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  Kiss & Tell


I’m still bustling around the house, putting the finishing touches to my makeup and hair, and trying desperately to decide on my jewelry when our babysitter arrives. As usual, my husband Clyde greets her, and even from the bedroom I hear him shoot a couple of lame-ass compliments her way. I’d rather he help me find my fucking earrings, but he’s not really the most helpful of guys. Especially not when he has a beautiful 20-year-old brunette smiling and chatting with him. 
Abby’s been our sitter for a little more than 2 years now. And if I’m gonna be brutally honest, I can’t really blame Clyde for turning into a bit of an idiot when she’s around. My god, she’s incredible.
Abby is smart as hell, dedicated, and loyal. She’s working so hard at college that sometimes I’m surprised she can still make time to sit for us. But she always agrees, even during exam times. Like I say, dedicated and loyal.
And then, there’s the fact she’s just so radiantly beautiful. It’s like she scored the damn jackpot with her genes, so much so that I was really wary of taking her on back at the start. With her long, coffee-brown hair, and her clear blue eyes, high cheekbones and full, pouty lips, she’s every straight man’s wet dream. Who needs that kind of competition?
Don’t even get me started on the girl’s body. Fuck. I vaguely remember having tits like those, back in the stone age. Y’know, before pregnancy and childbirth.
In fact, inspired by Abby’s beauty and the memory of my own youth, I slip my panties off. Hell, Clyde usually gets a little frisky after an all-too-rare night out. I figure if I sidle up to him while we're at the bar, and whisper in his ear that I’m commando beneath my fancy frock, I just might get some action when I get home. In a dress this short and low-cut, surely my husband will notice me. I know his boorish buddies will. They always do, and they’re never quiet about it.
When I’ve finally got myself together—or at least, as together as possible under the circumstances—I rush out and rescue our poor young babysitter from my husband’s invasive questions. Not that Abby seems to mind.
“No, Mr McGill. I haven’t really met a guy my age who isn’t a complete tool.”
“Well, you could always look at older guys.”
Jesus. Is my husband making a move on her while I’m in the house?
“Mm, nah,” she replies, gracefully deflecting whatever the fuck that was Clyde threw at her. “I’m taking a break from all that nonsense.”
“Aw, a pretty young thing like you should—”
“Hi, Abby,” I say, way louder than necessary. I just need to cut Clyde off before he weirds things out even more.
The girl’s lovely face lights up when she sees me. I feel as if we get each other pretty well, despite the 10 year age difference. Sometimes it feels almost like yesterday since I was 20, with all of life ahead of me.
“Hi, Mrs McGill.” She looks me up and down. “Wow. You’re so beautiful.”
“Oh, please, Abby. Thank you, but…” I trail off because I don’t want to admit how plain I feel these days. Especially when I’m standing next to a young goddess in tiny cutoffs like this. “Hey, and you’re an adult now. Call me Gretchen.”
“Oh. Of course, Gretchen.” The moment she’s called me by name, her face colors a delightful pink shade, almost a match for her skin-tight little crop top. “Feels a bit weird, but I’ll get used to it.”
“How’s college going?”
“Woah,” Clyde interrupts. “You’ve finished high school?”
“Darling,” I say, letting him know it’s time for the grown-ups to talk. The eye roll is implied. “Pediatric nursing, right, Abby?”
“That’s right.”
I take hold of her shoulder and squeeze it. “That’s so perfect for you, sweetie. I bet you’re acing it.”
She smiles and blushes a little harder. But then she shrugs and a slight darkness washes over her features. “Well, I am. I guess. There’s just one thing…”
Clyde looks at his watch and then holds it up toward me, tapping it. I give him a wave to tell him to wait in the car. It’s clear Abby needs a proper listening ear and a kind word.
When my husband heads out, I take hold of both Abby’s hands and look her in the eyes. “What is it, sweetie?”
“It’s silly. I mean, the coursework is all so easy for me. Exams are a breeze. But I get marked down because I can’t…maintain objectivity.”
“How so?”
