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  Lost & Found


Nights out with my husband used to be the highlight of the week. Even when I was pregnant, we’d still make the effort to get out a few times a month, although we started going to the movies and restaurants instead of clubs at that point. 
Even now that our daughter, Milly, is nearly five years old, we’re still making time to go out to dinner. Sounds nice on the surface, of course, but for a good while now it’s felt more like a chore than an escape. I’m starting to think I prefer my daughter’s company over my husband’s.
All I’m truly sure of is that Milly is my little treasure and I’d do anything to keep her happy and safe. That’s become my focus, and it’s a big part of why these nights out have paled, as well.
It’s hard to give over custody of my little girl, even if it’s only for a few hours. But Milly absolutely lights up whenever Jelena, our babysitter, arrives, which makes me want more than anything to stay home. To watch my daughter and her “big sister” play together. Seriously, that’s the dynamic between Milly and Jelena. They get on like the closest of sisters, despite not being related, and being nearly 15 years apart in age.
Of course, if I stayed home to be with my two favorite girls, that would then mean we wouldn’t need Jelena to be there. It’s a mess, and it’s pretty much all inside my head.
Jelena is an absolute wonder, though. If not for her, Dan and I wouldn’t get any time together as a couple. I trust the girl like she’s part of the family. Like I say, she’s basically a big sister to our little cherub. I’ve come to enjoy her company more than my husband’s lately, as well.
Tonight's been the latest in a long line of less-than-stellar nights out, so we’ve called it off early. Way early.
As close as Dan and I have been over our years together, it's clear we're growing apart. There’s no animosity, and not exactly an incompatibility between us. It’s just the absence of the spark we once felt.
He's not happy with where his career is, and I have to say, it seems he feels pretty much the same about our marriage, as well.
We're still good friends, but sex has fallen away big time. Neither of us has been swinging from any chandeliers, or chasing the other one around the house. It's been a long time since he's rung my bell. Or even let me try to ring his.
I'm just thankful I have all my toys at home, even if some of them aren't much use to me. Especially one that my best friend, Miranda, bought me.
To her, it was just a joke, based on one time that I told her about a filthy dream I had. More and more over the past few years, sex dreams have been my biggest thrill. I’m just not that much into Dan, anymore, and I don’t think it’s about him, so much as it is about all dudes.
Because this dream was not just any kind of sex dream. It was a lesbian sex dream. The first of many, as it’s now turned out. And it was hot as fuck.
The details, as with all my dreams, have remained a little elusive. All I’m certain of was that it was definitely a woman down there between my legs. A young one with a lovely golden crown of lush hair, and clear blue eyes that sparkled with mischief. And a soft, wet tongue that was as hot as lava as she devoured me whole.
Even telling Miranda about the dream wasn’t the reason for her punking me like she did, though. The mistake I made was to actually wonder out loud to her whether sex with a woman might be as incredible as it’s cracked up to be.
Miranda being Miranda, of course she ran out the next day and bought me a strap-on. The instant I opened the bag I made a show of rolling my eyes, and I laughed along like I always do.
Even in that moment, I’d always intended to toss the thing away. Only, I never have. Sometimes when I'm home alone I even put it on, just to walk around with a penis for a while. And maybe see if that's all it's cracked up to be.
The jury’s out on how good it might be to have a dick. I’ve knocked a few vases and photo frames over with the thing just because I’m not used to it, and the way it moves around and sticks the fuck out.
On the other hand, having something so long and hard—because of course Miranda bought me a thick eight-incher—makes me feel somehow…powerful. Like I could really fuck someone up just for the hell of it.
It’s crazy. I mean, the balls on it are huge but they’re not real. There’s no reason, other than projection, that wearing a fake cock should make me feel aggressive. I can’t explain why I feel strong and assertive when I strap it on, but that’s the reason I haven’t tossed it away.
Sometimes I wonder if Miranda might’ve had plans to change our relationship. To get us become friends with benefits, basically.
I don’t know about that. As much as I love her, that’s a step I don’t think I could take. I’m already worried my marriage is on the rocks, and I’d really hate to lose my best friend just because I banged her.
