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Introduction

Successful single mom, Jenna find that her new babysitter is more than just a good sitter when she goes lesbian for the first time!


Chapter One

Most times it takes just one small event—possibly by luck or maybe out of some kind of higher plan—for one’s life to change dramatically. I’ve had several of those kinds of events, my divorce being one of the bad ones.  But that really didn’t have the dramatic effect you’d think it’d have; I was pretty much tired of the relationship and we sort of grew apart. I still had my kids, and as a strong, independent woman, a divorce really was just another bump on the road that was my life. No, that wasn’t it. The small event which I think had a significant impact in my life came much after that.

It started, like the roll of a dice, when I got a new job—actually, it was just a move upwards, a promotion. I’ll tell you what, this was great: I was making progress in my career and I was pleased with myself (at least I tell myself that I am), my kids have a good life even though they don’t see me as often as I’d have wanted, but was I happy? That was the big question, and one I didn’t exactly have an answer to.

Life could sometimes get monotonous: I hardly maintained a social life outside of work (okay, I don’t), and I hadn’t considered going out with someone new since the divorce, not because I missed my ex — god, no — I just didn’t have the time.

I do have these occasional dinners I take my clients to, occasionally, which was part of my job, and I have to say that the little excitement I have stems from those dinners. Although some of those clients could be actual douchebags, but hey, the customer is always right, even if they are fucking pricks who tend to do the most inappropriate things at the most inappropriate times. The routine was the same each time I came back home: I’d say hi to the kids and catch up on their day, then I’d have a long soak and get in bed, a glass of wine in one hand and a book on the other. On some nights, however, the routine was having my door locked, my laptop in front of me, my legs splayed and my vibrator doing its thing as I took in some porn.

The week I encountered the little thing that would change my life, was just like every other week: I had a new client and I needed to take him for dinner and make him feel comfortable with our company and our approach. I wasn’t exactly thrilled by this idea; a couple of minutes with this guy already told me that he would try to get fresh with. I knew how to handle that, so I didn’t bother adding it to the list of headaches I had.

On most evenings, when I had these work-dinners, I always left my kids with a babysitter. I wouldn’t say I was one of those moms who prioritized work over her kids, but there just was no way I’d leave the kids alone so I had to get a babysitter. Before that, it’d really been tough balancing the whole thing, but the babysitter had turned out to be a great idea. The problem is, she wasn’t available.

“Oh no, what the hell? Oh, I’m sorry about my language.” That was the exact thing I said when I’d called the sitter to tell her that her services would be needed for the next evening.

How was I supposed to go about this? That client was important, my boss had stressed that a lot (a pity the lame dicks had to be the important ones), and the client had seemed pleased at the dinner idea.  And then on the other end were my kids.  I couldn’t just leave them alone with no babysitter, and I know how hard it would be to find a new one. I’d have to also interview them, just to make sure I wasn’t handing over my kids to some teen slut who would masturbate in my bed and watch porn, and … I stopped thinking for a moment; these stray thoughts, about a naughty babysitter, just sent a tingle to my pussy.

What the hell? Did I really want that? I found myself exploring the thoughts even further. I’d come back home earlier than usual (this, I hoped would really happen) and find that the kids had already gone to bed, and then I’d go to the kitchen hoping to find the babysitter but she wouldn’t be there, neither would she be in the bedroom.

But then I’d pick up some strange sounds coming from upstairs. Slowly, I’d climb the stairs, going one step at a time, and then the sound would become clearer as I got closer. What was it? Moans? I’d catch the unmistakable sound of pleasure and find the door half open, poking my head through to spot the babysitter with her legs wide open, a thick dildo deep in her pussy as she stared into the screen of her laptop, which would obviously be playing porn.

I thought of all this while still on the phone with the babysitter, and I found that my hand had already slipped in between my legs, rubbing my pussy through the thin material of my panty. The babysitter’s voice was what brought me back to reality. She apologized for disappointing me but said she had a friend she could recommend.

I knew this could be a much better solution, but I was still a bit skeptical.