“I keep acting like the patients are friends. Or family.” She smiles, but her face colors again and she looks at the floor. She’s so fucking cute, it’s ridiculous. “Every time I put on a bandaid, I forget myself and kiss the wound better.”
“I mean, I get that it’s not exactly standard operating procedure. But you’re still learning. I’d also think they’d encourage that level of empathy.”
“Yeah, they do. Sort of.” She sounds more than a little frustrated. “It’s just…they tell me I need to learn how to turn it off. Or at least dial it down.”
“Oh, sweetie. I think it’s lovely. Okay, so it might not be quote-unquote professional, but if Tyson had a boo-boo, you’re the only one I’d want looking after him.”
She smiles and squeezes my fingers. “Thanks, Mrs…thanks, Gretchen.” When she looks up into my eyes, it feels like we’ve bonded better than ever. “You’re the only one I can talk to about this stuff.”
I’m not sure why, but my heart swells to double size. It just adds to that feeling that I get her, and she gets me. Neither of us has a strong male presence in our lives. Okay, I have a husband, but most of the time, he’s hovering around our son’s maturity level. Abby grew up without a mom, but her dad was so focused on keeping the bills paid that he couldn’t bond with his daughter the way she needed.
And in this moment, it’s like we can read each other’s mind, and both of us shed a few tears. It’s solidarity, and it’s affection, and it’s just the pure, unadulterated sense of belonging that comes with being truly seen.
That’s when Clyde bursts our bubble by honking the car horn. Abby breaks away first, looking down to the side and easing her soft little hands out of my grip. “Th–thanks, Gretchen. Go, have a good time. I’ve got things handled here.”
I step forward and press my palm to her cheek. “I know you have, sweetie. You’re the best.”
Her face goes an even darker shade of red, and I swear the heat of her blush just about sears my hand. Then Clyde honks again, and I jump as if he’s about to run me over.
“See you later, Abby,” I say.
“Okay,” she replies, but there’s a sweet sadness in her voice that has me pausing. I’m starting to think I’d rather stay home and solve all the world’s problems with this sweet young woman. This gathering tonight promises to be loud and crude and an assault to the senses, as it always is. Clyde and his buddies are raucous and obnoxious enough when they’re on their own. Put the six of them together and it’s agonizing. Not to mention none of the wives and girlfriends get along, either with the other men or with each other.
I climb in the car and buckle up, but I don’t feel complete. It’s hard to explain, but it feels like I’m leaving a piece of my soul back in the house. It must be because of Tyson. Surely that’s it.
Only, why haven’t I felt it like this before?


      ***
I’m standing here at the bar, crowded but alone. Surrounded by chattering women who hate me and each other. It’s an awful place to be. I don’t know why the guys try to make this a couples’ get-together. It’s clear none of the other women are any happier about it than I am.
The only explanation I can think of is that Clyde gets a thrill out of showing me off to his buddies. As plain as I feel when I’m standing next to Abby, I can admit that I still have something to offer, despite—or maybe because of—having been pregnant. My blonde hair still gets me plenty of attention. My tits aren’t as perky as they were, but in this push-up bra, they look so much bigger than they used to. Naturally, my belly’s rounder, and my ass is wider, but there’s no doubt his work buddies spend plenty of time giving me the once-over. Sometimes twice.
Clyde never seems to mind when they ogle my tits or my ass. I swear he thinks I’m a trophy wife. I mean, he earns okay, but he’s no millionaire. Christ, maybe he’s trying to work me into the hotwife lifestyle. No, thank you. At least, not with these oafs.
It’s been nearly an hour of standing here, listening to the men talk shit, and the women cutting strangers to pieces. All of them getting louder and more vulgar by the minute. I don’t just want to leave, I desperately want to go home. But Clyde is in his element, laughing at the stupid joke he’s telling, and waving his arms around so much half his beer is on the floor already.
I head over to him to let him know I’m done. That I’ll catch a taxi home and he can stay out all night for all I care. I mean, I won’t say it like that, but that’s what I’m thinking.
