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I never meant for it to happen.



It was a mistake. I know it. I knew it, yet I couldn’t stop myself.



But I don’t regret it either. Like an itch that’s driving you crazy because you can’t reach it and then, when you finally get it scratched, that feeling. You know it. It’s like heaven.



As was this.



It started that morning when I was straightening up Lacey’s room before going off to work.



Lacey’s my nineteen-year-old stepdaughter. She’d just finished her first year at college and was home for the summer. It was great having her back, because, well, living alone for me is hard. Lacey’s father, my husband of fifteen years, killed in a car accident two years earlier.



He died, but in a lot of ways my life ended that day, too.



Ironically, Lacey took losing her father a lot better than I had…have.



When she told me she wanted to go away to college, to live on campus and have the whole college experience, it devastated me. My heart felt broken all over again, but I didn’t try and stop her. I’d never stand in her way. If I did, what kind of mother would I be?



Her real mom wasn’t anywhere in the picture. She walked out on Brian and Lacey before the girl’s second birthday. A boozer and drug addict, the last we’d heard she’d hooked up with a drummer in a rock band, was touring the dive bar circuit out west as a singer while the two of them tried to get discovered.



I met and married Brian when Lacey was four and she accepted me as her mom ever since.



What I can say now is one thing she’s learned at college was how to live like a slop. Good lord, her room looked like a ransacked crime scene. Clothes were tossed everywhere. Her bed was unmade, the covers and sheets more off the mattress than on. Plates full of crumbs, half-full glasses of soda, and empty chip bags covered every available horizontal surface in the room.



I held a laundry basket under my arm and started picking up clothes. “She’s only been home a few days. These can all be dirty,” I complained dropping shirts, shorts, bras and other unmentionables into the basket. I picked up an impossibly small black lace thong. I put it to my nose and sniffed. “Yup. Wore these.”



I took another deep whiff before I dropped them into the basket.



When I yanked a sock draped over the top of her open laptop on the bed, the screen popped on. The machine been left in sleep mode, not properly shut down. Not a surprise. I knew she liked to watch it in bed, using it as background noise to fall asleep to.



A video on the screen started playing.



At first, I thought it was porn—and it was, yet also so much more.



She’s nineteen, I reasoned. Girls can like porn. I do. Some of it anyway.



As the video played, I sat down on the bed and watched—I know, I shouldn’t have—a woman on the screen. A closeup on her face. In profile. It wasn’t some porn star. It was Lacey!



“Oh my God!” My mouth dropped open. I covered it with my hand. “She made a sex tape.”



I thought, okay. It’s a sex tape. It’s stupid, but she’s a college kid. They do stupid things. Right?



And speaking of stupid things. What did I do? I watched it.



Lacey dated guys in high school, but never anyone steady. She thought the boys at school were all immature morons. And they were. At college, she told me she dated but there wasn’t anyone special. She was playing it loose, she said. “Play the field. Isn’t that what you called it back in the day, Mom? When dinosaurs roamed the Earth.”



I smiled at the recollection.
 Brat.



On the tape, she wasn’t with a guy. She was with another woman. And it was someone I knew. Cindy Hendrickson from down the street. A cute brunette with a great, little ass she’d gone to high school with. I didn’t recall them being particularly friendly, but I guess there was more I didn’t know about Lacey than I’d thought.



The camera remained stationary as I watched.



Lacey was laying on her back, her arm cocked behind her head but so her face, in profile, was visible as she looked at something off screen. A smile tugged at the corners of her mouth.



Cindy’s face came into view as she climbed up Lacey’s reclined form. Her long brown hair hooked behind one pixie-like ear. A wide smile on her full lips. A twinkle in her eyes.



Lacey reached up. She put her hands to Cindy’s cheeks, drawing her in for a kiss on the mouth. Open mouth, full French kissing. Complete with wet, slurpy sound effects.



Cindy had moved far enough into frame I saw she wore a black lace bra. One strap had slipped off her shoulder. Sitting up, Lacey cupped Cindy’s boobs. They giggled over Lacey having trouble unsnapping the front release clasp of Cindy’s bra.



Finally, she got it undone.



The bra opened up and Cindy tossed it off the bed. Her firm-looking tits were capped with big pink nipples. The girls giggled and laughed, nervous, but all smiles. It had to be they first time.



