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ANGELA & AMBER



A TABOO LESBIAN ROMANCE



 



 



A year ago, Angela divorced her husband. Caught him cheating. The age-old story. A cliché. Fucking his secretary at work. Not secretaries anymore. Administrative assistants now. Assist this.



When the divorce was settled, all the money divided, the assets split, and the final year of custody battles for Amber—her stepdaughter who she'd raised since the girl was three—were done, Angela and Amber moved across the country. As far away from the two-timing bastard as they could get. That final court decision had come down to Amber. The judge determined, at seventeen, Amber was old enough to have her own say. Speak for herself. Determine her own path forward.



She told her dad to go fuck himself.



Angela had never been prouder. Or more amused.



Angela didn't need to work. Dan made enough money for the three of them. Ten times over. And Angela got half. She bought a house and a car and invested the rest.



Amber enrolled in the local school district. She'd missed so much school the prior year because of the divorce, the court dates, the emotional toll, she had to repeat her final year. Be a senior in high school. For the second time. At the age of eighteen. A year older than everyone else.



Angela could think of nothing worse, recalling her own high school years.



Over their next few months in their new town, their new home, Amber had grown distant. Moody. Sullen, rebellious and short-tempered. At first, Angela attributed it to the whole situation. The entire past year. And then, the new school. Trying to make new friends for a year before she went off to college. Missing her old friends. Who could blame her?



But soon after, Angela understood the real reason.



At school, Amber met Devon. Devon struck Angela as a bit of a wild child. Also eighteen, Devon had black hair cut in a butch-y bob that swept down her neck. She wore blue jeans with a chain connecting her wallet to a belt loop, tight sleeveless T-shirts, usually with heavy metal rock bands on them, and a black leather motorcycle jacket, almost like a uniform.



She had a butterfly tattoo below her navel, halfway down to…. It peeked out from her low-ride jeans. She had tight abs. A perky button nose and thin lips. Also, thick, dark eyebrows, like that famous actress.



Angela had never had any desire to have, to be with, another woman. She'd never had a 'lesbian experience.' Hadn't gone through that mid-life crisis bullshit where embittered women, who'd had it with men, turn gay.



But she'd never met a girl like Devon before, either.



There was something about that girl. Angela had felt it, recognized it for what it was. An attraction. Plain and simple. Powerful. Undeniable. Like nothing she'd ever felt before. She wanted the girl, but Devon was her daughter's best friend. And half her age. And…a girl.



Meanwhile, Amber and Devon became lovers, a young blonde and the hard, biker-type brunette. It was a hot friendship with benefits. Angela had suspected but had never confirmed it. Until the night she caught them together.



The bedroom door had been left open a crack. Angela passed by, carrying a basketful of dirty clothes. She stopped, hearing the unmistakable sound of people kissing. She peeked through the space between the door and frame.



Amber was sprawled on her bed. Devon, with her back to the door, to Angela, sat straddling Amber's hips, leaning over. They were making out.



Angela stood in the doorway, transfixed. Of what she could see of Amber's long, slender legs, runner's legs, she was naked. Or wore the skimpiest shorts ever. She continued to watch as the two girls kissed.



Devon leaned back, pulled her T-shirt up over her head. Angela spotted a second tattoo on the girl's shoulder. A red rose with a green stem. A drop of red blood hanging off the tip of a thorn. Devon shook her butch-cut black hair out. Fluffed it with her hands. The girls giggled and rolled around on the bed. Amber now straddled Devon, wearing a black thong. She leaned over Devon, pulled her up to her face, kissed her mouth, then moved lower, kissing her breasts. Her dark areolas. She licked her dark nipples.



It was Amber's turn to strip off her top. Neither girl wore a bra. Her breasts were high and round, but small. Her pretty pink nipples capped small mounds of white, creamy flesh.



Devon ran her hand up the blonde's body, palming her breasts. Amber leaned down to kiss her friend again. Their mouths moved together. Their tongues entwined. Devon's hands dropped to the girl's ass. She caressed her cheeks, pulling her hips tighter to hers. Amber moaned.



Devon turned on her back. Amber crawled up her body. Her hands roamed over Devon's form, caressing every inch of her flesh. She palmed the girl's pale back, traced the rose tattoo with her finger. "Nice ink."



"Thanks."



"Roll over."



Devon rolled onto her front.



Amber scooted down her legs. Still straddling her, she unsnapped Devon's jeans. Unzipped her zipper. The sound of the linked metal opening was grating to Angela's ears. Amber tugged at Devon's tight jeans, fighting them. Devon arched her back, lifted her ass off the bed. Amber got the stubborn pants down to Devon's knees. She scooched to one side while Devon kicked them the rest of the way off. She wore a lacy thong.



