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  Kiss & Tell


I’m still bustling around the house, putting the finishing touches to my makeup and hair, and trying desperately to decide on my jewelry when our babysitter arrives. As usual, my husband Clyde greets her, and even from the bedroom I hear him shoot a couple of lame-ass compliments her way. I’d rather he help me find my fucking earrings, but he’s not really the most helpful of guys. Especially not when he has a beautiful 20-year-old brunette smiling and chatting with him. 
Abby’s been our sitter for a little more than 2 years now. And if I’m gonna be brutally honest, I can’t really blame Clyde for turning into a bit of an idiot when she’s around. My god, she’s incredible.
Abby is smart as hell, dedicated, and loyal. She’s working so hard at college that sometimes I’m surprised she can still make time to sit for us. But she always agrees, even during exam times. Like I say, dedicated and loyal.
And then, there’s the fact she’s just so radiantly beautiful. It’s like she scored the damn jackpot with her genes, so much so that I was really wary of taking her on back at the start. With her long, coffee-brown hair, and her clear blue eyes, high cheekbones and full, pouty lips, she’s every straight man’s wet dream. Who needs that kind of competition?
Don’t even get me started on the girl’s body. Fuck. I vaguely remember having tits like those, back in the stone age. Y’know, before pregnancy and childbirth.
In fact, inspired by Abby’s beauty and the memory of my own youth, I slip my panties off. Hell, Clyde usually gets a little frisky after an all-too-rare night out. I figure if I sidle up to him while we're at the bar, and whisper in his ear that I’m commando beneath my fancy frock, I just might get some action when I get home. In a dress this short and low-cut, surely my husband will notice me. I know his boorish buddies will. They always do, and they’re never quiet about it.
When I’ve finally got myself together—or at least, as together as possible under the circumstances—I rush out and rescue our poor young babysitter from my husband’s invasive questions. Not that Abby seems to mind.
“No, Mr McGill. I haven’t really met a guy my age who isn’t a complete tool.”
“Well, you could always look at older guys.”
Jesus. Is my husband making a move on her while I’m in the house?
“Mm, nah,” she replies, gracefully deflecting whatever the fuck that was Clyde threw at her. “I’m taking a break from all that nonsense.”
“Aw, a pretty young thing like you should—”
“Hi, Abby,” I say, way louder than necessary. I just need to cut Clyde off before he weirds things out even more.
The girl’s lovely face lights up when she sees me. I feel as if we get each other pretty well, despite the 10 year age difference. Sometimes it feels almost like yesterday since I was 20, with all of life ahead of me.
“Hi, Mrs McGill.” She looks me up and down. “Wow. You’re so beautiful.”
“Oh, please, Abby. Thank you, but…” I trail off because I don’t want to admit how plain I feel these days. Especially when I’m standing next to a young goddess in tiny cutoffs like this. “Hey, and you’re an adult now. Call me Gretchen.”
“Oh. Of course, Gretchen.” The moment she’s called me by name, her face colors a delightful pink shade, almost a match for her skin-tight little crop top. “Feels a bit weird, but I’ll get used to it.”
“How’s college going?”
“Woah,” Clyde interrupts. “You’ve finished high school?”
“Darling,” I say, letting him know it’s time for the grown-ups to talk. The eye roll is implied. “Pediatric nursing, right, Abby?”
“That’s right.”
I take hold of her shoulder and squeeze it. “That’s so perfect for you, sweetie. I bet you’re acing it.”
She smiles and blushes a little harder. But then she shrugs and a slight darkness washes over her features. “Well, I am. I guess. There’s just one thing…”
Clyde looks at his watch and then holds it up toward me, tapping it. I give him a wave to tell him to wait in the car. It’s clear Abby needs a proper listening ear and a kind word.
When my husband heads out, I take hold of both Abby’s hands and look her in the eyes. “What is it, sweetie?”
“It’s silly. I mean, the coursework is all so easy for me. Exams are a breeze. But I get marked down because I can’t…maintain objectivity.”
“How so?”
“I keep acting like the patients are friends. Or family.” She smiles, but her face colors again and she looks at the floor. She’s so fucking cute, it’s ridiculous. “Every time I put on a bandaid, I forget myself and kiss the wound better.”
“I mean, I get that it’s not exactly standard operating procedure. But you’re still learning. I’d also think they’d encourage that level of empathy.”
“Yeah, they do. Sort of.” She sounds more than a little frustrated. “It’s just…they tell me I need to learn how to turn it off. Or at least dial it down.”
“Oh, sweetie. I think it’s lovely. Okay, so it might not be quote-unquote professional, but if Tyson had a boo-boo, you’re the only one I’d want looking after him.”
She smiles and squeezes my fingers. “Thanks, Mrs…thanks, Gretchen.” When she looks up into my eyes, it feels like we’ve bonded better than ever. “You’re the only one I can talk to about this stuff.”
I’m not sure why, but my heart swells to double size. It just adds to that feeling that I get her, and she gets me. Neither of us has a strong male presence in our lives. Okay, I have a husband, but most of the time, he’s hovering around our son’s maturity level. Abby grew up without a mom, but her dad was so focused on keeping the bills paid that he couldn’t bond with his daughter the way she needed.
And in this moment, it’s like we can read each other’s mind, and both of us shed a few tears. It’s solidarity, and it’s affection, and it’s just the pure, unadulterated sense of belonging that comes with being truly seen.
That’s when Clyde bursts our bubble by honking the car horn. Abby breaks away first, looking down to the side and easing her soft little hands out of my grip. “Th–thanks, Gretchen. Go, have a good time. I’ve got things handled here.”
I step forward and press my palm to her cheek. “I know you have, sweetie. You’re the best.”
Her face goes an even darker shade of red, and I swear the heat of her blush just about sears my hand. Then Clyde honks again, and I jump as if he’s about to run me over.
“See you later, Abby,” I say.
“Okay,” she replies, but there’s a sweet sadness in her voice that has me pausing. I’m starting to think I’d rather stay home and solve all the world’s problems with this sweet young woman. This gathering tonight promises to be loud and crude and an assault to the senses, as it always is. Clyde and his buddies are raucous and obnoxious enough when they’re on their own. Put the six of them together and it’s agonizing. Not to mention none of the wives and girlfriends get along, either with the other men or with each other.
I climb in the car and buckle up, but I don’t feel complete. It’s hard to explain, but it feels like I’m leaving a piece of my soul back in the house. It must be because of Tyson. Surely that’s it.
Only, why haven’t I felt it like this before?


      ***
I’m standing here at the bar, crowded but alone. Surrounded by chattering women who hate me and each other. It’s an awful place to be. I don’t know why the guys try to make this a couples’ get-together. It’s clear none of the other women are any happier about it than I am.
The only explanation I can think of is that Clyde gets a thrill out of showing me off to his buddies. As plain as I feel when I’m standing next to Abby, I can admit that I still have something to offer, despite—or maybe because of—having been pregnant. My blonde hair still gets me plenty of attention. My tits aren’t as perky as they were, but in this push-up bra, they look so much bigger than they used to. Naturally, my belly’s rounder, and my ass is wider, but there’s no doubt his work buddies spend plenty of time giving me the once-over. Sometimes twice.
Clyde never seems to mind when they ogle my tits or my ass. I swear he thinks I’m a trophy wife. I mean, he earns okay, but he’s no millionaire. Christ, maybe he’s trying to work me into the hotwife lifestyle. No, thank you. At least, not with these oafs.
It’s been nearly an hour of standing here, listening to the men talk shit, and the women cutting strangers to pieces. All of them getting louder and more vulgar by the minute. I don’t just want to leave, I desperately want to go home. But Clyde is in his element, laughing at the stupid joke he’s telling, and waving his arms around so much half his beer is on the floor already.
I head over to him to let him know I’m done. That I’ll catch a taxi home and he can stay out all night for all I care. I mean, I won’t say it like that, but that’s what I’m thinking.
Just as I get near him, he gestures so wildly that his beer glass clips the edge of the tall bar table beside him. It shatters instantly and a jagged piece of it flies straight at me. I react quickly and try to dodge the shard, but there’s only so much I can do. It hits point first, digging into the front of my thigh, and I cry out. Not that my husband even notices.
“Fuck,” Clyde says, looking at the ruined glass in his hand, then around at his rapt audience. “Don’t know my own fuckin’ strength.”
I reach over to the table, grab a couple of napkins, and clamp them over the wound in my leg. It’s not a big cut, but it’s bleeding a little. And it’s just the last straw for me.
“Clyde,” I say, then repeat it louder and louder until he actually hears me.
“Huh?”
“I’m taking a taxi home.”
“Why?”
I show him the wound on my leg. “I need to go take care of this.”
“Aw, man up, babes. C’mon, live a little.”
“I’ve lived plenty. You stay. I’m heading home.”
He shakes his head. “You used to be wild, babes.”
I used to be lots of things that I grew out of. Like in love with my husband. I’m sure this is just a passing phase for me, and when he’s sober, he’ll be more like the man I married. But until then, I need to be miles away from him.
“Well, motherhood tamed me,” I say, and leave it at that. The really unfortunate thing is, it feels true. That I’m little more than just a support system to a child, and a man-child. That my identity has been leached of all its color and its power.
I order a taxi and it arrives in next to no time. The journey home seems to pass in a flash as well. The only break in the monotony is a text from Clyde, telling me he’s too drunk to drive—no shit, Sherlock—so he’ll be staying the night at Derek’s place. Fine by me.
I give the driver a decent tip, and then slip my heels off as I walk up the pathway to my front door. The TV’s playing just softly as I open the front door. It sounds like Abby’s watching some rom-com. Yeah, they’re corny and predictable, but I love them so much. And it’s clear Abby does, too.
When I walk into the living room, I find the beautiful young babysitter, all curled up on the couch, fast asleep. A tress of hair draped down over her face and between her slightly parted lips. She has her long, shapely legs tucked up so much that half her round little ass is hanging out of those shorts. I realize I’m staring, so I avert my gaze. 
College must be working her so damn hard. She’s a fucking dynamo, though, and I’m in awe of her.
Not really thinking about what I’m doing, I sit on the edge of the sofa and brush the stray lock of hair away from her flawless face. My bright young babysitter stirs and then looks up at me. Her face lights up like it did earlier this evening. “Hey, you’re home,” she says, her voice thick with fatigue. Then she checks her watch and frowns. “And you’re home early.”
“Yeah. Clyde’s having a ton of fun, but it’s just not my scene anymore.”
“Mr McGill’s not with you?”
I shake my head, but can’t keep from smiling. I might actually get some peace tonight, not having a big, hairy body in the bed with me. “He’s staying at a friend’s place tonight.”
“Oh.” She sounds more surprised than concerned. Like she’s just opened up a Christmas present, and it’s exactly what she’s always wanted.
Abby sits up and stretches, her perfect young breasts swelling, and climbing halfway out of her tight top. I try not to look, but she’s just so fucking spectacular.
Then she glances down and notices my hand, and the slightly bloodied napkins I’m pressing to my thigh, and she comes fully awake.
“Hey, hey, what’s that?”
I ease the napkins off my leg and show her the ragged little cut. It barely even hurts anymore, and the bleeding seems to have stopped. “Just a mishap. But I’m grateful in a way. It was my excuse to come home.”
“You sit there, missy,” Abby says, a cute frown of concern creasing her brow. “I’m taking care of it for you.”
“Missy?”
She smiles, and her gorgeous cheeks flush pink again. “Sorry. That’s what I call my patients. Well, the female ones, at least.”
I want to protest that it’s barely a flesh wound. That it’s pretty much taken care of itself already. But before I can say a word, Abby’s halfway over to the kitchen to get the first aid kit. Her round, young ass swaying and jiggling with every step, the movements emphasized by the shortness and the tightness of her denim cutoffs.
Holy fuck. What the hell am I doing, checking out this girl’s ass like that?
It’s my turn to blush, now, but before I can even try to juggle my wayward thoughts, she’s back at the couch, kneeling on the floor in front of me.
“Come on, missy,” she says. “Show me.”
I ease the napkin away, and Abby presses her fingertips to the front of my thigh. It’s nothing, really. She’s just moving the skin around to check out the cut. It’s the front of my thigh, not the inside. Not the top of it. Not the hot, tingling, utterly needy wet spot between my legs.
And yet, her touch ignites me like nothing has in years. It has to be plain and simple desperation on my part. Right? Clyde has barely gone anywhere near my fun bits since he got me pregnant. It’s like he’s scared of the consequences now. But suddenly I do the math in my head, and I realize that means it’s pretty much 4 years that I’ve gone without a single orgasm that didn’t come from a toy or from my own fingers.
Jesus. Why the fuck am I thinking about orgasms right now? As heartbreakingly gorgeous as Abby is, I’m straight. As far as I know, she is, too.
“You’re right, Gretchen. It’s not too bad.”
“Uh-huh,” I say. Or is it more of a moan? Christ, my head is in a whirl.
“Let me just und—uh, let me just dress it for you.”
There’s a slight tremble in Abby’s fingers as she picks up the small bottle of disinfectant. She struggles to open it, and makes a tiny snarling noise of frustration, so I reach over and take it from her. Our fingers just slightly brush, and she jumps as if she got a static electricity charge from me.
I work the lid off and hand the bottle back to her, and she glances up at me with a smile that looks more like relief than gratitude. Then her professional side takes over, and she wets a cotton ball and wipes it over my cut. I hiss with the cold, antiseptic sting, and wriggle in reaction. Abby grasps my thigh firmly and the surprise of the moment has me struggling for air.
“Keep still, missy,” she says, radiating professional calm and command. I obey her instantly, and she relaxes her grip, stroking her fingers over my skin as she reaches down for a sticky plastic strip. I watch, utterly rapt, as she lifts the strip to her pretty mouth and grips it between her perfect white teeth. There’s the slightest upward kink in her luscious lips as she bites down on the paper packet and tears it open.
It’s an enormous struggle now for me to keep still. Not because of the pain from the disinfectant. Not because of the injury to my leg. But because, beyond all reason or expectation…my pussy is dripping wet and aching with need.
Abby pulls the medicated strip out of its packet and slowly peels away the two white covers to reveal the sticky bits. I swear, this feels to me like some kind of striptease. She’s working so slowly, holding eye contact with me all the way. The heat of her sexy young body radiates over my lower legs, and the room is thick with potential.
Then she presses the little plastic bandage home over my wound and smooths down the sticky sides with her thumbs. I gasp, almost silently, as I realize she has her fingers pressed to the sides of my thigh as she works. One hand on the outside…and one on my inner thigh. She’s so soft and gentle, and yet her touch is the only thing in the world that I can feel right now.
And then, as if I’m not already so worked up I’m nearly spinning, the girl leans down. And she does exactly what she gets in trouble for in her course.
She kisses my wound better. Only it’s not a simple little peck. She presses those soft, pillowy lips to my thigh, and just…hovers there. Her breath saws in and out through her nose, and it tickles the inside of my thigh. With her fingers still pressed there, I’m nearly overwhelmed with sensation.
And that’s when I suddenly remember that I’m commando beneath this already revealing dress. I swear I catch a trace of my own arousal in the air. But my beautiful babysitter? She’s right down there, and it seems absolutely certain she’s getting the full bouquet.
Abby pauses, her lips still against my skin, and then another little frown creases her brow. Only this one is nothing like concern. This is more like…confusion, I guess.
“Abby,” I whisper.
She looks up at me, and her cheeks are glowing a deep pink. “I’m…oh, god, I’m so sorry, Gretchen. I don’t know what came over me.”
“Abby.” I say her name louder, more firmly, and she closes her eyes, sucking her plump lips inward and biting down on them. “Please, uh…”
“I’ll just, uh…I should get going,” she says, and struggles to find her feet on wobbly, coltish legs.
I don’t want her to go. “Abby, you don’t, um, have to…” Jesus. I’m supposed to be mature, and organized, and have my life put together. Yet this young woman has me as flighty as a schoolkid on a sugar rush. Without even thinking about consequences, or deeper meanings, I pull her into a hug. “You’re just so sweet. And I can’t remember the last time someone took the time to care for me.”
“Well, that’s…not right.” Her voice is so soft, and so liquid, and it’s right there against my ear. Like a secret. Like the voice of intimacy. “You deserve the entire world, Gretchen.”
I squeeze her tighter and she lets out a soft sigh. It’s as if she’s found a home in my arms. Then she turns her head and presses her lips to my cheek. I tighten up across my whole body for a moment, and then ease myself backward. Abby gazes into my eyes with such deep longing, and I’m not sure anybody’s ever looked at me quite like that. Like I’m the answer to every question they’ve ever had.
She parts her pretty lips like she has something to say. Something important to ask me. When the words don’t come, she instead reaches out and touches the side of my face with only the tips of her fingers. Then she draws me closer and brushes her lips to mine.
It’s a brief, almost chaste kiss. But it sets my heart on fire. It’s like everything I’ve been missing, all these years, is right here in this sweet young woman’s arms. She’s so close to me that her beautiful face is a pale blur, with a rich, dark frame of hair. Even though I can’t see details, I can still tell she’s looking at me the same way I’m looking at her.
Abby’s warm breath pulses against my lips, and her silky skin presses into mine, and I know I shouldn’t be doing this. She’s my babysitter, and compared to me, she’s practically a kid, despite being in college. Plus, I’m married, and…well, fuck, I thought I was straight.
So it seems almost like a dream when I tilt my head to the side and draw this gorgeous girl closer. When she parts her velvet lips and draws my tongue inside herself.
Her tiny whimpers are like music as I explore the lovely wet heat of her mouth. She tastes like peppermint and freshness, and I can’t remember ever having tasted anything so good. It’s been so long since the last time I had a first kiss with anyone. No first kiss has ever rocked my world like this one.
Abby slips her hands onto my waist and she pulls me closer to her. The firmness of her beautiful breasts press into my own. It feels so fucking right. Like we’re just two bodies, just two beings, just two souls in this world. Like we fit together.
I drive my hand up into her lush hair and draw her even closer, kissing her like the world will end if we stop. She slides her hands down and squeezes my hips, lashing my tongue with hers, and we kiss deeper and harder until we’re both panting for air. Until our hands are all over each other and it feels like we’ve been at this for hours.
Finally, I throw my head back, almost like I’m howling at the sky, just so I can catch my breath. I’m still panting like a marathon runner when I gaze back into her soft blue eyes and admire her pretty mouth. Her lipstick is all worn off now, and her lips are swollen from where I’ve devoured her sweetness.
“Abby,” I gasp, and she smiles.
“I know, right?” she says, and then we’re kissing again, and I can’t believe this is real. That I’m kissing her so hard that I can feel her teeth against my lips. That her hands are so tight on my body that I swear she’ll leave bruises. I even fucking hope she does.
With a little groan, she breaks away from me and takes hold of the flimsy shoulder straps on my dress. “Yes?”
“Fuck. Yes, a million times, sweetie.”
“Oh, wow,” she whispers. “At last.”
“At last?”
She nods, curling her delicious mouth into an elfin grin. “I’ve wanted you pretty much since day one, Gretchen.”
“Is this why you never talk about boyfriends?”
“Never had one. Never want one.”
Abby slides the straps outward and they spill down my arms. I work my hands up through them and then push down, baring my breasts to her. Hoping my girls can hold their own for a young woman who still has such perfect, perky ones.
I needn’t have worried, it seems. Abby gazes at my breasts, from one to the other, her luscious mouth slightly open. Like she’s transfixed. “Fuck, you’re beautiful, Gretchen.”
She draws me closer and buries her face between my tits. It’s almost cartoonish, and I expect her to blow raspberries or something. Like my husband does on the increasingly rare times that he even gets close to them.
There’s none of that bullshit with Abby, though. She kisses the skin between my breasts, and squeezes them together around her gorgeous face. Slowly, she moves across to my nipple, planting tiny wet kisses every quarter inch or so. She flicks my nipple with the tip of her tongue and then rests her face on the fleshy body of my boob as she strokes the other one with her fingertips.
“So beautiful,” she whispers, and I notice she’s tracing the light stretch marks on my skin. The ones I’ve been so self-conscious about ever since I stopped breastfeeding Tyson and my girls changed from factories back into fun bags.
Her praise feels so good that I don’t even care if she’s exaggerating. This perfect young goddess kisses and nuzzles and licks and bites my flesh, and I lose the strength in my back, falling flat on the couch.
Abby comes up off the floor and climbs over the top of me. She takes one nipple in her mouth and suckles on it, gently at first. She squeezes both my tits in her soft hands, and digs her teeth into my stiff little bud. I arch up to meet her, relishing the feeling that someone finds me so attractive. So fucking irresistible.
She switches sides, biting into my other nipple and pinching the first one between finger and thumb.
“Christ, Abby…how are you so fucking good at that?”
“Mm,” she hums. “It’s been my fantasy for so long, Gretchen.”
“Oh, fuck,” I gasp, and I’m not sure if it’s from the way she’s working my tits, or from what she just said. “But I’m…”
“You’re perfect.”
Obviously, I’m not anything like that. Like the goddess she seems to see when she looks at me. But in this moment, with this heavenly girl, I’ll fucking take it. 
I feel almost like I could dive into the sweet blue pools of her big, beautiful eyes. She keeps me hypnotized with them as she slides lower, kissing the roundness of my belly, still holding my breasts. Lower and lower she glides until she’s hovering right over my pussy. Naked but for the flimsy fabric of my dress.
Abby draws in a breath through her nose, and frowns again in concentration. “God damn, you smell so fucking good, Gretchen.”
“Uh, I…”
“I want to taste you.”
“Oh, god. Please…”
Abby sighs, and it’s clearly a rich cocktail of relief and celebration. “Thank fuck.”
She releases my boobs and puts her palms over my dress, where it covers my upper thighs. Then she slides her hands higher until my bare, trimmed pussy emerges, like a fucking sunrise.
“Oh, god,” she whispers. “You’re crazy beautiful.”
Before I can protest that I’m far from that, she plants a hot, wet kiss in the middle of my bush. I keep it trimmed short, and shaped neatly, but that’s it. I adore having a little bit of hair down there. It makes me feel more complete.
My beautiful babysitter rubs her face through my short, blonde forest like she’s a cat. First one cheek and then the other. And then she kisses down one side of my slit, and back up the other. She’s so fucking close to where I need her, but she might as well be in another country.
Still, there’s a hurricane of sensations coming all at once. It’s been so long since anyone went down on me that I’ve forgotten how it feels. But the instant Abby kisses me right in the gaping wet heart of my pussy, it’s like my body remembers, and I’m instantly drenched. Like I’ve been holding back a dam of pleasure for years, and it’s finally bursting.
Abby licks me from my perineum all the way up to my clit, and then she circles around my perky little bud with the tip of her tongue. I grip my breasts and squeeze, pulling my legs as wide apart as I can. Waving this girl in, begging for more, for everything, without managing to utter a single word.
“Fuck, you taste as good as you look, Gretchen,” she murmurs, her lips still pressed against my cunt. “I could do this all fucking night and day.”
“Oh, Jesus,” I whisper, pinching my nipples as I press one foot to the back of Abby’s sweet head and push her even harder into me. Christ, when did I become such a wanton, demanding slut?
Abby moans with pure delight as she drives her hot little tongue deeper and deeper inside me. She tilts her head one way and then the other, like she’s striving to connect with every private inch of me. She burrows so hard against my pussy that my fat outer lips swell up and embrace her cheeks. I swear the girl’s trying to climb inside me. And I swear, if it was at all possible, I just might let her.
Abby strokes the fingers of one hand through my short bush and reaches up with the other hand to grip my breast. All the while stroking me with her tongue. Suckling on my clit. Biting into the smooth skin of my thighs and the slick, swollen flesh of my pussy. Marking me.
Owning me.
It’s like a lightning bolt that hits my heart at the same time as my pussy. I’ve never felt anything like it. And that’s what does me in. That’s what sends me crashing over the edge into a roiling pool of magma, disguised as an orgasm. It sears my senses, it crackles like a brush fire, and it tosses me back and forth. I swear, Abby breaks me into tiny pieces and then kisses every single shard better before putting me back together.
“Fuck, Abby. Fuck!” I cry out, and thrust my hips at the sky. She follows every move, riding me like a boat in a tsunami, and her plump cheeks swell as she smiles without once taking her mouth away from my pussy.
After fifteen years or so, my climax finally eases, and I collapse in a wet heap on the couch. Abby’s still there, connected to me. Still kissing, sucking, licking my tender slit like she’s never going to stop. Over and over, from asshole to clit, from side to side, she drinks down my juices and comes back for more.
“Sweetie,” I moan. “Oh, god…”
“Mm-mm,” she hums, and pushes her face even deeper between my legs.
“Abby. Oh, fuck.” I’m so sensitive down there now, and I close my thighs around her pretty head. She seems to get the message and eases away from me. Fuck, I miss her already. But she looks at me with those stunning blue eyes, her lips and chin and cheeks radiant with the pink of her arousal and the slickness of mine. She licks her lips, and I gasp in reaction.
“You’re incredible, Gretchen.”
I can’t speak any more at the moment, so I shake my head. It’s just disbelief at what’s happened, and nothing more.
Then Abby moves up to sit next to me on the couch and brushes the stray hairs off my forehead. I lean in to kiss her, tasting myself on her lips, and it’s fresh, and fun, and exciting to taste pussy for the first time. Even if it’s my own.
“So,” Abby says. “Should I, uh…get going?”
“Yes,” I reply, and her face falls slightly. “Up to my bedroom.”
“Ohhh…”
We hurry up the stairs, giggling like schoolkids. She’s so fucking gorgeous it’s barely believable. When we get to my bedroom, I scoop her into my arms and kiss her like it’s the end of civilization. We fall onto the bed, our limbs entangled like human shibari.
I roll up over the top of her and break our kiss. I straddle her hips and pull my dress off before taking hold of her tight little pink crop top and lifting it, baring her plump young tits. And honestly, it takes me a moment to recover, because they are so unbelievably perfect. Firm and round and…Jesus they practically sit up and beg, despite the fact I have her pinned down on her back like this.
Abby pulls her top all the way off and flings her hands down to her shorts, opening them in seconds. I lift myself off her just long enough that she can whip them, and her panties, right off. She lies there before me, completely naked, in the bed I share with my husband. I kneel above her, just as bare, and it seems impossible that she’s looking at me with such lust in her eyes. The exact same lust I feel as I gaze over every silky, perfect inch of her.
“Please, Gretchen?”
“Hmm?” I feel as if I’m in a trance. That her words have to punch through an invisible fog just to reach me.
“Make love to me?”
My heart races and I’m not sure if I’m about to melt or explode. But I nod and lower myself down toward her, kissing her sweet, soft lips and letting my big breasts skim across hers. Body to body. Nipple to nipple. Like the softest sword fight in history.
Abby reaches up and cups my boobs, squeezing them together with her hands and burying her face between them. She kisses and licks my flesh, and I let my chest settle on her like a warm, heavy blanket. She groans with pleasure as she caresses and strokes me, and licks my boobs from one side to the other. None of the men I’ve been with—not even my husband—has ever worshiped my girls like Abby is.
But then she wraps her arms up over my shoulders and pulls me down, and I can’t resist her. I fall on top of the young goddess, and my curvy body shapes itself around her tight flesh. We fit together, bumps into grooves and hills into valleys, each of us with the other woman’s thigh against our pussy.
I kiss her lips and slide my tongue inside her mouth, tasting my sweetness on her again. And as I do, I drive my hand down between her legs and stroke my fingers through her plump, wet pussy.
Abby moans into my throat and pushes her hips up, meeting me stroke for stroke. She pulls her mouth free to catch her breath, and she bites into my ear lobe.
“Ohhh…yes, Gretchen…make me come.”
“Anytime, sweetie.”
I curl my fingers and glide them inside Abby’s tight channel. She’s so hot, and so wet, and I can’t believe it’s all because of me. I slam my thigh against the back of my hand, driving my fingers deeper inside my babysitter’s pristine little pussy. Harder and harder I pump, and she digs her nails into my back and scratches hard enough I know she’s leaving telltale marks. I’m gonna be so fucking busted if my husband sees them.
The rich, sweet tang of Abby’s juices fills the air, and I desperately want to taste her. The girl’s slender thighs are slick with her arousal and I press my lips to her throat as I finger-fuck her to oblivion. Her little whinnies and moans of ecstasy vibrate against my lips, and I lick the salt from her skin as I curl my fingers and press her g-spot.
Abby clenches around me, and it’s so tight I can’t move my hand for a moment. So I move my head, instead, gliding down and swamping her tight pink nipple with my tongue.
“Jesus, Gretchen,” she cries, arching her back to push more of her soft breast into my face. I latch on and suck as I ease my fingers out of her cunt, and pinch her cheeky clit. “Fuck!”
Her orgasm rocks her from head to toe, and I ride the waves with her, licking and stroking and caressing and fucking her through every single second of it. She’s so hot and so wet, and I can’t imagine anything sexier than this. My first lesbian encounter, in my own marital bed. And though it’s my first, I can already tell it won’t be my last.
Abby’s body shudders and twitches beneath me as her climax eases, and I slow down my movements, kissing and licking her nipples, her belly, her hips, and down onto her thighs before she realizes exactly where I’m heading.
“Ohhh, Gretchen. Are you…sure?” Even as she asks, I already have my hands on her knees, pushing her sweet young legs wide apart. I pause for a moment, looking her over from her plump, waxed mound to her velvet thighs. And then I focus on the sweet treat between them.
Her tight little slit.
She’s all pinks and corals and reds from where I’ve been plunging my fingers inside her. Every inch of her glistens with the syrup of her arousal. And though I’ve never done this before, all I want right now is to utterly devour this perfect little pie.
“Fuck,” I whisper, and then I simply fall on her. I land tongue first in the haven of Abby’s slit, and I drive deep inside her. The salty richness of her juices washes over my tongue and fills my heart as much as my senses.
I slide my hands underneath her perfect ass and squeeze her firm cheeks in my palms. I pull her up to meet my mouth, and she grinds herself against me, like she can’t bear to let a single millimeter of space come between us.
“Oh, god, Gretchen. Fuck. Please.”
She doesn’t even know what she’s asking for, but I have the answer. I suck and lick and nibble on her clit as I glide my fingers back inside her. I’m so in love with the taste and feel of Abby’s sweet pussy that I never want to stop.
My own juices still glisten on her cheeks and chin, and her hair is messy and wild from the way she’s thrashing her head from side to side. She grips my blonde locks and pulls me forward, and I moan with need as I whirl my tongue inside her.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she gasps, and then she arches up again and again, pressing her pussy to my face as she comes. Her whole body stiffens and then releases in a series of spasms that make me feel like I’m about to burst with joy.
I kiss her clit and her slit and her inner thighs, and then I crawl up and fall next to her on the bed. We lie there, panting for air and gazing into each other’s eyes like we’ve just discovered love for the first time.
And then, as if to seal the moment, I lean in and kiss her lips. She drinks her essence from my skin, and sighs like she’s just found a new home.
There’s no telling what the future might hold for Abby and me. I’m still a married woman. I’m still 10 years older than this sweet young woman.
All I’m sure of right now is that I want more. More of this tenderness. This closeness.
More of Abby.
THE END








