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Rough & Tumble


The ceiling looks so lovely tonight. Although there are a couple of cobwebs up in the corners. Maybe I should go get the feather duster and—

“Come on, Frankie. How long does it take to get ready?”

Elliot sounds pissed. I guess that’s fair enough. We’re supposed to leave in less than 20 minutes and I’m still lying flat on my back across the bed, wrapped in a towel. My hair’s all wet, my makeup’s not anywhere close to being done. I haven’t even put on my underwear.

It all boils down to one simple fact. I just don’t want to go. Dinner with my husband’s boss is the last thing I want to do on a Saturday night. Honestly, I’d rather stay home and watch a kids’ movie with my son. Stuart’s at that really fun age where everything’s new, but he’s developing a great sense of humor. It’s so easy to make him roll around on the floor with laughter, either with stupid jokes or with tickle attacks. And he has the most infectious laugh I’ve ever heard.

Of course, if I stayed home, then I’d deny my son his special time with our babysitter. He so looks forward to spending time with Payton.

“Coming, honey,” I say, but I still don’t move a muscle otherwise. Not until I hear my husband coming up the stairs, at least. I fight my way to my feet and work at my hair with my towel. Hoping that the sight of my naked body might at least score me a little reprieve from Elliot’s impatience.

“Dammit, Francesca,” he growls when he reaches the bedroom door. “We’re gonna be late. And where’s Payton?”

“Am I my sitter’s keeper?”

“Huh?”

“You have her number, too, honey. You can text her.”

He mutters something incomprehensible, but I’m pretty sure it’s along the lines of feeling like a creeper if he’s texting a slinky 19-year-old woman. Even if she is our babysitter.

“She’ll be on her way,” I say, making peace. “She’s always on time.”

“Fine. Just get ready. You have 5 minutes.”

I blow him a raspberry as he turns and walks out, which he makes a big show of ignoring. Then I fish through my wardrobe, looking for something to wear. Which I realize I should’ve done hours—or even days—ago.

The doorbell rings as I’m putting on my makeup. Elliot curses again and races down the stairs. I hear him answer the door, and then I hear the staccato thundering of Stuart’s little feet as he sprints through the house. The next thing I hear is his squeal of pure joy, and I can picture exactly what’s happened.

He’s crashed into Payton’s long, lean legs, and she’s hooked him up off the floor and is squeezing him in her slender, toned arms. I know that’s what’s happened, because it’s what happens every single time.

I toss my robe on and rush downstairs to watch the two of them together.

Payton’s spinning slowly on the spot, and Stuart’s clinging to her like a sloth to a tree. He’s leaning on her shoulder and she’s supporting him like he weighs nothing at all.

My boy’s pretty big for his age. Plenty of times people have asked me why he’s out of school during the day, not realizing he’s only 4. He’s just tall and solid and cute as heck.

And yet, despite Payton being all long, lean limbs, she holds him up as easy as anything. The girl doesn’t seem to have an ounce of extra weight on her. She’s all tight, hard muscle, and she radiates pure power and confidence.

When she spins far enough around, I see her beautiful face, and it’s slightly screwed up in pain. Then she sees me and shoots me a radiant smile. And that’s when I gasp in surprise, seeing the bruise by her right eye.

The mama bear inside me roars, and I rush forward to ease Stuart out of her arms and down onto the floor. He clings to my leg and gazes up at us both.

“Payton…sweetie, what happened?” I reach out and press my hand to the unmarked side of her face, turning her head so I can look at the mark better.

“It’s nothing.”

“Don’t tell me you walked into a door, sweetie. Who was it? Your boyfriend?”

She gazes at me in silence for a couple of seconds, and then—inexplicably—she bursts into laughter. And then she cringes, holding her ribs. “Ow, ow, ow…don’t make me laugh, Frankie.”

I put my hands on my hips and frown. Payton’s laughter stops instantly, and she stands up straight. “Uh…”

“What is it, Payton?”

“Your, um…robe…”

I glance down to see that it’s come slightly undone at the front. Just down to the navel, thankfully, and I haven’t flashed any nip. But there’s way more boobage on display than there should be.

“Oh. Sorry.” I pull the robe closed and tighten the belt. “But please, Payton. Talk to me. Who did that to you?”

“Sister Sledgehammer.”

“What?”

Payton shrugs and winces again. “That’s her ring name. I think her real name’s something boring, like Sally Smith.”

“I don’t understand.”

“I’m a boxer, Frankie. Dad’s been training me. I haven’t told you because…well, I didn’t want to risk it. In case you react the same as my mom did.”

I clench my teeth. I don’t truly know Payton’s mom, but based on what I do know, I’d never want to be compared to that woman. She sounds like a piece of work.