Amber pulled it off her. She leaned down and kissed Devon's thick black bush. Devon's hands ran through Amber's hair. She closed her eyes.



"That's it!" Angela shouted, bursting into the room. "What the hell's going on in here?"



Amber shrieked, covered her breasts with her arms, and rolled off the bed. "Mom!" she cried. "What the fuck!"



Devon laid on the bed, spreadeagle, naked, without flinching. A cool, challenging glint in her dark eyes.



Angela scooped up Devon's discarded jeans, T-shirt, and panties. She hesitated for just a second, feeling the damp spot on the lacy thong. She fought an almost overwhelming desire to sniff them...She tossed the garment to Devon.



"Get dressed. And get out."



Devon caught her clothes and got off the bed. She made a show of putting them on. Slowly, almost provocatively, while Angela watched.



Amber searched around for her shirt on the floor, found it, and put it back on.



Dressed, Devon walked past Angela. She shot her an arrogant, snotty look and grabbed the doorknob. "Bye."



Angela pointed at the door. "Out."



Then she caught Devon by the arm, stopping her.



Devon looked her up and down, taking in how good Angela looked. Her big, soft, round breasts, wide hips, and slight muffin top waist. She styled her hair to fall just below her shoulders. It framed her round, pretty face nicely. Freckles covered her cheeks and sprinkled her pale white shoulders.



"This isn't over, young lady. We're going to talk."



Devon smiled. "Looking forward to it, baby." She walked out.



"God, that girl," Angela said. She called out, "And don't call me baby!"



"Get out, Mom!" Amber pointed at the door. One arm still protectively over her now covered, bit-size breasts. "Get out and shut the fucking door behind you!'



Angela stopped in her tracks. Never had Amber used language like that around her before. Unlike Devon, who she'd heard curse like a salty sailor. A bad influence, Angela thought.



She left her daughter's room. They would need to chat, too.



 



She'd forbade them from seeing each other, but that didn't stop them.



Angela knew Amber was in love with Devon, and Devon was in love with Amber. The end of the school year was fast approaching. It couldn't come fast enough for Angela. Amber would be leaving for college in the Fall. Any chance Devon was seeking higher education was remote at best. Once gone, her daughter would be free of the bad girl's influence. She'd be forgotten as Amber moved on with her life. Got it back on track.



Still, Angela wondered why she was so against her daughter having a lover? Being a lesbian. Was it that?



Or was it that Angela wasn't…gay? She'd never thought about it before. Had never had those kinds of desires, those fantasies before. Not until Devon came into their lives.



Maybe she was rebelling against her own desirous feelings for the bad girl Devon? Or, seeing them together, a reaction born of jealousy? Or was it something more? Maybe her inability to understand and come to terms with these new, strange feelings?



Angela had been brought up believing, being taught that was wrong. That love between two women was an abomination. That same-sex love and desire, lust and temptation were sinful, forbidden. But even before these new urges stirred by the promiscuous Devon, Angela never believed that. Love, sex, with whoever you wanted, who cared? Who should judge? So long as it was mutual and consensual.... that was a beautiful thing.



And Devon? What was it about the girl that made her want her? Stirred these desires she'd never had for a woman, a girl, before. Not ever.



But now, she couldn't get her out of her mind.



 



A week passed. Amber was out at her part-time job. Angela had just come through the back door into the kitchen carrying groceries. She set the brown paper bags on the kitchen island when the doorbell rang.



Angela pulled the door open, not entirely surprised to find Devon standing on the stoop.



Persistent little cuss, Angela thought. "Amber’s not here. And I thought I made it perfectly clear. You two weren’t to see each other anymore.”



Devon pushed rudely past her and went right to the kitchen. There, she jerked the refrigerator door open. Like she owned the place. Glass jars and bottles on the shelf rattled. She wore her usual costume. Blue jeans, black T-shirt, leather jacket. Her chain rattled where it bounced off her thigh. Devon grabbed a bottle of beer and twisted the top off. She flicked the cap into the sink.



Angela took the beer from the girl's hand. She poured it down the drain. "Why are you here? To see Amber? I told you to stay away from her."



"I'm here to see you," Devon said, stepping confrontationally into Angela's personal space. "To have that ‘talk’ you promised. To see why you've got such a stick up your fucking ass about me."



Angela gasped. The language.



When she said nothing, Devon threw out her arms. "You wanted to talk. Let's talk."



"I changed my mind. I've got nothing to say to you."



