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MEREDITH



 



I didn’t mean for it to happen. It just did. Sure, a lot of people say that but in this case it’s true. Let me explain.



But first, a little bit about me. I’m a never married, single mom who got knocked up in high school. I kept the kid, dumped the boy who would be his father, and raised my daughter on my own. That was twenty-three years ago. As you can see, my ability to make really bad decisions is near legendary.



Oh, I’m Meredith by the way.



My latest poor choice involves my current boyfriend, Ben. He’s a rich hedge fund manager who wants just two things; to make money on Wall Street and then to make more money on Wall Street. At first, he was charming and generous—isn’t that always the case—and we had a lot of fun together. But as soon as things got serious, like when I moved in with him, Ben’s true colors came out and he returned to his true passion. That’s right, making money.



He still liked having me around and being arm candy wasn’t a new experience for me—I did mention my poor decision-making ability, didn’t I—in exchange for living in his million-dollar house in the suburbs, a country club membership, and unquestionable access to his nearly unlimited bank accounts. As mistakes go, it wasn’t my worst ever. Not by a long shot.



Still, I can’t say I don’t feel neglected being treated like last Christmas’ plaything relegated to the toy chest and only brought out when he needed to show off how beautiful his plus one was. I tell you this, not because it’s particularly important—it not—but to explain how I got into my current situation



As usual, Ben was too busy with work to be bothered going on college visits with his eighteen-year-old daughter Phoebe. My own daughter had finished college four years ago. I’d been through the process. When I told Ben that, he beamed and said, “Great. You take Phoebe and do the whole tour thing. Let me know how it goes when you get back.”



I tried to tell him this wasn’t about visiting schools. It was an opportunity for him to spend some quality time with his daughter before she took that next big step into adulthood.



It’s a bonding experience, I told him. Before she’s gone.



He didn’t care.



On the plus side, I liked Phoebe. We got along swell. There was none of that potential stepmom step-daughter rivalry that comes with girls being threatened by their dad’s new girlfriend. That was especially nice since I had zero intentions of ever marrying Ben. I was along to ride the sugar-daddy express for as long as I could and all three of us knew it.



So did I have a problem taking a two-week, all-expense paid trip through a good portion of the Midwest, on Ben’s black card? Not in the least. In fact, I looked forward to the trip and so did Phoebe.



My big mistake came at the second college we visited. As part of the “college experience” this school required Phoebe stay overnight in a dorm room. After we did the walking tour and listened to how wonderful the school was and what a great student body they had and about their award-winning curriculum, and we finished up the day’s orientation, the young man who’d been our tour guide—a handsome young man named Brad took his group of six young men and six young girls, including Phoebe, to the dorm to get settled in.



That suited me just fine. I gave Phoebe a kiss on the forehead and headed for my hotel.



Once there I booked a six o’clock massage at the onsite spa. Afterward, relaxed and feeling relaxed and wonderful, I showered, dressed, and headed back to the college to pick Phoebe up for a late dinner. This was something we agreed on in advance. It’s important to realize that. My showing up should’ve been in no way a surprise.



At the dorm building’s lobby, I approached a young man on duty at the front desk. He directed me to Phoebe’s room. It was on the second floor, two doors down from the elevator. In the reflective shine of the elevator door I caught the young man checking out my ass as I walked.



I smiled. At forty, I’ve still got it, I thought proudly.



I found Phoebe’s room easily enough. I knocked, but got no answer. Maybe she was with some of the other students, in a dayroom talking or watching TV. I didn’t want to disturb them so I decided I’d wait inside for her to come back. I turned the doorknob. It was unlocked. I went inside.



The room was tiny, as dorm rooms tend to be. A single, it had a queen-size bed, a fake wood-laminated desk, a wardrobe, and a matching chest of drawers with a mirror hung over it. I registered all that in a blink of an eye because as I entered the room what caught my full attention was Phoebe.



Let me backtrack here and tell you about Phoebe. First off, she’s a knockout.



