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Chapter One
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I’m staring at Ivy again. I just can’t stop myself. Ivy gave me a job a few months back when I lost my previous employment. And although she’s my boss and off-limits to me, my feelings for her have grown. I know it’s wrong, but I would like more than just a work relationship with her, I’d like her to be more than just my boss. I know I’m only twenty-one and she’s thirty-five, but I just can’t stop crushing on her. 

Since Ivy gave me, a job working alongside her in the small painting and decorating business that she runs from home, I’ve found myself stealing quick glimpses at her—finding any excuse to brush up close to her as we choose wallpaper designs and paint for her client’s homes. As we flip through design catalogues, I accidently let my fingers brush against her and as my confidence has grown around Ivy, I’ve dared to tell her how good she looks in some of the clothes that she wears. In fact, Ivy looks hot in everything she wears, which is usually ass hugging jeans and tight tops that mold themselves to her curvy frame. With her thick dark hair, perfect skin and her moody stare, which I find attractive, it’s hard to take my eyes off her.

But with each passing day and the longer I spend in Ivy’s company while working together, my feelings and desires grow stronger for this older woman. I’ve only had a few girlfriends before, and they’ve been of similar age to me but none of them really got me going. The first true spark of desire I ever felt was when I met Ivy. I felt myself tremble all over with a sudden and needy desire as she took my hand in hers and introduced herself for the first time. I felt an immediate spark ignite deep inside of me and it’s been smouldering there ever since - fanning out like hot flames from my core and to my needy pussy every time I’m in her company. 

Just the other afternoon as we sat at the table at my house looking through a book of wallpaper designs for a client, I was squirming on my seat as my arousal trickled from my throbbing pussy, making my panties wet. I inched closer to Ivy, heart racing and clit aching to be touched. My breathing began to quicken, and I thought I might just come right there and then as I sat next to her, the smell of her floral scent filling my senses, her thigh brushing against mine beneath the table. Did Ivy have any idea as to the horny, hot mess she was turning me into! It had been a hot day and both of us were wearing denim shorts and as I’d pushed my thigh against hers, I’d fought the urge to slide my hand between her legs and reach for her pussy. My clit had throbbed as I’d wrestled with the idea—the need—to slide my fingertips between her wet folds and along her seam. But that was the problem. Did Ivy fancy me? Did she feel the same way as me?

Gulping hard and trying to steady my nerves, I’d plucked up the courage to slip my hand beneath the desk, letting my fingertips come to rest on her thigh. I was sure I saw Ivy’s perfect blue eyes almost flame with desire as I grew in confidence and began to caress her thigh with my fingertips. My throbbing clit hidden beneath my denim shorts and lace panties were so wet, I squirmed down hard on the seat, and I wondered if Ivy could sense how damp I was becoming. 

With her eyes locked on mine, I let my fingers drift to the zipper on her denim shorts. But before I’d had the chance to open them with my trembling fingers, Ivy’s phone had rung. The interruption had startled me, and I panicked. Ivy took the call. Feeling flushed, I’d snatched my hand away, springing up from my seat as Ivy got up and left, still chatting on the phone to one of her clients. 

So, I quickly fled upstairs to my room, my clit still wet and throbbing from stroking Ivy’s thigh and feeling her leg brushing against mine. I had to release those feelings that were driving me half mad with lust and desire.

Snatching up the dildo I had recently bought for such occasions, I flopped down onto my bed. The tingling that I felt between my thighs was so intense it felt like sparks of heat were racing up my spine. So needy was I to sedate the intense feelings churning deep inside of me, I kicked off my shorts and panties and began to desperately work the vibrator against my aching clit. With images of Ivy eating me out, I whimpered into my pillow as one orgasm after another ripped through my trembling body.

But today as I stand in the lounge of our clients home and remove strips of old wallpaper so we can replace it with new, I know there is no chance of me and Ivy being disturbed. The owners of the huge house we are redecorating are away on a two week holiday so we can get the work done without interruption. 

We’ve worked for hours and I’m beginning to feel hot and tired as I stand halfway up a set of stepladders and reach for another strip of wallpaper. I sneak a sideways glance at Ivy, and I can see that she looks hot in more ways than one. Ivy has removed her T-shirt and is now wearing a bikini top and just a pair of old faded denims that are speckled with dry flecks of paint. They cling snuggly to her firm ass. Each time that she reaches up to remove another strip of wallpaper, her large breasts sway and wobble, almost spilling out from the bikini top. I can see a trickle of sweat sliding down between her tits which glistens deliciously. As I stand staring at her, I imagine licking that pearl of sweat from her body with the tip of my tongue.

Starting to feel hotter with each passing moment that I spend staring at Ivy’s lush body, I pull off my own T-shirt, so I’m left wearing only my lacy bra and my barely-there denim shorts. As I toss my T-shirt to one side, I lose my balance and fall from halfway up the stepladder I’m balancing on and cry out. The pain in my ankle isn’t as bad as I pretend it to be as Ivy comes rushing towards me, her clear blue eyes full of concern. 

“Marcia are you okay?” she asks.

I wince and bend over so she gets a full view of my ass wrapped in my skimpy shorts. I grip my leg. “I think I’ve twisted my ankle.”

My clit begins to beat like a pulse as Ivy slides one arm about my bare shoulders. I limp and wince as she helps me out of the lounge and into a bedroom along the hall. As Ivy supports me on one side, I’m sure I see her eyes stray to my breasts, which are threatening to
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