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		Chapter One

		We lived in a little trailer park located in a rundown neighborhood of Gulfport, Mississippi that only had thirty slots for trailers. Our aging trailer was built back before the first Gulf War, and it had a faded green exterior located in the back of the lot almost hidden among old Cyprus trees. We did have it modified and converted to a double wide just like in the front of the park where most of the double wide trailers for families were located.

		The area of Gulfport we lived in was a manufacturing community. Most of the people in the park worked in the shops up and down the street. The blacks that worked in those shops had to come from the section of town set aside for them.

		My name is Brianna, by the way, I was known as "Bree" and "Sister" to Emily. In truth we were not related at all. We lived together as spinsters until her demise, because in our State it was illegal for same sex marriages. Spinster is a bit of an exaggeration, both Emily and myself were in our mid-forties, me forty-two and Emily forty-four.

		After Emily, a lifelong smoker, passed away of a stroke, I was lonely for some time. Even though Emily and I were lesbian lovers, we never missed walking with our brown leather King James Bible in hand to a little old white frame private home that had been converted into an Baptist Church.

		We were always the picture of the religious ladies. Our slightly graying hair was braided and wrapped around our heads and held in place with bobby pins. A style I kept until the love of my life passed on. We were slender ladies no more than five-feet two tall. With our age our breasts had sagged a bit, like our breasts were worn out. We wore simple print dresses that buttoned down the front, with long sleeves and collars covering our necks. We wore knee length nylons with oxford shoes with boxy heels.

		At church meetings the congregation was called upon to confess their sins publicly. Like everyone else we never confessed anything more than simple things like evil thoughts about someone we argued with. I'm sure tongues would have wagged if they suspected what Emily and I did in our bed.

		I was aware that all of the families in the park felt sorry for me after Emily passed away. I spent my days knitting while sitting on the wooden porch in front of my trailer. I enjoyed watching the children playing between the trailers. When the women sent their husbands off to work and their children off to school they had plenty of time to visit. I was invited into their trailers for a drink. They told me all of their problems.

		One day while I was washing my clothes in the communal washroom, a young woman was in there washing her laundry and crying. I knew that her name was Janine, and she was new to the park. She eventually told me that her husband was a bully. It was bad enough that he forced her to suck his cock and fuck her in the ass, but the night before he had forced her to suck his cock, and she could smell the odor of another woman's pussy all over his crotch along with her perfume on his clothes. I was very sympathetic to her plight. After we had folded our laundry, she invited me to have a drink with her.

		I dropped off my laundry basket at my trailer on our way to her trailer. She put the kettle on to heat the water for. She fussed around setting the little table until the water boiled. After we made our drink she continued her story about her husband's abuse.

		I empathized with her about her predicament. When she showed me the bruises on her arms and body where he had assaulted her I was shocked. I told her that as long as she was willing to endure his behavior he would continue beating her. My advice was to leave him and file for a divorce with a restraining order. If he violates the order have someone call the police, so that she had witnesses. With any luck he would get jail time. I told her that she might have to move to a location he doesn't know and change her identity. I offered to let her live with me while she filed for divorce. She broke down bawling. I felt compelled to hug her.

		While she rested her head on my shoulder crying she was making my dress wet, then she kissed me on the neck just above the collar. I had an overwhelming desire to feel her breasts but restrained myself.

		That day she gathered up her belongings and moved in with me. When her husband got home he was furious and went from trailer to trailer looking for her. When he pounded on my door I made sure Janine was out of sight and denied knowing where she was. The other ladies in the park helped her get a divorce. Several of them had experienced divorce before.

		There was the normal drama before the man eventually gave up trying to find his wife. She was able to return to her trailer. We became close friends. Over our drinks she expressed her frustration about her lack of a sex life.

		I sympathized with her and told her, "I don't want to upset you, but there are ways you can enjoy sex without the risk of male brutality or the potential of getting pregnant."

		Janine wanted to know what I was talking about, so I told her that women could enjoy pleasing each other.

		I'm sure that me telling her that surprised her because everyone thought I was so religious.

		She was sitting next to me on the couch, so she leaned over and kissed me on the mouth. I returned the kiss and placed my hand on her firm little breast. When she placed her hand on top of mine I expected her to remove my hand, but she pressed my hand against her breast even harder.

		That empowered me to be bolder, so I started squeezing her breast. When she removed her hand from mine and took hold of my braless breast I slipped my hand down the front of her wide necked cotton dress. She was wearing a simple nylon brassiere because she didn't need the support. I squeezed her tit and toyed with her nipple. She was as excited as I was, and we started taking each other's clothes off. We were quickly naked.

		I wasn't comfortable trying to make love to her on the couch, so I got up and pulled her to her feet and led her to the bed in the back of the trailer. When I started sucking her breasts she let me know how good it felt. I eventually went down on her and ate her pussy. It was very satisfying to taste a wet pussy again. Janine was moaning like she had never had her pussy eaten. By the time she had an orgasm she was making enough noise that I feared she could be heard all the way to the street.

		When she recovered she slipped to the foot of the bed without me asking and spread my legs so that she could eat my pussy. I wondered if she didn't like sucking her husband's cock, would she dislike sucking a woman's cunt. The way she was sucking my cunt she must have enjoyed sucking my forty year old cunt. She became a daily visitor to my trailer. In time I introduced her to analingus. I was having renewed interest in sex.

		I invited Janine to accompany me to church. Watching the congregation making their confessions, but over time she got used to them making simple innocuous confessions. None of them were about to confess their infidelities or their homosexual desires. She also joined me on Wednesday night Bible study meetings, which were conducted by the preacher's wife. They often turned into gossip sessions, but they opened with confessions too.

		One evening Janine stood up and confessed that she had strong desires to have sex with other women. There was a moment of uncomfortable silence before the preacher's wife congratulated Janine on her willingness to share her darkest feelings. She mentioned that we all have to struggle with our desires. The rest of the meeting went on as usual.

