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Blurb


Ten blistering hot tales of lesbian lust. First-timers with seasoned sirens, lithe ingenues with curvaceous coquettes, married women with precocious wildcats. 
Babysitters, bodyguards and best friends’ moms. Friends, acquaintances and strangers. Secret fantasies fulfilled. They’re all in here, just waiting to…come out.
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Lesbian Sex With A Seductive Stranger


I can’t believe I’m in a goddamn suburban bar on a Friday night. Like I used to do 15 years ago. Back then I got carded every single time, but tonight the bouncer just stood aside and waved me in. I’m really not sure how I feel about that. 
Of course, 15 years ago I might have been officially an adult, but I was too young to drink legally. Thank fuck for fake IDs.
I glance around myself and realize how poorly I fit into this scene. It’s not that Friday nights in the bar have changed that much. But I sure have. It’s a sea of people who are just that much younger than me.
Okay, maybe more like a small lake. A pond. A pond of people who I’m sure I have nothing in common with.
I sip on my margarita and wonder how it’s come to this. Going out on my own and hoping to get hit on is such a lame idea. Such a teenage idea.
But that only means I’m even lamer because I somehow let my bestie talk me into doing it.
It hasn’t escaped my notice that she never turned up, either. Looks like I have a new person to put at the top of my shit-list.
Well, near the top. My ex-husband is always going to be number 1—with a bullet. Not literally, I guess.
Get back on the horse, Dolores said, like it’s no big deal. Hell, I thought I’d retired my saddle when I married Richard 10 years ago.
But things change. Wives have opinions, husbands get promotions, and apparently secretaries do anal now. So, here I am. Divorced at 34 and pretending I fit in at a fucking suburban bar with all the single people. The other single people, I should say.
I turn around and lean against the countertop, trying not to fiddle with my ring finger. It’s still a weird feeling that it’s bare. It really does feel naked.
As fucking stupid as I know it is, I actually have the ring with me. I’m trying to convince myself it’s just a good luck charm, when really I know the truth. I’m struggling to let go of a dozen years with that man.
I spent so much time shaping myself around his career, his needs, his whims. I can’t remember what shape I used to be.
So I stand there, taking quick sip after quick sip of my cocktail and waiting for a sign that it’s time to give up on this charade.
Some young chick comes in from the side and takes the seat next to me, jostling my arm and spilling the drink down my front.
"Oh, shit," she says. "I'm such a klutz.”
She grabs a napkin and pats at me. Side to side and down to my belly.
"It's fine, really.”
If anything, that spilled drink feels like a sign from the dating gods that tonight is just not my night. And that's cool, I guess. I’ve been sorely out of place since before I arrived anyway.
I head for the exit, and push through into the crisp night air. When the doors close behind me, the world seems silent for a moment without that blaring music.
The doors open again, and someone thuds into my back.
"Oh, fuck. Sorry again.”
Of course it's her. Tonight, I'm a klutz magnet. I turn to face her, and I'm struck by just how young she is. Her wild mane of red hair frames a face so tender and creamy white that she's almost a vampire. Especially with that blood red shade of lip gloss.
"Really," I say. “I’m fine.”
"You don't sound fine. You sound pissed." Her lips move like dancers, and they glisten in the street lights.
"I just..." I hesitate, mainly because I fear that I'll just spill it all. That I'm freshly divorced. That I had to be forced out of my apartment in the vain hope I’d at least have a good time. And maybe even get lucky.
In my head, it sounds almost normal. But if I let it out of my mouth, I'm scared it'll only make me sound pathetic.
Mainly because my husband’s already moved on with Betty Buttfucker, and I'm standing outside a nightclub with a clumsy stranger.
A clumsy stranger with the cutest freckles on her nose. They're so pale I didn't notice them before. It's only as my eyes have adjusted to the low light that I see them now.
“You just what?” she says, sweeping her hair back over her shoulders and putting it into a ponytail.
“Huh?”
“You said you weren’t pissed, you just…and then you stopped.”
What I can't stop myself doing is gazing down at her chest. At the lovely swelling of her pert breasts, and the unmistakable buttons of her nipples, standing proud through the thin fabric of her top.
God, she could be me, 15 years ago. Back when I had the skin of an angel and a rack that sat up and begged.
"Um...forget it," I mumble.
She shrugs, and it causes her to stumble. I reach out and grasp her arm, to stop her falling.
"Whoops. Thanks." She reaches into her clutch and pulls out a set of keys. "Well, this place is a bust.”
"You're not going to drive, are you?”
"I'm totally fine. Done it plenty of times.”
"Are you even old enough to drive?" I don’t dare ask the questions that follow on from that one. Like whether she’s old enough to be in a club like the one we just walked out of. Or drinking alcohol.
"Of course I am. I'm nine–uh, I'm 22." She shoves her slender fingers into her clutch again. "Got an ID and all…"
“Seriously. I'm not a cop. I, um…” Am I really just worried about her? Or is there something else going on?
She pulls out a driving license and shows me. I glance at it, and it looks as fake as hell. It’s about as good as the one I used when I was this girl’s age. But then again, so what? It's nothing to me.
Still, I can't just let her drive if she's drunk. "Look...uh," I say, squinting to read the name on the license. “Jolene. I’m leaving anyway. I was about to call a cab, but I can drive you where you're going, then catch a ride from there.”
Her gorgeous little pixie face lights up. "Really? You'd do that for me?”
I hold out my hand. "It's no problem.”
Jolene hands over the keys and leads me around the corner. "Car's up in this alley.”
I pause before following her. It's dark in there and I'm not sure it's safe. Still, if this tiny thing feels okay about it, how dangerous could it be?
We walk up a little way, until I realize there are no cars at all, and the alley's a dead end.
"Jolene? What's happening?”
"Oh...that's right. I don't have a car." She turns back toward me, and steps right up close. Before I can work out what's happening, she has her hands up in my hair, and her mouth on mine.
She's so fucking soft, her touch both warm and gentle. I've never been kissed so tenderly, and if only she wasn't a woman I'd be totally into it.
Except…
Except my pussy's tingling and coming alive. And my breath is racing. And I'm opening up to let her flick her tongue against mine. And…turns out I am into it.
She glides her pretty mouth off mine and steps up on tippy toes so she can murmur straight into my ear. "I've been wanting to do that since I first saw you, babe.”
That's when it finally hits me. None of this has been accidental. That spilled drink. That light collision outside the club. She's probably not even drunk.
I've been picked up, after all.
"Hey, um..." I lick my lips, and the sweet taste of her strawberry lip gloss is still rich on them. "Jolene, I should tell you, I’m, uh…”
I’m trying to tell her I’m straight. The only problem is, I’m suddenly not sure I really am. All because of that one lingering, beautiful kiss a moment ago. A kiss I can’t imagine I’ll ever forget.
I clear my throat and try again.
“I’m kinda straight. And I’ve just come out of a painful divorce.”
“I don’t need to know anything more about you, babe. I just want to fuck you.”
“Y–you do?”
She nods. “I fucking love older women, anyway. But when they’re super-nice like you, and offer to drive the little drunk girl home? That just makes my day.”
“You’re not even drunk, though. Are you?”
Jolene winks at me. “Pretty good act, right?”
She takes the car keys back from me and drops them in her bag. “You don’t even have to tell me your name, babe. Not even when you’re screaming mine.”
Jolene kisses me again, harder this time, and I stumble back until I hit the wall of the alley. She moans as she plunders my mouth, and through the mist of confusion running through my mind, I find myself kissing her back.
She slides her hands up the outsides of my thighs, drawing my already-short skirt higher and baring my panties.
Jolene kisses between my breasts and glides down to her knees.
"Wait," I mumble. "What are you...uh..."
"Do I need to draw you a picture, babe?”
I gaze down into the emerald green of her eyes, and watch the sweet pink of her tongue as she licks her lips. And I shake my head.
“No to drawing a picture? Or no to me eating your pussy?”
“Th–the first one.”
"Good," she whispers, as she glides her soft fingers into the side of my panties and pulls them aside. "Oh...spectacular.”
I slap my hands back against the wall, as a tremble runs right through my body. I've never been with another woman in any way before. Not even back in college, when I was Jolene’s age.
She comes forward and places a tender kiss right on the small triangle of hair I've left on my mound. When she lets out a little moan, it buzzes through me and tickles my clit, and I gasp in reaction.
"You like?" she says, barely loud enough for me to hear.
"I like.”
Jolene turns her head and kisses the inside of my thigh, then lifts that leg off the ground. She rests it over her shoulder and nips at my silky skin, drawing closer and closer to home.
"So," she says, with a cheeky lilt in her voice. "This ex-husband of yours…"
“Mm?"
“Did he go down on you?”
“Uh-huh."
She strokes the tip of her tongue through my cropped bush and then kisses my other hip. “Was he good at it? Did you like when he did it?”
“Um...yeah..."
Jolene smiles and it brightens her whole face. "Awesome," she says, then gently nips my skin. "I love a challenge.”
She suddenly dives forward and drives her sweet tongue through the tingling wet lips of my pussy. When she pushes her mouth against me and moans, I lose hold of the wall for a moment. My ass slips lower and the bricks scratch my bare shoulder blades. And I don't care at all because Jolene has my clit in her mouth already, and she's sucking it like there's no tomorrow.
"Oh, fuck," I whisper, my voice as harsh and dry as my pussy is soft and wet.
"Fuck is right. You taste so fucking good." Even when she speaks, her mouth is so close that I feel her words more than I hear them. Little flicks of her tongue, deep sucks with her whole mouth, long kisses right in the gaping heart of my slit. There's nothing I can think of to compare to how perfectly this woman's eating my fucking pussy.
I bring my hands away from the wall and take hold of her beautiful head, threading my fingers through the rich red waves of her mane.
"Mm," she hums into me, nodding as if to beg me to get rougher. I make fists and she sighs, and I know I guessed right. As she thrusts two fingers up inside me, I drag on her hair and pull her mouth deeper into my tender cunt. She whimpers with delight and makes the most delicious, dirty sucking sounds as she devours my lips.
In less than a minute, she's already got me steaming just below release. I roll my hips forward and back, grinding against her, coating her perfect face with my juices. Jolene simply opens wider, and mashes the broad face of her tongue against my clit.
Seeing the ecstasy written on her beautiful young face takes me all the way to the edge and beyond. A climax bursts inside me and pulses through every limb, every nerve, every follicle of hair on my body. 
I turn my face to the night sky and howl as pleasure rolls and punches at me, and I squeeze Jolene's hair so tight it must be agony for the poor girl.
But as she stands, her face is a picture of pleasure, not pain. And she has no hesitation to come all the way back in and kiss me.
I've never tasted pussy before, not even my own. Yet I don't hesitate, either. I simply open up and drink myself from this sexy young woman's mouth. She pumps her tongue in and out, like she's fucking me all over again, and I'm simply blown away by the beautiful assault on my senses.
Before I think any more about it, I slide my hands down her back and grab her tight little ass. Jolene gasps and moans, and I yank her short skirt up, only to realize she's commando beneath it.
"Oh, fuck...you're even naughtier than I thought," I mutter, as I nip her ear lobe.
"I am. I'm a naughty, bad girl.”
I practically lift her off her feet and swing around, slamming her back against the wall as I kiss her neck and drift lower. I drag her perky tits out of her top and latch on to one, suckling her pink, cheeky nipple with far more greed than I used to suck Richard’s cock.
Jolene cries out and grips my head, holding me tight against her. I switch to the other side and she curls her legs around my waist, using the rough brick wall to hold herself up.
I can't wait any longer, and I drop to my knees. Jolene puts one foot down to support her weight, but swings her other leg up to rest it on my shoulder.
As I lift her skirt, I see with pleasure she's completely bare down there. No panties, of course, but no hair either. And the rich, feminine musk of her arousal hits me like a dive into a cool swimming hole.
Even though I'm so new to this, I have no hesitation. I open wide and clamp over her pretty young cunt, drinking in the salty tang of her juices as I stroke my tongue against her. She makes little yelping sounds and pumps her hips, and I grip the tight cheeks of her ass.
"Oh, fuck...that's awesome..." Her voice goes raspy and dry as I caress her clit with my mouth. 
"Taste so fucking good, Jolene. Perfect.”
"Mm. Fuck me with your fingers.”
“Ohhh..."
I stop devouring her just long enough to jam two fingers into my mouth and slick them up. I press the tips of them to her heated hole, but she slaps her hand down and stops me.
"Wait...you don’t happen to have your wedding ring?”
I blush for a moment, and then nod. “Even my engagement ring.”
"Please...put them on?"
"Really?"
She closes her eyes and nods, as a winsome smile curls her lips up. "Hottest fucking thing ever to get finger-blasted by a married woman.”
“I’m not—”
“We can pretend, though. Right?”
I reach into my bra and pull out the rings, my fingers trembling so much with desire and anticipation that I almost drop them. When I finally have them back on, I turn my attention back to her sweet little cunt.
I curl my ring finger and pinkie back so I can punch the other two up inside her. One quick thrust has the heat of her delightful pussy biting into my skin, and with just a twist of my hand, the diamond on my engagement ring is pressing into her clit. Somehow, that's suddenly the fucking hottest thing I've ever seen, let alone done.
Jolene bounces herself up and down on my fingers as I thrust them in and out. The filthy, sticky sucking sounds just make me hungrier and hornier than ever.
When I can resist no longer, I dive forward again and lap at her clit, flicking the tip of my tongue over my own fingers as they glide out. As tasty as she was before, it's even stronger and more delicious now.
"So close...fuck..." She's whimpering now, more than talking, and it's a whole new level of naughty.
I can't help but slide my free hand down into my own panties. The instant I touch my clit, my whole body crackles with potential. I ease my mouth off her and press my thumb to her clit, as I curl my fingers.
When I touch that magic spot inside her, it's like she ports to some other dimension. She grips my head and makes tight fists, scratching my scalp with her manicured nails. She shakes her head and bites her lip, her whole body pulsating as the climax works its way through her.
And finally, she turns her face to the stars and howls out her release, gushing her juices down my hand.
We stay there, locked together like that, for a minute or so. Trying to get our breath back. Searching for something—anything—to say.
Slowly, I stand, keeping my body as close to hers as possible. Once I'm back on my feet, I lean in and kiss Jolene's gorgeous little mouth, and we drink deeply from each other. And from ourselves.
Then she kisses my cheek, glides her boobs back into her top, and smooths down her skirt. "Thanks for that, babe.”
And just like that, she's gone. Maybe back to the club to pick up someone else.
When I finally manage to walk again, nothing seems as it was. All my inhibitions, my self-imposed limitations…I left them back there.
I slip the rings off my finger, glance at them one more time, and then drop them in the dumpster on my way out of the alley.
THE END






