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Part 1 - Seducing College Cuties at My Daughter's Sleepover

by Amanda Clover

@amandasmut



It all started the summer after my daughter Courtney graduated from high school. When she asked if a few of her friends could sleepover at the start of the summer I thought, sure, they'll be going off to different colleges soon and it will be good to have some fun to remember. Besides, I worry about them drinking or getting mixed up with boys, so I would rather have Courtney and her friends sleeping over in our house than somewhere else.



"Of course, dear," I said to my pretty blonde daughter. Oh, if only I would have known what I was about get myself into, I might have given her a different answer.



Courtney is an attractive and popular girl. We have the same blue eyes and naturally wavy blond hair. I wear mine naturally long and Courtney tends to wear hers to the shoulders or pulled back in a ponytail. Courtney is slender and a bit tall and she definitely has my breasts at that age. Perky C-cups that are just big enough to give boys all sorts of ideas and not so big they get in the way of everything. Three kids have grown mine to D-cups and some of the perkiness has gone out of them, but I'll still put them on display in bikinis and low-cut sun dresses every summer. I think I can give my daughter a run for her money.



Courtney's butt, on the other hand, is something I'll never get back no matter how much time I do on the treadmill. It's amazing, and if she weren't my daughter I would...well, that's too dirty even for a diary entry.



I only mention the way Courtney looks because attractive girls tend to make friends with attractive girls. Now that they had graduated from high school and were bound for college it was like a switch flipped in my head and I started noticing just how attractive they were. They were women with their adult lives just starting. Brianna, Lindsay, Rosa, Veronica, Elizabeth, Melody, and a skinny, freckled redhead I had never seen over at our house before. I learned her name was Allie.



The big sleepover began with the girls arriving in ones and twos and hauling their sleeping bags and backpacks downstairs. Other than the occasional trip upstairs to get drinks or snacks, the girls kept mostly to the basement that opened onto our deck built on the hill behind our house. I always wanted a pool, but the hill was just too steep, so I had to settle for a hot tub built into the deck. After cleaning up after their dinner I walked to the back windows of my bedroom and looked down onto the deck. It was dusk and the girls were lounging beside citronella candles, wearing shorts and bikinis, or just their bathing suits.



Brianna was in the hot tub with Allie.  Their bodies were stretched out in the bubbling water and they could not be more different. Brianna was tanned and platinum blond, a little heavy, with wide hips and breasts that overflowed her yellow-stripe bikini top. She had full lips, big brown eyes, and a sassy attitude coupled with a quick wit. I had heard Brianna and my daughter joking together during many car rides to ballet and to volleyball and to a million other things. She even made me laugh and seemed comfortable interacting with me, unlike some of Courtney's friends.



Allie was floating beside her, holding a cold pop to her head, her wet hair splayed out on the deck behind her head. Allie was skinny and long. Those pale legs were so very long, her neck was elegantly long, even her torso seemed to stretch beyond normal proportions. I realized it was the body of a fashion model and she had the quirkily beautiful face to match it. Her eyes were brilliantly blue, her smile was wide and her teeth were uneven without being unpleasant. I watched her laughing at something Brianna said and I felt an odd twinge in my tummy.



My eyes roamed over Allie and Brianna and something awakened inside me. Since the divorce I had mostly been interested in women, a fact I kept from Courtney not because I thought she wouldn't accept that I was a lesbian, but because I didn't want her to see me dating anyone so soon after the split. My interests had always been in women closer to my own age and mostly social rather than sexual. But watching those two beautiful teens floating in our hot tub, a heat began to build between my legs.



Maybe it was the sticky heat of June or the youthful perfection of their bodies, but I felt compelled to unbutton the top button of my capri pants and slowly slide my flattened hand down the front of my panties. My neatly trimmed thatch of hair was warm, my pussy warmer still and radiating a heat that betrayed my growing arousal. I ran my fingers over my lips and felt the dew gathering there. My clit throbbed at the lightest touch and I quietly gasped, imagining myself kissing Brianna on her full lips and running my fingers down Allie's flat stomach.



The back of my hand stretched the elastic of my panties as my fingers caressed my folds and pressed more insistently on my clit. I watched Brianna and Allie laughing again and I imagined peeling off their bikinis and running my tongue over their nipples. I imagined that Allie's were tiny and pink and Brianna's were thick and brown. I could almost see them beneath her bikini.



My fingers moved faster. I wanted to kiss down Allie's long torso to the pink triangle of her string bikini and untie it with my teeth. My other hand slid beneath my peasant blouse and under the soft lace of my bra and I cupped the warm flesh of my breast. My nipple was stiff and areola bumpy to my touch. I jerked my hips against my fingers, my breathing deepening as I clutched my breast. I was already feeling the first waves of an approaching orgasm lapping at my shores. In my mind I was in the hot tub, spreading Allie’s legs and leaning in to tongue her hairless mound.



I was lost in the fantasy when footsteps sounded on the stairs behind me and shocked me back to reality. My blood went cold. I had just enough time to pull my wet fingers from my panties and my hand from beneath my blouse as the light switched on and Courtney barged into my bedroom.



"What are you doing in the dark?" she asked.



Her gaze flicked to the unbuttoned and unzipped front of my khaki pants. Thinking quickly, I tugged my pants down my wide hips and down my thighs. I do not undress in front of my daughter often, but I acted as if it was a regular thing. I prayed she could not see the wetness soaking my panties.



"Just changing into my bikini," I said, my heart still beating wildly at being caught. "Do you mind if I join you girls on the deck out there?"



I could tell she did mind, but Courtney was too sweet to tell me no.



"Sure, mom," she said. "I'm just getting changed."



She left me to catch my breath. When my heart had slowed to a normal rhythm I finished sliding my pants off and slid down my panties. I caught sight of myself in the mirror, still not quite caught up on my tanning, a little bit of extra weight around my midsection from the kids all those years ago. Okay, from the kids and ice cream. I finished undressing and snuggled my breasts into the top of my American flag bikini. The bottom was a little tight around my ample butt and was riding up my crack. I did not want to embarrass Courtney, so I slid on a pair of shorts over the bottoms.



Before heading downstairs to join the girls, I took a peek out the window again and was disappointed to see only Brianna was still in the hot tub. Not that I could have done much flirting with my daughter's friends. That was out of the question. Oh, how one wild night can change my standards. But I'm getting ahead of myself.



There were some beers out in the garage refrigerator and I decided to crab a couple to take with me down to the deck. As I approached the door I noticed the light was on in the garage. I shuffled my feet up to the door and listened. Nothing for a moment and then the distinctive clink of beer bottles knocking together. I cracked open the door just enough to peer into the garage.



Allie was standing in front of the open refrigerator. The naughty redhead was after my alcohol. I watched her read the label of a hard cider. She stuffed the bottle into the purse hanging over her shoulder. I stepped into the garage and walked quietly up to her. She was so intent on looting my refrigerator that she did not notice me standing there until she turned to leave. Her face went pale and her blue eyes bulged in surprise.



“Oh, no,” she actually said.



“Oh, yes,” I replied.


Allie’s shoulders slumped in defeat and I took the purse from her. It weighed a ton and clinked as I lifted it up to take a quick peek inside. There were at least a half-dozen beers and ciders crammed atop her makeup and keys and, unless my eyes betrayed me, a bullet vibrator. I quickly covered my discovery by shifting the bottles.

“I think you’d better have a seat, young lady,” I said.

I gestured to the old couch we have in the garage. It was in the spot where my ex-husband used to park the Escalade. Allie sat down with her pale knees together and her hands folded demurely in her lap. I stared at her terrified beauty, my eyes roaming from her long legs to her breasts that barely filled the small cups of her pink bikini top. She nervously smoothed a curl of scarlet hair behind one ear. She couldn’t meet my gaze.

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Acres,” she said.

“It’s miss now.” I sat down beside her and dropped the purse into my lap. “Acres is my ex-hubsand’s name. Call me Madison or Maddy.”

“I’m sorry,” she blurted. “Please don’t tell my mom.”

“Aw, honey, that’s not how I am.” I took her hand and gave it a squeeze. “I’m not mad. I remember being your age and trying to get my hands on wine coolers. Let’s see what you’ve got in your purse.”

Allie reacted with new fear. I was right. I had seen a little vibrator in her purse and she was trying to hide it from me. She looked as vulnerable as a fawn caught in headlights.

“I can put them all back,” she pleaded. “I’m sorry.”

I pulled the purse back from her reaching hands and proceeded. I opened the main compartment of her purse wide enough that we could both clearly see the ciders and beers clinking together. I began to remove them one by one and set them on the couch between us. Four, five, and the sixth bottle came out, revealing the silver bullet of her vibrator attached to a thin cord and a little control. Allie’s face was crimson with embarrassment.

“Oh my god,” she moaned and hid her face in her hands.

“Now I see why you didn’t want me to look in your purse,” I said and plucked out the vibrator. I looked her in the eye and then put it back in her purse. “Another thing I won’t mention to anyone else.”

“I’m so embarrassed,” she laughed. “I didn’t even mean to put that in there. I…”

I took her hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze.

“Honey, I have a drawer in my bedroom that looks like I am preparing for the end of all men.” I added in a sultry voice, “Not that a world of women would be a bad thing.”

“Yeah,” she agreed, finally looking me in my eyes. “Guys are the worst.”

I held her gaze for an intense moment and then got up from the couch.

“So what do you say I put most of these back in the fridge,” I began loading them into the refrigerator, “and we can be a little bad. Bad is good in moderation, don’t you know? We’ll each have one.”

I opened a hard cider for each of us and settled back on the couch with Allie. I know. I am bad. I swear I wasn’t trying to get her drunk, just trying to take the edge off. She tipped the cider to her wide smile and had her first sip. Our conversation turned to breakups as we nursed our drinks. Allie had just split with a track athlete named Hunter.

“He spent too much time doing ‘friends’ stuff with a couple of girls from the swim team. I admit, I was jealous, but I am about 99% sure he was fu—having sex with them.”

“I know that feeling,” I said. “There’s just something you can tell in the way they start acting. They’re always checking their phones, I guess. I thought for sure my husband was banging his secretary.”

“Was he?” she asks, the rim of the bottle pressed to her lower lip as she waited my answer.

I recalled the day it happened. Coming home, putting the mail on the kitchen counter, looking through it and hearing a woman’s voice upstairs. I followed the sound to the bedroom I shared with my husband. It wasn’t his secretary. I didn’t recognize her. She was younger than me, blonde and slender, with big, fake tits. I mostly saw her firm ass as she bounced up and down on him. I clearly remember his feet with the blue socks still on. I described this scene to Allie.

“I waited for them down in the kitchen. I handed him my ring and that was it. No, not quite. I burned the mattress and the fire department had to come out to extinguish it.” I shook my head at that memory. “Now that was truly embarrassing.”

She laughed and that made me laugh.

“So are you dating any hot guys now?” she asked.

“Not guys,” I admitted and then immediately felt the hot flash of a mistake. “Don’t say a word to Courtney.”

She stared at me with those bright blue eyes, her lips curved into a lopsided smile. I don’t know who kissed who first. I think she leaned across the space between us on the couch and kissed me. Whoever made the first move, it was a tentative kiss, and we separated after only a moment. I searched her flushed face for a reaction. I wet my lips and tasted a hint of her strawberry lip gloss. I knew I had to have more.

I kissed her the second time. Allie’s warm mouth opened to my kiss and our tongues collided in the torrid, secret place between our lips. My hand caressed her cheek and she moaned into my mouth. It was long and wet and so hot I thought I was going to melt into a puddle of goo. The guilt and doubt I felt earlier about ogling Courtney’s friends was incinerated by the fire of my arousal. I had to act on my fantasy, regardless of the consequences.

I knew what I wanted and I was done playing coy with Allie. I pushed her back along the couch and she let out a little yelp of surprise at my forcefulness. Before she could object, I was on her again, my body against her as we kissed. Her reluctance was only momentary and she returned my kiss with molten lust.

My cunt was boiling over, so hot I knew she could feel it on her thigh as I ground down on her. Her clean skin smelled faintly of coconut lotion as I buried my face against her supple neck and sucked. She gasped, lips wide apart and eyes closed. My tongue traced a path down to her shoulder. She giggled and squirmed. I nibbled her shoulder and moved lower as I pulled down the string of her bikini top. She woke from her lust and seemed to realize that I was not going to stop with kissing her.

“This is wrong,” she said. “You’re Courtney’s mom.”

“Do you want me to stop?” I asked, kissing her chest just above her small cleavage.

She answered me by sighing and letting her head fall back against the couch’s arm rest, her red hair spilling over the side. I smiled up at her as I kissed lower, sliding her bikini completely from her shoulders. She arched her back and untied it completely. My hands sought her breasts, my tongue wrote hot circles on the flesh between them. I pulled the cups away slowly, exposing her pale white tits, small and pert and capped with the tiniest little rose-colored nipples.

“You’re so beautiful,” I moaned. I ran my fingers across her a-cups and brushed against the pebbles of her nipples. Her breath caught in her throat.

“I’ve never done this before,” she sighed.

“With a woman?” I asked and planted teasing kisses around her nipples.

“I’ve never gone all the way with anyone,” she said and her body trembled beneath my lips. Allie was a virgin. I had never thought possible I might take a woman’s virginity.

“All the way? Is that where we’re going?”

Before she could answer I sucked one of her little nipples between my lips. I lashed her fleshy pebble with my tongue and watched her squirming reaction. I lightly pinched the other nipple before shifting hand and mouth between her small breasts. The dampness of my tongue glistened on her pink pebbles as I kissed lower. She moaned, knowing well where I was headed.


I slid between Allie’s long legs, kneeling with my head down to her firm belly, my khaki shorts tight against my raised ass. She had the tiniest little gold bellybutton piercing. I trailed kisses down her slender tummy and teased the piercing with the tip of my tongue before continuing lower. Allie’s hands fell to be back of my head. She wasn’t pushing, it was almost as if she was steadying herself on my lusty purpose, reassured by my determination. Her legs moved around me, spreading wider, and she folded and lifted them up as I reached my destination.



Untying her pink bikini bottom with my teeth was not easily done, but I bit the string and pulled it out and used my fingers to finish the job. I peeled the pink fabric from between her thighs. She raised her legs straight and together and lifted her little butt so that I could get to the fabric. She was quivering with excitement and the sweet musk of her arousal was immediately apparent. With her feet high above and her legs together I pushed her knees back and exposed her little teenage pussy and ass to my view.



She was pale and blushing, even in her most intimate areas. Her mound was hairless and her delicate lips were the pink petals of a flower surrounding the honeyed cleft of her pussy. I pressed my hand to the back of her thighs and dipped my face to her, inhaling her fresh, sweet scent and caressing her with the warmth of my exhalations.



“Oh my god, Mrs…Madison,” she sighed.



My fingers caressed the warm softness of her mound. I pressed them and pulled to one side, exposing more of her pinkness and the dew that gathered just inside her hot furrow. I was surrounded by her warmth and her smell and the thrilling, illicit reality of what I was doing. I lowered my tongue to her sex and slowly licked, gathering her juice and tasting her velvet folds until I brushed against her clit. She sucked in air loudly at the contact.



“Is that what you like?” I asked, knowing full well the pleasure of a tongue on my clit.


“Yessss,” Allie hissed.

I teased her again, slowly licking up the length of her cleft before gently flicking the tip of my tongue against her clit. She squirmed and tried to push her little pussy against my mouth. My hand holding the backs of her thighs prevented it. I pushed her legs back a little harder, exposing more of her crack and the tight pink clench of her asshole.

“What about here? Do you like it here?” I asked and slowly ran my tongue from her labia down her crack to the hot, wrinkled notch of her virgin ass. I screwed the tip of my tongue against it and Allie yelped in surprise.

“Oh, Mrs. Acres, that’s my butt!” she cried.

“Mmm, I know, Allie.” I moved both hands to the backs of her legs, bending her ass up a little more and parting her raised thighs so she could see me between her legs. I teased, “I bet you never thought Courtney’s mom would be doing this.”

I thrust my tongue against her clenched asshole again, licking in a slowly circle, pressing as she puckered tightly against my tongue. She moaned and watched me rim her little pink hole. I took my time, teasing her wrinkle until her crack was slick with my spit. I could see by her shudders of pleasure and heaving chest that I was driving her wild.

I finally extracted my tongue from between her firm little ass cheeks to say, “Hold your legs up. Where my hands are.”

Allie complied, doing the work of keeping her legs balanced high in the air and the pale peach of her pussy and ass exposed to me. I licked my way back to her cunt and this time buried the length of my tongue in the boiling furrow of her sweet pussy. Allie was soaking and her juices almost immediately coated my lips and chin and spilled down her crack. I moaned as I tongue fucked her and made sure my upper lip brushed repeatedly against the little bud of her clit.

“Oh my god…I’ve never…it feels so good.” Allie pushed against my mouth, feeding me the sweet flesh of her pussy.

As I licked her, I squirmed my arm beneath my tits and down the front of my shorts. The inside of my bikini was steamy with my hot juices and I ran my fingers over my soft hair and swamped mound. I began to strum my clit as I licked Allie. I was already so aroused I knew it would not take much to make me cum.

Moaning my pleasure into Allie’s soaked folds, I tongued deep into her hot tunnel. There was no hymen there, but by her tightness I knew she had told the truth about her virginity. I swallowed all I could of her flowing honey. My orgasm was crackling against my fingers, ready to release like lightning from my throbbing clit. I wanted Allie to cum first. I slid my tongue from her depths and centered the flicking tip on her clit, much to her apparent enjoyment. She gasped and arched against my mouth. She lost her hold on her thighs and they fell to my shoulders, her long legs dropping down my back. I tongued her feverishly, moaning as I licked, working my fingers against my hard button with complete abandon.

“Aaaaaaiiiiiieee!” shrieked Allie.

She came against my tongue. She arched and pushed her head back as if she was trying to bury it in the arm of the couch. Her hips lifted and her little pussy smashed against my tongue. In that moment I sought her tiny bud and sucked. It was hardly big enough to suck into my mouth, but my lips pressed in her wetness and I drew on her bud and flicked with my tongue at the same time.

In that hot moment, with the redheaded teen grasping at my head and cumming into my mouth, I released a marriage’s worth of tension on my fingers. My hips rolled and my fingers beat against my pulsing bullet of pleasure as I climaxed. I do not know how long the throbbing contractions rolled through me, but I buried myself in the sweet wetness between Allie’s lovely thighs.

I was spent. My hips relaxed, my fingering slowed, and my sucking and licking slowly eased. Allie was jerking with aftershocks of her potent orgasm. Each hot spasm twitched her thighs around my head and made her little tits jiggle the tiniest bit. I lifted my flushed, juice-soaked face and I climbed the naked teen, letting her feel the womanly fullness of my body over hers. We smiled to each other as we shared a kiss that tasted of sweaty lips and Allie’s sweet cum.

We kissed until the exertion faded and then sat together on the couch. I caressed her and pulled her head against my bosom. She leaned in as if comforted by my touch. She did not hurry to put her bathing suit back on and I enjoyed looking at the slender elegance of her naked body.

“Thank you, Mrs…thank you, Maddy.”

“Aw, sweetie,” I kissed her head. “Thank you. You know this was just a…”

“I know,” she interrupted and looked up at me. “You’re Courtney’s mom. We can’t, like, be girlfriends. But could we just sit here a little longer?”

“Sure,” I said, and pulled her more tightly against my breasts.

We remained cuddling for quite some time. It was risky, someone might catch us, but I did not care. It felt too good to have the vulnerable teen snuggled up against me. Eventually we did go our separate ways after another long kiss. I even tied her bikini back on for her.

“Good night, Allie,” I said as I watched her go back into the house.

The night might have ended there and it would have made an amazing story for me. I’d even call it an awakening. All those years with my secret desires for women and I never even realized that younger women was what I really wanted.

But the night did not end there.

I never did go out on the deck to hang around with the girls. I’m sure Courtney was glad for that. I went up to my bed and stretched out on the comforter, too excited by what just happened to fall asleep and too flustered to be around the other girls.

I kept replaying my encounter with Allie over and over. I masturbated while I relived it in the shadows of my bedroom, listening to the girls talk and laugh on the deck below. I felt like a pervert and I enjoyed that feeling. The girls were adults, so nothing illegal had gone on with Allie, but I knew it was immoral. I had exploited our age difference to make her do what I wanted. It made me feel strangely empowered.

I was still feeling turned on when I realized the voices had gone quiet. Hours had passed without me realizing it. I was about to turn over and try to go to sleep in my bathing suit, when I smelled a pungent aroma. It was smoke, herby and familiar. Someone was smoking marijuana! It was drifting up from the deck and through the open window of my bedroom.

I got to my feet and padded quietly over to the nearby window. I leaned into the screen and looked down on the deck. Brianna stood against the back railing of the deck, looking off into the night. I watched her lift her hand to her mouth and the tip of her joint glowed cherry red. She inhaled deeply and did not cough at all. I remember sputtering like a drowning woman the first time I sucked in pot smoke.

Brianna was clearly experienced. I watched her finish the joint and toss the last embers out into the darkness. Even though the night had a bit of a chill, she was still wearing her yellow-striped bikini top, the caramel-colored bottoms snug over her shapely ass. Watching her like this, I realized I was beginning to feel aroused again. Impulsively, I hurried from the window and down the stairs. In the basement was a minefield of sleeping girls. Some were sprawled on couches. I could see Allie not far from the stairs, head poking out of a lavender sleeping bag, snoring softly and, hopefully, dreaming about our hot encounter in the garage.

I opened the sliding door onto the deck as quietly as possible. Although she must have heard me, Brianna did not turn around as I stepped out onto the deck behind her. The hot tub was still bubbling softly. I felt a flash of irritation that they had left it going, but I had more immediate interests than saving electricity.

“I was hoping you were still awake, Courtney,” said Brianna. “There is something I wanted to talk to you about.”

I walked up to the railing beside her and leaned my pelvis against the wood. Brianna finally looked over and realized I wasn’t Courtney. The color drained from her face and then came back in a ruddy rush. Something had her mightily embarrassed. That was unusual for the outgoing young woman I knew Brianna to be.

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s just me. I…heard the hot tub still going and I wanted to turn it off.”

I sniffed the air and made an intentionally quizzical face, but I did not bring up the lingering smell of the pot smoke.

“So what did you want to say to my daughter?” I asked.

“Oh, it was no big deal.” Brianna’s voice was slowed by the marijuana. “I was just going to talk to her about college.”

She was lying. Raising three daughters had made me an expert at spotting lies in teenagers.

“She’s going to miss you,” I said. “But you two will see each other after you’ve both gone off to school and you have the summers to spend time together.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

She turned around and leaned her back and elbows against the railing next to me. The position thrust the lovely mounds of her breasts out and her thick nipples strained the yellow stripes of her bikini top. Maybe it was that sight, or the lingering weed smoke, but I was beginning to feel a little hot despite the chill in air.

She started to say something and then seemed to catch herself and stop.

“What?” I prodded.

“Nothing.”

“How long have we known each other?” I pressed. “Your mom and I were friends when you are Courtney were playing together at the nursery. You were there with Courtney when I walked out of that divorce courtroom last year. You can tell me anything.”

She looked at me doubtfully, but I could see my pressure was working. She sighed and sank a little lower back against the railing.

“Alright,” she said and took a deep breath. “Alright. But you can’t tell Courtney. You have to let me…you have to let me decide.”

“Total confidentiality,” I said.

Brianna brushed a golden lock of hair from her face and stared at me intensely with her big brown eyes.

“I am gay,” she said. “And I think I love your daughter.”

It was like being hit with two knockout punches in a row. Brianna’s confession clearly took a lot out of her as well, but as she sagged even more, she suddenly laughed.

“You have no idea how long I’ve been trying to work up the nerve to say that to her,” she said. “I was out here smoking…I was out here working up the nerve. I thought you were her and I was going to…”

“Confess your love?” I took her hands and held them tightly. “It’s sweet.”

“Sweet? Gee, thanks,” she said.

“Oh, no, honey. I’m sorry. I don’t mean it condescendingly. That’s my romantic mom thing.”

“You’re not mad?”

I grabbed her up in my arms and hugged her tightly. She wrapped her arms around me and returned the embrace. I rubbed my hand comfortingly up and down her back. Even after the hug we stood with our arms interlocked, so close that our bikini-clad breasts were lightly pressed together.

“I am not mad at you at all, Brianna. Not in the slightest. I just don’t know if…I mean, I’m sure Courtney would be flattered, but I don’t think she is…I don’t know. I can’t speak for her.”

I could see the disappointment on her face. I searched for anything to make up for it. Anything that I could see to try to make Brianna smile again.

“I’m gay too,” I blurted. “I’ve known since before Vince left me, but I didn’t act on it until after the divorce and…I’m definitely gay.”

“Oh my god!” she exclaimed.

“So now we both know something that Courtney doesn’t. And you have to promise not to tell her.” I squeezed her forearms for emphasis.

“I won’t, I…” she laughed and shook her head. “So we’re a couple of dykes, huh? Who would have thought?”

“I prefer ‘lesbian’,” I replied. “I had no idea you were interested in other girls.”

“I prefer ‘women’,” she said. “And while we’re being honest, my crush didn’t start with Courtney. It started with you. You were almost like my mom sometimes. Watching this gorgeous woman as a role model and realizing, yeah, that isn’t just what I want to be, it’s what I want to love.”

Her face was flushed, but she was unafraid to say it. I guess the weed or coming out to me had thrown open the doors of honesty for Brianna. Well, the only way to repay her candor was with a little of my own.

“Oh, sweetie,” I blinked away my own nerves as I gazed into her brown eyes. “I have been watching you grow up all these years and just tonight, watching you in the hot tub, I realized that you were a woman. A beautiful woman who—“

I was silenced by the softness of her lips. We were so close she didn’t have to go far, she just pressed our breasts together a little more tightly and leaned up to smash her full lips against mine. I was caught off guard, but as she pressed the intimacy, I immediately yielded to her, parting my lips to let her explore with her tongue. The heat between us exploded in that embrace. Our heads turned, tongues twisted, and lips slid together forcefully as we each released our tension into the other.

Brianna’s hands moved to my hips and behind me to grip my plump ass. She squeezed my cheeks and the fabric of my shorts drew tight. I gasped into her kiss and she caught my lower lip in her teeth, stretching it delicately before releasing it and driving her tongue back into my mouth. One of her hands moved from my ass, her fingers dragging across my bare midriff, hot as they found the front of my shorts, diving inside and making me moan with lust. Our kiss separated and we leaned our foreheads together, watching as her fingers invaded my shorts, touched the soft thatch of my hair, and moved lower. She cradled the heat of my mound and gently squeezed.

I moaned, “We have to stop.”

“No,” she said, squeezing my mound again. “I’ve wanted this too long.”

“Courtney might see us,” I whispered.

“Let her watch,” said Brianna. She roughly squeezed my mound, the heel of her palm grinding into my hard clit. When I cried out she smothered my words with another savage kiss.


My body yearned to surrender to Brianna’s sudden aggression, but I refused to relinquish control to her. I was twice her age. I was the grown up. I had to prove that to her. Her fingers slid up and down my slippery groove, her tongue invaded my mouth, but I resisted. I pulled my lips away and grabbed her hair, roughly pulling her back.



“Ah!” she cried and stumbled back a step, her glistening fingers sliding from my shorts.



“Listen to me, young lady,” I hissed. “My daughter is right through that door. She could wake up at any minute and I will not have you molesting me in plain sight of her and all of her friends.”



I pressed her back against the railing with my body. I held tightly to her hair and leaned close as if to kiss her. Her eyes closed expectantly. I turned my lips aside at the last moment and pressed them to her ear.



“We are going to go inside, up to my bedroom,” I whispered. “I am going to take off all of my clothes and you are going to lick my cunt until I tell you to stop. Do you understand?”



“Y-yes,” she whispered and bit the corner of her lower lip.



“Good,” I said. “Now don’t say another word until we are behind the closed door of my bedroom.”



I released Brianna and looked her over one last time, possessively, before I turned and walked into the house. She followed me as I told her and together we picked our way carefully through the other girls at the sleepover. I ushered her up the stairs ahead of me, admiring the plentiful onion of her ass in her tan bikini bottom. I thought about how good that ass would look on the receiving end of my strap-on.



The house was dark and quiet and the stairs creaked beneath our feet as we climbed up to my bedroom on the second floor. My heart beat wildly the whole way. I imagined what was about to happen and realized, for the second time that night, I was about to have sex with one of my daughter’s friends.



I closed the door behind me. It was very dark in the bedroom, but I could hear her excited breathing.



"Come here," I said.



I found her ripe body with my hands and I brought her close to me, her warm curves against mine, her smile soft and yielding to my kiss. I held her breasts tight against me and caressed her back down to the swell of her bikini bottoms. My fingers slipped inside, against her warm flesh, the heat of her crack beneath my fingertips as I squeezed. She sighed against my lips. Our tongues met and mingled in the liquid depths of our passion.



Brianna might have accepted that I was in charge, but her submission had not quieted her ardor. Even as I fondled her luscious ass, Brianna's hands moved to my breasts and she was not reluctant to slip her fingers beneath the taut cups of my bikini top. I gasped as her fingers found the sensitive flesh of my nipples. She cupped both breasts beneath the top and kissed me more aggressively. At last I stopped her, pushing her onto the bed so hard that she bounced. A sultry laugh and a wicked smile graced her face. Her lips were still damp from our kiss.



I stared down at her in my bed, remembering all those days of her growing up with my daughter, and I wondered how long her secret affection for me had burned. Now ripe, in the round fullness of her young womanhood, I intended to savor Brianna's succulent fruit.



"Take off your bathing suit," I told her as I began to untie my own bikini top.



Brianna knew her lovely body and she knew how to present to entice me as she stripped off her bathing suit. Her ass was magnificent, soft reluctant to surrender the bathing suit she peeled away. Her peach was fuzzy with blond hair and dewed with moisture. Brianna turned on her knees and faced me as she removed the top. Her breasts were large and without tan lines, she had wide areolas and thick nipples almost the same shade as her tanned skin. She brushed her fingers over them and cradled her breasts invitingly.



"Your turn," she said to me. "Show me your breasts."



I slid the flag bikini top away, exposing my large, pale breasts and the jutting bullets of my hard nipples. I slid my shorts and bikini bottom off as I joined her on the bed. She could have me naked, but I wasn't there to put on a show for her. Or warm, naked bodies collided, my knee balanced between her thighs. I let the weight of my breasts fall top hers. She reached down to caress them and pulled them towards her face.



Her hot tongue crawled between my hanging tits and licked over my nipples. She squeezed my breasts together and sucked loudly at the curve, guiding a fat nipple to her mouth and sucking even harder.



"Yessss," I cried out. "Suck me."



Brianna eagerly devoured my breasts and lavished my nipples with her hot tongue’s attention. The dark bedroom was filled with the lewd sounds of her sucking punctuated by the occasional muffled moan of her excitement. When I could no longer stand my arousal, I roughly pushed her head away, down into the pillows, and climbed her body to straddle her face. There was a moment of awkward readjustment before me knees fell astride her head. I leaned back to look down at her face, nose against my fuzzy mound and head surrounded by my thick thighs.



There was no hesitation from the lusty teen. Staring up at me, Brianna leaned into my cunt and inhaled loudly through her nose. She buried her tongue up my sopping snatch. Her tongue was fat and forceful and drove so deep that her mouth was dividing my folds. My juices soaked her lips and chin as she delved into my throbbing walls. Her arms wrapped my thighs and her hands took hold of both cheeks of my plump ass. She pulled me down and smothered herself with my sex. Her moans vibrated inside of me and drove me wild.



Brianna's thrusting tongue quickly pushed me to the brink. I let my soaked slit grind heavily on her mouth and even her nose and I came.



"Yes, sweetie!" I cried. "Yes! I'm cumming for you!"



Her moans grew louder and she held tightly to my ass, demanding I use her pretty face as the bucking saddle of my pleasure. I pressed into her mouth and squeezed her between my thighs and my orgasm burst within me. Waves of it soaked through every nook of my body. I fucked against her tongue and coated her in my juices. I did not stop until every last throbbing aftershock worked its way through me.



I rolled beside her onto the bed and our lips and tongue met again. There were no words between us now, we were beyond that, there was only room left for the boiling pleasure of our embrace. My hand was between her legs. I marveled at the heat of her cunt and the softness of her hair. My fingers opened her and I ran my thumb to her clit. She sighed against my kiss. Her tongue was out and fenced with mine in a raunchy display that tasted of our shared juices.



My hands guided her onto her stomach and then up onto her hands and knees. Her wide ass was faintly marked the with the pale triangle where her bikini covered her flesh. She was not at all fat, just more thickly built than some of the other girls. Her body was lovely to me and I kissed from her mouth, down her shoulder, and the curve of her back. I followed her back to the rise of her cheeks and kissed along the warm cleft of her ass.



"Stay just like that," I said and left her a light smack on one cheek.



I rarely wore my strap-on, but I needed it that night. I needed to show her that there was nothing a man could do that a woman could not. No pleasure greater than what she would find on her path to lesbianism.



The strap-on belted between my thighs, framing my mound, and around my waste. The hard rubber of the lavender cock was designed to pleasure a woman, not to emulate a man, and was only five or so inches in length. Its base rested against my clit and I knew it would stimulate me as I fucked her. I finished strapping it tightly and looked up to see Brianna watching me over her shoulder.



"Are you a virgin?" I asked.



"No," she said.



"Good," I stepped behind her and teased the cock against the backs of her thighs and over her ass. "You'll know how much better this is than a man."



She started to say something else but fell silent as I played the head of the cock across her clit. Hers was much larger than Allie's and I could feel it beneath my fingers and even as a harder bump as I rubbed the cock back and forth and tracked the length of her slit. She wriggled against me. Her slowly rolling ass and hips begged wordlessly for me to thrust into her.



I caressed her ass and up to her waist and took hold with both hands. Only when she knew I was in charge did I push the head of the dildo past her drenched folds. The fatness and ridges of it beat against her clit with agonizing slowness. She gasped softly with each little bump. The dildo stretched her gently and pushed until she was filled with every inch and the base plate - and my clit - were flush against her.



"Ohhhh, Mrs. Acres," she moaned. "Fuck me."



I let her use of my husband's last name slide. I tortuously drew my hips back to press the dildo into her teenage slit again. I fucked her slowly at first, letting her savor every shape of the dildo as it thrust into her, but I began to move faster and faster. My hands tightened around her hips. Her ass slapped against my thighs and each time I buried the strap-on in Brianna's little cunt, my clit banged deliciously against the base of the cock. The strong smell of her aroused juices filled the bedroom. We both began to sweat and grunt like rutting animals.



"Oh fuck yes, I'm going to cum. Make my little teenage pussy cum for you, Mrs. Acres!"



I leaned over her, grabbing her shoulder with one hand so that I could leverage the cock into her and press even the flared bottom of the dildo between her folds. My breasts slapped against her back and I grunted with effort. She lifted her head and turned it to the side and we kissed. It was awkward, more tongues than lips, but it was real and communicated our mutual pleasure in a way her nasty words could not.



"Aaaahhhh!" she gasped, face red, sweat on her lips as she came for me. I pounded into her with deep, powerful strokes, our sweat-damp bodies sticking together and flesh colliding with slaps. I knew she was cumming by the steady cry that escaped her lips. My orgasm followed moments later, punctuated with the sharp collision of the strap-on base against my straining clit. I fucked her until neither of us could stand it.



We were both shaking as I withdrew the dildo from her hot cunt. She slumped forward, her ass raised in the air and the tender pink wrinkle of her anus exposed, her well-fucked furrow splayed open by the dildo and leaking her juices down her thighs. I fell to my knees next to the bed and buried my tongue inside her. She shuddered against my face, her ass pressed around my nose as I crawled my tongue deep into her honey-drenched slit. I inhaled the sweaty smell of her ass and licked and sucked her hard clit until she came for me again.



I fell onto my back in momentary exhaustion. Brianna took advantage of the situation. She licked the strap-on and looked into my eyes as she performed a playful bit of fellatio on its length.



"You're a very bad girl," I scolded.



"Mmmmmm," she agreed, bobbing her lips up and down on it.



She unbuckled the strap-on and pulled it away and kneeled beside me. We teased each other with our fingers before she climbed atop me at my urging. Her ass loomed above me and her hot cunt covered my mouth. As I licked her sweet honey, I felt her tongue at my own soaked cunt. It was a sweaty, tired 69. We both made each other cum, but maybe we were both faking it a little out of pure exhaustion.



