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Nice & Slow


Why did I agree to go tonight? I knew all along it was going to end in tears, and yet I let myself believe it would be worthwhile.

See, my cheating ex-husband had a new product launch. Some kind of app or widget or whatever. One that’ll…jeez, I don’t even fucking know. Give you a prostate exam?

That’s exactly what I feel like doing to Oliver, now. Only not with a finger. I’d rather use a Buick.

Just because I’ve been striving to stay on good terms with the guy, he keeps inviting me to all his shindigs. He thinks it looks good in a business sense to have an ex-wife who publicly supports him.

I’m sure he’s right, and it does look great to all his associates. But it’s doing nothing for me, because every time I go I’m treated like a fashion accessory. Plus there’s always some new, young piece of tail draped over his arm and calling him cloying baby-talk names.

But even worse is the fact he pulled me into a private room at the end of the night and floated the idea that maybe we could get back together. I mean, seriously…the guy needs to get a fucking grip, and not just on vacant fashion models.

The really embarrassing part is, I actually entertained the idea for a couple of seconds before turning away and fleeing.

Let’s be clear; I don’t miss Oliver, and I don’t miss his wandering cock. I especially don’t miss the jagged, frantic missionary-only sex which seemed to be all he could ever bring to the party. Thirty seconds from in to out? Please!

What I truly miss is having some kind of connection with another person. I get it from my sweet daughter, Ella, but otherwise the nearest I get to close and personal stuff comes from my daughter’s babysitter.

Sophia’s been sitting for me since long before the divorce. And she’s been there for me, waiting patiently on the sidelines, making me coffees and offering hugs, while I’ve gone through all the shit times.

Not surprisingly, she doesn’t think a whole lot of Oliver, either. And she lets me bitch to her about him every time I get home from one of his gatherings.

God, I feel sorry for her, sometimes. She’s right at that age where she’s technically a woman, but still so young and inexperienced. I hope like hell that I’m not turning her off all men, just because I married one who couldn’t keep it in his pants.

Sometimes, I swear the girl can read my fucking mind. The moment I walk in the door tonight, she’s standing there, with her hands behind her back. The instant she sees the dark scowl on my face, she throws her arms wide and beckons me in for a hug. No words, no expectations, just support.

Such a sweetheart.

I think nothing of it as I step into her embrace, and she squeezes me tight. She’s only 19, so just a little more than half my age, and yet she seems to understand me like a best friend or a sister.

“Wine o’clock,” she whispers, and I groan as if I’m getting a massage.

“I’m so there.”

We head through to the kitchen and Sophia points to the high stool at the breakfast bar. I plant my ass there and watch as the gorgeous young brunette opens a fresh bottle of Pinot Grigio and pours far too much of it into a glass for me.

“So,” she says, leaning on the counter as if it’s a bar. “Wanna talk about it?”

I take a sip of the wine and let it trickle down my throat. Only then do I feel like I can answer.

“Not really. More of the same.”

“Ah,” Sophia says with a slow nod. “Blonde, as usual?”

“Bottle, but yeah. Pretty. Skinny. So young. Hell, she was about your age, sweetie.”

“And that’s…a bad thing?”

I tighten my lips against my automatic response, because I know it's envy that makes me think the worst. And a touch of nostalgia for when I was young, skinny and hot.

And really, who the hell am I to decide what's good and bad? My ex is not raiding high schools for his girlfriends. Colleges, maybe, but again, it's not really my business, except for how it might impact Ella.

If I'm completely honest with myself, I can see the appeal. All that soft, young skin. Tits riding high, where they should be. Not the slightest hint of gray in the hair. I guess I can give my ex a pass on that front.

“No, sweetie. It’s not actually a bad thing, I guess. There’s a lot to be said for the vibrancy of young women. Old ducks like me can’t compete.”

“Old? Leonie, you’re not old.”

I blow out a sigh of frustration. “I guess. But I’m not young, either.” I study Sophia up and down. “Jeez, what I’d give to have your body for one night. I’d live it up, like I used to.”

