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JOSEPHINE & TARA



A TABOO LESBIAN ROMANCE



 



 



Josephine held the photo strip of her and Tara from the kissing booth. Her red-tipped fingers trembled slightly. A reminder to her of that night. A treasured token of one of the best experiences of her life. And her worse days afterward.



She heard Tara in the kitchen. The refrigerator door opened and closed. The water ran, and soon the coffee machine was gurgling. The rich, fresh aroma drifted down the hall to Josephine's bedroom. She finished getting dressed, choosing a simple T-shirt from a vacation taken a few years back and pair of jeans. She styled her black hair in large, wavy curls. They bounced around her neck and shoulders. The summer sun shining through the window warmed her cheek. Since moving to the beach, her natural olive tone had deepened to a rich bronze color.



She applied her make-up lightly and checked herself once more in the mirror.



Petite, no more than five-three with dark eyes. As she aged, she found it difficult to maintain her weight. As one would expect. But she kept working at it. A dab of perfume. She brushed a finger across her upper chest. Her skin lightly freckled with fine brown dots. Then she cupped her big breasts. She smiled that crooked smile everyone told her was so sexy.



"The one advantage of not being skinny," she said. "Big fucking tits."



At forty-seven, Josephine was still a hot ticket. She pursed her full lips and threw a kiss to her reflection.



She went to the kitchen. Desperate for that first cup of coffee.



"Hey there," she greeted Tara.



"Hi, Mom," Tara replied. Her back to Josephine as she stood at the counter, stirring cream in her coffee. She stood a little taller than Josephine. Her shoulder-length brown hair was in a ponytail. She wore an oversized T-shirt as sleepwear. A crescent moon-shaped flash of her tight butt cheeks appeared from under her t-shirt as she stretched to reach an upper shelf to grab a second cup. "Coffee?"



Josephine couldn't tell if she wore anything under her shirt or not. A thong, maybe.



"Thank you. Yes." Josephine slipped onto a barstool at the kitchen island. She accepted the offered mug of hot coffee.



With two hands cradling her mug, Tara leaned her forearms on the island across from her mother. She leaned in. Her t-shirt collar gaped. Surely unintentional, but it gave Josephine an eyeful. A small hint of tanned cleavage. No bra. A glimpse of her perky brown nipples.



Josephine closed her eyes and sipped her first taste of coffee. She smiled over the rim of her mug as she drank. "I'm so glad you agreed to come visit this weekend."



It had been their first time together since... that night.



Everything had been video calls on the phone and the computer since.



Up-close, live, she noticed the details of her daughter's face. In truth, her step-daughter but she'd raised Tara since she was young. Since her father abandoned her. Abandoned them. She'd watched Tara grow up, grow into a beautiful young woman.



Her thin, threaded eyebrows. Her high cheekbones and narrow, sloping nose. Her thin, red lips. She wore large hoop earrings that glinted, reflecting the bright summer sun streaming through the airy, window-filled kitchen.



"I'm glad I came, too." Tara smiled at her.



She'd come in late the night before. Josephine had waited up, but they barely had time to talk, much less reconnect. Tara was tired from her trip. They unpacked her things in her bedroom. Hers since childhood and bid each other good night.



"We should get breakfast," Josephine said now.



Tara's beautiful eyes brightened. "That diner I really like?"



"Of course."



"I'll get dressed and be right back," Tara said. "I'm starving."



 



After breakfast, they strolled the boardwalk, then down to the sandy beach where warm ocean water lapped up around their ankles. Josephine had rolled her pant legs up to her calves. Her t-shirt snapped noisily in the wind. She carried her white sandals dangling from the straps.



For breakfast, Tara wore a sleeveless orange shirt, open, over her bikini top and cutoff shorts.



Once they hit the beach, the top came off, leaving her topless, except for the pretty blue bikini top.



They strolled.



Josephine listened to Tara talk about her job. Her new life with her new friends. What she'd done and made of herself since she moved out a year ago. Josephine's stomach tightened. Tara's life had expanded, grown. While her own had grown smaller, filled with isolation, friendlessness, loneliness.



"Are you dating anyone?" Josephine asked, brushing her wind-swept hair from her face.