		As we were walking home the preacher's wife pulled up to the curb next to us in her family's mini-van and offered us a ride home. In truth we only had a couple of blocks to walk, but we couldn't refuse her offer. Janine got in the passenger seat, and I got in the back seat.

		She drove us to Janine's trailer and Janine invited her to join us for a drink. I knew I was the third wheel and excused myself to visit a sick neighbor. I wasn't fooling anyone, but the preacher's wife was pleased to see me toddling down the road towards my trailer.

		The next morning bright and early Janine came knocking on my trailer door. I was still in my nightgown. I ushered her in out of the cold morning air, and made coffee while Janine told me about what had happened.

		Apparently the preacher's wife wanted Janine to pray with her about her sexual desires. They kneeled on the floor and held hands in a prayerful manner facing each other. The woman started praying for the sprit to consume her and make her pure. When she closed her eyes, Janine also closed hers, and suddenly the woman kissed her on the mouth. Janine opened her eyes as the woman took her into her arms and rolled her over onto the floor and started feeling her up.

		Janine went on to tell me all about the way the woman undressed her, and stripped off her own clothes, then she made love to her. The woman was unbelievable. The woman sucked on her tits, ate her pussy, and even rimmed her asshole. When the woman was finished smothering her with her own pussy, she got dressed and assured her that she would be happy to be her personal confessor from then on.

		The next morning Janine got a call from Mrs. Osborne, asking if she could drop by for a drink that afternoon. Janine accepted her request and agreed to receive her at 3:00 pm. She told me she was puzzled by the request, but she prepared sandwiches and even prepared to have drinks for the two of them.

		While she was preparing to welcome her guest the phone rang and it was Mrs. Lindo, also requesting a meeting. Janine quickly pointed out that she was occupied that afternoon, but she would be happy to receive her on Friday afternoon. They agreed upon a time. She was puzzled by her sudden popularity.

		Mrs. Osborne arrived at her trailer right on time. They exchanged pleasantries and Janine had her sit at her small dining table while she prepared the drinks. She waited for her guest to expound on why she wanted to invite herself for a drink.

		

	
		Chapter Two

		Mrs. Osborne was reluctant to get around to her mission. Eventually she said that "I was very impressed with your bold confession at last night's meeting about your sexual desires. I personally would never have the nerve to come out so boldly!"

		Janine understood right away why the goodly woman had invited herself for a drink. So with the woman placing her hand on her bare arm she smiled at the pleasingly plump woman. All pretense of pleasantries vanished as the woman leaned forward and kissed Janine on the mouth. They moved their conversation to the couch and were soon unclothed and sucking tits and pussies.

		Janine had a good idea why Mrs. Lindo had invited herself for a visit by the time Mrs. Osborne had to get dressed to return home before her husband would get home from work.

		Janine came to my trailer and told me all about what had transpired that afternoon, and how Mrs. Lindo had made a date for tomorrow. She conspired to have me behind her bedroom door when she came to visit.

		The next day I was at Janine's trailer long before Mrs. Lindo arrived, and just as Janine had surmised Mrs. Lindo no more than got passed the pleasantries than she carried on about how brave she thought Janine was for confessing her desires for other women. Mrs. Lindo expressed her desire to share with her how she felt about sex between women.

		Janine said, "If you really want to explore your sexuality, I suggest you meet my teacher."

		Mrs. Lindo was stunned by her statement. She sat there for a moment at a loss for words. Janine said, "Sit still!"

		As she stood up and went to her bedroom door and opened it.

		I had deliberately chosen to wear a simple house dress with large buttons down the front without underwear. I normally didn't like to go without a brassiere because my breasts sag so damned much. As I followed Janine back to the front of the trailer I saw the surprised look on Mrs. Lindo's face. I sat on one side of her, while Janine sat on the other side of her. Janine kissed her on the cheek, while I brushed back her hair and kissed her on the neck. Mrs. Lindo surrendered to our assault.

		We undressed her and ourselves as we started sucking on her breasts. When we were all naked I lay on my back so that Mrs. Lindo could sit on my face and Janine straddled my body to present her cunt to Mrs. Lindo's mouth. By the time Mrs. Lindo had to go home before her husband would get home, she had been thoroughly sucked and she had sucked tits, pussies, and asshole too.

		While I was enjoying sex with Janine and my Bible study group, I had also become aware of the activities of one of the young teenagers in the park.

		***

		I spent my days sitting on my porch knitting and watching the children playing between the trailers. Of course I had an eye for the young girls.

		There was one cute blonde that was more precocious even for an eighteen year old than the other girls.   Witnessing her through my window I was inspired to think about seducing at least her. It turned out to be easier than I thought.

		That sexy blonde was named Moira. I knew that she was all of 18-years-old, and physically developed beyond her years. She has very cute pert breasts. One day I was sitting on my porch knitting an afghan for a friend. Moira showed an interest in what I was doing, so I offered to teach her. I gave her a couple of knitting needles and a ball of knitting yarn to get her started. I taught her how to knit a few stitches and cautioned her to keep her stitches the same size. It took her a little while to get the knack of controlling the size of her stitches. It didn't take long and she was starting to express pride in her accomplishment and wanted to make something.

		The next time her mother was in the washing room with me she expressed her appreciation of me teaching her how to knit. She even offered to pay for the instructional booklets, yarn, and needles.

		Moira's mother told me how much she appreciated me teaching her daughter how to knit and taking her in.

		I thanked her.

		She continued. "Moira is such a horny minx she is always getting into the panties of every girl she gets her hands on. The fact that she spends so much time at your trailer tells me that you didn't rebuff her advances!"

		I was too stunned to respond.

		"Why don't you stop by my trailer for coffee, and we discuss how Moira are getting along!"