Just as I get near him, he gestures so wildly that his beer glass clips the edge of the tall bar table beside him. It shatters instantly and a jagged piece of it flies straight at me. I react quickly and try to dodge the shard, but there’s only so much I can do. It hits point first, digging into the front of my thigh, and I cry out. Not that my husband even notices.
“Fuck,” Clyde says, looking at the ruined glass in his hand, then around at his rapt audience. “Don’t know my own fuckin’ strength.”
I reach over to the table, grab a couple of napkins, and clamp them over the wound in my leg. It’s not a big cut, but it’s bleeding a little. And it’s just the last straw for me.
“Clyde,” I say, then repeat it louder and louder until he actually hears me.
“Huh?”
“I’m taking a taxi home.”
“Why?”
I show him the wound on my leg. “I need to go take care of this.”
“Aw, man up, babes. C’mon, live a little.”
“I’ve lived plenty. You stay. I’m heading home.”
He shakes his head. “You used to be wild, babes.”
I used to be lots of things that I grew out of. Like in love with my husband. I’m sure this is just a passing phase for me, and when he’s sober, he’ll be more like the man I married. But until then, I need to be miles away from him.
“Well, motherhood tamed me,” I say, and leave it at that. The really unfortunate thing is, it feels true. That I’m little more than just a support system to a child, and a man-child. That my identity has been leached of all its color and its power.
I order a taxi and it arrives in next to no time. The journey home seems to pass in a flash as well. The only break in the monotony is a text from Clyde, telling me he’s too drunk to drive—no shit, Sherlock—so he’ll be staying the night at Derek’s place. Fine by me.
I give the driver a decent tip, and then slip my heels off as I walk up the pathway to my front door. The TV’s playing just softly as I open the front door. It sounds like Abby’s watching some rom-com. Yeah, they’re corny and predictable, but I love them so much. And it’s clear Abby does, too.
When I walk into the living room, I find the beautiful young babysitter, all curled up on the couch, fast asleep. A tress of hair draped down over her face and between her slightly parted lips. She has her long, shapely legs tucked up so much that half her round little ass is hanging out of those shorts. I realize I’m staring, so I avert my gaze. 
College must be working her so damn hard. She’s a fucking dynamo, though, and I’m in awe of her.
Not really thinking about what I’m doing, I sit on the edge of the sofa and brush the stray lock of hair away from her flawless face. My bright young babysitter stirs and then looks up at me. Her face lights up like it did earlier this evening. “Hey, you’re home,” she says, her voice thick with fatigue. Then she checks her watch and frowns. “And you’re home early.”
“Yeah. Clyde’s having a ton of fun, but it’s just not my scene anymore.”
“Mr McGill’s not with you?”
I shake my head, but can’t keep from smiling. I might actually get some peace tonight, not having a big, hairy body in the bed with me. “He’s staying at a friend’s place tonight.”
“Oh.” She sounds more surprised than concerned. Like she’s just opened up a Christmas present, and it’s exactly what she’s always wanted.
Abby sits up and stretches, her perfect young breasts swelling, and climbing halfway out of her tight top. I try not to look, but she’s just so fucking spectacular.
Then she glances down and notices my hand, and the slightly bloodied napkins I’m pressing to my thigh, and she comes fully awake.
“Hey, hey, what’s that?”
I ease the napkins off my leg and show her the ragged little cut. It barely even hurts anymore, and the bleeding seems to have stopped. “Just a mishap. But I’m grateful in a way. It was my excuse to come home.”
“You sit there, missy,” Abby says, a cute frown of concern creasing her brow. “I’m taking care of it for you.”
“Missy?”
She smiles, and her gorgeous cheeks flush pink again. “Sorry. That’s what I call my patients. Well, the female ones, at least.”
I want to protest that it’s barely a flesh wound. That it’s pretty much taken care of itself already. But before I can say a word, Abby’s halfway over to the kitchen to get the first aid kit. Her round, young ass swaying and jiggling with every step, the movements emphasized by the shortness and the tightness of her denim cutoffs.
Holy fuck. What the hell am I doing, checking out this girl’s ass like that?