"Nothing serious. A few... you know. You should be dating, Mom."



"Me?" Josephine chuckled. "No one wants an old broad like me."



"Stop it, Mom. You're not even fifty yet."



"Close enough."



"The forties are the new thirties."



Josephine shook her head. "Forties are just old, sweetie."



Tara took a moment to look at her mom in the bright sunlight. Cast against the tranquil ocean, she could see every fine detail. Her thick, dark eyelashes and the slight lines around her eyes. Her upturned nose. Her big, beautiful lips. Her smooth, lightly tanned skin seemed to glow.



"Fuck that," Tara said. "I bet you could score guys half your age."



Josephine barked a laugh. "Oh, so I'm a cougar now. A hot but desperate MILF."



"Whatever works," Tara said with a laugh of her own. She grabbed her mother's arm. "Let's do something fun. Something wild."



Tara practically bounced on her toes. She seemed so desperate to repair the damage Josephine had done to their relationship. Having nearly lost her daughter forever because of one impulsive, stupid act.



"Sure." Josephine forced a smile, ready to do whatever Tara wanted. But she knew all she wanted to do was something they'd already done—sort of… with disastrous results.



 



The next morning, Tara could barely contain her excitement when her mom announced what they were going to do that day. She'd booked them on a two-night excursion to a nearby tropical island an hour boat ride from shore.



The ocean had turned rough. An offshore storm coming it. The captain assured them the reports all forecasted the storm would skirt the island. That they would be docked before the first pitter-patter of rain fell. The rolling, pitching boat did nothing good for Josephine's stomach. While it seemed to have no impact on Tara except to amp her up. Make her more excited.



There were only a few people on the boat. Some couples and a few single men and women ranging in age from their mid-twenties to a woman clearly in her sixties.



Josephine concentrated on keeping her breakfast down and envisioned herself relaxing over the next two days and evenings. On a mini-vacation, in a cottage and on a fine, white sand beach, drinking umbrella drinks.



The problems started when they discovered their cute little coastal cottage, nestled in a thick tropical jungle of palm trees and bright green plants. An exotic oasis, so very different from the world they left behind, only had one bed. A big queen-size bed. But just one all the same.



Josephine argued with the front desk. "You expect me to sleep with my twenty-five-year-old daughter?"



There was nothing they could do, Jasmine said. A pretty, dark-skinned island girl. "We don't have another room. We are booked up. With the storm coming—"



"The captain told us the storm would bypass the island."



"And we believe it will," Jasmine said. "But the seas. They are too rough for boats to leave. We are full. I am sorry."



"What about a roll-away? Hotels always have those."



"We do, but with new guests here and the old guests unable to leave. They are all taken."



"Perfect," Josephine hissed.



She and Tara returned to the room.



The small room had a comfortable sofa, but it was only a loveseat. No way either of them could sleep on it. "It's only for two nights, sweetie. We'll just have to make the best of it."



Tara huffed and sat down hard on the edge of the bed. She fumed. A sudden flash of anger swept through Tara when she thought of how excited she'd been about the trip. The chance to spend a weekend alone with her mom rebuilding their relationship. To try and be like a normal mother and daughter, not...



Now to have this monkey wrench thrown into it. "Fine. Let's go to the bar. I need a fucking drink."



 



They got back late that night. The storm hit the small tropical island with a vengeance. So much for the captain's prediction, Tare groused. They'd probably be cooped up in their room the whole trip with one bed. The rain lashed the palm trees and bright green plants outside, wet and aglow in pretty landscaping lights. Wind gusts howled, but the night air remained hot, humid.



After too much drinking, they returned to their room, running through the rain. Their sandals in their hands, their bare feet slapped the wet broad wooden planks of the walkways. By the time they got to the room, they were soaked.



Tara took the first shower. When she finished, Mom went into the bathroom, taking her turn.



The young girl wore a terrycloth robe and again looked at the single bed with apprehension. She needed another drink from the mini-bar. She pulled out two little bottles of gin and poured them over three ice cubes in a glass. She took a sip, noticing Mom's purse was open.



Poking from an inside pocket was a small triangle of paper.