"You can't keep us apart," Devon said. "We're in love. Amber wants me. You can't control her anymore."



Devon stepped around her to leave, but Angela caught her arm. Spun the girl around.



Suddenly without thought, without anything, she pulled the girl close, grasped her hard by the arms, the soft leather crinkling, and kissed her. Hard on the mouth. Devon's eyes went wide, but she kissed back.



When Angela pulled back, Devon smiled. "Now, that’s what I’m talking about."



She grabbed the older woman, spun her around, pushed her against the refrigerator, and kissed her. Kissed her mouth, her neck, her shoulders. She slid her hand over her breast and stomach. Angela wore a button-down work shirt and stretchy spandex pants. Devon tore at the shirt. Popped the buttons to get it off. The older woman wore a lace bra underneath, but Devon quickly removed that too.



Devon kissed her way down Angela's stomach. She grabbed her pants and yanked them down, leaving Angela in only a thong. The older woman stepped out of her pants. Kicked them away. She was proud of her body. She had large full tits, a wide waist, big ass, and only a slight tummy bulge. Not bad for the wrong side of forty.



Devon buried her face between her tits. Licked and sucked her nipples. She slid her hand down to Angela's crotch. She pushed her fingers under her thong, through her thick pubic bush, then farther down. Her fingers slid into Angela's slit. She found her clit. And stroked it.



The redhead gasped, then closed her eyes. Moaning.



As the front door opened and slammed shut. Amber call out. “Mom! You here?”



Devon pushed away from her.



Angela froze. She had no time to get dressed.



Amber entered the kitchen, stopped when she saw her mother naked except for her panties. Devon, beside her, fully dressed but looking guilty about something. It wasn’t hard to guess what.



In shock, her mouth open. Speechless, Amber didn't move, couldn't move.



"I, I can explain," Angela said.



"Can you? Can you really? Get your clothes on, Mom." Tears welled in her eyes. Amber snapped, "Now!"



Angela snatched her shirt from the floor. She put it on. Forget about the pants. They were across the room. Her fingers trembled as she tried to rebutton the shirt. Some were missing anyway. Popped off. Her hair hung in her face. She was near to tears, too.



"Baby," Devon said. "Don't be mad."



"Get out!" Amber shouted at Devon. "Get out!"



"No. Stay with me, Amber." Devon pleaded. "It'll be okay. We can work this out."



"Maybe you should go, Devon," Angela said.



"No!" Devon stomped her foot. "No. I won't leave her." To Amber, she said, "I love you."



Amber stepped forward. "Then why are you cheating on me? With my mother?"



Devon put her arms out to embrace Amber.



The blonde stepped back. "No."



"I don't know," Devon said. "I couldn't help myself."



Amber looked at her mom. "And you? What's your excuse?"



"I, I don't have one," Angela admitted. "I...I... I guess I see what you see in Devon."



Devon smiled. "Really?"



Amber said, "Do you love her?"



"I don't know. I can’t know that," Angela said. "But. I... love you. I do know that. And maybe I'm...curious. About the lifestyle."



"What lifestyle?"



"The... the way you live. What you two have together."



"You mean being lesbians? Being a lesbian couple?"



Angela nodded, knowing it sounded lame. But it was true.



"We can maybe work that out," Devon said.



Amber stared at her, but her anger seemed to have burned itself out. Devon was her best friend, her lover, but maybe...just maybe...Amber looked at Angela.



Angela saw the hurt in her daughter's eyes. The pain of her betrayal. By her own mother. She was supposed to be Amber's protector. Her guardian. Her teacher. But maybe it was something more in those expressive eyes.



She'd struggled to understand her feelings for Devon. Her uncomfortable, unexplained desires. Could her daughter be having those same sorts of feelings? Lust. Love. A longing. For her mother?



"What are you suggesting, Devon?" Amber asked. She pointed at her, then herself, then finally at her mom. "That we..."



Devon took a deep breath. She let it out slowly, trying to compose her thoughts. "I love you, Amber. But now, with your mom. I don't know if I can be with just one of you. If we could..."



"Have sex? Together?" Amber asked. "The three of us?"



"Yeah. Maybe fix things between all of us."



Amber looked at her mom, who looked away.



Suddenly dizzy. And feeling a little queasy. Angela wondered if maybe her concern, her outrage at Amber being with Devon was less about the dark-haired girl and Angela’s attraction to her. And more about her daughter. Jealous, not because Devon was with Amber. But because Amber was with Devon.



Could she have confused her desirous feelings? Had they been about her daughter all this time? Angela asked, "Can I, um, think about it?"



"I need time, too," Amber said.