We kissed and embraced and Brianna fell asleep in my arms. It was light out when I awoke. Brianna was snoring softly beside me and seeing her in the daylight revealed the fullness of what I had done. She was my daughter's best friend and I had just seduced her for a night of pleasure. The sins of exploiting Allie in the garage were forgotten compared to my marathon with Brianna.



Before my guilt could progress, Brianna's brown eyes opened. She seemed a little surprised to see me, but then her eyes crinkled and she smiled up at me.



"Good morning, Mrs. Acres," she said and she reached up to stroke my hair. The kiss happened naturally, and in some ways it was a bigger deal than what had happened the night before. It was a confirmation of all that had gone before it and a reassurance that maybe, just maybe, giving into my lust had not been all bad. There was a flicker of tongues touching, but the kiss was mostly chaste. I pulled away.



"I hear the girls downstairs having breakfast," I said to her. "You had better get dressed."



"Yeah," agreed Brianna, "Courtney is probably looking for me."



I watched her get of the bed naked and pull on her bikini. I stretched out on the bed, in full daylight, unashamed as her eyes roamed over my ample curves. I was smiling even after she had gone downstairs to answer the inevitable questions about where she had been. I knew that even if Brianna and I never made love again, I had found my calling. My life was changed.



I was a lesbian cougar and I preyed on younger women.


THE END
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Part 2 - Submitting to the College Athlete's Perfect Body

by Amanda Clover

@amandasmut



My name is Madison and I am addicted to younger women. There, I said it. If my ex-husband's AA pamphlet is any indication, acknowledging your addiction is the first step to being rid of it.



Then again, maybe I'll just learn to live with this addiction. It started recently, when my teenage daughter Courtney had a sleepover for all her college-bound besties. A couple of the girls caught my eye and I decided to seduce them. I know, I'm a bad mom, but now that I am free to explore my lesbian tendencies I have been taking full advantage. There were a couple of cuties, Allie and Brianna, who fell prey to my charms.



Ever since that night I have been thinking about their hot teenage bodies and touching myself. There's just something about girls my daughter's age that makes me get so worked up I can hardly control myself. Maybe it's their smooth skin, perky tits or their great asses.



I haven't exactly spent all my time looking for a repeat experience of that night, but when the chance came to hook up with another teenager I had to give it a go. I didn't realize I would end up worshipping her perfect teenage ass.



But I'm getting ahead of myself all over again. Let's start with me. You know my name, but let me tell you a little more.



"She thinks she's a MILF," is what my daughter would say.



I know what I am: a 5'10" tall, natural blonde with clear, blue eyes, a little bit of middle age chubbiness that I am perpetually working to take off and a nice pair of d-cup breasts. Just because I am a little self-conscious about the extra pounds doesn't mean I'm afraid to show off my curves. When I feel like it, I'll embarrass the hell out of my daughters with tight jeans, low tops, and lots of flirting.



In my battle against the encroachment of the cupcakes I have been running at least three mornings a week. Well, a recent morning’s exercise routine proved to enhance more than just my physique. I was on the second half of my two kilometers, getting my nice heather and pink active wear all sweaty. Lots of Lycra held everything in place up top and a pair of tight, low-riding running pants showed off my hips and ass. I was jogging in place, waiting for the light to change to cross College Street, when Penelope Jensen ran into my life.



She ran into me literally, actually. She was looking down at her phone and I looked up just in time to see about 120 pounds of hot blonde coming right for me. There was no avoiding her, so I turned and sort of caught her with my breasts. Her face smashed right into them and she took a step back and blinked at me.



"Oh my god, I'm so sorry," she said, pulling her ear buds out. "I was totally out of it. My bad. Are you okay?"



"I'm fine, sweetie," I answered.



I looked her over a little more carefully. Her blond hair was back in a ponytail. A little brown around the roots betrayed her natural color. She had a pretty face with a small mouth, an upturned little nose, huge brown eyes and a smattering of freckles across her cheeks. She was dressed for running and was wearing a sports bra, so it was hard to judge her bust, but her tiny waist flared into wide hips and a juicy butt that was barely contained by her pink running shorts.



I couldn't take my eyes off her ass. It looked spectacular in those shorts. The elastic material fit snugly against her cheeks and dug in between them leaving little to the imagination. I could not figure out how an ass that big was also that perfectly toned.



"Do you go to college around here?" I asked as she imitated my heart-rate-elevating jog.



"You bet. I'm a Freshman at Sandy U. Go Cats." She tucked her phone away and reached out to take my hand. "My name is Penelope. Everybody calls me Penny."



"Madison," I said. "I have a daughter about your age."



"Wow, really," she seemed genuinely surprised. "I figured you weren't much older than me."



Flattery got Penny everywhere with me. As we waited for the light to change we decided to run most of the way together. The turn towards my house was only a few blocks away from the Sandy State University campus.



Penny suggested a short detour through a nearby park. Even though my muscles were burning, I was enjoying the run with her, so I agreed. Having a running buddy in the park was always nice, even in daytime, because some unpleasant people liked to hang out in the bushes.



After a few more blocks we veered into the park. It felt good to get out of the sun and into the intermittent shade of the trees lining the main path through the park. I tried not to ogle Penny too much. Trust me, it was hard. I think my eyes almost bugged out of my head when I fell behind her half a step and I saw a trickle of sweat drop from under her top, down her exposed back and into the top of her shorts right between her perfect buns.



"So is your daughter going to Sandy?" asked Penny, almost catching me staring at her ass.



"Ah, no," I said. "She is going out of state. Her older sister went to Sandy and she loved it. She is working in Boston now in marketing. What are you studying?"



"Sports therapy. I want to help athletes rehabilitate. I've been running my whole life and I think I can empathize with that drive to get better quickly and help them balance it with letting their body recover." She slowed a little and gestured to a smaller path that cut through a wooded area up ahead. "Hey, want to go that way? It goes by the creek. Parts of it are really pretty."



"Sure," I said, trying not to show just how tired I was feeling. When she looked away from me I wiped sweat from my forehead to keep it out of my eyes.



The path was uneven and played hell on my ankles. I didn't mind. It was too narrow for us to run side by side, so I fell in behind her and got to stare at her long, powerful legs and firm ass as much as I wanted.



After a few minutes, the path broadened out and we ran side by side again with a placid stream alongside us. There were ducks drifting on the water's surface and dragonflies flitted among the reeds along the water's edge.



We slowed down a little more just to enjoy the morning. Penny had this habit of curling her lower lip inward and playing her tongue across it that was driving me wild. Any time she was lost in thought would tease her tongue over that lower lip and when she stopped it was always glistening. It made me want to grab her and kiss her.



There was a bridge up ahead. As we passed into its cool shade, I thought about making my desires known to Penny. Before I could act, a figure lurched out of the shadows of the bridge and into our path. It was a man in his forties or fifties and he stank of beer and piss. He was dressed in layers of filthy clothing. He staggered towards us and forced us to stop completely.



"Hhhello ladies," he shouted. "Aren't you a beautiful sight. Can you help an...can you help an old man...down on his luck. Got a few bucksss?"



"Um, no, sorry. We don't have any money." Penny took a step away from him.



"Awwww, how about you? Are you her mother? What a lovely pair. On both of you. How about it?"



"Get out of our way," I said in my best stern mom’s voice.



The drunk did an exaggerated double take and squinted at me. He slurred, "No need to get bitchy, miss. How about just a little kiss from your daughter here…mwwww..."



The drunken bum puckered up and grabbed hold of Penny's wrist. Before he could plant a slobbery smooch on her face, I forced my body between them and put my hands on his chest. He smiled at me like he expected the kiss from me. Instead, I leaned in and got my foot behind his hell. I smiled and shoved him, hard, knocking him onto his butt on the ground. He let out a dismayed cry of pain.



"Stay down," I warned him.



“Fuck you!” he belched as he tried to get up.


I turned to Penny and motioned for her to get moving. She had a dreamy look on her face as we escaped from the cursing drunk. Once we were clear of the bum and back on the path out of the park we shared a good laugh about the encounter.


"That was amazing," said Penny. "I mean, I know judo, but you like totally were my knight in shining armor back there."



"I didn't like him getting his hands on you," I admitted.



Penny gave me an odd look, but only said, "Well, thank you, Madison."



We revved back up to speed and finished the run. Our course ended where we separated. I could see the ivy-green walls of the campus a few blocks north and just south in the opposite direction was my neighborhood. There was a little drink cart selling bottled waters by the curb. I paid for two and handed one to Penny.



“Thanks. Great run,” she said and snapped open the cap. She tilted back her head and opened her mouth wide, spraying a stream of ice cold water from the bottle until it overflowed her mouth and spilled down her chin. She looked refreshed. “So when are you going to say something to me?”



“Excuse me?” I asked, sipping my water a bit more daintily than the beautiful coed.



Penny gave me a devilish smile and cocked her hips to one side. “Don’t act like you weren’t watching me that whole time. I caught you looking at my ass more than once.”



My face was already hot from running, but it felt like it might burst into flames after Penny called me out on my perviness. I tongued the spout of my water bottle and tried to come up with a response. Penny stepped closer to me, close enough for me to feel her heat radiating from her sweaty arms.



“You have such a great ass,” I said. “I was wondering how I could get an ass like that.”



“Oh? That’s easy,” said Penny as she ran her fingers lightly down my arm. “All you have to do is save me from a bridge troll and buy me a drink.”



She sloshed the bottle of water. I felt the heat of my embarrassment drawn through my body to the cove between my thighs. Penny actually winked at me. If the brash teen thought she would intimidate me with her forwardness, she miscalculated. I decided to call her bluff.



I let my hand fall on her hip and looked into her eyes as I slowly slid the tip of my fingers around her lovely curve. I gently squeezed the firm cheek of her ass and said, “My house is only two blocks away. Why don’t you come over and you can show me…a workout…to get that ass.”



Thank God Courtney wasn’t home, because there was no way Penny and I were going to make it up to my bedroom. She was clinging to me and sucking on my neck as I fumbled with the keys in the door. The retiree neighbor two houses over was watering his lawn and staring in pop-eyed shock at Penny’s naughty display. The gorgeous coed squeezed my aching mound through my tight running pants. Her hot kiss moved from my neck to my ear and she bit lightly on my earlobe.



“Oh my fucking god, you are so hot,” she hissed into my ear.



The moment the door was opened I thrust her into the darkened foyer and punished her for making a scene in front of my neighbors. I grabbed her girlish ponytail and pulled her head back, exposing her throat and licking my way down her salty flesh to the top of her sports bra. My eager fingers peeled the tight fabric down, exposing her small, magnificently perky breasts marked with the red pressure lines of the bra’s seams. Her nipples and pink areolas were next on the menu. I pinched one, hard enough to make her squeal, as my tongue caught the other nipple and flicked it as if it were her clit. I sucked and drew a hot mouthful of her pert, young breast into my mouth. My lips popped against her as I released her tits. I fell to my knees and dragged my tongue down her flat tummy.



Penny pushed my head away and laughed. “Oh, no. That’s not what you asked for.”



“Get back here!” I growled, only partially kidding as I tried to reach out and take hold of her hand. Penny danced away, taking a step back and twirling around. She pulled her sports bra off completely and tossed it onto the floor of the foyer as she continued into the kitchen. I got up from my knees and followed after her.



“Nice house,” she called, flashing her pale breasts and hard, pink nipples at me again before disappearing behind the wall.


“I got it in the divorce,” I said, eager to catch up to her. My lust was a damp heat between my thighs. My fat nipples were so hard they were poking visibly through my sports bra and lycra cover. I needed this sexy teenager and she was playing with my desire.

I rounded the corner into the kitchen and Penny was waiting for me. The toned blonde was standing in front of the kitchen island, leaned forward and resting her upper body on her elbows. The position thrust the firm heart of her ass in my direction and cinched her running shorts up so high that the bottom curves of her ass cheeks were visible. She stared at me over her shoulder and gave me that devilish smile again.

“Is this what you wanted, Madison?”


My lust warred with my need to be in control of the situation. I wanted to be on my knees behind Penny’s perfect ass with my hand stuffed down my panties. But I knew that was exactly what she wanted. The little minx was teasing me with her round ass stretching those tight, pink running shorts. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other and wiggled her buns knowingly. She watched my reaction.



“Yes,” I admitted, feeling the throb of excitement overwhelm my need to be in control of this girl half my age. With the admission came a hot flood of lust that gathered in my flushed face.



“Good.” Penny wiggled her butt again. “The first step to getting an ass like mine is asking for it. But if you really want it, you’re going to have to work hard for it.”



“Please,” I said. “I need you.”


Penny’s fingers slid into the band of her shorts and followed the round curve of her cheeks as her thumbs hooked in the elastic. She looked at me with fluttering doe eyes and peeled her shorts down the pale heart of her lovely ass. The fabric caught between her muscular thighs. She pulled the shorts lower and the band stretched so tight it bit into her ass flesh.

My cunt throbbed urgently as Penny dragged the shorts lower and exposed her white cotton thong. The fabric was gray with her juices as she tugged it from the fuzzy peach of her little pussy. She dropped pink shorts and panties to the floor at her feet and she looked at me expectantly.

I could not stay away from her. Her ass tensed as I approached. The musk of her sweat only made her more appealing. She hissed as my fingers caressed up the backs of her thighs to the full curves of her ass.

“I don’t let just anyone do that,” said Penny. “I want my ass to be treated right. Can you do that?”

“Yes,” I said. I gently caressed her ass with both hands. I leaned over her, staring into her eyes as she looked back at me. I squeezed. My thumbs found the warm crescent of her crack. I opened the hot flesh between her cheeks and stretched her anus with the pressure.

She moaned. It was just what I wanted to hear. I leaned back to see her pink pucker clench between her gorgeous cheeks. I felt like a pervert and I liked it. I took a step back, but kept my hands lightly atop the teen’s magnificent backside.

“Touch me,” she moaned softly. “Worship my ass.”

Worship her ass? The word heated my lust to steaming. She said it with such silken authority that I could not resist obeying this beautiful, forceful teen. I stared at her pale ass and felt its warmth beneath my hands. She was right. An ass that magnificent deserved more than simple lust. My thighs quaked, but all thought of satisfying my own urges became immediately wrapped up in the tantalizing sight of her blushing buns. Pleasing Penny was all that mattered.

“You’re so beautiful,” I murmured.

I kissed her back just below her shoulders and moved lower. I could taste the sweat on her. It had cooled her skin in the air-conditioned kitchen. Her muscles tensed beneath my lips as I kissed below the scoop of her back, following her spines and caressing her hips as I dropped to my knees onto the hard tiles behind Penny.

My lips found the soft mound of one cheek and she moaned as I kissed. She was warm there. Warmer still as my lips moved towards her crack. I kissed along the cleft of her ass and pressed my body against her legs. My hand moved to the soft mound of her cunt. I was moaning as loudly as her as my lips smacked against her.


Penny leaned forward and flattened her tits against the smooth glass of the island’s cooking surface. This position raised her ass and pressed it into my face. I squeezed her mound, eliciting another gasp from the teen and with my other hand I raked my fingers over her ass to her crack. I opened her again with my fingers. She was pink and perfect even there, a lovely tight knot that clenched and released in anticipation of my touch.



I was overwhelmed by a fever of lust. I moaned and thrust my tongue into her crack and tasted the salty sweat of her ass. She answered loudly, her head lifting in reaction to my tongue dragging over her tight anus. I swirled my tongue around her ring and tested it with a thrust of the tip. She was tight, so I pressed more forcefully, moaning as I screwed my tongue against Penny’s puckered hole.


At any moment Courtney, my daughter, might walk into the house. What would she think to see her busty mother on her knees devouring the ass of a teenager? I didn’t care in that moment. As I slowly screwed my tongue into Penny’s perfect pucker, my fingers fondled her dewy folds and sawed against the hard bud of her clit. She lifted her head up from the island to watch me as I soaked her crack in my saliva.

My fingers pressed into Penny’s wetness. She thrust back against them and against my face and, at last, my wriggling tongue screwed into her ass.

“Nnnngggaaahhh!” Penny grunted girlishly. “I can feel your tongue in my butt.”

I buried my face bet between her hot teenage cheeks and my tongue explored deep inside her quivering hole. Her anus was clean and hot around my squirming muscle. Her ass squeezed at my tongue and her tight cunt gripped my thrusting fingers. It drove me wild to pleasure her. I rocked my hips and moaned from the friction of my running pants against my drenched cunt.

“Mmmmm!” my cry was muffled in her ass.

“Ohhhh that felt good,” laughed Penny. “Like a vibe up my ass. Do it again.”

I was moaning almost constantly. It was not long before Penny was driven wild by my tongue drilling into her naughty teenage asshole and my fingers fucking her velvet sex. She reached back and grabbed a handful of my hair, roughly pulling my face into her ass.

She came hard, her slender back curved with pleasure and her lips open in a long, deep moan. Her juices coated my fingers. Orgasmic contractions rippled through her body, pulling at my fingers and tightening rhythmically around my rimming tongue. Her juices slipped around my fingers and spilled down her thighs.

Penny relaxed and I slipped my fingers from her sodden slit and withdrew my tongue from her spit-soaked wrinkle. I leaned back, gasping for air, and lifted my cum-drenched fingers to my lips to finally taste Penny’s teenage honey. It was sweet and slick. I moaned and thrust the hand down the front of my workout pants, rubbing my fingers over my straining clit. The pleasure was instantaneous. I gasped loudly and began to furiously frig myself.

Penny stood up and turned around to face me, her fuzzy little cunt framed by a dewy triangle of soft, brown hair. Her face was flushed and her pale breasts bore the odd circular impression of the recessed heating surface of the island.

“You’re a good ass licker,” she said, watching me thrust against my fingers. “I might have to keep you around and—“

The front door opened without any warning. My heart nearly burst in terror. I heard Courtney saying something as two pairs of feet entered the foyer. They stopped and seemed to converse as they discovered Penny’s discarded workout top. Panicked, I yanked my hand from the front of my pants and got to my feet.

“Quick,” I hissed to Penny, who was obviously as shocked as me. “Hide in the pantry. Over there!”

The blonde coed scampered through the pantry door. I tossed her shorts and thong after her. An idea struck me that might save us from being caught, but it would require some self-inflicted humiliation. I roughly shucked off my top and sports bra and tossed them into the pantry as well. Penny caught them and grinned at the sight of my large, sweaty tits jiggling in the open. I winked at her and then waved for her to shut the pantry door as I heard the girls approaching again.

Acting quickly, I wiped my cum-slick fingers on my pants and stuffed my ear buds back into my ears. My playlist was still looping from when Penny had collided with me at the crosswalk. I turned my back to the foyer and turned on the water in the sink, pretending to be lost in thought as I washed the glasses on the counter. I pretended not to hear Courtney and her friend entering the kitchen. Water splashed from the side of the glass under the tap and sprinkled my bare breasts.

“What’s that smell?” I heard Courtney ask. “It’s like someone was fuc…oh my god, mom! What are you doing?”

“Ah!” I cried in mock terror.

I turned and I don’t think my arm was quite up to the task of preserving my modesty as I mashed it against my soft breasts. My fake shock turned real when I saw that Courtney, red-faced in embarrassment, was joined by a boy. The lanky, good-looking, olive-skinned young man stared in bemused shock as I tried to cover myself.

“I was just…going to tan and I…”

Courtney shouted in wordless disgust and frustration. She tossed Penny’s workout top onto the counter and grabbed her boyfriend by the hand. He seemed reluctant to stop ogling my barely-covered bosom. Courtney tugged harder on his hand and pulled him towards the stairs up to the second floor.

“Where are you going, young lady?” I called after them.

Feet thumped up the stairs and Courtney’s bedroom door slammed shut. My plan had worked. Courtney was not about to pry into whose top was in the foyer when I was doing an amazing job embarrassing her in front of her friend. I hadn’t intended to give Courtney’s latest boy toy an eyeful, but maybe it would give them something to talk about. I’d have to check in on them later to make sure they weren’t up to any mischief.

“Are they gone?” asked Penny as she peeked out of the pantry.

I motioned her out. She ran over to me, quietly giggling, and we embraced. She pressed her lips to mine and her tongue delved into my mouth. Her sudden lust drove me back against the sink. Her hands collected the soft weight of my breasts. I moaned against her lips. She teased my fat nipples with pinches and gentle tugs. She finally pulled back. Her cheeks were flushed and her pouty lips were damp with our kiss.

“Mmm,” you’re a good kisser too. “Let me see your phone.”

Without thinking I handed it to her. She took it and began programming something in with one hand as she idly toyed with my breast with the other hand.

“There,” she said. “I programmed in my number.”

“Let’s go up to my bedroom and—“

She leaned against me, her perky little tits and the hot pebbles of her nipples pressing into my softer flesh. She caressed my cheek and leaned her head against mine.

“I have to go,” she whispered into my ear and dragged her tongue down my earlobe. “I have class. Give me a call Friday morning. We can go out.”

Penny surprised me with the suggestion. I had assumed this would be a one-time thing. The perky blonde pulled away suddenly, dancing back and taking her top with her into the foyer.

“You want to go out on a date?” I asked.

“Something like that,” she said. She pulled on her top and headed for the door. She stopped with her hand on the doorknob, twisting to look back and add, “Oh, and don’t masturbate this week.”

I was dumbstruck. The sexy blonde disappeared out the door and she was gone. My cunt was aching for relief. Her parting words were a sentence of torture. I stole quietly upstairs, but I could hear Courtney and her boyfriend talking. They’re murmured voices carried through the wall as tones rather than actual words, but I could sense the intimate exchange. I imagined my daughter being touched by the boy and my anger mixed with my lust to make a bad situation worse.

“Cold shower,” I declared.

I had several cold showers in my future. It was my only way of quenching the burning lust I felt for Penny without succumbing to the powerful urge to masturbate. The next two days were a hell of trying to keep Penny out of my mind as I went about my daily routine. Courtney was still pissed at me about flashing her boyfriend. I only made matters worse with her when I tried to have a talk with her about using condoms and “being safe.” Her face turned crimson and she stormed out of the room.

It took every bit of my willpower not being used on abstinence to keep from dialing Penny’s number. I even came up with what I would say and how I would beg her to let me come over to her dorm room on campus. I would plead for her to let me worship her perfect ass again.

Thankfully, I never made the call, and when Friday morning rolled around I felt excited, but able to control my lust. I called her at around ten. Okay, it was exactly seven minutes after ten. I had decided on ten and then waited seven extra minutes just so she wouldn’t think I had been desperately waiting to call her. Which, I had been, but Penny didn’t need to know that.

“I’m glad you called me,” she answered, her soft voice sending a thrill through my body. “Did you masturbate?”

“No,” I said.

There was silence for a moment and then Penny said, “I know you’re telling the truth. You’re good. So do you like dancing?”

“I…sure. It’s been awhile.” The thought of dancing in public with this gorgeous teen both excited and terrified me. I still had the moves, but I was at least twice her age.

“You’ll do fine,” she said. “Wear something sexy. You can pick me up at nine tonight outside the Kramer building. Do you know where that is?”

We made the arrangements for our date. I was a bit disappointed that it wasn’t straight to her dorm room to pick up where we had left off, but to tell the truth, it didn’t matter that much. Penny and that gloriously round butt of hers had literally been in my dreams ever since we parted. I would dance over hot coals if it meant a chance to finally get relief.

Before my date with Penny, I had some preparing to do. Since the divorce I had dated a little, exclusively women, and they had all been within a few years of my age. I had a routine of going out to buy a cute outfit for the date. I definitely needed a dress for dancing, something to show off my breasts and my long legs, but I also felt like I needed to update my hairstyle. I made an appointment at the salon and scheduled a Brazilian as well.

At McTalbot’s I picked out a two piece mini dress. One piece was a sleeveless black number that hugged my hips and showed off my cleavage to almost indecent levels. Over that I wore a slightly longer dress of sheer black lace that covered my cleavage, reached a few inches past the hem of the dress beneath it, and added short sleeves of lace. The layered effect was still devastatingly sexy without being trashy and my tits looked great swathed in the soft lace. I picked out a pair of dancing shoes and a small, heart-shaped pendant that reminded me of the shape of Penny’s ass.

At the salon, I stretched out on the table and listened to my ear buds as the nice, middle-age Japanese woman stripped off every one of my hairs from the waist down. I tried not to think about Penny, because an aroused Brazilian was both embarrassing and extra painful. Of course, the harder I tried not to think about Penny, the more I did. I know Hiriko noticed how wet I was getting, but she was discrete. I tried to hide my masochistic pleasure in the grunts of pain as she tore away each fresh strip.

“All done,” said Hiriko. She showed me my bald, slightly reddened pussy in the hand mirror. I thanked her and tipped her well.

Next door, my usual stylist, Rita, oohed and aahed over my dancing outfit. We dished as she took a few inches off my hair and laboriously added blond curls that gathered in fat coils around my head. I confessed my encounter with Penny while running and I fudged the details of our sex to make Rita think Penny was a man. I was still mostly in the closet. I know, I know. I’m a bad lesbian, but I told myself I was keeping quiet about it for the sake of my daughters. They had just been through a pretty rough divorce and they did not need to question something else about their world just yet.

I ended my afternoon with a full manicure and pedicure. I felt more than refreshed. I felt like a new woman, ready to contend with a lusty teen and demand the satisfaction I had been denied since I first tangled with Penny.

The sun began to set and the butterflies started to go wild in my tummy. I poured my abundant curves into the slinky mini dress and pulled the lace on over it. I leaned over the sink and started applying the light foundation for my makeup. My skin is still good and I only have a few wrinkles around the eyes. Mostly it’s a matter of accentuating the good and minimizing the not-quite-as-good. I was humming to myself and finishing up with my dark red lipstick when Courtney and her boyfriend walked past the open bathroom door.

I could feel the boy looking me over again, probably remembering what I looked like with my tits barely covered. It made me blush a little bit.

“Hey, baby,” I said. “Hey…uh…”

“It’s Paulo,” said Courtney.

“Hey, Paulo,” I said.

He waved. She sent her boyfriend the rest of the way to her room. I didn’t like the thought of them being alone together in the house, but I did not want another fight with Courtney.

“You look good,” said Courtney. “Are you going out on a date tonight?”

“Yeah. I’m going dancing. I might be back early though.” I sure hoped not, but I wanted to leave the possibility open so Courtney might be a little more cautious.


“Alright, well, have fun,” she said and disappeared.


I leaned my head out of the bathroom and called after her, “Does this mean we’re done fighting?”

“Sure, mom,” she said and ducked into her room.

It was almost nine. I finished up and hurried down to the car. The sun had gone down and the western sky was a burning, cherry red color that peeked out from behind buildings and trees. My heart beat faster as I drove past the first campus crosswalk. Young men and women were out in force, dressed for parties and the warm summer night. They moved in small herds towards the various parties that were soon to break out across the campus.

The Kramer building was one of the huge, old coed dorms. My eldest daughter, Vanessa, had stayed in Hatfield, which was another block west. I could still remember the construction paper decorations and the whiteboards on the doors with silly notes scrawled across them. I wondered what was written on Penny’s door.

My idle thoughts were banished by the immediacy of the slender blonde leaning against a brickwork wall facing the sidewalk. A leg-baring white chemise dress hung over Penny’s deliciously muscular body. She was not wearing a bra and her pert breasts and hard nipples were clearly outlined beneath the thin fabric. Her blond hair was piled up in a surprisingly retro style and white gold glittered around her slender neck. She stood up from her relaxed pose as I pulled up to the curb.

“Want to party?” she asked.

“How much?” I replied and she giggled and climbed into the passenger side of the car.

My heart thumped loudly in my chest as the door opened and closed and the private space of my little BMW was filled with the warmth and smell of Penelope. Her lips were glossy pink. She looked into my eyes and leaned across the console to plant a delicate kiss on my lips. I reached up to caress her, but was interrupted by the loud honking of the car behind us.

“Oh my god,” laughed Penny. “Guess you’d better go.”

It was hard to keep my eyes on the road with the sexy teenager beside me. I kept stealing glances of her and she kept glancing at me.

“You’re going to like this place,” she said and leaned against my arm to point across me. “Turn there.”

Inside the club, it was crowded and hot. Dance music thumped against us from the huge speakers and dancing bodies pressed in around us. Not thinking, I tried to buy Penny a drink, but the bartender asked to see her ID. She pretended to look in her purse and shrugged. She grabbed my hands and pulled me through the press of people and onto the dance floor.

“Let me show you how to move it,” she shouted over the music. She turned away from me and dropped her upper body towards the floor, thrusting her ass back in time to the music. Her short chemise rode up the backs of her thighs, exposing her firm cheeks and a white thong that disappeared between them. She looked at me looking at her and pressed her firm buns against me. She rubbed her ass up and down my thighs, up to my pelvis, perfectly matching the music. The friction was tantalizing. I put a hand on her hip and she stood, leaning back against me and grinding her ass into me.

The people dancing around us were taking notice. Men in particular seem mesmerized by the sight of a sexy teeny grinding her ass against an older woman. I laughed and shouted to Penny, “You’re putting on a show for them.”

“The audience is the fun,” she replied and pressed back against me. She twisted her head and kissed me on the lips. “Join in the show.”

I moved my other hand to her hip and thrust against her. It was instinct. I felt it in my body as I gripped her tightly against me and kissed her back, pressing her lips apart with my tongue and sharing a hot, wet kiss that revealed my pent up lust. We rubbed together in time to the music, the friction against my clit just enough to send spikes of pleasure shooting up my tummy. I slipped a hand up from her hipped and reached around her to cup a breast through her dress.

Men and women stared openly at us. Penny took my hand from her breast and guided it down her slender body. She pressed our hand together against her thighs, driving the thin fabric tight against her mound. She pressed my hand against her cunt and worked her hips, ass against me and the heat of her sex against my fingers. What we were doing had to be illegal, but no one stopped us and the music continued to play.

A new song melded into the driving bass of the original and Penny suddenly disengaged from me. She held onto my hand and spun, pulling me towards her. I tried to keep up with her moves, but she pressed a finger to my lips and theatrically kissed down my body. She ran her hands over my breasts and to my hips. A few men whistled as her face was now at the same level as my pussy and she was leaning in as if performing oral sex. I realized it was all part of some extremely graphic dance move and I dropped my hands to her shoulder and worked my hips, pretending to fuck against her mouth.

Penny stood up and there was real fire in her brown eyes. She leaned against me and I felt her thighs around my leg and her hot sex against me. My cunt found her bare thigh and I worked my hips as we held each other. The music was so loud it swallowed our growing cries of pleasure as we essentially tribbed on the dance floor. Our working thighs and thrusting hips and grinding pussies were moving in time to the music.

Penny dragged the neckline of my black dress beneath one of my breasts. It was exposed, fully visible, but still beneath the fine, black lace. My fat nipple jutted against the sheer fabric and Penny leaned down and caught it between her teeth. She looked up at me and bit just hard enough to make me cry out. She freed the other breast beneath the lace, exposing them to anyone on the dance floor. She squeezed my tits together and played her thumbs across my nipples. I sighed and pressed my wet mound against her leg, aching for release.

“That’s enough of that,” said a bouncer, pulling us apart, much to the disappointment of the men in the crowd around us. “It’s a dance club, not a sex club. You two need to take your show on the road.”

Penny flipped the bouncer off with both hands and I joined her. The men and women around us cheered their approval. We laughed and made our way back up the length of the bar and out the door, into the comparatively cool night air.

Intoxicated by our public indecency, and by memories of Penny’s lewd behavior, I grabbed the blonde on the sidewalk and pressed her back against the wall of the club. I drove my tongue into her mouth and slid my hand between our thighs. A pair of women headed into the club muttered disapprovingly, but I didn’t care. I felt the shape of her mound against the damp fabric of her thong. I massaged it and moaned against her mouth. Penny pressed me away.

“Not here,” she said. When I did not listen to her immediately she grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked my head back. “Not here. Come on. It’s darker in the parking lot.”

There was one lamp nearby, casting our bodies into deep shadows. Penny pushed me to my knees in the grass beside a whirring air conditioner. She lifted the front of her dress above her waist. I leaned in and sucked at her pussy’s wetness through the fabric of her thong. It was sweet and hot. I pulled the fabric to one side and pressed my tongue into her.

I tongued deep into her sweet trench. She stroked my hair as cars came and went from the lot and people wondered what we were doing. Her hips worked in little thrusts and she slid her folds against my mouth.

“Suck my clit,” she hissed.

It was no bigger than a pea, but I closed my full lips against it, pressing tight to her cunt and sucking at the straining bud. She gasped, stroking the hair from my eyes and thrusting herself harder against my mouth.

“Nnnn don’t stop,” she cried. “Don’t…ahhhhh!”

Her orgasm seemed to hit her in waves as her body curved and arched against my sucking mouth. The moment was hot and real and full of seedy details. A car honked at us and headlights swept over her, painting her in pure light above me. I could smell marijuana smoke and sour beer and, more importantly, the hot, sweaty scent of her cunt. I drank her juices as they flowed into my mouth and spilled down my chin. I sucked her until she begged me to stop.

“Come on,” she said, helping me to my feet. “We’re going back to my dorm.”

The car ride was impossible. The drunks were wandering the streets, traffic was terrible, and Penny was all over me. Her hand was between my thighs and I squirmed my panty-clad pussy against her fingers. She kissed my neck and nibbled on my ear. It didn’t stop at the lights. Our fellow drivers were treated to the sight of her licking my earlobe and rubbing between my thighs as I tried to focus on the road.

Penny’s breath was hot in my ear as she whispered, “When I get you back to my dorm I am going to sit on your face. Would you like that?”

“Yes,” I hissed, unable to escape her fingers rubbing up and down my slit.

“You can worship my tight,” she kissed my shoulder, “little,” she cinched my panties between my cunt lips, “asshole.”


Pleasure shot through my throbbing cunt and I almost wrecked into a herd of jeering frat boys. They tossed plastic cups full of beer at the car as I swerved away. Kramer residence hall was dark, but the RA was waiting for us in the lobby. She was a thick-bodied girl with dark hair and she clearly got off on hassling girls in sexy dresses coming in drunk on each other at ten till midnight.


“We haven’t had a drop to drink,” promised Penny. “I haven’t anyway. She had something non-alocholic.” She nudged me in the ribs and gave me a wink. I think she meant her juices.

“And who are you?” demanded the hostile RA.

“She’s my chaperone,” said Penny. “She’s supposed to keep me out of trouble. And—“

The girl handed me a clipboard and said, “Just sign in.”

I signed my name Madison with a little heart drawn next to it. Penny seemed to like that and she hooked her arm through mine and we hurried up the stairs. The third floor was so much like Vanessa’s dorm I was struck by a wave of nostalgia. The doors had white boards with cute notes and there were little paintings and posters left by the residents. The hallway smelled like sweat and microwave soup. It was a unique, dorm aroma. Some of the rape prevention posters and rules postings on the cork board were identical to the ones up in Vanessa’s dorm whenever I visited.

“Through here,” said Penny, turning down a cross hall and stopping in front of a door just like any other. Written on the whiteboard were the names “Penny” and “Julie.” Someone had drawn a cartoon butterfly and someone else had added, in black marker, a puking expression and several empty bottles beneath the butterfly.

Penny unlocked the door. She held a finger up to her lips signaling me to stay quiet as we crept inside the room.

The small dorm room was only just big enough for the loft beds and the closets. Beneath each bed was a small study desk. The sole illumination was the glow of a desk lamp. By its light I watched Penny separate from me and dance across the room. Her dress was backlit so that her slender body became a silhouette through the fabric. She gestured to one of the loft beds and I realized there was a lump beneath the blanket. Her roommate was asleep in the room with us!

Penny did not seem to care. She took my hands and pulled me towards the empty loft. Her kiss pressed hard against my lips and her tongue forced its way into my mouth.

We each undressed for the other. Penny danced for me, climbing atop her desk chair and leaping back down as if she did not care at all if she woke up her roommate. She lifted her flimsy dress over her head, revealing her pert breasts and hard, pink nipples. She let down her hair from her retro up-do and it spilled down over her shoulders in a golden pour. She turned for me, thrusting her ass in my direction as she peeled the thong from between her cheeks and dropped it down her thighs. She turned back, hand modestly covering her mound as she watched me begin to undress for her.

I took off the heart-shaped necklace and the black lace cover, exposing the tops and inner swell of my breasts. Penny unzipped the back of my dress and I shrugged until it dropped from my shoulders and pooled at my feet. My breasts rested on the shelf of my open-cupped bra. The damp triangle of pale pink satin clung to my hairless mound. Penny touched me as I stripped off the lingerie. Her hands were eager to explore each new inch of flesh I revealed. She stood behind me, kissing my shoulder and fondling my large breasts.