Lesbian Sex With My BFF's Bitchy Little Brat


I’m no superhero, but when my bestie calls for help, I’m there for her. It’s the least I can do, even after more than 20 years. 
We had a rocky start back in school. I was a bit of a bitch to her in junior high.
Okay, so I was an absolute fucking cunt to Kristy, until she stood up to me on day one of senior year. She made me realize how I was acting, and more importantly, acting out.
I’m just thankful she forgave me for all my shit, and from that point on we’ve been inseparable.
I pull up out front of Kristy’s place, ready for a shit-storm. As I swing my leg over my Bonneville and dismount, there’s a barrage of high-pitched bitching sounds coming from inside the house. They’re so loud I can hear them even through my helmet.
This is gonna be a tough one, but I’m sure I can do it. I’ve never been a mother, and never will be. But Kris’s like a sister to me, and I’ve always felt I was born to be the tough love auntie.
I head up to the front door, letting my biker boots announce me as I stamp my feet on the door mat. With the Kevlar knuckles in my gloves it makes me sound like a dude when I knock hard.
Kristy herself opens up, her face a mask of tension and fear. She’s the same age as me, but since she married James six years ago I swear she’s aged visibly. We’re both 35, but she looks more like 50.
And it’s all because of her bitchy little stepdaughter, Paige. That was her whiny voice I heard raging a moment ago.
“Aubrey,” my bestie says in relief. “Thank goodness.” She turns around to call out to her husband’s daughter. “Paige. Aunt Aubrey’s here.”
“Whoop-de-doo. I’ll get the fuckin’ confetti.”
Kristy flinches and turns back to me. “She’s worse than ever, Aubs. Are you sure you can handle this?”
It’s clear my bestie needs some time away. A week in the Poconos is gonna do her and her husband no end of good. Let them remember what it’s like to be humans, rather than parents or providers.
Back in my late 20s, I did toy with the idea of getting myself knocked up. There was a drive inside me that I didn’t understand or even welcome, and I had plenty of options for sperm donors.
But in the end, Paige is one of the main reasons I decided motherhood isn’t for me. I’m fine being a hard-ass to other people’s kids. Even the ones who’re technically adults. I honestly don’t know if I could be a good disciplinarian to kids who came from within me.
Kristy’s never really been comfortable with confrontation. It’s like that one time she stood up to me took everything she had, and more than anything she just craves harmony. The problem there is that confrontation seems to be the only thing Paige brings to their relationship.
Personally, I’ve always thrived on conflict. It brings out the fire inside me, and it’s just plain fun.
“I’ll be fine, Kris. Where’s James?”
Kristy rolls her eyes. “In the garage, waiting to back the car out.”
“Coward,” I mutter.
“To be fair, he’s had a lot more of her than I have over the years.”
As if we said the girl’s name three times in a mirror, Paige suddenly steps out into the entrance area and glares at me. She’s in tight black jeans and a sleeveless T. Braless, barefoot and with a hairstyle that looks slept in. Weirdly, it just makes her more beautiful than ever.
“I know you old cows are talking about me.”
What strikes me most about the girl is how much she’s matured. Physically, at least. Everything tells me she’s still a spoilt little 5-year-old at heart, despite the fact she’ll be 19 in a few months.
The girl is absolutely stunning, and I have no doubt that’s an enormous part of where her attitude comes from. Not everyone’s equipped to handle being desired by every person they meet.
“Kris, go,” I murmur. “I got this.”
Kristy sighs with relief. She turns to bid her stepdaughter goodbye, but the little dark-haired minx just flips her the bird and walks back into the living room.
My bestie shakes her head and the quiver in her body tells me she’s fighting back tears. I recognize it from junior high, when I was the one making her cry, in pretty much the same ways that Paige does.
I give Kristy a quick hug, and reassure her once more that I can handle this.
“Are you sure, Aubs? You’ve never had kids.”
“That makes us even, then. Right?”
Kristy screws her mouth up as she reluctantly acknowledges that little truth bomb.
“Go,” I say. “Take a break. Get some dick. Whatever.”
She kisses my cheek and then scampers out to the car and her waiting husband.
They back out of the driveway and James burns a little rubber in his haste to get away from his daughter.
I guess I can’t blame him. He’s never struck me as a strong disciplinarian, either. He might have had the best intentions, but Paige clearly worked out early just how to wrap daddy around her little finger.
Now Kristy and James are gone, it’s down to just the two of us. Aubrey versus Paige.
I head through to the living room and dump my gloves, helmet, and riding jacket on the nearest chair. Paige is on the sofa, face down, staring at her cellphone.
“You can fuck off too, Aunt Aubrey. I don’t need a babysitter.” She puts such venom in the word aunt, but all it does is make me smile. This is gonna be a fucking fun week.
“Yeah, and you can stow that shit, you little bitch.”
I’ve done some security work in my time. Though I’m tall for a woman, I’m not all that big. But like I say, conflict is my wheelhouse. I’m used to handling people who aren’t…living their best life. And my heart soars with pleasure when the girl gasps and rolls over to face me. “You can’t talk to me like that.”
I stride over and stand right there, towering over her. Even if she was to get to her feet, she’d still be half a head shorter than me.
“Listen, Princess, your dad and stepmom aren’t worried about you. They’re worried about their house, and the many and varied ways you’re likely to fuck it up while they’re away.”
She scoffs. “And you totally think you can stop me, don’t you?”
“I don’t think it. I know it.”
“Fuckin’ bull dyke.” She tosses that out there like she’s fishing. Or just thinks it’s the worst insult she can throw at a mid-30s single woman.
“You’re wrong about me, honeybun,” I say, in a low murmur. “I’m much more of a lipstick lesbian.”
Paige halts for a moment, her mouth hanging just slightly open. It’s a brief flash of something. An emotion I don’t quite get time to read.
But I’m pretty sure I understand exactly what just happened. Interest, maybe even fascination. Suddenly, I’m wondering if her shitty attitude is less about her parents and more about questioning her own sexuality.
But then, before I can ask any questions, she curls her top lip in a petulant sneer. “Yeah? Figures.”
I bend at the waist and jam my forearm against her throat, pushing her against the backrest of the sofa. Not so hard that I cut off her air, but I definitely have her attention. She even drops her cellphone to the floor.
“You see, my pretty little princess, before this week is through—fuck, before this night is through—you’re gonna be a whole different girl.”
“Fuck you.”
“You’re gonna speak to me with respect, or you’re gonna give up that sweet little pussy to me.” My turn to go fishing.
“What?” Despite how ludicrous my statement was, I can’t help noticing the flash of heat in her eyes. “No way, bitch.”
I press harder, and she winces with pain. “Sorry, honeybun. I misspoke. I said or, when I meant and. You’ll be giving me respect…and pussy.”
Then I stand again, just as quickly, and glare down at her. There’s all kind of pretty color in her cheeks now, and she puts her hand against her throat as if I’d actually hurt her.
“Never gonna happen, Aubrey. Even if I happen to swing that way—and I admit nothing—you’re too old to qualify for this pussy.”
“On your feet, missy.”
“On your bike, dyke.”
I pick her cellphone up off the floor and walk slowly away, stopping when I’m holding the thing just above the fish tank. “You were saying?”
Paige stands immediately, genuine fear in her eyes now. “I hate you.”
“Then we’re off to a great start.” I tuck the phone into the back pocket of my jeans and sit in the nearest chair. “Come over here and take my boots off.”
“Oh, you must be joking.”
“You’d think. But you need this, honeybun.”
“Why the fuck you calling me that?”
I flash a quick wink at her. “Because I plan to show you that you’re so much softer and sweeter than you think you are.”
She rolls her eyes and shakes her head, until I reach down toward that phone again. Then she scurries forward and kneels before me.
“Mm,” I say. “I could definitely get used to this.”
“Ugh. Perve,” she murmurs.
“C’mon. At least say it like you believe it.”
She just glares at me and unzips my boots. A little bit of hard tugging and she has them off me.
“Ah, that’s better. Maybe you should give my feet a rub.”
“Oh, go fuck yourself.”
She starts to stand, turning on the spot. Ready to swan off into her bedroom, no doubt. I lash out and scoop her hair into my hand, and I pull back just hard enough to land the girl on her ass.
“Ow! Hey!”
I scoot forward and reach over her shoulders, taking hold of her beautiful face in one hand. As I squeeze her cheeks between thumb and fingers, I hiss into her ear.
“Enough, Paige. It’s time you stopped acting like such a spoilt brat all the fucking time.”
“Yeah?” She sneers again, even bigger than before. “Make me.”
“Oh, damn, missy,” I hum. “You sure you know what you’re taking on, here?”
“Do your worst, you cow. I can take anything you can dish out.”
I say nothing else. Just make a short little grunting sound. Then I release her gorgeous face and slide that hand down to her throat. Her soft, velvety throat.
One quick little squeeze really gets Paige sitting up straight. She gasps in reaction and I glide my hand down to cup her firm little breast.
My best friend’s stepdaughter jolts like she’s been spanked, and I squeeze her flesh harder. My lips are just a hair’s breadth from her ear, and I’m sure my breath is like a tornado to her.
“Fuckin’ bitch,” she hums, then she licks her lips. When I give her hair a yank, she closes her eyes and moans.
“You ain’t seen nothin’ yet, honeybun.”
Her nipple hardens in my hand, and I can’t resist any longer. I sink my teeth into the side of her neck, and then kiss the spot better. She’s salty and sweet and hot, and already I believe I could get addicted to this tasty little snack.
Paige lifts her hand, and I’m sure she’s gonna try and slap me. Instead she just rests it against the side of my face as she tilts her head and opens herself up to my mouth.
“So?” she says, still petulant but softer. “Is that it?”
“Oh, boy,” I whisper. Then I release her and sit back in the chair. “Turn around.”
Paige does exactly as I say, spinning until she’s kneeling between my parted thighs.
“Open my jeans.”
She raises one eyebrow and curls her lips into a winsome little smile. But she reaches over and unfastens the buttons of my fly.
“Take them off me.”
Her cheeks go deep red as she hauls on the denim, and then she gapes when she realizes I’m commando beneath them.
When I get my feet free of the jeans, I sling my legs up over the armrests of the chair. My waxed bare cunt glistens in the late morning light. Fuck, it practically glows, I’m so fucking hot and wet.
My scent rises to meet us, and it’s clear when Paige notices. She closes her eyes as she draws in a long, ragged breath.
I take hold of her beautiful head again, much more gently this time. And as she gazes up into my eyes, and licks her lips, I guide her home.
She turns her head and kisses my inner thigh, and I catch my breath. She’s just so fucking beautiful, and her lips so hot and slick and soft.
Then Paige gives herself over to me, and I press her luscious mouth into the heart of my pussy.
The girl lets out a high moan as she strokes her tongue through my slicked up lips, and I buck off the chair the moment she glances across my clit.
“Oh, fuck, babycakes,” I growl.
She presses harder and angles her head, driving her sweet tongue deeper inside me as she swabs my cunt with her beautiful silky mouth.
When Paige curls her hands around my shins and pushes my legs up, I feel certain this is not her first time. She moans with desire as she licks at me, harder and fiercer than ever before.
“Fuck, Paige,” I hiss. “Oh, god, you’re good at this.”
She hums against me, and it buzzes my clit like a sex toy. I arch up and bite into my lip as I use my breathing to try and control the climax that’s brewing inside me already.
“You’re such a good girl when you wanna be, babycakes,” I moan.
“Mm. Yes, mistress.”
“Ohhh…touch me.”
Paige punches two fingers into her mouth and pulls them straight out. Then she drives them up inside me, her hand in a pistol shape. I yell with pleasure as she machine-guns in and out of me while she bites into my clit.
She rolls her hand and curls her fingers upward inside me, touching the magic spot that wipes my mind clear of all rational thought.
“You gonna come, mistress?” she asks, the words coming out through her teeth, still digging into my clit.
“Fuck, yeah.”
My climax slams into me like a cannonball, right in my belly. Pressure becomes flames becomes skewers, and finally, ecstasy. It pulses through my veins and I let out a howl that’s all breath as I come like a waterfall against this beautiful young woman’s face.
I gradually come down from my high, falling limp into the chair. Paige licks long trails up the inside of my thigh, then switches and does the other one.
“Fuckin’ hell, honeybun,” I groan. It’s as if she just can’t get enough of me. And I gotta say, the feeling’s pretty mutual.
I find the strength to sit up, and I take Paige’s glistening wet mouth in a deep, ravenous kiss. She makes tiny sobbing noises as I plunder everything she has, and the intensity seems to melt her bones.
She drops onto her tight little ass, and starts falling backward. I spear my hand down into the loose neck of her T and make a fist. I pull on it and she raises her arms to let me strip it off her.
I stand again, once more towering over my bestie’s stepdaughter. Paige stays on her knees as she works her tight jeans open.
As she glides to her feet, I step around behind her and help her work the tight black denim down. Like me, she’s commando beneath them, and as I crouch behind her, I can’t resist kissing each cheek of her incredible young ass.
“Ohhh…”
She steps out of the jeans and I press my tongue to her lower back. I sweep her hair aside as I stand, licking a trail up the length of her spine. Paige’s entire body erupts with goose bumps and it makes her more delicious to me than ever.
I guide her forward, onto the chair I just got out of. When she starts to turn around, I stop her, and get her to climb up on it instead.
She puts a knee on each armrest and hangs onto the back of it, her perfect little ass propped up for me.
“Damn, honeybun,” I say, more of a snarl than a compliment. She sighs in return and I step right in behind her.
Once again, I kiss her tight ass, one side and then the other. The rich musk of her arousal hooks into me at that moment, and I can’t fucking resist her any longer.
I drop to my knees and plow my face between her thighs. Between her cheeks.
The spice of her cunt washes across my tongue and I cry out with the pure bliss of tasting her honey. I roll my head, working her slick lips apart so I can plunge as deep inside her as possible.
“Oh, fuck…mistress…”
I bite into her clit, harder than she did to mine. Paige lets out a little squealing sound which drives me that much more crazy.
When I grip the hot flesh of her ass, she makes a small humming sound, and I release her clit so I can drink up all the goodness of her tender young cunt.
I make long, quick strokes with my tongue, driving up through her sweet slit, getting higher with each pass.
Then I come up onto my feet, and drive two fingers deep inside the fiery heat of this young woman.
She squeezes so tight she rolls my knuckles over each other and I cry out with the most beautiful pain. As I jam my thumb against her clit, I land a crisp, perfect spank on the creamy pale skin of her butt.
Paige freezes for a second and then lets out a long, thick breath of pure pleasure.
“M–more?”
“Absolutely, honeybun.”
As I pump my fingers in and out of this sweet girl’s cunt, I paint her gorgeous ass pink with the palm of my other hand. Both sides, out to her hips, up to her waist, and down her thighs. Nothing crazy, nothing brutal, just a steady, strong rhythm that ripples through the supple flesh of her slender young body.
Her breath races as she closes in on a climax, and finally I relent on the spanking. As I grind my thumb on her pleasure bud, and curl my fingers deep inside her, I bend down and spear my tongue into the heart of her pretty little ass hole.
The instant I make wet contact back there, Paige yelps and tightens around my fingers and I swear all her hair stands on end.
And then throws her head back, whipping her lush mane against her own skin like a hundred thousand tiny floggers. She cries out, a siren of bliss as she pulsates with orgasm.
When she finally eases back down from her peak of pleasure, it’s like every part of her turns to liquid.
I lick the salty sweat from her back as I ease my fingers out of her and guide her onto the chair. She collapses in a heap, not a trace of a sneer on her beautiful mouth.
I stroke the back of my hand over Paige’s pretty cheek.
“So…you gonna be a bitch to me anymore, honeybun?”
“Yes, mistress,” she mutters, and then sucks my fingers clean. She lets them out with a delicious wet popping sound. “If this is the punishment.”
“Fuck…” Hearing the sheer hunger in her voice sends wonderful tingles up and down my spine. “This is just the start, Paige. I’m here all week. And I am one thirsty bitch.” I emphasize that by licking my lips. More of a promise than a threat.
“Ohhh…yeah.”
THE END






Lesbian Sex With The Dominant Bartender


My husband’s a decent man, but he’s also kinda useless. Not in a bad way, exactly. He earns well enough, he’s good-looking, and fairly driven at his job. He even takes the garbage out most times. Sometimes, without me reminding him. 
We married almost straight out of high school, and we don’t have any kids yet, but here we are. I’ve just turned 22 but I swear Trevor’s the only child I’ll ever need. Or get.
They say guys don’t reach full maturity until 25. So I hear, anyway. Which means I might still have a few years of this…whatever-ness.
Despite the fact I also have a full time job, I end up having to make all the decisions, pay all the bills, organize insurance. The list goes on and on, and I don’t remember ever signing up for that shit. It’s sapping my spirit in ways I didn’t expect to happen for another 20 years.
These once-a-month girls’ nights out are the one thing saving my sanity. I don’t even bring my cellphone anymore, since Trevor inevitably calls me three times minimum to ask me where I hid something. Something that always ends up sitting right in fucking front of his lame face, if only he’d do more than take a cursory boy-look.
Trouble is, the group of girls is getting smaller and smaller, as more of them fall pregnant or just get too busy. 10 became 8, 8 became 5, and tonight there’s only been 4 of us. It feels as if life’s just passing me by while they all get to level up.
We’re at our usual place. A small local bar, run by a guy who looks like the quintessential badass. Tall, broad, tatts out the wazoo. Frankly, he scares the crap out of me.
But even more scary is his barmaid. I don’t know if she’s the guy’s sister, or wife, or mistress, or what. But even though she’s tiny compared to him, she’s cut from the same cloth.
She looks closer to 40 than 30, but that’s more about the way she carries herself than the way she dresses. Her black, sleeveless T shows off the ink on her arms, and some more coming up onto her throat. Blonde hair dyed blue-green in places. She just exudes toughness. Control.
As I drink with the few other girls who actually turned up tonight, I can’t stop following that barmaid with my eyes. Crossing and uncrossing my legs as she serves drinks. Gasping in awe as she not only puts up with all the dirty, insulting and sexist comments from her customers…but she actually fires straight back at them. And always with a half-grin on her striking face.
When a fight breaks out near us—this place has really gone to hell, lately—it’s her, the barmaid, who steps in and breaks them up. And though I’m straight as a damn ruler, I fall a little bit in love with her.
One by one, my drinking companions peel away into the night. Back to their unsatisfying homes, with their sleepwalking husbands. Exactly what I have to look forward to.
And maybe that’s why I can’t stop staring at the chick behind the bar. Especially when she comes out from back there. That short black skirt hugs her curvy ass and lets me see the ink coming down the outsides of her thighs as well.
In short, even though she and I are about the same size, that woman is everything I’m not. I can’t imagine a single situation where she’s not completely large and in charge.
Before I realize it, I’m the last one standing. Well, sitting and swaying. And I’m, like, four drinks in. No way I can drive home, now.
The place is almost empty, and big badass dude is stacking chairs. Even I can take that hint.
I head over to the bar, to ask them if they’ll call me a cab. And she’s the only one back there. My woman-crush. My fascination.
It suddenly occurs to me that this will be the first time I’ve actually spoken to her.
“Hey, uh, hi. I’m Joannie.”
She greets me with a lopsided smile that I can’t quite read. It seems warm, and yet dismissive. As if that’s even possible.
“Hiya, Joannie. I can’t serve you anymore, sorry. We’re just closing up.” She reaches across and puts her hand over mine, and there’s more of that fascinating ink, on her forearm, wrist, the back of her hand and even her fingers.
I catch myself staring, and then I recover. “Oh, uh…no. I just realized I’ve had a couple too many. Was wondering if you could call me a cab, please?”
Her smile grows broader, and only then do I notice the stud in her bottom lip. She slides her hand, brushing her fingertips down to mine, then coming back up.
“That’s a real pretty ring,” she says as she fingers it. “Your husband can’t come get you?”
I try not to, but I scoff anyway. “Please. He’ll be comatose in front of the TV by now. Plus he’d have to ask me where the fucking keys are. The ones that are hanging right by the door where they always fucking are.”
I didn’t mean to spill so much, or with so much venom. My face heats as I look away and apologize.
“It’s cool, Joannie. I know the type. I’ve had it, in fact.”
She hasn’t taken her hand away from mine, yet, but when I look up she’s tilted her head slightly, and there’s a change in her expression. Like she knows something I don’t.
My mouth goes dry for a moment until I remember to close it. I swallow and search for my voice. It was here a minute ago.
“Um, so…that cab?”
“I can do you one better, Joannie.” I don’t know why, but I love it when she says my name. “Give me your keys and I can drive you home.”
“But how will you get to your home?”
She leans forward, a winsome smile curling her pretty mouth. “I meant my home.”
This can’t be happening, surely. I’m used to being hit on at this place. It’s just always been dudes.
“I’m, uh…a married woman.”
“What you are, Joannie, is fucking sexy. And neglected. And if you’re here on a Wednesday night, until closing time, then I dare say you ain’t got a lot to go home to.”
The ice that forms in my belly is more about how right she is, than how rude. I’m sure my face is the biggest blabbermouth in the world, though. She just smiles even wider, and more hungrily than ever.
“See, Joannie…I know what you need. And it’s not just sex, or even orgasms.” She reaches over and hooks her fingers into the V-neck of my top, dragging on it until I’m leaning right over toward her.
Her breath caresses my mouth, and I somehow find the words to ask my question. “Oh? And what exactly is it I need?”
She closes the last of the tiny gap between us. When she speaks, her lips glance across mine. “Surrender.”
Then she kinks her head and takes my mouth in hers, kissing me so softly it’s like I’m dreaming it. Kissing me like no man ever has.
When she glides away, my lips cling to hers for a second, and I forget how to breathe.
“So…what do you say?” she asks.
“C–can you at least tell me your name?”
“Call me Jinx.”
Even her name is ten times cooler than I’ll ever be. I barely think about what I’m doing as I hand my car keys over to her. They jingle like bells in my trembling grip until she takes hold of them.
Jinx comes out from behind the bar. She takes my hand and puts it around her waist, while she puts her arm over my shoulders. We head out to my car and she even opens the door for me.
It’s a short drive to her place, which is probably for the best. If it’d lasted more than 5 minutes I just might have changed my mind.
Jinx comes around and opens my door for me again, and even helps me out. She says nothing, just takes my hand and leads me to her door.
Inside, she puts my keys on a small table, then turns to face me.
“Take off your shoes, Joannie.”
I do as I’m told, and the relief for my feet is incredible.
“Come over here, please.”
I stumble more than walk, and it’s not because of alcohol.
With my stilettos off, I’m now a couple inches shorter than Jinx. When she puts her warm hands on my neck, I gasp at the contact.
Then she leans in and kisses me again. It starts just as softly as at the bar, but it quickly descends into madness.
She parts my lips with hers and thrusts her tongue into my mouth. The prod of her lip stud catches my attention, and I can’t help wondering how that hard little thing might feel in…other places.
“Mm,” Jinx moans into my mouth. “You’re fucking lovely, Joannie.”
“Thank you.” My voice is so damn tiny.
“Kneel.”
“W–what?”
“Get on your knees, sweetmeat.” There’s a steel in her tone that’s not to be argued with. And in a life that’s filled with decisions and organization and just fucking coping, being told what to do is the most wonderful release.
I glide down before this gorgeous older woman and gaze up into her eyes. She strokes her inked-up fingers through my hair and I hum with the gentle pleasure of it.
“Wait here, sweetmeat.”
She steps past me, and I dare not look. Already I sense I’m supposed to ask permission for…well, anything that I want.
Various rustlings and clunkings sound behind me. Opening of doors, rattling of items, removal of clothes.
When Jinx comes back, she stops right behind me. “Lift your lovely hair.”
I obey immediately, bunching my dark locks up on the top of my head.
Suddenly, there’s the cool kiss of leather against my neck, and a metallic click at my throat. I’ve never experienced it, but I know immediately what it is.
A collar.
It’s tight enough to make sure I know it’s there, but loose enough I can breathe freely.
Jinx comes around in front of me again, and she’s an absolute vision. She’s stripped down to the most beautiful corset and panties. There’s more ink than ever on display and I desperately want to see the rest of it.
She raises her hand and I see she’s holding a chain. A chain that’s connected to the front of my collar.
“Tell me your name,” she says.
“Um…what?”
“Say your name.”
At the exact moment I say Joannie, she says it, too. The she follows up with her own name.
“Jinx!”
I furrow my brow and open my mouth to speak, but she presses her finger to my lips. “Uh-uh. I jinxed you. Now you can’t speak until I say your name.”
Jinx curls the chain around her hand a couple times and then lifts. The collar presses up under my chin and I raise my face in reaction. She bends and presses her mouth to mine, driving her tongue inside me with a long, wet moan.
When she stands straight again, there’s a lovely pink in her cheeks that looks almost like a reflection of her lingerie.
“Good girl,” she says and turns on the spot. “Come.”
I make to stand, but she puts her free hand on my shoulder. “Uh-uh. Hands and knees, sweetmeat.”
And so, like a pet, I let her lead me up the hallway to her room. She stops me at the side of her bed and hooks the chain around one post of the bedhead.
Jinx kneels behind me and grips my hips. It’s a lot like how my husband does—on the rare occasions he can be bothered to fuck me—only different.
She glides her hands up under my top, her short nails digging into my skin just hard enough to hurt. When she unclasps my bra I think I should maybe protest…but she hasn’t said my name, yet.
Jinx slowly undoes the zip in the back of my top and works it and my bra down to the floor. They’re both still wrapped around my wrists, and they feel almost like extra restraints.
Then Jinx opens the back of my skirt. She draws it down to my knees, then comes back for my panties.
A moment later, I’m effectively naked, and basically all tied up. Jinx strokes her fingers down my spine, and then dips them between the cheeks of my ass.
The instant she touches my slicked up pussy, I gasp and toss my head back in pleasure.
“No moaning, sweetmeat,” she says. “You’re under jinx, remember.”
She glides one finger up and down my slit, sending sweet tendrils of pleasure through my core. The harder she presses, the wetter I get, and the faster she strokes.
“I’m gonna fuck you so, so well, sweetmeat,” she snarls, and I believe her. Why wouldn’t I, when she’s got me so worked up already with barely anything?
“Stand please,” she says, and takes her magical finger away from me.
I catch myself before I whine with need, and then clamber to my feet. Leaving my clothing puddled on the floor.
“My god, you’re gorgeous,” Jinx says as she gazes over my naked body.
I automatically start to thank her, but she presses her finger to my lips again. The finger she just used to stroke my pussy. My scent is rich on her skin, and though I’ve never tasted myself before, suddenly it’s all I want to do.
Jinx seems to read my mind, and she traces my lips with her wet finger. “Open.”
I obey immediately, and she eases it into my mouth. She strokes it over my tongue, and I close around it, drinking my own arousal.
Jinx comes forward and plants her mouth over mine, and we share the taste of me.
Then she steps back and climbs onto her bed. She takes the chain off the bedhead and pulls it. “Come.”
She lays me on my back, and straddles my hips. Even with her slender body, she exudes power. Dominance.
Jinx comes forward and I know my eyes widen with surprise. “I want your tongue, sweetmeat.”
She still hasn’t said my name. I’m not allowed to talk. So, I couldn’t say no, even if I wanted to. And I truly don’t want to.
Suddenly all I can see is Jinx’s pretty plum-colored panties. The sweet and musky scent of her pussy takes hold of my nose, and makes my mouth water.
“Pull them aside, sweetmeat,” she moans.
My fingers tremble like crazy as I hook them into the shiny satin. When I pull her panties aside, I pause, gazing in wonder at her rippled lips, with their sheen of wetness.
“Kiss me.”
I’m still lost in the moment, so Jinx wraps the chain around her wrist one more loop, and tugs upward. She pulls my mouth in against her pussy, and I have no choice but to open up and stroke her with my tongue.
And as beautiful as it is, to be eating pussy for the first time, the real magic here is in those two words. No choice. She’s driving everything about this encounter, and that’s making it hotter than anything else I’ve ever done.
I don’t have to decide a single fucking thing. I’m her pet. Her little sweetmeat. And she is in control.
“Yes, that’s it,” she moans, as I suck on her pretty lips and thrust my tongue inside her. “Oh, god…you’re so good, sweetmeat.”
I dig my fingers into her thigh, and pull her panties across so hard they rip. Jinx reaches down and pulls them harder until they come completely away, and I dive into her gorgeous cunt for all I’m worth.
“Ohhh…Jesus…” She writhes above me, rolling her hips, painting my face with her sweet juices, and I’ve never been hornier in my fucking life.
“That’s it, sweetmeat…oh, fuck, I’m gonna come…”
I bite into her clit to seal the deal, and she yanks on the chain, and makes a fist in my hair, and cries out as she climaxes.
“Fuck…yes…oh, Joannie…Joannie…”
“Ride my fucking face, mistress,” I howl, finally released from the jinx.
My lover moans so beautifully as she comes on my face, and then before I realize what’s happening, she throws herself bodily to the side.
When she comes back over me, she’s facing the other way. She plants that sweet cunt of hers down on my face again, and drops, landing her beautiful face between my thighs.
The first stroke of her tongue hits me like an electric shock. She pauses for a moment, and then lets out a long, rasping moan.
“Holy fuck, you taste so good, Joannie.”
I’m too busy devouring her pussy again, so I just hum out a thank you. Jinx hooks her hands around my knees and yanks them back toward my head.
I can feel my pussy gaping and puckering, begging for her mouth. And she doesn’t disappoint.
Jinx plows her pretty tongue into me, swirling it inside my cunt as she grinds her chin against my clit. When she prods at my ass with one finger, I pull my mouth away from her and howl with pleasure.
“Oh, sweetmeat,” she growls. “You’re fucking perfect.”
As soon as she finishes speaking, she sucks my clit into her mouth and pumps her finger into my ass. Then, when she drives two fingers into my cunt, I lose my whole fucking mind.
I’m screaming like a banshee as she ignites the sharpest, broadest, punchiest climax I’ve ever experienced. It slams into me like a runaway building, and I cry out with ragged release, my voice buzzing against her pussy.
I don’t know how long it takes before I come back to my senses. All I know is, my legs are curled around Jinx’s back, and she’s kissing and kissing and fucking kissing my cunt.
After however long it is, this amazing woman rolls off me and lands on her back beside me, her head by my feet.
I reach over and take her hand, and she squeezes back. “Sweetmeat…”
“Jinx…I’ve never come like that before.”
She smiles and wiggles her eyebrows. “But you could again.”
I never even planned for this one time to happen. How could it possibly happen again? I have a husband and…and…
“I’d fucking love that, Jinx.”
“You know where I work. You know where I live. You come see me anytime you need to…surrender, sweetmeat.”
THE END






