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Lesbian Sex With My Bridesmaid's Mother


This is it. My last night as a single woman. And I’m scared to death.
Thankfully, even though I’m in the room by myself, I’m not alone in the house. I’m staying with my bridesmaid, Kendra, and her mom. With my own mom long gone, I’ve come to depend on Paisley, Kendra’s mom, more and more over the years.
As I stand in front of the mirror, looking myself over in my lacy white bridal lingerie, I wonder if I’ll really be able to satisfy James. I have so much to learn, and so little time.
Yeah, I know it’s kind of lame these days, but I’ve saved myself for marriage. I’m thinking that’s why my guy proposed so young. He hasn’t even seen me naked yet. Not even in a bikini. Tomorrow night will be huge for both of us.
The door opens, and I jump a little. I’m so lost in my nerves I almost forgot anyone else is here.
Paisley comes in, somehow incredibly glamorous even in her yoga wear.
“Adrianna? Oh, my…” She walks over to me, gazing at my reflection. “You’re so gorgeous, sweetheart.”
Coming from her, that’s high praise. I’ve looked up to her for her beauty as much as her kindness, ever since Kendra became my bestie.
“Thanks, Mrs Lane.”
“I’m not Mrs anything, sweetheart. You know that.”
“Sorry.”
“Oh, don’t be. I had a lovely wedding, and a good first year. But in the end, the only good thing to come from my marriage was Kendra.”
She strokes her fingers lightly through my hair and smiles at me in the mirror. “Besides, you can call me Paisley, sweetheart. You’re almost 20.”
We’ve been through that a hundred times already. But in my fear I just need comfort, and I just wish I had the option of calling someone mom.
“Adrianna, what’s wrong? Can I help you with something?”
“I’m just…scared.”
“Oh, why? James is so handsome and caring. Marriage can be the most amazing experience. Or so I’m told.”
She puts her arms around me from behind, resting her hands on my bare belly, and her chin on my shoulder. The subtle floral scents of her perfume and shampoo are so familiar that they give me as much comfort as her embrace. “And that first night…oh, boy.”
“Wait…you mean…”
“There’s a closeness when you’re together for the first time as husband and wife. As good as you already think sex is, sweetheart, it gets even better once you’re married.”
“That’s the trouble.”
She frowns in confusion. “What are you saying?”
I try to hide the blush in my cheeks. “I’ve never had sex.”
“Really?”
“Of course. Is that so weird?”
“No, sweetheart, it’s just…well, you’re an absolute knockout. I can’t believe James hasn’t begged you for it.”
“Well, I mean…I’ve done things to ease the pain for him. Got him off with my hands. But girls don’t need that like guys do.”
“You’re so sweet, Adrianna, but you’re so wrong about that.”
“No, really. It’s fine.”
Paisley frowns again. “Wait a minute. Are you saying you’ve never even got yourself off?”
I shake my head. “I don’t do that. It’s sinful…isn’t it?”
Paisley moves her hands in circles on the soft skin of my belly. “Sweetheart…”
That’s all she says, but she sounds disappointed. So I decide it’s time to really open up.
“I’m scared, Mrs…uh, Paisley. James has never seen my…goodies.”
“Sweetheart, I’m starting to suspect you haven’t even seen them.”
“Oh, please don’t joke. You asked if you could help me, so please…help me? I need to know how to act. How it’s going to feel.”
“Hmm.”
Again she sounds disappointed, so I slip free of her embrace and sit on the end of her bed, struggling to keep tears at bay.
Paisley comes over and kneels in front of me, brushing her fingers back through my hair. “Adie…how can I help?”
“I don’t know. I just…I wish I had more experience.”
My bridesmaid’s mom narrows her eyes in thought, and flicks her tongue across her lips. “I guess I could…oh, no. What am I thinking?”
“What, Paisley?”
She eases her hands out of my hair, and then strokes the tip of one finger across my bottom lip. “I could maybe…show you a few things.”
“I’d love that. Please.”
Paisley pauses a few seconds, then nods like she’s made a decision. “Okay then. Kiss me.”
“Uh…what?”
“Kiss me like you kiss him. Let’s see what we’re working with, here.”
“But…you’re a woman.”
“Oh, I’m one hell of a woman. And I’m here for you, sweetheart.”
“But I–I can’t kiss you. It would be so…weird.” Yeah, it would. So why is my belly getting all fizzy? Worse, why are my panties growing damp?
Paisley grasps my legs and pushes them apart, crawling forward on her knees until she’s all I can see. She spears her fingers back up into my hair, cupping my head. “Relax, sweetheart. Remember, you asked for this, okay?”