A lithe brunette with tortoiseshell-framed glasses that gave her that sort of bookworm, nerdy, yet sexy librarian sort of vibe. She wore a distressed blue jean skirt and a white button down blouse tied between her petite boobs. The blouse was sheer enough to make it clear she wore no bra, but not see-through enough to appear slutty. Bobby socks and flats completed the outfit that in hindsight should have been a warning sign to me for what came next.



As I stopped short in the doorway, Phoebe was on her knees, on the bed, leaned over with her brown hair hooked behind one ear. Under her was Brad, the young man who’d conducted the campus tour earlier in the day. He was a handsome boy with curly brown hair that wasn’t too long. He had on the same blue jeans and collage T-shirt he’d worn earlier. On the back it read faculty, as I recalled. I couldn’t tell that at the moment because he was lying on the bed with his back propped up against a bunch of pillows. He had his arm cocked and folded behind his head. His jeans were unzipped and pulled down to his knees. His eyes were closed and his mouth hung opened slightly. His expression was one of unmeasurable pleasure.



Why?



I’m here to tell you why.



Phoebe had her back to the door but hunched over the way she was, and the way her head bobbed up and down and the slobbering slurpy sounds coming from her, there was no question at all as to what she was doing. From Brad’s soft, satisfied moaning there was no questioning Phoebe’s ability either; she appeared quite able to give a damn good blow job.



Of course, now it was my turn to make a bad decision instead of a good one. Did I slowly back out of the room and let Phoebe—a young adult of appropriate age—enjoy her first sexual college experience? Nope. I knocked hard on the open door.



Brad snapped opened his eyes and scooted back away from Phoebe. She stopped what she was doing and twisted around. They both wore a look of complete horror at having gotten caught by me.



I felt my cheeks get hot and in shock, said the first thing that came to my mind. “What the hell are you doing?”



A stupid question, I know. It was quite obvious what they were doing.



Phoebe shifted on the bed and looked sheepishly away. Her cheeks turned bright pink. She pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose and tugged at her blouse to make sure she was appropriately covered up. She actually looked pretty cute and demur, but my attention had landed on other things.



The way she’d spun away and sat back against the headboard gave me a quick, full on glimpse of Brad’s package before he yanked his jeans up his legs and shove his stiff cock back into his pants. All I could say was;
 Wow.



So not only did I not retreat and leave them alone, I stepped into the room and closed the door behind me and flipped the lock shut. “When I went to college, we hung a tie or a bra on the doorknob so people knew not to disturb us.”



“Meredith, I…” Phoebe giggled nervously. She clasped her hands together and tucked them between her legs and squeezed her boobs together with her upper arms like she was cold. The two of them sat like two peas in a pod with their backs against the headboard, like little kids caught doing something they shouldn’t have been doing. “What are you doing here?”



“We had dinner plans. Remember?”



“Oh, yeah. I, um, must have lost track of time.”



“I’d say.”



“Is this your mom?” Brad asked, so nervous he stammered. He cupped his still hard package in his pants with both hands and looked appropriately embarrassed. The telltale lump under the denim didn’t go away.



“What? No,” Phoebe said. “She’s just dating my Dad.”



“Oh.” Sounding relieved, Brad shifted his legs toward the edge of the bed, starting to get up. “I think I better leave.”



“Not so fast.” I said, putting a hand out. Stop sign fashion. “Brad, is it?”



“Yes, ma’am.”



I struck a pose, hitching my hip to one side, hoping I looked intimidating. I crossed one arm over my stomach, below my breasts, and planted my other elbow on my arm. I cupped my cheek, giving him a look that suggested I was contemplating what to do about all this.



Which, I was. I flicked my own long brown hair from my face and continued to scrutinize the two young people. “Is this typical of how you conduct your college tours, Brad?”



“No. not at all. I mean I’ve never done anything like this before.”