Curious, Tara pulled it out. A photo strip. From a kissing booth. She and Mom. From that night. With trembling fingers, she replaced the photo strip to its place in Mom's purse. She carried it around with her. Kept it. Why?  



Her hair damp against her skin, she stood before the full-length dressing mirror and opened her robe. Reflected on what she saw. Her tanned skin glowed in the subdued light. Her breasts are a decent size, capped with perky brown nipples. Her flat belly rippled. Her trimmed pubes formed a dark triangle between her legs. She ran a hand over her long legs. She admired her strong, toned arms and her tight little ass.



Tara heard the shower turn off and hastily dressed. She dropped an extra-long t-shirt over her body, still moist from her shower and snapped on a pair of red silk panties underneath before Mom emerged from the bathroom.



Wrapped in a towel, she toweled her damp black hair with another. "That shower was wonderful. All those jets...."



Steam billowed out of the bathroom behind her.



"Still raining?" she asked, crossing over to the patio opening. The wall was a series of glass panels. She and Tara were shown how to open them, so the wall literally was gone. Though it was raining, they had opted to keep the wall open. Only a fine sea spray made its way into the room.



"Doesn't look like it's letting up any time soon," Tara said, watching her mom.



At the dresser, Josephine dropped her towel to the floor.



At almost fifty, the woman still looked great, Tara thought. She stared at her back, her backside. The woman's skin seemed to actually glow. Damp from her shower. So smooth. Unblemished. Not a wrinkle to be seen. Her back was lightly freckled. Short, Mom was a bit thick in the hips, soft, the added weight giving her ass a bit of a bubble.



Tara stared at it. At the memory of how it felt in her hands when she squeezed her mother's big, beautiful, tight ass.



She stepped farther out onto the patio and sipped her drink. From that angle, she could see Mom's reflection in the dressing mirror. Her eyes drawn to her large, full tits. She glanced down at her mom's pussy, shaved, trimmed into a small strip of fuzz. A little brown patch of hair between her legs.



That was new... since...



Tara stepped out onto the patio. Avoiding her mom's reflection. Trying to ignore the tingle she felt in her groin.



Outside, the air was heavy and humid. The night sky over the ocean lit up with lightning that seemed to race across the heavens. The rain dripped, creating an eerily gentle sound. Droplets slapped at the big leaves, shiny with rain. The surf crashed loudly on the beach. Only a dozen feet away.



When she turned back, Mom was dressed. Wearing a pair of pink silk PJs. A sheer material that showed the outline of her body. The swell of her breasts. Her nipples poked out. Her hair still wet and hanging in big, curly waves over her shoulders.



Tara smiled. "That's cute."



"Thanks. We should get some sleep."



They turned in, sweeping aside the blankets and sheets covering the large bed. It would be too hot and humid for any of that. On opposite sides of the bed, each set on their own side, they laid down. Tara with her back to her mom. The ceiling fan overhead turned slowly. Stirred the heavy, humid air. The room was dark, except for the landscaping light that leaked in from around the patio and the occasional flash of lightning.



Neither knew what to do. Or say. The excitement of the trip was gone. What was left was anger, hurt, and awkwardness.



Tara heard her mother sigh.



"I'm sorry for this," she said. "If I'd known...."



"It's not your fault, Mom," Tara said over her shoulder. "We just need to make the best of it. We both just need a little sleep."



"Yeah," Mom agreed. "Once this storm clears... "



Tara felt a tear roll down her cheek. Was her mom talking about the rainstorm or the storm between them? She lay there, stiff. Alert and on edge. She'd kept the photo strip. Why? A reminder, but of what? The initial excitement of that night or the devastating days that followed?



 She tried to sleep. But it was impossible. Her mind refused to turn away from that night.



A year ago. Where it started in a photo booth.



 



They were at the local carnival. There was a merry-go-round. Tara rode on a white horse. Legs dangling. She wore shorts, her black hair long and straight, freshly shampooed under a red beret. Her mom stood eating cotton candy, watching her ride by.



Like when she was a little girl.