Besides, if I was ever to go that way, I think I’m much more likely to do it with a much younger woman. That’s not just because of how luscious and gorgeous they are. It’s also self-preservation.
The last thing I want is to put myself out there, and try some sapphic sex, only to find I’m no good at it. Someone young and fresh won’t have so much of a body count for me to compete with.
Dan brings me back to the here and now when he sighs in his more passive than passive-aggressive way, and I glance across at him. It feels certain he’s running all kinds of similar thoughts through his head. Not about fucking some young chick—not with a strap-on, anyway—but just…life thoughts. Negative ones.
I have to face it; we might or might not get a divorce, but we definitely can't go on like this. Driving home in silence, each of us in our own little world.
At least we agree on all the major points for how we want to raise Milly. Whether we do it under the same roof or not, she’s our priority.
Plus we both love our babysitter, though sometimes I worry Dan loves her too much, and in the wrong way. Which gets me more than a little jealous.
Not over my husband, but over Jelena.
Yeah, okay, so maybe I’ve been having more and more inappropriate thoughts about our luscious young babysitter as well.
And maybe those thoughts have been happening most often when I parade around the house wearing my silly strap-on.
But it’s not like I’d risk that relationship, either. Besides which, with her looks and body, and her golden crown of lush hair, Jelena could get it from anyone, anywhere. No hetero man would be able to resist the girl if she made herself available.
She's so gorgeous she could turn a straight woman gay, and the more I think back over my lesbian sex dream, the more I think maybe she already has.
Why does sex, or at least the desire for it, have to fuck everything up? Although in the case of my marriage, it’s the lack of desire for it that’s causing some of the friction.
That’s another reason I desperately want to keep Jelena in the fold. On nights like this, even though she’s only 18, Jelena becomes our icebreaker.
Those times when Dan and I can't find the right words to say, we can at least talk to our babysitter. Saying to her the things we can’t say to each other. Somehow it makes communication that much easier.
And Jelena’s such a sweetheart that she plays along. It seems like it should be a burden on the poor girl, but she’s there for us.
We pull into the driveway and head on into the house. We’re back so early that I wonder if Milly might even still be awake.
The first thing I notice is the noise coming from the living room. There's loud doof-doof music playing, but there's also some muffled feminine moans that sound like sex.
Oh, Jesus...Jelena must have a boyfriend over, and he's up to his nuts in her. The randy little prick. I ball my hands up, ready to run in and tear shreds off him, whoever he is. Like it’s any of my business, outside of the fact it’s happening in my house.
My husband is ahead of me on this, suddenly changing into a wild man. A overprotective Neanderthal, ready to grab that goofy young stud by the scruff of the neck and toss him out.
Sure, for our babysitter, he'll be a caveman. But for me, he's Dan the dishrag, for fuck's sake. Used to be he got jealous and possessive of my pussy, too.
The moment my husband reaches the doorway, he freezes. His jaw drops open, his eyes flash wide, and he steps back. Dan turns to me, a glazed expression on his face, and then he shakes his head.
I frown in confusion, but still he says nothing. Just waves his arm vaguely in the direction of the living room as he turns and scampers away up the hall to our bedroom.
Great. He’ll be asleep in under 10 minutes, so whatever’s going on in there, apparently I have to deal with it. I stride the rest of the way and walk straight into the living room, prepared to see some young man's ass pumping as he rides the gorgeous Jelena off into the fucking sunset.
Instead, I'm confronted by the amazing sight of my comely young babysitter, alone and naked on the sofa. Her long legs spread wide, her hand cupping her breast.
And down between her slender legs, she has my fucking strap-on in her hand. She’s grinding it against her clit like it’s a vibrator, and she's so lost in the sensation she hasn't realized I'm standing there. Fuck, thanks to the loud music, she clearly hasn't even realized we're home.
The first thing I do is to turn the music right down. The neighbors will be rocking up and complaining soon enough if that keeps going.