  
  Touch & Go


I’m finally home after pulling a double shift at the diner. I’d literally been minutes from leaving when Joanna called in sick, so Ryan asked me to stay on. And of course, I couldn’t find the strength to say no. 
The extra money is nice, but fuck, I had to work for it.
God, I need a new job. And a backbone.
My feet are killing me, and I felt like killing every customer I had tonight. Maybe it’s a full moon, or something. I barely had any screw-ups, but I swear everyone wanted to speak to the manager about me.
Over the past 10 years, it feels like my life has been circling the drain.
Marriage to a devastatingly handsome narcissist, leading to a messy divorce that drained me for over 2 years. And because Terence dragged the settlement out for so long, and had me jumping through hoops of fire, it cost me my work as a PA for a major distribution company.
Which is why I’m back to waiting tables and fending off grabby old men. And young men.
Jesus, when was the last time I even got a compliment from someone I’d be interested in? Let alone an orgasm.
The one shining highlight of it all, though, is my gorgeous son, Adam. He’s my little angel. I can see the boy’s father there in the beautiful eyes and winning smile of my son. But thankfully, I don’t see any of the same behavior.
Adam seems to understand me better than any man ever has. At only 6 years old, he has better empathy than pretty much every male I’ve ever known. I definitely need to revisit my tastes and preferences when it comes to love. Or even just sex.
I’ve done what I can to nurture Adam’s nature, but it’s hard when you have to work these shitty hours. Thankfully, my babysitter is an angel as well, and I often catch her positive influence shining through in my beautiful son.
I let myself in through the back door, keeping things fairly quiet. Adam should be well asleep by now, and he doesn’t rouse easily. At least, I hope he’s asleep, because I don’t think I have the energy to read him a single story. So I tiptoe up the hallway just to be safe.
At my son’s room, I poke my head in and my heart swells. Not only is he fast asleep, but there’s soft, ethereal music playing from his tablet, and a night sky display across his walls and ceiling from the special nightlight his babysitter got him last birthday.
Jordan—the babysitter—is an absolute dream. She does have a tendency to get the kid all revved up, but that’s just from the genuine affection the two of them have for each other. Sometimes I think she’s equal parts big sister and best friend to my boy, despite being that much older.
Speaking of the devil, when I walk into the living room, Jordan is sitting on the sofa, watching one of those over-the-top reality shows. Her blonde hair practically glows, even in the low light of the living room.
“Hey, gorgeous,” I say, and she turns and flashes me that sweet, beautiful smile. The one that’s not weighed down by shitty jobs and handsy customers. By cheating exes and skyrocketing gas prices.
In short, the kind of smile I can’t even remember having, anytime in my life.
I can’t imagine wanting anything more from a babysitter than I get with Jordan. She lives right across the street, and she’s the eldest of three kids herself. I’ve known the girl for the last 5 years, and she’s never given me the slightest reason to doubt her dedication or her ability.
“Hey there, mama,” she says, and turns the TV off. I’m not sure why, but I kinda like when she calls me that. Usually she calls me mama when Adam’s awake, but I find it cute even now. “God, you look beat.”
Not really the words a woman ever wants to hear. Especially from someone as young and beautiful as Jordan. I have no doubt she’s right, though, if I look anything like I feel.
“Yeah, it was a tough one. I owe you big time for sticking around, kiddo.”
“It’s no problem, honestly. Adam’s such a great kid. You’re doing the best job of raising him.”
I don’t know whether a 19-year-old girl is necessarily the best judge of how well I’m raising my son, but my heart swells with pride, anyway.
I drop my bag to the floor and wince as my neck pinches.
“Hey, you okay?” She comes up off the couch and sweeps my caramel curls away from my neck, as though she’ll see something that’s out of line. Something she can help me with.
So very Jordan. I swear she’s always looking out for me and anyone else she meets. Sometimes I’m not sure I deserve her. I’m not sure anyone is good enough to deserve this girl, really.
When she’s not sitting for me, she’s out delivering meals to the elderly, and raising funds for cancer research. I’m not sure when she sleeps.
Maybe that’s the reason she never mentions any boyfriends. The girl has no room in her life for that kind of thing, surely.
She presses her fingers to my neck, right where it hurts, and then strokes them up into my hair. God, even that little bit of physical contact feels unbelievably good.
When Jordan makes a little humming sound, I frown in concentration. Because that sound is a little like a moan of pleasure, and it makes me wonder. No evidence of boyfriends doesn’t necessarily mean no time for boyfriends.
It could mean no interest in men of any age.
On the other hand, I haven’t seen any girlfriends coming over to visit her, either. Not like I keep watch on the girl, of course, but you get to know the comings and goings of your neighborhood, and I haven’t seen any…comings when it comes to Jordan.
God, she has such a lovely and intuitive touch. It’s my turn to let out a quiet moan as she rubs her thumbs over the tight muscle at the side of my neck.
“There doesn’t seem to be any major trouble,” Jordan says, her voice all soft and sweet.
And the stupid thing is, right at this moment, with her fingers in my hair, and her breath tickling my skin, I realize I’m an idiot. Not only that, but I’m crossing lines in my head that I’ve never thought about crossing before.
As far as I’m aware, I’m straight, and always have been. But in this instant, I’m hot as hell for this beautiful girl. This young woman who’s not only 15 years my junior, but way too gorgeous for a mid-30s mom to even have a hope with, let alone to be lusting after. Even if she does swing that way.
“What, are you a doctor now?” I say, keeping my tone light.
She smiles back, and my belly tightens. God, she’s just so fucking beautiful.
“Of course not. But I’m kinda your only option here.”
I know she’s just talking about my neck pain, but there are such deep, depressing layers to those words. Terence sucked my soul out for our entire relationship. I haven’t been on a date in maybe 8 years. My job sucks, my car sucks, my sex life is non-existent.
Apart from my son and this warm-hearted young woman with the movie star looks, my entire life sucks.
Options and I are not talking to each other right now.
Jordan strokes her fingers up and down the side of my neck, and my skin erupts in tingling goose flesh.
“You should go have a long, hot bath, Nicole.”
“I don’t have a tub, remember?”
“Shower, then. Get some heat on your neck and do a little stretching. I can stay in case Adam wakes. But we both know that’s not likely.”
“True.” My son is the heaviest sleeper in town. “You’d do that?”
“Of course.” She gazes deep into my eyes, and her radiant smile dips as she becomes serious. “I would do anything for you, mama.”
Her eyes are so intense it’s like she’s stripping my psyche away. There’s no way she can possibly mean…y’know…that. I was kidding around in my head about it a moment ago, sure. But this girl is way out of my league.
So, I decide to make light of the moment and call her bluff at the same time.
“Well, with this stiff neck, I’ll need someone to soap my back.”
She closes her gorgeous blue eyes as a look of serenity passes over her face. “I’d do that in a heartbeat.”
“What?”
I push her back without thinking, realizing all I’m doing is trying to protect myself from whatever it is she’s doing. Some kind of prank, maybe? Did her friends bet her she couldn’t seduce a desperate old lady?
Jordan stumbles, but comes back toward me. “I’m serious, Nicole.” She comes right in close and combs her fingers through my hair. “You amaze me with your drive and your sense of humor. Your determination.”
“Stop it.”
“No, I mean it. I was a bit too young to really understand what you went through in your divorce. But I’ve worked a few things out since then.”
I close my eyes as tears trickle down my cheeks. Jordan continues, her voice softer, as if she’s afraid her praise will hurt me. And fuck me, but I’m afraid of exactly the same thing. It’s been so long since anyone actually praised me, it’s almost like a hot bath. I need to dip my toe in to keep from being burned.
“You’re raising the best little kid I’ve ever met, and you’ve been doing it alone.”
“Well, I…uh…”
She slides her hands down and cradles my head. “And you are hot as fuck, lady.”
“Oh, bullshit.”
“What?”
“Look, I appreciate you trying to make me feel better, Jordan. But you know as well as anyone that my life is a fucking mess. I can’t remember the last time I felt in control. The last thing I need is…is more chaos.”
“And me complimenting you…what, you think that’s chaos?”
Maybe her words aren’t. But my reaction to them definitely is. “I don’t know what I think. But you can’t possibly like…” I fan my hand up and down, indicating myself. “This.”
“Uh-uh,” she says, moving in closer than ever. So close that I’m sure she’s about to kiss me. Then she leans to the side, glancing her silky soft cheek over mine as she brings her pretty mouth to my ear. “I’m afraid you can’t tell me what I like.”
Her voice in my ear is more of an intimacy than anything I’ve had in years. It has my skin tingling with potential, and I simply don’t know what to do.
Again, I’m so out of practice that I can’t tell for certain whether this young goddess is even making a move on me. It seems like it, but how can I be sure?
Jordan grazes her lips across my cheek as she moves back and then gazes into my eyes.
“So…” she says. “Let’s get you into that hot shower.”
“Oh, uh…I should probably just get to sleep.”
Jordan shakes her head, smiling lightly at me. “No. You need to wind down first. Besides…”
“Hmm?”
“How can I soap your back otherwise?”
My face goes hot with embarrassment. It must be as red as a stop sign. But as crazy and out-there as it might be, stop is the very last signal I want to send right now.
“I wasn’t serious,” I whisper.
“Maybe you should be. I sure am.”
Oh, god. She really…wants me? How can someone so bright, so fucking vibrant, want a woman like me? I feel like nothing more than a beaten down shell of the person I once was.
Jordan turns me on the spot and starts marching me toward the bathroom. I don’t have the strength to resist her. And honestly, I don’t even want to.
She reaches over my shoulder to flick the bathroom light on, her silken hair stroking against my cheek and filling my world with the fruity scent of her for a moment.
“Strip,” she says, as she opens the shower and starts the water running.
“But you’ll…see. I can’t…” I can’t inflict that on you. That’s what I want to say. But to admit to the faults I see in myself—out loud—seems like the wrong move at this moment.
“Of course you can, mama. It’s super easy.” She looks over her shoulder and shoots me a cheeky wink while running her hand through the jet of water to check the temperature. Once it’s warm enough, she comes over and reaches for my buttons. And I simply let her work, as she opens them and helps me shrug out of my work uniform. All stained with spilled coffee and condiments.
Shucking that thing off suddenly feels like liberation. Like it’s only ever been a shell to hide within. Because now I’m standing here in just my mismatched bra and panties, I have to admit that I feel more at home.
Okay, so it’s weird to be undressing in front of my babysitter, but she doesn’t seem to mind. If anything, she seems to relish this moment. She looks me up and down, her lovely round eyes full of something that just might be lust.
“All of it,” she says, pointing quickly at the two little garments maintaining my modesty.
“Are you sure you’re okay with—”
“Absolutely, Nicole.” She slides the shoulder straps of my bra down. “Please?”
I have to close my eyes as I pull my bra off, and automatically, I cover my chest with my arms. Jordan slips her hands onto my wrists and eases my arms apart.
“Ohhh,” she says. A gasp, and a whisper. “You’re lovely, mama.”
Honestly, I don’t look myself over much anymore. The most I do is check my boobs for lumps now and then. Otherwise, I’ve pretty much avoided staring into the mirror. I never know who’s going to be staring back.
But with Jordan standing right here, gazing at my bare skin with a potent expression of awe, I can’t help but feel beautiful.
She leads me by the hand to the shower and then slides my panties down for me. My belly flutters as she does it, and I have to lean on the wall to steady myself.
When I’m finally naked, she helps me into the shower, and then stands back to watch.
Oh, god. She’s going to see everything. Every extra inch, every soft fold, every stretch mark. Every scar and imperfection that time, motherhood and gravity have inflicted on me.
I turn to face the wall, hoping that maybe she’ll leave before I have to turn around. Maybe she’ll see sense and realize she’s wasting her time with me.
There’s no denying she was right, though. The hot water cascading down on me is working some kind of beautiful magic. Softening tension, lightening stress. Even working the stiffness out of my muscles.
And then Jordan has her hands on my shoulders, and my heart jumps in my chest. She’s so soft and gentle as she works her thumbs up and down over the tight muscles on either side of my spine. Then she gets right into it, kneading at my neck, and I moan like I’m on the verge of coming.
“Oh, god, Jordan. You have the magic touch.” My legs quiver, and I barely think about what I’m doing as I lean back against her. Only to realize she’s as naked as I am.
“Jordan. What—”
“Shhh…” My desirable young babysitter strokes her hands down my shoulders and then onto my hips. Then she glides them upward until she has my heavy breasts in her palms. “You’re so fucking sexy, mama.”
Jordan squeezes my girls tightly, and I gasp with the unfamiliar pleasure. She cups them as she flicks my nipples with her thumbs, and then she kisses the side of my neck.
“Jordan…”
“Mmm.” She makes random patterns on my skin with the tip of her tongue, and then whispers right into my ear. “You deserve this. Someone looking out for you. Taking care of you.”
“Babygirl…” Holy fuck. Where did that come from?
“Ohhh. I love that. Please, call me that all the time?”
I don’t have to see her face to know she’s smiling. “Anything you want, babygirl. Anything.”
She squeezes my tits so hard it hurts, and I groan as I lean back into her. Her silky blonde hair strokes against my cheek again, and I turn my head to gaze into her deep blue eyes.
I’m not sure who kisses who, but in a moment we’re locked together, our tongues sliding over each other’s. She tastes like mint and melon, and my body reacts as if it’s been starving for her.
Jordan keeps kissing me while she works my tits, and before I even realize it, I’m reaching back to grab her hips. I slide my hand down and around, finding the soft velvet mound of her hairless pussy.
I can’t believe just how natural this all feels. I don’t remember ever having these kinds of feelings for a woman before and yet here I am, stroking my babysitter’s slick little slit.
I turn to face the young blonde bombshell, and I gasp in pure delight at the sight of her. She’s a goddess in even the plainest and dumpiest of clothes. She’s otherworldly now that she’s naked and soaking wet. Her smooth, lightly tanned skin glistens from the shower, and it just shows off the tight, plentiful curves of her incredible young body.
“Jordan. My god…”
I glide my fingers forward and back through her slit, and she cries out with delight as she leans her sweetly curvaceous body against the wall.
“Oh, god. Nicole…please?”
“Huh?”
“Take me to bed with you?” She swallows heavily and grabs my hand, easing it away from her clit. “All I want is to give you the pleasure you’ve been looking for. That you deserve. Please…let me fuck you?”
She shuts off the shower, and I feel a wave of uncertainty wash over me. “Wait. We have to be quiet.”
“I can’t promise that.” Jordan bites her luscious bottom lip. But she smiles as she takes my hand and leads me out of the shower and onto the mat. “But I’ll do my best. Just say we can do this?”
We really shouldn’t. That doesn’t seem to matter anymore. I simply nod, for fear of sounding like an idiot if I speak a single word.
My sweet young babysitter dries me slowly, then wraps me in a towel and leads me back to my bedroom. She has my heart racing, and my mind whirling with lust and possibility.
At the edge of my bed, she slips the towel off me and steps in close.
This heavenly young woman fills my vision as she strokes her thumbs over my cheeks. She’s closer to me now than anyone’s been since Adam was born, and once again, I’m overtaken with concern. Wondering if I should stop this before it really starts.
But then she touches her lips to mine, and I gasp as if I hadn’t seen it coming, when in truth I’d watched her every inch of the way. I think I’d expected her to pull out. Abort mission with a charming little laugh that would nevertheless shred my soul.
She holds my mouth in hers, as if she’s cradling a newborn. I’m still overwhelmed, but my heart races and my mind sparkles and my pussy…oh, fuck, my pussy aches for her.
Jordan parts her lips and takes mine along for the ride. She presses harder against me, easing her tongue into my mouth with a tiny swirling action that turns my bones to cream.
There’s not a single iota of pain left in my neck now. I tilt my head and open wide and wordlessly beg for this tender young goddess to plunder me. And to my delight, it seems there’s nothing she wants more.
I thrust my hand up into Jordan’s hair and hold on, while she swoops her hands down my back. She grips my ass and groans down my throat as if this is all she’s ever wanted. As if I’m everything she needs.
When she lifts my leg off the floor and wraps it around her hip, I feel utterly weightless. I cling to her with both arms and my desperate, hungry mouth.
Years of tension melts away in one moment, as this passionate young woman twirls me around on the spot, and tosses me down onto the bed.
I yank my mouth away from hers and search for a breath. She sinks her teeth into my earlobe, and then down to the side of my neck, while her full young breasts massage mine.
“Jordan…oh, god, it feels so fucking good.”
We’re barely doing anything yet, but it’s still true. She’s making me feel desired and desirable. She’s putting me first.
“Oh, fuck yeah, it does…”
She latches onto my throat and sucks, whimpering as if I’m a delicacy. Then she slides down between my breasts and pushes them together around her beautiful face.
I stroke her velvet shoulders as she pushes my girls even closer together, easing her face out so she can take my nipple into her hot mouth.
Jordan suckles on my stiff bud as if it’s the elixir of life. She moans and mews as she explores the ripples of my areola, then buries her sharp teeth into my flesh.
“Fuck, I love your body, Nicole.”
Never in my life have I experienced such a heated desire. Not with Terence. Not with any other boyfriend before him. Not even back when I was Jordan’s age.
I let out a deep, guttural groan as she sinks her teeth into my other nipple, and I swear to god I feel my clit throbbing. There’s a need inside me that’s heavier and sharper, and just plain bigger than any I’ve known before. And it feels like I’m dangling at the edge of a cliff. That the slightest touch will send me over.
Jordan pulls back and looks into my eyes, and I see a spark of mischief in hers. She winks at me and then crawls back down the side of the bed until she’s kneeling on the floor. When the hell did my legs fly open like that? I don’t even remember moving them.
My gorgeous babysitter rests her head on my thigh and licks her lips as she gazes intently at my pussy. Then she strokes her fingers through my trimmed bush.
“I love that you have this,” she whispers, sliding her thumb forward and back through my hair. “So womanly.”
Then she pulls her hand back and grinds her palm into my pussy, and I arch like I’m possessed. Christ, it feels so fucking good to have someone else touch me there. Someone who clearly knows what they’re doing, as well.
She makes a couple of tight, hard circles, grinding the heel of her hand over my sensitive little bud. And then, it’s like magic.
I come.
I actually have an orgasm. Not from my fingers. Not from a toy. Not even from the fucking washing machine.
My sexy little sitter has made me come from just the simplest little move. One touch, and I go.
I slap my hand down on hers and just hold her in place. After a climax, I always get super touchy. This is the first time I’ve been able to share the moment with another person.
“Did you…?” she begins, and raises an eyebrow.
I’m still a little embarrassed that I went so fucking easily, so I just nod.
“Awesome,” she whispers, her face lighting up with pride and pleasure. “I wasn’t sure if I…if I really knew what I was doing.”
“You haven’t done this before?”
She shakes her head slowly. “You’re the only one I’ve ever wanted to be with, mama.”
Jordan slides her hand lower, stroking two fingers down my slit, one on either side. Up and down, and a little bit of side to side, gradually opening me up.
Even lying down like this, I get a fresh wash of my own arousal, and it’s sweet and earthy. Jordan gently eases the tips of her fingers into my opening, and only the tips. She glides them up and down, coating her skin with my juices.
Then she takes them back, holding them beneath her nose and sampling my bouquet. She closes her soulful eyes and moans before driving those fingers into her mouth and sucking my essence from them.
“Jesus,” I whisper, because once again, nobody’s ever done that with me before. Fuck, Terence would rather have gone down on his own reflection than to lower himself between my thighs. That should’ve been a warning sign from the beginning.
“So sexy, babygirl,” I whisper, and Jordan opens her eyes again.
She presses her fingers into the heart of my pussy again and eases them forward. As they slowly slide inside me, my young babysitter turns and plants her mouth on my inner thigh. She moans as she kisses my sensitive skin, and I practically sob as she finger-fucks me.
Jordan slides her head side to side, wetting the length of my inner thigh with her sweet tongue. She rolls her hand and hooks her fingers, pressing the tips up against the magic spot deep inside me, and I lose all control of my body.
My hands take on minds of their own and dive into this sweet girl’s long, soft hair. They morph into fists and tighten with every fiery stroke of her fingers in and out of me.
And in what seems like seconds, I feel my climax rising. I can tell already it’s going to be much bigger than the one I just had. And it’s coming from the deepest, most vulnerable part of me. A part of me I thought I’d buried in the divorce. The part that trusted, and loved, and felt safe enough to let go.
I want to scream as I explode, but I hold it in, barely. My body convulses and I fling my legs in all directions, biting down on my knuckles to keep from waking Adam. Yeah, it’s that kind of scream. That loud. That strong.
Jordan keeps moving her fingers inside me, but slower. She has her mouth right up at the top of my inner thigh now, and her breath cascades over my wanton cunt.
Then she slides her fingers out and presses them on either side of my clit. I nearly convulse again, and she has to push her free hand onto my belly to hold me down.
“I’m sorry,” she whispers, but I can barely hear her over my pulse, roaring in my ears. “Oh, you’re so sensitive. And god…so beautiful.”
I sit up to gaze at her, wanting more than anything to thank her. I just can’t seem to find my voice.
“I need more, Nicole,” she whispers, and for a moment, I’m not sure what she means.
Then she grasps my knees and lifts them, and I fall onto my back. And a split second later, my world explodes.
Jordan slams her mouth into my pussy, hard as a fist, fierce as a lioness. She lashes me with her incredible tongue, from side to side, from clit to asshole. All the while snarling with hunger and muttering the dirtiest and most wonderful praise. She raises her tight, shapely ass in the air as she dives into me, really throwing her weight into it. Firing her tongue deep inside me, over and over again.
She slides her hands up my thighs until she’s framing my cunt with them. When she bites down on my clit, I swear gravity stops working. I flail around on the bed, gripping the blankets, arching my back like God himself is pulling my soul out through my chest.
“Fuck you taste so fucking good, mama…”
Jordan fires the words out so quickly, so sharply, that it only adds to the urgency. It’s as if she can’t bear to take her mouth off me. Like I’m a fucking delicacy.
Then she plunges her tongue deep inside me. The entire universe turns to rainbow colors, as Jordan gives me the absolute best orgasm of my life. Even better than the last one she just gave me.
Years and years of tension, frustration and disappointment explode inside me, and I roar them out through my mouth. One long, quavering wall of sound that’s as much relief as release.
When the pulsing waves of pleasure finally ease, I completely deflate.
“Jordan,” I mumble. “How the hell did you learn to do that?”
“I don’t know. I guess I just wanted it that much.” Then she stands and gazes down at my naked body, pure hunger written across her supermodel features.
“Oh, my,” I whisper. “H–how do you do that?”
“Do what?” she asks as she wipes her beautiful mouth dry and then licks her fingers clean.
“You make me feel…fuck, it’s weird. You make me feel completely open…transparent, even. And yet utterly visible, all at the same time. Like a…a stained glass window.”
This beautiful young goddess smiles and gazes over every plentiful inch of my voluptuous body. What I see in her eyes, on her face, gives me so much confidence. I no longer have the instinct to cover myself up.
“You’re so much more beautiful than any window in any church, mama.”
Jordan puts her hands on her hips, and I shake my head as I study the utter perfection of her body. She is unspeakably gorgeous. I even put my hand over my mouth just to hide the fact I’m gaping like an idiot.
I reach my hands out to her and she climbs back on the bed, holding herself above me for a moment. Then she comes forward, her mouth still glistening with traces of my arousal, and she strokes her hot little slit against my thigh.
I cradle her sweet head and pull her down, and she takes my lips in a deep kiss. I drink my juices off her sexy mouth and even that gives me a lovely taboo thrill.
“Oh, fuck…” I hiss between long, soul-deep kisses. “My babygirl…”
She whimpers with desire, then kisses my forehead and rolls over onto her back, but then she stops still. It’s so jarring that I flinch in surprise.
“What?”
Jordan raises her eyebrow and grins at me. “If you want me, come and get me.”
“If I…if I want you? Uh, isn’t it clear?” Is she playing games with me suddenly?
“See, I’m pretty sure I’ve made it clear just how much I want you, mama.”
“Then…why stop?”
“Why? To give you something you said you’ve been missing.”
“You already did. I came like a fountain, babygirl. Three times.”
Her grin is so beautiful and so sweet that it makes me fall a little harder for her. “Not that.” She puts her hands behind her head and spreads her luscious legs wide apart. “Control.”
Fuck. I almost climax again, just from her thoughtfulness. “Oh, babygirl…”
I’m scared as hell. Initiating, controlling…all that stuff. That’s outside my wheelhouse. But then, this entire night has been way out there.
So, I bite my lip and prop myself up over the top of Jordan’s gorgeous young body. Her eyes flash with excitement when I straddle one of her soft, slender thighs. Then when I come in closer, and grind my shameless slit down into hers, she bites her lip as her whole sexy body jolts.
“Oh…you’re so naughty, mama.”
“Mm.”
Forward and back, I rock my hips, my juicy slit embracing hers like a deep, open-mouthed kiss. Ripples of flesh grazing over each other, rolling like waves as fireworks of bliss erupt up and down my spine.
My senses come alive with the beautiful cocktail of her scent and mine. I savor the fragrance for a moment, then come forward and press my heavy breasts against hers. She moans as I lean into her, mashing our chests together as I gaze into her deep blue eyes.
I kiss her again, and this time it’s sweet, and it’s heartfelt, and it’s oh so deep. I drive my tongue into her mouth and swirl it around, tasting her sweetness and my saltiness, and the combination is fucking divine.
I push back up so I can rock my hips and slide my pussy forward and back on hers, riding the tingles and buzzes that her soft flesh and hard bone give me.
But she’s so fucking cute I can’t resist tasting her. I dive and slide my mouth down her cheek, and nuzzle into her sweet neck. She gasps as I suck on her tender skin, and I bite her lightly, just to hear her sweet little whimpers.
Jordan slips her hands out from beneath her head, and she rests them on my shoulders. Inspired by her openness, and the sheer freedom she’s granted me, I take her wrists softly, and I press her arms down into the bed. Up beside her beautiful face, like she’s under arrest.
“I’m yours, Nicole,” she murmurs. “All yours.”
“Sweet babygirl…”
“Fuck me anyway you want, mama.”
I kiss her once more, then glide my mouth lower and lower. Down between her breasts and onto the softness of her sweet belly.
And I pause when I have my mouth on the soft swelling of her waxed bare mound.
Jordan moans in anticipation, but holds herself back from moving. God, it’s the most incredible tease, but in a whole other way, it’s an unbelievable pleasure.
Because, exactly as she suggested, I’m in complete control. In a way I’ve never been in my entire adult life.
Of course, my self-control is a whole other thing. That’s right at the end of its already weary tether. Because it’s been so fucking long since I’ve been with anyone. And it’s only now I realize I’ve never before been with someone I truly wanted.
I finally break, and I glide down, over the soft cliff edge of Jordan’s hood, and plunge myself into the sweet, hot pool of her pussy.
My beautiful babysitter cries out in bliss, and thrusts her perfect tits toward the sky. I savor the rich sweetness and musky freshness of this young woman’s cunt as I lash at her with my tongue.
She rocks her head back and forth, but she’s not saying no. She’s not saying any words. Just making the most adorable kittenish mewing sounds as I explore the ripples and heat of her incredible slit.
A little burst of self-doubt flares inside me. “Is this…good?”
“Oh, fuck. Mama…mama, that feels so, so good. Oh, god…”
“You taste incredible, babygirl.”
“Can I…touch myself? Please?”
“Absolutely.”
She flings her hands inward and squeezes her breasts, rolling her nipples between her thumbs and palms. Every stroke of my tongue brings a new, sensual moan flying from her tender throat, and I am so fucking powerful right now.
But for all that she’s given herself over to me, granted me control…I realize suddenly that I’m losing it. The sheer bliss of devouring her pussy takes over me, and I have to drive my hand down beneath my body and grind at my clit.
As I pinch myself, I punch two fingers into my babysitter’s pussy. She lets out a long moan of pleasure and squeezes me so fucking hard it hurts. The sting of her grip only adds to the whirlwind inside me. She arches even harder, driving her back off the bed as she rolls her hips.
I utterly swamp Jordan’s pussy with my mouth as I grind my clit down on my fingers. My moans and whimpers are all muffled by my babysitter’s sweet cunt.
I try to speak the words, to tell her how incredible she is, how I’m about to climax yet again, but it’s nothing but garbled sounds. Somehow, she seems to understand me. She’s clearly right there with me.
“Mama…I’m gonna come…”
She fists my hair as she thrusts her hips into the air, her orgasm punching through her and I swear, driving itself into me through my mouth. I drink down every drop of her precious nectar as pulses of bliss billow through my body. 
“Fuuuck…” I’m not even sure which of us says it. Maybe both of us.
When the pulsating beats of ecstasy finally draw to an end, I let out the long breath I’d held, and my entire body deflates. I rest the side of my head on Jordan’s sweet little mound, coming down like an autumn leaf falling.
My gorgeous girl pulls lightly on my hair.
“Mama?”
Somehow I find the strength, and I crawl up to lie beside her. She wraps her soft arms around my body and cradles me, my head now on her breasts, her heartbeat kissing my cheek over and over.
I feel, as well as hear, every racing breath she takes. Fuck, I can just about taste them.
I have no idea what any of this means. If it means anything at all. There’s too much to consider.
But right here and right now, my mind is clear, my pussy is satisfied.
And my heart is full.
THE END