“I’m not sure if I—”
My bestie’s mom cuts off my words with the heat of her mouth, pulling me forward into her kiss.
I bug my eyes in shock as her velvet lips caress mine. My heart pounds and my nipples spike and I try to convince myself this is wrong.
Yet my pussy tingles with sensations I can barely understand. The need to be seen. To be touched.
To be filled.
Paisley eases backward, so slowly that our lips cling to each other for a moment before releasing.
“W–what was that?” I say, little more than a rasping whisper as unexpected arousal floods my body.
“I guess you could call it a taste test.” She fires a quick little wink my way. “It was very nice. If you relaxed a little, I think it would be absolutely—”
This time I cut her off, in exactly the same way. I dive at her, driving my tongue against her lips until she opens up, suckling at me and moaning sweetly.
I push so hard at her she falls onto her ass, and I overbalance with her. In seconds we’re sprawled on the floor, locked at the lips and grasping for each other.
How can this even be happening? I’m a good girl, who’s saved herself for marriage. To a man.
Yet here I am, plunging my tongue into the sweet mouth of the most important woman in my life.
Paisley rolls me onto my back and slides her leg between my thighs. She presses the hard bone of her knee up against my panties and grinds into me, and I swear my body lights up like a Christmas tree.
I grip her tight crop top and haul on it, desperate to have her body pressing down on mine. She comes down hard on me, knocking the breath from my lungs in the most exquisite way.
As Paisley digs her teeth into my ear lobe, she rolls the hard point of her hipbone across my clit, awakening a seismic charge of pleasure in my core. I’ve read about that crazy little bud and the magic it can do for a woman, but I’ve never been game to go there.
And once again, I’m wondering why the heck I haven’t explored myself properly. Surely it can’t be that big a sin, since it’s my own body and all.
“Mommy…” I hum, as I drive my own thigh up against Paisley’s pussy. Holy fuck. Where did that come from? I’ve never called her—or anyone—that before.
It feels so wrong to call her such a taboo name, and especially while she’s grinding herself against my leg. But holy heck, it’s so weird how hot it makes me.
“Sweetheart,” she moans back, as if my slip of the tongue just then was completely natural. “You’re so sexy.”
She grips the front of my bra and unclips it, and I let out a tiny shriek of surprise. Nobody’s ever seen my boobs but me, and I can’t help but cover them with my hands.
Paisley comes up onto her knees above me and holds my wrists, lifting my hands away and gazing down at my bare breasts. I bite into my bottom lip as my nipples spike, and my bridesmaid’s mom blows out a breath of appreciation.
She presses my wrists down on the floor above my head and holds them there with one hand. I’m not strong enough to free them…and I’m pretty sure I don’t want to. Giving up control like this is just far too enticing.
Paisley comes down and kisses me again, driving her tongue deep inside my mouth as she cups my breast with her free hand.
As she slides lower, kissing my chin and then my throat, she murmurs softly to me. “Your husband is gonna be so, so pleased with you, babygirl.”
I gasp in sweet shock at that brand new pet name. And at the reminder of what this little…dalliance, is supposed to be about. Getting me ready for my wedding night tomorrow. Warming me up so I can please my brand new husband.
“W–what else is he going to want to do to me, mommy?”
“Mm.” Paisley moves down between my bare breasts. “He’s going to want to suck on these beautiful things. Maybe even as much as I want to.”
“Ohh…”
She grips my tit and squeezes, trailing the tip of her tongue across and flicking at my painfully stiff nipple. Her wet heat coats my bud as she makes circles around it. I move without even thinking, rolling sideways to press my boob up against her mouth.
Paisley whimpers with heated desire and releases my wrists, cupping my breasts between her hands as she devours my nipples. First one then the other, before licking at the soft mounds of my flesh.
“Oh, my,” I whisper, as every suck from this older woman’s mouth sends tingling bursts of bliss down into my core. “I hope he’s as good at it as you are…mommy.”
“Mm. It’s so wrong, but I love it so much when you call me that, babygirl.”
She takes my nipples between thumbs and fingers and squeezes so hard I see stars.
“Oh…mommy, you’re gonna make me…say things.”
“Mm? What kind of things, babygirl?”
“Like…cuss words. I know you don’t like to hear girls cussing.”
Paisley kisses my belly and strokes her hands down, gently pushing my legs wide apart.
“Babygirl…what I’m about to do to you, I’ll be offended if you don’t cuss.”
My bestie’s mom hooks her fingers into my lacy white panties and yanks them to the side. I wince and bite down on my lip as excited embarrassment floods through me. Of course, nobody has ever seen me down there, either.
“Babygirl…James is absolutely gonna burst the instant he sees this perfect little pussy.”
