
        
            
                
            
        

    
DOING THE HOT NANNY

By Daisy Diamond

Copyright 2022 Daisy Diamond

Published by Daisy Diamond Books.

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED.

This is a work of fiction and is intended for ADULT READERS ONLY. All character therein are 18 years old or older, and not related by blood. Names, characters, places, incidents, etc are the product of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to events, locations, or actual person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

This is ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.  If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.

Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5


DOING THE HOT NANNY
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Chapter 1

The nanny was driving me nuts.  It had been over two months that she had been taking care of the youngest kid – the seven year old brat and everything she did set me on edge.  I literally couldn’t get her out of my mind.  I had to figure out a way to get past this stupid feeling I had.

***

Later that afternoon, the nanny knocked on my office door.

“Are you okay, Mr. Walker?”

“Yeah, Shelia.  I’m fine.”  I was anything but 'okay'.  The touch of her hands on my shoulder earlier at dinner haunted me and the sound of her voice now was causing my senses to spin.  I was frustrated that I couldn't read her.  It left me feeling angry, unsettled, and extremely turned on.

“You don’t seem fine,” she said as she walked into the room.  “I know I’m the new nanny and all, but I want you to know I’ll do whatever you need.  I want to make this job work.  If it doesn’t work out, I’ll have to go back to college.  I can tell though that I get on your nerves.  Would it help if you called by my name, Sheila.  Is that okay?”

I wasn’t sure what she was trying to pull, but my thoughts scattered in my head because while I married and in my 30s, I did not have time to be nice to the nanny or even have any reason to deal with the nanny.  We really weren’t that far apart in age, but it seemed like it was.

“Shelia,” I snapped.  “I’m very busy so if you can leave my office, I’d appreciate it.  I think your job is to take care of the kids.  You don’t have to cater to me.  Okay?”

She left in tears.

I had upset her greatly.  I blinked a few times as I sat at my desk, trying to get my anger to subside.  My cock was rock hard and I wanted to smash my fists in the wall or fuck something hard.  I decided I’d go for a run to calm myself down.

Then I heard a knocking on the door.

“Ray, can I speak to you please?”

“Yeah, what?” I barked back at my wife’s voice on the other side of the door.

She came in and shut the door behind her.  “Why is the nanny crying in the kitchen?  What did you say to her?  She’s beside herself!”

I made up a lie quick.  “I was trying to order dinner for all of us and she spoiled my plans.  I didn’t mean to shout at her.  Tell her I’m sorry, okay?”

“You’re stressing about work.  I get it, but sweetie, you can’t take it out on the nanny.  She’s a good girl.  Okay?  I’ll tell her you said you were sorry.  Just be sure to apologize to her.  Please.  I can’t go looking for a new nanny this close to Fall break.  Can you just be nice to her?”

“I’ll apologize,” I said as I gritted me teeth.  I hated apologizing for anything, especially the behavior of my cock.  It was ludicrous. “I’ll go pick up food now and run this evening.”

“Thank you, sweetie.”  My wife leaned in, kissed me, and dismissed me all in one move.

Cunt, I growled to myself.

Just as I was making my way out of the house, the nanny showed up next to the fridge.

“Mr. Walker?”

“Yes, I'm just...” I began hesitantly as I turned my head to look up into the blue ocean of her eyes.  I was desperately searching for the right words but her innocent stare was making it impossible for me to think clearly.  She was so gorgeous, slim and trim, just a bit muscular, a deep tan, amazing features of a golden goddess, and outstandingly big breast.  I saw why the seven year old loved to snuggle up with her.  Her rack were fucking amazing.

As soon as a new fantasy of my wanting to lay her across the bed and explore every inch of her, I decided I had to leave the room.  Taking giant strides, I crossed the kitchen and left without saying anything to her.  She’d be the death of me if I let her get in my head.  I had to control myself and act more like the man of the house.




