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Lesbian Sex With My Mother's Best Friend


Ever since I first started developing, I’d had a fascination with other girls’ bodies. Growing up with a super-prudish mom surely had something to do with it. She’s one of those women who seem ashamed they have genitals at all, let alone female ones.
She sure does have some beautiful friends, though. And hey, maybe my fascination was more to do with mom’s bestie, Imelda. The woman is glamor personified,  and has always made time for me. Sometimes it feels like she’s my surrogate mom—even when my own mom is there with me.
Imelda never wears anything slutty, or revealing. Her makeup is always on point, to the point you can barely realize she’s wearing it. She chooses subtle fragrances which only enhance her natural scent.
I’ve become a little obsessed with her, truth be told. I don’t think it’s anything weird. At least I hope it isn’t.
But whenever mom and her church group go out, I’ve taken to tagging along, just because I know Imelda will be there. It’s incredible to see the ways men—and women—react to her.
My dad is clearly crushing on the woman, too, and who could blame him? Mom is a kind, loyal, intelligent…but ultimately boring, woman. Imelda has traveled the world, she moves like a dancer, and she really works all the goodies nature blessed her with. She’s the anti-mom.
The other thing is, I knew I could talk to Imelda about anything and she wouldn’t judge me. Even so, my growing interest in girls seems like something I should keep to myself. At least until I understand how deep it runs.
Even these days, I still spend times comparing other girls’ bodies to mine, but mostly I just sit back admiring them. All different shapes and sizes.
Big girls, skinny girls, glossy dark skinned babes, lily-white blondes, and all the sizes, shapes and colors between them.
Not that I’m actually gay or anything, I don’t think. All I know is that no guys have ever made me feel, y’know…sexy. I don’t really know how I feel about sex at all, yet. That’s something you gotta try before you know, I think.
But I’m turning 19 tomorrow, and I hate the idea of starting another year completely untouched. So, I’m doing something about it. Tonight, I’m taking the shine off my V-plates—but not just with some random hookup.
My grandparents and parents always give me cash for birthdays. As usual, they’d done it a week early, so I could get myself a present on the day.
I have 300 beautiful dollars to do with what I please. And what I please is to hire a professional to introduce me to sex. I’m on my way to meet her right now.
Yeah, I said her. Not that big a shock, I guess. I honestly don’t know if there’ll ever be a time I’ll want a penis pointed at me.
But it’s possible one day I will, which is another reason I chose a woman for tonight. That way, I can still tell the guy honestly he’ll be my first. Boys really buy into that shit, so I hear, and I guess I’m hedging my bets a little.
The cab drops me off just down the street from my destination, like I ask. I have no idea if this place has a reputation or not. All I know is, I don’t. Yet.
I climb the stairs and knock, feeling more relaxed now I can see that this is a proper brownstone, and not some random crack house.
The door swings open soundlessly, and a handsome older woman smiles at me. Mid 50s, with gorgeous silver streaks through her dark hair. Impeccable makeup and expensive clothes. Meanwhile, I’m slumming it in a short skirt and crop top, feeling completely under-dressed.
“Madison?” she asks, her smile growing warmer.
I frown in confusion for a moment, and get partway through saying no, it’s Nicolette, when she speaks over me insistently.
“Madison was the name of the young woman who made the booking…?”
I blush as I remember I used an alias. It hardly would have mattered if I’d used my real name, but I got spooked at the last minute.
I wonder if this woman is my…date. I wouldn’t mind at all if she is. I’ve known for a while that I have mommy issues. That’s why I insisted on having a woman with some age and experience tonight. After all, that’s what this is all about for me—gaining experience.
“Um, yeah. Madison. That’s me, all right.”
She sweeps her arm gracefully to the side, welcoming me in.
“Please come this way…Madison.”
I follow her to an ornate desk and she sits behind it. A few awkward seconds pass, and then she leans forward.
“I sense this is your first visit with us, Madison.”
I nod, surprised by how my confidence has gone into hiding.
“Well then, perhaps we can dispense with the…formalities first?”
“Oh.” Of course. I dig the envelope out of my pocket and hand over the money.
“Excellent. Well, based on your requests, I’ve assigned Tabitha to you. I’m sure you’ll find her to be…exactly what you need, Madison.”
“Um, thanks.” God, why is my voice so shy and girly all of a sudden?
The woman indicates the hallway. “Room 6, Madison.”
“Thank you.”
