
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




 


Tangled

A Taboo First Time Brat And
Billionaire Erotic Tale

by:

Tabatha Tight

This story is entirely a work of fiction. Any
resemblance to persons either living or dead is purely
coincidental. No part of this book may be published except with the
express permission of the author. No characters engaged in sexual
activity are related by blood. All characters are over 18

 


*

 


 



Chapter One: Clarice – baiting the hook

Clarice looked at herself in the mirror and smiled.
She knew that this would be a make or break evening. It was time to
make all of the flirting, all of the stolen glances and the
innuendo, the rides home and the gentle touching on the elbow or
the small of the back, move to a new level.

She would fuck the alpha male, the older man who
clearly wanted her so very much, and whom she wanted in return, or
she would bomb out trying.

Succeed in her mission or go out in a blaze of
glory.

Who dares, wins!

Looking at herself again, she wondered if that word,
daring, could easily be applied to her.

She had to get this right. It was why there were so
many combinations of skirt, dress, jeans, top - strewn on the teddy
bear duvet cover in her too small bedroom. It was why, despite
frequent calls from downstairs to ‘hurry up and get ready’, or to
‘come and eat with your family’, she had remained locked in her
room trying on her outfits. Her makeup was strewn across her
credenza, and had overflowed into the floor. The bedroom looked as
though a bomb had gone off, and she didn’t care.

This was the night of her life. She would get her man
or never come around to her babysitting job again.

She was a determined young lady, was Clarice. When
she saw what she wanted, she went for it. She had always been that
way, ever since she was a much younger girl, her parents would say.
Top of her class, first to be on whichever club or sports team,
cheerleader and tennis player, with the legs and smile of someone
who could break hearts, and frequently did.

It was a tragedy for the guys in her class. Ever
since she had first met Paul she had wanted him. That unattainable
married man. That millionaire thirty-five year old guy, who was so
kind to her, smiling when she arrived, taking her coat, showing her
around the house, brewing a fresh pot of coffee for her before
taking his ‘wonderful’ wife out for her date night. No, the guys
her age didn’t stand a chance once she had met her older man. They
couldn’t possibly compete with his looks, his experience, his
calmness.

Clarice studied herself again in the polished
reflective glass. The boy bands on her wall seemed to look on
approvingly as she looked herself up and down. She had tried
several variations of make up, ranging from a full ‘warpaint’ of
blue eyeshadow and harsh blusher, giving her petite features an
angular, 80’s look, through to a barely noticeable combination of
light browns and autumnal shades. It was a tricky one to pull off.
She wanted to look like she was naturally beautiful but also that
she had made an effort.

It was the same with her clothes. If asked, she would
say ‘what this old thing, I just threw it on and ran out of the
door’, in that way only truly fashionable people are able to do,
but in reality she was choosing her combinations every bit as
carefully as her studiously applied make-up. This had to be
absolutely right. When you are a nineteen year old girl, fresh and
blooming, there was a fine line between young and innocent, and
barely legal. There was no way that she wanted to look like some
Porn Hub slut, nor did she want to go the other way and make it
appear that she had converted to a strict orthodox Christianity, or
taken some kind of celibacy vow overnight. No, this combo had to be
perfect.

She had a great body and she knew it. Long and lithe
legs, that all the guys who no doubt jerked themselves stupid over
her agreed ‘went on forever’. A flat stomach, something of a rarity
in the fast food society in which she lived.A perfect ‘rack’,
larger than average breasts that seemed to defy gravity, in a way
that made older women seethe with jealousy. Top all of that off
with long, straight, shining blonde hair and you have a recipe for
seduction that surely older-man-Paul couldn’t resist.

Could he?


Chapter Two: Paul – a billionaire with
everything, except her!

Paul sped away from the office with a sense of
relief. He had spent a tiring day in the boardroom, arguing with
young bucks ten years his junior over the future of the tech
company that HE had built up from nothing. With his bare hands.

It had been so exciting in those early days,
operating from the spare room of his parent’s tiny apartment,
working twenty hours a day, chasing tiny accounts just to keep
himself afloat. There was a kind of frontier spirit to it all. A
sense that he was discovering new and far off lands, that he was
doing real good in the world, that he had a solution, a unique
value proposition that would set the world alight.

There had been no need to use a gym in those early
days. The business had given him all of the energy he needed. Not
like now. He went at least once a day, chivvied along by his
personal trainer, cardio and weights, keeping up with, well, with
whom? His young buck executives who reminded him so much of himself
in his younger days? His trophy wife, who never seemed to eat more
than a green salad and a glass of mineral water, keeping her ‘fuck
me’ body thin, with her yoga and spin classes. Living in fear that
she would run away with her trainer, or a younger and hungrier
version of himself, trying to recapture the excitement of those
early, heady days.