“I need to cum,” I moaned. “I have been…since that day in my kitchen all I have thought about is fucking you.”

“And you didn’t masturbate,” said Penny. “Yes. You deserve a reward. Climb up into the bed and I’ll give it to you.”

I obeyed her. I was aware that Penny’s gaze was on my plump ass as I climbed up and into her elevated bed.  She followed me onto the covers and rolled onto her side against me. She crossed her leg over my thigh and I could feel the steaming pressure of her cunt against me.

Penny kissed me on the lips and I opened my mouth to her eagerly. She teased me with her tongue and then pulled away, the kiss a starting point for the slow journey of her hot mouth down my body. Her kissed burned across my cheek and over my throat. Her lips found my collarbone. I arched against her kiss as it traveled against the swell of my large breasts. Her blond locks tickled over my tender skin. Her tongue seared me as it coiled and swirled to my fat, straining nipple.

“Yessss,” I hissed as she sucked. Her lips pressed around my areola and warm suction dragged at my nipple. Her fingers teased my other breast before Penny traded positions and sucked that nipple. Her lips popped against my heaving breasts and the lewd slurp of her mouth was matched with the pulse from my sensitive nipples. Even as her kisses burned over my soft belly, the cooling wetness on my freshly-sucked nipples made me squirm with pleasure.

Penny climbed atop me with the easy grace of a young woman in total control of her athletic body. Her thighs straddled my head and her ass, magnificent as always, was above my breasts as she leaned forward over me and teased her fingers across my thighs. I parted my legs and she touched my bare pussy. It was only a light brush of her fingertips and it was nearly enough to make me scream. I turned my head and sucked on her thigh to stifle the cries of pleasure I knew were sure to come.

She lowered her head. Her silky hair spilled over my legs. Her breath was hot against my sex. Each close exhalation was as real as a kiss against my swollen lips. I lifted my hips to meet her and Penny did not retreat. Her tongue pressed against my furrow and she tasted me. Even her luscious thigh could not completely silence my cries of pleasure as she began to lap at my cunt. Her tongue flicked against the fat bud of my clit and I gasped.

“Aaiiiii Penny!”

My head fell back onto the pillow and I began to cum. Each stroke of her tongue sent another powerful wave through me. I lifted myself and pressed my cunt to her mouth. I held tight to her thighs to keep her above me, but my eyes were tight as my body and every nerve seemed reduced to that white-hot throb each time her tongue flicked my clit. My body shook beneath the slender teen and all I could do was hold fast to her, as if I might slip away and drown in an ocean of pleasure.

As my orgasm subsided and I opened my eyes, I saw the firm cheeks of her ass above chest. Although Penny’s tongue continued to dip into my honey-dripped folds, my lust for her was renewed by my pleasure. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and roughly pulled her back, directly onto my face. Her hot ass flesh smothered my mouth, her cheeks parting against the natural wedge of my face.

I remembered the word she said in my kitchen. Worship
. She wanted me to worship her perfect teenage ass.

My tongue crawled the warm length of her crack. Penny moaned and twitched against each lick. I sought her anus and swirled my tongue around it, licking in ever-tighter circles until the tip of my tongue found the flexing divot of her anus. Penny rocked back against my face. She twisted her upper body to watch me, lapping at her, soaking her hole with my spit.

“That’s it,” I heard through the muffling weight of her ass and thighs. “Fuck my ass with your tongue. You love it don’t you?”

“Mmmhhmmmm,” I agreed and I skewered her clenching cleft on the tip of my tongue. She gasped and pushed back as my tongue invaded her throbbing teen ass. I plunged my tongue as deep as I could into her hot hole. I moaned and struggled to breathe beneath her, only able to suck air in as she began to roll her hips and fuck her clenching ass against my face. My fingers reached around her thigh and found the fuzzy mound of her sex. I added my strumming digits against her clit to the pleasure of my driving tongue up her ass.

She hissed, “I’m cumming!” She bucked wildly atop my face. I held her fast with my arm around her thigh and my fingers plunging her cunt and grinding her clit. Her hot asshole gripped tightly against my tongue as orgasmic contractions rippled through her. My fingers sloshed in her boiling wetness.

At last, she collapsed back atop me. She was chilled with sweat atop my curves. We were both out of breath and temporarily exhausted by the forcefulness of Penny’s orgasm. She rolled off of me onto her side and pressed tightly against me.

“That was amazing,” she laughed, her face so flushed I could see the redness in the weak light.

Penny was so beautiful. I kissed her, tasting the sweat against her lips. She yielded to me and our chaste kiss became a slow, sensual tongue tango. I rolled onto my side to face her and we mingled our legs. My fingers found her burning sex and hers pressed against mine. I looked into her eyes as we began to move against each other, the friction of our sweat-damp bodies enhanced by our eager fingers. We both came again, gasping pleasure between kisses, throbbing cunts against sweaty flesh and strumming fingers.

At last, too tired to continue, she rolled onto her tummy and hugged against her pillow. She was spread eagle and stunningly naked. I flopped beside her and stretched out on my side. Even though I was as tired as her I could not resist idly caressing her back and the firm swell of her ass. I gave it a light smack and she moaned into her pillow.

“Did I pay your ass the proper respect it deserves?” I asked and squeezed her cheek again.

“I don’t know,” she said, lifting her face from her pillow just enough to be heard. “You may have to attend service at least once a week.”

“Lucky the church is so near to my house,” I said and gave her ass another squeeze.

She laughed and wiggled her ass against my palm. I was startled when I heard a rustling of blankets from across the room. I had completely forgotten about Penny’s roommate. I looked back to see a voluptuous young woman with boyishly short black hair sitting up in her loft bed. The elastic of her pink panties bit into her wide hips and the lace-fringed cups of her bra could hardly contain her huge breasts.

“Maybe next time,” said Penny’s roommate Julie, “you will think to invite me to all the fun.”

Of course, that would only be fair, but that is a story for another time.

THE END
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Part 3 - Dominating the Spoiled Beach Brat

by Amanda Clover

@amandasmut


              I was on my way to Tahiti! I could hardly believe it as the wheels left the ground and the jumbo jet soared high above the clouds. I hadn't been on a real vacation since my honeymoon with Vince. Niagara Falls. Yuck! The view was great, but I'd rather not think about all the sweaty sex with him in the motel with the broken air conditioner. Of course there were trips to see family and two vacations to see the cartoon rat with the girls, but those don't really count. Family vacations are completely different than vacations
.


I'm sorry, I always get off to a bad start on these diary entries. I'm giving you all this history, but you don't even know anything about me. My name is Madison, and I am a cougar. That's what my daughter Courtney would call me anyway. I'm 5'10", natural blond, firm D-cups without any help from a doctor, and, okay, a little bit extra weight on my hips and ass, but I'm proud of my body.



Since my recent divorce from my cheating asshole husband, I have been exploring my sexuality. It started out with some dates with women my own age, but when my daughter had a sleepover with all of her sexy, college-bound teen friends, I discovered my true passion: younger women.



Okay, I admit it! I was a bad mom at that sleepover. Those girls weren't even half my age and before the night was over two of them had succumbed to my charms. Is a middle-aged mom lusting after teenage girls so weird? I don't think so, they're all so beautiful and eager. It's just a matter of finding the way to their hearts...and other places. Ha!



After the sleepover I sort of fell into being fuckbuddies with a college girl with an amazing ass named Penny. She could be a real bitch, and I liked it. Penny and her sexy roomie even double teamed me one night. It was wild, but I knew it wasn't a serious relationship, so when I packed my bags for a week in the sun and surf, I knew I was heading to the beach with the freedom to prowl.



I never would have imagined my fun would start before the plane even landed!



When I boarded the plane I was disappointed to see I was stuck with an aisle seat and, worse, I was stuck next to a middle-aged man. His name was Ted. He was the aging lawyer type, not too different from my ex-husband. I bet Ted thought he was going to charm me.



"Divorced?" he asked, his gaze plainly on my empty ring finger.



"I got caught cheating," I lied. "My husband walked in on me with another woman."



He smiled and turned away to look out the window. I was extremely relieved when I saw him pop an Ambien. By the time we were over the Pacific Ocean he was wearing a sleeping mask and snoring loudly.


Not that Ted was the only trouble. There were two babies crying in shifts and someone in first class kept making so much noise it was bleeding into coach where I was sitting. At one point my section’s stout flight attendant brought the drink trolley through the curtain to first class and I caught sight of the troublemaker. There was a flash of scarlet hair, porcelain skin and a finger jabbing into the chest of another flight attendant. I gave my weary flight attendant with the trolley a sympathetic nod and she repaid the gesture with a free cocktail.

“Bad passenger up there?” I asked.

“Oh, you have no idea,” she said. “It’s like Paris Hilton and Lindsay Lohan wrapped into one with that one. She wouldn’t turn off her devices before takeoff. She tried to smoke cigarettes and we had to threaten to restrain her. We refused to serve her alcohol because she’s under 21 and I think she took something she brought aboard in her purse. I could go on.”

“Kick her off the plane,” I suggested.

“Next time we see an island I’ll give her a boot in the butt,” said the attendant.

Even after things quieted down up front and the babies finally passed out, there was no sleep for me. It was night and the plane's lights were lowered to allow most of the passengers to get some rest, but I can never relax on planes. Every time I start to drift off I just start thinking, "Oh my god, I am in the middle of the air!"


So while half the plane was snoozing, I was trying to catch up on my reading. Thank god for Kindle. Do you have any idea how many great lesbian stories there are on there? Ha ha. I was just getting to the good bit of one when a flight attendant stopped by my seat. She wasn't the stout, elderly flight attendant I had seen throughout the flight. That one must have taken a break.



"May I get you something?" asked the woman, her voice faintly accented.



The golden tag above her breast said, "Alize." She was gorgeous. I would guess mid-twenties. She had long, slender legs sheathed in white stockings and her hips were complimented by the perfectly-fitted powder blue uniform. Her almonds eyes were large and brown with long lashes. Her full lips were glossy pink and punctuated by a beauty mark just above them. Her otherwise flawless skin was the shade of a creamy cappuccino.



I set my book down on my legs. I saw her eyes flick to the text. It would be hard for her to spot a word on that particular page that wasn't filthy. I am pretty sure I saw her blush before her eyes flicked back to me.



"Do you mind if I ask where you are from? Your accent is beautiful."



"I am from Collioure," she said.



"France?"



"Yes." She glanced around the dozing cabin to be sure she was not needed by another passenger. "By the map it is almost Spain, but do not tell anyone it is not France. They are very proud. It was a quiet town beside the sea. I swam every day in the Mediterranean."



"That must have been a lovely sight," I said, meaning her in a bathing suit. "It sounds like the sort of paradise I dream about. Why did you leave?"



"Even paradise becomes familiar. I wanted to see the whole world and meet interesting people and I knew the airplane can take me there. Why do you travel?" 



"It's all about the people for me," I said and I gently took her hand. I stroked it with my thumb. "I find that no matter where you are, if the people are beautiful, and exciting, you can make wonderful memories. Don't you agree?"



She did agree. The door to the galley closed behind us. The steady, engine whine of the plane seemed slightly louder here. I locked the door as I looked into Alize's big brown eyes. I smiled as I came towards her. She backed away from me, amusement playing faintly at those gorgeous lips as she trapped herself against the curved wall of the plane. I kissed her, parting her lips with my eager tongue, tasting her sweet mouth and pressing my knee between her thighs. My leg lifted her uniform's skirt until I pressed between her stocking thighs and ground my leg against the silky heat of her panty-clad mound.



"What is your name?" she cried.



"Does it matter?" I replied, pinning one of her hands with mine to the wall of the cabin.



"I will need something to say when you make me cum," she said.



Dirty girl. Just her words gave me a little throb between my thighs. I laughed and kissed her savagely. I pinned her other hand and pressed the full weight of my body against her. My breasts mashed against her chest and nearly spilled from my low-cut top. I only broke the steamy kiss to give her my name.



"Madison," I finally answered.



I brushed my lips past hers and across her smooth cheek. I kissed beneath her ear. She cried out with laughter when I nibbled at her earlobe. My nose inhaled the scent of her shampoo from the glossy black curl of her bobbed hair.



I ran my tongue down her neck, to her collar, and released one hand so that I could caress the buttons that trapped her breasts. Her fingers joined mine as she undressed for me. Together we parted the uniform top and exposed the golden brown of her flesh and the white lace of her bra. It was sheer enough that I could see the dark brown of her nipples straining against the fabric.



Alize shrugged out of her top and let it fall to the floor of the galley. I freed her breasts with practiced hands. I tossed the bra onto a rack of shrink-wrapped meals and admired the slender French girl's pert breasts and small nipples. She looked at me coquettishly. She loved my eyes on her and she kicked back a leg like a kissing flirt and showed me her perfect little breasts in profile.



"They are so small next to yours," she said, and teased her hands over my top. "Let me see them."



"Ask nicely," I scolded.


              She pouted out her lower lip and said, "Mon dieu
, pllllllease."


I shrugged out of my sweater top and lifted my blouse up from my skirt. Alize watched every inch of flesh I revealed until I reached my shuddering breasts swaddled in pastel pink satin. By the time my blouse had cleared my head I felt Alize’s hands running up my smooth tummy and cradling the softness of my breasts. I reached behind my back and unclasped the bra. Her eager hands crushed the cups against my breasts before dragging it away.



Her wide eyes seemed to light up with glees as my fat nipples and pink areolae were exposed to the prickling chill of the galley’s air conditioning. Her hands explored my bare tits. She giggled and pressed her much smaller breasts against me. Our sensitive nipples rubbed together.


“They are so big,” she said. “I love them.”

Alize buried her face in my breasts. Her kiss traveled the rolling terrain. She inhaled my perfume and kissed her way to a nipple. I moaned as her lips found the sensitive bullet and encased it in her warm, wet mouth. Her tongue teased me and she looked up at me as she began to suck. I cradled her head against my breast, each tug of suction from the naughty flight attendant sending a pulse of pleasure spiking down to my throbbing clit. She gave the same exquisite treatment to my other nipple while her spit cooled on my freshly-sucked breast.

Finally, it was too much, and I pulled her head back from my tits and drove my tongue into her mouth in a ravenous kiss. I forced her back against the wall with my body. Plates clattered as we upset one of the food trolleys. I slid a hand beneath her skirt, into the warmth between her thighs. My fingers pressed her panties tight against her mound. She gasped into my kiss. I rubbed her warm sex through her panties until I felt her excitement soaking through. I bit her lower lip lightly and stretched it out as I pulled my kiss back.

“Take it off,” I said to her. “All of it. Except the stockings.”

She turned around and unzipped the skirt, revealing the caramel apple of her bottom and the white tail of her thong. Her ass was small and perfectly firm. It was the ass of a woman used to being on her feet all day long. She drew the thong from between her cheeks. I caught a glimpse of her anus before she turned around, showing me her mound topped with a tiny triangle of close-shaved hair. She ran her fingers over her dark labia and exposed the damp, inner pinkness of her swollen sex.

I took hold of her wrist and lifted her hand from between those smooth thighs of hers. I looked her in the eye as I brought her hand up to her face. My breasts pressed against her. I kissed her fingers and pressed her hand to her lips. Our tongues met through the cage of her fingers and I tasted her sweet nectar.

I pusher her hand aside and devoured her with my kiss. She moaned as I overtook her, running my hand up her stockinged thigh to the bare flesh of her cunt. By that point she was unbelievably wet and my teasing fingers dipped easily between her honey-drenched folds. She sighed and pressed against my hand, filling herself with my digits. I thrust them into the hot clench of her cunt. She twisted her head back to moan at the ceiling. I licked her neck and gave it a teasing bite.

“Madison,” she moaned. “Fuck me.”

My practiced fingers are used to concentrating on the clit, but Alize obviously needed something a bit rougher. I wrapped my hand around her neck, not to choke her, but to pin her head against the wall. Her brown eyes were heavy-lidded with lust. She leaned her body forward, so perfect and tender, with my creamy hand between her caramel thighs. I fucked her with the wedge of my fingers. My thumb beat against her straining clit. She bucked and thrust at my fucking digits, but I would not let her up from the wall.

Her little breasts quivered and she pushed against me.

“Yesss!” She moaned and worked her hips. “Faster! Please, mon dieu
, make me cum.”

I growled and turned her around. She was surprised, but I didn’t give her a chance to offer resistance. I pulled her arm behind her back like some sort of lesbo sex cop and pushed her up against the wall. She let out a little cry as my fingers returned to her soaking sex. I pulled her hips back out, her face sliding down the wall as I used my hand to take Alize from behind. My palm pressed against her firm ass as my fingers drove into her soaked cunt.

“Fuck my fingers,” I said, leaning over her. “Don’t make me do all the work.”

“Ohh,” she cried with plaintive pleasure at the rough treatment, but she obeyed, fucking back against my hand. Her tight little butt slapped against my palm and the hot folds of her cunt devoured my fingers. I matched her thrusts and her soft cries grew louder and louder. They finally reached a crescendo as she screamed my name again and again. I could feel her tightness gripping my fingers. I held her hair and let my breasts lie against her shoulder as I leaned over her. I kissed her neck from behind and fucked slower to ease her down from the shuddering heights of her pleasure.

I relaxed my grip on her and allowed her to slide up from the wall. Her lips were misted with sweat, her face darkened with exertion, but she smiled at me. We kissed and she thanked me. She caught sight of the galley and her happiness faded. Meals were knocked on the floor and it seemed as if an entire stack of napkins had exploded across the room.

“I must clean this up,” she said.

I was suddenly very cross with the sexy young Alize. I had given her an arm-straining finger-fucking and she was worried about the mess? I was sympathetic to her plight, but there was no way I was going back to my seat this horny for another six hours next to Ted.

“It can wait,” I said and pulled her against me. She resisted at first. She fought to turn her head away as I kissed her and drove my tongue into her mouth. I took her hand and thrust it between my legs, pulling up and under my skirt and forcing her to feel the heat radiating through my panties. I breathed against her lips, “I need to cum.”

Alize saw the intensity in my eyes and she understood. We slid to the vibrating floor of the plane’s galley, amid the paper napkins and overturned kosher meals, and I straddled her face. I looked down at her and dragged aside the soaked front of my panties. My hot sex was only inches from her. She looked up at it and the last of her resistance melted away. She reached up and hugged against my thighs and around to my ass, pulling me down and forward so that my cunt landed heavily against her mouth.

“Ohhhh god, that’s it,” I sighed as her tongue speared eagerly into my drenched furrow. Her licking explored my folds and up to my clit, flicking my swollen bud and sending shudders of pleasure up my body to my jiggling tits. I ran my hands down my breasts and tummy and thighs to clasp Alize’s head. I didn’t want to suffocate the poor girl between my thighs. That didn’t stop me from grinding my cunt against her mouth. Her chin pressed into my folds and her tongue was deep inside me again. My slicked lips slid against her.

I felt her hand moving, her fingers gliding over my cheeks and pressing insistently into my crack. I moaned as I felt a finger against the tight clench of my ass. She dipped her finger lower and wet it with my juices, then returned it to tease her slick fingertip against my tender hole.

“You are a naughty girl,” I teased. I hardly resisted her at all. She pushed, I relaxed and her exploring finger was up my ass. It stretched me and pushed deeper as her tongue beat against my clit. Her dirty little addition quickly drove me to my limit. I rolled my hips steadily. Her finger slid in and out of my ass and my throbbing clit ground against her lips and tongue.

“Mmmmmmm,” she moaned and her moan vibrated through my body like my favorite Hitachi. I could the wave traveling through me from clit to anus and every wonderful place in between. It was all I could take. I leaned far forward, bracing myself with an arm on one of the food trolleys, as I began to cum against the beautiful flight attendant’s face. It was hot and deep, not even a clitoral orgasm, but something far more powerful wracking my body. Quite a way to join the mile high club.

“Cummmmmming!” I hissed.

Alize continued to moan and push her finger in and out of my ass until I felt like my whole body was melting from the waist down. I think I squeezed her a little too hard between my thighs because she gave me a smack on the ass.

I eased up and, when I felt like my legs would work again, slowly lifted off of her. She was panting and flustered, coated in my juice, and she was smiling. I slid onto the floor next to her, napkins sticking to our sweaty bodies as we kissed and shared the taste of my cum. I held her slender body against mine. I was about to say something when I heard the door open. I was sure it was locked!

“Oh my god,” said a bleary-eyed teenage girl. “That is so gross. What are you two lesbos doing in here?”

I got up and saw it was that troublemaking redhead from first class. She was beautiful, but something about her face, the half-closed eyes or that dumb teenage sneer, made me want to smack her. And that’s coming from a mother of three daughters who never got so much as a smack on their wrists.

“This is none of your business,” I said and pushed her out of the galley.

“Where’s the bathroom?” she demanded. “You crazy bitch I—“

I slammed the door in her face. She beat on the door a few times and then muttered something and left. I could only hope that she was so high on whatever pills she took that she would forget about what happened. I looked back at Alize and she was desperately trying to get her clothes back on and clean up at the same time.

“Hey, let me help you,” I said and picked up a tray of food. Our romantic moment was gone. Alize looked at me with panic and anger.

“Get your clothes on and go back to your seat,” she said. “Please. I mean it. I do not want to lose this job.”

I nodded and did what she said. I felt pretty bad about what happened. It’s not like I expected to have a serious relationship with the coquettishly sexy flight attendant, but I had thought drinks and another quick fling at my Tahiti hotel room might have been a possibility. At that point I was pretty sure I would never speak to Alize again.

I returned to my seat feeling lousy. It was a weird thing to have weighing on my mind. Ted snored next to me and I tried to read a mystery novel and all I could really think about was what had happened in the galley. Every time I caught a glimpse of blue uniform I looked up. It was never Alize though. She was not coming back into coach.

When the flight disembarked I did see her briefly. I think she might have smiled at me and then looked away. She definitely did not return my wave.

The person I did see was the redhead from first class. She was pushing past everyone to disembark, she was talking loudly on her cell phone at the baggage claim, and by the time I got my suitcase to the cab stand, there she was, giant sunglasses covering half her face as she lounged waiting for a taxi. Even when I was right in front of her she pretended like I didn’t exist. I hoped that meant she had forgotten about the incident on the plane.

She was staying at the Palms, the nicest hotel on the beach. I heard her tell the cabbie that as she got in the back of his car with her Gucci luggage. I hoped that was the last I would see of the teenage brat.

After that I sort of got caught up in my arrival. I was staying at the Tahitian Villas, which was one of the older resorts, located on the beach in a sort of village of thatched huts. The nicest rooms were bungalows built over the clear water of the lagoon. I couldn’t even come close to affording the room on the water, so imagine my surprise when the clerk at the main office said, “There was a problem with the room you booked, so we are upgraded you to one of the bungalows. I hope you don’t mind.”

Mind? I was ecstatic. A handsome Polynesian man in a floral shirt carried my bags for me. He said his name was Rick. My bungalow was built on stilts over the water. Walkways of wooden decking connected the bungalows and reached out to the bar at the far end of the lagoon. The inside of the hut was very nice. It did not have air conditioning, just a pair of big ceiling fans, but it was otherwise very modern.

“It’s beautiful,” I said.

“Dinner is at seven on the beach every night,” said Jame. “You can order up food and drinks from the bar at the end of the beach. If you want to know more about resort activities you can just call me, Rick, or use the menu on the TV.”

Rick touched my hand flirtatiously when I gave him a tip. I smiled, but I didn’t want the poor boy to get the wrong idea. “Thank you. I like to keep to myself.”

Once Rick had left, I stripped off my clothes and took a nice, long shower. I guess I could have just jumped into the lagoon, but I wanted to feel clean after the plane ride. I packed my American flag bikini and a new thong I had picked out for when I was feeling really adventurous. The patriotic bathing suit showed off a lot of skin as it was.

I stepped out of the shower and fished the stars and striped two-piece out of my luggage. My hard nipples tented the silky triangles of Americana that barely contained my breasts. The bottoms, well, they hugged my butt like a coat of paint. My daughter, Courtney, hated how much of my plump ass the bathing suit showed. She turned red with embarrassment any time I wore it. But she wasn’t in Tahiti with me and I was allowed to put my voluptuous body on display without feeling any shame about it.

I tied a sarong around my wide hips and walked out into the warm Tahitian afternoon with a book, suntan lotion, and a phone full of music. The beach was white gold for more than a mile, but I decided my first stop needed to be that bar built over the lagoon. I dropped my sunglasses over my eyes and swung my hips as I followed the walkways past the other bungalows. Most of the huts were quiet as the vacationers enjoyed the beach and the water so clear that I could see to the bottom.

The bar had a tiki theme, with beautiful carved rails and a huge tiki head above the bear. Loud country rock music blared from the speakers and made me feel like I was in Florida on spring break or something.

Oh my god, the eye candy was on display. The area immediately around the bar was crowded with teens, twenty-somethings and fellow cougars ogling the shirtless men serving up overpriced mixed drinks. While the ladies looked at the men, I got a look at the ladies. Lots of beautiful bikini butts. The waitresses were at least as hot as the customers. There were three or four of them circulating among the tables wearing these matching yellow bikini tops and short-shorts.

I sat down at a table overlooking the water and a slender blonde waitress sidled over. She said her name was Suzy and she was cute, but clearly not interested in me. I took the edge off my day with a Mai Tai and then headed down to the beach. I spread a blanket out on the sun-warmed sand. I enjoyed the guys looking at me as I posed dramatically and untied my sarong. I might not be interested in hooking up with a guy, but I could still appreciate being appreciated. I even let a rugged-looked guy with a hint of Spanish in his voice rub the suntan lotion onto my back. He wanted to go further, but I thanked him and stretched out on the towel.

The sun felt great. It soaked into my lightly tanned body and warmed me until the sweat hung on my breasts and was sprinkled across my tummy and legs. I turned over, up on my elbows, my breasts hanging against the soft blanket and my bikini bottom wedged tightly against my ass. While the boys and men were watching me, I was watching the ocean. It rolled into the beach in sun-sparkled waves of perfect blue. Out in the water, maybe a hundred feet from shore, was the redhead who had made my life so difficult lately. She was pretty and petite, a teenage dream in a pink bikini. I watched her flirt with a group of men.

I lost track of her among the group, but I found her again, an hour or so later. I was swimming in the warm, blue water. The placid lagoon and a snorkel mask allowed me to see surprisingly far under water. I was diving slightly below the surface to appreciate the local sea life when I caught sight of a pair of long legs and a firm little butt in pink string bikini bottoms.

I popped my head back out of the water and saw the lovely anatomy belonged to the redhead. She was standing away from the group of men with just one man. He was dark-haired and handsome with a broad, muscular chest thatched with hair. She was standing very close to him, talking almost directly into his ear. I ducked back beneath the water and watched as her arm slid beneath the surface and her hand disappeared into his pants. The little minx was jerking him off!

I watched her hand moving in his swim trunks until my lungs began to hurt and I had to bob back to the surface. The redheaded teen had turned her head away from the man and was looking in my direction. The man held her against him with one arm. Her shoulder and arm continued to move rhythmically as she stroked him.

She looked right at me. Her emerald eyes sparkled in the sunlight. I felt a thrill as I realized she was staring at me as she gave her friend a hand job. I slid the mask off of my face and she smiled. It wasn’t friendly, it was mocking. Even as her man pushed his face into her neck and kissed her she continued to stare at me. Her arm worked faster and faster and I swear I could hear him groan over the surf. It was done. She lifted her hand from the water and turned her attention back to the man. She laughed and their lips collided in a passionate kiss.

The little bitch. Watching her display had me throbbing for release. I slid my hand down the front of my bikini bottoms and ran my fingers over the soft mound of my submerged pussy. Any hope of getting off was quickly squashed by the arrival of a glass-bottom boat at the edge of the lagoon. The railing of the boat was crowded with families and kids. I wasn’t shameless enough to try to get away with masturbating right in front of those people.

Back in my bungalow I sprawled on the bed, bikini bottoms hanging from one ankle as I rolled my bullet vibe against my straining clit. I looked up at the spinning ceiling fan and closed my eyes. I pictured the redheaded beach brat on her hands and knees on my bed. I imagined yanking on the strings of her bikini and pulling that pink fabric away from her firm little butt. I wanted to spank her until her cheeks were red and give her ass a nice, hard bite.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned and thrust my hips to fuck my clit against the vibrator.

I imagined wrapping her red hair around my fist and finger-banging her little teen pussy like I had given it to sweet Alize on the plane. I could still remember the sound of my fingers driving into the flight attendant’s soaking slit and my palm smacking against her firm cheeks. I wanted to tongue-fuck the redheaded teen. I wanted her on my face and I wanted to smother her with my straining cunt. Lurid scenes played out in pornographic detail in my head as I rubbed the humming vibe against my wetness.

I cried out and came hard against the whirring vibrator. I pictured the teen, flushed and between my legs, tasting the honey that slicked my fingers.

“Oh my god,” I sighed, finally snapping off the vibrator and relaxing back onto the bed. Despite the welcome release, or maybe because of it, I felt guilty that I was masturbating on my vacation. I resolved that I was going to find a nice girl to bring back to the bungalow so I didn’t have to spend another evening alone with my magic bullet.

Sex was an important need, but my growling tummy told me I had an even greater urge. I called up Rick at the office and asked him where to go for a good meal. He recommended a nice restaurant in walking range and promised that beach attire was welcome. I opted to go braless beneath a violet-speckled sundress. It looked modest at a glance, but a more discerning eyes could make out just about everything beneath my deceptively sheer dress.

The restaurant was packed. The music was almost drowned out by the crowded din of voices. Like, no way to even get inside sort of packed. I pressed my tits into the back of a guy heading through the door and managed to slide my way past and up to the server’s stand. An attractive young Asian woman was dealing with the press of customers waiting for tables. She passed menus and pagers to a group of four and I heard her say, “Ninety minutes.”

I was ready to bail on the restaurant, but I decided to take a closer look at the server. Her dark hair was trimmed into a cute pixie cut with a streak of platinum blond bleached into it. She was wearing a man’s tuxedo vest and cummerbund with trousers perfectly cut for her narrow hips. The key detail was her leather bracelet. It was chunky and strappy and exactly the sort of thing a lesbian would wear. I’m not stereotyping, I’ve seen those bracelets before when I used to go to the bars.

It wasn’t a sure thing, but combined with everything else, I decided to take my chances. I came at her from the side and lightly brushed my fingers against her elbow. She was so busy it took her a few seconds to look up from the table chart. We made eye contact and I flashed my best smile.

“I didn’t see you standing there,” she said. “We’re pretty booked up. What can I do for you?”

I had both of my hands resting on her stand. I sort of leaned in with my breasts crushed between my forearms and almost squeezing out of my top. Her gaze couldn’t help but flick to my overflowing cleavage. When she looked back up I met her eye to eye.

“I’m just a lonely party of one,” I said. “Don’t you have a table somewhere?”


The table was amazing. It was in a corner of the patio facing the ocean, which cool evening breezes that rippled through my hair and caressed my body. The server’s name was Riko. She was on the skinny side, but she had a sensual grace to the way she moved that more than made up for it.



“I’ve never had a woman try that on me before,” said Riko as she seated me. “I actually sort of appreciate it.”



“I could make you really appreciate it,” I said, covering her hand with mine.



“Oh, I bet you could,” she laughed. “I have a serious girlfriend. If you’re on the island for a few days maybe we could go get drinks as a group or something. Here is my number.”



She jotted it down on a napkin and I folded it into my clamshell purse. So it was a rejection, with a possibility of something more. I could live with that. I really just wanted the table anyway. I ordered something sweet and strong from the waiter and asked him to recommend a fish dinner and a salad to start. He took my order and disappeared.


It’s hard to even describe the serenity of the warm night atmosphere on that patio as I sipped my drink. I would match it up with Zen meditation in the Himalayas or something. Even the murmur of the nearby tables created a pleasant sensation. I felt like my whole body relaxed so much that my brain started to slouch in my head.


I was really into it, lulled by the sound of the surf and the tickling warmth of the beach breeze, when my world was invaded by a redheaded devil. She appeared beside my table just as the waiter arrived with my salad. She had somehow avoided sunburn or even much of a suntan during her day on the beach. Her skin was still porcelain perfect, her smile still mocking and annoying. She was wearing the same pink bikini top with a pair of khaki shorts.



“Excuse me?” wondered the waiter, looking from her to me. “Is she sitting with you?”



“Yes,” said the teen before I could answer. “She’s my aunt. I thought we were meeting here at nine, but like, it was too busy to even get it, so I came around.”



The waiter was nonplussed, but allowed her to scoot out a chair and plop lazily into it opposite me. He served my salad and then handed the teen a menu from his apron. “Did you wish to—“



“Could I get whatever she is having?” asked the girl. “And daiquiri. Frozen with the good stuff. Thank yewww.”



She slapped the menu closed and handed it back to him. He departed with obvious annoyance. I waited for him to leave earshot before confronting the teen.


“What are you doing?” I demanded.

“Eating dinner with my aunt,” she said. “What’s your name, anyway? No, wait, let me guess. Helen? Rachel?”

“Madison,” I said and felt the urge to slap her.

“Aunt Madison, huh? Jamie. Pleased to meet you. And don’t think just because I am sitting here you are going to get into my pants. I saw you watching me, you perv. I only do boys.”

I remembered watching Jamie with that man in the ocean. The way her shoulder bounced slightly as she worked her hand on his cock. The way her emerald eyes flashed at me across the smooth, clear water. The memory translated to flushed heat in my cheeks.

“Even if I did like girls, you’re like, what, fifty?”

“Forty four,” I said, not that it was any of her fucking business.

“My mom is only forty,” she laughed and it made my face even hotter.

“You have a bad attitude, Jamie. I have half a mind to ask the manager to escort you out of here.”

She shrugged.

“Okay, sure, you could do that. Or I could let you buy me dinner and drinks, cuzzzzzz,” she stretched the word out teasingly and took a drink from my straw, “if you don’t I’m gonna call my daddy and he owns half of Tahiti Air. One word and that little stewardess you were rubbing all over will never get on a plane again.”

And that was why I bought a teenager I hate dinner. If Jamie noticed my seething anger it only seemed to amuse her. She was a lousy dinner companion. She texted constantly. She picked at her salad, complained about the walnuts on it, made a sour face when she saw the fish was served with the head, and demanded a chicken dish. She also tried to light cigarettes so many times the waiter told her if she did it again we would both be kicked off the patio.

“God, we’re outside, get over it,” she said to me. “What a dick, right? Like he has this little bit of power and he gets off on using it to punish people like us just enjoying a nice dinner.”

After the meal she stood up from the table with a belch and had the temerity to ask me for fifty dollars. I said no and she got out her phone and showed me her dad’s number in her contacts. I thought of Alize and I relented. I opened my purse and fished out the cash.

“What do you even want the money for?” I asked.

“Why do you care?” She snapped the money out of my hand. “I’m going to smoke some pot with a hot boy down on the beach. Then we’re going to have all kinds of hot fucking sex. Jealous?”

To be honest, I actually was a little jealous. As much as I loathed this beautiful, bratty teenager, I also was becoming increasingly attracted to her. Stockholm syndrome maybe. The more I was exposed to Jamie, the more I hated her, and the more I wanted to have sex with her. The scary part was, I think she knew it and was using my attraction against me. It made me hate her and want her all the more.

“Thanks for dinner, Aunt Madison,” she said and gave me a sudden kiss on the cheek. Her lips brushed almost to my ear and I felt her exhale sweetly against my neck. It gave me a shiver of excitement. Before I could respond, Jamie pranced away. She weaved her cute little butt through the crowd of diners and disappeared into the night.

Feeling used and abused, I retreated back to the Tahitian Villa and ended up at the bar overlooking the lagoon. There was a boat out there using lights beneath its hull to illuminate an area in the crystal blue waters for a group of swimmers. They laughed and splashed as the night wore on. I disappeared into a series of sweet, strong blue drinks. I think I made an ill-advised pass at one of the waitresses and I almost wound up going home with a college-age guy. It’s a wonder I didn’t make myself sick.

Somehow, I ended up alone and in my bungalow. I fell back onto the bed, the world spinning around me. I swore I could hear Jamie laugh as I collapsed into a drunken sleep full of raunchy dreams.

I woke up with a pounding headache. It hurt so bad it took me almost a full minute to realize the ringing was really happening and not just a result of the throbbing in my temples. I rolled onto my side and an empty bottle of white rum fell off the bed and thumped onto the wooden planks. I cursed and stretched out an arm, fumbling on the nightstand for the telephone just to shut up the ringing.