Josephine wore skin-tight blue jeans and a clingy, very low-cut black top, revealing a lot of cleavage between her ample boobs. A pair of high-heeled sandals with thin, high straps. And a goofy, bright, rainbow-colored knit cap. She looked ridiculous wearing it, yet as incredibly sexy.



It had been several years since Dad divorced Mom. Walked out on both their lives, Leaving Tara to be raised by his second wife. Tara had recently broken off her first lesbian romance after six months. Still brokenhearted, she'd not told her mom she'd had a girlfriend. That she'd experimented, indulged in the lesbian lifestyle. And had enjoyed it.



Before that, she'd told Josephine about all her boyfriends, every detail. Had leaned on her for all her previous breakups. But those were guys. Normal. To be expected relationships. This she didn't think her mom would understand. It made the pain of her breakup, her loss, that much harder to deal with. To get over.



Josephine had never been in a lesbian relationship. And still had never considered it. Even after Tara's Dad walked out on them. Abandoned them. It hadn't been until she learned of her daughter's relationship, discovered she was dating, fucking, a lesbian did she think about it in the context of… why not me?



After the merry-go-round, they rode the roller coaster and all the other whipping, twirling, twisting rides. Laughing, hugging, and breathless, their heads spun with excitement and adrenaline. They went to the food tent and drank beer and ate big sandwiches and French fries and some powdery, doughy thing. Mom spilled powdered sugar all over her chest. Tara brushed at the white powder with a napkin. Most of it remained, and all she'd accomplished was to make Mom's nipples stiffen, poke out through her black t-shirt.



If Josephine noticed—how couldn't she—she didn't say anything.



"Where now?"



"The photo booth," Mom said. "I loved doing those with my friends back in high school."



"They had cameras when you were a kid."



Mom slapped her ass. With a smile called her a bitch.



They found the booth.



They got in place. They drew the curtain. Mom turned the dial, turning the camera on. It lit up the dark, cramped space. A single spotlight from the booth filled the tiny room with bright light. The air was stuffy. It smelled of sawdust.



Squeezed in against each other, Tara noticed her mother's perfume. The soft scent of lavender. The hint of something else. Something wrong. Taboo. What was she thinking? Tara took her mom's hand. Her heart tight. Her stomach fluttered. Butterflies.



Their faces were inches apart. They mugged, pursed their lips, smiling. They pressed their cheeks together. The camera began to click. Tara turned to look over her mom's shoulder at the camera. Her eyes closed. Mom turned and kissed her.



Tara was shocked. The photo flashed.



The shutter sound still echoing in the small booth, Mom kissed her again. Her lips open. Tara felt her tongue against hers. Her warm hand on the side of her face. A third photo flash. Another kiss. A long one, her mom's arm wrapped around her shoulders, Pulling her in. The final picture. A long, steamy kiss. The booth was small. They were practically in each other's laps. Their hips pressed together.



Mom broke off the kiss and licked her lips. "Fuck, I can't believe I did that," she whispered.



Tara's lips throbbed. Conscious of her breasts pressed against her mom's arm. "What... What was that?"



Mom said nothing. She swallowed hard



"I..." Tara stammered. "I need to get out of here."



She pushed past Josephine, stumbling out of the booth, away from the hot, tight space and the alluring woman. Her mother. Who'd just… just…  came on to her.



Mom came after her. "Tara... Tara... I'm so sorry. I didn't mean for that to happen. I swear, I didn't. I... "



Tara ignored her, walked off. Her eyes blurred. Tears streaked down her cheeks. "I don't believe this."



To get away from her mother, to give her time, space to process what had just happened, she bought a ticket to the fun house.



Her mom caught up with her. Grabbed her arm as she walked up the metal stairs. "Tara, please. Hear me out."



In the mirror room, Tara spun. Embarrassed and angry. She brushed a tear away.



She was hot. Her t-shirt clung to her body. Her shorts were tight between her legs, revealing a camel toe. Mom came up behind her. Put her hands on her shoulders.



"You kissed me," Tara said. "Mom."



"I know," she answered, her voice hoarse.



"Why?"



"I... I found out you were dating that girl... a girl." And from there, the floodgates opened. "I couldn't believe it. I experienced a flood of emotions. Curiosity. Jealousy. Desire... so much desire. It hit me like a truck. Flooded me."



