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Jenny doesn’t normally get into these kinds of
situation.

Not as a rule anyway.

After all, she is only nineteen years old.
Barely out of college, and not long since her first adult sexual
encounter.

And yet here she is, expertly seducing a man
some twenty years her senior.

In his own house!

While his wife prowls about the house, just a
few feet away, Jenny tries to keep her screams of ecstasy down as
David pounds her from behind over the bar top, seemingly oblivious
to the risk that he is taking.

But will this just be a one off, a sordid
encounter from a boring babysitting job, or the start of something
much bigger?

And do either of them realize the danger they
are in? David’s wife is going to make sure that this is the first,
and last time, that she fucks her husband!

 



CHAPTER ONE

It’s funny isn’t it? They say that you make up
your mind whether you are going to sleep with a guy in the first
ten seconds of meeting him.

Well, in David’s case, ten seconds was way too
long.

She knew that she would fuck him in the first
nanosecond.

In fact, it wasn’t even necessary to meet him.
That first time he had called her up, responding to her Craig’s
List ad for a babysitter, she just kind of knew.

He had such a kind voice. Such a sweet
disposition, even on the phone. It was the kind of deep, manly,
velvet voice that could get a girl like her to do
anything.

Anything at all!

“Hi. Is that Jenny?”

“Yes. Who is this
please?”

“Jenny, my name is David. I saw
your ad online. I wondered if you could babysit for me this
evening?”

“Yes, I think I am free. Could you
tell me your address please?”

“Sure yes. I live up in the
Heights, number 242”

“Wow, that’s one nice neighborhood
David”

“Oh, it’s a roof over our heads,
you know”

“Ok, what time do you need me to
be there?”

She was enjoying this call. There is something
about it, sexy, flirtatious even. How was that possible, when she
didn’t even know the guy yet?

“Could you come round about 7? I
need to show you the house, where everything is and so on. Hope
that’s ok?”

“That’s fine David, I’ll be
there”

There was a pause.

“How much do you
charge?”

Her chance to be a bit flirtatious

“Well, if you want to pay me with
money, then it’s ten dollars an hour”

Quick as a flash, and a smile rising in his
tone “and if I pay you with something else?”

“Well, you had better be
good!”

“See you at seven”

She felt hot and flushed after that call, and
she swore that her pussy was moist. She would need to make sure
that she wore her very hottest babysitter clothes for him
later.

 



CHAPTER TWO

If the telephone call had started her desires
off, the first meeting had sealed it.

For both of them.

He answered the door at seven exactly and she
walked in to his palace of a house, staring in awe at the amazing
decoration and solid marble and hardwood, where in her house wood
chip and flat pack furniture was all she was used to.

Yes, this guy had it all. Amazing taste,
beautiful clothes, and at the end of the kitchen, half a football
pitch away, a beautiful, if spiky looking wife.

“You must be Jenny” she stated,
tersely.

“Yes hi. You have a lovely
place”she replied, a politely as she could

“Honey, let me show her around the
place, I need her to know where everything is before we go out. Is
that ok?”

He didn’t wait for an answer.

“Let me show you around” he said
to her, with a slight wink. His white teeth shone in the
down-lighting.


CHAPTER THREE

That walk around the house was, it appeared,
just a chance for them to be alone. She knew she would fuck him,
but now, before he even goes out? This guy loves to live
dangerously!

“Well, this is the playroom” he
said, stating the obvious, in a huge floor-boarded space filled
with toys and games of every description.

“Well yes, I gathered that, Mr
Jones” she replied, enjoying this tour around his
empire.

“Well, I had to show you in case
my little one asked to come here now didn’t I?”

“Is it her room, or yours?” she
asked, indicating towards the upright video games consoles, and the
bar at the end of the room

“Good point. Ok you got me” he
replied

“Oh good, is this confession
time?” she answered, mentally crossing her fingers in the hope that
it was.

“Ok you got me. I took you here
because my wife never comes here. I just wanted to get you
alone”

She pretended to look shocked, but the façade
didn’t last very long. She took a step towards him

“Well, we are alone. What do you
want to do about it?”

“I want…” he petered out, as
though scared of what his next move might bring.

“Yes?” she whispered, wanting him
to finish his sentence

“I want you” he finished, strongly
this time.

She took another step towards him, so that
their noses almost touched.

She closed her eyes, savoring this moment, Hot
breath on her cheek. Their bodies seemingly drawn together by
invisible wires.

She reached her mouth up to his, pouting into
a full kiss. Their lips locked. Saliva exchanged. Warm tongues
intertwined. They French kissed. Wide deep mouths, the most sensual
and forbidden of emotions. He kissed her neck, her shoulders. Then
he bent forwards. She held the back of his head tightly as his lips
clamped on her nipples. He flicked and fondled them with his lips
as she began to moan in joy. He felt so amazing, but she wanted him
to have the confidence to treat her like the slut she was. She
grabbed his hair, and pulled hard. He let out a little
yelp.

Pain and pleasure.

