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Warning


This book is pure lesbian erotica. Hot, steamy sex will fill the following pages. If you are looking for characters with much depth and a full length novel—this isn’t the book for you. Enjoy and make sure to leave a review after reading!

—Honey Chanel


Chapter One


Liz had been told her body would feel unfamiliar after birth.

They hadn’t warned her how powerful she would feel after birthing a whole human.

Three months later, she no longer recognized the woman she saw reflected in the darkened television screen from across the family room—but she liked her.

In the few minutes since she had sat down, she just wanted peace, hence why she hadn’t turned on the television.

She stared at herself and found her body to be softer in places she’d once worked relentlessly to keep lean and toned. Her breasts were heavier now and rounder with their new purpose. They ached when they were full, throbbed when Junior cried, and leaked when her thoughts wandered.

Her doctor had cleared her weeks ago and said Liz could resume intimacy whenever she felt ready.

She was ready.

Luther, her husband, apparently was not.

He hovered over her like he hadn’t had a child with his ex-wife. He was careful with her. Always kissing her cheek or forehead, when what she wanted him to kiss, he didn’t dare go near.

He always used the excuse that he was tired and promised to come around soon. Liz just smiled and nodded as he gave her excuse after excuse.

He wasn’t too tired for his golf outings with his friends.

Or for work when it spilled over into their home time.

Instead, Liz waited.

Something inside of her began to form.

She sat on the couch now, one leg tucked beneath her, the other planted firmly on the floor as she cradled her infant in her arms. Junior was a beautiful baby with his chunky cheeks and curly dark hair. For three months, he was off the growth charts. Breast milk was doing him good.

The afternoon light slanted through the windows, giving the room a warm glow. Junior’s small hand rested against her skin, his fingers curled up, and he was content. His mouth worked lazily, then slowed before it stilled.

He fell asleep like that sometimes. Satisfied with his full belly. Milk dampened her skin, cooling in the air.

Liz didn’t rush to cover herself.

She had learned not to.

The front door opened, and the sound of laughter drifted in. It was her stepdaughter returning home. The click of the door closing and the familiar thud of her sandals kicked aside.

“I’m in here,” Liz called out. Junior jumped slightly, but didn’t awaken. When he was in his milk-induced coma, a nuclear bomb could go off, and this baby wouldn’t wake up.

Jessie appeared a moment later. Her skin was sun-kissed and bright while her dark hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail that hung over one shoulder. She smelled faintly of citrus and something sweet—probably one of her favorite perfumes she’d recently ordered.

“Hey,” Jessie said. Her grin was wide as she made her way across the room. “Junior finally went to sleep?”

“He did,” Liz chuckled. He had been fighting a nap for most of the day. It was wild to think that a three-month-old was not trying to miss anything. But Liz knew once she fed him really well, he wouldn’t be able to resist the pull of sleep. “He loses this game every time.”

Jessie laughed and fell onto the couch next to her. She launched into a story about her lunch with her high school friends. She was home for the summer and was meeting up with her old friends. Liz laughed at her story about a terrible server and how one of the girls she’d gone to high school with worked at the restaurant and had bright green hair.

Liz smiled and nodded in all of the right places, but she noticed something as she always did.

Jessie’s eyes kept drifting.

Not to Liz’s face.

Lower.

Liz felt it the way she felt shifts in a boardroom. She always had a great attention to detail. Jessie’s words began to stumble, and her pauses stretched too long between sentences.

Junior stirred. His mouth parted slightly as he exhaled, and Liz felt the cool air brush against her exposed nipple.

Jessie stopped talking entirely.

Her gaze was fixed on Liz’s nipple.

There was a tiny droplet of milk lingering on the tip of her nipple. Jessie slowly licked her lips.

Liz’s pulse raced at the look of hunger in Jessie’s eyes.

This is Luther’s daughter.

The thought landed, but it didn’t change the images that came to her mind.

Jessie was twenty-one. An adult. She was home from college and had committed to helping around the house and with her baby brother. She had been the only child up until now, and she adored Junior.

But Liz had noticed how attentive Jessie had been.

Liz had spent years leading teams that needed direction. Leaving her corporate job to stay home with Junior had been a choice she’d made gladly, but the absence of command left an echo in her chest she hadn’t expected.

She had thought motherhood would fulfill everything for her.

Her instincts hadn’t gone away.

She loved control.

She shifted slightly on the couch. She deliberately moved slowly as she adjusted Junior’s weight. Milk beaded against her skin again. She didn’t rush to wipe it away.

Jessie swallowed hard.

Liz watched her.

“Could you put him in his bassinet?” Liz asked lightly. She acted as if nothing about this moment was heated. She offered a warm smile. “He’s getting a little heavy.”

“Sure.” Jessie blinked, then nodded. She stood and hesitated for a fraction of a moment before she reached for the baby. Her fingers brushed Liz. Her breath hitched so softly that Liz may have imagined it.

But she hadn’t.

Liz kept her breast uncovered as Jessie lifted Junior and carried him to the bassinet in the corner of the room. She watched Jessie and noticed how tense she appeared.

Jessie turned back.

Her eyes immediately went to Liz’s exposed breast.

Liz casually reached for the towel draped over the arm of the couch and wiped herself clean. Then she shifted again, unhurriedly, and freed the other breast. She reached for her pump that sat on the table next to the couch.

“Go on,” Liz said calmly. “You were telling me about lunch with you, Micah, Lori, and Abby.”

Jessie opened her mouth, then closed it. A nervous laugh spilled from her.

“Right. Um, so anyways⁠—”

Her eyes betrayed her again.

Liz attached the pump to her breast. The quiet mechanical rhythm whirled, filling the room with sound. She felt the pull, and the familiar tug made her breath catch, not from the pain, but from the strange intimacy of Jessie watching her.

Liz’s pussy grew slick. It ached and pulsed. She bit her lip to keep from moaning.  It wouldn’t take her long to cum. Just a few swipes of her fingers on her swollen clit and she’d shatter.

She knew from experience.

She’d fucked herself quite a few times to the fantasy of this girl sitting next to her.

Jessie sat down and began again, but she continued to stumble and laugh nervously as she told her story.

The way her gaze roamed Liz, it was as if her fingers were trailing along Liz’s sensitive flesh.

Sex-starved.

The word floated through Liz’s mind.

That would describe her.

She had needs. Real ones. Physical ones. She had reached for her husband, only to be met with hesitation and distance disguised as caring.

But this—it was different.

Jessie wasn’t touching her.

She was waiting.

Liz felt a slow, deliberate smile curve her mouth.

She was used to being watched. She was used to commanding and making decisions for others.

As she listened to Jessie stumble through the rest of her story, Jessie’s eyes continued to drift.

Again and again.

Her free nipple was beaded hard in a tight bud. If only someone would reach out and touch it.

Lick it.

Suckle it.

It wasn’t her who was being tempted.

It was she who was doing the tempting.

And testing.

Jessie was responding exactly the way Liz wanted her to.

The line was still there.

Between right and wrong. Liz tilted her head as she stared at her stepdaughter. She felt that need, blossoming in her, consume her.

Liz placed her foot on the line.

And erased it.


Chapter Two


The baby monitor crackled softly on the nightstand.

Liz stirred before the sound fully registered. Her body turned in now to the rhythms she hadn’t known three months ago. She rolled onto her back and blinked at the pale light edging underneath the curtains.

The other side of the bed was empty—and cool.

Of course it was.

She glanced at the clock and found it was just after six.

Luther must have gone into the office early again. No note. She knew not to reach for her phone to check for a text.

The monitor brightened as movement registered.

Liz turned her head and watched the small, grainy image of Junior’s room come into focus. Jessie crossed the frame a moment later. She was dressed in a short nightgown and had her hair pulled up into a messy bun. She lifted Junior from the crib with a murmured greeting. Her voice lifted full of affection.

“Hey, handsome,” Jessie cooed softly. “You hungry?”

Liz felt a brief warmth bloom in her chest.

Jessie loved her little brother. There was no mistaking that. She spoke to him with the patience of an older sibling. It was as if the early hour was nothing more than an invitation. Liz appreciated that more than she’d ever said aloud.

She swung her legs over the side of the bed and headed for the en suite to take care of business quickly. She washed her hands and returned beneath the covers. She propped herself up against the pillows and adjusted the silk cami she wore. It was soft and clung to her aching breasts that were full.

Jessie would bring Junior to her.

Liz didn’t bother to pretend that she didn’t anticipate Jessie's arrival in her room. A few minutes later, a slight knock sounded on the door.

“Come in,” Liz called out. The bedroom door creaked open. Jessie entered quietly with Junior cradled against her shoulder. His small fist wrapped in the fabric of her nightgown. She paused at the side of the bed when she saw Liz watching her. Something that looked like a smile tugged at her pouty lips.