It’s my turn to blush, now, but before I can even try to juggle my wayward thoughts, she’s back at the couch, kneeling on the floor in front of me.
“Come on, missy,” she says. “Show me.”
I ease the napkin away, and Abby presses her fingertips to the front of my thigh. It’s nothing, really. She’s just moving the skin around to check out the cut. It’s the front of my thigh, not the inside. Not the top of it. Not the hot, tingling, utterly needy wet spot between my legs.
And yet, her touch ignites me like nothing has in years. It has to be plain and simple desperation on my part. Right? Clyde has barely gone anywhere near my fun bits since he got me pregnant. It’s like he’s scared of the consequences now. But suddenly I do the math in my head, and I realize that means it’s pretty much 4 years that I’ve gone without a single orgasm that didn’t come from a toy or from my own fingers.
Jesus. Why the fuck am I thinking about orgasms right now? As heartbreakingly gorgeous as Abby is, I’m straight. As far as I know, she is, too.
“You’re right, Gretchen. It’s not too bad.”
“Uh-huh,” I say. Or is it more of a moan? Christ, my head is in a whirl.
“Let me just und—uh, let me just dress it for you.”
There’s a slight tremble in Abby’s fingers as she picks up the small bottle of disinfectant. She struggles to open it, and makes a tiny snarling noise of frustration, so I reach over and take it from her. Our fingers just slightly brush, and she jumps as if she got a static electricity charge from me.
I work the lid off and hand the bottle back to her, and she glances up at me with a smile that looks more like relief than gratitude. Then her professional side takes over, and she wets a cotton ball and wipes it over my cut. I hiss with the cold, antiseptic sting, and wriggle in reaction. Abby grasps my thigh firmly and the surprise of the moment has me struggling for air.
“Keep still, missy,” she says, radiating professional calm and command. I obey her instantly, and she relaxes her grip, stroking her fingers over my skin as she reaches down for a sticky plastic strip. I watch, utterly rapt, as she lifts the strip to her pretty mouth and grips it between her perfect white teeth. There’s the slightest upward kink in her luscious lips as she bites down on the paper packet and tears it open.
It’s an enormous struggle now for me to keep still. Not because of the pain from the disinfectant. Not because of the injury to my leg. But because, beyond all reason or expectation…my pussy is dripping wet and aching with need.
Abby pulls the medicated strip out of its packet and slowly peels away the two white covers to reveal the sticky bits. I swear, this feels to me like some kind of striptease. She’s working so slowly, holding eye contact with me all the way. The heat of her sexy young body radiates over my lower legs, and the room is thick with potential.
Then she presses the little plastic bandage home over my wound and smooths down the sticky sides with her thumbs. I gasp, almost silently, as I realize she has her fingers pressed to the sides of my thigh as she works. One hand on the outside…and one on my inner thigh. She’s so soft and gentle, and yet her touch is the only thing in the world that I can feel right now.
And then, as if I’m not already so worked up I’m nearly spinning, the girl leans down. And she does exactly what she gets in trouble for in her course.
She kisses my wound better. Only it’s not a simple little peck. She presses those soft, pillowy lips to my thigh, and just…hovers there. Her breath saws in and out through her nose, and it tickles the inside of my thigh. With her fingers still pressed there, I’m nearly overwhelmed with sensation.
And that’s when I suddenly remember that I’m commando beneath this already revealing dress. I swear I catch a trace of my own arousal in the air. But my beautiful babysitter? She’s right down there, and it seems absolutely certain she’s getting the full bouquet.
Abby pauses, her lips still against my skin, and then another little frown creases her brow. Only this one is nothing like concern. This is more like…confusion, I guess.
“Abby,” I whisper.
She looks up at me, and her cheeks are glowing a deep pink. “I’m…oh, god, I’m so sorry, Gretchen. I don’t know what came over me.”
“Abby.” I say her name louder, more firmly, and she closes her eyes, sucking her plump lips inward and biting down on them. “Please, uh…”
“I’ll just, uh…I should get going,” she says, and struggles to find her feet on wobbly, coltish legs.
