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MARY & BREE



A Taboo Lesbian Romance



 



 



Have you ever had a secret; a fantasy so dirty, so forbiddingly erotic, that you couldn’t get it out of your mind? A dream, a desire, a yearning, you obsessed over. Something so deliciously taboo you couldn’t stop thinking about it, that nagged at you, even though you knew it could never happen? Not in a million, billion, gazillion years?



Well, I have one and it came true this summer.



Done with my final year of college—I’d recently graduated, barely, go me—and about to embark on the next stage of my life, working woman, I decided to take what I was calling a gap summer. That was how I happened to be at my ex-stepmom’s house in Florida, laying on a chaise lounge built for two, by the outdoor pool, surrounded by palm trees. Their leaves rustling in the hot tropical breeze.



The searing, late afternoon sun hung high in a near cloudless sky. The tranquil bubbling, gurgling, trickling of the pool’s landscaped waterfall effect the only sound, if one didn’t count the persistent buzz of mosquitoes around my ears.



I laid with my eyes closed behind big designed sunglasses wearing a bright yellow string bikini and nothing else but suntan lotion and a smile as the Floridian heat baked my skin and turned it a golden tan. I smelled of coconut oil and apricot shampoo. A rum daiquiri on the cocktail table beside me sweated in the summer heat.



I heard Mom approach, but didn’t react. Her high heeled shoes clicked across the flagstone patio tiles, getting louder as she drew closer. When the clicking stopped I felt her cooling shadow looming over my bare, gleaming belly.



“Hard at work on that resume, I see.”



I opened one eye. She’d said with a smile and just enough snark to suggest she wasn’t entirely joking. I picked up my cellphone from the cocktail table and waved it in the air. “Just sent replied to a job ad,” I lied. “You’re home early. Guess this date was another bust, huh.”



“A dumpster fire,” she confirmed.



Before I go on, a word about my mom.



Mary’s not really my mom. She’s my stepmom and not even that anymore since she and Dad got divorced about a year ago. So, ex-stepmom, I guess, right?



What happened between her and dear, old Dad? It’s that age-old story. They turned fifty. He had a mid-life crisis—late in life—and traded her in for a couple of twenty-five-year olds. Men, right?



Mom found out. Fast forward. Whirlwind divorce. She got the house in Florida and forty-five percent of his net worth, which is substantial. Dad lives in the condo in New York where he’s a stock broker on Wall Street.



Like I said, Mary’s not my real mom. My biological mom died when I was four. Cancer. I don’t have any real memories of her, only a few photos of her I’ve seen. She was pretty. Blonde California girl, like me. Dad met and married Mary when I was six. I got to be the flower girl at their wedding, and that was way cool. Mary’s been my real mom in every sense of the word, except biologically, and now, with their divorce, she wasn’t even my stepmom anymore, either. Not technically, I guess.



Mom wore a dark pencil skirt that reached to her knees—not her most flattering choice in my opinion ’cause it accented her wide, middle age hips—a flowery, white, billowy blouse she had unbuttoned low enough to show off her impressively big boobs—which were definitely eye-catching—that also revealed a seductive peek of her pale, remarkably flat for her age, mid-riff.



She wore black leather pumps—mine, I think.



Her frizzy, untamed hair was loose and bouncy, flaring out wildly from her head and down to her shoulders. A natural ginger, her tangled mane of red hair gave her a seductive, unkempt sex appeal. Her curls shimmered in the sunshine as she as she plopped down on the chair and slipped off her pumps with a sigh.



Mom had seen her fiftieth birthday come and go, and though she’d grown thicker with age; her face was rounded with high chubby cheeks, her arms fleshier than she liked, her hips and caboose bigger, she’d lost none of her curvy shape or that special, sexy aura she’d since the day I first started noticing things like that. Thirteen. And she’d occupied my thoughts and dreams ever since.



She gave me a glance over her shoulder, her face partially concealed behind her hair, her gaze oddly seductive—something I doubted she was unaware of—stirred a nervous queasy feeling inside me. “Scooch over, Bree,” she said, playfully. “I’ll give you all the gory details.”



The lounge chair was built for two. I slid over. She scooted over so she could lean against the angled, cushioned back. Her bare thigh rubbed up against my oiled leg. The contact sent a wave of heat spreading over my skin. Her perfume wafted a scent of peaches and mint. I inhaled gently. It was my favorite of her perfumes.



