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Get in touch with Selena






Selena Friday is in her thirties and
married life can sometimes get a bit boring. She usually writes
thrillers while her hubby is at work. But couples need some "just
us" time, you know? So, they make plans to have a special night
just for them every other Friday. Selena writes about some dirty
phantasies she or her hubby can't let go off, and then they act
them out.






One day, the hubby found a website
where you could publish these kinds of stories (most stores don't
allow them). And Selena found it hot to share their phantasies as
long as it's relatively anonymous. So don't tell their in-laws,
okay?






Have fun!






Do you want to give some feedback or
do you have a story idea you want to share? There will be at least
one new release every Friday! But if you follow the links on her
website, you can sometimes get them a few days earlier than the
general public.

https://SelenaFriday.Neocities.ORG

SelenaFriday@pm.me
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 Synopsis






He thinks about her in the shower;
she wakes up early to see his sweaty, naked chest after jogging.
Mr. Hudson's wife doesn't care about him or their child the way
sweet, innocent Chloe does: the Nanny. He wanted to taste her
sweetness just this once, but it's not enough. After three years of
pinning for each other, will they finally give in? Or will Chloe's
ulterior motives break them apart?


 Story


I couldn't understand how a wife
could let her husband alone as long as Mrs. Hudson did--at least
not when the man in question looked like a Greek Adonis. Her entire
neighborhood was gossiping when he would realize she had an affair
and would leave her, but they were wrong, so wrong.

Mrs. Hudson loved her husband, she
told me so herself. But she had been with him for so long, she
didn't see him as the hot Daddy the rest of the world saw. He used
to be heavier, but about five years ago, he started to go jogging
in the mornings.

For the last three years, I lived
with them and used him as my alarm clock. There was no better way
to drag me out of bed than the sweaty, naked chest that waited for
me every morning in the kitchen. He always took off his shirt when
he came back in the house and hanged it over the second chair on
the right side of the dining table.

And every morning, like clockwork: I
stole it to breathe in his scent. He smelled like the woods he ran
in, but there was something else. Something unique to
him.

He must have noticed his shirts kept
disappearing. I drew them in the laundry basket at the end of the
day, but he thanked me sometimes for cleaning up behind him. His
wife did nothing in the household. She had her cleaning lady, her
cook, her personal trainer, her life coach and me: her
nanny.

Nanny was also the only name Mrs.
Hudson called me by. But Mr. Hudson? He knew who I was, where I
went to school to, what I wanted to do later in life and he even
remembered my birthday.

Usually.

Because this year, he was short
spoken when congratulating me and didn't even give me a present. It
felt almost as if he only remembered when he saw me.

I prepared the breakfast and watched
Mrs. Hudson drive off to work. Then I gave little Tommy a bath. It
was my weekly day off yesterday and by the state of the boy's
cloths; he didn't get much attention without me.

He smelled. Why would a mother not
doing something about that? I didn't get it.

Tommy was a lively little boy and
not tired at all after his bath. I screamed after him to stop, when
he suddenly raced through the house. "Daddy, Daddy," he
screamed.

I finally caught him at the top of
the stairs on the second level floor. How did he get up there so
quickly? I caught him in my arms and pressed his tiny body against
me. "This is dangerous," I started my speech, but I didn't get to
finish it.

The door to the master bedroom
opened and wind flew through my hair. I saw the open window behind
Mr. Hudson's body, before my eyes slowly wandered back to him. I
was kneeling in front of Tommy and was level with Mr. Hudson's
waist area. His stomach muscles were nice and tight and a little
lower, dark, curly hair let a treasure trail right to his enormous
cock.

Hastily my eyes wander back to
Tommy, and I try to shield his eyes. Unsuccessfully. He's twisting
in my arms, desperate to run up to his dad.

His completely butt naked
dad.

Oh, boy.

"What is going on?"

I swallowed. Tommy was not allowed
on the stairs unsupervised.

"Daddy, Daddy, I need to tell you
something."

My eyes meet Hudson's. "I... he's
fussy."

Mr. Hudson slowly shook his head, in
disappointment I suspected. "Tommy, you can't just run away from
Chloe. You know the rules, I want you to go to your room, until I
have spoken with her about your punishment."

At this, I was really worried. Tommy
rarely got told off by his parents. Mr. Hudson in particular
usually kept out of all matters child care related. He was more the
father to play games with and have fun.

The moment the door to Tommy's room
closes, Mr. Hudson's hand grasped his cock. My eyes went wide. He
was wanking off right in front of me. Our eyes met. I had never
seen so much heat in anyone. He looked like a wild animal, ready to
jump me if I gave him permission.

I slowly stood up and gave him a shy
smile. I didn't know really know what to do, but I didn't feel
harassed. I wanted him. I've wanted him for the last three years.
I've brought myself off in the silence of my room, thinking of him.
I've compared every boy I had a date with to him.

No one measured up to the man in
front of me. Hence, why I was still a virgin.

"Chloe, I've been thinking about you
while under the shower." His voice was like an intoxicating drug. I
took a step closer to him, and one more and another. Our chests
touched and he snapped.

Finally.

His hands grabbed my face and he
pressed his lips hard against mine. The kiss was messy and
passionate and everything I could have ever hoped for. So much
better than anything my filthy mind had come up with on its own. We
were two people with a lot of bottled up sexual tension, melting to
be one as we gave in to our desires. His cock insistently rubbed
against my stomach. The thought of it drilling deep inside me made
me so wet, I was sure he could smell it.

Taking me by the hand, he let me to
his bedroom. It looked so flowery and was decorated in so much
lilac it looked sad. His wife didn't go for a fun purple, but for a
mourning shade. Clearly, Mr. Hudson had nothing to say in his own
bedroom.

He was big in front of me, slowly
taking off my shirt, taking the control from me, something his wife
never allowed. His eyes never left my face. Well, shortly. He gave
me a quick once over once I was completely naked. But this wasn't
about me being younger and in better shape than his
wife.

He was looking for a missing piece
in his life, a connection only I could provide.

He moaned loudly as he kneaded my
tits. He pushed me softly at my shoulders, so I fell down on his
bed. Starting at my left foot, he kissed his way all the way up to
mere inches away from my dropping cunt, but then he switched to the
other leg and kissed his way back towards my other foot. He smelled
on the underside like I provided the sweetest perfume.

I moaned his name, "Mr. Hudson".
Only using his last name turned him on. He rewarded me. He moved
between my legs and licked me like a man thirsty in the desert. I
was in complete ecstasy even before his fingers entered me. When
they did, I exploded with an animalistic cry. My head hammered
against his bed frame and I did not care who heard me. My legs
crammed up and I was desperate to have something thick inside my
pulsating walls.

I felt so empty. This longing
intensified as I came down back to earth. Mr. Hudson's cock was all
I could think about. I wrapped my hand around it, stroking it,
exploring its texture.

Suddenly: "Daddy? Daddy? Have you
heart Chloe cry?"

Hudson's eyes widened. His




































































cover.jpg
SELENA FRIDAY

Vq older
Man/

Younger
~AWoman|






