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Libby & Stephanie



A Taboo Lesbian Romance



 



STEPHANIE



 



Okay, I’ll admit it. I’ve had a girl crush on my stepmom. Ever since I was thirteen years old. I’m nineteen and living in a dorm by myself now. And those feelings, they’ve never gone away. In my mind, Mom was just always the coolest. I didn’t realize how cool until that first weekend she came to visit me at college.



October, so the weather was still pretty nice during the day but cooling down at night.



Mom arrived near dinnertime, tired and achy from the six-hour drive from our house on the coast. Libby, though I always called her mom, looked radiant coming through the door despite the long hours on the road. Her dishwater blond hair—several shades darker than my own—was a windblown mess from driving the Corvette with the top down all afternoon. She wore it straight, longer than when I’d last seen her, and she’s braided several strains and highlighted it with blonde streaks. She had on a yellow blouse, button-down, showing a bit more cleavage than a forty-eight-year-old woman should. Able to pull it off, too. Also, she wore a tight, blue jean skirt and white four-inch heels.



After three months of not seeing her, she looked hot as hell.



Yes.
 That’s
 the kind of crush I had on Mom.



I’d never confessed that to her. And of course, never acted on it—well, except for when I’d spy on her taking a shower. Those were special times. Moments and memories I’d used often later on when I’d let my wanton imagination run wild.



I gave her an extra tight hug and took her overnight back from her hand. I fiddled with her braid. “The braid’s a nice touch, Mom.”



“I wore my hair like this when I went to college.”



“Around the time of Woodstock, wasn’t it?” I asked with a laugh.



“Bitch,” Mom said but laughing too. “When’d you pierce your eyebrow?”



I touched the silver ring over my left eye. “A few weeks ago. You like it?”



“No.” But she smiled. “Aw, Steph. It’s so great to see you again.”



“You too, Mom.”



I put the bag down and swept a hand around the tiny room. “Well, here it is. Ta da.”



“It’s lovely, sweetheart.”



It was a dorm room, I thought. A dump. Institutional furniture. Drab, off-white walls. A single lamp on a pinewood bedside table. Blinds over the window, some of the slates were bent, others were broken off completely. I’d hung a pair of sheers to dress the window up a bit. It didn’t help much.



“Tired?” I asked.



“Exhausted. But more importantly, I’m starving. What do you have around here we can eat?”



She eyed the mini-fridge and hot plate on the chest of drawers.



“There’s an Italian restaurant downtown,” I said. “It’s great.”



Mom threw her head back and stared at the ceiling. “Ugh. I’ve gotta get back in the car again. My shoulders are killing me.”



“For two seconds,” I told her. “But you’ll love it. And it’s quiet. Most of the students don’t go there because it’s too expensive.”



I took the car keys from her hands. “I’ll drive.” Who’d pass up the opportunity to wheel around campus in a vintage corvette? “I’ll give you a massage when we get back.”



“Deal,” Mom said, following me to the door. “But it better be one hell of a massage.”



“It’ll be the best,” I assured her. I had no idea how accurate that prediction was going to be. I opened the door to leave.



“Mom said, “Wait. How expensive is too expensive?”



I laughed, but as I promised, dinner was fabulous. The food was excellent. The mixed drinks—I broke in my first fake ID—were terrific. And Mom and I caught up, talking and laughing for what seemed like hours. It was so great to be with her again.



Mom wore a pair of dangly silver earrings. She had a narrow, angular face with big, high cheekbones and a pointed chin that matched her long, thin nose. Every time she laughed, her face lit up, and the lines at the corner of her eyes crinkled attractively.



After we finished eating, we stayed for more drinks.



I was getting tipsy, and Mom was definitely loose.



I asked her how she was doing. She was never really good at holding her liquor, but she misunderstood the question. “I’m okay,” she said. Suddenly sounding melancholy. “It’s been hard since your father passed.”



I reached across the table and cupped her hands. “I know.”



She looked down at the table, at our hands clasped together. She gave a single sniffle and forced herself to perk up again. “But I’m okay. I am.”



“You sure, Mom?”



“I am. In fact, something happened the other day.”



Mom went on to tell me how she’d gotten together with her two best friends, Rachel and Emily, last week. A gathering meant to cheer Mom up, with Dad gone and me now at college. All of them forty-somethings, Emily was a skinny woman with red hair and teeth too big for her mouth. She favored costume jewelry that jangled every time she moved her arms. Mom’s friend Rachel was the youngest of the three of them, at forty-one. A pretty blonde with an upbeat, vivacious personality. She’d just finalized her third divorce, having accumulated two homes, a condo, and a red sports car from her string of heartbroken conquests.