Mom spent the next ten minutes telling me about the jerk, ending with, “Needless to say, there won’t be a second date, I assure you.”



She leaned across me to reach for my daiquiri. Her big boobs squashed against my chest and stomach. With my drink in hand she leaned back and took a sip. “Yum, but that’s a little strong, sweetie.”



My thoughts were still on what it felt like to have her big boobs mashed across my body, imagining things I should be imagining.



“How many of these have you had?”



“Just the one.”



“It’s strong enough for two,” she said with a laugh and took another sip.



I loved the way she laughed. It was one of the sexiest things about her. Big, it touched her eyes and made them sparkle. I have to say, it was her smile, and her infectious laugh, that flamed the ember of my teenage girl crush on her. That fostered the idea I loved her in a more than a mother-daughter sort of way.



The second inkling came when in high school I came home early from soccer practice one day and by accident found myself spying on her taking a shower.



To be fair, she made it easy. To let the humid steam out of the bathroom—Dad was too busy or too lazy to ever fix the exhaust fan—Mom would leave the bath door open. I learned that day I could watch her from the open door by looking at the mirror and see her in the glass shower stall. That day she was all soaped up, shampooing her hair, water sluicing down her gleaming, shiny body. Water and suds cascaded over her big breasts. Breasts I so admired as mine had barely come in—then or since.



Over the years, I spied on her often. When I got lucky, I’d catch her playing with herself. That happened more and more as the distance between her and Dad grew wider.



That was such a fucking turn on. Every time, I’d run upstairs to my room and diddle myself. Other time, I did it right there, watching, trying to time getting myself off with her orgasm.



Once I got so fucking horny, I stripped naked right there and started to go in to join her, but at the last minute, I chickened out. My masturbation fantasies after that often involved what would’ve happened if I’d followed through.



“That’s too bad, Mom,” I said, referring to her latest disastrous date. “I hope you got laid, at least.



She gasped. “Bree!”



“What? Jesus, Mom, I’m over twenty. I’m not a virgin. I get it. You’ve got needs, desires,” I said. “I know. We all do.”



It was cute how pink her cheeks got. “Of course,” she said. “I’m just not that comfortable talking about my sex life with my daughter.”



“Then you did?” I prompted with an eager smile.



“No. No, I didn’t.” she sipped my drink. Her lips gleamed wetly in the sunlight. “What’s gotten into you? You’ve never talk to me like that before, about…you know…”



I shrugged. “Maybe it’s because it’s been a while for me, too.”



“It has? What happened to what’s his name?”



“Ben?”



“Yes. Ben.”



I sighed. “He was like three relationships ago, Mom. Tammy was the last one.”



“Three?”



Mom knew I was bisexual so that came as no surprise. My promiscuousness? That might have been.



“Um, Tammy? I didn’t meet her, didn’t I?”



“No. She was more of a one night stand.” I smiled at the memory of our lovemaking. “Well, a three night stand to tell the truth.”



Mom dropped her mouth open. “Oh, Bree.”



“What?” I had a sudden overwhelming desire to kiss that open mouth of hers. I resisted. “Let’s get back to you. What is it with you picking all these losers?”



Mom sipped my drink. “Mmmm, that’s so good.” Deflecting. She handed the drink back to me. “Take this before I end up getting smashed. They’re not all losers. The dates,” she paused, “they just didn’t work out.”



I accepted that. Knowing Mom, she probably spent the whole time talking about Dad and what went wrong with their marriage, and what a jerk he was.



“What about one of your girl friends?” I asked.



She had her head resting on the back of the chaise. She rolled her head to look at me. “What do you mean?”



“Since all these dates with men aren’t going so well for you, maybe you should try girls.”



“Excuse me?”



“You’ve got lots of girl…friends. I’m sure some of them are gay, or you know, go both ways. Why not date one of them? I mean you’re still really fucking hot, Mom.”



She raised an eyebrow, perfectly plucked, of course. “Still?”



“You know what I mean. If none of these jerks are working out for you… Maybe what you should try is a woman’s touch. I know I’d want to fuck you. If I could,” I added hastily.



“Bree, what’s gotten into you?”