I don’t want her to go. “Abby, you don’t, um, have to…” Jesus. I’m supposed to be mature, and organized, and have my life put together. Yet this young woman has me as flighty as a schoolkid on a sugar rush. Without even thinking about consequences, or deeper meanings, I pull her into a hug. “You’re just so sweet. And I can’t remember the last time someone took the time to care for me.”
“Well, that’s…not right.” Her voice is so soft, and so liquid, and it’s right there against my ear. Like a secret. Like the voice of intimacy. “You deserve the entire world, Gretchen.”
I squeeze her tighter and she lets out a soft sigh. It’s as if she’s found a home in my arms. Then she turns her head and presses her lips to my cheek. I tighten up across my whole body for a moment, and then ease myself backward. Abby gazes into my eyes with such deep longing, and I’m not sure anybody’s ever looked at me quite like that. Like I’m the answer to every question they’ve ever had.
She parts her pretty lips like she has something to say. Something important to ask me. When the words don’t come, she instead reaches out and touches the side of my face with only the tips of her fingers. Then she draws me closer and brushes her lips to mine.
It’s a brief, almost chaste kiss. But it sets my heart on fire. It’s like everything I’ve been missing, all these years, is right here in this sweet young woman’s arms. She’s so close to me that her beautiful face is a pale blur, with a rich, dark frame of hair. Even though I can’t see details, I can still tell she’s looking at me the same way I’m looking at her.
Abby’s warm breath pulses against my lips, and her silky skin presses into mine, and I know I shouldn’t be doing this. She’s my babysitter, and compared to me, she’s practically a kid, despite being in college. Plus, I’m married, and…well, fuck, I thought I was straight.
So it seems almost like a dream when I tilt my head to the side and draw this gorgeous girl closer. When she parts her velvet lips and draws my tongue inside herself.
Her tiny whimpers are like music as I explore the lovely wet heat of her mouth. She tastes like peppermint and freshness, and I can’t remember ever having tasted anything so good. It’s been so long since the last time I had a first kiss with anyone. No first kiss has ever rocked my world like this one.
Abby slips her hands onto my waist and she pulls me closer to her. The firmness of her beautiful breasts press into my own. It feels so fucking right. Like we’re just two bodies, just two beings, just two souls in this world. Like we fit together.
I drive my hand up into her lush hair and draw her even closer, kissing her like the world will end if we stop. She slides her hands down and squeezes my hips, lashing my tongue with hers, and we kiss deeper and harder until we’re both panting for air. Until our hands are all over each other and it feels like we’ve been at this for hours.
Finally, I throw my head back, almost like I’m howling at the sky, just so I can catch my breath. I’m still panting like a marathon runner when I gaze back into her soft blue eyes and admire her pretty mouth. Her lipstick is all worn off now, and her lips are swollen from where I’ve devoured her sweetness.
“Abby,” I gasp, and she smiles.
“I know, right?” she says, and then we’re kissing again, and I can’t believe this is real. That I’m kissing her so hard that I can feel her teeth against my lips. That her hands are so tight on my body that I swear she’ll leave bruises. I even fucking hope she does.
With a little groan, she breaks away from me and takes hold of the flimsy shoulder straps on my dress. “Yes?”
“Fuck. Yes, a million times, sweetie.”
“Oh, wow,” she whispers. “At last.”
“At last?”
She nods, curling her delicious mouth into an elfin grin. “I’ve wanted you pretty much since day one, Gretchen.”
“Is this why you never talk about boyfriends?”
“Never had one. Never want one.”
Abby slides the straps outward and they spill down my arms. I work my hands up through them and then push down, baring my breasts to her. Hoping my girls can hold their own for a young woman who still has such perfect, perky ones.
I needn’t have worried, it seems. Abby gazes at my breasts, from one to the other, her luscious mouth slightly open. Like she’s transfixed. “Fuck, you’re beautiful, Gretchen.”
She draws me closer and buries her face between my tits. It’s almost cartoonish, and I expect her to blow raspberries or something. Like my husband does on the increasingly rare times that he even gets close to them.
