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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
Check out the first 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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