“Hello?” I answered, but it probably sounded more like, “Haaauaaaugh?”

“I’m sorry to bother you,” said Rick. “Your niece is here at the front desk. She said she lost her room key. She…she didn’t remember what bungalow you were in. Do you want me to give her a key?”

“What?” I said and made him repeat it all to me. I still didn’t understand until I heard Victoria saying, “Let me talk to her.”

I glanced at the window. It wasn’t even fully light outside yet. Believe me, I was furious. That little bitch thought she could come and wake me up and worm her way into my room after her night of partying. There was no way I was letting her have a room key.

“Give her a room key,” I said.

I had stripped out of my sundress and some point, hopefully after I was in my room, and there was something that felt like Mai Tai dried across my bare breasts. My hair was a mess too. I’m not sure why I cared. I ran my head under the shower and tied my blond hair back, rinsed out my mouth, and tried to mop up my breasts with a washcloth. My nipples were extremely stiff and running the warm, wet washcloth over them was driving me crazy. I threw on a Tahiti Villa bathrobe and cinched it around my waist as I heard the key turning in the door.

Jamie stood in the doorway looking tired and unkempt and generally worse than me. She was still wearing the same pink bikini top and khaki shorts. Her knees were scuffed and dirty. I felt a moment of sympathy and then remembered just how evil the little bitch could be. I stepped back from the door and she walked into my room. She took her oversized sunglasses off and flashed me her bloodshot eyes.

“You can’t stay here.”

“Shut up,” she said and pushed past me. “I just need to take a shower.”

She spilled her oversized purse onto the bathroom counter. Sandals and condoms and lipstick and even a half-bottle of Sambuca slid out. She gave me a last look of irritation and shut the bathroom door in my face. The shower hissed to life through the door.

“I think they put something in that weed,” she shouted over the rushing water. I heard her digging through the purse and then a pair of loud snorts that I don’t think I had heard since 1987. She was doing coke in my bathroom.

“Hurry up,” I shouted. “Why aren’t you in your hotel?”

“Oh, me and Melissa and Terry and Bruce and Javier trashed my hotel room. They kicked me out even though I paid in advance. Like, there are other rooms, I mean, get over it. Ha ha ha!”

What a selfish little monster, right? She was sickeningly entitled. She didn’t care who she hurt or what destruction she caused in her endless private party. Giving in to her over and over, like I had, was just making her more entitled. As I listened to her singing off-key in the shower – my shower - my anger began to crystallize into a naughty idea.

Revenge.

My phone was in the bedside drawer. I turned it on and switched it to video mode and started recording. I cracked the door to the bathroom and steamy air gusted out. Through the gap I saw exactly what I wanted to see: an open compact on the bathroom counter complete with the residue of cocaine. I opened the door a little wider and pressed into the bathroom to record the evidence strewn across the countertop. There were prescription pills and cigarettes. A one-hit marijuana pipe and a jewel-encrusted phone.

Jamie was still singing in the shower. My heart beat faster as I turned the camera on her. The textured glass of the shower door hid the details but not the contours of her naked body. Water spilled from her lean teenage form. She ran her hands from her tummy up to her pert breasts. Her red hair hung in thick bundles down her back. She still had not seen me. Did I dare to open the shower door and get a better look? Of course. I felt my control returning.

I cracked the shower door and pushed the camera to the gap. Through the billowing steam I revealed her slender hips and the firm crescent of her ass. She lathered shampoo into her hair and turned just enough for me to catch a single breast in profile. Suds dropped from her neck over her breast and the puffy pink of her nipple.

She closed her eyes and began to rinse the shampoo from her hair. She turned as she did, giving me a clear view of her completely hairless little mound and the tiny heart-shaped tattoo just above it. Her skin glistened in the soapy water. Her breasts were magnificently substantial and perfectly formed. Like the breasts of a bikini model. I was so focused on them and her wide, pink areolas that I did not notice at first her eyes had opened and she was staring at me.

“What the fuck are you doing?” she demanded without making any effort to cover up.

“Something I should have done the moment I met you,” I said. “I’m taking control of the situation.”

“As if, you crazy perv. You think Vining your lesbo fantasy is going to make me listen to you for one second?” She cackled with cokehead laughter. “This is totally illegal and I have posted way worse to my own Twitter on accident before. Just get out of here.”

She reached a dripping hand out to grab the camera from me. I pulled it back and seized her wrist with my other hand.

“Hey!” she yelped. “Get your fucking hand off of me!”

“Do you think daddy is going to save you this time? His little island heiress with her purse full of coke and condoms? Get out of the shower, Jamie. Your fun is over.”

She pulled her hand free from my grasp, but as I stepped back she sullenly followed me. She looked at the mess on the counter and said, “You can’t prove that it’s mine.”

I picked up her jeweled phone. “Oh, but I don’t even have to look to know there is much more incriminating evidence on this than the cocaine on the mirror. You’re too arrogant not to take pictures of the sort of shit you’ve been doing on this island. Doing drugs? Having sex?”

I could see by her reaction that both accusations were right on the money. I dropped her phone into the pocket of my robe. I smiled triumphantly and recorded her wide-eyed horror.

“Go sit on the bed,” I said to her, feeling a thrill of excitement run through my body. She reached for a towel to wrap around her soaking body. I yanked it from her grasp. “No clothes. Move it.”

Her green eyes pleaded with me. I offered her no mercy and pushed her out of the bathroom, watching and recording the way her firm little teenage butt moved when she walked. She sat down on the edge of the bed with her knees tightly together and her arms folded over her breasts. She looked at me pathetically, all of the cocaine confidence and teenage arrogance drained out of her face. Seeing her so suddenly vulnerable turned me on. Her puppy dog trembling only made me hotter.

“Hi, Jamie,” I said, moving the camera close to her face. “Tell everybody what you have been doing in Tahiti.”

“Getting molested by some perverted housewife,” she said.

“Play nice. Confess everything you’ve done and maybe I will have mercy.”

“Please stop this,” she said, her voice cracking and her eyes welling with tears.

My voice was cold and unsympathetic. I knew I needed to break her down before I could tame her. “It will stop when I say it stops. Now, tell me, what drugs have you been taking?”

“Weed.” She said, looking down at her lap. I tilted her chin back up and forced her to look into the camera. “Coke. Oxy on the plane. Ecstasy. I have some acid I haven’t taken yet.”

“And lots of booze,” I finished for her. “How many men have you had sex with since landing?”

“That’s not illegal,” she said and her voice quivered with emotion. “Just one. Sex. But, like, there was Ricardo the lifeguard, I blew him in his car, and Nicoli I jerked off in the lagoon, and Mike and Bruce I sucked them both at the same time, and Javier, I let him—“

I interrupted, “And then you came to my room. A woman older than your mom. Do I remind you of her?”

“I guess.”

I reached down and pulled at her forearm. She resisted for a moment and then allowed me to pull her arms away from her breasts. They quivered slightly as terrified shivers worked through her body.

“What would your mother think of this?”

“Of you molesting me?” she sneered and tried to push the camera away. I swung my hand to push her hand away and somehow my palm collided with her face. It was a sudden slap that sounded very loud. Her cheek became instantly red. Tears welled in her green eyes and she dropped her hands into her lap. I had not intended to slap her, but I had, and so I went with it.

“Don’t raise your hand to me, young lady. What would your mother say about all of the drugs and boys? Would she be happy about that?”

“No,” admitted Jamie.

“Because you’re bad, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” she agreed and a tear dropped down her crimson cheek.

“You’re a brat and you need to be punished, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she nodded slightly as she said it. “I am a bad girl.”

Her submission ignited the fire inside me. Lust burned between my thighs. She was surrendering to me and every one of my revenge fantasies was open for the taking. I switched off the camera and sat down lightly on the edge of the bed beside her. I turned her face to mine and smoothed her tears away with my thumb. I caressed her cheek and lightly grazed my fingertips back over her ear and around to the back of her head. I slid my fingers into her damp hair and then coiled them tightly and roughly her scarlet locks.

“Ahh,” she cried, tilting her head back to ease the pain of her pulled hair.

“Your punishment starts now, you little bitch,” I stared at her coldly. “Get over my lap. We can start with the spanking you have probably deserved for the last ten years. Does your mommy spank you?”

“No,” she cried as I dragged her over my lap on the bed.

“Then this is well-deserved,” I laughed. Jamie fell onto her hands and knees over my thighs. I kept one hand tightly wrapped up in her hair. Her firm, teenage body looked good draped over my lap. I nudged her hips and coaxed her to raise her ass up higher. She turned her head to look at me as I lightly rested my palm on the soft mound of her ass. I gave her cheeks a tease with my fingertips, from the swell of each to the warm crescent of her crack, down to the backs of her thighs and back up. I lightly grazed her little peach and she whimpered and wiggled ever so slightly.

“What do you say? Twenty?” I asked.

“Huh?” she looked at me with confusion and I answered her by cocking my arm back and bringing my palm down hard on one of her gloriously firm little ass cheeks. She bucked with pain. She threw back her head and grunted plaintively.

“That’s one,” I said.

“No, please, I—“

Her words became a cry of pain as I swatted her buns again. Her breasts jiggled. Her nipples grew stiff and dragged against my thighs as she tried to pull away. I tightened my hand in her hair and forced her head down. Her ass lifted even higher and I could see the delicate flower of her cunt and a glimpse of her pink pucker between her cheeks. She cried out as I smacked her twice more. I rubbed her ass, feeling the tense muscle beneath the softness and the warmth as her cheeks began to flush. I noticed a tiny jewel of moisture on the folds of her little pussy.

“You like this, don’t you?” I asked and as she objected I spanked her again and again until she was driven to admit, “Yes! God, yes! Please!”

Her ass was burning crimson with my palm prints. I massaged her tender cheeks and ran my fingertips up her thighs, over her ass and up her back.

“Should I stop at ten?”

“No,” she admitted.

“Then count with me,” I said and began to slowly and steadily land stinging blows on her raised ass. She jerked with each spank of my hand and counted with me, her voice shaking, “Ten! Ni-ah-nine! Eight!”

I paused to caress her cheeks and run my fingers back down her thighs. I ran them lightly over her cunt again and felt the warm dew at her petals. I massaged the hint of wetness into her red ass.

“I think there is something else you need to admit,” I said and gave her another smack on her red little ass. She cried out, “Seven!”

“I want you to admit,” I paused to swat her ass two more times, “that you’re a dirty little lesbian brat.”

“No,” she cried. “I’m not a lesbian.”

“Then why,” I smacked her again, “are you so fucking wet?”

I squeezed her mound roughly and she let out an operatic cry of surprise. I felt her warm juices against my palm. I squeezed again and my thumb slid between her cheeks and rubbed the clenched pucker of her anus. She refused to admit she was turned on.

“I think you need something more than a spanking. Twenty licks? Is that what I promised? I think I’ll give you a few more than that.”

I pulled her onto the bed in roughly the same position she had assumed over my lap. I pushed her knees apart and knelt behind her, opening the robe and sliding it away so that I was wearing only my panties. Jamie looked back at me over her shoulder. I could see the fear in her eyes, but it was so powerful she could not resist me. I looked her in the eye and reached down to cup her juicy little cunt. A shudder as powerful as if I had spanked her again ran through her teenage body.

“Say it, and I’ll stop now,” I said. “Admit you’re a lesbian brat and it’s over.”

“I can’t,” she whimpered and looked away to hang her head.

It was exactly what I wanted to hear. I admired her again, on her hands and knees exactly as I had pictured her in my fantasy, with her ass up and her waxed little mound exposed to me. I squeezed her again and slid down on the bed behind her. I rested my hands on the warm palm prints on her pale ass and lowered my face to the backs of her thighs.

She jerked forward as my breath caressed her tender slit. I held her in place and kissed the curve of her ass, moving lower and letting my lips drag across her swollen sex. She smelled so sweet. I let my teasing kiss linger against her folds and lightly licked her, just once, to taste her wetness. She gasped and I had to hold her in place again.

“Now, now, young lady,” I laughed, “you know you deserve every lick you get.”

I lashed her clit with my tongue and she cried out, but held the position, submitting to my tongue as I battered it against the little pink bud of her pleasure. I pressed my mouth against her soft cunt and parted her petals with two fingers. I invaded the sweet honey of her cunt with my tongue and pressed my nose against her ass. She was boiling hot with lust. I sucked at her and she pressed back against my mouth, lightly grazing her clit across my chin.

The teasing was over quickly. I was hungry for her teenage cunt and I devoured it with pent-up lust. I held her hot ass against my face and screwed my tongue into the molten trench of her teenage pussy. My fingers worked her clit when my tongue was inside her and my fingers probed her depths when my tongue was lashing her clit.

Jamie was totally unprepared for my technique and in scarce minutes she had completely submitted to the pleasure I was giving her. The pale contours of her teenage body heaved and tensed with pleasure. Her breasts shook and her ass rocked back against my face. She began to work her hips as I fucked my tongue between her folds.

Everything I inhaled and swallowed and tasted was her sweet, teenage wetness, and it was driving me wild. She rolled her hips like a dancer and fucked against my mouth. She impaled herself on two fingers and then three. I slipped my fingers out and ran my thumbs up her thighs, spreading her with both hands, running my tongue over the hot, clenching wetness of her inner cunt.

"Cum for me," I said and screwed my rigid tongue into the tight, honey-slick hole. Her shoulders tensed and shook. She thrust her ass into my face and tossed her hair across her back. Her head was up and a low cry, like an animal, was escaping from her parted lips. I felt her orgasm around my tongue. Intense contractions rippled through her body and the sweet flow of her cum spilled into my mouth in an even greater quantity. I strained my tongue into her clutching depths and ground my chin into her clit.

"Madison," she cried and I smiled despite everything else that was happening. It was the final surrender to me. An admission of her true desire. I tongued her throbbing cunt until she was panting with orgasmic exertion. I pushed her forward, burying her head in the pillows and lifting my face into the fresh air.

I rolled her onto her back and she smiled up at me. I kept my stern expression and demanded, "Say it. Admit you're a dirty little lesbian."

"Yes," she said. "I am a dirty little lesbian."

I did not grant her a smile, but I pressed my cum-damp lips to hers and thrust my tongue into her yielding mouth. She moaned into the kiss and accepted my aggression. Our lips worked feverishly together and our tongues were bound in a struggle for dominance. I pulled her head back roughly and kissed her neck, biting her earlobe and then whispering in her ear, "You're mine, Jamie. For the rest of the week. Say it."

"Yesss," she hissed and squirmed against me, our sweaty bodies pressing together.

"I'll teach you how to please a woman," I said and began kissing down her shoulder. "I'll teach you some discipline."

I bit her nipple and pinched the other, watching her squirm at the rough treatment before soothing her with my tongue and sucking mouth. The Tahitian heat and the morning sunlight spilled into the room. Wherever my mouth traveled I tasted the surprising innocence of Jamie's body. She cooed and caressed my head and watched, propped up on pillows, as I moved between her thighs again. I teased her, pretending as if I was going to go down on her again, and then climbing back up her body.

I smothered her with another scorching kiss. It was fleeting. I dragged my tongue from her parted lips and climbed up the headboard. I pressed the heavy softness of my breasts into her face. They were dripping with sweat, but I didn't care.

"Suck them," I moaned.

Her kiss explored the softness of my breasts. Her lips found a fat nipple and opened to suck it into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around my straining nipple and she sucked hard. Her lips popped on my flesh. Her teeth teased my tender nipple. I let out a soft cry of encouragement and cradled her head against my breasts. Her hands moved to my plump ass and she hugged and squeezed as her tongue and lips pleasured my tits. 

I was enjoying things so much I think I nearly suffocated the poor girl with my breasts. By the time I lifted them from her face she was gasping for air and flushed almost red. Her fault. She should have stopped sucking my nipples.

I held Jamie's head in my hands and looked down at her beneath my breasts.

"Have you licked a woman before?" I demanded an answer. "I don't mean your little drunken tongue wriggling for five seconds either, I mean really licked a woman. Do you know how?"

"No," she admitted.

"Then you'll have to learn by practice," I said and I climbed atop her face and lowered my downy pussy over her nose and mouth. Her eyes went wide and a muffled cry vibrated through me. I lifted up just enough for her to suck air and then lowered my cunt over her nose and mouth again. "Get your tongue inside me and taste how wet I am."

A moment later I felt the warm muscle of her tongue squirm between my folds and press into the aching wetness of my cunt. It dipped in and back out again. I decided Jamie was too tentative and I rolled off of her and onto my back. I lifted my legs and bent knees and pulled her head down to my sex. With my fingers wrapped in her scarlet hair there was no escaping.

"Look at it," I said to her. "It's not as delicate as yours. Not as tight and small. That is the cunt of a woman. I want you to take your hand and run your two fingers along the outside of my lips. Then I want you to press and squeeze."

She did as I said, running her fingers down and capturing my labia, then squeezing them. Pleasure shot through me.

"Nnnnnn...yes...now see my little clit there, peeking out? I want you to lean those sweet lips of yours down and give it a kiss." Her face dipped down and her lips pressed, softly and exquisitely, to the straining bud of my pleasure. A ripple of satisfaction traveled through me. My breasts jiggled and my feet bounced in the air above me. "Again. Do it again. Ohhhh...yeah...now I want you to use your tongue and press it, flatten it against my clit. Just like...oh...Jamie...just like that, you little brat."

She began to lick my clit, slowly and with coaxing at first, but in moments she was doing it without any need for me to command her. The teen's talented tongue flicked steadily and eagerly against my clit. The tide of pleasure inside me was rising.

"Press your lips...ohhh...and suck," I said, and I pulled her face against my cunt. Her lips caught my clit and she sucked on it. I could imagine those soft lips around a cock. She knew how to use them. She sucked hard enough that she pulled my straining clit between her lips. Warm wetness soaked me and the tip of her tongue beat against the throbbing nerve of my pleasure. I began to fuck against her mouth. "Oh my god, yes. Suck harder....oh...harder...nnnnnyeah! Like that, Jamie. Good girl. You're learning...ohhhh quickly!"

My juices poured out of my throbbing cunt down my crack and soaked the bed beneath my ass. Jamie slurped obediently at my straining bud until I could no longer stand it. Screaming her name, I held her head with both hands and ground my pulsing pussy into her mouth. She sucked and licked until my orgasm exploded through me. My toes curled in the air above my head and I actually saw white for a second. It was the most intense orgasm I experienced since the terrible things I did at my daughter Courtney's sleepover.

Jamie did not stop until my grip relaxed on her head. She lifted her juice-slicked face and I parted my raised legs so she could slide atop me. Her breasts were full, but small compared to mine. Her hard nipples dug into my tender flesh and our lips met in a torrid, tangy kiss. The sweetness of my cum was familiar, the hot eagerness of her mouth was enticing.

"It's a good start," I said between kisses. "But you have a lot to learn before you're a good girl."

"Teach me," she hissed.

"Don't you dare tell me what to do, young lady," I said and squeezed her face in my hand. "This is not supposed to be fun. This is supposed to be punishment for an intolerably naughty girl."

Despite my scolding, I did teach Jamie how to pleasure a woman in great detail. We spent several hours that morning doing increasingly exhausting exercises on the topic. I climbed atop her for a bossy 69 and did not let up until her nose was between my cheeks and she was nearly drowning in my cum. Her tongue never stopped working in my dripping furrow.

I rolled the bratty teen onto her back and pushed her feet up in the air until her toes nearly touched her face. I made her hold her thighs so I could explore her pussy and the hot clench of her ass with slow licks. She gasped in surprise when my tongue invaded her little butt and then begged for more as I tongue-fucked her teenage ass and thumbed her throbbing clit.

I tied her to the bed and lashed her breasts with the cord of her own earbuds. I tied it around her breasts beneath the nipples and left it tight until her bulging flesh turn almost purple. My vibe worked her clit while two fingers plunged her ass, then I gave her a turn in the shower, leaning my tits against the wall as her teenage tongue crammed my crack. She finger fucked me to a delicious orgasm in that position.

After a dozen orgasms between us, she finally collapsed onto the bed and was too tired to be easily roused. She had been up all night. I had a few hours sleep. Even her teenage metabolism couldn't keep up with my lust.

"Have a nap then," I said. "You have all week to be my bitch."

She actually smiled as she drifted off to sleep. When I heard her snoring I put on my bikini and went for a swim. Floating in the blood-warm waters of the lagoon, the Tahitian sun beaming down on my increasingly tan curves, I could hardly believe the turn my vacation had taken. I resolved to not squander the opportunity the teen had presented. Although I was sexually aggressive, I had a tendency to let my attraction become tender affection. Jamie needed a woman to dominate her or she would return to her delinquency.

I spent the rest of my vacation with Jamie. The island was beautiful and the days were hot. I spent every moment searching for the next place and the next way to have sex with the tamed teen. I pushed myself to greater and greater shows of dominance. 

I took her with my hand in the lagoon, my fingers in her bathing suit, my lips to her ear as I whispered what a bad little girl she was until she came against my fingers. We rented a boat and sailed out into the placid blue ocean. I tied her wrists with the rigging and sucked the sweet juice from her peach. I had her massage tanning oil into my body and then lounged on the deck and let her teen tongue drive me to several orgasms.

We went hiking and in the steamy jungle hills together. We parted ways with the guide and I tore down Jamie's shorts and jammed my tongue between her firm cheeks and up the clenching ring of her ass. She used her own fingers to stimulate herself and I stuffed my hand down my shorts as I rimmed her. She came with one hand supporting her against the trunk of a jungle palm and the other working feverishly at her swimming slit. Her hot hole squeezed my tongue in rippling orgasmic clenches. 

I called Riko, from the restaurant, and invited her and her girlfriend out for drinks. The pixie-haired Asian woman was dating Emma, a plump blonde in her late twenties. She had a cute face and enormous breasts. They were both attractive in their own way and their mismatched sizes and body type made for a cute couple. I flirted with both women. Jamie was unusually shy until I plied her with a few drinks. I know, I know, she was under 21, but the bar served us and she was glad to have them.

We went back to Emma's apartment. It was nice, if a little overcrowded with books and art. I pulled her aside in the kitchen and made my pitch to her: they could fuck Jamie as long as they let me watch. Emma took the proposal to Riko. Jamie had no idea until the moment came and they agreed.

We put down our wine and adjourned to their bedroom. I sprawled on a loveseat facing the big bed and lifted my dress to reveal the glistening lips of my pussy. I ran my fingers over my cunt. I was so turned on. I had been thinking about Jamie getting fucked by the two women all night. "Use her however you want," I remember saying to them. "She's your slave for the night. Right, Jamie?"

My teenage delinquent nodded. She was learning to be obedient.

Riko and Emma shed their clothes down to their lingerie. Emma wore a lavender babydoll that accentuated her huge breasts and concealed her flabby belly. The frilly hem of the babydoll hardly covered her plump bottom and showed off every inch of her thick thighs. When she turned I could the tuft of golden hair between her thighs. 

Riko wore a tight pair of gray panties over her slender hips. So tight I could see the shape of her mound. Her small breasts were easily held in place by a black bra. The image of Riko in her bra and panties was one of near absolute nudity. Her legs and upper body were so elongated, including her Hepburn-like neck, that it seemed every inch of her golden skin was revealed even though she was still wearing her underwear.

Jamie was intimidated by the situation, but offered no resistance. Riko turned her face and kissed her and Emma's fingers set to work undressing my teenage companion. In minutes they had stripped her naked and Emma was sucking urgently at Jamie's breasts. Riko massaged her plump lover's bottom as she moved between Jamie's legs and began kissing up her thighs. I stroked my clit as I watched.

Tongues and fingers began to explore more eagerly. Jamie lifted her legs and Riko began to lick her clit, providing me with a delightful view of Riko's ass and her tight little pussy. I had agreed to stay out of it, so I had to use my imagination, but with the moaning and the sounds of lips and tongues it was not difficult to do.

The power dynamics of the couple played out in interesting ways with the redheaded teen between them. Riko pushed Emma's face into Jamie's ass and I watched as the plump blonde eagerly tongued the teen's holes. When Jamie came with a grunt of pleasure, Riko forced her face between Emma's thighs. Riko strapped on a black cock and took Jamie from behind while the teen licked Emma to an orgasm that had her singing opera.

Riko in particularly seemed intense and tireless. She thrust into Jamie until both women were covered in a sheen of sweat and the cock slipped raunchily in and out of Jamie's swollen cunt. Riko held Jamie's hips and slammed the cock into her hard enough to make the teen's tits bounce. Jamie tried to lift her head, but Emma reached down and kept Jamie's face pinned to her down pussy.

They shifted positions again and again. I lost track of my own intense orgasms. Each woman exhausted herself, even Riko, to a flushed and flustered pile. Only when they had let out a final, long gasp did we step out together onto the balcony. It had a view of jungle-wrapped hills. The night was alive with animal sounds. We smoked pot together and I made out with Jamie while the two women watched.

"You are improving so much," I told her and I felt oddly proud. I know, it was weird, right? But the cynical little bitch seemed to be not just behaving, but softened and friendly by my domination.

The day before my flight was leaving to take me home it rained. This wasn't anything like the rainstorms I had experienced back home. It seemed as if a wall of water fell and continued to fall over the entire island. Visibility dropped to a few dozen feet and the lagoon became cloudy with churned mud. Most of the people in the bungalows moved inside the main hotel buildings for greater amenities. I stepped out onto the empty walkway and stood in the rain with Jamie.

The water soaked our clothes. My dress clung to my breasts and hips. Jamie's t-shirt became transparent. The rain thundered against the wood and the water of the lagoon. The only other sound was the sheltered ringing of a wind chime.

"Right here," I said to Jamie. She took off her shirt without hesitating and tossed it to the deck. Water beat against her breasts and poured down to her shorts. She shimmied out of them and stood naked in the storm.

I kissed her, pressing her back against the railing. I drove my tongue into her mouth and only stopped to lift my dress up and over my head. I peeled off the bra and panties and left them in the pile. There was a boat in the lagoon. There were a few people in a beach bar. They could see us, I know some of them were watching, but that only turned me on more.

She fell to her knees and devoured my aching cunt. My cries of pleasure were swallowed up by the storm. Her tongue probed deep between my folds and her practiced lips drove me to an intense, knee-quaking orgasm. I nearly fell.

I lifted her up and sat her firm little butt on the railing. I could hear calls of appreciation from the nearby boat. I didn't care. I parted Jamie's creamy thighs and tasted her sweet honey mixing with the steady flow of rain. For the first time in our short relationship my only thought was her pleasure. I wanted it to be memorable and I knew by the way she dug her nails into my shoulders that it was. We stood at the railing and kissed for a long while after, tasting each other and enjoying the intense heat of our lopsided romance.

Jamie cried the morning of my flight home. "Stop acting like a child," I scolded her as I zipped up my luggage. I tried to sound angry, but I knew it wasn't working. I was sad too. We made promises to text and keep in touch, and maybe we would for a few days or weeks, but the odds were against us every seeing each other again.

"I can fly out and see you," she said. "My daddy will let me go anywhere on his planes."

"That would be nice," I said.

We held each other at the terminal gate until there was a last call. It was only as the flight was taxiing on the runway that my phone vibrated with a text. CHECK UR PURSE. I opened my purse and found the two halves of a pink string bikini. Attached was a note.

"Thanks for teaching me how to behave."

I don't think I'll ever see Jamie again, but we'll always have that week in Tahiti.

THE END
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Part 4 - My Best Friend is Dating My Daughter

by Amanda Clover

@amandasmut



I am feeling terrible about something and I have to get it out somewhere. I don't even dare tell a therapist something this personal and, well, twisted. Okay, whew, here it is: I have been helping my friend, Rebecca, who is my age, seduce my teenage daughter.



I know! It's terrible! But it gets worse: I watched it all happen. And I enjoyed it. I am a terrible pervert and I am going to hell for this. But I did it for all the right reasons. I swear!



I'm starting things way too far into the story. I have to go back to the beginning. My name is Madison, and I am a cougar. Courtney, my youngest daughter, always says it. She's the one who is recently-graduated from high school and headed to college. She's the one this story is all about.               



I'm 5'10", a natural blond just like my daughter, with firm D-cups without any help from a plastic surgeon. I admit, I do occasionally have a few extra pounds, particularly below the waist, but overall I am proud of my body for a woman well into her forties.



After a lot of fun exploration, including a naughty sleepover involving my daughter's teen friends, and a wild trip to Tahiti, I have come to the conclusion that I am a lesbian and I like younger women. Like half my age. It's just a coincidence these girls I am interested in are the same age as Courtney. I like pretty young women with their perky bodies and sexual curiosity. I never would go looking for a girl like my daughter.



I blame a man. Paulo. The good-looking boy my daughter has been dating since the beginning of summer. It's Courtney's last summer at home before going away to college and she has been really pushing me on the rules of the house. I had firm rules with my other, older daughters. No boys overnight and open bedroom doors at all times. Courtney wasn't even being sneaky about breaking those rules. She would come home after curfew, after I was in bed, and disappear into her room. I would hear their voices through the wall. Talking. Laughing. Moaning.



I'm not naive. I know my daughter has been sexually active for a couple years. I've tried to educate her about safe sex and set some rules for as long as she was under my roof. I listened to her with Paulo, pressing my ear against the wall. I don't think I actually heard all that much, but it was like seeing a movie monster for a split second in shadow: my mind filled in the details. I pictured Courtney on her hands and knees with her tanned and toned teen body on display. Paulo behind her, grabbing her hair, pulling her head back, and slamming his huge cock into her so hard his thighs slapped loudly against her firm butt.



Was I mad? Of course. Was thinking about it turning me on? Yeah, alright, I admit it. I consider myself 100% lesbian, but the nasty images floating through my head were turning me on. Instead of storming over there and pounding my fists on the door until they separated, I leaned back on my bed and my fingers slid inside my panties. My mound was burning up against my touch. I listened to their moaning and groaning as I began to massage my damp furrow and pressing my palm against the throbbing bullet of my clit.



It was hot and quick. I worked my hips against my hand and dipped two fingers into my simmering slit. My vibes were in reach, but I didn't need them. My hair spilled across my face. I lifted my ass up off the bed as I worked my hips against my fingers. I hadn't been that wet since Tahiti. I bit my lip to keep quiet and closed my eyes and tried to conjure up some memories of hot encounters.



There was all that sex in Tahiti and that threesome with the college girl and her roommate, but every fantasy slipped from my head and was replaced with imagined scenes of my daughter. In my mind she was splayed out on the floor and her boyfriend was thrusting into her. He was between her thighs, his hair pulled back with a rubber band as he licked and sucked at her teenage slit. She was riding him, his hands cradling her big, perky breasts. She was bouncing on him, moaning his name, as I started to cum.



My orgasm blew through me like a storm. Lightning from my straining nipples. Thunder rolling through my cunt clutching at my fingers. I gasped loudly, totally forgetting what was happening, and abandoned myself to the pleasure. The guilt started seeping in as soon as my orgasm subsided. Flushed and breathless, I settled back onto the bed and realized just how quiet it had gotten. Did they hear me? I'll never know, but I am afraid that they did. I have a tendency to be loud when I am cumming and I totally lost it there for a second.



But being overheard masturbating was the least of my concern. I was pleasuring myself to the sounds and imagination of my eighteen-year-old daughter having sex with her boyfriend. I felt like a completely creepy bitch. I think my daughter is beautiful, but I don't peep at her. I don't get turned on thinking about her. Or, I didn't, until that night.



In the morning, we avoided each other. I didn't even ask her why Paulo was at our house at seven in the morning, wearing the same clothes. I made them omelets and toast and poured them glasses of juice and tried my best not to think about his big, brown hands on my daughter's breasts or clenched between her toned thighs.



"Thanks for breakfast, mom," said Courtney.



Even though I was feeling like a pervert, I was still my daughter's mother, and I knew I had to confront her about her sex life. I had to be sure she was playing it safe with Paulo. A pregnancy could ruin her future. She would have to wait to go to college or do something I didn't even want to think about.



That night, when Paulo came over again, I tried to talk to them, and I chickened out. It was the way they were cuddled up on the couch. The sort of cuddling only truly intimate couples will do. I gave my daughter an angry look and she smiled and gave him a kiss. I was furious.



Two more nights and two more sleepovers. Two more missed chances for me to confront them both. At least they were quieter about what was going on in Courtney's room.



Finally, there was a night Paulo wasn't sleeping over, and Courtney was home. I made dinner to try to entice her into having the talk with me, but she avoided me. She had a plastic bag from the drug store and was very secretive about what was inside. I tried to give her all the space she needed, but I wanted to know too. My mind was filling in the gaps again and it wasn't good.



Courtney stayed in her room pretty much all night and left to go workout early the next morning. I had just got back from my morning run and she was gone. I decided that Courtney never cleans the bathroom connected to her bedroom and I should go make sure it wasn't a mess. At least empty the trash. Her bathroom counter was covered with makeup, her mirror encrusted with stickers and photos of her with her friends, and her trash can was overflowing.



I dumped it out into a bigger trash bag and immediately saw what I was hoping I would not: a pregnancy test. I felt like I was going to be sick. My heart was hanging in the balance. I reached gingerly into the bag and picked up the test stick. I lifted it up into the light and turned it over and saw, to my great relief, a negative.



My heart leapt again as I heard the front door open and close. I quickly tied up the garbage bag and escaped from Courtney's bedroom. She may have avoided pregnancy once, but her bad behavior was jeopardizing her whole future. Something had to be done before she repeated her mistake.



Later that day, I was sitting on the deck behind my house, topless and trying to maintain the allover tan I had picked up in Tahiti, when the jingle of my phone interrupted the music playing in my ears. I picked up and immediately recognized the voice as Rebecca Burke, probably my very best friend in the world, and in some ways the woman I consider to be my lesbian mentor.



"Heya," she said in that sexy, almost whispery voice of hers. "Are we still doing lunch today?"



"Oh my god, I totally forgot," I sat up and spilled my Kindle off my tummy and onto the deck. "I need to take a shower. Can we make it a late lunch?"



"Sure," laughed Rebecca. "I'm running behind too. I hope you've got lots of dirty stories from your trip to Tahiti for us to talk about."



Among other things. I showered and dressed in a rose print sundress that still smelled faintly like Tahiti after two times through the wash. It was cut low and showed off my evenly tanned breasts in an almost indecent way. Rebecca and I were strictly friends, but we both liked to flirt. It was sort of a competition. I got us a table on the patio at Paris Grill. It was a hot day, perfect for splitting a pitcher of mojito lemonade, so I placed the order and waited.



Rebecca's arrival was timed almost perfectly with the pitcher of sweet drinks. She is a few years closer to fifty than me, but she always looks incredible. I can be sexy. Rebecca can be gorgeous. That day was no exception.



Rebecca's rusty red hair flowed past her shoulders in thick curls. She smiled that perfect smile. Her green eyes were hidden behind a pair of chic sunglasses. She was tanned, but the freckles on her cheeks and across her nose were still visible. I think freckles can be so sexy. Rebecca wasn't showing off as much cleavage as me - she doesn't have quite as much to show - but her red wine dress was displaying her gorgeous legs.



She used to be a track star in college and she still has that amazing body. No matter how much running I do I will never lose my thighs and butt. She looked like she was in her thirties.                 



"So," she said, taking off her sunglasses and settling her firm butt in the chair beside me, "tell me about Tahiti."



I poured us each a mojito and launched into my tale. Rebecca is the only woman on earth I trust with the full story. I told her about hooking up with the sexy French flight attendant and then getting caught by the bratty teen. I told her about the teen's attempts at blackmailing me and my reversal, and about all the hot sex we had with me in charge.



Rebecca listened intently, asking questions whenever I shied away from erotic details. She made me lean in close and whisper my way through the most lurid bits.



"The hottest," I said, "was in the rain, on the deck outside my bungalow."



"Oh my," she moaned. "Sex in the tropical rain. How romantic."



"It wasn't romantic," I countered. "It was hot. We took off our soaked clothes and I pushed her to her knees. There were people watching from a boat in the lagoon while she licked me. It just made it hotter."



"Did you repay the favor?"



"Of course," I murmured. "I buried my tongue in her teenage furrow and drove her over the edge. I could taste her in the rain water that was dripping from her little mound."



When my Tahiti story had finally finished, Rebecca leaned back in her chair and said, "Well, you have certainly embraced your new sexuality. I am glad I could play a small part in that."



"You've played a big part in that." I took her hands and gave them a squeeze. There was an uncomfortably intimate look between us and I cleared my throat and we laughed. "So, how are you and Jessica doing?"



"I think it's over," she said.



That was terrible news. Rebecca and Jessica had been together for most of ten years. Rebecca toyed with the ring she wore on her finger as she told me what had happened.