There’s none of that bullshit with Abby, though. She kisses the skin between my breasts, and squeezes them together around her gorgeous face. Slowly, she moves across to my nipple, planting tiny wet kisses every quarter inch or so. She flicks my nipple with the tip of her tongue and then rests her face on the fleshy body of my boob as she strokes the other one with her fingertips.
“So beautiful,” she whispers, and I notice she’s tracing the light stretch marks on my skin. The ones I’ve been so self-conscious about ever since I stopped breastfeeding Tyson and my girls changed from factories back into fun bags.
Her praise feels so good that I don’t even care if she’s exaggerating. This perfect young goddess kisses and nuzzles and licks and bites my flesh, and I lose the strength in my back, falling flat on the couch.
Abby comes up off the floor and climbs over the top of me. She takes one nipple in her mouth and suckles on it, gently at first. She squeezes both my tits in her soft hands, and digs her teeth into my stiff little bud. I arch up to meet her, relishing the feeling that someone finds me so attractive. So fucking irresistible.
She switches sides, biting into my other nipple and pinching the first one between finger and thumb.
“Christ, Abby…how are you so fucking good at that?”
“Mm,” she hums. “It’s been my fantasy for so long, Gretchen.”
“Oh, fuck,” I gasp, and I’m not sure if it’s from the way she’s working my tits, or from what she just said. “But I’m…”
“You’re perfect.”
Obviously, I’m not anything like that. Like the goddess she seems to see when she looks at me. But in this moment, with this heavenly girl, I’ll fucking take it. 
I feel almost like I could dive into the sweet blue pools of her big, beautiful eyes. She keeps me hypnotized with them as she slides lower, kissing the roundness of my belly, still holding my breasts. Lower and lower she glides until she’s hovering right over my pussy. Naked but for the flimsy fabric of my dress.
Abby draws in a breath through her nose, and frowns again in concentration. “God damn, you smell so fucking good, Gretchen.”
“Uh, I…”
“I want to taste you.”
“Oh, god. Please…”
Abby sighs, and it’s clearly a rich cocktail of relief and celebration. “Thank fuck.”
She releases my boobs and puts her palms over my dress, where it covers my upper thighs. Then she slides her hands higher until my bare, trimmed pussy emerges, like a fucking sunrise.
“Oh, god,” she whispers. “You’re crazy beautiful.”
Before I can protest that I’m far from that, she plants a hot, wet kiss in the middle of my bush. I keep it trimmed short, and shaped neatly, but that’s it. I adore having a little bit of hair down there. It makes me feel more complete.
My beautiful babysitter rubs her face through my short, blonde forest like she’s a cat. First one cheek and then the other. And then she kisses down one side of my slit, and back up the other. She’s so fucking close to where I need her, but she might as well be in another country.
Still, there’s a hurricane of sensations coming all at once. It’s been so long since anyone went down on me that I’ve forgotten how it feels. But the instant Abby kisses me right in the gaping wet heart of my pussy, it’s like my body remembers, and I’m instantly drenched. Like I’ve been holding back a dam of pleasure for years, and it’s finally bursting.
Abby licks me from my perineum all the way up to my clit, and then she circles around my perky little bud with the tip of her tongue. I grip my breasts and squeeze, pulling my legs as wide apart as I can. Waving this girl in, begging for more, for everything, without managing to utter a single word.
“Fuck, you taste as good as you look, Gretchen,” she murmurs, her lips still pressed against my cunt. “I could do this all fucking night and day.”
“Oh, Jesus,” I whisper, pinching my nipples as I press one foot to the back of Abby’s sweet head and push her even harder into me. Christ, when did I become such a wanton, demanding slut?
Abby moans with pure delight as she drives her hot little tongue deeper and deeper inside me. She tilts her head one way and then the other, like she’s striving to connect with every private inch of me. She burrows so hard against my pussy that my fat outer lips swell up and embrace her cheeks. I swear the girl’s trying to climb inside me. And I swear, if it was at all possible, I just might let her.