“Are you sure?” I asked her and she said she was. I agreed to her recommendation because I really had no other option, and there was no way I could hire one in just a couple of hours. And so my former babysitter gave me the name and phone number of this friend, I thanked her and still mentioned how I still wished she could babysit my kids. She gave me a modest laugh and said how she wished that also, but her friend would be a much more perfect babysitter. That would be left for me to judge.

Kiara, a nice name. I’d call her later, but I had work which needed my attention.


Chapter Two

I finally got the chance to call Kiara. I squeezed out some free time that afternoon and dialed her number. I wasn’t able to reach her at first, and as a working woman that didn’t sit well with me. What if I wanted to call and check up on my babies? I already had my doubts, but that all changed pretty quickly when she called me about a half hour later.

She was all apologies when I answered the call, but I was much too distracted by her voice to even care.

“Ms. Rodgers,” she said in a bold kind of voice which gave me the impression that she was one of those people who were very sure of themselves. Her voice also had a kind of smoothness to it; the kind I was sure could put people to sleep.

“I am so sorry,” she continued. “Silly me, I have actually been waiting all day for this call and then I miss it when it finally comes. I’m really sorry.”

“That’s okay,” I said, catching myself subconsciously switching to a cool voice.

“Then, I assume you know why I called?”

“Of course,” she answered, “and I will be willing to start as soon as possible.” She paused and then quickly added, “I, uh, know you’ll want to interview me and all.”

“That’s a given,” I said, still trying to sound cool. “How about we meet up someplace?”

“Great,” she said in an excited voice. “I’m actually free right now, so any time would be perfect.”

I thought about it. I had no pressing work at the moment, and the earlier I got a babysitter, the better. Besides, I really was curious now to see the face behind that confident voice.

“Alright,” I said and we arranged to meet up at a coffee shop in thirty minutes.

“I will see you soon, Ms. Rodgers and I promise you won’t regret this.”

The excitement in her voice was amusing; I definitely wanted to meet her now. The next couple of minutes were a blur, and it went by pretty fast. About ten minutes to the time I was to meet Kiara, I left the office and drove down to the coffee shop.

When I first met Kiara, oddly, I knew immediately who she was among the crowd of people walking past the coffee shop; not only was her voice vibrant and exciting, she also had the face. This wasn’t something I could really explain, then again it could have been just plain luck. I parked around the curb and saw her watching me as I stepped out and made for the coffee shop.

“Kiara?” I asked when I got close enough to the young lady in a jean short and light top. She had tanned skin and blonde hair; a slender body and nice breasts the size of what you’d expect from a college-aged young woman. There was a glow in her eyes when she saw me step out of my car; a sort of sincere admiration, and this made me conclude in my mind that I’d give her the job (it was a bias, I know, but who cares?).

“Ms. Rodgers,” she said, smiling broadly and looking me over. I almost felt shy from the way she stared at me; almost, but I’d seen these kinds of stares a lot of times at work that it really didn’t move me. But wait a minute, I don’t think I’d ever gotten that look from a female before.

“Nice ride,” she said, that glow still in her eyes.

We went into the coffee shop and picked a table at the far corner, where we had a little privacy.

“So, Kiara … first of all, pretty name.”

She burned red and she battered her eyes, smiling. “Thanks.” It was nice to see someone take a compliment so well, and I noticed her cheeks were dimpled — which I thought was absolutely gorgeous — and her nails were neatly manicured. I liked what I was seeing.

I smiled and gave her a slight nod, distracted for a short moment by the smell of coffee wafting around me. “Tell me more about yourself.”

“Well, I’m in college and I’m studying fine art. I think nature is beautiful, and I also think there’s beauty all around us, all we just have to do is look.”

She had her fingers locked on the table, and her eyes on me as she said that. What the hell? I felt my heart thump, and tried hard not to blush because that would have looked pretty awkward.

“Fine art? That’s nice.  I never really could make anything out of a pencil and paper.”

She giggled. “That’s fine; art is in us, so if you could hold a pencil and put down anything from your mind then that’s art.”

“You sure haven’t seen me with a pencil. Trust me, I’m no good at that.”