"We were drifting apart I guess, our schedules weren't lining up, but that sort of thing had happened before. I never would have imagined...you know how it is. You caught your husband."



"You caught her?" I groaned.



"Jessica's yoga instructor was sitting on her face."



I burst out laughing and felt immediately terrible. "No, it's not funny. I'm sorry, Rebecca."



"It's okay," she said. "Jessica is quite a bit younger than me and I think she wanted a younger woman. But, I don't want to talk about that anymore. How is everything else with you? How are the girls? All grown up now?"



"Even Courtney," I said. "In fact, maybe a little too grown up in some ways. She has been bringing her boyfriend over to spend the night."



"You let that happen?"



"She's heading to college in less than two months and she'll be able to have boys sleepover whenever she wants then. I found a used pregnancy test in her trash."



"Negative, I hope," said Rebecca.



"It was. I just wish...I don't know. I wish she were a lesbian, I guess."



We both had a good laugh about that.



"There would be a lot fewer problems," I said, still laughing. "She can have fun in college and then, when she's ready in her life, if she wants, go back to men."



"It's true," said Rebecca. "Now is the time to experiment. You don't want her spending twenty years in a marriage like you did."



"Ouch," I said. "But you're right. I mean, I don't know if she has any interest in women. I wish she had a lesbian mentor."



"Like me?" asked Rebecca, cocking an eyebrow.



"Like..." I let the sentence trail off as I saw the look in Rebecca's eyes. Maybe it was the mojitos, but the idea didn't seem so crazy in that moment. "How would that work?"



"She is eighteen, isn't she?"



"Yes. Oh my god, you're going to seduce her?"



"Well," Rebecca teased the table with her finger. "I would have to, wouldn't I? There is simply no other way to get on the subject of sex with your daughter. Don't make that face. It would be perfectly safe. You could be my chaperone of sorts."



"How would that work?" I was excited and appalled to be entertaining the thought of my friend seducing my daughter.



"I'll be as close to you as possible when I am talking to your daughter. And when we're not at your house, or my condo, you could follow us around. From a distance."



The idea was hilarious to me. I imagined myself in a stakeout with audio bugs and hidden cameras watching Rebecca with my daughter. Then I imagined them in Rebecca's bedroom, the lights low, my friend's hands sliding down my daughter's back, and I had to push the thought out of my head.



"No way!" I suddenly exclaimed. "We're drunk. This is silly."



"You're right," said Rebecca, taking a slug from her mojito. "Forget we ever talked about it. I'm sure your daughter will figure things out."



We nursed our drinks in silence for a long time as I continued to think about Rebecca's absolutely insane offer to seduce my daughter. The more I considered it, the more I drank, the more I liked the idea. The more I wanted it to happen.



"Alright," I said with my voice husky with lust. "But what do I get out of it?"



"I thought I was doing you a favor," said Rebecca.



"Maybe. But I'm helping you get into the pants of my eighteen year old daughter. That's probably illegal in half of the country. What do I get?"



"I have a niece," she began.



Rebecca never had kids, but her sister, Megan, had a college-age daughter named Max, short for Maxine. Rebecca described Max as "a hot, punky goth" with "tattoos and piercings and absolutely no sexual boundaries."



"She's a slut?" I said.



"Yeah, just like you. I promise you will love her. The last time I saw Max, her hair was three different colors."



We actually shook on it. In hindsight, I suppose that makes it extra creepy. I was making a deal over my daughter like she was some sort of sex slave or something. But, I had good intentions, right? I wanted to protect Courtney's future. I wanted to keep her from getting pregnant and ending up like one of those idiots from that pregnant teenager TV show. If only I'd known what I was setting in motion.



Rebecca and I began to plan how it would happen. There would be cell phones left on so I could listen in and encounters nearby. Rebecca assured me that she would not do anything with my daughter without telling me first. Rebecca would educate Courtney about her sexuality and gently guide her towards a lesbian adventure that would safeguard her, I hoped, through college. In exchange, when Rebecca's sister came to town in a week, Rebecca would introduce me to Megan's daughter Max. To be honest, I hardly even thought about Max. All I could think about was my friend with my teenage daughter.



When I got home from the restaurant, Courtney was watching TV by herself in the basement den. I took a deep breath and descended the stairs with my heart pounding like a taiko drum at a samurai funeral.



"Hey, mom," said Courtney without looking in my direction.



She was sitting on the couch with her legs folded underneath her. I thought she looked cute in her little khaki shorts and yellow top with her silky blond hair pulled back in a ponytail. She could stand to show a little more cleavage to Rebecca. I caught myself before my thoughts got any dirtier. This was my daughter! I knew I was a terrible mom to be thinking about her looking sexy for Rebecca.



My face went hot with embarrassment. I looked away from my daughter and pretended to busy myself cleaning.



"Where's your friend?" I asked.



"Paulo?" She looked over at me. "We're sort of broken up. But maybe not. I don't know. It's complicated."



"Want to talk about it?"



"Nooooo," she said emphatically. "I don't even want to think about it right now."



"Well, you don't have to." I readied myself. "I am having Rebecca over for dinner tonight. It's been a long time since she's seen you. Do you think you could join us?"



"Do I have to?" she pouted.



"No, but if you do I'll get Thai food from that place you like."



You don't raise three girls without knowing, just like boys, the way to their heart is through their stomachs. I am still envious of Courtney's teenage metabolism. She can eat the most disgusting garbage and hardly works out and she has a body I would build a time machine to have.



"What was that look?" asked Courtney, catching me staring at her legs and firm butt.



"Ah, you'd better," I struggled to come up with something, "put on something nice for when she comes over."



"Sure, whatever. You're a weirdo, mom." She turned back to her TV show. If only she knew what a weirdo I really was she might have skipped out on dinner.



I texted Rebecca to let her know it was on. She sent back a winking emoticon. I picked up the Thai food from the takeout place and got home in time to set the table, transferring the steaming noodles and browned chicken from the Styrofoam and cardboard to bowls and plates. Courtney came downstairs with her hair dripping wet and her body wrapped up in a towel. She reached to take a piece of chicken and I slapped her fingers away.



"Go get dressed," I said. "Rebecca will be here in five minutes."



"Alright, jeez, big deal." Courtney retreated up the stairs. "It's not like I haven't seen her a million times before."



I watched her go and my eyes nearly bugged out of my skull when she pulled off the towel right before disappearing into her bedroom. I caught a split-second glimpse of my daughter's completely naked body. It was enough to see that she had no tan lines above the waist and a pale triangle from her bathing suit on her firm butt. It was so brazen - so unlike her - that I felt like she was doing it on purpose.



Rebecca arrived while Courtney was getting dressed. She looked smoking hot in a tight,  racerback black dress that showed off her flat tummy and her long, slender legs. The neckline was just low enough for her to push up an inviting pile of cleavage, which she had carefully decorated with a diamond necklace that drew the eye. Her makeup was as understatedly sultry as always. She looked classy hot.



I had kept my sundress from lunch and Courtney, arriving as I welcomed Rebecca into the house, looked fetchingly casual in a tight peach-colored tank that showed the purple of her lacy bra at the edges and a pair of white shorts that hugged her hips and firm butt.



"Wow, you look hot, Miss Burke," said Courtney. She bounced into the foyer in the way only a teenager could pull off.



"Thanks, sweetie, but please, call me Rebecca. When I hear 'Miss Burke' I think of my classroom." My friend hugged my daughter and, though the embrace was quick, the contact gave me a thrill of excitement. Rebecca looked at my daughter and said, "You look great too. So tan and fit. You're going to break a lot of hearts at college."



Everything about Rebecca's manner seemed different. Her posture was more erect and she leaned towards Courtney when she spoke. She looked into her eyes and touched my daughter's hand. Even the sound of Rebecca's voice was softer and almost breathless. Courtney was visibly uncomfortable at first, and I thought Rebecca had overplayed her seduction, but at dinner, things relaxed. Rebecca asked Courtney many questions about college and about her interests. Courtney was sucked in by her own narcissism and talked with excitement about being undecided whether to pursue women's lit or communications.



"I think," said Rebecca and she laid her hand over my daughter's, "you should pursue whatever would be the most fulfilling. Don't worry about turning it into a career. It's impossible to look that far ahead."



"Tell my mom that," said Courtney. I rolled my eyes.



Halfway through the meal, Rebecca gave me a wink. This was my signal to step away from the table and give her a little time alone with my daughter. I gathered plates and said I would be back with some wine. Courtney asked if she could have a glass and Rebecca spoke up, "Of course."



I let that answer stand and stepped into the kitchen. I turned the water on in the sink, but stepped back to the edge of the doorway so I could peer into the dining room. Rebecca had turned in her chair to face my daughter and was leaning in, talking too quietly for me to hear. Courtney responded with a little laughter and said something like, "I can't break hearts."



Heat blossomed in my face as I watched my friend lay her hand on my daughter's knee. She was leaning close and talking intensely to Courtney. Although Courtney looked stiffed and a little uncomfortable, she was nodding at what Rebecca was saying.



"I'll find the right person," I heard my daughter say.



"That's not what I mean," continued Rebecca and then she leaned in close and I couldn't really hear her again. But I watched. Her hand moved up my daughter's leg a little and she stroked her above the knee. I realized I was both angry and excited by what I was seeing. It gave me a twinge of the anger I last felt when I caught my ex-husband cheating, but with the erotic thrill of watching lovers caress, and something else. Something taboo.



Courtney started to turn her head in the direction of the kitchen and I ducked back inside before she could see me. I returned to the table with the wine and could not help but notice my daughter was flushed. Rebecca's hand was no longer on Courtney's leg.



"One glass," I said to my daughter and poured the wine.



We drank the wine and things loosened up a little more. At another wink from Rebecca I asked my friend about her girlfriend, Jessica. Of course, I knew all about what had happened, but this was a performance for Courtney. Rebecca sighed and began her story. She layered it on thick, adding details about looking at Jessica's phone and seeing strange numbers and smelling strange perfume on the bed. Courtney was gasping and murmuring sympathetically by the time Rebecca reached the climax.



"I was home early from work," she said. "There was a fake bomb threat at a different school and the district just decided to close all of the schools. There was a strange car in the driveway. A little red Honda. I knew I had seen it before, but I wasn't sure where."



"Oh, no," said Courtney. "You didn't catch her, did you?"



Rebecca took a sip of wine and nodded her head. "So I walk up the stairs and I can hear it in the hallway of the condo outside the apartment. It was a little bit muffled." Rebecca covered her mouth with her hand and proceeded to make girlish moaning sounds of pleasure. Courtney went red in the face and we all laughed, but Rebecca's story was just getting started.



"I was in a daze at that point, because I had suspected for a long time she was cheating on me, but still, I had to know for sure. Maybe she was watching something on the Internet."



"Oh my god," laughed Courtney.



"I opened the door and crept inside. I even took my shoes off so my feet wouldn't make as much sound on the hardwood. Not that it mattered. I think I probably could have been playing a drum with how much noise they were making. The first thing I saw were the yoga mats by the couch. There was still a scented candle burning and some new age music playing on the stereo. But they weren't in the living room doing yoga. I followed the sounds back to the bedroom and slowly opened the door."



Rebecca let the tension stretch out and then leaned back in her chair.



"Jessica was on her back with her head propped up a little bit on the pillows. She had her hands up like this," Rebecca lifted her hands to either side of her face with her palms up and her fingers cupped slightly, "and she had the yoga instructor's ass right on her face. Nose wedged into her ass and tongue stuffed up her cunt. Excuse my language."



Courtney was hanging on Rebecca's every word. I wondered if my daughter's mind was being taken on the journey Rebecca wanted. By the heaving of her breasts and the color in her cheeks, she was either much drunker than I thought, or Rebecca's detailed story had the effect she had intended on my daughter.



"I watched for a second. The yoga instructor was this hot little blonde with these perfect perky little tits and these red lipstick nipples. Her eyes were closed and her head was back. I could hear Jessica moaning underneath that woman's ass. I could even hear her tongue making wet sounds. But what I'll never forget is the last thing I heard before I stormed out of the condo." Rebecca stared intensely into my blushing daughter's eyes. "'Suck my pussy, you cougar slut.'"



Rebecca arched an eyebrow and drained the rest of her glass of wine.



Courtney asked, "So did you throw her out?"



"No. We're both on the lease, so it will be a long time before we're totally separated, but it's over. But you know what the funny thing is? I can't blame her. I mean, I do, but I understand. She's almost ten years younger than me. I can't blame her trading me in for a hot young blonde. If I had the looks, I would go after a sex blonde half my age. Maybe even less if I'm feeling naughty."



I watched my daughter's reaction intensely. The way the story thrilled her, the embarrassed smile on her lips, the hardness of her little nipples showing through bra and tank top; her arousal was becoming my arousal.



"You are sexy enough for a younger woman," said Courtney.



Her comment actually embarrassed me it was so honest. Rebecca smiled smoothly and said, "Thank you, sweetie. Maybe that will give me the confidence to go looking for her. Nothing serious, just someone to have fun with. I just have to find the right person. "



She winked at my daughter, a reference to the private conversation they had when I was out of the room. I had a sudden feeling like I was losing control of the situation, and then I snapped back from it. We finished the bottle of wine, I even let Courtney have another half glass, and then, at a wink from Rebecca, I said I was feeling tired.



"Aw, I wanted to take a soak in the hot tub," said Rebecca. "I even wore my suit under my dress."



"Courtney, can you get her set up?"



"Sure, mom," said Courtney.



"Yeah, you can keep me company," said Rebecca and she gave my daughter's leg a squeeze. I noticed Courtney did not stiffen this time.



All of this was just a ruse to get me out of the way, but also to give me a good vantage point on what was happening. My bedroom was right above the back deck on our house and had a clear view of the hot tub below. The plan was for Rebecca to call me so I could listen to everything being said and then convince my daughter into the hot tub and make her first move there. Rebecca had warned me that things might not get very far. "Just a kiss would be a breakthrough," she assured me.



I hugged both women goodnight, kissing them each on the cheek, and headed upstairs, my body warmed by the wine and trembling with taboo excitement. As I stood at the window overlooking the deck, waiting for my daughter and Rebecca to walk outside, I admitted to myself that I wanted it to go farther than a kiss. I wanted it to go all the way and I wanted to watch it happen.



They were still inside when I made my way over to the window overlooking the deck. I wondered what they were talking about, what private conversation they were having without me looking over their shoulders. After a seeming eternity, the light switched on the deck and both women came out through the sliding door.



Courtney and Rebecca were both in their bathing suits. Rebecca's tits looked amazing swaddled in a black bikini top so well-fitted it might as well have been a push-up bra. Her nipples protruded from the dark fabric. She was lean and tan, the only concession to her age being a full-bottomed bikini instead of the thong I recall her wearing ten years ago.



Courtney's bikini was familiar to me. It was red, showed off her big breasts and had a too-small triangle covering her shapely teenage ass. In our perpetual mother-daughter war to embarrass each other, I still held the upper hand with my butt-baring bikini bottoms. This was Courtney's attempt to get back. As she bent over to take the cover off the hot tub, the revealing suit put her juicy ass on display for Rebecca. My old friend took in the sight of my daughter's tanned apple bottom before Courtney finished up with the hot tub cover and turned the flowing water on.



The sound of the tub filling covered their conversation, but I watched them talking, their body language becoming increasingly relaxed and familiar. Courtney tested the water with her fingers. Satisfied that it was hot enough, she shut off the faucet and turned on the bubbles. Rebecca surreptitiously dialed my number while my daughter was turning on the bubbles. I answered and she set her phone on the bench beside the rim of the hot tub. My daughter and my friend, more than twice my daughter's age, climbed into the hot tub together. They settled into the warning and I could see their contented smiles as the warm, bubbling tub relaxed them.



They talked for a while. Even using the phone it was hard to hear what they were saying over the bubbling of the water. I heard Paulo come up twice and then, Rebecca shifted, bringing Courtney closer to the phone. I heard, "He didn't wear a condom" and then "pregnant." My heart raced. Rebecca said something like, "Does your mother know?" Courtney shook her head. Had the pregnancy test only been one of several?



"I'm just glad I'm not," said Courtney. "I feel like an idiot though."



My relief was quickly forgotten as Rebecca held her arms open to invite my daughter to hug her. Courtney seemed to hesitate and then she crossed the tub and pressed her body against Rebecca. Their breasts pressed together and Rebecca wrapped my daughter up in her arms. She kissed Courtney on the top of her head. Courtney said something and Rebecca rubbed her hand up and down my daughter's back in a comforting motion.



Courtney rested her head on Rebecca's shoulder. My friend cradled my daughter and looked into her eyes. She smoothed the blonde hair back from my daughter's face. Courtney smiled. My heart caught in my throat as Rebecca leaned her lips down.



They kissed. It was the lightest, most fleeting kiss imaginable, just a brush of Rebecca's lips against my daughter's full pout. Rebecca dipped her head back a few inches and searched my daughter's face for a reaction. Rebecca must have seen what she was looking for, because my friend leaned down again and this time it was no tentative peck. She pressed her lips roughly to my daughter's mouth and I nearly moaned as I watched their lips part. Their hot tongues worked together and over the phone I heard my daughter's muffled sigh of pleasure.



A hot thrill crawled over my body and gathered as warmth between my thighs. I could not believe I was watching my best friend tangling tongues with my teenage daughter and getting off on it. The kiss finally ended and Rebecca and Courtney both were smiling and laughing. My daughter stayed in her arms.



"Never done that before," I heard Courtney say over the phone.



"Never?" asked Rebecca.



"Once with Brianna, my friend. I think she has the hots for me but...I'm not a lesbian..."



"But you liked what we just did?"



"Yeah," said Courtney and I could see the flush in her cheeks from up in my room.



"Then we should do it again," said Rebecca as she stroked my daughter's face.



"Yeah, we should," agreed Courtney and she leaned up and kissed Rebecca. My friend responded like a Venus trap closing on a hapless insect. Rebecca turned from her side onto her back, pulling my daughter atop her and between her parted thighs. Courtney was forced into the dominant position, forced to decide to kiss Rebecca, and she did. She explored with her tongue and balanced her hands on the edge of the tub as her body pressed against Rebecca's.



Rebecca's legs wrapped around the backs of my daughter's thighs and my friend grabbed two handfuls of my daughter's firm ass. Like that, it was happening. The door to new desires had been opened for Courtney and Rebecca was pulling her through it. They kissed for a long while, with my daughter atop my friend, and Rebecca squeezing Courtney's ass.



I heard their soft sounds of pleasure over the phone. I watched their bodies rubbing together in the water. My mind told me to look away, to let it happen out of sight, but I could not tear my gaze from the erotic scene playing out below my window. I only barely resisted the urge to lift the hem of my sundress and slide my hand into my panties.



Rebecca released her grip on my daughter's ass and slid her long fingers up Courtney's back. She began untying my daughter's bikini top. In moments, Rebecca's deft touch had untied Courtney's red bikini and my friend pulled the top away and tossed the dripping bathing suit out of the hot tub.



Courtney sat up, her large, teenage breasts displayed for Rebecca. They were magnificent. Like mine twenty years ago. Water poured from Courtney's shoulders and cascaded between her tanned tits. The hard, pink pebbles of her nipples were practically rubbing against Rebecca's lips.



"They're gorgeous," murmured my redheaded friend.



My daughter's voice was barely audible over the bubbling of the hot tub. She moaned, "Suck them."



Rebecca squeezed my daughter's breasts and buried her face in their softness. Her kisses sought a nipple and Courtney arched her back as Rebecca sucked a sensitive pebble into her mouth. Courtney squirmed and gasped as my friend teased with her tongue, swirling around each nipple, moving back and forth between them sucking and nibbling at my daughter's tender flesh.



"Oh my god, I want to feel yours," said Courtney. She slid off from Rebecca and my old friend sat upright and unfastened her bikini top. I could see the satisfied smile on her face. She knew she had already won and she made a show of unveiling her breasts, tossing the black bikini at my daughter and exposing the pale tan lines of her breasts and her thick, brown nipples.



Courtney's hands were on them almost immediately, squeezing the softness and lifting them, pressing their breasts together as their lips and tongues met once more. Rebecca sighed as Courtney kissed her cheek and shoulder, moving lower, to her breasts. My daughter's kisses were more tentative. She stuck her tongue out and teased a fat nipple.



"That's good, sweetie," said Rebecca. "Suck it for me."



Courtney's soft, teenage lips sought Rebecca's brown nipple and closed around it. I gasped and then covered my mouth realizing they might be able to hear me over the phone. Neither of them paid me any attention. Rebecca held Courtney's head against her breasts as my daughter sucked one nipple and then, licking her way across Rebecca's chest, sucked the other.



I slid my hand up to my chest sympathetically, watching as my daughter's pink tongue flicked at Rebecca's nipple. I teased my own nipple with my fingertip and felt the heat growing between my legs. I was aching to touch myself. I plucked at the hard bud of each nipples as I watched my daughter return to sucking at Rebecca's chest. Her face was pressed into the pale flesh and she looked up at Rebecca with lust in her eyes.



I think it was that look, of my daughter's eyes as she sucked Rebecca's breast, that spurred my seductive friend into action. She dragged her nipple from Courtney's mouth and rolled my daughter onto her back against the rim of the hot tub.



Rebecca pushed apart Courtney's knees and pressed between my daughter's thighs. She crushed her lips to Courtney's. Their mouths and tongue met and Rebecca's hand moved between their bodies. It disappeared beneath the water and I knew where it was heading. There was a moment of tension. Courtney's eyes opened and she pulled back from the kiss.



She said something to Rebecca, but the only word I could hear was, "Mistake."



I almost cried out in dismay as Courtney pushed Rebecca away. She groped for her bathing suit and stood up in the tub. Rebecca said something to try to relax her, but the seductive spell was broken. Courtney covered her chest with her arm and climbed out of the pool. She picked her bathing suit up from the deck and disappeared into the house. Rebecca glanced up at me and I could see the disappointment on her face.



"Not tonight," she said and hung up the phone.



My mind couldn't get past tonight. Seeing my daughter's mortified expression as she fled from the hot tub was enough to make me realize what I had done. Guilt washed over me and I sat down on my bed, unable to even think about what had just happened. I felt sick.



Courtney thumped up the staircase and disappeared into her bedroom with a slam of the door. Rebecca got her suit back on and left without saying goodnight to me. Not that I had anything to say to her. I buried my face in a pillow and felt like garbage.



The next morning I avoided Courtney. She was eating a big bowl of cereal on the couch and watching TV. She didn't seem like she wanted to talk either. I had a few messages from Rebecca, but I didn't feel like listening to them. I went for a jog and midway through she caught me off guard. I answered without thinking.



"Hey, sweetie, sorry about running out last night," she began. "I wanted to give Courtney her space. We can try again--"



"No. It's over, Rebecca. No more of this. I practically set her up for a date rape with all that wine she drank."



"Calm down, it was a glass and a half and I had more."



"This is done. Do you understand me? The whole thing is off. Forget about it." I ended the call feeling some of the anger escape from me. Rebecca had the good sense not to call back, because I had a full rant about her being a sexual predator that I knew we both would have regretted.



To be honest, I was relieved my deal with Rebecca was over with. There had been seeds of regret from the moment we first talked about the idea. It felt like I was trying to force my daughter into a lifestyle just for the sake of convenience. If she wanted to get banged by men and have five babies, well, that would be terrible at her age, but I would still love her. Even as her mother I had overstepped and allowed my desires to corrupt my maternal instincts.



So, over and done with, right? Not so fast.



That night, at around ten o'clock, I was stretched out on the couch in the living room doing some lingerie shopping on my laptop, when I received a call from Rebecca. I almost didn't pick it up after our heated discussion earlier, but something made me answer that phone.



"Listen carefully and don't say anything until I'm finished." The excitement in her voice was palpable. "I just got off the phone with your daughter. She has been thinking about what happened last night and she wants to meet up with me. I suggested a cup of coffee at Brewhaus, but I think she wanted something more."



"She called you just now?"



"Yes, two minutes ago." Rebecca took a deep breath. "This is it, Madison. Your daughter wants to go all the way exploring her lesbianism and I'm the mentor you wanted for her."



"So that's it? You're going to meet her for coffee and then take her back to your condo and screw her?"



"That was the idea, but the deal was you get to watch. She's already on her way to meet me. I'll text you when she shows up at the coffee shop. You'll have fifteen minutes from then before I am bringing her back to my place. The key will be under the mat. There's a walk-in closet in the bedroom. I'll make sure you have a good view of the action."



"Hold on," I said, my heart racing all over again at the thought of Rebecca with Courtney.



"Don't pretend this isn't what you wanted." There was a touch of meanness to Rebecca's tone. "All along, you wanted to watch me fuck your daughter. This is your chance. There might not be another one."



I tried to spit out some other objection, but my heart wasn't in it and Rebecca wasn't listening. She told me she had to "get ready" and she hung up the phone. My face was hot. My heart was beating so fast I had to get up and walk around the living room. This was too real, and my fantasies were too juicy, to be ignored.



I was so excited I didn't even bother to put in my contacts. I looked like a mess. My hair was all pulled back in a bunch, I was wearing my big 90s-style glasses, and dressed in loose sweats with a jacket over my tank top. I wasn't even wearing a bra. I threw on my sandals and got into my car and raced to Rebecca's condo. It was downtown in a really nice area. All of the condos were posh and I had to wait for someone to come into the building and buzz me through. I was running up the stairs when I got the text: ON MY WAY BACK.



My heart was going wild. I found the key, got it into her door, and raced back to the bedroom. Rebecca's condo was beautiful, and it had been a while since I had stopped by, but there was no time to enjoy the scenery. Her walk in closet had a slatted door. I hid myself inside and sat down on the footstool. After all that rushing, it felt like hours before I heard the door opening.



"Wow, your place is amazing." Hearing my daughter's girlish voice in the entry area gave me gooseflesh. I was shaking with fear and excitement.



"It's just home to me, but thank you. Do you want a drink or something?"



"Sure, do you have any wine? I'm so nervous...it would..."



"I understand, sweetie." Glass clinked and the refrigerator opened and closed. "We'll take this back to the bedroom and relax."



I heard their footsteps approaching on the hardwood. They stopped just outside the door. I could hear the rustle of clothing and a soft sound like a moan.



"God, I'm shaking," whispered my daughter. "Maybe I should go."



"Honey, hold on, you've known me for years. Don't be nervous. If this turns out to be something you don't like, we'll stop, you can go home, we'll never talk about it again. But what if it's not."



I held my breath in the silence that followed. Finally, Courtney said, "Yeah. You're right, Miss Burke."



"I told you before," the door opened to the bedroom and my old friend switched on the light, "call me Rebecca."



I pressed my nose against the slats and could not look away as Rebecca sauntered into the room. She was wearing dark denim with a blood-red sweater over a dress shirt. Her top was opened enough to show off her freckled cleavage. It was a simple outfit, but she wore it like it was tailored for her. Courtney followed her into the bedroom. She was wearing a tight pink hoodie with a pair of khaki short-shorts. She looked sexy despite her casual outfit. The tension on my daughter's face was giving me the butterflies.



Rebecca took Courtney's hands and brought her around to the side of the bed with the best view from the closet. They were so close I could smell my daughter's perfume. Rebecca sat down on the edge of the bed. She parted her knees and pulled Courtney into the space between them, looking up at my daughter and caressing her hand. Courtney held out the wine glasses and Rebecca filled them up and put the bottle aside.



"To new adventures," said Rebecca, raising the glass in toast.



"New adventures," agreed Courtney.



They clinked their glasses together and in a matter of seconds my daughter drained the white wine. She set the glass down and leaned forward with her knee resting on the bed between Rebecca's thighs. She cradled my friend's face with both hands, turning it up to meet her descending kiss. Their kiss was so quiet and still in the private confines of the bedroom.



Courtney closed her eyes and parted her lips. I imagined their tongues meeting in the torrid world they created with their connected mouths. Rebecca set her wine aside and held my daughter's hips. Courtney moaned softly. Their lips smacked and I caught a glimpse of their pink tongues pressing together. Rebecca fell back onto the bed and pulled Courtney with her. My daughter's firm ass was raised in the air as the two women stayed connected by their kiss.



It was so much different than watching them from my bedroom. I felt like I was a participant. I could hear each hiss of excited breathing through their nostrils and each soft shuffle of clothing beneath exploring fingers. Rebecca's fingers slid up the backs of Courtney's thighs and into the bottom of her shorts. She caressed and squeezed my daughter's firm bubble butt. Courtney worked her hips back and forth in response.



Raised high on her arms, smiling down at Rebecca, Courtney reached up to her hoodie's zipper and opened the front until the two halves hung open. I could not see inside, but I suspected she was wearing nothing underneath by the way Rebecca's hands immediately moved to my daughter's chest. Rebecca raised her knees and Courtney sat her butt against them and I saw that I was right. My daughter's large, youthfully perfect breasts were bare. She slid the hoodie off completely as Rebecca ran her fingers over my daughter's tender flesh.



Rebecca set up and bent her body forward to explore the soft terrain of Courtney's chest with her lips and tongue. She sucked on my daughter's straining nipples. Courtney moaned and ran her fingers through Rebecca's hair.



"Oh my god, bite them," she sighed. "Like...ohhh...like that."



"You're a naughty girl, aren't you?" asked Rebecca, between playful bites of my daughter's pink pebbles.



"Yes, I need a teacher. Someone who will help me be good."



Rebecca laughed and rolled my daughter onto her back. "You came to the wrong place. I only teach girls to be bad."



Kneeling between Courtney's legs, Rebecca pulled her sweater off over her head and began unbuttoning the white shirt she was wearing underneath. Courtney's eyes glittered as she watched my friend undress. Her flushed breasts heaved with excitement. I was so close I could see that one of her hard little nipples was still glistening with Rebecca's saliva. Rebecca tossed aside the shirt and bared her lavender bra with fetching lace details. Her tanned tits were lifted to an inviting valley, which she pressed to my daughter's bare breasts as she fell forward atop her.



Their kissing resumed, more urgent than before, and Rebecca ground her denim-clad thigh between Courtney's legs. The erotic grinding and the soft cries of my daughter's pleasure were driving me wild. I could no longer hold back. I slid my fingertips inside the waistband of my sweats and beneath the soaked front of my cotton panties. My fingers found my hot furrow as Rebecca began to reach her hand for the button of my daughter's shorts. I was so hot and so wet I nearly screamed at the touch of my fingers against the aching of my clit.



Rebecca's fingers worked the buttons of Courtney's khaki shorts. She parted the flap and her flattened fingertips slid into my daughter's panties. The reaction was immediate. Courtney hissed with excitement and lifted her ass off the bed, pushing her sex against Rebecca's fingertips. Rebecca looked into Courtney's eyes and began to stroke her mound.



"You're very wet," murmured Rebecca.



"I've been thinking about this since yesterday."



"Mmmm," Rebecca gave her a kiss. "You don't have to think about it anymore, sweetie. Just let it happen."



Courtney moaned as Rebecca stroked her little teenage pussy inside her panties. My old friend kissed her way down my daughter's tanned and firm body, over her breasts and slender tummy, to the tented fabric of her shorts. Her hand continued to move inside and my daughter let out a loud moan. Rebecca withdrew her fingers from Courtney's shorts. They were slick with Courtney's juices.



Rebecca lifted her fingers to her mouth as if to taste them. She stopped and a wicked smile curled her lips. My eyes bulged as she locked right at me hiding in the closet and reach her fingers up to Courtney's mouth. My daughter parted her lips immediately and sucked Rebecca's fingers. She moaned as she ran her tongue between Rebecca's fingers and cleaned her own sweet honey.



"That's good, sweetie," said Rebecca, still staring at the closet. "Do you like the way your pussy tastes?"



"Mmhmmm," moaned my daughter, greedily sucking the fingers in her mouth. Rebecca rubbed them across Courtney's pouting lips and tickled her fingers back down, over her breasts.



Rebecca took down my daughter's shorts quickly, lifting her ass and sliding them down her tanned thighs and over her knees. She pushed her legs apart again, showing me the pink panties clinging to Courtney's dewy mound, a line of darkness marking the wetness of her pussy. Rebecca pressed her thumb into the softness there and rubbed in a circular motion atop Courtney's clit.



"Oh my god, that feels so good," gasped Courtney.



"That's just a tease of things to come." Rebecca continued to massage my daughter's clit. "I want to lick you now. Have you been licked before? By a man?"



"Yes," admitted Courtney.



"This won't be anything like that. Now, I'm going to take your panties off. Don't be shy. After I do that I want you to lift up your legs and hold them under your knees. Can you do that for me?"



"Yes," said Courtney. Rebecca slid off the bed onto her knees and smoothly dragged Courtney's pink panties down her thighs. Her mound was bare and starkly white. Her vulva was a delicate flower glistening with dew. She lifted her legs up, her knees almost to her chest as she held her legs in place with both hands. The position parted her lips and exposed the tender divot of her pink anus.



"You're so beautiful, sweetie." Rebecca teased my daughter's thighs with her fingernails. "So tight and perfect."



"I'm embarrassed," said Courtney. "You're looking at me...all over...in the light."



"Your body is beautiful. Don't be afraid to show it off, especially in the privacy of the bedroom." Rebecca planted light kisses on the backs of Courtney's thighs. She kissed lower, to the bathing-suit triangle of untanned flesh on my daughter's ass. Courtney shuddered. Rebecca's tongue teased towards my daughter's asshole, but did not touch it. She licked lightly up her thigh again and let her breath caress Courtney's tender cunt.



I pushed my fingers into my steaming sex as I watched Rebecca tease my daughter. She took her time, making Courtney shiver and moan and, finally, beg for it. "Please, lick me. Lick my clit."



"Is that what you want, baby?" asked Rebecca, kissing around Courtney's pink slit.



"Please," said Courtney.



Rebecca took hold of Courtney's thighs and spread them wide apart, pushing her legs back even more as her long, pink tongue sought my daughter's delicate clit. I could not see the contact, but I heard it in the hard gasp of air from Courtney. Rebecca's head blocked my view of my daughter's sex completely, but I could hear the lapping of her tongue, the wet parting of Courtney's folds, and I watched the contortions of pleasure on my daughter's face as I fingered deeply into my clutching cunt. All pretense of helping Courtney was abandoned. I fucked against my fingers, watching with pure lust as Rebecca devoured my daughter's pussy.



My orgasm was building. Courtney squirmed beneath Rebecca's licking and threaded her fingers into my friend's hair.



"Don't stop," Courtney grunted. I sped up my fingering, watching my daughter's face, watching her grab her own breast and play with a hard nipple between her fingers. I bit my lower lips so hard it hurt as my orgasm overtook me. I came hard, looking into my daughter's rapturous face, staring at her parted lips and watching her feet bounce slightly as Rebecca worked her tongue magic on Courtney's teenage pussy. Contractions gripped at my fingers and it took every bit of self control not to make a sound.



The closet, and the room beyond, were thick with the scent of aroused women. Courtney's orgasm subsided and Rebecca climbed into bed with her. They kissed again and, though I was hot with guilt, I could not look away. Rebecca rolled onto her back and Courtney cuddled in beside her.



"That was amazing," said Courtney.



"Give me your hand," said Rebecca. My daughter complied and it was Rebecca's turn to lick and suck Courtney's fingers. Rebecca unbuttoned her jeans and slid them off. She pulled down her pale cotton panties and exposed the trimmed thatch of red hair and the velvet folds of her cunt. I could see Courtney's amazement at the sight. It was beautiful, but it was a woman's pussy, rich with the scent of Rebecca's arousal and glistening with dew.



"Do you want me to lick it?" asked Courtney uncertainly.



"Not tonight," said Rebecca, leaving open the possibility of future engagements. "I want to show you how to use your fingers. Lie back beside me."



They lay side by side on the pillows, their legs spread and overlapping. Rebecca took my daughter's hand and guided it to her woman's cunt. She then reached over and slid her fingers over Courtney's perky teenage pussy.



"Try to do what I do," she said, stroking my daughter. "Slow, light touches. Tease around the clit. Do you feel how big and hard it is?"



"Yes," said Courtney with a shiver of pleasure in her voice.



"I have a big one. When it's nice and big like that you can suck on it, but for now, just feel it. Rub it and...oohhh...yeah...like that. Not too much though. You're just...oh....like that...good." Rebecca began to rub my daughter a bit more insistently and Courtney moaned. My friend continued to instruct her. "Now you want to focus on the clit. Some women like fingers inside them, I prefer that when I'm being licked, but for now, just focus on the clit there. Oh that's real nice, sweetie. Do just like I'm doing, circles, pressing harder. Press even harder than that. It won't hurt."