She grabbed Mom and Emily by the hands and led them to the bedroom. Excited, she bounced onto the bed and patted the mattress on either side of her. “I have something to show you all. Are you ready?”



In unison, Mom and Emily said, “Yes.”



Rachel slipped her hand under her pillows and pulled out an extra-long, double-sided rubber dildo. “Ta-da.”



Emily squealed.



Laughing, the three of them examined it, running their fingers over the toy’s bumps and ridges. Rachel bent it into a U, then twisted it, demonstrating its flexibility. Mom and Emily oohed and ahhed.



Mom noticed Emily run her fingers up along Rachel’s bare shin.



While Rachel was recently divorced (again), Emily was in an open marriage arrangement with her husband. Each openly dated both men and women, and the neighborhood rumor mill had it they even swung together on occasion, too.



Mom wasn’t shocked when Emily leaned in and gave Rachel a big kiss on the mouth. Or when Rachel teasingly tugged Emily’s t-shirt down so her boob popped out. She’s heard rumors the ladies had gotten together before. What did surprise her was when Rachel draped an arm around Mom’s shoulders and pulled her into an embrace. Mom’s eyes went wide when Rachel kissed her on the mouth.



Before Mom knew what was going on, Emily was on her back, stretched out across the bed with her skirt hiked up, and her panties tugged down. She scissor-kicked her legs until the lace panties flew across the room. Seconds later, Rachel was leaning over Emily, her tongue licking the redhead’s sex.



Emily reached a hand out and took Mom by the back of the neck, pulling her down for a kiss.



Rachel rubbed the bulbous head of the dildo up and down Emily’s hole, making her wet.



She stopped for a moment. “Libby, come here.”



Mom crawled over the big king-size mattress. Rachel kissed her hard on the lips, poking her tongue in Mom’s mouth. Mom got a taste of Emily’s warm pussy juice. A first for her.



Rachel jumped off the bed and stripped her jeans and panties off. She pushed Emily’s legs apart and carefully thrust the rubber dick into her pussy.



Emily sucked in a breath. “Ooh! Oh, yes.”



Then Rachel crawled back onto the bed. On her knees between Emily’s spread thighs, she shoved the other end of the dildo into her own pussy. Rachel threw her head back and moaned. She fisted the bendy, rubber shaft and pushed-pulled it between them, fucking them both with the slick phallic toy.



“Who needs men,” Rachel gasped, riding the fake cock.



She put an arm around Mom and pulled her in for another sloppy kiss.



“My turn,” Emily said, urging Mom to kiss her, too.



Rachel ran her hand over Mom’s ass, then down between her legs, rubbing her sex under her damp panties.



“Libby, your panties are damp,” Rachel said.



Mom broke her kiss with Emily. “That surprises you? With all this sexiness going on.”



“I just wasn’t sure you’d be into it.”



“I wasn’t either. But I am.” She went back to kissing Emily.



Eventually, the rest of their clothes came off. Each was down to spiked shoes and jewelry. Emily’s bangles and bracelets jangling musically while the three of them squirmed in a naked pile on the bed, taking turns kissing and touching each other.



Rachel kept pumping the dildo in her and Emily’s pussy, rocking on her knees now, her free hand caressing her own breasts. “We need to get Libby really wet,” she commented.



Still on her back, Emily said, “I know just the thing.”



With a bangle-jangling motion, she indicted Mom should swing her leg over Emily’s chest.



Mom sat on her knees, over her friend’s face. Emily encircled her thighs with her arms and grasped Mom’s ass, urging her to lower her hip, guiding her crotch over her face.



Mom felt a blossoming of pleasure as Emily’s tongue lapped across her soft pussy lips. She loved having her pussy eaten, but it was something Dad didn’t do very often. Now, Mom threw her head back and basked in the wanton sensation of Emily’s spongy, wet tongue wiggling its way up and down her hole. Mom grasped at her breasts, tugged at her nipples until they were stiff and sore.



Behind her, Rachel was thrusting the double-headed cock into Emily, rocking her body as she tongue-lashed Mom’s pussy. Mom rode Emily’s face, lost in the amatory euphoria of the moment.



After a time, Rachel said, “Are you ready?”



“Who me?” Mom asked. “For what?”



Rachel slowly pulled the dildo from her pussy then withdrew it from Emily’s sex. Emily oohed as the rubber dick slipped out. Without instructions from Rachel, Emily re-positioned herself on the bed so her head was on the pillows. Rachel handed the dildo to Mom.



“Your turn,” she said to Mom as she climbed between Emily’s legs and went down on her again. She must really love eating Emily’s pussy out. This time though, she thrust her ass in the air and spread her legs.



