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Her Eyes on Me

I desperately need sex. I’ve tried everything—pushing the thoughts away, distracting myself with other things—but it’s not working anymore. It’s been three years since I last touched anyone, and my body is protesting loudly.

The idea of sex invades my mind more and more often, and lately in a way I don't recognize. Since I divorced my husband, men haven’t interested me in the slightest. My eyes are drawn to women, and I keep wondering what it would be like to try...

“Mom, Sophia’s coming over today,” my daughter’s voice snaps me out it.

“Sophia?”

I act uninterested, but inside, a spark of curiosity ignites, surprisingly intense.

“Yeah, we have to finish a project until Monday.”

For days now, all I’ve heard about is Sophia—how kind, how beautiful she is. Emily mentioned that Sophia’s new at college, having transferred from another city, and that she’s “really cool.” I don’t know much about her, but from Emily’s descriptions, I picture her as a smart, composed girl.

I don't know why, but the thought of a young, beautiful stranger coming over is thrilling.

I hear Emily rushing down the stairs. “Mom, Sophia will be here in ten minutes! Please don’t be weird, okay?” she says with a grin, her eyes sparkling with youth.

Emily is 18, studying design at college, but she still looks like a teenager with her messy hair and that innocent smile.

“Weird? Me? Never,” I tease, pulling her into a hug. “Just have fun, I’ll be working in the living room.”

But in truth, I’m curious. Emily mentioned that Sophia is beautiful, like a model, with long dark hair and the distinctive athletic build of someone who trains in ballet. That detail stuck with me. Ballerinas have such incredible bodies, ones I’ve always envied. And given how I’ve been thinking about women lately, Sophia’s figure is starting to intrigue me more and more.

Get a grip, I tell myself as I catch myself grinning for no reason.

The doorbell rings, and Emily bolts to the door. “She’s here!”

I open the door, and there stands Sophia, taller than I expected, with a slender figure, dressed in tight jeans and a top that accentuates her curves. Her hair is loose, dark, and wavy, her eyes large and brown, scanning me with a noticeable hint of curiosity.

“Hi, Mrs. Reynolds,” she says in a soft voice with a slight accent, maybe European. “Thanks for having me.”

I shake her hand, feeling her warm palm.

“Just call me Anna,” I say with a smile, my eyes involuntarily gliding over her body.

Dear Lord! Beautiful is an understatement. Emily told me Sophia is a year older than her, but look at her! She looks so confident, so feminine.

The girls head to Emily’s room, and I return to the kitchen—but I can’t focus on work. I hear their laughter from upstairs, music playing in the background. Sophia’s presence lingers in my mind: her figure is truly striking, and I feel a desperate need to be in her presence again, to study her beauty.

After about an hour, I decide to bring them some snacks. Carrying a tray of fruit, cookies, and juice, I head upstairs.

I knock lightly and step inside. "I have brought the refreshments," I say, setting the tray on the table.

The air in the room already holds her scent, unfamiliar and utterly compelling. Sophia turns to me, her eyes meeting mine, and, God, my heart leaps.

“Thanks, Anna,” she says with a smile, her lips full and pink.

Why does it feel like her look means something more than just polite gratitude?

I sit on the edge of the bed, just for a minute, I tell myself.

“How’s the project going?” I ask.

Emily starts explaining something about industrial design, but my focus drifts on Sophia. Her legs are crossed, her tight jeans hugging her long thighs. Her neck, her skin—smooth, firm—calls my name. I feel heat spreading through my body, and I try to hide how hungrily I’m staring at her. Every millimeter of her fascinates me.

“Where are you from?” I ask Sophia, as soon as Emily stops.

“My family’s from France,” she replies. “My dad got a job here years ago.”

She leans in for a cookie, and the movement is enough to lift her shirt, revealing a glimpse of smooth, taut skin. But it's the sudden, soft rush of her air as she passes that really makes my breath catch.

“Interesting,” I say, my voice a little hoarse. “Emily mentioned you used to do ballet? It shows.”

My eyes wander over her a bit too boldly, and I flinch internally. Keep it together, Anna. Just look, don't stare.

“Seven years, but I don’t dance anymore,” she says with a charming laugh, while I try to look away but can’t quite manage it.

Emily stands up. “Mom, you have to see her dance sometime, she's amazing! I’ll be right back—I’m grabbing a book downstairs.”

Oh no… Suddenly, we’re alone.

So much to say, but my mind is blank. Her youthful warmth hits me suddenly, like a current I can't resist. She lays her eyes on me and I’m enchanted, my gaze immediately switching into a desperate attempt to seduce her.

Her eyes remain playful. “Emily’s a great friend,” she says. “But you… you’re interesting.”

My heart literally stops.

“Interesting? What do you mean?” I ask, trying to hide that I’m having a near heart attack.

Did this young girl just make a move? Is she flirting with me? Or am I dreaming?

I notice her eyes slide down my neck, lingering on my chest, on my blouse.

“You just… seem like someone who knows what she wants,” she says.

A rush of heat storms through me. This is insane—she’s my daughter’s classmate, and she’s talking to me like she’s the experienced one… and I’m just a shy teenager.

“And what do you think I want?” I ask, my tone challenging, but my voice is lower, unnatural, betraying me.

Sophia smiles, her lips parting slightly. “Maybe… some company?”

Her gaze is hypnotic as she leans closer, her hand brushing my arm. Skin on skin, pure electricity.

I hear Emily coming back, and I quickly pull my hand away. I stand up, flustered, and rush out the door without meeting Emily’s eyes.

“Keep up the good work,” I call from a distance, hoping I don’t sound too strange.

I barely make it downstairs, my vision swimming.

What was that? I'm so shocked by what just happened, the whole memory feels hazy. She definitely tried to flirt with me, right?

I can't name this chaos of feelings in me. I drag myself to the couch to give myself some space to focus. I have no idea how to navigate this, I need a plan!

The afternoon passes, the girls work, and I stare at my laptop in the living room. But my thoughts are with Sophia, raging inside me like a storm.

