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  Naughty & Nice


I’m in hell. And I’m also caught between a rock and a hard place. I want to get the hell off this phone call, but if I do, then I have to go to the damn PTA meeting. 
My husband, Patrick, is up in Canada at the moment. Has been for weeks. It’s a pretty big deal, and it could lead to a major promotion within the company.
Though I do kind of miss him being around, it’s sad to say that our sons seem to have grown used to it. They don’t even ask about him at the moment.
I’m just wrapping up my weekly phone call with Patrick when the doorbell sounds. My babysitter has arrived, and as usual, her timing is perfect.
“Faith is here, darling,” I tell him, thankful it gives me a genuine excuse to hang up. I love the guy just fine, but I have things I need to do.
“Good. Tell her hello for me, and remind her to update her invoicing software.”
I roll my eyes, wishing we were on a video call so he could see it.
“Oh, and Roxanne?”
“Yes, darling?”
“Behave yourself tonight?”
“I’ll be good as gold, my lord,” I say, adding some extra snark on it. Then I disconnect before he can ramble on some more, and I rush down the hallway to the front door.
When I pull it open, I pause for a moment. Faith is…well, she’s a little under-dressed, and it’s not really appropriate, but she’s so damn gorgeous I can’t form the words to complain.
A form-fitting T, and shorts so skimpy and tight I’m not sure the blood’s getting through to her long, shapely legs.
“Hi, Roxy,” she says, her beautiful face lighting up with a winsome smile. Damn, what I wouldn’t give to be 19 again. Only with better prospects than I had.
“Come on in, Faith. I already have the boys in their PJs, so it should be a fairly easy night.”
“It’s cool. Your monster men are so much fun. They keep me on my toes.”
“Yeah, like a minefield,” I say, and Faith giggles. Jesus, she doesn’t sound that much older than my kids when she laughs like that.
“Well, I got you covered,” she says. “You go and have fun tonight.”
I cross my arms and give her my most sarcastic smile. “It’s a PTA meeting. It’s where fun goes to die. In fact, fun dies of thirst long before it even gets there.”
Faith reaches over and squeezes my arm, and I get a quick little burst of static electricity. “But you’ll be there. That’ll make it fun.”
“I just hope I can make it quick.” I turn around and call out to my boys. “Billy! Andy! Trouble’s here!”
There’s a sweet cacophony as my sons cheer and come flying down the hallway, practically climbing Faith like she’s a tree. She tickles them and tousles their hair, and it’s the most adorable thing in the world.
I didn’t even want to go the meeting before. Now, I desperately wish I could stay home and watch as my boys and their babysitter have the time of their lives.


      ***
This PTA meeting would have to go on record as being the most boring one I've ever attended. Not that I go to all that many. It doesn't help that at 31, I'm the youngest woman in the room, by a good five years or more.
What’s even worse is, I also seem to be the only parent in the entire school who doesn't have a fucking stick up my butt. Which is kind of ironic, given…well, given my history. The less said about that, the better. Or the safer, at least.
Normally, Patrick attends these meetings, and he even enjoys them. That might be in part because he’s…well, he's not the most dynamic man I've ever met. People accurately pick him as an accountant within two minutes of meeting him.
It might sound weird, but that's actually what drew me to him in the first place. The fact he was pretty much the antithesis to every man I'd been with up until then.
Unfortunately for me, at least as far as this meeting is concerned, he’s heading up the accountancy division in the new Canadian office. That’s where he’s been for the past month.
And even though it's apparently going smoothly, he told me tonight he won't be back for at least another 6 weeks. He's even talking in passing about relocating up there. Like, permanently.
I have nothing against Canada at all. But I'm living proof of what moving around during school years can do to a kid. The way it can impact your self-esteem, and make you go searching for validation in some pretty shady places.
With Andy just starting second grade, and Billy already in love with kindergarten, moving is the worst thing we could do, I believe. I really want my boys to have a solid, steady time of it, and moving to another country—even one as beautiful as Canada—is not part of the master plan.
They're learning to live without their daddy around, as well, which concerns me a little. Watching them with Faith before I left tonight made my heart soar, though, and I think maybe I won’t mind if the boys are still awake when I get home. Just so I can watch some of the fun.