Mom knew exactly what Rachel wanted her to do.



She spread Rachel’s ass cheeks and pressed the head of the dildo into her friend’s wet pussy. Rachel was so wet, the fake cock slipped in without any resistance. Rachel’s ass contracted, then relaxed. She rocked back and forth while Mom held the cock steady. Emily squirmed under Rachel’s lustful licking. Mom climbed onto the bed. On her knees behind Rachel, she kept fucking her friend with the rubber cock, but she didn’t stuff the dildo into her own pussy. Afraid, she guessed, she bent it down. She didn’t know why she hadn’t used it on herself. But she didn’t. She moaned, feeling the fullness of it against her wet pussy without riding it. She pressed her clit against it. That was enough. She felt her orgasm building like a rising tide.



Mom slammed her crotch against Rachel’s ass. Their skin slapping noisily. Rachel rocked, and Emily squirmed. Mom tossed her head back. “Oh, God.”



Rachel backed into Mom’s thrusting. Moaning. “Oh, yeah, Libby. Make me come. Make me come hard.”



Faster and harder, Mom pumped the dildo into Rachel’s hole. Rachel licked hard at Emily’s pussy. Emily squirmed and mashed her tits together. She pursed her lips. “Oh, yeah.”



Mom was the first to come, she screamed. “Oh, God. Yes!”



Emily and Rachel quickly climaxed next. Eyes closed, heads thrown back, strangled, guttural screams of relief.



Mom gently pulled the dildo from Rachel’s pussy, watching as a sated, satisfied final shiver ran through her friend’s body. Tired, her skin was prickly with perspiration, and her nerve-endings were on fire. Mom collapsed onto the bed with a final, “Whew.”



She pushed her hair from her face and accepted loving kisses from her two best friends.



Rachel and Emily laid down beside her. Their three sweaty bodies were entwined, slick, and warm. Mom laid in the afterglow of her first orgasm in she couldn’t say how long while her friends napped in the bed alongside her.



Finished telling me the story, Mom covered her face with her hands. “Oh my God. I shouldn’t have told you that.”



“It’s fine, Mom. Really.”



“It must be the booze. Whoo-hoo.” She held her glass up. “They must be really strong.” She sucked it dry. The ice rattled on the bottom of the glass. She signaled the waitress for two more and put the empty glass down. “I’m so embarrassed.”



“Mom, don’t be.” I patted her hand again. “Dad’s gone. But he’d want you to be happy. Have sex with whoever the hell you want to have sex with.”



I said it a bit louder than I meant to. The waitress shot us a look from the bar. Mom looked young enough people often mistook us for sisters. I wondered if the waitress thought we were lovers, maybe going through a rough patch. Breaking up or making up.



“But Steph. It was with Emily and Rachel. Women.”



“So? It’s the twenty-first century, Mom. Straight. Gay. It’s all just a bunch of nonsense. Labels.” I waved a hand in the air, dismissing it all. “It’s not like I haven’t experimented with girls.”



“You have?”



“Sure. I’m in college, Mom. Isn’t that what you’re supposed to do here?”



“I thought it was to go to class and study and learn things.”



I laughed. “I do that.” I added with a smile, “Too.”



We talked and finished our drinks. Mom looked around. I did the same. The restaurant was empty except for us. The waitress stood at the bar, talking with the bartender but giving us the evil eye.



“It’s getting late,” Mom said. “We should go.”



I checked the time on my phone. “Yeah. You must be tired.”



“You have no idea.”



We got up. Mom touched the table, to steady herself.



“You okay?”



“Fine. Just a lot of sitting. I think my ass fell asleep.”



I took Mom by the arm and led her out the door, waving goodnight to the waitress and bartender waiting for us to leave. “I’ll drive.”



Back at my dorm room, Mom immediately flopped face-down down on the bed. “I’m bushed,” she muttered, her voice muffled by the sheets she laid her face in.



I closed and locked the door behind us. I loved the fact I had a single room. No roommates to worry about. No one to fuck up the room but me. I flipped the wall switch, turning on the single lamp on the nightstand beside the bed. The sheers were drawn over the big picture window. The campus lights twinkled mutely behind them.



“Mom, you’ve gotta get changed.”



“I’ll sleep in my clothes.”



“You can’t. Besides.” I tugged at her arm. “You’re laying across the bed. There’s no room for me.”



“I don’t wanna get up.” Her voice all mussy.



I poked at her leg. “Well then, move over at least. Give me some room.”



She groaned her reluctance.



“Mom!”



“Okay. Okay.” She picked up her head and furrowed her brow. “Didn’t someone mention a massage earlier?”