  
  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








  
  Lost & Found


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








  
  Hide & Seek


Finally, the work day’s over. It’s run long and on the radio they said the roads were stacked with bullshit. I mean, that’s not the way they said it, but it’s pretty much what they meant. 
I grab my cellphone and call our babysitter, Trinity, just to make sure things are good at home. My husband will most likely have left already.
Trinity answers almost straight away, and I can tell she has me on speakerphone.
“Hi, Antonia. How’s work?”
“All finished, thank fuuu…udge.”
“Mommy, I’m hiding!”
My daughter is such a playful sweetheart, but she has absolutely no volume control. That tells me without me needing to ask that my husband’s not there. He won’t stand for any kind of noise like that.
“Hi, Daisy. Why are you hiding?”
“Hide and seek!”
I shake my head. Daisy has absolutely no tactics with games like that. I can picture her right now, standing behind a glass door, truly believing we can’t see her there. It’s her go-to hiding place.
God, she’s such a fun little girl, and I absolutely adore her.
“Hide and seek, huh?”
Trinity giggles. “Yeah. I’m the best in the world.”
Not quite as good as you think. I manage to keep that comment inside my head, thankfully. Some things are best left unshared.
“Well, I’ll be in the car in a few minutes, but it might be a while before I’m home.”
“No problem, Antonia. We’re having the best time, aren’t we Daisy Doodle?”
“Yeah!”
My heart aches with the desire to be there. To see my two favorite girls interacting the way they do.
But the radio dudes were right. Traffic’s an absolute bitch this afternoon, and I’m running late to get home. At least Trinity won’t have to deal with my husband. He’ll already be halfway in for his night shift at the airport.
I’m really glad I had the smarts last night to organize Trinity. Otherwise Geoffrey would have been late to work, and I’d never have heard the end of it.
The man seems to think I can control the road traffic like he controls the air traffic. I blow out a sharp breath of frustration. Thoughts of Geoffrey always leave me muttering foul nothings. The last thing I want when I get home is to be in fully-fledged bitch mode.
When I married Geoffrey, he was sweet, kind, and very attentive. He stayed that way for the first few years.
It was only when we had our beautiful daughter, Daisy, that things started changing, and not for the better. He’s the one who really pushed for us to start a family, but I guess he was hoping to have all sons, or something. Maybe he just didn’t anticipate how chaotic life becomes when you add children to the mix.
He only changed about a half-dozen of her diapers when she was a baby, and always under protest. He never bathed her. I swear, he still treats her more like a pet kitten than a daughter, and unfortunately, Daisy’s already picking up on that.
At the age of only 5, she’s totally a momma’s girl. Although that doe-eyed love also extends to Trinity, of course.
Meanwhile, Geoffrey spends as much damn time as he can out of the house. Anywhere but home is where he wants to be. I can’t tell you the last time he showed me any affection, either, let alone actually banged me.
And if I’m being totally honest, I’m not sure I miss it. The man has never even made me come. I’ve always had to grind myself to orgasm after he nodded off—always within a couple of minutes after shooting his load. If I’d known what an uneasy relationship the man has with sex, I might not have ever been with him.
I can’t even imagine how he’ll react when Daisy reaches puberty. Or maybe he’ll have left our lives by then. I’m starting to think that would be the best move for all of us.
Out of all that mess, one part of our lives that I’m truly thankful for is our babysitter. Trinity is sweet as anything, and an absolute treasure as far as I’m concerned. Nothing’s too much trouble for her.
I like that the girl has a few secrets, too. An air of mystery that fascinates me, but nothing that worries me in any way.
She’s confided most of them to me over the few years she’s shared our lives. I happen to know a few others she hasn’t told me, but again, nothing that gives me any pause. Like I say, she’s not quite as good at hiding things as she thinks.
Hell, her mother is such a puritanical prude. It’s no wonder Trinity stays at our place long after her babysitting hours are done. She’s more comfortable in my house than in her own.
After all, I’m the one who helped Trinity through the transition from teen to adult more than anyone else did. No wonder she confides in me for nearly everything.
Unfortunately, Geoffrey seems to have as much trouble dealing with Trinity as he does with all other women. Most middle-aged guys would kill to be up close to such a gorgeous young goddess, but not my husband.
Maybe it’s the fact she’s so young and beautiful. Maybe it’s because she looks enough like me that we could almost be sisters, despite the ten-plus years between us.
I think, in the end, my husband is just tired of femininity. He’s completely over all the so-called drama he insists women inflict upon his life. Dude needs to either switch teams or join the priesthood, in my opinion.
Okay, that’s harsh. But I truly need him to stop dragging me down, because it’s bringing Daisy along as well. She needs positivity. She needs love.
She needs me, and Trinity.
I pull up out front of the house and head inside, glad that I won’t have to deal with Geoffrey and his nitpicking this afternoon. And ecstatic that I get to spend the evening with my little sweetheart.
The house is all quiet when I get in, which surprises me. After that phone call, I figured Daisy would still be having the kind of ear-splittingly loud fun that only young kids can have. And Trinity would be joining in.
In the kitchen, there’s a small pile of plates that tell me Trinity’s fed my daughter her favorite dinner already. Mac and cheese with a little garlic.
Is it possible they’ve gone out? Oh, god, has something gone wrong? Has Trinity had to take my daughter to the hospital?
I hurry up the carpeted hallway, just to see if there’s anything amiss.
At the door to Daisy’s room, I have my answer. My daughter is crashed out asleep in her bed, still in her day clothes.
And Trinity’s likewise comatose in the reading chair beside it. The book still open across her lap where it must have fallen when she dropped off while reading to Daisy.
My heart swells, and I even feel a few tears prickling the corners of my eyes as I survey the scene. It’s only early evening, and I know I should get Daisy into her PJs and brush her teeth, but I just don’t want to spoil this moment.
I’ve always known Trinity loves Daisy as much as Daisy loves her. To see it like this, all natural and candid, makes me even more glad that this young woman is part of our lives.
It’s especially important now that Geoffrey seems to have punched his time card on being a husband and father.
I swear the moment I became pregnant, the man stopped looking at me as a wife, and started seeing me only as the help. A cook, a babysitter and a counsellor.
Like I say, he sure doesn’t see me anymore as a flesh and blood woman with needs and wants—ones which have grown so sharp and hot they’re beyond cravings.
I’m so horny these days it’s like a form of torture.
I came into my sexual prime a few years ago. It’s not like it was marked on a calendar or anything. All I know is, I get the hot and tingly feelings all the time, and it’s getting more than I can bear.
Standing there at the doorway, I let my gaze wander over Trinity for a while. She’s an absolute picture of youth and beauty, and as she breathes slowly and deeply in slumber she radiates innocence.
But I know better. I found what she’s hiding, even though I didn’t really seek it. And that’s a big part of what fascinates me about the girl.
I feel like a creeper as I gaze over her sleeping form, riding the sweet thrill of voyeurism that I’ve only recently come to embrace as a huge part of who I am. Hell, it’s not like I can get any action in my real life, so watching is pretty much all I have.
And it doesn’t matter that I have a long and vanilla history of being a straight woman. Trinity really is something else, and she awakens hungers in me that defy labels.
I’ve outgrown or killed a dozen toys in the past few years, simply trying to take the edge off my growing and rampant desires. Seriously, I get wet just from driving over a speed hump too fast.
And for far longer than could ever be appropriate, my daughter’s delicious babysitter has featured in my fantasies.
Trinity stirs in her sleep and makes a sweet little moaning sound. That’s enough to snap me out of my brief trance, and I turn away, heading back to the kitchen.
Back out there, I find my husband's laptop open but asleep on the kitchen table. Complete with a sticky note on it.
Antonia. Could you deal with this, please?
– Geoffrey
I drop my bag and roll my eyes as I sit at the table. The man is as uncommunicative as ever. Deal with what?
I wake the laptop up from its sleep, and I admit that for the first time in a long time, my husband has surprised me. On screen, he has one of those girls-next-door amateur porn sites loaded.
I’m not quite sure how Geoffrey came across this site. The only thing I can think is that I forgot to clear my browser history. This has been my go-to website for jilling off ever since I found it.
Still, I definitely didn’t expect my husband to know about it, what with his apparent lack of interest in anything sexual. Or maybe this is where all his sex drive is going. Masturbating to online porn.
Ha. Join the fucking club, sunshine.
But then, I scroll down a little more and I have my answer. This is what he wants me to deal with. Right there, front and center, in all her glory...is Trinity.
And I mean all her glory. Totally naked, one hand holding her perfect, perky young breast. The other hand resting on her hairless mound, cupping herself to hide what I can only imagine must be a plump, glistening young slit, rich with arousal.
This is my favorite shot of her, out of all of them.
Yeah, that’s right. I already knew about this. Hell, I was one of the first to sign up as a paid customer. In part, I’m envious of her. She’s like a younger version of me in some ways, only she seems so much more confident than I was at her age.
This, despite her religious family and their strict, no fun, no sex, no life experiences upbringing. Every time the girl uploads a new video it’s just a little bit racier, and she reveals another fresh level of confidence.
I’m just not sure what the fuck Geoffrey thinks I’m supposed to do about this. Deal with it he says, in his vague way that clearly shows this is women’s business.
Of course, Geoffrey being Geoffrey, I’m pretty sure he wants me to make her stop. He probably thinks I’ll disapprove of Trinity baring her perfect body like this while she’s also working as our babysitter.
He won’t get any support from me on that front. Honestly, I think this is brilliant. And I’ve been using Trinity’s videos for my self-pleasure ever since I found her online.
I’d never try to tell anyone how they should live their lives. Hey, I’m even pretty sure that if Daisy one day wants to do this kind of thing, I wouldn’t tell her to stop it. So long as she’s turned 18, she can even do it in my house, where it’s safe. Who knows what technology will even be available then?
I certainly have no intention of telling Trinity how to run her life, either. Not just because she’s an adult now, but because…well, fuck. She’s owning this whole situation. All power to her.
Not to mention she’s sexy as fuck. There’s no denying Trinity is so perfectly built for exactly this kind of thing. Young, beautiful, and curvy as hell. Hell, I was a pretty wild young thing at her age. And when I was 18, I might’ve done exactly what she’s doing, if I’d had the technology available.
Admittedly I didn’t, and still don’t, have curves quite as juicy as hers. I’d probably bring in the leg men more than the tits and ass men. But I still get catcalled out on the street, so there’s hope for me, yet.
Fuck, I’ve been so damn horny lately my mind’s taking me to new and dark places all the time. Since I discovered Trinity’s online life, I’ve been thinking of setting up my own page on the site. Maybe I could explore my exhibitionist side as well as my voyeuristic side.
It’s only now that I see there’s a brand new video up. And the headline promises it’s the hottest one she’s done so far.
I guess in a way that’s not so difficult. That intro pic is more revealing than any of her videos so far.
She’s only taken us to what amounts to second base, so far. Dirty talk, side boob, a few flashes of her perfect nipples. In the last video, she was down to just a pristine white thong, but mostly laid on her front.
My breath hitches as I wonder just how much more she’s giving us this time.
I bite my lip as I let the mouse pointer hover over the top of the new thumbnail pic, and pause. After all, I’m still essentially a straight woman, who’s just admiring the physical beauty of a gorgeous younger woman.
What will I do if this new video takes me beyond my comfort zone? Fuck, what the hell will I do if she’s decided to couple up with someone?
I know myself well enough. I’m absolutely certain I’ll be jealous as hell, despite having no right to be.
Still, I sigh, and shrug…and click.
The new video loads up, and then a moment later I’m blessed again with the spectacular sight of my babysitter's gorgeous 18 year old body.
This time it’s not a still pic. This time, it’s in full moving glory as she strokes her elegant hands over herself.
And this time, she’s completely bare. Kneeling on her bed, artfully angled so we can see she has no panties on, but with her leg pushed forward far enough to hide the sweet little treasure between her thighs.
All those years of ballet, from before she grew those big, beautiful tits, have uncovered her natural grace. Only I don’t think her mom ever anticipated her classical dancing would lead her to this.
Trinity sways and rolls, touching her fingers to her mouth, angling her head as she caresses herself from jaw to throat to collarbone to shoulder.
Apart from the intent—and the full frontal nudity—it’s all quite innocent. A young woman exploring herself, her beautiful blue eyes locked on mine.
I mean, on the camera.
My babysitter’s natural sensuality comes through effortlessly, and it’s impossible not to notice the way her body has truly blossomed into maturity.
She’s catering for the male gaze, for sure, and my first thought is a bit odd and self-centered. I wonder if maybe I gave her some pretty awesome pointers along the way as I helped her through the tough late-teen years.
No way I can take much credit for it, though. The way she moves her body shows confidence greater than I have even now. And she’s only been an adult for a few months.
Trinity presents the visual fantasy of a horny virgin who's suddenly realized just how sexy she is.
It seems corny as hell. Simplistic. A flat and reductive representation, with all the rich complexity of feminine desires sanded off and smoothed down until all the challenge has been removed.
So, yeah…it’s hot as fuck.
Before I even realize what I’m doing, I have my legs parted and I’m running my hand up the inside of my thigh. Naturally, this won’t be the first time I’ve jilled off while watching Trinity. But it will be the first time I’ve done it in the fucking kitchen.
As our busty babysitter rolls down onto her back and parts her luscious legs, I pierce my soaking wet panties with two fingers. It’s so damn wrong, and yet it feels so incredibly right.
The longer I watch, the more intensely aroused I become. So much so that I pause the video and strip off my skirt and panties.
When Trinity dips her fingers inside her pussy, I do the same to myself. The rich pink of her cheeks must surely be mirrored on my own face.
I struggle to remember a time I've been more aroused than I am right now. My voyeuristic side is in heaven, but my conscience cries at me to get a grip.
And so I do. With my fingers, on my clit. I squeeze my little pleasure bud, breathless with need, my belly tingling with the danger of the situation.
The young woman who I’m watching on screen is, right now, literally a couple of dozen feet away. Sleeping in a room down the hallway. There’s no explaining this situation if I were to get caught.
I close my eyes for a moment as I jam two fingers deep inside myself. I listen intently to the soft little moans Trinity makes as she pleasures herself on screen. It’s like a magical tune, a siren song, luring me on. I feel certain I’d follow her wherever she goes.
I’m right on the edge of the cliff and the on screen Trinity sounds like she’s right there as well. I open my eyes, desperate to see how the girl looks when she climaxes.
And that’s when I realize the real life Trinity is right there, standing at the entrance to the kitchen. Watching me, her beautiful blue eyes wide as she takes in the confronting scene.
I cry out in terror, trying to decide in an instant whether to cover up or slam the laptop closed. Jesus, I am so, so busted.
“Oh my god, Antonia! I’m so sorry!” Her beautiful soft cheeks glow with red as she averts her gaze.
Then, the video finishes, and the online Trinity signs off with an air kiss and a little giggle. And the Trinity standing here in my kitchen straightens her back and gasps, then turns back toward me.
She puts her hands on her hips and glares at me, as if she’s the mom and I’m the babysitter. “Wait…you’re watching me? That video is…is meant to be private!”
I cross my legs and close the laptop, taking those few seconds to calm myself. "Trinity, sweetheart. I'm, like, the 15 thousandth viewer. Is that really what you'd call private?"
"15k? Wow, that's awesome." Her face lights up for a moment, before she remembers she’s pissed at me. “But that's beside the point. You're actually watching me? And you were…uh…”
I blow my hair away from my eyes. There’s no point trying to hide it, when it was so fucking blatant. "Yeah, I was masturbating, sweetheart. I know it was wrong, but I just…couldn’t control myself.”
"Wrong? You told me over and over that my mom was wrong. That masturbation isn't a sin. Way back, you said it was healthy. Natural.”
"It is, sweetheart. But don't you think maybe in this situation it might be…at least a little questionable? Given what I was watching?”
"I don't mind." Trinity's cheeks go that same adorable shade of pink that they did in the video. She stares down at her hands as she twirls her fingers. When she looks up again, there’s a fresh brightness in her eyes. “Now I’m over the shock of seeing you, um…doing that…in fact, I love it. That I could have such an effect on you.”
“What?”
She curls her beautiful mouth into a mischievous little smile. "I mean…I think it's a real compliment." She comes over to me, working her sweet hips like a woman my age would. When she reaches me, she slides to her knees and takes hold of my hand. The one I've been using on myself.
Trinity brings that hand up and gazes at my wet fingers. She makes a little circular motion with her head as she breathes in, and closes her eyes when the scent of my arousal reaches her.
Before I regain my senses, my beautiful babysitter has parted her luscious lips and slipped my fingers into her pretty mouth.
"Mmm..." she moans around her mouthful. She flicks her tongue around my fingertips, then eases my hand back out. "You taste awesome…Tones.”
I've shared a thousand moments of casual intimacy with this girl. Young woman, now. But none of them have been anything like this, naturally.
A sudden burst of fear runs through me.
“Wait, what about Daisy? What if she—”
“It’s okay. I closed her door.”
My daughter’s too short to reach the handle. Even if she wakes, she won’t be able to walk in on anything that happens here.
A frisson of electricity skips up and down my spine as I gaze into Trinity's rich blue eyes. She strokes the tip of her tongue across those luscious, pillowy lips as if to capture every last drop of my juices, and a dark desire sinks its teeth into my soul.
It’s wrong. Maybe not quite taboo, but it’s still crossing more than a few lines. The truth is, I want this young woman so fucking much it hurts. Even though she’s my daughter’s babysitter.
"Babygirl..."
"Oh, fuck..." She only whispers it but it hits me like a blade. And it cuts through the last shreds of my resistance. And my decency.
I've been horny for so long, and had only my fingers and toys to grind the edges off it. I've never been with a woman before, but I can't think of a better way to start.
Trinity comes halfway up off her knees and swoops on me, planting her pretty mouth over mine. I cry out behind my closed lips for a second before the sweet heat of my babysitter wins me over. I open and let her dance the tip of her tongue past my weak last line of defense.
Trinity whimpers as she explores me, sucking me hard against her mouth. Our tongues fight and tangle like lost lovers reunited, and my nipples peak as my pussy tingles with pure, taboo need.
Knowing this could end at any second, I soak up every part of this experience. The satin warmth of Trinity’s skin, the plush heat of her lips. The silky feel of her neck where I stroke my fingers up and down, and the lilting moans of pleasure we sing to each other.
Trinity breaks the kiss, gasping for air. "Fuck," she whispers. "I can't believe that I...that we..."
I cup her sweet head in one hand for a moment, feeling a kinship with her that has nothing to do with our shared history. And everything to do with wanting to take this young woman, right here and now.
Before either of us can do something stupid—like change our minds—I grasp Trinity's sweet hips and push her back against the table. She clambers up until she’s sitting up there, between me and the laptop, her long, velvet-skinned legs parted before me.
“Did you like my videos?” she asks, kinking her gorgeous head to the side.
“I loved them, babygirl.”
“Mmm.” She grips her tight little T and pulls it off in one motion. Her gorgeous tits quiver from the movement, threatening to bust out of her fancy black bra. “I wonder if you’ll like the real thing as much.”
Trinity arches her back, thrusting her perfect breasts toward me as she unclasps her bra. I hook my fingers into the shoulder straps and ease them down, holding my breath as I bare those firm, round mounds of flesh.
My moan of pleasure comes out low, and from so deep inside me I think it’s fermented.
“Trinity…babygirl…”
“Are they…nice?”
There’s a genuine fear in her voice, and I can barely believe it. That she could doubt how fucking sexy she is. I press one hand to her cheek and the other to the side of her neck, pulling her forward into a kiss that’s deeper and wilder even than the one we shared a moment ago.
I devour this sweet girl’s beautiful lips for as long as I can, before she pulls away to catch her breath. So I stroke my tongue down the sweet satin of her throat, cupping her big boobs together.
Trinity moans with pleasure as I kiss the sweet, soft bodies of her breasts. When I flick her nipple with my tongue, she gasps and combs her fingers into my hair, and pulls me forward.
Her stiff little bud fits so perfectly into my mouth, and I suck gently for a moment. When she arches into the embrace, I growl with need and bite down on her flesh.
My sweet babysitter cries out and grips my hair, tightening it against my scalp as I work her nipple over and over with my teeth, my tongue, my lips.
I switch sides and she pulls me even closer to her. The milky softness of her breasts is irresistible, and I stroke my tongue over every silken inch of them.
“Tones…that’s so nice.”
I gaze up into her crystal eyes as I slide her skimpy skirt up her thighs. Trinity's breath trembles with need, and I can't resist looking downward.
I bare her elegant black panties with their telltale wet spot right in the heart of them, and let out a whispered woah. I've already seen a little of what’s behind that fabric, but only on the small laptop screen.
Seeing her in the flesh, and more importantly, drinking in the spicy perfume of her arousal, is something else entirely.
My fingers tremble as I stroke them up the satin skin of my babysitter’s inner thighs. She puts her feet on the chair either side of me and raises her perfect little ass so I can slip her soaked panties off.
When I slide the tip of my finger around the bare, slick lips of her pussy, she lets out a soft moan. It sends goosebumps running all the way up my back, as I revel in her sweet aroma. "Jesus, babygirl. You're so fucking pretty."
"Tones..."
I raise her leg and kiss the inside of her knee. Working fast, but still too slowly for my own liking, I kiss and lick my way up her baby-smooth inner thigh until I skim my lips across the wet heat of her slit, twinkling so delicately with arousal.
"Please, Tones...kiss me?”
I reach behind her and shove my husband’s laptop across to the side. Trinity glides down until she’s lying flat across the kitchen table, her thighs wide apart, framing the sweet feast of her slit for me.
I can't wait any longer, and press my mouth into the hot, juicy heart of my babysitter's cunt. The young woman throws her head back and cries out as she arches her back, her juicy tits dancing and swaying with the movement.
She flails her arms so hard she knocks the laptop off the table, but neither of us is about to stop to check on it. Hell, I'll buy Geoffrey a new one if I have to.
"Tones," she moans again. And again. "Yes, yes, yes, please, Tones..."
I fucking love that new name. She’s never called me anything but Antonia or Mrs Williams before. Calling me Tones makes me so much hotter than it really should.
It turns me into a wildcat, and I attack the sweet heat between my babysitter's thighs like I've been starving for a month.
Trinity curls up to gaze into my eyes, and wraps her hands around the back of my head to pull me harder against herself. I take her clit between my teeth as I curl my hands up around her thighs, holding her down against the table.
My babysitter falls flat on her back, her head thudding on the wooden surface as she pulls her legs all the way up. I drift lower, bathing her with my tongue from her cute little ass hole up to her clit and back again. Trinity cries out over and over, and all that does is drive me wilder than ever.
"Oh, fuck...Tones...I'm gonna come..."
I stroke my tongue through her delicious slit, rolling my head to split her lips, and as I suckle on her clit I drive two fingers deep inside my daughter’s delectable babysitter.
Trinity wails out in a long, high tone as a climax pulses through her juicy young body, and I drink down the fresh burst of her juices with pride.
She’s still trembling with the aftershocks when I stand and haul her up onto her perky ass again. She dives straight on me, taking my mouth in a ravenous kiss and drinking herself from my tongue and lips.
As she kisses me, she reaches down and grips my thighs, and just that touch has me nearly exploding.
I can't tell if she forces my legs open or if they simply gush apart on the tidal wave of my arousal. I’m in a daze of sorts, and the next thing I know, Trinity sits herself down onto my chair, her legs intertwined with mine.
My babysitter slides her ass forward until her glistening cunt kisses mine. She rolls her hips and mashes our pussies together; her heat, her wetness, her sweet juicy slit capturing mine.
She hooks one leg around behind me, and I do the same to her, pushing my swollen lips against her slick folds.
As Trinity pulses herself forward and back, the chair beneath us is the only thing that protests. I take hold of my babysitter’s long, lush hair and pull her into another kiss; deeper and more ferocious than all the others combined.
Trinity whips her arms around me and pulls me closer, her big, bare tits wrestling with my smaller, sweater-covered ones as our pussies kiss and stroke each other toward a new peak.
"Oh fuck," Trinity whimpers into my mouth, and suddenly, there’s no going back. The chair overbalances and we fall to the floor. My maternal instinct takes over and I roll us to make sure I land first, on my back.
Trinity comes down hard on top of me. The impact is purely slit to slit, both of us crying and moaning as she presses down harder than ever, and I thrust back up at her.
I swear we’re experiencing an earthquake. The room spins and wavers as Trinity scissors me so hard it hurts, in the most perfect and glorious way. I swing one leg up over my babysitter’s shoulder, and she takes hold of my tits as her blue eyes blaze down into mine.
The gorgeous blonde babysitter grips my sweater and yanks it up, going so hard that the garment tears down the middle. I cry out with excitement and her eyes flash with heat.
Trinity grips my bra and pulls the cups down, then mashes my boobs as she leans heavily down into me. Her beautiful face turns pinker with every stroke of her hips, her skin glistening with sweat from the fierce effort of tribbing me.
"Tones," she says, and it comes out as nothing more than a ragged, whispered moan.
"Babygirl...make me come..."
“Sweet Jesus, mama…”
Ohhh…holy fuck. Calling me mama like that is even hotter than calling me Tones. So much about it is wrong, but is it really that much dirtier than what we’ve already done?
My daughter’s babysitter closes her sweet eyes and frowns, and I roll my hips just so. Her clit grinds into mine and my entire core erupts in the most blissful climax I’ve ever experienced.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I cry, and Trinity grips my tits even harder, squeezing my tight little nipples between her thumbs and the sides of her palms. The sweet agony of it rolls beautifully into the cascade of pleasure pouring through me.
"Mamaaa…" she howls, throwing her head up toward the heavens as she climaxes again. Trinity arches her back and wails at the ceiling. She mashes her sweet cunt so hard against me I swear I feel her orgasm pulsing through her. Like a molten current that seeps into me as well.
And when the pulses of pleasure finally fade, she falls forward and kisses me again, rolling onto her back and taking me with her.
I get all tangled up in her long, shapely limbs, her lush, thick hair and her sweet, soft lips. 
We kiss, and touch, and just breathe each other in for a moment. When I can finally speak again, I stroke my babysitter's perfect, beautiful cheek with my fingers, and she smiles at me.
“So, Tones…you never really told me what you liked about my videos.”
I lick my lips and stroke my fingers through her lush, messed up hair. “They’re the most wonderful thing I’ve ever seen online.”
“So you don’t think I should give up that kind of work? I know my mom will disown me if she ever finds out.”
I press my palms to her soft cheeks and kiss the tip of her perky nose. Then I ease her head down onto my chest and stroke my fingers up and down her back.
“Babygirl, if that ever happens, I’m here for you. I’ll be your…” Oh, god. I was going to say I’d be her new mom. And while I’d be honored to be that for her, there’s something else I want even more.
“My what?”
“I’ll be whatever you need me to be, sweetheart.”
Trinity hugs me a little tighter, and lets out a sweet sigh. “I was so worried you’d disapprove. That’s why I tried to hide my videos.”
“Sweetheart, I’d never stop you from expressing yourself, like that. I think what you’re doing is incredible. In fact…”
“Hmm?”
“Maybe you can give me some pointers so I can get in on the action.”
She smiles and kisses me. “It’s a deal. On one condition.”
I arch one eyebrow as I curl my lips into a smile. “And what’s that?”
“You have to shoot some scenes with me.”
“Oh, babygirl. I can’t wait.”
THE END








