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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

Check out the next book in the series! Heck, why not check out the whole series!?

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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