“He’s all clean,” Jessie said softly. “And very awake.”

“Good,” Liz groaned. She ran a hand along her breasts, which needed to be emptied. She had slept through the night. Some nights when he slept long, she’d get up and pump to store milk for him. It also helped her out so that she wasn’t as backed up come morning. She tended to produce a ton of milk. “Set him down for a second. Can you grab me a towel and the pump?”

“I’ll get them,” Jessie said.

“And a bottle of water from the fridge,” Liz added. “The clean bottles for the pump are downstairs in the kitchen. I washed them last night.”

“Okay.”

There was no hesitation. No questions.

Jessie laid Junior gently on the bed beside Liz, then slipped out of the room. Her footsteps were light as they went down the hall. Liz listened until she was sure Jessie was gone. She then adjusted herself while Junior fussed slightly on the bed. She would have to get comfortable for this morning’s feed. She stacked the pillows behind her so she could get into a comfy position. She tugged the blanket back onto her lap.

She liked mornings like this. The day would unfold according to her needs.

Jessie returned quickly just as Liz picked up the baby. Junior’s little face was scrunched up as he rooted around for her.

“Hold on, little man,” she murmured. He could be a little impatient when he was hungry, and since he had missed his 2 a.m feeding, he was probably starving.

Jessie set everything down where Liz indicated. The towels were folded just as she liked, the pump within reach, and her water uncapped and waiting on the nightstand.

Liz nodded her approval.

Jessie smiled and beamed.

Liz slid the cami straps from her shoulders, pulled the fabric down, and freed herself completely. The air was cool against her warmed skin. She inhaled slowly and grounded herself against the sensation.

Jessie crept into the side where her father usually slept and stilled at the sight of Liz’s exposed breasts.

“Now it’s time,” Liz murmured. She didn’t look over at Jessie. She turned on the news instead so the low murmur of voices could fill the room. It anchored her in that moment to her routine. She reached for Junior, lifted him easily, and guided him into position.

He latched on and calmed down his little cries.

Jessie sat on the bed, her hands loosely clasped in her lap. Her eyes were drawn again to the same place. Liz could feel the attention like a physical thing, a pressure deep within her core she couldn’t ignore.

She focused on Junior. His steady breathing and the warmth of his small body were welcoming. She did love this time she got with him. Feeding him had become second nature. It was a comforting task woven into her days.

But something had shifted inside of her.

She was suddenly acutely aware of herself, not just as a nourishing figure, not just as a caretaker, but as a presence.

Someone who was sexy.

Junior tugged hard at the moment, which caused her to wince.

“Does it…always hurt?” Jessie asked quietly.

Liz glanced up at her and met her gaze. She shrugged.

“Sometimes,” she said. “At first it did, but then you just learn to manage it. Also gotta make sure he latches on properly. That’s when it really hurts.”

“My mom never breastfed me. She said it sounded like too much work.” Jessie’s eyes flicked down again.

“It can be, but it’s also rewarding to know that I’m giving my baby the best start possible,” she said. She gave a small smile. Now she understood why Jessie was always captivated by Junior’s feedings. She’d never experienced it. “It’s amazing what the body can do. If I had twins, I’d produce enough to feed both of them.”

“Really?” Jessie whispered. There was a slight flush to her cheeks. Her breaths deepened as if she were trying to keep herself composed.

Junior finished sooner than usual. He drifted back to sleep with a soft sigh. She shifted him gently and wiped herself clean before lifting him to her shoulder. She pressed a soft kiss to his plump cheek.

“Please put him back down,” Liz said quietly. “Then come back here.”

“Okay.” Jessie nodded. She took Junior and left the room.

Liz didn’t move while Jessie was gone. She adjusted the pillows again and waited.

Jessie paused in the doorway. Her big brown eyes were wide as she took in Liz.

“Close the door,” Liz said.

Jessie stepped inside and softly shut it. She motioned for Jessie to come back to the bed. She tapped the spot she’d vacated moments before. Her nightgown stopped just above her knees. Her legs were long and toned. Her breasts swayed underneath the cotton material,  which, at the sight of their free movement, caused Liz’s core to clench.

She was completely drenched. She was even sure her shorts were wet. She held on to her control as Jessie knelt onto the mattress, then came back to where she’d sat previously.

Liz had been calculating when she decided to feed Junior from the breast on the opposite side. The one nearest Jessie was full, and a drop of milk pebbled on the tip of her nipple.

Jessie’s attention was already locked on it.

Her tongue stole out of her mouth and ran along her bottom lip. Hunger was apparent in her eyes.

Liz reached out with a confident hand. She slowly caressed Jessie’s temple and brushed a few strands of her dark hair that had escaped from her bun. Jessie blew out a trembling breath and automatically leaned into Liz’s touch.

“Jessie,” Liz called her name softly. She slowly trailed her fingers along the soft curve of Jessie’s face. Those heated brown eyes flicked upwards and met Liz’s. She cupped Jessie’s chin in her hand. “Would you like to taste?”

Jessie’s audible swallow could be heard. Her eyes widened and flicked back to Liz’s exposed breasts. Her breath was coming faster as she took in Liz’s mounds.

“Taste?” she whispered.

“Yes, Jessie. Would you like to feed, baby? This breast is full, and the way you stare at me, I know you want it.”

Jessie blinked, and a guilty expression crossed her face. She bit her lip and sighed.

“But you—you’re my father’s wife. I shouldn’t want you,” Jessie admitted.

Liz smiled. She had known all along that Jessie had a crush on her. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to know that. Even before she was pregnant, and when they’d first met two and a half years ago, she’d known the young girl had a thing for her.

But Liz had tried to ignore it.

Now, she wasn’t going to any more.

“But you do want me?” Liz asked. Jessie eagerly nodded her answer.

Yes.

She tugged Jessie to her and kissed her. Jessie immediately leaned into her and opened her mouth. She was eager and welcoming of Liz’s tongue.

Jessie tasted of mint and sweetness. She kissed Liz back as if she had been a woman dying of dehydration, and this kiss was her first sip of water.

Liz pulled her even closer to where there was no room left between them. Her lips moved slowly as she deepened the kiss. Her hand rested on the base of Jessie’s neck. She nipped and then soothed Jessie’s bottom lip before she pulled back. They were both breathing heavily. She reached up and slid her finger along Jessie’s swollen mouth.

“You want me, and I’m offering my milk to you. Come now, babe. Drink.” Liz cupped her breast and offered it up for Jessie. A shiver rippled through the young girl’s body.

“Yes, please.”

Liz guided her down onto the pillows next to her in the perfect position. She guided her nipple to Jessie.

“Open wide and take as much in as you can,” Liz commanded. Jessie did as she was told and allowed Liz to guide her plump nipple into her waiting mouth. She closed her lips around it and took her first pull.

Liz moaned. Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment before they reopened. She gazed down at her stepdaughter while she began to suckle.

She didn’t need any other instructions.

The girl was nursing with her eyes shut. Her hand came to rest on the swell of the breast and took a long drag.

An electric current shot down to Liz’s pussy.

“That’s right, baby. Drink all up.”


Chapter Three


Liz didn’t rush Jessie. She allowed her to continue to feed from her. The sound of her swallowing Liz’s precious milk filled the room. Liz stared down at her and brushed the loose strands of hair from her face.

She adjusted their positions so they were lying next to each other.

Liz trailed her fingers down to Liz’s chin, then moved them down further. Jessie lay on her side, facing Liz. Her lips looked magical wrapped around her nipple.

This had been a fantasy she’d been having for a while now.

And here they were.

“You are doing great, baby,” she whispered. Jessie’s eyes fluttered open. She sighed and suckled more, drawing more of the milk into her mouth.

Liz’s fingers made their way to Jessie’s plump mounds underneath the cotton gown. Her nipples were pebbled and hard. Liz captured the nipple and tugged at it. She was rewarded with a low moan that erupted from Jessie.

“That’s it. Keep sucking,” Liz murmured. She cupped Jessie’s breast and massaged it slowly. “You needed this, didn’t you?”

Jessie’s eyes opened again. She gave a slow nod and tilted her body to give Liz more access to her breast.

“I’m here for you. Whenever you want me,” Liz said. Her hand continued its journey south. She arrived at Jessie’s small waist and then paused on her hip. The gown had slipped up high, barely covering her center.

It didn’t take much for Liz to slip her hand underneath the edge of the gown. She was met by the warm, soft skin of Jessie’s thigh. She gripped it tight before sliding it behind her and cupping her bare ass.

“No panties? Someone was hoping to get lucky, weren’t they?” Liz arched an eyebrow. Jessie smiled but kept on drinking her milk. She gave Jessie’s ass a quick slap. “I should punish you, you little dirty girl.”