With the bra taken care of, Lacey again cupped Cindy’s now naked breasts, barely a handful each. She began kissing them and sucking on her nipples, making cute, little puckering noises with her mouth.



I could only see Lacey from her shoulders up but I got the sense she was naked, too. Or at least topless. She licked and sucked on Cindy’s nipples, pulling on them with her mouth until her lips slipped off with a popping sound. She used the tip of her tongue and got Cindy’s nipples wet and hard and glistening, using her thumbs, she rubbed them, too.



From the way Cindy moaned and bit her lower lip, it was clear, she was enjoying what Lacey was doing.



They kissed some more like that, before Lacey twisted around and got on her hands and knees on the bed. It turned out Lacey wasn’t naked after all. She had on a yellow thong, but not for long as Cindy stripped them off her, peeling them down her long, shapely legs while showering Lacey’s pale round ass with kisses. When the panties were gone, Lacey spread her legs, exposing her sex to Cindy in all its wet, pink glory. She leaned forward on her forearms and pushed her ass back at Cindy.



And the other girl didn’t waste any time rubbing her fingers through Lacey’s wet, puffy lips and using her tongue, licking the sweet crack of her ass. She wet her fingers and rubbed Lacey’s sex, uttering the first words heard on the tape, “Look at that nice pussy.”



Lacey giggled and looked over her shoulder at her friend who had her face pressed into her sex. She gasped. “Oh, that’s good.”



Cindy alternated using her tongue and pressing her thumb into the soft pink folds of pussy flesh, rubbing her thumb around in circles, encouraged by Lacey’s increasing moans. Lacey bit down on her lower lip and closed her eyes. Proof Cindy was damn good at doing what she was doing. And there was no doubt Lacey was loving every minute of it.



Here’s where I’ve got to admit, I was getting a little more than turned on by watching. God, this is embarrassing, but I was getting horny as all hell. I actually stripped down to my panties and my bra and I started touching myself.



I mean what could I do? My panties were already wet. Not sexy thongs like Lacey wears, I’m well past that stage in my life, but pretty red things that now had a big wet spot on them. I watched the video and rubbed myself until I could barely stand it. Then I took my panties off completely and butt-naked I licked my fingers and rubbed them over my sex again.



Cindy laid down on the bed, on her back, and spread her legs. She has such a beautiful pussy. Her bush was thick and brown and gorgeous. Her lips were so pink and pretty. Good enough to lick. I kept touching myself, rubbing myself, especially when my stepdaughter went down on her friend.



She used her tongue. Cindy ran the heel of her foot along Lacey’s back. Propped up on her elbows, she cupped her little titties and squeezed. Lacey used her tongue, making these sexy slurping sounds that drove me crazy. I used my fingers and imagined she was going down on me. She got Cindy so wet—got me wet, too—as I watched and used my fingers.



Cindy bit down on her lip again. Her body quivered under the tongue-lashing Lacey gave her. Cindy pinched her nipples between her fingers and thumbs as her breathing got shallower, more labored. When Lacey told her how fucking good she tasted, I’d almost convinced myself she was talking to me.



Of course, she wasn’t. And by then I’d gotten myself so worked up—my fingers weren’t enough to convince me otherwise—I needed something more.



When Lacey was in high school, she kept a vibrator in the bottom nightstand drawer. I’d found it once, and of course never said anything. Now, I yanked the drawer open, hoping, needing it to be there—it wasn’t. But what was instead…



A nine-inch purple dildo!



I wetted it with my mouth, sucking on it until it was slick and glistening. I rubbed it over my wet quivering lips, needing it, before I plunged it deep into my hole. I worked it in and out. My moans joined Cindy’s breathless gasps from the computer, a wanton crescendo of sexual need as Lacey continued to use her tongue on that young girl’s pussy.



Cindy moaned, “Oh, yeah. Right there. Fuck, yeah.”



She put her hand on the back of Lacey’s head, holding her in place as she pumped her hips against her licking probing tongue. I shoved the dildo deeper inside me. I rubbed my thumb against my clit until I started to come.



On screen, Cindy’s moaning grew louder and faster.