She started to unbuckle his belt. She needed
to feel his cock harden in her hand. He wriggled his snake-like
hips around as she loosened him off. His pants fell to the floor.
No boxers, that was what she liked! His cock stuck out for her.
Proud and hard and so erect. He was a lovely big guy.

She dropped to her knees. She needed to taste
him, hard and sweaty and musky in her mouth. She wrapped her
fingers around him, feeling him twitch and throb in my hand. His
balls hung there, waiting to be kissed. She let each into her
mouth, sucking him, his cock in her hand. His balls were warm and
soft in her mouth. She started to kiss up and down his shaft. She
licked, like she had a popsicle, up and down, from his sack right
up to the shiny end. He was as hard as nails. She couldn’t wait to
get him right up inside her. Deep.Where he belonged.

She opened up her mouth wide. She took him in.
The head at first. He seemed to fill her. She started stroking his
shaft, the head inside her mouth.She tasted the first little drips
of pre cum. It excited her. She felt between her legs. She was
getting wet in there too!

Then she opened further, and let the shaft in
there. It pushed to the back of her throat. She wanted him to see
what a dirty bitch she was. She wanted him to feel what a suck job
from a dirty college girl was like. She took him right to the back
of her throat. She didn’t gag, she just took that massive cock into
her. She sucked and sucked, coating his shaft in her saliva. Then
she spat him out, taking in a great gulp of breath. She breathed
out to him.

“Face fuck me”

She opened her mouth up again. This time he
grabbed her head, and thrust his cock up inside her. He thrust back
and forth in her mouth. He forced the shaft right to the back of
her throat, so that she was sure that she might end up choking on
him. He used her. She could hardly breathe, she felt that she might
pass out. Back and forth he thrust.

She grabbed his ass cheeks and squeezed, as
hard as she could. Her manicured nails dug into the flesh. He
yelped in pain, and pushed it further. She scratched some more. He
slapped her across the face. Tears welled up in her eyes. Yes! Yes!
This was the fucking she wanted! No mercy! No holds
barred.

He lifted her up by her underarms, and kissed
her tits through her T-shirt. This time, there was no gentle
foreplay. He bit and chewed on her pips. Pain and pleasure mingled,
so that she could barely tell the difference between the
two.

They walked back, locked together, to the bar
area at the far end of the playroom. He pushed her against the
cold, hard wood. The passion was rising in him, to the extent that
she knew she couldn’t stop it now, even if she wanted
to.

She didn’t!

She hopped up onto the wooden counter top and
spread her legs apart, letting him see, for the first time, her
tight, pink lips, her juicy shaved white cunt, in all its
untouched, maiden glory.

He licked his lips. Neither of them could
quite believe that it was about to happen.

Despite the foreplay.

Despite the kissing and sucking and
nibbling.

Just a few seconds ago she dove onto him,
pulling out his big cock, her eyes widening as it hardened in her
hand, growing, growing, wide girth and the longest thing ever. It
was like a horse’s cock, the kind that could be seen swinging
beneath the legs of a stud farm pony, not something that tucked
itself away in this sweet, alpha male’s shorts, only coming out to
play when he was with his wife.

She looked up at him, as he stood over her ,
eyes wide and shining, the clarity and purity of the whites
emphasized by the dark brown of his face. His perfect body was
toned and lithe, and his six pack rippled as he breathed in and
out. She wondered if older men find it easier to define. He
certainly didn’t seem to spend any time at the gym, and yet here he
was, standing over her like some Adonis, tight curly hairs adorning
his muscular chest, and the kind of rippling definition that white
guys would literally kill for. His thighs were astride her tiny,
thin body, so that the contract of skin against skin could not have
been more marked or obvious. Tanned brown against her milky white
midriff.

He was sweating slightly, the flirting and
kissing warming them both up so that they seemed to glow. He was
ready alright! His thick and fully erect cock in her hand was more
than testimony to that. There was no stopping this now, not that
either of them would have wanted to. She was going to have her
first ever fuck with an older man. Maybe even her first anal!
Certainly to taste cum for the very first time.She wanted to do
everything with him. To be his dirty white bitch, the way all the
dudes in the porn clips she watched liked it.

He lifted her up onto the bar. She parted her
legs wide open. He took in the sight. Her wide open pussy lips,
glistening with her juices, waiting for him to fuck her,
hard!

“Do me!”She implored. “Stick your
big hard cock up inside my cunt!”

He looked at her , lust all over his face. Her
saliva glistened on his cock. She pushed her fingers inside her
pussy, feeling the wetness. Her juice dripped from her fingers as
she took them out, and offered them up to his lips. He took a long,
greedy slurp of her juice.

“How do you like my pussy?” She
asked him.

He replied by giving her a huge kiss. The
tastes of his cock and her pussy mingled on their
breath.

She grabbed his cock, and pulled him towards
her. She didn’t want warming up. She didn’t want him to gently
bring her to the boil. She was steaming! She wanted, no, She needed
his cock inside her.

She pulled it onto her lips.

“Now fuck me!” she
ordered

He pushed it into her. It held, for just a
moment, the lips seeming to be stuck together. He thrust a little
more, and it broke through. That first feeling of being opened up
was the one she relished
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