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BY REBECCA RYATT

Warning

This story is only suitable for adult readers. It contains graphic descriptions of sex between an older man and a younger woman. The characters depicted are aged 18+. In this story, Destiny and the elderly Grandpa she takes to bed indulge in many intimate acts, including M/F consensual sex, oral sex, ejaculation, breast play, and rimming. Although the characters don’t use condoms, the author encourages all her readers to always practice safe sex.

Copyright

Copyright 2013 by Rebecca Ryatt

Smashwords Edition

Dear Reader

I hope you will enjoy this story. If you have time after reading it, would you consider leaving a review on the Smashwords page? I am not asking for 5-star comments, just an honest and fair appraisal of the tale. Thank you so much. 

Also, please remember that I’m giving this story away for free. If you enjoy it, please consider buying a few of my paid-for books such as The Old Geezers collections, which are available on Smashwords. Love you all, folks.
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​Babysitting Grandpa
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DESTINY had forgotten that the family’s 82-year-old Grandpa was staying for the week. The geriatric had been in his room virtually all the time. Destiny, who was 21 and the families’ live-in babysitter, hadn’t seen him at all. She had been busy looking after the kids. 

But today was her day off. 

The family had gone to a theme park. They would be gone all day. She had the house to herself – or so she had thought. She’d completely forgotten that an elderly visitor was also in the vicinity. 

Destiny was from the LA. She had come to Europe to take a year out before going to college, but she’d met a guy in Italy. Then she’d met a guy in France. And now she’d met a guy in England.

His name was Kayden. He was so cool. He was a musician. A rapper. And the plan that day was for him to come over and spend time making sweet music with his hot girlfriend.

Because, damn it, Destiny was horny.

Destiny was always fucking horny.

She had taken a long bath that morning and was dressed in a cute little dress and sexy panties. In the bathroom she combed her silky black hair. Gazed at herself in the mirror. She was so hot, so cute. Her perfect chocolate skin glistened. She was slim and had the most gorgeous figure. She might forget about college and be a model. 

She was going to ring Kayden now, and they would spend a filthy few hours in the families’ main bedroom. 

A tingle ran through her.

She bit her lip and smiled as she imagined Kayden running his strong hands along her lithe, sexy body, up her dress, over her breasts.

She writhed as she combed her hair, smiling sexily at her reflection in the mirror. Her juices flowed. She could already feel the presence of Kayden’s meat in her eager minge, his hot fluid spurting up inside her, across her face, down her throat.

She gasped with desire.

Sitting on the edge of the bath, she quickly grabbed her phone and selected Kayden’s number from the phonebook. His image popped up on her screen. He had his shirt off, and his gorgeous body rippled with sweat. She’d taken the photo a few days earlier after a bout of lovemaking. He lay on the bed, a hint of a smile on his face, his eyes narrowed. His torso was glossed. He looked so beautiful, so handsome, so sexy. Destiny wanted to lick his body, head to toe, lingering a while at his centre – his long, hard centre.

She purred as she dialled his number. She licked her lips as she listened to the tone, waiting for him to answer, his deep, voice bound to play havoc with her sex. She leaned back on the sink. She slid a hand up her nightie, inside her knickers. She purred, her finger gliding along her labia, finding her cunt lips wet, finding them hot. She panted. Opened herself with her fingers. Teased her clit. Made herself squirm; made herself coo. Her body ached for sex. Her womb fizzed. She slid a finger along her cunt, found the moist hole, slid her digit inside. “Oh yes, yes, yes,” she groaned, still waiting on Kayden, the dialling tone even turning her on now; its trill causing a pulse in her temple that ran the length of her body, down to her vitals.
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