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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
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