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		COMPROMISING POSITIONS

		

		There I was my first night home from my first year of college. Night one of my first summer since turning eighteen. And I’m home alone. Dad’s out of town on business and my step-mom would rather go to her stupid book club with a bunch of old biddy women than stay home and spend some quality time with her only step-daughter. Nice, right?

		Fine. Who cared? Not me that’s for sure.

		Luckily, I didn’t have to mope around the house feeling sorry for myself for very long. Not long after Mom bailed, and I cracked open a bottle of Dad’s favorite bourbon; I got a text from my high school BFF, Kimmy.

		Gin it true? U R home? Gin. Short for Ginny.

		Yup. I replied back.

		Squeal!!!! Wanna hang?

		U Bet!!! :) Where and when?

		We met downtown and ate at a new sushi place that had opened up after I left for college. It was awesome dee-lish! After a dinner of miso soup, fluke, salmon, white tuna, shrimp tempura rolls topped with eel, and some Kirin beers (we’re over eighteen, but still need our fake IDs to drink), we headed out to the parking lot where Kimmy and I did a joint in her brand new Beemer that still had that brand new smell.

		Kimmy hated school and had turned her pert little nose up at higher education. She had bigger aspirations. She was gonna be an actress. She had the talent. She’d played Maria—in a really bad, black wig—in our high school’s performance of West Side Story our senior year. She also killed it as Felix in an all-female version of The Odd Couple in Community Theater last summer. A star, having received rave reviews.

		As for looks: blond and blue-eyed as any California girl. Kimmy was tall, thin in that almost but not quite anorexic way Hollywood loves, and she had big, firm boobs that looked fake but weren’t.

		We finished our joint and Kimmy drove us across the strip mall parking lot to the movie theater. It had been ages since I’d been to a movie. College didn’t leave me with a lot of spare time. Still as we sat in the car looking at the offerings, movie poster after movie poster of death and destruction and explosions, not much piqued our interest.

		But I didn’t want to go home yet.

		I wanted to be out, to be doing something. I didn’t really care what, so we picked a movie, some kind of lame love story it looked like. We got out, bought our tickets and a big tub of popcorn (sushi isn’t that filling and we had the munchies), and soda.

		We took seats a few rows from the front.

		As the movie droned on, I looked around behind us. Even once the movie started the theater remained mostly empty. I guess the movie had been out a while and everyone had already seen it. More likely everyone else knew what I didn’t. The movie sucked.

		Kimmy had the one soda we bought to share in the armrest cup holder on her side.

		I held the bucket of popcorn on my lap between us.

		We leaned together shoulder to shoulder to share the popcorn.

		Ten more minutes into the movie I was bored to tears.

		Apparently, so too, was Kim.

		She pitched a popcorn kernel at me. It bopped me on the nose.

		I blinked and opened my mouth, giving her my best shocked look.

		She giggled and covered her mouth when someone in the darkness shushed us.

		Seriously? Someone cares about this awful flick? I turned to see who.

		In the flickering blue from the projector room I saw several shadowy figures but I couldn’t figure out who had so rudely admonished us.

		Kimmy looked back too.

		As we turned back, our eyes met and we giggled again, risking another scolding. We couldn’t help it. It was the pot.

		Kimmy flicked another piece of popcorn at me. It struck my cheek. I caught it, trapping it against my chest. Kim popped her eyebrows up and down and gave me a look I couldn’t quite interpret. I took the popcorn piece and held it out, intending to toss it back at her…

		But she snapped her head forward and seized the kernel in her full lips, kissing the tips of my fingers as she ate the popcorn down with a smile.

		She pinched another piece from the tub. This one she feed to me.

		I chewed and swallowed and licked the salt from my lips.

		Kimmy reached for the bucket between us as if to grab more popcorn, but her hand changed direction. It came up and in a smooth—I’d have to say practiced—move, slipped under my hair and clasped the back of my neck. She pulled me toward her as she leaned forward.

		She kissed me full on the lips!

		We’d never done that before.

		Her lips were softer than any I’d kissed before. Not surprising since I’d only ever kissed boys before. Hers were feathery and tasted of popcorn salt.

		“What are you doing?” I whispered. Someone behind us shushed me.

		Kimmy leaned her forehead against mine and looked at me with puppy dog eyes. “Nothing.”

		Her hand remained on my neck. Her skin, where our foreheads touched, was hot.

		She kissed me again. This one was longer, but chaste. Warm and dry. No tongue.

		Her lips lingered on mine. Then she started to give me soft, quick kisses.

		When I didn’t pull away, she took the bucket that was between us and put it on the seat behind her. She curled her legs up in her seat and leaned into me. I twisted in my seat toward her too. What was happening?

		I’d known Kimmy since we were four years old. We’d never done anything like this before. I’d be lying if I said I never thought about it, fantasized about it. But fear always stopped me. I was too afraid of fucking up our friendship to make a move.

		And now, in a dark theater with a crappy movie playing my hottest wet dream was coming to life.

		Kimmy dropped a hand into my lap and I draped mine over her hitched hip.