Lesbian Sex With My Bridesmaid's Mother


This is it. My last night as a single woman. And I’m scared to death. 
Thankfully, even though I’m in the room by myself, I’m not alone in the house. I’m staying with my bridesmaid, Kendra, and her mom. With my own mom long gone, I’ve come to depend on Paisley, Kendra’s mom, more and more over the years.
As I stand in front of the mirror, looking myself over in my lacy white bridal lingerie, I wonder if I’ll really be able to satisfy James. I have so much to learn, and so little time.
Yeah, I know it’s kind of lame these days, but I’ve saved myself for marriage. I’m thinking that’s why my guy proposed so young. He hasn’t even seen me naked yet. Not even in a bikini. Tomorrow night will be huge for both of us.
The door opens, and I jump a little. I’m so lost in my nerves I almost forgot anyone else is here.
Paisley comes in, somehow incredibly glamorous even in her yoga wear.
“Adrianna? Oh, my…” She walks over to me, gazing at my reflection. “You’re so gorgeous, sweetheart.”
Coming from her, that’s high praise. I’ve looked up to her for her beauty as much as her kindness, ever since Kendra became my bestie.
“Thanks, Mrs Lane.”
“I’m not Mrs anything, sweetheart. You know that.”
“Sorry.”
“Oh, don’t be. I had a lovely wedding, and a good first year. But in the end, the only good thing to come from my marriage was Kendra.”
She strokes her fingers lightly through my hair and smiles at me in the mirror. “Besides, you can call me Paisley, sweetheart. You’re almost 20.”
We’ve been through that a hundred times already. But in my fear I just need comfort, and I just wish I had the option of calling someone mom.
“Adrianna, what’s wrong? Can I help you with something?”
“I’m just…scared.”
“Oh, why? James is so handsome and caring. Marriage can be the most amazing experience. Or so I’m told.”
She puts her arms around me from behind, resting her hands on my bare belly, and her chin on my shoulder. The subtle floral scents of her perfume and shampoo are so familiar that they give me as much comfort as her embrace. “And that first night…oh, boy.”
“Wait…you mean…”
“There’s a closeness when you’re together for the first time as husband and wife. As good as you already think sex is, sweetheart, it gets even better once you’re married.”
“That’s the trouble.”
She frowns in confusion. “What are you saying?”
I try to hide the blush in my cheeks. “I’ve never had sex.”
“Really?”
“Of course. Is that so weird?”
“No, sweetheart, it’s just…well, you’re an absolute knockout. I can’t believe James hasn’t begged you for it.”
“Well, I mean…I’ve done things to ease the pain for him. Got him off with my hands. But girls don’t need that like guys do.”
“You’re so sweet, Adrianna, but you’re so wrong about that.”
“No, really. It’s fine.”
Paisley frowns again. “Wait a minute. Are you saying you’ve never even got yourself off?”
I shake my head. “I don’t do that. It’s sinful…isn’t it?”
Paisley moves her hands in circles on the soft skin of my belly. “Sweetheart…”
That’s all she says, but she sounds disappointed. So I decide it’s time to really open up.
“I’m scared, Mrs…uh, Paisley. James has never seen my…goodies.”
“Sweetheart, I’m starting to suspect you haven’t even seen them.”
“Oh, please don’t joke. You asked if you could help me, so please…help me? I need to know how to act. How it’s going to feel.”
“Hmm.”
Again she sounds disappointed, so I slip free of her embrace and sit on the end of her bed, struggling to keep tears at bay.
Paisley comes over and kneels in front of me, brushing her fingers back through my hair. “Adie…how can I help?”
“I don’t know. I just…I wish I had more experience.”
My bridesmaid’s mom narrows her eyes in thought, and flicks her tongue across her lips. “I guess I could…oh, no. What am I thinking?”
“What, Paisley?”
She eases her hands out of my hair, and then strokes the tip of one finger across my bottom lip. “I could maybe…show you a few things.”
“I’d love that. Please.”
Paisley pauses a few seconds, then nods like she’s made a decision. “Okay then. Kiss me.”
“Uh…what?”
“Kiss me like you kiss him. Let’s see what we’re working with, here.”
“But…you’re a woman.”
“Oh, I’m one hell of a woman. And I’m here for you, sweetheart.”
“But I–I can’t kiss you. It would be so…weird.” Yeah, it would. So why is my belly getting all fizzy? Worse, why are my panties growing damp?
Paisley grasps my legs and pushes them apart, crawling forward on her knees until she’s all I can see. She spears her fingers back up into my hair, cupping my head. “Relax, sweetheart. Remember, you asked for this, okay?”
“I’m not sure if I—”
My bestie’s mom cuts off my words with the heat of her mouth, pulling me forward into her kiss.
I bug my eyes in shock as her velvet lips caress mine. My heart pounds and my nipples spike and I try to convince myself this is wrong.
Yet my pussy tingles with sensations I can barely understand. The need to be seen. To be touched.
To be filled.
Paisley eases backward, so slowly that our lips cling to each other for a moment before releasing.
“W–what was that?” I say, little more than a rasping whisper as unexpected arousal floods my body.
“I guess you could call it a taste test.” She fires a quick little wink my way. “It was very nice. If you relaxed a little, I think it would be absolutely—”
This time I cut her off, in exactly the same way. I dive at her, driving my tongue against her lips until she opens up, suckling at me and moaning sweetly.
I push so hard at her she falls onto her ass, and I overbalance with her. In seconds we’re sprawled on the floor, locked at the lips and grasping for each other.
How can this even be happening? I’m a good girl, who’s saved herself for marriage. To a man.
Yet here I am, plunging my tongue into the sweet mouth of the most important woman in my life.
Paisley rolls me onto my back and slides her leg between my thighs. She presses the hard bone of her knee up against my panties and grinds into me, and I swear my body lights up like a Christmas tree.
I grip her tight crop top and haul on it, desperate to have her body pressing down on mine. She comes down hard on me, knocking the breath from my lungs in the most exquisite way.
As Paisley digs her teeth into my ear lobe, she rolls the hard point of her hipbone across my clit, awakening a seismic charge of pleasure in my core. I’ve read about that crazy little bud and the magic it can do for a woman, but I’ve never been game to go there.
And once again, I’m wondering why the heck I haven’t explored myself properly. Surely it can’t be that big a sin, since it’s my own body and all.
“Mommy…” I hum, as I drive my own thigh up against Paisley’s pussy. Holy fuck. Where did that come from? I’ve never called her—or anyone—that before.
It feels so wrong to call her such a taboo name, and especially while she’s grinding herself against my leg. But holy heck, it’s so weird how hot it makes me.
“Sweetheart,” she moans back, as if my slip of the tongue just then was completely natural. “You’re so sexy.”
She grips the front of my bra and unclips it, and I let out a tiny shriek of surprise. Nobody’s ever seen my boobs but me, and I can’t help but cover them with my hands.
Paisley comes up onto her knees above me and holds my wrists, lifting my hands away and gazing down at my bare breasts. I bite into my bottom lip as my nipples spike, and my bridesmaid’s mom blows out a breath of appreciation.
She presses my wrists down on the floor above my head and holds them there with one hand. I’m not strong enough to free them…and I’m pretty sure I don’t want to. Giving up control like this is just far too enticing.
Paisley comes down and kisses me again, driving her tongue deep inside my mouth as she cups my breast with her free hand.
As she slides lower, kissing my chin and then my throat, she murmurs softly to me. “Your husband is gonna be so, so pleased with you, babygirl.”
I gasp in sweet shock at that brand new pet name. And at the reminder of what this little…dalliance, is supposed to be about. Getting me ready for my wedding night tomorrow. Warming me up so I can please my brand new husband.
“W–what else is he going to want to do to me, mommy?”
“Mm.” Paisley moves down between my bare breasts. “He’s going to want to suck on these beautiful things. Maybe even as much as I want to.”
“Ohh…”
She grips my tit and squeezes, trailing the tip of her tongue across and flicking at my painfully stiff nipple. Her wet heat coats my bud as she makes circles around it. I move without even thinking, rolling sideways to press my boob up against her mouth.
Paisley whimpers with heated desire and releases my wrists, cupping my breasts between her hands as she devours my nipples. First one then the other, before licking at the soft mounds of my flesh.
“Oh, my,” I whisper, as every suck from this older woman’s mouth sends tingling bursts of bliss down into my core. “I hope he’s as good at it as you are…mommy.”
“Mm. It’s so wrong, but I love it so much when you call me that, babygirl.”
She takes my nipples between thumbs and fingers and squeezes so hard I see stars.
“Oh…mommy, you’re gonna make me…say things.”
“Mm? What kind of things, babygirl?”
“Like…cuss words. I know you don’t like to hear girls cussing.”
Paisley kisses my belly and strokes her hands down, gently pushing my legs wide apart.
“Babygirl…what I’m about to do to you, I’ll be offended if you don’t cuss.”
My bestie’s mom hooks her fingers into my lacy white panties and yanks them to the side. I wince and bite down on my lip as excited embarrassment floods through me. Of course, nobody has ever seen me down there, either.
“Babygirl…James is absolutely gonna burst the instant he sees this perfect little pussy.”
She strokes her fingers through my short bush as she kisses the inside of my thigh.
“Mommy…that feels so nice.”
“Mm. Your scent is incredible, babygirl. I can’t wait to taste you.”
“T–taste me? You’re going to…?”
As awkward as I felt before, it’s nothing compared to now. Embarrassment makes me try to bring my thighs together, because surely no woman would want to...do that. Right?
Paisley has other ideas, though. She bites gently into my inner thigh and I let out a tiny squeal and pull my leg away from her.
She seizes that moment and runs the slick heat of her tongue up the length of my glistening lips.
My whole body jolts with electrifying pleasure as she strokes me, up and down, and makes dark, sexy moaning noises.
Suddenly, I can’t get my legs far enough apart. Her tongue casts a spell over me, as she presses her face into my pussy so hard my lips bunch up around her mouth. She drives her magical tongue in and out of me and hums with ecstasy.
Paisley takes me almost into a trance with the power of her mouth. Somehow, as I swim in the pleasure she gives me, she manages to strip my panties off me.
She works me over so well I can’t control my own body. My hips have a mind of their own, and buck up and down against Paisley’s beautiful face. She cups my ass and holds me high, pumping her stiff tongue forward and back.
When I don’t think I could possibly take any more bliss, I grip her hair and hold tight. It’s like a fist has suddenly appeared inside my heated core, as pressure builds up. The second my bridesmaid’s mom takes my clit between her teeth and squeezes it, that fist explodes.
Waves of pleasure, intense as a thunderstorm, fire through my body, and I wail with my first ever orgasm. I’ve read about them, and watched women fake them on screen, but I’ve never experienced one before.
Paisley rides out the bucking of my body, her hot mouth clamped over my bud. When I finally come back down, she makes one long, last stroke up my pussy with her hot tongue, and then gazes into my eyes.
Her face is the most beautiful mess. Lipstick smeared, mascara streaked, and her lips, chin and cheeks glistening with my juices.
“So,” she says. “Your man is definitely gonna want to do that, babygirl. You’re so fucking delicious.”
I gasp in shock, for the first time hearing cuss words coming from her beautiful mouth.
My bestie’s mom reaches forward and strokes my face with her fingers. “Plus you look incredibly hot, when you’re writhing in pleasure. James is gonna nut again and again with you, sweetheart.”
“Well, it’s easy to lie back and…and take that kind of treatment. But what about when he wants me to…do stuff?”
Paisley hums in thought, and then her face lights up with inspiration. “Sit on the bed, sweetheart. I have just the thing.”
I’m still glowing from the incredible orgasm this sexy older woman just gave me. I can barely move, but I so very much want to please her. She asked me to sit on her bed, and though I’m not sure why, I’m so darn excited to find out.
While I do as she asks, she scurries to her ensuite bathroom. A couple minutes pass, with only the sounds of fabric rustling, metal clinking, and impatient comments coming out of the bathroom.
When Kendra’s mom reappears, I almost stop breathing. She’s completely naked. All except that…thing around her waist.
“W–what’s that? I mean…I know what it is, but why do you have one?”
Paisley wraps her hand around the hot pink strapon she wears, and strokes up and down. It’s both bizarre to watch, and hot as heck. “Haven’t you ever wondered why I never remarried?” She flashes a wink at me. “After all, why d’you think I’m so fucking good at eating pussy?”
She saunters over to me, her wide hips swaying in such a feminine way, yet her long, thick toy bouncing hypnotically.
“I’m not sure I understand, mo—um, Paisley.” It somehow doesn’t seem right to call her mommy, now she's packing a long, thick cock toy. I mean, not that it was ever right, but it was wrong in such a delicious way.
She stops in front of me, her bright, shiny strapon right in my face, like a microphone.
“It’s part two of your training, babygirl.” Now she’s using that pet name again, and it’s like a switch flicks inside me. When she calls me sweetheart, I’m her daughter’s best friend. Babygirl turns me into her dirty little…oh, boy, I can’t believe I’m even thinking the word. Her dirty little slut.
I look up into her dark eyes, wondering if I truly understand what I’m supposed to do.
Paisley slides her hand around the back of my head, narrowing her eyes slightly as she pulls me forward. “Suck it, babygirl. Put it in your mouth and take it deep.” There’s steel in her voice that hasn’t been there before. Something almost masculine that helps me understand exactly what she’s doing.
“Come on, Adie,” she continues. “You know you want to.”
She’s absolutely right. I do want to. Not only because it will get me ready for my first night with my husband, either. I can hear it in Paisley’s voice how much she wants it. And every good babygirl wants to please her mommy. Even if we’re just role-playing.
I part my lips and let her thrust her latex cock inside me. She grips my hair harder and pulls, driving that toy deep into my mouth until I gag on it.
“Yeah, babygirl. Take it.” There’s a dark fire in Paisley’s tone now, and though I think it should probably shock me, or maybe even scare me…all it does is make me wetter than ever.
I take hold of the thick black straps around her hips, and gaze up into her eyes. Paisley curls her top lip with determination as she pumps in and out of my mouth, and I pull on those straps, driving her deeper and deeper until I have her whole cock buried inside me.
“Oh, fuck…you’re such a good girl, Adie…”
She pulls her hips back, and I whine like a little girl. Even though mommy has been driving this, somehow I feel more powerful than I can remember ever feeling.
“Get on the bed and lie down, babygirl,” Paisley says as she strokes her pink shaft. “Show me that exquisite little cunt of yours.”
Oh, god. I’ve lived all my life without dirty words, and I suddenly understand what I’ve been missing. I bite my lip and scoot my ass back, coming to rest with my thighs a mile apart, begging soundlessly for my bridesmaid’s mom to pump that big, fat cock inside me.
Paisley prowls onto the bed, planting her mouth into my pussy again for a moment and driving new sparks of bliss through my body.
“Mm, babygirl,” she says, her lips still pressed against mine. “So sweet. Just had to make sure you were wet enough to take me.”
“I am, mommy. Please…fuck me?” The thrill of blurting out my first cuss word ever only makes me wetter.
Paisley moves up my body, kissing and licking at my skin, biting my nipples and snarling with desire. When she’s nose to nose with me, she reaches down and nudges her thick, wet cock into place, and I know my eyes are bugging in anticipation.
“Your husband-to-be is such a lucky man, Adrianna.”
I don’t even manage to thank her for the compliment before she thrusts her hips forward and fills my virgin hole with her thick toy.
I gape in reaction, my jaw trembling as my mind jumps. That toy stretches me so hard it burns like spicy food does against my tongue. It hurts in such a beautiful way, and so quickly mellows to pure, unadulterated ecstasy.
When my voice finally comes back from its vacation, I let out a long, low moan, and Paisley comes down and muffles me with a deep kiss.
As she pumps her hips forward and back, she dips her tongue in and out of my mouth. Every thud of her hips against me sends her stiff nipples tracing random patterns on my chest, and I can’t stop myself grabbing those glorious fleshy mounds.
I moan with pleasure as she fucks me faster and harder, and she moans back as I pinch her nipples. When I throw my legs around her, she pumps her cock even deeper inside me. I’m so full it feels as if I might burst, and yet I’ve never felt such an intense pleasure.
Mommy arches her back, and her tits seem to swell before me. Without even thinking, I do what feels natural, and clamp my mouth over her stiff, pink nipple, sucking in rhythm with the pounding of her hips.
As I sink my teeth into her bud, Paisley hisses with desire, and growls with need. “Babygirl, you’re so fucking sexy.”
“Thank you, mommy…”
Just calling her that again—mommy—breaks down the final barrier. It’s a dam exploding inside me as my climax hits me like a jet of scalding water, awakening every inch of my skin, every fiber of my being.
“Oh, fuck…mommy, mommy, mommy, I’m coming…”
“Babygirl…”
Paisley grunts with every thrust, and arches her back like a bow. It’s so close to perfect, and suddenly I’m not scared at all about tomorrow night.
My bridesmaid’s mom glides her thick toy cock out of my freshly-fucked cunt, stopping for a moment to sample the air. “Holy fuck, Adie…your pussy is perfection.”
“Thank you.”
She surprises me by planting her pretty mouth right in the hot, wet heart of my slit one more time, driving in and coating her cheeks with my juices as she laps at me.
“Mm,” she moans as she comes back up. “So tasty.”
“Thank you, mom—uh, Paisley. I think I’m ready for my husband, now.”
“Oh, I have no doubt, babygirl. He’s going to have the night of his life.” She stands and removes the strapon. “And so are you.”
“Better than this?” I ask it genuinely, because I can’t imagine anything could be better than what we’ve just had.
“Well, let’s not go crazy,” she says with a wink. “But you, young lady, should be getting to bed. You have a big day tomorrow.”
“And an even bigger night.”
“That’s right, sweetheart.” Paisley winks at me. “And when he eventually asks you for anal…well, feel free to come to me for the same kind of help, babygirl.”
“Mm. I will, for sure.”
THE END