“Nothing. I’m just saying. You’re okay with me dating women, maybe you should try it.”



Her response was the last thing in the world I expected to hear. “What makes you so sure I haven’t?”



I pushed myself up in the chair, genuinely surprised. “Wait. What? You have?”



Mom blushed. “I shouldn’t have said anything. Forget it.”



“Oh, no,” I said. “The pussy’s out of the bag. Spill, Mom.”



“No. It’s embarrassing. And too…it’s a secret. I can’t tell.”



“Oh, now you have to tell.” I handed her the daquiri back. “Liquid courage if you need it.”



She took the drink, stirred it with the little plastic red straw, and took a sip. “It was a long time ago. And the nineties,” she said. “Just because it’s more socially acceptable today, doesn’t mean we girls didn’t, um, experiment back then. We weren’t all nuns growing up. And booze and pot were involved.”



“You had a girlfriend? Who was it? Tell me.”



Mom’s cheeks became bright pink. “Not a girlfriend. More like a one night stand. Like you and Tammy, but really a one night weekend.”



“Tell me,” I insisted again.



Mom closed her eyes, weighing what to say next and gathering her courage. She sighed, opened her eyes and half-turned toward me. “Okay. But you can’t tell anyone. Especially not your father.”



“Dad. What’s he got to do with it?”



She held up her hand and crooked her little finger. “Pinkie swear.”



We pinkie swore.



“It was Helen. Just the one time,” she paused, “well two times, but just that weekend, so just the once.”



“Helen.” My eyes popped wide. “As in Aunt Helen? Dad’s sister-in-law Helen? Uncle Johnnie’s wife?”



“Yes. Your Aunt Helen.” Mom covered her eyes. “I shouldn’t be telling you this.”



But when she dropped her hand to her lap, she stared out at the shimmering surface of the pool. Her eyes glazed over and it was like she could see the memory in the sun sparkling ripples of crystal clear chlorinated water.



“You can’t stop now, Mom.” I prompted. “Tell me.”



She handed me back the empty daiquiri glass. “You have more of this?”



“Fine.” I filled her glass from the pitcher I had under the cocktail table, keeping it in the shade. I gave her back the full glass. “Stop stalling, spill.”



She drank the daiquiri down in one gulp and set the empty glass on the flagstone patio. “Okay, but not a word to anyone. You pinkie swore.”



I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, Mom. What happened?”



“It was before your father and I got married. We were just dating when it happened. Helen wasn’t my sister-in-law at the time,” she clarified.



“You’re not related, Mom. Then or now. I get it.”



“Your father and Johnnie were on one of their weekend hunting trips, at the cabin in Canada. Helen volunteered to stay with me and help babysit you. After we put you to bed we went down to the family room. Do you remember when we had the pool table down there?”



“A little.”



“Anyway, I made drinks, strong ones, and Helen pulled out her stash of reefer. Johnnie wouldn’t let her get high around him, but that never stopped your Aunt Helen. We had music playing and were playing pool and partying. I remember, I leaned over the table and tried to make this really tricky shot that totally failed.”



“What were you all wearing?”



“What?”



“What were you and Aunt Helen wearing? I need the full visual here.”



Mom’s face flushed red again. “Um, Helen had on this skintight sleeveless gray dress. She had a great body back then. She wore her hair really long and it was jet black in those days”—I only knew her with shocks of gray running through it—“and she had it down, loose, cascading over her bare shoulders. I had on a billowy cotton tank top and jeans. I wore my hair even longer in those days, too, and had it in a sloppy ponytail. It was redder and less gray, too.”



“I remember.”



“Can I get back to telling you, before I realize what a mistake this is, and stop talking?”



“No stopping. Go on.”



“Of course I flubbed this trick shot. I think we’d made a drinking game of it. We were both smashed and high, giggling and missing even the easiest of shots. Laughing so hard, we sort of collapsed into each other’s arms, our fits of laughter uncontrollable.



“I don’t even think I realized it at first, but Helen started rubbing her hands over my boobs telling me how beautiful they were. And she started tugging at my shirt like she was picking lint off it. I must’ve been into it because the next I know, I’m rubbing the back of my finger down her cheek and then over her full lips.