Chapter 2

The next day at work, Kevin found me in the server room as I tried out a few new flash drives, reformatting the ones that looked worn and used.

“Hey Ray, I had hoped to find you in here.  Look, I’ve gotta talk to you.”

“What’s up, man?” I asked, trying not to sound as annoyed as I felt at everything in general.

“Your wife was talking to mine this morning.  You know how Carol listens to her phone calls on her speaker phone?  And it sounds like Peg thinks you are going to fire the nanny.  What’s going on?”

I pointed to my pants, showing him my enormous bulge.  “He’s..”

“Overwhelmed?" he answered for me, his voice cracking into laughter.

“Don’t laugh, man.  I’ve had this hard-on all morning long.  I’m going nuts!  You’re right.  I can’t stay at the house.  Not with the nanny there.  I’m going to…”  I stopped myself before I said something I didn’t want to.

Kevin nodded.

“I’ve got to do something.  I just don’t know what,” I continued hoping I wasn’t rambling which I knew I was starting to do.

“Can’t you fuck your wife and just get it out of your system?”

“And break her in half?  I can’t do that.  Besides you’ve seen the nanny.  This …”  I pointed to my cock again.  “This is not for Peggy.  I go soft the minute I think of my wife.  What am I going to do?”

He smiled at me and nodded.  “I may have something to help ya.  You’re desperate and that’s not good.”

“Like a bullet to the head? Cause that’s what I need right now.”

Kevin laughed at me.  “Hey, let’s do lunch and we can then see the guy you need to see.  I’ll take you to him.  I think he can help.  It’s worth a try and if it doesn’t work, then you can fire the nanny, and maybe even divorce Peg.  Okay?”

***

After I bought Kevin lunch, we headed over to some antique shop that was on the corner of South and Main, right downtown by all of the skyscrapers.  I had never seen the store before because it was dwarfed in size to the other glass and steel buildings.

When we walked in, I immediately smelt incense burning and saw candles lined on the top of several bookshelves.  I felt like I had stepped out of reality into some magical world.  It gave me the creeps.

“Mr. Turner, hello, I’m glad you came.”

“Mr. Rivers.  Thank you for seeing us, sir.  This is my friend who had that problem we discussed.  He really needs your help.”

The Mr. Rivers man seemed old but kind.  He looked like an ex-hippy from the 70s, a figure right out of a Cheech and Chong movie.

“You have this desire for a woman, yes?” he asked, his voice sounding like he had an accent.

“Yes, it’s a young lady who is tempting him terribly.  He needs a way to control it.”

“Ahhh, yes,” Mr. Rivers laughed.  “I have just the thing.”  He walked into the back of his shop and was gone for a few minutes.

Kevin and I stood there, wondering if he was coming back.

When he returned, he had a black box that was the size of a golf ball.  It looked rather odd, shaped like a circle.

“You have my payment, Kevin,” Mr. Rivers asked.

“Yes, I do.  Right here.”  Kevin handed the man three rings that had small balls on the top of them like the candy rings kids used to wear.  One of them seemed to be glowing a faint purple color.

“What are those,” I asked Kevin.

“I’ll tell you later.  Here, try it on.”

“What is this?”  As I pulled out open the lid to the golf ball shaped box, I saw a large silver ring inside of it.  A wolf’s head sat on top of the silver band.  Two green stones were in the place of the animal’s eyes.

“Do be careful with this gem, my friend.  It is very rare and only to be used three times in a night.  No more.  You choose who you share your love with.  This is the wish of the wolf who is the leader of his pack.”

Seeing that I could not move, Kevin removed the ring from the box and slid it on my index finger.  “Look man,” he began.  “It seems to fit.”

“Thank you again, Mr. Rivers.  I’ll see you next week.”

Kevin dragged me out of the antique store.




Chapter 3

It was around 11 pm when I finally got home that night.  Kevin had taken me to a bar to try and explain the weird ring I had on my index finger.  All I knew was that it would not come off, so I was stuck with it.  Quite literally.