“Oh…but you’re so…” Her face deepens with a hot blush, and my mind is whirling so wildly I can’t begin to guess how she planned to finish that sentence. So I stumble on, just to keep my ego safe.

“Sorry, Soph. You don’t need my baggage. I guess I’m jealous that I’m still single, and my ex can get all the young action he wants.”

“Huh.” It’s one syllable, and it’s rich with meaning. I just don’t know what the meaning is.

It’s not disgust or anger. More like…her interest is piqued. I just hope she’s not picturing herself with my ex, because she could do so much better.

Sophia leans heavier on the counter, and crosses her arms. The move pushes her perky young breasts together, which seems like a slap in the face. It's not, of course. It just feels that way coming so soon after my little pity party about missing my youth.

Suddenly I realize I’m staring at my babysitter's cleavage. So I turn my head and chug down half my wine to hide my embarrassment.

“So,” I say, desperate to change the subject. “How was Ella tonight?”

Sophia pulls her hands up and rests her chin on them. Her pretty brown eyes practically glow as she smiles. "Angelic. As she always is. You're doing such a great job raising her, Leonie."

Nobody's ever told me that. Not my ex-husband, not my mother, not my stepfather. Hearing it from someone I trust so much means the world to me. Even someone who's only a year into her adulthood.

"Thank you, Sophia."

Her smile turns a little coy, and she looks down as if she's shy, all of a sudden.

"I can't help noticing, you're not wearing your ring, anymore."

“No point.” I hold up my left hand and turn it slowly. "Doesn't it look good?"

"Yeah. It's just…"

There's a new tone in her voice, and I have to say, it worries me a little. It sounds like fear. "What's wrong, Soph?"

She reaches out and takes hold of my hand, drawing it closer and studying it. Like she thinks it’s still there, but invisible. When she strokes her other hand up and down the back of mine, it only enhances that feeling.

"Soph? What's wrong?"

She swallows and stands a little straighter, still holding my hand. "I just…you went back to him so many times. I guess I'm wondering if…"

Oh, god. It's my worst fear come true. She's hot for my ex, and wants my blessing.

"Sweetheart, no."

"What?" She looks genuinely hurt, and I feel like a total bitch.

"No. I'm not ever going back to him. But that doesn't mean…please, Sophia. Don't even think about it."

Her eyes glisten with tears, ready to fall. "But…"

"He's not worth it, sweetheart. You can do so much better than Oliver."

She's still for a moment, and then she bites into her luscious lip. "Oh. Right."

"Promise me you won't go after him? He’s not a man who even tries to resist temptation. Please, Sophia."

She releases my hand and stands straight. "I promise, Leonie. I absolutely will not do anything with your lousy ex-husband."

I manage not to let out an enormous sigh of relief. Instead, I raise my glass. "I'll drink to that."

And I do. I drain the glass, and Sophia fills it for me again, without me even asking. Like an absolute sweetheart.

It's only when I finish that second glass that I remember I'm supposed to drive her home.

"Oh, fuck," I say, and Sophia's eyes light up. I'm not sure if I've ever cursed in front of her before. "Soph, I've had too much to drink. Can I call you a cab?"

She shakes her head, her pretty brown hair swaying and glistening in the low kitchen light. Like sweet caramel sauce raining down on ice cream. Jeez, I'm drunker than I thought.

"It might be better if I stay here, tonight," she says, her voice low and raspy. "Remember how you get in the mornings when you've had a few drinks."

Everything about this girl is fucking special. She cares for me in ways no man ever has. "Sophia, sweetheart. I could just about kiss you."

She makes a little gasping sound, and I regret my words instantly. It has to be the alcohol making me such a gormless jerk. Rather than apologize, I put the empty glass down and head up the hall to the guest bedroom. Sophia follows right behind.

"Uh, it's all ready, Soph. You can sleep in here, tonight."

"Oh. Uh, cool."

She walks in and sits on the bed, bouncing a couple of times. Her hair and her breasts both sway with the movement and I find myself going almost into a trance for a moment.