“A boxer. Woah. That’s…” I pause as I mull over it for a moment. “Hey, that’s really cool.”

“Yeah?” She looks genuinely surprised, and then she beams at me. “I just turned pro. First fight was last night.”

“And?”

She screws her pretty mouth up into a sneer. “Well, I won. But it was a massive step up from the amateurs. Which explains this—” She points at the bruise on her eye, and then down at her ribs. “—and this.”

“Honestly, I could see you were really fit, but I never would’ve picked you as a boxer.”

Payton shrugs, and kinks her pretty mouth up at the side. “What can I say? I like it rough.” Her face instantly darkens with a deep blush. “I mean…uh…”

My son calls out for Payton, and she seems grateful for the distraction. She bends to pick him up again, but before she can lift him, she hisses with pain. “Uhhh…sorry, big guy,” she says. “Not sure I can manage it this time.”

“Payton, are you sure you’re fine with sitting tonight?” I desperately want her to say no, so I have an excuse to stay home.

“I…think so. Well, I mean, I’m here for the long haul, anyway. My dad dropped me off, and he’s gone to the movies. He always turns his cell phone off.”

“What about your mom?”

Payton scoffs. “Uh, that’s a big, fat no. She’s not talking to me right now.”

“Because of the boxing?”

My babysitter nods, then sways her head from side to side. “Yeah, that. And…well, some other stuff.” She glances around herself. “Do you mind if I sit down?”

Mama bear comes out again, and I step right in beside her, supporting her weight down onto the sofa.

“That settles it, Payton. I’m staying home with you.”

Just as I finish speaking, Elliot comes into the living room. “What? But we’re going—”

“Payton’s not well, honey. I can’t leave her alone with Stuart tonight.”

My husband frowns, and it doesn’t take an expert to read his mind. Everything’s so black and white with him. He’s clearly of the opinion that if Payton’s not well enough, then she should’ve let us know. He’s backed into a corner here, anyway. Stuart still needs care. That would fall to me whether Payton was here or not.

Elliot sighs and shakes his head. “Fine. I’ll make your excuses.”

My husband walks out to the garage, and I swear there’s a lightness in his step. Maybe he’s actually glad to be going stag tonight. I know I’m not quite the same woman I was when we met and married, and maybe he’s struggling with that change.

Being a mom now means that I don’t actually enjoy going out nearly so much anymore. Or at least, not to the same kinds of places.

I make sure Payton’s comfy on the sofa. “Okay, I’m gonna head upstairs and get changed.”

I hurry up to my bedroom and get into some comfortable home clothing. Sporty underwear set, one of Elliot’s old shirts, and a raggedy pair of jeans. So much better than the tight black dress I no doubt would’ve ended up wearing to dinner.

When I get back downstairs, Stuart’s climbing all over Payton like she’s a jungle gym. As always, he’s absolutely relentless. And also as always, Payton’s taking his attention and playing along, even though she’s clearly a little worse for wear. God, she’s giving my son more attention than his father does.

“Stuart, come on. Give Payton a break, buddy.”

He’s on such a roll that he either doesn’t hear me, or doesn’t care to listen. With a 4-year-old boy, either is equally possible. So I scoop him up and carry him to the kitchen. I cut up a plate of fruit and put it in front of him, and that’s enough to distract the kid for now.

While Stuart’s munching, I fetch an ice pack for Payton. “Here. This might help your ribs.”

She nods and takes it, then holds it against her side, wincing as it makes contact. “Thanks, Frankie. Honestly, you’re being so cool about this. Dad trains me, and I know he loves me, but he’s not so good with the soft stuff.” She pauses, and I’m pretty sure she’s thinking about her mother, and whatever’s gone wrong between them. “It’s nice to have someone on my side for once.”

“I’m always on your side, Payton.”

I take a seat beside her and gently cup her cheek, turning her head so I can get a closer look at the bruising.

“What do you think, doc?” Payton says with a cheeky grin. “Will I live?”

I smile back and press as lightly as I can on the swollen part of her cheek. “You really took a couple of good ones.”

Payton shrugs. “You should see the other guy.”

“Guy?” A flood of adrenaline pumps through me. “You’re not fighting—”

“It’s a figure of speech. No, I’m not fighting men.” A look of total distaste crosses her beautiful face. “Christ, I might be a slugger, but I’m not that stupid.”

“Honey, you’re anything but stupid.” I press a little harder on her cheek, and she winces again and grips my wrist.

We pause like that for a moment, and then she relaxes her grip, sliding her hand up until it’s resting over the back of mine. “Sorry. It’s just…”

“I’m hurting you. I’m so sorry.”

