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  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
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