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Chapter One

Donna stared at the divorce papers on her kitchen table, the ink still fresh from the notary's stamp. At 38, she felt like she'd been hit by a freight train. 

Fifteen years of marriage down the drain because her ex-husband couldn't keep his dick in his pants—or, in this case, out of other women's. 

She crumpled the papers and tossed them into the trash, her hands shaking with a mix of rage and relief. 

Freedom tasted bitter, but it was hers now. And with two kids under ten, she needed to figure out how to rebuild her life fast. 

She'd already lined up a new routine: work from home in marketing, and tonight, her first night truly single, she had a date with a glass of wine and some much-needed solitude. 

But first, she needed to handle the babysitter situation. 

Her neighbor had recommended Jeanie, a 28-year-old college student who watched kids in the evenings while studying graphic design. 

Donna had met her briefly last week—young, vibrant, with an easy smile that made Donna's stomach flip in a way she hadn't expected. 

The doorbell rang at exactly 6 PM. 

Donna smoothed her blouse and opened the door to find Jeanie standing there, backpack slung over one shoulder, her short auburn hair tousled from the wind. 

She wore a simple tank top that clung to her full breasts and jeans that hugged her hips, looking every bit the casual caregiver. 

'Hey, Mrs. Thompson—er, I mean, Donna. Ready for me to take over?' 

Donna waved her inside, catching a whiff of Jeanie's scent—vanilla shampoo mixed with something fresh and inviting. 

'Yeah, the kids are in the living room. Tommy's got homework, and Lily wants to watch that cartoon about the singing animals. Emergency numbers are on the fridge.' She handed over the keys to the back door, their fingers brushing. 

A spark jumped between them, warm and unexpected, making Donna's cheeks heat. 

Jeanie's green eyes lingered on Donna's face, then dropped briefly to her lips. 

'You've got this. Go enjoy your night. I'll keep everything under control here.' Her voice was soft, reassuring, but there was an undercurrent that made Donna's pulse quicken. 

As Jeanie headed to the kids, Donna watched her walk away, the sway of her ass in those tight jeans stirring a heat low in her belly she hadn't felt in years. 

The evening passed in a blur. Donna met a friend for drinks downtown, but her mind kept drifting back to the house—to Jeanie playing with the kids, her laughter echoing through the rooms. 

By 10 PM, she was home, paying Jeanie at the door while the children slept upstairs. 

'They were angels,' Jeanie said, pocketing the cash with a grin. 'Tommy finished his math, and Lily drew me a picture. She's got talent.' 

Donna leaned against the doorframe, the porch light casting shadows that softened Jeanie's features. 

'Thanks for stepping in on short notice. Divorce week's been... chaotic.' She hadn't meant to say it, but the words tumbled out. 

Jeanie's expression softened, her hand reaching out to squeeze Donna's arm. 

The touch was electric, lingering a beat too long. 

'I'm sorry. But hey, fresh starts are good. My roommate went through a breakup last year—said it made her open up to all sorts of new things.' Her thumb brushed Donna's skin lightly, sending shivers down her spine. 

Donna swallowed, her eyes drawn to the curve of Jeanie's neck, the way her tank top dipped low enough to show the swell of her cleavage. 'Like what?' 

Jeanie stepped closer, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. 

'Like realizing what you really want. What makes you feel good.' Her gaze flicked down Donna's body, bold and unapologetic, before meeting her eyes again. 'If you ever need more than just babysitting... I'm around.' 

The air thickened between them, charged with possibility. Donna's nipples hardened under her bra, a ache building between her thighs as she imagined Jeanie's hands on her, exploring, tasting. 

She nodded, breathless. 'I'll keep that in mind.' 

Jeanie left with a wink, but Donna stood there long after, her body humming. 

That night, in the quiet of her bedroom, she stripped down and slid under the sheets. Her fingers trailed over her breasts, pinching her nipples as she pictured Jeanie's mouth there—sucking, licking. 

Lower, she parted her legs, circling her clit with urgent strokes, imagining Jeanie's tongue delving into her wet pussy, lapping at her folds until she shattered. 

She came with a muffled gasp, Jeanie's name on her lips, the first taste of something forbidden and thrilling. 

Chapter Two

Donna couldn't shake the image of Jeanie from her mind. 

The next morning, as she poured coffee and packed lunches for the kids, her thoughts kept drifting to that porch conversation—the way Jeanie's fingers had grazed her arm, the promise in her eyes. 

By afternoon, with a work deadline looming, Donna made the call. 

'Hey, Jeanie? It's Donna. Any chance you could watch the kids again this Friday? I need to clear my head, maybe hit the gym or something.' 

Jeanie's voice came through the line, warm and eager. 

'Absolutely. What time? And don't worry about the 'or something'—I'll make sure everything's perfect here.' There was a pause, then a soft laugh. 'Looking forward to seeing you.' 

Friday arrived with a nervous buzz in Donna's chest. 

She dressed simply: yoga pants that hugged her curves and a loose tank top that showed off her toned arms from sporadic Pilates sessions. 