Abby strokes the fingers of one hand through my short bush and reaches up with the other hand to grip my breast. All the while stroking me with her tongue. Suckling on my clit. Biting into the smooth skin of my thighs and the slick, swollen flesh of my pussy. Marking me.
Owning me.
It’s like a lightning bolt that hits my heart at the same time as my pussy. I’ve never felt anything like it. And that’s what does me in. That’s what sends me crashing over the edge into a roiling pool of magma, disguised as an orgasm. It sears my senses, it crackles like a brush fire, and it tosses me back and forth. I swear, Abby breaks me into tiny pieces and then kisses every single shard better before putting me back together.
“Fuck, Abby. Fuck!” I cry out, and thrust my hips at the sky. She follows every move, riding me like a boat in a tsunami, and her plump cheeks swell as she smiles without once taking her mouth away from my pussy.
After fifteen years or so, my climax finally eases, and I collapse in a wet heap on the couch. Abby’s still there, connected to me. Still kissing, sucking, licking my tender slit like she’s never going to stop. Over and over, from asshole to clit, from side to side, she drinks down my juices and comes back for more.
“Sweetie,” I moan. “Oh, god…”
“Mm-mm,” she hums, and pushes her face even deeper between my legs.
“Abby. Oh, fuck.” I’m so sensitive down there now, and I close my thighs around her pretty head. She seems to get the message and eases away from me. Fuck, I miss her already. But she looks at me with those stunning blue eyes, her lips and chin and cheeks radiant with the pink of her arousal and the slickness of mine. She licks her lips, and I gasp in reaction.
“You’re incredible, Gretchen.”
I can’t speak any more at the moment, so I shake my head. It’s just disbelief at what’s happened, and nothing more.
Then Abby moves up to sit next to me on the couch and brushes the stray hairs off my forehead. I lean in to kiss her, tasting myself on her lips, and it’s fresh, and fun, and exciting to taste pussy for the first time. Even if it’s my own.
“So,” Abby says. “Should I, uh…get going?”
“Yes,” I reply, and her face falls slightly. “Up to my bedroom.”
“Ohhh…”
We hurry up the stairs, giggling like schoolkids. She’s so fucking gorgeous it’s barely believable. When we get to my bedroom, I scoop her into my arms and kiss her like it’s the end of civilization. We fall onto the bed, our limbs entangled like human shibari.
I roll up over the top of her and break our kiss. I straddle her hips and pull my dress off before taking hold of her tight little pink crop top and lifting it, baring her plump young tits. And honestly, it takes me a moment to recover, because they are so unbelievably perfect. Firm and round and…Jesus they practically sit up and beg, despite the fact I have her pinned down on her back like this.
Abby pulls her top all the way off and flings her hands down to her shorts, opening them in seconds. I lift myself off her just long enough that she can whip them, and her panties, right off. She lies there before me, completely naked, in the bed I share with my husband. I kneel above her, just as bare, and it seems impossible that she’s looking at me with such lust in her eyes. The exact same lust I feel as I gaze over every silky, perfect inch of her.
“Please, Gretchen?”
“Hmm?” I feel as if I’m in a trance. That her words have to punch through an invisible fog just to reach me.
“Make love to me?”
My heart races and I’m not sure if I’m about to melt or explode. But I nod and lower myself down toward her, kissing her sweet, soft lips and letting my big breasts skim across hers. Body to body. Nipple to nipple. Like the softest sword fight in history.
Abby reaches up and cups my boobs, squeezing them together with her hands and burying her face between them. She kisses and licks my flesh, and I let my chest settle on her like a warm, heavy blanket. She groans with pleasure as she caresses and strokes me, and licks my boobs from one side to the other. None of the men I’ve been with—not even my husband—has ever worshiped my girls like Abby is.
But then she wraps her arms up over my shoulders and pulls me down, and I can’t resist her. I fall on top of the young goddess, and my curvy body shapes itself around her tight flesh. We fit together, bumps into grooves and hills into valleys, each of us with the other woman’s thigh against our pussy.