She strokes her fingers through my short bush as she kisses the inside of my thigh.
“Mommy…that feels so nice.”
“Mm. Your scent is incredible, babygirl. I can’t wait to taste you.”
“T–taste me? You’re going to…?”
As awkward as I felt before, it’s nothing compared to now. Embarrassment makes me try to bring my thighs together, because surely no woman would want to...do that. Right?
Paisley has other ideas, though. She bites gently into my inner thigh and I let out a tiny squeal and pull my leg away from her.
She seizes that moment and runs the slick heat of her tongue up the length of my glistening lips.
My whole body jolts with electrifying pleasure as she strokes me, up and down, and makes dark, sexy moaning noises.
Suddenly, I can’t get my legs far enough apart. Her tongue casts a spell over me, as she presses her face into my pussy so hard my lips bunch up around her mouth. She drives her magical tongue in and out of me and hums with ecstasy.
Paisley takes me almost into a trance with the power of her mouth. Somehow, as I swim in the pleasure she gives me, she manages to strip my panties off me.
She works me over so well I can’t control my own body. My hips have a mind of their own, and buck up and down against Paisley’s beautiful face. She cups my ass and holds me high, pumping her stiff tongue forward and back.
When I don’t think I could possibly take any more bliss, I grip her hair and hold tight. It’s like a fist has suddenly appeared inside my heated core, as pressure builds up. The second my bridesmaid’s mom takes my clit between her teeth and squeezes it, that fist explodes.
Waves of pleasure, intense as a thunderstorm, fire through my body, and I wail with my first ever orgasm. I’ve read about them, and watched women fake them on screen, but I’ve never experienced one before.
Paisley rides out the bucking of my body, her hot mouth clamped over my bud. When I finally come back down, she makes one long, last stroke up my pussy with her hot tongue, and then gazes into my eyes.
Her face is the most beautiful mess. Lipstick smeared, mascara streaked, and her lips, chin and cheeks glistening with my juices.
“So,” she says. “Your man is definitely gonna want to do that, babygirl. You’re so fucking delicious.”
I gasp in shock, for the first time hearing cuss words coming from her beautiful mouth.
My bestie’s mom reaches forward and strokes my face with her fingers. “Plus you look incredibly hot, when you’re writhing in pleasure. James is gonna nut again and again with you, sweetheart.”
“Well, it’s easy to lie back and…and take that kind of treatment. But what about when he wants me to…do stuff?”
Paisley hums in thought, and then her face lights up with inspiration. “Sit on the bed, sweetheart. I have just the thing.”
I’m still glowing from the incredible orgasm this sexy older woman just gave me. I can barely move, but I so very much want to please her. She asked me to sit on her bed, and though I’m not sure why, I’m so darn excited to find out.
While I do as she asks, she scurries to her ensuite bathroom. A couple minutes pass, with only the sounds of fabric rustling, metal clinking, and impatient comments coming out of the bathroom.
When Kendra’s mom reappears, I almost stop breathing. She’s completely naked. All except that…thing around her waist.
“W–what’s that? I mean…I know what it is, but why do you have one?”
Paisley wraps her hand around the hot pink strapon she wears, and strokes up and down. It’s both bizarre to watch, and hot as heck. “Haven’t you ever wondered why I never remarried?” She flashes a wink at me. “After all, why d’you think I’m so fucking good at eating pussy?”
She saunters over to me, her wide hips swaying in such a feminine way, yet her long, thick toy bouncing hypnotically.
“I’m not sure I understand, mo—um, Paisley.” It somehow doesn’t seem right to call her mommy, now she's packing a long, thick cock toy. I mean, not that it was ever right, but it was wrong in such a delicious way.
She stops in front of me, her bright, shiny strapon right in my face, like a microphone.
“It’s part two of your training, babygirl.” Now she’s using that pet name again, and it’s like a switch flicks inside me. When she calls me sweetheart, I’m her daughter’s best friend. Babygirl turns me into her dirty little…oh, boy, I can’t believe I’m even thinking the word. Her dirty little slut.
I look up into her dark eyes, wondering if I truly understand what I’m supposed to do.
Paisley slides her hand around the back of my head, narrowing her eyes slightly as she pulls me forward. “Suck it, babygirl. Put it in your mouth and take it deep.” There’s steel in her voice that hasn’t been there before. Something almost masculine that helps me understand exactly what she’s doing.
“Come on, Adie,” she continues. “You know you want to.”
She’s absolutely right. I do want to. Not only because it will get me ready for my first night with my husband, either. I can hear it in Paisley’s voice how much she wants it. And every good babygirl wants to please her mommy. Even if we’re just role-playing.