But of course, the moment I do that, Jelena shrieks in surprise and sits up. Her eyes flash wide as hell and she curls up on herself as if she can use her arms and legs to block out all that I've seen.
“Mrs Carlton...fuck...I, um…you’re home so early.”
I hold up my hands, as if I'm trying to soothe a spooked little filly. Which I suppose I am. "Jelena, honey...it's okay."
"It's not okay. You saw my...everything. And what I was doing."
Moments like these are really delicate. I’m thankful that I never got caught out like this, but I used to masturbate like a fucking demon when I was Jelena's age. Who am I kidding? I still masturbate like crazy, because that’s all I get these days.
So I let out a long, relaxing sigh, and walk slowly toward my bashful babysitter.
"Honey...it really is okay. Sex is...it's a natural thing. And at your age, I was a bit of a wildcat, too. I was fucking randy all the damn time.”
“Mrs Carlton!” My babysitter's face turns even redder. “You’re a…married woman. A mom.”
I sit on the sofa, right by Jelena's feet. The rich scent of her arousal curls up and works its way into my nose, and I close my eyes as I savor it for a moment. Naturally, it brings my dream back to mind.
"Jelena, honey. I was a human being in my own right long before I ever became a mom. A sensual, hot-blooded woman who...well, had more experiences than most of your friends' moms probably did."
Despite the awkwardness of the moment, I notice Jelena relaxing a little. And it's clear I've piqued her interest.
"Experiences like...what?"
I pause for a moment, wondering how ready she really is for this. The girl's not even 19 yet. "I'm not sure if this is—"
"Threesomes?"
"What?"
"Did you have threesomes? What about anal?"
"Honey..."
She inches forward and puts her hands on my knees. "Have you ever been with a woman?"
Now it's my face that's heating up as I blush harder than I have in a long time. Is she reading my goddamn mind? "Jelena, honey..."
"You have! I knew it. That's why you have this, isn't it?”
She parts her shapely legs and picks up the strap-on from where she dropped it. The tip of it glistens with her sweet young juices, and as she brings it close to me, her fragrance hits me even harder. It takes me a moment to regain the power of speech.
“Are we not going to talk about why you’re…using my toy?”
Her beautiful round face goes a darker shade of pink. “I’m sorry. I don’t have any of my own. I…I found this and just…”
I don’t really want to know how she found something that I’d hidden at the bottom of my fucking panty drawer. Or maybe I do. Maybe there’s something here between us that’s worth exploring.
Still, I don’t want to make the girl close down on herself, and on me, so I leave the question unasked. It’s fucking hard to form words, in any case.
It's not just that seeing my babysitter naked like this is confronting—which it is—but it's because of something much darker. Something so wrong I shouldn't even put it into words.
It’s clear to me now that my lesbian dreams have always been with Jelena. That I’ve developed an unhealthy fascination with this girl who’s not much more than half my age.
And it’s also the fact she has me hornier than I think I've ever been in my life.
"No, honey. I haven't been with a woman."
"But you want to. Don't you?”
My throat dries up from the rich blend of hope and heat in her voice. She's 18 years old. She looks after my daughter. This young woman is completely out of bounds. Plus, I’m not even a lesbian. I don’t think.
I’ve known Jelena since she was 14, and in all that time I've always thought I knew her like a second daughter. But at this moment I can't read between the lines. Is she asking in general? Or is…is she offering herself to me?
Jelena reaches forward again, this time sliding her hands up my thighs, creeping slightly beneath my dress. “Oh, god. You do, don’t you? Will you…can it be me?”
I slam my hands down over hers, but that's as far as I go. I stop short of pulling them away. I try to talk, to tell her we can't do this, but all that comes out is some long moaning sound, as if my voice is playing at one-quarter speed.
Because the truth is, none of that matters. The rules be damned...there's nothing I want more right now than to have sweet, sensual lesbian sex with my beautiful babysitter.
"I want to like you wouldn't believe, honey." Fuck. I just said it out loud. I keep waiting for myself to follow up with another sentence. Something like but I can’t. Only no other words form inside my head, let alone come blundering out of my mouth.