Jessie’s heat-filled eyes opened. She cupped Liz’s tit and released it. She gave it a long lick.

“Please, mommy,” she whispered.

Mommy.

Fuck.

Her pussy was soaked before; now it was practically dripping with her wetness.

“You want to call me mommy?” Liz smirked.

Jessie licked the nipple again. This time, she took her time sending her tongue all around the bud. She paused and stared at it.

“Yes. I need you,” Jessie said. She licked the nipple again. “I need more of your milk.”

“Then take mommy’s milk,” Liz growled. She squeezed Jessie’s ass again. This time harder. A moan slipped from Jessie as she opened her mouth wide and suckled the large tit back into her mouth.

She gave a long pull that felt down into Liz’s pussy. She gasped and thrust her hips forward. Her hand moved and pushed Jessie’s legs open. She arrived at her smooth, hairless cunt and exhaled deeply.

“Smooth and bare. Just like I like them,” Liz rasped. She parted Jessie’s labia and found her slick and wet. She trailed her finger through the wetness. It coated her entire finger. She brought it up to her lips and suckled all of the sweet juices off it. “So fucking good. Keep those legs open for mommy.”

Jessie widened her legs and brought her gown up to her waist to expose herself even more.

Liz thrust her hand back in between those luscious thighs and slid her two fingers through Jessie’s slick folds. She arrived at her channel and pushed one finger in. She was met with the heat that surrounded her. She went deep and slipped in easily with all of the honey that poured out of Jessie’s pussy.

Jessie’s hips undulated from the mattress to meet her.

She withdrew her finger, then pushed two of them in. She thrust them in as far as she could. This elicited a moan from Jessie.

“That’s right. Keep drinking while mommy fucks this wet pussy,” Liz growled. She thrust her fingers hard and deep into Jessie. The rhythmic pulling at her breast was almost enough to make her cum, but she held back.

Jessie’s suckling was starting to falter. Her breaths were coming in pants, her hips were lifting to meet Liz’s fingers.

Her pussy was soaking Liz’s hand. Wetness covered all of her fingers and palm. Liz withdrew her fingers, then she slowly pushed in three of them. Jessie’s channel was tight, but it expanded around her. Jessie’s body shook as she ground hard against Liz’s hand.

Liz thrust faster and deeper.

Jessie released her breasts and moaned.

“Oh!” she cried out. Milk dripped down along her chin as she threw her head back in ecstasy.

“Take this gown off,” Liz demanded. Jessie reached down and snagged the edge. She pulled it over her head and tossed it onto the floor. Her body was magnificent.

Large tits with dark areolas. Her nipples were beaded and called for Liz’s tongue, but she resisted. There would be plenty of time for that later.

Liz knelt up on the mattress and kept her fingers planted deep inside her lover. She used her free hand to reposition Jessie so that her legs were wide and up in the air.

“Look at this pussy.” In this position, she could see all of Jessie. Her pink slit was wide open with her fingers buried deep. Her swollen clit was waiting for her. Liz bent down and captured it with her mouth.

The taste of Jessie exploded on her lips. She suckled the flesh hard as she began to fuck Jessie again with her fingers. Jessie’s cries grew louder.

“Mom! Mommy!” she cried out.

Liz twisted her fingers around and sent them deeper inside of the tight pussy while she continued to suckle on Jessie's clit. Jessie’s hand flew out and landed on Liz’s head. She entwined her fingers in Liz’s blonde strands and held on. Her hips rose to meet Liz’s demands.

This was what she’d been missing. It had been a long time since she’d eaten pussy, but one never forgets.

And this pussy, was so damn tasty.

She was not going to give it up any time soon. She withdrew her fingers from Jessie’s core and rested her hands on her inner thighs to hold them open wide. She sent her tongue through the slickness. She wanted all of the wetness to coat her face. She pressed her tongue against Jessie’s opening to tease her.

Jessie shouted again once she claimed her clit again.

Liz’s pussy was throbbing with need. Her clit was overly sensitive. She sat up on the bed and removed her shorts. Just as she suspected, they were soaking wet.

She tossed them behind her and straddled Jessie. She held Jessie’s legs open to where their pussies were now resting against one another.

A groan slipped from Liz.

She shifted slightly to rub herself against Jessie. She bit her lip to keep from cumming. It wasn’t going to take her long. She was almost there.

Jessie’s hands came to rest on her hips. A small smile was on her lips. Liz bent over and claimed those plump lips. Their kiss was heated and hot.

She thrust her tongue into Jessie’s waiting mouth.

Their bodies writhed against each other as their kiss deepened. Their moans filled the air. Jessie’s soft body felt so fucking good underneath hers.

She broke the kiss and offered her other breast to Jessie.

“Suckle mommy’s tit, baby,” Liz rasped. Her hips paused as Jessie eagerly latched onto her. She made a soft cooing noise as Jessie sucked her tit deep into her mouth. Her milk flowed freely into Jessie’s mouth. She swallowed every drop. “That’s a good girl.”

She began thrusting her pussy against Jessie’s again.

This time harder and faster.

They slipped easily against each other. Liz planted her hands on either side of Jessie’s head as she continued to fuck her. She ground her pussy down harder on Jessie’s and felt that ripple of electricity flow through her body. Her muscles grew tense. Jessie’s moans were muffled as she gripped Liz’s waist.

Faster.

More wetness.

Then ecstasy.

Liz’s orgasm crashed into her. She cried out, unable to hold back any longer. Her hips jerked against Jessie, who had also reached her peak.

Jessie released her tit and screamed out. Milk ran down her cheeks and chin. It flowed freely from Liz’s breast and landed all over Jessie—the sight of the milky substance sent another shudder through Liz.

Their hips finally stilled.

She was completely out of breath. She couldn’t remember the last time she had cum that hard.

Not even with her vibrator or dildos.

It was this girl beneath her.

Liz had been sex starved before.

Now she was going to be addicted to it.

Liz moved from on top of Jessie to lie next to her. She pulled her into her arms and wrapped them around her. She tugged up the blanket on the bed to cover them.

Jessie lay with her eyes closed and still breathing fast. She nuzzled her face into the crook of Liz’s neck.

They lay together for what seemed forever. Liz glanced down at Jessie, who tilted her head back.

Liz smiled faintly.

She cupped her cheeks in her hands and kissed her.

Sweetly.

Deeply.

This was only the beginning.


Chapter Four


They only had one rule.

Not written and didn’t even need to be spoken.

Luther could not know.

Things settled in place for Liz and Jessie. Her young lover was always attentive and knew what Liz liked. It had been a week since their first time together.

Seven days.

Liz had lost count of how many times they’d been together. It surprised her how easily the number slipped away. Jessie was available when Liz wanted her. She was always eager, attentive, and highly responsive. She learned quickly.

She’d never eaten pussy before.

Liz taught her.

In those seven days, the girl had excelled.

The kitchen was bright that morning. Sun spilled across the counters as Liz wiped them down. She rinsed off the cloth and rested it along the sink before moving over to check the coffee pot. She glanced over at the clock as Luther came into the kitchen.

He was dressed for golfing. His dark hair was slicked back away from his face. His phone was tucked into his pants pocket while his keys were in his hand.

“I’ll be a little late today. The guys want to go get lunch afterwards today,” he said.

“That’s fine. We have plans for today,” she said with a smile. This had to be the happiest she’d felt in a long time. He could go out and have his fun, and she was having fun as well.

“Good. You deserve it. Katy’s coming over to watch Junior?” he asked.

“Yeah. She needs money for the summer, so I figured to have her come over for a few hours.” She had made sure there was enough milk in the fridge for the little guy.

“Mommy?” Jessie said softly as she walked into the kitchen.

The word slipped out before she could stop it.

Liz felt the shock of her mistake across the room.

For a fraction of a second, everyone froze.

Jessie’s eyes widened, and panic flickered in them. Liz’s breath caught in her throat, but she didn’t move, and she didn’t correct her.

Luther apparently didn’t notice his daughter’s panic. He barked a hearty laugh.

“Well,” he said warmly. He moved in front of Jessie and rested his hands on her shoulders. “I know things with your mom are complicated, Jessie. But if you’re comfortable calling Liz that, then I think it’s wonderful.”

He dropped a kiss on her forehead.

“Yeah, she’s been really great. I feel close to her,” Jessie said.

Liz felt something tighten in her chest.

“I’m glad you two are close.  I was worried when I first introduced the two of you, but now I have no worries. It means a lot to me,” he said. He turned and tossed a wink to Liz, then headed out of the kitchen. Neither of them moved until his car drove down the driveway.

Jessie exhaled shakily.

“You need to be careful, babe.” Liz turned to her slowly. Jessie was beautifully dressed in her cute pink and white summer dress, which showed her shoulders through the thin straps. Her long hair brushed her bare shoulders.