“Ugh,” I growled in playful desperation. “If I give you a massage, will you get up and change then?”



“If it’s a good massage.”



“You know I give good massages.”



She smiled happily. “Yes. You do.”



She folded her arms under her cheek and laid her head back down. A smile on her thin lips.



I climbed onto the bed next to her. Mom closed her eyes. I started to rub her neck and shoulder muscles. She was wound tight. I pressed my thumbs hard into the knotted-up muscles. Her warm skin malleable.



Mom groaned, feeling immediate relief. “That feel’s nice.”



I moved to the small of her back. I lifted her shirt, pinching and squeezing her flesh. I moved to her coccyx. I found myself staring at Mom’s tight, round ass.



Sitting like that, I glimpsed at my reflection in the mirror over the chest of drawers. I had on a skimpy tank top t-shirt and a pair of black and orange school shorts. I kept my reddish auburn hair cut shoulder-length short. I caught a glint of light in my brown eyes. A mischief glimmer, Daddy used to call it.



I imagined seeing red devil horns poking through the strains of my hair as my gaze return to Mom’s raised ass. Her skirt slightly hiked up.
 Oh, Stephanie,
 I thought.
 Don’t.



But…I did.



After hearing Mom’s story, how couldn’t I? It’d made me horny as fucking hell.



I mean, why else would she have told me?



I ran my hands over one cheek, slipping it under her skirt, and gave her flesh a good squeeze.



Mom lifted her head. “Oh. Hey!”



“You’re tight.” I ran both my hands down her leg, massaging the thigh muscles front and back. “Your skin is so smooth.”



Mom twisted. Watching me over her shoulder. “Moisturized. Twice a day.”



“It smells nice.”



I reached in and massaged her inner thighs, bringing my hands close to her panties but stopping before she could protest. Suddenly, my mind was made up. I knew what I would do next, but I had to make Mom feel like she wanted it too.



“Turn over.”



Mom rolled over and laid her arms out along her sides.



I repositioned her ankles, spreading her legs slightly apart. Then, with the gentlest of touches, I traced my fingertips along the top of her legs. First one, then the other, from her ankles, over her knees, along her thighs, to the V between her legs.



I ran my hands over her stomach and around to her hips and her thighs, then up close to her smallish tits. I ran my hands down her outer thighs then up over her stomach again.



Mom laid with her eyes closed. Her breathing shallow.



I reached over her and rubbed her shoulders down again before returning to her torso, where I rubbed my hands in ever-widening circles. I casually bumped a hand against her breast, discovering Mom wasn’t wearing a bra.



I expected her to protest, but she said nothing. Her eyes remained closed, but an awkward smile did spread across her lips. I ran a hand over the swell of her breasts, again expecting push back, but instead, Mom ran a hand up the outer side of my arm then over my waist.



She sat up and suddenly kissed me on the mouth.



Surprised, I blinked.



Her hands roamed over my shoulders and down the slope of my breasts.



I pulled back. “Mom?”



“Isn’t this what you want, sweetheart?”



Holy shit. That was easier than I thought. “Yes.”



She cupped my breasts and kissed me again.



“Are you sure, Mom?”



“Are you?”



“Yes.”



She smiled and tugged the spaghetti strap of my tank top t-shirt off my shoulders. “Good. I’ve wanted to do this for years.” She rolled my skintight t-shirt down to my waist. “For years.”



Mom stared at my breasts with an appreciative hunger I’d not seen in even the horniest of boys I’d ever been with. I leaned over and kissed her mouth. Our tongues sloppily wrestled.
 Oh, God, this was really happening.



Her hands roamed over my bare back, over my ass. She went from my mouth to kissing my breasts, squeezing them and licking my tiny, pink nipples until they were rock hard. “Oh, Mommy, I like that.”



I caressed her thigh. She continued to lick and suckle my tits.



“Oh, Mommy. Yes.”



I moved my hand from her outer thigh then to her inner thigh, then I moved it up under her skirt. I ran my fingers over her panties. They were damp.



“You’re wet,” I told her.



She hiked her hips, humping her crotch against my hand. Between kisses, she observed, “You’re not a little girl anymore.”



“No. I’m not.” I kept rubbing her sex.



She pushed my hair from my face and rubbed her hand over my cheek, lovingly kissing me, making kissy sounds. I pressed my fingers harder against her damp panties.



I said, “We need to get these clothes out of the way.”



“I think you’re right.”



She pushed my shorts off my hips. I wiggled and tugged them down my legs, revealing the bright yellow thong underwear I wore. I sat up and crossed my arm, taking my t-shirt up and off my body.



