttock cheeks. He
pulled me in towards him. His tongue protruded, and he began to
lick gently up and down my sex flesh. My lips were pursed together
for him, but with each of those firm laps of his tongue they opened
up, as a flower giving precious nectar to a humming bird, and I
felt his tongue working the groove deeper and deeper inside me. I
felt it now, flicking and probing around my hole. It went further,
a long tongue slurping my juices and licking me out, deep inside my
glorious cunt. I widened my legs further, so that he could get all
of the purchase he needed for his banquet, and I pushed myself
forwards on my hands, so that I was practically sitting on his
face.

His fingers now
joined his tongue on my pussy. His fingers parted around my lips,
and then squeezed them together gently. He pushed the flesh,
rubbing it back and forth, putting exactly the right amount of
force into it to make me cum. I felt it well up inside me. My
juices started running, clear and full, a stream for the Niagara
that was surely about to come. His tongue joined them, flicking
around my protruding clitoris, winding around it, his fingers
continuously maintaining that pressure on me.

“Fuck!” I
barely managed to breathlessly cry “What the fuck are you doing?
How the hell did you get so good at this?”

He paused for a
second, just long enough to look up from between my legs and grin
at me, his chin shining from the pussy juices that covered it

“It’s a tantric
sex move. Women have their erection internally. I am just teasing
one out of you”

I put my head
back, knowing that I was safe in his hands, that he would take care
of me, that he would bring me to orgasm over and over again, like I
was some kind of personal, record breaking challenge.

A new sensation
now. He pushed my thighs apart with his hands, and his tongue once
again darted up inside me. I felt it wriggling, like a darting
snake, up in my juicy hole. Then he pulled it out, and began to
lick downwards, exploring the darker meat, the forbidden gap
between my pussy and my ass hole. Then again, another new feeling
as he started to probe my sphincter with his tongue.

Fuck, this felt
so amazing! His fingers now came back to my wet trench. He pulled
them up and inside my slit, while he rimmed my ass hole. Middle
finger curled up and around, so that he made a trigger shape inside
me. He connected with the front wall of my pussy, rubbing and
coaxing that bundle of nerve endings, firing them into life as he
tasted my ass.

He rubbed and
stroked, and I came like a steam train.

“Fuck don’t
stop! Don’t stop! I am cumming! I am cummmminggggg!”

It was so
corny. A real porn film dialogue, and yet it was absolutely all
that I could say. I screamed and I ran my fingers through his short
grey hair, and I came all over his face, the juices gushing from
me. I beat his back with my feet, and I banged on the marble
counter top as I came, over and over again, to the incessant,
perfect beat of his tongue fucking!

I looked up at
the ceiling as I came, the lights in my eyes, the sunlight bouncing
from the expensive chrome and granite surfaces, and let the whole
sensation wash over me. I squeezed his head with my thighs, his
ears warm on the flesh, and wound his head around so that he was
trapped between my legs. His tongue only intensified on my pussy,
milking the final jerks and twitches of my everlasting
multiple.

I finally felt
him leave my throbbing slit and start to kiss up my stomach once
more. Soft pecks now replacing the animal eating that devoured my
pussy. As he pulled his face up to mine, I made a show of wiping
his chops, as though he had pigged out on a piece of cake and it
was all over his face.

“Who’s been a
naughty boy?” I chided, playfully.

He grinned at
me. He planted another huge French kiss on my lips, this time his
breath tasting of my meaty scent, the juices from my cunt. I opened
my mouth as wide as I could to drink in that heady brew. My hands
started their journey down the front of his body, to his
half-undone pants. It was time that I got to see the beast that lay
in his boxers, the rising cobra that would soon be filling me with
his hot meaty weapon. His belt was now undone, so it was just a
case of putting my hands on his waistband and pushing downwards.
His pants ruffled on the floor, quickly followed by his silken
boxer shorts. His cock was mine!

Fuck, he really
was a very big boy!

His wonderful
cock seemed to defy both gravity and biology, looking for all the
world like it belonged to a giant. I had never seen anything so
magnificent. The veins protruded all along its length. The bulbous
end shone in the sunlight streaming through the patio doors. His
huge ball sack dangled below. He was trimmed, rather than shaved,
which I much prefer on a man. I just knew that I had to have it in
me.

I leaned over
to him once more from my cold hard perch on the edge of the counter
top and gave him a huge, appreciative kiss. As I did, I wrapped my
fingers around his cock. They were hardly able to meet around it.
He filled my hand. He throbbed between my fingers, and as I started
to slowly pull my hand back and forth, squeezing and jerking his
massive member, I felt his hot breath on my cheek as he sighed.

I hopped from
the counter top, and dropping to my haunches I put his huge cock
right in front of my face. It filled my field of vision. It was a
wonderful specimen. I looked up at his face. He stared at me with a
kindly expression, that was full of passion and delight. I bobbed
my head forwards, so that I could start to kiss his bell. A little
dew drop of pre cum began to weep from his eye. I squeezed his
shaft, milking a little more of that sweet clear liquid from him.
Then I put out my tongue and tasted him.

I kissed up and
down the length of his penis, long slow slurps and soft pecks with
my warm soft lips. He tasted so amazing. I wanted to eat him all
up. To take his cock deep in my mouth. I cupped his balls as I drew
my tongue up and down his shaft, up and around his end, my tongue
flicking in and out of his eye, back down around the ridge of his
bell-shaped end, and then down his shaft again. I sucked each of
his balls in turn, getting them in my mouth and jerking his stiff
cock as I worked him. I heard him moan, felt him twitch and throb
in my grasp.

I opened up my
mouth. Nothing was going to stop me from tasting his huge meaty
member. My lips on the end of his cock now, tasting more of that
sweet clear pre cum. Perfect liquid, just for me. I felt between my
legs. I was so wet! Ready for him.My open lips pouting. I let his
cock into my mouth. His huge mushroom shaped end filled my mouth. I
closed my eyes and breathed in, letting that whole fleshy stalk
start to close on the back of my throat. Further and further in a
drew him, so that his shaft now started to plummet down my gullet.
I was sword swallowing him. His massive cock deep down the back. I
held him there for a moment, over half of his long shaft in my warm
wet mouth, his balls close to my chin. I breathed through my nose
as I relaxed, fighting the gagging reflex and succeeding. Then I
began to draw my head back and forth, letting him face fuck me.
Slowly at first, my hands on his clenched buttocks, controlling the
depth and the rate. We picked up speed. He was really going for it
now. He was using me, fucking me in the mouth and I loved it. Fuck
it felt so good to pleasure him in this way!

But I wanted
more. We both did. I wanted, no I needed, to go all the way with
him.

I pulled myself
up, wrapping my arms around his neck, and kissed him again. We both
gasped audibly, our heady tastes, his cock and my pussy, mingling
in our mouth. I moved my hand down and grabbed his hard cock, and
in the same motion hopped up onto the bar, the cold marble again
shocking my tight little ass cheeks. I kissed him once more, and
pulled his cock towards my cunt, opening my legs as I moved. My
pussy was so wet, open and ready for him. And yet he was such a
gentleman, even at this late stage – way past the point of no
return.

“Are you sure
about this Rebecca?” he whispered

I barely
thought about my answer. The animal desire was rising in me so much
that I would have made him fuck me now even if he didn’t want
to

“I want you to
fuck me ok? Fuck me hard and long. Nothing else will do!”
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