I kiss her lips and slide my tongue inside her mouth, tasting my sweetness on her again. And as I do, I drive my hand down between her legs and stroke my fingers through her plump, wet pussy.
Abby moans into my throat and pushes her hips up, meeting me stroke for stroke. She pulls her mouth free to catch her breath, and she bites into my ear lobe.
“Ohhh…yes, Gretchen…make me come.”
“Anytime, sweetie.”
I curl my fingers and glide them inside Abby’s tight channel. She’s so hot, and so wet, and I can’t believe it’s all because of me. I slam my thigh against the back of my hand, driving my fingers deeper inside my babysitter’s pristine little pussy. Harder and harder I pump, and she digs her nails into my back and scratches hard enough I know she’s leaving telltale marks. I’m gonna be so fucking busted if my husband sees them.
The rich, sweet tang of Abby’s juices fills the air, and I desperately want to taste her. The girl’s slender thighs are slick with her arousal and I press my lips to her throat as I finger-fuck her to oblivion. Her little whinnies and moans of ecstasy vibrate against my lips, and I lick the salt from her skin as I curl my fingers and press her g-spot.
Abby clenches around me, and it’s so tight I can’t move my hand for a moment. So I move my head, instead, gliding down and swamping her tight pink nipple with my tongue.
“Jesus, Gretchen,” she cries, arching her back to push more of her soft breast into my face. I latch on and suck as I ease my fingers out of her cunt, and pinch her cheeky clit. “Fuck!”
Her orgasm rocks her from head to toe, and I ride the waves with her, licking and stroking and caressing and fucking her through every single second of it. She’s so hot and so wet, and I can’t imagine anything sexier than this. My first lesbian encounter, in my own marital bed. And though it’s my first, I can already tell it won’t be my last.
Abby’s body shudders and twitches beneath me as her climax eases, and I slow down my movements, kissing and licking her nipples, her belly, her hips, and down onto her thighs before she realizes exactly where I’m heading.
“Ohhh, Gretchen. Are you…sure?” Even as she asks, I already have my hands on her knees, pushing her sweet young legs wide apart. I pause for a moment, looking her over from her plump, waxed mound to her velvet thighs. And then I focus on the sweet treat between them.
Her tight little slit.
She’s all pinks and corals and reds from where I’ve been plunging my fingers inside her. Every inch of her glistens with the syrup of her arousal. And though I’ve never done this before, all I want right now is to utterly devour this perfect little pie.
“Fuck,” I whisper, and then I simply fall on her. I land tongue first in the haven of Abby’s slit, and I drive deep inside her. The salty richness of her juices washes over my tongue and fills my heart as much as my senses.
I slide my hands underneath her perfect ass and squeeze her firm cheeks in my palms. I pull her up to meet my mouth, and she grinds herself against me, like she can’t bear to let a single millimeter of space come between us.
“Oh, god, Gretchen. Fuck. Please.”
She doesn’t even know what she’s asking for, but I have the answer. I suck and lick and nibble on her clit as I glide my fingers back inside her. I’m so in love with the taste and feel of Abby’s sweet pussy that I never want to stop.
My own juices still glisten on her cheeks and chin, and her hair is messy and wild from the way she’s thrashing her head from side to side. She grips my blonde locks and pulls me forward, and I moan with need as I whirl my tongue inside her.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she gasps, and then she arches up again and again, pressing her pussy to my face as she comes. Her whole body stiffens and then releases in a series of spasms that make me feel like I’m about to burst with joy.
I kiss her clit and her slit and her inner thighs, and then I crawl up and fall next to her on the bed. We lie there, panting for air and gazing into each other’s eyes like we’ve just discovered love for the first time.
And then, as if to seal the moment, I lean in and kiss her lips. She drinks her essence from my skin, and sighs like she’s just found a new home.
There’s no telling what the future might hold for Abby and me. I’m still a married woman. I’m still 10 years older than this sweet young woman.
All I’m sure of right now is that I want more. More of this tenderness. This closeness.
More of Abby.
THE END
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