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Care & Share


Even though my ex-husband is a high school teacher, he never wanted kids. Or maybe it’s because he’s a high school teacher.

Seriously, I never thought I did, either. But when I accidentally fell pregnant, it was like a switch flicked in my brain. Right then and there, I just knew motherhood was exactly what I needed.

To his credit, Charlie held it together as well as he could. He never signed up for fatherhood, and it was clear early on that it gave him the willies, thanks in no small part to his rough upbringing. Once we came to an agreement, our divorce was quick and relatively painless. I barely see him anymore, but he’s never once skipped on child support. In fact, he goes above and beyond, in part as a way of easing his own guilt for not being present in Jacob’s life.

Jakey, as I call him, is already four years old, and I want to relish every moment of his childhood sweetness while I can. All too soon he’ll be a know-it-all, like his father and pretty much every male over the age of six, in my experience. Once that happens, there’s no way he’ll let me call him Jakey anymore.

And that’s just one of the reasons I simply don’t want to go out tonight. I swear, if my mom didn’t set me up on this blind date, I just wouldn’t go. Not to mention she dropped it on me only last night. I was incredibly lucky I could get a sitter at such short notice.

I know mom has my best interest at heart, and I love her to death, but she’s so last-century in her thinking. And that includes the fact she won’t believe I’m fine living without a man.

Honestly, I’ve lost interest in the whole idea of being part of a couple. Maybe I should move to some kind of commune, where I can be part of an enormous family of unrelated people, or something. Grow our own veggies, make our own clothes, take casual lovers when we need them, no strings attached.

All right, so maybe that’s going a little too far. But I just can’t see the appeal in coupling up with any guy right now. Not for myself, not even for Jakey. He has good male role models with my father and brother, and he gets so much love from me, and from his babysitters, Tara and Phoebe. It’s Tara tonight, but she’s running a tiny bit late. Not surprising, I guess, since I’m pretty sure she had plans that she had to break just to take this gig for me.

A moment later, I hear a car pull up out front. It’s not Tara’s—I can tell by the rumbling engine sound. When I glance through the front window, I’m surprised to see a big old Mustang out there, and even more surprised when Tara climbs out of the shotgun side. Followed by her bestie, Phoebe, from the driver’s side.

I’ve known both girls since they were in high school, when they used to come over for math tutoring with Charlie. That’s actually how I recruited them both into sharing the babysitting gig. Tara’s my go-to, but Phoebe has been wonderful backup over the past couple of years.

What I’m not sure about is why they’re both here tonight. But I guess I’ll find out soon enough.

“Jakey,” I call out. “Tara’s here! And Phoebe as well!”

“Yay!”

My son comes down the stairs, far faster than I’d like him to for his own safety, just so he can meet his babysitters at the door. When Tara rings the doorbell, Jakey opens up, hiding behind it so he can jump out and surprise her. The way he does absolutely every time. He still doesn’t seem to realize how repetition like that spoils the actual surprise, but Tara always plays along.

And as always, so does Phoebe. Both girls leap back and shriek as if my little man is a bear, and they’re scared for their lives. My heart swells with love for my son, and for the dynamic he has with Tara. With both of them, I guess. They’re both nearly 20 now, but they seem to have all the time in the world for my kid.

Jakey climbs up into Tara’s arms, and the pretty young brunette carries him down the hallway, with the golden-haired Phoebe in tow.

“Hey, monster man,” Tara says, kissing my boy on the top of his head. “You’re getting so big now, I can hardly hold you.”

“Hi, girls,” I say. “I was getting worried you might not be coming tonight, Tah.”

“Sorry about that. Someone got pulled over for revving her engine too hard.”

Phoebe bites down on her plush bottom lip and shrugs. “What can I say? I run hot and wild.”

I probably should reprimand either or both of them, but I honestly can’t bring myself to do it. I’m actually a little jealous. They just come across as living life to the full, right now, and looking back, I don’t remember myself doing that at their age.