“‘What are we doing?’ I asked. Helen only giggled. Next thing I know, she’s whipping her dress up over her head, stripping. Her luscious black hair cascaded back down over her bare shoulders and she’s got the smirk on her lips. She’s standing there in front of me, naked except for a pair of black panties. Then she’s like, ‘I shouldn’t be the only one topless here.’”



“What’d you do?” I asked, hardly believing what I’m hearing, but hanging on every word.



Mom shrugged. “I took my top off, too. Neither one of us wore bras. We came together in an embrace and we rubbed our boobs together. Her nipples rubbed across our flesh and we palmed each other’s big soft boobs.”



Helen’s chest was as big as mom’s and my imagination ran wild over what that must have looked like.



“I think I was the first one to kiss her nipples. They were big and brown and beautiful. Helen giggled and tossed her hair back. She told me this would be her first time with a girl.”



“What did you say?” I asked.



“‘Me, too. You want me to stop? She gasped, ‘Fuck, no.’”



Mom got lost in the telling after that.



“I teased her big nipples with the tip of my tongue.” She closed her eyes, reliving the memory. “She rubbed her hands all over my boobs. Then she put her warm hands on either side of my face and pulled me into a long, wet, wicked kiss.” Mom pursed her lips, reenacting it. “It was a kiss like I’d never had from a woman before. Helen’s skin was so warm, pale and white, so soft against my flesh.”



A cloud drifted past overhead. I shivered, realizing how hot and turned on I was getting listening to her, jealous of Aunt Helen.



“She stripped me out of my tight jeans,” Mom went on. “Jerking and tugging them down my legs while I peeled her black, silky panties down her thighs. Her mound was completely bald, smooth as a baby’s bottom. I got down on my knees and ran my tongue over her pink lips.”



“You did not,” I said, interrupting.



“I did. First time I ever tasted pussy—other than my own. Helen moaned and suggested we should go to the bedroom. I didn’t argue. She took me by the hand and led me to the guest bedroom. Like high school kids we sneaked through the house to go do it for the first time. I felt as nervous then as I did on my first date in junior high school when I gave Tommy Baker a blowjob.



“Completely nude, Helen climbed onto the bed. I followed her, still wearing a pair of red frilly panties. They were already damp. I went to work on her nipples with my tongue. She went about tickling mine with her fingertips, teasing them with these long, bloodred fingernails of hers. Then she cupped one of her own boobs and held it, squeezing it, so her nipple jutted out, offering it to me.



“Which I readily took.



“When I’d had enough—can you ever really have enough—I licked the pads of my two fingers and rubbed them over Helen’s pink, wet lips. She leaned back on her arms and moaned, unfolding her legs out from under her. She spread her legs, giving me a full view and complete access to her bald sex. Like me, she was already gleaming wet. I gently rubbed her petal like pink lips and suckled on her nipple. She closed her eyes and moaned.



“I used the tip of my tongue to tease her nipple and the pad of my wet finger to rub her clit. Helen purred like a kitten. I shifted position and crawled in between her legs. When I started using my tongue on her sex, Helen’s breath caught. ‘Oh! That’s nice.’



“I agreed. ‘Uh huh.’”



And so did I, wanting desperately to plunge my hand under my bikini bottom dress and diddle my own tingling sex. “Mom, you whore.”



She ignored me, lost in telling me her wanton tale. “I rubbed my tongue up and down her slit. Helen rocked her hips in response. She ran her hand over my head, stroking my hair and watched me going down on her with an expression on her face like it was the most wonderful thing in the world.



“‘You’re so good at that,’ Helen said. But then she playfully pushed me away. She twisted around and faced me. We were on our hands and knees. She reached out and caressed my cheek, then kissed my mouth, licking her tongue over my lips, tasting her own warm juices.



“‘What are you doing?’ I asked. ‘Taking turns,’ she said.



“She pushed me back until I was sitting on my haunches. She ran her hands over my boobs. She kissed my nipples, nibbling them with her teeth. That sent a shiver through me and I giggled.



“‘Where do you want me?’ I asked.



“‘Right there,’ she said, leaning me back against the pillows and the headboard. I unfolded my legs and she tugged my sopping panties down my legs. ‘Don’t need these anymore,’ she said with a giggle and flipped them away.



“‘Nope,’ I agreed with a nervous giggle of my own.