		We kissed.

		With her free hand she held my neck, caressing my cheek with her thumb. She slipped her wanton tongue inside my open and willing mouth, lazily chasing my tongue while we kissed sloppily and noisily. That earned us more shushes and even a couple of tossed popcorn kernel.

		Kimmy and I were oblivious to it.

		When we came up for air, breathless, she stared at me with an insatiable look of desire in her eyes. I’d never seen that before. It took my breath away. With our foreheads again touching, we leaned back against the movie theater seats.

		With my voice low, I said, “Are you sure about this?”

		“Yes. Are you?”

		I bit my lower lip and nodded, giving her my best seductive eyes.

		She smiled.

		Kim had on a striped, scoop neck T-shirt and blue jean cutoffs.

		I put a hand on her chest, between her big, fake-looking-but-real boobs. My fingertips lay on the slope of her exposed skin, over her scoop collar. She laid her hand over mine and moved it to the left until I was cupping her breast. I could tell there wasn’t a bra under there.

		Then she kissed me again.

		With my other hand—the one not holding a woman’s breasts for the first time in my life—I reached up for Kimmy’s cheek, cupped the side of her face, letting my fingers splay across her flawless hot skin. Holding her I kissed her. I pushed my tongue into her mouth. We continued to kiss that way, slurping and sloppy. I leaned my chest into hers—while my boobs weren’t in the same category as Kimmy’s, they were nothing to be ashamed of. We rubbed our T-shirt-covered breasts together. We caressed, desperate in our need to explore each other’s bodies. We kissed, trying to devour each other in that dark theater.

		The movie, the people, all but forgotten.

		When we took a breather, Kimmy smiled and with both hands tugged the collar of her T-shirt down, exposing her boobs to me in the flickering pale blue light and darkness of the theater. My first thought—oh my God, they’re gorgeous.

		My second, I’m the luckiest girl on the planet.

		A bit wide-eyed, I put my hands on her boobs and Kimmy giggled.

		We were scolded. “Quiet!”

		And threatened. “Or we’ll get the manager.”

		Kimmy snickered and cupped and squeezed her boobs. Her nipples got all pointy and thick. I covered her hand and tweaked the stiff nipple with a finger.

		She smiled and tittered again, but lower this time. “Kiss it.”

		“What?”

		“And suck on it,” she insisted.

		“Really?”

		She nodded and squirmed in her seat.

		I leaned over and gave her nipple a timid little kiss. It was enough to elicit a moan of pleasure. I wrapped my lips around her warm, pointy nipple and sucked and then gently tweaked it with my teeth. Tugging it.

		When I finally released it, I rubbed the pad of my finger over its wet succulence, keeping it hard. Kimmy smiled her encouragement with that puffy, pouty mouth of hers. So kissable, I kissed her again. She raked my teeth with her tongue.

		Then I returned my attention to her breast, alternating between her mouth and her nipple with my kisses. Kimmy unbuckled her belt and unsnapped her jeans.

		What did she have in mind? My mind raced at the possibilities. And the wanton thoughts I came up with caused a tinging deep down inside me. The sort of sensation I’d only felt before with a boy.

		But to find out what she was going to do, what we’d have done would have to wait. A flashlight beam landed on us all curled up, with Kimmy half-naked and squirming awkwardly in her chair.

		“What going on here?” The voice—and the flashlight—belonged to the theater manager. He turned out to be kid younger than we were, wearing a scowl on his pimply, teenage face, until he caught a glimpse of Kimmy. Then his eyes went wide.

		We jumped up like we’d been hit with a bolt of lightning.

		I came to my feet and brushed spilled popcorn off me while I wiped the salty wet taste of Kimmy’s kisses from my mouth. Kimmy twisted in her seat trying to buckle up her belt and straighten out her T-shirt so that her breasts were properly covered at the same time without much success.

		The teenager shined the flashlight beam squarely on Kimmy’s exposed boobs, her nipples slick and gleaming in the light. The kid’s mouth hung open.

		“Hey!” I shouted and slapped the flashlight to the side, plunging his peep show into darkness.

		“What?” He blinked, no longer looking like a deer trapped in headlights. “You two, um, need to go. I can’t let you stay.”

		“Come on!” someone shouted from the back. “Down up front! We’re trying to watch the—”

		Kimmy gave them the finger. “Fuck you.”

		“The thing sucks anyway,” I called out as I scooped my purse up from the floor and Kimmy and I headed toward the emergency exit closest to our seats. We crashed through the door—making as much noise as possible—and plowed into the bright stairwell beyond, blinking and laughing so hard we were crying.

		The door slammed closed behind us and Kimmy fell against it, still laughing.

		I dropped my purse to the floor and pinned her shoulders to the door behind her with both hands. I clamped my mouth over hers, muffling her laughter. She responded by pressing her hips against mine, grinding me.

		My tongue raked her wet mouth. God, I wanted her—needed her.

		I rubbed my hands up over the taut muscles of her stomach then over her boobs, picking up almost where we left off. I showered her face, her neck, her collarbone with kisses.