Payton shakes her head. “It wasn’t that. I’m just not used to…” She strokes the back of my hand with her fingers, up and down a few times. “…this.”

“What? Being cared for?”

She nods, and her eyes grow so bright they’re practically glowing. It takes me a moment before I realize they’re brimming with tears. “Like I say, dad trains me. But he’s always treated me like a son. God, he just about left town when I first got my period.”

“Well, that’s what moms are for.”

Payton slams her pretty eyes shut. “You’d think.” Twin rivulets of tears trickle down her cheeks. “My mom’s not like that. I’m surprised she’s even still with us. She blames dad, and boxing, for the fact that I’m…”

I wait a moment for her to finish, but she has her plump lips pressed so tightly together it’s like they’re a prison for words.

So I reach out with my other hand, and hold her head still so I can look straight at her. “Payton. You can tell me anything.”

“Not this. I…don’t want to mess up what we have here. I love y—your son so much.”

What the hell is she trying to tell me? What could be so bad that she thinks I’ll stop employing her as a babysitter? But if I pressure her to tell me, I risk doing irreparable damage, anyway.

“Well, it’s cool, Payton. I’m here for you, just like you’re here for me. We’re a team.”

She smiles so broadly, and yet so sadly, and I’m not sure what else to say. So I do what comes naturally as a mother, and wrap my arms around her, pulling her in tight.

I worry it might be too much for her, but then she suddenly hugs me back, squeezing me so tightly it hurts. But I don’t say a word or try to pull away. I just hold her, and she holds me. And I think that’s all she needs right now. Someone to lean on. To depend on.

After a while, Payton pulls back and wipes her eyes with the back of her hand. She smiles at me, and it’s a smile that melts my heart. And then she leans forward and presses her soft, sweet mouth to mine, and for a moment I don’t know what to do. She stays there, making a sweet little humming sound as she parts her lips and flicks at mine with the tip of her tongue. And god help me, but I let her.

The heat of her beautiful mouth, the sweet fragrance of her skin, the soft music of her moans…I’m lost in this girl for a moment. Swimming in the essence of her youth and her beauty, her power and her weaknesses. And I’m so deeply aware of what this moment must mean to her, which means I’m fucking terrified of reacting the wrong way.

I really should push her away. And I should remind her that this is inappropriate behavior for an employer and employee. But I can’t. It’s just too much, and she’s just too beautiful. And holy fuck, but this kiss is absolutely magical.

And then she pulls back, and she looks so scared that I worry she’s about to flee and never come back. I reach out and cup her cheek in my hand, and she leans into it, and I feel her whole body relax.

“Payton, honey—”

“Frankie. I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have done that. Please don’t tell my mom.”

Suddenly, a whole bunch of pieces fall into place for me. “Ah. That’s what you were scared to tell me? That you’re…gay?” I don’t want to assume. Maybe she’s bi, maybe she’s just curious. The question of why she kissed me? Well, that one I’m not sure I’m ready to ask.

Payton nods. “Yeah. Gay as. Not that I’ve…y’know. Done anything.”

I press my fingers to my mouth, like I can still feel the warmth of her lips pressed there. She clearly notices, and her cheeks go a gorgeous shade of pink.

‘Well, I mean, except that," she says, a hesitant smile curling the corner of her mouth. “But I know I am. Mom thinks it’s because I do a boys’ sport. As she calls it.”

“Well, um…” I’m still completely confused. Not that she’s gay. I’m only surprised that I never picked it before she told me, because it kinda seems obvious now. But I’m a married woman, and I’m 10 years older than her. What on earth made her think kissing me was a logical thing to do?

Even more confusing…why was it the absolute best kiss I can remember having in a long, long time?

“Are we okay, Frankie? Have I messed everything up?”

I press my fingertips to my lips again and make slow circuits. What the hell am I even doing? Rubbing her kiss in?

“Frankie?”

I look up, and her face is a mask of worry.

“No, honey. You haven’t messed anything up. It was…lovely.” Suddenly, the silence from the kitchen catches my attention, and I stand. “Stuart?”

When I reach the door, I pause. My son has fallen asleep at the table, with his face in the bowl of fruit. It looks like he barely got through any of it before fatigue took him over.

So I haul him up off his chair and carry him to his bed. He barely makes a sound as I tuck him in, coming back with a wet cloth to clean his gorgeous face.

Once I close his bedroom door, I realize the house is silent yet again. And I’m worried that Payton has fled, after all. The poor girl isn’t in the best state to be walking around the streets tonight, and it’ll be a couple of hours before her dad gets here to take her home.