Now, with Jakey and my career, I feel more fulfilled than I ever have. There are some things I wish I’d done earlier in life, like climbing some mountains or traveling overseas—or having a wildly overpowered car—but there’ll be time for those things later on.

“I, uh…wasn’t expecting to see you tonight, Phoebe?” I phrase it as a question, hoping it doesn’t sound like I have a problem. “Everything okay at your place?”

She’s another one who’s had a less-than-stellar childhood, losing her mom to illness very early on. Her father never quite recovered from the loss, either, and struggled to raise Phoebe and her younger brother. The guy provided all the material things, but I don’t think he managed anything more than a hearty handshake as a sign of affection for his kids.

“Yeah, everything’s, um…cool.” There’s a flash of darkness in her eyes for a moment, and then it’s gone just as quickly. “I’m having a bit of a rough time with my dad. Nothing terrible, but he just…we don’t see eye-to-eye on some pretty important stuff.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that, Phoebe,” I say, and my maternal instincts take over before I even think about stopping them. I pull the pretty blonde into a hug, and she sighs in contentment as she tightens her arms around me as well.

Tara puts my son down and he clings onto her leg. “Is it cool if Phoebe hangs out here tonight? We were gonna hit a club, but when you called last night…” She leaves that hanging, ruffling Jakey’s hair instead of finishing the sentence.

“Of course. You’re both welcome anytime. As visitors, not just for babysitting.” I glance at my watch and wince. “But I’m late, myself.”

“Go on, Wynter,” Phoebe says. “We’ve got it all covered here.”

As I head out the door, all I can think about is the scene inside my house. My gorgeous little man, with his gorgeous young babysitters. To me, that feels more like a family than anything I had with my ex-husband. As a picture in my mind, it’s almost perfect. The only thing missing is me, and that makes the half hour drive to meet this William guy just that much harder to take.

For all of that, I have to say, when I finally arrive at the restaurant, I’m a little excited. Maybe I’ve been too quick to write off the idea of love and romance. After all, I wouldn’t mind having someone to snuggle with on a frosty night. Someone to watch cheesy movies with. Is there any chance my blind date tonight might be the one?

***

No, is the answer to that. As I drive home again, ten minutes after arriving, I can say the answer is definitely, absolutely, unequivocally, no. Not when it turns out he’s gold-star gay, and only agreed to come tonight to get his mom off his back. At least he paid for my one drink, like an old-fashioned gentleman, and apologized for the fact his ruse cost me an evening of my time.

I’m not angry, or even disappointed. I’m just exhausted with all of it. Maybe it’s time I started hiring professionals for my sexual release. Or maybe I just need to upgrade my toys. Either way, I clearly don’t have a handle on male-female relationships—or family relationships, workplace relationships, or any fucking relationships at all—and I should just step away from them for a while.

When I get back to my house, I realize I’ve left the garage door opener inside. I really can’t be bothered sorting that shit out, so instead I pull up behind Phoebe’s Mustang. As I climb out of my lame-ass second-hand SUV, I swear the ‘stang snarls at me. Taunting me for the way I’ve let life pass me by in some ways.

“Fuck you,” I murmur, as if it can hear me, and then I shake my head at my own silliness and walk up to the front door. It’s late enough that Jakey will be asleep by now, but early enough that the girls could probably still go and hit that club after all.

And yet, when I open the door, the house is almost silent. There’s the sound of a movie playing low in the living room. I think maybe I can hear the girls whispering to each other. Surely they know that once Jakey’s asleep, he’s pretty much a rock, and almost nothing will wake him.

I head up the hall to the living room entrance and just stand there. Neither Tara nor Phoebe has called out to me, so maybe they don’t even realize I’m home yet. I cast a glance at the TV screen, seeing what looks to be some kind of horror movie. Ugh. How can they stand to watch that stuff? At least they have the sound down, so if there are jump scares, the effect will be next to nothing.