As I walked into the house, I heard the TV going so I peeked my head in.  My wife and the nanny were on the couch, watching a movie.  I noticed a vacant spot on the loveseat where a lamp was on.  Quietly I walked into the living room and made myself comfortable on the loveseat.  I checked my email on my phone and looked over the notes for a few meetings I had missed.  Rubbing the silver wolf ring, I could feel how heavy it was.  ‘You’ll know when it’s working,’ the weird guy said.  His words filtered through my head like a vapor of memory.

I must have drifted off to sleep because when I opened my eyes, I noticed that the nanny was silently observing me. Her sweet face darkened with intensity and I felt a gentle pressure push against my mind, as if she was trying to communicate with me. I rubbed the ring on my index finger, feeling its smooth metal and intricate design. I wondered if she knew what I was thinking.

Frowning slightly, she looked at me with uncertainty and the pressure disappeared.  Apparently, I was as perplexing to her as she was to me.  I could almost see the highly oiled wheels of her mind calculating her next move.  I knew it was wrong, but I wanted her terribly.

Then I felt her presence next to me, towering over me.  “Mr. Walker, are you okay?”

“What’s going on?” I asked slowly.

“You fell asleep.  Do you want to put me to bed?”

“I’m sorry?  What did you say?”

“Do you want to put me to bed?”

I held my breath, hoping the ring was indeed working.  Then my hand moved on its own accord to trace the lines of her lips with my fingertips.  I wanted, no, I needed to touch her to see if this was just another fantasy of mine.  I had to reassure myself that she was real.  Her lips were soft and I felt and watched her mouth curve into a smile under my gentle touch. I couldn’t believe what I was doing.  It was as if I had no control to resist her.  None whatsoever.

“Yes,” I whispered.  “I think I will put you to bed, Sheila.  But first a bedtime story.”

Quietly, she giggled and said, “Oh yes, Mr. Walker.  I’d like that.”

Without another word, her head lowered and her lips collided with mine.

My large hands pulled her tightly against me, molding us together.  My fingers sensuously moved up her back, finally stopping to lightly fist in her long, luxurious blond hair.  Her body melted in my arms and my hands became busy working their way underneath the back of her long night shirt, relishing in the cool softness of her tiny body. Her tongue begged for entrance into my mouth and I parted my lips to her, our tongues meeting and battling for control.

My hands drifted down to impatiently tug on the tie to my jogging shorts and she moaned into his mouth as they fell to my knees.

Sheila's lips left mine for a moment, long enough to wander slowly downwards to look at my hard cock.  “Oh, you’re so big,” she sighed.

“Beautiful,” I murmured thickly, reclaiming her lips in a brief kiss.  “Sheila, you are so beautiful.  But I can’t do this.  Not like this.”

Instantly I lifted me up in his arms.

“Do you not want me?” she asked as I cradled her in my arms and led her to her bedroom.

I didn’t answer her.




Chapter 4

The next morning I left the house early so I wouldn’t see anyone.  I put a note on the fridge saying I had going for a run near the mall.  Instead, I decided to take a long bike ride to the lake house.  It would be the last place anyone would think to look for me.

I couldn’t get Sheila out of my head, the way I had kissed her and then way she felt so good against my body.  With her in my arms, everything fell into place and I wanted her more now than ever.  But no one could know I had such dirty thoughts about a younger woman, a woman who was not my wife.  I’d have to fire her for sure if I had my way with her.  I couldn’t risk being found out.

Once I made it to the lake house, some five miles away, I realized I still have the strange wolf ring on.  When I tried to remove it, I couldn’t. I tried several things to get it off my hand and nothing worked.  Butter didn’t work.  Hot water didn’t work.  Lotion.  Nothing worked.