		I was shocked yet relieved that nothing sexual had happened between me and June's daughter. I was afraid something like this would happen. Was this a mother daughter set up? That would be a mess if it were. I knew I had little choice but to accept her invitation and hear her out. And assure her nothing had happened. Yet.

		When our washing was dry we folded our laundry and put them in our baskets. I followed her in dumb silence. She opened her door for me and she simply rested her laundry basket by the door, and I sat mine on top of hers. She directed me to have a seat on her sofa while she brought a couple of coffee mugs and sat them on a coffee table in front of me along with sugar and artificial creamer. There was an electric coffee machine on the counter. A short time later the coffee was ready. She brought the Plexiglas pot over and filled our mugs. She sat the pot on a pot holder and we added sugar and cream to out taste.

		I was nervous because I wasn't sure what Moira's mother had in mind.

		She casually told me, "Please, my name is June! I'm not upset with you having sex with my daughter at all. I'm pleased to have an adult I can talk to, that shared my interest in young pussy!"

		

	
		Chapter Three

		I wasn't sure what to say, but before I could say anything June placed her hand on the back of my neck and pulled me towards her and kissed me on the mouth with enough passion to turn me on. While we were kissing she placed her hand on my right tit.

		I had been prepared to simply slip in and wash my laundry, so I was wearing a simple house dress buttoned down the front without a brassiere on. My tits were soft as putty under her strong hand. She unbuttoned my dress while continuing to kiss me. She opened the top of my dress and admired my tits before bending over to suck on my tits and nipples.

		She eventually pulled me to my feet and led me to the bedroom. We undressed each other and fell onto the bed. We sucked tits and pussies several times.

		While we were resting I studied the interior of her trailer. I dawned on me that there was only one bedroom. It became obvious that Moira probably slept with her mother.

		I lost track of time and was shocked when the trailer door opened. It was  Moira. She never came into the bedroom or  found June and me lying naked on the bed thank god.

		That was the beginning of several years of joyous sex.

		***

		During the time I was involved with Moira and June, separately.  I learned that about Moira's feelings about her mother and I having sex. She was upset when she had to move to a rundown neighborhood of Gulfport, Mississippi. And finding her mother involved with another woman just added to her confusion. Her mother had divorced her father and could no longer afford their small two-bedroom home. A palace compared to the cheap Trailer Park they move into.

		The trailer was an old thing that had been located in the park for so long that the tires had rotted. The metal siding had rust streaks down the sides. The screen door was rusted and did little to keep out the mosquitoes. Her mother had the only bedroom so Moira had to turn the small table into a bed at night in order to have a place to sleep.

		Moira was nearly eighteen years old at the time her mother packed them up and put everything they owned into the old second hand Chevy and uprooted her from her friends to be sent to finish her senior year of high school in a mixed class-room. She felt like her world had ended that day. She was an athletically slender blond with freckles across her nose and a pronounce overbite.

		June found work in a brass foundry as a bookkeeper. She worked long hours and came home tired. She didn't have a lot of fun at first. She was just trying to make ends meet. Moira didn't feel like she fit in with the girls her age in the park. But she had to make friends with some of them or she would have no one to hang out with.

		Likewise June was persuaded to find a friend among the residents of the park. It was at that time she became friendly with me. I lived in a nicer trailer, by the park's standards anyway, in the back of the park. It was one of those kinds that have expanded sides that create a couple of rooms close to twenty feet wide. The two of us met through Moira her daughter.

		We soon found that we had one thing in common. We both had a low opinion about men. She learned that I was a widow since her lesbian lover had passed and did not think much of men at all. June, revealed that the divorce had left her bitter. The two of us started spending time with each other. Over time, we even started spending a lot of time hanging out in a nearby bar. We were not opposed to letting men buy drinks for us but had no use for them beyond that. The local Romeos soon learned that we were not going to score on us and left us to spend their own money.

		Because I was living on my teaching retirement I had no need to work so it was a natural for June to ask me if I minded keeping an eye on Moira and their trailer when she got home from school. I was all too willing to look after the pretty little blond for her.

		In the beginning, I learned later, Moira wondered about what her mother was doing spending so much time with me who had to be at least ten years older than her. From what she could tell when her mother returned to their trailer they she been drinking because she smelled of alcohol. Some nights she would crash into her bed without undressing or clothing the door.

		The local teens used an opening in the fence behind my trailer to get to the small creek behind the trailer park. It was a slow moving creek so it was fairly safe for the them to play in but it moved fast enough to reduce the amount of insects hatching in it. The insects came from other standing water sources.

		The teens would slip through the fence and just strip down to their underwear and jump into the water. Someone had strung a rope from a branch of a tree and they would swing out over the water and let go and fall into the cooling water.

		One day during the Moira's first summer vacation there, the teenagers had been playing in the water from early morning. When dinnertime arrived all of the teens went home. Moira was left to go home to her trailer to make herself her own noon meal.

		As she stepped through the fence I called out to her from her back door and invited her to have lunch with me. She was hungry and the thought that someone was willing to share their lunch with her was great.

		She had never noticed that the hole was located behind my trailer where it was out of sight from any place in the trailer park. The angle of the trailer hid it and my pulled out living room hid my back door too.

		She entered the door and I followed her through my bedroom and down the hall past the bathroom to my kitchen area. I had a table set for two. I been planning on inviting her to lunch which Moira didn't realize at first.

		I was very nice to her and made her a couple of sandwiches and soup. There was plenty of iced a drink for us. When we were finished eating I put the dishes in the sink and joined her in the living area.

		I sat on my favorite chair to watch a movie on my cable TV with Moira. Moira was lying on the floor facing the TV. Her thin summer dress was damp where her panties had soaked the material. I could see right up her dress to her panties. There was just a hint of a hash mark in the seat of her panties. It was enough to turn this old woman on.

		"Honey I'm afraid you're sitting to close to the TV. Why don't you come here and sit next to me." I said.