“I also love music,” she continued. “And movies, and books, mostly cheesy romance titles.  Nicholas Sparks, those kind of stories”

“Interesting,” I said. I also did; a pastime I wasn’t really proud of: getting lost in fantasies of love and happy endings, you know, the things I really didn’t think I’d have. I looked up and saw that she had her eyes on me, almost scrutinizing, and she didn’t look away when we locked gazes. Emerald green eyes.

“I like that.” That was my opportunity to look away. “I also love reading books.”

“Really?” her eyes glowed and she clasped her hands together.

“Yeah, I have a couple of them.” I mentioned a few of my favorite authors and she gasped, telling me how much she loved those ones, too. We began a sort of mini-game when we listed an author and the books they’ve written which we’ve read. I found myself smiling after a few minutes.

“It’s really rare to find someone who reads the same books as you,” I said and she told me something about fate working in mysterious ways.

Barely fifteen minutes with her and I already felt comfortable. She had an open-minded personality, one I felt attracted to.  I loved the way she just talked and talked, as if we hadn’t just met twenty minutes ago.

“So, besides that, tell me about your personal life. Any relationships? Family?” I had to add ‘family’ so it wouldn’t seem like I was prying, but really I wanted to know what her dating life was like. After all, I’d already made up my mind that she would be perfect for the job.

Her cheeks flushed again. “Well, I’m not really in any relationship at the moment.”

“Why not?” I asked, “You seem like such a nice girl.”

She looked away, her gaze drawn. “Well, I guess. I broke up with my girlfriend a couple of weeks ago, or rather she broke up with me.” Her chest heaved as she exhaled heavily, her fingers tapping on her coffee mug.

“Did you say girlfriend?” It was an automatic response; the word “girlfriend” threw me off a bit.

She turned to me softly, her eyes glowing again. “Yeah, I’m bisexual.  I hope that’s OK …”

I was stunned. I literally had no idea what to say next, so my lips just hung open and I shook my head, not blinking. She smiled at the expression on my face. “I get that reaction a lot.”

“That’s ummmm, wow … interesting,” I said, still fishing around for the right words. I wanted to know more but I just had no idea how to go about it. It turned out I really didn’t have to bother myself because she told me everything. She was really open about it, telling me how much fun being with other girls was.

“Wow, you know what, Kiara?” I said and she looked up at me, smiling innocently in a way that showed off her dimples.

“Hmm?”

“You’re hired.”

“Yes,” she said, with so much excitement in her voice. “You won’t regret it, Ms. Rodgers.”

“You can call me Jenna,” I told her with a smile on my face, trying my best to make it a friendly one and not a sultry one because her confession and our casualness was making my crotch tingle and my clit to perk up a bit.

She stared at me deeply like she had something on her mind. She blushed as she spoke, “You know, I really admire how successful you are. I mean, wow, I just wish I get to become like you someday.”

“That’s sweet of you, Kiara. And believe me, you’re on the right track. Between the both of us,” I said and leaned closer, “I like just how open-minded you are. It’s … refreshing.”

Our eyes met and we stayed silent, staring at each other. I broke eye contact, feeling the heat of the building tension.  We were flirting – no doubt about it.  She made me feel … comfortable.  Comfortable in these new feelings I was having, which only made my pussy swoon more.  My clit was full-on pulsating at this point.  My thoughts went to her pretty mouth sucking on my erect clit … but I had to stop my sexy thoughts.  After all, we were in a public place!

“How about I give you a ride?” I asked as we stepped out of the coffee shop.  I could feel the moisture between my legs.  One thing about me is that I get turned on easily and this moment was turning me on.

“Not necessary, Jenna,” she said in a voice so natural it felt as if we’d been friends since forever.

“You sure? It’s getting pretty hot out here.”

She smiled and took out a pair of sunglasses from her bag. “I got my glasses.” She put it on and posed with her hand on her hips, “How’s it?”

“Beautiful.” I almost said ‘hot’, but I don’t think I was ready for whatever reaction that would cause.

“Thanks for this opportunity, Jenna. You won’t regret it.”

“I know I won’t,” I said and watched her as she walked away, my eyes especially on her small as squeezed into her shorts, wiggling as she got farther away.