Then I discovered as well that I had left my phone.  I had no way to contact anyone.  I was cut off.  Maybe that was the way it should be, I thought. I really needed to disconnect from the world and think some things out.  What good would it do me if I wanted the nanny like I did?  Where would that get me? I wondered.  Where would that get her?

I tried to keep myself busy as my brain raced over a growing fantasy in my head of what Sheila would feel like if I had my cock inside of her.  She was so beautiful, so innocent, so understanding, and I wanted her for myself.  I knew that now, but I had no way to tell her.  I couldn’t even voice the notion to myself.  But it still made my cock rock hard to think of her.

I fell asleep sometime after lunch and didn’t wake up until it was dark.  A knock on the door was crashing into my fantasy about Sheila and I wanted it to go away.  As I staggered to the door and opened it, I realized I had no clothes on.  I stood at the door with my cock blazing forward ready to penetrate anyone who it deemed worthy.

Sheila stood in the doorway, gazing upon me.

Was she real?  Was this just a dream?

“Thank god, you’re okay,” she said. “We were worried.”  Then she paused and closed the door behind her.  “I was worried, Mr. Walker.”

“Come here,” I growled at her.

“I see you’re happy to see me,” she giggled.




Chapter 5

“I can’t stand this any longer,” I said to her.  Pulling her into my arms, I watched as she succumbed to my touch.

“I want you.  I know that.  I absolutely want you.”

“Why did you leave like that?” she asked  “You shouldn’t be out here alone.”

“I’m not alone now, Sheila,” I said.  Again, I repeated my lust for her, something I no longer wanted to deny.  “I want,” I said.  “I want to be inside of you.”

“Oh, Mr. Walker.  Tell me again.  What do you want?”

“Oh god,” I said, trying to hold myself up as I felt the word start to spin.  I had completely forgotten to eat all day.  “I want….”

“Do you want me on top of you?” she asked.

"Oh my god, Sheila," I breathed in response.  “Yes,” I said, unable to stop myself.  “Please, let me fuck you.”

I swept her up into my arms and her legs instinctively wrapped around my waist.  “I’m going to make you come like you’ve never come before, my sweet.”

Her hands cupped my ass as I quickly carried her into the bedroom, softly placing her in the middle of the bed like I had dreamed of so many times before.

I stood motionless above her as my eyes possessively raked over her body.  I was almost feline in nature, my posture predatory.  The ring was talking to me.  I knew I had to take her and make her mine.

“Take off your clothes. Please,” I whispered impatiently.  I couldn't wait to see her naked since she was close to perfection fully clothed.

She gazed up at me for a moment, drinking in my boldness at not being afraid to show herself completely to me.  Then she raised an eyebrow in response to my request.  She knew she had me exactly where she wanted me: naked above the bed and waiting to pounce on her.

And I was totally in control.

“As you wish, Mr. Walker,” she purred like a kitten ready for her cream.  Her voice was soft and harmonious as she pulled her shirt over her head swiftly and let it drop carelessly on the floor.

Her small hands unbuttoned her jeans and her fingers moved slowly as they lowered the zipper.  She pushed them over her hips and let the denim fall around her feet.  She was gloriously naked in front of me and my eyes shamelessly moved over her buxom chest and down the planes of her flat stomach to finally linger on the lovely slit between her legs

When she looked up at me, admiring my cock, I knew she wanted me.  If she had any doubt of my arousal before, she certainly didn't now.  I was hard for her and my cock was almost begging to be deep inside of her wet pussy.

“Do you like what you see, Sheila?”

She didn't answer him.  Instead, she crawled across the bed and raised up on her knees to rest her trembling hands against my thighs.  Her palms were flat as they slid down my lean torso and wrapped around my hardened cock.  Leaning up to kiss my cock, she licked her tongue from one side of my shaft to the other side.

I pulled her up in my arms instantly and with little effort.  I marveled at my strength that came out of nowhere.  I slowly ran my tongue against her neck and stopped to run my tongue over the shell of her ear.  Her hands grasped my face and dragged my lips to her, capturing my mouth in a kiss that was all consuming.  Her hands, stroking my cock, increased their speed in response to eagerness, gently stroking the entire length of my cock from base to tip.