The kids were thrilled—Tommy wanted to build forts, Lily to bake cookies—and Jeanie arrived right on time, her auburn hair pulled into a ponytail, wearing a cropped tee that exposed a sliver of her toned midriff and shorts that accentuated her long legs. 

'Go have fun,' Jeanie said, kneeling to hug Lily. As she stood, her eyes met Donna's, holding them with an intensity that made Donna's breath hitch. 'I'll be here when you get back.' 

Donna nodded, grabbing her gym bag and heading out. 

But the gym felt pointless; her body was already wired, muscles tense with anticipation. 

She cut her workout short after thirty minutes, sweat beading on her skin not just from the treadmill but from the fantasies replaying in her head: Jeanie's lips on hers, hands sliding under her clothes. 

By the time she pulled into the driveway, the sun had dipped low, casting the house in golden light. 

Inside, the living room was a mess of pillows and crayon drawings, the kids tucked in bed early for once. 

Jeanie emerged from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a dish towel, her cheeks flushed. 

'They crashed hard after pizza and stories. You're welcome.' She grinned, stepping closer. The air smelled of tomato sauce and Jeanie's subtle perfume. 

Donna set her bag down, suddenly aware of how close they were. 

'Thanks. You didn't have to clean up.' Her gaze dropped to Jeanie's mouth, remembering the soft curve of it from her dreams. 

Jeanie tilted her head, her ponytail swinging. 'I wanted to. Makes it easier for you to relax.' She reached out, tucking a stray hair behind Donna's ear. 

The touch lingered, her fingers trailing down Donna's neck, light as a feather but igniting sparks. 'You look like you could use some of that. Rough week?' 

Donna's skin tingled where Jeanie's hand had been. 

'Yeah. The divorce stuff is still... processing.' She stepped back, but only to lean against the counter, her heart pounding. 'Want a drink before you go? I owe you.' 

Jeanie's eyes lit up. 'Sure. Wine?' 

They moved to the living room, glasses in hand, settling on the couch with the TV murmuring in the background. 

Conversation flowed easily—Jeanie talked about her classes, her part-time job at a design firm, how she loved kids but dreamed of traveling. 

Donna shared bits of her marketing world, the freedom of working from home now that the chains of marriage were gone. 

As the wine loosened their tongues, the space between them shrank. 

Jeanie's knee brushed Donna's thigh, and neither pulled away. 

'You know,' Jeanie said, swirling her glass, 'divorce can be liberating. My ex-girlfriend—yeah, I date women—taught me that. She cheated too, but it pushed me to explore what I really crave.' 

Her voice dropped, eyes locking on Donna's. 'Touch, taste, connection without all the bullshit.' 

Donna's throat went dry, heat pooling in her core. 

'Women, huh?' She meant it to sound casual, but it came out husky. 

Jeanie nodded, leaning in. 'Yeah. And you? Ever thought about it?' 

Before Donna could answer, Jeanie's hand found her knee, squeezing gently. 

The touch sent a jolt straight to Donna's pussy, making her wet instantly. She didn't move away. Instead, she covered Jeanie's hand with her own, feeling the warmth. 'Maybe. Lately, yeah.' 

Jeanie's breath quickened. She set her glass down and shifted closer, her free hand cupping Donna's cheek. 

'Good. Because I've been thinking about you since the other night.' Her thumb traced Donna's lower lip, parting it slightly. 

Donna's pulse thundered. She leaned in, their lips meeting in a soft, tentative kiss. 

It was electric—Jeanie's mouth warm and yielding, tasting of red wine. Donna's hand slid to Jeanie's waist, pulling her closer as the kiss deepened. 

Tongues touched, exploring, Jeanie's slipping into Donna's mouth with a hunger that made Donna moan. 

They broke apart, breathing hard. Jeanie's eyes were dark with desire. 

'Tell me to stop if you want.' 

Donna shook her head, her nipples straining against her tank top. 'Don't.' 

Emboldened, Jeanie kissed her again, harder this time, her hand sliding under Donna's top to caress her bare stomach. 

Fingers trailed up, brushing the underside of Donna's breast, then cupping it fully. 

Donna gasped into the kiss as Jeanie's thumb circled her nipple, pinching lightly. The sensation shot straight to her clit, making her thighs clench. 

Jeanie pulled back, her lips swollen. 'Bedroom? Kids are out cold.' 

Donna nodded, standing on shaky legs. 

They crept upstairs, Jeanie's hand in hers, the house silent except for their soft footsteps. 

In Donna's room, door clicked shut, Jeanie pushed her gently against it, kissing her neck while tugging the tank top over her head. 

Donna's bra followed, discarded, her full breasts freed. Jeanie's mouth descended, sucking one nipple into her warm mouth, tongue flicking the hard peak. 

Donna threaded her fingers through Jeanie's hair, arching into the touch. 

'God, that feels good.' Her pussy throbbed, slick with arousal. She reached down, palming Jeanie's breast through her tee, feeling the firm mound and stiff nipple. 