		She rolled her neck, giving me unfettered access, breathing harder than before. She scooped her long blond hair out of her face and leaned her head back against the metal door.

		I kissed my way down her body then worked my way back up. I grabbed her waist and pulled her hard against me. I kissed the valley between her boobs through her shirt. Her nipples were hard under my hands as I squeezed her firm boobs. I pushed her T-shirt up and kissed her flat stomach.

		She ran her fingertips over my cheeks, drawing me back up. She kissed me, open mouthed with her tongue. We made slurpy, smacking sounds. Our murmurs echoed in the empty stairwell. She pushed me to the opposite wall. Her hands groped at my boobs for a change. She hiked my T-shirt up and licked circles around my belly button. It tickled and I giggled, throwing my head back.

		“I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

		“Me either,” Kimmy said, between lingering kisses. “Or why we never did it before.”

		I ran my hands over her shoulders, up the sides of her neck, urging her to stand up so I could kiss that beautiful, full mouth of hers again. “We’re doing it now. That’s what matters.”

		“Yes.”

		I cupped her ass and squeezed.

		She stepped away, and ran her hands over her own body, wiggling to unheard music like a stripper, teasingly lifting her shirt, showing me her naked breasts. She cupped them and squeezed them. “You want?”

		I pushed her up against the wall—we went back and forth like that—and I tossed her hands away, replacing them with mine. Her nipples were pointy and stiff. I kissed one, then the other. Kimmy moaned her encouragement. I sucked on one then the other. Kimmy leaned her head back against the wall, her eyes were closed, her mouth open.

		She held onto the handrail behind her as I slipped my hand down between her legs. She had on cutoff shorts. She lurched at the touch, feeling the pressure of my exploring hand on her sex through the rough denim material. As I rubbed her, she rocked her hips. I flicked my tongue over her nipples teasing them and kissed her wet mouth in between. Kimmy’s breathing grew labored. She reached down and began rubbing me too. We squirmed against each other, our bodies wiggling, our breathing getting heavier. Horny teenagers. We needed each other in a way we never had before.

		And I couldn’t speak for Kimmy, but I was getting wetter by the minute.

		Pressed against the wall I could feel the sound of the movie vibrating on my skin, sending a tingling sensation through me. Kimmy reached her hands up under my T-shirt and fondled my boobs. Then she straddled my leg, rubbing her sex over my bare thigh, grinding against me.

		My lips over hers, I said, “That feels so good.”

		“You have no idea,” she mouthed back. “Take off your shorts.”

		“What? Here?”

		“Yes.” It came out low, throaty.

		I looked around. The stairwell was filthy with popcorn and candy wrappers, discarded soda cups and the floor was sticky. A movie could let out at any minute. Someone could catch us.

		“No,” I said.

		“What?” Her perfectly plucked eyebrows knotted.

		“Not here.” I didn’t want our first time to be in a dirty movie theater stairwell.

		She looked around too and must have come to the same conclusion. “Where? My Mom and Dad are home. We can’t go there.”

		“My house.”

		“What about you parents?”

		“Dad’s out of town. Mom’s at book club.” I pulled out my cell and looked at the time. “She won’t be home for hours yet.”

		Kimmy smiled. “Your house.”

		We straightened up our clothes and I scooped up my purse once more before Kimmy seized my hand and practically dragged me down the stairs and out to her car. We made out some more in the Beemer, enjoying the faint lingering sweet scent of reefer and exploring each other’s bodies until neither one of us could bear any more.

		Kimmy fired the car up, threw it into gear and drove us to my house at breakneck speed. I don’t want to think about all the traffic laws she broke getting us there.

		She parked the car in the driveway.

		We jumped out and run through the carport, hand in hand.

		We barely got through the kitchen and into the living room without mauling each other. Once there, we kissed some more. There was no stopping us now.

		I pushed her T-shirt up her body. She whipped it over her head and dropped it to the floor. There, in the warm, cozy light of the living room I stared at her breasts, fully appreciating them for the first time. I grabbed them, fondling and squeezing, while I assaulted her nipples with my mouth, my tongue, and my teeth.

		After a time she stripped my shirt off me and returned the favor.

		We alternated like that for a while until Kimmy, breathless, said, “Come on. Let’s go to the couch.”

		She took me by the hand and we sat down.

		I tossed off my flip-flops and Kimmy kicked off her sandals.

		She climbed up on her knees and leaning over, covered my face with kisses, forcing me to lay back. “I can’t wait anymore.” She unsnapped my cutoffs and unzipped my fly.

		I wiggled my hips, helping her drag the tight shorts off my butt and down my legs.

		Kimmy went to work on one of my nipples with her mouth while I squeezed and pinched my other one stiff. With her spare hand she rubbed the thin, silky triangle of my thong panties against my sex. “You’re already wet.”

		“You’re not?” I panted.

		“Oh, yes.” She licked her fingers and then slipped her hand under my panties. Her wet fingers slid through my burnt orange pubic thatch and over my wet pussy. I jerked as her hand brushed over my clit.

		Kimmy pulled at my panties. “You need to take these off.”