Lacey looked up at her with those adorable brown eyes of hers, still tongue licking her friend. Cindy threw her head back and with a final gasp, cried out, “Oh, yes!”



I tossed my head back. My pussy lips clenched around the dildo inside me. I groaned. My orgasm seized me. My body clenched. I gasped. Then finally came my release. The warmth of my orgasm washed over me, spread like liquid fire, before finally, mercifully, melting away, leaving me a spent, weak, puddle of goo on the bed, I said, “Oh my God.”



Wilted, and still panting, I slipped the purple dildo from my pussy. I sucked on it, licking it clean, enjoying the taste of my own juices while I watched Lacey climb her naked body over Cindy’s, ravaging her mouth with wet, sloppy kisses. I licked the pussy juice from the dildo while wondering what Lacey’s hotness might taste like.



The video reached its end and the screen went blank.



And with it came a profound sense of disappointment.



With my desire sated, I climbed off the bed, weak-kneed, I got red-dressed. I cleaned the dildo off in the bathroom sink and put it back where I’d found it. I closed the laptop, put it on Lacey’s desk. I put all the rest of Lacey’s clothes in the laundry basket, regardless of whether they were dirty or clean. I made the bed and feeling like a criminal who’d been prowling around in someone else’s house, I double-checked to see I didn’t leave any sign of what I’d seen, of what I’d done, behind and I left.



For the rest of the day I tried to forget what I’d seen. Forget what I had done.



And, yeah, I had zero success with that.



In fact, the more I tried to put it out of my mind, the more I thought about it. The more I thought about it, the horny I got. At one point I almost went to the ladies’ room at work to play with myself again. I couldn’t get it out of my mind.



I couldn’t get Lacey out of my mind.



That evening when I came home from work, I heard the shower running. Lacey was home from her day, too.



I poured a glass of wine for myself and tried to focus my mind on what to make for dinner.



But my brain wouldn’t let that morning’s memories go. I couldn’t stop thinking about what I’d seen on Lacey’s laptop. What I’d done on her bed. I swear to God, all those hours later, I was more turned on by it than ever. I sipped my wine because nothing lowers my inhibitions faster than a few glasses of Pinot Grigio. Or diminishes my rational decision-making process.



Still I had no intention of doing anything. I swear.



I poured a third glass of wine, listening to the water running in the shower when I suddenly realized all the towels were in the laundry room. In the loads of laundry from Lacey’s bedroom I’d done. I hadn’t had time to put them back in the bathroom linen closet before I’d gone off to work.



Being the good mother that I am, I grabbed a stack of fluffy white towels from the laundry room and took them to the bathroom. I knocked on the door but didn’t get an answer.



Lacey couldn’t hear me over the running water.



So, I went in.



The room was hot and full of moist swirling steam. She’d not put the exhaust fan on. Again.



I put the towels down on the edge of the sink and started to leave—I swear—until I noticed Lacey wasn’t just washing herself. Through the foggy glass of the shower door, I saw her lithe body, glistening wet. She’d piled her naturally red highlighted brown hair high in a bun on top of her head to keep it from getting wet. She had her back to me, but I could tell she was soaping up her boobs. Taking her time doing it. Her head tossed back.



Images of her from the video flashed into my mind.



Instead of leaving, I stood, watching…



She ran her hand down between her thighs. The water and soap sluiced over her skin. Her hand plunged between the Y of her legs. She turned, but didn’t notice me. With the shower spray aimed at her pussy, she rubbed her fingers through her sex. She looked up but her eyes were closed. She gasped. Began to rub herself harder. Leaned against the tile wall. She slipped her fingers in and out of her sex. Her mouth hung open, a low moan escaping from deep inside her.



Watching, and without thinking, without realizing, I unbuttoned my blouse and took it off. I took my bra off and stepped out of my skirt. I dropped my clothes to the tile floor. I slipped out of my panties and rubbed my boobs until my nipples were hard as rocks. Then I started fingering myself, all without taking my eyes of Lacey, who was doing the same thing.



Wanting…



Needing…



I did the unthinkable.



Naked and horny as fuck, I gathered my hair up into a loose bun and stepped into the shower. At the sound of the shower door opening, Lacey’s eyes sprang open, noticing me for the first time.



“Mom!” She rubbed a bar of soap between her hands, using her arms to cover up her breasts. “What are you doing?”