But when I take a step inside the room, I freeze. The girls are there, on the sofa, but they’re not watching the movie at all. They’re completely naked, and kissing like their lives depend on it. Phoebe has her hand around the back of Tara’s head, holding their mouths tighter together as they whip their tongues around in a frenzy of exploration.

Then, all I can focus on is Tara’s hand. The one she has down between Phoebe’s slender, shapely thighs. The one she’s pumping, forward and back, her fingers glistening with her best friend’s slick arousal.

Holy shit. I have to be dreaming, right?

Phoebe gasps, breaking the kiss and tipping her head back in ecstasy. “Fuck, Tah. Your fingers feel so good.”

Tara makes a cute little growling sound. “You’re so tight. So fucking hot, baby.” She grinds her thumb into Phoebe’s clit, and the golden-haired beauty jumps like she’s been hit by a train.

I should look away. I should fucking run away. This is a private moment between friends—who are clearly more than just friends—and I’m a filthy pervert for standing here and watching. But I don’t seem to be able to stop myself.

Tara comes up off the sofa and glides her pretty leg over the top of Phoebe’s. She plants herself down on the blonde’s thigh and grinds forward and back, whimpering as the friction tickles her in all the best places. She grips her best friend’s breast and squeezes it, still pumping her other hand in and out.

When their mouths meet again, I bite down on my tongue. Christ, they look so incredibly good. So beautiful, so sexy…so fucking young. Yet the way Tara’s working her bestie over makes her look like the most experienced lover in the world. And it just makes me want that kind of attention as well. No man has so far managed to make me moan with desire the way Phoebe is right now.

I push my knees together to keep my legs from collapsing. These two girls are beyond gorgeous, and though I’ve never before truly imagined I could be with a woman, suddenly, it’s all I crave. To be touched like that. Kissed like that.

A moment later, it feels almost as if I’m conducting this show—even though it’s not supposed to be a show. Phoebe arches, breaking their kiss to haul in a breath, and Tara leans down to suckle on her friend’s silken neck. Phoebe leans in and plants her pretty mouth on Tara’s shoulder, suckling the skin there like she can’t get enough. Like she just needs something in her mouth.

Tara glides her hand out of Phoebe’s pussy and strokes her wet fingers over her best friend’s nipple. Then she holds the blonde’s beautiful face in both hands as they kiss again. She slides her pussy all the way back to Phoebe’s knee and then comes off the end. I swear, even from across the room, I hear the delicious sticky sound when the brunette beauty’s slick little cunt comes away from Phoebe’s skin.

Suddenly, I’m so glad I wore a skirt and top, instead of a full length dress tonight. Because it means I can slide my hand inside my panties without taking anything off. And I do. Holy fuck, I do.

As I stroke my fingers down through the short soft hair on my mound, Tara drops to her knees between Phoebe’s wide spread thighs. One gorgeous babysitter leans in and sucks on the other’s nipple, still glistening with the juices of her arousal. The blonde babe takes hold of Tara’s hand and guides those delicious wet fingers inside her mouth, drinking her own flavor off her bestie’s skin.

Christ, this is absolutely the hottest thing I have ever seen. Maybe even more so because I’m not supposed to be seeing it.

Phoebe pulls Tara’s fingers out of her mouth and gazes down into her friend’s eyes. “I’ve wanted this for so fucking long, Tah.”

“I told you we could do this here. Wynter’s not like your father. She’s so cool.“

“Mm. And hot.”

“Yeah,” Tara says, her voice a breathy moan. “That, too.”

What the hell? That can’t be true. These two immaculate young goddesses think I’m hot?

Tara leans in and sucks on Phoebe’s other nipple, swirling her tongue around it and making her bestie moan even louder. “Do you think you’re ready for my mouth now, baby? You want me to eat your pussy?”

“Oh my god, yes!”