Tara gasped, "You can't... You're not even a... "



Josephine dropped her hands from her daughter's shoulders and backed away.



Tara stared. "What are you saying? You... you're in love with me? Your own daughter?"



"I... I don't know," Josephine said. "I've… since I learned about you… and that girl. I've been having… feelings."



"Lesbian feelings?"



"Yes. And feelings about you. Curious, I wonder what it's like."



"You thought you'd find out by... mauling me in the photo booth."



Tara sighed, not sure if she was angry, surprised, turned off, or turned on by that.



"It was an impulse. I just… acted." Mom reached for her arm. "Sweetie, please, I know it's wrong. You're my daughter, and I love you so much. I've always loved you. But I... " She cupped Tara's face in her hand and kissed her again.



This time Tara responded, her eyes wide at first. Anger and embarrassment flushed her cheeks, but then she closed her eyes. It felt that good. Their bodies pressed together. Her mom's tongue thrust into her mouth. Tara felt her mom's fingers digging into her shoulders, her arms around her. She pushed her back, breaking off the kiss, pushing her away.



"Mom! Fuck!" she hissed.



Mom spun her around, pushed her up against the mirrored wall. Her hand went up under her t-shirt. Stroked her breasts. Pinched her hard nipples.



"We' can't do this," Tara panted, her cheek against the mirror. Her breath fogged the glass. She saw, watched, multiple mirrored versions of her mom, forcing herself on her. But Tara's body responded, reacted. She couldn't deny it. Couldn't say she didn't want it. That she hadn't fantasized about it before, herself.



Mom kissed her cheek, scooped back her hair and kissed her neck. Tara felt her mom's fingers between her legs, cupping her crotch.



"Fuck," she gasped, turned. She grabbed her mother's head and pushed her down. Her hand on her shoulder, forced her to her knees. Mom unbuttoned her shorts, undid the zipper. She pulled down her shorts. She slipped her hand inside Tara's panties. Rubbed her pussy, pulled back the hood of her clit. Rubbed her labia.



"You're so wet," she hissed into Tara's ear. "Is it from me? Does this turn you on?"



Her voice dripped with desire, the need for an affirmative answer.



Tara couldn't give her one. She panted, gasped, struggled to control her breathing as her mother worked her body with her hand. She saw their reflections. Dozens of them. Her mom's large, full, soft tits under her black top. Her wide hips, her narrow waist. Her taut ass.



The idea that they could get caught, that anyone could walk through the door at any minute, was a turn-on. Tara couldn't deny it. Or that it was her mother that made it even hotter.



She squeezed her eyes tight. Lifted a leg, giving her mother full access.



"Oh, God," Tara moaned. "Mom... " She heard people coming. She pushed her mom away, gasping. Disappointed. "We need to go to another room."



Clutching hands, they ran to the gravity-tipping room. The heavy door slammed shut behind them.



Tara pulled her shorts and underwear off completely. Sank down on her ass on the tilted floor, her legs spread wide. Mom went down on her knees between them. They kissed. Her mom's fingers moved up and down between her thighs. Tara pulled her shirt off, revealing her tits and hard nipples to her mother. Josephine cupped, caressed her breasts, sucked a nipple into her mouth, sucked it hard. Then the other one.



The room tilted.



They slipped across the floor.



"Oh, Jesus." Tara grasped Mom's head and forced her between her legs. If they were going to do this, she wanted her pussy eaten. Tara watched her mom kiss her mound, then thrust her tongue inside her, lapping at her. She groaned.



The tilting room shifted with another loud, metallic bang.



Tara fisted Mom's hair, pulled hard, and pressed her down on her pussy. Mom's tongue fucked her hard, licking and probing, making sexy wet slurping sounds. She was close to coming. She felt it building inside her. The room shook and tilted. They slipped across the floor into the corner.



"Don't stop," Tara begged.



The lights flashed. The room lurched again with a thunderous boom.



Tara grabbed Mom's arm, pulled her to her crotch again, forced her head between her legs again. So close. "Don't stop, Mom."