Once the meeting's done, I try to slip out quietly, desperate to get away from these people. The last thing I want is to open up too much. Let some of my secrets fall out.
Unfortunately, luck is against me. Before I reach the exit, Bunny Babcock intercepts me. Jesus. Bunny Babcock. That's a far better porn name than mine ever was.
Yeah, that's my secret. I worked for three years as an adult actress. The more time I spend with the other parents, the more I worry that my sordid past will come out, somehow.
Honestly, I'm surprised nobody's tumbled onto me, yet. Only thing I can put it down to is the fact that towns as repressed and white-bread as this one seem to devour the harder stuff. Gang bangs, BDSM and the ilk.
If I'm right, then what's saved me so far is the fact I only ever worked with women on screen.
But holy fuck, I plowed through a metric fuck-ton of guys in my private life, and it was as ragged as it was glorious.
Most of them were pretty much the human equivalent of junk food. Delicious, addictive, and so fucking bad for me. They were the reasons I only ever worked with women, too. Wasn't a single one of them cool enough to handle me taking a hot hard one on screen. And, like the insecure young thing I was back then, I let my men set the rules.
“Roxanne,” Bunny says. “How are you?" Even when she’s coming across as friendly, there's still a core of ice in her words and her actions. If ever there was a woman who needed an orgasm, it's her. It really is a shame her husband ran off with his secretary.
"Yo, Bunny. The Bun-ster. What up?" I even make some half-assed hand gestures, as if I have the slightest clue what any of them mean. As expected, my lame attempts at humor fall as flat as Bunny's chest.
Fuck. I don't mean to be a bitch, and the fact I keep those comments inside my head doesn't really make me any less of one. Bunny's actually a very attractive woman. She's just so fucking uptight. And there's tension between her and me, whether either of us is willing to acknowledge it or not.
"We haven't seen you here in a good while, Roxanne."
"Roxy, please."
Bunny screws her nose up at the idea of shortening my name. She calls herself Bunny, for fuck's sake. I take a long breath and wait for whatever's coming.
"It's just that…well, I've come to expect more support during these meetings. Your handsome husband always has my back."
And there it is. She's nowhere near as inscrutable as she seems to think. She's had her eye on Patrick for months, now. Honestly, I think she'd be a much better fit for my man than I ever have been. I'd almost welcome it. Patrick is a sweet man, but we're vastly different people.
"I'm sure he'll be back soon," I say. "Anyway, I'll see you later, Bunny." I'm certain she has more she wants to say. Probably some passive-aggressive tips on how I should be dressing down for these boring-ass meetings. Cover the cleavage. Keep the skirt below the knee. All the same bullshit they tried to enforce back at my various boarding schools.
But I need to get the hell out of here. Every second I spend face to face with these people increases my belief I'll be unmasked, sooner rather than later.
It's not that I'm ashamed of my time in porn. Quite the opposite, really. I found it both invigorating and liberating.
If I'd stayed in my small home town in the south, I'd never have experienced sex with another woman. And sure, I only ever did it professionally, but it still ended up being some of the best sex of my life. I'm not sure I technically miss being a porn star, but…well, I do miss some parts of it.
It's definitely not for everyone, but it worked for me. Right up until it didn't. It just so happened that I ran into Patrick right about the time I was ready to quit, and he made the decision easy.
No, my main worry is for my sons, and how others might treat them if my secrets come out. Naturally, not everyone is cool with that line of work.
PTA meetings always remind me just how straight-laced and stiff-necked most of the parents are around here. People so often fail to realize that adult actresses are not that different to mainstream. We play characters, and our characters do stuff that we, as people, might never do. Some actresses kill people on screen. Some climb mountains.
I just happened to eat a wide and fascinating array of pussy. And I was fucking good at it.
None of that can be allowed to come out while my boys are still so young. Maybe when they reach college I can relax about that stuff, but even then I won't be rushing to tell them.
Those boys are my world right now, and they're a big part of why I hate these PTA meetings. I don't get to kiss my kids goodnight. Thank goodness I could get Faith on such short notice.