My jaw drops as Tara eases herself backward, still between Phoebe‘s lovely legs. She grabs her best friend’s knees and lifts, framing her gorgeous face with them. She kisses the inside of one thigh, then the other, her sweet brown eyes locked on the other girl’s crystal blue ones. Slowly, like honey dripping, Tara glides lower, flicking her tongue out against the velvet skin of Phoebe’s thighs.

I’ve never done anything with another woman. Hey, I’ve barely even watched any girl-on-girl porn. But right now, I simply can’t turn away from the scene happening in my living room. Despite the fact it’s so wrong of me to watch. I’m invading their privacy, and I’m being a filthy perve about it.

And yet, the instant Tara presses her sweet, sensual mouth to Phoebe’s hairless pink pussy, I swear I can feel it on my own clit. That has to be the reason my core tingles with need. Why my legs struggle to hold me up.

And why I gasp out loud, giving myself away.

“Hi, Wynter,” Phoebe says, not even looking across at me. Talking like this is any other day. Like they’re not engaging in ridiculously hot lesbian sex right here in front of me.

“Um…oh, my god. I’m so sorry, girls. I, um…”

“It’s fine, Wynter,” Tara says, between languid strokes of her tongue. “We heard you come in. We’ve been waiting for you. Hoping you might join us.”

What? That can’t be true. It has to be some kind of joke. But then Tara grips Phoebe’s thigh and leans her chin on it as she turns to me, her mouth still glistening with the sweet honey of her best friend’s arousal. She gives me a shy smile and flutters her eyelids at me. “We figured you might need some care and attention after your date bailed on you.”

“How do you know…about all that?”

“William’s a friend of my family. So, we knew how it was going to turn out, but we were forbidden to tell you. Sorry. Oh, but that’s, um…” She blushes, and it makes her look even cuter. And younger. “That’s a big part of why we’re both here tonight.”

“We’re here for you, Wynter,” Phoebe says, reaching out to me. “Let’s play together. We’ve both been hot for you since forever.“

Oh, my god. She’s serious.

“I…I don’t think that’s such a good idea.” I’m sure if I think about it long and hard enough, I’ll be able to come up with a reason for saying that.

But then Phoebe takes my hand and pulls me closer. “You’re gorgeous, Wynter. Don’t deny us. Not when we’re practically begging.” She looks me up and down, and it’s clear she’s loving what she sees. “God, your tits are amazing.”

“Yeah, and your ass, too.”

Phoebe slides her tongue across her lips. “And I bet your pussy is heaven.”

My voice trembles when I speak. “I’ve…never done anything like this before.”

“This is our first time, too.” Phoebe strokes her fingers through Tara’s hair, urging her back down between her thighs. “Come and sit by me. Watch how she does it.”

I’m not sure I’m ready for this, but I let Phoebe guide me down onto the sofa, anyway. She threads her fingers through mine and leans her head on my shoulder, as if we’re best friends watching a movie. Tara looks up at me, a mischievous glint in her eyes, and then lowers her mouth to Phoebe’s pussy again.

My head is so close to Phoebe’s that it almost looks like that’s my pussy that Tara’s eating. Holy fuck, it looks so damn good. The way she turns her head and explores every slick inch of her best friend’s most intimate flesh. Hot flashes of her pink tongue against Phoebe’s pink lips, and the sparks of light that glisten off them both as they get wetter and hotter and closer. Jesus, I’ve never seen anything as erotic as this.

And then, suddenly, I hear the only sound that could break through the spell I’m under.

“Mommy.”

It’s my beautiful cherub. For whatever reason, he’s woken up. I release Phoebe’s hand, as Tara sits up and moves out from between her friend’s thighs.

“I’m sorry, girls,” I say. “I need to go be a mom.”

“Of course,” they say, almost in unison. I’m so glad they understand, but I’m also a little disappointed we have to finish up. It’s probably for the best, though. What if we cross this line and then it ruins everything? I don’t want to lose either of these wonderful young women from my life. And that’s not even about the babysitting. Just being around them makes me feel more alive. More complete.