Tara groaned, feeling her tongue working her clit, Mom's tongue inside her. Then a finger. Then two.



The room shifted. Tara held on tight to her mother's head, fisted her hair.



"Mom," she whispered. And closed her eyes as she came. She bucked. "Oh, fuck!" Her body shuddered.



Mom's tongue worked her pussy. The room tilted and banged. Tara screamed, held on for dear life. Her orgasm exploded. Her body tensed, then spasmed. She came. Hard, thrusting. Violent. Bucked her hips into her mom's face. Felt her juices flow.



"Fuck, fuck..." she moaned. "Oh... Mom... Mommy... Oh, yes. Yes."



 



Tara snapped her eyes open. She was in bed. In their room. The ceiling fan swirled over her. She'd fallen asleep, thinking about...



Her hand was inside her panties, her fingers against her slick, wet hole. She pulled them out quickly. Fuck. She'd had a wet dream. Played with herself, getting off on the memory. Her face was hot with embarrassment.



She felt her mom behind her, trembling, and fell into a troubled sleep listening to her mom's sobbing.



 



When Tara awoke the next morning, Mom was gone. Tara sat on the edge of the bed. Her head hung low. "Fuck."



She felt terrible, queasy. She swept her hair from her face and glanced at the patio. At least the storm had broken. It was a warm, sticky day. Damp, still. But clear and bright. Sunny.



Tara got dressed and went in search of her mom. Time to make things right. She knew her mom loved her. And now was
 in
 love with her. She couldn't believe the attraction had grown into something so profound. But she could no longer deny her feelings for the older woman either.



She found Mom on the beach. Dressed in a yellow bikini, lying on a blanket in the damp sand. Her back to her. At nearly fifty, she can still pull off a bikini, Tara thought with much admiration.



"Mom," she called. "Mom, I want to talk to you."



Mom rolled away. Her face was red, her eyes puffy. "Not now, sweetie. Please."



"It's time we put this behind us," Tara said, sitting down. "I... I know I've been too harsh about all this. Too hard on you. It wasn't all... your fault."



"No." Mom sat up, looked at her.



Tara took the time to appreciate her looks. Her lightly tanned, creamy skin. Her dark, wavy hair. Her big, soft breasts. Her big brown eyes. Her lips so full. Part of her wondered, seeing her not as her mother but as a lover, how she could've rejected a woman so beautiful.



"But it was my mistake," Mom said. "I never... You were in a confused, vulnerable state. I was desperate, and lonely, and I took advantage of you. As a parent. As an adult. That's just wrong."



"Mom, it was last year." Tara put a hand on her bent knee. "I was twenty-three. Not exactly a kid."



"Last night, while you were... dreaming. You called out my name."



"I know."



"While you were..."



Heat burned Tara's cheeks. "I know."



Mom wiped her eyes, brushed sand off her legs. "Tara, I've never been able to get you out of my head. Not since that night."



"I know. The truth is," Tara admitted. "Neither have I." She looked out over the ocean. The seas were calm after last night's storm. Its fury. It's anger and petulance spent and gone. "You were right. I was in a vulnerable state. But I should have been more... understanding of what you were going through. I lashed out. Ran away because I was afraid. Scared of the feelings you stirred in me. Made me face when I wasn't brave enough to face them myself."



"I love you, Mom." She leaned over, clasped Josephine's neck. "And I'm
 in
 love with you. I see that now. Can't deny it anymore. And I won't."



She kissed her mom's large, hot lips. Her mother responded. The kiss turned into a deep, soul-searing kiss. A kiss so deep, Tara felt it in her throat, her chest, all the way to the pit of her stomach. Her hand slipped down Josephine's back, over her hot skin. She found her smooth ass. Snuck her hand under her bikini bottom and squeezed.



She broke off the kiss. She stared into her mom's big, dark eyes. "We need to find somewhere to go. Somewhere special," Tara whispered. "Before I explode."



"Let's go." With her beach blanket in hand, Josephine led her sweet daughter to the mouth of a cave she'd discovered earlier as she walked the beach. Secluded, where a small lagoon lapped at the sand. "Here."



Tara smiled. "It's perfect."