“Really?” I crossed the room and folded one leg under me as I sat down on the edge of the bed. “You’re a senior here, Brad?”



He gave me elevator eyes. “Yes.”



A thrill went through me as I recognized a look of approval in his eyes. “And how long have you been doing these tours?”



“Three years now.”



And in all that time you never did this before. This is the very first time ever?”



Brad’s face turned red and he looked away.



I shook my head, disappointed. “See, Phoebe. Men are all the same. They say whatever they think you want to hear just so they can get you into bed and take advantage of you.”



“But, Meredith. This was my idea.”



“I’m sure it was, sweetie.” I looked Brad over, finishing by gazing at his package. “And I can see why. He’s handsome and he’s got a good size—”



“You saw it?” he asked horrified.



“Hard to miss,” I said with a mischievous smile. “But the real question, young man, is why are you still hard?”



“Meredith!” Phoebe shouted, shocked. Her cheeks were almost as red as Brad’s. “Oh my God. I can’t believe this.”



“I’m not trying to embarrass you, dear. I’m just saying.” I had trouble taking my eyes off Brad’s crotch. He noticed and started rubbing it.
 Oh, you nasty boy,
 I thought with an inward smile even as I pretended outrage. “What do you think you’re you doing, young man?”



“Nothing,” He said, fake innocence dripping from the word.



Was he trying to seduce me? I had to give him points for trying. Most young men his age would have turned tail and run. But Brad, he had balls. Blue balls at the moment, but balls all the same. Phoebe noticed too and her mouth dropped open.



“Oh my God.”



We both also noticed he hadn’t properly fastened his jeans from when I first burst in on them and now his cock popped up between his hands. It was a thing of beauty, I have to say. And maybe I thought so even more so as, I’ll admit, since Phoebe’s dad and I were in a bit of a dry spell at the moment. Brad tried to stuff his uncooperative package back into his pants, but the horse was out of the barn as they say and my bad judge leaped into high gear as I reached out and cupped a hand over his, stopping him.



“Don’t.” I brushed his hands away and fisted his stiff cock. Warm and hard. Brad tried to backpedal across the bed, but by then I had a hand on his situation, still moist from Phoebe’s blowjob.



“Meredith!” Phoebe shouted. “What are you doing?”



“I don’t know,” I said, lying. “I thought maybe I could give you a few pointers.”



“By giving him a hand job?”



“For starters. Why not? But if you rather, why stop there?”



I leaned down and shoved Brad’s long cock into my mouth. I got about three quarters of the way down his shaft before his pointy little head hit the back of my throat. I pulled him out of my mouth and stroked his slick shaft, running the tip of my tongue along its length.



Wide-eyed behind her glasses, Phoebe stared at me as she finger-combed her long hair behind her ear, so she could watch. I’d never had anyone watch me before. The thought of that was such a turn on.



I stroked and sucked and ran my tongue around Brad’s shaft. I pulled his cock out of my mouth with a popping sound and smiled up at the young man. “You like the way that feels?”



“Fuck, yeah.”



“Meredith. Please, what are you doing?”



I ignored her outrage and went back to sucking the long, hard cock, noticing she didn’t jump off the bed or run away or anything like that. Instead, she leaned in closer and pushed her glasses back up the bridge of her nose, seemingly captivated by what she was seeing.



I pulled his shaft out of my mouth again, with another loud popping sound. To Phoebe, I said, “Want some?”



“Are you serious?”



“Why not?” I held Brad’s dick angling it toward her as an offering. To further encourage her, I reached out and put my hand on the back of her neck. I gently pushed her head toward Brad’s flagpole like hard cock. “Go on. I mean, I did rudely interrupt you.”



To my surprise, and delight, Phoebe needed little encouragement. She opened wide and took him into her mouth, looking to me as if for approval over her tortoiseshell glasses. She was just so cute, I could eat her up. I held the base of his cock as she went further down on him. She took an impressive amount of his length as she bobbed up and down, gobbling him up and making those wet slurpy sounds I heard when I first came in. Her attention alternated from what she was doing to watching me over her glasses.