		Moira got up and sat against my thigh. I was an average sized woman for my age. I had been as blond as Moira as a child but my hair had darkened with age. It was starting to have gray streaks in it now. What had once been very proud D-sized beasts had sagged so much that my nipples practically rested on my lap. my hips had widened and my butt had grown considerably.

		Moira sat against my plump thigh and rested her shoulder against mine. She was watching a type of Cinderella story. I had the air-conditioner on and the trailer felt cool as she sat against the warm leg. I placed my hands on the slender figure of the girl. I could feel every rib and her pointed little hip bone.

		Moira felt the hand stroking her body and it felt nice. When the movie was over she headed home. I asked her to go out the back door because I didn't want any of the old busy bodies knowing that I had company.

		Over the next couple of days Moira developed a habit of stopping by my trailer every day to have lunch and watch movies with me. She didn't have to be asked to sit next to me and the warm hands felt good on her body.

		I even enjoyed the damp feeling the girl's panties and dresses left on the side of my leg. It left a damp spot on my couch too. In a way it was a turn on, knowing her mother June had left some of her own juices on the same spot. Overly juicy pussy must be a family trait.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		The next morning June made Moira breakfast before going off to work. Her mother asked her if she was going swimming today. She said that she probably would. Her mother sensed there was something bothering her but figured she would see if Moira would be willing to talk about it when she got home from work. She gathered up her belongings and keys before giving Moira a peck on the cheek and heading for the old car.

		Moira did the dishes and hung around thinking until there was a knock at the door. It was a neighbor girl a little younger than herself. She wanted her to go swimming with her. Moira grabbed an old towel and locked up as they headed for the hole in the fence.

		For a while, as she swung out over the water, she almost forgot about last night. When they got tired they lay on the bank under the shade of the old tree. Moira had not thought about sex much but now she found herself looking at the other girls.

		Some of them had T-shirts on others didn't bother hiding their breasts. Of course it was all girls and they all seemed oblivious to the shared nudity. Even so, some had large dark aureoles. When their old cheap cotton panties were wet she could even make out the crack between their legs. She was trying to picture what they would look like naked. When they heard a factory whistle blow they knew it was noontime. The other girls gathered up the clothes and dressed quickly before returning home.

		Moira slipped her thin summer dress over her head. It was last year's dress and the waist was too high and the hem was halfway up her thighs. She slipped her feet into her sandals without pulling the heels up before heading to the fence.

		When she stepped through the opening in the fence I was standing at the door. I asked if she were hungry but Moira could only think about the sight of my naked body from the night before. She realized that she was terribly hungry as she headed towards my back door. They had lunch and this time when she was about to sit on my couch to watch TV, I noticed that her dress had dust all over the back where she had been lying on the dirt.

		"Honey you have dirt all over you back why don't you take it off and let me rinse it out. It will dry fast enough." I said.

		Moira stood up and pulled her dress over her head and handed it to me. I took it to the kitchen sink and rinsed it out. I rung it out and took it to the back door and spread it out over the back of a plastic patio chair.

		When I returned I sat in my couch and pulled Moira by the hips back onto the couch. The cotton panties were still damp and I enjoyed the cool feeling on my thigh.

		Moira could not sit still. She was squirming around thinking about watching her mother have sex with me the night before. I wondered what was bothering Moira. It was not like her to be so restless.

		"Honey what is wrong?" I asked.

		"I don't know." Moira said.

		"What is it like to kiss another woman?" Moira asked.

		Relaxing my arms hung at my sides like they were too heavy to lift. It was Moira that turned to face me and kiss me on the mouth. We were both trying to put our tongues in each other's mouth at the same time. I won out and as I wrapped my arms around Moira I forced my tongue into the girl's mouth.

		The feeling her smallish breasts with the other hand I pressed on. When my fingers touched the girl's stiff nipples they were as hard as rocks. To Moira it felt like her nipples were hurting but it was more than that. It was causing her vagina to throb.

		When my hand slid down her belly to the waistband of her old cotton panties Moira almost felt like she was going to pee. When the fingers pulled the elastic way from her body and touched her vulva for the first time Moira wondered why she could not pee. What I did to that little nub of flesh at the top of her slit caused her to squirm even more.

		Her panties removed I sat her naked butt on the overstuffed arm on the couch and moved her body so that Moira's left leg was draped over my shoulder. Then I bent my head down until Moira felt my warm breath on her little fuzzy crack.

		Moira could not take it any longer and placed her hands on the back of my head and pulled my face into her damp crack. I stuck out my tongue and gave the little valley a tongue bath. When Moira could not stand it anymore she felt something come over her body she had never felt before. Her heart pounded and she could not breathe. Her legs were trembling. It could have been only a moment or it could have been hours. She didn't care all she wanted was that to happen again. She would not let go of my head. She demanded "more...more...more. Please do more"

		It was thrilling to give the girl all of the oral sex she wanted. Moira did not expect it when I stuck my tongue against her tight sphincter. She lost control and pissed right into my face.

		Moira was ashamed that she had pissed in the face of the woman that had just made her so happy. She feared that I would be mad at her.

		However, I licked my lips and wiped the piss away and smiled up at Moira. I stood up and help the girl up in to her feet. I had to turn sideways to move through the hall. I placed Moira on the bed. Then I stood back and did a little striptease for the girl.

		Moira had seen me naked before but this time she was close enough to see the pores of my skin and smell my perfume and body odor. Moira wondered if I had washed my pussy since her mother had been sucking my cunt.

		Getting on the bed on my hands and knees; I moved up close to Moira's shoulders and felt the girl's body with my hands gently. That stimulated Moira even more. Moira stuck her hand between my legs and found my moist cunt gapping open. My labia were like a rubbery mouth that swallowed her hand. It felt so slimy in there. She could not resist pulling her hand out and smelling her fingers. She could not resist tasting her fingers either.