Jelena's sweet face lights up with excitement, and she bites into her luscious bottom lip. God, she couldn't be any cuter, or any more desirable.
I stand slowly, so she doesn't think I'm running away. For a moment, I listen, in case Dan is still up and about, but it’s all quiet. Suddenly, I’m glad I didn’t turn the music off completely.
It takes me a moment to strip off my dress and underwear, and suddenly here I am. Standing completely naked before my gorgeous babysitter. Who’s also completely naked. And luscious as fuck.
Jelena reaches out and strokes her fingers over my hips, then slides her hands higher. When she cups my big breasts in her soft, tender hands, my nipples stiffen against her palms. She looks up into my eyes and smiles, and I melt in the heat of her gaze.
“Mrs Carlton,” she whispers.
“Please, honey. Call me Tamara.”
“Tamara…you're so beautiful.”
I press my hand to the side of her face. "So are you, honey.”
I hold out my hand and it takes Jelena a moment to realize I’m asking her to hand me the strap-on. As she gives it to me, she bites into that lush, pillowy bottom lip of hers again, and a fresh ache of need opens up inside me.
I take a few moments to put the dildo on, and Jelena watches every move I make. Like she’s cataloging it for later. Once I have the toy all snug against me, I glide down to my knees at the front of the sofa.
Jelena swings around to face me. She draws her long legs wide apart and I scoot in between them. As my babysitter leans forward and captures my mouth in a soft kiss, I line the long, thick toy up with this sweet girl’s perfect little snatch.
She makes a brief moaning sound and eases her soft mouth off mine for a moment. “Please, Tamara…be gentle?”
“Wait…you’re a virgin?”
Jelena swallows and then nods, lowering her beautiful eyes in what looks like shame. “I’m sorry.”
“Honey, no. I’m so glad you told me.” And maybe it’s those fat, fake balls speaking again, but I’m fucking ecstatic that she is. That I get to be her first. “I’m honored, in fact.”
“You are?”
“Uh-huh. But I guess maybe I should warm you up a little before—”
Jelena cuts me off before I can finish, swooping up to kiss me in what seems to be relief. My sweet young babysitter explores my mouth with her tongue, and it’s easily as soft and as hot as it has been in all my filthy fuck-dreams.
Oh, god. What kind of magic could she work on my pussy with that pretty thing? Dare I even hope she’ll show me? That’s such a big step when she’s never done anything before.
I swoop my hands into the gossamer waves of her blonde hair, exploring her perfect mouth with mine for a moment. Swimming in the sweet, sensual feast of a kiss that's at once so soft and so deep that I could happily drown in it.
She squeezes my hips and I have to pull away just to catch my breath. Then I lean down to suckle on my babysitter's nipples, first one and then the other. Jelena whimpers and arches, presenting her perfect girls to me.
"Tamara...oh, god, that feels so nice."
Nice is nowhere near strong enough to describe how her tits feel to me. They’re firm yet giving, hot and silky. I explore her tight little buds with the tip of my tongue, and pull them deep inside my mouth to suck on them.
Jelena makes high little moaning sounds, moving in perfect harmony with me. Her reactions are somehow even more pleasurable than the sensation of her sweet young flesh against my tongue.
I come up and kiss Jelena on her pretty mouth again. The gorgeous girl whimpers with heated desire and arches her back, pressing her full young tits against me, her wet nipples flicking across mine.
I could kiss this girl all fucking night, but there’s far too much else I need to do, so I pull back and push her shoulders.
“Lie down, honey.”
Jelena licks her pretty lips and falls away from me, guiding her knees closer together even though she’s blocked by my hips.
“Uh-uh,” I say, in mock reprimand. “You keep those pretty legs wide apart for me, baby.”
“Oh, my fucking god,” she whispers. “It’s really happening?”
Again, it’s almost like she’s read my mind, because that’s pretty much exactly how I feel. Despite never having been with a woman, this is suddenly everything I need.
“It can’t happen soon enough, honey,” I reply, finishing off with a lingering kiss on the inside of her knee.
Jelena slams her eyes shut as if to block out as many sensations as she can. Like I’m overwhelming her.