That got me so horny I felt as if my pussy would spurt at any moment.



“That’s it,” I said, encouraging her. “Stroke him while you do it.”



As Phoebe got into it, I pushed Brad’s legs further apart and went to work on his balls, sucking his shaved nut sack into my mouth. First one, then the other, as Phoebe worked his shaft, getting it slick. After a time I abandoned his balls and replaced Phoebe’s stroking hand with my own, fisting him while she sucked, taking him all in.



With my hand on the back of her head, Phoebe bobbed fast and hard holding her lips tight around Brad’s head. I squeezed his shaft, stroking him hard, matching Phoebe’s tempo.



“You like that, Brad?” I asked.



“Oh, yeah.” Brad’s eyes were closed and his breathing was getting labored.



Then I stopped her. It was hard to tell who was more disappointed; Phoebe or Brad. He sat up, his cock still so hard it twitched. Phoebe sat back, too.



“Let’s take this off,” I said, tugging at the knot she’d tied her blouse into between her boobs. The shirt fell open and she peeled it off her shoulders. Phoebe was a petite girl with pale, creamy skin and boobs that matched her willowy size. Her mounds were capped with wide areolas and tiny pink nipples.



Brad took the opportunity to strip naked and lay back down.



I stripped out of my dress, revealing my much larger boobs to Phoebe and Brad who both oohed appropriately, leaving me beaming. Then I quickly unsnapped my bra, dropped it, and stepped out of the black panties I wore, leaving my skirt on. I took Phoebe by the hand and pulled her off the bed.



“What are we doing?” she asked.



I didn’t answer. Instead I directed Brad to lay on his back across the bed so his feet were planted firmly on the floor. I pulled Phoebe down to her knees and kneeled beside her, positioning us to face Brad’s twitching hard cock. Phoebe and I looked as if we were about to say our prayers.



I grabbed Brad’s cock and sucked on it for a little while more, making sure he was good and hard, and wet. As I leaned into him, Phoebe leaned her hot, naked body against my back and arm. I pressed Brad’s cock between my boobs and squeezed them together. With my breasts cupped I started to rock, rubbing him, holding him so Brad could fuck me between my boobs.



As I rubbed Brad’s long hard cock between my thick warm boobs, I asked Phoebe, “You ever do this to any of your boyfriends?”



“No,” she said. “Do guys like it?”



“Do you like it, Brad?”



His eyes were rolled up in his head. “Oh, God, yes.”



“It’s important to keep it wet,” I said, stopping, returning to giving Brad head. “You want to try?” I asked between gulps of his delicious cock.



“Sure,” Phoebe said. “I guess.”



I got him nice and wet before passing the baton as it were.



“Your turn.” I stroked Brad as Phoebe gobbled up his cock some more before climbing into position to place his cock between her boobs. With less to work with, she held her boobs tight and pressed his hard cock to her chest. It slipped and I helped hold it in place, trying to ignore how good her tiny hard nipples felt as they rubbed against my hands. How enticing her firm, warm flesh felt. How horny it was making me feel.



Her arm rubbed against my boob as she stroked Brad’s erection with her breasts.



The feel of her softness, her heat, I knew it was wrong, but it felt so good at the same time. And I couldn’t get over how damn cute she looked with her glasses slipped down to the tip of her nose. How had I never noticed that before?



When she went back to stroking him and sucking him, I cupped my hand around hers, helping her fist him. The more we did that the more I knew I needed to get laid. I mean, really laid.



It turned out, Phoebe felt the same way.



She pulled his cock out of her mouth with a popping sound—had she learned that from me—without a word, she climbed onto the bed next to Brad. On her hands and knees, she flipped her skirt up over her pale ass, revealing to me for the first time she wore no panties.



What a naughty girl,
 I thought with a smile.