That girl is absolutely the best I could ask for. In some ways she reminds me of myself at 19, except she's both so much less experienced, yet so much more confident than I was.
Hell, I was already making movies by the time I was her age. Faith is still a virgin, which I find almost impossible to get my head around when I look at her.
My mind wanders as I make the short drive home, and as weird and inappropriate as it might be, I can't stop thinking about my young babysitter. She's easily as beautiful as any of the girls I performed with. She must surely have had a ton of boys—and maybe girls—hitting on her throughout school.
Now she's at college, there must be even more options, but she assures me she's not interested in any of them. Or to be accurate, she says she's waiting for the right person. I can’t believe she’d even know who that is at such a tender age.
It's hard to make sense of the thoughts swirling in my mind.
How Faith is so gorgeous but chaste, and how I was fucking women on camera by that time.
How I haven't been with a woman ever in my private life, and since I quit the industry I haven't fucked anyone but Patrick. And even that happens less and less with every passing month, too.
When I pull up in front of my house, I realize I've pretty much zoned out for the entire drive. And it's clear, more than anything, I'm envious of Faith. How she has a million different options ahead of her, thanks in no small part to the safe, secure grounding her family provided. I bend the rear view mirror down to look myself in the eye, and all I can see are the beginnings of crow's feet, and a couple of wisps of silver in my hair. Already.
I know I'm not that old. And I have the makings of a great life. The kind of life I'd have loved my family to have when I was a little girl. I have two amazing sons and a stable, if dull, marriage to a safe and dedicated man.
So why isn't that enough?
I shake my head and kill the engine. As I climb out of the car, I wonder if maybe I do need to make a change. Maybe that move to Canada isn't the worst idea, after all.
"I'm home!" I call, as I push the front door open. "Faith?"
"In here," she calls out, and it sounds like she's in the living room.
It’s all quiet in the house, which can only mean Andy and Billy are in dreamland. They’re always either tornadoes of noise, or they’re asleep. There’s no in between.
I drop my bag by the door and slip my heels off, carrying them as I tiptoe up the wooden floor of the hallway. My boys are heavy sleepers, but there's no sense in tempting fate.
When I enter the living room, I find Faith sitting in Patrick's favorite armchair, her long, slender legs crossed. God, she has such incredible legs. And every fucking inch of them is on display in those tiny, tight shorts.
"Hi, Faith." I realize I'm staring, so I glance across at the TV to distract myself. It's just a black screen at the moment, but it's clearly still on. "You watching a movie, honey?" Ugh. Why the hell am I struggling with lame small talk?
"Sort of," she replies, lifting the remote from where it's been sitting in her lap. "More like taking notes."
"What?"
Faith hits the play button, and I swear the fucking floor evaporates beneath me. That must be why my belly is tumbling like it is. Surely I'm falling to my death right now.
Because there, on screen, is a scene from one of my first movies. One of my best, in my opinion. I remember shooting this very scene. Toward the end of it was the first time I ever climaxed on camera.
"Uh…what…?"
"Oh, this next part is my favorite," Faith says, her voice all soft and liquid and low.
I stare at the screen, my eyes just about drying up from how wide open they are. How hard I'm staring, trying to formulate a lie that could be anything like convincing.
I swear it's a dream as I watch myself, aged 19—just like Faith is now—driving two fingers into the sweet, hot pink of the other actress's pussy. How she arches and thrusts her hips, and I dive forward to swamp her clit with my mouth.
Jesus, I remember the feeling like it was yesterday. I was all-powerful in that moment. That was the first time I allowed myself to believe I had what it took. That I was actually good at fucking other women. In a professional capacity, that is.
It was the first time I worked with that other actress, but we were so fucking good together we teamed up at least a dozen more times. What we had together was about as close to a friendship as I had in my entire time in the industry. I think that's what I miss as much as anything else. Camaraderie. Close female companionship. And if those companions should also happen to make me come, over and over again—like she did—then that’s a nice bonus.
"Faith," I say, but my voice is as dry as my eyes. "Where did…how…?"