"Sure," Devon reached out and took Amber by the hand. Then she clasped Angela's hand, too. Linking them. "But I don't see what you need to think about. Just say yes."



"I... I don't know," Angela said, her head spinning.



"Say yes. Please," Devon pleaded.



"I want to, but...," Amber said. "But what happens if we say yes?"



"We go upstairs. To your room," Devon said. "Or yours, Angela."



Angela thought about that. Could they? Do that? Could the three of them be together like that? Would it be inappropriate? Or a beautiful, natural thing? Something wonderful. She looked at Amber.



Her daughter nodded. "Okay," she said. "Yes."



 



Devon led Amber and Angela up the stairs to the master bedroom suite. A large queen-size bed dominated the room. A big wall of windows overlooked the backyard patio and pool. Warm early evening summer sunlight streamed through the glass. Filled the space with natural light.



They went over to the bed. Hand in hand in hand.



Angela hesitated. "Maybe I should put something more appropriate on."



"Knock yourself out," Devon said, "but you look pretty terrific just the way you are."



"You're sweet." Angela went into the walk-in closet, shut the door, and took a deep breath.



She opened her lingerie drawer and pulled out her naughtiest, sexiest garments. Angela put on a white lace bra, matching panties, and garter belt. She pulled on her thigh-high nylons but left the matching spiked heels for another time. From the lingerie drawer, she pulled out a thong Dan bought her last Christmas. The cheating bastard never got to see her wear it. His loss.



Because now, his daughter would.



At the full-length mirror, she checked herself out. Hands over her big boobs, she adjusted them, admiring the figure looking back at her. She looked good, she told herself. Her thick red hair flowed like a feathered plume around her head. Her green eyes sparkled. Angela felt sexy. Desirable. She smiled. Actually, fucking hot!



She walked out of the bedroom.



Amber, stripped down to a bra and panties in the meantime, was already on the bed. She gasped. "Mom, you look...amazing."



Nervous, shaking actually, Angela said, "Thanks, sweetie."



Devon leaned against the edge of the bed. She'd stripped off her leather jacket and jeans, looking sexy in a thong and her black, sleeveless T-shirt. She held her hand out. "Come here."



Coming toward the bed, Devon kissed Angela's hand. Then her mouth. Their tongues exploring, Angela nearly swooned.



Devon turned to Amber. "Come here, baby."



Amber crawled across the bed to the two women. She put an arm around Devon. Devon reached behind Amber's back, undid the catch of her bra. The undergarment fell off, freeing her small tits. Devon kissed her. Angela watched them kiss. She touched herself. Rubbed her pussy through her white lace panties. She was already wet.



She hooked her thumbs under the elastic of her daughter's tight-fitting panties, peeled them off her hips, down her legs. Amber kicked them away. Angela licked her fingers, reaching around her bum, ran them over the girl's bare cunt. Amber gasped. Her mouth being devoured by Devon's kisses.



Angela slipped her fingers under the strap of her garter belt. She undid the clasp, letting the elastic snap against her hips. She removed the garter, dropping it to the floor.



Devon broke her kiss with Amber. She reached up, grabbed Angela's tits. She peeled the bra's cups away, kissed each nipple, then licked the deep valley between them. Angela pulled off her panties, kicked them away. Quickly, she was down to only her nylons and bra. She fumbled for the bottom of Devon's T-shirt. The dark-haired girl raised her arms over her head. Angela pulled the T-shirt up. Tossed it away. The girl’s breasts hung free. Devon's tits were firm, high, perfect. Angela bent over and kissed each breast, licked Devon's nipples. She took a moment to admire the tattoo on her right hip bone, then knelt before Devon, tugging at her thong.



Angela pulled the thong down the girl’s legs. Devon stepped out of them. Angela saw the wet spot.



Amber, on the bed, watched. Her mouth agape. The tip of her tongue rimmed her lips.



With Devon’s panties in her hand, this time Angela did put them to her nose and sniffed. Damp, the girl’s scent was heady. Heavenly.



Angela looked at her daughter while she seductively licked her finger and moved on from panties to the real thing. She put her hand over Devon's sex. Pushed her finger into the wet slit, wiggled it. Devon closed her eyes and moaned. Then Angela held the finger out for Amber to taste.



The young blonde suckled her finger. Her eyes closed. Savoring the taste.



Devon said, "I think I need to sit down before my legs give out."



Angela smiled. She was weak in the knees, too.