Brad knew immediately what she wanted and climbed onto his knees behind her. Doggie-style, one of my favorite positions. But I felt a little left out as Phoebe reached behind her, grabbed Brad’s hard, wet cock, and guided him into her pussy from behind.



She got the tip of his cock inside her and Phoebe arched her back with a moan.



Brad held her hips and shoved himself all the way in.



Phoebe’s mouth fell open. She moaned. “Yes, yes, yes, yes.”



I climbed up onto the bed and sat beside her, half-naked, and stroked her cheek with the back of my hand. I didn’t know what to do with myself as her body rocked with each flesh slapping pounding he gave her. She looked at me through her glasses with a smile on her face and an expression of pure joy.



Then I did something I’ve never done before. I leaned in and I kissed her. On the mouth. Our lips touched, warm and wet and full of hunger. The passion I felt at that moment was like nothing I’d ever felt before. I stroked her chin with my thumb. I flicked my tongue against her lips, her teeth. She moaned from the long, hard cock stuffing her pussy.



“Wha, wha, what…”



I reached under her and cupped her shaking breast.



“Meredith,” she gasped. “Wha…”



Brad leaned over Phoebe, still pounding her hard and grabbed me by the neck, pulling me to him for a tongue-filled kiss of his own. When he went back to finishing business I ran the pad of my thumb over Phoebe’s moaning lips then slipped my thumb into her mouth. She sucked it in, and I almost creamed right there.



“Let me taste her pussy,” I said. Brad seemed confused at first.



I pushed him back. His long cock slipped wetly from Phoebe’s hole. I grabbed it and shoved it into my mouth, giving him the blowjob of his young life. He grabbed the back of my head and pumped his hips, fucking my mouth the way he’d fucked Phoebe’s pussy.



He was close to coming. I could feel it and he knew.



He pulled out of my mouth and jammed his long wand back into Phoebe’s hole. She gasped and bucked her hips. Brad slammed into her, his thighs slapping against her firm ass. I reached under her, between her legs. My hand slipped over her shaved pussy. I slipped my fingers between her wet lips. I found and rubbed her clit. She gasped and looked at me with surprise in her pretty green eyes. He worked her hard. Her pussy was sopping wet. I twiddled her clit.



“Harder, harder,” Phoebe begged. I rubbed her clit mercilessly, slipping my wet fingers over her, rubbing, rubbing, rubbing.



Then I did something I never thought I’d do. I sat in front of Phoebe and scooted my ass across the bed until I could force her head down in between my legs. I don’t know what came over me. I’d never done anything like that before. Not with another woman.



With a fistful of her hair I moved her face up against my pussy. She didn’t resist. Instead, she took to it like a duck to water and I moaned as her tongue licked my wet sex. “Oh!”



Soon she was making smacky, kissing sounds, using her tongue to split my lips and taste my warm juices. She was good at it, too. Causing me to suspect this wasn’t her first time. As Brad pounded her pussy, rocking her, her mouth and tongue rubbed up and down between my soft lips. She looked up at me with her puppy dog eyes, still wearing her glasses. They bounced up and down the bridge of her nose. Her hot pink tongue was buried deep inside my pussy.



“That’s it,” I said, not wanting her to stop. “Lick my pussy.”



God, Brad was still going strong.



Phoebe’s father wouldn’t have lasted five minutes. It made me realize how badly I was slumming it, being with him. I drew Phoebe’s head up and kissed her. I pressed my tongue into her mouth and hungrily licked my pussy juice from her lips and mouth and tongue.



She opened her mouth and moaned.



Brad was pumping into her faster and faster.



I combed her long hair out of her face and kissed her again. This time I reached out and cupped one of her beautiful little boobs and squeezed it before I leaned over and popped the little cherry-like nipple into my mouth, kissing and licking the hard little nub.



Then suddenly, Phoebe cried out, “Don’t come inside of me! Don’t come inside me!”



Brad pulled out, grabbing his cock with his fist.



Phoebe rolled to the side panting.