“My bush was trimmed but thick. A bright red patch of tight, matted curlies. She ran her fingers through them, combing them, then leaned in and flicked her tongue through my aching lips. A wanton heat spilled through me. I gasped.



“Helen ran her tongue up and down, using her lips to give my pussy full, wet, slurpy kisses.



“I closed my eyes and leaned my head against the headboard. I was in heaven.”



Mom through her head back now, during her retelling, reliving the moment, breathless and her voice low and sexy. “Helen used her fingers to peel my lips back, to expose my clit to her sucking mouth, her flickering tongue. Every contact sent an electrical charge of pleasure through me. I shuttered and gasped each time. Her tongue was like magic wand.”



As Mom went on and on about Aunt Helen going down on her, eating her out, I was getting so horny a damp patch darkened my yellow bikini bottoms. Mom had a faraway look in her eyes as she talked about it. Watching her, I found myself again marveling at how sexy she was still, even at her age. Her hands rested on her thighs.



Listening to her, I put my hand over hers and placed it on my crotch, holding it against my hot wet pussy underneath. It took her a moment to realize what I’d done. When she did, Mom stopped talking. With wide open eyes she stared at where I’d placed her hand; held by mine on my sex. She blinked then looked over at me with those same wide, bug-eyes.



“Bree, what? What do you think you’re doing?”



“Feel how wet you’re making me, Mommy?”



“Whoa!” She snapped her hand away. “Whoa, whoa, whoa.”



I giggled at her reaction. I reached out and cupped a hand over her breast. She brushed it away. “Stop it, Bree. Stop it right now. What’s gotten into you?”



“Nothing,” I assured her. I rolled over to her side of the chaise lounge and climbed on top of her. I sat on her lap, facing her, like I would if I was giving her a lap dance. Which I’ve done before, not for her but for others.



“What are you doing? Stop it.” Her mouth opened and closed rapidly. I didn’t think her eyes could get any wider.



I ignored her protests. They were half-hearted at best. Instead I leaned in and kissed her, placing my hand on her warm cheek, holding her as I rimmed her mouth with the tip of my tongue. She pushed me back.



“Bree, stop it! What are you doing?”



“Oh, come on, Mom. You’re fucking hot. And you and Aunt Helen…that’s smoking.”



“I knew I shouldn’t have told you. Put ideas into your head.”



“You didn’t. I’ve always had a thing for you.”



“You…wait. What?”



I pulled back and hooked a lock of my blond hair behind my ear. “Don’t act like you didn’t know. You’ve always been so fucking hot. All my friends in high school, and not only the gay ones, they all girl-crushed on you. We all agreed, you were the hottest MILF out of all the moms.”



“Oh, Jesus, Bree.”



“It wasn’t just them. I did, too. Sometimes, when you’d leave the bathroom door open and take a shower, I’d watch you.”



“Watch me?”



“I thought that’s why you did it.” I knew that wasn’t the reason, but what the hey…



“I did it to vent the steam out. You…watched me?” She covered her face with her hands when she realized what that really meant. “Oh my God.”



“Don’t be embarrassed, Mom. It’s not a thing.”



Her eyebrows went wide. “That you spied on me taking showers, doing…that’s not a thing?”



I leaned in and kissed her again. Hard this time, all tongue. She moaned and struggled against me. “Wait. What? No. You can’t do this?” She protested with her words but her hands were rubbing up and down my waist. My tiny, thin waist. Her shifting under me, struggling, only made me hornier. When her hand slipped down to my ass and her mouth opened without forming any words, I knew I had her.



Like guppies we kissed, wet, hot, sloppy, tongue filled kisses.



She tried a final time to protest when I had to come up for air.



“Bree, we shouldn’t. We can’t.”



“You started it,” I said playfully.



“Me? How?”



“By telling me about you and Helen. My God, Mom that was so hot. What did you expect? How could you not know telling me that wouldn’t make me crazy, fucking horny.”



I tugged her blouse to one side; exposing the sext black lace bra she wore to contain her big titties. She tugged the material back but her efforts to escape had lost any conviction, if they’d had any to start with. “You need to stop. You’re my daughter.”



“No, I’m not. Not really.”



“How can you say that? I raised you.”