My pretty babysitter pauses the movie, right at a point where I have my entire mouth buried in the other woman's cunt. Pushing so hard her soft lips have swollen up to kiss my cheeks. It's both confronting and exciting, and I find I can't look away from the screen.
"So," Faith says. “I found this movie a few days ago. You're a real surprise package, Roxy." There's still a gentle tone to my babysitter's voice. She doesn't sound pissed, or bitchy. She doesn't even sound surprised. "That is you, yes?"
There's no point in lying. I'm a bit older, and a bit rounder, but it's clearly my face there, plowing into the wet, fragrant heat between those lovely soft thighs.
I still can't talk, but Faith is staring straight at me. So I just nod, and let out a long sigh.
"Does your husband know about this?"
"He knows I made porn. He staunchly refuses to hear any details."
"Hmm."
"Okay. What are your terms, Faith?"
"My terms?" She genuinely seems surprised, like she's not about to take me to the cleaners. I'm surprised to find out she has this mercenary side, though. She's always seemed like such a sweetheart.
"Yeah. I'm guessing this is some kind of shakedown? You'll tell everyone in town I'm some kind of washed up whore if I don't…I dunno. Give you a truckload of cash?” Where the fuck would I even come up with a truck, let alone the cash to fill it? Jesus, I’m rambling inside my own head.
Faith gasps, her luscious mouth falling open in what seems almost like real shock. Fuck, she's a better actress than I ever was. "Is that…really what you think of me, Roxy?"
I shrug in resignation, and drop onto the sofa. Lately, I've been feeling defeated by my marriage, and some of my earlier life choices. Now, I feel completely drained.
"I don't know what to think, anymore. No, I never would've picked you as being that kind of person, but…" I indicate the screen, which is still filled with my face and that other woman's pretty pussy. And when I speak again, I just about spit the words out. "I mean, why else would you confront me with this?"
Faith licks her lips, and looks down at her lap. Her cheeks fill with a sweet pink color, and I suddenly realize she's not doing anything nasty here at all. Not shaking me down, not threatening me, not passing any kind of judgement.
She's surprised by what she's watched, and maybe a little confused…but she's also into it. To what degree, I'm not sure.
"Faith? Talk to me, honey." I make sure my tone is warm and gentle. "There's a reason you're showing me this. You could have kept it a secret. You didn't. You could've told everyone about it behind my back. You didn't. So…what is it you do want?"
My beautiful sitter looks up again, and bites into her lush bottom lip. Then she points at the screen. "That."
"What?"
"That. What you were doing there." Faith looks away, clearly embarrassed. But then she turns back to me, her eyes dark and hooded. "Please?"
"Honey, look at you. You're beyond gorgeous. You could get…that…from anyone you want."
Faith frowns and crosses her arms. "The only one I want is you, Roxy. It always has been. I've been hot for you since pretty much the moment I met you. Even though I was too young back then. It seemed like fate when I found out you used to…y'know…"
"Star in lesbian porn?"
She giggles, and it reminds me how young she is. Still legal, but not by much.
"Roxy, please? I already wanted you before I knew. Now, I've seen what you can do—" she points at the screen again. "—and it's fucking awesome."
"That was more than 10 years ago, honey. I haven't even kissed another woman since I left the industry."
Faith kinks her head to the side and then stands. She walks over to me, her delicious thighs seeming to drizzle out of her shorts like honey. When she stops right in front of me, I gaze up into her soft, brown eyes.
My lovely young babysitter leans down and presses her sweet, silken lips to mine, and before I think about what I'm doing, I open up to her. She flicks her tongue against mine and I let out a low moan that's nearly a decade in the making.
She's still kissing me when she climbs onto the sofa, straddling my thighs. I seem to have gone on automatic as I press my palms to her firm, round ass and squeeze.
Faith makes a tiny whimpering sound and pulls her mouth away. I flick my tongue against her velvet throat, and she sighs with pleasure.
"See?" she murmurs. "It's all coming back to you. Just like riding a dyke."
I'm beyond scared. Not by the idea of having sweet, sapphic sex with this beautiful young woman. But by what it might open back up within me.
Sex with my husband has been an ever-decreasing return on investment. Those are literally the words he uses to describe our sex life. And it's my doing.