God, the sweet and spicy fragrance of her tight young virgin pussy calls me like a siren song. I flick the insides of her thighs with my tongue as I stroke the outsides with my palms, moving ever lower.
My pristine little babysitter whimpers again, and bites into her finger as she mumbles a word. It’s so quiet and garbled I can’t tell for sure…but it sounded like she said mommy.
"Are you ready, honey?" I obviously don't really know what I'm doing, but I'm nearly twice her age. I need to at least act as if I'm in charge.
Jelena nods, still with her eyes closed, and eases her gorgeous legs a little farther apart. I gaze over her glistening slit for a moment. So plump and wet. So ripe. Completely bare in every way, and I swear it’s daring me to kiss it.
So I do. And it’s not the kind of kiss I’ve been giving my husband lately. This is no peck on the cheek. This is a ravenous, animalistic kiss, a driving, searching embrace of lips on lips as Jelena’s insanely sexy flavor washes across the face of my tongue and fucking brands me forever.
My beautiful babysitter jolts like the sofa’s shot spikes out of it. She bends almost back on herself, thrusting her perky tits up into the air as she cries out her pleasure through tightly clenched teeth. She slams one hand down on the cushion beside her and drives the other into my thick, dark hair, making a fist so tight it stings.
Jelena hauls her legs up and bounces her heels on my shoulder blades as she rocks her hips forward and back, riding my mouth as I pump my tongue in and out of her. She grinds her perfect cunt against my face and I turn left and right so I can coat as much of myself as possible with her juices.
My babysitter rolls her hips and bucks so hard I have to grip her delicious thighs just to hold on for the ride. It’s only when I clamp down on her cheeky little clit that she freezes, her nipples spiked and reaching for the stars as she suddenly tumbles over and dives headlong into her climax.
Jelena makes a series of short moaning noises and it sounds almost like she’s crying. I glide my tongue up and down the hot wet face of her tight little cunt, drinking in every drop of this sexy young woman as she pulses and spasms, over and over until the natural easing of her orgasm.
“Kiss me,” she whispers, and I lick a trail straight up the center of her young body until I swamp her pretty mouth with mine. Jelena suckles on my tongue and drinks down her own flavor as she wraps me up in her arms and legs.
And even though my strap-on isn’t literally a part of my body, I can still tell the instant the broad tip of it nudges itself into the opening of Jelena’s young pussy.
“Oh, god…Tamara…”
My lips are still pressed to hers when I check again if she’s ready for this next step.
"Yes, Tamara. Jesus Christ, please fuck me.”
My spine positively crackles with the power of potential. Of course I know the basics of what I’m about to do, but I’ve never done it.
All I know for certain is that I haven’t wanted anything like I want this. Not for a long, long time. So I let instinct take over.
I cup the back of Jelena’s sweet head in my hand, and grip her hip with the other. As I plant my mouth back over hers, I punch my hips forward, driving the tip of my strap-on inside her.
My babysitter cries out and I drink the sound down like the finest wine. Jelena kinks her head to the side and sucks my tongue into her mouth, egging me on. I pull back, and this time I plunge my entire toy inside my babysitter’s tight young snatch.
Jelena arches again, so hard that she pulls away from my kiss and hangs loose in my arms. I let her fall back to the sofa and I grip her sweet tits, pinching her nipples as I pump my hips.
The filthy, sticky sound of my toy cock pumping in and out of this young woman’s cunt lends a new power and a new magic to the moment. Jelena gazes up at me, her expression changing a little with every drive of my hips.
Jesus. As powerful as I feel those times I simply walk around with this huge tool swinging off me, that’s next to nothing. Not when I compare it to how it feels now, when it’s attached to me, and buried to the hilt in a sexy young woman.
To see the lust in her pretty eyes, and the heat in her plump cheeks. The heaving of her shapely young tits as she bites down on her luscious lip, anticipating what’s to come.
This is a power that’s completely different to anything I’ve felt before. The slightly passive power I used to wield at bars and clubs before I met Dan. Move my leg a certain way and suddenly three different guys were ready to pound each other to a pulp for the right to buy me a drink.