“I had a crazy day and need to take a shower, to relax.”



“You couldn’t wait until I was done?”



The shower stall was steamy and moist. The spray was hot and stung my flesh like needles. “Then dinner would be so late. And I’m hungry, too.”



I couldn’t help but let my eyes travel over her naked, wet body. I grabbed a luffa from the caddie and soaped it up. “Here, let me wash your back for you.”



She half turned, giving me that
 you’re strange
 look I get sometimes. I ran the luffa up and down her wet, silky back.



“This is so bizarre,” she said. weird



“It’s not,” I insisted, moving in closer, crowding with her under the hot spray. The water hit my body, raining over my big boobs. My nipples were brown and hard. The water sluiced warmly between the valley of soft flesh and over my stomach and down my legs. It splashed to the tile floor and swirled around then down the drain. “Like when you were a baby.”



I soaped her back and shoulders then ran the luffa over her breast.



“I’m not a baby any…Mom!”



“What?” I asked, as innocently as I could.



“It’s weird you touching me…like that. And I’m not little baby anymore.”



“No, you’re certainly not.” I ran my hand over her butt cheeks then around to her tight stomach. Over her thigh, I squeezed the soap out of the luffa. The soapy water bubbled over my hand and flowed down her body.



“Jesus, Mom. What…”



“You’ve got such nice skin.”



“Um, thanks.” Her suspicious eyes still wide with that
 what are you doing
 look in them.



I squeezed the luffa so warm soapy water poured over her breasts and down her stomach and her shaved pubic area. It was bald as a baby’s bottom.



“I didn’t know you’d done that.”



“Did what?” She cast a glance over her wet shoulder and blushed, noticing I was looking at her sex.



“Shaved your pussy,” I said.



Her face flushed three shades darker. “A couple of girls did it at college. It was like a dare.”



I continued to rub the luffa over her, squeezing it, enjoying how the soap and water poured over her glistening skin. I rubbed the luffa close to her sex.



“Mom!”



“Do you think I should that?”



“What? No! Why?”



“I don’t know. I’ve been thinking, maybe, I should try and get back out there. You know before I’m too…old.”



She glanced over her shoulder, twisted a little. “You mean like dating?” She smiled. “Yes, you should. And you’re not old, Mom.”



“Thanks, sweetie.” I pulled her into a hug, feeling her slick back and butt press against my paler fleshier flesh. She her a supple, lithe body which certainly made me feel old. And horny. I slipped an arm over her shoulder and grabbed a handful of her breast, squeezing it.



Lacey twisted around to look at me. Her water slick body slippery against mine. She bit her lower lip and looked hard into my eyes, as if trying to read my mind through them. “what’s going on with you?”



I replaced my hand with the luffa and rubbed her little brown nipple until it got hard. She half closed her eyes and licked her top lip. “Mom?”



I ran a hand over her flat stomach. “You’ve grown into such a beautiful woman.”



She didn’t pull away from my touch.



I kissed the nape of her neck. Then I snaked my hands up around her body and cupped her breasts, pulling her body in tighter to mine.



“Mom?”



I rinsed the rest of the soap off her body then got down on my knees behind her. The warm, soapy water swirling around my legs. “Bend over.”



She shut off the water. “What are you doing, Mom?”



I ran my hands over her full ass.



She bent forward.



I leaned in and flicked my tongue along her ass crack.



She jumped back. “Mom, what are you doing?” An edge of panic in her voice, but curiosity, too.



I glanced up at her, my eyes traversing her beautiful wet young body. Her expression was full of questions and uncertainty. “By accident,” I said. “I didn’t mean to, but while I was straightening up your room this morning. I happened to see—on your computer—the tape you and Cindy Hendrickson made.”



“What tape?”



“You know the one.”



She blushed. “Oh, that one.”



“Yes. That one.”



“That was from a long time ago.”



“You were watching it last night,” I said. “I didn’t know you were into girls?”



“I’m not. Not really.”



I raised an eyebrow. “From what I saw, you could’ve fooled me.”



“You watched it? Like the whole thing?”



“Yes.”



“Oh my God. Mom!”



“It…it turned me on.”



“What?” Lacey said. “We were just messing around. Experimenting.”