"Well, I should, uh…get ready for bed, too."

"Okay. G'night, Leonie."

"G'night, sweetheart.”

***

It takes me next to no time to drift off to sleep. But I'm not prepared for the strange dreams my brain cooks up for me. Not that they're bad—far from it—but they're totally new.

In my dream, I'm Oliver. Even though I still look like myself, in that weird logic that dreams give us, I know I'm him.

And not only am I suddenly my own ex-husband, but I'm basically swimming in an ocean of pretty young women. Which I wouldn't be surprised is literally Oliver's ultimate fantasy.

Even as I'm conjuring all this up, I'm aware it's a dream.

The really crazy part is…it's hot as hell. I don't know who these young women are, but I swear half of them are literally me, from different stages in my younger life. And all of them are touching me, trying to get closer, trying to kiss me. And I'm just lying there, soaking up all the adulation.

Jeez, I could do with some adulation in real life, but I'll take it in dreamland, if that's all that's on offer.

Suddenly, there’s someone between my thighs. Someone with a hot mouth and some fucking seriously brilliant pussy eating skills. It’s soft and slow and absolutely everything.

In dream time, it lasts for hours, and I seem to float through the sky and out into space as this pretty mouth takes me into the heavens, before suddenly turning voracious. Practically devouring me with anger and passion and sheer ravenous expertise.

This is in my dream still…right?

The shrill ring tone of my cell phone yanks me out of the incredible, but filthy, moment, and I pull my hand away from my soaking wet pussy. Fuck whoever this asshole is! I was so close to coming.

When I check my phone, I see it’s an unlisted number. If it’s a scammer, and I’ve forgone a climax for them, I’m gonna be even more royally pissed. But who’d be scamming at 6am?

“Hello?”

“Leonie, don’t hang up.”

I wince like he’s physically hurt me. “Oliver, please. You have to stop. It’s over.”

“8 years of marriage, and it’s just over?”

“No, Oliver. 6 different skanks—at least—in those 8 years. That’s why it’s over.”

“No discussion, no mediation?”

I make fists with both hands, and worry that even with my soft grip I just might crush my phone.

“I tried that the first three times. Remember? Look where that got me.”

“Aw, but honeybun, those were just stupid mistakes.” His whining tone has my thumb hovering over the end call button. “They didn’t mean anything. I was thinking of you all the time.”

“Oh, right. That’s so much better.”

Thankfully, he picks up on my sarcasm. “I’m not pretending it’s all okay. I just want a second chance. With you and with Ella.”

I rest my head in my hand, and I catch a strong trace of my arousal, which derails me for a moment. I clear my throat and continue.

“We’ve been through this, Oliver. It wouldn’t be a second chance, it’d be at least a seventh.”

“Honeybun—”

“No. Seriously, Ollie-boy, you don’t have the game to make it worth my while.”

“I don’t have the game? What the hell?”

That’s one of the things that pisses me off more than anything. I can’t remember a single time Oliver ever made me come, and yet he still managed to talk six other women—at least—into fucking him.

My ex was never a bed-breaker. That wasn’t why I married him.

Hell…why did I marry him?

I mean, if he ever went down on me—and I can’t remember if he did—I’m certain it would’ve been before Ella was born, and she’s turning five in a couple of months. In his lame defense, we’ve been separated and now divorced for half that time.

“You heard me, Ollie. No. Game.”

“Well, that’s simply not true, honeybun. Not anymore at least. In the last year, I learned so much from Willow, and Candi, and…well, a few others, about how to pleasure a woman. I could give you a tour of your own clitoris, now, if you just give me—”

“You really don’t filter your words at all, do you?”

He stays silent for a moment. “What about Ella?”

The sudden detour into talking about our daughter makes my head spin so hard I get dizzy.

“What? What about her?”

“Have you thought about how this is affecting her?”

“Jeez, dude. That’s rich, coming from you.”

“What do you mean?”