I rush to the front door and haul it open, but there’s no sign of her. So I close it and call out her name.

“I’m up here,” she says, her voice coming to me from the hallway. I frown and wander up, thinking she must have gone into Stuart’s room to…I don’t know. Fulfill her babysitting duties?

But when I reach my bedroom door, I pull up short and gasp. Payton’s in there. Sitting cross-legged on the bed I share with Elliot.

Naked.

“Please, Frankie?” She holds out her hands toward me. “I know this is, like, so sudden from your point of view. But I’ve been hot for you since…oh, fuck. Since forever.”

I lean against the doorway, and my knees suddenly feel weak. “Payton, honey…”

“And I just thought…hoped…maybe you feel the same way?”

My god, she’s so beautiful. And it’s not like she’s some needy kid who’s just messing around with her sexuality. She’s an adult woman—albeit a very young adult—and she seems absolutely certain about her own nature. Which is more than I can say about myself at the moment.

“Payton, I’m married. To a, um…to a man.” I don’t see any way I could’ve sounded lamer.

“I’ve seen how he is. How you are with him.” She comes up onto her knees, and her tight little breasts jiggle with the movements. “Believe me, Frankie, I wouldn’t have tried anything if I thought you two were tight.”

God…somehow, using that word—tight—just makes me gaze in admiration at her delectable young body. Tight is absolutely the word I’d use to describe her. Lean muscle, long limbs, athletic grace. Not a spare ounce of fat, not an extra inch of flesh. The girl is a machine, and she’s a fucking sexy one at that.

And that gets me wondering how it would be to actually go through with this. Touch this young woman the way she wants me to. Let her do to me all the things she desires. I’ve never even kissed another woman in passing until a few minutes ago, and yet I can’t shake the excitement building within me. The tingling need that’s growing between my legs.

“Payton…what about…?” I don’t have even the slightest inkling of how to finish that sentence. This should be a no-brainer. I’m a woman and a mother. I’m in a heterosexual marriage.

And I’m hornier than I’ve been in a million years.

Payton seems to read the thoughts flashing through my head. She leans forward until she’s on her hands and knees. She’s literally only a foot closer to me, and yet it feels like an invasion of my personal space. And it feels so very right.

“Honey,” I whisper, and that one word seems to act like a trigger. Payton swings herself down off the bed and walks toward me. Her slender hips and broad shoulders give her a slightly masculine gait, despite the ravishing beauty of her face, and the undeniably smooth curves of her breasts and belly. The glistening bloom of her slicked up and waxed bare pussy on full display with every slow, determined step.

“Oh, god…Payton.” I lick my lips as she stops just before me, and she smiles as she follows the movement with her eyes.

My sweet young babysitter kinks her head slightly to the side. She lifts her fingers and traces my lips with them. I’m so caught up in the touch that I don’t truly notice her face coming closer until she glides her hand away and replaces it with her soft, warm mouth.

And just like that, I’m lost. The gentle moans she’s making, the hot breath she’s blowing across my cheek, the heat of her body pressed against mine. I feel like I’ve been transported into another world. One where nothing makes sense and yet everything’s exactly right. Utterly perfect.

Payton pulls back and catches her breath, taking hold of the old shirt I’m wearing. She works the bottom button open, but it’s too slow for me, so I yank it apart and let the buttons fly across the room.

My beautiful babysitter gasps as she gazes upon my body. This is more of me than she’s ever seen, and the hunger in her eyes gives me a burst of power unlike any I’ve known before.

“Do you like…?” God, why do I sound so nervous? So childish. “Am I still…?”

“Frankie, you’re a fucking goddess. Even hotter than I dared to dream you’d be.”

Payton pulls the shirt down my arms and tosses it away, coming back in to kiss me even deeper than before. She cups my tits through the functional, but nowhere near sexy, sports bra, and I suddenly wish I’d dressed up a little better. Maybe not to the level I would’ve worn to dinner, but just something better than this housewife chic crap I’m wearing.

“God, you’re so fucking sexy, Frankie,” Payton whispers between kisses, and it takes a truckload of willpower to stop myself from laughing out loud. I haven’t felt sexy in three lifetimes, but there’s such sweet honesty in her voice, and in her words. Who am I to tell her what to think?

She reaches around and unhooks my bra, and I gasp in surprise, sucking the air straight from her lungs as we kiss. She glides her tongue in and out of my mouth as she drops my bra, and suddenly she has her strong little hands on my girls. Flesh to flesh, the heat of her skin toasting the tenderness of mine.

I thread my fingers into her fine, straight hair as she presses her mouth to my neck. I throw my head back in wonder as she kisses me from side to side, drifting lower and lower until she’s kneeling before me, her breath coursing across my belly and tickling the bottoms of my tits.