“You looked like you were enjoying it.”



“I, um, sure, it was fun.” Her face clouded with concern. “God, what you must think of me.”



She said to her naked mother, kneeling on the shower floor who’d just tried to lick her ass crack. “It turned me on. A lot.”



“Oh God.” Lacey repeated. She covered her face with her hand.



“Turn around and lean over. I want to make sure we didn’t leave any soap—”



“Mom, no.”



“And maybe change your mind.”



Lacey twisted back around without needing much convincing. She leaned forward and pressed her forearms against the wet shower stall wall. Her beautiful ass in my face. I spread her cheeks apart and touched the tip of my tongue to her cute, little butthole. She twitched.



“We shouldn’t be doing this.”



“But you like it,” I said. “Don’t you?”



She ran her tongue over her lips and murmured, “Ummm.”



“So pretty,” I said. “You still like girls?”



She giggled. “Um, yes.” She caressed a hand over her breasts and the other down the slick swell of her butt cheek. I circled the tip of my tongue around her puckered little asshole.



Lacey trembled. “Mom, I don’t know about this.”



“It’s okay,” I assured her. I wondered if I needed to remind her, I wasn’t
 really
 her mother. I ran my hand over her sex. “You’re so wet.”



She giggled. “I just took a shower, Mom.”



“Smart ass.”



“Maybe we should go to the bedroom,” Lacey suggested.



My heart sung. Good idea.



I stood up and took her by the hand. I led her to my bedroom.



Naked, our bodies warm and wet, we climbed onto the king-size bed. She held her hands on my hips. I cupped her face in my hands. I kissed her; soft, platonic at first, then deeper.



Her lips parted and I tasted her tongue.



“My little girl,” I said between smooches. “My beautiful, grown up little girl.”



I pulled her into a tight hug. Our bodies melted together, our breasts mashed together, to form one. “You have the cutest breasts.”



“Have you ever been with a woman before, Mom?”



She stared at me, her eyes probing.



“Sort of,” I admitted as she kissed my nipples, taking turns, until they were stiff.



“Tell me about it.”



She pulled my face up to hers and showered my mouth with kisses. “Who was she?” More kisses. “How’d it happen?” More kisses. “What’d she do?”



“It wasn’t like that.”



She kissed me again. “Tell me what it was like.”



“It was along time ago. I was dating your dad but it was before we were married. I shouldn’t. It’s your father.”



“Tell me.” She encouraged the words with more kisses.



I relented. “We were on a double date with another couple.”



“Do I know them?”



“Uncle Bill and his first wife. Judy.”



“Oh my God. It was with Aunt Judy?”



Nervous and embarrassed, I blushed. “Yes. Before they were married, too. Long story short, we were at Bill and Judy’s apartment, visiting for the weekend. After drinking way, way too much, somebody decided it would be a great idea if we swapped partners.”



“No,” Lacey said. Incredulous.



“Yes. We were there, making out. On the floor. Judy and me, on our knees. Your dad and uncle there naked. I was giving your Uncle Billy a blowjob and Judy was doing your dad.”



“Oh my God. Who had the bigger cock?”



“Shush. Billy needed a break I guess, or whatever, so he made me stop. Then he pushed my face close to Judy’s. She stopped sucking your dad long enough to lean over and kiss me. Wet and slippery on the mouth. All tongue.”



“No way.”



“Way. Her tongue sloshed around inside my mouth then we went back to giving blowjobs.”



“That’s it?”



“No.” Did I sound defensive? “Well for then, but a little while later when Billy was sitting on the sofa and I was riding him, cowboy-style, Judy came over to me. She stood in front of me while I was bouncing up and down and she shoved her big tits in my face, made me kiss and suck them before she kissed me on the mouth again. Then she climbed on to your dad’s dick and rode him like the stallion he was.”



“Daddy was good?”



“The best.”



“And that was it with Aunt Judy?”



“That time. There was one other. A few years after she and Billy divorced, she visited us at Christmas.”



“I remember that,” Lacey said excited. “I was like what seven or eight?”



“Something like that. After you’d gone to bed and your father retired after way too many scotches, Judy came onto me down in the playroom.”



“Oh my God. Really?”



I nodded.



“Tell me.” She bounced on the bed, excited.