  
  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. Lounging back on the bed I share with Elliot. Her short skirt up, and her hand buried in her panties.
“Please, Frankie?” She holds out her other hand 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 with her tight top on, her perky 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 sweet young body.
“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 skimpy top 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








  
  Nice & Slow


I’m still bustling around the house, putting the finishing touches to my makeup and hair, and trying desperately to decide on my jewelry when our babysitter arrives. As usual, my husband Clyde greets her, and even from the bedroom I hear him shoot a couple of lame-ass compliments her way. I’d rather he help me find my fucking earrings, but he’s not really the most helpful of guys. Especially not when he has a beautiful 20-year-old brunette smiling and chatting with him. 
Abby’s been our sitter for a little more than 2 years now. And if I’m gonna be brutally honest, I can’t really blame Clyde for turning into a bit of an idiot when she’s around. My god, she’s incredible.
Abby is smart as hell, dedicated, and loyal. She’s working so hard at college that sometimes I’m surprised she can still make time to sit for us. But she always agrees, even during exam times. Like I say, dedicated and loyal.
And then, there’s the fact she’s just so radiantly beautiful. It’s like she scored the damn jackpot with her genes, so much so that I was really wary of taking her on back at the start. With her long, coffee-brown hair, and her clear blue eyes, high cheekbones and full, pouty lips, she’s every straight man’s wet dream. Who needs that kind of competition?
Don’t even get me started on the girl’s body. Fuck. I vaguely remember having tits like those, back in the stone age. Y’know, before pregnancy and childbirth.
In fact, inspired by Abby’s beauty and the memory of my own youth, I slip my panties off. Hell, Clyde usually gets a little frisky after an all-too-rare night out. I figure if I sidle up to him while we're at the bar, and whisper in his ear that I’m commando beneath my fancy frock, I just might get some action when I get home. In a dress this short and low-cut, surely my husband will notice me. I know his boorish buddies will. They always do, and they’re never quiet about it.
When I’ve finally got myself together—or at least, as together as possible under the circumstances—I rush out and rescue our poor young babysitter from my husband’s invasive questions. Not that Abby seems to mind.
“No, Mr McGill. I haven’t really met a guy my age who isn’t a complete tool.”
“Well, you could always look at older guys.”
Jesus. Is my husband making a move on her while I’m in the house?
“Mm, nah,” she replies, gracefully deflecting whatever the fuck that was Clyde threw at her. “I’m taking a break from all that nonsense.”
“Aw, a pretty young thing like you should—”
“Hi, Abby,” I say, way louder than necessary. I just need to cut Clyde off before he weirds things out even more.
The girl’s lovely face lights up when she sees me. I feel as if we get each other pretty well, despite the 10 year age difference. Sometimes it feels almost like yesterday since I was 20, with all of life ahead of me.
“Hi, Mrs McGill.” She looks me up and down. “Wow. You’re so beautiful.”
“Oh, please, Abby. Thank you, but…” I trail off because I don’t want to admit how plain I feel these days. Especially when I’m standing next to a young goddess in tiny cutoffs like this. “Hey, and you’re an adult now. Call me Gretchen.”
“Oh. Of course, Gretchen.” The moment she’s called me by name, her face colors a delightful pink shade, almost a match for her skin-tight little crop top. “Feels a bit weird, but I’ll get used to it.”
“How’s college going?”
“Woah,” Clyde interrupts. “You’ve finished high school?”
“Darling,” I say, letting him know it’s time for the grown-ups to talk. The eye roll is implied. “Pediatric nursing, right, Abby?”
“That’s right.”
I take hold of her shoulder and squeeze it. “That’s so perfect for you, sweetie. I bet you’re acing it.”
She smiles and blushes a little harder. But then she shrugs and a slight darkness washes over her features. “Well, I am. I guess. There’s just one thing…”
Clyde looks at his watch and then holds it up toward me, tapping it. I give him a wave to tell him to wait in the car. It’s clear Abby needs a proper listening ear and a kind word.
When my husband heads out, I take hold of both Abby’s hands and look her in the eyes. “What is it, sweetie?”
“It’s silly. I mean, the coursework is all so easy for me. Exams are a breeze. But I get marked down because I can’t…maintain objectivity.”
“How so?”
“I keep acting like the patients are friends. Or family.” She smiles, but her face colors again and she looks at the floor. She’s so fucking cute, it’s ridiculous. “Every time I put on a bandaid, I forget myself and kiss the wound better.”
“I mean, I get that it’s not exactly standard operating procedure. But you’re still learning. I’d also think they’d encourage that level of empathy.”
“Yeah, they do. Sort of.” She sounds more than a little frustrated. “It’s just…they tell me I need to learn how to turn it off. Or at least dial it down.”
“Oh, sweetie. I think it’s lovely. Okay, so it might not be quote-unquote professional, but if Tyson had a boo-boo, you’re the only one I’d want looking after him.”
She smiles and squeezes my fingers. “Thanks, Mrs…thanks, Gretchen.” When she looks up into my eyes, it feels like we’ve bonded better than ever. “You’re the only one I can talk to about this stuff.”
I’m not sure why, but my heart swells to double size. It just adds to that feeling that I get her, and she gets me. Neither of us has a strong male presence in our lives. Okay, I have a husband, but most of the time, he’s hovering around our son’s maturity level. Abby grew up without a mom, but her dad was so focused on keeping the bills paid that he couldn’t bond with his daughter the way she needed.
And in this moment, it’s like we can read each other’s mind, and both of us shed a few tears. It’s solidarity, and it’s affection, and it’s just the pure, unadulterated sense of belonging that comes with being truly seen.
That’s when Clyde bursts our bubble by honking the car horn. Abby breaks away first, looking down to the side and easing her soft little hands out of my grip. “Th–thanks, Gretchen. Go, have a good time. I’ve got things handled here.”
I step forward and press my palm to her cheek. “I know you have, sweetie. You’re the best.”
Her face goes an even darker shade of red, and I swear the heat of her blush just about sears my hand. Then Clyde honks again, and I jump as if he’s about to run me over.
“See you later, Abby,” I say.
“Okay,” she replies, but there’s a sweet sadness in her voice that has me pausing. I’m starting to think I’d rather stay home and solve all the world’s problems with this sweet young woman. This gathering tonight promises to be loud and crude and an assault to the senses, as it always is. Clyde and his buddies are raucous and obnoxious enough when they’re on their own. Put the six of them together and it’s agonizing. Not to mention none of the wives and girlfriends get along, either with the other men or with each other.
I climb in the car and buckle up, but I don’t feel complete. It’s hard to explain, but it feels like I’m leaving a piece of my soul back in the house. It must be because of Tyson. Surely that’s it.
Only, why haven’t I felt it like this before?