Lesbian Sex With My Hot Young Babysitter


It’s official. My taste in men sucks balls. And I’m starting to think  I never will, again.***
Suck balls, that is. Or anything attached to them.
Okay, so this was a blind date, so it was always gonna be a shot in the dark.
Still, even though my only interactions with this guy were online until tonight, I do think I should have been able to pick up on his red flags. When a guy has that many, then I have nobody but myself to blame for missing them all.
When the cab drops me back home, I’m almost in tears. The only thing that stops me from succumbing is that I’m also on the edge of bursting out with laughter.
Ted. That was his name. And he was basically the poster boy for mommy issues and jackassery. How the hell I even matched him on the dating app, I’ll never know.
I pause on the pathway up to my house. That was my first date in more than ten years. Since I first met the asshole I married—and thankfully, divorced.
Even when I finally decided to give dating another try, it still took me two months to convince myself to get back out there.
I guess if I’m really honest, I’m not ready for dating again, yet. I took this plunge tonight more out of some blend of curiosity and resignation.
In the end, I’d been hoping there was just one tiny piece of trash left un-singed in the dumpster fire that is modern dating. Which, now I say the words back to myself, is a pretty shitty standard. And in my case, an awful attitude.
How can I expect something good to happen when I go into it so cynical?
Sometimes, I think I should be more like Danielle, the young girl—sorry, woman—who babysits for me. I swear, she’s everything I’m not, and I’m kinda jealous. Her positivity and hope are kinda infectious, but it’s her youth I envy more than anything.
Speaking of Danielle, I’d been so lucky in getting her to babysit for me at such short notice. She’s the most amazing kid, and is always happy to help me, but she usually does daytimes, when I have my shifts at the recycling center.
The thing with Danielle, though, is she’s so optimistic it hurts me. She reminds me of how I once was, before butt-face drained me of my own positivity.
I just know she’s gonna take my arm, and drag me inside, and ask me all the questions about that shit-show that just happened. And I’m going to have to disappoint her.
The girl still believes in…well, all those fantasies I mentioned before. The shit that passes for romance when you’re only 19.
That’s a dozen years ago for me. Years filled with marriage, two miscarriages, and a brutal, soul-sucking divorce.
But between the tragedies, there was my little ray of hope. My daughter, Eva. She couldn’t save my marriage, for which I’m eternally grateful. That was never hers to do, anyway. The less she sees of that jerkwad whose DNA she shares, the better.
I pull out my keys, but before I can use them the front door swings wide open. My babysitter’s right there, her gorgeous young face alive with hope. She’s dressed in the cutest little outfit—just a big loose top and what looks like sleep shorts and knee socks. She clearly came prepared for me to stay out really late—or maybe not come home until morning.
“Laura! You’re back.”
She hauls the door all the way open and steps aside. Just as I predicted, when she closes it up, she hooks her arm through mine and drags me to the sofa.
“It’s so early,” she says, somehow making that sound like it’s a good thing. “Are you just picking up some stuff so you can head over…”
She finally seems to sense the tension in me.
“Oh…I guess maybe things didn’t go so well, then?”
I open my jacket to show the huge red stain on my white blouse. “You guess right.”
“Oh, dear,” she says. “But you don’t drink red wine.”
“No. But Ted likes to gesture when he talks. And talks. About himself. About his mommy. About how his wife never understood him.” I let out a huge sigh. “Fucker went to get some paper towels to help me clean up, and never came back.”
“Oh,” Danielle says, her zeal dropping away a little. I swear, for the first time, I see a hint of anger on her face. “Well, we’d better take care of that blouse or it’s going to be permanently ruined.”
She stands and holds out her hands.
“What?”
“Take it off, so I can soak it.”
I pause for a moment. Somehow, the idea of getting down to just a bra seems too intimate, despite the reason. But Danielle’s right. There’s not a lot of time left to save this thing.
So I unbutton and remove it, and let my young babysitter take it off to the laundry.
While she bustles around, I head to my daughter’s bedroom to check in on her. She’s sleeping like an angel—like she always does when Danielle cares for her.
I head on up to my bedroom, and strip down to just my bra and panties. And then I figure I might as well be comfortable, and I take those off as well.
I’m just grabbing my silk robe when I hear a gasp from the door of my bedroom. When I turn, Danielle’s standing there, gazing at my bare body, her pretty eyes wide and her mouth open.
“I–I’m so sorry, Laura. I…didn’t mean to…um…”
As I slide my robe on, I can’t help noticing that, despite her fierce blush, she hasn’t looked away.
“Was there something you needed, Danielle?”
“What?” The way she snaps that out has me all confused.
“You came to see me. I figured you needed something.”
“Oh. Right. Yes, you don’t have any bleach. I don’t think I can save the blouse.”
I toss my hands up. “Then let it go, Dee. I’ll…use it as a cleaning rag or something.”
“I’m sorry.”
“It’s not your doing, gorgeous.”
She makes a small sound just then. It’s not exactly a moan, or a laugh. I can’t really tell what it is. But she hasn’t stopped blushing yet.
I figure maybe she needs a little space, so I head over to my vanity and sit there, studying myself. Wondering where those little wrinkles came from. Remembering vaguely what it felt like to be as young and unencumbered as Danielle is.
When I get sick of how much I simply look my age, I let out a bitter sigh.
Danielle appears in the mirror, coming over to stand behind me. “Are you okay, Laura?”
I shake my head in resignation. “How would I even tell, Dee?”
The beautiful young blonde comes right in behind me and strokes her fingers through my hair. Working it back over my ears and pulling lightly on it. I can’t help but moan.
“Oh…is this okay?” she asks me.
“Dee, it’s wonderful. It’s the most pleasure anyone’s given me in…god, in years.”
She kinks her head slightly, and then reaches forward. As she grabs my hair brush, I can’t help but notice the warmth of her full young breast pressing against my shoulder.
Without another word, Danielle works the brush through my hair, scratching the bristles across my scalp in the most electrifying way. The tingles she awakens start at my neck, and cascade down the length of my back.
“God, that feels so fucking good, gorgeous,” I moan.
“I’m sorry about your date,” she says. “But I’m also kind of glad.”
“Hmm?” It’s so hard to form words when she’s bringing my scalp back to life like this.
“Well, this Ted clearly guy wasn’t worthy. You deserve the best.”
“Ha.”
“You do. You’re so smart, and strong, and so determined. I’m…well, I’m in awe of you, Laura.”
It sounds so damn heartfelt that it has me hedging. Questioning my own self-pity. “Well…that’s very nice of you to say, Dee. But I don’t know about whether I deserve the best. Hell, I’d take just about anything, right now. Even bad dick is better than no dick.”
She keeps brushing, but there’s a wash of sadness over her face.
“Hey,” I continue. “But look who I’m talking to. There’s a whole world of awesome dick out there waiting for someone as young and beautiful as you, Danielle.”
“You don’t have to be young to be desired,” she murmurs. Then she shrugs one shoulder as she strokes the brush through my hair a little more fiercely. And she mutters something else under her breath that I can’t quite catch.
“What’s that, Dee?”
There’s clearly a train of thought tunneling through her mind. That cute little frown on her brow only makes me more intrigued.
When Danielle puts down the hair brush, she scoops my hair back, then flows it down over my left shoulder. She leans down until her beautiful face is right next to my more weatherbeaten one.
“I said, I can’t think of anything better than no dick.”
“Um…what?”
Then she turns and kisses my cheek, just a soft, lingering touch of her velvet lips. She glides backward until her mouth is right against my ear.
“I think you maybe understand me just fine, luscious Laura.”
The buzz of her voice right in my ear like that only makes my neck tingle a little more. And I can’t help thinking one of us must be crazy. Her, for thinking I’m luscious. Or me, for thinking she might actually be serious.
I mean, I don’t know if she’s actually a lesbian, but I know I’m not. Still, she’s so fucking attractive, and warm, and she’s nicer to me than any man has ever been.
“Danielle? Are you…hitting on me?”
My 19-year-old babysitter comes around and sits on my lap, straddling my thighs and putting her arms around me, her perky tits pressing right in under my chin.
“I don’t exactly know what I’m doing, but yeah, I’m really trying to.”
She’s so beautiful, and she smells lovely. Floral and sweet and feminine. Her mouth is just there, so close I can almost taste it.
And then, I can. Danielle takes my lips with hers, a gentle kiss that somehow broadens my whole horizon.
Her sweet little moans buzz against my skin, and I can’t help but open up, and flash my tongue forward. I grasp her hot hips and squeeze, reveling in the beautiful sensation of having another warm body against mine.
“Laura,” she murmurs, between long, soft kisses. “I’ve never done this before.”
“Me either, gorgeous.”
“Are you scared?”
I slide my hands all the way up until I’m holding her beautiful head. “Not even a little bit.”
And it’s true. This feels more natural to me right now than my entire marriage did. In this moment, all I want is to explore everything we could be. My feelings, her feelings, and—most of all—her incredible body.
Danielle glides off my lap and takes my hand. She leads me over to my bed and sits me at the end of it.
I gaze up into her soulful young eyes, as she pushes my robe down off my shoulders.
“Laura, when I saw you before…naked…”
“Mm?”
“I mean, I already wanted you. But once I saw your body like that…well, that’s why I finally felt brave enough tonight that I could tell you.”
She’s on her knees by this point, gliding herself between my thighs. My robe’s come down to my waist, and my big, post-feeding boobs are out in the open.
They’re nothing like they were, back when I was Danielle’s age. That doesn’t seem to bother this girl at all, though. She strokes her fingers down from my shoulders, over the stretch-marked skin, and then cups the thick, round bodies of my breasts.
She lifts them as she strokes her thumbs over my nipples, and she makes the most adorable little gasping noises as my buds go stiff.
“You’re so lovely, Laura.”
This young goddess comes down and takes my nipple in her mouth, pulling gently at first, drawing my sensations in to that one point.
I can’t help but arch my back, letting pleasure take control of me for a moment.
Danielle pushes me backward and I fall, landing on the mattress. She kisses my rounded belly, tracing my stretch marks with the tip of her tongue.
Suddenly, she has her face buried in my bush. My long, thick, utterly untamed bush—another sign I wasn’t ready for dating yet. And she’s not only drawing in deep breaths, but she’s moaning with pleasure when she lets them back out.
“You’re such a powerhouse, Laura,” she whispers, and I have no idea what she means at first.
But as I gaze into her eyes, I can’t help but see myself as well. That plump belly that created a whole new human. These big boobs that kept my baby alive, healthy and chubby.
And I swear, I can see my own face reflected in Danielle’s beautiful eyes. Or maybe it’s more that I’m finally seeing myself the way she does.
Then, a moment later, I’m seeing nothing at all. She has her luscious mouth on my pussy, and my eyes are closed, my head thrown back, my mouth gaping with the sheer decadent bliss of it all.
Danielle glides her tongue up and down my slit, and I haul my legs as wide apart as I can. She strokes her sharp little nails up and down the tender skin of my thighs as she sucks hard on my clit.
“God, you taste so wonderful, Laura,” she hums. I frame her face with my hands as I pull gently on her, begging with only my eyes for her to go harder. Drive deeper. Bite into me, if that’s what it takes.
Danielle takes hold of my bush in one hand and pulls on the hair. Just like with my scalp, she brings tingles to life that I thought were long dead.
As this beautiful young woman grinds her pretty mouth against me, the low tingle in my belly grows wider, sharper…stronger.
“Danielle…I’m so close…”
“Mm.” She comes off only long enough to bark out a few words. “Come for me. Please.”
And suddenly there’s just no other option. She clamps her teeth down on my clit as she strokes her thumb up and down my lips. My climax comes at me like a mugger in an alley, and it steals my voice and my sanity.
Pulse after sweet, agonizing pulse thrums through me, as I squeeze Danielle’s head between my powerful thighs. She whimpers and moans, the sounds only adding to my pleasure.
With the last wave of my climax finally passing, I relax my grip on my daughter’s babysitter, and she makes sleepy little moaning sounds as she kisses me. My glistening cunt, my widespread thighs, my belly.
Danielle works her way up my body again, and finally takes my mouth in hers. I taste myself on her lips and it’s a brand new and beautiful experience.
She rolls down beside me, clinging to my naked body and resting her head on my chest.
“Danielle?”
“Can we just…lie here a while?”
“But you haven’t…”
“Later. Please?”
“I haven’t done anything for you.”
“Of course you have,” she hums. She tilts her head and kisses my neck as she snuggles into me. “You inspire me.”
After a climax as big and as deep as the one I’ve just had, usually I’m half-asleep within seconds.
Tonight, though…it’s a whole different thing. Because tonight it wasn’t a self-inflicted orgasm. And it wasn’t something I faked to make a man feel better.
It was bone deep, and lava hot, and ocean wet. And it was caused by the most beautiful young woman in the world. The one who’s still here, dozing against me. Her head snuggled into my breasts, her soft breath coursing down over my belly.
Danielle.
I almost want to stay awake all night, just to watch the girl sleep. The instant that thought flits through my head, though, it feels odd. Like I’m making more of this experience than I should.
Whatever this thing is, this connection we have, it’s at once the most natural sensation I’ve ever known, while still being utterly unexpected. I’m just completely wrong-footed here, and can’t know for sure how Danielle feels.
Other than that she feels so fucking good. God, having a warm body hugging mine in bed is such a welcome change from the last few years. Even when I was still married, I slept on my side with my back to that man.
When Danielle sighs in her sleep, I can’t resist stroking my fingers through her hair. Easing it away from her face so I can gaze at her.
She stirs, and nuzzles at my breasts. I have to bite my lip to stop myself pouncing on her. My whole body’s still awash with the after effects of orgasm, and my mind’s all heavy in my head. Some mixture of guilt, warmth and sheer fatigue.
I pull her a little closer as a huge yawn takes over me. And before I know it, I’m drifting right off to sleep.
The brightness of dawn arrives, seemingly only a few seconds later. I’ve slept so deeply and so well that I feel completely energized.
And my gorgeous young babysitter is still here with me. Looking both innocent and sexy at the same time, lying on her back, with her long hair strewn across the pillow.
I reach over and stroke her beautiful face with just the tips of my fingers, and she stirs. When she opens her soft eyes, and gazes over at me, I hold my breath a moment. Will she regret last night? Will she hate me, even though I didn’t start it?
“Ohhh…” she hums, curling her sexy mouth into a delicious smile. “I wasn’t dreaming. We really…did?”
I nod. “Well, you did.” I glide closer to her and press my palm to her cheek. “But now it’s my turn.”
“You don’t have to do anything, Laura.”
“But I want to. Fuck, gorgeous…I need to.”
My pussy’s utterly abuzz with thoughts of making love to this young woman. I press my lips to her cheek as I glide my hand down to her throat. She strokes my arm and sighs, and I wonder if it’s possible for her to be any cuter than she is right now.
Danielle rolls her hips as I work my hand down onto her breast. Her nipple prods through the fabric of her loose top, and I pinch it tightly. She bucks as she gasps, and it makes me even more desperate to pleasure her. To watch the way her body will move as I make her come.
I hook my fingers around her top and slide it up, baring her utterly flawless belly. I pause as I gaze in wonder at her creamy skin, and then drag the top higher.
When her perky young breasts come free of the fabric, it’s my turn to gasp. And then moan. Her nipples pucker even more noticeably now they’re bare, and they call to me like a magnet to iron.
I fall on her, taking her hard pink bud into my mouth and circling it with my tongue. Danielle makes loose fists in my hair, and curls her back, pressing her silky flesh harder against me.
“That’s so nice, Laura…mmm…”
I moan back to her, unwilling to take her flesh out of my mouth.
As I suckle on her breasts, I glide my fingertips in spiral patterns over her belly, getting wider and wider with each stroke until I’m at the waistband of her sleep shorts.
She makes a little liquid humming sound. No words, no actions. Just that one sound. But I can read into it perfectly.
I sink my teeth into Danielle’s sweet bud, and plunge my hand inside her shorts, and down over her velvet mound.
The instant I dash my fingers over her soaking wet clit, Danielle jolts like she’s had a jump scare.
Oh, god, she feels so fucking awesome. The slickness of her young pussy coats my fingers as I stroke her, and dip them inside. She tightens her fists, making my scalp cry out with pleasurable agony, as I make hard circles around her pleasure bud.
“Laura…oh, fuck…that’s incredible…” Her voice quakes, as if she’s right on the verge. I so want to make her come, but I also desperately want to draw this out.
The problem is, my daughter will be waking up anytime now. She never sleeps past 8, and it’s already close to 7:30.
So I drive two fingers up inside my perfect young lover, as I bite down on her nipple.
Danielle sucks in breath after hard, sharp breath, barely letting any air out in between. She tightens around my fingers as she lets out a whispered cry of ecstasy.
She’s still pulsing with pleasure when I roll up onto my knees and haul her shorts right down. Before I can think about it, before she can react, I fall face-first into the heaven of her hot young cunt.
The first stroke of my tongue fills my senses with the rich, beautiful musk of Danielle’s arousal. Despite never having been with a woman before her, this still feels completely right. Natural.
I grip her silky soft thighs and hold on as I stroke up and down her slit with my tongue. When I clamp my mouth over her clit, she cries out, a little louder this time.
“Fuck, Danielle,” I groan. “Your pussy is perfect.”
“Ohhh…”
I slide my hand down and cup my own cunt, rolling my hips to grind my clit hard against my fingers. Danielle grips the sheets as she arches her back, and she bucks against my mouth.
The harder I lap at her pussy, the faster I grind at my clit. I plunge myself into her, deeper than ever. Her hot, wet lips bunch up against my cheeks as I drive my tongue as far as I can inside this sweet young woman.
Her fragrance hits me like a perfume truck, and it takes me right to the edge of orgasm.
“Laura…I’m so close…”
That’s the last straw for me. I roll my hips one more time and it lights the fuse of my climax. I drive the fingers on my other hand up inside my daughter’s babysitter, as I bite down on her cheeky clit.
Danielle grabs my hair like it owes her money, and she hauls at me, pumping her immaculate pussy against my face as she climaxes, gushing fresh juices across my tongue.
My orgasm pounds at me, pulsing in time with hers, and I cry out with pure, undiluted bliss, my voice muffled by her perfect body.
When I finally take my mouth off Danielle’s pussy, I crawl forward, kissing every inch of her exposed skin, and biting where her loose top still covers her.
I hover above her mouth, gazing into the sweet blue ocean of her eyes for a moment.
And then she pulls me down into a tender kiss, and we rock together for a short while.
In a moment, I have to go and be a mom again. Life doesn’t stop just because I suddenly had the best sex of my life with a woman more than ten years younger than me.
But one thing is certain. Life has definitely changed. For the better.
And maybe…forever.
THE END