That was always lovely, but now, in hindsight, it feels so passive. With this fucking dildo on, I’m absolutely mighty. Decisive as hell.
I glide my ass backward until just the tip of my glistening toy is still inside her tight little cunt.
I pause like that, and Jelena half-closes her beautiful blue eyes. It's such a turn on that I can't hold back, and I punch my hips forward, filling her slick little slit again in an instant.
"Oh, fuck…T–Tamara…you’re so big.”
"That's it, honey. Take my big, hard cock."
"Yes...more, please..."
Fuck, my sexy babysitter is driving me wild. I pull back and slam home, harder and harder, faster and deeper with every thrust. The impact rolls through her gorgeous body, making her big breasts dance and shimmy like they're in an earthquake.
Jelena grasps her knees and pulls, opening her sweet little snatch up to me, and I dive my hand down and grind her clit with my thumb as I pump her with my strap-on.
“Tamara…oh, god, you’re so good..."
Good? No, I'm anything but good. I'm wicked, and sinful and so far beyond wrong that you can't even see the way back from here.
And yet, none of that matters because this is perfect. There's a lovely soft pressure from the strap-on against my mound, and it reaches close enough to my clit that it's basically edging me. But it's seeing my delicious young babysitter in the throes of bliss that's really making this so incredible for me.
Jelena is one of the special ones. In all the time she’s babysat for us, I've tried to make everything wonderful for her. This is just one more way, but it’s by far the most pleasurable.
Jelena grimaces, her face a mask of tortured bliss. She drags in a long, deep breath as she arches like crazy. With one last, brutal slam of my hips, I drive that thick strap-on deep inside my babysitter's slick cunt, and she cries out in ecstasy as her second climax bursts.
I slap my hand down over her beautiful mouth to stop the sound from carrying too far. The last thing I need is for Dan to come in here and see me plowing the stunning young babysitter with this toy.
The strap-on alone would probably blow my husband's mind, since he’s never known I had it. But to see me committing this delicious, irresistible sin—as it would be in his narrow mind—would make him explode. With jealousy as much as indignation.
And somehow, that just makes it even hotter, which I wouldn't have thought possible.
Jelena slides her hands up and down my forearms, her cheeks so pink they look like they're on fire. "Tamara, I've never come like that before. Please...let me return the favor."
I slide my toy out of her and Jelena sits straight up. She slams her pretty mouth into mine and plunders me, kissing so hard I can't keep my balance. My babysitter keeps driving forward until I land on my ass on the coffee table.
Jelena kisses the side of my neck, pushing me lower and lower until I'm flat on my back. She gasps when she sees my glistening toy right in front of her, and seemingly on a whim, she plunges her mouth down the length of it.
"Mm," she moans around her latex mouthful, flavored with her own juices, then she pulls up off the end of it. "You like it when I suck your big, hard cock, mommy?”
“M–mommy? You’re calling me—”
“Unless that’s…not cool?”
It shouldn’t be. It’s bad enough I’m cheating on my husband. Worse still that it’s with our babysitter. But to have her role-playing like this? God, it definitely shouldn’t be such a goddamn turn-on.
“It’s cool. Please come up and kiss me, baby…”
Jelena comes forward and kisses me again, thrusting her tongue deep into my mouth and filling my senses with her arousal. I can't contain my moans of bliss, once again tasting her sweet young pussy like this. Wishing I was back down there, drinking it straight from the lush fountain of her youth.
Jelena pulls away and latches onto my nipple, sucking on it hard like a baby would. She grinds her cunt against my thigh, moaning with desire and need.
"Please, mommy...roll over."
"Huh?"
My babysitter slides lower, trailing her tongue over my skin. When she grips my knees, she twists them to the side, helping me flip over on the coffee table. My ass is propped up and my tits are squashed flat.
Jelena makes a soft ohhh sound, and then she hooks her fingers into the straps of my toy and hauls them to the side. A split second later she drives her face between my cheeks and flicks my ass hole with her hot little tongue.