Jeanie moaned against her skin, switching to the other nipple, biting gently. 

Her hand dipped into Donna's yoga pants, fingers sliding over the damp fabric of her panties. 

'You're soaked,' she whispered, rubbing slow circles over Donna's clit through the cloth. 

Donna bucked her hips, chasing the pressure. 'Please...' 

Jeanie dropped to her knees, peeling the pants and panties down Donna's legs. 

Donna stepped out, spreading her stance as Jeanie's face hovered inches from her pussy. Hot breath teased her folds, making her shiver. Then Jeanie's tongue licked a slow stripe up her slit, tasting her wetness. 

Donna cried out softly, gripping the door. Jeanie's mouth latched on, sucking her clit while two fingers pushed inside, curling against her inner walls. 

The rhythm built—lick, suck, thrust—Donna's hips grinding against Jeanie's face. Pleasure coiled tight in her belly, her breaths coming in pants. 

'Come for me,' Jeanie murmured, her voice muffled against Donna's pussy. 

She added a third finger, stretching her, pumping faster. 

Donna shattered, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. 

She clamped a hand over her mouth to stifle the moan, her walls pulsing around Jeanie's fingers as juices coated her hand. 

Jeanie stood, kissing Donna deeply, letting her taste herself. 

'That was just the start,' she said, eyes gleaming. 'Next time, I want you to return the favor.' 

They cleaned up quickly, Jeanie slipping out with a final kiss and a promise to text. 

Donna lay in bed afterward, body sated but mind racing. This was new, exhilarating—and she wanted more. 

Chapter Three

The days following that Friday blurred into a haze of stolen glances and late-night texts. 

Donna's phone buzzed at odd hours with Jeanie's messages—playful at first, then laced with innuendo that made Donna's core clench. 

'Thinking about your taste,' one read, accompanied by a winking emoji. 

Donna replied in kind, her fingers flying over the screen while the kids slept, describing how she'd replayed Jeanie's tongue on her in her mind during a solo shower session, water cascading over her as she fingered herself to a quick, shuddering release. 

By midweek, the itch became unbearable. Donna needed Jeanie's hands on her again, needed to explore this pull that had her waking up damp and aching. 

She scheduled another evening out—'girls' night with friends,' she told herself, though the only friend she craved was the one watching her children. 

Jeanie arrived at dusk, her presence filling the entryway like a promise. 

She wore a fitted sundress that skimmed her thighs, the fabric shifting to reveal smooth skin with every step. 

The kids greeted her with squeals, dragging her to the playroom for games. 

Donna lingered in the doorway, watching Jeanie crouch down, her dress riding up slightly to expose the curve of her ass. 

Heat flushed Donna's cheeks; she excused herself to the kitchen, splashing cold water on her face. When Jeanie joined her moments later, the air crackled. 

'Everything okay?' Jeanie asked, her voice low as she leaned against the counter, close enough that Donna could smell her citrus shampoo. 

Donna turned, meeting her gaze. 'More than okay. But I might not make it through the night without...' 

Jeanie's lips curved into a sly smile. She stepped forward, her hand brushing Donna's hip. 'Without what? Say it.' 

'Without you touching me again.' Donna's whisper was bold, fueled by the wine she'd sipped earlier to steady her nerves. 

Jeanie's fingers tightened on her hip, pulling her flush. 

Their mouths crashed together in the dim kitchen light, tongues tangling urgently. Donna tasted the mint on Jeanie's breath, her hands roaming up Jeanie's back, bunching the dress fabric. 

Jeanie moaned softly, pressing her thigh between Donna's legs, rubbing against the seam of her jeans. 

They broke apart at the sound of Tommy's laughter from the other room. 

'Later,' Jeanie breathed, adjusting her dress with a wink. 'Go out. I'll handle things here.' 

Donna left with her body humming, the bar with friends a distant second to the fantasies swirling in her head. 

She nursed a drink, checking her phone obsessively. 

Around ten, a photo arrived: Jeanie in the living room, kids asleep on the couch beside her, captioned 'All good. Miss your lips.' 

Donna's pussy throbbed; she slipped into the bathroom, locking the stall to rub quick circles over her clit through her panties, imagining Jeanie's fingers instead. 

She returned home earlier than planned, the house quiet under the porch light. 

Jeanie met her at the door, expression eager. 'They're down. Storytime wore them out.' 

Donna pulled her inside, locking the door before pinning Jeanie against the wall. 

Their kiss was fierce, teeth nipping, hands frantic. Donna yanked the sundress straps down, exposing Jeanie's breasts—pert and bare, nipples already peaked. 

She latched onto one, sucking hard while pinching the other, eliciting a sharp gasp from Jeanie. 

'Upstairs,' Jeanie urged, her voice husky. They stumbled to the bedroom, shedding clothes along the way. 

Donna's jeans hit the floor, followed by her shirt and bra. Jeanie's dress pooled at her feet, revealing lacy black panties that clung to her shaved mound. 