		Mounting her head I lowered my pussy to the girl's mouth. When Moira got her first taste of female nectar she knew she would never get enough. She swallowed every bit of my juice as if it were mother's milk. I, in turn sucked the girl's pussy for what turned out to be hours.

		At one point while we were resting I scribbled a note and put a robe on long enough to retrieve Moira's dress. I helped her put it on and sent her to their trailer to leave the note for her mother and returned to my place.

		We undressed and made love until evening. When we heard a knock on the front door I put on a robe and opened the door.

		When June entered the trailer she saw Moira sitting on the couch in one of my robes. She turned to look at me for an explanation. That was Moira's cue. She slipped into her old tennis shoes and gathered up her clothes and hurried out the door to her own trailer.

		June could smell my sex in the room and was so horny she helped me undress her. We had a wild evening of mutual oral sex until I got the idea that we should put on our undies and go for a swim in the moonlight.

		We slipped through the hole in the fence and went down to the water's edge and used the rope swing to swing out over the cool water before letting go. The two of us were kissing each other and feeling each other as the stood in the water.

		Meanwhile on her walk back to her trailer, Moira realized her life changed that night. Sex would become her driving force. She was out to seduce every girl or woman she could from then on.

		***

		Moira in a way reminded me of my self at her age. I had finally accepted the fact that I was attracted to girls when I was young. When other girls were mooning over boys, I was checking out the girls. I started out feeling up the girls in the neighborhood. Before long I was kissing them, and that led me going down on them. I loved the smell of their flesh and licking their little hairless pussies. By the time I was eighteen, I had a reputation around the neighborhood.

		There was a woman that lived nearby that must have heard about my reputation. She was married but she was a stay at home wife, so she was always around. I knew that her name was Mrs. Lydia Waterford. Inevitably we became acquainted more personally.

		Having admired plenty of women, I even thought about what it would have been like to be with them. I knew what naked women looked like and wondered if they would taste like the girls I had tasted. But I had never had the nerve to approach an adult woman. That changed one summer afternoon when I took a spill on my bicycle in front of Mrs. Waterford's house.

		While riding down the street, my chain came off the sprocket and locked up the back wheel. When the bike fell I slid across the pavement on my hands and knees. As a result they were bleeding and gravel was embedded in my skin.

		Lydia was in her front year looking after her flowers when I crashed. She rushed to my side and helped me to my feet. She insisted that she had to look after my scraps. She had to pick up my bike, because the rear wheel was locked, and she placed it on her porch, as she ushered me into her house.

		The house was cool because she had the air-conditioner on. She led me directly to the bathroom and had me sit on the toilet seat while she took some medical supplies out of the medicine cabinet. She told me that she had to wash my hands and knees to see how bad my scraps were. She washed the palms on my hands and knees. They continued to bleed but she saw some gravel still embedded in the skin. She told me that she was going to have to get the gravel out of my skin, and it was going to hurt. She used a scrub brush to clean my flesh.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		Once she began, it was all I could do to keep from complaining, but I was crying profusely. She had to clear away the blood again before applying hydrogen peroxide. She bandaged my hands and knees. There really were no additional injuries, but she insisted on checking my body out. She ran her hand all over my torso, before starting to feel my legs from my feet up. When her hand reached my cargo shorts I moaned as her hand went under the material. Her soft hand found the moist crotch of my panties. She stroked my crotch until the crotch on my panties was wet.

		When she started to withdraw her hand, I grabbed her wrist and pulled her hand hard against my pussy, and I leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. There was no further attempt to pretend that she was inspected my body for additional injuries. She stood up and led me to her bedroom without saying anything.

		Only wearing a simple tank top and cargo shorts and canvas tennis shoes, it didn't take long to remove my clothes. She had been working in the yard so her clothes smelled of sweat, grass and dirt. She was wearing jeans and a cotton blouse rolled up to the elbow, she had been wearing a straw hat until she came into the house. When she removed her blouse I was fascinated by fact that she hadn't bother to wear a brassiere. Her breasts were a comfortable 38-C size. Her aureoles and nipples were a delicate pink. I instantly wanted to suck on her breasts but was reluctant to act on my desires.

		Lydia unfastened her jeans and they fell down her legs in a pile around her feet. She stepped out of them and pulled her panties down as well. I had seen my mother's and some aunts naked before, so I knew adult women usually had a lot of hair growing between their legs, so it came as no surprise that Lydia had a bush of dark brown hair. I watched her step out of her clothes and approach me. She placed me on her bed and spread my legs before placing her face between my legs and gently blowing air on my pussy. She started licking my pussy very much like I did to the girls in the neighborhood.

		When she joined me on the bed she covered my body with her own. My head was filled with the aroma of her flesh. It was all so over whelming. She was twice my size and her body covered mine as she turned her body around so that her crotch was hovering over my head. There was a heady aroma of womanly flesh with a slight hint of urine clinging to her pubic hair, as she lowered her crotch down to my face. She rubbed her pussy against my face while she ate my pussy. That day was when I knew my true calling. I couldn't get enough of her pussy.

		Soon, I became a regular visitor to her house. Many an afternoon was spent between her legs. I learned how to make her cum with my mouth. She taught me the pleasures of tribbing by scissoring our legs, so that we could rub our pussies against each other's cunt. Over the course of our time together she added so many things to my sexual education. Having oral sex with each other's asshole became a part of our sex life. She introduced me to a variety of dildos and even some beads on strings that we stuffed up each other asshole and only pulled them out when we were about to cum from oral sex. I never knew if my mother ever suspected why I spent so much time at the Waterford household, but we eventually moved to another town.

		As fascinated as I was with women's bodies I still had a strong attraction to younger girls. Moira and June had moved away when Moira was accepted to MSU with a full scholarship. I missed them a lot, I missed the intimacy I has with them.