I stand on treacherously shaky legs, and give myself a once-over to make sure I’m presentable. Not that half-asleep Jakey would notice anything, but it simply feels like the right thing to do.

When I reach my son’s room, I find him sitting up in bed, an adorably confused look on his sleep-addled face.

“What’s wrong, Jakey?”

He holds out his arms, and I sweep him into a warm embrace. He says nothing, but I’m pretty sure it was a bad dream that woke him. I kiss the top of his sweet head and lay him back down on his pillow. In seconds, he’s totally asleep again, and I know he won’t even remember this consciously come morning.

But I will. Because I would’ve missed it if I’d been out on a proper date. That’s what really settles my decision. I am done with dating, at least for the next few years.

I kiss my son’s soft cheek and then head back out of his room. And now I’m not sure what to do. Tara and Phoebe had me in such a spin before, and if I hadn’t been interrupted, I just might have actually joined them. It’s such a hot fantasy and all, but in reality, it’s fraught with danger.

Still, when I reach the living room and find them—and their clothes—all gone, there’s a deep well of disappointment that spears my belly. It’s been a fucking long time since anybody else has touched me. Made me feel vibrant and wanted. I felt that only a few minutes ago, from both of them. And now they’re gone.

I let out a long sigh that’s filled with all kinds of feelings. In the end, I guess I’m more relieved than anything. Because what if I was a lousy lay? Phoebe said it was their first time, but they’ve clearly planned it. And the way she devoured Tara’s sweet young pussy…fuck. I don’t know if I’d have it in me to do that. Even though I’m certain now that I want to try it one day.

I slip off my skirt and top and walk up to my bedroom. Only, when I step inside, once again I get a huge surprise.

Tara and Phoebe. They haven’t left. They’re in my bed. Still naked, entwined and inviting. Each of them grinding the other’s sweet, naked pussy with one hand, and reaching out to me with the other.

“C’mon, Wynter,” Phoebe says.

“We won’t bite,” Tara says. “At first.”

“Girls, I…I’m not sure…” Not sure how to finish that sentence. Finding them still here, still eager to have me join them, is more exciting than I could have imagined. I’ve denied myself plenty of treats throughout the years. First for my husband, and then for my son. I’ve done it gladly, but there’s no denying one glaring truth. That I feel like maybe it’s time I indulged myself.

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, Wynter,” says Phoebe. “Just let us treat you good. You fucking deserve it.”

As I stand there, my nipples stiffen under my bra, and my pussy floods with arousal so quickly I swear I can hear it happening. I’m moving forward without consciously telling myself to. Maybe I’m the one who’s having a dream, only if that’s the case, it’s a long way from being a bad one. In fact, this would be the best dream ever.

The girls sit up to greet me as I kneel on the bed. Phoebe unclasps my bra while Tara pulls down on my panties. I sway and move, roll and fall, until I’m lying right between them. As naked as they are.

My two sexy young babysitters lean in, each of them kissing one of my cheeks. As Phoebe trails her silky soft lips inward, Tara glides downward.

When Tara licks my throat, I gasp in sweet surprise, and Phoebe plants her sweet mouth over mine. I’m still not sure if this is a dream, but it feels as real as anything else ever has. I drink down the soft whimpering of my blonde babysitter, as Tara takes my nipple into the wet heat of her mouth. Her teeth graze across it, just enough to make me shiver, and then she suckles on me so hard I cry out in ecstasy.

Phoebe slides her hand down, resting her palm on my bush and stroking her fingers up and down my slick lips. I draw my legs wide apart, and Tara hooks one of hers over the top of mine. She grinds her hot little slit against my thigh and the fresh, oceanic tang of her tight little pussy comes up to tempt me. She pinches my other nipple as she sucks and grinds, and Phoebe cups my pussy in her palm as she makes a fist in my hair with her other hand.