		She jumped off the couch as I stripped off the last thread of clothing that I wore.

		Kimmy got down on her hands and knees and crawled over to me. She put her hands on my knees and opened my legs up. She knelt in front of my exposed pussy. “That’s better.”

		I couldn’t have agreed more. But I didn’t put voice to my words. I was too busy moaning as her tongue licked my pussy. I bit my lower lip as her mouth encircled my clit and she flicked the tip of her spongy, wet tongue around my aroused love button.

		“Oh, Kimmy,” I moaned when I could catch a breath, which wasn’t often.

		Oh, did that feel good but not nearly as great as when she inserted a finger inside me. I jerked back, as much from the surprise as from the electric-like sensation that spread through my body. Kimmy slowly pumped her finger in and out.

		“You’re so wet,” she mumbled around a mouthful of pussy.

		“And getting wetter,” I assured her, wiggling against her finger fucking.

		She took a breather and noisily sucked her pussy juice-drenched finger into her mouth before returning it inside my pussy, pumping it in and out of me once again.

		I squirmed and moaned. My mouth opened and closed like a guppy desperate for air. I thought I’d lose my mind if she didn’t stop. Or if she did.

		She didn’t.

		She slipped two fingers inside me.

		Oh. My. God!

		She twisted and flicked them around, like she was scratching an itch—and damned if she wasn’t. I had a death grip on my one boob, squeezing it so tight my fingernails dug little crescent marks in my pale skin.

		I’d never felt anything that good. I begged her. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

		“Is that Kimmy’s car out—what the fuck is going on?”

		Somewhere in the back of my awareness I heard keys rattling, the click-click of high heels on the hardwood floor. My eyes flew open wide.

		Kimmy jumped back and quickly scooted away.

		I pushed myself up on the couch. I looked around, startled. “Oh, shit! Mom!”

		“Damn straight, oh, shit!” Mom stood behind the couch. Her arms were folded over her chest. Her purse looped through her arm and her car keys dangled from her hand as she stared down at us. A look of shock on her face.

		This was worse than oh, shit. This was oh, fuck territory.

		“What on Earth are you girls doing?”

		Okay, I was smart enough to not answer that question. Good thing too, because the first thing that came to mind was what does it look like? My second response was if you don’t know…

		“Don’t answer that.” She came around to our side of the couch. She planted her hands on her hips and tapped the toe of her thousand dollar spiked-heel, ivory shoe. Her expression of shock had morphed into one of disapproval. “You, young lady, get your ass up on that sofa this minute.”

		Kimmy stood up and folded her arms over her breasts. She meekly walked over to the couch, spun, and plopped down next to me. I nervously chewed on my thumbnail and looked around for my clothes. They were scattered around the room, too far away to inconspicuously grab them with a toe and drag them…

		“How long has this been going on?” Mom asked, her voice a few decibels lower.

		“It hasn’t, Mom. I mean, we’re not like a thing. It…just happened,” I said.

		“This was the first time,” Kimmy said. “I swear, Mrs. Benson.”

		“And we’re both over eighteen, Mom. I’m in college,” I said. “It’s not like I don’t have sex, you know.”

		“Of course, I know. It doesn’t me I have to think about it. Hear about it. Or see it!”

		Her expression softened. She came over and sat down beside me, putting me between her and Kimmy. I would’ve thought she’d demand we get dress, but she didn’t. Odd, right?

		“And yes, maybe I overreacted. A little.” She forced a smile. Her lips were thin and painted a glossy, shiny red. “But I’m shocked. I never expected to walk in and see my daughter having,” she waved her hand at us, “that done to her.”

		“Mom, I really didn’t think you’d be home this early.”

		

	
		Kimmy darted her eyes across the room. She was looking for her T-shirt, getting ready to bolt. “I, um, think maybe I should go.”

		She started to get up.

		“Oh, no, you don’t, young lady. You’re part of this conversation. Sit right back down.”

		Kimmy sat.

		“Mom, it’s no big deal. Would you be reacting like this if you caught me with a boy?”

		“Probably,” she snapped. “Okay, maybe not. Like I said I didn’t expect…I didn’t know you girls were…”

		“We’re not,” I said with a quick look at Kimmy. Are you? She shook her head. “Mom, I’ve never even, I mean, that was my first time.”

		“What about you Kimberly? Was that your first time?” Mom raised an eyebrow as she waited for an answer.

		“I…um…” She made a face that was part wince, like she expected to get struck by lightning any second. “Not, um, really.”

		“Ah ha!” I said. “I knew it.”

		Kimmy knotted her eyebrows. “What do you mean you knew it?”

		“I knew it.” Proud of myself. “You were too good. Nobody’s ever gone down on me was that good!”

		Mom nearly exploded. “Ginny!”

		I felt my face get hot. “Um, sorry.”

		“I can’t believe we’re having this conversation,” Mom said.

		I couldn’t believe Mom hadn’t demanded we get dress. I mean there we were, sitting, me naked and Kimmy topless, while I would swear Mom was having trouble not staring at our boobs the whole time. That got me to thinking.