Amber scooted to the far side of the bed. Devon climbed on. She laid back, spread her legs. Angela crawled between them and buried her face in the girl’s cunt. She licked her pussy lips. Devon tasted wonderful. Salty. Angela pushed her tongue into her slit, ran it over her clit. She was so wet. Devon pulled her closer. She wrapped her legs around the older woman's head, pushing her pussy into her face. She tossed her head back and closed her eyes. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."



"I won't." Angela ran her fingers through Devon's pussy, coating them with her juices. She brought her fingers to her mouth and licked them. "Delicious."



Lying beside Devon, Amber played with her tits. Pinched her nipples until they were hard. She leaned into Devon, kissed her neck. Devon lulled her head to the side, giving Amber full access to her neck, her throat.



Angela used her tongue to probe deeply into her new lover's pussy.



"You're gonna make me come," Devon said. "I can't hold it. I can't..."



"Come for us," Amber whispered. She squeezed Devon's jaw, turned her face toward her. She kissed her mouth. Her friend's face contorted in a pre-orgasm grimace. Her legs tensed. Angela kept her face buried in Devon's crotch, licking her clit, trying to push the girl over the edge.



Devon moaned, "Oh God."



She shuddered and began to cum, bucking her hips into Angela's face, grasping her head. She held her tight against her pussy, refusing to let her go. She screamed. Her hips collapsed back down on the bed. Her body trembling. Her mouth open, she gasped, trying to breathe.



Angela crawled up her body. She kissed Devon’s mouth. Her face wet with Devon's juices. The young brunette kissed and licked the tangy offering. Angela shifted her attention. With a hand snaked around Amber's neck, she kissed her daughter on her open mouth. Kissed her in a way she never kissed her before. Amber responded. They French kissed. Licked each other’s mouths, their tongues intertwining, lashing about.



Amber moved closer, pulling her mom toward her. She whispered in the older woman's ear. "I want you."



"I want you, too," Angela said, smiling. Knowing it to be true, down to the deepest fiber of her being. She got on her knees between the two girls. "I want you both." She cupped Devon's sex. The brunette, panting, said, "Oooh, I need a breather."



"Then it’s just you and me for a while, Mom," Amber said.



Angela smiled. "Looks like."



She crawled over her daughter's legs, straddling Amber's hips. Amber cupped her mom's breasts, rubbed her nipples. Angela lowered herself onto Amber's face, kissing her. Amber pushed her tongue deep into her mouth, wrestling her tongue, kissing sloppily.



Angela's head was still spinning. She just ate out Devon's pussy, something she'd never done before. Now she was kissing her daughter, making love to her. She wanted this. Needed this. But it was all so…surreal.



Amber reached down to Angela's pussy, pushed her fingers into her.



Devon scooted back from the edge of the bed, sitting up to watch. She reached down between her legs to play with herself.



"Go down on me, Mom. Please."



Angela was happy to comply with the request. She kissed her way down her daughter's body, licking her skin, nibbling her neck. She reached her daughter's tits, taking one nipple in her mouth, then the other. She kissed down across her tiny waist and over her flat stomach to her pubic hair. There she lingered. No longer nervous but to enjoy the experience. She pushed her finger into Amber's slit. Smiled at how wet she was. Her finger came away sticky with her daughter's juices. Angela brought her finger to her mouth and tasted her daughter for the first time. Sweet and salty, like Devon. She wanted more.



Amber said, "Put it in my mouth, Mom."



Angela reached up.



Amber seized her wrist, holding her outstretched finger steady. Angela pushed her finger inside her daughter's eager mouth. Amber suckled it, her eyes closed, savoring the taste. Angela returned her face, her mouth, to her daughter's crotch. She pushed her fingers back inside Amber, using her fingers to open her daughter's pussy lips, kissing them, probing inside her with her tongue, tasting her. She felt Amber's hands in her hair, tugging.



"Oooh, God," Amber moaned. "That feels so fucking good."



Angela rolled onto her side, taking Amber with her. Amber, on top now, sat on her face. Angela kept licking her slit, suckling her soft, pink pussy lips. She felt Devon urge her to open her legs, to spread them. She did. Devon pushed her thighs open farther. She felt fingers spread her pussy lips. Felt Devon's mouth, then her tongue, on her pussy.



Angela gasped.



Amber rose up on her knees, reached back, put her hands on Angela's tits. She thrust her pussy harder against Angela's probing mouth and tongue while Devon ate her mom’s pussy.



She moaned, "That feels so good, Mom. Don't stop. Please don't stop."



Angela continued to lick and finger fuck her daughter while Devon licked and sucked her pussy. The room filled with the sounds of Amber's moaning and Angela's mouth making love to her daughter's sex. With the sound of Devon's slurping.



She felt like she was in heaven.