“I didn’t mean to. I didn’t know he was in here,” Jessie whispered. Her eyes were wide as she came across the room. “It just⁠—”

“It’s okay.” Liz lifted her chin gently and forced Jessie to meet her eyes. Her hand slid down to Jessie’s warm shoulder. “But we can’t afford mistakes like that again. Do you understand?”

“I’m sorry, mommy. It won’t happen again.”

Liz brought her close and covered her lips with hers. The kiss turned deep and heated immediately. They hadn’t been together since they had sneaked last night, when Luther had gone to bed.

Even that short amount of time was too damn long for Liz. She loved licking Jessie’s pussy until she came, and she loved having her new lover suckling on her breasts and her clit. Her pussy tingled with the thought of how hard she’d cum last night on Jessie’s tongue.

The doorbell rang.

They separated, breathing hard and rapidly.

It was the sitter. Katy, a bright-eyed and polite fourteen-year-old kid who lived a few doors down. She was trying to earn money for a new bike, and her parents wanted her to work for it. Liz had no issues paying the teen to watch Junior for a few hours. She was reliable and responsible, and she came in handy when Liz wanted to get her hair and nails done.

Once Liz had given her instructions and helped ensure she was settled in, she and Jessie left.

When they stepped outside together, the air felt different.

She felt freer.

She was more relaxed than she’d been in a while.

Jessie slid into the passenger seat of her luxury vehicle. She watched Liz as she pulled them out onto the street.

“Do you mind if I control the music?” Jessie chuckled.

“Sure. You’re riding shotgun, so have had it,” Liz replied. She glanced over at Jessie with a smile on her lips. Jessie turned it to a station that played classic rock. She landed on a song they both knew, and she cranked it up. They laughed and sang along with the song.

This moment was dangerously close to a couple headed out for the day together.

Liz danced and sang with Jessie. She took in the beautiful young woman who wanted her and gave her free rein of her delectable body.

Today, they were a couple. That’s how she felt when she was with Jessie.

They arrived at the restaurant and were seated right away at a booth. Jessie sat close enough that their thighs touched beneath the table. Liz gave an approving smile. She didn’t want her young lover far from her.

Not in private and certainly not in public.

The restaurant she’d chosen was busy at this time of day. It was an American-themed restaurant with a bar. Liz had been here a few times with friends and had loved the food and the atmosphere.

“I’ve never been here before,” Jessie said. The hostess had set the menus down for them, promising that their waitress would be by soon. She picked up hers and began scanning it.

“I haven’t had a bad thing here yet,” Liz said. She leaned over to review the menu with Jessie. She rested her hand on Jessie’s bare thigh. It was warm and soft just as she remembered. She loved having these legs pressed to the side of her head as she feasted on Jessie’s wet pussy.

Her hand slowly disappeared underneath Jessie’s dress.

“You are distracting me. How can I concentrate?” Jessie giggled.

“Try harder,” Liz smirked. She already knew what she was going to order. The fried chicken sandwich and homemade tater tots sounded good. Liz’s hand had made it dangerously high before their waitress arrived.

“I’m Dale,” the young woman said. She offered a smile as she went over the specials. Jessie listened intently before Dale asked for their drink orders. They both ordered Diet Cokes and their meals. “I’ll run and put your order in, then I’ll be back in a jiffy with your drinks.”

Dale collected their menus and then headed off.

“See, you decided on something,” Liz chuckled. Her hand arrived at Jessie’s bare pussy. She gave a pleasing groan at the softness that greeted her. Her finger parted Jessie’s slit and found her protruding clit.

“That I did. The salmon salad sounded good.” Jessie shrugged.

“Open wider,” Liz demanded. She wanted to play with her lover’s pussy while they waited for their food.

Jessie’s face flushed as she parted her legs wider for Liz. A low moan slipped from her as Liz stroked her clit slowly.

Liz leaned in close to Jessie, where her lips brushed her ear.

“This pussy feels good.”

“So does your finger,” Jessie breathed. Liz pushed her finger farther and slid it through Jessie’s wet slit. Her wetness coated Liz’s finger. She inhaled sharply and brought her finger up slowly to her mouth. She licked the slickness of it casually.

Jessie’s eyes dropped down to her lips. Her tongue came out and slid along hers.

“So damn sweet,” Liz murmured. Dale returned shortly with their drinks and promised to come back soon with their food. She was off before Liz could even offer her a smile or nod. She quickly went over to greet a small party that had just been seated a few tables away.

“You don’t think my dad thought it was weird that I called you mommy?” Jessie asked softly.

“Your father had nothing but golfing on his brain.” Liz rolled her eyes. She slipped her hand back down to Jessie’s tasty pussy. She needed to feel it. There wasn’t much they could do here at the moment, but she wanted to feel Jessie’s slickness and warmth. Her middle finger slipped in between Jessie’s folds while she palmed her.

“I—I just don’t want⁠—

“Don’t worry. Your father is clueless about what is going on between us, babe. I promise.” Liz slowly stroked the swollen nub that was vying for her attention. A shudder rippled through Jessie. The young girl’s wide eyes were on her as she rocked her hips slightly.

“Okay,” she sighed. She snagged her bottom lip with her teeth. “I like what’s between us.”

“I do too,” Liz admitted. It was the truth. She loved her husband. He just made her so damn frustrated sometimes, but she liked his daughter, too.

Hell, she loved fucking his daughter.

The flush on Jessie’s cheeks was growing deeper. Her hips bucked slightly against Liz’s hand. A smirk appeared on her lips as she watched Jessie.

“You want to cum, don’t you?” Liz murmured. Jessie’s head bobbed up and down in a nod. Another soft moan slipped from her. Liz pushed her finger farther into Jessie’s slick slit. She dragged it back, bringing more of Jessie’s slickness to her clit. She began rubbing the swollen bud with heavy pressure. Jessie’s legs widened even further.

Liz couldn’t care less if someone was watching them.

Her eyes were on Jessie.

Jessie leaned back against the booth as her breath was coming faster. Her chest rose and fell swiftly. She flipped up the edge of Jessie’s dress where she could see the pretty little pussy. She stroked her faster. Jessie’s eyes closed as she reached her silent peak. She coasted through her orgasm silently.

Liz was so damn proud of her.

“Oh, my God,” Jessie giggled. Her eyes opened, and she leaned forward. She glanced around quickly. She tucked her hair behind her ear as she tried to catch her breath. Liz brought her hand from Jessie’s center. As much as she wanted to spread those legs and push her fingers deep into Jessie’s wet, hot heat, she couldn’t. “What if someone saw us?”

Not yet.

“If they were watching you, they couldn’t see what I saw.” Liz licked her finger clean. The taste of Jessie’s cunt exploded on her tongue. Jessie immediately smoothed her dress down.

“I don’t want anyone else to see me,” Jessie muttered. Her lips were curled up into a smile. She shyly glanced at Liz. “Only you.”

“That’s my girl.” Liz brought her close and pressed a soft kiss to her lips. Jessie’s eyes widened at the public display. Liz couldn't care less. This was her woman.

Her pussy juices coated her fingers while her taste was on her tongue.

“Here we go,” Dale arrived with their food. She dropped off their plates and ensured they had everything they needed before leaving again.

“Eat up, honey,” Liz said. “After we eat, we’ll head over to the mall.”

Jessie smiled, leaned in, and kissed her.

“Yes, mommy.”

* * *

“These jeans are cute,” Liz murmured. She held up a pair that she wasn’t sure if the cut of them would be flattering to her. She held them up to herself and posed where Jessie could see her.

“They are. You should try them on,” she said.

They had finished their meal and headed to the mall, where they had fun shopping. It was taking everything Liz had not go over to the baby section. Junior had everything a baby would need. She would admit she had a slight addiction to purchasing baby clothing.

Instead, she was in the women’s section of a popular department store at the mall.

Liz already had a few things that she wanted to try on. Jessie smiled and held up the few items she had.

“I found a few things too. You think Dad would mind if I put these on his credit card?” Jessie asked.

“He won’t care as long as you don’t go overboard,” Liz said. She added the jeans to her growing pile. Jessie floated closer to her with a smile as her eyes were locked on Liz’s heavy mounds. “Why are you staring at me?”

Jessie’s cheeks grew rosy. It was cute how easily she embarrassed herself in public.

“I want some, um, you know,” she murmured. Her body brushed Liz’s, causing her core to clench. She bit her lip and stared down at Liz’s chest.

“You have to ask better than that,” Liz said. She reached up and brushed Jessie’s hair from her face. Her fingers trailed down Jessie’s temple, then her cheeks. She allowed her fingers to continue down Jessie’s neck and stopped on her shoulder. She wrapped her arm around her and brought her in for a casual hug.

At least it looked casual.