Lesbian Sex With My Precious Protectee


I slow the limo outside the apartment building, and glance at the surrounds. This place is new to me and I like to get a quick feel before I let my girl out. 
My passenger and protectee, Candace, goes to open her door but I stop her with a quick little hiss.
"What's the matter, Keeks?”
“I’ve told you; when we're working, I'm Akiko...Candy-pants." I let my mouth curl into a tiny smile, though I'm certain she can only see my eyes in the rear view mirror.
She rolls her own eyes back at me—eyes of the prettiest cornflower blue you could imagine—but takes her hand away from the door. My instincts have saved her perfect round ass a dozen times or more so far.
The fact she defers to me in moments like this is a big part of why we work so well together. The woman is almost 40, with all the life experience and confidence that comes with it. Yet she listens, and she respects my judgment, despite my youth. 
I step out of the driver's seat and scan the area. Nothing looks out of place but I have a dark feeling. I've learned quickly to trust those feelings.
Still, Candace has her appointment to keep, and the company has an extreme dislike to its ladies turning up late. So, I open the door and hold out my hand to her. She grips it, and I notice she’s trimmed her nails much shorter than usual.
I do my best not to ogle my friend's long, luscious legs as she swings them out.
I know, it's a classic fuckup. I'm her driver, her bodyguard and I’d like to think I’m her good friend, despite being so much younger. I'm not even a lesbian. But here I am, practically slavering over her.
In fact, I'm so lost in Candy's generous curves, barely squeezed into her emerald satin dress, that I almost miss the danger I'd sensed before.
Two unsavory guys step out of the shadows, coming straight toward us. Their movements are all languid and cocky, like they're just coming over to say hello. But even in the street lighting, I see the menace in their eyes.
Asshole number one speaks. "You're looking fine as fuck tonight, ladies.”
He uses the plural but his focus is singular. Candace is the sun, and I'm the moon. She's all glorious, radiant color, and I'm the cold mirror image that people only ever see because of the light she shines on me.
Besides, I'm only in my standard tight black uniform, that shows off everything I have. Which is to say, very little at all.
It's part of my arsenal of weapons, that I'm skinny, flat-chested and barely five feet tall. Nobody expects anything dangerous from me. The little Japanese girl with the demure bearing and neutral expression.
The fact I’m only 22, and look 16, only adds to my air of complete disposability. Even so, I step in front of Candace, and both guys stop. Neither looks at me.
"So, can we buy you a drink?" That was asshole number two, who hasn't taken his cold eyes off Candy's tits for a moment so far. "Both of you," he adds, flicking his eyes down at me as he throws me a bone.
"You may not," I say, keeping my tone conversational. "We have somewhere to be.”
"Yeah, ya do," says the first guy. "Right here." And of course, he pumps his hands, blade-style, down at his crotch.
"I will now officially ask you lads to step back and move along. Do you acknowledge I've asked that?”
“Whatever."
Candace sighs behind me. "Please, guys. You really don't want—”
"Don't tell us what the fuck we want.”
Asshole number one reaches out for Candace, extending his arm past my head. As though I'm not there. As though I'm worth none of his time or consideration.
Since time is what we're short on, I slip the four inch blade out of my inside pocket and bring it up beneath the guy's chin. Sharp side down, since this is just a warning. He freezes, his eyes bugging, as he glances at his friend.
"Fuck," says the other guy. "Where'd that come from?”
“I would think you’d worry more about where it might end up. It’s time to back off, boy.”
Asshole number one puts both hands in the air and steps back. "All right, all right. Don't get your panties in a bunch. We're just joking.”
"Of course you are. My sides are splitting.”
They saunter away like it was their own idea, both glancing back over their shoulders. I barely have any reaction to them. It's not like they're a genuine threat, after all.
"You're the greatest, Keeks.”
"Just doing my job, Candy-pants.”
“You’re the best I’ve ever had, though.”
I allow myself a long, slow blink. I know what she means, but it’s fun to think of other ways she could have me.
“I’ve talked to Max about getting you a raise, Keeks. Or at least a bonus. He still says he can’t."
"I don't need any of that." My bonus is to spend so much time with this woman. I see her soul, her heart, her wit. Everyone else only sees her body. “Well, have fun up there.”
This is the hardest part for me. Saying a temporary goodbye to the woman I've fallen for, knowing she's heading up to be fucked by some random guy. But seeing the glow in her face when she comes back down almost makes it worthwhile.
"Please," she says with a slight tremble in her voice. "Would you come up? It doesn't really feel safe.”
"Of course, honey." I lock the car and lead the way to the building entrance. "This must be a new client. A first timer.”
"Why do you say that?”
"I've never brought you here before.”
She chuckles. "Of course you'd know that. You remember everything, don't you, Keeks?”
More than she could know. Every trip, every outfit. Even before I fell for her, I kept parts of her in my head, and in my heart.
We ride the elevator up in silence. Candace seems nervous, and I wonder if she's lost trust in me. In my skills.
"I'm sure it'll be fine," I say.
"First times are always a little scary," she murmurs.
We step out when the elevator stops, and she takes the lead, walking us up to an apartment door. She pulls out the card and unlocks the place.
"Okay," I say. "You'll be fine from here, right?”
"Please?" she says, her eyes wide and glistening, as she holds the door open for me. "I'll feel better if you join me. At least until my heart settles.”
I raise an eyebrow, but head inside. This is a breach of standard protocol, if nothing else, but my job is not just to keep Candace safe while she’s working. It’s also to make her feel safe.
When I'm inside, I scan the place for dangers. And for a man. After all, she's supposed to be meeting a new client.
Except, when I look closer, I see framed pictures of Candace. With an older couple who must surely be her parents. With a dude who is likely her brother.
The clunk of the door closing makes me jump, and I spin to face my friend. "Is this...your place?”
She nods as she walks toward me.
"You're taking clients into your home, now?”
"Not clients," she says, stopping right before me. My face is just about level with her magnificent tits and it takes all my willpower to keep looking her in the eyes. "Just lovers.”
“Um...what?"
"And here you are, Keeks. In my apartment. So, you know what that means, right?”
Every client, every trip, I’m the one in charge. In control. All the time. I say jump, she says...well, she says nothing, and just jumps.
Now, in under a second, the whole dynamic between us has shifted.
When she touches her fingertips to the sides of my neck, it's me who jumps. All my senses, all my reflexes, they're muffled by the desire I feel for this woman.
I'm so used to keeping my mind focused on potential dangers, that I barely know what to do now. We've gone far outside my comfort zone.
But when Candace leans down and presses her full, luscious mouth against mine, it's clear we've moved right into hers. She tightens her lips over mine, almost like a little hug. I swear she's reading me. Letting me either set the pace, or call a halt.
She stands upright again, her gorgeous mouth curled into a tiny smile that looks like hope.
Thing is, she smells so damn good, and she looks even better. The silky feel of her kiss is still on my lips, and I touch my fingers to my mouth as if to hold the sensation there forever.
My protectee strokes her fingers through my hair and raises her eyebrows. "Or...have I misread the situation here?”
I pause for a few seconds while I try to channel my confidence. The absolute certainty I always have when I'm faced with a threat. And this might not actually be dangerous, but my heart pounds as through I’m in peril.
"Keeks? Have I?”
I tentatively slip my hands onto Candy's generous hips as I gaze up into her sky-blue eyes. "You have not.”
She lets out a long, slow sigh, closing her eyes as she smiles. "Oh, thank fuck. Because there’s a bonus I want to give you.”
My curvaceous friend turns slowly on the spot, her hips rolling against my hands. When her back is to me, she pulls her hair up and glances over her shoulder at me. It's the single sexiest moment of my entire fucking life.
"Undo me?”
It feels as though I’m the one who’s coming undone. I work her zipper down, and she's blissfully bare beneath the dress. I part the garment slowly, like I'm spreading her open. Armor comes in many forms.
The long, creamy expanse of her back shines out in the warm light of her apartment, and I make a tiny moaning sound as I study every inch of her skin.
Candace takes over and pulls the dress down past the enticing width of her hips. She's gone commando as well, and the plump heaven of her rounded ass holds my attention like nothing else ever has.
My body is perfect for what I do. Jiujitsu, parkour, rock-climbing. Okay, not perfect. If I could be a foot taller, it'd help a ton. But with my barely-there breasts, and my washboard abs, and my schoolboy hips, I'm efficiency personified. I'm basically just a tool, or a weapon.
I'm the path of least resistance.
I guess you could say Candace is a whole other kind of weapon. She has all those incredible curves, and softness, and she can subdue a man from 100 paces. Plus she could smother them with her bountiful flesh and they'd die happy. She's the irresistible force.
When she's completely naked, she turns to face me. I watch her breasts swell as she breathes, and I ache to touch her. All the skills I've learned for combat have made me precise. I know exactly where to strike to cause maximum pain.
The same applies to pleasure, though I’ve only practiced on myself so far.
"Keeks? Let me see you?”
Most times, I have no shame about my body. It is what it is, and even at the unisex gym I go to, I have no problem nuding up in front of strangers.
This is different, though. At the gym, I’m unsheathing a weapon. Here, now, with Candace…I’m baring my soul.
"Akiko? Please?” She’s on the verge of begging. “Don’t hide from me any longer?”
Only at this moment do I realize hiding is exactly what I’ve always done. Developed the skills to push people away—both literally and metaphorically. Made myself dangerous. Dressed to suppress my femininity. Put up a façade.
Armor comes in many forms.
I start by unzipping my top, stripping it away and dropping it to the floor. My nipples scream my arousal to the world. To Candace, at least, but right now she is my world.
Moments later, I’m as naked as she is, and trembling despite the warmth of the night.
"Well," Candace says in a smoky hum. "Aren't you just fucking adorable.”
She comes forward and wraps me in her warmth. Suddenly she's the protector and I'm the protectee. With the soft flesh of her body pressed to mine I feel practically swaddled.
I soften immediately and put my arms around her as well. She cradles my head, and I rest against the majesty of her full breasts.
Every moment I’ve ever spent with Candace, until right now, I’ve had to be on. Working. Aware and focused and ready to kick ass.
Held in her arms, pressed to her soft body, all tension leaves me. And for the first time since we met, I soften as well.
Candace tilts my head back and gazes into my eyes. She comes down and skims her lips across mine, as if searching for a safe place to land. I tighten my arms around her back and capture her mouth, letting her know every part of me is safe. But only to her.
She opens and draws my tongue inside, stroking my back with her short, smooth fingernails. Lower and lower she moves them, as I drink in the wonder of her.
Candace grips my tiny ass and lifts me from the floor. I embrace her with my legs as well as my arms, and she moans with pleasure against my hungry mouth.
She pulls free of me for a moment, and I swoop on her throat, caressing her skin with open mouth kisses. She’s salty and sweet and perfect.
“Keeks…” She carries me easily through to her room, and drops me gently onto her bed.
Once again I’m confronted with her outrageous femininity. The bounty of her ample breasts, the swell of her belly, the abundant width of her hips.
I lose my breath for a moment as I stroke the backs of my fingers over her cheeks, and she smiles down at me. Even her face has a fertile roundness that I can only ever admire and never achieve. I’m all angles and she’s all curves.
“My god, you’re beautiful, Akiko.”
Before I let my insecurities out, I take hold of her head and pull her into another kiss. This one deeper and wider than the ocean. And she rolls over me like the tide, the soft waves of her gorgeous body pressing me down into the bed.
I press her breasts together, as she grinds her bare pussy against mine. I curl my legs around her ass and take her sweet pink nipple into my mouth.
Candace hums with pleasure, then eases herself lower. She glides her lips down to my throat, and I gasp when her breath washes over my nipple.
The instant she takes my stiff bud into her mouth I jolt as though I’ve taken a hit. Though my instinct is to defend, to protect myself, I make no move. Candace caresses my flesh and carves her way deeper inside my heart.
She trails her tongue down over my belly, and I sit up to watch her. She traces the hard bumps of my abs, and makes a playful circuit of my belly button.
Before I’m ready, she has her face buried in my short, trimmed bush, and takes a deep breath.
“Mm,” she says. “Perfect.”
Candace strokes her hands along the insides of my thighs. When she reaches my knees, she pushes, guiding my legs wider apart.
“At last,” she whispers, so close to me that her breath tickles my lips. And then she completes me.
Candace strokes the wet heat of her tongue up my slit, and pauses at the top, still pressed to me. I gaze down into those heavenly blue eyes as my breathing stops. She glides her thumbs onto my outer lips and she parts them slowly.
She holds me in her gaze as she runs the tip of her agile tongue around my clit.
“Fuck…” My voice is a ghost of its usual self.
Candace savors my taste a moment, then gives me a knowing smile. “I’ve never heard you swear before, Keeks.”
It’s true. I rarely use any kind of bad language. Even in moments of danger I find people respond much better to politeness and calm, even if it’s forced.
“You’re a terrible influence, Candy-pants.”
“Oh, really?” she says, and her smile turns evil. “Would a bad influence do this?”
And she drives her perfect mouth into the wet heart of my cunt, delving deep inside me with her tongue.
I scoop her thick, beautiful hair into my fist and hold it at the top of her head, while I buck my hips at her. She makes high little moaning sounds that quickly become ravenous snarls, and she presses her hands to my belly to hold me in place.
For maybe the first time in my adult life, I actually relent. I give over control, and I let this woman pleasure me.
She drives two fingers inside me as she hauls on my clit. There’s not an inch of my body that’s not keyed up and sparkling.
And suddenly, there on the end of her spectacular tongue, in the heat of her perfect mouth, I become whole.
My climax hits me, first in the belly and then everywhere else. It thuds through me like electrocution, and I ride every powerful pulse.
Candace kisses her way up my body, as she eases her magical fingers out of me. She sucks my essence from them, and I pull them out so I can drive them into my own mouth.
Then she kisses me, and I drink down the heady mix of her and me. She puts her arms around me and rolls onto her back.
“What about you, Candy-pants? Don’t you want…anything?”
She presses her finger to my lips. “Shh. Maybe later.”
I cling to her, letting the soft fullness of her flesh cradle me. Her breathing slows, and I fall even deeper in love with her at that moment.
And as I drift toward slumber myself, I bask in the warmth, in the glorious, radiant color she shines on me.
THE END