Right now, it feels as if I’m in a whirlwind, with two mouths and four hands pleasuring me. Phoebe’s fingers glide up and down so easily, so smoothly that I’m suddenly aware of how fucking wet I am. How fucking hot this is making me.

The girls move as if they’re mind readers. The instant Phoebe glides her hand off my pussy, Tara comes in to take over. She grips my clit between her finger and thumb and I cry out with pleasure, the sound muffled by Phoebe’s sweet kiss.

When Tara glides her fingers up inside me, I buck my hips in bliss. Phoebe breaks our red-hot kiss and drives her fingers into her mouth. The fingers that are resplendent with my arousal. She sucks and licks, moaning with pure pleasure as she drinks me down. I get caught up in the moment and before I think about what I’m doing, I lean over and swamp my beautiful blonde babysitter’s mouth with mine. Our kiss becomes a wrestle around her fragrant fingers, as we share the flavor of me.

I’ve tasted myself plenty of times in the past, but somehow it’s never been hotter, never been sweeter, than now. Drinking my juices from another woman’s skin. While I'm kissing her.

“Holy fuck, that’s hot,” Tara murmurs, her hot breath washing across my wet nipple. She draws her fingers out of me and drives them into her mouth, then comes up on the other side. I turn and kiss her the same way, and my tangy flavor is even stronger this time.

As I kiss this beautiful young brunette, Phoebe slides down and takes my nipple into her mouth, suckling gently at first before really sinking her teeth in. God, I’m fucking all in for this, now. These two seem to understand exactly when to be soft and when to be hard. Even though they’re only touching me in a few places, I swear every single inch of my skin is tingling with pleasure.

“Please,” I beg, as Phoebe glides lower, trailing her tongue over my belly. “Please, Phoebe…make me come?“

“With pleasure.” The sleek and sexy blonde hums with desire, and she kisses the point of my hip through the thickness of my flesh. “God, I fucking love your curves, Wynter.” She keeps moving across me, gliding lower, until she’s kissing my knee, and arching her back to grind her firm young tits against my pussy.

The moment suddenly overtakes me, and I grip Phoebe’s sexy thigh, and I simply yank her closer to me. Over the top of me. All I can see is her glistening young cunt, and the spicy fragrance of her pretty little bloom threatens my sanity.

I grip Phoebe by her tight little ass and I fucking pull her down to meet me, slamming her pussy into my mouth, and vice versa. I plunge my tongue up inside my young babysitter as she lashes her tongue down through my slit. We lick, we suck, we drink down each other’s arousal, and it’s so fucking delicious that I almost forget to breathe.

“God, that’s the fucking hottest thing ever,” Tara whispers. By the sound of it, she’s getting off on this just as much as I am, and she’s not even touching me right now.

Phoebe grinds her pussy down onto my face, and I drink her down. Her sweet honey drips from my chin, and she’s moaning in pleasure as she laps up my juices at the same time.

Tara comes up over the top of us both, and she gazes into my eyes, past Phoebe’s tight, round ass. She grips both of her bestie’s cheeks and spreads them so she can flick the tip of her tongue over the blonde’s puckered little hole. I drive my tongue up, starting from Phoebe’s clit and sliding past her slit, coming up to meet Tara in a wild kiss.

We wrestle, tongue to tongue, as Phoebe lashes my gash with her magical mouth. She spreads me wide and dives deep, and I cry out with the indulgent ecstasy of it all, breaking my kiss with Tara. I dive back in, biting down on Phoebe’s clit as Tara bites her bestie’s butt cheek and pushes her finger into the blonde’s perfect little pucker.

That seems to be all Phoebe needs to topple over the edge, and she wails out in ecstasy as a climax erupts deep inside her. The fresh wash of her release fills my senses and I drink her down like I’m slaking an unquenchable thirst. As her voice vibrates against me, I suddenly join her, riding an orgasm that’s stronger and deeper than any I’ve had with a man before.