		***

		My experience with Moira caused me to discover that young girls were drawn to me. I had almost forgotten what teen pussy tasted like since Moira moved away, until one day I was riding the bus home from work, and I saw a young eighteen year old girl that I knew rode the bus from the same stop, so I worked my way through the standing room passengers only to stand almost behind the girl.

		She turned her head and smiled at me in recognition. I smiled back and pressed my body again hers. She only smiled at me all the more. I placed my right hand on her hip and squeezed it gently. She continued smiling at me, so I grew bolder. I slipped my hand around in front of her body and placed my hand on the bulge of her vulva.

		At that point she stopped smiling and leaned against my body. I stroked her pussy through her dress, and I heard and felt her breathing becoming deeper and more rapid. I whispered in her ear, "Follow me when we get to our stop."

		My rubbing her pussy continued until the bus reached our stop. When the back doors opened we exited the bus along with a couple of other passengers. I started walking down the street without looking back until I turned the corner to the entrance of the trailer park. As I rounded the corner I looked over my shoulder to check if the girl was following.

		The sweet looking girl in her short black straight skirt and white oxford shirt was just three paces behind me. I allowed her to catch up with me, and simply introduced myself to her by saying, "My name is Brianna."

		She fell in step with me and told me that her name with Serena Clements. I asked her if she would like to join me for a cool drink. She beamed as she said yes. I also asked why she is always on the late commuter bus. She told me that she had after school classes like dance and music.

		"Won't you get in trouble staying out even later?" I asked.

		Serena told me, "A a couple of times a week my mother works late, so tonight I was going to have to make my own diner."

		Next I offered to make diner for the two of us.

		As soon as we entered my house I turned on the air-conditioner and told her to have a seat while I got us something to drink. With that she seated herself on my couch. She deposited her book bag on the floor beside the couch. I headed for the kitchen and opened a couple of cans of soda and poured them over ice in a couple of glasses. I returned to the living room and sat down on the couch next to her, as I handed her a glass.

		Her tight short skirt was riding high up her thighs I noticed. I could see the crotch of her white panties. While we sipped our soft drinks I asked her, "Honey, did you enjoy the way I touched you on the bus?"

		Serena whispered, "It was so exciting to have you play with me on the bus. Someone could have seen what you were doing. Have you ever done that before?"

		"Really, I have never done that in public before, but I couldn't resist doing it, because you are so fucking cute!" I told her.

		Finishing my drink I sat the glass on the coffee table in front of us and turned towards her. I placed an arm around her shoulders and kissed her on the mouth.

		When she opened her mouth I stuck my tongue into her mouth and swabbed the inside of her mouth with my tongue. When I withdrew my tongue she stuck her tongue out, so I sucked on her tongue. We were both breathing hard. I started stroking her body with my free hand.

		She barely needed a brassiere because her breasts were smallish, an A cup probably 32A maybe 34A. But they were very sensitive. When I started stroking her breasts she moaned very pleasantly. She even helped me unbutton her blouse. She had on a white T-strap undershirt, so it was difficult to get my hand down the front. She spread her legs open and draped the near leg over my thigh, so I pulled my hand out of her T- strap undershirt and placed my hand on that adorable knee resting on my thigh.

		Slowly I teased her by drawing little circle on her inner thigh with my finger tip. I was working my hand up her thigh so slowly that she became impatient with the pace. She grabbed my wrist with both hands and pulled my hand up to her moist panties. I stroked her panties until they were a lot moister, and she was moaning with pleasure. At that point I stood in front of her, and pulled her to her feet, so that I could remove her clothes.

		There is something about a teenage girl's hunger to discover her sexuality that is so exciting. Once I got her completely naked I helped her up and sat her cute butt on the back of the couch. I knelt on the cushion right on the edge so that I could bury my face in her pussy. While I ate her pussy I used both hands to play with her hard nipples. I continued to eat her pussy until she had an orgasm.

		She was so animated during her orgasm that she was exhausted afterwards. She slid down the couch with her legs on either side of my body. She took hold of my slimy face with both hands and kissed me on the mouth. I sucked on her tongue until she recovered, and her breathing returned to normal.

		Holding her face in my hands I asked her if she wanted to taste my pussy.

		Serena was thrilled at the prospect and told me that she wanted to undress me.

		I stood in front of the couch and she stood on the cushion, so that she could unbutton the dress and pull it off my shoulders. My dress slid down my body with her and my help. I had on a full slip. That had to be lifted by the hem up and over my head. I was left standing there in just a nude brassiere and matching panties. The two of us unhooked the bra, and I crossed my arms to catch the cups as the bra fell from my breasts.

		My breasts are far from perfect, but to Serena they were magnificent. She molded them with her hands for a long time, and eventually started sucking on my nipples. She eventually got off her knees and sat on the couch with her legs wedged between mine. She placed her hands on my hips, and started rolling my panties down, but she buried her nose in the crotch of my moist panties and smelled them. When she finished pulling my panties down, they gathered around my ankles. They were stretched to the limit above my shoes.

		Serena ran her finger through my pubic hair as if she were combing them. She parted the hairs to get access to my slit and beyond. She stuck her tongue into my vagina and licked up the juices I was producing. She found my clitoris and sucked it into her mouth. She sucked on it vigorously until I was right on the edge of having an orgasm, but I just couldn't get past that point. I asked Serena to stick one of her fingers up my ass. She looked up at me over my pubic hair as if to question if she should really do it. I assured her that it would help me cum. When she reached between my legs and stuck her finger up my ass I had a mind blowing orgasm.

		

	
		Chapter Six

		It took us a little while to recover. Then I set about making diner for the two of us. After diner we took a bath together before she got dressed and headed home. We parted way with me telling her that she was always welcome at my place. That is where we left it that night, and I'm well aware that this could end terribly!