My sexy young babysitter gazes up at me as she leans forward to plant a sweet kiss on my belly button. I make the tiniest little whimpering sound as I gaze into her clear blue eyes, and then she flicks her tongue out and tastes the salt of my skin. My breath falters as a fresh wave of need washes through my entire body.

“Your boobs are fucking fantastic, Frankie.”

Payton comes up a little and flicks my nipple with the tip of her tongue, making smaller and smaller circles around my bud until she’s swamping that stiff little thing with the sweet wet heat of her mouth. I cradle her lovely head as I push forward, smothering her face with my plentiful flesh. I’m not even sure if she can breathe around me, and I don’t think she minds at all.

She pinches one nipple between finger and thumb as she sucks and bites and licks at the other. For all that he’s a tit man, my husband has never managed to get me this hot just from breast play before.

“You’re so good at that, honey,” I murmur, though it comes out more like a long, liquid moan. Payton closes her eyes in pleasure and smiles, releasing my nipple as she glides lower.

“Thank you,” she whispers, sliding ever lower. A moment later, she has her tongue buried in my navel and I have to lean on her shoulders to keep from collapsing. In a way, this is a nothing move. It’s my belly button. It’s a part of me I’ve shown in public a thousand times, even in recent years with the extra flesh and stretch marks that came from pregnancy.

But the way my sweet babysitter lavishes my rounded belly with attention is making me a little more loco than before. Even more so when she flicks open the button of my jeans and yanks the zipper down in one quick move.

“Oh, god…honey…”

The sweet young woman gazes up at me, pressing her chin against the waistband of my panties. On her knees like this, with her eyes wide and hopeful, there’s a childlike quality to her in this moment. A quality that evaporates as she tugs hard at my jeans and gets them down to my ankles in no time, and I lean harder on her as I step out of them.

“You’re so fucking gorgeous, Frankie. I can’t wait to eat your sweet pussy.” She presses her mouth to the front of my panties and draws in a long breath. “Fuck, you smell like heaven.”

Jesus. Nobody’s ever spoken to me like this before. None of my boyfriends ever did. Even at the height of our courtship, Elliot was more interested in how he could win me over with gifts and power plays. Compliments, praise, attention…those were all a long way down his list.

How is it I only now realize I’ve missed all of that? How can this tough young boxer girl be the one to open my eyes? She’s a decade my junior, and she’s completely inexperienced. Shouldn’t I be the one teaching her a thing or two?

While I’m lost in my thoughts, my hard-bodied babysitter takes hold of my underwear. With her teeth. She pulls them away from my skin and lets them snap back, and I jump like I’ve been spanked, and I gasp like a child in a haunted house.

When Payton licks her lips, I can tell my eyes are bugging in surprise and anticipation. Then she fists my panties and pulls them down so hard she bends double, like she’s prostrating herself before me. And I just step out of my underwear and stand there, leaning against the door frame, thinking maybe I should stop this from going any further. Knowing that stopping is truly the last thing I want.

Payton pauses with her face just above the floor. I’m certain she’s savoring my essence from my panties, and my spine tingles as I gaze down at her. I’m completely naked, and she’s still fully dressed. And yet I feel powerful, here.

My babysitter leans over and kisses the top of my foot, then does the same on the other. She presses her soft lips to my ankle and glides her way up to my knee before switching to the other leg. She trails her hot little tongue up my inner thigh and eases out to the side, sucking on the point of my hip as she squeezes my ass with both hands.

And then she stops. She’s still gazing up at me, her eyes wide and completely open in every way. It’s clear she’s giving me control, and for a moment I’m unsure quite what to do with that.

“Stand up, honey,” I whisper, and she gets right to her feet, wincing just a little from her injured ribs. She comes right in close, touching the tip of her nose to mine. I put my hands on her shoulders and twist her on the spot, and she turns to face away from me.

I grip the bottom of her loose T-shirt and pull it up and off her. I’m not surprised to find she’s bare beneath it. She makes the most adorable little sighing sound, and I press myself against her back, swooping my hands up to cup her tight little breasts. She puts her hands over mine and rests her head on my shoulder, turning toward me.

As I squeeze her stiff nipples, I take her mouth in a soft, open kiss. She tastes like mint, and she feels like velvet. With all her training, she has a near masculine hardness to her muscles, and yet her skin is as silky as my son’s.

Payton whimpers against my tongue, arching her back to push her tits harder against my hands. I bite into her lip and she gasps, pulling away with a timid smile.

“That’s so fucking naughty, Frankie.”

“Mm.” I press my lips to her ear. “Strip for me, slugger.”