I part my lips and let her thrust her latex cock inside me. She grips my hair harder and pulls, driving that toy deep into my mouth until I gag on it.
“Yeah, babygirl. Take it.” There’s a dark fire in Paisley’s tone now, and though I think it should probably shock me, or maybe even scare me…all it does is make me wetter than ever.
I take hold of the thick black straps around her hips, and gaze up into her eyes. Paisley curls her top lip with determination as she pumps in and out of my mouth, and I pull on those straps, driving her deeper and deeper until I have her whole cock buried inside me.
“Oh, fuck…you’re such a good girl, Adie…”
She pulls her hips back, and I whine like a little girl. Even though mommy has been driving this, somehow I feel more powerful than I can remember ever feeling.
“Get on the bed and lie down, babygirl,” Paisley says as she strokes her pink shaft. “Show me that exquisite little cunt of yours.”
Oh, god. I’ve lived all my life without dirty words, and I suddenly understand what I’ve been missing. I bite my lip and scoot my ass back, coming to rest with my thighs a mile apart, begging soundlessly for my bridesmaid’s mom to pump that big, fat cock inside me.
Paisley prowls onto the bed, planting her mouth into my pussy again for a moment and driving new sparks of bliss through my body.
“Mm, babygirl,” she says, her lips still pressed against mine. “So sweet. Just had to make sure you were wet enough to take me.”
“I am, mommy. Please…fuck me?” The thrill of blurting out my first cuss word ever only makes me wetter.
Paisley moves up my body, kissing and licking at my skin, biting my nipples and snarling with desire. When she’s nose to nose with me, she reaches down and nudges her thick, wet cock into place, and I know my eyes are bugging in anticipation.
“Your husband-to-be is such a lucky man, Adrianna.”
I don’t even manage to thank her for the compliment before she thrusts her hips forward and fills my virgin hole with her thick toy.
I gape in reaction, my jaw trembling as my mind jumps. That toy stretches me so hard it burns like spicy food does against my tongue. It hurts in such a beautiful way, and so quickly mellows to pure, unadulterated ecstasy.
When my voice finally comes back from its vacation, I let out a long, low moan, and Paisley comes down and muffles me with a deep kiss.
As she pumps her hips forward and back, she dips her tongue in and out of my mouth. Every thud of her hips against me sends her stiff nipples tracing random patterns on my chest, and I can’t stop myself grabbing those glorious fleshy mounds.
I moan with pleasure as she fucks me faster and harder, and she moans back as I pinch her nipples. When I throw my legs around her, she pumps her cock even deeper inside me. I’m so full it feels as if I might burst, and yet I’ve never felt such an intense pleasure.
Mommy arches her back, and her tits seem to swell before me. Without even thinking, I do what feels natural, and clamp my mouth over her stiff, pink nipple, sucking in rhythm with the pounding of her hips.
As I sink my teeth into her bud, Paisley hisses with desire, and growls with need. “Babygirl, you’re so fucking sexy.”
“Thank you, mommy…”
Just calling her that again—mommy—breaks down the final barrier. It’s a dam exploding inside me as my climax hits me like a jet of scalding water, awakening every inch of my skin, every fiber of my being.
“Oh, fuck…mommy, mommy, mommy, I’m coming…”
“Babygirl…”
Paisley grunts with every thrust, and arches her back like a bow. It’s so close to perfect, and suddenly I’m not scared at all about tomorrow night.
My bridesmaid’s mom glides her thick toy cock out of my freshly-fucked cunt, stopping for a moment to sample the air. “Holy fuck, Adie…your pussy is perfection.”
“Thank you.”
She surprises me by planting her pretty mouth right in the hot, wet heart of my slit one more time, driving in and coating her cheeks with my juices as she laps at me.
“Mm,” she moans as she comes back up. “So tasty.”
“Thank you, mom—uh, Paisley. I think I’m ready for my husband, now.”
“Oh, I have no doubt, babygirl. He’s going to have the night of his life.” She stands and removes the strapon. “And so are you.”
“Better than this?” I ask it genuinely, because I can’t imagine anything could be better than what we’ve just had.
“Well, let’s not go crazy,” she says with a wink. “But you, young lady, should be getting to bed. You have a big day tomorrow.”
“And an even bigger night.”
“That’s right, sweetheart.” Paisley winks at me. “And when he eventually asks you for anal…well, feel free to come to me for the same kind of help, babygirl.”
“Mm. I will, for sure.”
THE END
Check out the next book in the series! Heck, why not check out the whole series!?
I have even more F/F erotica on my Steph Brothers pen name.  Sign up for my newsletter and keep your finger on my…pulse!
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