It was anything but.

Jessie pressed her body close to Liz’s.

“Tell, mommy. What is it that you want?” Liz’s lips brushed Jessie’s earlobe. Her young lover’s body felt so damn good against hers. It wouldn’t take much to get Jessie naked. The only thing she had on was the dress. Jessie’s free hand came to rest on Liz’s waist. She tilted her head back and gazed at Liz with her big eyes that were filled with need.

“I want some of your milk,” she whispered. It was just what Liz wanted to hear. She allowed her hand to skate down Jessie’s spine and rest along the small of her back.

“Well then, come then. Let mommy feed you.” She guided Jessie over to the fitting room. There was no attendant in sight as they walked in. She chose a stall at the end of the hallway. The door closed softly behind them. They hung their clothes on the wall hooks. “Remove your dress.”

Jessie dropped her purse on the floor and kicked off her sandals. She slipped her straps off her shoulders and allowed the dress to flutter to the floor. Liz’s mouth watered at the sight of her naked body. From her high, perky breasts with her hard nipples, down to her toned stomach, and her pussy.

Liz removed her clothing and let it fall to the floor. She sat down on the bench in the stall and waved Jessie forward.

“Come.” She waved Jessie forward, who came and knelt on the floor before her. Liz spread her legs wide to accommodate her. Jessie didn’t hesitate to take her breasts in her hands. Liz held back a moan. Her breasts were full, and her nipples began to leak slightly. Jessie took that as a clue and leaned forward, licking up the milk from both of them.

Her moan of excitement spilled from her as she licked both of the nipples again. More milk began to flow from them.

“Hurry. You don’t want to waste any,” Liz said.

“Yes, mommy. It’s so good.” Jessie closed her lips around one of them and began to suckle hard. The pull could be felt all the way down to Liz’s pussy. Jessie held on to the other mound while she fed.

Liz’s head fell back as she took pleasure in Jessie sucking on her tit. She slid her hand between her legs while Jessie continued to drink. Her pussy was getting wetter while it pulsed with need.

“Suck harder,” Liz moaned. The pressure on her tit increased. Liz parted her pussy open and slipped her fingers through her slit. She was completely drenched. She widened her legs slightly and pushed two fingers deep into herself. Her slick pussy walls stretched around her fingers and clamped down on them. “Yes.”

Her milk was flowing freely from the other teat. Her torso was slick with her milk. Jessie released the first one and moved over to that one. She licked up what she could, then closed her mouth around that nipple. She drank deeply, which sent an electric current through Liz.

She pumped her fingers into her pussy hard and deep.

Liz couldn’t take her eyes off Jessie as she fed. The young girl had the look of ecstasy on her face as she suckled. Her cheeks hollowed out as she continued to suck Liz’s tit hard.

“Fuck, keep sucking, baby,” Liz gasped. She slammed her fingers into her pussy. The sounds of the wetness of her core filled the air along with Jessie’s audible gulps. The first tit began to leak as its mate had. Jessie released Liz’s nipple and pushed both of them together. She brought both of them into her mouth at one time. “Look at you. Keep drinking from mommy.”

Jessie’s eyes opened and crinkled in the corner as she smiled.

“It’s just so good. I don’t want to waste any of it,” Jessie said. She put both nipples back in her mouth and began drinking from them. Liz reached up with her free hand and entwined her fingers in Jessie’s hair. She gripped the thick locks tightly and held on to her as she suckled.

Liz brought her right leg up and propped her foot up on the edge of the bench so she could send her fingers deeper into her pussy.

The sound of a door closing out in the hallway alerted them that they were not alone in the dressing room.

But it didn’t stop what was going on in their stall.

Liz’s skin was growing flushed and hypersensitive. Jessie’s tongue brushed along her nipples and caused her back to arch forward.

“I need your mouth on my pussy now,” Liz demanded softly. Jessie released her nipples and gave a nod. She helped Liz place her other foot up on the bench. Liz removed her fingers and allowed her legs to fall completely open for Jessie. Jessie’s tongue slid through her folds. She lapped up all of the wetness like a good girl.

Liz trembled as her young lover arrived at her clit. She encircled it with her tongue before she closed her mouth around it.

Liz bit back a cry.

Her nub was ultra sensitive. She shuddered slightly while her hips bucked. Jessie suckled on her clit as she did when she was drinking from her tit.

Liz could only moan.

Jessie pressed two fingers into her dripping core. Liz had to stifle a cry. With each suckle on her clit, she was causing her to pant and whimper. She wanted to beg for her relief, but she had taught Jessie how to eat her pussy just how she liked it—and she was mastering it.

Jessie was taking her oblivion.

She added a third finger, then a fourth, to stretch Liz’s pussy out.

“Yes,” Liz hissed. She leaned back further onto her elbows. It wasn’t the best position, but it was going to allow Jessie to have full access to her pussy. Her hips undulated as Jessie thrust her fingers deep. “Come on, baby. Make me cum.”

Her fingers drove into her harder and faster. She latched onto Liz’s clit and suckled hard. Liz’s hips moved as she fell into the same rhythm as Jessie. Her body shivered as Jessie tugged on her clit.

That shiver was the only warning Liz received before she had to hold back a cry. Her climax rolled into her fast. If she hadn’t been sitting down, she indeed would have fallen. Jessie kept her fingers planted deep inside of her while she continued flicking her tongue along Liz’s sensitive bud. Her body shook as the spasms of her orgasm rippled through her.

Liz’s fingers were still gripping Jessie’s hair and holding her face in place between her legs. She glanced down and found Jessie staring up at her with a pleased expression on her face.

The one thing about having a younger lover was that she always wanted to please Liz.

“Did I do well, mommy?” Jessie asked. She slowly brought her tongue through Liz’s drenched folds. Her face glistened with all of Liz’s slickness and cream.

Liz offered a smile.

Jessie withdrew her fingers and sat back on her knees. Liz straightened and reached for her. She brought her close and covered her lips with hers in a deep kiss. Her tongue pressed forward and swept into Jessie’s mouth. Her young lover wrapped her arms around Liz’s neck as she returned the kiss with just as much fire and passion. Her soft body leaned into Liz’s.

Liz’s hands slid down to cup Jessie’s ample ass. Their kiss was interrupted by a knock on the door.

“Is someone in here?” A pleasant voice called out. Liz tore her lips from Jessie’s. She offered a crooked grin.

“Yeah. I’ll be out in a minute,” Liz called out. She slid down onto the floor with Jessie, who moved back a few inches.  

“Take your time. I was doing checks,” the woman replied. “Do you need anything?”

“No, I’m good,” Liz replied. “Thanks!”

Liz pushed Jessie down onto her back. Liz pushed her legs upwards so she could see her pink little pussy. Her cream and wetness coated her thighs and labia.

Liz groaned at the sight.

Everything she needed was right here.

She lowered her head and took her first taste.

Yes, she had everything she needed.


Chapter Five


The house was finally quiet.

It was the kind of quiet Liz had learned to savor since Junior was born. There was a stillness that had settled around the house after his bedtime routine and lullabies. The baby monitor glowed faintly on the coffee table. The television murmured low in the background. One of Liz’s favorite shows flickered across the screen.

She sat curled into the corner of the couch, her legs tucked beneath her, and a blanket loosely draped over her lap. The day had been long in a pleasant way. The kitchen was cleaned, Junior was fed, and asleep.

Jessie had just arrived home, while Luther was upstairs in the shower.

Now was her time to relax.

Liz exhaled and let herself sink into the cushions.

Footsteps approached softly from the hallway. She didn’t need to look to know it was Jessie. There was a particular lightness to her tread.

Jessie appeared at the edge of the room. She wore an oversized Aerosmith t-shirt, the hem brushing the tops of her thighs. Her hair was still damp from her shower. Liz recognized the shirt as hers. Something inside of her chest was pleased to see her shirt on Jessie.

“Has the little monster been sleeping long?” Jessie asked. She padded across the room and settled beside her on the couch. The cushions dipped with her weight. Warmth spread through Liz where their bodies touched.

“Shhhh…don’t jinx us,” Liz chuckled.

For a moment, they watched television. Liz had a guilty pleasure in reality television. Jessie’s knees pressed lightly against Liz’s thigh beneath the blanket. Her fingers traced idle patterns along the fabric.

Liz felt the familiar awareness between them.

Jessie turned her head slightly. Her eyes flicked down to Liz’s breasts. Liz wore one of her comfortable maternity tops. It had openings in the front where she could slide her breasts out easily to feed.

“I’m thirsty, mommy,” Jessie whispered. Liz offered her a small smile and shifted on the couch. Jessie lay across her lap with her head resting on the arm of the couch. Liz opened the slit in her shirt, brought her breast out, and offered it to Jessie, who waited patiently.