		“Come on, Mom, it’s not even a thing anymore.”

		Mom had on a black, leather mini-skirt and a skin-tight, ivory-colored T-shirt. Not exactly what I would’ve thought to be book club attire. Not to mention the smell of cigarette in her hair and booze I noticed on her breath.

		While my step-mom was near ancient, I mean like forty-two or something, she still looked pretty hot. No wonder since she used to be a model. She’d done a lot of print work, for magazines and catalogs and stuff, she told me. When she was young. A long time ago.

		When dinosaurs roamed the Earth I liked to remind her.

		I put my hand on her bare thigh.

		She either didn’t notice or ignored my hand ever so slightly sliding up her warm leg. “If you’re lesbians, that’s okay. There’s nothing wrong with that. I just need to, you know, wrap my head around it. Let it sink in.”

		“Well, we’re not lesbians, Mom.”

		“No.” Kimmy looked at me seeking my agreement. “We like to have sex, and we’re like in between boyfriends, and you know, you said it. There’s nothing wrong with it anyway.”

		“Come on, Mom. You can’t tell me you’ve never experimented. Had a…lesbian experience. After all, you were a model, after all?”

		“What’s that got to do with anything?”

		She brushed my hand away, but she did it casually, as she shifted her position on the couch. “I mean sure, in my younger days. When I had too much to drink or some other things I might have taken we won’t talk about. It was a different time,” she insisted.

		“See?” I said. “No big deal.”

		Kimmy got up and circled around to the back of the couch. She scooped Mom’s long brown hair back, letting it cascade down her back. She combed through it with her fingers. I used to do that. It was so soft and straight, shimmery, like dark corn silk.

		“What are you doing, Kimberly?”

		“Nothing, Mrs. Benson.” The picture of innocence.

		I returned my hands to Mom’s thighs. “I know with Dad gone so much, you probably get…lonely. Don’t get the sort of…relief a woman needs.”

		“Ginny Benson, what are you suggesting?”

		“Nothing.” I said, acting as innocently as Kimmy had earlier. “We just thought, maybe, you might be…interested in—”

		“Have sex with the two of you? I think not.” She stood up. “That is wrong on so many levels I cannot even begin to tell you.”

		I took her by the hand. I rubbed my thumb over the palm of her hand. If I could get her to sit back down…

		“No. It’s not, Mom. We’re all adults. And it’s not like we’re related.”

		“You’re my daughter.”

		“Step-daughter. Big, big difference.”

		“I’m not sure it is,” Mom said. But she sat back down.

		Kimmy rubbed her shoulders, massaging them, trying to get Mom to relax. I smiled inwardly. If things continued to progress along these lines, I’d be getting a different sort of relief. I ran my hands up and down Mom’s thighs.

		She hooked her hair back behind her ears. “This isn’t a good idea, Ginny.”

		Kimmy leaned over behind Mom. She whispered in her ear. “I’m not your daughter, Mrs. Benson. There’s nothing wrong if we…” Her voice trailed off as she kissed the side of Mom’s neck. Her kisses were tender, sensual. She made little kissy noises. She kissed her earlobe, tugged on it with her lips.

		“I don’t know about this,” Mom said repeatedly. She squirmed in her seat but didn’t make any move to get up.

		Kimmy flicked the tip of her tongue around Mom’s ear.

		Mom tilted her head but didn’t move away.

		I seized the opportunity by squeezing one of Mom’s tiny tits. She was a model, with a models body; thin and gorgeous.

		She swatted my hand away. “Stop that! No. I don’t think…”

		I kept my other hand on her knee and Kimmy, while skimming her tongue around Mom’s ear, slipped her hand over her shoulder and grabbed Mom’s other boob. She gently squeezed.

		“That feels good, doesn’t it?” Kimmy asked, caressing the tiny tit while whispering into Mom’s ear.

		“No, I shouldn’t…I mean, yes, it does. But…”

		All this time, she’d held her legs closed, her knees pressed together tightly.

		God, I was getting so horny I thought I might explode.

		I slipped my hand down between her legs. She resisted—a little—but then relaxed her legs. My hand slipped between her spreading thighs. Her skin was warm and supple. I rubbed my fingers over her sex and smiled. Her panties were soaked.

		I caught Kimmy’s eye and gave her a nod. We were in. Mom was ready to go for it, even if she hadn’t realized it yet.

		She squirmed under me a little but made no effort to remove my hand. I continued to rub and Mom’s breathing quickened, coming in short gasps.

		“Lean back,” I urged. “Get comfortable.”

		Mom shifted and sat back. She let her legs fall open and she began to rub her hands over her own body. It was clear she was getting worked up and what little resistance she felt was crumbling.

		Kimmy came around and climbed up on the couch putting Mom between us. She sat on her knees, facing Mom. I continued to rub her pussy. Kimmy showered Mom’s face with kisses.

		“This really isn’t right,” Mom said, squirming. Kimmy whispered in her ear, so softly I couldn’t make out the words. Mom simply moaned and nodded her head.