My already failing confidence drifts down another notch with every step I take. When I reach the door for Room 6, I consider turning tail and fleeing into the night.
But I’ve used up pretty much all my birthday money on this. I have no doubt I’ll like, or hopefully even love, everything that would happen inside this room. So long as I can just relax.
So I open the door and step inside, hoping like hell it isn’t a dingy little place with a rickety single bed or anything.
The instant I close the door I feel much more at ease. Everything about the room seems designed to create calm and open sensations. Warm lighting that’s low enough to feel intimate, dark walls that make the place feel both safe and cozy. It even has one of those fancy old screens women used to change behind.
And a gorgeous and enormous bed that looks like it could fit a basketball team on it. Hey, maybe it had.
“Madison?”
I jump a little at the sultry sound of her voice. I thought I was alone, but apparently she’s behind the screen.
“Um, yes. Tabitha?”
“Of course. Let me know when you’re comfortable, babygirl, and I’ll be right out.”
Already I’m feeling a whole lot better about this night. Her voice lends me comfort in ways I hadn’t expected. It isn’t just the warm sultry tones, but it's her choice of pet name—babygirl—that really works for me.
I guess the rigmarole of filling out the booking form in such detail really has paid off.
“Uh…should I take off, um…everything?”
“If you like, babygirl. Whatever works for you. Just know that I can’t wait to see you.”
Oh, she’s so fucking good. She makes me feel almost as if I’m at home.
I work my clothes off, hesitating only for a second or two before stripping off my bra and panties.
Still, nerves do get the better of me, and I turn my back toward the screen before speaking.
“Um, okay. I’m ready.”
“Lovely,” she says in her sweet alto voice. I barely hear the sounds of her feet on the carpet over the raggedness of my breath. I just hope she likes the look of me enough to at least fake this.
“Oh, my. Madison, you have a lovely body.”
“Thank you,” I say, barely making it above a whisper.
She’s right behind me. The heat of her body warms my back, but my skin prickles in anticipation, growing goosebumps almost as if we’re in a freezer.
The soft touch of her fingers on my shoulder makes me jump, but as she strokes down the length of my back I let out a tiny moan.
“Gorgeous,” Tabitha murmurs, before pressing her lips to the center of my back. She takes a gentle hold of my hips and kisses her way down my spine, landing on her knees.
She kisses one cheek of my ass, and then the other, letting out a sweet little mewing sound.
My nipples are so hard I worry they might burst. Any doubts I might have had about my attraction to women, about hiring this woman to initiate me…they all disappear.
I just about lose myself in the soft glance of her fingertips down my back, over the round swell of my ass, and on to my thighs.
When she strokes back up, she uses her palms, with her thumbs digging in a little to my inner thighs. My belly tightens as my pussy tingles, and I can’t wait to see where this will go.
Tabitha squeezes my ass, then my hips, and slowly stands again, glancing her soft lips over my bare skin until she ’s standing again.
Her perfume wafts into my nose, and it seems so familiar that I feel even more at ease. The press of her hard nipples into my back only makes me more desperate to see her. To touch her.
“You’re very lovely, Madison. Won’t you turn around?”
My confidence takes a little step back, and I cross my arms at the wrists, clutching my hands together to hide my pussy. With my eyes lowered, I slowly turn to face Tabitha.
I can only see her from the shoulders down, but she’s everything I could have asked for. Lush and full-bodied, with the kinds of curves I hope will grow on me one day. Big, beautiful tits that make my mouth water, a sweet round belly, broad hips and thick legs.
And unlike me, she has a lovely dark bush, trimmed to perfection. It makes me wish I hadn’t waxed myself because hers looks amazing.
This is supposed to be all about her pleasuring me, and I’m not sure if I’ll get to do anything to her. But suddenly I desperately want to.
“Oh, don’t be shy, Madison. You have such a gorgeous body. Let me see your face.”
In for a penny, I think, and bring my head up to look her in the eyes.
And just about jump out of my skin when I recognize her.
“Fuck! Imelda?”
“Oh, Nicolette. Honey, what’s…I don’t understand.”
“You work as a…does mom know about this?”
“Of course not, honey. Do you really think I’d be welcome in her church group?”
“But…but…”
I gape for a second as the questions flash through my head too quickly to grab hold of. My mom’s best friend is…into women?