Her eyes, her body. And her provocations! For God’s sake, I don’t even know how to handle this. Sophia clearly knows how to play this game, but what should I do? Do I just let her lead? I’m terrified I’ll ruin it all because I don’t know how to respond.

When it’s time for dinner, Emily asks if Sophia can stay the night.

“Of course,” I say, too quickly, too eagerly.

I prepare pasta, and we sit together at the table. Everything flows smoothly, and as I watch Sophia, I see she’s expertly hiding our little game from Emily. That reassurance is exactly what I needed. Whatever happens, my daughter mustn’t suspect a thing.

Sophia sits across from me, and when she pulls a strand of spaghetti into her mouth, her lips are so enticing I’d rather bite into them than my own food.

Her foot brushes mine under the table, but her face doesn’t react. At first, I think it’s an accident, but then it happens again—her sole slides along my leg!

I look at her—she flashes an innocent smile but doesn’t meet my eyes directly. This can’t be a coincidence anymore. I stretch my leg and brush hers back, testing for a reaction. Nothing.

Now I know she’s focused on me. My God, is this really happening? This beautiful girl is actually flirting with me. Anna, don’t panic!

Emily notices nothing, chatting about school while Sophia and I play along with masterful camouflage. I feel the heat building inside me, spreading all over as Sophia’s socked foot grazes my ankle again. God, I missed this kind of fun so much.

After dinner, the girls go to watch a movie in the living room. I join them, sitting on the couch next to Sophia since that is the open spot.

Emily’s on the other end of the couch, engrossed. The movie’s some romantic thriller, but I can’t follow the plot. Sophia’s hand is close to mine, and that’s all I can think about.

Her fingers lightly brush my thigh. It feels like she’s aching to touch me, and it drives me wild. My skin prickles, and my body twitches involuntarily.

I look at her, my gaze screaming adoration.

“Everything okay?” she whispers.

I nod, but words fail me as a storm rages inside. I think about getting up, walking away—this is too much. I can’t be flirting with Emily’s classmate while Emily’s right there.

At that moment, Emily gets up to grab a drink. As soon as she’s gone, Sophia leans in, resting her warm head on my shoulder for just a second, smiling, like it’s some kind of a joke.

“I like you,” she whispers. She turns toward the TV, her lips so close that I could taste them if I just leaned in. For a moment, I catch more of her scent, and it makes my head spin.

“I like… you too,” I manage to say, making sure Emily’s far enough away.

Emily returns, but the tension keeps building. The cards are on the table now—there’s a spark between Sophia and me, and it’s only a matter of time before something ignites.

When the movie ends, it’s late. Emily’s barely keeping her eyes open and says she’s going to bed.

“You too, Sophia? Or are you staying? I’ll watch another movie,” I suggest casually.

Emily looks surprised, but Sophia laughs lightly and says, “Maybe I’ll stay—I’d like to watch something else too.”

Emily heads off with a smile, and as she climbs the stairs, she calls out to Sophia, “Not too late, student, we have a lot of work to do tomorrow.”

“Don’t worry, Professor,” Sophia teases back.

Emily disappears, and we’re alone. My mind goes instantly blank; I have absolutely no idea what I'm supposed to do next.

“Want something to drink?”

“Maybe a glass of wine?” she replies, her tone light but undeniably seductive—she just can’t help it.

I pour us each a glass, my hands trembling with excitement. I try to act casual as I sit back down next to her on the couch. Her eyes are on me, her body so close.

“Don't ever stop looking at me like that, Anna,” she says as our glasses clink.

“Sorry,” I say, realizing I’m probably staring too much, barely hiding my excitement. “You’re just… so incredibly beautiful.”

She doesn’t hesitate—her hand lands on my knee instantly, sliding upward. My breath catches, my thoughts freeze. I feel my pussy respond, her boldness setting me on fire.

She leans closer, her lips nearing mine, her divine scent enveloping me. Is she going to kiss me? Will this be my first kiss with a woman?

Just yesterday, I was lonely, with no hope of intimacy. Now here I am with Emily’s classmate, about to… kiss me?

Seeing I’m too frozen to lean in, she gives a slight smile and moves forward, her lips brushing mine.

Soft, warm, so inviting.

The kiss is gentle at first, but as I respond, it quickly deepens. My tongue meets hers, her taste so deliciously forbidden.

Her hands move higher, brushing my breasts through my blouse. I feel my nipples harden.

“Anna,” she whispers.

I pull her closer with a force I didn’t know I had. My hand slides under her shirt, feeling her smooth skin. Her pussy presses against my thigh, and I feel her heat. My hand travels under her shirt, feeling her firm, muscular torso.

I move toward her breasts, desperate to know how they feel on her sculpted, athletic body…

But I hear Emily’s footsteps upstairs.

“Not here,” I say. “Let’s go to my bedroom.”

We stand, and I grab her hand. My heart’s pounding—this is wrong, and I’ll never be able to undo what I’m about to do. But how can something so wrong feel so right?

In my room, I lock the door. She strips quickly, as if seizing every moment. Her body is perfect—small, firm breasts framed by stunning ballerina shoulders.

Her pussy is smoothly shaved, so young and innocent as she sits on the edge of my bed.

“I want you,” she says.

This girl wants me?

I undress, her eyes roaming over me. I don’t have time to feel awkward about stripping in front of my daughter’s classmate. I’m too eager to reach her, to feel her body, her warmth.

We lie naked on the bed, her lips already on my nipples, sucking out pleasure that’s been waiting for so long. My hand slips between her legs, her smooth, tight pussy fitting perfectly in my palm. I’m not ready for the wetness that hits me—slick, shocking, proof this is real.

I pin her beneath me, my mouth devouring her lips, her breath, like a starving wolf that hasn’t eaten in weeks.

My fingers glide through her wetness, up and down, and without much intro, they slip inside her, impatient, needy.

“Anna, yes…” she moans so beautifully I see stars.

Is this really happening? Did I just slide my fingers into this ballerina? Into Emily’s friend?