"Oh, Rebecca," moaned Courtney. "You're going to make me cum again."



"Do you want to cum with me?" asked Rebecca and I could detect a thrusting of her hips against my daughter's fingers.



"Yeah, I would like that," said Courtney. They turned their heads and kissed, tongues out in the open, eyes slitted with pleasure as they mutually masturbated each other. I could hear the wet sound of their pussies beneath their fingers and I wanted to touch myself again, but the room was so quiet. There was just the soft moaning and the sounds of their fingers and tongues. They both arched at almost the same moment, as if a current had gone through the bed, and their cries of pleasure were muffled by the hard press of their lips together.



Flushed, sweaty, they collapsed back onto the bed and both laughed about their orgasms. I could see the afterglow in my daughter's face. That gauzy smile and the pinkness of her chest. They kissed lightly and Courtney ran her hand over Rebecca's bra-cradled breasts.



"I have to go," she said.



"Stay," said Rebecca. "We can try again. Have you ever made love in the shower?"



Courtney sat up and said, "I need to think about all this. Give me a little time...I..."



"You're not upset, are you?"



"No," said Courtney. She was clearly flustered as she pulled on her clothes and got up from the bed. "I just need to think about it. This is a lot to process. I will call you."



She rushed out the door, but stopped and looked back. "Thank you, Rebecca."



"You're welcome, sweetie," said my old friend and she dropped her head back against the pillow.



We both listened to Courtney leaving the apartment. Her footsteps moved across the hardwoods to the door. Rebecca cocked an eyebrow and tilted her head. The door opened and closed. She nodded and rested her head back on the pillow. She was nude except for her bra and her thighs were wide apart. 



“Come out of there,” said Rebecca.



I stepped out into the bedroom. The heat of their sex lingered in the air and my eyes were drawn to the glistening furrow of Rebecca’s cunt. Her cheeks were flushed and she looked at me with heavy-lidded eyes.



“Did you like watching me with your daughter?”



“Yes,” I confessed.



“Come here.” She motioned with her finger. “Courtney has made me so wet. I want you to finish the job.”



When I was first exploring my sexuality I had considered the idea of trying to seduce Rebecca. She made it clear that she wasn’t interested in harming our friendship. But I was in a fever of lust that night in her apartment. I couldn’t resist her offer and I fell onto the bed and crawled between her legs. My fingers parted her hot folds and my tongue sought her fat clit. I straddled her leg and pushed my mound against her thigh.



“I can’t wait to have your daughter’s tongue down there,” she said. “I’m going to teach her to…oohhhh…lick like…nnnnn…a naughty little kitten. I’ll even teach her to lick my asshole. Would you like me…nnn…to teach her to do that?”



I replied with my tongue and my fingers and drove her until she was thrusting against my tongue and grabbing my hair to pull me against her. I closed my eyes and imagined her sweet folds belonged to my daughter. I licked and sucked and came hard, grinding my juicy slit against Rebecca’s leg. She arched beneath me and flooded my tongue with her sweet cum.



She pulled me to her and we kissed and caressed. I took off her bra and we pressed our soft breasts together. Our tongues met and our hands explored each other’s bodies, both familiar and new. We exhausted ourselves in a torrid ballet of tongues and fingers and grinding cunts. Rebecca even had a naughty selection of toys to rival my won. Vibrators and clit flickers and nipple sucking caps. She had a lovely black strap on that fit snugly up my cunt as she fucked me doggystyle. The sun was beginning to rise by the time we fell together in a sweaty tangle.



“I have to go,” I sighed. “I feel like I’m going to pass out.”



“Sleep over,” she said and teased her fingers over my breasts. “We can do that thing with the plug and the strap-on.”



I swept sweaty blond locks from my face. She was convincing, but I had to get home. I kissed Rebecca and thanked her, gave her strap-on a teasing tug, and headed home. Courtney was still asleep in her room when I got home. I took a hot shower, put on a pot of coffee, and promptly fell asleep on the couch.


So much had changed in 24 hours. The new reality populated my dreams. In my fantasy, Rebecca was married to me and we lived in my house. We both called Courtney our daughter, but she shared our bed. It was a twisted fantasy, full of intimate details I witnessed in Rebecca’s bedroom. When I woke up I was soaked with excitement.


I rolled off the couch at about one and found Courtney lounging in the hot tub on the back deck. She was wearing that same red bikini she wore with Rebecca. I tried not to watch her through the window. She finished up and came inside and I suggested we go to the mall and do some shopping together. We had a really late lunch at one of her favorite places and then I took her to the mall. I even went into all of her trendy, teen-oriented stores with her.



“I’m buying,” I said and let her put several sexy outfits on my credit card. As we were heading out of the mall I stopped and turned us back around. “Let’s go in Vicky’s.”



“Oh, mom, I don’t know,” laughed Courtney. “That’s not really a mother and daughter sort of stop.”



“Sure it is. We have to wear underwear, don’t we? There’s nothing wrong with it being sexy.”



Her face went bright red, but she let me take her shopping bags so she could try on some outfits. She picked out cute bras and cute panties, but they were a little tame. I urged her to pick out “something spicy” and the sales girl was all too happy to direct Courtney to the much pricier lingerie.



“I can’t believe you’re trying to get me to buy this stuff,” said Courtney, but she wasn’t mad. She picked out a cream-colored satin cami and shorts set. She even tried them on and gave me a peak into the dressing room. The lace fringed cami was modest up top, but when she bent forward and struck a pose she demonstrated the allure of the satin shorts as they rode up the backs of her thighs and snugly framed her firm ass and even the soft mound of her sex.



“Very naughty,” I laughed and forced myself to look away.



“You’re a weirdo, mom.” Courtney changed back into her clothes and I bought her the lingerie and underwear.



We were walking out Victoria’s Secret with our shopping bags on our arms when I heard a familiar voice call out from across the mall. Standing outside Grrrit, a punk-rock teen fashion store, was none other than Rebecca. She looked stunning as always and waved to us with her fingers. I knew Courtney was going red with embarrassment, but I dragged her over to say hello to my old friend and my daughter’s new lover.



“Well aren’t you two adorable,” said Rebecca. “Doing some lingerie shopping?”



“She was just picking out something sexy,” I said and nudged Courtney in the ribs. She went an even darker shade of red. “So what are you doing standing outside Grrrit?”



“She was waiting for me.” The girl who spoke couldn’t have been more than eighteen or nineteen. She was as tall as Rebecca, but slender, and with perfect porcelain skin that looked like it had never seen the sun. Purple lipstick and purple eyeshadow matched the wave of purple in the front of her Bettie Page bangs. One side of her otherwise black hair was shaved. She had several piercings in her ear on that side and a silver ring in her lower lip. She was dressed like a Victorian punk rocker. Very intimidating in a way, but delicate and feminine at the same time. She was adorable.



“You must be Max,” I said. “I’m Madison.”



We shook hands. She met my gaze with her dusky eyes. “Aunt Becca has told me a lot about you. And this must be Courtney.”



I wondered just what Rebecca had told her niece about me and my daughter.



“I’m glad we ran into you,” said Rebecca. “Max is in town for the weekend and I thought you two could come over for dinner tonight. Would you like that?”



I liked it very much. Courtney was not as enthusiastic. I think she was worried I would find out about her and Rebecca. After some cajoling, and a promise she could borrow my car for a road trip in a couple weeks, Courtney and I arrived at the door to Rebecca’s condo dressed in almost matching red one-pieces. Mine was more revealing up top and Courtney’s was more complimentary to her perfect ass. I’ll be honest: we both looked hot as hell.



So did Rebecca when she answered the door in a baby doll skirt so sheer I felt like we were already in her bedroom. It was cut to show off her long legs, but the thin fabric did more to reveal that she wasn’t wearing a bra. Max was leaning against the sofa when we walked in, her long legs stretched out in tight jeans. Her small breasts were perky beneath an artfully torn tank top that hardly covered her tits and showed  of the pale flatness of her tummy.


Max waved from where she was perched, but didn’t bother to come say hello. After my trip to Tahiti, and my experience with the beach brat there, Max’s pouty teen demeanor was hitting all of my buttons. In a good way.


“We brought wine,” I said, handing the bottle off to Rebecca.



“I’ll go pour some,” she said. “Would you like to help out, Courtney? I can also show you that, um, art I was telling you about.”



My daughter was terrible at hiding her excitement. She hurried after my friend, leaving me alone with Max. I imagined they would be, at the very least, locking lips as soon as they were out of sight.



“So,” I said, sidling up to Max, “how have you been?”



“Do you think they’re going to fuck in the kitchen?” she asked, making my heart nearly leap into my throat. She saw my stricken expression and laughed. “Don’t act like you weren’t thinking that as soon as Becca told her to help with the wine. I would bet money they’re finger-banging.”



“You’re terrible,” I said.



She hopped up from the couch and looked me in the eye. I could see the mischief in her expression. “You love it. I know why Courtney is here. I know why you’re here too, Madison.”



Her lips were against mine. I could feel the tightness of her lip ring and her hand was between my thighs before I could even react. She pushed up my skirt and slid her hand to the warm mound of my sex. She gave me a squeeze as her tongue parted my lips and thrust into my mouth. Her tongue tasted sweet, like strawberry candy. I was so caught off guard for a moment I let it happen, but I quickly came to my senses. I broke the kiss with a turn of my head. I grabbed her wrist and pulled her hand from between my thighs.



“You’re no fun,” she pouted. I was still holding her wrist and I leveraged it to turn her arm behind her back. I got behind her and pushed her forward against the back of the couch. I smiled savagely and pressed my lips against her ears and my body against her back.


“Rebecca didn’t tell me you liked to play rough,” she said with a giggle.


“Oh, I do,” I said and gave the side of her long neck a slow lick.


Max broke her wrist free and turned to face me without pushing me away. She took hold of my hair with both hands. Her fingers tightened in my hair and she looked me in the eyes. “Careful, Madison, I’m not some little doe you can tame. I give as good as I get.”


She yanked my head back and I let out a gasp of excited pain. My nipples strained beneath my dress and the throbbing heat in my pussy grew more insistent. I wrapped a hand around Max’s throat and roughly ran a thumb over her lips. She parted them and darted out her tongue. Her grip on my hair relaxed and I lifted my head, smiling as I kissed her, moaning as our tongues collided.



“They’re doing this right now, you know,” she said, her breath warm on my face. “Do you think Courtney is getting on her knees?”



“Do you want to be on your knees?” I snarled and seized the back of her hair. She let out a hiss of pleasure. Her nipples jutted beneath her torn top. I ran the fingers of my other hand beneath it and caressed the hard bud of her tiny breast. “Do you want to taste my pussy?”



I pinched her nipple. She gasped.



“I want to show you something,” she said. “Come with me.”



She took my hand and led me through the condo to the guest bedroom. She closed the door behind us and gazed at me intensely. God, her skin was so perfect. My heart quickened, but Max led me through another door and into a huge bathroom with a whirlpool tub and a separate shower big enough for five people. The bathroom had a door on the opposite side that connected it to another room.



“Shhh,” said Max and she held a finger to her full lips. She kept the room dark and crept over to the door to the adjoining room. She opened it silently, just a crack, and showed me we had a perfect view into the kitchen. We leaned together and peered into the kitchen.



“Look at them,” she whispered.



Courtney and Rebecca were lip-locked and pressed together against the kitchen island. Rebecca’s top was in a pile on the floor and her bra hung from the back of a stool. My daughter’s hands were caressing and squeezing Rebecca’s breasts. They pressed their foreheads together. My daughter hissed, “I want to lick you.”



It happened so quickly. Courtney fell to her knees and Rebecca lifted the dark fabric of her skirt until it was hardly more than a belt around her waist. Courtney’s trembling fingers dragged down Rebecca’s white silk panties, dropping them to the floor, and my daughter was looking at the red-furred mound of my old friend’s cunt. Courtney ran her fingers over Rebecca’s tender mound.



“Your mom could walk in here,” moaned Rebecca with a shudder that shook her breasts.



“I don’t care,” moaned Courtney. “I have to taste you.”



Rebecca leaned back against the counter and parted her thighs. She sharply gasped as Courtney and ran her pink tongue over Rebecca’s dewy mound. Like that, it was happening. My daughter was intently tonguing Rebecca’s twat, one hand on my friend’s thigh and the other between Rebecca’s legs to plunge her fingers up Rebecca’s slippery cunt.



“Does it make you hot?” asked Max, her breath tickling my ear. “Do you like to watch your daughter licking her pussy?”              



Max caressed my hip and her hand reached between my thighs. I didn’t resist her this time as she raised my skirt and slid her hand against my mound. My panties were soaked and I knew she could feel it.



“You don’t have to answer,” she said and kissed my neck. “Just watch them.”



Rebecca began to moan and gasped for Courtney to lick her clit. My daughter’s fingers worked in and out of my old friend’s cunt. My little girl was tonguing Rebecca’s swollen clit.



Max sucked at my neck as she slid her hand into my panties. Her fingertips brushed my clit and I came straight away. Waves of orgasm caused me to squirm against her. She laughed softly and nibbled my ear. She slid my dress off my shoulder and down over my breasts, slowly peeling it back. She unhooked my bra and slid down my panties and I let her. Oh, god, I’m sorry I let her undress me and frig me to a second and a third orgasm as I watched my daughter licking my friend’s pussy.



Rebecca came hard for Courtney, urging her to “suck my clit” as she ground her gushing slit against Courtney’s fingers and tongue. I couldn’t look away. Max’s fingers were inside of me. Her lips were on my nipple, sucking hard as I came again for her, thrusting into her slicked fingers, her thumb working against my clit. Rebecca was holding Courtney’s head with both hands and rubbing her cunt into my daughter’s face. I was making so much noise Max had to lift her face from my breasts and smother me with her kiss.



My orgasm exhausted, I sagged into her arms. My kisses were lazy, almost sleepy, and I leaned against the side of the wall as she gently massaged my cunt with her expert fingers.



“Now,” says Rebecca to my daughter, “lift up that dress for me and turn around. That’s it. Lean forward sweetie, show me that ass.”



Rebecca was posing my daughter with her dress pulled up to her waist, leaned forward on the kitchen counter with her firm teenage ass thrust out behind her. Rebecca dragged Courtney’s panties down, exposing the perfect hemispheres of her ass marked with the pale triangle amid her lovely brown tan. Rebecca leaned low and plated kisses on my daughter’s ass cheeks. The kisses became increasingly adventurous and Courtney gasped and looked back over her shoulder. Rebecca rubbed Courtney’s ass with both hands and looked back with her chin rested on my daughter’s butt.



“What are you going to do to me?” asked Courtney, her girlish voice edged with a little anxiety.



“I’m going to lick your tight little pussy.” Rebecca smacked her lips on Courtney’s ass again. “And then I’m going to rim your pretty, pink asshole.”



“Mmmmm.” Max nuzzled my neck. Her warm breath made me shudder. “I bet Courtney’s perky peach tastes sweet. Do you think about that, Madison? Do you think about your daughter’s sexy little butt?”



She kissed me aggressively and I didn’t fight back. She moved behind me, pulling my hips back so that my shoulder was against the wall and my face was against the crack in the door. I felt her lifting my dress and sliding her pussy-slicked fingers over my ass. She teased a wet finger down my crack and I clenched and gasped softly. In the kitchen, Rebecca was on her knees, both hands on Courtney’s ass, spreading her wide as she dipped her tongue into her dripping pussy.



“Watch your daughter get her pussy and ass licked,” hissed Max and she teased the tip of her finger against my tender ring. “You’re so tight.”



She pushed her fingers into my mouth and made me suck and lick them to get them wetter. I tasted my pussy juices on her fingers, moaning as I sucked and watched Rebecca bury her face against Courtney’s firm butt. My daughter watched over her shoulder as Rebecca licked her.


Max dragged her spit-soaked fingers form my lips. She teased them lightly over my back and to my ass. Her wet fingers slid between my warm cheeks and she pressed again at my clenched hole. With a push she slid a finger inside. It felt amazing, screwing tightly into my ass. She leaned against my back, nibbling at my shoulder again, rubbing against me as she started to finger-fuck my tight hole.


“You like that?” She fucked in and out of my asshole. “Does that feel good?”



“Yessss,” I hissed. I dropped my head, my hair hanging over my face, and I pushed back against Max’s rigid finger. I impaled my tender ring and slapped my ass back against her palm. I reached down and ran my fingers over my slit. I was so wet from her touch and watching what was happening in the kitchen, it only took a few seconds of my experienced fingers to coax yet another orgasm.



“That’s it. Cum for me. I can feel you squeezing my finger in that hot ass of yours.” She gave my ass a smack. “I like your ass. It’s nice and thick.”



Max popped her finger from my pucker. By that point I was a jelly-kneed wreck. I was drenched in sweat and my clit was practically a raw nerve from giving me so many orgasms in such a short span of time. I stood up straight and quietly pushed the door closed, leaving Courtney and Rebecca to have their fun in the kitchen.



“Let’s go back to your room,” I said to Max. “It’s time for me to have a taste of your pussy.”



Her mound was neatly shaved and her little slit was delicate and neatly shaved. She sprawled on the bed in the guestroom, creamy white thighs wide apart as I climbed between her legs on my hands and knees. We kissed and my tongue teased the soft berries of her nipples. She had only the slightest swell of breasts, but her nipples were fleshy and sensitive. She was hot and ready for me when I lowered my face between her thighs.



“Would it make you hot if I called you mommy?” she asked, teasing her fingers through my hair. “Do you fantasize about that, Madison? Do you want to be my mommy?”



I ran my tongue up her sweet slit and flicked her clit. “Just be yourself. You’ve got me worked up enough we don’t need to play anymore games.”



I returned my tongue to her delicate folds and tasted the hot, honeyed depths of her furrow. She melted on my tongue and clasped her thighs around my face when she came. I lapped up every bit of her honey and turned her on to her side. She pulled apart her firm cheeks and I thrust my tongue against the pink knot of her asshole. I rimmed Max deftly while I fingered her clit. She grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my face roughly against her cheeks.



“Oh my god you are naughty. Don’t just like around it, get your tongue…oohhhh…up…my little ass…”



I moaned with pleasure as I licked her and fingered her to an orgasm that had her nearly suffocating me in the warm softness of her ass. When she was satisfied with my tonguework she pulled me up to her level and we tangled limbs and tongues in a passionate embrace. We pressed our slippery cunts together and worked them back and forth, clit-to-clit, wet lips pressing tightly, my big breasts rubbing against her tiny tits. We came together, stopped, and then did it all over again.



There was no further pretense that this was a dinner party. Max and I had been going at it for more than an hour and I could hear the moaning of Rebecca and my daughter had shifted to the master bedroom. We made love with our fingers and tongues and it was hot and intense and usually personal. Max was just a fling, I knew it, but we looked into each other’s eyes and shared the secrets I had kept from so many others. She fell asleep in my arms, her perfect teenage body cradled against mine, her head against my breasts.



In the morning, I showered, and Max joined me. She reminded me of the sweetness of her kiss and the talent of her fingers. We lathered our bodies and pressed them together, her firm youth rubbing against my slippery curves. Later, my tongue deep between her quivering folds, I looked up at her through the water coursing down her lithe body. She smiled at me and caressed my face and came for me, hard enough that I felt the pinch of her fluttering walls around my tongue.



I dressed and slipped out of her room. Courtney and Rebecca had made breakfast. There were huge piles of food, French toast and fresh fruit, which called to my growling belly. I looked over the meal and my eyes fell upon Courtney. She was standing at the stove wearing the lingerie I bought her at Vicky’s. The little shorts were cinched tight against her firm bottom.


“Taste this,” said Rebecca, and she held up a dripping piece of fruit with her hand cupped beneath it. Courtney turned and took a bite, the juice from the fruit spilling down her chin and into Rebecca’s hand. Both women laughed and Rebecca used her thumb to wipe the juice away from my daughter’s lips.

“Passion fruit,” she said. “I never see it at the store, so I had to get it.”

“It’s yummy,” said Courtney.

Max brushed past me, head and body wrapped in towels, and she sat down at the table. Courtney and Rebecca saw us. Rebecca smiled and looked me in the eye. Courtney turned deep red and quickly looked away. They weren’t caught, exactly, they were coming out. And, I guess, so was I.

It was an awkward breakfast. We danced around what had happened last night and talked about going shopping. Rebecca invited Courtney to her ritzy private health club and I offered to take Max to a vintage store one of my older daughters used to like downtown.

“We have to go home first,” I finally said to Courtney. “At least to get a change of clothes. Okay, honey?”

“Alright,” she said.

Talk about awkward. That car ride was terrible. I kept trying to come up with things to say and Courtney just stared straight ahead. Finally, I blurted out, “You wanna talk about it?”

“Oh my god, mom,” she said, face in her hands. “Noooo. Please. Let’s just go home and I can take my own car back.”

“I’m a lesbian,” I said. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you until now.”

“That’s totally cool. I just don’t want to talk about it.”

We sat in silence for a long while. When we were almost home, when I was finally turning onto the street our house was on, Courtney finally opened up.

“I have feelings for Rebecca. I mean, I don’t think I’m a lesbian, but maybe I’m bisexual or something. Is that a real thing still?”

“Yes,” I smiled and took her hand. “You can spend years with women and decide you might want to go back to men. There is nothing wrong with that.”

“Rebecca said I could still have a boyfriend even,” said Courtney. “I mean, jeez, I can’t believe I’m talking about this. She said sometimes you can have both and even get together, you know, for everyone together.”

She was saying something, but all I could picture was Rebecca’s face. That bitch had told my daughter she could have boyfriends and girlfriends at the same time? The whole point of this had been to encourage her to become lesbian to protect her during college. Which, yes, alright, really super duper bad idea, but that was the idea. Not talk her into polyamory.

“Sometimes,” I said, pulling into the garage, “you might want to have two girlfriends. That could be even more fun.”

Courtney shot me a shocked expression. “Mom, have you done threesomes?”

“Yes,” I said. “And they were amazing.”

She smiled. “Maybe I’ll have to try them. But I’ll have to find another woman who would be interested. Do you think Max might try it?”

“I think Max would be up for just about anything,” I said.

              I don’t know if Courtney had that threesome with Max and Rebecca. The wall of silence between us was almost all the way back up by the time I had changed into some fun clothes to go out shopping with Max. I know after my vintage spree downtown, Max and I went back to Rebecca’s condo and she put on a little fashion show for me. She ended up giving me a lap dance wearing nothing but a corset from the 19th
 century and a pair of knee socks.


Well, that’s not actually where it ended with Max, and I suspect Courtney and Rebecca spent some more time together at the gym, but that is where my story ends. I think Courtney is still seeing Rebecca and Max is back home in New York.



Do I feel guilty about what I did and the feelings I had? Absolutely. I still think about what I saw in the kitchen and I am ashamed to admit that I touch myself thinking about it. My daughter is an adult, she makes her own decisions, but I would still never touch her. That doesn’t mean I don’t think about her.



In fact, I’m having lunch with Rebecca tomorrow and I expect her to give me the full details of her relationship with my daughter. Afterwards, maybe we could swing by her condo and discuss things in a little greater detail.



That ought to help get my mind off the guilt.


THE END
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Part 5 - Romancing the Neighbor's Naughty Nanny

by Amanda Clover

@amandasmut



Chloe Labelle was young, slender, and beautiful. Her dark hair was from a shampoo commercial, her full lips always seemed to pout and her big, dark eyes always seemed to be flirting. I fell for her the first time I saw her, which was last month during a dinner party at my neighbor’s house.


The Carters were a little younger than me, maybe mid-thirties, with a newborn baby boy and a five-year-old girl. Cindy was a pretty good friend. She could be a braggart, but I liked her jokes and she knew how to mix a margarita like nobody else. She was a plump, pretty, young professional type and her husband, Tom, was a square-jawed stud. He used to be in the Air Force or Navy, one of the two, and he flew refueling planes during Iraq. After his service was over he became a lawyer like half the people in the neighborhood. If I still went for men he would be the sort of guy I would drool over.

They were having a big group over for a cookout and dinner party and I was in the house helping Cindy prep veggies for the salad. She was asking me if I heard a recent episode of All Things Considered and I was snapping the knife through carrots when I caught sight of something in the living room that nearly made me take off my finger.

It was a gorgeous young woman with perfect porcelain skin and dusky eyes. She was holding a bottle and feeding Cindy’s baby boy, Randall. Her neck was Hepburn long and her summer dress clung to her body with all the promise of a blanket-draped sports car. She looked up at me and smiled across the house.

That was it. My heart quickened. I smiled back. She turned and was gone, carrying the tot upstairs. I actually had to catch my breath for a second I was so smitten by the girl.

“Do you have a nanny?” I asked Cindy.

She rolled her eyes.

“Au Pair,” she said and then, in a saucy French accent, added, “Chloe Labelle. She is a foreign exchange student at the college.”

“She’s beautiful,” I said, trying to hide my lust in chopping vegetables.

“A little too beautiful. When you sign up for the au pair exchange program there isn’t a box you can check saying, ‘I want an ugly one.’ I wish she would go find a boyfriend before I catch her sitting on Tom’s lap.”

There was a history there, but I wasn’t close enough to Cindy to pry.

“Maybe she doesn’t want a boyfriend,” I said.

“A lesbian? Isn’t she too good-looking for that?” I winced. Cindy didn’t know I was out of the closet and after a comment like that it was a poor time to let her know. She shrugged and we finished up the salad and took it out back where everyone was enjoying the citronella evening and cold drinks.

Talking about Chloe is getting ahead of the story though. You would think after all of these diary entries I would be better at it, but I get so excited I get carried away. So let me tell you about me.

My name is Madison Acres and according to my daughter, Courtney, I’m a MILF. I’m a 5’ 10” natural blonde with a body I have worked very hard to keep sexy. My Ds are still firm and my ass, well, okay, maybe not quite as firm and a little big, but I’m not afraid to flaunt what I have. I divorced recently and I have been spending the past few months realizing how much I have missed by trying to force myself to be attracted to men.

I’ve missed young women. As young as my youngest daughter. Courtney just graduated high school and at the end of this summer she is headed off to college.

You’ve probably read all about it, but I recently saw a lot more of my daughter than I usually do. She had a pregnancy scare and I had the bad idea of talking my friend, Rebecca, into seducing her. She’s a MILF too and I led my daughter right into her trap and then watched while Rebecca turned my teenage girl into her little pussy licker. I know! I’m being vulgar, but it’s hard not to think that way after you’ve finger banged yourself while watching your daughter bury her face in your best friend’s ass.

I think Courtney might still be seeing Rebecca, but I finally asked Rebecca to stop texting me the details and I am giving Courtney all the room she needs to explore that side of her sexuality. Which takes me back to Chloe. I’m always on the prowl for a new cutie to teach about lesbianism, but that night at the cookout I put the French hottie out of my head.

I had a different girl on my mind: Courtney’s friend Brianna. We had hooked up once before and she had called out of the blue and asked me out on a date. She was so nervous and cute on the phone. It must be hard for a teenager to ask her best friend’s mom out on a date. Remembering my steamy night with the short, voluptuous blonde was all it took to make me say yes.

“Dancing? A movie?” she suggested.

“I have a better idea. How about a midnight picnic at Portia Lake?”

“I’ll have to sneak out,” said Brianna.

“Then sneak out,” I laughed. “I’ll pick you up outside your house at midnight.”

I drank and ate lightly at the Carters’ cookout and excused myself early to go home and change. Cindy was having too much fun to mind and all I could think about was my date with the sexy teenager. I showered and changed out of my shorts and blouse and into a dress. Jeans or shorts are fine for a casual date, but if things get hot and heavy it’s always more convenient to have a dress.

I went with a darker floral print that showed off the sides of my breasts and, though loose, only reached down to my upper thighs. Wedge heel sandals gave me a little extra height and shaped my butt. And, yes, I put on some lipstick and did my lashes, but just a dusting. I wanted to look sexy for Brianna, but not like a hooker or some 80’s party slut.

I packed a chiller full with a light picnic of fruit and whipped cream and a sweet wine to go with it. Wine with an eighteen year old? Please, don’t lecture me. I wasn’t going to get her wasted. I thought about packing some toys, since I had already introduced Brianna to them, but I didn’t want to make things complicated. Nature equipped a woman with everything she needs to please another woman. Strap-ons and vibes and ticklers are fun, but unnecessary.

Brianna’s parent’s house was a two-story colonial in one of the older neighborhoods in the city’s suburbs. The lawns were immaculate and the hedges were sculpted. I arrived just in time to see Brianna’s plump butt in the window of her bedroom, wiggling from side to side as she carefully eased herself out backwards. She landed a bit awkwardly and dropped onto her bottom.

Her golden-blond hair was parted into long pigtails and, as she got up from the grass with a smudge on the butt of her khaki shorts, I saw that in the weeks since I had last seen her she had gained a fair bit of weight. Brianna had been full-figured for years, but she was verging on fat. Her thighs were thick. Her butt was thick. Even her face was looking chubby. Still beautiful, but chubby.

She saw me waiting for her and gave me a wave. She hustled towards the car, her big breasts obviously braless and jiggling up and down in her ruffled terrycloth top. The fabric hung against those beautiful breasts like a damp shirt, the shape of her thick nipples plainly visible beneath the pink fabric.

“Hey,” she said through the open window. “Going somewhere fun?”

She hopped in the car and Brianna’s warmth and vitality crowded the solitary quiet of the car. She was slightly out of breath from her escape. She smelled like shampoo and faintly, just beneath that, the familiar musky sent of arousal. Brianna’s lips were on mine before I could even offer her a greeting. Her kiss was needy. Her lips parted and her tongue searched for my mouth. I pulled away before she could have it.

“It’s good to see you too,” I said with a laugh. “But let’s not make out in front of your parent’s house though. I have to look your mother in the eye at the gym three times a week.”

She blushed and fell back into her seat. “I know, I know, I just…you’re all I’ve been thinking about since that night. I didn’t know how to…I’ve wanted this for so long.”

It was flattering to know I had such a big impact on her, but it was also a little nerve-wracking. To be honest, I agreed to go out on the date with Brianna because I wanted to get laid, but I couldn’t have this zaftig teen falling head over heels for me.

I turned music on the stereo to fill the silence of the car ride. I could tell she was nervous and embarrassed and in that awkward teenage mode of having a million things to say, but just enough adult sense to keep quiet. I winked at her and smiled.

“I know I look different,” she finally blurted. “I just…I wanted to come out to my parents and I couldn’t. Then I was afraid they would find out about me and you. So I guess, you know, I kind of ate my problems.”

I was quick to reassure her, “I’ve had spells where I had a little too much ice cream to cope with my life. You should have seen me right after the divorce.”

It was true, staying fit was a constant struggle for me, but I had never let myself slip as much or as quickly as Brianna had. She must have gained 25 pounds in six weeks. She was on the verge of being a “fat girl” and it showed in the way her shorts barely covered her ass and the soft cloth of her top was stretched so tightly over her breasts. She shifted self-consciously in her seat.

“Thanks, Mrs. Acres. I was…I was worried you would see me and tell me to get out of the car.” She reached out and put her plump hand over my hand on the steering wheel. She looked into my eyes and gave me a squeeze. She was still beautiful, even with the weight, and something about the vulnerability of her, the uncharacteristic need for approval, was turning me on.

I couldn’t make it to the park. I pulled the car into the parking lot of a 7-11. I pulled to the edge of the row of spaces, but the golden light through the front windows still filled the car with illumination. The bored clerk glanced at us and then back down at the magazine he was reading.

“You’re fucking sexy,” I said to Brianna and I snapped open my safety belt and leaned across the seat to kiss her.

She melted into my kiss, so eager and so submissive that our lips and tongue poured together like mixing liquids. She moaned with pleasure. Her mouth tasted like peppermint schnapps. I slid my lips away and kissed her neck. The heavy rope of her pigtail brushed my face. I grabbed it and yanked her head back. She moaned as I exposed her throat and kissed her there. Her breasts heaved with excitement.

“Oh God, Mrs. Acres, I’ll do anything for you,” she moaned. Her words stoked my lust. I remembered battling with her for dominance in my bedroom and ultimately winning. She did what I wanted that night all those weeks ago, to hear her throw herself on the tracks in front of the roaring train of my lust was an even greater thrill.

I sat back, suddenly very serious, and asked, “Are you certain about that?”

“Yes, anything,” she panted, and reached for my thighs. I pushed her hand away.

“Take down your blouse,” I said. “I want to see your breasts.”

Her lips were glistening from our kiss. She cast a nervous glance at the oblivious clerk in the convenience store and then reached for the top of her blouse. The straps slide from her shoulders and she slid the soft fabric over her big breasts. The cloth caught on her lovely fat nipples and she let out a soft cry as her breasts jiggled free of her blouse. She pressed her tanned tits together so tightly that her like-colored nipples almost touched.

"Do you want to touch them?" she asked, looking at me with her sweet doe-eyes.

"Not yet," I said. "I want you to do something for me first."

"Anything," she breathed. She was almost quivering with arousal, and I was excited myself, but I was enjoying my power over her too much to relinquish it so soon.

"Get out of the car. Walk inside. Buy a pack of gum."

"Now?" she asked with confusion.

"Right now."

She reached for her blouse to cover herself and I grabbed her wrist. "No. As you are. Don't cover yourself. I want him to see everything he can't have, because it belongs to me. Isn't that right?"

"Y-yes," said Brianna.

She took a deep breath. Her quivering had become a shake. She was terrified and turned on in equal parts and she was fighting to keep her teeth from chattering. She opened the car door and swiveled her legs out. She stopped and looked back at me.

“Don’t make me do this, please,” she pleaded. Her pitiful expression only further inflamed my desire. I don’t know why. Maybe something about that softness, about that need for my affection, turned me evil. I had to see this pretty girl, who I had known as my daughter’s friend for so many years, humiliated for my pleasure.

“I am not making you do anything. I am telling you what I want. You can disappoint me and refuse.” I shifted in my seat, parting my thighs as wide as the car’s console allowed and sliding up the hem of my skirt. I slid my fingers over the tight mound of my panties, exposing the shape of my sex and the damp heat beneath. I looked at her with naked lust and slowly began to finger my straining clit through my panties. “Do it for me, Brianna. Or I can take you home.”

She let out her breath and got up. For a moment her plump ass filled the car door and then she was walking over the curb and into the 7-11. Her hips and thighs were so sexy, I wanted to tear off her little shorts from her fat bottom, but watching her walk was half the fun. The door jangled as she stepped inside. The scrawny clerk looked up from the register and his eyes opened wide. He actually took a step back from the register and his mouth hung open in shock.

Her breasts bounced with each step. I pressed my fingers into my hot sex, feeling the wetness through my panties. I stroked myself faster and faster thrilling to the sight of her. To the awestruck expression on the clerk's face and the nervous glance she cast at me through the windows. She picked up a pack of gum from the rack and set it on the counter. The clerk looked from it, to her, to her breasts, and back at her face again. He didn't know what to do or say.

I slide my fingers into my panties and fondled the bud of my clit. Each touch was electric. Each moment of awkward silence that passed at the register was stoking my pleasure. I squirmed against my fingers and sighed loudly. Brianna slammed cash down on the counter to pay for the gum and hustled out of the store. Just as she hit the door, the bright light of a car’s headlights swept the lot. Her eyes went wide and she covered herself and ran for the car.

I looked over at the car pulling in beside me and understood her terror: it was a police car. The oblivious cops inside had not seen her or me. The man in the passenger seat tipped his hat and smiled as Brianna dove into the seat beside me.

I pulled out as fast as I dare. Brianna was out of breath. We made eye contact and she burst into laughter.

“Oh my god, that cop pulled in and I thought I was busted!”

“Honey, you are busted,” I joked. “Buckle up. I don’t want those beauties getting hurt.”

She pulled the seatbelt over her chest. The mechanism reeled the belt tight between her breasts. Her nipples were straining hard and her tits were still heaving with her excitement. I reached over and tweaked a nipple and she let out a laughing cry of pain.

“You’re so mean!” she said.

“You have no idea. Just wait until I get you out in the woods.”

A fine idea, but we barely made it out of the car when we got to the park. We took a few dozen steps, walked most of the way down a gentle embankment towards the moonlit picnic pavilion and the swaying trees, and I was on her. I pushed her to the ground and fell atop her, kissing her and feeling her warm softness against me. It was a sloppy, enthusiastic kiss.

I remember people used to talk about “Frenching” when I was a teenager and it seemed so nasty and forbidden. Not just kissing, but one step away from fucking. That was what I was doing with Brianna there on the grassy slope. Our lips smacked wetly together and our tongues were all over each other. Her hands slid up my dress and she grabbed two handfuls of my panty-covered butt.