She wore a tiny thong bikini under her shorts and t-shirt. She slipped her shorts off but left everything else on. For now. They fell to their knees on the damp sand near the mouth of the cave. Facing, they kissed. Their warm hands petted, caressed each other. Tara's hands found her mother's large tits. Saw the deep passion in her eyes as she touched them. She slipped the tiny yellow fabric of her bikini off her nipples. The warm sea breeze tickled then. Made them hard.



She wanted to taste them. To feel her tongue against them.



"Not yet," Josephine said, taking her head between her hands and kissing her again. Tara looked at the dark cave entrance. At the shallow waves that lapped up to the sand. She slipped her hand inside her mom's bottom. Found her pussy. Slid her fingers deep inside her. Her mother's head snapped back. Her dark eyes wide with lust. Her full lips parted. She gasped.



Tara watched her beaming face. "Lay back," she instructed.



She moved down the older woman's body. Kissed her stomach. Found the top of her pubes. The thin line of her dark brown hairs curled out from under her tiny bikini bottom. She pulled the material down off her legs. She saw her mom's pussy for the first time. Her hair was trimmed. Smooth. Dark, wet lips peeked out from beneath. Her pussy glistened wetly.



Tara slid her hands along her inner thighs, between her legs. Opened them. She stared at her pussy. Her mother's pussy. Anxious for a taste of it. The tip of her tongue rimmed her mouth. Mom sat up on her elbows, watching. Her pulse raced. Her breathing already rapid.



Tara leaned forward, leaned down. She kissed the trimmed brown hair. Kissed her glistening pink lips. Tara's tongue found her clit. She gave it a light lick. "Sweet, sweet Mommy."



"Oh, God," Josephine moaned.



Her daughter's mouth opened wide. Her lips puckered around her mother's pussy. Tara licked her slit. Her tongue delved into her mother's hole, lapping up her sweet, wet pussy nectar. She suckled her labia, finding her clit with her tongue, teasing it with quick licks. She watched her mother's reaction. Felt her body tremble from her touch. Her tongue and mouth on her wet pussy.



Mom lay back, her arms up by her head. Her big tits heaving. Her eyes closed. She reached out, slipped her hands into Tara's hair. Gently tugged. "You're so beautiful, Tara," she whispered.



Tara returned her mother's praise with her mouth, and with her fingers. She fingered her mom's pussy. Pushed her fingers inside her while she continued to feast on her clit, her sweet-tasting cunt. She ate her mom's pussy until she came. Hard. Until she was breathless and shaking.



They held each other afterward.



"That was fast," Tara said, her voice light, non-judge-y.



"It's been a while," her mom breathed. "And it was... I've wanted this, dreamed of this for so long. Just thinking about it almost makes me come."



"And," Tara said, her hand between her mom's big tits. On her hot skin. "I'm fucking good at eating pussy."



Josephine blew an errant lock of her curly black hair from her eye. "You get no argument from me on that."



She stared up into the blue sky. The cave opening just behind them. The shadows from the hillside closed in but hadn't reached them yet.



Her vision blurred with the desire to come. With the pleasure she hoped to bestow on her lovely daughter.



She felt her daughter's fingers play between her breasts. Her leg over her own. The tiny damp thong her daughter wore, pressed against her mound, was stretched tight between her legs.



Josephine groaned as her daughter kissed her, slipped her tongue into her mouth. Her lips were so soft. Her kiss tender. Her tongue wet and sweet.



She slipped a hand under Tara's ass. Fingered the tiny thong that covered her hot pussy. Slid her finger inside it. Felt how warm and wet her daughter's cunt was. Her juice dribbled along the inside of her thigh.



Tara scrambled out of her thong.



The morning sun shined down on them. Its heat intense.



Mom got up, took Tara by the hand and led her to a smooth, wet rock at the water's edge. She gestured for her to lay down on it, face first. To spread her legs wide.



She knelt. Her knees dimpled the damp sand.



The rock still wet from last night's rain, and the sea spray splashing over it, her t-shirt soaked through. Her tits hurt pressed against the stone, but she didn't care. Tara looked over her shoulder. Stared into her mother's dark, beautiful eyes. Her body, as Josephine stripped off her bikini top.