The Silent Sin

The silence in the bedroom is broken by our passionate breathing. The soft glow of the bedside lamp casts gentle shadows on Sophia’s naked skin, her body glistening as if carved from marble.

I’m lying on the bed, and she’s above me, her lips back on my nipples, sucking with a tender force that drives me wild. I’m putting every ounce of effort into staying quiet—no sound, not even the smallest, can escape this room.

My hand is between her legs, my fingers sliding over her wet pussy, the sensation of her smoothness pulling me into a whirlwind of lust that leaves me helpless.

We’re breathing heavily into each other’s mouths, and Sophia moans, her voice low, almost animalistic. When she lifts her head, her eyes are dark with desire.

“Shhh,” I hush her, desperate to keep us from being discovered. My daughter can’t hear even the faintest moan.

“Anna, please,” she whispers, her body grinding against my fingers, seeking more.

I pause for a moment, my rationality trying to fight the unstoppable desire. This is Emily’s classmate, barely 19. I’m a mother—I should be responsible, sensible. What will I do tomorrow when this madness fades? Will I be able to live with myself?

But her lips, her scent—sweet like vanilla, mixed with her natural essence, so wickedly intoxicating—draw me into a sin I can’t, don’t know how to, resist.

She came into my home and has been seducing me from the first moment. I want her more than I’ve ever wanted anyone. And yet…

“Sophia, this is wrong,” I say, my voice weak, more a plea than a statement.

She smiles, her fingers gliding down my stomach, brushing my pussy, bold as she’s been since the moment we met. Her hand on my pussy is confident, experienced.

Then she moves higher, gently pinching my nipple.

“It feels right to me, so very right. Don’t you feel it too?” she says, her voice confident, sweet, seductive.

And she’s right—it does feel right. I want her; my pussy throbs for her, clenching at her touch. I arch my back, offering my breasts, no longer as firm as they once were but still full, sensitive.

Sophia leans down, kissing my skin, her tongue tracing along my neck, down to my breasts.

“You’re so beautiful, Anna,” she whispers, her words like fire spreading through my body.

It’s been so long since anyone said that to me. Her words feel so good I could cry. My hands are in her hair, pulling her closer—I want to feel everything that’s hers.

I flip her onto her back, taking control again. Her legs part, a fragrant invitation I can’t ignore. I kiss her skin, from her neck down, across her flat stomach, until I reach her shaved mound.

Her scent hits me, strong, intoxicating.

“Ohhh,” I shudder as my lips touch her, her nectar instantly coating my mouth.

I spread her legs wider, and her naughty pussy opens before me, smooth and glistening with wetness.

“My God,” I murmur, my voice hoarse.

Sophia smiles, her hands gently pushing me downward. “Please, Anna, take me already—I can’t wait to feel you,” she whispers, and I can’t say no.

My tongue brushes her clit, sweet and swollen. Her taste is like warm, thick honey. I lick her slowly, savoring her muffled moans, the way her body writhes beneath me in rhythm with her deep breaths.

Her hands are in my hair, pulling, guiding me. “Like that, Anna, ohhh, like that,” she whispers, her hips rising to meet me.

I slide one finger inside her, then two, feeling her pussy clench around them. She’s tight, hot, and I’m lost in her. My own pussy throbs, so wet it’s practically dripping.

Sophia moans louder, her body tensing. “Anna, I’m going to come,” she says, breathing heavily.

I dive into her wetness, pushing my fingers deeper, trying to process what’s happening. This young beauty smells so intimate, and now she’s about to come on my mouth? How did I earn this?

“Ohh, yesss, oh, oh, ohhh, I’m coming,” she gasps, her body convulsing, her pussy clenching as a flood of her juices coats my fingers, my lips.

I keep licking, wanting to taste every drop, while she writhes on the bed, muffling her cries with her hand, the other clutching the sheets as if searching for something to hold onto.

I lick and lick, not just for her but for my own pleasure, because I never imagined it could feel so good to have a pussy on my face.

Sophia slowly calms, and when her pussy becomes too sensitive for my touch, she pulls me up. Her lips find mine, the kiss wild, her taste still on my tongue.

“Your taste is incredible,” I say, and she laughs, her eyes sparkling.

“I can’t wait to taste yours,” she replies, and before I know it, she pushes me onto my back.

Her fingers quickly find my pussy, her confident movements spreading my wetness. I feel the cool air on my pussy and realize it’s been years since I’ve been this wet.

Sophia leans down, her tongue gliding over my clit, and I moan, my body writhing with pleasure. Her touch is skilled, as if she’s been doing this for years, and for a moment, I wonder where she learned this. She was born for passion, for seduction, for sin!

But then her fingers find me, sliding into my pussy, and all thoughts vanish.

“Sophia, oh, God,” I murmur, my hands gripping the sheets.

I hear her laugh, and at the same time, her tongue is relentless, sucking and licking until I feel myself nearing the edge.

I can’t resist that wicked tongue. Whatever this fateful young seductress does, it’s going to send me into mindless orgasm in no time.

“Yes, come for me, I want your pussy to come for me,” she whispers relentlessly, her voice pushing me right to the brink.

“Oh, Sophia, that… won’t be hard at all…”

The room is filled with our breathing and the scent of aroused pussies, and I feel even more sweet pleasure around my clit, pulling me into a beautiful world.

“So tasty,” she murmurs, her eyes staring up at me from behind my pussy.

“Oh, ohhh, ohhhhh,” I start panting deeply, not daring to show louder that it’s begun.

My orgasm hits like an explosion, waves of pleasure crashing over me, my body trembling, my pussy clenching tightly around her firm fingers.

I scream silently, holding my breath, covering my mouth with my hand, and she keeps licking, prolonging my pleasure, sucking it out of me and pushing it back in.

Her saliva mixes with my juices, and I feel how soaked my pussy is, streams flowing down to my ass, pooling on the sheets.

And she… this fateful ballerina, is still so masterfully swirling her tongue over me, fucking me with her elegant, youthful fingers.

The pleasure lingers as I lie there, helpless, breathless, exposed, ruined. Sophia rises, her lips wet with me, and kisses me, our tastes blending. I don’t care—I want to merge with her, to be one with her.