I grabbed his cock and shoved it into my mouth, just as his hot jism spurted. The warm, thick liquid hit the back of my throat as I shoved his cock deep into my mouth. He growled as he came, shooting his load down my throat. Thick and hot and forceful, I drank it all down, gagging, yet hungrily slurping and sucking him dry.



When he was done, I could already feel the stiffness in his pole slack. I let his manhood slip from my mouth. I wiped a leaking dollop of jism from the corner of my mouth with a smile, before sucking it dry. He stroked his wet cock, rubbing his head across my lips. I gobbled his head in, licking the last of his come and pussy juice-covered slickness away.



“I have to go,” Brad said.



“I need to take a shower,” Phoebe said, rolling off the bed. I stopped her just long enough to give her a long, wet, passionate kiss on her mouth. When I released her, she said, “I won’t be long.”



 



PHOEBE



 



I raced into the bathroom and shut the door behind me. I leaned my back against it and closed my eyes, covering my mouth with my hand.
 OMG!
 What the fuck just happened?



My heart raced and my lips tasted of Meredith’s pussy. I licked them, savoring the taste, her taste. Then I had a sudden urge to throw up. I raced to the sink and turned on the tap, but the sensation subsided. I cupped cold water in my hands and wetted my face.



I’d been with girls before. I liked it, but…I looked at my reflection in the mirror. That was Meredith. Dad’s girlfriend.



My mind raced like a pinball machine.
 Oh my God, what did we do? You liked it. She started it. I’m an adult. She’s not my stepmom. Not yet. Damn, she’s good at giving head. And she tastes fucking good, too. OMG again!



Thinking about it, started getting me horny again.



“Stop it,” I scolded my reflection, wiping the dribble of water off my lips.



I stripped out of my skirt—the last article of clothing I had on—and ran my hand over my wiry brown thatch and slipped a finger between my still wet pussy lips. The touch elicited a quivering moan, leaving me no doubt, I was still as horny as a bunny.
 She’s touched me…down there.



“No.” I stopped diddling myself and grabbed the terrycloth robe hanging from the back of the door. I put it on and tied the sash tightly around my waist. “She’s Daddy’s girlfriend.”



I pushed fallen locks of hair off my face and tucked them behind my ears.



“It was…we were caught up in the moment. It didn’t mean anything.”



Convinced I’d tell her that, that we should forget this happened at all, I took a deep breath and opened the door. I marched back out into the dorm room. And stopped short—



Brad was gone. Thankfully. But, Meredith, she was in the room’s single club chair, her leg thrown over one arm and her head lolled back, her eyes closed, still butt ass naked. She was rubbing her pussy and moaning.



My mouth dropped open but before I could say anything, I realized I was standing there, watching, my hand slipped my hand under my robe. I was touching myself again, rubbing…



Meredith could have been by mom.



Age-wise, certainly enough, but by the way she looked too. She was tall and lithe, and had long, straight black hair she parted in the middle so it framed her face like a pair of ebony drapes. Her face was long and narrow giving her amazing cheekbones. In isolation, her nose was too long and too pointy and her pearl-white teeth were a bit too large for her mouth, but in combination with the rest, it worked to make her a stunningly beautiful older woman.



A cougar.



A MILF.



She must have heard me or sensed me standing there because she looked at me, startled and pushed herself into a mort upright sitting posture. “Phoebe! I thought you were taking a shower.”



I don’t know why, but I said, “I changed my mind.” I crossed the room and sat down on the arm of the chair, letting the robe fall away to reveal a lot of leg. “What are you doing?”



Meredith played with a strand of her hair. “If you have to ask, dear...”



Nervously, I laughed. “I meant after Brad, and what you know, we did. What were you thinking?”



Her perfect cheeks turned pink. “To be honest, in the moment, I…wasn’t.”



“Really? It seemed like you had it all thought out.”



“I’ve never done anything like that. Like any of this. I don’t know what came over me.”