I found myself thinking about her as I drove by to the office. I thought to myself that she had everything: a beautiful body and an attractive personality. I even found myself thinking about the possibility of another coffee date with her; it was a good thing my kids were still little—I’d make sure she had a lot of babysitting assignments.

Later that night, after going through my usual routine and making sure the kids were in bed, I hurriedly got in bed and grabbed my laptop. All through the remaining hours at work I’d constantly heard Kiara’s voice in my head, laughing and telling me she was bisexual. This set off an excitement in me again and one I wanted to enjoy as much as possible.

It took a few taps on the keyboard for me to get into one of my favorite porn sites. I moved the cursor with my right hand and bit the nails on my left as I browsed through the categories. I stopped at ‘lesbian’ and immediately felt my heart pace faster. Looking around the room, as if to make sure I was still alone, I clicked on it.

I found a video of a young blonde, just like Kiara, and the whole setting was about a college dorm scenario. With my earbuds in place, I clicked on it and it began to play. It started with two girls kissing and then fingering each other’s pussies, screaming wildly.  The sounds of sloppy wet pussy fingering penetrated my ears as my own snatch began to moisten with my creamy juices.  My clit was already pulsating and pushing through the soft petals that surrounded it.

My breathing became heavier and I spread my legs wide. With my eyes still on the girls, as they began to sixty-nine themselves, I licked two of my fingers and started to massage my clit.  My clit was already wet with my cum and almost jumped as I touched it lightly and began circling my fingertip around the top.  God, I loved my clit.  I loved being aroused by working my love button.  I was definitely a clit woman!

A soft moan escaped from my throat as I pushed my fingers into my wet snatch, trying to go as fast as the girls.

“Kiara,” I moaned and shut my eyes, imagining it was her moans that were filtering into my ears; that it was her hand caressing my boobs, and her fingers going deep into my swollen pussy and bringing me close to an orgasm. I held my breath and kept my eyes closed, my fingers moving faster. The room soon broke with the sound of my orgasm as I writhed on the bed, gasping and moaning, and screaming her name. I fell asleep shortly after, not bothering to turn off the porn. Kiara. That was the name that echoed through my head as I slipped into a beautiful dream.

Knowing that Friday was when Kiara would come and babysit the kids, and when I'd be able to see her again, got me jittery. Luckily, Friday finally came.


Chapter Three

It was a cold evening and while the kids jumped around, escaping me and their pajamas in my hand (these things have never really been easy for me). I know how strong-willed I am, but I haven't really got it clinched, getting the kids to do what I want; they have so much energy, so trying to make the two of them do anything was something of a hit-or-miss trick.

I finally got them in their pajamas. My eyes frequently went to the clock, checking for when Kiara would arrive. There was a weather update on the news about a snowstorm expected to hit tonight.

"Just great," I mumbled to myself and placed my hand on my waist. I wonder of I could just cancel the dinner, I'm sure the client wouldn't mind, and besides there were many other days to subject me to that torture. Of course, I'll do it, I thought to myself and picked up the phone.

Just as I made to dial a number, the doorbell rang. Kiara! I felt my heart thump painfully and my hands became sweaty.

Placing the phone on the … Well, I have no idea where I placed the phone, because it literally fell from my hand when I heard the bell.

"Deep breaths," I said to myself and reached the door. I was a stranger to this jumpy feeling; my hands were all sweaty, my chest wouldn't stop thumping, and I found myself rehearsing my opening lines. What the hell?

Smoothing down my well-fitted black dress (which I'd hoped wouldn't make that work dinner weird, but I knew was smashing on me), I opened the door and there she was, looking straight at me.

"Hi, Jenna," she said and waved her hands. Her hands and eyes went over me and she smiled. "You're looking stunning."

Take it easy, I told myself and flashed her a soft smile. "And you're looking charming. Come in." I watched her walk in, my eyes on the tight fight pants she wore, and her ass as it wiggled in it. She didn't seem concerned about the snowstorm expected to hit, obviously, because she wore a nice sleeveless top which showed me just how round and firm-looking her tits were. I stood there, wondering what it'd be like to knead those beautiful, firm tits and suck on them, tongue flick the nipples ... Slow down, Jenna, I thought to myself.