Mom’s hands reached out, her fingers groping for my belly. Her one hand was on my hip. “My beautiful girl.”



I tossed my t-shirt away and leaned over her, giving her a chance to lick and suckle my nipples again. I felt her hand reach between my legs.



“Oh, you’re wet, too,” she said



“I’ve been wet ever since you told me about Rachel and Emily.”



Why do you think I told you that?”



I knew it!



“Let’s get rid of these.” I tugged her panties down her legs and tossed them to the floor. I smiled at her Brazilian bikini wax, though I wasn’t totally surprised. I climbed over her, straddling her one thigh while we resumed kissing. I snuggled my naked tits against her body.



She cupped my ass. I ground my hips against her leg, getting my wet pussy even wetter.



Between kisses, she said, “You’re so sweet.”



“How did you know I wanted to fuck you?”



“I saw you checking out my ass.”



“You’ve got a very sexy ass.”



“I do, don’t I?” Mom said.



“Let me take a look at those sexy tits,” I said. “Those sexy Mommy tits.” I pulled the top of her shirt down, revealing one small tit. I kissed her brown nipple. It was hard as a rock. I licked around it. Flicked my tongue across it.



Mom cooed. “Oh, my sexy little daughter.”



I loved feeling her hands cupping and caressing my bare ass. Feeling my tits rubbing against her body. My hips rocking against her thigh, stroking my sex. Turning my desire for her into an unquenchable inferno.



Reluctantly, I pulled away. Pulled back before I lost control.



Mom sat up, too. She pulled me into a hug. She kissed my neck. I ran a hand down between her legs, rubbed my finger through her sex. She shivered. Then she sat back.



“You still tired?” I asked.



She answered by grabbing a fistful of my tits and pulling me into her again. She rammed her tongue down my throat. She pushed me back just enough so she could kiss and lick my tits.



“You feel good now, Mommy?”



“I feel good. Yes.” She cupped my chin. “You’re such a good girl.”



“Thank you, Mommy.”



“Now you lay back,” she said.



I twisted around and flopped down on my back. Mom peeled my thong off. I spread my legs, showing off my trimmed brown bush.



“Oh, yes,” she said. “Mommy wants to taste that beautiful young pussy of yours.”



She kissed my chest, that sexy spot between my breasts, then kissed her way down my stomach. She made loud smoochy sounds, moving to my private parts. The feel of her lips with each kiss sent cherry bombs of pleasure through me.



Mom wrapped her arms around my thighs. She grasped my hips. Then she kissed my puffy little bush before using her tongue to taste my pussy. My Mommy was eating my pussy! How fucking awesome was this night?



I laid back to enjoy the experience, lazily circling a finger around one of my nipples. My other arm folded behind my head. “Oh. Oh. Oh. Oh. God.”



Her tongue licked up between my pussy lips. Mom poked it inside me.



I closed my eyes and arched my back. “Oh, oh, oh. Oh, Mommy.”



Mom rocked back and forth, her tongue lapping up my spurting juices.



My orgasm was building. My gasps were louder and more frequent.



“Oh, Mommy. Ah, ah, ah. Oh.” My orgasm hit, seizing me. “Ohhhhhh. Ohhhhh, Mommy!”



Just as quickly as it had built and hit, my orgasm ebbed, leaving me panting and spent.



I sat up on my elbows, breathing hard. With a sweep of my hand, I pushed my hair from my face. “Oh, Mommy. That was wonderful.”



Mom sat up, her mouth and cheek slick with my juices. She leaned into me, pressed my body back against the pillows. “Was I good, baby? I’ve never done that before.”



I could barely breathe. “Oh, my God, Mommy. That was wonderful.”



She kissed me. “I’m glad.”



I wrapped my arm around her shoulders, pulled her in for a tighter, more passionate, sloppy kiss, enjoying the way my pussy juices tasted on her mouth. Mom pumped her hips against my enflamed crotch, sending spasms of pleasure surging through my body. I shuddered with each one.



I reached up and hooked a fallen lock of her hair behind her ear.



“Will you do me?” she asked.



I smiled. “I thought you’d never ask.”



Mom sat back. I stuck a leg straight up in the air, flashing her a final, full view of my pussy before I swung my leg around her and came up into a sitting position. Mom laid down. Her back against the pillows. She arched her back and smoothed out the bunched-up sheets and blankets under her. Then she squirmed her back around, getting comfy before cocking her legs and spreading them, giving me a full view of her bald pussy, granting me complete access to the treasure between her legs.



On my hands and knees, I kissed my way down her inner thighs. I kissed her bald pussy. It was baby bottom smooth. I flicked my tongue once along her wet lips, tasting her divine juices for the first time.