      ***
I’m standing here at the bar, crowded but alone. Surrounded by chattering women who hate me and each other. It’s an awful place to be. I don’t know why the guys try to make this a couples’ get-together. It’s clear none of the other women are any happier about it than I am.
The only explanation I can think of is that Clyde gets a thrill out of showing me off to his buddies. As plain as I feel when I’m standing next to Abby, I can admit that I still have something to offer, despite—or maybe because of—having been pregnant. My blonde hair still gets me plenty of attention. My tits aren’t as perky as they were, but in this push-up bra, they look so much bigger than they used to. Naturally, my belly’s rounder, and my ass is wider, but there’s no doubt his work buddies spend plenty of time giving me the once-over. Sometimes twice.
Clyde never seems to mind when they ogle my tits or my ass. I swear he thinks I’m a trophy wife. I mean, he earns okay, but he’s no millionaire. Christ, maybe he’s trying to work me into the hotwife lifestyle. No, thank you. At least, not with these oafs.
It’s been nearly an hour of standing here, listening to the men talk shit, and the women cutting strangers to pieces. All of them getting louder and more vulgar by the minute. I don’t just want to leave, I desperately want to go home. But Clyde is in his element, laughing at the stupid joke he’s telling, and waving his arms around so much half his beer is on the floor already.
I head over to him to let him know I’m done. That I’ll catch a taxi home and he can stay out all night for all I care. I mean, I won’t say it like that, but that’s what I’m thinking.
Just as I get near him, he gestures so wildly that his beer glass clips the edge of the tall bar table beside him. It shatters instantly and a jagged piece of it flies straight at me. I react quickly and try to dodge the shard, but there’s only so much I can do. It hits point first, digging into the front of my thigh, and I cry out. Not that my husband even notices.
“Fuck,” Clyde says, looking at the ruined glass in his hand, then around at his rapt audience. “Don’t know my own fuckin’ strength.”
I reach over to the table, grab a couple of napkins, and clamp them over the wound in my leg. It’s not a big cut, but it’s bleeding a little. And it’s just the last straw for me.
“Clyde,” I say, then repeat it louder and louder until he actually hears me.
“Huh?”
“I’m taking a taxi home.”
“Why?”
I show him the wound on my leg. “I need to go take care of this.”
“Aw, man up, babes. C’mon, live a little.”
“I’ve lived plenty. You stay. I’m heading home.”
He shakes his head. “You used to be wild, babes.”
I used to be lots of things that I grew out of. Like in love with my husband. I’m sure this is just a passing phase for me, and when he’s sober, he’ll be more like the man I married. But until then, I need to be miles away from him.
“Well, motherhood tamed me,” I say, and leave it at that. The really unfortunate thing is, it feels true. That I’m little more than just a support system to a child, and a man-child. That my identity has been leached of all its color and its power.
I order a taxi and it arrives in next to no time. The journey home seems to pass in a flash as well. The only break in the monotony is a text from Clyde, telling me he’s too drunk to drive—no shit, Sherlock—so he’ll be staying the night at Derek’s place. Fine by me.
I give the driver a decent tip, and then slip my heels off as I walk up the pathway to my front door. The TV’s playing just softly as I open the front door. It sounds like Abby’s watching some rom-com. Yeah, they’re corny and predictable, but I love them so much. And it’s clear Abby does, too.
When I walk into the living room, I find the beautiful young babysitter, all curled up on the couch, fast asleep. A tress of hair draped down over her face and between her slightly parted lips. She has her long, shapely legs tucked up so much that half her round little ass is hanging out of those shorts. I realize I’m staring, so I avert my gaze. 
College must be working her so damn hard. She’s a fucking dynamo, though, and I’m in awe of her.
Not really thinking about what I’m doing, I sit on the edge of the sofa and brush the stray lock of hair away from her flawless face. My bright young babysitter stirs and then looks up at me. Her face lights up like it did earlier this evening. “Hey, you’re home,” she says, her voice thick with fatigue. Then she checks her watch and frowns. “And you’re home early.”
“Yeah. Clyde’s having a ton of fun, but it’s just not my scene anymore.”
“Mr McGill’s not with you?”
I shake my head, but can’t keep from smiling. I might actually get some peace tonight, not having a big, hairy body in the bed with me. “He’s staying at a friend’s place tonight.”
“Oh.” She sounds more surprised than concerned. Like she’s just opened up a Christmas present, and it’s exactly what she’s always wanted.
Abby sits up and stretches, her perfect young breasts swelling, and climbing halfway out of her tight top. I try not to look, but she’s just so fucking spectacular.
Then she glances down and notices my hand, and the slightly bloodied napkins I’m pressing to my thigh, and she comes fully awake.
“Hey, hey, what’s that?”
I ease the napkins off my leg and show her the ragged little cut. It barely even hurts anymore, and the bleeding seems to have stopped. “Just a mishap. But I’m grateful in a way. It was my excuse to come home.”
“You sit there, missy,” Abby says, a cute frown of concern creasing her brow. “I’m taking care of it for you.”
“Missy?”
She smiles, and her gorgeous cheeks flush pink again. “Sorry. That’s what I call my patients. Well, the female ones, at least.”
I want to protest that it’s barely a flesh wound. That it’s pretty much taken care of itself already. But before I can say a word, Abby’s halfway over to the kitchen to get the first aid kit. Her round, young ass swaying and jiggling with every step, the movements emphasized by the shortness and the tightness of her denim cutoffs.
Holy fuck. What the hell am I doing, checking out this girl’s ass like that?
It’s my turn to blush, now, but before I can even try to juggle my wayward thoughts, she’s back at the couch, kneeling on the floor in front of me.
“Come on, missy,” she says. “Show me.”
I ease the napkin away, and Abby presses her fingertips to the front of my thigh. It’s nothing, really. She’s just moving the skin around to check out the cut. It’s the front of my thigh, not the inside. Not the top of it. Not the hot, tingling, utterly needy wet spot between my legs.
And yet, her touch ignites me like nothing has in years. It has to be plain and simple desperation on my part. Right? Clyde has barely gone anywhere near my fun bits since he got me pregnant. It’s like he’s scared of the consequences now. But suddenly I do the math in my head, and I realize that means it’s pretty much 4 years that I’ve gone without a single orgasm that didn’t come from a toy or from my own fingers.
Jesus. Why the fuck am I thinking about orgasms right now? As heartbreakingly gorgeous as Abby is, I’m straight. As far as I know, she is, too.
“You’re right, Gretchen. It’s not too bad.”
“Uh-huh,” I say. Or is it more of a moan? Christ, my head is in a whirl.
“Let me just und—uh, let me just dress it for you.”
There’s a slight tremble in Abby’s fingers as she picks up the small bottle of disinfectant. She struggles to open it, and makes a tiny snarling noise of frustration, so I reach over and take it from her. Our fingers just slightly brush, and she jumps as if she got a static electricity charge from me.
I work the lid off and hand the bottle back to her, and she glances up at me with a smile that looks more like relief than gratitude. Then her professional side takes over, and she wets a cotton ball and wipes it over my cut. I hiss with the cold, antiseptic sting, and wriggle in reaction. Abby grasps my thigh firmly and the surprise of the moment has me struggling for air.
“Keep still, missy,” she says, radiating professional calm and command. I obey her instantly, and she relaxes her grip, stroking her fingers over my skin as she reaches down for a sticky plastic strip. I watch, utterly rapt, as she lifts the strip to her pretty mouth and grips it between her perfect white teeth. There’s the slightest upward kink in her luscious lips as she bites down on the paper packet and tears it open.
It’s an enormous struggle now for me to keep still. Not because of the pain from the disinfectant. Not because of the injury to my leg. But because, beyond all reason or expectation…my pussy is dripping wet and aching with need.
Abby pulls the medicated strip out of its packet and slowly peels away the two white covers to reveal the sticky bits. I swear, this feels to me like some kind of striptease. She’s working so slowly, holding eye contact with me all the way. The heat of her sexy young body radiates over my lower legs, and the room is thick with potential.
Then she presses the little plastic bandage home over my wound and smooths down the sticky sides with her thumbs. I gasp, almost silently, as I realize she has her fingers pressed to the sides of my thigh as she works. One hand on the outside…and one on my inner thigh. She’s so soft and gentle, and yet her touch is the only thing in the world that I can feel right now.
And then, as if I’m not already so worked up I’m nearly spinning, the girl leans down. And she does exactly what she gets in trouble for in her course.
She kisses my wound better. Only it’s not a simple little peck. She presses those soft, pillowy lips to my thigh, and just…hovers there. Her breath saws in and out through her nose, and it tickles the inside of my thigh. With her fingers still pressed there, I’m nearly overwhelmed with sensation.
And that’s when I suddenly remember that I’m commando beneath this already revealing dress. I swear I catch a trace of my own arousal in the air. But my beautiful babysitter? She’s right down there, and it seems absolutely certain she’s getting the full bouquet.
Abby pauses, her lips still against my skin, and then another little frown creases her brow. Only this one is nothing like concern. This is more like…confusion, I guess.
“Abby,” I whisper.
She looks up at me, and her cheeks are glowing a deep pink. “I’m…oh, god, I’m so sorry, Gretchen. I don’t know what came over me.”
“Abby.” I say her name louder, more firmly, and she closes her eyes, sucking her plump lips inward and biting down on them. “Please, uh…”
“I’ll just, uh…I should get going,” she says, and struggles to find her feet on wobbly, coltish legs.
I don’t want her to go. “Abby, you don’t, um, have to…” Jesus. I’m supposed to be mature, and organized, and have my life put together. Yet this young woman has me as flighty as a schoolkid on a sugar rush. Without even thinking about consequences, or deeper meanings, I pull her into a hug. “You’re just so sweet. And I can’t remember the last time someone took the time to care for me.”
“Well, that’s…not right.” Her voice is so soft, and so liquid, and it’s right there against my ear. Like a secret. Like the voice of intimacy. “You deserve the entire world, Gretchen.”
I squeeze her tighter and she lets out a soft sigh. It’s as if she’s found a home in my arms. Then she turns her head and presses her lips to my cheek. I tighten up across my whole body for a moment, and then ease myself backward. Abby gazes into my eyes with such deep longing, and I’m not sure anybody’s ever looked at me quite like that. Like I’m the answer to every question they’ve ever had.
She parts her pretty lips like she has something to say. Something important to ask me. When the words don’t come, she instead reaches out and touches the side of my face with only the tips of her fingers. Then she draws me closer and brushes her lips to mine.
It’s a brief, almost chaste kiss. But it sets my heart on fire. It’s like everything I’ve been missing, all these years, is right here in this sweet young woman’s arms. She’s so close to me that her beautiful face is a pale blur, with a rich, dark frame of hair. Even though I can’t see details, I can still tell she’s looking at me the same way I’m looking at her.
Abby’s warm breath pulses against my lips, and her silky skin presses into mine, and I know I shouldn’t be doing this. She’s my babysitter, and compared to me, she’s practically a kid, despite being in college. Plus, I’m married, and…well, fuck, I thought I was straight.
So it seems almost like a dream when I tilt my head to the side and draw this gorgeous girl closer. When she parts her velvet lips and draws my tongue inside herself.
Her tiny whimpers are like music as I explore the lovely wet heat of her mouth. She tastes like peppermint and freshness, and I can’t remember ever having tasted anything so good. It’s been so long since the last time I had a first kiss with anyone. No first kiss has ever rocked my world like this one.
Abby slips her hands onto my waist and she pulls me closer to her. The firmness of her beautiful breasts press into my own. It feels so fucking right. Like we’re just two bodies, just two beings, just two souls in this world. Like we fit together.
I drive my hand up into her lush hair and draw her even closer, kissing her like the world will end if we stop. She slides her hands down and squeezes my hips, lashing my tongue with hers, and we kiss deeper and harder until we’re both panting for air. Until our hands are all over each other and it feels like we’ve been at this for hours.
Finally, I throw my head back, almost like I’m howling at the sky, just so I can catch my breath. I’m still panting like a marathon runner when I gaze back into her soft blue eyes and admire her pretty mouth. Her lipstick is all worn off now, and her lips are swollen from where I’ve devoured her sweetness.
“Abby,” I gasp, and she smiles.
“I know, right?” she says, and then we’re kissing again, and I can’t believe this is real. That I’m kissing her so hard that I can feel her teeth against my lips. That her hands are so tight on my body that I swear she’ll leave bruises. I even fucking hope she does.
With a little groan, she breaks away from me and takes hold of the flimsy shoulder straps on my dress. “Yes?”
“Fuck. Yes, a million times, sweetie.”
“Oh, wow,” she whispers. “At last.”
“At last?”
She nods, curling her delicious mouth into an elfin grin. “I’ve wanted you pretty much since day one, Gretchen.”
“Is this why you never talk about boyfriends?”
“Never had one. Never want one.”
Abby slides the straps outward and they spill down my arms. I work my hands up through them and then push down, baring my breasts to her. Hoping my girls can hold their own for a young woman who still has such perfect, perky ones.
I needn’t have worried, it seems. Abby gazes at my breasts, from one to the other, her luscious mouth slightly open. Like she’s transfixed. “Fuck, you’re beautiful, Gretchen.”
She draws me closer and buries her face between my tits. It’s almost cartoonish, and I expect her to blow raspberries or something. Like my husband does on the increasingly rare times that he even gets close to them.
There’s none of that bullshit with Abby, though. She kisses the skin between my breasts, and squeezes them together around her gorgeous face. Slowly, she moves across to my nipple, planting tiny wet kisses every quarter inch or so. She flicks my nipple with the tip of her tongue and then rests her face on the fleshy body of my boob as she strokes the other one with her fingertips.
“So beautiful,” she whispers, and I notice she’s tracing the light stretch marks on my skin. The ones I’ve been so self-conscious about ever since I stopped breastfeeding Tyson and my girls changed from factories back into fun bags.
Her praise feels so good that I don’t even care if she’s exaggerating. This perfect young goddess kisses and nuzzles and licks and bites my flesh, and I lose the strength in my back, falling flat on the couch.
Abby comes up off the floor and climbs over the top of me. She takes one nipple in her mouth and suckles on it, gently at first. She squeezes both my tits in her soft hands, and digs her teeth into my stiff little bud. I arch up to meet her, relishing the feeling that someone finds me so attractive. So fucking irresistible.
She switches sides, biting into my other nipple and pinching the first one between finger and thumb.
“Christ, Abby…how are you so fucking good at that?”
“Mm,” she hums. “It’s been my fantasy for so long, Gretchen.”
“Oh, fuck,” I gasp, and I’m not sure if it’s from the way she’s working my tits, or from what she just said. “But I’m…”
“You’re perfect.”
Obviously, I’m not anything like that. Like the goddess she seems to see when she looks at me. But in this moment, with this heavenly girl, I’ll fucking take it. 
I feel almost like I could dive into the sweet blue pools of her big, beautiful eyes. She keeps me hypnotized with them as she slides lower, kissing the roundness of my belly, still holding my breasts. Lower and lower she glides until she’s hovering right over my pussy. Naked but for the flimsy fabric of my dress.
Abby draws in a breath through her nose, and frowns again in concentration. “God damn, you smell so fucking good, Gretchen.”
“Uh, I…”
“I want to taste you.”
“Oh, god. Please…”
Abby sighs, and it’s clearly a rich cocktail of relief and celebration. “Thank fuck.”
She releases my boobs and puts her palms over my dress, where it covers my upper thighs. Then she slides her hands higher until my bare, trimmed pussy emerges, like a fucking sunrise.
“Oh, god,” she whispers. “You’re crazy beautiful.”
Before I can protest that I’m far from that, she plants a hot, wet kiss in the middle of my bush. I keep it trimmed short, and shaped neatly, but that’s it. I adore having a little bit of hair down there. It makes me feel more complete.
My beautiful babysitter rubs her face through my short, blonde forest like she’s a cat. First one cheek and then the other. And then she kisses down one side of my slit, and back up the other. She’s so fucking close to where I need her, but she might as well be in another country.
Still, there’s a hurricane of sensations coming all at once. It’s been so long since anyone went down on me that I’ve forgotten how it feels. But the instant Abby kisses me right in the gaping wet heart of my pussy, it’s like my body remembers, and I’m instantly drenched. Like I’ve been holding back a dam of pleasure for years, and it’s finally bursting.
Abby licks me from my perineum all the way up to my clit, and then she circles around my perky little bud with the tip of her tongue. I grip my breasts and squeeze, pulling my legs as wide apart as I can. Waving this girl in, begging for more, for everything, without managing to utter a single word.
“Fuck, you taste as good as you look, Gretchen,” she murmurs, her lips still pressed against my cunt. “I could do this all fucking night and day.”
“Oh, Jesus,” I whisper, pinching my nipples as I press one foot to the back of Abby’s sweet head and push her even harder into me. Christ, when did I become such a wanton, demanding slut?
Abby moans with pure delight as she drives her hot little tongue deeper and deeper inside me. She tilts her head one way and then the other, like she’s striving to connect with every private inch of me. She burrows so hard against my pussy that my fat outer lips swell up and embrace her cheeks. I swear the girl’s trying to climb inside me. And I swear, if it was at all possible, I just might let her.
Abby strokes the fingers of one hand through my short bush and reaches up with the other hand to grip my breast. All the while stroking me with her tongue. Suckling on my clit. Biting into the smooth skin of my thighs and the slick, swollen flesh of my pussy. Marking me.
Owning me.
It’s like a lightning bolt that hits my heart at the same time as my pussy. I’ve never felt anything like it. And that’s what does me in. That’s what sends me crashing over the edge into a roiling pool of magma, disguised as an orgasm. It sears my senses, it crackles like a brush fire, and it tosses me back and forth. I swear, Abby breaks me into tiny pieces and then kisses every single shard better before putting me back together.
“Fuck, Abby. Fuck!” I cry out, and thrust my hips at the sky. She follows every move, riding me like a boat in a tsunami, and her plump cheeks swell as she smiles without once taking her mouth away from my pussy.
After fifteen years or so, my climax finally eases, and I collapse in a wet heap on the couch. Abby’s still there, connected to me. Still kissing, sucking, licking my tender slit like she’s never going to stop. Over and over, from asshole to clit, from side to side, she drinks down my juices and comes back for more.
“Sweetie,” I moan. “Oh, god…”
“Mm-mm,” she hums, and pushes her face even deeper between my legs.
“Abby. Oh, fuck.” I’m so sensitive down there now, and I close my thighs around her pretty head. She seems to get the message and eases away from me. Fuck, I miss her already. But she looks at me with those stunning blue eyes, her lips and chin and cheeks radiant with the pink of her arousal and the slickness of mine. She licks her lips, and I gasp in reaction.
“You’re incredible, Gretchen.”
I can’t speak any more at the moment, so I shake my head. It’s just disbelief at what’s happened, and nothing more.
Then Abby moves up to sit next to me on the couch and brushes the stray hairs off my forehead. I lean in to kiss her, tasting myself on her lips, and it’s fresh, and fun, and exciting to taste pussy for the first time. Even if it’s my own.
“So,” Abby says. “Should I, uh…get going?”
“Yes,” I reply, and her face falls slightly. “Up to my bedroom.”
“Ohhh…”
We hurry up the stairs, giggling like schoolkids. She’s so fucking gorgeous it’s barely believable. When we get to my bedroom, I scoop her into my arms and kiss her like it’s the end of civilization. We fall onto the bed, our limbs entangled like human shibari.
I roll up over the top of her and break our kiss. I straddle her hips and pull my dress off before taking hold of her tight little pink crop top and lifting it, baring her plump young tits. And honestly, it takes me a moment to recover, because they are so unbelievably perfect. Firm and round and…Jesus they practically sit up and beg, despite the fact I have her pinned down on her back like this.
Abby pulls her top all the way off and flings her hands down to her shorts, opening them in seconds. I lift myself off her just long enough that she can whip them, and her panties, right off. She lies there before me, completely naked, in the bed I share with my husband. I kneel above her, just as bare, and it seems impossible that she’s looking at me with such lust in her eyes. The exact same lust I feel as I gaze over every silky, perfect inch of her.
“Please, Gretchen?”
“Hmm?” I feel as if I’m in a trance. That her words have to punch through an invisible fog just to reach me.
“Make love to me?”
My heart races and I’m not sure if I’m about to melt or explode. But I nod and lower myself down toward her, kissing her sweet, soft lips and letting my big breasts skim across hers. Body to body. Nipple to nipple. Like the softest sword fight in history.
Abby reaches up and cups my boobs, squeezing them together with her hands and burying her face between them. She kisses and licks my flesh, and I let my chest settle on her like a warm, heavy blanket. She groans with pleasure as she caresses and strokes me, and licks my boobs from one side to the other. None of the men I’ve been with—not even my husband—has ever worshiped my girls like Abby is.
But then she wraps her arms up over my shoulders and pulls me down, and I can’t resist her. I fall on top of the young goddess, and my curvy body shapes itself around her tight flesh. We fit together, bumps into grooves and hills into valleys, each of us with the other woman’s thigh against our pussy.
I kiss her lips and slide my tongue inside her mouth, tasting my sweetness on her again. And as I do, I drive my hand down between her legs and stroke my fingers through her plump, wet pussy.
Abby moans into my throat and pushes her hips up, meeting me stroke for stroke. She pulls her mouth free to catch her breath, and she bites into my ear lobe.
“Ohhh…yes, Gretchen…make me come.”
“Anytime, sweetie.”
I curl my fingers and glide them inside Abby’s tight channel. She’s so hot, and so wet, and I can’t believe it’s all because of me. I slam my thigh against the back of my hand, driving my fingers deeper inside my babysitter’s pristine little pussy. Harder and harder I pump, and she digs her nails into my back and scratches hard enough I know she’s leaving telltale marks. I’m gonna be so fucking busted if my husband sees them.
The rich, sweet tang of Abby’s juices fills the air, and I desperately want to taste her. The girl’s slender thighs are slick with her arousal and I press my lips to her throat as I finger-fuck her to oblivion. Her little whinnies and moans of ecstasy vibrate against my lips, and I lick the salt from her skin as I curl my fingers and press her g-spot.
Abby clenches around me, and it’s so tight I can’t move my hand for a moment. So I move my head, instead, gliding down and swamping her tight pink nipple with my tongue.
“Jesus, Gretchen,” she cries, arching her back to push more of her soft breast into my face. I latch on and suck as I ease my fingers out of her cunt, and pinch her cheeky clit. “Fuck!”
Her orgasm rocks her from head to toe, and I ride the waves with her, licking and stroking and caressing and fucking her through every single second of it. She’s so hot and so wet, and I can’t imagine anything sexier than this. My first lesbian encounter, in my own marital bed. And though it’s my first, I can already tell it won’t be my last.
Abby’s body shudders and twitches beneath me as her climax eases, and I slow down my movements, kissing and licking her nipples, her belly, her hips, and down onto her thighs before she realizes exactly where I’m heading.
“Ohhh, Gretchen. Are you…sure?” Even as she asks, I already have my hands on her knees, pushing her sweet young legs wide apart. I pause for a moment, looking her over from her plump, waxed mound to her velvet thighs. And then I focus on the sweet treat between them.
Her tight little slit.
She’s all pinks and corals and reds from where I’ve been plunging my fingers inside her. Every inch of her glistens with the syrup of her arousal. And though I’ve never done this before, all I want right now is to utterly devour this perfect little pie.
“Fuck,” I whisper, and then I simply fall on her. I land tongue first in the haven of Abby’s slit, and I drive deep inside her. The salty richness of her juices washes over my tongue and fills my heart as much as my senses.
I slide my hands underneath her perfect ass and squeeze her firm cheeks in my palms. I pull her up to meet my mouth, and she grinds herself against me, like she can’t bear to let a single millimeter of space come between us.
“Oh, god, Gretchen. Fuck. Please.”
She doesn’t even know what she’s asking for, but I have the answer. I suck and lick and nibble on her clit as I glide my fingers back inside her. I’m so in love with the taste and feel of Abby’s sweet pussy that I never want to stop.
My own juices still glisten on her cheeks and chin, and her hair is messy and wild from the way she’s thrashing her head from side to side. She grips my blonde locks and pulls me forward, and I moan with need as I whirl my tongue inside her.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she gasps, and then she arches up again and again, pressing her pussy to my face as she comes. Her whole body stiffens and then releases in a series of spasms that make me feel like I’m about to burst with joy.
I kiss her clit and her slit and her inner thighs, and then I crawl up and fall next to her on the bed. We lie there, panting for air and gazing into each other’s eyes like we’ve just discovered love for the first time.
And then, as if to seal the moment, I lean in and kiss her lips. She drinks her essence from my skin, and sighs like she’s just found a new home.
There’s no telling what the future might hold for Abby and me. I’m still a married woman. I’m still 10 years older than this sweet young woman.
All I’m sure of right now is that I want more. More of this tenderness. This closeness.
More of Abby.
THE END