Lesbian Sex With My Bang-Buddy's Stepmom


I don’t know why, but exercise makes me wet. Horny, juiced up, and ready for anything. And nothing gets me slicked up and desperate like pilates. 
Maybe it’s just the exercise. Maybe it’s all those hot bodies in ridiculously tight clothing. Maybe it’s not anything to do with that.
All I know for sure is exercise revs my engine like nothing else can. And all I can say to that is, thank fuck for fuck-buddies.
With class over and done, I say a quick good-bye to everyone and race out to my car. As tough as the gym is, this part is always tougher. Driving all the way over to David's house when I’m soaked and horny.
I wish he’d come meet me in the car park and just flat out fuck me over the hood of his Mustang. Or even up against the side of my crappy little mid-90s Civic. When I’m this horny I’ll do pretty much anything to get off.
So many fucking traffic lights. In my old bucket with a stick shift, it means I’m constantly using the clutch. Rubbing my thighs together, getting me more frustrated.
The thin fabric of my yoga pants blocks out most of the sensation, but I’m hyper-aware of all my tender bits gliding over each other.
The lack of power steering means I can't even touch myself properly. If I could only take my hand off the wheel for 30 seconds maybe I could take a bite out of this cherry.
Finally, after what feels like hours, I pull up outside the house David shares with his stepmom, Fiona. It’s a bonus that she’s so cool about all this. I wasn’t sure she would be when I first met her, since she’s that much older, and David is her stepson and all.
I’m on the verge of biting my own clothes off just to rub one out, but a self-induced orgasm would only dilute the magnificence when David fucks me senseless.
While the guy is anything but boyfriend material, the fact is he can fuck like nobody else. With my warmup and his talent, orgasm is a foregone conclusion.
I’m a little surprised when it’s Fiona who answers the door. Usually she makes herself scarce on a Saturday morning, so we can really let loose, anywhere and everywhere in the place.
“Hi, Tonya. Right on time as always.” There’s a twinkle in her eye and it catches me by surprise.
"Hi, Fiona."
"Come on, call me Fee. We know each other well enough now."
"Okay. Fee.”
I step inside and drop my gym bag, glancing around me as if a force of invisible butterflies has launched an attack. If I don't get some hard hands and smooth tongue on me soon I’m going to explode.
Yet I can hardly ask Fee to leave since she’s part owner of the place, so if she stays, she’ll just have to put up with my moaning and wailing.
I jiggle from one foot to the other, as if I have to pee.
Fee seems determined to delay the inevitable, making conversation like she never has before. “I love your outfit. That crop top really shows off how tight your abs are.”
“Thanks. So, um... is David here?"
She shakes her head and my belly almost drops out of me.
"Sorry, honey. He had to leave about ten minutes ago. That interview he'd been chasing, with the drug lord? Yeah, it came through this morning and you know how he gets. He's convinced this is the one that'll make his career take off."
"Oh. Of course. That's, um... that's fine." Fuck. No, it isn't. The heat in my face and throat is a strange combination of embarrassment and frustration.
Fee absolutely knows why I come over every week so I shouldn’t be ashamed. It’s just that every other time, she took off before I arrived. Having her see me like this is too revealing for my comfort levels. 
Reaching down for my gym bag, I turn back to the door. I have a wonderful array of toys at home, and I’m an expert at using them. But I really, really, really want a good long fuck. After the gym, anything else will just be a watered-down excuse for an orgasm.
“Wait, Tonya. He did say he was sorry. And..."
I make fists with my hands as the tingles in my pussy grow louder and more irresistible. I need so much to get home and take care of this sensation, but Fee just won't stop talking. "Yes? And?"
"Well, he asked me to take care of you."
"I'm not a child, y’know. I drove here all by myself.”
The bitchy tone in my voice is beyond my control at this point, but Fee doesn’t seem to mind. She simply smiles at me, her full lips curling up on one side as she steps forward and puts her hand on my arm.
"No. I mean he asked me to take care of you."
As she finishes speaking she presses her pretty mouth to mine and I have no idea what to do or say.
She smells fresh and clean, like she showered just before I arrived. It’s more than pleasant, both her scent and her touch, but it makes me hyper-aware of how sweaty I am. All sticky and grimy from a hard session.
I turn my face away to break our lip-lock. "Hey, um... okay, so I'm flattered. But I'm also straight.”
“Does that matter?”
“Um, kinda. Don’t you think?”
She runs her thumb across my mouth, which is still wet from her kiss. “It doesn’t have to. Don’t you want your needs taken care of?”
There’s no denying that. But I need cock. Don’t I? It’s all I’d ever had. “Well, yes, but… I mean, I like guys.”
“Oh, so do I. For the most part, anyway.”
“And who the fuck is David that he thinks he can just assign me a replacement? Like I don’t have a say in it?”
It’s Fee’s turn to blush. “Okay, so I might have changed his words a little.”
“What did he actually say?”
She shifts her weight, accentuating the curve of her hip. “He asked me to apologize. That’s all.”
“So this, what you’re doing…?”
Fee puts her hand on the side of my neck. Damn, one of my weak points. The redness in her cheeks spreads to her throat. “I’m sorry. I took a chance. I’ve wanted to fuck you since… forever.”
“Y–you… but you never…” I don’t know how to finish that sentence, so I bite my lip. Meanwhile, the heat between my legs is crying out for something—anything—to relieve it.
Suddenly it’s weird to me that I’ve never truly noticed her before. The sweet little crinkles at the corners of her eyes from laughing. The delicious width of her hips. The fullness of her breasts.
"So..." I press my thighs together but otherwise remain still. "What exactly did you have in mind?"
Fee brushes her long strawberry blonde hair back over her shoulder and smiles. "I thought maybe I'd devour your sweet little pussy until you come, screaming, all over my face. Does that sound like something you could handle?”
I deal with blunt people all the time. At work, at bars, and even at the gym. But I’ve never had anyone spell something out quite so clearly before. Most guys try to make it all flowery or something, as if girls are scared of honest desire. Clearly that is not the case with Fee.
I realize my jaw has frozen in a half-open position. My mouth has dried up too, but thats no doubt because every speck of moisture in my body has suddenly pooled between my legs.
"C–can I have a shower first?" I ask, when my voice comes back from its vacation.
"If you want to. I honestly don't mind either way.” She brushes her hand down my arm and takes hold of my fingers. “I love the natural taste of a woman."
A fresh burst of arousal awakens inside me, coupled with a tight nervousness. I worked out for an hour and have been simmering for at least twenty minutes. "I think I'd rather take one."
"Let me know if you need help.” Fee squeezes my fingers and runs the back of her other hand down my face. She spins it to curl her fingers around my neck again and I moan without meaning to. “Y’know, if you’ve forgotten where to lather or anything like that.”
She pulls me to her and presses her hot, open mouth to mine, suckling on my lips and whimpering sweetly. I flick my tongue across the tip of hers, feeling my limbs turn languid.
She bends my head to her will and licks her way up to my ear. Her voice, when she speaks, is a ragged whisper. “You kiss even better than I hoped you would.”
I struggle to breathe as she sinks her teeth into my neck and runs her hand down my body. When she delves her fingers into my yoga pants I grasp her wrist, but that’s all I seem capable of as she presses on.
Soon her fingers are inside my panties, and gliding toward the sopping wet opening of my pussy. Before I can even think about trying to stop her, she drives her finger inside me.
"Please," I murmur. "I need to have a shower."
Her sigh fires out, hot against my ear, and sounds more than a little frustrated. She eases her finger slowly out of me, running it around my clit a couple of times and making me shudder with pleasure. “You sure?”
“Uh-huh…”
Still leaning on me, pinning me to the wall, she draws her hand back up. All I can see is her pretty pink mouth and her glistening fingers. All I can smell is my own arousal.
And then when Fee puts the two together, suckling my juices from her skin, I almost collapse to the floor. It’s somehow both the dirtiest and the sexiest thing I've ever seen, and it feels as if it’s melted my bones.
She glances at me and smiles, slowly lowering herself to her knees. When she speaks, she punctuates the words with soft kisses across my bare belly. ”Last time…I’ll ask. You still need that shower?”
She finishes by taking the exposed waist band of my panties between her teeth and pulling at it, her big blue eyes staring up at me. And when she lets the elastic snap back against my skin, I jump like I’ve been shot.
“I…yes, I’m all sweaty.” One thing I’m certain of is it’ll be the quickest shower of my life. I stride up the hall, pulling my tight Lycra clothes off on the way, and kicking out of my shoes and socks. I’m naked before I reach the bathroom. Before I can get to the shower, Fee is all over me.
"Damn, your ass is fucking gorgeous, Tonya."
She buries her face in my hair and cups my tits. I can feel she's taken her top off by the stiff nipples poking me in the back like gun barrels.
When she pinches my dark brown buds I slam a hard breath down into my lungs and press my palms to the backs of her hands, smearing my tits against her.
As Fee bites my shoulder, I turn the faucet on and let the water run hot, then pull out of her grip to dive my head under the stream. Wiping the water from my eyes, I turn back around to see Fee in the shower with me. Still wearing her jeans.
"God, you're perfect, Tonya."
Before I can reply she drops to her knees and slams her mouth right into my waxed bare pussy, driving her tongue across my lips and up inside me. The shock of it is amazing, and though I’d wanted to get cleaned up first, no way am I about to complain. No warmup, no foreplay, just diving right in, sucking straight onto my clit, and pumping her tongue in and out. And oh, god, it is fucking perfect.
I rest my hand on the back of her head and watch her work, scarcely able to believe what I’m seeing. I’ve had my share of mouths all over me, but every one of them has been male up until now. Fee’s beautiful face seems both scarily wrong and beautifully right, all at once. Her agile tongue does all kinds of magic to me. A magic that nobody else has ever matched.
When she runs her clawed hands up the outsides of my thighs, digging her nails into my skin hard enough to hurt, a cool invigorating shudder runs through my body. Fee pushes me back into the corner, letting me balance better, and she lifts my leg, kinking it and opening me right up.
Pulling her mouth off me, she drags her wide wet tongue right up my opening, lapping at me as if I’m made of chocolate. The sensation alone is intense enough to have me shuddering, but it hits even harder when I watch her at work.
Those perfect white teeth of hers, and the pure pink of her tongue, all flashing and gnashing as she devours the hell out of my wanton pussy.
"Oh, fuck..."
From almost nowhere, I feel it coming. A climax I don’t want. Well, of course, I want it. Just not yet, not yet, please. If Fee will just let me build up for a while I can come like crazy. But then she drives two fingers up inside me while she nibbles my clit, and I’m gone.
And as if this climax has a mind of its own, as if it knows something is completely different this time, it hits me like no other orgasm ever has. Starting in my scalp, it pours down through my body, pins and needles of pleasure.
Down there, on her knees, her mouth all over my pussy, Fee moans and laps and sucks, and it’s the dirtiest, sexiest, naughtiest sound in the history of the world.
Her sweet voice, shuddering out of her in little moans and gasps, adds an extra spice to the moment. Even if I close my eyes, I could never pretend this is a man eating me out.
Nor do I want to. She’s too feminine, too smooth. For fuck’s sake, she’s too damn precise. It’s like she has a map of my every pressure point, my every desire.
"Fee... that was..." No words come to me. Nothing can explain how unbelievably good it feels to have a woman fuck me.
"I know," she says, between soft lingering kisses all over my mound. "That was way too quick. You're a dirty girl, Tonya."
“I’m dirty? Seems to me there’s only one of us here who needs to wash her face."
She stands and pressed her big, soft boobs against mine as she leans through the stream of hot water. "You really want me to scrub this precious juice off my lips?"
I bite my tongue and smile, looking her directly in the eye for as long as I feel brave enough. Finally a rush of shyness comes over me and I look down for a moment, shaking my head in a silent no. Nothing can take the smile off my face, though.
Fee rests her hand on the side of my neck—damn, how the hell does she know to go there?—and before I think about what I’m doing, I take her mouth in mine, kissing her like it’s everything, and suckling my own sweet and spicy juices from her lips and tongue.
I know I have to be quick before I get spooked. And even more importantly, before the shower completely washes me off her.
To my delight, she responds even fiercer than before, sucking my tongue as if she can take it from me, and squeezing my nipples so hard it hurts. It’s a beautiful, dirty overload and I don’t want it to stop.
With one final hot press of her lips, Fee pulls away and shuts off the faucet. "Come to my bed. I have so much more I want to do to you."
“Oh, god..." More than she's already done? More than giving me the finest and fastest climax I can remember? Is there anything else?
Suddenly the idea hits me that maybe, just maybe, she'll want me to do a couple of things to her, as well. Somehow that’s more confronting, but right at this moment, nothing about the idea scares me in the slightest.
Okay, maybe a little. What if I can’t do it? What if I try it and hate the way she tastes? Oh, man... can I actually be thinking about eating another woman's pussy? As she leads me to her bedroom, and I watch her perfect thick ass bump and grind, I realize the answer is a resounding hell yeah.
When we reach her bed, she unbuttons her wet jeans and I help her pull them down. She’s commando beneath them, and suddenly I find myself face-to-face with her neatly trimmed slit. Her lips are plumper than mine, and she has the most beautiful reddish-blonde bush that I can't wait to touch.
She steps out of her jeans and I push lightly on her round belly, getting her to sit on the bed. Standing quickly, eagerly, I straddle her thighs with my knees and push my breasts against her face.
"Is this where you want me?"
She closes her eyes and glides her mouth between my big boobs, kissing my chest as if it’s all she’s ever wanted. "It's, um...one of the places I want you.”
She squeezes my tits together and kisses them like she can never get enough. All over, from bottom to top, from one side to the other, she presses her soft lips to my tender skin and leaves teasing little wet spots.
But she saves her best work for my spiked nipples, running her tongue around each one slowly. Perfectly. The heat and wetness of her tongue coats my sensitive flesh and when she blows a cool breath over my skin, the tingles grow and pulse through me.
It’s delightful, but it’s all too gentle. I need her to treat me a little rough. Not like a guy would, but just with more intensity than she’s using. Cupping my breast, I lift it and guide my stiff bud into her mouth, running it over the rippled surface of her sweet tongue. “Please, Fee?”
Her smile is gorgeous as she looks up at me, but it evaporates as she answers my barely-asked question. She sinks her pretty white teeth into the firm flesh of my nipple. I push my hand to the back of her head and rub my soft breast all over her face.
Fee opens her thighs, pulling mine farther apart as well. She holds my nipple hostage between her teeth and curls her arms around me, cupping my ass in her hands. The tightness of her grip has me moaning again, and she spreads my cheeks hard enough that my skin burns in the most perfect way.
If I’m going to do this properly, though, I need to take some control. Using just my weight at first, then with a firmer push, I get Fee on her back, with her legs still hanging over the edge of the bed. We land almost face to face and I seize her mouth for a moment, once more tasting the delight of kissing a woman.
It’s only when she squeezes my ass again that I take the hint, raising myself off her and dangling the weight of my tits all over her face, toying with her searching mouth.
Crawling forward, I press my still-wet pussy against her, leaving an aromatic trail all the way up her body until I reach my target—her flicking tongue.
The hunger in her eyes tells me what to do next, and without hesitation, I lower myself on her, letting loose with my first full-throated scream of the day as she sucks my lips into her mouth and grabs my thighs.
Her grip is way stronger than I expected, and she pulls me down, mashing her face into my cunt.
As intense and perfect as it is to have her devour my pussy, it hardly seems fair. I've already had a killer orgasm, just from dancing on the end of her tongue.
Now she’s diving in again and impelling me toward another one. Maybe even a bigger one, though it seems as though that would be impossible. Damn. For a woman who claims to be mostly straight, her tongue is magic as she lashes at my most sensitive flesh.
The strength seeps out of my arms beneath her onslaught, and though I try to hold my weight up, they threaten to give way.
Fee pulls down even harder on my widespread thighs, until it’s as if she’s driven her entire mouth up inside my pussy. The tingles turn to tangles and they roll around each other, racing together up my spine.
What surprises me most is how vocal Fee is. She fucks at least as loudly as I do, though my pussy absorbs a whole lot of the noise.
But if I could bottle her moans and groans, and her heavy breathing and sticky lapping sounds, I could sell it as an aphrodisiac.
When it finally feels as if my elbows are about to melt, I push up and lean back, sliding my ass forward a little.
Fee sinks her teeth into my wet lips as I reach for her pussy. I grind my fingers around her in a hard circle. It’s like I’ve found the button for the garage door, the way she suddenly pulls her legs up and apart, giving me even better access.
Savoring the slick heat of her pussy, I roll my hand, coating as much of it as I can with her hot juices. From the angles of our bodies I have only limited reach, but I drive a finger up inside her as best I can. Her moans grow higher and sharper as I pump in and out like crazy.
There’s only one thing left for me to do. And though I’d never really thought about it before today, suddenly it’s all I want.
I have to taste her.
With a quick swing of my leg I roll over, pressing my belly to hers and hooking my hand around her leg. I turn and plant a hot kiss on her inner knee as I slide backward to grind my pussy down against her mouth once more. Then I lick and nibble at her inner thigh.
With every passing second I draw closer and closer to home, and the skin beneath my mouth grows softer, silkier…hotter. My entire being fills to the brim with the spicy scent of her pretty pussy.
Whether it’s the heat of the moment, or the pre-orgasmic fog in my head, I honestly can’t say. The fact is, at this instant there’s no place I’d rather be than right there, locked in passion with this sexy older woman.
I dive into her, running my tongue right down the hot, wet face of her gorgeous pussy. There’s a salty tang to her flavor, reminiscent of the ocean and the earth, and it’s familiar, yet unique, and completely wonderful.
Everything about the moment is naughty...and it’s exactly what I needed when I arrived. The way she bucks her hips beneath me is a delight. Enough to have me questioning myself. My assumptions.
My orientation.
Lash after lash of my tongue meets with bigger and better reactions, as Fee whimpers her pleasure straight into the heart of my raw, soaking pussy. She smells and tastes amazing, but the sleek, oily feel of her against my lips and tongue is even better.
The softness of her trimmed bush rubs against my throat as I tickle her all the way down to her ass, tasting everything she has to offer. It’s as if I can’t get enough of her into my mouth.
No matter how much and how hard I suck and bite and lick at her, the hunger simply grows inside me. No matter how deeply I drive my tongue inside her, or how hard I squeeze her perfect ass, I swear I’ll never want to stop doing it.
She’s right on the edge of climax. But I sense that even after we both come, there’s no way my thirst for her gorgeous body could ever be slaked.
I bring my chin into the action, grinding it over her clit, coating my skin with more of her scent as if it’s an exclusive perfume. Every few breaths I’m forced to stop, to whine, or moan, or whimper with desire as she keeps munching at my clit.
Still Fee pounds her hips up and down, almost as if she’s trying to keep her bud out of my reach. To draw the moment out. Like she’s begging wordlessly for tiny moments of respite from the onslaught of my hot mouth.
She’s not getting out of it that easy. I need her where I can savor every tiny part of her sweetness.
Releasing her pretty ass cheeks, I slide my hands up and over her wide spread thighs, pressing my fingers down over the unbelievably smooth skin of that tiny round valley that separates thigh from pussy.
When she tries to buck again, I push down, holding her still. She retaliates by pushing her face up against me, sucking my lips into her mouth and pulling back.
The stretch and burn are so intense I have to catch my breath for a second, but when she lets them slip free with a loud and dirty slurping sound, I press my hands inward, pursing up those wonderful fat pussy lips of hers and gliding my tongue down over them before pumping the length of my tongue deep into her. 
“You sure…uhh…you haven’t done this before, Tonya?”
“Uh-huh.”
“Ohh…then womankind has been fucking missing out. You really oughta be doing a whole lot more of it.”
“Less talking. More eating.” Already my pussy is screaming to me that she’s being neglected.
Fee swabs me from clit to ass hole and though she’s been working me over for a while already, somehow it’s more intense in this moment. As if her tongue has suddenly become rougher.
When she presses her finger against my ass hole I think I might die of pleasure. Already it’s the most amazing sex of my life, but that little move just bumps the whole thing up a notch. Even though I’m on the verge of coming again, I still feel I could do this for hours. With maybe just the occasional drink break to replenish our fluids.
The sticky slurping sound of her mouth on my cunt is a symphony, and the insistent press of her finger in my back hole is the conductor. Every tiny move she makes with that finger intensifies the pleasure of her mouth on my pussy.
I follow her lead and glide my thumb deep into her pussy, licking her lips all around it as I drive in and out. Fee pulls her mouth off me barely long enough to bark out the most ragged and filthy swear words known to womankind, then smashes her face back into me.
Minute after minute passes in pure bliss. It’s not that we’re edging each other. Nothing that formal or organized. We just both seem to want the same thing. Release…eventually.
It’s all about rhythm and flow, about tease and release. She works me like the waves work the shore, and I swim across her like a dolphin in the ocean.
Whenever I get close to coming, she slows down or stops, inching me toward climax and then easing me back a notch, building the tension inside my belly.
Following her lead, I listen to the speed of her breath, the pitch of her voice, and when her body vibrates beneath me I take my thumb out of her cunt and suck it. She falls back from the brink of orgasm while I savor her taste.
“God…” I barely recognize my own voice. “Where has this been all my life?”
“Waiting for you.”
As I turn my hand and drive two fingers into her, I bite the tender skin of her inner thigh, forcing her to squeal against me. It is sheer perfection.
Taking her hard little clit in my mouth, I draw her fragrance deep into my lungs. She’s a sensual feast, the likes of which I’ve never experienced.
Fee sinks her teeth into my clit and rotates her finger inside my ass. I know I’m gone. Over the edge. Falling into the fierce ecstasy of an enormous climax.
In retaliation, just before my orgasm really hits, I bite into her little nub. Her moans turn to impassioned screams and she bucks beneath me harder than ever before.
Fee whips her arms up around my hips as if greeting them from a long trip overseas and pulls me down to meet her. She dashes her mouth against my cunt and fucks me with that magic tongue of hers as if it were a small cock.
When I come, it’s like somebody poured a bag of pins onto my back. Sharp tingles of pleasure radiate over every conceivable inch of my body, from scalp to soles. Fee rolls her hips as she pumps them beneath me, filling me with the satisfaction of a job well done. And filling my mouth with a fresh burst of salty juices as her climax hits her. If I’m any judge of it, hers is as earth-shattering as mine.
Slowly, we lap and suck ourselves to a standstill, trying to coax every iota of pleasure from each other's climax.
I could happily fall asleep with my cheek resting on her pretty pussy, but I roll off her and spin around, landing beside her on the bed with one arm and one leg across her body. Not exactly a mark of ownership, but not a million miles from it, either.
I just want to hold her close to me for as long as I can. Her skin is so smooth and hot, and it feels perfect against mine.
Fee looks across at me and smiles, most of her face coated with the slick and sticky proof that I hadn't dreamed this. I kiss her, slowly and deeply, drinking my own arousal from her skin.
I don’t think I could ever walk away from the magic of a thick, hard cock. Not permanently, anyway. But one thing I know for sure is that from now on, I’ll be so damn open to women.
The girls in my Pilates class better watch their asses.
I sure will be.
THE END






Lesbian Sex With My Naughty Neighbor


If anybody walks past, they’ll probably think this is some weird sex thing. Or maybe a sorority initiation. 
Here I am, hanging off a suburban fence at midnight, my boyfriend boosting me. With my short skirt riding high, and my leg up over the edge, I have nothing but a skimpy thong maintaining my modesty.
Seriously, all Tommy would have to do is to turn his head a little to the left, and he could…read my lips.
“Hayley, come on,” he says, somehow making a whisper sound like a whine. “Let’s just go back to my place or something.”
I glare down at him. “Does your place have a pool, dude?”
“No. But neither does yours.”
“I know. That’s why we’re climbing into my neighbor’s yard. Duh.”
He drops his eyes low, and I feel like a bitch. I am a bitch, really. It’s frustration that’s made me this way, pure and simple, but that’s no excuse.
My problem is, Tommy’s never made any kind of move on me so far. Even now, with my pussy barely six inches from his face, and so close to naked that he can probably feel the heat from her.
“Well, then,” I continue. “Lift me.”
He ducks and hooks his hands beneath my foot, raising me enough that I can clamber over the fence.
When I land, I scan around. Is it technically trespassing when it’s your neighbor? After all, my daddy actually owns the place, and rents it out. So, really, it’s not like proper trespassing. Right?
There are no lights on, and no noises. Hopefully that means Julia, my neighbor, is either asleep or maybe even out of town.
She’s pretty cool, as far as neighbors go. Not like she’s part of my scene or anything, since she’s in her mid 30s. But she seems to know stuff, and she’s really friendly to me when we see each other over the fence.
But the whole point of busting in here is that I’m desperate to give my cherry away tonight. If Julia comes home, or wakes up, it’ll really spoil the mood.
I scamper over to the gate and let Tommy in. Even in the dull light from the street lamp he looks pale. “Are we gonna get in trouble?”
“Of course not. Nobody’s home.”
He still hesitates, so I unbutton my top and toss it aside.
“Hayley, are…are you sure about this?”
I let my actions answer, by pushing down my crazy-short skirt, leaving me standing in nothing but a tiny black thong and a matching bra.
At 19, Tommy’s a year older than me, but he’s never looked more like a scared little kid.
“Don’t you want me, big boy?” I purr, slowly walking backward to the pool.
“Um…y–yes?”
“Then strip off and come get me.”
The poor guy’s hands shake like hell as he unbuttons his shirt. I just hope he’ll be able to…rise to the occasion.
My heels hit the raised brick edge of the pool, and I step up onto it without looking. When my boyfriend glances over at me again, I take a flying back flip into the water.
“Hayley,” he hisses when I surface. “You better be quiet.”
“I told you, big boy. Nobody’s here.” I shake the solid wet lump of my long hair back over my shoulder and stand in the shallow end, taking in a breath so I can swell my perky tits for his viewing pleasure. “You like what you see, Tommy?”
“Y–yes?”
“Please, big boy. I’m all wet. I couldn’t be any wetter.”
“Leave the poor kid alone, Hayley.”
We both jump out of our skins and stare at the back deck of the house. It’s in complete shadow, so neither of us has noticed my neighbor sitting there.
“Julia? I thought…”
“Yes, I heard what you thought, Hayley.” She stands and comes forward, the street lamps glistening off her long hair and her silk robe.
Tommy stands there, gawking. I can’t tell if he’s frozen in fear, or if Julia’s undeniable beauty has him in its thrall. Either way, it only makes me more pissed.
“Tommy?”
“Hayley, he’s not ready.” Julia turns to my boyfriend. “I think you should leave, sonny.”
Tommy does a rapid about-face and scampers out of the gate like he’s just been freed from jail, and I sigh in frustration. “Well, thanks a fucking ton, Julia.”
“Honey, you so weren’t getting it tonight. Not from that sweet kid, anyway.”
“I’m never getting it. I’m gonna die a virgin. And not in a train wreck or anything. It’ll be old age.”
Julia chuckles, which only makes me madder. “Hayley, baby, you’re still only 18.”
“All my friends started—”
“Too young. I know your friends too, remember?”
I’ve had enough. Sure, she’s been my neighbor for 8 years now, but that doesn’t give her the right to judge me. I climb out of the pool and stride over to her, standing nose to nose. “Why are you meddling in my life, anyway?”
She curls her full, luscious lips into a smirk. “Because you’re in my yard. And I’m the closest thing you have to a mother.”
“But I’m a grown woman.” The way I stamp my foot afterward kinda undermines my argument. “If I want to fuck a boy, I should be able to do it without you interfering.”
“Then go do it. Just not on my property.”
“You’re just a renter. It’s my daddy’s place, not yours.” Oh, god. Even my voice betrays me. I’m a fucking ten-year-old brat, suddenly.
“Yeah, well, your precious daddy really isn’t all that, Hayley.”
“What? How fucking dare you, bitch?”
“I say it like I see it.”
I kinda want to slap her, but in her voice I can hear what sounds like genuine pain. “You’re…serious?”
“Yes, I’m serious. You know he and I were an item, right?”
“Oh…no, I didn’t.”
“Well, it’s been over for a year, now. At least he didn’t kick me to the curb. Not literally, anyway. Just emotionally.”
I can’t think of anything helpful to say, so I just make a little grunting sound.
“Hey,” Julia continues. “Maybe one day you’ll even get to meet your half-sister. The one he had with that floozy in Boston.”
“He…he travels for work, though. Right?”
“To be fair, I think it started as work trips.”
A moment ago I’d been ready to slap her. Now, all I can do is pull her into my arms. “I’m…I’m sorry, Julia.”
She smiles and strokes her fingers down my cheek. “I’m sorry, too. I ruined your big night.”
“Meh. You were right. Tommy wasn’t ready.” A thought suddenly occurs to me. “Wait…you were sitting there in the dark all along, right?”
“Yep. Just me and my gin.”
I swallow before talking again, just to get my thoughts straight. “So…if Tommy had been ready, you were gonna sit there and watch while he…y’know. Fucked me?”
“Please don’t judge me, honey. I haven’t been touched by another person in so fucking long. I’ll take what I can get, wherever I can get it.”
“But…you and my dad…” I’m struck dumb yet again by the thought of it. Even though my belly tingles at the idea of this woman watching me fuck someone.
“Yeah, I guess there was once a chance I’d be your stepmom, but it never happened. Besides, you’re hot as fuck, Hayley.” She looks away as she shrugs. “Sue me.”
Oh, god. My neighbor has never really opened up to me like this. Even though it’s never going to happen, I get a warm thrill from the idea I could have been calling her mom at some point. There’s nobody I’d have liked better in that role.
Her praise is like a drug, and one that I could maybe never get enough of. “You…really think I’m beautiful?”
“Oh, honey…” She comes forward and presses her mouth to mine, her kiss as soft as a summer breeze. When she pulls back again I stay still, trying to get my head around what just happened.
And how lovely it was.
“J–Julia?” I feel light-headed, but in the most beautiful way. Like I imagine being tipsy would feel.
“What can I say, honey?” she replies. “Whatever we are to each other doesn’t change the fact you’re still hot as fuck.”
She comes down to meet me again, this time landing much harder, probing at my lips with her tongue. It takes no time at all before I open up and let her inside.
I’ve been kissed before. Tommy did it a few times, and it was quite all right. A few boys before him. But nobody has ever kissed me like Julia.
It’s as if she knows a secret link between my mouth and my pussy. Every little caress of her lips and tongue makes my chest tight, and awakens fizzing sensations between my legs.
I make tiny whimpering sounds as Julia explores me, deeper and deeper, making soft fists in my wet hair. She drives at me so hard I overbalance, and we fall backward into the pool.
We drop beneath the surface, our mouths clamped together as we roll and writhe, our bodies meeting in all kinds of wonderful places. This sexy older woman thrusts her fingers down into my thong, over my hair-free mound, until she has one tip pressed to my clit.
I roar out in sheer overwhelmed ecstasy as she grinds the hard bone of her finger into my stiff pleasure bud. If we don’t get our heads above water soon, we’ll both drown. But holy fuck, what a way to die. With bursts of pure bliss erupting in my pussy.
Julia eventually finds her feet and stands, dragging me up without ever breaking our deep, heated kiss. She swings me around and slams me back against the side of the pool, and I grunt with the impact.
Julia bites hard into my bottom lip, and I squeal with the delicious pain.
“Fuck you feel good, honey,” she whispers, her breath and her words rasping with arousal. “I can’t wait to see you naked.”
“Ohh…”
Julia ducks below the surface again, and grasps my skimpy thong in both hands. She tears it off me in an instant, and even below the churning surface of the water, I can see that she stills for a moment.
Slowly, she moves one hand toward me, then the other. When she presses her thumbs to my outer lips, I moan with pleasure. When she parts those lips, it’s her turn to moan, the sound coming to me as vibrations through the water.
My neighbor releases my pussy lips and slides her hands around to my bare ass. She lifts me, and presses me back, until I’m sitting on the rough brick edge of the pool.
When Julia surfaces again, her face is right there, between my legs. She only comes out as far as her chin, and gazes into my eyes. “You’re so fucking beautiful, Hayley.”
“Thank you…mommy.”
“Oh, honey. Baby. It’s so naughty when you call me that. Especially when…” Instead of finishing, she curls her hands up around the outsides of my legs and pulls them apart. When she kisses the silky skin on the inside of my thigh, my whole body trembles with need.
“Mommy…are you gonna…”
“Hayley, honey…I can’t wait to eat your perfect little pussy.”
“Oh, fuuuck…”
Julia flicks my inner thigh with the tip of her tongue, drinking the water off my skin. She turns to the other side and does the same, just a little higher up.
A few seconds later, she’s only a fraction of an inch from my virgin cunt. The heat of her breath courses over my soaking wet lips, made cold by the water. My father’s ex presses her mouth against me, just a soft kiss. The same way she’s always kissed my cheek in the past.
Only…only not really like that at all. Because when she kisses my cheek, it’s once only, it’s quick…and it’s never felt so fucking good.
Julia opens her mouth, the wet heat of her tongue burning its way into my pussy lips. I bend backward and turn my face to the sky as she glides her tongue deeper inside me.
When she sucks on my clit, all the stars above seem to grow, and pulse, and I curl my legs around her back, pulling her harder against me.
“Mommy, please…oh, you’re so fucking good at that.”
Julia moans, and the sound tingles against me. She releases my bud and drops lower, pushing my legs higher at the same time. A second later, she grinds her hot tongue in against my ass hole, and I just about collapse backward.
“Mommy…mommy…that’s so wrong…”
“Uh-huh…that’s what makes it so fucking hot.”
This gorgeous older goddess takes my clit between thumb and finger, and pinches like hell, as she works the tip of her tongue inside my ass.
I throw my hands out behind me, just to hold myself up on the pool edge. Julia pumps her face forward and back, fucking my tight little back door with her tongue as she creates lightning bolts in my clit.
Every thrust of her face drives my ass backward, scratching my tender skin. The pain somehow only adds to the experience, and before I’m anywhere near ready, my climax is right there, hovering on the edge.
“Mommy…I’m so close to coming…”
“Oh, honey…”
She presses in against my tender ass, and strokes the surface of her tongue all the way up me. When she swamps my clit with her mouth and sucks like hell, I lose the power of speech.
Then, when she pumps two fingers into my pussy, and one into my ass, I lose the power to breathe.
An instant passes, where the whole world goes silent. And then, my core turns supernova, and my orgasm pounds its way through my body.
Julia bites into my clit so hard I wonder if she might take it from me. The sensations are so fucking strong that it sends me jerking like I’ve been electrocuted.
In desperation, I sit up, and fall forward, once again landing in the pool. My neighbor comes with me, as though she never wants to let go of me.
This time, when I surface, we’re face to face, and I pull her into a deep, hard kiss.
While I devour her mouth, I yank her silk robe wide open, baring her body to me for the first time. She shrugs the garment off and jumps into my arms, wrapping her legs around my waist, and I spin around, lifting her easily in the water.
I grip her sexy round ass, squeezing her flesh hard as I drink my juices from her lips and tongue. Julia mews like a kitten, and kinks her hips to grind her clit against me.
I bite into her tongue, and she pulls back just enough that I can see her perfect tits. A split second later, I dive on her, suckling one nipple into my mouth and digging my teeth in. Julia whines with need and falls backward, floating in the water as I kiss my way down her belly.
When I reach her mound, I stroke my tongue through her short cropped bush, and pause while I catch my breath.
Can I really do this? Not just going down on another woman—which is as scary as it is exhilarating—but for that woman to be my father’s ex-girlfriend.
“Please, Hayley honey. Give me your pretty tongue. I need you so much, baby.”
Oh, fuck. Such desperation. There’s no way I can resist her now.
I gaze down on her juicy cunt for a few seconds. The ripples and folds of her lips glisten in the street lighting, like a delicious fresh peach.
“Mommy,” I murmur, my voice breaking halfway through, before I dive forward and dash my mouth against her slick, hot cunt.
Julia’s scent caresses my nose, and her spicy flavor washes over my tongue, as I lap at her slit. Shaking my head side to side, I burrow my face deeper, thrusting my tongue inside and drawing out her tangy juices.
Julia thrusts her hips up and down, and I grip her sweet ass. I can’t get enough of my neighbor’s pussy.
She takes hold of my hair and pulls me into herself, harder than ever. She’s all I can see, all I can taste.  My knees tremble, still weak from my own climax.
Remembering what Julia did to me just a few minutes ago, I slide my mouth higher and clamp down around her clit. I bare my teeth and nip at her bud, while I slide my thumb in between the cheeks of her ass.
“Yes, baby, yesss…”
I jam the knuckle of my thumb against Julia’s ass hole and grind at her, while I suck on her cheeky bud. I spear a finger from my other hand straight into her juicy snatch, as she floats on the surface of the pool.
“Oh, god, mommy…your pussy is so fucking hot…”
“Honey…baby…uh, I’m so close…”
I suck her clit into the heat of my mouth again, and pull on it like crazy. My stepmom slides her hands onto her own breasts and squeezes, pinching her nipples as she moans and cries with pleasure.
“That’s it, Hayley…my sweet girl…uh, you’re gonna make me come…”
I hook my thumb and push the tip of it inside my neighbor’s ass, and that seems to take her over the edge. Her body trembles like it’s going through an earthquake, and then she arches her back, pushing her head underwater as she grinds her cunt against my mouth.
The pool water muffles Julia’s squeals of climax, but I swear they hit me like a physical force. My belly rolls with excitement, seeing how my fingers and mouth have worked such incredible magic on this woman.
Finally, she comes up for air, and raises herself out of the water, still squeezing me between her legs. She practically slams into me, taking my mouth yet again, in a kiss that reaches through my body and caresses my soul.
I collapse backward, and once more we fall beneath the water, kissing like it’s everything in life, like we’ll never stop. Rolling through the water, both of us still desperately clutching at each other’s body.
We come back to the surface, and it’s like a rebirth for me. I have no idea what this means, either short term or long term. All I know is that I suddenly have a whole new way to love my neighbor, and that I plan to show her how much.
Every single day.
THE END