“Ella has been at the forefront of my mind all the way through. If you’d thought about the consequences before jamming your wiener into every passing pussy…” I bite down on the rest of that so I can calm down. “Ella was the only reason I took you back as many times as I did.”

“So, what’s one more?”

“Oliver, enough is enough. That’s the lesson I need her to learn, now. That there’s a limit to how much bad behavior anyone should put up with.”

“Maybe we should let her make her own choice.”

“She’s four. We gonna let her vote, too?”

In all honesty, Oliver’s love for his daughter is not what’s in question here. He’s a good father to Ella, whenever he’s around her. It’s just that when he’s not, he turns into a rabid, rutting beast with no conscience.

Okay, maybe it’s not that bad. He’s not a werewolf. Just a hound dog.

“So you’ll claim she’s chosen you, right, Leonie? Girls and their mothers…” He actually manages to sound pissed.

“I think she just finds the revolving door of potential stepmoms and quote-unquote aunts too confusing. That’s where her choice comes from.”

“I didn’t cheat on her.”

That’s the final straw, for me.

“Fuckin’ asshole,” I snap, and toss the phone onto my bedside table.

“Charming. I guess I’ll pour this down the sink, then.”

I glance up and see Sophia standing in the doorway, holding a steaming mug of coffee. She’s wearing just a pair of silky sleep shorts and a skin tight T that shows exactly how perfect her perky young tits are. I look away instantly, worried I’ll get all jealous again as I remember how I once had boobs that could defy gravity, too.

This isn’t the first time Sophia’s ended up sleeping over, but I’m surprised she’s up and about so early. And it’s actually really nice to have another adult here with me. Even though Ella’s a late sleeper, I love that this morning I can share the responsibility of her care for a little while.

Then again, I can’t claim to be particularly responsible, since drinking too much last night is the entire reason Sophia’s still here.

My sweet young babysitter comes over to me, sporting a radiant smile on her beautiful face. God, I barely remember how it feels to be so young and fresh and vibrant. To be so free with my body.

I pull my blankets up to hide myself, despite me wearing a cotton nightgown. Even though it’s not a contest, I can’t compete with my babysitter’s curvaceous beauty.

“It’s my ex who’s the fucking asshole, kiddo. Not you.” I flash her a lightning fast wink. “You fucking asshole.”

“He’s not still calling?” Sophia’s knuckles turn pale around the cup handle, and she furrows her brow. “I blocked his number for you.”

“Burner phone, I guess.”

She puts the coffee next to my phone. “Dude needs to back off. He’s put you through enough already.” There’s pure anger in Sophia’s voice, which has me biting my lip as I remember my dream. The angry heat of that anonymous woman devouring my pussy. Because, yes, I know now that it was definitely a woman.

I understand dreams are often a kind of symbolism. I’d only be guessing, but surely that was a dream that was all about envy. Remembering how I looked before motherhood changed me. Thinking how simple life was when Oliver was still hot enough for my bod. When it was easier to pretend I didn’t see him looking longingly at every single hot chick in the world.

Surely my dream wasn’t literally about switching teams? It couldn’t be, could it? I’m a mom, now. With an ex-husband, and a small collection of ex-boyfriends before him.

Sure, there were a couple of girls at college who I’d thought maybe I could fool around with. But nothing ever came of it. I met Oliver and…Jesus, I gave up on all my dreams so I could marry that fucker.

I can’t blame him for my choices, but he never took the time to ask me what I wanted, so he has to own some of my anger.

It took me until my early 30s to listen to my own passion and good sense. That’s why I finally gave myself the gift that keeps on giving. A crash diet where I managed to shed 230 pounds in a single day.

Now, if only that useless dead weight would stop calling me.

“Cool your jets, Sophia. Yeah, he’s a douche, but I have to share some of the blame. It took me 10 years before I called him out on his bullshit.”

My babysitter tightens and loosens her fists a few times. The movement draws my eye, and I glance over at her. And I suddenly realize how translucent her sleep shorts are. I can see without a doubt that she’s waxed and tight and perfect, and I’m simultaneously awestruck and jealous.

