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There was so much sexual tension
between us! It was always there.

Always

Even now. I was standing there.
Just innocently washing the dishes. Just like any good nanny might
do, when she is alone in the house with her boss, a long day doing
not much, the two of us, just kicking back and getting on with our
day.

Ok so maybe I’m teasing him.
Just a little. I am standing by the sink, soapy warm water running
through my fingers as I squeak the dishes to make sure they’re
clean. My boss, Adam, the man of the house is behind me, maybe two
metres or so. He has the mail in his hand, which he is making a
show of opening. Glasses on, and forehead furrowed as he looks down
at the manila envelopes, no doubt stacking up bills and debts from
his wife’s out of control spending, which Adam works so hard to
contain, working two jobs to please his new wife. The wife that
came along with an extra package. A sexy, virgin live-in
babysitter!

I look behind myself and at him
as I stand at the sink. I’m wearing my cotton shorts. Well, they
are more like briefs if I’m brutally honest. Barely there, hardly
covering my pert ass. An ass that even though she takes spin
classes and personal training, his pushing 40 wife could never hope
to emulate.

Oh yeah, I see him looking at me, from
under his spectacles, I see him drinking in the sight of me, and I
like it!

I give him a smile. My most demure.
Coquettish almost, my white teeth shining. He stops what he’s
doing. What he’s pretending to do anyway, and fixes me with a
stare. One of those deep steely blue eyed stares that make me want
to melt in his arms and tell him to take me, right now!

There is a smile playing on his lips,
and he looks down again, very deliberately, at my barely covered
ass. I sashay, moving my hips to the low volume radio, samba music
playing, a perfect soundtrack to the courtship ritual playing out
in the sun drenched kitchen, low light tinged with red in the
sunset. He leans on the doorway, as though taking his place for the
show. I belly dance some more. I have the moves and he knows it. He
loves the way I am moving, hopefully imagining what it would be
like to have me ride him. Have me take all of him inside my tight
and unfucked virgin cunt.

I look over my shoulder at him again,
and this time I turn around. He can see that I’m wearing that soft,
checked shirt, dark blue on light blue, the one he got me. It’s
tied up, so that my stomach is showing, flat and inviting, the kind
of stomach cheerleaders display at those games he loves so much. I
decide to go for it. All or nothing.

“You like what you see,
don’t you?” I said with a low, sexy voice. Stating a fact as well
as issuing an invitation

He started to speak,
maybe to protest at
what I had said, the outrageousness of it all. After all, what I
seemed to be proposing would be breaking every taboo, every rule
there was. I didn’t care now. I was so turned on. I pressed home my
advantage.

“You know, your wife isn’t home.
She said she would be out all day. So it’s just you and
me”

Now there was no doubting what I meant
by that.

I gave a little twirl, showing off my
pert and young body to it’s best advantage

“You want me don’t you?” I
said. “Why don’t you take me?”

I reversed into him, so that my ass was
on his groin. I could feel that telltale bulge against my butt
cheeks. I held his hands, fingers interlocked, and wrapped them
around me so that he was holding me tight from behind. I pushed my
swaying ass into him, letting him feel the gentle movement, as
though fucking me already. His work pants were hard now, pushing
into me, and I could feel his growing erection.

I lifted my hands around his neck and
twirled around on the spot, coming to rest after my 180 on his
chest. I pulled him down to me, using his tie as a pulley, so that
his lips naturally rested on mine. Our lips joined. I felt a light
kiss at first, and then he opened up his mouth and our tongues
began to entwine. We kissed hard, harder, and his arms wrapped
around my body and I felt his warm embrace, like a big bear
wrapping me up and making me feel safe. I pushed myself into him,
so that my pussy could feel his warmth and strength and our bodies
started to move together. I could taste his musk, his manly scent,
and his hands pressed into my flesh, now on my butt cheek and half
inside of the cotton shorts that I was wearing, and I could feel
myself moistening, getting myself wet at the attentions, and at the
thought that soon we would be fucking!

His hands were now on my cheeks,
holding me to him, as though if he didn’t I would somehow escape.
The urgency of his actions were such a turn on for me. His fingers
stroked my ears, and tenderly alighted on my neck, as out pouting
lips connected. The slurping, smacking sound of our kisses filled
the room.