“You’re so delicious,” she says, and I melt, my body still humming.

I’m still catching my breath when I hear the floorboards creak outside the room. Emily?

My heart leaps, panic gripping me. “Shit,” I whisper, quickly pulling the sheet over us.

Sophia laughs, her eyes playful. “Don’t worry, it’s probably just the house,” she says, but I’m not convinced.

Reality crashes back—the world outside this bedroom, where I’ve just sinned like never before.

I stand, slipping on my panties and blouse, my hands trembling. “I need to check,” I say.

She nods, her body still exposed on my bed, as if she doesn’t care if we’re caught.

I open the door; the hallway is empty. I breathe, but not with relief—I’m still on edge. I return to Sophia, who’s waiting, her legs spread, an invitation I can’t refuse.

“Everything okay out there?” she asks, her voice seductive.

The devil himself is luring me back to her. How can I stop? I want to taste her salty perfection again, go deeper into her, sin even more. I don’t even recognize myself—where is this animalistic attraction coming from?

“What are we doing?” I ask, more to myself than to her.

She smiles, her fingers finding my hand, pulling me back to the bed. “Something wonderful,” she says.

“Is this your superpower? Seducing your friend’s mom the same day you meet her?”

“Life is short, Anna,” she says, far too mature for her years. “I live like there’s no tomorrow.”

I can’t believe her maturity—I’m more than twenty years older, and I still wouldn’t dare do the things she did today. She walked into my house like she was determined to seduce me. And she succeeded! I’m in awe.

We lie there, our bodies touching, and I think about how my life just changed.

“We have to be careful. This stays between us,” I say seriously.

Sophia nods, her eyes sincere. “I understand that perfectly,” she says, sealing our secret with a kiss.

My nervous nature wants to drill it into her that Emily must never, under any circumstances, find out. But when I look at Sophia’s beautiful face, so full of captivating maturity for her age… I decide not to ruin the moment.

Still, there’s unease in me. What if Emily heard? What if she gets up and looks for us?

I hand Sophia my robe and gesture for her to tiptoe to the bathroom. Once she’s out of my bedroom, I finally feel safer. I collapse back onto the bed, a wide smile spreading across my face as I breathe in the rich, shameful scent of us still lingering in the room.


In the Parking Lot

It’s Saturday morning. Emily’s still asleep, but I’m already in the kitchen, preparing breakfast. The smell of pancakes and coffee fills the room, but my thoughts are consumed by one thing—Sophia.

Last night was like a dream, too perfect to be real. Her taste, her moans, the way her body writhed beneath me. I can’t get her out of my head, and I feel my pussy getting wet again just thinking about her.

I dance around the kitchen, trying to focus on making breakfast. But when Sophia walks in, wearing a loose t-shirt and shorts that barely cover her thighs, my breath catches again.

“Good morning, Anna,” she says with a smile, her eyes playful, as if nothing happened yesterday. She’s good at this.

“Good morning,” I reply, my eyes glowing, telling her how good it is to see her again.

“Mmm, smells amazing,” she says, sitting at the table as if it’s business as usual, as if she didn’t have her thighs wrapped around my face last night, drowning me in her wicked juices.

“Something sweet to give you both energy for work,” I say, my voice steady, though I’m trembling inside.

Her legs part slightly, revealing skin that reminds me of last night. I set a plate of pancakes in front of her, and as I lean in, her hand brushes my wrist softly.

“Did you sleep well?” I ask to fill the silence, but my gaze is glued to her lips.

“Barely,” she says. “Something kept me up.”

Her words are like electricity, but when she brushes me with her hand as if by accident, my whole body tightens.

I needed that confirmation so badly. Part of me feared she’d deny it, forget it, push it aside. I was scared I was just a mistake to her, a checkbox on a list of wild things she wanted to try.

But now, with her elegant hand touching me again, with those fateful eyes looking at me… I’m helpless again, surrendered, caught in the whirlwind of attraction she holds me in.

Emily finally appears, sleepy and disheveled.

“Mmm, pancakes!” she says, plopping down, completely oblivious to the tension between Sophia and me.

“Someone slept well today,” Sophia teases, glancing at her watch.

“I slept like a log,” Emily says, stuffing an oversized bite of pancake into her mouth.

My daughter doesn’t have a fraction of the refinement her beautiful friend possesses, but in this moment, it doesn’t bother me. I try to look away, but my eyes keep drifting to Sophia, to her elegant hands cutting the pancake, to her perfectly poised shoulders.

When I notice a smudge of chocolate spread at the corner of her lips, I struggle to find the strength to look away. I want to lick her, clean her up. And then I see her nipples, briefly peeking through her shirt, hard and swollen, as if trying to pierce the fabric.

Get it together, Anna! Emily can’t notice how obsessed you are!

I turn and head to the bathroom to splash cold water on my face. I won’t go near them again while they’re in the kitchen. I can’t handle this pressure.

After breakfast, the girls head upstairs to continue their project, but Sophia gives me a look before they go, her eyes promising so much.

“Thanks for breakfast, Anna. It was really, really good,” she says, her voice low, meant just for me.

My heart pounds, and as I return to washing dishes, my thoughts fixate on one question—how do I get her alone again?

In the afternoon, I decide I need a change of pace. “I’m going to the store,” I call to Emily. “Need anything?”

Sophia answers from the living room: “Can I come with you? I need to grab a few things.”

Emily laughs. “Yeah, go ahead and get out for a bit. I need a break and some peace.”

Well, that was easy, I think.

But in the next moment, panic hits—alone with Sophia again? My God, can I even handle this? A burning heat twists in my stomach, my heart racing faster and faster.

Sophia slips on her shoes, long, smooth legs making me dizzy. Where should I take her? How do I make the most of these few minutes with her?

In the car, the silence is heavy, the tension so thick it’s almost visible.

I try to say something, but she beats me to it, once again more mature than me in the moment.

“Last night…” she starts, her hand landing on my thigh.