The feeling of bliss overwhelmed Angela. She started to cum. Her mouth buried in Amber's crotch, her fingers still in her cunt. She bucked her hips, pushing her pussy into Devon's mouth. Amber rode her mom's bucking, licking face, close to coming herself. Amber groaned and rolled her hips. Angela felt her daughter's body convulsing. Amber's moaning got louder. A scream erupted from deep inside her. She came with a body-shuttering wail. Riding her mom's face through her orgasm, she collapsed forward, barely able to support herself on her arms around Angela's head.



But Angela hadn't come yet.



Amber flopped on her side, gasping. Devon was still tongue deep in the older woman’s pussy. Angela said, "I need to come." She gave her daughter a pleading look. She was close, so very close, but she needed to get over the edge. Amber knew exactly what to do. She flashed Angela an evil smile.



Then she scampered down along Her mom's side. She draped her body over her mom’s leg, joining Devon, who continued to lick Angela's pussy. Amber pushed her fingers deep into her mom’s pussy, rubbing her clit with the pad of her thumb. Angela closed her eyes and lulled her head back and forth. Moaning. "Yes. Fuck yes. Oh, oh."



Her orgasm built slowly, a small wave building up from her cunt. She felt it. Her body trembled. "Oh, girls!"



Angela's eyes shot open, looked at the two girls.



They both had their heads between her thighs. Devon's dark hair and Amber's golden blond locks between her legs. Their tongues lapped around her tender pussy lips, pushing deep past their velvety walls. Devon's hands were on her ass cheeks, grasping her flesh. Amber's fingers were in her pussy.



"Keep going. That feels so good. so good."



The orgasmic wave built into a tsunami. Her legs shook. Her whole body trembled. She gasped. Her mouth opened, then closed. She thrashed her head back and forth. All she could do was moan. "Yes. Fuck yes."



The girls held her down, licked and sucked her pussy. Their faces getting sloppy with her juices. Angela came. Her orgasm swept through her body. She squeezed their heads between her thighs, holding them tight against her, forcing them to keep licking, to keep fingering her. She needed more. Devon grabbed her butt cheeks and squeezed, burying her tongue in Angela's sopping hole. Amber sucked her clit, teasing the tip of her tongue across her nub. More and more, it went on and on. Angela's body trembled, tensed.



She climaxed with a scream. "Oh! Fuck! Yes! YES!"



Amber rolled onto her back, panting.



Devon rested her head on Angela's thigh. She wiped pussy juice from her cheek, licking it. "That was fucking hot."



Angela, breathless, unable to move, looked down at the two girls.



Amber reached up. Offered her pussy juice-soaked finger to her. Mom smiled. Opened her mouth. Her daughter pushed her finger into her mouth. Angela sucked it clean.



"You like that, don't you?"



"Yes.," Angela said.



"I love that," Amber said. "I love you, Mom."



Angela felt tears sting her eyes. She tried to speak, but nothing came out. Yet, she smiled.



 



Later that evening, after the girls had cleaned themselves up and returned to bed, they cuddled under the sheets, naked. Devon ran her fingers through Amber's blond hair. Angela played with Devon's tits. They lay side by side. Together. Sated. Satisfied. A grand lazy, hazy, relaxing time as evening gave way to night. And yet, Angela worried. Concerned about what this all meant. Where did they go from here?



Devon broke the silence. "I've got a proposition."



"Oh, yeah," Amber said. "What?"



"We do this again."



"And again," Angela said. "And again. And again."



"Exactly," Devon said. "We're all mature, consenting adults. We can have sex without repercussions. Without any recriminations. It's not like we're committing any crimes."



Angela glanced at her daughter, her stepdaughter though she never thought of her like that. Always, as her daughter. No prefixes. Since she was three.



What Devon said was technically true. But Angela worried. What would happen if she were to continue dating Amber, her daughter, and the cocky brunette. Could they be together without any sort of legal complications? Probably. But what about social morals? They could be condemned by others. The subject of whispered rumors and scandalous innuendos. Or they could be careful. Take precautions. Keep their relationship, their love, a secret. If they didn't get caught. They could do this and be fine.



But Angela was getting ahead of herself. "It would be nice."



She drifted off to sleep with the troubling thoughts on her mind.



 



The next morning, in the kitchen. Or the scene of the crime, as Angela thought about it with a smirk. She poured coffee from a freshly brewed pot. The smell of the rich dark brew filled the air. Devon had stayed over. Naturally. Both girls were still in her bed, asleep. Angela had snuck away without disturbing them. She tossed on a silky satin robe. Cinched it tightly around her waist. Her pussy still tingled from the multiple tongue lashings it had received the evening before. She had never experienced anything even remotely like that. Or the monster orgasm that followed.