Naked now, they tumbled onto the bed. Donna hovered over Jeanie, kissing down her neck, collarbone, to her breasts again. 

She licked broad strokes over each nipple, then bit down lightly, making Jeanie arch and whimper. 'Yes, like that.' 

Donna's hand trailed lower, dipping between Jeanie's thighs. She found her soaked, fingers sliding easily along her slick folds. 

Jeanie spread her legs wide, hips lifting as Donna circled her clit, then pushed two fingers inside her tight heat. Jeanie's walls clenched around them, hot and velvety. 

'Fuck me,' Jeanie panted, her own hand reaching for Donna's pussy. 

She stroked Donna's entrance, teasing before plunging in deep. They mirrored each other—fingers thrusting in rhythm, thumbs pressing clits, breaths mingling in the charged air. 

Donna curled her fingers, hitting that spot inside Jeanie that made her cry out. Jeanie retaliated, adding a third finger and scissoring them, stretching Donna deliciously. 

Sweat slicked their skin, the wet sounds of their fucking filling the room. Donna's free hand gripped Jeanie's thigh, nails digging in as pleasure built. 

'I'm close,' Jeanie gasped, her hips bucking wildly. 

'Come with me.' Donna ground down, their clits brushing occasionally as they fingered each other harder, faster. 

Orgasm hit them simultaneously—Jeanie first, her pussy spasming, juices flooding Donna's hand as she muffled her scream against Donna's shoulder. 

Donna followed, waves crashing through her, walls pulsing around Jeanie's fingers, a gush of wetness soaking the sheets. 

They collapsed, tangled and panting, fingers still buried inside each other. Jeanie withdrew slowly, bringing her slick digits to Donna's mouth. 

Donna sucked them clean, tasting Jeanie's tangy essence, then returned the favor, licking her own arousal from Jeanie's fingers. 

'You're incredible,' Jeanie murmured, tracing lazy patterns on Donna's back. 

Donna smiled, heart full yet wary. This babysitter gig was turning into something deeper, riskier. 

The kids adored Jeanie, and Donna... she was falling, hard. But with her ex still lurking in custody talks, and society's prying eyes, how long could they keep this secret? 

Jeanie stayed the night, slipping into Donna's bed after a quick check on the kids. 

They dozed entwined, bodies warm, until dawn stirred them for one more round—slow, grinding tribbing that left them both sated and sore. As Jeanie dressed to leave before the kids woke, she kissed Donna deeply. 

'Call me soon. I want to taste you properly next time—no rush.' 

Donna watched her go, a mix of bliss and anxiety settling in. This was just beginning, and she craved every forbidden inch. 

Chapter Four

The weekend stretched out like a taut wire, humming with unspoken promises. 

Donna threw herself into mom duties—soccer practice for Lily, puzzle-building with Tommy—but her mind wandered constantly to Jeanie's lithe body writhing beneath her, the way her pussy had gripped Donna's fingers so tightly. 

Texts flew between them: Jeanie sending a selfie from her dorm, lips parted in mock innocence, captioned 'Bored without you.' 

Donna fired back a voice note, her voice husky as she described wanting to bury her face between Jeanie's legs again, lapping until she begged. 

By Sunday evening, the pull was magnetic. 

Donna's ex had texted about a custody meeting midweek, stirring old resentments, but she shoved it aside. She needed release, needed Jeanie to drown out the noise. 

'Come over after the kids' bedtime?' she messaged, heart pounding. Jeanie's reply was instant: 'On my way. Bring wine.' 

Jeanie arrived just past eight, slipping through the back door like a shadow. 

The kids were tucked in, the house silent save for the hum of the fridge. Donna met her in the hallway, pulling her into a crushing embrace. 

Their lips met hungrily, tongues sliding deep, Jeanie's hands cupping Donna's ass through her yoga pants, squeezing firmly. 

'I've been wet all day thinking about this,' Jeanie whispered against Donna's mouth, nipping her lower lip. 

Donna led her to the living room, pouring two glasses of red. 

They sank onto the couch, knees touching, the wine loosening tongues and inhibitions. Jeanie confessed her college hookups—quick, unsatisfying fumbles with boys who didn't know a clit from an elbow. 

'But you... you make me come so hard I see stars.' Donna shared fragments of her marriage, the vanilla sex that left her wanting, how Jeanie's youth and boldness had awakened something feral. 

The conversation shifted as Jeanie's hand crept up Donna's thigh, fingers tracing the inner seam. 

'Show me what you want tonight.' Donna's breath hitched; she stood, peeling off her tank top to reveal full breasts spilling from a lace bra. 

Jeanie's eyes darkened, and she rose, stripping her own tank and shorts, standing in boy shorts that hugged her hips. 

Donna pushed her gently onto the couch, kneeling between her spread legs. 

She hooked fingers into the shorts' waistband, tugging them down to expose Jeanie's bare pussy, lips already swollen and glistening. 

Leaning in, Donna inhaled her musky scent, then dragged her tongue flat along the slit, savoring the salty tang. 