“I can see you need a moment, Nicolette.” She leads me to the bed and sits me down on it. When she sits beside me, her soft hip pressing against mine, I know I should pull away. Run away, even. Yet I stay.
“So. I get that this is weird for you, honey. Haven’t you ever wondered why I’ve never married? I did try with guys for a little while but none of them could…ring my bell.”
She leans a little closer like she’s sharing a secret, even though it’s only the two of us here. “It turns out that not only am I a lesbian…but I’m also insatiable.”
My eyes flash wide, but when I look at my mom’s best friend again she just winks.
“Is that why…you’re, working in, uh…”
“As an…escort? Yes. I only work here casually, and it’s not really for the money. It just helps me…uncork. I only ever take female clients, though.”
 She places her hand gently on my knee, and though I know I should push it away, I don’t want to. “I very rarely get someone as young and beautiful as you though, honey.”
“Thanks…but…”
“But what, Nicolette?”
“I mean, we have to go out there. Explain. Get my money back, or get me someone else.”
“Why’s that, honey?”
What? She still wants to go through with this? “Uh, well because you’re friends with my mom.”
She reaches over and brushes my hair back behind my ears. “And who better than someone who truly knows you, to take you on this journey for the first time?”
“Ugh. You know that?”
“Of course. I read your details…Madison.” She slides off the bed and kneels before me. “I’d be honored to make this birthday gift to you, honey.”
No. We can’t do that. It’s just so…so…wrong.
But I can’t deny just how much I want to. I fell a little bit in love with just her voice at first, and then totally lusted over her body. Right up until I learned her identity, I’d been ready and raring to go.
“Well,” I start, clasping my hands in my lap. “Maybe just a little bit. Nothing too, y’know…heavy.”
“I understand, honey. We were always going to do this at your speed.”
She stands, her body rising as smoothly as smoke until her beautiful tits are right before my face. I look up into her eyes and see the kind of motherly love that my own mother has always struggled with.
My mom’s bestie comes down toward me, bending in the middle almost like she’s taking a bow. She holds my head in both hands and tilts my face up, pressing her full, sensual lips to mine so softly it’s like the ghost of a kiss.
When she eases back, I take in the scents of her skin and hair, her perfume and breath, as I flick my tongue across my lips. She’s left the tiniest trace of moisture on me, and by me licking at it, I somehow feel I have part of her inside me.
That seems to be all I need. I close my eyes and let out a tiny whimper, and my mom’s bestie clearly understands exactly what I want.
She kisses me again, harder than before, sliding her hands down to my neck as she works my mouth open.
I hook my hands over her wrists and hold on, desperate to get more skin to skin contact. Imelda mews as she pulses her mouth on mine, coaxing me wider open and guiding her skillful tongue into me.
I can’t help picturing her doing exactly the same thing in…other places. Kissing me deeply, opening me up, plunging her tongue deep inside. Oh, holy fuck. The idea of that is so fucking wrong…yet so incredibly hot.
The more she kisses me, the more I need her. I slide my hands up to her elbows, and pull her forward, falling back onto the bed. She climbs on over me, kissing so hard it’s as if she’s driving me down into the mattress.
I reach up and make fists in her thick, beautiful hair, dragging her down so I can fire my tongue up into her mouth.
My mom’s best friend whimpers against my lips and pulls back, searching for breath. The motion of her head flows through into her body, swinging her bountiful boobs forward.
With barely a thought for what I’m doing, I catch her stiff nipple in my mouth and suckle at it. Imelda gasps, her body jerking slightly in reaction.
For a few seconds, she remains still, back arched, head raised, as I nip and lick at her hard pink bud. Then she leans into it, pressing the heavy weight of her plentiful boob down against my face. She gazes into my eyes, wearing that same nurturing look from before.
My mom’s bestie takes hold of her breast and lifts, feeding her soft, beautiful flesh to me as pleasure writes itself across her gorgeous face.
“Mm. You’re very good at that, honey,” she moans.
I don’t think I could possibly get enough of this. I grab both her breasts and drive my face between them, kissing her soft skin and nipping at the firmness of her flesh.
“Nicolette…babygirl…you keep doing that and I might just forget myself.”
Oh…that little pet name has so much more power now. As good as it had been before, when I’d thought she was Tabitha…it’s so much stronger now I know it’s Imelda.
“Mmm,” I groan, between hard sucks on her nipples. “What exactly would that look like?”
“Uhhh…are you sure you’re ready for this?”