I don’t know what I’d do without my babysitter. Sophia is almost like a daughter to me. And like Ella, she makes me feel alive just by being here, and being young and positive.

But it kinda hits me right in the feels that maybe I lost out on a more satisfying love life because I married a man ill-suited to monogamy.

“Oliver never deserved you, Leonie. He was most definitely punching above his weight.”

“You’re very sweet, Soph.” I take a sip of the soul-warming coffee she made me, and moan with delight.

I don’t feel safe to believe her, though. Oliver sapped me of my trust over the years. Plus Sophia’s my employee, when you get down to brass tacks. Of course she’s going to take my side, however she truly feels. For all I know, she still thinks Oliver is hot stuff and she plans to break her promise and hook up with the guy.

“So, d’you plans for today, Soph? Any boys on the horizon?”

“Hopefully over it.”

“Oh, come now. My ex isn’t the poster boy, y’know. There are some good guys out there.”

“Out there is where they can stay.” She sits on the side of my bed and clasps her hands in her lap. “I’m not interested. I mean, I don’t know that I’m gay, but…well, it’s possible.”

“Oh. Okay.” Suddenly, a few little things make more sense than they ever have. Sophia is, after all, a fucking goddess. I’d wondered why she’s never posted any pics of guys on social media. Hasn’t even mentioned any names in passing. “Well…any girls on the horizon?”

She crinkles her cute little nose and it makes her look almost like a kid. “I’m not much into girls my age. I think older women are way hotter.”

Sophia reaches out slowly, like she’s going to spook me. Fuck, she is spooking me. She brushes my sleep-mussed hair back over my shoulder and I hold my breath for a moment.

“Like you. You’re so fucking hot, Leonie.”

“Wait…”

My heart leaps with surprise when I see the heat in my babysitter’s eyes. Her praise has my whole body quaking in the most terrifying and beautiful ways, as it once again brings my dirty dream back to mind.

Sophia glides her fingers down my forearm and takes the coffee cup from me. Damn thing was on the verge of spilling anyway.

“Leonie?”

My face must surely be a mask of fear. Or at least, uncertainty. Sophia kinks her beautiful head to the side, and then stands. She walks over to my bedroom door, and a flood of contradicting emotions pour through me. Relief that she’s not pressing this. Despair that she’s walking away and leaving me alone again.

Except, instead of walking out, she closes—and locks—the door.

“You said last night you wished you could have my body.” As she walks back over to me, she pulls off her T-shirt to reveal her firm round boobs. “And you can. As much of it as you want.”

“Sweetheart…”

I draw my knees up to protect my heart. To make myself smaller, as if that will turn me invisible. Sophia sits on the edge of the bed, right up close to me.

“Leonie, I mean it. You’re—”

“Stop it, Sophia. I’ve been through too much. And this is…” It’s beyond wrong, is what it is. So why can’t I actually say that out loud?

My gorgeous babysitter pauses, then unfurls that sweet, beautiful smile, and it slices away at my resolve. It reminds me again what it means to be young and beautiful, and makes me feel just a little of that recklessness I vaguely remember.

Sophia takes hold of my wrist, her fingers at my pulse point, and draws my hand toward herself.

“Tell me you don’t feel something…extra, between us.”

“Uh…”

She presses my palm to the center of her chest right between her perfect young tits. The pounding of her heart hits me like a soft massage.

“It’s why I asked you last night.”

“Uh…what?”

“Whether you planned to go back to that fucking prick.” There’s such vicious anger in those last two words, and suddenly everything clicks into place.

She wasn’t ever going after Oliver. She was scared she’d lose me to him. Jeez, have I been that blind all this time?

“Leonie?”

Sophia squeezes my hand and then guides me lower, over the silken skin of her belly.

“I’ve been thinking about you all morning, Leonie. And all night. For months, it’s been like this.” She guides my hand down between her legs. And she rests my fingers on her soft, wet slit, that I swear is burning through the ethereal fabric of her sleep shorts. “Tell me you don’t feel something.”