I came to my senses when she called out to me. I spent the next few minutes getting her acquainted with the house and the kids (they seemed to love Kiara's energy just as much as I did), and when their bed time was.

“And you can go ahead and watch porn, and masturbate on this couch right here so I'll barge in on you when I get back.”

I wanted to say this, but I knew I'd never, so I just pushed those thoughts aside.

"Don't worry, Jenna, these beauties are in the right hands," Kiara said, bending over the kids in such a way that I got a nice view of her tits from her top. I even thought for a moment that she was referring to those lovely mounds.

"I don't doubt that," I said, grabbing a coat and trying to pry my eyes off her chest. "I'll catch you guys soon."

I blew them kisses and almost gasped when Kiara looked at me and pursued her, kissing the air. Despite the cold night, I felt hot as I got into my car and drove off.

Throughout the dinner, sitting opposite this client who grinned constantly and stroked his chin repulsively (probably thinking he was being sexy), I found my thoughts straying back to the house, where Kiara was. What was she doing right now? The kids would probably be asleep by now, which would mean that she was alone. The client talked all through the dinner and I was forced to nod and smile through it all, and then he checked his phone and mumbled something about the weather. I agreed, and we both agreed to see the dinner some other time. All in all, I think the dinner went well, but the snow storm outside was becoming more apparent and I think it made him uncomfortable. We both stood up, ready to leave.

"A pleasure," I said to him and gave him a professional handshake, not letting it linger like he obviously wanted.

The drive back home was longer than normal, and for the first time I had my mind on something else other than Kiara. Visibility was low, with the road covered in ice and a thick mist covering the air. The whispers were on as I drove carefully, my eyes focused on the taillights which seemed like a pair of red eyes ahead of me.

Ten minutes later, I turned into my driveway and parked the car. The storm was fiercer now, blowing blistering-cold winds, with snow falling heavily. My feet dug into the snow as I half-walked half-ran towards the front door. My hands were cold as I rummaged through my bag for my keys, cursing at myself and the freaking cold. Fortunately, I heard the front door click and warm light fall onto the porch as the door opened.

"Jenna, you okay?" Kiara said and rushed out to help me in. Of course I was fine, but seeing that concerned look in her eyes made me feel better. I felt warm, and it had nothing to do with the heating inside the house.

"Yeah, I'm good," I answered and took off my coat.

"That's some storm out there, right?" Kiara said and pushed the curtain aside. I stood next to her and peered outside. The storm was hitting hard, with white flakes falling increasingly, effectively covering the ground. The air whooshed with the storm, blowing cold air into the house. I shivered, and noticed that she was staring at me.

"You must be cold," her soft voice came and I turned to her, nodding slightly. Shutting the window and closing the curtains, she held my hand and led me to the sofa.

"I know just the right solution." She smiled and stood on her toes.

What was happening right now? I just stared, saying nothing but feeling my heart pace twice as fast, my thoughts racing around. She leaned close to me, her twinkling and her lips glittering, and said, "I got a little trick for when I'm cold, and I used to do it with my girlfriends all the time."

This is really happening. I could smell her: fresh and sensual, her top loose enough to see her lovely breasts all the way down to her nipples.

"Yeah?" I asked in a croaky voice, running my tongue over my dry lips and trying to gulp down the lump in my throat.

She smiled and her eyes opened wide. "A glass of wine."

I exhaled and smiled back. "Really?"

"Of course," she answered and sat close to me, her hand on her knees. "It always helps warm up the system."

"It's a plan then," I said and got up. A thought came to my mind and I turned to her. "There's no way you're going back home in this storm, so I guess you're staying over."

She giggled and clapped her hands in an amusing way. That girl's something, I thought to myself and went to get a bottle of wine.

I wasn't in a hurry to get back, even though I'd already picked a bottle of wine and a couple of glasses. Right there in my living room was a girl who made me feel strangely excited, in a way I never really thought a girl would. I liked it, but it made me nervous: what if I was reading too much into this? What if this was just being natural and jovial.