“But you’re my stepmom and now,” I added, “you’re not even that. You and Dad are divorced so now you’re just a sexy, hot, older woman I know. A woman I want to fuck.” I kissed her. Hard.



She hesitated then kissed me back. Then stopped. “No. This is still wrong.”



“No, Mommy. It’s not.”



More kisses.



“It feels wrong,” she said.



“It feels good,” I corrected her.



She nodded against my kiss, mumbling. “It does…feel…good.”



“See? I told you.”



I hooked a finger between her soft boob and her bra cup and pulled it away, revealing her big, pink, inviting nipple. I kissed it, teasing it with my tongue until it was hard in my mouth. Mom moaned and rather than push me away, she ran her hand along the back of my arm, more caressing than protesting.



“You have to stop.”



“No, Mom,” I said in between slurpy, wet titty kisses. “You’re too hot. I’ve always wanted to do this. Let me give you what you want.”



“I…I’m not sure I want this.”



“What you deserve. What you need.” I tugged at her nipple with my lips, pulling, making soft smacking noises. “Tell me that doesn’t feel good.”



“But…”



“Tell me.”



“It feels…feels, um, good.”



“See?” I said, without looking up. Mom began to finger stroke my hair. She peeled it back from my face, where the tropical moisture stuck it to my sweaty skin. I took a break from her nipple to kiss her mouth again. She kissed me back but still with that shocked expression in her eyes. I returned my oral fixation to her exposed nipple, wet and shiny in the waning overhead sunlight.



“Oh,” she moaned. “Maybe, maybe if we don’t tell anyone.”



“We’re not going to tell anyone.” Kiss. Kiss. “It’ll be just between us.” Kiss. Kiss. “Our little secret.” As I continued to kiss her, I straddled her thigh and rubbed my wet sex along her flesh where her pencil skirt had ridden up her leg. I stopped long enough to untie my bikini top, exposing my tiny titties to her and letting the flimsy yellow garment fall away. I threw my arms wide, as if to say ta-da, revealing my nakedness to her in a way she’s never seen before and I’ve dreamed about a thousand times.



To my surprise and delight, Mom quickly unbuttoned her blouse. My boobs were nowhere as large as Mommy’s, but they were cute, well-formed, a fit my petite frame. Mom laid back in her black bra, one big boob hanging out, exposed. She stared at my body and I saw in her eyes what I always dreamed of seeing from her; desire. Raw, wanton, mouth-watering desire.



I tore her other boob loose from its bra cup.



She ran her fingers gently along my bare thigh.



I hiked her skirt up her legs and hooked a finger under the elastic of her panties and that was when my shock—and dream—really came true.



Mom grabbed me roughly by the waist and effortlessly flipped me off her, rolling me into a sitting position on the lounge. “You want to have sex with me.” It was a statement, not a question. “You want to fuck this older woman. Fine. I’ll show you how to fuck me.”



It was my turned to be wide-eyed as Mom turned into a booty-starved, sexual vixen before my eyes. She grabbed my damp bikini bottoms and yanked them down my legs. Her fingernails raked my skin. She tore them off with a flourish and threw them to the pool deck. Before I could react, she thrust my thighs apart and climbed between my legs. Her mouth was on my sex in a second. I gasped, and then giggled. “Oh. Oh!”



She grabbed a fistful of my boob as her mouth and tongue went to work licking and kissing and poking into my throbbing, quivering snatch. Her head shook back and forth. “That what you wanted?” she asked, her voice muffled.



“Yes.” I laid my head back and closed my eyes.



“That’s what you like?” she asked again.



“Oh, yes.”



She used her fingers to spread my lips. “Like that?” She ran her tongue over my wet lips, flicking it up and down. Then she kissed it. “Such a pretty pussy. So pretty.”



“Yes.” My eyes were closed and my gasps deepened. My stomach rippled. My breathing grew raspy. “Yes. Oh, Yes. Eat my pussy, Mommy. Eat it.”



She did, and she was good at it.



“This how you get off?”



“Yes. Oh, yes. I’ve always wanted you to do this.”



“Yeah.”



“Yeah. Eat my pussy, Mommy. Do it.”



“You want Mommy to make you come?”



“Yes. Yes.”



“I’m gonna do it, girl.”



“Yes. Make me come, Mommy.”



Her tongue licked and poked and lapped up my spewing juices. “Like that?”