“Ohhh…” She rolls her hips against me, and then pushes down her short skirt, taking her panties along for the ride. A moment later, she’s naked, her firm little ass tickling against the trimmed hair of my bush.

I guide her to the bed, and she crawls up onto it, perching there on hands and knees. She gazes at me over her shoulder, her head so low all I can see are her crystal clear blue eyes. Then I let my gaze wander down over her perfect young body. All lean muscle, yet still so slender and feminine. The swell of her hips accentuated by her pose, and the roundness of her ass a dead giveaway that she’s all woman.

Then I linger for a moment, gazing between her thighs, at her slick wet slit. She glistens in the low evening light, and her fragrance comes up to greet me. “So beautiful,” I moan.

“Please, Frankie?”

The sheer need in her voice gives me more of a thrill than anything I’ve done with my husband. When she lowers her head and props her pretty ass higher, I realize exactly what she’s asking for. She told me herself, even though she didn’t mean to. She likes it rough.

I pause for a moment, still gazing at her pretty little wet bloom. Then I slap her ass hard, and she jumps and moans.

“Yesss…Frankie that’s fucking perfect.”

I bite my lip as I rub her ass cheek, and I can’t help admiring the bright pink mark I’ve left there. Then I spank her again on the other side, and she cries out as her skin prickles with goosebumps.

“M–more?” She sounds so young and needy, suddenly. I pull my hand back, ready to land another hot slap, when she surprises me. “Please, mama? I’ve been a bad girl.”

I freeze for a moment. Did she really just call me that? It would make sense in a way, but am I prepared to roleplay here? Jesus, I’ve only just discovered I’m into women.

My babysitter looks up at me again, her eyes sparkling with mischief. Then she rolls her hips, and that’s enough to pull me out of my hesitation.

I grab hold of her ass and squeeze both sides hard, and she whimpers. “You definitely have been a naughty girl, honey.” I pepper her pretty ass with a barrage of slaps, none of them all that hard, but the sheer number of impacts gets her skin glowing. She whimpers and moans, over and over, and when she lies flat and turns her head to the side, I can see tears on her cheeks.

That makes me pause, and the mama bear comes out in me yet again. “Honey? Are you okay?”

Payton’s breath comes out of her in a tumbling torrent, but she nods energetically. “That was so fucking perfect, Frankie.”

The wording of her reply tells me she’s probably reached the end of her tether as far as spanking goes. So instead of continuing, I stroke her tortured flesh slowly with my fingernails, marveling as her silky skin erupts in a fresh coating of goosebumps.

I can’t resist leaning down and kissing her perfect bottom, first one side and then the other. Her scent fills my nose, and I blow cool breaths over her heated skin and try to act like I know what the fuck I’m doing here.

“Please, Frankie?” She lifts her shoulders but lets her head hang low, resting on the mattress. “Tell me what to do? I’ll do whatever you say.”

Christ. My pussy aches with a hearty burst of arousal, all because of the need in my babysitter’s sweet voice. Her desperate desire to please me is something I’ve never experienced from a lover before. But am I truly strong enough to take charge here, when I’ve stepped so far outside my comfort zone?

“Come up onto your knees, honey.”

My voice is a little shaky, but Payton seems happy to obey. She raises herself until she’s kneeling on my bed and looks back over her shoulder at me.

I climb onto the bed and kneel in front of her, taking her into my arms and kissing her, softly at first. When she parts her pretty lips, I plunge my tongue inside her mouth, and her powerful body seems to melt into my embrace. So I go with it, falling onto my back and dragging her down with me.

Payton lands on top of me, her lips still locked with mine. She curls one hand around the back of my neck and makes a fist in my hair with the other. Her kisses transform into something beastly as she devours me, the hunger inside her growing with every fierce stroke of her tongue.

She releases my mouth and swamps the side of my neck with her tongue. I arch my back, thrusting my big maternal tits against her throat, and she moans as she slides lower.

“Suck them, honey,” I moan. “Bite them.”

“God…”

As Payton squeezes my breasts together, I’m sure I’m about to explode with lust. She pulls one nipple into her mouth and sucks so hard I see stars. She butts her knee up against my pussy as she trails her tongue across and swamps my other stiff bud, and I press my palms to her shoulders and pull her down against me.

“Harder, honey.” It’s never been my nature to take control in bed. I’ve only ever been with men before, and they’ve all seemed happy to take the lead, and I’ve been content to let them.

This is a total revelation to me. Payton is both younger and stronger than I am, and seems so damn sure of herself most of the time. For me to boss her around seems somehow wrong…and yet it’s also pitch perfect for this moment.