“I don’t even remember how it started. We down there, talking, I think, and drinking. Of course. Next thing I remember, we were kissing and she was rubbing her hands all over my tits.”



“She’s the only woman I’ve ever seen with tits bigger than yours Mom.”



“Mine are real. Hers aren’t.”



“Get out!”



“Hand to God. This is embarrassing to talk about.”



“Go on,” Lacey said.



“I sat with her behind me. I was leaning into her, back against her and she kept rubbing my tits through my shirt. Then she shoved her hand down my pants. I’d never been touched like that, down there, by a woman before. She had her hair dyed that crazy platinum blond. You remember?”



Lacey nodded.



“She took my blouse off and then she kissed me her tongue all sloppy in my mouth until she yanked my bra off. Soon she was kissing and squeezing my boobs, just going to town. God she was good at that. She put me on my hands and knees on the floor and shoved her fingers inside me from behind, fucking my pussy with her fingers until I came. I was so fucking horny it didn’t take long. Then she stripped out of her clothes and laid down on the floor. Completely naked. I got into position, moved her legs, and was about to go down on her, but when I said something to her, she didn’t answer. she’d passed out.”



“Oh my God. You’re kidding.”



“Nope.”



“What’d you do?” As if suddenly realizing hoe deviant her mother might be, Lacey said, “You didn’t?”



“Of course not.” I didn’t tell her how I’d thought about it though. “I put a pillow under her head and put a blanket over her. Very reluctantly, I went off to bed. The next morning at breakfast, she went on and on about how she woke up naked on the floor but never said a word about what we’d done.”



“She didn’t remember.” Lacey guessed.



“I don’t think so.”



“Mom, that’s like fucking crazy.”



“It was but I’m kind of glad it happened that way. I felt guilty, like I’d cheated on your dad.”



“He had to have known what you guys were going to do. I mean after what happened that first time.”



“I think he suspected. But he didn’t ask and I never told him.”



“Kind of a weird first experience,” Lacey said.



“I thought about it a lot. Always wondered what it would be like but You dad and I were married. We had you to raise and so we settled down. Never really did anything like that again. But today, when I saw your…tape, those memories came flooding back. Now that your father’s gone…”



Lacey sat straighter up on the bed. She tenderly stroked my cheek. “I can fulfill your fantasy?”



“Something like that.” My voice catching in my throat. Was that what I was doing? I reminded myself, she’s your stepdaughter. You’ve raised her since she was four.



“We shouldn’t.” She kissed my lips, her fingertips lightly touching my cheek, the nape of my neck as she pulled me in.



“I know.” But any concerns about the inappropriateness of all this melted away. When her hands cupped my breasts, still moist from the shower, every thought other than satisfying my desire to do this were gone.



“But you want to anyway?” She kissed my tits and licked my nipples, suckling them like a baby and I was putty in her hands.



“Yes,” I gasped.



I kissed the top of her head. Her hair still damp. Then I kissed her mouth, drawing her body into mine, a tight embrace. Our tongues wagged, circled around inside our mouths, one big wet orifice.



I told Lacey to lay down.



She opened her legs for me, revealing that beautiful shaved pussy of hers to me.



I leaned in, about to do what I’d been denied all those years earlier. That it would be with my stepdaughter rather than my sister-in-law made it all the more taboo, and that much more exciting. My tongue touched her sex. I licked along her soft pink lips, tasting her pussy, another woman’s pussy, for the first time. It was intoxicating.



“That’s it,” Lacey cooed. “Eat my pussy, Mommy.”



It had been years since she called me mommy. I missed it. Even as she squirmed under me. Even as I teased her wet lips and then teased her clit. Even as I do all those un-mommy things to my stepdaughter.



She moaned, telling me over and over, “That feels so good.”



She twitched and hissed. “That’s it. That’s it. Make me come, Mommy. Make me come.”



Her lithe body shuddered. “Oh, yeah. Oh, fuck. Right there. Right there.”



She sucked in a breath and threw her head back. “Yeah. Yeah! Ummm. Ummm.”



Lacey lurched and shuddered. Her body seized by orgasm, she thrashed against my mouth and tongue. Her tangy taste an elixir to me. As if released by an unseen grasp, Lacey relaxed. Over her lithe body and perky breasts, she looked at me and smiled. Teeth wide and perfect. She licked her lips. “That felt so good, Mommy.”