  
  Sugar & Spice


Well, what a colossal waste of time this entire night has been. Just like every other date I’ve been on in the last year. The scene out there is an absolute nightmare these days. 
While I wait for my ride, I bring out my cell phone to call Allie, my son’s babysitter. Just to let her know I’ll be back home early.
Allie's a freshman in college, now, and just turned 19. She’s starting to make her way out in the world, so I’m just grateful she could make the time to sit for me tonight.
With all the studying she should be doing, and the partying she’s no doubt doing instead, I worry most times that she’ll turn me down. It’s never happened so far, thank fuck.
She answers almost straight away, although she sounds a little breathless, like she had to run to get to her phone.
“Mona, hi. How’s the date going?”
“Ugh. Going, going, gone. What a jerk.”
“Oh, no.”
“Everything okay there?” I can’t help noticing she’s still breathing a little heavily.
“Yes, it’s all…great.”
“Tyler isn’t running you ragged, is he?”
There’s a brief pause, and I’m not quite sure how I know this, but I’m certain Allie’s smiling broadly. “No, he’s asleep now. He tried everything under the sun to delay his bedtime.” She lets out a short sigh. “And I tell you, I nearly caved, this time. He’s so cute, and he knows just how to work it.”
My heart swells to hear this sweet girl—woman, now—talking in such glowing terms about my son. Honestly, sometimes she feels like the daughter I never had, and I guess never will have.
“Yeah, he’s a schemer.”
“Oh, hey,” she says. “I have a favor to ask. If that’s okay?”
“Anything, sugar.” I can’t remember when I started calling her that. She’s just such a sweetheart that it seems to fit.
“You think you could read over my assignment for me? It’s due on Monday. I have it on a thumb drive.”
“Allie, I’d be happy to but I know nothing about economics.”
“Just for grammar and spelling stuff. You’re a writer, after all.”
I can’t believe I even told her about that. It’s not like I’m published. Or even any good. All it is for me is a release.
I’m just glad I didn’t tell her what I write. Filthy erotica. And given my experience with dudes over the years, I can’t bring myself to write anything with men in it.
Yeah, that’s right. It’s all female. Lesbian erotica. Because that’s not only easier for me to get my head around…it’s also just plain hot to fantasize about. Even though I’ve never done it in real life, and maybe never will.
“Of course, sugar. I’ll check it for you tomorrow. Just put the drive on my desk.”
“I, um…” She pauses. She hums. Like there’s something she wants to tell me but is just too shy. “I already did, just in case.” Again, there’s a short pause, and this one feels distinctly heavy.
“Allie? Is something wrong?”
She coughs, so lightly I barely catch it. But then she continues as if nothing’s happened. “Thanks, Mones. You’re the best.”
Christ. That little pet name she’s given me sounds all kinds of wrong to me, right now. Mones. Sounds just like moans. It has to be frustration making me hear things that simply can’t be there.
I mean, it’s just been me and my toys—and dirty stories—for a couple of years now. So I probably have a hair trigger at the moment for anything that even sounds slightly naughty.
So, yeah, it’s no wonder I’ve been channeling all my frustrations into writing dirtier and dirtier stories. They’re not for anyone else, just for myself.
It’s not like I’m any good at it, and I definitely have no plans to try and publish anything. But it’s such a great release to spill the words out into a document, and then read it back. Jilling myself off like a demon as I go.
My ride share arrives, and I pause when I see it’s a truck. A real dude-wagon. When the driver rolls down the window, I’m relieved to see it’s a petite woman behind the wheel. So much for stereotypes, I guess.
“Mona Brinkley?” she asks.
“Yep, that’s me.”
I climb in the shotgun seat, and we get under way. My driver keeps her silence for a while, and I figure that’s probably for the best right now. I’m still antsy after that absolute cataclysm of a date. Even chatting with Allie hasn’t completely calmed the stress.
My driver finally breaks the silence. “Y’all good, hon?”
“Oh, not really. But I guess I’m about 88% bad-free.”
"Rough night?" she asks.
"Ugh. Blind date. Don't get me started."
"Men, huh? Bless their hearts.”
That makes me chuckle. “You said it.”
“So, what’d he do? Talk over you? Talk only about himself? Gush about his car, or his fucking salary?”
I blow out a sigh and flick my long black hair over my shoulder, away from my face. The hair that I got carefully cut and styled at great expense just for tonight. "All of that and more. Plus, you wouldn’t believe it; I caught him trying to stiff me for the bill and everything.”
“The old bathroom break crap?”
“Uh-huh. I watched him closely because I’ve been caught before. Saw him trying to sneak out through the kitchen.”
“Yeah…it’s a swamp out there," my driver says, and somehow that's exactly what I need to hear. It helps me come to a life decision.
“Y'know what?" I say. "That's it for me. No more dudes."
"You sure? Some of them have at least one good point. If y’all catch my drift?"
"Meh." That’s the other problem, of course. I've never had a man who's gone even close to making me come, so far. Certainly my ex never did, and he lost interest long before I fell pregnant with Tyler.
Still, I decide to keep that little snippet to myself. My driver doesn’t need to hear any of that. In the end, it’s never truly mattered. I have some pretty snazzy toys, and they’ve always managed to get the job done for me.
But I've officially decided. I'm swearing off men. Maybe I’ll just take a vow of chastity.
Then I think about my filthy stories, and think maybe chastity is going way too far. And in the wrong direction.
Because if I’m honest with myself, my stories have become more than just idle masturbation fantasies. Lately I’ve started to notice women more and more. Like, really notice them. Not as much as my fucking ex-husband, who I caught noticing some other woman's brains out more than once. But certainly more than I ever used to.
It makes me think I’ve probably been fooling myself. Telling myself that my lesbian erotica is just for fun. More of a reaction to the less-than-stellar men I’ve encountered in recent times.
For a year or more, I’ve been trying to convince myself my stories are nothing more than an expression of my naughty side. That it’s hot to me simply because it’s something I’ve never done, and never will do.
And quite frankly, right now that feels like a lie. Because there are hot women of all sizes, shapes, shades and ages, all around me. They can’t all be straight. These days, more than ever before, a girl has options.
I’ve been burning up my computer screen for months now, writing what is, to me, the hottest of all-female encounters. Would it be so wrong to try it on for size in real life?
After all, women are fucking hot. Even better, they make sense to talk to, they can’t knock me up, and they won’t need a fucking sat-nav to find my goddamn clit.
It's only when my driver pulls up outside my home that I realize I’ve been lost in my own little smutty sapphic world for a while. So I thank her and climb out of her truck, narrowly missing taking a hard face-plant onto the road verge.
Jesus, I only had one…no, one-and-a-half glasses of red, tonight. It would’ve been two, but I tossed the rest of the second one in that douchebag’s face.
The point is, I’m not actually drunk. After all the dirty daydreaming, though, my legs are just a little wobbly. I feel drunk.
And wet. God, I’m so fucking wet. I can’t wait to get into bed and grind myself to an orgasm while I read one of my hot lesbian stories. The lesbianer, the better.
The walk up my stone path is pretty hazardous in these heels. In the end I kick them off and leave them in the front yard. The raccoons can have them. I’ve only ever worn heels for guys, anyway. And as I might have mentioned, all guys can go fuck themselves.
The stones are brutally cold under my feet, so I scamper up to the front door. I probably don’t need to be so quiet, since it’s just me and my son at home these days. Oh, and obviously tonight there’s my babysitter, Allie, but she was awake when I called her less than half an hour ago.
It’s only as I reach the door that I notice the house is completely quiet. Usually I can hear the TV through the thin walls. So maybe she’s gone to sleep as well.
Just in case, I slide the key in slowly, and open the door as quietly as I can in my horny and addled state.
Then I worry about the mixed message I might send Allie. She’s been my babysitter since she was 15. All through those years I’ve warned her about the dangers of drinking too much, and of course, boys.
Hell, I’m a 32-year-old single mother of a 6-year-old ball of energy, and I have no social life or prospects for sex. I’m living proof of the dangers that drinking and cavorting with boys can bring. Surely that’s an object lesson Allie can learn from.
Still, here I am, worse for wear, and once again it’s from a stupid combination of booze and dudes. My babysitter is far too sweet to see me like this.
The heating is clearly on, and the house is toasty and warm. On the other hand, the lights are all off, so I figure I must be the only one awake. 
That red wine maybe has hit me a little harder than I thought, though. My inhibitions seem to have totally disappeared. All I truly want is to shed any trace of tonight’s date, and by extension, all my interactions with men.
Since I can’t literally shed my skin, I do the next best thing. I strip off my fancy frock here in the living room so I can dump it on the floor. I’ll set fire to it some other time.
My fancy white stockings and lingerie follow, and though I haven’t planned any of this, it strikes me that this kinda feels like one of those old bra-burning moments.
Everything I wore tonight was to please a man—one who wasn’t worthy. None of those garments was comfortable. They served one function, and one function only. To make me more appealing to the male gaze.
So fuck that dress, those stockings, and those lacy panties. And especially fuck that itchy underwire bra.
I twirl around for a moment in the entrance to the house, feeling freer than I ever have. When I stop, my suspect balance reminds me again of the glass and a half of wine I downed tonight. But I figure what the fuck, and I head for the kitchen to see if I have any more.
As I pass the hallway, I notice there's a low light coming out of the spare room. It’s not so odd. Allie’s slept over a bunch of times. She’s probably reading while she waits for me.
But then I hear the bed springs move, and…is that a soft moan? Oh, god, surely she doesn’t have a boy in there with her? Fuck, or a girl. Maybe a little group of fuck-buddies. Allie's hot enough to score with anyone and everyone.
She wouldn’t do that while she’s minding my boy, though. I know her well enough to be sure she’d never be that rude or entitled.
Anyway, she's left the door slightly open, so she must be alone. She’s probably just rolling over in her sleep, and sighing. That must be what I heard. I tiptoe up the hallway to her door and peek through.
Immediately, my mouth falls open. I'm shocked to see my beautiful blonde 19-year-old babysitter on the bed, completely naked and absolutely going to town on herself.
I mean, I assume it’s her. It’s not like I’ve ever seen her naked before, and I can’t see her face right now because she’s holding up a wad of paper. Clearly, she is reading while she waits for me.
Oh, god. I suddenly click about exactly what she’s reading. It’s one of my stories. When she put the thumb drive on my desk, she must have found them.
I’m such a fucking idiot. Why the hell did I leave them lying around like that? Ugh.
Still, despite my embarrassment, the fragile creative heart of me is zooming right now. Because someone else is reading my work, and clearly loving it. God, she’s loving its brains out.
I inch my way into the room, trying desperately not to distract her. She’s so fucking beautiful, with her long, curly blonde hair fanned out over the pillow. Her soft, slender body writhing with grace and pleasure as she punishes her clit.
Since the light is still low in the room, I take the chance of a lifetime, and move around to the side. Just so I can see her face.
The thrill I already felt increases tenfold when I finally see her expression. Allie is lying there with her head thrown back, her eyes closed and her mouth open.
She has her face screwed up in ecstasy as she goes to town on herself. Dipping her fingers in and out, then circling her clit with them. Little flashes of light glisten off her skin, showing me just how wet she is. She pauses for a moment, bringing her juicy hand up to her breast, squeezing as if searching inside it for a lost toy.
God, I should turn away. I shouldn't even have come up here. But holy fuck, she's the most beautiful woman I've ever seen—especially with that hot pink glow in her cheeks, and her luscious lips parted in ecstasy like that. The heavy panting of her breath makes her tight little boobs swell and dance, and I swear I can feel her touch as if it's me she's rubbing.
I barely register what I'm doing as I tiptoe over to the bed, still watching in awe as she keeps pleasuring herself. Wishing I could...well, wishing for stuff that should never happen.
What the fuck is wrong with me? I'm horny for my son’s babysitter? I'm not even a lesbian yet, for one thing. Even though I write the hell out of girl on girl porn. Even though I swear I’m on the verge of fucking signing up to that team.
But even if I was straight as a die, Allie could turn me. She’s just so fucking incredible.
My sweet young sitter releases her breast and slides that hand back down between her legs. She puts it to work as she somehow flips the page on the story, and I can tell from the way her chest is heaving that she's close to coming.
Then I have a massive revelation. She knew I was coming home. I rang her. And what I said to myself before seems to be true. She’s reading, while she’s waiting for me.
Waiting for me, here, naked in bed.
I can’t be certain that’s what’s going on, but instantly I realize I don’t want her to climax alone, so I decide to take a risk.
"Allie, sugar," I say, barely more than a whisper. The last thing I want to do is spook her.
My babysitter opens her eyes, so languid and sultry. And to my ultimate joy, she doesn't flinch. Doesn't hide herself, or turn away. Most importantly, she doesn't stop.
"Mones..." she says, her voice low and rasping. "I'm so glad you're home. Did you write this?”
I nod and bite my lip. She hasn’t even commented on the fact I’m naked. That I’m standing here beside the bed, gazing in awe at her while she masturbates.
"That's right, sugar,” I moan. “Just keep going."
She nods and smiles. Her long blonde hair is all messed up, sprayed across the pillow, and she looks wild and wanton and utterly gorgeous. She’s so fucking perfect.
My sweet babysitter scoots her tight ass to the side, and I sit beside her. The fresh scent of her young pussy comes up to greet me, and it's so much like my own aroma that I lose my head just that little bit more.
I place my hand on Allie's knee, and she makes a cute little whimpering noise. She puts down the story and looks up at me with her big, sweet eyes.
"Please, Mones? Touch me? Do all the things to me that you wrote in that fucking hot story.”
Oh, god. This is already so wrong. How can I even be thinking of doing more? But how can I resist?
As I glide my fingers higher, up the velvet skin of my babysitter's inner thigh, she pulls her legs wider apart and puts her hands up beside her head. Surrendering to me. Opening herself up to anything and everything I want to do with her.
To her.
My nipples spike with excitement as I reach the silken skin of her hairless mound, and I gently press the flat of my palm against her pussy.
"You're so wet, sugar.”
“Uhhh…”
“Did my story do this to you?”
“Yes, mommy…”
I gasp in sweet surprise when she calls me that. Because that’s the other thing about my stories. I write the kind of thing that a lot of places won’t even publish. And clearly that taboo stuff is as hot to Allie as it is to me.
I press harder and make a tight circling motion with my hand on my babysitter’s slick hot slit.
“Does this feel good, sugar?”
“Uh-huh. So good..."
I can't resist my beautiful babysitter any longer, and I climb up over her prone body. As I come all the way up and pause, my face hovering just above hers, she arches her back. Her tight, shapely breasts press against my big heavy ones, and my nipples glide over hers for a moment.
"Allie, sugar..."
My babysitter comes up to meet me, taking my mouth in a soft kiss that turns ferocious almost instantly. She makes a feline snarling sound as she parts her lips and sucks hard on my tongue. I return the passion, sucking on hers, exploring her mouth.
As our kiss breaks, I realize my son’s babysitter is grinding her pussy into my palm. It feels so good, so fucking amazing, that I hook my fingers and drive two of them inside her. She bucks beneath me, making a sound that's the perfect blend of pain and pleasure.
She threads her hands into my hair, and I catch the musky sweetness of her juices on her fingers. I turn to the side and latch on to them, sucking hard and savoring her perfect young pussy on them as I drive my own fingers up inside her.
"Sugar," I moan. "You taste so fucking good."
Allie curls her legs around my back and pulls down. I end up with my pussy pressed to the back of my hand, like an anchor. Instinct takes over and I pump my hips, using them to drive my fingers in and out of her like a small cock.
Pump after pump, I thrust my hips forward and back to drive my fingers in and out of my babysitter's snug little hole.
"Jesus, mommy...that feels so good..."
I kiss her again, swallowing the dark, beautiful sounds of my sweet babysitter's pleasure. The harder I pump my hips, the higher she arches hers, until I can't keep my hand in place. I sit up and pull it out with a delicious wet smacking sound
Time stands still for a moment as I hold up my juice-coated hand between us. Allie’s beautiful blue eyes flash with heat, and we move in unison.
She takes hold of my wrist and pulls it toward herself, as I lean down closer. As she pulls my wet fingers into her mouth and drinks her arousal from them, I come in from the other side, kissing her clumsily around the barrier of my own hand.
The rich flavor of Allie’s pretty little pussy dances across my tongue, and we share the sweetness of her as we moan and growl with pure sapphic hunger. I can’t wait to get down there and taste her, directly from the soft, juicy source.
It feels like utter desperation as I pull her closer to me, taking the kiss to a deeper level.  I lash at her mouth and my fingers with my tongue, until we’ve absorbed every last trace of her flavor.
Then I pull my hand away and drive my gorgeous blonde babysitter back down onto the mattress, devouring her pretty mouth with mine.
Allie threads her fingers into my long, black hair and tightens her grip, pulling me down as if she thinks there’s a danger I’d try and escape. No fucking chance of that happening. This is the single hottest moment of my entire life.
My tender babysitter snakes one long, slender leg up over my back, and pulls the other one out to the side. She pulls down on my hips and I slam my cunt down against hers.
We grind on each other, clit to clit, as I pump my tongue in and out of her soft mouth like I’m fucking her with it. Over and over, mouth to mouth, and lips to lips.
Allie pulls away to catch her breath, and I grip her by the wrists, pushing her hands down beside her head as I lift myself off her. My big boobs sway, gliding over hers again.
“Please, mommy," she whimpers, and flicks her tongue at me. “Go down on me?”
“Ohhh…with pleasure, sugar.”
I kiss her once more and then slide lower. The fresh scent of her skin draws me in and I suckle on the side of her neck for a moment, kissing my way around to the other side.
Lower and lower I go, as slowly as I can manage. Every inch of her silky skin is a delight to the senses. Like velvet against my fingers, my lips and tongue.
Her tight little tits beg for my attention, and I kiss along some vague wandering paths over those soft swellings, orbiting the stiff peaks of her nipples.
Allie whimpers with sharp need, and takes a fistful of my hair again. She raises one side of her body, driving her pink bud into my mouth.
I bite down on her nipple as I slide my hand up her back and hook it over her shoulder. My babysitter cries out as I suck and lick at her hard, fleshy nub, and we sway forward and back.
“Mommy…”
God, I’ve never even thought about role-playing like this before. Not in real life. Only in my trashy little stories. I always thought it was only hot in fiction. Turns out, having a gorgeous young woman call me mommy is super-crazy-hot in real life, as well.
“Please, mommy. I can’t wait any longer.”
I hum with pleasure against my babysitter’s breast, and then release her nipple. As she moans in anticipation, I kiss her soft belly, gliding lower and lower until I trace my lips over the silken skin of her mound.
“You’re a bouquet, sugar,” I murmur, my voice sounding dry and gravelly with need. I press my palms to Allie’s inner thighs and gaze down into the slick pink split of her pussy. “A fucking banquet.”
I can’t help but pause for a moment. My babysitter’s trembling over every inch of her sweet young body, and it’s clear that every breath I push out is kissing the delicate flesh at her core.
As her rich marine scent fills my senses, I lean across and kiss the glossy skin just beside her pussy. First one side and then the other. Allie’s breath comes out like marbles on corrugated iron, pulsing almost as if she’s in tears.
“So, so…” I pause, and plant a soft kiss right in the sweet juicy heart of her little snatch. “…beautiful,” I finish.
“Mommy…”
My scalp tingles and the sensation trickles down to the back of my neck. This little role play fantasy is going to be the death of me. But what a fucking way to go.
I open my mouth like I’m going to swallow this young woman whole, and I punch my face forward. My tongue seems to have a mind of its own as I guide it inside Allie, and it whips this way and that, like a rabbit fleeing into its burrow.
Into its home.
The tangy sweetness of Allie’s juices cascade across the face of my tongue, and the moaning sound I make comes out more like a snarl through my open mouth.
“Oh, fuck, mommy…that feels incredible.”
I stroke my stiff tongue up and down, drinking in every different flavor of my babysitter’s arousal. She hauls her knees high and I glide lower, tickling her ass hole in passing before driving all the way up and drawing her clit into the heat of my mouth.
“Mommy, that’s so hot.”
I can’t talk. Sucking on this hard little bud is my entire reason for being right now. Watching how every pull of pressure, every stroke of my tongue, writes itself across Allie’s sweet young face, like words in a story.
My babysitter writhes and bucks beneath me, and it takes all my strength to keep my mouth clamped over her. She grips my hair so hard it burns, and she slams her heels down on my shoulder blades so roughly it’s going to leave big bruises.
And I wouldn’t change a thing. Because she is a goddess, and her beauty is only made stronger by the fact that it’s my mouth, my touch that’s taking her higher and higher.
“Mommy, I’m…I’m gonna…”
Allie draws in a long breath and then lets it all out in one long, wavering cry of release. Her climax seems to gush through her body and I thrust my tongue deep inside her as I drink this perfect young woman down.
Her voice dries up as her body turns liquid, but I’m a long way from finished with her. I kiss her from thigh to thigh, and sink my teeth into the soft skin of her mound.
“Oh, god…mommy…”
“Mm. You’re so spicy, sugar.”
I glide my tongue once more through her sweet slit, then press my thumbs either side of her. I stroke her flared lips, up and down, and then circle the tips of two fingers in the sweet hot wetness of her core.
“Mommy’s gonna fuck you some more, sugar,” I say, and I have to bite my lip at just how dirty that sounds. It’s not even as filthy as some of my stories, but saying out loud like that, to a real person, feels so much more taboo than any written fantasy.
“Please,” she moans, and she’s barely even finished the word when I plunge my fingers up inside her tight little hole.
Allie arches, harder than ever, as I pump my hand forward and back. I make a pistol shape and I punch in and out, savoring the sweet scent of her as I watch the ballet of bliss that capers through her slinky young body.
As I come back down and engulf her sweetness with my mouth once more, I slide my fingers out to give myself room to go nuts. I suckle on her plump lips and fling my hand up, driving my fragrant fingers into Allie's pretty mouth, and she drinks her own juices down like an insatiable slut.
My babysitter moans as she explores my fingers again with her tongue, and it gets me picturing her in a different position. Using that tongue on me.
Fuck. I need that. More than food, more than water. More than my next breath.
I release Allie’s perfect pussy with a wet smacking sound, and climb back up her body, licking her belly, her breasts, her throat, as I pass.
She grabs my head and pulls me into a ravenous kiss, as my pussy meets hers again. I push my knees out wider, mashing myself down on her. It’s beautiful but still not quite enough, and I have to break our kiss and push myself up so I can grind harder against her.
Allie raises herself on her elbows and dives her beautiful face between my tits, then latches onto my nipple. She sucks it hard as hell, then bites it even harder, and I cry out with the sweet pain.
She licks every inch of both my tits, moaning with desire and grunting with effort.
"Sugar," I moan. "Your mouth feels so good."
I can't believe I'm actually saying that to another woman, but she doesn't seem to mind. On the contrary, it’s clear she absolutely loves it. She sits up and pulls me over to lie back on the bed, then kneels between my wide spread thighs.
"Wait until you feel it everywhere, mommy."
"Ohhh...sugar..."
Allie grips my knees and pushes them higher, wider, gazing down at my slicked up cunt every second of the way. "Jesus, you have a pretty pussy, mommy."
She glides down onto her belly, sliding her hands toward the apex of my thighs. When she brings them right in and frames my soaking wet cunt, she blows a cool breath right into the heart of my gaping slit.
"Oh, sugar...eat mommy out. Please?"
"With pleasure."
Allie dives forward, plunging her hot tongue into my pussy and moaning with desire. I reach down and take hold of her long, blonde hair, pulling her forward as I roll my ass up off the bed. Painting my beautiful babysitter's face with my juices.
Allie bares her teeth and bites down on my rippled lips, the sting of it only adding layers to the rich pleasure she's already giving me. She strokes her wet tongue up and down my slit, turning her head one way and then the other as if searching for all the different spices of my arousal.
Then she jams three fingers right up inside me, like a broad blade. She stretches my walls as she sucks on my clit, and I tighten my grip on her hair. I'm so close to coming and I know she wants to get me there.
Allie moves her hand like a piston, fingers thrusting in and out as she sucks on my pleasure bud. I clench my muscles, trying to keep from coming, but she's too fucking good. I throw my arms out to the side and arch my back, presenting my tits to the gods as my orgasm pounds through me. "Allie...sugar..."
My babysitter keeps her mouth clamped over me, still punching her hand forward and back. I grab onto her head again and hold her down, right in my cunt as the last quivers of bliss vibrate through me.
Allie finally stops sucking on my clit, and she paints my pussy with soft, searching kisses instead. When she looks up at me, her face is absolutely glowing, glistening with my arousal, and she has a satisfied smile on her lips.
She takes a long, slow lick up my thigh, then kisses my knee. She comes higher and higher, kissing my plump belly and my big, fleshy tits. When she reaches my mouth I lean up to meet her and drink my juices straight from her lips and tongue. I lick her chin and her cheeks, taking in every drop I can.
Allie sighs with pleasure, but when I slide lower and take her nipple into my mouth, she gasps in surprise. Maybe she thought we were done, but I still need more.
This might never happen again between us. I might never find another woman I can be with in this way. So right now, I need to give her another climax, as powerful as the one she just gave me. Keep her coming back for more.
I drift lower, kissing my sweet babysitter's belly as I grab her tight little ass.
"Mones...what are you doing?"
"Allie, sugar. Sit on mommy's face."
"Ohhh...fuck..."
I sink my teeth lightly into this sweet young honey's thigh, then kiss that spot better. She shuffles forward, and stops right above me. My entire world, all I can see, is my babysitter's beautiful, fragrant little cunt.
"Fuck, you're just so...perfect," I whisper. "An angel.”
Then she surprises me, swinging around so she’s facing the other way. Her beautiful, tight little ass is all I can see, and it’s just heaven.
"Mommy," she says, sounding ten years younger than she is. I slide my hands through and hook them around the tops of her thighs. I pull down on her, and she comes willingly, planting her delicious snatch down on my ready, hungry mouth. And she falls forward, landing face first between my thighs.
Even though I’ve already eaten this sweet little pussy before, this time I kiss her slit like it’s her mouth. Softly at first, then opening her up and driving my tongue deep inside. Tasting this young woman’s heavenly juices as I pleasure her.
Allie arches her back as she cries out in ecstasy, and gasps with every stroke of my tongue. She draws my clit into her pretty mouth and sucks on it as she grips my thighs tightly.
All I can see is my babysitter’s pussy and ass as she rolls her hips and grinds her sexy slit down on me. She moves like a dancer, and it's as sexy as hell. My heart fills with an awe that’s almost maternal pride, as well as with pure lust. Seeing her already beautiful body lighting up because I'm giving her pleasure is the ultimate for me.
Allie’s voice falters and her hot breath washes across my pussy between long, searching licks. She digs her fingers deeply into my flesh as she pumps her hips harder, mashing herself down on my tongue.
I take my mouth off her for a moment as I slide one hand across the velvet skin of her butt. As I bite down on her clit, I stroke one finger up and down her slick pussy lips. Then I press that finger up against her ass hole, and drive my tongue back up inside my babysitter's cunt.
"Oh, fuck...mommy...that's so naughty..."
I hum my agreement, and wiggle the tip of my slicked up finger into the heart of her puckered hole. When I push through that tight little ring, Allie cries out with pleasure and just a little bit of pain, and it's the most beautiful sound I've ever heard.
"More, mommy…more.”
"My sweet little sugar," I moan, and suck her clit between my lips. She grinds her cunt down on my mouth as I pump my finger in and out of her tight little ass. She tastes so fucking good, like champagne and caviar. 
"Oh, god...mommy..."
"Mmm..."
Allie's hands seem to lose their strength and she collapses, pushing her pussy even harder against my mouth. I drink her down like the nectar of the gods, and drive my finger all the way up inside her perfect ass.
My sweet babysitter wails out like a police siren as she climaxes. Her honey gushes over my tongue and my lips, and she clamps down around my finger so tightly I feel my bones crackling.
Her voice breaks halfway through her long, keening cry, and becomes nothing more than harsh breathing. She pumps her hips in little jabs, as I switch between licking and sucking her cute little clit.
When her climax finally ends, she collapses fully, her hips a solid weight pressing down on me. I kiss her slit one last time, softly, sensually, deeply, and then glide my way out from under her.
It takes all my effort, since I'm beautifully and completely drained, but I clamber up behind my sexy, sapphic sitter, and snuggle in around her naked form.
And with her wild blonde hair in my face, her silky young skin on mine, and her sweet and spicy scent on my lips, we drift off to the most peaceful sleep ever.
THE END








  
  Care & Share


Even though my ex-husband is a high school teacher, he never wanted kids. Or maybe it’s because he’s a high school teacher.
Seriously, I never thought I did, either. But when I accidentally fell pregnant, it was like a switch flicked in my brain. Right then and there, I just knew motherhood was exactly what I needed.
To his credit, Charlie held it together as well as he could. He never signed up for fatherhood, and it was clear early on that it gave him the willies, thanks in no small part to his rough upbringing. Once we came to an agreement, our divorce was quick and relatively painless. I barely see him anymore, but he’s never once skipped on child support. In fact, he goes above and beyond, in part as a way of easing his own guilt for not being present in Jacob’s life.
Jakey, as I call him, is already four years old, and I want to relish every moment of his childhood sweetness while I can. All too soon he’ll be a know-it-all, like his father and pretty much every male over the age of six, in my experience. Once that happens, there’s no way he’ll let me call him Jakey anymore.
And that’s just one of the reasons I simply don’t want to go out tonight. I swear, if my mom didn’t set me up on this blind date, I just wouldn’t go. Not to mention she dropped it on me only last night. I was incredibly lucky I could get a sitter at such short notice.
I know mom has my best interest at heart, and I love her to death, but she’s so last-century in her thinking. And that includes the fact she won’t believe I’m fine living without a man.
Honestly, I’ve lost interest in the whole idea of being part of a couple. Maybe I should move to some kind of commune, where I can be part of an enormous family of unrelated people, or something. Grow our own veggies, make our own clothes, take casual lovers when we need them, no strings attached.
All right, so maybe that’s going a little too far. But I just can’t see the appeal in coupling up with any guy right now. Not for myself, not even for Jakey. He has good male role models with my father and brother, and he gets so much love from me, and from his babysitters, Tara and Phoebe. It’s Tara tonight, but she’s running a tiny bit late. Not surprising, I guess, since I’m pretty sure she had plans that she had to break just to take this gig for me.
A moment later, I hear a car pull up out front. It’s not Tara’s—I can tell by the rumbling engine sound. When I glance through the front window, I’m surprised to see a big old Mustang out there, and even more surprised when Tara climbs out of the shotgun side. Followed by her bestie, Phoebe, from the driver’s side.
I’ve known both girls since they were in high school, when they used to come over for math tutoring with Charlie. That’s actually how I recruited them both into sharing the babysitting gig. Tara’s my go-to, but Phoebe has been wonderful backup over the past couple of years.
What I’m not sure about is why they’re both here tonight. But I guess I’ll find out soon enough.
“Jakey,” I call out. “Tara’s here! And Phoebe as well!”
“Yay!”
My son comes down the stairs, far faster than I’d like him to for his own safety, just so he can meet his babysitters at the door. When Tara rings the doorbell, Jakey opens up, hiding behind it so he can jump out and surprise her. The way he does absolutely every time. He still doesn’t seem to realize how repetition like that spoils the actual surprise, but Tara always plays along.
And as always, so does Phoebe. Both girls leap back and shriek as if my little man is a bear, and they’re scared for their lives. My heart swells with love for my son, and for the dynamic he has with Tara. With both of them, I guess. They’re both nearly 20 now, but they seem to have all the time in the world for my kid.
Jakey climbs up into Tara’s arms, and the pretty young brunette carries him down the hallway, with the golden-haired Phoebe in tow.
“Hey, monster man,” Tara says, kissing my boy on the top of his head. “You’re getting so big now, I can hardly hold you.”
“Hi, girls,” I say. “I was getting worried you might not be coming tonight, Tah.”
“Sorry about that. Someone got pulled over for revving her engine too hard.”
Phoebe bites down on her plush bottom lip and shrugs. “What can I say? I run hot and wild.”
I probably should reprimand either or both of them, but I honestly can’t bring myself to do it. I’m actually a little jealous. They just come across as living life to the full, right now, and looking back, I don’t remember myself doing that at their age.
Now, with Jakey and my career, I feel more fulfilled than I ever have. There are some things I wish I’d done earlier in life, like climbing some mountains or traveling overseas—or having a wildly overpowered car—but there’ll be time for those things later on.
“I, uh…wasn’t expecting to see you tonight, Phoebe?” I phrase it as a question, hoping it doesn’t sound like I have a problem. “Everything okay at your place?”
She’s another one who’s had a less-than-stellar childhood, losing her mom to illness very early on. Her father never quite recovered from the loss, either, and struggled to raise Phoebe and her younger brother. The guy provided all the material things, but I don’t think he managed anything more than a hearty handshake as a sign of affection for his kids.
“Yeah, everything’s, um…cool.” There’s a flash of darkness in her eyes for a moment, and then it’s gone just as quickly. “I’m having a bit of a rough time with my dad. Nothing terrible, but he just…we don’t see eye-to-eye on some pretty important stuff.”
“I’m so sorry to hear that, Phoebe,” I say, and my maternal instincts take over before I even think about stopping them. I pull the pretty blonde into a hug, and she sighs in contentment as she tightens her arms around me as well.
Tara puts my son down and he clings onto her leg. “Is it cool if Phoebe hangs out here tonight? We were gonna hit a club, but when you called last night…” She leaves that hanging, ruffling Jakey’s hair instead of finishing the sentence.
“Of course. You’re both welcome anytime. As visitors, not just for babysitting.” I glance at my watch and wince. “But I’m late, myself.”
“Go on, Wynter,” Phoebe says. “We’ve got it all covered here.”
As I head out the door, all I can think about is the scene inside my house. My gorgeous little man, with his gorgeous young babysitters. To me, that feels more like a family than anything I had with my ex-husband. As a picture in my mind, it’s almost perfect. The only thing missing is me, and that makes the half hour drive to meet this William guy just that much harder to take.
For all of that, I have to say, when I finally arrive at the restaurant, I’m a little excited. Maybe I’ve been too quick to write off the idea of love and romance. After all, I wouldn’t mind having someone to snuggle with on a frosty night. Someone to watch cheesy movies with. Is there any chance my blind date tonight might be the one?