Mom watched me, looking down her prone body, stroking my hair as I went to work on eating her out.



She leaned her head back. She rocked her hips and moaned. “Oh, Steph. Oh. Oh!”



I plunged my tongue deeper into her sweet hole. Mom’s stomach undulated like waves on the ocean. She continued to stroke the back of my head. Her moaning got louder, steadier. “Oh, sweetie. That feels so good. Oh, my sweet, Steph. Oh, yeah.”



I peeled the hood covering her clit back and flicked her little button with my tongue. Mom sucked in a breath. Oh, yes!”



She tasted so sweet I almost came right then. But Mom said, “Come up here.”



I climbed up her body. She kissed my wet mouth, her pussy juices fresh on my lips.



“Rub against me,” she said.



I rocked my hips, slowly at first, then going faster as Mom’s tongue plunged deeply into my mouth. Our sloppy kisses were wet and noisy. She moaned, rubbing her mouth and lips across my open mouth. I gyrated my hips. She bucked. Out pussies mashed together, wet and hot and slippery.



I rocked faster and harder. Mom spread her legs, moaning. “Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah.”



She grabbed hold of my leg. I wrapped my arms around her shoulders.



“Give it to me, baby girl. Make Mommy come. Make Mommy come. Oh, you’re so good. So good. Oh. That’s it.”



Mom let out a hard grunt and then a deep breath, “Oh, God. Yes!”



I collapsed down beside her. Our naked body slick with sweat. With drowsy eyes, I watched Mom staring up at the ceiling. I was so tired, so sated and spent, I couldn’t keep my eyes open. I closed them.



The last thing I remember was hearing Mom say, “Oh, Steph. What did we do?”



 



LIBBY



 



The next morning, the sun shone through the sheer curtains, waking me up. I squinted against the harsh brightness. Not a morning person to begin with, I groaned. It took me a moment to get oriented. Where was I? Oh, right. Stephanie’s dorm room. I found the clock radio on the bedside table and squinted to read the numbers. My eyesight’s not what it used to be. Eleven-something. Late morning. Very late morning.



I felt the warmth of Stephanie’s body snuggled up against me. Softly snoring.



I rolled over. A sheet and thin blanket laid tossed over our bodies.



Facing her, I watched her sleep.



Her auburn hair curtained her face. I gently finger-combed it behind her ear. Her silver eyebrow ring winked in a ray of sunlight that streamed across her cheeks. She smiled in her sleep. I wanted to trace my finger down the bridge of her ski-slope nose, so cute, but I refrained. Afraid to wake her. She shifted position in her sleep. The sheet draped over her shoulder slipped, revealing her small, perky breasts.



With a sudden sick feeling in the pit of my stomach, I slowly lifted the sheet and blanket off our bodies. Higher, higher. I peeked under.



Yup. We were both naked.



Under my breath, I cursed. “Shit.”



The tell-tale stickiness between my legs confirmed my thoughts.
 Nope. Not a dream.



Steph’s eyes fluttered then opened. She smiled sleepily. “Morning, Mommy.”



I swallowed hard. My stomach soured. “How’d, um, did you sleep?”



“Good. I think.” Her voice was froggy and raw. She cleared her throat and stretched out her arms, yawning. Then she leaned in and kissed my lips.



I didn’t kiss her back.



She furrowed her brow. The eyebrow earring winked. “You okay?” I asked.



“Yes.” I cupped my forehead with both hands and laid my head back on the pillows. “I’ve got a crashing headache.”



“Those drinks you had last night,” Steph said. “They pack quite a punch if you’re not used to them.”



“You should have warned me.” My voice sounded cross to me. I softened it. “Did…we…You and I….”



“Did we what?”



“You know,” I said.



“Have sex? Make love? Yes, Mom. Yes, we did.”



I closed my eyes and pressed the heels of my hands harder against my forehead. “Oh, God.”



Steph propped herself up on an elbow. “Mom?”



I didn’t answer. I was afraid to move.



“Mom,” Steph said. “Are you okay?”



“What?” I forced my eyes open. “Yes. I’m fine. Oh, honey, I’m so sorry.”



“For what?”



“For…for what we did.”



“Do you even remember?”



“Yes. Some of it. Most of it.”



“It was good,” Steph said. “Wasn’t it?”



I hesitated. I had sex with my daughter. Was it good? I thought, yes.
 Yes, it was.



A hollow sickness opened up in the pit of my stomach. Had it been the booze? Or had I always wanted for something like this to happen? And Steph? Had she wanted it? Or did I force myself on her?
 Shit.