She opened her mouth and latched onto Liz’s breast and began to feed. Her eyes fluttered closed as she drank. The slight pull sent a rush of desire to her core. She bit back a moan. This was different from when she fed Junior. She didn’t experience any of these feelings when he fed.

Jessie was different.

Liz glanced up at the ceiling and listened for any chance in the sound of the running water from Luther’s shower. It continued uninterrupted for the moment.

Liz paid attention to every sound and every creak of the house.

The thrill coiled tight in her chest. They weren’t being reckless. She was allowing this moment even though she knew how fragile this situation was.

Their days and nights were filled not only with heated, intimate moments but also feedings. It had been a week since their lunch and shopping date. She and Jessie were growing closer. Liz was sure that Jessie had developed feelings for her.

Liz glanced down at Jessie. She smiled softly as she brushed Jessie’s hair from her face. She continued to drink from Liz’s teat. She ran her hand along Jessie’s bare arm in a soft, caring manner.

Jessie’s cheeks moved with each pull and swallow of Liz’s milk.

It was such a beautiful sight.

Her beautiful lover got not only pleasure from her, but nourishment. Jessie drank until Liz could feel her breast become lighter than the other one.

The shower cut off, and silence followed.

Liz’s pulse jumped.

“Jessie,” she whispered. Jessie’s eyes flew open. She gave one last pull before she released Liz’s nipple. She licked the small drop of milk that teetered on the edge of Liz’s nipple. “I’m sorry your time is shortened.”

If they were alone, Jessie would want to drink from both of Liz’s breasts. She was starting to get greedy and obsessive with Liz’s milk. Jessie pouted and sat up. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

“It’s okay,” she whispered.

Liz slid her breast back inside her shirt. They separated on the couch, where they each sat in their own corner. The stairs creaked as Luther descended with his heavy footsteps. He moved into the kitchen first. The sound of the fridge door opening and shutting filled the air.

Liz forced herself to relax as she focused back on the television.

Luther soon appeared in the doorway a moment later. He rubbed a towel over his damp hair with one hand while holding a bottle of water in the other. He gave them a faint smile.

“You two still up?” he asked.

“My show is on. You know I can’t miss this,” Liz said smoothly. He chuckled and shook his head.

“Don’t tell me she got you watching this mess, too,” he said to Jessie. His daughter laughed and shrugged.

“It’s entertaining. I see why she likes it.”

“Don’t stay up too late. Those shows will cause you to lose brain cells,” he said. A yawn overtook him. He turned away. “I’m headed to bed.”

“Good night, Dad,” Jessie said softly.

“Good night,” Liz said.

“Night.” His footsteps retreated up the stairs. A door closed, and the house settled once more.

Jessie released a shaky breath.  

“That was too close,” Jessie whispered.

Liz turned to her and studied the fear etched on her features. It stirred something inside of Liz.

“We knew it would be when we started what this is,” Liz said. She reached over and patted Jessie’s hand. “That is why we have to be careful.”

Jessie sighed and took her hand.

“I don’t want to mess this up. I don’t want him to find out and—” she paused. Her fingers tightened around Liz’s. “And lose you.”

“You’re not going to lose me.” Liz squeezed her back. She wanted to assure her young lover that everything would be fine. “Do you want this? What’s between us?”

“Yes,” Jessie answered with no hesitation. Her gaze shifted to their entwined hands. “But I don’t want you and my dad to break up because of me.”

There was genuine concern in her voice and her expression.

“That’s not going to happen,” Liz said. “I love your father. What we have doesn’t erase that.”

Jessie’s eyes slowly returned to meet Liz’s.

“Are you sleeping with him?” Jessie asked quietly.

“Not since the baby.” Liz met her gaze head-on to show that she was not lying to her. Jessie absorbed what she said in silence.

“What...what happens when he wants to?”

The question hung between them.  Liz considered it before she answered.

“If he wants me, then I’ll be with him,” she said. She tugged on Jessie’s hand and forced her to slide back across the couch to sit next to her. She reached up and cupped Jessie’s face. “I want both of you. Is that a problem?”

Conflict flickered in her eyes along with fear, desire, and longing. Finally, she shook her head.

“No.”

Relief spread through Liz. She lifted their joined hands and pressed a kiss to Jessie’s knuckles.

“Good, because you’re mine.”

She brought Jessie close and covered her mouth with hers. This kiss was a promise. Liz was not going to give Jessie up. Jessie leaned into it, her mouth parting to allow Liz’s tongue to slip inside.

She guided Jessie onto her lap, where she straddled her. Liz’s hands slid along her soft thighs and cupped her naked bottom. She brought Jessie close to where her pussy rested along her stomach.

Their lips continued to mold against one another as the kiss deepened.

Liz understood the risk of what they were doing. She understood the fragile structure of the life she was balancing. But the idea of stepping back and surrendering what she had built with Jessie felt damn near impossible.

She would deal with the consequences if they ever came.

This would work out.

Jessie reached down and pulled her shirt over her head, revealing her naked body. Liz took in her supple breasts, soft belly, and rested her hands on Jessie’s waist.

Giving up Jessie was not an option that Liz was willing to consider.


Chapter Six


Summer was slipping through Liz’s fingers.

She felt it most mornings. The sunlight came earlier now, warm and always insisting on barging in the windows through the curtains. The light dragged her from sleep with a sense of urgency she couldn’t name. Two weeks have passed since the night when Luther had almost caught her feeding Jessie on the couch. Two weeks of hiding what she didn’t want to be a secret. The days looked ordinary while the nights pulsed with something electric.

She sat up in bed and yawned.

“I’m off to work,” Luther announced as he left their bathroom. He came over to the bed and dropped a kiss on her forehead. “Don’t forget we are going to be having dinner with the Millers later this week.”

“Okay,” she mumbled. She stretched her arms above her head. She glanced over at the clock on the nightstand and realized that Junior hadn’t cried yet this morning. She was going to take that as a win. Her breasts ached from not getting up to feed him over the last few hours. She’d either pump…or have Jessie relieve her of the discomfort. “Love you.”

“Love you more. I’ll call you later,” he said. Within seconds, the man had disappeared out the door. She got out of bed and headed into the bathroom, where she answered nature’s call, then brushed her teeth and washed her face.

She should take this extra quiet time for herself and relax. Maybe even go back to sleep. She grabbed the baby monitor from the dresser. On the monitor, she could see Junior was still in his bed. His little hand balled into a fist while she watched. He was still sleeping like an angel. She smiled softly as she watched her child. It still amazed her that something so precious had been created between her and Luther.

She set the monitor down and went over to her closet. This morning, she knew exactly what she wanted.

Jessie.

She reached inside and brought out a bag of toys she’d stored away for rainy days. There had been plenty of days when Luther was traveling for business, and she had grown lonely. Her collection of toys was something she’d started when she was single and dating.

Or hooking up for a night of release with a sexy female.

Liz had always loved both sexes. She never could choose, but there was something about Luther when they had first met. She knew immediately he would be the one she’d marry.

Liz unzipped the bag and rifled through it until she found exactly what she wanted. She stood, slipped the leather straps over her legs, and buckled herself into the device. She smiled at the long, thick cock that was protruding from her body. She adjusted her silk nightgown to flow once again around her legs.

She put her bag back where it belonged, then left her bedroom. She turned and walked down the hall with no hesitation.

Jessie’s door was closed.

Liz didn’t know.

She pushed it open quietly and stepped inside. The room was dim, her blackout curtains half drawn. Jessie lay tangled in her sheets, her hair spread across the pillows. Her breathing was slow and even.

For a moment, Liz watched her.

The jealousy that had appeared inside of her yesterday was a hot memory she hated to think about. The grounds crew had been loud and careless. Their laughter had drifted in through the open windows. Liz had gone out to speak with the lead groundskeeper about a few alterations she wanted made to the yard and to ask them to keep it down as much as they could, since she had just put the baby down for his nap.

Jessie had walked outside on the porch. One of the younger men had lingered too long, and his smile was too easy as he fixed his attention on Jessie. He’d made some comment to her that had her laughing innocently.

That memory scraped something raw inside of Liz.

She crossed the room and sat on the edge of the bed. Her hand slid beneath the covers and rested on Jessie’s warm thigh.

“Jessie,” she murmured. Jessie stirred with her eyes fluttering open. Confusion softened into recognition.

“Hey,” she whispered, her voice heavy with sleep.

Liz leaned down and kissed her. Jessie responded immediately. Her arms lifted to circle Liz’s shoulders and pulled her close. The kiss deepened. Liz felt the familiar surge of possession settle into her.

When they finally parted, Jessie studied her.

“What was that for?” she asked.