"Oh, fuck," I hiss. Nobody's ever gone there with me before, and holy hell it feels so damn good. My babysitter drives the tip of her tongue against my hole, then glides lower to lap at my juiced up cunt. I grip the edge of the coffee table as she licks me harder and harder, and suddenly her tongue slips inside me.
I can't stand it anymore. I'm already on the edge of coming, and I don't want to, not yet.
"Please, baby..." I say, pushing back at her. Jelena strokes her tongue up the crease of my ass and along my spine, as she yanks down on the straps of my toy. I stand up straight so my babysitter can glide the thing down, and then I step out of it. When I turn around, Jelena's right there, kneeling before me, and she drives her gorgeous mouth straight into my cunt.
I fling my head back and try like hell not to bellow with pleasure as my babysitter bites down on my clit. When she releases my bud, she strokes her soft tongue up and down me, drinking in my arousal.
"Mmm...mommy...you taste so fucking good..."
"Baby...oh, Christ, you eat pussy so well..."
"I've wanted to eat you for so, so long..."
I grip my babysitter's hair and push her back, not stopping until she's on her back on the floor. I follow her all the way, landing my pussy right over her luscious mouth and rolling my hips. Jelena grips my thighs and pulls down, pushing her face so hard into my slit it's like she's trying to climb up inside me.
"Oh, fuck...baby...fuck me with your tongue. Stretch my pussy wide open."
My beautiful blonde babysitter does exactly as I tell her, and I can't help but cry out loud. I jam the side of my hand in between my teeth and bite down, hoping the pain will keep me from howling in bliss. I lean back and grind my fingers into Jelena's hot little pocket, coating my fingers with her hot, oily juices.
"Mommyyy..."
I can't resist her any longer, and I lift my hips, pulling my pussy lips out of my babysitter's hot mouth with a delicious sticky smacking sound. In seconds, I've spun on the spot and slapped my slit back onto her pretty lips, as I collapse on her.
The sweet, musky scent of Jelena's pretty little cunt smacks me in the face like a fresh, hot towel, and I drive my tongue in against her. My babysitter hauls her legs wide apart, opening up to me, and I snarl like a lioness as I devour every beautiful, perfect inch of this little pussy that I’ve dreamed about so many fucking times.
"Oh, fuck...mommy..."
"Mmm." I stroke and suck my babysitter's slit, over and over, digging my fingers in and stretching her wide open so I can fuck her even deeper and faster.
The salty tang of her washes over my tongue and her juices slake my thirst like nothing else ever has. She sucks on my clit; so hard that I see stars, and I slam my fist into the carpet beside her. I want to stay like this forever, with my mouth between my babysitter's legs.
Jelena slides her hands up onto my ass, gripping me tight. Pulling me down so she can devour my cunt even better.
A moment later, I swear we've both been struck by lightning. The air crackles around us as we both whimper with need. The sweat that's pooled between us boils away to steam as my delicious young babysitter erupts with a climax that somehow transfers straight to me. My entire body ripples with pleasure as fists of sensation punch through me.
When our orgasms finally ebb away, I'm still camped there, over my babysitter's perfect and bountiful young body. Gazing down into the sweetness of her juiced up slit, kissing her from thigh to thigh and every single tasty inch between them.
As we finally pull apart, we're both gasping for breath, and I know that no matter what happens, I can't let this be the last time. Jelena is far too special for that. I don't know if she's actually a lesbian. Fuck, I'm not sure I am, either. All I'm sure of is that we've just shared the best sex of my life, and the first sex of hers.
I wish like hell I could take her to my bedroom, but that's where my husband is. So instead, we climb onto the sofa and I pull her to me. Jelena curls up against me, as if she belongs there. My chest swells with the sweet warmth of this forbidden love, and I close my eyes.
Just before I drift off, I wonder how Dan's going to react. Maybe he'll come out sometime through the night and find us here. Maybe I'll just tell him in the morning. I still don't know if we'll get divorced, but I know for certain I never want to let Jelena go.
Whatever that ends up meaning for my husband and me.
THE END
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