“Yeah.”



“Yeah?”



“Yeah. Oh, Mom.”



She found my clit with her tongue. She rubbed it up and down, licking it hard, teasing it.



“Right there,” I panted. “Yeah. Oh, yeah. Oh. Oh.”



She slurped and kissed and used her fingers. I tensed. My butt cheeks clenched. God, she was so good at eating pussy, I couldn’t believe it. “You’re so good, Mommy. So good.”



“Yeah.”



“Yeah. You lick my pussy so good, Mommy.”



“Yeah.”



“Yeah.”



Then she stuck two fingers inside me. They slipped into my wet hole easily. She asked, “You like that?”



“Yes. Huh. Huh.”



“It feels good?” Her fingers slipped in and out.



“Yes, Mommy. Finger fuck me, Mommy. Please.”



“You want me to stop?”



“No.”



“Let’s get it nice and wet. You want me to use three fingers?”



“Yes. Use three fingers, Mommy.”



When she did, I clenched and gasped. “Oh, yeah.”



“Like that?” She wiggled her fingers inside.



“Yeah. Like that.”



Then she started kissing my clit again. Her fingers sliding in and out, teasing, licking, her tongue and mouth all over my button. “Right there?” she asked. “The way you like it?”



“Right there,” I confirmed. “Harder, Mommy. Finger fuck me harder with your fingers.”



“You want to come on my fingers?”



“Yes. Make me come on your fingers, Mommy. Oh.”



Her fingers, mouth, and tongue worked in tandem to wreck me. She pushed harder and faster. I gasped, barely able to breath. My eyes squeezed tight, my mouth open and gasping for air as I moaned. My skin slick with sweat and suntan lotion. “Oh, oh, oh.”



Then it hit; a groundswell of pleasure that erupted, a spewing volcano. “I’m coming. I’m coming. Huh, huh, huh! I’m coming, Mommy! I’m coming!”



“That’s it, Bree. Come, baby. Come.”



My body seized, my orgasm hit, I pounded the cushion under me. I cried out, “Oh, Mommy!”



“I’m here, baby.”



Her tongue lashing and lapping at my pussy now clenched around her fingers. I arched my back, my ass coming off the chaise lounge. My body shuddered and a tsunami of warm pleasure washed over me.



Crashing back down to the chaise, I gasped, “Oh. Dear. God!”



My body and I relaxed with a sigh as orgasmic aftershocks shuddered through me.



Mom gently pulled her fingers from my aching, wet pussy and slid them into my mouth. I hungrily sucked on them, slurping my pussy juices from her fingers.



When I’d sucked all the sweet pussy juices from her fingers, Mom pulled them out. She straddled my legs and hiked her skirt up, climbing over my thighs. She pulled her pretty black panties off, stripping them down her thick thighs. I scooted down in the chaise until I was lying flat under her, understanding exactly what it was she wanted to do next. On her knees, she awkwardly crab-walked up my body until she was in position over my face, her sex just inches from my eager mouth.



“I’ve wanted to do this with you for forever,” I said.



She grabbed the back of the chaise lounge with her hands. “For forever?”



“For forever,” I confirmed.



She lowered herself over me.



I grabbed fistfuls of her pale ass and stretched my tongue out to meet her descending pussy. The tip of my tongue touched her already sopping lips. The taste of her tangy deliciousness almost made me swoon.



“Oh, yeah,” Mom said. “Lick that pussy.”



And I did.



“Ah, ah. Oh yeah, that’s good. Put your tongue on it. Move your tongue all around it.” She rocked back and forth, moaning and sucking in her breath. I licked her pussy up and down and when I found her clit, I flicked at it. Mom gasped and quivered. “Oh, Bree, yes.”



I enclosed my mouth around her wet lips and tapped at her clit, sucking it, and rolling my tongue around it. “Oh, Bree, yes. You’re so good at that. Oh, oh, oh.”



Mom let go of the back of the chaise and leaned backward, supporting herself on her arms while she shoved her pussy harder into my face. I could look up past her thick red trim, over her big boobs. She shook her frizzy red hair from her sweat slick face. It flowed wildly off her shoulders and down her back. Her stomach undulated as her breath grew shallower. She rocked her hips. “That’s it. Bree. Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah. Right there. Right there.”