"I love you, Mommy," Tara said. Her heart hammered in her chest. Knowing what she wanted, what she needed. Anxious for what was to come.



"I love you, too," Mom said, her eyes so full of need.



She knelt on the wet sand behind Tara. Spread her ass cheeks apart.



Tara moaned as her mom rubbed her finger through her pussy, splitting her sensitive lips, wet with her flowing juices.



"Mom... fuck..." she hissed.



Mom leaned in, flicked her tongue along her quivering, hot hole.



Tara groaned. She thrust her hips back. "Fuck me, Mom."



But Josephine's tongue circled her puckered ass hole instead.



Tara groaned. "Oh, fuck."



She gasped, feeling the pleasure building inside her, feeling Mom's tongue rim her anus, poke at her puckered tight hole. Felt her mom's finger slip inside her.



"Yes!" Tara screamed. Her body convulsed. She bucked hard. "Oh fuck... Oh, Mom... Mommy... Fuck me... yes..."



Josephine felt Tara's asshole throb. Stretch, tight but yielding. Ocean waves washed over their legs. She fingered her daughter's ass, slipped her other hand between her legs. Those fingers rubbed her pussy lips.



Tara jerked her ass up.



Josephine kept finger-fucking her ass. Pushing it in, twisting it, pulling it almost all the way out before shoving it in again.



Tara whimpered. Her ass cheeks shook.



Josephine could feel her daughter's heat in her pussy. The softness, her wetness, her thick lips quivering against her hand, her probing finger. She felt the resistance of her daughter's sphincter while she finger-fucked her in the ass. She bent over Tara, pulled her hair back and kissed her cheek. Kissed her ear.



She whispered, "Come for me, baby. Come for your mommy."



"Fuck... Mommy..." Tara felt the heat, felt the pleasure in her stomach, in her pussy. Her ass clenched around her mom's finger. Josephine's finger went deeper into her ass. Her hand was wet. Her other fingers rubbed Tara's pussy.



Tara's back arched. She wanted to come, needed to come.



The sun beat down on them. Her body heated, skin burning, not just from the sun. Her head pounded. Her chest hurt. Water splashed around their legs, the rock, sprayed their faces and hot skin.



Tara moaned, pushed her ass into her mother's probing fingers. Her pussy quivered. She felt her body shudder, her hips convulse. "Mommy..." she whispered. This was it. "Mommy... Oh fuck... Mommy... Mommy... Mommy..."



She screamed. Her body jerked. Her pussy twitched.



Josephine's pussy ached, too. She smiled, watching her daughter squirm and thrash about, riding, enjoying her orgasm.



When it was over, Tara was panting. Her body covered in sweat and sea spray. She climbed off the rock. Her legs trembling. She collapsed into her mother's arms. They leaned against the rock. The incoming tide splashed and swirled around them. Cooled their hot flesh. Josephine held her. Cradled her. Pushed her finger inside Tara's pussy, strummed her clit, stimulated her orgasms, ripple after ripple.



The girl shuddered and gasped.



She held on tight to her mother. A year's worth of feelings for her denied, the first woman she loved—first as a mother, now as a lover—flooded from her. She squeezed her eyes tight. She had to. To stop the tears from spilling from her eyes.



Josephine kissed the top of her head. Stroked her hair. "You're so beautiful," she said. "My beautiful, beautiful daughter."



Tara reached up, stroked her cheek. Her hand dripping wet with ocean water. She kissed her mom's mouth. Those lips she'd wanted to kiss forever.



They kissed, with tongue, but slower now. Passionately but without their previous intensity, the hunger, the need. Tara wrapped her arms around her. Held her tight. She closed her eyes. Her mom's body was so warm, so comforting.



The heat of the sun. Of the rock against their backs. As comforting as the love she held in her heart for this woman. She glanced at her mom. "This changes everything."



"I know."



"You're okay with it?" Tara asked.



Mom smiled. "I am. If you are?"



Tara smiled. "I think when we get back. I'm moving back home."



Tears of happiness sprang from Josephine's eyes. Her dream come true.



♥♥♥









 



 



If you enjoyed
 Josephine &Tara,



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