I shifted to get my arm between us and reached my flattened hand down the front of her shorts. It was burning hot in her panties. I cupped her shaved cunt and gave her feverish furrow a squeeze. She tore her lips away from our kiss and gasped loudly.

I squeezed again and she arched, pushing her tits up and giving me a perfect invitation to suck one of her tan nipples into my mouth. As I gave her breast a savage suck I began to rub the hot joint of her thighs. Her wetness seeped between her tender lips. Her fat clit was as hard as a marble against my palm.

My tongue patrolled the softness of her tits and teased her fat nipples. I sucked and nibbled until she was begging me, “Please. Mrs. Acres. Fuck me!”

“Is that what you think you deserve?” I said and gave her puffy pussy a squeeze.

“Pllllease,” she cried.

I rubbed her vulva in a slow, circular grind. She was thrusting against my hand and her juices coated my fingers. I unbuttoned her shorts and she lifted her ass enough for me to slide them down her thighs. The heather gray of her cotton panties were soaked dark with her juices. I caught the band beneath my fingers and shucked them down to her knees.

“Alright,” I said, pressing atop her again, “you’ve been a good girl for me. I’ll fuck you.”

I pushed two fingers into the gripping furrow of her cunt. She gasped as my fingers filled her and lifted up, pushing them deeper. I pressed against my hand with my thigh, adding a natural thrusting motion to the hot fuck I was giving her juicy slit.

“Do you want three fingers?” I asked, working my hips and pushing my fingers faster and faster into her cunt.

“Yessss,” she gasped.

I spread her folds with a third finger and then added a fourth. She cried out as I stretched her teenage pussy. I fucked her roughly, reminding her that I was in charge of her lust. I kissed her and dominated her gasping lips with hot stabs of my tongue into her peppermint mouth. The wet folds of her cunt sloshed lewdly around my fingers and I could feel her clenching up. She began to wail with pleasure, straight into my mouth, into my kiss, as I finger fucked her to a toe-curling orgasm. I worked my fingers in and out of her squeezing slit until she went almost limp beneath me.

I stopped pushing with my thigh and slowly eased my fingers out of her freshly-fucked furrow. My whole hand was wet with her juices. I brought them up to her face and she looked into my eyes as she sucked my fingers clean. Her hot tongue crawled between each digit until there wasn’t a trace of her juices.

She was still moaning when I kissed her against and pressed my body against her. I tore my lips away and yanked her head back by her pigtails.

“Have you been thinking about my pussy?” I asked and bit her earlobe lightly. “Yeah? Do you want to taste me now?”

“Oh, god, Mrs. Acres, yes. Let me taste you,” she moaned.

“I’m going to sit on that pretty face,” I said as I stood up from her. “And I’m not getting up until you make me cum.”

I lifted my dress over my head and tossed it aside. I left my lacy blue bra on, but as the flustered teen watched I stepped out of my soaked panties. I felt sexy baring myself to her. I wanted her to see my neatly-trimmed cunt. I want Brianna to know how wet I was.

She was quite a sight sprawled on the ground at my feet. She was so naked and there was so much of her, plump thighs squirming and breasts heaving and those big brown eyes looking at me and begging for more.

I teased her with my panties, dragging them over her face and telling her, “Smell them.”

I pressed them to her nose and she loudly inhaled the musk of my arousal. I was so wet that my juices were beginning to spill down my inner thighs. I tossed the panties aside and squatted over her face. I grabbed her pigtails and pulled her face towards the folds of my steamy cunt. She moaned and took hold of my ass with both hands, pulling me as I pulled her so that my sopping pussy collided with her eager mouth. Her tongue was inside me immediately. She sucked on my swollen lips began to fuck my juicy channel with her tongue.

“Ohhhh, that is good. You have been waiting for this, haven’t you?” Her answer was muffled beneath my dripping slit. In her frenzy to devour my cunt, Brianna proved the content of her fantasies. She licked and sucked me with raunchy enthusiasm. She squeezed my ass. I ground down against her face, slicking her from chin to nose with my flowing fucklube. Her moans of arousal were stifled in my folds and shook my clit as powerfully as her flicking tongue.

“Fuck,” I gasped as my orgasm swelled. I grabbed her head and yanked her mouth tight over my clit. “Suck me! Suck my clit!”

Brianna cried with the sheer erotic pleasure of sucking my clit. She sucked hard, just how I like it, sending spikes of intense pleasure firing from the little bundle of nerves to every other nerve in my body in a chain reaction. The fireworks were intense. I think I almost suffocated her with my pussy I was cumming so hard. When I finally relaxed and let go of her ponytails, Brianna’s head fell back and she gasped for air. Her face was flushed deep red. I slid down her body and straddled her waist, leaning in and kissing her sweaty, cum-smeared lips.

It was the first of several times Brianna and I made each other cum that night. A warm summer rain drove us, laughing, to the picnic pavilion. I opened the wine and we tried to eat the food, but to be honest the refreshments were no different than cups of water for a marathon runner. What I’m saying is, we fucked like rabbits. Sweaty, moaning, lesbian rabbits.

If Brianna’s weight had bothered me when I first saw her climbing out of that window, to be honest I think I liked it by the end of our night together. She was so soft and sexual. I liked it when she got the better of me and straddled my face. Her thighs were so thick and warm around my head. Her juicy cunt seemed to have a hunger of its own as she ground it on my tongue. Her plump ass invited my finger. I spread her crack while she rode my mouth and I screwed a finger up her butt. It drove her wild.

We kissed and fucked and licked until we were both sore and scuffed up from playing too rough on the old picnic tables.

The rain outlasted our lust and as we sprawled, exhausted, being picked at by mosquitoes, we drank the last of the wine and held each other tight. I drove her home just before dawn. The summer day had finally fled and there was a chill in the air.

“When are you going to college?” I asked.

“Three weeks,” she said. “You can come visit me. It’s only a couple hours away.”

“I’d like that,” I said. We shared a long kiss outside her parent’s house. A light went on upstairs and she cursed and quickly got out of the car. Brianna stopped halfway across the lawn and looked back at me. I looked into her big, brown eyes and she drew a heart with her fingertip over her chest. I mouthed the words she wanted to hear from me. I’m not going to repeat them here. Okay, did I fall in love with her? I don’t know. Right at that moment I had. I was still all messed up on hormones and sex. Everybody is in love when the sex was good.

I pulled away from Brianna’s house. At home I showered and crawled into bed just as night began to turn to day. It reminded me of my party girl days at college, crawling bars and fending off boys, slinking into bed with birds singing about morning. As I drifted off to sleep, the last thing on my mind was the Carter’s au pair, Chloe Labelle.

My ringing phone woke me up. I wasn’t hung over from a couple glasses of wine, but I felt like my body had been used as a punching dummy. I rolled out of bed and answered. I was surprised to hear Cindy Carter’s voice. I was so tired, and she was blathering on so much about her cookout, that it took me almost a full minute to understand that the subject had moved on from someone being sick in her flower pot to the doe-eyed French girl living in her house.

“It will only be a long weekend,” she said. “But I would just feel safer.”

“Wait, what are you talking about?” I asked, trying to shake off the weight of exhaustion.

“Oh, sorry, I got going a little fast. It’s this new juice diet I am on. Energizer drink in the morning, maintainer at lunch…you should try it. Not that you’re fat.”

“Cindy!” I snapped.

“Sorry,” she stressed. “Tom and I are flying to Denver for a long weekend. Not quite what I had in mind for a second honeymoon, but he managed to book a suite for us at a really nice boutique hotel. Each room has a theme of a different country and ours is…sorry…getting off track. Chloe is going to be alone with the kids for the weekend. I trust her, but it would give me peace of mind if I knew a friend was checking in too. Making sure she’s not having any parties in the house. Can you do that for me?”

“When is this?”

“Friday through Monday,” said Cindy. “We’ll be home Monday night.”

“Alright, fine. No problem.” It was a problem. A damn inconvenience. But anything to get Cindy off the phone so I could catch a couple more hours of sleep. She thanked me and I slid back into dreamytime.

A funny thing happened. Maybe it was that Marie Antoinette movie I watched recently, but my dream was a candy-colored confection set in a sprawling French Chateau. Everyone was wearing powdered wigs and had powdered cleavage. Brianna was there, and Rebecca’s niece Max, and Jamie, the brat I tamed in Tahiti, but my dance partner for the masked ball was a beautiful, slender French tart.

She blushed when I touched her arm and she cried out when I opened her corset. Her kiss tasted like vanilla cupcake frosting. Her breasts tasted like powdered sugar. And under the layers of her dress, my mouth to the hot crevice between her thighs, she tasted like the sweetest honey I had ever had.

I woke up with my hand in my panties and my tank top up around my neck. I don’t think I have ever sleep-masturbated before that. It felt a little like I was cheating on myself.

I had the whole week to forget about Chloe Labelle, and my promise to Cindy Carter to check in on the au pair, but for some reason that was all I could think about. I even saw her a few times during the week. She was unloading groceries from the Carters’ minivan on Tuesday, working out in the park on Wednesday wearing the cutest little workout shorts and top I have ever seen, and playing with the Carters’ kids in the backyard on Thursday afternoon. Their little girl, Samantha, was romping in the yard, and Chloe was bouncing Randall on her knee.

Chloe looked glamorous in her big sun hat and oversized sunglasses. Like a movie star from the 1950s. I waved to her from my back deck and she waved in return. I watched her in the sun, chasing the kids around the yard. She was wearing a white dress speckled with pink flowers. Very modest, but it did nothing to diminish her appeal. I sipped my lemonade and pretended to read something dirty on my Kindle. Then I went back in my house, walked up to my bedroom, and held a vibrator against my clit until I was calling Chloe’s name.

Don’t judge me for being a peeping pervert. Don’t pretend like you haven’t seen someone sexy and gone home and finished the business yourself. So what if I was falling in lust, and maybe a little bit of love, with my neighbor’s teenage au pair before I even really met her? That’s my problem.

Yeah, come to think of it, that was
 my problem. Every night of the week I had another dream of Chloe. Poor Brianna texted me and called me twice and I barely even acknowledged her. I should have felt terrible about blowing her off, but I was too busy thinking about that raven-haired princess next door. Even Courtney sensed my mind was wandering.

“Mom, what are you doing?” She asked, seeing me standing at the kitchen sink. “You’ve been like that for five minutes.”

“Oh, nothing,” I shut off the tap. “Hey, do you know anything about the au pair next door?”

“You mean Chloe? Sure, a little. I’ve seen her at a party before. She goes to Sandy State just a few blocks away. She seems nice, but she is super shy. Were you...”

Courtney trailed off. Her brow furrowed and her expression sharpened.

“Wait a second,” she said. “You’re not going to try to hook up with her are you?”

“No!” I objected. “No! No way. Cindy asked me to check in on her this weekend. They’re out of town and Chloe is taking care of the kids. I just wondered if you knew anything about her.”

“She’s cute. She’s French. She’s nineteen.” Courtney rolled her eyes when she saw I was blushing. “Oh my god! You liar. Don’t say another word, mom. I don’t want to know about it!”

Courtney stormed off to her room. As far as fights with teenage daughters go, that one wasn’t too bad. At least her door didn’t slam.

In the afternoon I made a trip to Whole Foods and picked up a caprese salad that I could dump into a bowl and take over to Chloe. At five almost on the dot I was outside the door of the Carters’ house with a big bowl of salad and a bottle of wine. I had to ring the bell three times before the door finally opened.

Chloe was wearing an apron covered in flour. I could tell in an instant that she was at the end of her adorable French rope. Flour was smeared on her forehead and dusted her pulled-back hair. She was flushed and sweaty. She shot me a look of total exasperation and said, “What?”

It wasn’t exactly how I imagined our first meeting to go. I composed myself and tried to forget ahead, “I’m Madison Acres from next door. Cindy mentioned that she was heading out of town and I just thought I would, um, stop by and introduce—“

There was a loud thump and Randall began to scream and cry. A second later Samantha began to bawl. Chloe sighed and left me standing at the door. Not knowing what else to do, I followed her into the house. I set the salad on the kitchen counter and went into the playroom where Randall was red faced and screaming and his older sister was crying to cover up that she had hit him over the head with a toy. The only thing really hurt was Randall’s little toddler feelings, but I could see that the screaming was upsetting Chloe.

My mom instincts kicked in. I scooped up Randall and began to pat him on the back.

“It’s okay, baby. You’ll be alright. Samantha, calm down. Why did you do that?”

“I waaant my mommy!” screamed Samantha.

“I’m sorry,” said Chloe. “I was making beef pie for dinner and I thought they could play. But it is screaming and fighting every moment. And I do not know how to make the pie.”

“Shhhhhhh,” I continued to pat Randall as his sobbing diminished to plaintive cries.

“You can go. I will take care of the children.” Chloe held out her arms to take Randall from me. I could see her exhaustion. Beef pie was her first mistake. Some complicated French savory pie was not the sort of thing you feed a baby.

“How about pizza?” I asked her. “Have you ever been to Marino’s?”

“Ah, I do not know, Mrs. Acres. I am only supposed to take them out to walk. Not drive.”

“Go turn the oven off. I’ll text Cindy and let her know I made an executive decision. I think I even still have the car seats I used with my girls in the garage somewhere. I’ll get these two buckled in. You get cleaned up.”

She hesitated, still not quite sure she could trust me, but when Samantha began to chant, “Pizza!” I won the argument. Ten minutes later I had the kids buckled up in my car and I was waiting outside the house for Chloe and giving myself a pat on the back for turning screaming lemons into lemonade.

Chloe appeared emerged from the Carters’ house wearing skinny jeans that hugged her slender hips and a sweater and blouse combination that was casual and sexy. She had cleaned the flour from her face and hair and wrapped her dark locks in an updo bun around a pair of hair sticks. I wanted to pull out the sticks and run my fingers through her lustrous hair. I wanted to pull down the zipper of her jeans with my teeth. I wanted to do a lot of things, but instead I smiled and waved her over.

She bounced down the walkway and slid easily into the car beside me.

“Thank you!” she said as she pulled her seatbelt across her perky breasts. “You are…ehhh…how do you say it? Save me?”

“Don’t thank me yet. It’s a Friday night and Marino’s is going to be a madhouse.”

It was. Marino’s has an arcade and karaoke, so it’s popular with teens, but it also has an indoor play area for smaller kids. Almost like one of those mouse restaurants, but the pizza is actually decent. Kids were yelling and running all over the place. Groups of teenagers were hanging out and playing the pinball games. I could tell by Chloe’s wide-eyed expression that she was overwhelmed.

“Relax,” I put my hand on her shoulder and gave it a squeeze. “Let’s have some beer and let this place do the work for us.”

We managed to get a table pretty quickly. Randall, in his high chair, was content with breadsticks and a sippy full of milk. Samantha I let run wild in the play area. There was only one way in or out, so I knew it was safe to let her go. With her off playing, the volume was lowered at the table, and I was almost able to carry on a normal conversation with Chloe despite the karaoke music.

“How much longer are you in America?”

She leaned close to answer me. She seemed incapable of raising her voice to be heard any other way.

“I will, ehh, complete the semester. And then I have option to study more to…become biology expert. I must find another host if Carters will not have me again.”

“Or someone to marry you,” I ventured.

She blushed and admitted, “I do think this. Sometimes I look at men at college and think, ‘Okay, I could marry him to become American.’ There are some I think.”

Alright, I was disappointed that she wasn’t a lesbian, but sometimes a girl is a lesbian and she just doesn’t quite realize it. Like my daughter. Maybe Chloe just needed a little push to admit her sexuality.

“Any man would be lucky to have you,” I said and took her hand. “You are smoking hot.”

“No, I do not smoke,” she said.

“I mean…ha…I mean you are beautiful.” I summoned all of my two years of high school French and told her, “Vous êtes la plus belle. The most beautiful.”

She blushed deeply and batted her dark lashes at me. I wasn’t sure she knew I was flirting with her, but she definitely knew what I thought of her. I was going to say something even more forward, but Randall managed to dump his milk into his lap and he started screaming.

“I’ve got it,” I said. “You just try not to marry any cute boys while I am cleaning him up.”

I took the diaper bag and Randall to the restroom and got him washed off, calmed down, and changed. It felt good to know I still have those mommy skills in reserve. You know, in case there’s a written test at the end of the semester.

Imagine my surprise when I returned to the table to find a guy leaning against the table and talking to Chloe. He was all lean and hip and good-looking. The sort of guy made for a slim French beauty like Chloe. That made him my biggest competition for the night.

“Excuse me,” I said, pushing him away to get to the high chair for Randall.

“Oh, hi,” he said. “I’m Kevin. I was just introducing myself to Chloe. Are you her host?”

“I am tonight.”

“Kevin is, eh, assistant teacher—“

Kevin corrected her, “Assistant professor. Over at Sandy State. Chloe said she is learning biology. I help Professor Rourke with advanced chemistry, but I think I could teach her a few things about biology.”

The sleazebag actually winked at me. Like I was going to go for that.

“I’m sure you could teach her about how to improve her grades. Do you offer private study sessions?”

“I do,” said Kevin. “I was just about to—“

“I’ll bet you were,” I snapped. “Get lost, ‘Kevin.’ If she needs a tutor she can ask me. I think a woman know more than a man about the sort of biology you’re talking about.”

Chloe’s English was just good enough to tell that I was upset, but I don’t think she could quite work out why.

“Please,” she said, getting up and waving her hands to placate us both.

“You have it all wrong!” objected Kevin. “I’m just trying to…fuck you, lady. Just because your dried up old cunt doesn’t get any dick doesn’t mean…that…”

The restaurant around us had gone quiet and everyone at the surrounding tables, including small children, was staring at Kevin. Yeah, I felt embarrassed, maybe even a little stung by what he was saying, but I couldn’t have planned his meltdown more efficiently if I had scripted it.

“Forget it,” he said, waving his hands and turning away.

“Oh, Miss Acres,” said Chloe, “I am so sorry. He should not say such terrible things.”

She came around to my side of the table to comfort me. She even took my hands as I sat back down next to her.

“It’s okay,” I said. I looked her in her eyes and explained, “You need to be careful around men like that. They see a beautiful young woman like you, without friends or family around, and they see you as vulnerable. They want you, Chloe. Do you know why?”

She blushed and softly said, “For sex.”

“That’s right. They think you are foreign, so you will be easy for them to get into bed.”

“I am not easy,” she said. “I am, eh, I think you say, clean. No man has touched.”

“You are a virgin?” Looking at her, at her exquisite model-caliber face and perfect body, it was hard to believe it was true. I had always heard the French were having sex even younger and more freely than Americans.

“Yes, this is it,” she said and met my gaze. “I am focused on studies.”

Her fluttering lashes and words of chastity only made me want her more. Her sweetness, her innocence, would be defiled by a man. Especially a scumbag like Kevin who uses his position of power to get her pants off. A woman like me could introduce her to her sexuality gently.

I was about to push the issue a little when Samantha came running over, breathless and sweating from playing like a maniac in the play area. She had brought over some friends she knew from grade school. They were so hyper it was impossible to carry on any sort of conversation with Chloe.

We had our pizza and let them play until they were exhausted. They fell asleep in the car ride back to the Carters’ house. I used a little more of my mom-fu to get them unloaded from the car seats and carried up to their beds for the night. Chloe sighed, looking at them so peaceful in their beds, and turned out the lights.

“They’re adorable,” I said.

“Yes,” agreed Chloe. “Someday, I want them, but, eh, they can be a beast.”

“That too,” I agreed.

We went downstairs into the kitchen. My forgotten salad I had brought over and the wine was warm. I picked up the bottle and showed it to her.

“It was the only French wine I had in my house. I’ve had it before, it’s a full-bodied blond.”

“Like you,” said Chloe. “I hope as sexy.”

It was my turn to blush a little. “Do you want to have a glass of it with me?”

“Mrs. Carter said in America I am too young to drink.” Chloe took the bottle and smiled so sweetly I wanted to kiss her right then and there. “In France we drink wine from a very young age. I drank my first glass at nine. I thought it was sour and, eh, you say…gross?”

“I promise, that one is not gross. Is that a yes?”

“Yes is the answer. Very much. A drink is what I need. There is a bottle opener…eh…”

I had shared bottles with Cindy enough to know right where the corkscrew was stashed. I had the foil off and the wine open in a few seconds. Chloe found a pair of long-stemmed glasses and held them out for me to pour. We tasted, she approved, and we moved into the living room to get a little more comfortable on the couch in there. I sat down and she folded her legs beneath her and slid in beside me.

“I cannot thank you enough times for what you have done tonight, Miss Acres. I think to myself: you handle Randall and Samantha every day, it will be no different when mother and father are gone. Oh, no, no, no! As soon as they are through the door the yelling begins.”

I laughed and said, “They sense weakness.”

“Maybe so. They are like little predators.” She made cat claws with her fingers. “They creep around and look for just the right thing to do and then…ahh! They pounce!”

We both cracked up laughing at that. She told me about how Randall liked to climb the toy shelf and Samantha hid a peanut butter sandwich in her dress for most of the morning. I told Chloe about how my girls were just as bad.

“You know, Courtney is right around your age. She’s going to college next year.”

“It is exciting,” said Chloe, refilling her glass. “But it is lonesome too. I missed my mother so much at first.”

“I bet you really miss her now that you’re in America.”

She looked at me seriously. It was dark in the living room, but even in the light bleeding in from the kitchen I could see the tears quivering in her eyes. I felt instantly terrible that I had evoked such sadness. I put aside my wine and took her hands.

“Oh, honey, I’m sorry,” I said.

“No, I am sorry.” She pulled away one of her hands to wipe at her tears. “My mother is, she is…eh…lost? Is this right?”

“Gone?”

“She left me when I was very young. I do not have a mother. I stayed with father, papa, he was a good man, but he was not a good father. Always busy and too much, eh, freedom as a girl. A lot of trouble.”

“But you turned out alright,” I said. “You’re studying abroad, you’re beautiful, and you have a nice place to stay right now. These are all things that a lot of people never get to have.”

“Yes, you are right. I complain too much.”

“Aw, sweetie.” My heart quickened as I stroked a strand of hair from her face. “It’s not about complaining. Everybody has things that suck in their life. It’s about appreciating the good parts. You had fun tonight, right?”

“Yes,” she said. “Yes, very much. You are a…good friend. Only bad thing tonight is my back is sore from picking up Samantha so much.”

I saw my opportunity and I took it.

“I can help you with the sore back,” I said. “I had a massage therapy class I took when I was married. Do you feel tightness? Almost like a cramp in your back? Turn around for me. That’s good.”

I scooted up close behind her and began lightly squeezing and stroking her shoulders. She let out a soft groan as I squeezed a little harder.

“Why don’t you take off the sweater,” I suggested. She wordlessly shrugged out of her light sweater and hung it over the arm of the couch. When she leaned back into me I hugged her against my breasts. I knew she could feel them. I caressed her biceps and back up to her shoulders. “If you lay down on your tummy I’ll give you a real massage.”

“Oh,” she sighed and smiled at me, “this is a good idea I think. Your hands or so good.”

She lay forward, stretching out on her tummy on the couch. Her ass was magnificently framed by her tight jeans. A lightly tanned strip of skin showed between the waist of her jeans and her back. I slid my fingers for that and under her blouse. My wrists pushed her top up her back, exposing more and more of her perfectly youthful and smooth skin. She had a few little moles, barely more than freckles, and those slight imperfections made her even sexier to me.

“Mon Dieu
,” she sighed. “When you push hard it…hurts…good. Does this make sense?”

I dug the heels of my hands into her lower back and worked my way up.

“It makes perfect sense,” I said. I leaned over her, using my weight to push even harder. I was basically atop her, sliding her shirt up until I could see what my fingers felt: the dark elastic of her bra strap. I didn’t ask permission. I opened the clasp and slid the straps to either side. There was a faint red crease on her back where the material had cinched tightly against her. I scratched lightly with my fingernails and felt her shudder.

The more I massaged and kneaded her slender back, the more aroused I became. I was kneeling partially on the backs of her thighs. Chloe steadily moaned beneath me. I stretched out so that I was lying atop her, knees against her legs and my mound against the firm globes of her ass. I rested my breasts on her back and teased my nails down her cheek. She turned her head so that she could look at me with one dusky eye. I could see the pleasure there, the wine-warmed lust. I leaned down, my golden hair spilling over her shoulder, my lips descending towards hers.

And the fucking phone started to ring.

It was a loud, house-wide jangle from the Carters’ cordless phone. I knew the moment was ruined. I rolled off of Chloe and she got up and hurried into the kitchen to answer the phone. She was crimson with embarrassment, as if we’d been caught, and I could tell from her conversation that she was talking to Cindy.

I remember Cindy’s husband, Tom, one time told a story about landing a refueling plane on a carrier in a storm. He said that when the condition was wrong, even if they were only a few feet above the deck, they would “wave off” and fly back up into the air. Looking at Chloe in the kitchen, no matter how turned on I was I knew it was time to “wave off” for the night. I had pushed her to the limit. I had to hope she wouldn’t reconsider what we were about to do before I had another chance.

I gathered up my things. Chloe was pacing in the kitchen and talking on the phone with Cindy. I caught her eye and waved to her as I headed for the door. She waved back and mouthed the words, “SEE YOU LATER.” Well, okay, that was something I could worth with. Despite my disappointment, I left the house smiling.

Smiling, but still horny as hell. Giving the gorgeous teen a massage had worked me into a frenzy of lust and I barely had my purse down on the counter before I thrust my hand down my panties and started strumming my wet cunt. I was working up a good lather and squirming in my darkened bedroom when there was a knock at the back door. I sat bolt upright and slid my glistening fingers from my panties.

“Chloe,” I said. I straightened my dress and ran downstairs, heart pounding. I took the basement stairs two at a time and I dropped down into the den that opens onto the deck behind the house. I could see someone in the darkness. I opened the sliding door and…

“Hey,” it was Brianna. Pink sweatshirt tight over braless breasts, tan athletic shorts cinched into her plump bottom, knee socks and sneakers and a face red and sweaty. “I was just riding my bike in the neighborhood and I thought I would say hello.”

“It’s after midnight,” I said.

She kissed me. Okay, that’s not exactly the right order. She lunged through the door and THEN she kissed me. I could taste the sweat on her lips. Her mouth opened and her tongue pushed into my mouth. I could have fought her. Told her to get out of my house. To get over me and stop calling.

Yeah, or, because I was extremely turned on still, I could let the zaftig teenager have her way with me on the floor of our basement den. You know, one of the two.

So, you know, fifteen seconds after opening the door I was on my back with my legs up in the air and Brianna’s tongue shoved in my dripping slit. She moaned as she licked me furiously. It was clear she was the one driven wild with lust, I was just the morsel of meat in her jaws. Her hot tongue stabbed deep between my folds and she sucked at my labia. Juices spilled down her chin and wet the crack of my ass. Her licking filled the darkened room with the lewd sounds of sex.

She lifted her head and moaned, “You’re so wet.”

I reached up and grabbed her hair and pulled her face back down to my cunt. She moaned and buried her face against my sex, wallowing in my juicy folds and eagerly stuffing her tongue back inside me. I rubbed my hot crease against her tongue, faster and faster, holding her there and fucking against her mouth until I cried out and arched my back. I only kept her tongue against my clit by holding on tightly to her head. Shocks of pleasure bounced between every nerve center in my body. She wouldn’t stop licking me. I was so sensitive after my orgasm I was acting like a man.

“Fuck,” I hissed and had to literally crawl away from her and onto the couch.

“I want to lick you all night,” she said, crawling over to me. “All I’ve been thinking about is fucking you.”

The first time I had sex with Brianna was at my daughter’s sleepover and even that night I had to assert my control over her. I had to do it again. I kept my knees together and wrapped my fingers in her blond hair. I twisted her head to face me.

“We’re going to go upstairs to my bedroom now. You are going to take off all of your clothes and climb onto my bed on your hands and knees. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mrs. Acres,” she moaned.

I released her head and she climbed up the stairs, her plump bottom barely contained by those tan shorts. I followed her, watching her butt swing from side to side. She undressed quickly once we were in my bedroom. Her big breasts jiggled with each movement, her nipples thick and hard. She bent over to take down her shorts and showed me the perfect onion of her fat ass.

“On your knees,” I said and she crawled onto the bed. She watched me over her shoulder as I moved behind her. I smacked my hands on her ass and pulled apart her cheeks. I ran my tongue down her crack and tasted the most intimate valley of her hot, sweaty flesh. The soft knot of her asshole clenched against my lick.

“Ohhh, fuck, Mrs. Acres, are you going to lick my ass?”

After watching her take down those shorts I had to. I flicked my tongue around her tight ring and drove her wild with soft licks against her pink pucker. Pressing my tongue and licking harder, I reached between her plump thighs and rubbed at her clit.

She fell forward onto the bed, ass up and available, squirming against my tongue. I moaned with arousal and fucked me tongue into her ass. She gasped at the sensation. I knew how good it felt and, combined with my practiced fingers on her throbbing clit, I drove her to orgasm quickly.

“Yes!” she cried. “Oh my god, yes! Fuck my ass with your tongue! I’m…ahhhhh….cumming!”

I screwed my tongue into her clenching butt. One hand held her cheeks apart and the other worked feverishly at her clit to get her off. She came for me hard. I felt her squeezing around my tongue and bucking against my face. Her orgasm was long and obviously a release of a lot of pent up sexual frustration. I eased her out of it and down onto the bed.

She wanted to kiss me and fondle my breasts and I let her, but my hand was searching in the nightstands drawer. I found my long g-spot wand and got her onto her back. I wasn’t done with her little asshole. Kneeling between her thick thighs, I slid the vibe up her tongued butt and turned it on full. Her eyes went wide at the unusual sensation.

“It feels good, doesn’t it? The way it shakes every part of your little pussy. Now imagine how good it’s going to feel when my pussy is rubbing against it.” I stripped off my clothes quickly and pulled her against me.

The scissoring was like nothing I’d ever experienced before. She was hot and wet and slipped against me, her cunt vibrating when I pressed tight against it. She climaxed again and again. Moaning my name, gripping my leg, and arching her back.

I worked the vibe up her ass, moving it in and out as I rolled my hips and slid my hot furrow against her sex. I held her knee with one hand, our legs locked together as I came against her bucking pussy. I didn’t stop. I had to feel it again and again.

When we had finally exhausted ourselves, I slid the vibe from her ass and we curled together on the bed. We were sweaty and laughing from our mutual pleasure. She kissed me tenderly and I held her in my arms.

I dreamed of Chloe. Her slender hands roamed over my body and her kiss was like holding a strawberry to my lips. I parted her long legs and pressed my face between her thighs and tasted her sweet slit. She moaned and came for me quickly. She pressed me onto my back and returned the favor. Her tongue was expert. She teased my delicate fold and flicked lightly against my clit. It was a dream, but the growing pleasure had to be real. My fingers twisted in the sheets. My hair fell across my face as I squirmed against Chloe’s tongue.

“Yesss!” I cried and came suddenly awake.

I was naked, in my bed, and there was a hot tongue flicking against my clit. Two fingers pressed into my sex. I sat up, still dazed by my orgasm, and found Brianna on her tummy between my thighs, bare naked, with one foot up and kicking the air absently as she tongued my clit. The only sound in my bedroom was the soft noise of her licking at my juicy folds.

Brianna finally saw that I was awake. She lifted her head up, lips glistening with my cum, and said, “Good morning, Mrs. Acres.”

Oh my god, I felt guilty about using Brianna to get off when my heart was with Chloe, but what is a girl to do when she gets a wakeup call like that? I fell back onto my pillows and looked up at the ceiling while she went back to work on my pussy. Two toe-curling orgasms later, I finally pushed her away and staggered into the shower. She wouldn’t leave me alone. The shower door opened behind me and before I knew it my tits were against the frosted glass and Brianna’s tongue was darting into my asshole.

It was one of those
 mornings. You know, the sort where a teenager smitten with you will not stop licking your pussy. I mean, I tried to make breakfast and she went down on me in the kitchen. I tried to get dressed in my workout clothes and there was Brianna’s tongue, stuffed into my slit again. Finally, I had to push her away and snap at her, “Enough!”

She looked at me with these big eyes that made me feel instantly guilty. But I was strong enough not to give in.

“Brianna, you need to go home,” I said, helping her up to her feet. She kissed me, pressing those breasts and hard nipples against my chest, trying to wrap her arms around me as her tongue thrust into my mouth. I could taste myself on her lips. I pulled away and gave her a push.

“Come on, Mrs. Acres,” she said. “It’s a Saturday. I know you don’t have anything to do.”

She was right, except having Brianna around would derail any plans to seduce Chloe. I finally managed to convince her to go to breakfast with me. We shared a fruit plate and some waffles at a downtown restaurant I like and then I dropped Brianna off at her house.

“I am booked up all weekend,” I said as she got out of the car. “But if you want to hang out next week.”

“Hang out?” She winked at me.

“Or whatever,” I said.

“I’ll take the ‘whatever’,” said Brianna. I watched her butt bouncing up to the house. She waved one last time before disappearing inside.

Now, you might think that having a hot night with Brianna spoiled my appetite for Chloe. Not even close. It’s true that the plump teen’s talented tongue got my mind off my neighbor’s au pair for the night, but by the time I pulled away from Brianna’s house I was already scheming. I checked the weather for the day on my phone and was glad to see hot and clear all the way to evening, followed by a rain storm. That would give me plenty of time for my new plan: get Chloe into a bathing suit.

When I returned home, I packed a beach bag and put on my bikini with the American flag top that shows of my tits so well. My blue bottoms are generous but still very snug on my butt, so for decency’s sake I put on a pair of khaki shorts over them and a nice comfortable pair of beach sandals. I figured it was better to surprise Chloe rather than call over the Caters’ house.

I put on a pair of sunglasses and sauntered over to the Carters’ back door. They have a deck a lot like mine attached to the back of their house, although they do not have a hot tub. I walked up to the sliding glass and peered inside.

The door was unlocked so I went on into the darkened house and called, “Chloe. Briggite, are you here?”

I listened and could just make out voices from upstairs. In the living room, the TV was on and Samantha and Randall were watching cartoons. Samantha ran over and gave me a hug. Randall was too focused on Elmo to even notice I was there.

“Where is Chloe?” I asked.

“She’s upstairs getting ready,” said Samantha. “She said I am in charge until she gets back.”

“Oh, of course.” I saluted Samantha. “You’re doing such a good job. Stay right here and I am going to go upstairs and check to see if she needs any help, okay?”

“O-K!” said Samantha and she bounced back over to where Randall was sitting watching TV and plopped herself down on the floor.

I went upstairs quietly. I could hear the shower running from the bathroom adjacent to the master bedroom. The door was slightly cracked and the closer I approached, the more clearly I could hear the soft French words of a song. The melody belonged to a child’s song, but Chloe’s voice made the words seem erotic. I took a deep breath and pushed the door open with my fingertips. Light spilled into the darkened room from the hallway and illuminated the golden skin of the teenage au pair as she stood completely naked next to the bed.

Her figure was as perfect as I suspected. Her skin was luxuriously tanned with the exception of a narrow wedge of pale flesh down her tight, bubble butt. She turned in surprise, eyes wide. She made no attempt to cover herself and instead exposed the perfect wineglass shape of her breasts, the light brown of her small nipples, and the dark triangle of hair atop the light brown plumpness of her vulva.

“What are you doing here?” she demanded.

“I came by to invite you and the kids to the pool with me.”

“This could wait,” she said. “Why do you, eh, come into this room?”

I shrugged and took a step into the bedroom. My smile concealed my growing lust. Could I push her back onto the bed and strum her trimmed little cunt? Could I dive between her thighs before she had a second thought? Chloe surprised me by taking a step away from the bed and towards me. I saw her dark eyes looking at my breasts overflowing my bikini top.

“The children are waiting,” she whispered.

“They can wait,” I said and took her hands. Her naked body was close enough to touch. Her long legs were moments from being wrapped around my head.

“No,” she pulled away. “Go downstairs, please. I will go, eh, to swimming with you. This is good. But my responsibility is to the children.”

She turned quickly, gathering up a bathing suit from the clothes arranged on the Carters’ bed. I watched her tight butt moving, her slender hips swaying seductively, and I knew I was right to be in love even if it was with a nineteen year old French girl. She stopped in the doorway of the steamy bathroom and looked back over her shoulder. There was a flutter of lashes and a teasing smile there that said everything I needed to know. Then she disappeared into the rush of the shower and closed the door, sealing my fantasy away from me.