“Oh…fuck…”

“Thought you’d never ask.”

I glance up at her just in time to greet her mouth with mine. It’s a soft impact, like two clouds colliding. She’s so warm, and so silken, and her lips glide over mine with a precision I’ve never known.

We stay there a moment, neither of us moving apart from the trembling running through both our bodies. And then Sophia makes a tiny moaning sound and eases her mouth open.

She captivates my lips as she holds the back of my head, and her passion hits me like a bus. Hits me so hard that I land flat on my back, with her supple young body over the top of me.

Sophia explores my mouth, massages my breast, and somehow kicks my blankets down off the end of the bed. The kind of multi-tasking that Oliver could never manage.

My head buzzes as my sexy babysitter moves her mouth down to my throat. The clarity of her desire has me floating, just like in my dream.

I’m caught in a current, in a whirlpool, desperate to grab hold of anything solid, and she’s just diving lower and lower. The hunger of her youth burns into my psyche, and suddenly it feels just like it did every time I was with Oliver. Like I’m about to be whammed and bammed, without so much as a thank you ma’am.

“Please, Soph…”

“Mmm?” Her sweet voice vibrates against my skin.

“Give me time to…to get used to this?”

“Of course, Leonie. Do you want me to stop?”

There honestly is a voice saying yes. But it’s right in the back of my head, and it’s the same traitorous part that made me pause last night, when Oliver floated that stupid idea of getting back together. It’s the hard little nut of anxiety that wants me to play everything fucking safe.

“No, sweetheart. I don’t want you to stop. I just need this to go a little slower.”

My gorgeous babysitter smiles and bites into her luscious lip. “I’ll try. But I’ve wanted you for so long.”

My breath wobbles in my chest as I try to process the need in her voice. I nod to her, even though there was no question asked.

Sophia grabs my nightgown and slides it up slowly, and I suddenly remember I’m not wearing anything underneath it.

“Oh, fuck, you’re beautiful, Leonie…”

Sophia’s staring at my belly, as if it’s home. I suppose at one point, it was a home, to my daughter, Ella.

But now it’s rounded and stretch-marked, and so unlike my babysitter’s silky smooth tummy.

“I don’t feel beautiful.” I trace my fingers over some of the brighter stretch marks, and Sophia follows each stroke with her soft mouth, kissing those same places with genuine affection. It’s enough to just about melt me into the mattress.

When I take my hands away, Sophia nips at my skin, and makes random little trails with the tip of her tongue.

Then she glides on down and pauses, gazing at my hot, wet slit. The doorway that brought Ella into this world. The place where a skillful mouth and fingers could take me out of this world, and up into heaven. Just like in the dream.

“So beautiful,” my babysitter hums, and then suddenly she has her mouth on me. On my unwaxed, unshaven, wild-as-the-jungle pussy. Sophia rolls her heavenly tongue through my wet lips and growls with hunger.

“Please, babygirl,” I moan. “A little slower?”

Sophia hums against me and takes her mouth away with the filthiest smacking sound in history. “It’s so hard, Leonie. You’re everything I’ve ever wanted. I’m so fucking hungry for you.”

“Jeez…”

She digs her fingers into the flesh of my thighs, and guides my legs wide apart. She eases forward until she has her mouth pressed tightly to my pussy again.

I gaze down into the heat of her dark brown eyes until she closes them in what looks like ecstasy.

Her lush, caramel hair bounces with every move of her head. It falls forward and covers one of her eyes, and she’s just so fucking sexy it practically hurts me.

My sweet and sexy young babysitter explores every little part of me, singing with hunger and moaning with need. She strokes her silky fingers up the length of my inner thighs and holds me down flat against the bed, my legs and my pussy wide open to her.

Sophia plunges two fingers inside my cunt as she sucks on my clit. In 20 years of fucking, I have never been so perfectly pleasured. Not by any lover, and not even by myself.

From out of nowhere a hurricane hits in my belly. I’m a swirling, howling, soaking mess, as my climax erupts, and it pounds me from scalp to toes.