		A few days later I was in the local super market on a Saturday morning, and I was pushing my shopping cart up and isle when I collided with another cart. I was dumbstruck because it was Serena and I assumed the older woman was her mother. There was that moment of awkward embarrassment before Serena said, "Hi!".

		I acknowledged her greeting. She had to introduced me to her mother. Of course her mother inquired how we knew each other.

		"Mrs. Clements..." I started to respond,

		She interrupted, "Call me Naomi...Please!"

		"Naomi...Serena and I commute every day on the same bus. We have become good friends."

		Naomi said, "You must come by for a drink, so that we can get to know each other. What would be a good time for you?"

		Casually I mentioned, "I'm free this evening, if it is convenient for you?"

		Naomi smiled, "That would be great! Do you know our address?"

		Serena interjected, "Mom...you know Beth and I are going are going to the movies tonight!"

		Naomi said, "Brianna and I can have an old fashioned hen fest in your absence."

		We parted ways after agreeing on a time. It was only a short walk from my house to their house. Serena answered the door and escorted me into the family room. We chatted briefly until Serena had to answer the door again. She brought in a delightful looking dark haired girl with blue eyes. After she introduced her friend to me she said her good nights to her mother and me as the two of the departed.

		Naomi suggested, "Would you like to join me for a drink or would you prefer coffee?"

		As she stood up to head for the kitchen I followed her and assure her coffee would be great.

		The dining area was only separated from the kitchen by a breakfast bar. She told me to have a seat while she made the coffee. She brewed a twelve cup pot with her electric brewer and got two big mugs and brought them to the table. We had hardly started talking before the coffee was brewed, and the kitchen smelled of the rich aroma of fresh coffee. She filled our mugs with the dark aromatic liquid. Without asking she pulled a container of flavored artificial creamer and put it on the table in front of us, along with two a drink spoons. A sugar bowl was already on the table. I simply put a shot of the creamer in my mug and stirred my coffee slowly and waited for her to get past the pleasantries because I knew she had something on her chest.

		Naomi added sugar and creamer to her mug and stirred it before looking me in the eye.

		"I'm concerned about Serena, I'm pretty sure she is having sex with her girlfriends. I'm sure that she and Beth are having sex with each other. I've witnessed them touching each other intently when they thought I wouldn't see. I don't know what I should do about it. What do you think I should do?"

		Her question came as a surprise to me, "I'm not sure I'm in a position to comment on the raising of children. I have no children, and never been married."

		Naomi said, "I'm a single parent, and Serena is a willful and headstrong girl. I need help deciding how to confront my daughter about her sexual behavior. Please...tell me what you think?"

		"Naomi...I'm not sure what to say. From my experience I have observed that most girls about to enter puberty suffer from hormones raging through their bodies. It is natural that they experiment with each other. At least that way there is no problem with unexpected bundles arriving. They eventually get married to a horny male and about the time a woman reaches the age when her sexual desire is the strongest, males have developed potbellies, and when they are in the mood it only takes less than two minutes to get off, then they either roll over and go to sleep, or settle down to watch sports on TV with a fresh can of beer. Too many middle aged women like me have to seek out the company of other women to satisfy their desires."

		Naomi looked at me over her mug, "Do you count yourself among those middle aged horny women?"

		"Yes...I even skipped the middle part and went right from eating my girlfriend's pussies to eating the pussies of older women. I skipped the entanglement, with potbellied males. I have a few women friends that share my feelings."

		Naomi sat there across from me absorbing the information. She admittedly had never knowingly met a lesbian before. She didn't know what to say or do at that point. She almost sounded like a child when she asked, "So you think I shouldn't confront her about having sex with her girlfriends?"

		"As I said, I'm not qualified to give advice! Hell...by the time I was her age I was fucking both girls and few adult women!"

		Naomi looked at me with pleading eyes, "What is it like having sex with another woman?"

		I thought before answering that question, "Naomi...I knew from an early age that I was a plain woman and would never be the wet dream of any horny males. I developed the ability to befriend girls. Sex came naturally to me. Sex to me is the greatest expression of love. Without going into details all I can say is that I love everything about women."

		There was no point continuing the discussion on that subject, so we started comparing our lives. We came from very similar backgrounds. We didn't go to the same schools until high school. We were in different classes more than four years apart, so we didn't know each other, but our lives were very similar, but she had fallen in love with a man she thought was her true love, but it didn't last. Now she was raising her beautiful daughter on her own.

		I excused myself to go home before the girls got back from the movie. Naomi and I parted company with a handshake. I even gave her my phone number in case she ever wanted to talk to me again. I felt comfortable that Naomi liked me, despite knowing that I'm a lesbian.

		The next day Serena approached me while I was waiting for the bus. She asked me what her mother and I had talked about you mostly.

		"She knows that you are having sex with Beth and a few others, but she doesn't know how to deal with it. She wanted my advice."

		"What did you say?"

		"I told your mother that I was not the person to offer advice about raising children. We did part company as friends even though she knows I'm a dyke."

		Serena pressed me for more information, but I assured her that was pretty much everything that we discussed about you. Serena wanted to know how her mother knew about her sexual activity with her girlfriends. I told her that she was not as sneaky as she thought she was, because her mother had seen them touching each other inappropriately, but didn't know what to do about it. Nothing more was said at that time because the bus arrived.

		That evening on the ride home the bus was just as crowded as usual. Fortunately, a couple of gentlemen offered us their seats. We sat there in quiet for the ride home. As soon as we exited the bus she started pressing me about what her mother had said. I finally told her not to worry about it. Your mother will probably never bring up the subject because it embarrasses her too much.

		When we got to my house and we were behind closed doors, we couldn't get undressed quick enough. She loved feeling and sucking on my tits. It was like she wanted to feel like a baby again. I stroked her little pussy while she sucked on one of my tits. I eventually pulled her away from my breasts and draped her over the arm of my couch face down. I spread her firm butt cheeks apart and started licking her tight asshole. Serena couldn't believe that I wanted to stick my tongue into her asshole, but she soon had an orgasm. Having experienced an anal orgasm Serena wanted to find out if she could do that to me.