I throw my head backward and cry out, and Tara glides smoothly in and takes my place, lapping at her bestie’s sweet pussy from above. I watch her for a moment, and then I sink my teeth into the silky skin of Phoebe’s thigh.

The beautiful young blonde arches her back as she climaxes again, and the sweetness of her nectar floods my senses. Tara engulfs that pretty pussy with her mouth, drinking it all down, and when Phoebe finally collapses on top of me, I lean up and take Tara’s mouth in a rich, flavorsome kiss.

I lose myself for a moment, and the world seems to shift. Then I realize it’s just Phoebe rolling onto her back beside me. She’s all loose like shapely wet noodles, and I stroke her inner thigh as Tara comes back in to kiss me like her life depends on it.

Then the gorgeous brunette licks a quick trail down and swoops on my breasts, gripping them tightly and pushing them together, bringing my nipples right up against each other. She suckles on one, then the other, then rolls her head side to side as she flicks both my buds with her tongue.

Phoebe glides her hand up my thigh and grinds her soft fingers in against my clit, and I do the same to her. Tara clambers over both of us and we become a whirling mess of soft limbs, wet tongues and decadent, carnal pleasure. We roll and squeeze and bite, we lick and kiss and pinch. It’s hard to tell where I end, and where each of these bountiful beauties begins.

“Fuck, I need to eat your pussy, Wynter,” Tara moans, and she rolls down until she’s right between my thighs. She grips me behind the knees and pushes my legs up, pausing as she gazes into the fiery heat of my well-pleasured cunt. “God dammit,” she moans, glancing across at Phoebe.

“I know, right? She’s so fucking beautiful.”

Tara takes in a long breath and then lets it out with a moan. Like she’s about to eat a gourmet meal.

And then she simply dives forward and plows her pretty face into my gaping slit, gouging deep inside me with her lovely tongue. Phoebe leans across and kisses my mound, then pulls my short, curly hairs tight with her lips.

The girls work in perfect rhythm until I’m writhing in ecstasy again, digging my fingers into their silken hair as they pleasure me like I’ve never been pleasured before.

Phoebe glides up my body and pulls me toward her, and we kiss wildly as Tara licks me with a vengeance and thrusts one finger in and out of my gushing hole. She grips my ass with her other hand and squeezes tight, and then a moment later, I feel her fingers dancing over the tightness of my asshole. The thought of her slipping one of them into me makes my pussy flood with an impossible rush of arousal.

My raven-haired babysitter glides her tongue higher and suckles my clit and then eases her finger tip up inside my ass. Phoebe kisses my mouth just as hard as Tara suckles my cunt. They both work their tongues deeper and deeper inside me. I’m not sure how much more I can take, but I don’t want to stop. I never want this moment to end.

Every rasping breath I haul in comes straight from Phoebe’s lungs. Every moan I fire out fills the blonde beauty’s throat. Both my hands are still filled with these girls’ hair, and I make vicious fists as pleasure bursts across my body, like randomly timed detonations.

Phoebe finally comes up off my mouth and I can finally cry out in full voice. Tara comes away from my pussy at the same time and the girls meet in the middle, kissing like they’re in a pie-eating contest. The slick sheen of my arousal and my saliva glistens across their lips, and the hot pink flashes of their tongues wrestling only makes the sight even hotter.

As Tara and Phoebe kiss, they stroke and caress me, sending me into a tumbling whirl of sensation. I’m not sure which way is up, but I know I don’t care. Then they glide past each other, like ships in a harbor, until they’ve switched places. Phoebe leans down and devours my needy little slit, as Tara comes up and plows my ready mouth with hers.

The fresh taste of my own juices on this brunette babe’s lips and tongue makes my skin tingle with need. And even though I’ve never experienced such overwhelming pleasure, and never had anyone focus on my needs like these two are…I still need more.