		Without stopping what I was doing with my left hand, I stretched Mom’s shirt collar, pulled it down until I uncovered her boob. It was small but firm and pert and capped with a large, stiff, brown nipple.

		I kissed and licked it.

		“Oh, God, I don’t know. I don’t know about this.” Mom repeated it like a mantra, yet she yanked her shirt down to reveal her other boob. She pinched her little brown nipple between her thumb and forefinger, all the while, moaning, “I don’t know. Oh, God.”

		Kimmy leaned over and replaced Mom’s fingers on her nipple with her mouth and tongue. Together we licked and sucked, kissed and squeezed like hungry new-born babies while Mom’s breathing grew shallower. She lulled her head back and forth. “Oh, my. Oh, my.”

		We took a breather. Mom stared up at the ceiling.

		Kimmy and I exchanged wet, hot, hungry kisses. We smiled as our lips met, still playing with Mom’s nipples, keeping them stiff.

		“Mom, kiss me,” I said, moving my hand from her tit to her pussy, rubbing it.

		“Ginny, I…”

		Then she kissed my lips. I opened my mouth but she pulled away. I leaned in after her, landing my open lips on her mouth. I stuck my tongue in her mouth. She chased it around with hers. It was a wet, sloppy thing and totally hot. We both moaned.

		Mom pulled away. “We shouldn’t, Ginny.”

		“We should, Mom,” I said and kissed her again.

		She snaked a hand up around the back of my neck and pulled me in. Our tongues did passionate battle.

		“Oh, Mom,” I said, pulling away to catch my breath.

		She held my chin in her warm hand, tracing her long fingernails over my skin. She rocked her hips against my hand rubbing her pussy. Her panties were sodden. “I can’t believe we’re doing this.”

		“Shush. Don’t think about it,” I whispered. “Just enjoy it.”

		I went back to suckling her nipple while Kimmy took my place kissing Mom.

		Then I did something that surprised even me. I laid back on the couch, positioning myself so my head lay on the armrest. I folded both my arms behind my head and opened up my legs, exposing my wanton nakedness, my sex to my step-mother.

		I have the cutest thick, little patch of burnt orange pubic patch—yes the carpet matches the drapes—which I trim obsessively.

		Mom took one look and actually licked her lips. “My baby’s little pussy.”

		“Have you ever licked pussy before, Mommy?”

		She didn’t answer, at least, not with words. She repositioned herself on the couch until she was on her elbows and knees between my bent and spread legs. She ran her hands over my inner thighs, down from my knees to my hot, exposed sex.

		Mom lowered her head. Her breath was like a warm ocean breeze on my wet lips. Her hair feathered my flesh between my legs, raising goose bumps and made me shiver. When her tongue touched me I leaped and let out a sharp coo.

		“Oh, Mommy!”

		She used the tip of her tongue to teasingly touch my enflamed pussy. Then she used the flat of her tongue to lap up my already flowing pussy juice. Up and down.

		I closed my eyes and lolled my head. Oh my God. Oh. My. God!

		Mom used her thumbs to spread my lips. She licked me up and down and then stabbed her tongue inside me, using it to fuck me while her nose bumped against my clit. OMG! Where had she learned to do that?

		Before too long, Mom replaced her tongue with her finger, reaching deep inside me. Her tongue found my clit and she went to town licking circles around it, flicking it with the tip of her tongue.

		“Oh, Mommy.” She looked at me through the valley of my breasts—which I was kneading—as she sucked and licked. “Don’t stop, Mommy. Please, don’t stop.”

		She was on her knees, leaning over me with her ass up in the air. Kneeling behind her, Kimmy had pushed Mom’s skirt up and had rolled her thong panties down her thighs. She had her hands on Mom’s pale ass, spreading her cheeks. She lowered her face and pressed her mouth against Mom’s crotch, licking her pussy, and probably her ass, too.

		Lucky girl, I thought with a pang of jealousy.

		But then, Mom wasn’t ravishing Kimmy’s pussy with her tongue. She was doing me. And it was insanely marvelous.

		Until she wasn’t. Shit!

		Mom pulled back and flopped back down on the couch so she was sitting between us again. Mom peeled her panties the rest of the way down her legs and kicked them across the room. She took her T-shirt off and shook her hair out of her face.

		She leaned back and spread her legs. She ran her hand down over her pussy. It was a beautiful sight. Her thatch was thick with brown curlies. Her gleaming lips were bright pink and wet, gleaming in the living room light.

		“Time to reciprocate, Ginny,” Mom said, her eyes directing me to her waiting pussy while she reached an arm out to Kimberly and embraced her in a hug. She passionately kissed her full on the mouth, lashing her tongue—fresh from my pussy—around Kimmy’s lips.

		I dropped down to my knees and went to work licking Mom’s pussy, returning the favor as she’d put it. I’d never done it before and hoped I knew what to do. When I started to use my fingers, first to rub her wet pussy then inserting two fingers deep inside her, Mom squirmed and moaned. I smiled. Guess I was doing it right.