Jeanie's hands fisted in Donna's hair, hips lifting as Donna sucked her clit into her mouth, flicking it with the tip of her tongue. 

'Oh god, yes—suck it harder,' Jeanie moaned, her thighs trembling. 

Donna obliged, alternating suction with rapid laps, one finger probing Jeanie's entrance before sliding in knuckle-deep. 

She pumped slowly at first, curling to stroke the front wall, feeling Jeanie's inner muscles flutter. 

Jeanie's free hand roamed to her own breast, pinching the nipple as she watched Donna work. 

'Add another finger. Stretch me.' Donna pushed a second digit inside, the wetness easing the way, and scissored them wide, making Jeanie gasp and buck. 

The slurping sounds of Donna's mouth on her clit mixed with Jeanie's whimpers, the room thick with arousal. 

But Jeanie wasn't passive long. 

She tugged Donna up, flipping their positions so Donna sprawled on the cushions. 

'My turn to devour you.' She yanked down Donna's pants and panties in one motion, exposing her trimmed bush and dripping folds. 

Jeanie dove in without preamble, tongue spearing into Donna's pussy, thrusting like a mini cock. 

Donna cried out, legs wrapping around Jeanie's shoulders, heels digging into her back. 

Jeanie ate her out voraciously—lapping the juices that leaked from Donna's hole, circling the clit with firm pressure, then dipping lower to rim her asshole briefly, teasing the puckered ring. Donna's hands clawed at the couch, pleasure coiling tight. 

'Don't stop—fuck, your tongue feels so good inside me.' 

Jeanie added fingers, three this time, plunging deep and twisting, her mouth never leaving Donna's clit. 

She hummed vibrations against it, sending shocks through Donna's core. The orgasm built fast, Donna's walls clamping down as she shattered, squirting a hot gush onto Jeanie's chin and chest. 

Jeanie lapped it up greedily, prolonging the waves until Donna slumped, boneless. 

They weren't done. Jeanie straddled Donna's thigh, grinding her soaked pussy against the skin, leaving a slick trail. 

'Ride with me,' she urged, guiding Donna's hand to her ass. 

Donna squeezed the firm cheeks, slipping a finger into the cleft to circle Jeanie's tight rear entrance while Jeanie rocked faster. 

Jeanie leaned forward, capturing Donna's nipple in her mouth, biting down as her clit dragged over Donna's leg. 

Donna thrust up, meeting the rhythm, her other hand reaching between them to pinch Jeanie's swinging breasts. 

Jeanie's movements grew frantic, pussy lips parting around Donna's thigh, clit bumping hard with each slide. 

'I'm gonna come—rub my ass,' Jeanie panted. Donna pressed her finger against the hole, not penetrating but massaging firmly. 

That tipped Jeanie over; she ground down hard, body shuddering as her release pulsed out, coating Donna's skin in fresh wetness. 

Panting, they disentangled, but the night called for more. Jeanie spotted a throw blanket and spread it on the floor, pulling Donna down for a sixty-nine. 

Heads between thighs, they feasted—Donna tonguing Jeanie's cum-slick pussy while Jeanie fingered and licked Donna's still-sensitive folds. 

Fingers and mouths worked in tandem, building to another peak. 

Donna came first this time, muffling her moans against Jeanie's clit, which sent Jeanie spiraling into her third orgasm, thighs clamping Donna's head. 

Exhausted, they curled together on the floor, skin sticky, breaths syncing. 

Jeanie traced Donna's hipbone. 

'This is addictive. But what if someone finds out? Your ex, the neighbors...' 

Donna tensed, reality intruding. 

The custody meeting loomed, and Jeanie's college schedule meant stolen moments only. 

'We have to be careful. But I can't stop. I need you.' 

Jeanie kissed her softly. 

'Then we'll sneak around. Park dates, quickies in your car. Whatever it takes.' She slipped away before midnight, leaving Donna sated but yearning, the house echoing with absence. 

Monday brought the custody consult—Donna's lawyer outlining shared parenting, her ex pushing for more time. 

She nodded through it, but her phone vibrated: Jeanie's text with a photo of her fingers, glistening. 

'Tasting myself, wishing it was you.' Donna excused herself to the bathroom, locking the door to finger her pussy furiously, coming with Jeanie's name on her lips. 

That night, as she tucked the kids in, Lily asked innocently, 

'When's Jeanie coming back? She's fun!' Donna smiled tightly, heart twisting. Soon, she thought. Too soon, and not soon enough. The secret burned brighter, drawing them deeper into the flame. 


Chapter Five

The week dragged on with a torturous rhythm—work deadlines piling up, school runs blurring into evenings of homework and bedtime stories. 

Donna's mind, though, was a whirlwind of Jeanie: the taste of her skin, the way her pussy clenched around fingers during climax. 

The custody agreement was signed, her ex gaining weekends with the kids, which freed Donna but twisted her gut with fresh worries. 

What if he sensed something off? What if the kids let slip about the 'fun babysitter'? 