“I just wanted to remind you that these are mine.” Liz’s hand skated to cup Jessie’s breasts through her thin cami top. Her soft mounds were free beneath the thin cotton material. They fit into Liz’s palm perfectly. She then ghosted her hand down to cup Jessie’s pussy through her shorts. “And this is mine.”

“I know.” Jessie’s lips curled up into a smile. She brought Liz back down and kissed her again. She pulled away, and her grin widened. “This isn’t because that guy was talking to me yesterday?”

“He was flirting with you. I didn’t like it,” Liz admitted. She reached up and caressed Jessie’s jaw.

Jessie held her gaze. There was something vulnerable in her eyes. She covered Liz’s hand with hers.

“I belong to you. You know that.”

The words hit Liz deep in the chest.

She kissed Jessie again. This time, much slower, while her hands brushed aside the thin straps of Jessie’s shirt. She tugged it down, freeing Jessie’s full mounds. She worked quickly to remove Jessie's shirt and shorts. They broke the kiss so Liz could pull her silk gown off.

Jessie’s eyes dropped down to the large cock that was attached to Liz’s frame. A moan escaped her as she slid over to the middle of the bed without Liz having to instruct her to.

“Open your legs,” Liz rasped. She knelt on the bed and slid her hands along Jessie’s soft skin. She pressed her hands along Jessie’s inner thighs while she lowered herself down onto the bed, where she was eye level with the pretty pink pussy that was waiting for her.

She sent her tongue through Jessie’s slit. Her lover was already prepared for her.

Silky, warm, and wet.

Her cream coated Jessie’s tongue as she licked and prodded Jessie’s opening. A moan slipped from Liz as she began to feast on the delicious cunt that was all hers. Jessie’s soft moans filled the air as her body writhed on the mattress.

Liz captured her swollen clit and began teasing it. She suckled it, flicked it, then pulled on it until Jessie’s moans grew louder. Her cream flowed from her opening as Liz continued to consume her.

She brought Jessie to the brink of her orgasm, then pulled back.

“No! Please!” Jessie whimpered. Her chest rose and fell fast as she panted. Her eyes were pleading, her legs open, and her pussy dripping with need.

“It’s not time for you to cum yet,” Liz said. She knelt on the bed and ran her hand along her cock. Jessie’s eyes dropped to it. She snagged her bottom lip with her teeth as she stared at it. “This pussy needs to be fucked properly before you cum.”

“Yes, please,” Jessie whispered.

Liz moved closer and positioned the tip of the cock to Jessie’s opening. Her cream was noticeable and everywhere. Liz could feel it on her lips, her chin, and hell, even her nose. Jessie’s body always responded enthusiastically when teased.

Liz took Jessie’s legs by the ankles and pressed them down onto the bed, widening it to open her even more. Jessie looked so fucking beautiful in the position. Her eyes were trusting as she allowed Liz to pin her to the bed.  Liz slowly pushed the cock forward and slid into her wet heat.

Jessie moaned as Liz fed her the thick cock. Her pussy stretched and accommodated it so beautifully. Her pink pussy gripped the cock greedily and accepted every inch of it. Once she was buried completely, she held still for a moment.

“Mommy,” Jessie whimpered. Her eyes were wide as she met Liz’s.

“Look at this. Your pussy takes my cock so damn well,” Liz growled. She pulled back and sank deep inside of Jessie again, which earned a sharp cry. Liz rocked her hips and set a hard, but steady rhythm.

Jessie’s hips rocked upwards as she met Liz’s strokes. The wet sounds of Jessie’s pussy taking the cock filled the air along with her cries and groans. Liz could feel her pussy pulse at the sight of Jessie taking this thick cock. Her wetness coated the cock, allowing it to slide in and out effortlessly.

Liz pounded into Jessie. Each hard thrust sent the headboard slamming into the wall. Neither of them cared about the noise. Luther was long gone, and beside Junior, asleep in his bed, there was no one else to hear them.

Jessie’s hands reached out and gripped her sheet. Her skin was flushed a beautiful deep pink as she cried out. Her muscles tightened, and soon she was screaming through her orgasm.

Wetness sprayed out of her pussy, coating Liz’s thighs and stomach. She buried the cock into Jessie and held it still. She reached in between them and began to rub Jessie’s clit.

Jessie writhed out underneath her.

“Oh…No…I can’t—” she tried to speak, but Liz was not allowing her to rest. She wanted to make Jessie have another orgasm. This was her way of proving that this body belonged to her.

Liz was turned on so much that she was on the brink of her own climax. Her breasts had begun releasing milk. It trailed down her body, coating her and Jessie in her nourishing fluid.

“You can, and you will cum again,” Liz demanded. She watched as Jessie’s body arched toward her hand. She pulled back and sank the cock inside of her again. This time, while she stroked Jessie’s clit, she began fucking her again with the cock.

Her young lover would never forget this morning.

“Oh! Please, God. I’m cumming!” Jessie cried out as she reached another pinnacle. Liz buried the cock once again and left it inside of Jessie, but she kept strumming her clit as she cried out through her second climax.

It was such a beautiful fucking sight.

Jessie’s body flopped down on the mattress. She was covered in a fine sheen of sweat, her dark hair was plastered to her face, and her pussy was still stretched around the cock.

Liz had never seen a more beautiful sight.

She leaned over Jessie and placed her dripping nipple to Jessie’s lips. Milk dripped onto her face. Without opening her eyes, she suckled the nipple deep into her mouth. She began to drink from the mound.

Liz pulled the cock out of Jessie’s pussy and lay beside her. Jessie turned without releasing the breast. They cuddled in the bed while Jessie fed. Liz reached down, undid the strap's buckles, and freed herself from it. She tossed the strap at the foot of the bed and brought Jessie closer into her arms.

Jessie’s small hand settled on her thigh. Her eyes were locked on Liz as she pushed her fingers in between Liz’s legs. She found Liz’s swollen clit and began to rub it.

“You know what I like,” Liz murmured. Jessie gave a nod and continued drinking from Liz’s breast while she slid her fingers through Liz’s soaked slit. Liz propped her leg so she was open for Jessie. Her lover sank two fingers inside of her while using her thumb to rub her clit.

A shiver rippled through Liz. She held Jessie’s gaze while she began to ride her hand. She had already been so close to her orgasm that this one didn’t take long for her to achieve. She cried out as the waves of her orgasm finally slammed into her. She arched her hips upwards while Jessie rubbed her through ecstasy.

Jessie released the breast she had been feeding from and moved to the other one. Milk was flowing freely from that one. She captured it with her lips and took a long, hard pull. The action sent an electric jolt all the way down to Liz’s pussy.  

Liz settled back onto the bed, spent. Her body hummed with pleasure. Jessie leaned over her while she focused on feeding. Her audible gulps and Liz’s panting were the only sounds in the room. Finally, Jessie released her breast. She cuddled up into Liz’s arms, pressing her naked body to Liz’s.

They lay silently together. Jessie traced idle patterns against Liz’s thigh. She tilted her head to meet Liz’s gaze.

“What does this make us?” she asked softly.

Liz went still.

She had been expecting the question eventually. Labels could complicate things. They defined things, and right now, Liz didn’t want to define what she and Jessie had.

“What we have is perfect,” she replied. “It doesn’t need a name.”

“But—”

“Names and labels complicate things. This works because it’s ours,” Liz said. She brushed a few strands of hair away from Jessie’s face. “We don’t want to ruin what we have. Let us just be.”

Jessie studied her for a long moment, then nodded slowly. She shifted closer and rested her head on Liz’s shoulder.

Liz wrapped her up and kept her body flushed against hers as she stared at the ceiling.

Jessie was no longer a temptation.

She was hers.

“I talked to Dad about school,” Jessie said, breaking the silence.

“And?” Liz turned to look at her.

“I was thinking of transferring closer to home,” Jessie admitted. “Being here just feels right.”

Alarm pulsed through Liz. She pushed herself up onto her elbow and studied Jessie’s features.

“That school was your dream. It’s your last year. You shouldn’t walk away from that.”

“That’s what Dad said,” Jessie chuckled.

“He’s right. You need to finish what you started.”

“But what about us?” Jessie asked.

The question hung in the air.

Liz reached out and brushed another strand of hair that was determined to be in Jessie’s face. She offered a small smile.

“We’ll make it work. We’ll travel. See each other whenever we can and after you graduate…we’ll figure that out when we get there.”

Jessie studied her as if weighing the promise. Slowly, she nodded. The tension in her body eased.

They settled back into the bed. Liz brought Jessie closer to her and rested her chin on the top of her head. Jessie curled against her, and Liz felt anchored to her.

Time was moving quickly. Summer was almost over, and then Jessie would be going back to school.

She tightened her hold on Jessie.

This would not be a fading memory. It would not dissolve with distance or schedules. Liz understood something with absolute clarity.

She would not let this end naturally.

If it did, it would be because she wanted to end it.