Amber was the first to come down. She wore a fresh pair of panties and one of her father's old dress shirts. Unbuttoned. Her blond hair was mussed from sleep. "Coffee smells wonderful."



Angela poured her a cup. She took it black. "Amber, sweetie, about yesterday? We need to talk."



"Uh oh." Amber sipped her hot coffee. "Clear thinking in the light of day?"



"Something like that." She pulled a chair out from the small round table and sat down. Both hands clasped around her warm mug. "I can't change what we did..."



Amber crossed the room and stood beside her. "Neither can I. I... I liked it, Mom."



"I did too."



Amber leaned down, kissed Angela on her forehead. "What's the issue then?"



"I want to be with you, baby, and Devon, too. But it's not...proper. What if word got out?"



"Which? That you're a lesbian or that you're sleeping with your daughter."



"Both."



"Mom." Exasperated, Amber said, 'It was a beautiful thing."



Angela looked down at her coffee cup. How do I explain?



Amber put her cup down. She took her mom's hand. "Mom, we're both adults. We can have what we want. Do what we want."



"And what do you want?"



"Look at me, Mom."



When Angela did, Amber said, "I want you, Mom."



Angela felt her heart flutter. Her face flushed. "I'm...not sure I can handle that. I don't know what I want. I feel like I'm in a dream. But there will be problems. People will talk."



"Let them talk." She reached up and slipped her dad’s shirt off her shoulders. It fell to the floor. Topless, she stood, unflinching in front of her mother. "We'll have...this."



Angela stared at Amber's breasts, so beautiful. She licked her lips.



Amber placed her hands on Angela's face. Tilted her face upward. "I. Love. You. Mom."



She proved it with a kiss. A passionate, tongue-filled French kiss. Angela felt her insides once more turn to liquid. Her body grew hot. She responded with a moan. She kissed back. Amber tasted sweet and salty, of lingering pussy juice and coffee. She sucked on her tongue, then pulled back, smiling. Amber turned. Took her hand.



“Come with me.”



Angela stood up, following where her daughter led. "Where are we going?"



"A place where I've always wanted to make love to you. Ever since I first thought about it."



"You always wanted to...?" Angela asked.



"Why'd you think it was so easy for you and Devon to seduce me? You think I'm that easy?" she said with a laugh.



She took her outside, along the path to the quarry out back. It was fed by a large waterfall. The water ran off the high cliffs and over the rocks into the pond, creating a soothing, white noise sound. Beautiful, serene, a place Angela often came to relax and unwind. It was special to her. Birds sang. The water rippled. The air was clean and fresh. It had been one of the things that attracted her to the property.



Amber pulled off her panties. Naked, she stepped into the water and went out until she was waist-high. There, she leaned back and dunked her hair, smoothing her wet blond locks and wiping water from her face. She gestured to Angela. "Come on."



Angela undid the knot on her robe. She let it drop to the ground. She didn't have a stitch on underneath. Stepping into the water, she sighed. It was bathwater warm. She waded out to join Amber. They stood together, close. Amber slipped her arms around her mom and pulled her in for a kiss. She pulled back and looked at her daughter. Water beaded her skin, ran off her cheeks, down her neck, and over her small tits. She was beautiful. Sensual. Desirable. Wanton.



So much for the clear thinking of a new day.



Angela leaned in and kissed her, long and slow. They held each other tight, their bodies pressed against one another. Wet, slick, and warm. Angela reached between them, grasped Amber's breasts, her fingers kneading her soft flesh. Amber slid her hands down her mom's back and over her butt, squeezing her cheeks. They kissed again. They played with each other's bodies, exploring one another with hands and lips and tongues.



Getting wet and splashing and then embracing again.



They moved to the middle of the pond. The water rose up over their breasts, almost to their necks. Angela slipped her hand between her daughter's thighs. She found her pussy, gently parted the lips, sliding her fingers inside her daughter's wetness.



But Amber stopped her.



"Not yet. I want to show you something special. Do this somewhere really special."



She took Angela by the hand and led her to the falls. There the water poured into the pond. They stood close together, with the water running off the cliff and down over them. Angela let the hard spray cascade over her face, over her body. She'd never thought to go skinny dipping in the pond before. Her daughter was showing her all kinds of new things.



Amber cupped her mom's face and kissed her. She looked up at the water pouring off the cliff above them. Letting the water splash their faces, wiping the water away, they laughed. Amber pressed her mouth against Angela's ear and whispered, "Come with me."