“Not here,” I say quickly, too quickly, almost panicked, though my body wants otherwise.

I park in front of the store, but not near the entrance—instead, at the far end of the lot, behind a big van.

Sophia immediately understands what this means, and before I can make sure no one’s watching, she leans toward me.

“I want to taste you again,” she whispers, her fingers sliding higher up my thigh, her breath intoxicating me like poison.

“Oh, you’re so naughty,” I say as I surrender to a passionate kiss, our tongues tangling, lips smacking.

My pussy is already wet, my panties sticking to my skin. Her fingers slip under the skirt I wore on purpose—just for her. Her intimate grip is firm, rough, as if she wants to claim me.

“Sophia, we can’t,” I say, but my voice is weak, unconvincing.

“We can’t? Why are you so wet then?” she breathes, her fingers gliding over the fabric, teasing my clit through the cotton.

My body acts on its own, my legs spreading, and she smiles as her hand grabs me, squeezes, her fingers teasing along the edge of my wet panties.

I moan, my hands gripping the steering wheel. “Just kisses, please, oh, Sophia,” I beg, but she doesn’t relent.

Her finger slips under my panties, finding my pussy, and I shudder as she starts playing me like an instrument.

“Sophia,” I moan, my body surrendering without my consent.

I’m terrified someone might see us, but my desire is stronger, craving her to tease me more boldly, to take me more roughly.

She leans in, her lips finding my earlobe, nibbling gently, then biting harder.

“Ahh, you’re such a troublemaker,” I say weakly, realizing I can’t avoid the fact that I’m about to come in my car, in front of the store I’ve been to a hundred times.

“You go looking for trouble, you find it.”

“You’re so silly,” I whisper, a laugh catching in my throat as the pleasure hits me.

“This is all I think about,” she whispers, her finger sliding inside me.

“You’re so good at this, how?” I breathe as she moves in me, now with a second finger.

“Your pussy’s calling me!”

“Oh, you dirty girl!”

“Yeah,” she breathes, her intoxicating breath washing over me as she licks my lips, my nose.

“So young and so dirty,” I say sharply, my pussy reacting strangely, as if it wants to catch fire around her fingers.

“You licked me so good last night,” she throws back, her fingers pushing deeper, almost to the point of pain. “I owe you, I owe you a lot.”

“Ohhh, ohhh,” I pant loudly, moaning, groaning with pleasure as she dives into my wetness, in and out, in and out.

Her wickedness is too much for me, and that orgasmic feeling fills me again, ready to erupt from my flooded pussy.

“Keep going, you dirty ballerina,” I say with wide eyes, seeing how much that filthy talk turns her on.

“Oh, we’re far from done,” she says, thrusting into me roughly, making me lift my hips in a spasm because her fingers can’t go any deeper.

The orgasm hits me like a shockwave, my pussy clenching around her bold fingers, my thighs trembling, and I let out a quiet scream, grateful that in the closed car, I don’t have to stifle it.

“You’ll come again and again,” she hisses through her perfect white teeth.

“Oh, Sophia!”

“You’ll scream my name when I take your ass too!”

She pushes her fingers even harder into me as my uncontrollable pleasure spills over them, and she pulls them out and thrusts back in, riding me elegantly through this beautiful wave of ecstasy.

“You’re sooo dirty,” I cry out in spasms, barely catching my breath.

“Oh, yeah, I want your ass so bad, Mrs. Reynolds, I want all of you, every inch of your body…”

Her dirty talk so wonderfully prolongs my sweet pleasure, and yes, I’d let her—she could do whatever she wanted with me, this naughty girl.

She pulls her fingers out one last time and licks them, my thighs still twitching, my breath still searching for its rhythm.

“So sweet, so deliciously naughty,” she says, her soft eyes transformed into pure lust.

Panting, I sit up, trying to collect my thoughts. “This is insane,” I say, but she just laughs.

“I like it too,” she says, licking my sticky juices off her fingers like they’re a treasure.

I place my hand on her hot thigh, wondering how I could position her in this car to find the best angle to lick her delicious young pussy.

“Not here,” she says naughtily. “Promise me you’ll take me again at home, as good as you did last night?”

I pause, unable to believe it. “Who are you?” I ask seriously, looking at her like she’s an alien. “Did you escape from my dreams?”

She just giggles adorably, and we leave the car laughing, as if we didn’t just tempt fate in a public parking lot.

In the store, we walk the aisles like nothing happened, but her eyes are so young and mischievous. When I pay, her hand brushes mine again, and I feel my body ignite once more.

“Life with you must be so exciting,” I say as we head back to the car.

“I like you too,” she says playfully. “You try to act mature, grown-up, but you can’t hide your youthful soul.”

I’m burned again, outdone in maturity. How do I even respond? This young girl acts like she knows me better than I know myself. And maybe she’s right, but in this moment, I couldn’t care less. My only wish is to hold her hand and be her lover, right here, out in the open, for everyone to see.

When we get home, Emily greets us with coffee, completely unaware. I feel like a traitor, but that guilt can’t compete with the joyful chaos in my heart, reminding me how insanely smitten I am.

With my daughter’s classmate, God help me.


A Shared Shower

The day drags on like a fog as I grapple with my inner turmoil, alone, while Emily and Sophia have been working nonstop in the living room for hours.

How am I supposed to process what happened this morning? And last night? How am I supposed to act around Sophia while she’s staying in my house?

Emily calls out, “Mom, when’s lunch? We’re starving!”

Her voice is cheerful, carefree, and for a moment, guilt washes over me. What am I doing? Sophia is her classmate, and my daughter has no clue. I don’t want to jeopardize their friendship.

“Five minutes!” I reply, trying to sound normal as I check the chicken in the oven.

Sophia steps into the kitchen, her bare feet padding softly on the hardwood floor.

“Can I help with anything?” she asks, smile sweet, eyes wicked.

The way her breasts bounce under her tight t-shirt… And her shorts are too short, revealing too much skin for me to handle.

“You’re so sweet,” I say. “You can chop the salad.”