It's because I'm just not that into him, anymore. I can see that, finally. Now I have a hot young woman straddling me, begging me to fuck her.
"Faith…we really shouldn't."
"Does that mean you don't want to?"
"I didn't say that."
She grins and grinds down against me. Her shorts are so tiny I can feel the heat of her pussy against my thigh, and it's driving me fucking wild. There's a hungry little whore inside me who's been starved of affection. And she's on the verge of bursting free and ravaging this delectable young woman.
"Please, Roxy. Show me everything. Make me come like you did with that girl on screen."
I know it's wrong. And I know I shouldn't do it. But I'm just so fucking horny, and Faith is looking at me with those big, trusting eyes. She doesn't just want me. This is need. And it's more than I've had from my husband in years.
So, without saying another word, I reach up and pull her t-shirt off, baring her perfect tits. Then I dive forward and flick my tongue against the stiff peak of her nipple. She lets out a deep, throaty moan and wraps her arms around my head, pulling me closer as she mashes her pussy down harder against me.
I'm so fucking wet, and I want her so fucking bad. But I have to keep reminding myself she's just a kid.
But really, she's not. She's old enough to be in movies, after all.
Fuck it.
"Bedroom," I say, barely even able to form the word. Faith lets out a little moan and then jumps up. As we head down the hallway, I glance at the TV screen, where my face is still buried in that other woman's pussy. And I realize I look happier there than I did in my fucking wedding photographs.
When we reach the bedroom, Faith turns to me. "Don't hold back, Roxy. Please? I'm so fucking ready for this."
I mean to reply to her, but I'm just lost in the fresh, dewy beauty of this girl. All I seem able to do is to gaze over every single inch of her smooth and shapely young body.
Faith giggles again, and then slowly peels off her shorts and panties, and I literally gasp at the sight of her glistening slit. All waxed bare and puckered up, begging for a kiss.
"On the bed, honey," I say, the tension in my voice reflecting the tightness across my entire body. My hands feel like chunks of wood as I struggle out of my skirt and top. Faith watches my every move, gazing at my body like it's a fucking work of art.
I finally channel the younger me as I remove my bra and panties, putting a little extra pomp and ceremony into the show. A little bump and grind.
"God, you're sexy, Roxanne."
"I used to be," I whisper.
I suddenly have the urge to turn away. To run away. The girl I was in the movies is long gone. The one with the perky tits and the smooth belly, and the slender thighs.
She's been replaced by a thicker, rounder version. One with tiger stripes from pregnancy, and boobs that hang a little lower than they used to.
"Yeah, you used to be sexy," Faith murmurs. "And now you're even sexier."
Christ. I can tell she means it. It's not just flattery. She genuinely thinks I'm fucking hot. And it's driving me out of my damn mind.
I climb onto the bed and straddle her lap. She lies back, her eyes half closed and her lips parted in a sigh. I lean down and kiss her, far more softly than I ever kissed my co-stars. That was all about the show, not so much about the feelings.
This kiss is entirely different. This one is all about feelings. I want Faith to feel this kiss for years to come. I'm already certain I will. The way she whimpers against my lips, the way she suckles on my tongue, it's everything a kiss should be.
Faith works her hands up into my hair, holding my head as she explores my mouth. I take the lead, dancing my tongue across hers, and I'm rewarded with a deeper, hungrier kiss that has me snarling as I grind my clit down against her knee.
Then I reach down and cup her sweet, ripe tits, squeezing and kneading them as I pull my lips away from hers. Faith arches her back, pushing her chest into my palms. Then she lifts her hands to do the same to me, and I groan as she caresses my breasts.
"I can't believe I'm actually doing this, Roxy," she whispers. “Finally.”
"Mm. So good, babygirl."
Faith whimpers as I rub my thumbs against her stiff nipples. She bucks and rolls her hips beneath me, and I know she's desperate to have my mouth on her. I'm desperate to get down there, too. But the anticipation is so fucking hot.
I rest my forehead on hers, gazing into her eyes as I tickle her lips with my finger. She flicks her tongue over the tip and I thrust the entire thing inside her mouth. Faith sucks on it, hard as hell, and it makes me groan as I picture her doing the same thing to my nipple. To my clit.