“You don’t…regret it?” Steph asked.



I felt a panic attack coming on. “Do you?”



“No. Not at all. I wanted it, since like forever.” She draped an arm over my shoulder. She pulled me in close to her. “It was,” she said, her face close to mine. On top of the sex, I could smell her morning breath. Morning booze breath. “The most wonderful night of my life, Mom.”



“Really?”



Concern clouded Steph’s pretty face. “Wasn’t it for you?”



“I’m just…I’m a little disoriented, is all,” I said. “I drank a lot, and I’ve never…ever…done anything like that before.”



“Except with Rachel and Emily,” Stephanie reminded me.



“Yeah. Well, there was that.”



“If I did something wrong, Mommy—"



I pulled her close to me. “No, sweetie. No.” I kissed her. This time it was she who didn’t kiss back.



“If I did. If we did anything wrong,” she said. “Tell me.”



I kissed her again. This time her mouth yielded a little. I couldn’t put this on her. “My sweet, sweet darling daughter. “I would. You didn’t. We didn’t. It was lovely.”



“Lovely?”



“Wonderful, sweetie. Cross my heart.” I kissed her again. This time her lips parted. I flicked my tongue across her teeth. “I promise. No regrets.”



“Okay.” We kissed again.



“I’m going to take a shower.” Stephanie cupped my face and kissed me again before getting out of bed. “I can’t stop kissing you. Yum. I hope you feel the same way.”



I kissed her back. “I do. I promise.”



She tossed the sheet and blanket back. The breeze sent a shiver across my naked skin. “There’s a coffee pot and hot plate if you want. After my shower, we can go to breakfast if you want.”



“Sounds good,” I said.



I rolled onto my side, watching Stephanie cross the room. At the bathroom door, she paused, and clutching the doorjamb, she turned. I could see her reflection in the bathroom mirror, two enticing, naked versions of my beautiful daughter. “We’re both adults, Mom. And we’re not related…not in that way. We didn’t do anything wrong.”



“I know, but….”



“If last night was a mistake,” Steph said. “Tell me.”



Before I could answer her, Steph shook out her hair and started the shower.



She gave it a minute for the water to warm up, then stepped in under the spray, tossing the curtain closed behind her. The rings rattled against the metal rod. They sounded angry. I watched her soap up her body through the translucent clear curtain.



I thought back to the times I’d noticed Stephanie watching me taking my showers over the years. The times I’d teased her by masturbating, fingering myself, getting excited by the idea she was there watching me, maybe getting off, then, or later, at having watched me, seeing me.



She was right.



We were adults. We weren’t related.



Tired of being alone, I made up my mind.



I swung my legs out of bed and padded across the carpeted floor.



With only a momentary hesitation, I tossed the curtain open. The curtain rattle across the bar. Warm steam swirled around my naked body. Steph had a bottle of body wash in her hand. I took a moment to look her over. My eyes caressing her wet, shiny body. Water and suds sluicing down her body, over her curves.



“Mom? What are you doing?”



“Making sure I didn’t leave you with any wrong impressions.”



“About what?” she asked.



“How I feel about last night,” I said. “About what we did.”



“How do you feel about what we did?” she asked.



I stepped into the shower. The water hit my skin like sharp needles. Hot water sluiced down my body. I put my hand on Steph’s hip and around the small of her back. I leaned in and kissed her breasts. First one nipple and then the other. Her pink, little nipples. They were already hard from the shower. She finger-combed my wet hair from my face. She kissed me, then put her hand to my sex. I ran my hand over her ass, caressing her flesh with my wet hands. The water splashed into the basin, making me think of a waterfall.



Steph tossed her head back. Water sprayed and bounced off her face. “Oh, Mom.”



I rubbed my crotch against her. Our wet bodies, slick and slippery and sexy. I felt my desire for her rage anew inside me.



Between kisses, I said, “Maybe we should go back to bed.”



“What about breakfast?”



“Later,” I said.



“Not even coffee?”



“Not yet. Come on.” I stepped from the shower and grabbed a towel.



Steph backed into the shower spray. “I’ll be in in a minute.”



“Stop teasing me,” I said.



She smiled. “A minute.”



“Do I need to encourage you?” I asked.



I leaned into the stall and ravaged her breasts with kisses. I cupped her sex. With gentle pressure, I rubbed my index finger through her wet pussy lips.



Steph moaned. “Oh, my.”



I shook My face against my breasts, licking her hard nipples.



“Oh, Mommy.”



“Um.” I pressed my finger deeper into her hole.



“Oh. Oh.”



Steph leaned her head against the stall wall. “Uh. Oh!”