“But you and Daddy…is he…”



“Not so much anymore,” Meredith admitted with a shake of her head. “I guess that new car smell is gone.”



“I’m sorry.” I put a hand on her bent knee. “And this, you’ve done a group before?”



“I let two guys…at once…together.” She looked around the dorm room. “In college.”



“What about a woman?”



“No.”



“Then why…” She initiated it, I reminded myself. “Did you…you know.”



“I don’t know. Caught up in the moment,” she admitted. “I wanted to try it.” She offered a half smile. “It was something different. That made it exciting…and you.”



“Me?”



“Oh, come on, Phoebe. You’re sexy as hell and you know it.”



“And what were you doing just now?”



With a reluctant sigh, she said, “Reliving the moment.”



I pushed my glasses up the bridge of my nose. I was getting hornier by the minute. I advanced my hand along her bare thigh. “Want to get caught up in the moment again?”



She continued to play with her hair. “What did you have in mind?”



I ran my hand over her flat stomach, marveling at the magnificence that was her breasts. I leaned over her and kissed her gently on the lips. She closed her eyes and kissed my lower lip, tugging on it with her mouth.



“You’ve done this before?” she asked.



I smiled. “A time or two.”



I untied the sash. Then let the open robe slide down my arms as Meredith leaned back in the chair. Discarding the robe, I climbed in between her open legs. I licked my tongue over her already wet pussy and Meredith moaned.



“Oh.”



I went slowly. There was no urgency, not like before. That was sex; hot, needy, urgent. This was lovemaking. Meredith ran her red-tipped fingernails through her patch of thick curly black pubic hairs and bucked her hips while I rubbed my tongue up and down her soft slit. Then I poked the tip of my tongue inside her, eliciting deeper moans of
 oh, yeah.



I replaced my tongue with my finger, rubbing it over her sex before inserting it into her pussy. Meredith rewarded me with a low hiss. She bit down on her lower lip and smiled at me. I went back to kissing her pussy and gently finger fucking her. Meredith’s breathing grew heavy. Her flat stomach rippled with contractions. Then I teased her clit with my tongue, flicking it and suckling it with my mouth. She tasted so fucking good.



Meredith’s moaned, low deep gasps.



I wiggled my finger around inside her. I sucked her clit and wagged my tongue over it.



Meredith squirmed underneath me. “Oh, oh, oh, yeah. I’m gonna come. You’re making me come.”



I kept at it and Meredith bucked and squirmed.



“Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah. Oh, fuck!” She arched her back, bucking as she came. “OH, FUCK ME!”



When the spasms passed and knowing how sensitive she was, I gently kissed and rubbed her sex. Meredith moaned like a cat. “Um, um, um.”



She wore a smile on her face even as her teeth bit into her lower lip.



I climbed up over her and kissed her, giving her a taste her tangy sweetness from my lips. She sucked my tongue into her mouth and licked the pussy juice from my lips. After letting her enjoy the sweet taste of her own pussy, I said, “You know what I want?”



“No. Tell me.”



“I want you to go down on me.” I rubbed my fingers over her lips. She sucked them into her mouth, slurping her moist scent from each digit. “I want you to make me come with that sweet mouth of yours.”



“I had no idea you were such a naughty girl.” Meredith smiled. “But I love it.”



“You’re the naughty one, the way you sucked down Brad’s cock.” I rimmed her lips with my wet fingers. “I want you to use that mouth on me. Blow my mind like you did his.”



I climbed up on the back of the overstuffed chair and spread my legs, giving Meredith a full, glorious view of my shaved, pink pussy.



“I’ve never done that before,” Meredith admitted.



“There’s nothing to it,” I said, hoping, praying, she wouldn’t get cold feet now. I needed it too badly. “Just do what you like having done to you.” At the indecision I saw in her face, I said, “Please.”



To my great relief, she climbed onto her knees and moved closer to my waiting pussy which I stroked, lubricating my pink, swollen lips with my own warm juices. When her tongue touched my lips, it sent a warm jolt through my body. I leaned my head back and closed my eyes.