My gorgeous babysitter sinks her teeth into my nipple as she strokes her knee up and down against my clit. She releases my bud and dives her pretty face between my big girls, licking every inch of them before sliding lower.

“What else do you want, Frankie?”

I pause, unsure whether I can ask for what I truly need right now. It seems so forthright…and yet there’s no mistaking the need, the avarice, the pure, hopeful desire in Payton’s expression. She needs me to order her around. And not like a boss. Much more like…I don’t even want to finish that sentence in my head.

“I want your mouth, honey. I want your tongue.”

She kisses my inner thigh, but comes no closer. She needs me to spell it out.

“Please, honey. I need you to eat my pussy.”

“Ohhh…” She closes her eyes as the sigh courses out of her. The heat of her breath washes over my needy cunt. And then she comes home, planting her pretty mouth right into the heart of my open, dripping wet slit.

My whole body jerks with pleasure as she moans against my most tender flesh. Payton holds still for a few seconds, then opens her beautiful eyes to gaze up at me. She eases her mouth back and for a moment, my wet flesh clings to her lips, coming away with an enticingly wet smacking sound.

“You’re so beautiful, mama,” she murmurs, and then she flicks her tongue out, tracing my outer lips with a gossamer touch. “Do I make you feel good?”

This little roleplay is working bizarre magic on me. I’m getting into it in a way I would never have expected. “Yes, baby,” I whisper. “You make mama feel so good. But…”

I thread my fingers into her hair and make a tight fist. She gasps with sweet pain, and while her mouth is open, I pull her forward. I plunge her face into the heart of my pussy, and she opens her mouth wide. When I haul my legs far apart, Payton drives her tongue deep inside me, and works it up and down my slit. She rolls her head, holding her tongue out stiff and hard as she swabs every inch of me from asshole to mound. And I tighten my grip to steer her around, pulling her hair hard against her scalp.

When she takes my clit in her mouth and sucks like it’s an oxygen supply, I cry out with the blistering punch of pleasure it awakens inside me.

“That’s it, baby. Make mama feel good.”

She flicks my clit with the tip of her tongue, then sucks it in again and bathes it with the hot wetness of her mouth. I arch my back and thrust my hips up against her, and she moans as she buries her face deep inside me. My outer lips bunch up, swollen around her beautiful young face, like they’re kissing her cheeks as she tongue-fucks me to oblivion.

“That’s it, baby. Make me come. I’m so close.”

Payton cries out with pleasure and drives one hand up to my boobs. She pinches my nipple so hard it brings tears to my eyes. The pain is so exquisite, and it’s the perfect compliment to the sweet ecstasy she’s giving me down lower.

I’ve never been one for rough sex before, but maybe that’s because I’ve only ever been with men. With what felt like unlimited strength and power. And severely limited self-control.

Despite Payton’s training and muscle, I can already tell she’d never hurt me. Not in ways I can’t handle, anyway.

“Harder, baby. Fuck me harder.”

“Mama,” she whimpers against my slicked up cunt, and just the sweet sound of her need takes me right to the edge.

When she grips my breast and twists the whole fleshy body of it, I cry out with sweet agony. And then she punches two fingers deep into me, stroking me, pumping them like a machine, hooking them to push at my special spot inside as she tongues my clit with relentless precision.

And I come. Oh, god, do I ever come. It’s like a steaming waterfall cascading down on me. It’s an earthquake pounding me from below.

It’s fucking heaven.

My babysitter moans and snarls as she presses her mouth hard against me, drinking me down as I erupt into her mouth. She licks and laps and sucks me with a passion, and the pleasure of her fulfillment radiates from her in waves.

And then I’m empty. I’m spent. I’m a quivering heap on the bed, and Payton crawls up and collapses on me. One arm across my plentiful chest, one leg across my wide hips. Then she holds herself up and gazes into my eyes, tracing my lips with her finger, still awash with my arousal.

It feels like I’m on automatic as I guide her fingers inside my mouth and drink my essence from her skin. Payton’s eyes flash wide in surprise, and that gives me a fresh burst of strength. Her beauty, her youth, and her desires fill me with energy, and I pull her down to meet me. We kiss around her fragrant fingers, and then I roll her onto her back, kneeling high above her.

Payton lies back as I tower over her, her beautiful face rich with hope. She reaches up for me and I grip her wrists, slamming them down on the bed, on either side of her head. I fling one leg over her hips and twist myself so my pussy can kiss hers, right on the lips.

“That’s right, baby,” I say, my voice low and rasping with heat. “Mama’s gonna fuck you, now.”

“Please,” she says, half whimper and half cry.