“I don’t know. But I trust you. I know you’d never hurt me…mommy.”
Fuck. I know I’m just improvising a roleplay here, but I still can’t believe I just called her that. I have a mom. She’s this woman’s best friend. Yet Imelda, like I say, has always been more nurturing and supportive than my mother was able to be.
“Oh, babygirl. That’s so…dirty.”
“Please, mommy. Do all the things you’d normally do. Treat me like a regular client.”
“I…I can’t do that, babygirl. You mean too much to me. I won’t treat you like a client.”
“No, mommy. I need you.”
“I’ll treat you like a lover.”
She lowers herself onto me, the delicious weight of her curvy body taking my breath away, and the hardness of her knee driving down between my legs. Imelda kisses me, harder than ever, as she hooks her leg around mine and grinds the wet heat of her pussy against my thigh.
“Mm. You feel so fucking good, Nicci.”
She licks my throat and delves lower, nuzzling my breasts before sinking her teeth into my little pink bud. Her soft touch turns hard as she grasps my hip and rocks me, mashing my hot, juicy cunt against her knee.
The scent of my arousal fills the air, and my pretend mommy pauses for a moment.
“Oh, you smell so fucking tasty, babygirl.”
“Ohhh…mommy…”
“Are you sure you’re ready for…everything?”
“Please, mommy. I can’t wait.”
A look of pure serenity washes over Imelda’s face, and then her smile goes off-kilter as she closes her eyes. When she opens again, her expression is pure hunger, and it makes my skin tingle in anticipation.
Imelda kisses one breast and then the other, and I stroke my fingers over the bare skin of her back. She works her way onto my belly, trailing the tip of her tongue down to my navel.
“Babygirl…you’re so soft.”
She kisses the point of my hip, never even looking like breaking eye contact with me. I cup my tits as she lifts my leg, and I pinch my nipples when she kisses the inside of my knee.
“Nicolette…I can’t wait to taste your sweet little pussy, babygirl.”
“Please, mommy…now…”
Imelda sighs with a need that matches my own, then clamps her mouth to the silky skin of my inner thigh. Slowly, achingly slowly, she glides toward home, flicking at me with the tip of her tongue. She pauses when she reaches the top of my thigh, the sultry wash of her breath tickling at my most tender skin.
“Your pussy is so damn beautiful, babygirl.”
“Thank you, mommy.” I can barely even manage a whisper at this point. It’s all too much, and nowhere near enough.
My mom’s bestie captures me once again in her eyes, then dips forward, planting a soft kiss on the smooth swelling of my mound.
I pull in a quick breath that trembles with tension, and without even thinking about it I draw my legs wider apart.
Imelda smiles, a sexy crooked tilt to her beautiful mouth, and presses her chin to my clit. “You smell like the ocean, babygirl. I could swim in you all day and all night.”
Every word she speaks changes the pressure on my clit, and I spasm with pleasure. And then she shifts my world off its axis.
Imelda slides lower and presses her hot tongue to my slit, making circles until she has my lips parted. Exactly the way she’d taken my mouth only minutes ago. Then she guides that wet muscle home, gliding her way up and filling my world with untold pleasures.
“Oh, fuck…that feels so good…”
Imelda smiles and presses harder, thrusting that magical tongue inside me as she works it in broad circles. She grips my inner thighs, gradually digging her fingers in deeper and deeper as she moans her pleasure straight into my pussy.
“Mm,” she grunts between long, hard strokes of her tongue. “You taste so fucking good, babygirl.”
“Uh…eat me, mommy. Suck my pussy…”
Imelda bends her head to the side and shakes her head, lashing her beautiful tongue over me from clit down to asshole and up again. When she turns back and clamps her mouth over my pleasure bud, I wonder if I might lose control.
And then, when she thrusts her finger inside me, I swear I absolutely lose my mind. Pulses of pleasure ride through me as she pumps her hand and sucks my clit in the most amazing rhythm.
Imelda takes her mouth off me for a moment and pulls her finger out. I feel so empty and cold suddenly, until I watch her drive that glistening finger into her mouth and drink my juices from it.
When she plunges a second finger in and sucks it, I moan in delight. She whips them out of her mouth and pumps them straight into my cunt, rolling her wrist as she finger-fucks me almost into oblivion.
She dives back down on my clit, seizing it between her teeth as she bends her fingers up and presses on a magic little button inside me that I never realized was there.