I kissed her inner thigh, licking my tongue around my lips lapping up every last taste of her. I rolled over on the bed and without exchanging words, Lacey climbed between my spread legs. Without a word, she went to work on returning the favor. I stroked her hair and stared into her eyes over the mounds of my breasts. She worked slowly, just kissing my pussy until I moaned the first time then started to use her tongue.



“Does that feel good, Mommy?”



I moaned, “Yes.”



I played with my balloon-like boobs, squeezing them.



“You like that, Mommy?”



“Uh huh. Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah.”



I was getting close. Lacey licked harder and faster. I moaned, enjoying the warmth spreading through me, building, swelling, the gathering of a world-class orgasm stirring inside me.



“Don’t stop,” I begged. “Don’t stop.”



But she did.



I looked at her, disappointed as she pulled away. I gasped a single word; “Why?”



It was all I could get out, my tongue thick in my mouth.



“I’m going to make you come, Mommy,” Lacey said, assuring me as she climbed over my leg. She leaned back, positioning herself so her pussy was thrust up against mine. She started to rock, leaning heavily on one arm behind her. Our wet slippery pussies rubbed together.



I rocked my hips, matching Lacey’s slowly grinding tempo.



“Oh, oh.” I felt my eyes rolling back in my head. “Oh.”



“You like that, Mommy?”



“Yes. Yes.”



Our gyrating picked up a notch.



She rubbed hard against me. I rubbed back.



The muscles of her flat stomach rolled like waves on a beach.



I grabbed her thigh and pulled her tighter against me, against my quivering pussy.



Lacey started rocking faster, harder. “Your pussy feels so good, Mommy.”



She held my leg against her, the same as I was doing with hers. We gyrated harder and harder. Our moaning grew louder and louder.



“Keeping rubbing,” I begged between hisses. “Keep rubbing.”



“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah,” Lacey moaned.



“Oh my God. Oh my God.”



“Oh yes! Oh, yes!”



“Keep rubbing. Keep rubbing.”



“Right there. Right there.”



“You’re gonna make me come. You’re gonna make Mommy come. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”



And I did. With a scream and a howl, “Oh. Oh, Yes! Yes! Yessssssssssss!”



Breathless, Lacey rolled off me and flopped onto the bed.



I was too spent to move.



We laid there panting, staring up at the ceiling for a while. Then Lacey curled up beside me. Her body warm and moist against my skin. So comforting. I put my arm around her and pulled her against me, as if I would never, could never, let her go again. She drew circles on my skin with her fingertip.



“Why did you want to do this, Mom?”



We were back to Mom. “I don’t know.”



That was the honest answer. Still I tired again. “When I saw you, you and Cindy, on that sex tape, it made me think about how you’re not a little girl anymore.”



“That’s not it, Mom.”



“No. Not entirely.” I admitted. “It also got me thinking about what I’ve been doing, or not doing, since your dad died.” I finger-combed her hair out of her face. “That time with Aunt Judy. I never did anything about it. I liked it. I wanted to do it again. More. But I didn’t. I just thought, just wondered, but never
 did
 anything about it.”



“You think you want to be with Aunt Judy?”



“What? Jesus, no.” I almost barked a laugh. I didn’t even particularly like Judy. “But someone. Maybe.”



Silence filled the room. Finally, hesitantly, Lacey said, “It can’t be me, Mom.”



“I know.” My heart ached saying it but it was true. We both knew it. Still, I added, “I’m not really your mom.”



“We can’t ever do this again, Mom,” Lacey insisted.



“I know.” I ran a finger along her bare arm, raising goosebumps on her skin. A melancholy sadness swept over me. She was right. Of course. Still… “It was nice though. Wasn’t it?”



Lacey looked deeply into my eyes and smiled. “Yes. It was.”



“Can we just lay here. Like this. For a little while longer?”



“For as long as you want, Mommy.”







♥♥♥





















If you enjoyed
 Karen & Lacey: A Taboo Lesbian Romance,



be sure to check out Cammie’s other hot, steamy stories,
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Find them here:




Amazon.com:Cammie-Cummins
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