She pulled my hand from her sex. She guided my face up to hers. She kissed my mouth. A wet, sloppy, tongue-slobbering kiss, more passionate than I’d gotten all morning.



“Okay,” she said. “You’ve convinced me.”



She shut the water off. I handed her a towel. She wrapped herself up with it. I didn’t bother drying off. Naked, I led her back to the bed by the hand. I could feel her gaze on my ass. I gave it an extra bump.



I laid down on the bed, on my back. “I don’t think you’re going to need that towel anymore, sweetie.”



She unwrapped her body, like unwrapping a present for me on Christmas morning. She dropped the damp towel to the carpeted floor. “But first,” she said. “I have a surprise for you.”



I smiled. “I like surprised.”



“You’re going to love this one.”



From the bedside table, she pulled out a purple, double-headed dildo.



My eyes went wide when she climbed onto the bed. The ends of the rubber penis flopped around in her hand.



I asked, “Why do you have a double-headed dildo, oh daughter of mine?”



With a wicked smile, she said, “I told you. I’ve been experimenting.”



I couldn’t keep my eyes off the purple phallic toy. Even as she cupped my sex and gently slipped two fingers through my wet pussy lips, getting me wet. I moaned but kept my gaze on the wiggling dildo, imagining how it would feel inside me. Inside us.



“It’s not too big, is it?” Steph asked.



“No. I just,” I paused. “Oh my God.”



Steph crooked her fingers, inserting them into my hole. I sucked in a breath and rocked my hips.



“How does that feel?” Steph asked.



“Good,” I gasped.



“Am I getting you wet, Mommy?”



I responded with a nervous laugh. “Oh, yes.”



She leaned in over me, kissed my mouth. I stroked the side of her face, combed her hair back behind her ear, and kissed her back. She pushed her fingers deeper inside my hole. I reached down and tweaked my nipple, pinching it, twisting it.



When I was wet enough, she leaned back, and with a final rub of her fingers through my petal-soft pussy lips, she rubbed the head of the purple dildo along my sex. A shiver of anticipation coursed through me.



“I think it’s time to stick this thing inside you.” She wagged the dildo in the air.



“Oh, that sounds like a wonderful idea.”



“You want me to fuck you with my purple dildo, Mommy?”



“I do, sweetie. I surely do.”



Steph pressed the tip into my sex. I rocked my hips. The dildo slipped easily inside me, filling me. Steph fisted it, pushing it deeper and deeper.



“You too,” I said.



Steph licked her fingers and ran them through her pussy. On her knees, she crawled in closer to me. I held the dildo—one half still inside me—and Steph guided the other half into her sex, rocking her hips until each end was buried deep inside each of us.



I pumped my hips.



Steph rocked her crotch.



We both closed our eyes and moaned.



She leaned over me, her hips rocking and gyrating. The dildo pumping inside me. “Come for me, Mommy. Come for me.”



I was close. I squirmed under her, moaning, feeling my orgasm gathering strength, getting stronger, swirling around inside me, filling me up to my lustful brim.



Steph kissed me.



I grabbed two fistfuls of her ass and shoved her rocking hips harder against me. Steph moaned, too. The dildo pumping inside her. The same as it did for me.



“Just like that,” I said. “Oh, yes.” Then I begged, “Faster. Faster.”



Steph pumped against me, harder, faster.



“Yes. Yes.”



Steph sat back, adjusting how the dildo shoved its way into my pussy. She kept rocking her hips, this time spreading my legs wider apart. She swept her long auburn hair from her face. I reached down and started rubbing my fingers over my clit. I was closer, getting closer.



“I’m going to come. I’m going to come!”



And I did. With a snarl and a gasp, my body seized. I groaned, long and loud. I arched my back and clenched my ass as my orgasm reached its climax. A final, raw, savage scream as the wave of pleasure crested then began to recede, my body relaxed. I collapsed back onto the bed, tired and spent.



Steph slipped the dildo from her pussy and then gently from mine.



She dropped it onto the bed and laid down alongside me. Her body was aglow with dampness. The smell of sex filled the air. She smiled, looking as tired and spent as I felt.



“That was great,” she said, between heavy breaths.



“It was.”



I finger-stroked her hair away from her face. I cupped her cheek and kissed her mouth. She kissed me back.



“After this,” I said. “Everything changes.”



“Everything?” But she nodded, understanding. We both knew there were many unanswered questions, difficult questions we’d have to face going forward. Our questions and questions from others, depending on where we took our relationship next.



I forced a smile. “For better and worse. I’m happy.”



“Me, too.” Steph thought for a moment. “Can I still call you Mommy?”



 



♥♥♥
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