I can barely see anything at this moment. Just Tara’s crazy beautiful face, up close and blurry. So I lash out with my hands, just searching for something—anything—I can grab. Something to ground me in this moment. And that’s exactly what I do. Every time I touch some silken skin, I squeeze, and I pinch, and I spank. Together, we writhe and kiss and suck. Somehow we end up with Phoebe scissoring me, grinding her precious little cunt down on mine while Tara straddles my eager mouth and I drink the fabulous, fragrant magic of her tight little pussy.

The girls moan with pleasure, the sound muffled by the fact they’re clearly kissing once again. I grip both perfect globes of Tara’s ass as I plunge my tongue deep into her pristine hole and drink down every drop of her arousal, grinding my chin against her clit with every driving stroke.

We’re all hands and mouths and sensations. Every place we touch is hot and soft, smooth and silky, and it feels like we’re all connected beyond merely the physical. Like we’re all part of the same sensual whole.

As Phoebe drives her pussy down on me, harder than ever, she licks the sole of my foot, just as Tara sucks my toes into the wet heat of her mouth. I have no resistance left, and I simply let myself go, giving my heart, my soul, my body over to the pleasure. I tongue-fuck Tara’s hot little cunt, and she grinds herself down into my face as she climaxes. She bites down on my big toe and sucks so hard and it hurts so good. And then, suddenly, I’m coming again, and it’s so fucking deep and intense I can barely breathe.

“God, Wynter,” Phoebe says, her voice thick with need. “I’m coming!”

“Come for me, honey,” I cry out, barely taking my mouth off Tara’s gushing slit.

“So fucking hot,” Tara mumbles around my toe. Then she glides her mouth off and swings around, falling to the side. I pull her across to me, and we kiss like long-lost lovers reunited. Like we never want to stop.

Phoebe’s breath rasps in and out as she comes down from her climax. Then she rolls off me and onto her back on my other side. I stroke her hair and then she leans over and kisses my belly. She slowly climbs me, kissing my breast, my shoulder, my neck, and then finally my lips. “You’re amazing, Wynter. Everything we ever dreamed of.”

I return her kiss, and the flavor of my juices still faintly on her mouth reminds me of how fucking hot this has been.

We’re all struggling for breath and coated in perspiration. We’re a glorious, wild, hot, wet, beautiful fucking mess. I’m still coming down from a set of climaxes that have shattered me from head to toe. It looks like the girls have both come just as hard as I did.

For a few more moments, we lie here in a pile of tangled limbs, panting and moaning and laughing with joy.

“Holy shit,” Tara moans. “That was fucking amazing.”

“Yeah,” Phoebe says. “We should do this all the time.”

“Maybe not all the time,” I say, stroking both their silky soft cheeks.

“Okay, I guess we need to eat and sleep sometime,” Phoebe says. “But please say we’ll do it again?“

“Hell, yeah.” Tara kisses my cheek and then leans across me to kiss Phoebe’s. “Please, Wynter? You‘re too fucking hot to resist.”

This really does feel like the beginning of something that could last for years, or maybe even…forever. Something that’s already stronger than anything I’ve ever had with a man. Something that makes me feel more alive than I ever have before.

All I want is more. And I have a feeling I’m going to get it. In spades.

“Of course we'll do it again,” I say with a smile. “How could I resist you two?”

Both girls light up with beautiful smiles, and they lean in and kiss my cheeks. I slide my arms around them and pull them closer, and they rest their lovely heads on my shoulders.

I never imagined this would happen. Not in a million years. But now that it has, I can’t imagine anything better than being seduced by my sexy young babysitters.

THE END

For more scalding hot encounters between mouthwatering MILFs and their yummy, young babysitters, check out the whole series!

And for tons more Sapphic Sexytimes, come and check out all my big, wet box sets!

• LESBIAN AGE GAP EROTICA 
• LUSTFUL LESBIANS 
• LUSTFUL LESBIANS BOOK 2 
• HER FIRST WOMAN 
• FEMME FANTASIES 
• QUICK, SLICK & LONGING TO LICK
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