Jeanie's messages kept the fire smoldering. A late-night snap of her in bed, sheets low on her hips, fingers teasing her inner thigh: 

'Can't sleep. Need your mouth on me.' Donna replied with a photo of her own hand slipping inside her panties, captioned 'Soon.' 

By Thursday, the itch was unbearable. 

With the kids at her ex's for the weekend starting Friday, Donna suggested a drive to the outskirts, where city lights faded into wooded trails. 

'Meet me at the park entrance at dusk,' she texted. Jeanie's response: a string of fire emojis and 'Wear something easy to rip off.' 

Donna arrived first, heart racing as she parked under a canopy of oaks. 

The air was crisp, carrying the scent of pine and earth. She stepped out in a loose sundress, no bra, panties already damp from anticipation. Jeanie pulled up minutes later, hopping out in cutoff jeans and a cropped tee that bared her midriff. 

They met halfway, hands clasping urgently before lips crashed together. 

Donna's back hit the car door, Jeanie pressing close, thigh nudging between Donna's legs to rub against her crotch. 

'I've missed this,' Jeanie murmured, tongue tracing Donna's earlobe. 

'Missed fucking you senseless.' Her hands roamed, sliding up Donna's dress to cup her breasts, thumbs circling nipples until they peaked hard. 

Donna gasped, grinding down on Jeanie's leg, the friction sparking heat through her core. 

They broke apart, breathless, and Jeanie grabbed a blanket from her trunk. 

Hand in hand, they ventured into the dim trail, the fading sun casting long shadows. Fifty yards in, they found a secluded clearing ringed by thick brush. 

Jeanie spread the blanket, pulling Donna down with her. They knelt facing each other, kissing deeply, hands stripping clothes away. 

Donna's dress pooled at her waist, Jeanie yanking it over her head to expose her naked torso. Jeanie shed her top, then shimmied out of her jeans and thong, her pussy bare and already slick. 

Donna pushed Jeanie onto her back, straddling her hips. 

She leaned down, mouth latching onto a breast, sucking the nipple deep while her hand trailed lower. 

Fingers parted Jeanie's folds, dipping into the wetness to circle her clit. 

Jeanie arched, moaning low, 'Yes, touch me there—rub it faster.' Donna obliged, stroking the swollen nub in tight circles, then sliding two fingers into Jeanie's tight heat, thrusting steadily. 

Jeanie's walls fluttered around the intrusion, her hips bucking to meet each plunge. 

Jeanie's hands weren't idle; she reached between Donna's thighs, finding her soaked entrance. 

She pushed three fingers in at once, stretching Donna wide, pumping hard while her thumb pressed Donna's clit. 

'You're so wet for me. Come on my hand.' The dual assault had them rocking together, breaths mingling in pants and whimpers. 

Donna's free hand pinched Jeanie's other nipple, twisting gently as she finger-fucked her deeper, curling to hit that sensitive spot inside. 

Orgasm hit Jeanie first—she cried out, pussy spasming, juices coating Donna's palm as she rode the waves. 

Donna followed seconds later, her own release crashing through her, inner muscles gripping Jeanie's fingers like a vice. They collapsed side by side, but recovery was brief. 

Jeanie rolled on top, trailing kisses down Donna's body, nipping at her collarbone, stomach, then spreading her legs wide. 

She buried her face in Donna's pussy, tongue lashing the clit with flat, broad strokes before spearing inside, fucking her with quick thrusts. 

Donna's hands tangled in Jeanie's hair, holding her close as pleasure built anew. 'Lick my asshole too,' Donna begged, lifting her hips. 

Jeanie obliged, shifting lower to rim the tight ring, tongue probing the puckered flesh while fingers plunged back into Donna's cunt, twisting and scissoring. 

The outdoor air amplified every sensation—the rustle of leaves, distant bird calls mixing with wet slurps and Donna's escalating moans. 

Jeanie added a finger to Donna's ass, pushing past the resistance slowly, double-penetrating her with deliberate pumps. 

Donna shattered again, coming hard with a muffled scream into her own arm, her body quaking as fluids leaked onto the blanket. 

Jeanie crawled up, their bodies aligning for scissoring. 

Legs intertwined, pussies grinding together, clits bumping with each slide. Donna gripped Jeanie's ass, pulling her closer, the slick friction building heat fast. 

'Fuck me like this—harder,' Jeanie demanded, rolling her hips in circles. They moved in sync, breasts pressing together, nipples dragging across skin. 

Sweat beaded on their bodies, the scent of sex heavy in the air. 

Climaxes synced this time, both women tensing and releasing in unison, pussies pulsing against each other, wetness mingling. 

They lay tangled afterward, hearts pounding, the thrill of exposure heightening the afterglow. But as stars pricked the sky, reality seeped in. Jeanie propped on an elbow, tracing Donna's jaw. 

'This secrecy... it's hot, but exhausting. What if we get caught out here? Or worse, at home?' 

Donna sighed, pulling her close. 

'I know. The kids adore you as their sitter. If my ex finds out about us...' She trailed off, the weight of judgment pressing down. 