Now his lips on my neck, the front of
it, and I felt that sensation of warmth and turned on to it. I
moaned with a passion that was pulsing through me, and all the
while his hands explored my body, and I his, my fingers on his ass,
feeling that rock hard bun with my hands through his work pants and
loving it.

Then the first item of clothing was
quickly and deftly removed. He pulled off his necktie and threw it
to the floor, the first of what would soon be a little mountain of
clothing on those hard cold tiles. We kissed again, and my hand was
on his chest, feeling his heart beating fast. He took my hand and
moved it down to his groin. I could feel the definite shape of his
erection with my fingers. I wound them around his thick, wonderful
rod and knew that he was big and so rock hard.

As we kissed I felt his hands now at
the front of my shorts. A deft movement and they were loose, and
soon were moving downwards around my thighs. My briefs were now
showing, tiny little kanga things, a thong really, shocking pink in
colour and no barrier to what he was going to do to me. My shorts
were now around my ankles, and so I kicked them away to join the
tie on the floor. He urgently and firmly grabbed my ass cheeks, one
in each hand, and kind of lifted me up so that I was more or less
sitting on his cock as we stood there. I marvelled at the strength
that he had in him to support my body like that. Then he lifted up
my right leg, so that it bent at the knee, and as he kissed and
nuzzled into my neck, I felt his fingers start to move inside my
briefs and then connect with the soft, wet parts of my pussy that I
knew he craved. I felt him gently stroke me, dipping his finger in
and gently out of my hole, and I felt like melting as he slowly and
assuredly warmed me up with his attentions. Never taking his lips
from my neck.

I moaned and kissed him, and pulled
myself up onto him so that I was now straddling him in the standing
position, both legs around him and showering kisses down on him.
His hands under my ass now, and lifting me up so that, in reality,
I could start riding him right there and then. I lifted myself up
and down on him, feeling the end of his hard cock rubbing on my
pussy lips and loving that forbidden sensation.

He popped me back down on the floor
now, so that I was standing now, my back to him, just my panties
and my checked shirt on. He moved down my back, kissing as he moved
to my ass cheeks. Then I felt that welcoming cold sensation of his
lips on my ass and I felt my panties finally being moved down my
legs. My ass cheeks parted by his strong fingers, and then his
tongue, probing between them, connecting with my cunt and exploring
me, tasting me. I made short work of untying my shirt and removing
it, so that I was naked save my kicked boots which had resolutely
stayed on. I wondered, for a second, as he ate me out from behind,
whether it would turn him on more if I kept my shoes on, like I had
seen so many porn actors do.

His hands were now up and all over my
pert young tits. I knew that he loved them. I had seen him looking
me up and down often enough. And what man wouldn’t want to nuzzle
these perfect young puppies? He squeezed them as he lapped up and
down my crack.

I turned around, so that my pussy was
now directly in his face, he on his knees and me standing up. He
was very clothed, compared to my nakedness. I knew that we would be
rectifying that situation very soon. I started to unbutton his
shirt. Fiddly little buttons! And he untucked it from below and
started to do the same, so that with a few of them loosened I was
able to pull it over his head and reveal that muscular and defined
torso, with maybe a hint of a Dadbod, that I had seen and enjoyed
so many times, while he was getting out of the shower, or working
up a sweat in the back yard.

Now his lips were all over my nipples.
He was licking and sucking them, and then winding around my tits so
that he was lapping like he was eating an ice cream. Each breast in
turn subject to his affections, gentle squeezing of each one and
then more kissing, more flicking of my nipples in turn, making me
gush with the rising feeling of orgasm. I moaned and held his head
as he worked on my tits, and looked deep into his eyes. His hands
were all over my tight butt cheeks and he was squeezing it, making
me heave.

But now I wanted more. Wanted all of
him. I pulled on him so that he stood up in front of me. I wanted
his cock, needed to have it inbetween my fingers, to feel the
weight of it. I quickly loosened his belt buckle and unzipped him.
As his pants fell to the floor, I was inside his boxers, feeling
the cool cotton fall way and the warm, stiff rod in my hands. His
pants and briefs on the floor and kicked away now, and I held his
hard erection in my hands and started to gently tug on him, and now
it was his turn to heave, breathing deeply, turning on to my
attentions as I pulled his cock as we stood there. The big end felt
like a bulbous hard
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