This sexy little sweetheart narrows her eyes as she digs her teeth into my finger. I trust her when she tells me she's a virgin, but she's a fucking natural, for sure.
I pull my hand back, slipping free of her pretty mouth. Then I lean down and take her nipple between my lips, and suck hard. She lets out a strangled moan and bucks harder against me.
She freezes when I touch my wet finger to her clit. I move my head side to side, taking turns sucking on each of her stiff little peaks as I stroke circles around her clit. I keep going until she's practically panting with desire.
Then I move down, dragging my tongue across the silken swells of her breasts, down onto the delicious flatness of her belly. Gradually making my way toward her pussy.
"Oh, fuck," she cries out. "Roxy, please!"
I kiss the point of her hip, then swoop across and kiss the other, keeping my lips pressed to her soft skin as I slide back toward the middle. When I come to the velvet majesty of her hairless mound, I press down with my chin so I can look up at her beautiful young face.
Faith is trembling from head to toe, her eyebrows raised in the middle and her lips parted as she struggles for breath. There's no doubting that she wants the rest of this. Wants my mouth on her cunt. And holy fuck, but I want it just as much.
I enjoyed fucking women on video just fine, but there was always a divide. A mental and emotional barrier that I kept in place.
This, now, is next-level stuff. I'm hotter than I ever was when I was a porn star. Because I'm doing things the way I feel them. The way I want. Not following a director or script.
I bump my chin against Faith's clit and rub it, and she cries out with pleasure. Fuck, she smells like heaven, and I can't wait to taste her.
So, I lower my head and press my tongue right up against the base of her slit, and lick upward. I push hard and fast, like I used to do on camera, and she shivers as I cover every inch of her hot, pink flesh with my mouth.
"God, that's incredible, Roxy. That feels so fucking good."
Her voice is low and husky, and it makes my pussy twitch to hear it. She sounds so fucking sexy. And she tastes like sugar and spice.
I reach up and grab her hips, squeezing hard enough to leave bruises, and I plunge my tongue deep into her tight little hole. I lap up the sweetness of her arousal and swallow it down, hungry for more.
As I devour her, Faith bucks and thrusts against my face, and it's all I can do to hold onto her. She's fucking wild, and I love it. Everything about this is both taboo and completely natural at the same time.
When I finally pull my head back, her pussy is so swollen and pink it looks like she's been stung by a bee. She's panting like an athlete, her eyes flickering as she scans my face. Takes in the heat that's surely making my cheeks glow. Absorbs the hungry need in my eyes.
She moans as she studies my soaking wet mouth, my chin and my cheeks. Fuck, my nose glistens from where I've driven it into the heart of her, so desperate have I been to soak myself in this young woman.
She quivers with every breath I puff across the sweet face of her drizzling slit. I lick my lips, savoring the taste of her, and I pause. More than anything, I want this sweet young thing to take control. For herself even more than for me.
Faith reaches down and weaves her fingers into my hair.
"Yes, babygirl," I moan.
My babysitter hums with pleasure and yanks on my mane, dragging me right back in, and I go with it. I eat her out like it's my life's purpose, and she bucks and whimpers and moans like a champion. It's nowhere near as loud as my co-stars used to be...but it's pure and natural and hotter than anything.
I grip her behind the knees and push her legs up, bending this sweet young creature back on herself. Her sweet, perfect cunt puckers up to meet me and I engulf her with my wide open mouth, rolling my head in place to spread her inner lips wide apart. The fabulous scent and flavor of her tight young pussy has me half-crazed with need. I suck on her like she's a ripe, juicy peach, and she cries out as if in pain.
"Fuck, Roxy...don't stop. Don't you ever fucking stop."
I growl a wordless reply and tighten my mouth around her perky clit. As I suck and bite that little bud, I bury my chin in her hot, juicy opening. All I want is to make her come like she's never come before. Like she'll never come with anyone else again.