Yet the pull was stronger. 

'But I can't walk away. You make me feel alive.' 

They dressed reluctantly, stealing kisses on the walk back. In the parking lot, Jeanie pressed Donna against the car for one last grind, hands under her dress to finger her briefly, leaving her panting. 

'Tomorrow night? My dorm—roommate's out.' Donna nodded, sealing it with a deep kiss. 

Friday blurred into evening. Kids dropped off, house empty. 

Donna drove to campus, nerves and excitement churning. Jeanie's dorm room was a cozy chaos of posters and textbooks, the single bed promising intimacy. 

They barely closed the door before clothes hit the floor. 

Jeanie pushed Donna onto the mattress, climbing over her in a straddle. 

This time, it was slower, exploratory. Jeanie fetched a small vibrator from her drawer—a slim purple wand. 

'Ever used one together?' Donna shook her head, eyes wide. 

Jeanie switched it on, the buzz filling the room, and pressed it to Donna's clit while leaning down to suck her nipple. The vibrations shot through Donna like lightning, her pussy clenching emptily. 

Jeanie slid the toy lower, easing it into Donna's wetness, thrusting it in shallow pumps while her mouth moved to Donna's folds, tongue flicking the exposed clit. 

Donna writhed, hands fisting sheets. 

'Deeper—fuck me with it.' Jeanie complied, pushing the vibe fully inside, angling it to buzz against her g-spot while fingers joined to rub her ass. 

Donna came explosively, back arching off the bed, the toy slipping out as her pussy gushed. Jeanie lapped the mess, then handed the vibe to Donna. 

'Your turn to make me scream.' Donna turned the tables, vibrating Jeanie's clit first, watching her squirm and beg, then inserting it deep while fingering her asshole, stretching the ring with two digits. 

Jeanie's orgasm was vocal, body convulsing, the dorm walls thin enough to risk complaints. 

They collapsed laughing, the toy discarded as they spooned, Jeanie's hand idly stroking Donna's thigh. 

'This could be us every night if we were braver.' 

But dawn brought doubt. Donna slipped out early, the walk of shame reversed—yet no shame, only a fierce longing. 

Back home, she found a note from Lily in her room: 'Miss Jeanie! When babysitting again?' Donna's chest tightened. 

The lines were blurring, the secret straining. One more chapter in their story, she sensed, and everything might unravel—or ignite fully. 

Chapter Six

The weekend stretched into a haze of stolen bliss and gnawing anxiety. 

Donna returned from Jeanie's dorm with the taste of her still on her lips, the vibrator's hum echoing in her mind. 

But Monday brought the kids back, chattering about their dad's place, oblivious to the storm brewing in Donna's heart. Jeanie resumed babysitting that evening, the routine a thin veil over their hunger. 

As Donna lingered in the kitchen, pretending to prep lunches, Jeanie cornered her against the counter, fingers slipping under her skirt to stroke her through damp panties. 

'Not here,' Donna whispered, even as her hips tilted into the touch. Jeanie's eyes sparkled with mischief. 

'Why not? Kids are glued to cartoons.' She dropped to her knees, hiking the skirt higher, and yanked the fabric aside. Her mouth latched onto Donna's pussy, tongue delving deep to lap at the folds, sucking the clit with rhythmic pulls. 

Donna bit her lip to stifle a moan, hands gripping the edge as Jeanie's fingers joined, two plunging in to curl against her walls. 

The quick, frantic fuck left Donna trembling, coming with a shudder that splashed Jeanie's chin. She pulled her up for a messy kiss, tasting herself, before sending her back to the living room with swollen lips and a wink. 

Texts flew through the week—Jeanie's nudes from the campus bathroom, Donna's videos of her fingering herself in the office stall. 

The pull was magnetic, but cracks showed. Donna's ex called, probing about the kids' 'new routine,' his tone laced with suspicion. 

'They mention this babysitter a lot. Everything okay?' Donna brushed it off, but fear coiled tight. 

Jeanie sensed it during their next hookup, Wednesday night after bedtime. In Donna's bedroom, door locked, they stripped slowly, bodies pressing skin to skin. 

Jeanie pushed Donna onto the bed, spreading her legs to kneel between them. 

She started with kisses along the inner thighs, nipping the sensitive flesh before burying her face in Donna's ass. Tongue circled the hole, pushing inside with wet thrusts while her hands spread the cheeks wide. 

Donna gasped, pushing back, 'Finger it—stretch me.' 

Jeanie slid two digits into the tight ring, pumping steadily as her other hand rubbed Donna's clit. 

The dual stimulation built fast; Donna came grinding against Jeanie's palm, her asshole clenching around the invading fingers. 

They switched, Donna returning the favor by rimming Jeanie on all fours, tongue probing deep while fisting her hair. 

Jeanie begged for more, 'Use your whole hand on my pussy.' 

Donna coated her fingers in Jeanie's juices, then pushed four inside the slick channel, stretching her wide with slow twists. 