It was true. There was nothing like the thrill of the
chase. Paul smiled to himself as he thought about those early days.
He was such an animal back then. He recalled briefly how he had
waited outside a potential client’s house, every morning for a
week, with a cup of coffee for him in one hand and a proposal in
the other. The same line.

“Just give me five minutes. Five minutes of your
valuable time. I will show you how I can save your company ten
million dollars”

Always the same response.

“Call my secretary. And thanks for the coffee!”

But Paul knew that if you wanted to close the deal
you had to connect. You had to be different. You had to get in the
guy’s face and show him that he needed you much, much more than he
realised. You had to fill his every waking moment, so that he had
to get into bed with you. Paul knew that if you stuck with it, you
would make him want you as much as you needed him.

Clarice knew that too!


Chapter Three: Clarice – tonight was the
night!

Clarice made up her mind, at last. She had the right
combination of make-up and dress; mainly demure but also slightly
slutty. Enough to show Paul the shape of her perfect young body,
but not so much that his wife, who was very clearly as sharp as a
tack, would run her out of the house.

It was a good job she had settled on what she was
going to wear. A really good job, because she only had about half
an hour before she had to ride the bus to Paul’s house. Well, some
might call it a house, a place, a joint, she called it by what it
was, a mansion.

The first time she had been there she thought she
must be at the wrong place; surely a family who lived here must
have servants to babysit, as well as someone to drive, someone to
make beds, to serve breakfast? A nanny at the very least?

She had pressed the intercom, and after a terse “who
is it?” from a frosty female voice whom she later found out was the
woman of the house, the iron gates had swung open and she walked up
the winding driveway, past topiary and peacocks, to the huge
Neo-Georgian front porch, flanked either side by white marble
pillars.

If she had expected a Downton Abbey scene of opulent
order, what had greeted her upon entering the hallway was a
perfectly ordinary scene of American family life. Paul had answered
the door, wearing nothing on his feet and a pair of old Levis, and
ushered her through to the kitchen, where the wife was clanking
saucepans and fixing a baby bottle. It was reassuringly normal.

“You must be Clarice” Paul had said. “Let me show you
around”

It was the most perfect, the most erotic fifteen
minutes of Clarice’s life. She had literally drunk in every
molecule of Paul. The tone of his voice, the way he walked, how he
looked at her with his piercing blue eyes, the way his hair stuck
up at the top of his head. His biceps, showing through his clingy
white T-shirt, the tilt of his head, the form of his body. His ass!
He had awoken something in her that would be impossible to put
back. She knew that.

He was saying something to her about the smoke
alarms, but she didn’t really take it in. She was lost in his
voice. In her mind they were already a couple. They were sharing a
simple life together. He was fixing up an old farmhouse, she was
making jam in the kitchen, feeling the life inside her grow. Winter
was coming, and so Paul was chopping logs outside, the muscles in
his arm bulging, sweat on his brow shining with every swing of the
axe…

Stop it Clarice! Stop fantasizing and get back with
the programme!

She snapped into life, nodding her head and tuning
into Paul’s voice. What was that? Something about how the baby
monitor worked? Ok Paul, you got it. Not a problem.

Clarice gave herself one last approving look in the
mirror before starting to undress. She slipped off the simple
summer dress and stood in her underwear. If only Paul could see
this, she thought. He would want her then. All men did. She had a
body to die for, she knew that. She felt good. She felt toned. But
she needed to feel sexy. She wanted to. After all, tonight was the
night. Do or die. And there was one sure fire way she knew of to
achieve that level of Zen-like calmness.

She slipped off her remaining clothes and walked
naked into her bathroom. As the bath filled with hot soapy water
she opened up her secret drawer in her nightstand, the one she was
convinced her parents didn’t know about, and pulled out her newest
toy. A big ‘best friend’ with a battery operated base and a
life-like head. She laid on her bed, feeling the soft, cool sheets
on her naked back, and twisted it. The dildo sprang to life,
shaking gently, on the first of its many settings. She began to
draw it up her thigh.


Chapter Four: Jennifer – a wife knows
everything!

They say that a woman knows within the first five
seconds if she is going to sleep with a guy. Well, what they don’t
say, but which every wife knows, is that you know within that same
time period whether another woman wants to sleep with YOUR guy.

As soon as she saw her looking at Paul, it was clear
that she wanted to fuck him. She could just tell. Who could blame
her? Paul, her Paul, is one good looking guy. He almost doesn’t
realise the kind of power he has over women.

Almost!

The truth of it is that he has always been something
of a flirt. Especially when he has had a drink, or when he is
talking to someone a lot younger, like this new babysitter. She
knew exactly what he was thinking. She knew that he wanted to fuck
her. He was wondering if her young body was tighter than his
wife’s. He was wondering if she will make him feel younger again,
like drinking from the fountain of youth.

Two can play at that game!
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