		Kimmy’s hands were all over Mom’s body, rubbing, and caressing, probing every bare inch of naked skin she could reach. They kissed and Mom fondled Kimmy’s firm, young breasts. She reached between Kimmy’s legs and rubbed her pussy through her cutoff shorts.

		“That’s it, Ginny,” Mom instructed. “Use your fingers. That’s it. That’s it!”

		We kept at it for a while and then I stopped.

		Mom knotted her eyebrows. “Baby?”

		I took her by the hand and pulled her off the couch. “Come on.”

		With Kimmy following behind, I led them into Mom’s bedroom.

		“Lay down on the bed, Mom.” She did as I asked. She didn’t bother taking her skirt off. It was hiked up and twisted around her waist. To Kimmy, I said, “Take off your shorts.”

		As she did, I climbed onto the bed and lied down beside Mom who was on her back, exactly where I wanted her. I kissed and licked her nipples for a while. I rubbed her wet pussy until she was squirming again. I wet my hand and rubbed my sex too.

		Mom hooked her hair behind her ear. “Oh, baby.”

		Kimmy stood watching us, rubbing herself. Her full mouth pouted, open. Her tongue rimmed her lips. She had a small heart tattoo on her hip I’d never seen before. Oh my, did she have like the perfect body.

		I moved Mom’s leg and went back to work on her pussy with my mouth.

		She shivered and giggled.

		After a time Kimmy climbed onto the bed. With her back to me, she swung her leg over so she straddled Mom’s face. Mom wrapped her arms around Kimmy’s thighs. Kimmy lowered herself until her pussy was over Mom’s mouth. Mom eagerly licked at the offered sex while she squirmed under my oral assault.

		Mom went to town using her mouth and tongue slurping at Kimmy’s drenched pussy.

		I started using my fingers inside Mom again.

		It didn’t take long for us to make Mommy come.

		Her squirming turned into convulsions. Then she bucked. She came off the bed with her ass clenched tight. Kimmy fell off to the side and Mom rolled over.

		With her face down, I kept my fingers inside her, shoving them deep and flicking her clit with my thumb. She locked her thighs tight around my hand and screamed.

		“Oh my God! Oh. Oh! OH!”

		I kept pumping.

		Mom brushed her hair from her face and tried to watch us over her shoulder. She alternated between biting her lower lip and shouting. And then she came!

		She pulled away from us and flipped around. She jerked, her body seized tight as a drum. She covered her sex with her hands as she sat up, unable to catch her breath.

		“Oh my God! Oh, God,” some panting, then, “That was amazing. Oh God. So fucking wonderful.”

		I shoved my two fingers into her mouth. She hungrily sucked her own pussy juice off them. With a smack of her lips and breathless, she said, “That was so incredible.”

		I pushed her back and kissed her mouth. Then I kissed her forehead then went back to kissing her pussy. With each touch of my tongue to her clit she twitched and gasped. “Oh, no. No more.” She gently pushed me back. “I can’t. Oh, wow.”

		When she could, she sat back up. She gave me, and then Kimmy, sloppy, pussy juice slicked, wet kisses. “That was unbelievable. But now I have something for you two.”

		Mom scooted off the bed and went to her closet. I watched her jiggly ass and realized just how cute it was. She rummaged around for a second or two. I heard drawers opening and close. Then she came back out with her hands held behind her back.

		“Lay back, girls,” Mom said. She stood swaying back and forth, all excited like.

		Kimmy and I looked at each other and then did what she said.

		“Close your eyes.”

		We did. Well I did. I couldn’t tell if Kimmy did, because like, my eyes were closed.

		“Lean back and open…now!”

		When I did, Mom held in front of me a large, black, double headed dildo. She waved it back and forth. It wobbled in her hand. “Know what this is?”

		It was a replica of a black dick, so yeah. “Oh my God. Mom!”

		“Who wants it first?”

		My mouth dropped open. I covered it with my hand, shocked. “Mom, What the hell…”

		But Kimmy said, “Me!” She waved her hand in the air like she was in the first grade. Pick me! Pick me!

		“You need to get it wet first.”

		Mom offered it to Kimmy who took the thing in her mouth, sucking it in like it was a real cock. She moaned like she was giving a real blowjob. The end not getting sucked dangled downward.

		“Don’t be bashful, Ginny,” Mom said, eyeing the unattended, wagging end.

		“Are you serious?”

		“Go on,” she encouraged.

		Before I knew it, Mom was holding it in the middle and Kimmy and I were sucking and moaning and slobbering all over the thing. Sure it had a rubbery taste to it, but it felt like the real damn thing.

		“That’s it. Get it nice and wet. Really nice and wet.”

		We did our best, and the rubber cock wasn’t the only thing getting wet.

		“Okay, girls,” Mom said. “I think that’s enough.” Reluctantly Kimmy and I let the double headed dildo go. “Since you asked to go first, lay back, Kimberly.”

		She did as she was instructed, instinctively spreading her legs.

		I watched as Mom rubbed the hard rubber head along Kimmy’s wet lips then slowly pushed it in her pussy. Kimmy arched her hips and sucked it right in with a long, drawn out moan.