Lesbian Sex With My Mother's Best Friend


Ever since I first started developing, I’d had a fascination with other girls’ bodies. Growing up with a super-prudish mom surely had something to do with it. She’s one of those women who seem ashamed they have genitals at all, let alone female ones. 
She sure does have some beautiful friends, though. And hey, maybe my fascination was more to do with mom’s bestie, Imelda. The woman is glamor personified,  and has always made time for me. Sometimes it feels like she’s my surrogate mom—even when my own mom is there with me.
Imelda never wears anything slutty, or revealing. Her makeup is always on point, to the point you can barely realize she’s wearing it. She chooses subtle fragrances which only enhance her natural scent.
I’ve become a little obsessed with her, truth be told. I don’t think it’s anything weird. At least I hope it isn’t.
But whenever mom and her church group go out, I’ve taken to tagging along, just because I know Imelda will be there. It’s incredible to see the ways men—and women—react to her.
My dad is clearly crushing on the woman, too, and who could blame him? Mom is a kind, loyal, intelligent…but ultimately boring, woman. Imelda has traveled the world, she moves like a dancer, and she really works all the goodies nature blessed her with. She’s the anti-mom.
The other thing is, I knew I could talk to Imelda about anything and she wouldn’t judge me. Even so, my growing interest in girls seems like something I should keep to myself. At least until I understand how deep it runs.
Even these days, I still spend times comparing other girls’ bodies to mine, but mostly I just sit back admiring them. All different shapes and sizes.
Big girls, skinny girls, glossy dark skinned babes, lily-white blondes, and all the sizes, shapes and colors between them.
Not that I’m actually gay or anything, I don’t think. All I know is that no guys have ever made me feel, y’know…sexy. I don’t really know how I feel about sex at all, yet. That’s something you gotta try before you know, I think.
But I’m turning 19 tomorrow, and I hate the idea of starting another year completely untouched. So, I’m doing something about it. Tonight, I’m taking the shine off my V-plates—but not just with some random hookup.
My grandparents and parents always give me cash for birthdays. As usual, they’d done it a week early, so I could get myself a present on the day.
I have 300 beautiful dollars to do with what I please. And what I please is to hire a professional to introduce me to sex. I’m on my way to meet her right now.
Yeah, I said her. Not that big a shock, I guess. I honestly don’t know if there’ll ever be a time I’ll want a penis pointed at me.
But it’s possible one day I will, which is another reason I chose a woman for tonight. That way, I can still tell the guy honestly he’ll be my first. Boys really buy into that shit, so I hear, and I guess I’m hedging my bets a little.
The cab drops me off just down the street from my destination, like I ask. I have no idea if this place has a reputation or not. All I know is, I don’t. Yet.
I climb the stairs and knock, feeling more relaxed now I can see that this is a proper brownstone, and not some random crack house.
The door swings open soundlessly, and a handsome older woman smiles at me. Mid 50s, with gorgeous silver streaks through her dark hair. Impeccable makeup and expensive clothes. Meanwhile, I’m slumming it in a short skirt and crop top, feeling completely under-dressed.
“Madison?” she asks, her smile growing warmer.
I frown in confusion for a moment, and get partway through saying no, it’s Nicolette, when she speaks over me insistently.
“Madison was the name of the young woman who made the booking…?”
I blush as I remember I used an alias. It hardly would have mattered if I’d used my real name, but I got spooked at the last minute.
I wonder if this woman is my…date. I wouldn’t mind at all if she is. I’ve known for a while that I have mommy issues. That’s why I insisted on having a woman with some age and experience tonight. After all, that’s what this is all about for me—gaining experience.
“Um, yeah. Madison. That’s me, all right.”
She sweeps her arm gracefully to the side, welcoming me in.
“Please come this way…Madison.”
I follow her to an ornate desk and she sits behind it. A few awkward seconds pass, and then she leans forward.
“I sense this is your first visit with us, Madison.”
I nod, surprised by how my confidence has gone into hiding.
“Well then, perhaps we can dispense with the…formalities first?”
“Oh.” Of course. I dig the envelope out of my pocket and hand over the money.
“Excellent. Well, based on your requests, I’ve assigned Tabitha to you. I’m sure you’ll find her to be…exactly what you need, Madison.”
“Um, thanks.” God, why is my voice so shy and girly all of a sudden?
The woman indicates the hallway. “Room 6, Madison.”
“Thank you.”
My already failing confidence drifts down another notch with every step I take. When I reach the door for Room 6, I consider turning tail and fleeing into the night.
But I’ve used up pretty much all my birthday money on this. I have no doubt I’ll like, or hopefully even love, everything that would happen inside this room. So long as I can just relax.
So I open the door and step inside, hoping like hell it isn’t a dingy little place with a rickety single bed or anything.
The instant I close the door I feel much more at ease. Everything about the room seems designed to create calm and open sensations. Warm lighting that’s low enough to feel intimate, dark walls that make the place feel both safe and cozy. It even has one of those fancy old screens women used to change behind.
And a gorgeous and enormous bed that looks like it could fit a basketball team on it. Hey, maybe it had.
“Madison?”
I jump a little at the sultry sound of her voice. I thought I was alone, but apparently she’s behind the screen.
“Um, yes. Tabitha?”
“Of course. Let me know when you’re comfortable, babygirl, and I’ll be right out.”
Already I’m feeling a whole lot better about this night. Her voice lends me comfort in ways I hadn’t expected. It isn’t just the warm sultry tones, but it's her choice of pet name—babygirl—that really works for me.
I guess the rigmarole of filling out the booking form in such detail really has paid off.
“Uh…should I take off, um…everything?”
“If you like, babygirl. Whatever works for you. Just know that I can’t wait to see you.”
Oh, she’s so fucking good. She makes me feel almost as if I’m at home.
I work my clothes off, hesitating only for a second or two before stripping off my bra and panties.
Still, nerves do get the better of me, and I turn my back toward the screen before speaking.
“Um, okay. I’m ready.”
“Lovely,” she says in her sweet alto voice. I barely hear the sounds of her feet on the carpet over the raggedness of my breath. I just hope she likes the look of me enough to at least fake this.
“Oh, my. Madison, you have a lovely body.”
“Thank you,” I say, barely making it above a whisper.
She’s right behind me. The heat of her body warms my back, but my skin prickles in anticipation, growing goosebumps almost as if we’re in a freezer.
The soft touch of her fingers on my shoulder makes me jump, but as she strokes down the length of my back I let out a tiny moan.
“Gorgeous,” Tabitha murmurs, before pressing her lips to the center of my back. She takes a gentle hold of my hips and kisses her way down my spine, landing on her knees.
She kisses one cheek of my ass, and then the other, letting out a sweet little mewing sound.
My nipples are so hard I worry they might burst. Any doubts I might have had about my attraction to women, about hiring this woman to initiate me…they all disappear.
I just about lose myself in the soft glance of her fingertips down my back, over the round swell of my ass, and on to my thighs.
When she strokes back up, she uses her palms, with her thumbs digging in a little to my inner thighs. My belly tightens as my pussy tingles, and I can’t wait to see where this will go.
Tabitha squeezes my ass, then my hips, and slowly stands again, glancing her soft lips over my bare skin until she ’s standing again.
Her perfume wafts into my nose, and it seems so familiar that I feel even more at ease. The press of her hard nipples into my back only makes me more desperate to see her. To touch her.
“You’re very lovely, Madison. Won’t you turn around?”
My confidence takes a little step back, and I cross my arms at the wrists, clutching my hands together to hide my pussy. With my eyes lowered, I slowly turn to face Tabitha.
I can only see her from the shoulders down, but she’s everything I could have asked for. Lush and full-bodied, with the kinds of curves I hope will grow on me one day. Big, beautiful tits that make my mouth water, a sweet round belly, broad hips and thick legs.
And unlike me, she has a lovely dark bush, trimmed to perfection. It makes me wish I hadn’t waxed myself because hers looks amazing.
This is supposed to be all about her pleasuring me, and I’m not sure if I’ll get to do anything to her. But suddenly I desperately want to.
“Oh, don’t be shy, Madison. You have such a gorgeous body. Let me see your face.”
In for a penny, I think, and bring my head up to look her in the eyes.
And just about jump out of my skin when I recognize her.
“Fuck! Imelda?”
“Oh, Nicolette. Honey, what’s…I don’t understand.”
“You work as a…does mom know about this?”
“Of course not, honey. Do you really think I’d be welcome in her church group?”
“But…but…”
I gape for a second as the questions flash through my head too quickly to grab hold of. My mom’s best friend is…into women?
“I can see you need a moment, Nicolette.” She leads me to the bed and sits me down on it. When she sits beside me, her soft hip pressing against mine, I know I should pull away. Run away, even. Yet I stay.
“So. I get that this is weird for you, honey. Haven’t you ever wondered why I’ve never married? I did try with guys for a little while but none of them could…ring my bell.”
She leans a little closer like she’s sharing a secret, even though it’s only the two of us here. “It turns out that not only am I a lesbian…but I’m also insatiable.”
My eyes flash wide, but when I look at my mom’s best friend again she just winks.
“Is that why…you’re, working in, uh…”
“As an…escort? Yes. I only work here casually, and it’s not really for the money. It just helps me…uncork. I only ever take female clients, though.”
She places her hand gently on my knee, and though I know I should push it away, I don’t want to. “I very rarely get someone as young and beautiful as you though, honey.”
“Thanks…but…”
“But what, Nicolette?”
“I mean, we have to go out there. Explain. Get my money back, or get me someone else.”
“Why’s that, honey?”
What? She still wants to go through with this? “Uh, well because you’re friends with my mom.”
She reaches over and brushes my hair back behind my ears. “And who better than someone who truly knows you, to take you on this journey for the first time?”
“Ugh. You know that?”
“Of course. I read your details…Madison.” She slides off the bed and kneels before me. “I’d be honored to make this birthday gift to you, honey.”
No. We can’t do that. It’s just so…so…wrong.
But I can’t deny just how much I want to. I fell a little bit in love with just her voice at first, and then totally lusted over her body. Right up until I learned her identity, I’d been ready and raring to go.
“Well,” I start, clasping my hands in my lap. “Maybe just a little bit. Nothing too, y’know…heavy.”
“I understand, honey. We were always going to do this at your speed.”
She stands, her body rising as smoothly as smoke until her beautiful tits are right before my face. I look up into her eyes and see the kind of motherly love that my own mother has always struggled with.
My mom’s bestie comes down toward me, bending in the middle almost like she’s taking a bow. She holds my head in both hands and tilts my face up, pressing her full, sensual lips to mine so softly it’s like the ghost of a kiss.
When she eases back, I take in the scents of her skin and hair, her perfume and breath, as I flick my tongue across my lips. She’s left the tiniest trace of moisture on me, and by me licking at it, I somehow feel I have part of her inside me.
That seems to be all I need. I close my eyes and let out a tiny whimper, and my mom’s bestie clearly understands exactly what I want.
She kisses me again, harder than before, sliding her hands down to my neck as she works my mouth open.
I hook my hands over her wrists and hold on, desperate to get more skin to skin contact. Imelda mews as she pulses her mouth on mine, coaxing me wider open and guiding her skillful tongue into me.
I can’t help picturing her doing exactly the same thing in…other places. Kissing me deeply, opening me up, plunging her tongue deep inside. Oh, holy fuck. The idea of that is so fucking wrong…yet so incredibly hot.
The more she kisses me, the more I need her. I slide my hands up to her elbows, and pull her forward, falling back onto the bed. She climbs on over me, kissing so hard it’s as if she’s driving me down into the mattress.
I reach up and make fists in her thick, beautiful hair, dragging her down so I can fire my tongue up into her mouth.
My mom’s best friend whimpers against my lips and pulls back, searching for breath. The motion of her head flows through into her body, swinging her bountiful boobs forward.
With barely a thought for what I’m doing, I catch her stiff nipple in my mouth and suckle at it. Imelda gasps, her body jerking slightly in reaction.
For a few seconds, she remains still, back arched, head raised, as I nip and lick at her hard pink bud. Then she leans into it, pressing the heavy weight of her plentiful boob down against my face. She gazes into my eyes, wearing that same nurturing look from before.
My mom’s bestie takes hold of her breast and lifts, feeding her soft, beautiful flesh to me as pleasure writes itself across her gorgeous face.
“Mm. You’re very good at that, honey,” she moans.
I don’t think I could possibly get enough of this. I grab both her breasts and drive my face between them, kissing her soft skin and nipping at the firmness of her flesh.
“Nicolette…babygirl…you keep doing that and I might just forget myself.”
Oh…that little pet name has so much more power now. As good as it had been before, when I’d thought she was Tabitha…it’s so much stronger now I know it’s Imelda.
“Mmm,” I groan, between hard sucks on her nipples. “What exactly would that look like?”
“Uhhh…are you sure you’re ready for this?”
“I don’t know. But I trust you. I know you’d never hurt me…mommy.”
Fuck. I know I’m just improvising a roleplay here, but I still can’t believe I just called her that. I have a mom. She’s this woman’s best friend. Yet Imelda, like I say, has always been more nurturing and supportive than my mother was able to be.
“Oh, babygirl. That’s so…dirty.”
“Please, mommy. Do all the things you’d normally do. Treat me like a regular client.”
“I…I can’t do that, babygirl. You mean too much to me. I won’t treat you like a client.”
“No, mommy. I need you.”
“I’ll treat you like a lover.”
She lowers herself onto me, the delicious weight of her curvy body taking my breath away, and the hardness of her knee driving down between my legs. Imelda kisses me, harder than ever, as she hooks her leg around mine and grinds the wet heat of her pussy against my thigh.
“Mm. You feel so fucking good, Nicci.”
She licks my throat and delves lower, nuzzling my breasts before sinking her teeth into my little pink bud. Her soft touch turns hard as she grasps my hip and rocks me, mashing my hot, juicy cunt against her knee.
The scent of my arousal fills the air, and my pretend mommy pauses for a moment.
“Oh, you smell so fucking tasty, babygirl.”
“Ohhh…mommy…”
“Are you sure you’re ready for…everything?”
“Please, mommy. I can’t wait.”
A look of pure serenity washes over Imelda’s face, and then her smile goes off-kilter as she closes her eyes. When she opens again, her expression is pure hunger, and it makes my skin tingle in anticipation.
Imelda kisses one breast and then the other, and I stroke my fingers over the bare skin of her back. She works her way onto my belly, trailing the tip of her tongue down to my navel.
“Babygirl…you’re so soft.”
She kisses the point of my hip, never even looking like breaking eye contact with me. I cup my tits as she lifts my leg, and I pinch my nipples when she kisses the inside of my knee.
“Nicolette…I can’t wait to taste your sweet little pussy, babygirl.”
“Please, mommy…now…”
Imelda sighs with a need that matches my own, then clamps her mouth to the silky skin of my inner thigh. Slowly, achingly slowly, she glides toward home, flicking at me with the tip of her tongue. She pauses when she reaches the top of my thigh, the sultry wash of her breath tickling at my most tender skin.
“Your pussy is so damn beautiful, babygirl.”
“Thank you, mommy.” I can barely even manage a whisper at this point. It’s all too much, and nowhere near enough.
My mom’s bestie captures me once again in her eyes, then dips forward, planting a soft kiss on the smooth swelling of my mound.
I pull in a quick breath that trembles with tension, and without even thinking about it I draw my legs wider apart.
Imelda smiles, a sexy crooked tilt to her beautiful mouth, and presses her chin to my clit. “You smell like the ocean, babygirl. I could swim in you all day and all night.”
Every word she speaks changes the pressure on my clit, and I spasm with pleasure. And then she shifts my world off its axis.
Imelda slides lower and presses her hot tongue to my slit, making circles until she has my lips parted. Exactly the way she’d taken my mouth only minutes ago. Then she guides that wet muscle home, gliding her way up and filling my world with untold pleasures.
“Oh, fuck…that feels so good…”
Imelda smiles and presses harder, thrusting that magical tongue inside me as she works it in broad circles. She grips my inner thighs, gradually digging her fingers in deeper and deeper as she moans her pleasure straight into my pussy.
“Mm,” she grunts between long, hard strokes of her tongue. “You taste so fucking good, babygirl.”
“Uh…eat me, mommy. Suck my pussy…”
Imelda bends her head to the side and shakes her head, lashing her beautiful tongue over me from clit down to asshole and up again. When she turns back and clamps her mouth over my pleasure bud, I wonder if I might lose control.
And then, when she thrusts her finger inside me, I swear I absolutely lose my mind. Pulses of pleasure ride through me as she pumps her hand and sucks my clit in the most amazing rhythm.
Imelda takes her mouth off me for a moment and pulls her finger out. I feel so empty and cold suddenly, until I watch her drive that glistening finger into her mouth and drink my juices from it.
When she plunges a second finger in and sucks it, I moan in delight. She whips them out of her mouth and pumps them straight into my cunt, rolling her wrist as she finger-fucks me almost into oblivion.
She dives back down on my clit, seizing it between her teeth as she bends her fingers up and presses on a magic little button inside me that I never realized was there.
I grip her luscious hair and hold on, riding the growing wave of ecstasy that mounts inside me. I pump my hips, mashing my slick wet cunt into this gorgeous older woman’s face, coating her with my arousal.
And when my climax comes, it comes with a vengeance. It’s as if I’ve burst inside, like I’ve swallowed a geyser. Tingles become prickles become fireballs, as I howl with the bliss of release.
My pretend mommy keeps her mouth on me all the way through, drinking my juices eagerly as I roll my hips and squeeze my thighs together against her head.
“Oh, my sweet babygirl. You’re the most gorgeous little thing…” She crawls her way up my body, kissing my bare skin in all kinds of wonderful places until she’s holding herself above me.
I’ve always thought she was beautiful. But now, gazing down at me with that maternal care in her eyes, and my slick pussy juice all over her face, she’s otherworldly.
“Please, mommy…let me?”
She raises one eyebrow. “Let you what, babygirl?”
“Let me pleasure you?”
I slide myself a little way down the bed. Far enough that I can cup her magnificent breasts together and take her nipple in my mouth. Imelda lets out a sweet, high moan, and I know I’ve done good.
“Babygirl…you have such a pretty mouth.”
“Let me taste you, mommy?”
“Ohhh…”
I slide a little lower, and she comes forward. Her trimmed bush fills my vision, and her scent fills my nose. So much like my own, but with its own sweet nuances.
But when she sits up, her juicy slit is all I can see.
“Oh, mommy…you’re so wet.”
“For you, babygirl. You made me wet like that.”
I curl my hands over her luscious thick thighs and gently pull, urging her to come down to meet me.
“You’re so beautiful, babygirl,” she hums, and then relaxes the tension in her legs.
I stroke my tongue the whole beautiful wet length of Imelda’s slit, drinking in the spicy juices of her arousal. She releases a long, slow moan and comes down harder on my mouth.
She grips the hair on the top of my head and gazes down into my eyes, rolling her hips and grinding her sweet cunt all over my face. My moans turn into growls, muffled by the soft wonder of Imelda’s pussy.
“Harder, babygirl…uhhh. so fucking good.”
I reach up and grab her big, beautiful tits, mashing them against her and flicking her nipples with my thumbs.
My mock-mommy’s soft, serene face turns hard, and she curls her lip with effort. She pumps her hips forward and back and I lash at her with my tongue. There isn’t an inch of her I don’t taste, yet I’m not sure it will ever be enough.
Her trimmed bush tickles at my nose as I thrust my tongue up inside her, barely able to breathe and barely caring about it.
She tightens her fist in my hair, bringing sweet tears to my eyes, as she arches backward. I can’t believe I’m capable of giving this much pleasure to another person. Especially as a first timer.
I seize Imelda’s clit between my teeth and squeeze, and her whole body jolts. “Oh, fuck…I need to taste you again, babygirl.”
She pulls out of my grip and swings around to face the other way. When she plants that tasty cunt back on my mouth she falls forward, landing on me and dashing her skillful tongue down the length of my pussy, making me squeal with delight.
The room falls silent except for the wet, sticky sounds of two tongues licking, and little whimpering moans of pleasure. Imelda drives two fingers up inside me again, and it feels so good I do the same to her.
The rich musk of her pussy washes over me and makes me hotter than ever. I drink the sweet and fragrant juices from her as she tightens around my fingers.
“Babygirl…you’re gonna make me come…”
The dry rasp of her voice is the last straw, taking me right out over the edge. Together we plummet into twin orgasms, bucking our hips in rhythm as we suckle each other’s pussy.
Imelda has barely finished pulsing her cunt around my fingers when she climbs off and spins back around, practically jumping on me to take my mouth deeply with hers. We taste ourselves and each other in the one kiss, and she lies back and rolls me up onto her chest.
Her big, soft breasts are the perfect pillow, and I know I’ll never felt more at home than I do right now. It seems impossible I could ever feel safer, or more comfortable, than this.
“Mommy,” I whimper, my words muffled by her thick, tender flesh.
“Babygirl,” she hums as she kisses my forehead. “That was incredible. I’ve never come so hard before.”
“Really?” I can’t help but have doubts. It’s her job to make her clients feel good, after all. In the mind as well as the body.
“Really, Nicolette. And babygirl, you can come see me anytime.”
“Oh…I won’t be able to afford—”
“Shh,” she says, tilting my face up to hers. “I mean in private. You know where I live, after all.”
THE END