I grip her luscious hair and hold on, riding the growing wave of ecstasy that mounts inside me. I pump my hips, mashing my slick wet cunt into this gorgeous older woman’s face, coating her with my arousal.
And when my climax comes, it comes with a vengeance. It’s as if I’ve burst inside, like I’ve swallowed a geyser. Tingles become prickles become fireballs, as I howl with the bliss of release.
My pretend mommy keeps her mouth on me all the way through, drinking my juices eagerly as I roll my hips and squeeze my thighs together against her head.
“Oh, my sweet babygirl. You’re the most gorgeous little thing…” She crawls her way up my body, kissing my bare skin in all kinds of wonderful places until she’s holding herself above me.
I’ve always thought she was beautiful. But now, gazing down at me with that maternal care in her eyes, and my slick pussy juice all over her face, she’s otherworldly.
“Please, mommy…let me?”
She raises one eyebrow. “Let you what, babygirl?”
“Let me pleasure you?”
I slide myself a little way down the bed. Far enough that I can cup her magnificent breasts together and take her nipple in my mouth. Imelda lets out a sweet, high moan, and I know I’ve done good.
“Babygirl…you have such a pretty mouth.”
“Let me taste you, mommy?”
“Ohhh…”
I slide a little lower, and she comes forward. Her trimmed bush fills my vision, and her scent fills my nose. So much like my own, but with its own sweet nuances.
But when she sits up, her juicy slit is all I can see.
“Oh, mommy…you’re so wet.”
“For you, babygirl. You made me wet like that.”
I curl my hands over her luscious thick thighs and gently pull, urging her to come down to meet me.
“You’re so beautiful, babygirl,” she hums, and then relaxes the tension in her legs.
I stroke my tongue the whole beautiful wet length of Imelda’s slit, drinking in the spicy juices of her arousal. She releases a long, slow moan and comes down harder on my mouth.
She grips the hair on the top of my head and gazes down into my eyes, rolling her hips and grinding her sweet cunt all over my face. My moans turn into growls, muffled by the soft wonder of Imelda’s pussy.
“Harder, babygirl…uhhh. so fucking good.”
I reach up and grab her big, beautiful tits, mashing them against her and flicking her nipples with my thumbs.
My mock-mommy’s soft, serene face turns hard, and she curls her lip with effort. She pumps her hips forward and back and I lash at her with my tongue. There isn’t an inch of her I don’t taste, yet I’m not sure it will ever be enough.
Her trimmed bush tickles at my nose as I thrust my tongue up inside her, barely able to breathe and barely caring about it.
She tightens her fist in my hair, bringing sweet tears to my eyes, as she arches backward. I can’t believe I’m capable of giving this much pleasure to another person. Especially as a first timer.
I seize Imelda’s clit between my teeth and squeeze, and her whole body jolts. “Oh, fuck…I need to taste you again, babygirl.”
She pulls out of my grip and swings around to face the other way. When she plants that tasty cunt back on my mouth she falls forward, landing on me and dashing her skillful tongue down the length of my pussy, making me squeal with delight.
The room falls silent except for the wet, sticky sounds of two tongues licking, and little whimpering moans of pleasure. Imelda drives two fingers up inside me again, and it feels so good I do the same to her.
The rich musk of her pussy washes over me and makes me hotter than ever. I drink the sweet and fragrant juices from her as she tightens around my fingers.
“Babygirl…you’re gonna make me come…”
The dry rasp of her voice is the last straw, taking me right out over the edge. Together we plummet into twin orgasms, bucking our hips in rhythm as we suckle each other’s pussy.
Imelda has barely finished pulsing her cunt around my fingers when she climbs off and spins back around, practically jumping on me to take my mouth deeply with hers. We taste ourselves and each other in the one kiss, and she lies back and rolls me up onto her chest.
Her big, soft breasts are the perfect pillow, and I know I’ll never felt more at home than I do right now. It seems impossible I could ever feel safer, or more comfortable, than this.
“Mommy,” I whimper, my words muffled by her thick, tender flesh.
“Babygirl,” she hums as she kisses my forehead. “That was incredible. I’ve never come so hard before.”
“Really?” I can’t help but have doubts. It’s her job to make her clients feel good, after all. In the mind as well as the body.
“Really, Nicolette. And babygirl, you can come see me anytime.”
“Oh…I won’t be able to afford—”
“Shh,” she says, tilting my face up to hers. “I mean in private. You know where I live, after all.”
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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