Jeanie rocked back, moaning into the pillow, her body quaking as orgasm ripped through her, walls pulsing around Donna's hand. 

Post-climax, they lay entwined, but the air grew heavy. 

'We can't keep this up,' Donna murmured, tracing Jeanie's breast. 

'The risk... my ex is sniffing around. If he pushes for more custody time, or worse, finds out...' Jeanie propped up, eyes fierce. 

'Then let's end the hiding. I love you, Donna. Not just the sex—the way you light up, the family we could be.' The words hung, raw and terrifying. Donna's heart raced; love? It fit, but the world wouldn't. 

By Friday, resolve hardened. Donna's ex demanded an impromptu visit to 'check on the kids,' arriving early while Jeanie was still there. 

Tension crackled as he eyed Jeanie's casual touch on Donna's arm, the lingering glance. 

'She's great with them,' Donna said tightly. He nodded, but his jaw set. 

After he left with the kids for the weekend—earlier than planned—Donna called Jeanie in a panic. 

'Come over. Now. We need to talk.' 

Jeanie arrived breathless, finding Donna pacing the empty house. 

They collided in the hallway, kisses turning desperate. Clothes shed in a trail to the living room, where Donna bent over the couch, ass up. 

Jeanie grabbed lube from the bedroom—procured for future play—and slicked her fingers, then Donna's holes. 

She worked three into the pussy first, thrusting hard, then added one to the ass, double-filling her with scissoring motions. Donna cried out, 'Fuck me rough—make it hurt good.' 

Jeanie spanked her ass red, the slaps echoing as she pounded both entrances, thumb grinding the clit. 

Donna spun, dropping to her knees to eat Jeanie out against the wall, tongue fucking her pussy while fingers twisted in her ass. 

Jeanie's legs buckled, coming with a wail, juices dripping down Donna's chin. 

They moved to the floor, sixty-nining fiercely—Donna's mouth on Jeanie's asshole, rimming and sucking while Jeanie's tongue speared Donna's cunt, fingers pinching her clit. 

Orgasms chained together, bodies slick with sweat and cum, the carpet staining beneath them. 

Exhausted, they curled on the couch, the afterglow pierced by reality. 

'He suspects,' Donna confessed. 'Saw how we look at each other.' Jeanie nodded, hand on Donna's thigh. 

'Then we tell him. Or I quit babysitting, but we don't quit us.' Donna hesitated, then nodded. 'Together. But first, one more risk.' 

Saturday night, with the house dark and kids away, they planned the boldest yet: the backyard hot tub, under the stars, no fences high enough to fully shield from neighbors. 

The water bubbled hot as they sank in naked, bodies immediately tangling. Jeanie straddled Donna's lap, grinding her pussy against Donna's thigh while sucking her neck, leaving marks. 

Donna's hands roamed, pinching nipples, then dipping below to finger Jeanie's ass underwater, the warmth amplifying the slide. 

Jeanie lifted, positioning Donna's hand to thrust into her pussy, riding the fingers with splashes. 

'Add your thumb to my ass,' she gasped. 

Donna did, the full penetration making Jeanie buck wildly, water sloshing over the edges. 

She came with a splash, pussy squirting into the tub. Donna pulled her down for tribbing, legs locked, clits rubbing through the waves. 

The friction was electric, building to a shared peak where they bit each other's shoulders to muffle screams, bodies convulsing in the steam. 

As they floated, spent, a light flicked on next door. 

They froze, hearts pounding, but no voice called out. Laughter bubbled up—relief, adrenaline. 

'That was insane,' Jeanie whispered. Donna kissed her deeply. 'Like us. Worth every risk.' 

Sunday dawned with decisions. Donna met her ex at a neutral cafe, kids in tow. 

'We're done pretending,' she said flatly when he hinted at 'changes.' 

'Jeanie and I... it's real. She's part of our lives now.' His face darkened, threats of lawyers spilling, but Donna stood firm, the fire Jeanie ignited burning away her fear. 

He stormed out, but the seed was planted—court loomed, judgments awaited. 

Jeanie waited at home, anxiety mirroring Donna's. 

They reunited in the kitchen, kids napping upstairs. No words needed; Jeanie bent Donna over the table, yanking down her jeans to eat her ass, tongue thrusting deep while fingers fucked her pussy from behind. 

Donna gripped the edge, pushing back, 'Make me come thinking of our future.' 

Jeanie added a third finger to the cunt, stretching and pounding, her free hand spanking the cheeks. Donna shattered, ass clenching on Jeanie's tongue, pussy flooding the table. 

They straightened clothes as the kids stirred, but the air hummed with promise. 

Later, in bed after stories, with Jeanie 'helping' tuck in, their fingers brushed—a secret signal. The world might rage, but in stolen glances and hidden touches, their love endured, fierce and unyielding. 

The babysitter was no longer just that; she was home, heat, and horizon. 

And as Donna drifted to sleep, Jeanie's hand warm in hers under the covers, she knew: whatever battles came, they'd face them slick with desire, bound in ecstasy. 
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