As I hand her the bowl, her hand again “accidentally” brushes mine. The second Emily isn’t looking, our game restarts.

When we sit down for lunch, her foot touches mine again, this time bolder, not pulling away.

I don’t dare—too risky—so I abruptly stand and linger in the kitchen until the girls finish eating. This is all so wrong, Anna. This has to stop!

Sophia’s gaze finds me again, her sweet lips calling my name as she innocently walks past to set her empty plate down. Her movements are graceful, like she’s on a ballet stage, as if she knows how much her elegant poise excites me.

My pussy is constantly responding, ready for her. And with every passing minute, my desire to feel her again grows, whether it’s right or wrong.

The day passes in this rhythm. The girls keep working, while I click aimlessly on my computer. In reality, I’m just replaying everything that’s happened—fantasizing about her taste, her moans, her brazen seduction that has me wrapped around her finger.

In the evening, we eat pizza, and everything feels relaxed. The idea of watching another movie pops up.

“I’m hopping in the shower first,” Emily says, and Sophia looks at me.

“I could use a shower too,” she says. “Can I use the upstairs bathroom?”

I nod. “Of course, the main bathroom’s all yours.”

My heart’s in my throat as I realize a new opportunity to spend a moment with her is opening up. If they shower at the same time, each in their own bathroom, it’ll be the perfect chance to…

Emily heads to her room, and I sit in the living room, trying to calm myself. Should I just forget this? Ignore the thoughts of Sophia soaping up her perfect, naked body? Of water dripping over her hard nipples, trailing along her curves to her smooth, shaved pussy?

Impossible. I couldn’t push those thoughts away even if I wanted to.

After a few minutes, I hear water running in both bathrooms. The door to Sophia’s is half-open, steam pouring out, and I know she left it ajar on purpose.

Through the steam, I see her silhouette—her body under the stream of water, her hair wet, clinging to her sculpted back. Her skin glistens, her breasts young and firm, her ass so perfectly rounded. My heart pounds, my pussy flooding instantly—only Sophia does this to me.

I can’t resist—I walk toward her like a sleepwalker. She sees me through the steam and smiles.

“Come,” she whispers. “Let’s save water.”

Her voice is seductive, an invitation I can’t refuse.

I close the door behind me, shed my clothes, peeling my wet panties off my pussy.

I step into the shower, hot water enveloping me as Sophia pulls me to her. Our bodies touch, her wet skin sliding against mine, her breasts pressing into me.

“You’re so sexy,” she whispers, her lips finding mine, the kiss wild, her naughty tongue tangling with mine.

Me, sexy? This feels like a mistake—I should be the one greedily grabbing at her body, not the other way around.

Water streams over our bodies, steam thick as our heat. Sophia’s hands are everywhere—squeezing my breasts, her fingers teasing my nipples, which harden under her touch.

I moan into her mouth, my hand sliding between her legs, finding her pussy, smooth and wet from water and desire. My fingers slip inside her, and she writhes, her hips moving toward me, impaling herself on my hand.

“Fuck, yes,” she moans, her fingers finding my pussy, entering me, pumping fast as we work each other perfectly.

We stand under the shower, bodies pressed together, water running over our faces, our breasts, between our thighs. Her thumb circles my clit, mine circles hers, and I know we don’t have enough time to explore each other as thoroughly as we want.

So I turn her around, pressing her against the tiles, her ass arching toward me. I kneel, my tongue finding her pussy, licking her from behind, plunging into her as water streams over my face.

Her taste is sweet, mixed with water, even dirtier than yesterday, her muffled moans echoing softly in the bathroom.

“Anna, oh God,” she whimpers quietly, her hands gripping the wall, her ass thrusting into my face with each movement.

I slide three fingers into her, pumping deeply, my tongue sucking her juices. She trembles, her pussy clenching, coating my fingers with her nectar.

“I’m coming! Oh, Anna! I’m coming!” she whispers loudly, and I keep licking, prolonging her orgasm.

Her ass arches further, her tight little hole peeking at me so naughtily that I can’t help myself—I slide my tongue into her asshole, tight, eager, opening for me.

“Ahhh, yesss,” she moans louder.

I panic, is she too loud? I stop, though it’s a struggle—I want more, so much more!

Her divine thighs tremble as her climax fades. It’s hard to leave, but I have to escape while there’s still time. I step out of the shower and dry off at double speed.

Sophia looks at me like she’s just come out of intense therapy. As she turns off the water, I say quietly, “That was payback for the car.”

I relish her confused look. I slip on my robe and, before she can say anything, flee to my bedroom.

I close the door, my heart pounding wildly.

Oh, yes… Oh, yes!

I licked her so good! Her taste was incredible. Damn, how do I even calm down? I want so much more of her, not just physically but romantically too.

Mmm, her wet, sticky pussy was so perfectly shaved and ready for me—I could lick it until I pass out. I’m dying for her to follow me, to come into my bedroom and offer herself to me again…

But sadly, this isn’t the right moment—we’re not alone in the house.

Once I’m fully dry and dressed, I laugh at myself for how childishly carefree I feel. The guilt over Sophia being my daughter's classmate? Gone. It’s all just sweet love, tingling anticipation of more.


Going Deep

I wake up on Sunday morning, sunlight streaming through the window, but my body still hums from yesterday. Sophia, her wet body under the shower, her taste still lingers on my tongue, snapping me awake.

After our encounter in the shower, I didn’t leave my bedroom again, and I’m glad I held back, letting the girls watch a movie on their own.

In the kitchen, I hear Emily clattering dishes, and the smell of coffee lifts my mood even more. Emily makes the best coffee.

But when I step into the kitchen, Sophia’s there too, wearing a loose t-shirt that barely covers her hips, her legs bare, smooth, and inviting.

“Good morning, Anna,” she says with a smile that sends a shiver down my spine.

“Morning,” I reply, trying not to replay her tight ass under my tongue.

Emily’s engrossed in making breakfast, flipping eggs in the pan, blind to Sophia’s eyes stripping me bare.

“Mom, want some coffee?” Emily asks, and I nod, grateful for an excuse to move away from Sophia.