My scream is uninhibited, and unearthly. It comes from a place I’d never suspected existed. Perhaps from within the darkest reaches of my soul.

Sophia rides my bucking hips, her breath racing as she sucks and bites at my intimate flesh. Drinks down my juices with the same unslakable thirst my ex-husband reserves for beer.

When the last trickles of my orgasm melt away, I collapse back on the bed. Limp. Soft. Broken, in the most wonderful way.

I try to speak, but it takes me half a dozen attempts. Eventually, my mouth and brain team up again.

“Was supposed to…be slow…” I say, somewhere between a muffled murmur and a rasping whisper.

“I tried. You’re just too fucking hot.”

Sophia strokes her incredible tongue through my slit one more time, then comes up onto her knees. She grips my lifted nightgown and pushes it higher, baring my big, soft boobs.

“Fuck, Leonie…you’re gorgeous.”

I sit up, whip the garment off over my head and reach for her. Fuck the rules, fuck what’s right and wrong. Nobody’s ever made me come like that, and I need to explore this as deeply as possible.

Sophia unfurls her sunshine smile one more time and I lose myself in her beauty.

She kisses me deeply and I taste myself on her lips and tongue as I reach down and fumble with her soaking wet sleep shorts. It takes a moment to work them down to her knees, and then she slides them the rest of the way.

My lithe young babysitter takes a gasping breath as I slide my fingers through her soft, slick lips. She tosses her legs wide apart, and I drive my hand forward to grind my palm against her cheeky little clit.

Sophia throws her head back and cries out with pleasure, and I lick the satin skin of her throat. Her voice vibrates against my tongue as I pinch her pleasure bud and she moans with desire.

So much for taking it nice and slow, I guess. I’ve never wanted anyone as much as I want this young woman.

My babysitter grips my hair in both fists and arches her back, pushing her perfect young tits into my eager face. I dive on her nipple and suck like hell at it, like Ella did on mine as a baby. And I swear, the love I feel from Sophia feeds me like milk.

I switch to her other tit and dig my teeth into her hardened bud, and she pulls me tight against her soft, silky chest. We overbalance and she falls flat on her back, with my hand still pressed to her precious little cunt.

“Leonie,” she moans. “That feels so fucking good.”

I flick her nipple with my tongue and then come up to kiss her again. She parts her lips and sucks on my tongue, and I drive one finger up inside her tight heat.

Sophia cries out as she scratches her short nails down my back and grips my thick ass.

“Please,” she moans. “It’s my turn…can you please…?”

I pause as instinct tells me this is something big. “Sweetheart…is this your first time doing anything?”

Sophia screws her sexy mouth up and then nods. I lean my forehead against hers and glide my finger out of her tight little channel. “I’m so sorry, sweetheart.”

“No, it’s okay. I loved it. I just need you to go a little slower?”

“Of course.”

I come down and kiss her again, and she squeezes my ass tight before pulling me forward. It gives me an idea, so I fling one knee over her thigh as I sit up, and I glide my hips forward.

The instant my pussy kisses hers, my sweet babysitter gasps and bites her lush bottom lip.

“Fuck, Leonie…that’s so naughty.”

Sophia swings her other leg up and I hook her ankle over my shoulder. I rode horses in my teens, and I naturally fall into the same kind of rhythm as I grind my cunt against my babysitter’s. Rolling, thrusting, riding the bucking of her sexy hips. Making smaller and smaller circles until my clit kisses hers.

As bursts of pleasure fly through us both, I curl my top lip up with effort as I mash my slit over my slinky babysitter’s. I glide her top leg forward and slip her big toe into my mouth, sucking on it like it’s a nipple. Or a stubby cock.

“Leonie…make me come?”

“Anything for you, sweetheart.”

As nice as this is, I don’t think I’m going to get either of us all the way home just from tribbing. It’s going to need something more.

The sweet and sultry scent of my babysitter’s arousal fills my senses, mixed in with mine, and suddenly I know I need to taste her, the way she tasted me.