“Oh, yes.”



Tentative at first, she poked the tip of her sexy tongue at my lips and rubbed a finger between the folds of my sex. Her hot breath on my wetness was near enough to make me come. She slipped one finger inside me and teased my clit with the tip of her tongue. I moaned and bit my lower lip.



“Oh, yes. That’s good,” I said breathlessly encouraging her.



I grabbed a fistful of my breasts and squeezed. My nipples were rock hard. Her probing of my sex made me feel like I’d jump out of my skin.



“Oh, shit. That’s good. That’s so good. Yes. Yes. Oh, fuck, yes.”



My leg shook like I had a nervous twitch as the swell of a mind blowing orgasm built up inside me, gathering strength like an approaching storm and needing an outlet. A pleasure storm I so looked forward to.



“Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”



Meredith spread my lips open with her fingers and probed her tongue deeper into my pussy. My leg spasm grew worse. She looked up at me with big, puppy dog eyes. It was so damn sexy to see her face buried deep in my pussy, her tongue poking between my spread pussy lips.



“Don’t stop,” I begged. “You’re gonna make me come.” And then she found it. The place. That magically, make me come, place. “Oh, yes. Right there! Oh, shit. I’m getting so close. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”



She didn’t, and by instinct or whatever, she kept it up, touched the exact right zone to send wave after wave of deep, overwhelming orgasms though my body, make me shutter, and moan and scream.



“Oh, God. Don’t stop. Don’t stop. Fuck Yes. Yes. Yes. Oh. Ohhh! “



My body tightened up. Every muscle locked up in a shattering orgasmic seizure. “Oh. Oh. Oh. Ohhhh!” And then it passed. Released, breathless, I moaned. “Oh, shit. Oh fuck.” Meredith gently rubbed my sore click and wet pussy. “Um. Um.” I bit my lower lip and smiled. “Oh, yes. Ummmm.”



She pulled back and sat up, brushing her long hair back over her shoulder.



I said, “Come up her. I want to taste it.”



She leaned into me. We embraced, naked and warm, her big breasts pressed hotly against my small ones. She kissed me and my senses tingled with the taste of my own pussy. Her fingers gently caressed my hair, my neck as we kissed, our tongues wrestling in each other’s mouths. She kissed my lower lips, tugging on it, as I rub a hand over her massive breasts, loving the feel of her nipples against the palm of my skin. I cupped her chin and kissed her some more before we climbed off the chair.



Too exhausted to think about eating, much less going out, we slipped under the cool sheets of the bed and pulled the blankets up over our naked sticky bodies all the way to our chins. We laid in each other’s arms, our warm, sweaty, clammy body pressed against each other, the sweet smell of sex lingered as the heat of our lovemaking dissipating.



Meredith stared at the ceiling and I stared at her. “Can I ask you a question?”



“Sure,” she said.



“You and Dad. You’re not going to marry him, are you?”



She turned her head to look at me. “No. I like your dad fine, Phoebe. But I’d never marry him. Why do you ask?”



I traced circles on the blanket over the middle of her large breasts. “Because if you did, then you’d be my mom and we wouldn’t be able to ever do this again. I want to do this again.”



She smiled and cupped the side of my face, leaned in, and kissed my lips. Her mouth still tasted like my pussy. Our lovemaking still scented the air, stirring yet a renewed arousal in me. When Meredith spoke again, she said something that was music to my ear. “I don’t want this to stop either, Phoebe. And it won’t. No matter what. Not ever.”



I snuggled in closer to her, feeling more connected to her, to anyone, than I ever have before. People would say this was a big mistake, but as big mistakes go, it wasn’t my worst ever either. Not by a long shot.



 



♥♥♥



 













 



If you enjoyed
 Phoebe & Meredith, A Taboo Lesbian Romance,



be sure to check out Cammie’s other hot, steamy stories,
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