Mom looked down at me with half-closed eyes, her mouth open, her exposed boobs flopping and jiggling. She sucked in a breath. “Oh, yeah. Oh yeah. Oh. Oh. Oh. Yeah. Right there.”



I sucked harder and rolled my tongue all around her sweet tasting pussy. That she was my mom, the forbidden taboo of it all, made her juices taste all the more succulent. Made my desire that much stronger, needy.



“Lick it, Bree. That’s it. That’s it. Oh, Bree, yeah. Yeah, yeah, Yessssss! Ah!”



Mom clamped her knees against head. Her stomach muscles clenched. And she came with a shudder. I kept licking, teasing her clit with a flick of my tongue. Mom’s body quivered with each contact.



When her orgasmic pleasure waves had run their course, Mom climb up off me and lay beside me. A dollop of sweat rolled down her temple. Her skin gleamed with sweat. She grabbed a fistful of my breast and slammed her mouth down on my lips. She kissed me with a hungry intensity I’d never experienced before—but liked. I kissed her back.



Her hands combed through my damp hair as kissed. Her lips sucked at and her tongue lapped around my pussy slick mouth.



When we finally stopped kissing, panting, Mom playfully slapped my breast. “Flip over. On your knees.”



She scooted down on the chaise, lying on her back, assuming the position I’d just been in. I climbed over her, but turned my back to her. I grabbed her ankles and lowered my hips over her face as I dropped my head close to her pussy. Sixty-nine. My favorite position.



Mom wasted no time grabbing my ass and spreading my cheeks wide. She hungrily plunged her tongue deep inside me. I did the same. The wet slurpy sounds we made were driving me wild. The hot sun beat down on my bare back. Mom used her tongue like a little prick, plunging it hard and deep inside me and then replaced it with her finger.



I gasped. “Oh, fuck yeah. Don’t stop, Mommy. Don’t stop.”



She didn’t. Adding a second finger, her digits slipped easily inside my wet pussy. While she finger fucked me, I licked her pussy, probing it with my tongue, feeling my own swollen pussy quiver as she did the same to me.



“Eat me, Mommy,” I begged, squirming over her face. In response, I feel her tongue join her fingers. She lapped he tongue along my pussy lips, flicking across my clit, sending a pulse of wanton passion through my body with each wet contact. “Oh, that’s it, Mommy.”



“You gonna come for me, baby?” Mom asked.



“Yeah.”



“Make me come, too,” she said. I plunged a finger inside her and she squealed. “Yes!”



I run my tongue and mouth all over her pussy while finger fucking her with first one then two fingers, the way she was doing me. I found her clit with my tongue again.



Mom gasped, “Oh, yeah.”



I pushed my fingers deep inside her, up to the knuckles. I licked around her clit. She made kissing sounds as she licked me. When her body shuddered under me, she groaned. “Oh, Bree. Yes!”



I felt her second orgasm course through her. Her muscles tightened. Her body quivered. She spasmed with a finally shiver. “Oh, oh. Oh! Yeah!”



I rolled off her, both of us sweaty, slick, and spent.



Mom sat up. I spun around and snuggled in next to her. She put an arm around my shoulder. I tossed a leg over her bare thigh and played with the damp curls of her hair. Our skin was slick with comingled sweat and coconut smelling tanning lotion, slippery in the humid summer air.



Drowzy, my body tired and sexually spent, my eyes half closed, I drew lazy circles over the massive slope of her breasts.



“That was incredible,” Mom said.



“It was,” I agreed.



“Everything you imagined?” she asked.



“Um hum. And more.”



“You’re really good at that,” Mom said, sounding casual, but I knew she wasn’t. She was probing.



“What part?” I asked, feigning innocence.



“At…that. Sex. Licking pussy especially.”



“You know I’ve been with women before. A lot.”



“Well, sure. They must have been pretty good to teach you how to do all that. Was there any one, in particular, that was…special.”



“There was this one. She was older. I’ve always liked older.”



“Like me?” Mom asked.



I smiled. “Yeah. A lot like you.”



“Who was it?” she asked.



I looked over at her. “Aunt Helen, Mom. She taught me everything I know.”



 



♥♥♥
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 Mary & Bree: A Taboo Lesbian Romance,
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