I heard soft footsteps coming up to the kitchen.

"There you are," Kiara said and poked her head in. "Was wondering if you'd gotten lost or something."

I laughed. "I was just about to join you." She offered to help me with the glasses and we both went back to the living room.

"I gotta say, Jenna," she said as I opened the wine bottle. "You got a nice place here."

"Thanks." I smiled and looked around. "I guess it is nice."

"Much better than my shitty dorm room, that I can say," Kiara told me and collected the glass of wine I offered her.

"It can't be that bad," I said to her and sipped my wine just as she sipped hers.

"Oh, trust me, it is. Like, I have this roommate who's, well, loose." She looked at me as she said the word 'loose'.

"How so?" I asked, already getting curious.

"For one, she fucks a lot."

I nearly choked on my wine as she said that, and with such a casual expression on her face. I had no reply for that, so I let her continue.

She turned to me, her eyebrows raised, and a sly expression on her face. "She's a lesbian, by the way. She always brings her girlfriends over and they like fuck a lot. I'm okay with that, really," she said and sipped her wine. "I mean, I do like a good pussy eating every now and then, so ..."

I tuned out after she mentioned 'pussy eating'. Her lips moved as she talked and explained her living situation, but all I could do was imagine her eating out another girl. I squirmed on my seat, my pussy heating up. A good pussy eating … that sounded awesome, and it made me curious and the fact that I felt that way made me grow hot inside me and it made my clit twitch and my snatch cream even more.

Draining my glass and letting the alcohol seep into my veins, I decided to stir the conversation.

"I've never really seen, you know, a girl get her pussy eaten before."

Kiara immediately paused and her cheeks flushed. She stared straight at me, "Are you kidding? It's the best."

I shrugged. "Most of the men I've been with just want to get their dicks in me, hump me a couple of times and shoot their load on my tits."

She shifted closer to me and frowned. "Guys are dicks," she muttered and looked away. We both said nothing for the next minute, albeit a growing sexually tense one.

I offered to refill her glass and she agreed. And then came another tense minute. There was a distant expression on her face, as if she was considering something, and then she bit her lips and turned to me. "Jenna, I ..."

"What is it, Kiara?"

She placed her glass gently on the coffee table and poked at the threading on her pants. "Is it crazy that I think you're amazing?" She continued before I could say anything. "You're amazing, really. You're this strong woman who's achieved so much, and I find it so sexy. Plus," she looked straight into my eyes, "you got a nice body."

"Yes, it's crazy," I said and sat upright. Her shoulders sagged and she looked away, frowning. Then I added, "I think crazy is good, and I also think you're sexy and so amazing."

She gasped and turned to me, shifting even closer. "Really?"

I bit my lower lip and watched the way her tits bounced as she shifted closer. I could feel the churning in my stomach and my pussy heating up.

"You said something about how you've never seen a girl get eaten out before," she said.

"Uh-huh."

"Can I assume you've had a girl go down on you before?"

I blushed hard and looked down, shaking my head, my heart thumping like crazy. The next thing I felt was her hand on my shoulder, running slowly down my bare arms.

"I guess you'll like to know what that feels like," she whispered into my ears and I nodded slowly. Her hands fell on my chest and pressed my tits, then she slowly dropped down and held my knees. She looked up at me but said nothing, then she pushed my dress up and parted my legs.

"Beautiful," I heard her mutter as she traced the inside of my thighs with her finger and pushed my dress further upwards, giving her a good view of my panty-clad pussy. I let out a moan as I felt her finger rubbing at my slit, circling around it. "You're so wet," she said softly and kissed my pussy and licked it through the soaked fabric. "So wet …" she repeated and hooked her thumb into my panty and pulled it down my legs.

I felt the hotness of her breath on my pussy as she stuck her tongue out and slowly licked it, paying attention to my clit. I moaned again and moved my hips, grinding into her face as she covered my pussy with her lips and began to suck on it.

"Oh God," I squealed and immediately cupped my mouth to reduce the noise.