But as I pass her to grab a mug, her hand lightly brushes my hip again. My pussy pulses immediately, heat floods me; I clench my thighs against the ache.

“Thanks, Emily,” I say, trying to sound normal, but now I’m determined. This isn’t right—I need to escape.

It’s a beautiful autumn day outside, and I decide to go out for a while to give the girls space to focus on their work. It’ll also buy me some peace; my heart desperately needs to slow down.

Our town is stunning when painted with fall leaves. After about three hours, I return, and as I reach the door, Emily’s just stepping out.

“Where are you off to?” I ask playfully, my voice almost too lively.

“Why are you in such a good mood, mom? You look totally rejuvenated,” she laughs as she rushes out the door.

If only she knew...

“Is Sophia still here?” I ask, suddenly afraid she might have left.

“Yeah, we’re not done yet. I’m just popping over to Jane’s to grab a book.”

She hops on her bike and pedals off, as if in a hurry.

Is fate really demanding this of me? To be alone with Sophia again? It’s a good ten-minute bike ride to Jane’s. With some luck, that means we’ll have half an hour alone.

Damn. Butterflies riot in my stomach, pulsing straight to my core.

When the door closes behind me, the silence that follows is thick, charged with electricity. I take a few steps forward, and Sophia rises from the couch, her bare feet eagerly padding toward me. Her energy reminds me how young she is, and it only fuels our forbidden passion.

She crashes into me, pinning me against the wall. Without a word, her lips attack mine, the weight of her warm body sinking into me.

“I could barely, barely wait,” she says breathlessly, her tongue wetting my face.

“Sophia, we have to be careful,” I say, but my voice is weak, like I don’t care who finds out anymore.

“Lock the door and take your clothes off,” she almost commands.

Her boldness throws me—I’m supposed to be in charge, not her.

As I turn the key, I grab her hand and pull her into the living room. She pushes me onto the couch and straddles my lap.

“Take off your shirt—I want your gorgeous tits!” I growl, and she just laughs.

When she pulls her shirt over her head, my head spins. Her firm, athletic body, her distinctive scent—so fresh and wicked. I lean forward, burying myself in the smell of her skin, her hard nipples grazing my face.

“I want yours too,” she says passionately, her hand slipping under my shirt.

I don’t have time to take it off—her firm little mounds pin me in place. I hungrily lick and suck her hard nipples, greedily sucking her breasts, trying to take it all in.

She moans sweetly, her hand squeezing my breasts, tugging my shirt upward.

“Yesss,” she gasps passionately as I bite her hard nipple, maybe too roughly.

My tongue leaves thick trails on her skin, licking her chest as if I want to drench her in my saliva. I feel every cell of her skin on my tongue, as I wet her titties, like we’re back in the shower.

“Oh, you lick me so good, yes, Anna, so good!”

Her passionate words only ignite me further, and my hands caress the edges of her torso, feeling every tiny muscle. I lift her arms.

“You’re sin in human form,” I say, raising her arms and staring at her smooth armpits.

“Lean forward—I want your deepest secret,” I tell her, and her breath catches, confused.

She leans in, and I bury my face in her armpit, not caring a damn bit what she thinks. Her scent is so raw, uniquely hers, and so much new wetness pools between my legs that I’m almost afraid I’ve peed myself from need.

“Ohh, Anna,” she moans, her voice trembling fatefully as I revel in her most intimate scent.

I lick her armpit, moving up her neck, her ear, her cheek, then catching her lips, her tongue.

We kiss passionately, licking, letting this French ballerina show me what a real French kiss is.

My fingers slip under the hem of her shorts, sliding to her naughty little asshole that teased me so much in the shower. When I touch it, it’s damp, tight, and willing.

“Yesss, I knew you were the naughty type,” she says, her fingers now sharply pinching my nipple, the sting of pain only driving me deeper into the fire.

I flip her onto her back, her thighs spreading on the couch. I grab her panties and yank them off in one motion. Her musky scent fills the air again, and I’m still not used to how beautifully this young pussy smells.

“You too,” she says, as if she has a plan.

She helps pull my skirt and panties over my thighs, a long glistening thread clinging from my panties to my lips.

“That thing about your ass… I meant it,” she says, pushing me down. Now I’m the one flipped onto my back on my own couch, at the mercy of this wild nineteen-year-old.

She spreads my legs and slowly approaches my pussy. With a long inhale, she takes in my scent, her nose and cheeks gently brushing my swollen clit.

“I didn’t know a pussy could be so beautiful,” she says, licking me along my full length, a slow, confident stroke.

“Ahhh,” I moan, unsure what feels better—her compliment or the warmth of her mouth on me.

She licks me like we’re running out of time, and the added thrill grows in me because she mentioned my ass again. No one’s ever played with it except me. I’ve always been curious about how it would feel, but I never found the courage—or the way—to tell anyone.

Now this God-sent beauty is interested all on her own—it can’t possibly be real.

My pussy is soaked for her, and Sophia sucks it, drinks from it as I pull my thighs back, trembling with need.

“Yes, Anna, yesss, you’re offering yourself to me so beautifully,” she says, licking eagerly, spreading my juices lower, across my perineum, and starting to lick my other little hole.

“Ohh, Sophia,” I moan, watching her beautiful face as she eagerly explores everything she finds between my legs.

“You’re so insanely beautiful,” I tell her as her eyes peer over my mound, her tongue passionately licking my asshole, teasing it to open.

I don’t care what happens—let her lick me if she’s so naughty. I pull my thighs back further, shamelessly offering myself. If she wants me, she can have me however she pleases.

Her licking grows faster, hotter, her tongue harder and more pointed.

“So good, your taste, delicious,” she says as her tongue slips into my ass and out again for the first time.

“Oh, yes, keep licking me, Sophia, I love it,” I tell her, my pussy clenching with lust.

Her tongue pushes into my pussy, roughly, then goes back to my ass, and I open a little more, her tip disappearing into my forbidden depths.

“Ohhh, Sophia,” I repeat her name mindlessly as my fingers find my clit, one touch enough to start an avalanche.