When I wrenched my mouth away from her, she didn't resist as my hands roughly pushed her back down to the bed. I slowly inched my way onto the bed, my mouth and hands trailing up her stomach to caress the curve of my plump breasts.  I pressed against her at the same time to rub circled around her nipples.

“I want you, Mr. Walker.  Please fuck me.”

“So impatient,” I said.

“I can’t control myself.  I can’t believe we’re doing this!”

“Is it wrong, Sheila?  Is it really that wrong?”  I continued to brush my mouth over her breasts, alternating between kissing and licking her skin.

“No, it can’t be.  I want you so bad.  It can’t be wrong if I want you so bad,” she breathed in between words, and then finally giving into my caresses.  One of her hands moved between us to stroke the length of my cock.

I moaned loudly when I felt her hand on my satiny hardness as my cock jerked in response to her touch.

“I want you so bad,” she said to me.

A low growl escaped my chest as my large hand grasped her face.  Gently I stroked my thumb across her cheekbone before I kissed her with more force than I had before.  She pulled on my tongue deeper into her mouth as her other hand inched down my stomach to roughly grip my cock again.

My fingers wrapped around the side of her panties and impatiently ripped the fabric away with a quick snap of my wrist.  Then I found my hands stroking the outside of her wet pussy.  My breathing was coming in ragged pants, growing louder each time my fingers grazed against her swollen clit.  She was amazingly wet for me.

She lifted her lips to mine to kiss her way back down to my chest, rolling her tongue around each nipple until they hardened into tight peaks.

“You’re a tease.” I said.

“You have no idea how hot I am for you, Mr. Walker.  I want you now!”

My mouth made its path down her body at a remarkably slow pace.  My lips drifted down her stomach and continued their descent until I made my way down to her hips.  My large hands grasped the inside of her thighs, pressing them open as wide as possible.  My tongue darted out to lick across my lower lip when I saw hr wet pussy completely open and ready for me.  I maneuvered between my legs.

“Fucking beautiful,” I whispered, placing an open-mouthed kiss against her clit.  My lips moved to kiss the inside of each thigh of her delicate skin all the way to the crease on the side of my pussy folds, tracing my tongue along the same path.  I took one long lick from her entrance to return to her clit, swirling my tongue hungrily around it.

“Sheila,” I murmured against her softly.

Her eyes flickered to focus on me and the blue of her eyes were watching me, hooded and dark with passion.  “Yes, Mr. Walker,” she whispered.

“You know I’m going to fuck you with my cock soon.  Yes?”

She arched against me, moaning from the combination of my eyes watching her and the feeling of my talented mouth against her pussy. Her hands frantically grasped at the covers and her head thrashed against the pillow.  “Oh yes, Mr. Walker.  OH YES, I’m ready!”

Maybe it was the ring, but something had unlocked a part inside of me that was ravenous and starving to simply feel.  I wanted to feel this woman from the inside, and the man of the house was just the man to do it.  I was in heaven.

I don't think a coherent word escaped my lips as her mouth ravaged me.  I let her writhe under my ministrations.  Her hips bucked against my face, pulling me in closer as my tongue dove into her pussy without any mercy.  I used both of my thumbs to hold her open and pressed against her clit. Then I replaced my tongue with two of my long fingers, slowly sliding them inside of her.

“Call me Daddy.” I told her.  “Call me Daddy.”

“Oh,” she moaned.  “I like that….”

“Do it!”

“Oh yes, Daddy.  Fuck me.  Please, please, fuck me!”  She moaned against me as my fingers rhythmically curled up against her slick walls.  She instinctively clenched around them, encouraging me to continue as she got more and more wet.

“Don't stop,” she replied brokenly.  “Don’t stop. Please.”