"Shhhh," Kiara said and looked up at me, her lips wet with her saliva and my juices. "You don't want the kids to wake up."

I shook my head, my mouth still cupped, and moved my head from side to side, holding in my moans as she continued to lick my pussy. She moved her tongue a lot, sticking it into my hole and pushing it deeper. I moaned and dug my fingers into her hair, pushing her deeper into me.

She smacked her lips and looked up at me again, "you're pussy tastes so, so good." Without allowing me the chance to answer her, she stuck her finger into my pussy. I gasped and threw my head back, my legs trembling. She moved her fingers inside my pussy and stuck in another, wiggling and moving it around. Then she took it out and moved up to me.

"Mmmm," she moaned before me and raised her glistening fingers, coated in my juices, to her lips. She sucked on it and then pressed her lips into mine.

I don't think I've ever been kissed so aggressively; so hungrily, with her tongue swirling around in my mouth and pushing against mine. She grabbed my tits and pinched it, then broke the kiss and looked at me.

"I need to fuck you right now, take me to your bedroom." Her voice was deeper, more demanding. We went into my bedroom, careful not to be too noisy, and the moment I shut the door she leaped at me and pushed her hands under my dress, cupping my ass.

We kissed deeply, but for a shorter time as she stepped back and began to take off her clothes.

"After I met you at the coffee shop," she said, still taking off her clothes. "I felt so fucking horny that I fucked my roommate when I got back."

She dropped her pants to the floor, leaving only a black thong. "Look how fucking wet these are," she said and fell on the bed. She spread her legs for me and pulled the thong so that it fell in between her pussy. "You did this to me, now finish the job,” she said with a devilish grin that made my clit pulsate through my soaked panties

She really didn't have to tell me. I dropped down on the bed, completely naked, and she held me close to her. Her hand slipped in between my legs and she began to caress my pussy, smearing my juices all over my fingers. She began to move her fingers in and out of my pussy, moaning as she did so.

I lay on top of her and her nipple in my mouth while my other hand kneaded her tits. I paused occasionally, as I felt her fingers go deeper into my pussy, and I moved my ass up and down, humping them.

Kiara pushed me off her and I rolled onto the bed on my side. She kissed me and rubbed her fingers on my lips, and I sucked them. Then she turned around and pushed her pussy on my face and her face in between my legs. It was the first time I tasted a real pussy, and it was intoxicating. She moaned into my pussy as I feasted on hers, slurping on her wetness and pulling her swollen lips with my teeth, although I have to say that I was still a bit amateurish.

She stuck her tongue into pussy, her moves more deliberate and precise. Her tongue twisted in and out and flicked over my clit. I shivered when she first touched that sensitive flesh, and she giggled when I reacted that way. Then she focused on it, nibbling it softly and running her tongue over it.

I felt bolts of pleasure moving through my body as she worked on my pussy; my legs shook under her and my hips bucked.

"I'm about to cuuuum, fuuuuck!" I said and gritted my teeth, her pussy grinding on my face.

She paused and said, "Cum for me, baby."

Her words sent shivers through my body, and when she went back to eating me out I felt my orgasm spark and begin to wash through me. It flowed from the tip of my toes and rocked my body, making me jerk around on the bed, and still her mouth remained on my pussy, sucking furiously as I got closer.

Just as I was about to come, she suddenly slid off me. I moaned and opened my eyes to see what happened and was about to ask her to continue when I felt her jam her fingers into my pussy and begin to finger me furiously. I squealed and gasped, and moaned and thrashed, and before I knew it I raised my hips and flooded her face with my juices.

"Yeah, baby, spray those juices all over my face," she said and repeatedly smacked my pussy, thrusting her fingers into it and rubbing my clit as I came.

I was still breathing heavily, trying to catch my breath, when she sat on me and pushed her soaking pussy down on my lips. "Fucking eat my pussy, baby," she said and started grinding her pussy into my face. I held her soft thighs, caressing her smooth skin as I tried to do what she'd just done to me.

It wasn't exactly easy because I could still feel the aftershock of my orgasm and my pussy was still flaming hot, craving to be touched.