I send a wave of motion through my body, rolling from my shoulders to my knees, concentrating every effort on that sweet spot where our pussies meet. It’s a slick, wet, beautiful mess down there as I grind myself on my babysitter, and she wraps her long, slender legs around my waist. Harder and faster, I pump my hips, until it feels like we’re bone to bone. Her clit butts up against mine and we both cry out as our bodies sheen with sweat.

“So close, mama,” she whimpers. “I’m gonna come so hard.”

Her words push me right over the edge. My pussy aches as it gushes, and I slam my hips down with everything I have left. And then I cry out and throw my head back, and a moment later she joins me, screaming my name as she comes against me.

Our juices mingle, and Payton’s silky skin glistens with the sweet cocktail of our blended arousal. I’m certain I’m pouring every ounce of my being into her. And she’s soaking up every drop, like a sponge, as her whole body shakes with the aftershocks of her orgasm.

And despite me having come twice already, I’m still ravenous for this young woman. My mind’s a blur as I swing myself off her and grip her pretty thighs, pushing them even wider apart.

She gazes at my face and I have to wonder quite what she sees there. Does she recognize the primal hunger, the possessive need that I’m feeling right now?

There’s no time to even wonder. Not while there’s a perfect, silken young pussy right there for me to devour.

I fall on her, a lioness on an exhausted fawn. The sweetness of her flavor washes over my tongue and gets me even hotter than I already was. I pump my face down into her, hard as I can. Payton cries out with every dull blow of my mouth against her snatch, and it sounds like a perfect balance between agony and ecstasy.

“God, Frankie. Oh, my god. That feels so fucking good. Fuck me harder, mama.”

The way she’s talking, it’s like I’m exactly what she’s always needed. Something she craves, that she’s never had before. Never realized she needed.

Her juices flow hot and wet over my tongue and wash up against my chin and my cheeks. She’s like the tide, and I’m surfing on the waves of her pleasure.

“You taste like honey, baby. Come for mama.”

She hauls in a sharp breath, and my words seem to hit her even deeper than my tongue does.

“Mama…”

Payton clamps her thighs around my head and pulls me harder against herself. I grip her tight little ass and squeeze it hard as I bite down on her perky clit. As I slide a finger inside her tight little cunt, I press my thumb against her ass hole, and my perfect young babysitter lets out a long, keening wail of release. I swear that sound has been hiding deep inside her, waiting for years to come out.

She bucks and writhes, and I pin her down with everything I have. She throws her head back, and it thumps hard against the mattress, but she barely seems to notice. Payton’s lost in a world of ecstasy, and I’m right there with her, pumping my own hips as I suck and lick and finger-fuck her into oblivion.

And then it’s over. Her body goes limp, and she lets out a long, satisfied sigh. I ease my mouth away from her soaked little pussy and crawl up beside her, kissing every delectable inch of her skin on the way up.

I hold my new lover against me, and she sighs with satisfaction as she rests her head on my chest. All too soon, her father will be here to pick her up. My husband will be home. Everything will have to return to normal.

Not that I even have a clue what normal means anymore. Tonight has felt so fucking right. Fuck, it feels like it was inevitable.

“Frankie, that was the most…amazing…” Payton’s voice tightens, and then I feel the heat of tears trickling down on my chest.

I squeeze the girl tighter and kiss the top of her head. It’s hard to know what to say. She’s found in me something that has been missing from her life. That’s an enormous responsibility for me to bear…but I find myself wanting it. And maybe this is something we can do again. Over and over.

Maybe it’s something we can even turn into more.

As Payton nestles deeper against me, I gaze at the ceiling and wonder what the future will bring. It’s clear I’m going to have to come clean with my husband. The way he’s been lately, he might even be grateful. Not so much that I’ve cheated on him, but for the fact it gives him an easy out.

The only thing I’m certain of is that Payton is part of my life now. I’d even go so far as to say that she and Stuart are my life from here on.

“I love you, mama,” Payton whispers, and I smile as I kiss the top of her head again.

“I…” I weigh up the words before I say them, only to find they’re absolutely true. “I love you, too, baby.”

THE END

For more scalding hot encounters between mouthwatering MILFs and their yummy, young babysitters, check out the whole series!

And for tons more Sapphic Sexytimes, come and check out all my big, wet box sets!

• LESBIAN AGE GAP EROTICA 
• LUSTFUL LESBIANS 
• LUSTFUL LESBIANS BOOK 2 
• HER FIRST WOMAN 
• FEMME FANTASIES 
• QUICK, SLICK & LONGING TO LICK


About The Author


Spicy stories of women loving women. Okay, so there’s plenty of red hot lust, too.

Check my web page for more details!

cover.jpeg
#

KITTY KEEN