Once more, holding hands, Angela let her daughter lead the way.



She climbed up a set of rocks along the side of the waterfall. The boulders were wet, of course, and slippery. With Amber's help, they reached a ledge. It let into a small cave behind the waterfalls. Impossible to get to without getting drenched.



Angela gasped. "I had no idea this was here."



"I found it pretty soon after we moved. It was, became my safe place. Where I came to sort out everything that was happening."



"The divorce?"



"That. And a new school. Being held back. No friends."



"Until Devon."



The space was warm and dark, and damp. Underfoot lay a soft green pad of moss. Amber turned her mom to face her. "I know you have doubts. I don't. Not after yesterday."



She pulled Angela tight to her, kissing her hard. Their bodies pressed together. Their breasts crushed together. Their bushes ground against each other. Soft, like the moss underfoot. Amber pressed her hand between them, stroking her mom's sex. She slipped her fingers inside her cunt. Angela gasped.



"Fuck me," Angela whispered, amazed at how horny she’d gotten again. Already. "Oh, baby. Fuck me. Fuck me."



Amber pushed her mom against the rocky wall of the cave. It was hard, unyielding. Wet. Angela spread her legs and propped one foot up on a boulder. She braced herself with her hands on Amber's shoulders. Her daughter put her hand on her sex, moved it down, then slipped two fingers inside her. She moved her hand faster and faster. Angela pressed her head back against the rocks. The waterfall rained down over the opening like a curtain. A splashing, rumbling roar of water.



Angela held her daughter's wrist. Held her hand in place. "Don't stop."



"No," Amber said. "I won't."



Angela started to shake. Her orgasm started slowly, like the day before. But gathered steam quickly. She wanted more. "Faster. Faster, baby."



Amber held her mom's shoulder with one hand, furiously rubbing and stroking the older woman's pussy with the other. Angela held onto her for dear life. Her orgasm exploded inside her, like fireworks. Her legs buckled, and her whole body shook. Amber didn't stop. Her mom held on as the orgasm rippled through her, going and going. She moaned and gnashed her teeth.



“Oh, oh, oh... I need more," she gasped. "I need more. Make me cum again."



Amber kissed her neck. Softly at first, then harder, nibbling, biting, her fingers never slowing down. Angela tensed, her knees wobbling, unable to stand. "Yes. Oh yes."



She felt her daughter's warm breath on her ear. "You like that, Mom?"



"God, yes."



Angela's head was spinning. She needed release. Needed it bad. She opened her eyes. The waterfall covered the cave opening, cascaded over the rocks into the pond below. The roar of the falling water was deafening inside the cave. So beautiful, so serene, and yet so powerful. Like her approaching second orgasm—something she'd never experienced before either—wild and out of control. Not unlike how she was feeling at the moment.



She'd never felt this good before. This...alive.



She gasped. Her orgasm rushed toward its climax. Angela squeezed her daughter's wrist, tried to pull it from her pussy. But Amber refused to let go. She didn't slow down her fingers. Angela bucked her hips, gasping for breath. "Oh, baby, oh, baby."



She felt it coming. Her whole body was trembling. She screamed. The orgasm burst through her. She arched her back. Her legs gave out. With her arms around her daughter’s shoulders, her body sagged against Amber. Limp, she rested her head on Amber's shoulder. Breathless. She leaned on Amber’s arm, holding her, keeping her from falling. Her orgasm had come, consumed her, and was now gone. It had been bliss.



The water fell outside like a rainstorm.



She stood back, looked down at her daughter's hand between her legs. Panting, her stomach undulating like waves from her rapid breathing. Her sex lips were wet, dripping, and swollen with arousal. Amber slipped her fingers from her mom's pussy and put them in her mouth. She savored Mom's taste, then rubbed them through her own damp cunt. She offered them to Mom.



Angela took them into her mouth. Sucked them clean. Tasted herself. Sweet and tangy. She kissed Amber, long and hard. The two stood there in the dark, warm cave, with the sound of water falling outside. Angela held her daughter tight.



"Promise me something, Mom?"



"What?" she asked breathlessly. "Anything."



She stroked her mom's wet cheek, looking longingly, lovingly in her green eyes. "There’ll be no more talk of not doing this. Not doing us. Promise me."



Angela smiled. "Promise. And sealed with a kiss."



Excited. And nervous. She kissed her daughter. Her new lover. Covering her mouth with wet, sloppy, lingering kisses. Whatever happened next, they would be together. Now enjoying a special if dubious new bond.



 



♥♥♥



 



 









 



 



If you enjoyed
 Angela & Amber,



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