“You smell so good,” she says, her tongue moving up to my labia, plunging into my pussy, while her finger finds my soaked ass and slowly presses.

“Ohhhh,” I cry out in pleasure, my clit nearly exploding as the naughtiest orgasm Sophia will ever see from me announces itself.

My pussy unleashes a torrent of pleasure, my juices spurting onto Sophia’s cheeks, flooding her mouth, as she pushes her finger into me while I slowly circle my clit, which has never been so thrilled by my own touch.

Sophia’s face nudges my fingers aside, her mouth enveloping my mound, sucking my clit, while her finger slides deeper into my ass, finding a spot I didn’t know existed.

My orgasm explodes further, lasting, a wave of pleasure bigger than anything I’ve known.

“You’re so beautiful when you come—I could watch you all day,” she says, her mouth hungrily roaming my pussy, up and down, as I tremble, shake, and rock back onto her finger to make the wave last longer.

The pleasure goes on and on, but eventually, it fades, and in this position, I could stay for another hour if we weren’t in a rush.

“Quick,” I say, standing and grabbing her hips, turning her so her hands fall onto the couch, her ass right in front of my face, bare, spread.

Her intimate scents are incredible, her fragrance drawing me in, my only thought to dive as deep into her flesh as possible to taste her fully.

I grab her cheeks and spread them, and she steps wider, letting me see into her open pussy from behind.

My tongue goes inside, teasing her inner walls, and she moans sweetly, her thighs already trembling.

“You’re so beautifully open for me.”

“Take me like you did yesterday. In the shower.”

“I need to taste your ass again.”

“Oh, Anna, do whatever you want with me!”

“I’ve got something more for you,” I say, stepping to the cabinet where I hid a toy this morning, just for this moment.

A vibrator, long and smooth—I turn it on and tease her thighs, close to her pussy. She moans sinfully, her pussy impatient.

She’s open wide for me, her pussy glistening so beautifully under her naughty ass. I press the buzzing vibrator to her clit, my tongue craving her ass.

“Ohhh, so good, Anna,” she moans weakly as I lick, the taste of her ass and pussy mixing.

I move the vibrator higher, spreading her folds and teasing the entrance of her open pussy.

“You’re so open for me—you take this so well,” I say, sliding the device into her, my tongue attacking her sweet asshole again.

“You’re wrecking me,” she murmurs, her hair brushing me as she arches her back further.

“Push your ass into me, ride it good,” I instruct, thrusting the vibrator deeper into her hungry pussy.

“You’re so deep in me, Anna, yesss, so deep.”

Then I pull the vibrator out, spreading her pussy’s wetness over her ass, preparing it—I want her other, tighter hole too.

“I want to see you open for me,” I say, pressing the buzzing tip to her tight center, and for a moment, she yields, eager to accept my gift.

“Ohh, I’ll come so fast if you do this,” she says, her breath thick with passion.

I press a little harder, and her tight ring slowly opens, taking the toy in. It’s mesmerizing to see her eyes shut as she rocks back against it on her own.

With my other hand, I tease her clit, pushing her pleasure higher. Just seconds later, her body trembles—she’s right on the edge.

“Ohhh, Anna, you’re so naughty, such a dirty mom,” she says as the vibrator sinks deep inside her, and I slowly thrust it in and out, carefully, gently.

“I want you to love this, sweetie,” I murmur, kissing her firm cheek as I ease the toy deeper into her tight, eager ass. “Does it feel good?”

“Ahh, ahh!” Her cries echo through the room, her pleasure clearly peaking. “So good, Anna! More,” she pleads, and I thrust deeper, lost in the beauty of her orgasm.

My fingers sink into her slick heat, sliding deep, circling her swollen clit as her body shudders through the climax.

“This is what you really came to my house for, isn't it?” I scold her, and she loves it, laughing mid-wild orgasm, surrendered to fate, to pleasure.

“My hand’s soaked—you came so hard all over me,” I say as her climax subsides, pulling the vibrator from her naughty little hole with a wet sound.

Sophia breathes heavily, dazed, and I marvel at her openness, so wickedly stretched before me.

“You’ll have to visit again—I’ve got a whole list of things I still want to do to you,” I tell her, and she turns, her eyes glassy.

She pulls me onto her roughly, kissing me passionately, as if this is our last kiss and we need to wring every drop of pleasure from it.

“Yes, please, I want to visit again—I need more of your sexual education,” she pants into my mouth, her breath smelling naughtier than ever.

We kiss, our hands caressing each other’s pussies. I’ll never forget how incredible it feels to have her beautiful, elegant hand on my cunt.

Sadly, all good things must end, and we decide it’s time to get dressed before Emily returns. There’s a bittersweet edge in the air, our faces mixing the pleasure from before with the sweet sadness of the inevitable end.

I kiss her and tell her we’ll find a way to see each other soon. Then I flee my own house before my daughter gets back. I can’t look at her like this—my face surely betrays what happened while she was gone.

I drive to a nearby town for coffee, knowing that when I return tonight, Sophia won’t be in my house anymore. A wave of love and relief washes over me—we pulled off our time together so masterfully, undetected. All the risk, all the sinning, was worth every second.

Who would’ve thought luck would smile on me so quickly? Just two days ago, I was a desperate divorcée who couldn’t find bedroom fun. Today, I’m reborn, beaming with the overflow of love I’ve given and received.

And oh, how much love there was! Sophia is such an amazing girl—I never imagined people like her even existed. Loving, cool, yet so wild in bed. Wow.

And what now? It’s not over between us—I know it, I feel it with every fiber of my being. But I can’t help thinking about other possibilities too. If loving a woman can be this beautiful, how could I explore this new world even more?

Is it this wonderful with every woman? Or is it completely different, wild in a brand-new way?

I feel deliciously naughty, and my heart pulses with wild anticipation as I think about where this new path of sapphic love might take me.












Thank you so much for reading!







Did you enjoy the story? Please consider leaving a rating or a review. Your stars keep me going ;)

Thank you!
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