Lesbian Sex With My Nubile Young Nanny


The air in the car is icy, even though it’s the middle of summer. I can’t believe what a terrible date night it’s been. 
I keep my arms crossed, and my body turned away from my husband’s as he drives. Never have the street lights have been more interesting.
“I’m sorry, Karly,” Phillip says quietly. “I just stated a fact.”
“Oh, yes, I know. You think our babysitter is a hot little piece of ass.”
“I didn’t say that.”
I just huff at him. It’s true, he didn’t use those words. And duh, River is 18, busty and so beautiful it’s scary. Of course my husband thinks the girl is all that.
I’m not even angry that he thinks she’s hot. I think she’s fucking hot. I’m pissed that he thought it was fine to tell me that.
It’s been 2 years, but I think maybe I’m still not over the time he cheated on me. I did forgive him, and I guess I can’t just turn back to it every time he makes me crazy.
The truth is, it still hurts. We were in a bad place, back then. We had a new baby, and life as we knew it had exploded into chaos.
He confessed almost immediately, and clearly was genuinely sorry. He even did like a lot of guys do, telling me I should go out and fuck someone, too. As if hurting him would somehow ease my own pain.
But him singing River’s praises—during the one night a month we can actually go out together—really tore the scab off that wound.
Thankfully, Phillip doesn’t make any more attempts to talk to me. He just drives. And when we pull up out front of the house, I get pissed again because it’s only 9:30. So much for dancing the night away.
As I open my car door, Phillip’s cellphone rings. I’m about to tell him to ignore it, but I’m too late. He takes the call, and I can tell instantly it’s his boss. So he’ll be stuck for a while.
He whispers to me that he’ll stay in the car so he doesn’t wake our son, which is fair enough. I’m not sure I want to look at him too much at the moment, anyway.
So, I say nothing. Just let myself out of the car and take off my heels. No need for fancy footwear now we’re home.
While Phillip chats away, I walk in my stockinged feet up to the front door. Everything’s quiet inside, so I assume River got little Mikey to sleep okay.
I slip in the front door, making sure to be quiet. Mikey’s room is just down the hall, and he’s a light sleeper. I’m not sure I feel maternal enough right now to ease him back to sleep.
A small sound comes from the living room. And another. I can’t tell for sure but it could be our 3-year-old babbling quietly. He should not be up this late. I frown and head up to the wide doorway.
And I’m confronted by the sight of our beautiful young babysitter, alone on the sofa, with one hand in her shorts, the other gripping her breast through her flimsy T-shirt, grinding away at herself.
For a moment I’m struck completely dumb. She really is a vision, and not for the first time, I’m kinda shocked she doesn’t have a boyfriend. Or ten boyfriends.
She’s always been stunning to look at, with her big, round breasts, her slender waist, her wide hips and a healthy pink glow to her velvet cheeks.
Right now, that pink glow is darker than ever, and with her face contorted in pleasure she is absolutely stunning.
What surprises me most about the moment is that I seem unable to look away. She’s so young, so beautiful, her shapely body brimming with vibrant sexuality.
As she works away at her pussy, she pinches her nipple through her top, and it sends waves of pleasure through her soft, youthful body.
She keeps making those little mewing sounds, the ones that first caught my attention. It’s both adorable and sexy, and my nipples peak as if in harmony with hers. As if it’s my clit she’s rubbing.
I bite into my lip as her face contorts with pure, ravenous bliss, and she sucks in a hissing breath as a climax erupts inside her.
Holy fuck. All I’ve done is watch, and I feel like I need a cigarette. Which is even weirder, since I’ve never smoked.
But, as hot as she is, she’s absolutely the last thing I need my husband to see right now. Especially looking as comely as she does right now.
“River!” I hiss it out sharply, hoping not to alert Phillip.
“Oh, fuck!”
Our babysitter pulls her hand out of her shorts and sits up, her big blue eyes as wide as saucers.
“Mrs Daniels! Uh…” Her cheeks flush again, an even darker crimson, and I swear she’s about to burst into tears.
“Shh,” I say. “River, it’s um…it’s okay. I mean, I’m a little surprised, but…”
But what? I’m as lost and embarrassed as my young babysitter clearly is.
“It’s not what you think,” she says quietly, flashing her eyes toward the coffee table.
I glance over there myself and see the framed photo of Phillip and me on the beach in Miami, from a few years back. Phillip shirtless, in his board shorts and me in a ridiculously revealing bikini that felt two sizes too small.
I sure did catch a lot of attention that day, though, and I can still recall how sexy and powerful it made me feel.
Suddenly, I click what she’s telling me, even if she isn’t meaning to. She was masturbating to that pic.
Oh, god. It’s worse than I thought. She’s as hot for my husband as he is for her.
The clunk of the front door closing breaks through the tension, and River crosses her arms as she slides back on the sofa and turns away from me.
Phillip comes past the doorway and glances at me.
“Everything, uh…okay in here?”
“It’s fine, dear,” I say. “You go to bed. River and I need to chat about…a couple of things.”
My husband’s face pales, which means he probably thinks I’m going to be a bitch to the girl about his comments.
In reality, I’m going to be a bitch to her about lusting after my man.
Thankfully, Phillip heads down the hall, leaving me to the unpleasant task of firing this sweet girl.
“So, River,” I say, as I wait for the right words to come to me.
“I–I’m sorry, Mrs Daniels. You guys came home early.” She still has that freshly-fucked glow in her cheeks. Damn, but she’s a beauty.
And I find myself softening toward her. Maybe I don’t have to fire her. Phillip’s still a good-looking man, after all. I can’t blame the girl for forming some kind of crush.
I sit next to her and she just about jumps out of her skin.
“I–I promise it will never happen again, Mrs Daniels.”
For a moment, I pause. Then I pick up the framed photo and look at it.
River whispers a tiny oh, god, and when I look at her again she has her head turned partly away from me.
“It’s, uh…a little strange, River. But we can get past this. I’ve been there, myself. 18 and curious, and I crushed on probably a dozen guys my dad’s age.”
She gasps and opens her pretty blue eyes wide again.
“Oh, my,” she whispers. “That’s not…I wasn’t…”
“River?”
“Are you sure you want to talk about this?”
I frown as I study the girl. Her whole body trembles under my gaze.
“I think we should. My husband is at a…fragile age. If you even smile at him the right way—”
“I’m not interested in your husband.”
“But…the picture. And you were…”
She flushes again as she closes her eyes for a moment, and then reaches over to the photograph. She strokes her finger down the glass of the frame…right over my image.
“You’re so damn hot in this pic.” Then she glides her hand over mine and squeezes. “But you’re even hotter now.”
Oh, fuck.
“River? You’re a…you, um…”
She seems to take some confidence from my confusion, and eases the frame out of my grip. When she places it on the coffee table, she turns all the way toward me.
God, she’s so fucking beautiful. And it’s not just the way she looks. It’s the way she looks at me. I don’t remember the last time anybody looked at me that way. Like I’m the most desirable woman on the planet.
When she puts her hand on my knee, it’s my turn to jump in surprise. This can’t be happening. It’s wrong on so many levels.
But at the deepest, most intimate level…oh, god, it feels so fucking good to be seen this way. Not as a mother, or a wife, but as a woman.
All she’s done is let me know she’s into me, and already I’m buzzing in all the best places.
“River…my husband is just up the hall…”
“I told you, I’m not interested in him, in any way at all.”
I can’t help noticing the way her silky soft hand is suddenly halfway up my inner thigh. How her breath is that much warmer now her mouth is only an inch from mine.
This shouldn’t happen. She’s so young, and we’re only a couple of rooms away from my husband. But the only thing I can remember about Phillip right now is his words. How he said I should even things up by fucking someone else.
“Please, Karly?” She’s never called me by my name, before. Somehow, that one little move is all it takes to break through to me.
I slide my hand up her arm, and she quivers as her lips curl into a delicate smile. When I have my fingers around the back of her neck, it just seems completely natural to pull her toward me.
And when her slick, gossamer lips crash against mine, I swear lightning flashes between us.
River opens her mouth and I tilt my head to welcome her hot, wet tongue. She makes those soft mewing sounds again and presses her hand to my cheek.
My nose floods with the rich scent of her arousal, still on her fingers. I plunge my tongue inside her as I moan with pure indulgence.
River glides her leg over the top of mine. Before I comprehend what’s happening, she’s straddling me, her mouth plundering mine as her big, soft breasts press on my collar bones.
She drives her fingers into my hair as she rolls her hips, grinding herself against the top of my thigh. Even through her shorts and my skirt, I can feel the heat of her pussy.
My sweet young babysitter arches, throwing her head back to catch her breath. Her silky, perfect breasts smother my face and I grip her ass as I bite at them through her clothes.
“Ohhh…yes,” she murmurs, hugging me even closer to herself. Then she releases her grip on my head just long enough to reach behind and unclasp her bra through her T-shirt.
She sits up straight and gazes into my eyes for a moment. Then she whips her top and bra off in one quick move.
I suddenly don’t know where to look. Her long, wavy hair flies around her for a moment, like a glistening halo. The heat in her eyes captivates me, and the horny-beyond-her-years smile, as well.
But in the end, it’s those magnificent boobs, still dancing and quivering after their release, that I can’t turn away from.
“God, you’re beautiful,” I say. It’s a pure understatement, but I honestly can’t think of anything more to say. I reach out and cup her tits, flicking my thumbs over her nipples.
River takes a quick breath, then lets it out as a sweet moan. She puts her hands on my cheeks, and once again I catch her scent.
This time, I turn and kiss that hand, and she strokes her fingers over my lips. I open and draw them inside, tasting another woman for the first time in my life.
“Karly,” she says, making it sound more like a moan of pleasure than my name. The harder I suck, the wider her eyes flash.
Suddenly, I’m desperate to do anything and everything with this sweet girl. I grasp her long hair and scoop it into a ponytail. When I draw back on it, she gasps and lets her head fall backward.
I slip her fingers out of my mouth and clamp my mouth onto the silky skin of her throat. Kissing, licking, biting, I work my way up to her jaw and back down.
River hooks her hands around the back of my neck and arches her back. I trail the tip of my tongue down the sweet slope of her breast and draw her perky nipple into the heat of my mouth.
I’ve never done anything like this before, yet it comes so naturally. River’s high little moans drive me on, and with every passing second the heat between us grows stronger.
“Oh, god…Karly, that feels wonderful.”
I moan against her soft flesh, and she sits up a little straighter, mashing herself against my face. As I bite into her tender skin, River rolls her hips and grinds herself down hard against my leg.
She moans so sweetly it makes me dizzy. When she tilts my head back and ravages my mouth with hers, I swear I might just black out.
My hot young babysitter glides backward until her pussy presses against my knee. She rolls her lovely hips and the bursts of pleasure write themselves across her gorgeous face.
A moment later, she slides off me and lands on her knees. “I want to taste you, Karly.”
“Ohhh…”
She grasps my knees and pushes them apart, working herself in between them. Then she slides her soft hands up the tops of my thighs, dragging my skirt up.
When she bares my panties, she takes a deep breath and smiles. I glance down to see the telltale dark patch where my arousal has soaked through the pink satin.
River strokes her thumb up and down my slit, and even through the fabric, the sensation electrifies me.
She lifts my leg and kisses me on the knee, then licks a meandering pattern on my inner thigh. I’m both lost and found in her beautiful blue eyes, and she holds my gaze intensely as she drifts closer and closer to my pussy.
At the top of my leg, River bites into my skin, and I thread my fingers through her soft, red-blonde hair as I wince with the beautiful mix of pain and pleasure.
“Mm,” she hums. “You smell amazing, Karly.”
River pushes my leg down and across, using it as a makeshift pillow while she draws my panties aside.
“Fuck,” she whispers as she gazes at my glistening lips. “You’re so fucking beautiful.”
I can’t even risk trying to talk. My throat feels so dry, and my mind is a fucking mess. I’m whirling with desire and aching with need, and there’s only one cure.
I push my panties down and my sweet, naughty young nanny takes hold of them, stripping them right off me.
We pause for a moment as this sweet girl studies my most intimate flesh once more. And then she changes my world.
River strokes her tongue up the last few inches of my thigh and then crashes her pretty mouth into the wet heart of my cunt.
She makes curt little mm sounds as she strokes her hot tongue through my slit, and I make fists in her hair as I try desperately not to cry out in bliss.
River dives into me like I’m the ocean, stroking her hands up and down my widespread thighs, gripping and scratching as she devours every fucking millimeter of my pussy.
I squeeze my fists in her hair as I pump my hips, and this sweet young woman growls out her lust into the heart of my body.
There’s a heat, an intensity to this moment that’s unlike anything I’ve experienced with Phillip. Or with any other man.
Maybe it’s the pure velvet smoothness of her lips and her skin. Maybe it’s the fact this is my first time with another woman.
Maybe it’s the fact she’s just so fucking young, and so incredibly beautiful.
Whatever it is, she has me swirling right at the edge of climax. And I swear she knows it. There’s a fullness in her cheeks that tells me she’s smiling, even though I can’t see her mouth, plastered as it is all over my cunt.
She clamps that hot little mouth over my clit and sucks like hell. When I gaze again into the pure, crystalline blue of her gorgeous eyes, it’s all over for me. My core ignites in ecstasy and a spiraling, fizzing wave pumps through my body.
River moans with delight as she drinks my juices down, licking up and down the length of my slit as my climax wracks me with a pleasure so intense it’s almost painful.
The pulses of bliss gradually subside, but my desire for this incredible young woman only grows. I pull lightly on her head and she glides back up onto her knees.
I practically pounce on her, slamming my mouth into hers and drinking my own arousal from her lips and tongue.
She puts her arms around me and squeezes so tight I struggle to breathe. All that does is get me hotter than ever.
I glide my ass forward and slide my hands down to her tiny shorts. When I hook my thumbs into them and push down, River whimpers with need and stands, stepping out of them.
I kiss the sweet, soft roundness of her smooth belly, and gaze up into her eyes. She strokes her fingers down my cheek, and curls her pretty, glistening wet mouth up on one side.
Then she grips my shoulders and shoves me down onto my back, across the sofa.
I gasp in surprise, but when she climbs on over the top of me, I let that breath out as a sigh.
River straddles my face, and I don’t know where to look. She’s so beautiful, all over. From her eyes to her mouth to her breasts to her belly.
But her sweet, slicked up little pussy is right there. Inches from my face. And it’s impossible to look away from.
So, I hook my hands around her hips and pull her down to meet me.
I part my lips and stroke my tongue through her slit, moving like dripping honey to make sure I sample every nuance of her perfect young pussy.
River trembles above me, holding onto my hair with one hand and her own breast with the other.
She has a rich flavor that’s somehow both smoky and sweet. When she rolls her hips, I chase the movement with my tongue, desperate not to lose contact with her hot, rippled lips.
I pull down on her, harder again, and she presses herself onto my mouth. I become some kind of wildcat as I pump my tongue up inside her. She whimpers as I growl, and it’s all so perfect.
“Oh, god…Karly,” she moans. “That feels incredible.”
I agree completely, but all I can do is moan. There’s no way I’m stopping even long enough to utter a single syllable.
River pumps her hips forward and back, and I suck hard on her lips as I slide my hands around and grip the perfect tautness of her young ass.
When I squeeze her butt cheeks, my babysitter whimpers, and rolls her hips. I flick at her clit with my tongue and poke at her ass hole with my finger.
The instant I touch her back there, River lets out a long, breathy moan. I glide the tip inside her and her eyes grow wide.
“Oh, god…that shouldn’t feel so fucking good,” she murmurs. I snare her clit between my teeth and twist my finger, and an earthquake runs through her tender young flesh.
And then, she falls forward and throws her head back, her climax pouncing on her like a ninja attack. I ride with her as her entire body trembles and jerks with pulses of pleasure.
River grips my hair so tightly it hurts,  and she turns her moans to breathy hisses, sifted through her clenched teeth. All to stop from waking Mikey up. Or to stop Phillip from hearing us.
She’s barely finished climaxing when she glides down into my lap and slams her beautiful mouth into mine. She kisses me like I’m saving her life, and I kiss her back just as intensely.
I have no idea what this might mean for us, going forward. All I can think right now is that I plan to need this young woman’s services a whole lot more from now on.
Especially when my husband goes away on work trips.
THE END
I have even more F/F erotica on my Steph Brothers pen name.  Sign up for my newsletter and keep your finger on my…pulse!
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