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I Sucked Off My DILF Boss
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DEAR SMUTSLUT:

I was almost to shy to write, but I know you’ll understand. I mean, surely I’m not the only woman to feel that thrill when thinking about an older man. A much older man. Right??

Does it make it worse knowing that the DILF in question was my boss, and I was their family’s nanny? Because for me, that was part of the attraction. It was soooo wrong...but God, it felt so good.

Tom had the perfect life from the outside: good job, nice big house, lovely kids, and a beautiful wife. Well, perfect aside from that last bit. I had barely started working for them when I realized how thin that facade was: the fights, the mocking comments, the belittling attitude, it was all nonstop. I mean, nobody’s an angel, but from what I’d seen, Tom was a good husband, a good provider, and a good man. Seeing such a great guy with such an ungrateful, cold wife, well...it practically broke my heart.

And it wasn’t just his personality that attracted me; he was genuinely good-looking. Trim and strong, with those veiny hands that fascinated me; a butt that looked so tasty in jeans, and salt-and-pepper scruff that I wanted to feel against my thighs. It was almost embarrassing how often I touched myself thinking about him.

So when his wife stormed out with the kids one Friday night after yet another argument, we were left alone for the weekend. Inside the house were four bedrooms, roughly a dozen bottles of wine, and one DILF who needed cheering up. My weekend had practically planned itself.

I found him in the den, still staring out the window an hour after they’d gone, and when he turned to face me he looked so lonely it broke my heart.

“Oh, Tom,” I murmured, as I went to hug him. I fit perfectly into his arms, and though he startled a bit at first, in a moment I felt his embrace tighten. He must have needed this as much as I did.

“She...,” he started, before his voice trailed off. “I mean, my kids....”

“They’re coming back,” I said, trailing my hand up and down his spine. “Of course they’re coming back.” I tilted my head up so I could get a whiff of his neck. He smelled like pine, whiskey, and soap — in other words, wonderful. “But for now, it looks like it’s just you and me this weekend.”

And then, I made my move.

I raised my mouth to his and kissed him quickly, before he could think to avoid it — if he had wanted to.

He didn’t.

Tom didn’t exactly kiss me at first...but he sure let me kiss him. I traced his mouth with my tongue, only gently slipping it between his lips, enough for him to taste me, like an appetizer. But I had a whole menu waiting for him, if he wanted it.
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