		I was more than happy to oblige her desire. I had her lay on the cushions of the couch with her legs draped over the back, and her head dangling off the couch. That allowed me to back over her head and sit on her face. I got into it so much there were times I almost smothered her. When I had an orgasm we got dressed and I kissed Serena, and told her, "Now you have something new to teach Beth and your friends.

		The following day on the bus ride home from work Serena was excited about having planned spending the weekend at the home of her friend Beth. She stood there in front of me and reached behind herself to play with my crotch while she laid out her plan.

		When we arrived at our stop she followed me home for a quick lunch at each other's Y. She was still excited as she got dressed to go home before her mother would get home. I planned on simply taking a bath before going to bed. I was just cleaning up a little when my phone rang.

		It surprised me because it was Naomi. She told me that Serena planned to spend the weekend at the home of one of her friends, and she asked if she could drop by for a visit after Serena left. Of course I couldn't refuse. I just had enough time to start a fresh pot of coffee before the doorbell rang.

		When I admitted her she hugged me and kissed me on the cheek. She suddenly pulled back and said, "I apologize...I didn't realize that you might have company!"

		"My friend has left already. I was just putting on a pot of coffee. Have a seat while I get us coffee!"

		

	
		Chapter Seven

		Making a quick exit I headed for the kitchen, and quickly washed my hands and face before pouring two mugs of coffee. I was sure to add creamer and sugar to her mug before returning to the living room. I handed her the mug and was about to sit in my chair when she patted the couch next to her. I chose to sit next to her. We each took a sip of our coffee before she spoke.

		Naomi finally spoke, "I'm sorry to bother you, but I don't know anyone else to turn to. I want to understand why my daughter wants to be a lesbian. I want to learn about what it is like to be in love with a woman, and you're the only woman I know that admits that she is a lesbian. Would you please teach me about the subject?"

		Her request puzzled me . Did she want me to tell her about lesbian sex or was she asking me to actually make love to her? I figured I better wait until she made herself clearer.

		Naomi was almost in tears. "Would you kiss me?"

		Stunned briefly but I recovered quickly. I leaned close and wrapped my arms around her shoulders and kissed her on the mouth. Naomi turned her body to face me and clung to me as she returned the kiss with feeling. When we broke the kiss I was left breathless.

		"Are you sure you want to go through with this?"

		Naomi was flustered, "Don't stop me! I have never done anything like this before, and I'm nervous! You are going to have to show me what to do!"

		This was going to be fun for me. I have seduced plenty of so called straight women, but this was the first time a straight women was seducing me. Naomi was a handsome woman with nice soft breasts. I started feel up her breasts while continuing to kiss her. I started undressing her and discarding her clothes.

		The coffee was forgotten. Naomi also started feeling me up and helping me out of my clothes. There is something about women that have delivered children. It is common for their aureoles and nipples to get larger and darker. Naomi was a dark blonde that accented her hair with lighter streaks, so you would expect her areolas and nipples to be a pinkish color, but in her case they were almost a chocolate brown color. I sucked on her nipples hard enough to draw milk if she had any.

		She had to plead with me to be a little more-gentle. We struggled with getting each other out of our panties before I laid her on her back with her head resting on the arm of the couch. I placed her left leg over the back of the couch and left her right foot resting on the floor. That allowed me to inspect her pussy.

		Naomi trimmed her dark brown pubic hair, and it was combed towards her vagina. When I used my hands to spread her labia open, I admired the size of her clitoris. The hooded knob was at the end of a ridge. I was able to suck her clit into my mouth. Naomi was stroking my hair and pleading with me to suck harder. I would guess it took at least fifteen minutes before Naomi had an orgasm that left her body shaking and her gasping for breath. She was actually sweating while she recovered.

		This time when she kissed me it was her own juice on my face. She pushed me backwards until my head was resting on the opposite arm rest. She flung my right leg over the back of the couch and left my left foot on the floor.

		This was the first time Naomi was deliberately inspecting a woman's pussy before performing oral sex. I don't trim or shave my pussy, so there was plenty of wild hair for her to comb with her fingers. She took her time to work up the nerve to actually lick my cunt. Her face was close enough to feel my body heat and she got a nose full of my fragrant aroma of pussy meat. She stuck out her tongue and gave my vagina a tentative swipe. When she got used to the taste she started flicking my clit with her tongue the same way I had done to her. She even sucked my clit into her mouth and nursed on it until I enjoyed an orgasm. She lay on top of me and asked me if she had done it right.

		Assuring her that she had done a great job; I also added there are many more ways women can please each other. I told her that I was willing to teach her everything. She was excited about her first lesbian encounter. We spent the weekend together and by Sunday morning I had introduced Naomi to analingus, and we had fucked each other with my dildos in our pussies and assholes.

		We lounged around naked in each other's arms until that afternoon, but she realized she had better get home before Serena would get home from Beth's.

		"You better join me for a bath before you get dressed, or Serena might smell the odor of my pussy on you!" I reminded her.

		We both got a laugh out of that statement, but we did bath together before she got dressed. We parted with a kiss and a promise to do that again soon, and I reminded her that she should sit down with Serena and discuss their sexual desires.

		That night I slept like a baby . It had been a long time since I had that much sex in one weekend, and the fact that it had been a mother and daughter without the other one knowing about it was very erotic. I had to do something about it before it all ended badly.

		The next morning at the bus stop Serena was very excited. She wanted to tell me all about her weekend. The problem was that there were too many people waiting for the bus.

		"The weekend with Beth had been fabulous, but when I got home Mother wanted to talk to me, and it was was the best talk we've had in ages.."She said.

		All I could think of at that moment was the memories of Moira and June, and how much this seemed like déjà vu.

		END
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