I push her leg down flat and fall forward, kissing her perfect mouth as I punch my hips forward and back one, two, three more times.

And then I slide backward, gliding my soaking wet slit all the way down my delicious babysitter’s thigh, kissing her boobs, and her belly, as I make my way downward.

I detour and lick my own juices off her silken leg, all the way down to her knee, and then I kiss a hot trail back up the inside of her tender thigh until I reach the beautiful hairless wonder of her hot little snatch.

“You’re perfect, Sophia. Absolutely heavenly.”

She gazes down at me over the soft mounds of her tits and belly, smiling and biting her lip at the same time.

And then I come forward and kiss the fragrant split of my babysitter’s perfect little pussy. Her scent floods my nose, and when I part my lips and taste her for the first time, her richness gushes across the face of my tongue.

I swear there’s a demon that takes over my body at this point. The thirst that pounds through my blood feels unquenchable. As nice as this is, slow is no longer an option.

I come up onto my knees and dive head first into my sexy sitter’s sweet little cunt, plowing her with my tongue, attacking the rich, musky heart of her.

“Ohhh, Leonie…baby, you’re so fucking good at that…”

“You’re as sweet as nectar.”

“Mmm,” she moans between the searching drives of my tongue. “Harder, Leonie.”

“Oh, my baby girl…”

Sophia raises herself and gazes down into my eyes, and for a moment I swear the heat of my babysitter’s desire for me is gonna burn a mark on my forehead. “Your mouth feels so damn good down there…”

“Sweetheart,” I moan, and somehow that seems to be the exact word she needs to hear.

Sophia groans, and closes her eyes, pleasure and agony writing themselves over her perfect face.

“Yes, sweetheart,” I moan, barely taking my mouth off her pretty pussy as I speak. “Come for me. Come for mommy.”

I don’t even understand why I just called myself that. But before I can even worry what it all means, Sophia lights up like fireworks.

“Oh, Jesus. Fuck!” She bucks her hips against me harder than ever, and I just about lose my mind. Not once in my life have I felt so essential, so utterly desired and desirable, as I do at this moment.

Sophia’s sweetness and hunger have my head spinning as I drink in her juices, and when she wails out her climax, she floods my mouth with her cream.

My babysitter surprises me, wrapping her legs around me and rolling to the side, taking me with her. I’m flat on my back with her sweet pussy grinding down on me for a moment, and I grab her tight young ass to squeeze it.

Sophia pushes my hands away and swings around, planting her delicious cunt on my mouth again as she falls forward to drive her tongue into my slit.

“Oh, Leonie…you eat pussy so fucking good,” she mumbles between long, fast licks of my cunt.

“Fuck, sweetheart…so do you.”

Neither of us can speak after that. Too busy licking and sucking and biting into each other’s most forbidden flesh. Moaning and crying and sobbing with undiluted pleasure as we work each other toward another orgasm.

When Sophia glides two fingers up inside me, I arch with pleasure and grind her clit with my chin. She cries out in ecstasy and rolls her hips, painting my lips and cheeks and nose with her sweet young juices.

When I grip my sexy babysitter’s ass cheeks and squeeze, she bites down on my clit. I can’t resist any longer, and she gets me spinning, falling, flying. My climax rolls like an earthquake, and I crumble around it.

My young babysitter arches like a drawn bow above me, and I hook my legs around her back to hold her in place.

A moment later, Sophia lets out a long, keening cry, suppressed by her clenched teeth. She fills my bedroom with sounds of pleasure that have never been heard in here before. She sits up and mashes her slit into my mouth so fucking hard I can’t breathe, and I don’t give a fuck.

Finally, when her climax has ebbed away to nothing, and mine has, too, she falls to the side. I clamber over and take her in my arms, holding her to my heart as we fight for breath.

Together we turn to mush, her sweet young body against mine. There’s no doubt in my mind that was all as wrong as wrong can be. Taboo. It should never have happened.

And holy fuck, but I can’t wait to do it again.

THE END
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