Faith screams as she bucks against my face, and I drive my tongue as deep inside her as I can. I swirl it around, exploring every inch of her velvety walls, and she grips my hair harder and twists her hips. Her whole body jerks and jumps, and it's all for me. Because of me.
I keep going, fucking her with my tongue until I feel her tighten and shudder, and she screams my name over and over as she comes. Her hot juices spill out, coating my cheeks and tongue and throat, and I drink them down like nectar.
As Faith comes down from her high, she relaxes her hips and eases her hold on my hair.
I'm still kissing and licking, still drinking the last trickles of her rich, spicy goodness, and I'm not sure I could ever get enough of her.
Then she fists my hair again and pulls up, and I come away from her pussy with the most delectable and dirty smacking sound in history.
We gaze into each other's eyes for a moment, and then she scoots her ass down toward me. "Your turn," she says.
"You don't have to—“
"I do. And I fucking want to, anyway.” Faith lies flat and licks her lips, and that's all it takes for me to understand exactly what she wants.
I crawl forward and come up to my knees, straddling my sweet babysitter's immaculate face. Faith wraps her soft hands around the outsides of my thighs as she gazes into the heart of my pussy. Fuck, if I'd had even the slightest idea this would be happening, I would have waxed, too. At least I keep my bush trimmed neat, although she's a little bit long, right now.
None of that seems to bother Faith in the slightest. She moans as she reaches across and strokes my slicked up lips, then hums with delight when she tastes my arousal on her fingertip.
She looks up at me with pure, hot lust blazing in her eyes. "So fucking sweet, Roxy."
Then she grips my thighs and pulls down, and I land with a delicious wet thud on the soft pillow of my babysitter's mouth.
Faith opens immediately, just like she did when we first kissed. She dances her tongue up and down my slit, then dives inside me.
I take hold of her lush, dark hair, and she slides her hand inward to grip my bush. As she sucks on my fat, wet lips, she twists my pubes hard enough to sting. In all my years of professional sex with women and amateur sex with men, nobody's ever done that. It hurts in the most wonderful way, adding a sharp spice to the sensual sugar of my babysitter's magical tongue.
Faith growls and twists her hand, and I buck against her face. I drag my hips up, desperate to get a break from the intense sensations, but she follows along like my pussy gives her life.
When she slams her pretty mouth back into my cunt, I overbalance and land on my back. My tits are still bouncing when Faith dives forward and plunges her tongue deep inside me.
This time I scream as she fucks me with her pretty face, and I grind my clit against her nose and lips and chin. She snuffles and moans, the sweet sounds of her pleasure muffled by my pussy, and I feel myself starting to come.
This is going to be fucking earth-shattering. Bigger than anything I ever had in my movie career. Way bigger than any climax my husband's ever given me.
As I crest the wave of my orgasm, Faith twists my bush again, and I shatter. I let out a deep, throaty roar as I come all over her beautiful face. My juices spurt and spill, covering her chin and cheeks and lips.
Faith keeps her mouth pressed to me as she licks and sucks and drinks me down. She's so fucking sexy, and I can't believe she's never done this before. She's a total natural.
I'm still coming when she pulls back and grins at me, her lips and chin and nose coated in my come. She's a fucking mess, and I can't resist grabbing her and pulling her to me. I wrap my arms around her and kiss her, and the taste of us both fills my mouth with the sweetness of sin.
As we kiss, Faith lets out a tiny, contented sigh. She snuggles up against me, nuzzling her face between my tits. I rub my palms over her shoulders and down her back. Her skin is so soft and silken, I just can't get enough of her.
"So," she murmurs. "Did I surprise you?"
"You did, babygirl. You surprised the fuck out of me."
She giggles and snuggles closer, and I press my lips to the top of her head. I'm not sure where this goes from here. This young woman just rocked the fuck out of my world, like nobody else ever has. I’m pretty sure nobody else could.
Now, I have one more huge reason to stay put right here. And if Patrick still wants to relocate to Canada permanently…well, that might be the most convenient thing he could do. Maybe he could take Bunny Babcock with him.
No matter what, as I look down at this gorgeous young woman, and I feel her warm breath puffing against my chest, I know one thing for certain. Whatever it is that comes next, I won't be alone.
THE END
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