But as Liz took in the warmth of her young lover’s body against hers, she couldn’t imagine choosing to let her go.


Epilogue


The house was filled with Christmas cheer.

Liz stood in the doorway of the living room and took it all in. The tree stretched nearly to the ceiling. Its branches were heavy with ornaments, either homemade or delicate glass. Warm white lights were entwined through the needle, casting a soft shimmer over the wrapped gifts beneath the tree. The scent of pine mixed with cinnamon from the candles burning on the mantel, while a few stockings were hung in a neat row.

Outside, the winter sky was dark but littered with twinkling stars. Frost traced patterns along the windows. The warmth of the fire kept the chill away.

Jessie’s laughter drifted from the kitchen. She’d come home two days earlier for her Christmas break. Her presence had folded back into the household with ease as if she’d never left. Liz watched her now as she leaned against the counter, talking with Luther while Junior babbled happily in his high chair.

The sight of her family caused a warming sensation to bloom in her chest.

Time had passed since the summer. Luther, who had been wrapped up in work, had slowly found his way back to her. Their intimacy had returned in careful steps. Liz was happy to have her husband back.

And Jessie was still here.

Not just in the physical sense of holiday visits and phone calls, but also woven into the private spaces of Liz’s life. Their text messages were sometimes hot and heavy with sexy photos of each other. Their late-night video calls mostly led to masturbation on the call.

Liz certainly missed feasting on her young lover's delicious pussy. Now that she was home for a month, she was going to take full advantage of the time she had with Jessie.

“Okay,” Luther said. He clapped his hands together and motioned for them to go back into the living room. “New Christmas Eve tradition. I want each of you to open one gift.”

“You are worse than a kid.” Jessie grinned.

“Says the person practically running to the tree!” he called out behind her as she disappeared into the living room. Liz shook her head and followed behind her while Luther grabbed Junior.

Luther pointed out the boxes he wanted them to open as he settled into his recliner with Junior on his lap. They were carefully wrapped and almost too pretty to open.

“What is it?” Jessie murmured. She sat a few feet away from Liz. Their eyes met briefly before she glanced over at her dad.

“Open it and see,” he said.

They opened their gifts at the same time.

Inside the box lay a slender, delicate gold bracelet that gleamed in the light. Jessie held up an identical one.

“This is beautiful,” Liz said.

“Matching bracelets for my girls,” Luther said proudly.

Jessie’s expression softened. She crossed the room and hugged him. Liz fastened hers around her wrist. The cool metal warmed quickly against her skin. When Jessie slipped hers on, their eyes met again briefly.

“What a thoughtful gift.” Liz went over to him and dropped a kiss on his lips. He grinned and bounced Junior on his leg. Their son had grown over the last three months. He was an active six-month-old who they had to keep an eye on. He was such a happy baby, currently giggling at his father’s antics.

“I hear there is supposed to be a shooting star tonight,” Jessie said.

“Really? I thought it was a full moon tonight?” Luther said.

Liz sat on the edge of the couch and touched her bracelet again. Her husband could be thoughtful when he wasn’t so damn busy. Getting her and Jessie matching bracelets made her love him even more.

“It is a full moon tonight. Why don’t we go outside and see if we can see both of them?” Liz suggested.

“Sure!” Jessie jumped up from where she had been sitting.

“You two go on out there. Junior and I are about to watch the game,” Luther said.

“I’ll try to take a picture of the star for you,” Jessie said with a dramatic sigh.

Luther chuckled as they slipped from the room. They both grabbed jackets as they headed outside. Luckily for them, they rarely got snow, but the temperatures did drop around this time of year. They went out on the deck through the kitchen and closed the door softly behind them. The cold air wrapped around Liz immediately. Her breath fogged in the air. Above them, the sky stretched clear and vast with the full moon hanging high and luminous.

“It’s cold, but beautiful out here,” Jessie whispered. Her lips were in a wide grin as she stared up at the sky.

Liz stepped closer to her and took her hand in hers. They entwined their fingers together and watched for the shooting star.

“Yes, beautiful,” Liz murmured. Her attention wasn’t on the sky any longer, but on the young woman standing next to her. The muffled sounds of the game created a distinct backdrop to the stillness of the wintertime landscape that stood before them.

She studied Jessie's soft features as the moonlight bathed her radiant skin. Jessie must have felt her eyeing her. She turned and squeezed Liz’s hand.

“You’re happy,” Jessie said.

“I am,” Liz answered automatically.

A streak of light cut across the sky then. It was sudden, shooting across the sky at an unbelievable speed. They both watched until it vanished, leaving the darkness unchanged.

“We saw it, and I didn’t even reach for my phone,” Jessie laughed.

“That’s alright. I’m sure there will be another one for your father to see,” she said. Liz didn’t want to think about Luther at this moment. Right now, outside, underneath the stars and the full moon, she wanted to cherish this moment with Jessie. She tugged her to her. Jessie didn’t hesitate to go into Liz’s arms.

Liz captured Jessie’s lips in a kiss. Jessie’s lips parted, allowing Liz’s tongue to slip inside. She tasted of peppermint and chocolate. Jessie leaned into her as the kiss deepened.

Liz tilted her head and poured all of her emotions and feelings into the kiss.

No one questioned the closeness between her and Jessie. No one looked twice at their shared smiles or lingered touches and hugs. Luther never questioned when Jessie sat on Liz’s lap or when she would be curled up against her on the couch under a blanket while they watched television.

The truth of their relationship was their little secret.

Jessie’s arms rose and locked together at the base of Liz’s neck. The kiss was turning feral. Liz backed Jessie into the corner of the deck, where prying eyes would not see them. She just wanted another moment before they would have to go back inside.

“I want you tonight,” Liz said, tearing her mouth from Jessie’s. Her hands slipped inside Jessie’s open jacket and rested on her hips.

“What if I can’t wait that long?” Jessie pouted. She dropped one hand down to rest on the swell of Liz’s breasts. She was still breastfeeding Junior, and currently, her breasts were aching for release.

Liz slipped her hand inside Jessie’s leggings. Jessie moaned and widened her stance. Liz’s finger connected with her slick pussy, and a groan slipped from her. Jessie was already wet for her. She pressed a hard kiss to her lips.

“Go upstairs to your room and take off your clothes. When I come to your room, I want you to be spread out on your bed waiting for me,” Liz growled. She dropped another hard kiss to Jessie’s lips while she slid her finger through Jessie’s slick folds. Jessie gasped and gave a quick nod.

Liz pulled her hand from Jessie’s pants and brought that finger to her mouth. She slowly licked off the wetness from it. She stepped back and jerked her head to the door. Jessie smiled, jogged over to the door, and disappeared inside.  

She glanced back up at the sky in the direction of where the star had disappeared, and she laughed. It was undoubtedly a sign of good luck.

Tonight, she would be able to indulge in her stepdaughter’s pussy.

She went back inside and found her husband engrossed in the game and a beer in his hand. She smiled since she hadn’t seen him this relaxed in a long while.

“Here I’ll put him down in his bed,” she said, motioning to Junior, who was asleep on his father’s chest. “Jessie and I are going to watch a movie in her room.”

“That’s fine. It’s a double header tonight,” he said, not even taking his eyes off the game. She shook her head and reached for Junior, who didn’t even open his eyes.

“You enjoy relaxing with your beer and basketball. It’s been a while since you’ve done that,” she said.

“Thanks, babe.”

She turned and made her way up the stairs with her slumbering baby boy. She went into his room, ensured he had a clean diaper and warm jammies, then placed him in his bed. She pulled the door up slightly and paused.

This Christmas was going to be the best one yet. She eyed the closed door down the hall and headed that way.

Her heart was racing as she reached for the door handle. She opened the door and paused.

On the bed was Jessie just the way she’d demanded.

She stepped inside the room and closed the door. She flicked the lock to ensure they would have privacy.

Liz gazed upon her naked stepdaughter, who waited for her on the bed with her legs wide open, showcasing her pretty pussy.

She knew one thing with absolute clarity.

She would always get what she demanded.
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She didn’t just end a marriage—she started a scandal.

Tess Irwin had always been in control of her company, her image, and her carefully constructed marriage. Catching her husband cheating shattered the illusion, but it didn't break her.

It freed her.

As a powerful CEO heading into a ruthless divorce, Tess decided she’s done denying the one temptation she’s been watching from across her office for months: his daughter.

Kamen Peters is sweet, brilliant, and works for Tess. There’s been a hunger in her eyes that’s impossible for Tess to ignore. Now that the marriage is over, Tess sees no reason to resist what they both want. She’s determined to claim her pleasure and her power in the same breath.

In a game of desire and revenge, Tess isn’t interested in playing fair. She’s taking everything she’s owed—and the one woman she refuses to give back.
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