I hesitated for a moment and I couldn't help but notice a brief glimmer of emotion flicker across her face.

My movements were sensual as I pressed my body against hers, slipping one of my hands between us to guide my hard cock into her sweet pussy.  I did it at an almost agonizingly slow pace, giving her time to adjust to my enormous size.

When I was fully inside of her, I stopped for a moment.  I pulled back and plunged back in her again, my thrusts shallow.  “You like that, baby?” I asked.

“Oh my god, yes!”

“You want me to fuck you?  You want that?”

I pulled my cock out and plunged it into her again.

“I need to fuck you… I need you,” she begged hoarsely and clutched desperately at my arms. 

I felt desire clawing at me, fiery and sharp.  My hips bucked uncontrollably against her, willing myself to move faster and deeper.

She screamed, “I need your cock!”

Hers darkened blue eyes dilated until they were almost black and she moved against me, meeting each thrust I pounded into her at an almost inhuman speed.

I shackled her wrists in my hands, withdrew my cock completely, only to slam back inside of her again as I growled with purpose.  I was unleashed!  Ie repeated the motion until she unashamedly begged me for more.

She spread her legs further outwards and slightly tilted her hips, pulling me in deeper to meet each of my hard thrusts.  I groaned as I slowed my pace down, fully burying myself completely inside of her wet pussy.

“So beautiful,” I mumbled against her neck as I maintained slow, powerful strokes inside of her.  I could feel myself slowly coming apart at the seams, one thread at a time.

“Oh god...I need to come,” she begged.  “I want to come for you.”  The voice coming out of her mouth didn't sound like her own.  It sounded raw, brazen, and demanding.

I released her wrists and my hands instinctively reached up to grab her hair, dragging her face down to reclaim my lips with hers, my tongue pushing forcefully inside of her mouth.  The speed and intensity of my thrusts again increased, my cool cock sliding inside her again to claim her completely.

She cried out against my mouth and begged for release.  “Oh my god, oh my god,” she said over and over.

Her back rose off the bed as she began to slowly clench around my cock, waves of ecstasy flowing through us.

“Come for me, Sheila,” I murmured against her lips.  “Come for your daddy.”

My cock pumped against her, and then released deep inside of her.  A guttural cry escaped my lips.

The room was aglow with a soft, golden hue, and the air was heavy with a sweet, musky aroma. Her body, lithe and supple, shimmered against the warm light of the candles, and I could feel her heart racing in time with my own as I fucked her.

I reached out to her, my fingertips lightly grazing along her curves, and she sighed in pleasure as I pushed further into her divinely warm wetness. My hands moved with certainty, exploring her body with an eagerness that showed no fear.

Her breath came faster as my touch ventured further, and soon an unbidden moan escaped her lips. Her head fell back against my shoulders as her orgasms overtook her, and I felt a victorious smile spread across my face. Then I raised her head slowly and lowered a trembling kiss to her delicate lips. “I knew you would like that.” I whispered softly, and as I watched her eyes close in pleasure, I realized that I had taken the first steps of a journey that I never wanted to end.

She rolled to her side and nestled into me, her head resting lightly against the crook of my shoulder. Her body curved around mine like a crescent moon, fitting perfectly into the contours of my shape. Our breathing was ragged and uneven, the aftermath of our passionate encounter. I was slowly starting to regain my senses and I turned my head slightly to stare into her beautiful eyes, sparkling with love and desire. My fingers absently stroked her silky hair, feeling the softness of each strand. I felt a surge of emotion in my chest, a mixture of gratitude, admiration, and devotion. She was the most amazing person I had ever met, and I couldn’t believe she was mine.

She smiled at me lazily, her face relaxed and euphoric.  “You’re amazing,” she said.

“You want me to fuck you again, my darling nanny?”

Her lips descended upon mine as she scampered up on my chest like a delicious, naughty nymph.  “Oh god, yes, yes, yes, yes,” she purred.
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