		I watched, rubbing my clit, anticipating my turn. It came faster than I expected.

		Mom pumped the dildo in and out of Kimmy until she’d stuck a good third of the thing deep inside her. With it still buried in Kimmy’s pussy, Mom said, “Come here, Ginny.”

		She waved, encouraging me.

		I crawled over, not sure what to do but Mom told me. “Turn around.”

		I did. On my hands and knees with my ass facing Kimmy, Mom said, “That’s it. Now come back.” I scooted backward, watching over my shoulder. Kimmy had her head propped up on a pillow so she could watch. Her fingers circling around her clit while Mom continued to slowly slide the dildo in and out of Kimmy.

		“That it,” Mom kept saying until I was where she wanted me. She urged me to spread my legs and lower my hips closer to Kimmy’s dildo-filled pussy.

		I gasped as Mom rubbed the gleaming, black rubber head across my wet lips. Then she pushed it into me.

		I squealed.

		It was bigger than anything I’d ever taken before. I bit my lip but I pushed back against it, letting it fill me, feeling it fill me. Enjoying the warmth that spread through me as it plunged deeper inside me.

		Mom fisted it so it wouldn’t slip out.

		I rocked my hips, pushing back, letting the dildo fuck me.

		Kimmy rocked her hips under me, shoving the double headed thing deeper into me. I imagined my thrusting was doing the same to her. The increased tempo of her thrashing about and louder moans told me I was right. Mom kept the dildo in place and alternately rubbed our clits with her salvia wet fingers.

		I was close to coming. It wouldn’t be long.

		Barely able to catch my breath, I moaned, “Oh, fuck. Oh my God. Oh. Oh!”

		I glance back over my shoulder. Kimmy was rocking on the bed, sucking on her fingers while her boobs shook like overfilled water balloons. Mom twerked Kimmy’s clit while we fucked.

		Kimmy moaned. “Ah, ah, ah.” She lifted her head and her body seized. “Oh, fuck. Oh fuck!” She came and her body relaxed under me.

		Aw damn it! I hadn’t come yet.

		But Mom came to my rescue.

		She pushed Kimmy out of the way and taking her place, she flipped me over. With a quick flick of her fingers along her pussy lips she spread them and shoved Kimmy’s end of the dildo into her own pussy with a loud gasp. Her eyes rolled back in her half-closed eyes but Mom recovered quickly enough to scoot in closer to me, interlocking our legs while still holding the dildo firmly between us. We each worked our ends as deeply into our pussy as we could stand it.

		I pushed in close.

		My legs pressed against Mom’s thighs.

		I could barely catch my breath.

		Mom was grunting loudly, too.

		I rocked my hips and arched my back. My stomach muscles undulated with the effort. I began to hiss.

		Kimmy had managed to recover enough to crawl over to us. While we rocked, she licked her fingers and began thrumming our clits with her thumbs.

		I fell back and almost came right then, but I held on.

		I propped myself back up on my elbows and saw Mom had to. Our hips ground against each other, the rubber cock pushed and pumped around inside us. We stared at each other over our naked bodies—she still had her leather skirt twisted around her waist but that hardly counted—we were close, both of us.

		Thrashing. Our skin slapping. Humping our asses. Grunting and moaning. The bed squeaking. But it was Kimmy who put us over the edge.

		She wrapped her fist around the middle of the double head cock and began sliding it back and forth, giving the fucking thing a hand job, slipping it sloppily in and out of us. Mom and I started groaning, trying and failing to catch our breath.

		The two of us: “Ah, ah, ah, ah!”

		My body locked up, like I’d been shot with a stun gun. Seized by an orgasm like I’d never felt before. Unrelenting. I tried to breath. Couldn’t. “Oh, oh, oh, oh.” I needed to breathe.

		Mom screamed. A strangled, “Argggghhhhh!”

		And then it was over.

		My body went limp. I fell back with my arms splayed out to my sides.

		Mom flopped back on the bed, limp. “Oh, hell, yeah.”

		I gasped, sucked in a breath. “Oh my God.”

		Mom moaned, “Oh, man.”

		We lay like that for some time, breathless and sighing, trying to regain our strength.

		After a time, When I thought I could move without falling on my face, I climbed up to the head of the bead and plopped down again in between Mom and Kimmy. Our naked bodies—hot and slick with sweat—entwined in a three way embrace. Absently I wiped tiny dots of perspiration from my hairline and the creases between my legs and pussy. I licked pussy juice from my fingers; a mix of mine, Mom’s, and Kimmy’s, savoring every tasty drop.

		We snuggled in as one. Our heavy breathing rose and fell in a simpatico rhythmic cadence.

		“That was incredible,” Mom said.

		“Unbelievable,” Kimmy said, agreeing.

		“Marvelous.” I patted their damp legs. “It was. But Mom, you’ve got to tell us why you have a double headed dildo?”

		“Yeah,” Kimmy said. “Good question,”

		“It is, and one for another time.” Mom kissed us each sweetly on the cheeks. “Good night, girls.”

		♥♥♥
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