      ***
No, is the answer to that. As I drive home again, ten minutes after arriving, I can say the answer is definitely, absolutely, unequivocally, no. Not when it turns out he’s gold-star gay, and only agreed to come tonight to get his mom off his back. At least he paid for my one drink, like an old-fashioned gentleman, and apologized for the fact his ruse cost me an evening of my time.
I’m not angry, or even disappointed. I’m just exhausted with all of it. Maybe it’s time I started hiring professionals for my sexual release. Or maybe I just need to upgrade my toys. Either way, I clearly don’t have a handle on male-female relationships—or family relationships, workplace relationships, or any fucking relationships at all—and I should just step away from them for a while.
When I get back to my house, I realize I’ve left the garage door opener inside. I really can’t be bothered sorting that shit out, so instead I pull up behind Phoebe’s Mustang. As I climb out of my lame-ass second-hand SUV, I swear the ‘stang snarls at me. Taunting me for the way I’ve let life pass me by in some ways.
“Fuck you,” I murmur, as if it can hear me, and then I shake my head at my own silliness and walk up to the front door. It’s late enough that Jakey will be asleep by now, but early enough that the girls could probably still go and hit that club after all.
And yet, when I open the door, the house is almost silent. There’s the sound of a movie playing low in the living room. I think maybe I can hear the girls whispering to each other. Surely they know that once Jakey’s asleep, he’s pretty much a rock, and almost nothing will wake him.
I head up the hall to the living room entrance and just stand there. Neither Tara nor Phoebe has called out to me, so maybe they don’t even realize I’m home yet. I cast a glance at the TV screen, seeing what looks to be some kind of horror movie. Ugh. How can they stand to watch that stuff? At least they have the sound down, so if there are jump scares, the effect will be next to nothing.
But when I take a step inside the room, I freeze. The girls are there, on the sofa, but they’re not watching the movie at all. They’re completely naked, and kissing like their lives depend on it. Phoebe has her hand around the back of Tara’s head, holding their mouths tighter together as they whip their tongues around in a frenzy of exploration.
Then, all I can focus on is Tara’s hand. The one she has down between Phoebe’s slender, shapely thighs. The one she’s pumping, forward and back, her fingers glistening with her best friend’s slick arousal.
Holy shit. I have to be dreaming, right?
Phoebe gasps, breaking the kiss and tipping her head back in ecstasy. “Fuck, Tah. Your fingers feel so good.”
Tara makes a cute little growling sound. “You’re so tight. So fucking hot, baby.” She grinds her thumb into Phoebe’s clit, and the golden-haired beauty jumps like she’s been hit by a train.
I should look away. I should fucking run away. This is a private moment between friends—who are clearly more than just friends—and I’m a filthy pervert for standing here and watching. But I don’t seem to be able to stop myself.
Tara comes up off the sofa and glides her pretty leg over the top of Phoebe’s. She plants herself down on the blonde’s thigh and grinds forward and back, whimpering as the friction tickles her in all the best places. She grips her best friend’s breast and squeezes it, still pumping her other hand in and out.
When their mouths meet again, I bite down on my tongue. Christ, they look so incredibly good. So beautiful, so sexy…so fucking young. Yet the way Tara’s working her bestie over makes her look like the most experienced lover in the world. And it just makes me want that kind of attention as well. No man has so far managed to make me moan with desire the way Phoebe is right now.
I push my knees together to keep my legs from collapsing. These two girls are beyond gorgeous, and though I’ve never before truly imagined I could be with a woman, suddenly, it’s all I crave. To be touched like that. Kissed like that.
A moment later, it feels almost as if I’m conducting this show—even though it’s not supposed to be a show. Phoebe arches, breaking their kiss to haul in a breath, and Tara leans down to suckle on her friend’s silken neck. Phoebe leans in and plants her pretty mouth on Tara’s shoulder, suckling the skin there like she can’t get enough. Like she just needs something in her mouth.
Tara glides her hand out of Phoebe’s pussy and strokes her wet fingers over her best friend’s nipple. Then she holds the blonde’s beautiful face in both hands as they kiss again. She slides her pussy all the way back to Phoebe’s knee and then comes off the end. I swear, even from across the room, I hear the delicious sticky sound when the brunette beauty’s slick little cunt comes away from Phoebe’s skin.
Suddenly, I’m so glad I wore a skirt and top, instead of a full length dress tonight. Because it means I can slide my hand inside my panties without taking anything off. And I do. Holy fuck, I do.
As I stroke my fingers down through the short soft hair on my mound, Tara drops to her knees between Phoebe’s wide spread thighs. One gorgeous babysitter leans in and sucks on the other’s nipple, still glistening with the juices of her arousal. The blonde babe takes hold of Tara’s hand and guides those delicious wet fingers inside her mouth, drinking her own flavor off her bestie’s skin.
Christ, this is absolutely the hottest thing I have ever seen. Maybe even more so because I’m not supposed to be seeing it.
Phoebe pulls Tara’s fingers out of her mouth and gazes down into her friend’s eyes. “I’ve wanted this for so fucking long, Tah.”
“I told you we could do this here. Wynter’s not like your father. She’s so cool.“
“Mm. And hot.”
“Yeah,” Tara says, her voice a breathy moan. “That, too.” 
What the hell? That can’t be true. These two immaculate young goddesses think I’m hot?
Tara leans in and sucks on Phoebe’s other nipple, swirling her tongue around it and making her bestie moan even louder. “Do you think you’re ready for my mouth now, baby? You want me to eat your pussy?”
“Oh my god, yes!”
My jaw drops as Tara eases herself backward, still between Phoebe‘s lovely legs. She grabs her best friend’s knees and lifts, framing her gorgeous face with them. She kisses the inside of one thigh, then the other, her sweet brown eyes locked on the other girl’s crystal blue ones. Slowly, like honey dripping, Tara glides lower, flicking her tongue out against the velvet skin of Phoebe’s thighs.
I’ve never done anything with another woman. Hey, I’ve barely even watched any girl-on-girl porn. But right now, I simply can’t turn away from the scene happening in my living room. Despite the fact it’s so wrong of me to watch. I’m invading their privacy, and I’m being a filthy perve about it.
And yet, the instant Tara presses her sweet, sensual mouth to Phoebe’s hairless pink pussy, I swear I can feel it on my own clit. That has to be the reason my core tingles with need. Why my legs struggle to hold me up.
And why I gasp out loud, giving myself away.
“Hi, Wynter,” Phoebe says, not even looking across at me. Talking like this is any other day. Like they’re not engaging in ridiculously hot lesbian sex right here in front of me.
“Um…oh, my god. I’m so sorry, girls. I, um…”
“It’s fine, Wynter,” Tara says, between languid strokes of her tongue. “We heard you come in. We’ve been waiting for you. Hoping you might join us.”
What? That can’t be true. It has to be some kind of joke. But then Tara grips Phoebe’s thigh and leans her chin on it as she turns to me, her mouth still glistening with the sweet honey of her best friend’s arousal. She gives me a shy smile and flutters her eyelids at me. “We figured you might need some care and attention after your date bailed on you.”
“How do you know…about all that?”
“William’s a friend of my family. So, we knew how it was going to turn out, but we were forbidden to tell you. Sorry. Oh, but that’s, um…” She blushes, and it makes her look even cuter. And younger. “That’s a big part of why we’re both here tonight.”
“We’re here for you, Wynter,” Phoebe says, reaching out to me. “Let’s play together. We’ve both been hot for you since forever.“
Oh, my god. She’s serious.
“I…I don’t think that’s such a good idea.” I’m sure if I think about it long and hard enough, I’ll be able to come up with a reason for saying that.
But then Phoebe takes my hand and pulls me closer. “You’re gorgeous, Wynter. Don’t deny us. Not when we’re practically begging.” She looks me up and down, and it’s clear she’s loving what she sees. “God, your tits are amazing.”
“Yeah, and your ass, too.”
Phoebe slides her tongue across her lips. “And I bet your pussy is heaven.”
My voice trembles when I speak. “I’ve…never done anything like this before.”
“This is our first time, too.” Phoebe strokes her fingers through Tara’s hair, urging her back down between her thighs. “Come and sit by me. Watch how she does it.”
I’m not sure I’m ready for this, but I let Phoebe guide me down onto the sofa, anyway. She threads her fingers through mine and leans her head on my shoulder, as if we’re best friends watching a movie. Tara looks up at me, a mischievous glint in her eyes, and then lowers her mouth to Phoebe’s pussy again.
My head is so close to Phoebe’s that it almost looks like that’s my pussy that Tara’s eating. Holy fuck, it looks so damn good. The way she turns her head and explores every slick inch of her best friend’s most intimate flesh. Hot flashes of her pink tongue against Phoebe’s pink lips, and the sparks of light that glisten off them both as they get wetter and hotter and closer. Jesus, I’ve never seen anything as erotic as this.
And then, suddenly, I hear the only sound that could break through the spell I’m under.
“Mommy.”
It’s my beautiful cherub. For whatever reason, he’s woken up. I release Phoebe’s hand, as Tara sits up and moves out from between her friend’s thighs.
“I’m sorry, girls,” I say. “I need to go be a mom.”
“Of course,” they say, almost in unison. I’m so glad they understand, but I’m also a little disappointed we have to finish up. It’s probably for the best, though. What if we cross this line and then it ruins everything? I don’t want to lose either of these wonderful young women from my life. And that’s not even about the babysitting. Just being around them makes me feel more alive. More complete.
I stand on treacherously shaky legs, and give myself a once-over to make sure I’m presentable. Not that half-asleep Jakey would notice anything, but it simply feels like the right thing to do.
When I reach my son’s room, I find him sitting up in bed, an adorably confused look on his sleep-addled face.
“What’s wrong, Jakey?”
He holds out his arms, and I sweep him into a warm embrace. He says nothing, but I’m pretty sure it was a bad dream that woke him. I kiss the top of his sweet head and lay him back down on his pillow. In seconds, he’s totally asleep again, and I know he won’t even remember this consciously come morning.
But I will. Because I would’ve missed it if I’d been out on a proper date. That’s what really settles my decision. I am done with dating, at least for the next few years.
I kiss my son’s soft cheek and then head back out of his room. And now I’m not sure what to do. Tara and Phoebe had me in such a spin before, and if I hadn’t been interrupted, I just might have actually joined them. It’s such a hot fantasy and all, but in reality, it’s fraught with danger.
Still, when I reach the living room and find them—and their clothes—all gone, there’s a deep well of disappointment that spears my belly. It’s been a fucking long time since anybody else has touched me. Made me feel vibrant and wanted. I felt that only a few minutes ago, from both of them. And now they’re gone.
I let out a long sigh that’s filled with all kinds of feelings. In the end, I guess I’m more relieved than anything. Because what if I was a lousy lay? Phoebe said it was their first time, but they’ve clearly planned it. And the way she devoured Tara’s sweet young pussy…fuck. I don’t know if I’d have it in me to do that. Even though I’m certain now that I want to try it one day.
I slip off my skirt and top and walk up to my bedroom. Only, when I step inside, once again I get a huge surprise.
Tara and Phoebe. They haven’t left. They’re in my bed. Still naked, entwined and inviting. Each of them grinding the other’s sweet, naked pussy with one hand, and reaching out to me with the other.
“C’mon, Wynter,” Phoebe says.
“We won’t bite,” Tara says. “At first.”
“Girls, I…I’m not sure…” Not sure how to finish that sentence. Finding them still here, still eager to have me join them, is more exciting than I could have imagined. I’ve denied myself plenty of treats throughout the years. First for my husband, and then for my son. I’ve done it gladly, but there’s no denying one glaring truth. That I feel like maybe it’s time I indulged myself.
“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, Wynter,” says Phoebe. “Just let us treat you good. You fucking deserve it.”
As I stand there, my nipples stiffen under my bra, and my pussy floods with arousal so quickly I swear I can hear it happening. I’m moving forward without consciously telling myself to. Maybe I’m the one who’s having a dream, only if that’s the case, it’s a long way from being a bad one. In fact, this would be the best dream ever.
The girls sit up to greet me as I kneel on the bed. Phoebe unclasps my bra while Tara pulls down on my panties. I sway and move, roll and fall, until I’m lying right between them. As naked as they are.
My two sexy young babysitters lean in, each of them kissing one of my cheeks. As Phoebe trails her silky soft lips inward, Tara glides downward.
When Tara licks my throat, I gasp in sweet surprise, and Phoebe plants her sweet mouth over mine. I’m still not sure if this is a dream, but it feels as real as anything else ever has. I drink down the soft whimpering of my blonde babysitter, as Tara takes my nipple into the wet heat of her mouth. Her teeth graze across it, just enough to make me shiver, and then she suckles on me so hard I cry out in ecstasy.
Phoebe slides her hand down, resting her palm on my bush and stroking her fingers up and down my slick lips. I draw my legs wide apart, and Tara hooks one of hers over the top of mine. She grinds her hot little slit against my thigh and the fresh, oceanic tang of her tight little pussy comes up to tempt me. She pinches my other nipple as she sucks and grinds, and Phoebe cups my pussy in her palm as she makes a fist in my hair with her other hand.
Right now, it feels as if I’m in a whirlwind, with two mouths and four hands pleasuring me. Phoebe’s fingers glide up and down so easily, so smoothly that I’m suddenly aware of how fucking wet I am. How fucking hot this is making me.
The girls move as if they’re mind readers. The instant Phoebe glides her hand off my pussy, Tara comes in to take over. She grips my clit between her finger and thumb and I cry out with pleasure, the sound muffled by Phoebe’s sweet kiss.
When Tara glides her fingers up inside me, I buck my hips in bliss. Phoebe breaks our red-hot kiss and drives her fingers into her mouth. The fingers that are resplendent with my arousal. She sucks and licks, moaning with pure pleasure as she drinks me down. I get caught up in the moment and before I think about what I’m doing, I lean over and swamp my beautiful blonde babysitter’s mouth with mine. Our kiss becomes a wrestle around her fragrant fingers, as we share the flavor of me.
I’ve tasted myself plenty of times in the past, but somehow it’s never been hotter, never been sweeter, than now. Drinking my juices from another woman’s skin. While I'm kissing her.
“Holy fuck, that’s hot,” Tara murmurs, her hot breath washing across my wet nipple. She draws her fingers out of me and drives them into her mouth, then comes up on the other side. I turn and kiss her the same way, and my tangy flavor is even stronger this time.
As I kiss this beautiful young brunette, Phoebe slides down and takes my nipple into her mouth, suckling gently at first before really sinking her teeth in. God, I’m fucking all in for this, now. These two seem to understand exactly when to be soft and when to be hard. Even though they’re only touching me in a few places, I swear every single inch of my skin is tingling with pleasure.
“Please,” I beg, as Phoebe glides lower, trailing her tongue over my belly. “Please, Phoebe…make me come?“
“With pleasure.” The sleek and sexy blonde hums with desire, and she kisses the point of my hip through the thickness of my flesh. “God, I fucking love your curves, Wynter.” She keeps moving across me, gliding lower, until she’s kissing my knee, and arching her back to grind her firm young tits against my pussy.
The moment suddenly overtakes me, and I grip Phoebe’s sexy thigh, and I simply yank her closer to me. Over the top of me. All I can see is her glistening young cunt, and the spicy fragrance of her pretty little bloom threatens my sanity.
I grip Phoebe by her tight little ass and I fucking pull her down to meet me, slamming her pussy into my mouth, and vice versa. I plunge my tongue up inside my young babysitter as she lashes her tongue down through my slit. We lick, we suck, we drink down each other’s arousal, and it’s so fucking delicious that I almost forget to breathe.
“God, that’s the fucking hottest thing ever,” Tara whispers. By the sound of it, she’s getting off on this just as much as I am, and she’s not even touching me right now.
Phoebe grinds her pussy down onto my face, and I drink her down. Her sweet honey drips from my chin, and she’s moaning in pleasure as she laps up my juices at the same time.
Tara comes up over the top of us both, and she gazes into my eyes, past Phoebe’s tight, round ass. She grips both of her bestie’s cheeks and spreads them so she can flick the tip of her tongue over the blonde’s puckered little hole. I drive my tongue up, starting from Phoebe’s clit and sliding past her slit, coming up to meet Tara in a wild kiss.
We wrestle, tongue to tongue, as Phoebe lashes my gash with her magical mouth. She spreads me wide and dives deep, and I cry out with the indulgent ecstasy of it all, breaking my kiss with Tara. I dive back in, biting down on Phoebe’s clit as Tara bites her bestie’s butt cheek and pushes her finger into the blonde’s perfect little pucker.
That seems to be all Phoebe needs to topple over the edge, and she wails out in ecstasy as a climax erupts deep inside her. The fresh wash of her release fills my senses and I drink her down like I’m slaking an unquenchable thirst. As her voice vibrates against me, I suddenly join her, riding an orgasm that’s stronger and deeper than any I’ve had with a man before.
I throw my head backward and cry out, and Tara glides smoothly in and takes my place, lapping at her bestie’s sweet pussy from above. I watch her for a moment, and then I sink my teeth into the silky skin of Phoebe’s thigh. 
The beautiful young blonde arches her back as she climaxes again, and the sweetness of her nectar floods my senses. Tara engulfs that pretty pussy with her mouth, drinking it all down, and when Phoebe finally collapses on top of me, I lean up and take Tara’s mouth in a rich, flavorsome kiss.
I lose myself for a moment, and the world seems to shift. Then I realize it’s just Phoebe rolling onto her back beside me. She’s all loose like shapely wet noodles, and I stroke her inner thigh as Tara comes back in to kiss me like her life depends on it.
Then the gorgeous brunette licks a quick trail down and swoops on my breasts, gripping them tightly and pushing them together, bringing my nipples right up against each other. She suckles on one, then the other, then rolls her head side to side as she flicks both my buds with her tongue.
Phoebe glides her hand up my thigh and grinds her soft fingers in against my clit, and I do the same to her. Tara clambers over both of us and we become a whirling mess of soft limbs, wet tongues and decadent, carnal pleasure. We roll and squeeze and bite, we lick and kiss and pinch. It’s hard to tell where I end, and where each of these bountiful beauties begins.
“Fuck, I need to eat your pussy, Wynter,” Tara moans, and she rolls down until she’s right between my thighs. She grips me behind the knees and pushes my legs up, pausing as she gazes into the fiery heat of my well-pleasured cunt. “God dammit,” she moans, glancing across at Phoebe.
“I know, right? She’s so fucking beautiful.”
Tara takes in a long breath and then lets it out with a moan. Like she’s about to eat a gourmet meal.
And then she simply dives forward and plows her pretty face into my gaping slit, gouging deep inside me with her lovely tongue. Phoebe leans across and kisses my mound, then pulls my short, curly hairs tight with her lips.
The girls work in perfect rhythm until I’m writhing in ecstasy again, digging my fingers into their silken hair as they pleasure me like I’ve never been pleasured before.
Phoebe glides up my body and pulls me toward her, and we kiss wildly as Tara licks me with a vengeance and thrusts one finger in and out of my gushing hole. She grips my ass with her other hand and squeezes tight, and then a moment later, I feel her fingers dancing over the tightness of my asshole. The thought of her slipping one of them into me makes my pussy flood with an impossible rush of arousal.
My raven-haired babysitter glides her tongue higher and suckles my clit and then eases her finger tip up inside my ass. Phoebe kisses my mouth just as hard as Tara suckles my cunt. They both work their tongues deeper and deeper inside me. I’m not sure how much more I can take, but I don’t want to stop. I never want this moment to end.
Every rasping breath I haul in comes straight from Phoebe’s lungs. Every moan I fire out fills the blonde beauty’s throat. Both my hands are still filled with these girls’ hair, and I make vicious fists as pleasure bursts across my body, like randomly timed detonations.
Phoebe finally comes up off my mouth and I can finally cry out in full voice. Tara comes away from my pussy at the same time and the girls meet in the middle, kissing like they’re in a pie-eating contest. The slick sheen of my arousal and my saliva glistens across their lips, and the hot pink flashes of their tongues wrestling only makes the sight even hotter.
As Tara and Phoebe kiss, they stroke and caress me, sending me into a tumbling whirl of sensation. I’m not sure which way is up, but I know I don’t care. Then they glide past each other, like ships in a harbor, until they’ve switched places. Phoebe leans down and devours my needy little slit, as Tara comes up and plows my ready mouth with hers.
The fresh taste of my own juices on this brunette babe’s lips and tongue makes my skin tingle with need. And even though I’ve never experienced such overwhelming pleasure, and never had anyone focus on my needs like these two are…I still need more.
I can barely see anything at this moment. Just Tara’s crazy beautiful face, up close and blurry. So I lash out with my hands, just searching for something—anything—I can grab. Something to ground me in this moment. And that’s exactly what I do. Every time I touch some silken skin, I squeeze, and I pinch, and I spank. Together, we writhe and kiss and suck. Somehow we end up with Phoebe scissoring me, grinding her precious little cunt down on mine while Tara straddles my eager mouth and I drink the fabulous, fragrant magic of her tight little pussy.
The girls moan with pleasure, the sound muffled by the fact they’re clearly kissing once again. I grip both perfect globes of Tara’s ass as I plunge my tongue deep into her pristine hole and drink down every drop of her arousal, grinding my chin against her clit with every driving stroke.
We’re all hands and mouths and sensations. Every place we touch is hot and soft, smooth and silky, and it feels like we’re all connected beyond merely the physical. Like we’re all part of the same sensual whole.
As Phoebe drives her pussy down on me, harder than ever, she licks the sole of my foot, just as Tara sucks my toes into the wet heat of her mouth. I have no resistance left, and I simply let myself go, giving my heart, my soul, my body over to the pleasure. I tongue-fuck Tara’s hot little cunt, and she grinds herself down into my face as she climaxes. She bites down on my big toe and sucks so hard and it hurts so good. And then, suddenly, I’m coming again, and it’s so fucking deep and intense I can barely breathe.
“God, Wynter,” Phoebe says, her voice thick with need. “I’m coming!”
“Come for me, honey,” I cry out, barely taking my mouth off Tara’s gushing slit.
“So fucking hot,” Tara mumbles around my toe. Then she glides her mouth off and swings around, falling to the side. I pull her across to me, and we kiss like long-lost lovers reunited. Like we never want to stop.
Phoebe’s breath rasps in and out as she comes down from her climax. Then she rolls off me and onto her back on my other side. I stroke her hair and then she leans over and kisses my belly. She slowly climbs me, kissing my breast, my shoulder, my neck, and then finally my lips. “You’re amazing, Wynter. Everything we ever dreamed of.”
I return her kiss, and the flavor of my juices still faintly on her mouth reminds me of how fucking hot this has been.
We’re all struggling for breath and coated in perspiration. We’re a glorious, wild, hot, wet, beautiful fucking mess. I’m still coming down from a set of climaxes that have shattered me from head to toe. It looks like the girls have both come just as hard as I did.
For a few more moments, we lie here in a pile of tangled limbs, panting and moaning and laughing with joy.
“Holy shit,” Tara moans. “That was fucking amazing.”
“Yeah,” Phoebe says. “We should do this all the time.”
“Maybe not all the time,” I say, stroking both their silky soft cheeks. 
“Okay, I guess we need to eat and sleep sometime,” Phoebe says. “But please say we’ll do it again?“
“Hell, yeah.” Tara kisses my cheek and then leans across me to kiss Phoebe’s. “Please, Wynter? You‘re too fucking hot to resist.”
This really does feel like the beginning of something that could last for years, or maybe even…forever. Something that’s already stronger than anything I’ve ever had with a man. Something that makes me feel more alive than I ever have before.
All I want is more. And I have a feeling I’m going to get it. In spades.
“Of course we'll do it again,” I say with a smile. “How could I resist you two?”
Both girls light up with beautiful smiles, and they lean in and kiss my cheeks. I slide my arms around them and pull them closer, and they rest their lovely heads on my shoulders.
I never imagined this would happen. Not in a million years. But now that it has, I can’t imagine anything better than being seduced by my sexy young babysitters.
THE END