"Baby, come on," she said, her voice more closely resembling a squeal. I pushed my tongue into her soft pussy, lapping up her juices and playing with her clit. She moved her hips faster, and I smacked my lips harder. I found her clit and grazed it against my teeth.

"Fuuuuck," she said and let out a groan. "That feels good, don't ... stop." Her voice became softer now and her words halted. Taking hold of her, I pushed her back against the bed and got in between her legs. I needed to see her pussy, and admire it.

Her hands were on her tits and her eyes on me as I pulled her closer to me and spread her legs. Her pussy glistened with her wetness, and her lips were swollen. I kissed her soft, pink flesh, and ran my tongue along the slit, tasting her juices.

"Are you sure you've never done this before?" She asked in between gasps and I smiled. I pressed my finger against her pussy and was surprised to see how tight she was. She gasped and let out a loud moan when I pushed in a second finger. Curious, I inserted a third and by now her gasps were constant. Starting slowly at first, I moved my fingers halfway out and stuck it back in. I soon built up a rhythm and was soon going faster.

"Harder, finger the hell out of my tight pussy," she demanded and I obliged. Keeping my fingers in place, I moved up to her and replaced her hand with my mouth, sucking hard on her nipples as I fingered her. She placed her hand around my neck and pulled me closer.

"Baby, I'm about to come."

Her pussy tightened around my fingers and she moved her hips faster. I took her nipples between my teeth and bit it softly, getting a squeal out of her. A minute later, her body began to shake and she pushed her hips higher.

"Here it..." She began and paused halfway through when her pussy erupted. I sometimes think of myself as a squirter, but I guess I was wrong; Kiara's juices spurted out of her pussy, and onto my hand. I slipped down and rested my mouth on it, sucking on her pussy until she stopped moving and her legs relaxed.

Kiara came up to me and held my head, kissing me wildly, like she'd done before, and licked off her juices from her face. We lay on top of each other and moved our hips together, grinding our pussies over each other. She fingered me some more and I came a couple more times, and so did she. We lay together, spent and caught our breath. I licked my lips, tasting her juices and enjoying it. I turned to her.

"Do you know where the guest room is?" I asked, barely able to process my words. She nodded and kissed me. "I think I do."

She got up slowly, and I watched her walk across the room, her pussy red and dripping, and her ass wiggling. The room soon became blurry and I fell asleep.


Chapter Four

I woke up the next morning, feeling elated and refreshed. Has it all been a dream? I wondered, then I heard the voices coming from the living room and I saw Kiara's thong on the edge of the bed, and I smiled. It had been fucking real. I rolled off the bed, still feeling my pussy tingle, and then I took a shower and put on a light skirt and a top. I joined them for breakfast, happy to see the kids looking so playful, and relieved to see Kiara again.

"Good morning," she said when the kids ran to greet me.

"Kiara, how are you this morning?"

"Refreshed," she said and winked at me.

I looked out the window, at all the snow. "Looks like you're gonna be here a while, Kiara. Do you mind staying the weekend?"

She smiled and shrugged. "Sure."

We sat beside each other on the dining table, and we had breakfast. After breakfast, the kids went out to have fun in the snow while I helped Kiara clear up the table. Once in the kitchen, I felt her hand rest on my ass and casually slip up my skirt  and grab my crotch.

"Last night was something," she said, her lips on the back of my ear.

"It was," I answered and moaned. She turned me around and pressed my body into me, her hand still rubbed my crotch. I grabbed her ass and raised her skirt, slipping my fingers in and was surprised to find out that she had no panty underneath.

"You're naughty," I whispered to her and slowly stuck a finger into her pussy, feeling her sticky juices.

"Mmmm," she moaned. "I am?"

"Damn right, you are," I said and leaned in to kiss her.

"Then you ought to do something about it," she said, also whispering.

"Yes." I heard the subtle laughter of the kids outside and then kissed her lips again. "But maybe not here."

We spent the morning talking about the thrills of last night, and we touched each other at every chance we got, and I was happy; I knew that the weekend was going to be interesting and I just couldn't wait to get it started. Perhaps I should order some toys, too. We held each other and kissed again. 
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