
ITALIAN SUGAR DADDY

AGE GAP EROTICA



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ITALIAN SUGAR DADDY

    

    
      First edition. April 4, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Zodian Gray.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393627234

    

    
    
      Written by Zodian Gray.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Zodian Gray

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Suckle Sirens- 9 Mega Milking Stories

          
        
          
	          Bad Boys Make the Best Lovers

          
        
          
	          Made For Daddy's Pleasure

          
        
          
	          Good Girl Gone Bad

          
        
          
	          Taboo For Two

          
        
          
	          Virgin To Vixen

          
        
          
	          Italian Sugar Daddy

          
        
          
	          Lactating In Lockdown

          
        
          
	          Milking Mia

          
        
          
	          Milking Moms

          
        
          
	          Then Came Brody

          
        
          
	          My Pregnant Lover

          
        
          
	          The Billionaire's Taboo Sex Toy

          
        
          
	          The Mountain Man's Bride

          
        
          
	          Seven Short and Steamy Stories

          
        
          
	          Sex at Work

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Zodian Gray

Italian Sugar Daddy

Sign up for Zodian Gray's Mailing List

Further Reading: Made For Daddy's Pleasure

Also By Zodian Gray

About the Author

“Do you have a sugar daddy I don’t know about?”

I almost choked on my soda at my best friend’s question. I placed my glass on the charred Formica-top table and stared at her. “Why do you think I have a sugar daddy?”

She shrugged. “You work at this shithole same as me. We come from the same neighborhood and you’re going off to Italy for three months and I’m going to continue working here and saving money for college.”

I sat back and smiled. “Well, I’m not going to college anytime soon.”

“That still doesn’t explain how you can spend three months in Tuscany.”

“I’m going to be house-sitting.”

“What the hell is that?”

“When some people go on vacation or travel for work they prefer to have someone stay in their house because it lessens the chances of break-ins or they may want someone to take care of things, like water the plants, collect mail, pay bills, sign for packages, things like that. Most of the time though it’s because they have pets that can’t travel with them.”

“So they pay you to stay there?”

“No, they don’t pay you. Your pay is getting to live for free. All you have to do is buy your food.”

“And this person is going away for three months?”

“Yeah, that’s not unusual. What surprised me was that he picked me. I thought I would’ve had to start with maybe a week here, two weeks there and build up my references and then eventually get gigs where I can stay three or six months or even a year.”

“Did he see what you look like?”

“Yes.”

“So now you know why he chose you.”

I flashed a skeptical look. “Don’t be silly, Mallory. What I look like is irrelevant because he won’t be there.”

“Maybe he just likes knowing a pretty girl will be in his house or maybe he had hidden cameras and wants to watch you while you shower. You know with these security systems people can see their entire house on their phone no matter where they are. I’m telling you, Robin, you have to be careful.”

“My God, are you trying to scare the hell out of me?”

“I’m sorry; I just think you need to consider all the possibilities.”

I downed the rest of my soda and popped one last wayward fry into my mouth before standing. “Lunch break is over. We’ll have to talk about this after work.”

Mallory stood and gathered her empty containers for the trash. One of the perks of working at The Hungry Café was getting to eat for free. Mallory and I had started working there when we turned sixteen and I’d handed in my two-week notice right after graduating high school. I was only eighteen but I knew what I wanted and it wasn’t to go to college and get a good job as everyone was advising me to do.

My parents were working lower-middle-class and they’d always stressed the importance of a good education. I’d always wanted to travel and take pictures. I planned on getting a degree in fine arts and photography but I didn’t need it to begin my career. I’d had a strict upbringing and had always done what I was told to do and now, I wanted to be free of the confines other people had placed on me. College could wait while I breathe for a year or two.

As I worked the rest of my shift, I got a lot of compliments from men who liked my curvy figure and golden skin but I wasn’t interested in anyone who would keep me in Mobile, Alabama.  I loved my home, my family, and my church, however, I was a robin and I needed to fly.

With Mallory’s warning still in my mind, I went online and purchased my ticket as soon as I got home. I wasn’t about to start looking at the opportunities in my life as too good to be true. I was going to grab each one by the horns and ride it all the way to the end. I knew I had to be smart, but I wasn’t going to begin my adult life in fear.

A week later, I boarded a plane to London. I rented a locker at the airport and spent a few hours exploring the city before my flight to Pisa which had the nearest airport to Florence where I would be staying. I took a cab to my temporary home. I was nervous about meeting the owner after the things Mallory had put in my head and I had to wonder why he’d chosen a teenager from the United States instead of someone Italian or at least a person with references. Maybe he wanted a naive young woman far away from home. Some people did it as a cultural exchange program and I had been vetted by the agency I’d gone through although there hadn’t been much to review. I took a little comfort in the fact that the homeowners had to be vetted as well. What I knew of Dante Dacosta was that he was handsome and rich as hell; he had companies all over the world and had an older dog who didn’t like to travel.

I’d written in my bio about my love of animals and how I’d taken care of my black lab, Raja until she’s passed away when I was sixteen. Yes, I was sure it was that essay that had landed me the gig.

The cab went down a long drive. Rich people always had long driveways. Dante’s house was on a hill outside of the city center and it looked like the picturesque Italian houses I’d seen in books with dark yellow walls and green shutters. There was an olive grove behind the house and cypress trees flanked the front. I got out of the cab and held my breath as dark-green double doors opened inward. 

A tall man stepped out and walked down the steps toward me. The first thing I noticed was Dante’s striking presence. He was clearly a man who owned his space in the world. He wore a crisp white shirt and beige slacks and when he got closer, I saw that he was even more handsome than he’d looked online. He was tall, I would guess six-four or five and at five-five and wearing ballerina flats, I felt dwarfed by him.

“Robin Calloway, welcome to my home.”

His voice was deep and sexy and he had big and warm hands when he grasped my smaller one and then leaned in and kissed me on both cheeks. God, he smelled so good! I got a whiff of soap and sandalwood. His beard scratched my cheeks and although his lips had barely touched me, my knees and pussy trembled in response. I had to remind myself that he was giving me a typical Italian greeting and that I shouldn’t get all worked up about it.

I cleared the desire out of my throat. “Thank you. It’s nice to meet you.”

He addressed the cab driver in Italian and then took a wallet out of his back pocket.

I blushed in embarrassment. “I have my fare.”

He handed the driver the money like I hadn’t spoken and then grabbed my two large suitcases. “Shall we?”

I grabbed my duffel bag and hurried behind him.

Once inside he turned toward me. “I’ll show you to your room and then give you a tour of the house.”

I nodded and watched his backside as he walked to the back of the living room where a flight of stairs led to the bedrooms. Mine was at the back of the house and had terracotta tiles and a black four-poster bed and armoire. Both looked vintage. Yellow wallpaper with gold flowers covered the walls. There was an attached bath with a copper tub and sink and one of those hand-held showers I’d always seen in foreign films. The large window opened inward and looked out over a garden and because we were on a hill, I could make out the Duomo in the distance. It was a stunning view.

“Is the room to your liking?” Dante asked from the doorway.

“I turned to him and smiled. “It’s beautiful.”

The rest of the house was equally as impressive. There were terracotta tiles throughout and he had an old-fashioned kitchen with a farmhouse sink and a brick oven which was lit and cast a rosy glow over the room.

“Are you going to bake something?” I asked.

He smiled. “I will show you later. Let’s continue the tour.”

There were three fireplaces, four bedrooms, a library
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