  
  Good & Proper


My husband has just dried himself from the shower and started putting on his work clothes. I can't deny he's still a handsome man, though that barely seems to matter these days. He's shown about as much interest in sex with me, as I've shown him in return. 
I want to believe it's just a phase we're going through, but more and more I wonder. A little about him and his desires. As the local pastor, he's obviously a religious man. Sometimes I think he needs to be reminded that in our religion, he’s not breaking any rules by being married. And sex with me—his wife—is not a sin.
More than anything, though, I wonder about myself. Because I'm a hot mess, lately. Not only have I been feeling all kinds of tingling desires at odd times of the day, what's most notable is the times when I'm not feeling frisky. Which is to say, whenever my husband's around.
Brent has to keep odd hours, a lot of the time. People don't only get religious crises in business hours. They can hit day and night, and on weekends. I knew that going into our marriage, and I can accept those kinds of interruptions no matter what. My husband is better at his job than at…well, most other things.
Today is a whole other kind of situation, though. And he has a long day ahead of him, leaving me to care for our sweet little daughter alone. Something I've had to do more and more, lately, and I’m the first to admit that's my doing. I don't back away from my decisions, though.
"Vanessa," my husband says, already sounding defeated. "I do wish you could come with me, today."
The words alone are just words. But there's a tone in there. Somewhere between annoyed and petulant.
"Me too, Brent, but someone has to stay here with Gwendolyn."
"If you didn't keep driving all our babysitters away…" My husband leaves that comment hanging. I'm not sure if he's trying to keep the peace, or trying to passive-aggressively pick a fight. That is, by dangling that kind of comment and waiting for me to start something.
Okay, so we've had three different babysitters so far. Okay, so none of them worked out. But how is that my fault? They're the ones who were acting inappropriately all the time. It was as if the three of them all read the same instruction manual, with the singular intent to be as provocative as possible.
First Becky, then Heather, and lastly Kimberly. All of them best friends in high school. All of them custom designed to catch the eye of anyone who sees them. With their long legs dangling out of short skirts and their perky breasts constantly on the verge of leaping out of their tiny tops, it's like they shared a singular wardrobe and a singular mind.
I mean, really…is that actually the way young women dress these days when they're babysitting a pastor's daughter?
Honestly, I can't even be sure they weren't trying their hands at seduction. My husband is, after all, a good-looking mid-30s man who apparently lives a very repressed life. There’s a high chance he’s moving into midlife crisis territory.
Every time any of the girls sat for us, they’d always turn up with their makeup done perfectly, yet with great subtlety, with their hair glossy and styled, and with their beautiful young faces shining with hope and positivity.
Who could resist a woman in her prime like that? Let alone three of them.
My gosh, it had been all I could do to stop staring at them myself. Why would I keep forcing temptation on my poor husband? He’s a pastor, but he’s still only human.
In the end, every time, it proved too much for me to stand. I'm not even certain quite why they made me so darn angry, but I'm done with babysitters, now. Kimberly was the final straw. Admittedly, I gave her much less leeway than either Becky or Heather, because she continued the pattern they’d already established. The pattern of turning up looking exquisite, and being all friendly and sweet.
Okay, so in the end, something just had to give and I was simply over my own feelings by that point.
What my feelings actually were is…well, confusing. It always felt like red hot anger, but I'm certain there was a strong streak of envy in there. Seriously, there's nothing quite like a trio of 19-year-old goddesses to make me feel like an old hag when I'm barely even 30 yet.
But what scares me is the unresolved mess of whirling confusion that's taken up residence in my mind, ever since the first time beautiful blonde Becky turned up to babysit our sweet little daughter. How she evoked strange sensations that stole my breath, and punched my heart…and weakened my knees. And how dismissing her after little more than two months only brought more confusion, in the form of the tall and slender Heather.
It took me barely four weeks before I moved her tight little bottom along, but then that brought the slinkiest of them all into my home. Kimberly, with her dirty blonde hair and her whip-smart little mouth, only made it through two sessions before I marched her on.
On the surface, the idea of me being jealous of these young hotties is a little ridiculous. I'm Brent's wife, and as far as I can tell he lives up to the whole god-fearing and basically puritanical nature of being a pastor.
But there's no denying that those girls were absolute temptresses. My gosh, the things they made me feel were…well, were something extremely odd.
And maybe Becky, Heather and Kimberly are the reason my husband is so disengaged from me and our marriage. Maybe he secretly lusts after their young, tender bodies.
And why wouldn’t he? With their full lips, and clear eyes, the healthy pink blush in their cheeks, and the hypnotic sway and bounce of their tight young bottoms and breasts. Who wouldn't notice that kind of thing?
"Listen, Vanessa," Brent says, finally pulling me out of my own thoughts. "I don't know what to do about this babysitter thing, but it's starting to affect our family."
"I'm sorry, Brent."
"How do you think it'll look to my flock that you won't be there, today?"
I honestly don't give a hoot how it's going to look, but I keep silent about that.
"I know it's hard, Brent. But I don't really know how to explain it." I try a classic diversion tactic. "It's a mother's instinct."
"You don't trust the girls? Any of them?"
"No. I don't."
"Vanessa, I've seen them in action with Gwendolyn. And we've both known them at least in passing for years. Their other clients speak so highly of them." He puts his hands on his hips, clearly growing frustrated. "They're all excellent babysitters, despite…"
Suddenly, my curiosity is sharp and urgent. "Despite what?"
My husband leans his head to the side. "Oh, I hear little rumors. That they have more sleepovers together than most girls their age normally would."
"Meaning what?"
Brent screws his mouth up the way he does when he's finished talking about something. "Meaning nothing. It takes all kinds in the world, and I personally have no problem with any of those girls when it comes to babysitting."
I clamp my lips tighter and cross my arms. My husband pauses and then makes an annoying ahhh sound.
"It's because you think I'm going to lose my mind and fall for one, or all, of them?"
For a brief moment, I have a completely awful streak of hate flashing through my mind. That's not the way a good, supposedly Christian wife should feel about her man. But right at this moment I don’t feel particularly Christian in any way.
It's as if my husband can see straight into the darkest corners of my mind. He knows me too well for me to hide my feelings, but I choose to keep my thoughts to myself on that one. Instead, I redirect him.
"You don't want to be late, darling."
Brent sighs and shakes his head. "We'll have to talk about this tonight, Vanessa."
"I look forward to it." Not.
He plants a quick kiss on my cheek and then heads out the door. I watch from the window as he backs his car out of the driveway, and then I turn back to the kitchen.
I hate feeling like this. Fiery negativity, blistering insecurity about my own looks, and above all, jealousy of those three girls.
Now I'm alone with Gwendolyn, it feels safer to admit what's going on inside me. That I'm in a state of utter confusion. The way my body kept reacting to the presence of Becky, of Heather, and of Kimberly, is way outside my comfort zone. I'm the pastor's wife, for gosh sakes. I'm not meant to feel…squishy about anyone but my husband. I'm not even sure it's appropriate for me to feel that way about him.
I'm certain all of this is a sign that I'm not pious enough. Not strong enough in faith or constancy. Because every time I think about any one of my former babysitters, I feel like nothing more than a base, sexual creature. With a filthy need that's been dormant for far too long. One that should never be awakened. Doesn't the bible tell us that kind of thing is a sin?
My little girl is still asleep when I check in on her. She's truly a blessing, and at times like this, the fact she's such a good sleeper feels like an even bigger bonus.
I slip quietly into our bedroom and strip off, putting just a satin robe on. There's no need to dress up for anyone, today. Gwendolyn doesn't care what mommy wears, and everyone else will likely be at the church fair.
So it catches me by surprise when I hear the doorbell ring. For a moment I weigh up my options. Whether to pretend I'm not home. Whether to put something more substantial on. Whether to just say to heck with it all and go see who it is.
Barely 10 seconds have passed before there's an insistent knocking at the front door. Whoever it is, they seem pretty certain someone's home. If this is a hawker…well, I'll be having some decidedly un-Christian words with him.
I head back down the hallway and open up…and then my entire chest tightens.
It's not a hawker. It's my three former babysitters. All of them, standing at my door, looking less than impressed with me. And yet, still breathtakingly beautiful, each and every one of them.
I take a deep breath and try to shake it off. Whatever is going on with me, I know it's not appropriate. And I'm not sure what I can do to stop it.
"Mrs Proctor," Becky says. "We need to talk."
Heather and Kimberly stand either side, and slightly behind her, nodding in agreement.
"I really don't see what there is to talk about, girls."
"You're not being fair, Mrs Proctor," Heather says. "To any of us." She puts her hand on her hip and shifts her weight. The slight tremor runs all the way through her slender young body, and I whip my head across to look at Kimberly instead.
My face heats up with the beginning of a blush. "What do you mean, girls?"
Becky puts her hand on my arm. "Please, can we come in?"
No, no, no, I scream inside my head. Because if I let them in, then all those crazy feelings I can't explain will ambush me again. But as the pastor's wife, I'm supposed to extend hospitality to everyone. Darn it.
So I step aside, letting them come in. I offer them some refreshments, but they shake their heads.
Kimberly says. "We just want to talk."
"So talk," I say, not meaning to sound so snippy.
All three of them share a look. I'm not certain exactly what kind of look it is, but my belly tightens, and I'm suddenly finding it difficult to breathe.
"Okay, so we don't only want to talk," Becky says, moving right in close to me. I step back automatically, until my bottom bumps into the wall behind me. I cross my arms, partly in defiance, but mostly in defense.
"That's right," Heather adds. "We actually want to…" Her beautiful young face goes bright red, and she bites down on her plush bottom lip.
"Girls, please. What's happening here?"
Becky, always the most confident of the three, curls her pretty mouth up on one side, and slides her soft little hand side to side over my forearm, exploring the space from my wrist to my elbow and back again. "See, Vanessa," she says, calling me by name for the first time ever, her voice low and liquid. "We have a bet going between us."
"I don't like gambling." Yeah, because that's the really big issue right now. Oh, my…why is she still stroking her dainty fingers over my skin? Why does it feel so nice?
Heather moves in at one side, leaning against the wall beside me, her breath all warm against my neck. "Don't you want to know what the bet is?"
"It, um…it doesn't concern me."
Kimberly comes in at the other side, and I'm completely surrounded by beautiful young women. The light floral and fruit scents of their hair and their skin all combine to create a wonderful cocktail of sensual fragrance. "That's where you're wrong, V."
V? Nobody's ever called me anything but Vanessa, or Mrs Proctor, since I married Brent. I don't think I've ever had a pet name before, even when I was a little girl. So why does it thrill me to have this girl, barely 19 years old, talking to me like we have a special bond?
"I don't…understand…"
Becky glides her hand all the way up my arm, and presses her palm to the side of my neck. She comes up onto her tippy toes and leans in, until the tips of our noses are touching. "We think you like to dine at the Y. But you just can't admit it."
"Um…" She's so darn close to me I can't even focus. "What do you mean?"
Heather hums, sounding both curious and fascinated. "What we mean, V, is that you're into women."
"Um…"
“Like, sexually,” Kimberly says, and threads her fingers into my hair, easing my head around until I'm looking straight at her. "Becky thinks you're a lesbian. Heather thinks you're bi."
I swallow heavily, blinking like I could fly away on my eyelashes. "A–and you?"
Kimberly lets out a short laugh. "Me?" She pulls me a little closer. "I just wanna fuck you." She hauls me forward and comes to meet me, planting the soft heat of her mouth over mine, flicking the tip of her tongue against my lips until I open up to her.
My mind goes into overdrive as her sweet little whimpers vibrate against my mouth. But then I realize I'm kissing back. That I'm parting my lips and letting her tongue come inside. And I feel so damn good about it, that I don't even care anymore.
Then Becky moves in, and Heather does too, and before I know it, I'm being kissed, and touched, and fondled, and stroked in ways I never thought I'd ever be. By all three of my former babysitters, who should rightly be completely ticked off with me right now.
One of the girls, or all of them, untie my satin belt and part my robe. I'm breathless with embarrassment and excitement as they glide the garment back over my shoulders and let it fall to the floor.
I'm naked. Holy heck. Three beautiful young women are standing here with me, gazing at every exposed inch of my body. All my curves, all my flaws, all my—
"Fuck, you're beautiful, V," Becky says, her voice full of what sounds like awe.
"Me? No, I'm…I'm just—"
"Fucking gorgeous," Kimberly says, gliding the back of her hand down between my breasts and onto the roundness of my belly. I used to be flat there, like all three of them are, but since I had Gwendolyn…
"I knew you were into chicks," Heather says. "That's why you kept firing us. Right? Scared of how horny we made you?"
I don't want to admit it, but I've just had Kimberly's tongue in my mouth, and my entire body feels like it's on fire with lust. Sometimes it feels as if my needs and desires are eating me alive. This is definitely one of those times.
"I'm sorry, girls. I know I shouldn't feel these things. That it's a sin, and I'm an immoral woman. None of it's your doing."
Becky puts her small hands on my hips and steps even closer. "See, that's where I disagree. Firstly, I don't think it's a sin to feel hot for another woman. And secondly, it most certainly is our doing. In part, at least. I was trying like hell to seduce you from the moment I started babysitting for you."
"Oh, Lord…"
"Same," said Kimberly.
"Oh, fuck, yeah," Heather added. "It's a ton of fun playing around with each other, but we've all been crushing on you for ages, V."
The instant she finishes speaking, she pulls my face across and kisses me, harder and deeper than Kimberly did. And lord almighty, but it's so darn good I could just about cry.
I'm absolutely awash with sensations, and my ladyparts are even more awash with arousal. Gosh, even over the sweet scents of these three girls—their skin, their lip gloss, their shampoo—there are spicy bursts of my own fragrance. And I'm breathless with anticipation and more than a little fear.
The three girls work as a team, and they're as precise as they were back when they were cheerleaders in high school. Six hands kneading my breasts, my bottom, my hips, my thighs…and gliding ever closer to the holiest part of me.
Any time one of them glides her mouth away from mine, another one takes her place. Every sound I make is muffled and swallowed by the kiss of another woman. There's nothing going on right now but pure sin…and it's the most perfect moment in my sexual life.
I'm little more than a puppet right now, as Becky, Heather and Kimberly move my arms and legs out of the way, and kiss me in all kinds of interesting places. When Heather dips her head and draws my nipple into her sweet mouth, I arch so hard I bump my head against the wall. Without realizing I'm even moving, suddenly I have her lush brunette locks in my fist and I'm pulling her closer.
Kimberly works the same magic on my other side, flicking my pink bud with her tongue before wolfing that stiff little thing into her mouth as well. They work in perfect harmony, suckling and biting, whimpering with desire as they pleasure me.
But then Becky drops to her knees and kisses my belly, and I swear something short-circuits inside my brain. My entire body tenses, and I gaze down, between the brunette and dirty blonde of Heather and Kimberly. When I lock eyes with Becky, she fires that sexy lop-sided grin at me again, kisses me on one hip bone and then the other, and then trails the tip of her tongue back to the center.
The blue-eyed goddess kinks her head to the side and strokes her silky soft cheek over my trimmed pubic hair. She closes those pretty eyes and smiles, making a low purring sound as she rubs side to side over my kitty.
"Fuck, V," she murmurs. "You smell so tasty."
"T–tasty?"
"Oh, fuck yeah."
Becky opens her eyes as she parts her lips, and then kisses me right in the heart of my bush.
"Oh, lordy…"
My whole body trembles, and I hold tighter to Kimberly's and Heather's hair as Becky glides her luscious mouth lower. She blows a cool breath right through the dripping wet split of my…my pussy…and it drives a sweet shiver up and down my spine.
Kimberly and Heather each take hold of one of my thighs, and they pull firmly as they bite down on my nipples. I slide lower, parting my legs that little bit more, and Becky moans with desire.
"Holy fuck, you're beautiful, V." She licks her pretty lips…and then licks mine. The beautiful blonde drags her slick tongue along my split, moaning through her open mouth as she samples my most private area. For a moment she pauses, drawing her tongue inside and rolling it around in her mouth. "Jesus."
Her blasphemy comes out as a hot whisper, and her breath flows through my bush. As the pastor's wife, I probably should chide her for using the Lord's name in vain. But Heather chooses that moment to come back up and kiss me, driving her hot tongue deep inside my mouth.
Kimberly releases my other nipple and latches onto the side of my neck, sliding her hand across from my thigh to my bush. She glides it down until she has a finger either side of my slit and she draws me open. The air kisses my inner lips, and a second later, so does Becky.
I haul my head to the side, reluctantly breaking my kiss with Heather so I can gaze down at my blonde former babysitter. "Oh, lord, Becky, what are you doing? You…we…shouldn't be doing this."
She lifts her face away from me and smirks. There's no mistaking the wetness on her lips and her chin. "You want me to stop?"
I know she should. I'm a married woman and I'm not a…I mean, I don't think I'm…oh, Lordy. "No, Becky…I don't want you to stop."
"Then hush so I can eat your goddamn gorgeous pussy."
I let out a short gasp as Becky dives back in. Her tongue is like magic, fluttering and flicking over my clit, then sliding down and driving up deep inside me. She's got one hand up between my thighs, gripping my ass as she devours my kitty. And when she takes her other hand and slides two fingers inside me, I swear I'm slipping away from reality.
Heather and Kimberly chuckle, and then they lean across me, their mouths meeting in a kiss so deep and searching it has me gasping for breath just from watching it. Their lips part, their tongues wrestle, as they whimper with need only inches from my face. They each grip one of my breasts and squeeze as they moan into each other's mouth.
Becky takes her tongue out of me for a moment. "Fuck, that's hot," she hisses, and then takes my clit between her teeth, squeezing gently as she curls her fingers up inside me.
My whole body quivers as she glides in and out of my hot channel, all the while swirling her tongue around my throbbing bud. I can barely breathe, barely think, barely do anything but let her pleasure me in ways I've never experienced before. Certainly my husband has never made me feel this way.
Brent has barely ever even put his mouth down there. And honestly, I never expected him to. The whole thing always seemed so…sinful. Improper.
And it still does. Not only because it's not my husband down there. Not even just because it's a beautiful young woman swamping my kitty with her pretty little mouth. It's just that oral sex is, by its nature, an act of pure pleasure. Of indulgence. It's recreation, not procreation, and that's just…so…oh, my goodness, it's so fucking hot.
I cry out in shock at my own blunt rudeness, despite the fact that curse word only happened inside my head. I haven't allowed myself to even think that kind of language since…well, pretty much since I met Brent. Now, suddenly, nearly every thought I have is peppered with the filthiest words imaginable.
"You like this?" Becky asks between ravenous licks.
"Oh…" I suck in a hard breath and lean my head back on the wall. "Oh, fuck yes, Becky. Fuck me with your slutty little mouth..."
"Jesus Christ," Kimberly says, a hot, hissing whisper. "I've never heard you swear before, V."
"Yeah," Heather chips in. "I wasn't even sure you knew words like that."
"You little strumpets are corrupting me with your…your perfect bodies. Your perky tits. Your hot, wanton mouths. I want to fuck you all. Every fucking one of you."
Becky moans, long and low, and the sound buzzes against my most sensitive places. She pulls away with a filthy, sticky wet sound and mutters between her clenched teeth. "Curse words coming out of your mouth? It's the fucking hottest thing I've ever heard, V."
She slams back into the heart of my pussy and works me faster and faster, and the sounds of my own gasps and moans fill my ears. It's like a symphony of ecstasy, with all four of us moaning and whimpering, sighing and panting. My knees quiver, threatening to give way under the relentless demolition job that Becky's giving me with her savage mouth.
"I'm so close," I whisper, not even certain if she can hear me. "Oh, my goodness, Becky, I'm so, so close.”
"Fuck, yeah," Kimberly hisses. "Make her come, Becky. Make her come on your hot little tongue."
"Oh, fuck!" I let out a shrill scream as my entire body tenses. Every muscle in my arms and legs contracts as my clit pulses and throbs against Becky's eager mouth. My nipples ache as Kimberly and Heather squeeze them harder and harder, and my belly shoots out lightning that sparks through my limbs, and through my mind.
But it's nothing compared to the explosion of sensation in my pussy. My channel ripples and clutches, and my juices flow out into Becky's waiting mouth. She sucks and swallows, and I hear the wet sounds of her lips and tongue and throat as she drinks me down.
I'm floating away, on a wave of pleasure so deep and overwhelming I can barely keep my eyes open. I'm gasping for breath, clawing at the wall behind me, at Kimberly and Heather, at anything to hold onto as my orgasm rages through my body.
My vision blurs, and I feel myself falling. But then my world steadies again, and I'm aware of three beautiful young women holding me up, supporting me, as they smile and laugh and whisper words of encouragement into my ears.
Becky comes up to join the others, and we share a long kiss, with our tongues tangling and twisting, as I taste myself, rich and fresh and spicy on her sweet little mouth.
"Oh, my goodness," I whisper, when I finally manage to pull back. "You girls are going to be the death of me."
Heather giggles. "Then we should practice the kiss of life." She leans over and takes Becky's mouth, a kiss easily as hungry as the one she gave Kimberly before. She makes a sweet humming sound, and then licks a trail around her friend's pretty lips. It takes me a moment before I realize she's trying to taste my juices straight off Becky's skin.
Then Heather comes across and kisses me next, and I do the same thing. Tracing her lips, searching in vain for even the slightest trace of myself on her lush young lips. When I can't find any, the feeling of disappointment is a huge surprise. The kiss that follows is more than enough to tide me over, though. It's sweeter and softer than any of the other kisses so far, but it finds its way deeper inside me.
And even though I've already had an enormous orgasm, these three delicious young women aren't slowing things down. They're kissing me all over—even in some places my husband hasn't bothered visiting in years, if ever. Becky's focused on my neck and shoulders, Kimberly's working my hips and the outside of my thigh. Heather's kissing my belly and my breasts, her eyes closed and her mouth open.
I'm so used to sex with my husband—or at least, the memory of it, lately—that I probably assumed we were all done and dusted because one person climaxed.
As far as I know, none of these girls has come even close to orgasm yet. What kind of Christian—what kind of hostess—would I be if I didn't repay their…uh, kindness?
"Girls, can we…get more comfortable?"
Heather pauses, her lips pressed to my belly, a fraction of an inch above my short bush. When she looks up at me, it feels as if I could dive straight into those pretty brown eyes and swim away. Away from expectations, from strictures, from rules. And for this moment, I'm completely sold on the idea of that.
Becky takes my hand and pulls me away from the wall, and Heather and Kimberly move in behind me. The four of us head down the hallway to the spare bedroom. Each of these girls has spent a few nights there in the past. Back before I gave into my fear and misplaced shame, and fired their tight little asses.
The girls walk in and I close the door, leaning back on it as they strip each other's clothing away. They're so natural and easy about it, and it's clear they've done this many times before. But there's none of the weary indifference that Brent seems to feel these days when he sees me naked. There's still the playful thrill of discovery flashing between them.
When they're all naked, I'm lost in their sweetness for a moment. They're so young, and yet they're clearly fully-grown women. The soft plumpness of their cheeks is reflected across their entire beautiful bodies, from their high-riding breasts, to their softly curved bellies, and on down past their hairless mounds to their long, shapely legs.
Despite all the rules we're breaking, despite how wrong this all should seem, I don't believe I've ever felt so free in my life. The three girls snuggle in close, as if they're posing for a picture and I'm holding the camera. They press their heads in together as they gaze at me, and then Kimberly raises her hand to beckon me over.
My knees are not to be trusted as I step forward, but I manage to reach the three of them without collapsing. Each of them leans forward and kisses me on the lips, one at a time, and I can't hold in the soft moans of pleasure.
Then Heather and Becky fall back onto the bed, a gorgeous mess of tangled limbs. Kimberly crawls on and stops, her ass propped up toward me. She rolls down in between the other two and I have an absolute buffet of beauty presented to me. And it's impossible to know what to put in my mouth first.
So I crawl onto the bed and hover above all three of them. I kiss Kimberly first, on the side of her neck. Then Heather, on her cheek. And finally, Becky, on her full pink lips. From her, I still get the slightest taste of myself, and it scares me as much as it thrills me.
I'm still floating in that wonderful haze of lust and longing when I realize Heather has moved behind me, and has her soft hands on my ass. She gently spreads my cheeks, and her hot breath courses down over my most sensitive and private places.
As Becky hooks her hands around the back of my neck, Heather kisses first one cheek of my ass, and then the other. The two of them work together, and as Becky pulls me into a deep kiss, Heather pushes her tongue up against my tight little pucker, and starts swirling her wet, soft tip around my ring. It feels so darn good, and it takes me completely by surprise. I let out a low moan that Becky swallows whole, and it's all I can do to keep my knees underneath me, and my ass in the air.
A moment later, it's all to no avail, as Heather shoves my hips sideways and I roll over onto my back. Becky swoops over and latches onto my nipple, and Kimberly comes over the top and pillages my mouth with another deep, searching kiss.
The four of us are lost in a swirl of lips and tongues, of hands and limbs. Kimberly suckles on my tongue like a baby feeding, and Becky digs her teeth into my nipple so hard I cry out with sweet pain.
It's only when Heather swamps my wet slit with her perfect mouth that I think maybe I'm dreaming this whole thing. Despite everything we've already done, this moment is surreal in its entirety. To have three gorgeous young women pleasuring me all at the same time is something I'd never have dreamed of. My gosh, until an hour ago, I couldn't be certain I even liked women in that way.
Now, I'm sandwiched between three slinky young bodies, trying like heck to give back as good as I'm getting, and feeling certain I'll never be able to. I wrench my head to the side, just to catch my breath and beg for a reprieve.
"Please, girls…I can't take much more…"
Becky slides her hand across my belly as she sits up to gaze down at me with a hungry smile. "You can, V. And you fucking will."
"I need to…" I swallow before saying the rest, wondering if I'll even manage the words. When Heather drives her tongue deeper inside me, it's like she gives me the strength I need. "I need to taste you. Any of you."
"Mmm," Becky says, and wiggles her eyebrows.
"All of you," I moan.
That seems to be exactly the right thing to say, and Kimberly comes in closer beside me. I turn my head, and her shapely breast fills my vision. A moment later and her pretty little nipple fills my mouth.
I latch on, and I suck it like I stole it. I haven't sucked my husband's cock like this in years. I haven't wanted to. Not the way I want this.
Kimberly cries out and grips her perky boob, pushing it toward me as she throws her head back with pleasure. Becky leans across and suckles on her friend's slender throat, and I whip my head across so I can latch onto the blonde bombshell's tight, hard little nipple.
Kimberly and Becky work together to guide my hands down, begging without words for me to explore their bodies.
Heather's still sucking on my pussy, making fireworks explode behind my eyelids. She slides her hand down over my stomach, and then between my thighs. She takes her mouth off me for a second and glides her fingers along my slit, teasing my clit with the pad of her thumb. "Oh, fuck," I whisper. "Don't stop, Heather. Don't you dare stop."
She giggles and bites into my inner thigh. "You're so fucking sexy, V. I never thought you'd give in to your desires so easily."
"I never knew I had desires like this," I gasp. "Not until you girls showed me how good it could be."
Kimberly moans, plants her pretty mouth in the heart of my belly. Her nipple's still wet with my saliva, and one glance to the side shows me her tight young pussy is glistening as well. The entire room is filled with the sweet, hot scent of girl on girl sex.
"Oh, fuck," Becky whispers into my ear. She grips my breast as I suck on hers. "Fuck, I wanna watch you come again, V."
“Then you better watch me right now, Becky," I whimper. "Because I'm about to come all over Heather's tongue."
Becky lets out a long, low moan of excitement, and then she sits up. “Actually, I have a better idea.”
A moment later she tosses her leg over me and straddles my face. Heather dips her head and takes my clit in her mouth, fluttering her tongue over it as Becky eases her pretty young pussy down onto my mouth.
This moment is a revelation. Until today, I'd never even tasted my own pussy. Now here I am, with this young woman's most tender flesh kissing my lips.
I take a hold of Becky's hips, and I pull down so I can really drive my tongue home inside her. The sharp sweet tang of her hits me like liquor, and I grunt almost like a man as I stroke and poke and suck on her wet lips. She cries out, and it sounds like surprise as much as ecstasy. Like she thought I'd pull out when confronted with the sweet perfection of her…cunt.
Instead, I lap up every drop of Becky's arousal as I seek out her clit. She grinds herself down on me as Heather devours my pussy. The two of them work together, perfectly in sync, and it sends me rocketing toward another explosive climax.
"I'm gonna come," I whimper, barely able to even form the words as I munch on this sweet young pussy that's riding my mouth.
Kimberly stands above Heather, and takes hold of Becky's head. She gazes down into my eyes as she pulls her friend's face in against herself. And as Becky licks her hot young pussy, Kimberly shoots me a cockeyed smile. "Fuck yeah, you are," she says. "Come for us, V. Come all over Heather's beautiful fucking face."
Heather makes a sobbing sound of pleasure and drives her fingers deeper inside me, curling them up against my g-spot.
My whole body clenches, and then a hot rush of liquid heat explodes from my pussy. My clit pulses, my channel ripples, and my eyes roll back as I give in to the ecstasy of being completely lost to this moment. To three beautiful young women, all giving me everything they have, and taking everything I have to give.
I don't know how long it takes before I come back to earth. Before I feel as if I'm truly me again. But when I do, all three of them are huddled around me, stroking my hair and my face. Whispering sweet nothings to me.
I pull Becky closer and kiss her deep and hard, tasting Kimberly on her tongue. It's so intimate, and so delicious, that I just know I have to drink it straight from the source.
So, despite the fatigue of multiple orgasms, I find my way over between Kimberly's long, slender legs, and I plant my mouth down in her glistening slit. She gasps in surprise, and hauls her long legs wide apart, making fists in my hair. In mere seconds I start to lose control, and suddenly I'm driving my tongue through her hot lips, making stroke after savage stroke as I explore the sweet spice of her.
I glance across for a moment to see Becky down between Heather's thighs, drinking deeply. It feels as if we could do this all day, switching partners over and over, making each other come until every one of us succumbs to dehydration. But of course, that can't happen. My daughter will awaken soon enough. My husband will come home way before I could ever get enough of these three. But those are problems for later.
Right now, the only thing on my mind is taking Kimberly all the way to climax. I push first one, then two, then three fingers inside her hot little channel, and I close my lips around her clit. As I fuck her with my hand, I suck and lick and bite on her pleasure bud, and in next to no time, she tightens her fists, she pulls her knees right up, and she cries out like a siren as she comes against my mouth, filling my senses with the spice of her climax.
Moments later, Heather makes a sharp hissing sound as Becky takes her all the way over the edge as well.
When we all catch our breath, we huddle up together, all four of us in the double bed. We each glide our hands over the other women's bodies, we giggle and bite and moan as we worship each other. We share kisses rich with each other's nectar and savor it like it's a rare delicacy.
Then we cuddle up together, our legs tangled, our arms wrapped around one another's naked bodies. The scent of sex is still thick in the air, but it feels as if I've come home. Like I've found myself without having even realized I was lost.
All four of us whisper words of need, and of lust, and of pure fucking passion. And in the back of my mind, there's a tiny voice that whispers all the negative thoughts. About all the different kinds of sin I've just committed. Infidelity. Impurity. Lust and greed. Not to mention how these three have clearly coveted another man's wife.
But the love I feel right now is a wonderful warm blanket. And in this moment, it feels big enough, and powerful enough, to put out all the fires of hell.
I still don't know what this means for my marriage. All I'm sure of is that I, Mrs Vanessa Proctor, the pastor's wife…fucking love eating pussy. And I plan to do it every goddamn chance I get.
THE END
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