I might have battered down the door and climbed into the shower with her. Pressed her beneath the pouring water and filled my hands with the soft perfection of her breasts. I might have even dropped to my knees and tasted the tender cleft of her teenage pussy, but I did not. I restrained my lust out of the purity of my attraction to Chloe.

I went back downstairs to wait. Randall climbed up into my lap and Samantha bounced around showing me her toys. Chloe took her time and when she came down the stairs I appreciated why. She was gorgeous in a black string bikini. The top pulled together and accentuated the youthful perfection of her breasts and the bottoms, with the fat bows tying them at her hips, were both modest and revealing. The cut seemed generous, but they fit so perfectly snug against her lithe body that I could make out pornographic detail.

“You look…amazing,” I said.

“Thank you. Also, you are beautiful.”

She grinned. I think she even blushed a little. She tied a pink swim wrap around her waist and ended my ogling of her perfect body. She winked at me, well aware of what she was hiding from my sight. I helped her get the kids into their bathing suits and we piled into my car.

“Have you kids ever been to Geronimo Beach?”

They went wild with excitement. The place advertised on TV all the time, sort of an upscale swimming park where parents relaxed in cabanas and had cocktails while their kids ran wild in wave pools and innertube rivers. There was even a carefully-watched baby pool where you could drop your baby off in the pool and leave him while you enjoyed yourself.

I’ll admit, I bought the summer pass as much to watch the college girls that congregated at the wave pool as swim, but during my many visits I had discovered the relative privacy of the cabanas. It was possible to draw the silky shades closed and have a nice, intimate time with someone. Okay, I had never actually done it. Still, it seemed like the perfect place to finally make my move on Chloe.

Seeing her nude seemed a little bit like the curse of seeing the bride in her dress before the wedding, but I was not going to be deterred by superstition. I’d seen exactly what I would be getting if I seduced Chloe and it just made me want it more.

When we arrived at Geronimo we fought our way through the crowds and I paid for one of the nice big cabanas, even choosing one that might give us a tiny bit more privacy. There were wooden loungers and our own little private deck area connected to the edge of the adult swim areas. There was a deep diving pool and a gentle wave machine pool for relaxing. Chloe dropped Randall off at the baby pool, I showed Samantha around and then let her run wild, and I met Chloe back at the edge of the wave machine pool.


She untied the wrap from her waist and I could see the tight triangle of the bikini hardly covered her firm little butt. I took down my khaki shorts and showed her more own plump bottom, more in line with Brianna’s than Chloe’s, but still firm underneath that onion thanks to regular runs.



“You are, eh, very beautiful in the bikini,” said Chloe.



“I look better without it,” I said.



“We should, eh, have a swim.” 


She stepped out into the sunlight and to the edge of the deeper end of the wave pool. I could sense all the men watching her. She dived into the water, curving into the air and barely causing a splash as she broke the surface.

I followed her with a little less elegance. I slipped beneath the clear blue water and admired her long legs before coming up for air. She was waiting for me with a smile on her face. Her wet, dark hair hugged her long neck and decorated her shoulders. She pulled it back from her face with both hands. I watched the water spilling down her breasts. I had to touch her. I ran my hand down her arms. Our eyes met and I leaned in for a kiss.

“Let us race each other,” she said and twisted away and launched into a strong breast stroke. I pursued her. I’m a good swimmer, but her body was built like a ballet dancer. I couldn’t keep up and by the time she had almost lapped me I was out of breath. I climbed out of the pool and sauntered over to the cabana. The attendant had brought our drink orders and I sipped a mimosa as I watched the gorgeous teen completing her laps.

Chloe finally climbed out of the pool, her body all athletic perfection dripping with water. She ran her fingers under the butt of her bikini to pull a wedgie out of her cheeks. She smiled at me and it all felt real slow motiony. Like Fast Times at Ridgemont High
 or something. She walked into the Cabana still dripping wet and I tossed her a towel. She stretched out on the lounger beside me, her long legs sticking out into the sunlight. I handed her a cold glass of mimosa slick with condensation.

“How about I towel you off and put some sunblock on before you go from tan to red?”

“Oh, merci,” said Chloe. “Please, my back, I always get it on my shoulders and back.”

She took a long sip of her drink and then rolled onto her tummy. I knelt beside her in the lounger and, starting at her neck and shoulders, I began to massage her dry with the towel. I worked down the lean musculature of her back. She groaned appreciatively.

I did not hesitate when I got to her firm butt. I massaged around her suit, at the edge of her cheeks and her hips, and then boldly between her thighs, coming just shy of rubbing the towel against her little mound. I could see her quim, delicate and outlined by the dark suit, a flower of perfection waiting to be plucked. Chloe’s legs were so gorgeously long and sculpted. I savored massaging them from her thighs down to her feminine feet and toes. I massaged her arches and between her toes.

“You could do this all day and I would like this,” said Chloe.

“Don’t tempt me,” I replied.

“Tempt?” She glanced back over her body at me kneeling beside her feet and gave me a quizzical look.

“Nevermind,” I laughed. “Untie your bikini and I’ll put on the lotion?”

“Oui
.”

Chloe reached back a bit awkwardly to untie her bathing suit top. She let the strings flop to either side and gave me a perfect expanse of her back to work with. But she surprised me and continued, untying the sides of her bikini bottoms and baring her cheeks to me. She pulled the bathing suit between her thighs so that it covered her little pussy, but her ass was completely naked. She caught me staring at its round perfection and we both blushed a little.

I squirted the lotion into my hand and began massaging it into her shoulders. She pulled aside her dark hair so I could get at her neck. I worked at her muscles as I smoothed the white cream down her back, into the small of her back, and just above her buttocks. I did her arms and her sides, reaching around so that my fingers lightly grazed the softness of her breasts. I could feel her tense slightly and then relax.

My hands moved lower. I did her hips and her legs, starting at the backs of her thighs and working my way down one leg and then back up the other. That brought me back to her ass. I filled my hand with lotion and lowered my fingers to her muscular cheeks. I teased them and then began working the lotion into them. Her ass was magnificent; soft and round and totally firm beneath. I spread her cheeks a little with my thumbs to expose the pinkness of her anus. I let my cream-covered finger drag down her crack and she gasped lightly.

“I had better get some here as well,” I said and I pushed her thighs apart gently and worked my fingers beneath the bunch of her bathing suit. There was no lotion on my fingers. I slid my hand over her hot sex and I wanted to moan at the warm wetness of it. I could feel the trimmed triangle of her hair and the little bud of her clit. My massage had clearly had the desired effect on her, and on me, I was a mess in my bikini and I could only hope it was still wet enough to hide my arousal.

“Madison,” she sighed, surprising me by using my first name. “We should not do this.”

“I can feel that you want it,” I said, lightly stroking my fingers over her furrow. She squirmed a little against my hand.

“I want you, but I am, eh, inexperienced. I do not want the first time—“

“With a woman?” I asked feeling stung.

“No, no,” she turned onto her back. Her top fell off, exposing her breasts to me, but her bottoms covered her sex. “I am afraid of being caught. You closed the curtain but what if, eh, people come by.”

I smiled devilishly, climbing onto the lounger with her, my knee between her thighs.

“That,” I said and reached back to my bathing suit’s knot, “is part of the fun.”

I untied my patriotic top and bared my breasts to Chloe completely. Her eyes went wide a little as she marveled at the size and softness of them, my fleshy nipples surrounded by the tan flesh of my tits. Some people think I’ve had implants. I take it as a compliment.

I pressed my body against Chloe, my thigh against her bunched bathing suit, and I let my breasts drop against her perky teenage tits. Our nipples rubbed together, but I was already thinking about her lips and I took them with an urgency I knew she shared the moment our tongues met. She sighed loudly into my mouth, her kiss hot and sweet and unreserved. She was enthusiastic, even exploring my mouth with her tongue as her hands fell onto my back and held me against her.

“I knew this would happen in America,” she sighed against me. “I did not think it would be someone so wonderful as you, Madison.”

“You are the most beautiful woman I have ever met,” I replied. It was truth, especially in that moment, because nothing is more beautiful than an aroused young woman, flushed and eager for your touch.

I slid my hand between us, cupping her sex. I lifted enough as I toyed with her hot womanhood to drag my breasts in her face. She kissed them and squeezed them in her hands. She crushed them against her face and I gasped as she bit a nipple tightly. She washed it with her tongue as my fingers ran the length of her channel. She was so hot and wet, I dipped a fingertip into her honeyed hole and felt the tightness around it. She squeezed and I could feel the taut layer of her hymen. I pressed lightly and she let out a hot cry into my breasts.

“Not here,” I said softly and withdrew my finger, focusing instead on the hard bud of her clit.

She could not even focus on my breasts. She fell back in the chair and her breath came in short, sharp gasps of pleasure. Her body was wound tighter and tighter by each stroke of my finger against her clit, like a spring being pressed down. I slid down her body, kissing her breasts and over her flat belly, my lips dragging through the fine hair shaved above her slit. She smelled sweet and fresh and my lips met hers, hot and dewed with her arousal. She shuddered and held my hair in her hands, pressing her cunt into my face.

“Madison, s’il vous plait,” she whispered, “lick me.”

She didn’t have to ask nicely. My tongue, at last, divided the folds of her tight quim and I finally tasted her. It was only a sampling, because my tongue pushed back the delicate hood of her clitoris and circled the hard pebble. Chloe’s long legs encircled my face, her heels against my back, her bottom lifting up off the chair in her lust to feed me her sweet cunt.

“Oh my god, your pussy is so perfect,” I moaned against her sex. I lapped the length of her folds, making her squirm, and assailed her clit again. I was merciless. Her nails dug into my scalp and she pressed against my face. I sucked and licked until her back was bowed with pleasure and her bottom was lifted up entirely from the chair.

“Cum for me, Chloe,” moaned against her, flicking her clit. “Cum against my tongue.”

“Yesss! Merci, yes! Merci!” I could feel the tension and release in her thighs and the raggedness of her exhalations and I knew she was cumming for me. Her lapped up her flowing juices, my chin rubbing against her wet folds as I sucked at her clit and teased it with the tip of my tongue until she collapsed back on the lounge chair.

I lifted my face from between her trembling thighs and climbed back up her body. I wanted her to taste herself. She looked into my from beneath her lust-heavy lids and I covered her smile with my mouth. Our tongues met again and I let her feel the warm weight of me against her body. She did not recoil from her own taste. I was giddy. I wanted to kiss her and hold her forever, but I knew we had already stolen as much privacy as I could hope for beside the pool.

I rolled off of her and slid onto my own lounger.

“I have never felt such amazing things. I…thank you.” Chloe’s look was one of flushed pleasure. She made no effort to cover herself and I enjoyed looking at her naked body, stretched out and luxuriating on the chair beside me. Her perky breasts were still quivering with each breath and her nipples were still hard.

“My pleasure,” I said and I meant it. I put on my top, my nipples still tenting the fabric, and I got up from my lounger. “I’m going to go round up Samantha. Take your time in here. I’ll make sure you aren’t bothered.”

“Wait,” she sat up and took my hand. “I want to…I want to do it again. Can I do for you what you did for me?”

“Not here and now. I’ll see if my daughter can watch the kids. You can come over to my house for dinner and we will see what happens after that. How does that sound?”

She stroked my hand and looked up at me, her lips bowed into a smile. “It sounds like my dream, Madison.”

Of course, making Chloe’s dream come true would take cooperation from my daughter. Late that afternoon, when I got home, I found her relaxing in the hot tub on our back deck. I asked her if she would watch the Carters’ kids and she immediately knew what was happening.

“You’re going to have sex with her, aren’t you?” she accused.

“Courtney, don’t be ridiculous,” I said. “I just want a little time to relax with her. I’ve been helping her with—“

“I bet you’ve been helping her,” said Courtney and she made a very rude gesture with her fingers and tongue. I wanted to smack her, but she wasn’t finished. “Alright, mom, you can have your little romantic night with the French nanny, but I get something in return. Yeah, money, of course, but also, I want your permission to go on vacation. With Rebecca.”

I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised my daughter’s relationship with Rebecca was getting serious. They had been seeing each other for most of the summer and I had avoided dealing with it because I didn’t want to confront my own involvement. The truth was, I set my daughter up with my middle-aged friend, and watched things happen between them that no mother should see. And I liked watching.

“Where is she taking you?” I asked quietly. I think I did a pretty good job hiding how unreasonably furious I was feeling.

“Tahiti,” said Courtney.

Inside my head there were atomic bombs blowing up, but I kept it cool. You know why? Because getting laid was more important than protecting my daughter from a horny woman twice her age. My daughter is an adult. She won’t even be under my roof in a few more weeks and I knew it wasn’t my place to try to keep her away from the woman I had set her up with.

“Alright,” I said. “You can go with her as long as it doesn’t interfere with getting you moved in at college.”

The deal was struck, a ridiculous amount of cash was exchanged, and I called over to Chloe to make the arrangements. My heart was already going wild with excitement when I heard her voice. If I had known the drama that was about to unfold I might have canceled.

“I will wear something nice for you,” promised Chloe.

I made a simple, light dinner. You don’t want a heavy meal for the sort of evening I had planned. While the wine was chilling in a bucket of ice, I was getting ready upstairs. I had the perfect outfit picked out: it was a lacy white lingerie dress that shaped my hips and butt and cradled my tits to make them look fantastic. I went with thigh-high stockings and heels to add that little bit extra lift to my butt.

Yeah, okay, maybe it was a little trashy, but I had picked up that outfit years ago and had never had the guts to wear it. There was no better opportunity than a date in my own house. By the time I had finished my hair and makeup I looked like a Victoria’s Secret catalog. Alright, maybe a little bit like a Frederick’s catalog, but how often am I going to get to dress like this?

Chloe did not have to pull off any tricks. She was nineteen and gorgeous. Her body was perfect. When I answered the door she was wearing a white spaghetti-strap dress embroidered with white flowers. It was modest with her cleavage, but showed off the shape of her slender body like a diagram of her sex appeal. She had pink flowers in her hair and she smelled like roses as I embraced her and kissed her at the door.

“You look beautiful,” we said almost simultaneously and laughed at our shared opinions.

“Dinner is just about ready,” I said, “Why don’t you come into the kitchen and have a glass of wine?”

“It smells very good,” she said, inhaling the savory aroma of my famous roasted chicken breast.

I opened the wine and poured two generous glasses. I held hers out and she stepped in past my hand and pressed her lips to mine. It was a soft kiss, very chaste, and she pulled back to gauge my reaction. I looked into her dark eyes and I melted for her.

She kissed me again, hands against my body and pushing me back gently towards the counter. My lips parted and her hot, sweet tongue delved into my mouth. She ran her hands over my breasts and down to my hips. She stepped into my leg, her dress pulled up by my thigh and the warmth between her legs pressed against me.

“All I can think about is you,” she confessed, my lipstick smeared onto her lips. I wiped it away with my thumb and then made a mess of her again, leaning in to kiss her neck and hold her against me with my hand on her back. She tossed her head back and cried out, “Oh, Madison! I cannot wait.”

“Do you want to skip dinner?” I laughed between lusty, open-mouthed kisses.

“That sounds like a good idea,” said someone else.

My blood ran cold. Chloe and I both froze and looked over at the entrance of the kitchen. Brianna was standing there, staring at us with something between total hatred and total lust on her face. She was wearing an outrageously revealing outfit of a sheer green bodice and sheer green boy shorts. A tan coat was discarded on the floor at her feet.

“Who is this?” gasped Chloe.

“A good question all around,” said Brianna, hands on her plump hips.

“Chloe this is…uh…”

Brianna’s face momentarily contorted in pain, it seemed as if she was about to start sobbing, but she somehow contained her emotions.

“I’m a surprise,” said Brianna. “Mrs. Acres wanted tonight to be very special so she hired some entertainment. You see, I’m a whore, do you have those in your country? I have sex for money and Mrs. Ares, she paid me to have sex with both of you. That’s how we do things in America, right Mrs. Acres?”

I searched Chloe’s face for any sort of reaction to what Brianna was saying. The idea of inviting my angry (ex?) girlfriend to a threesome with my new lover wasn’t what I wanted, but that hardly mattered to Brianna. It was either go along with what she was saying and hope for the best or deny what she was saying and try to somehow throw her out of the house without spoiling the evening.

“I understand,” said Chloe before I could respond to Brianna. “I am still a virgin and she wanted someone, eh, better at sex to help me. Thank you, both. I am, eh, how is it said…eager to learn?”

Brianna smiled.  She stepped boldly into the kitchen. I thought she was coming towards us, but she turned abruptly and sauntered towards the staircase swinging her big hips. Her ass was almost completely exposed through the sheer green of her shorts. She stopped at the foot of the stairs and, looking over her shoulder at us, said, “Let’s get the learning started then.”

Chloe smiled at me and then started towards the stairs. I could sense she was nervous, but it was nothing like the flip-flops my guts were doing. I drained my glass of wine in three gulps and followed after her.

My bedroom seemed so small with three of us. Brianna stood just inside the door, a smile fixed on her face and her big breasts thrust out proudly. Her dark nipples were hard beneath the sheer bodice.

Chloe stood beside the bed and looked back at us over her shoulder. She teased her fingers to her shoulder and pulled the spaghetti strap down her arm. The other one dropped with a shrug. The weight of the dress hung on her breasts for a moment and then she gave it a pull and it spilled down her body. Her firm butt was sheathed in a satin triangle of panties, her breasts cradled by matching white lace.

I wanted to go to her, but it was Brianna who took the initiative. She didn’t even glance at me as she stepped behind Chloe and unbuckled the French girl’s bra. Chloe and Brianna kissed, delicately at first, but with a growing heat. Jealousy and lust warred inside me. Both won in equal measures and I approached the bed and took Brianna by her blond hair and pulled her head back. She gave me a savage smile and I kissed her, tasting Chloe on her lips. It was a sloppy, open-mouthed kiss with our tongues dueling in the open.

“You want it all, don’t you?” gasped Brianna.

“Every bit of it,” I whispered. I yanked her head back even more. She let out a soft cry. Brianna had squirmed her way into my special night, but I refused to let the jealous teen take complete control. I tore open the laces of her bodice and her big tits bounced free of the sheer material.

“Aren’t these nice?” I said to Chloe and squeezed Brianna’s tits in my hands.

“They are beautiful,” she said.

“Feel them. They’re so soft and warm.” I tugged at Brianna’s nipples and she hissed with pleasure. Chloe ran her fingers over Brianna’s breasts. She squeezed them and touched Brianna’s sensitive nipples. I turned her face to mine and gave her a kiss. Nothing so chaste as the first kiss she shared with Brianna. I asserted myself with my lips and tongue, reminding her of why she was here. She moaned and surprised me by moving her hands to my breasts and squeezing them gently.

“Do you want to compare?” I laughed and loosened my lingerie top so that she could pull the lacy cups beneath my breasts. Her hands were warm and soft, but urgent, as she explored me. I told her, “Squeeze my nipples. Feel how hard you’ve made them.”

She licked her lips, watching my body respond to her touch, and softly said, “I want to suck them.”

“Then suck them,” said Brianna and she gave Chloe a gentle push to her knees. Brianna looked at me as she joined the French teen in kneeling in front of me.

They shared my breasts between their eager hands and hot mouths. I cradled both of their faces against my chest as they kissed the soft curves of my tits and licked and sucked my nipples. Chloe’s pink tongue delicately flicked against my nipple. Brianna sucked hard, her full lips popping as she pulled back. By the time Brianna’s fingers moved between my thighs I was soaked. She ran her hand up my stocking-covered leg and beneath the hem of the lacy dress. Her fingers touched my mound and I sighed. She smiled against my breast, catching a nipple between her white teeth as she rubbed my crease through the panties.

“Someone is really
 wet,” she laughed. She looked at Chloe and asked the dark-eyed French girl, “Do you want to feel?”

I leaned back, thrusting my hips forward and lifting the hem of my dress. I was done fighting Brianna for dominance if she was content in leading Chloe in her exploration of my body. Chloe watched closely as Brianna unclipped my stockings and began to lower my panties. I was freshly-shaved and the cotton pulled lightly against my wet channel as Brianna dragged them down. My mound was swollen, slightly pink from shaving, and Brianna knew just how to handle it, squeezing my labia against my clit and then opening me up for Chloe to see.

“It is very pretty,” said Chloe and she blushed. “I want to touch it. Can I touch it, Madison?”

“Yes,” I said. “However you like, Chloe.”

“Just a finger first,” urged Brianna. “Run it along her lips.”

Chloe’s touch was so very gentle. Almost like a tongue dragging lightly over my labia and up to my clit. She pressed a bit harder and stroked her fingertip in tight, slow circles. Brianna instructed her to put her thumb against my clit and rub as she slid the fingers of her other hand inside me.

I moaned at her tentative touch and moaned louder as she gathered the courage to slide two fingers into my hot slit. I clutched her with my inner muscles and she giggled and said, “You squeezed me.”

“Move your fingers in and out,” said Brianna, “slowly, finding that spot deep inside her where you can curl them up against her, and press with your fingertips. Not jabbing, just thrusting against that spot. Is that right, Mrs. Acres?”

They both looked up at me expectantly.

“Just there,” I moan. “Push a little harder, sweetie. And rub more with against my clit.”


Chloe worked into a rhythm, fucking her fingers into me and rubbing my clit with her thumb. As she stroked into my depths, Brianna was caressing and fondling Chloe’s breasts. The lusty blonde was whispering in Chloe’s ear and nibbling at her earlobe. As my orgasm began to build, Chloe withdrew her thumb from my clit and leaned in. Her tongue darted out and flicked my aching bud. I cried out and she cried out in sympathy. Brianna moved behind her and lifted her ass, teasing her fingers down Chloe’s crack and over her virginal pussy.



“Careful,” I said to Brianna. “She…ohhh…she is a virgin.”



“Oh, I’ll be careful,” promised Brianna and she lowered her face behind Chloe’s firm little ass. The French girl cried in pleasure, her breath hot against me, her cries coming regularly as her fingers and tongue drove me towards my climax. I held her head with both hands and worked my hips, rubbing my clit against her darting tongue.


I think Chloe actually came first with Brianna’s tongue stuffed in her pussy and her nose wedged between Chloe’s golden cheeks. She stopped licking me for a few seconds and forgot to move her fingers.

I was so close I had to pull her back to the task, burying her cries of pleasure against my sopping slit. She sucked and licked and her fingers moved again and I came, hard enough to nearly buckle my knees. My body shook with waves of pleasure as Chloe sucked and fucked the orgasm out of me with surprising skill and eagerness.

The sexy au pair and I turned our attention to Brianna. The shapely blonde climbed into the bed and straddled Chloe’s face. I could imagine the hot immediacy of being smothered by Brianna’s pussy, but the envy I felt for Chloe’s position turned into more lusty action. I climbed atop the bed and caressed Chloe’s delicate folds with my fingers as I dipped my face to Brianna’s ass and gave her plump bottom a well-deserved tongue-lashing.

The combination of Chloe’s smothered licking and my anal tongue-teasing drove Brianna wild. She cradled her big breasts in her hands and bounced up and down on poor, lucky Chloe’s face. I could hear the French girl crying out from between Brianna’s thighs as I frigged Chloe’s pussy and pressed my face into Brianna’s plump cheeks. Together, Chloe and I made Brianna cum at least twice, finally force her to roll off of Chloe glistening cheeks and fall onto the bed in a breathless pile of flushed flesh and sweat.

“Some time,” gasped Brianna, “you will have to teach her…woo…that trick with your tongue on my ass. It’s like Morse code or something.”

“It works on her clit too,” I said with a laugh and squeezed Chloe tightly against Brianna.

“But you like my big butt.” Brianna lifted her butt up and I reach across Chloe and gave it a stinging smack.

“So you are not, eh, paid to be here?” Chloe was confused.

“No,” I said quickly. “Brianna and I are friends. Good friends.”

“She wasn’t expecting me to stop by,” said the blonde. “Don’t blame her.”

“Blame?” Chloe laughed. “Two is better than one, no?”

She was right, of course, and we were just getting started exploring the possibilities of that equation. After a little chat and some time to catch our breath I parted Chloe’s thighs and hooked her legs over my shoulders and licked her sweetly. I stopped short of making her cum and asked her if she was ready.

“Yes, I want it to be you,” she said.

I climbed atop her, kissing her, taking her intimately with my fingers between us. I felt the tightness inside her and pushed. She tensed and gasped as I claimed her virginity. I moved my fingers inside her with the gentleness of a young lover. I kissed her soft cries of discomfort away and rubbed myself against her slender thigh. Brianna interjected and we were both kissing her, our lips and tongues quieting her cries as my fingers drove her past the point of pain and into the realm of another pleasure.

Her small breasts quaked and her whole body seemed to wind up like a spring as she tensed and then released in a long, shuddering exhalation of pleasure. Her slender body curved beneath me and she opened her eyes and stared into mine. She could not speak. Wordless pleasure curled her lips into a perfect “O” and she came so hard I thought she might break.

I did not give her time to dwell on the mess we had made. Brianna took her into the shower and I heard them laughing and kissing over the sound of rushing water. I gathered up the blood-marked sheet. Standing nude at the washer, I paused and looked at it again. No, not because I’m a pervert, but because of what it meant. It actually hit me pretty hard. Still does. That was a special moment that sweet girl would have forever. The one time it could happen and she gave it to me.

Mine wasn’t special at all, Bobby Dryden at the Dairy Queen where I was working. He didn’t even work there, but I let him in the back room and it was all over in five minutes. I felt sick and he seemed terrified of the little bit of blood. I wondered if I would be pregnant or if he gave me a disease, but I found out later I was his first time too. Memorable, but not special.  

A squeal from the shower upstairs pulled me back to reality and I finished loading the washer. I had a lot more memory to make with Chloe and Brianna. I threw open the bathroom and announced, scolding, “What are you two young ladies up to in here?”

They both looked at me in shock for a moment at my terrifying mom voice and then both began giggling. The laughter stopped when I stepped into the shower and taught them another lesson about fingers and tongues and eager teenage girls. I made them cum with my fingers and kissed their sweet breasts. I relaxed and watched them fuck each other. I raided more drawer for vibrators and worked beads into Chloe’s tight little butt. We tried dildos and strap-ons and everything I could think of, until it was almost four and I realized Courtney had been texting me for hours asking to come home.

Brianna snuck out as Chloe snored quietly on my bed. She gave me an intense kiss at the door and promised, “This isn’t over.”

I let Chloe sleep. She looked so sweet I wanted to preserve her in amber and let it petrify so that some weird scientist could find her a million years in the future and know how beautiful she was. I let the mental image of her on my bare mattress, comforter barely covering her sex, her long legs askew and her perky breasts slowly rising and falling with her breathing.

I threw on a robe and crossed my backyard over to the Carters’ house. Courtney was sprawled on the couch there with the TV going on infomercials. I decided to let her sleep too. In fact, I am writing this diary entry sitting at the Carters’ house. I’ve been at it for a couple hours and I guess when I click the little save icon I am going to have another cup of coffee and start cooking breakfast. For everyone.

THE END
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Part 6 - Pursuing the Perfect Threesome

by Amanda Clover

@amandasmut



Everything was going so well. Summer was winding to a close, my teenage daughter Courtney was headed off to college, and I was enjoying my newly awakened lesbian sexuality. I should have known it couldn’t last without drama intruding.



My name is Madison Acres and I am a lesbian in my forties with a thing for younger women. I am fit and sexy, a natural blonde with a shapely body, and I like beautiful girls the same age as my daughter. Courtney, who looks like a younger and prettier version of me, is eighteen and just graduated high school at the start of the summer. Now that the summer is over she will be going off to college. I think. I don’t know anymore.



Two weeks ago her life, and mine, underwent a dramatic change. I was in the kitchen eating a bowl of cereal after my morning run when Courtney came bouncing down the stairs and slid a small, white envelope to me. My name was written in black script on the front. I picked it up, but before I could open it, Courtney gave me a kiss on the cheek and hurried out of the house. The door closed behind her, leaving me alone and wondering why she had rushed away like that.



I was unexpectedly tense as I turned the envelope over in my fingers. I opened the flap and took out a neatly printed card.


              “You are invited,” I read aloud, “to the August 15th
 wedding of Courtney Acres and Rebecca Burke.”


I think my heart actually stopped beating for a couple of seconds. Courtney was not only getting married, she was having a lesbian wedding to my good friend Rebecca. It was shocking.


Of course, this was mostly my fault. It made me sick knowing I had set up Rebecca and Courtney. Once the shock began to fade it was replaced by anger. I texted my daughter, telling her to “Come home RIGHT NOW!!” Two exclamation marks and everything. She didn’t respond, probably realizing I would be furious.

I had to talk to someone about all this, but my options were limited. I had had a falling out with my own teenage girlfriend, and Courtney’s good friend, Brianna, over her jealousy that I was having sex with my neighbor’s nanny. Chloe, the nanny in question, was a sweet girl, but too naïve to dump this sort of atomic drama onto. I needed someone who would listen and offer advice and not judge me too much.

I don’t know what made me call Penny. Maybe I thought her being in college, even if she was only a Freshman, gave her a little more seasoning than most of my recent lovers. The bleached-blonde beauty with the brown eyes and a perfect ass had taken me for a wild ride. I literally bumped into her while running and her tight butt had drawn my attention. I took her for a spunky, freckle-faced innocent girl. Penny had turned out to have a dominant streak. She particularly liked me on my knees with my tongue between her cheeks.

Believe me, those torrid memories came to the surface as I waited for her to pick up on the phone. Things were never serious wither her. It was always about fun.

“Hi,” she answered. “Haven’t heard from you in a while, Madison. Have you been missing me?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Actually, I had something I wanted to talk to you about. Do you want to get a drink with me somewhere?”

“I’m only nineteen,” she reminded me with a giggle.

“Right,” I said, shaking my head at my perverse attraction to these hot teenager, “coffee then. Do you know the Magic Bean?”

“Sure. I have to work today, but I am off at eight. Meet me at nine?”

“Sounds good, Penny,” I said.

“I’ll see you then. Goodbye.”

Penny turned “goodbye” into a warm, wet kiss that melted through the phone and into my ear. It raised the little hairs on the back of my neck. She clearly expected this to be a hookup. While that was not my original purpose, I was not going to let her know that.

I showered and gave my bush a little trim before our meeting. It was a sultry summer night, so I dressed in a breezy, chocolate summer dress. It did a good job of showing of my breasts.

The Magic Bean wasn’t very busy, just a few late customers with laptops and a few couples here and there. I sat down and ordered an iced coffee while I waited for Penny. And waited. And waited. She was almost forty minutes late. I had my phone in hand, thumb tapping out an angry text, when the toned hottie walked through the door.

She had certainly changed her style in the weeks since I had last seen her. She had gone from a fading bleach blonde look to an almost-white platinum blonde, including blonde eyebrows and pale pink lip gloss. Her hair was shaved on the sides and pulled back in a sleek, modern Mohawk tail.

Penny’s faded rock band crop top revealed the shape of her pert breasts above the exposed length of her abs. Her denim shorts were cut so short it was a wonder I couldn’t see her panties. Her long legs were well-tanned and perfectly emphasized by white knee socks. A pair of pink high top sneakers finished the outfit. It was the sort of subtly considered look that fooled people into thinking Penny was being effortlessly sexy. I saw through it, but it was still damned sexy.

She smiled and came straight towards me. As she sat down I caught a glimpse of that perfect ass of hers and felt my heart beat a little faster.

“You look amazing.” She said it to me before I could say it to her.

I leaned forward so my breasts dipped a little and crushed them invitingly between my biceps. “Thanks, hon, you look hot too. Want a coffee or something?”

“Sure, unless you want to go to the bathroom with me and fuck right now,” she said. I laughed. She didn’t. She looked around at the other customers. “Don’t act like you haven’t been thinking about my ass while you were waiting.”

“I called you here because I wanted to talk about something.”

She let out an exaggerated sigh and motioned for the waitress. Once Penny had her own ice coffee, she sipped it through a straw and listen to me tell her my story. I started with the tale of Courtney having a pregnancy scare and how that motivated me to convince my friend, Rebecca, to seduce my daughter. I admitted to Penny that I watched it happening. Okay, maybe I left out some of the details there, like how Rebecca’s naughty niece fingered me while we secretly watched my daughter licking Rebecca, but I spilled most of the truth to Penny.

“That’s hot,” she said.

“No, it’s twisted,” I replied, slurping up the dregs of my sweet coffee.

“That’s why it’s hot.”

“Are you going to let me finish?”

She bugged her eyes with exasperation. I continued my story. I told her that I came out to my daughter, finally, and my daughter admitted she might be a lesbian too. Her relationship with Rebecca was on the surface and I let it continue. No more spying. They just dated like a normal couple where one woman is over twice as old as the other one.

“Then she hands me this and runs out of the house before I can say anything.” I slid the card across the table to Penny.

“Wow,” she said, turning it over. “Married, huh? Bet you didn’t see that coming.”

“No,” I said. “She’s going out of state to college in three weeks. We were supposed to move her into her dorm literally the weekend after she is getting married. Now I don’t know what is happening.”

“She could go to Sandy State.” Penny was referring to the college near my house. It was where she was going to college. “She sounds like a lot of fun. I would love to show her the ropes.”

“It might be too late to enroll this year.” I sighed. “I don’t even know if I’m going to the wedding.”

“What!? You can’t hide from your daughter’s wedding.”

“I can’t face my friend.” I fell back in my chair. “I caused all this!”

“Yeah, you did, but that’s your daughter.” Penny played with her straw with the tip of her pink tongue. “Do you need a date?”

“A date? You want to go to my daughter’s wedding?”

“As a favor to you,” she said, leaning forward and taking my hands. “Moral support or whatever.”

She rubbed the backs of my hands with her thumbs and batted the lashes of her big, brown eyes. Beneath the table, her long leg reached across the space between us and I felt the soft rasp of her knee sock rubbing against my calf. There was a familiar stirring in my tummy. My face felt hot and I could not help but notice the pebbles of her nipples beneath the soft fabric of Penny’s crop top. I could see them so clearly that I could tell they were pierced with barbells.

“How would I pay you back for this favor?” I asked, imagining a hundred possible scenarios.

She leaned in even closer, her voice soft as she said, “I think you know, Madison. Let’s go back to your place and I’ll show you.”

We didn’t make it all the way back to my house. Her eager presence filled the back seat of my BMW like a cloud of almond-apricot body wash and supple teenage skin. She was warm beside me. I stroked the stubble at the sides of her luxurious platinum mane, admiring her unusual hairstyle. She was more forceful, dropping the shoulders of my dress and letting it fall beneath the soft prominence of my lace-cupped breasts. She caressed them through the bra, squeezing and pressing until she could not resist and slid her fingers into the cups to drag them down and beneath my breasts. My nipples were hard and aching.

“I forgot how great your tits were,” she whispered and dived in to smother herself in my cleavage. The warmth of her breath caressed me and she pressed my tits tight around her face. Her kisses were excitedly sloppy and moved to a fat nipple. I moaned and held her there as she sucked. She bit. She licked. My soft cries of pleasure were met with her excited moans as she sucked and licked my breasts with relish.

A bearded hipster, leaving the Magic Bean with a laptop tucked under one arm, stopped just outside the window of the BMW. I looked over my shoulder and realized he was taking pictures with his phone. I covered my face with my hand and turned my head away. Penny did not seem to care much. She went right on flicking her pink tongue against my nipple. Her only concession to being watched was to press her middle finger up against the window glass as she went right on sucking and fondling my breasts. The camera flashed again and again.

“They’re not going away,” I moaned.

Penny popped her lips free of my nipple and leaned up to my face. She gave me a teasing kiss. My lips parted and her tongue darted into my mouth. Her kiss was sweet and tasted like the mints they hand out at the Magic Bean.

“You don’t think it’s hot?” she asked, her lips brushing against mine. “He’s out there, getting all hard, wanting to fuck us. But he can’t, can he?”

“No,” I said, almost trembling.

She slid her hand between my thighs, lifting the hem of my dress until her hand encountered the warm, panty-covered mound of my cunt. She cupped it, gave it a squeeze, and kissed me again, longer and more intensely, her tongue twisting with mine.

“He’s going to post those pictures on the Internet,” I moaned and she rubbed me through my panties.

“Yeah,” she agreed. “And dozens and dozens of guys and girls are going to see us, doing this, and it’s going to make them hot. Don’t you want them to see?”

Her finger massaging the crease of my cunt through my panties was making a persuasive argument. I succumbed to her hot mouth on mine and the feeling of her finger drawing the dewy heat through my panties with each caress. My clit was throbbing beneath the sheer fabric and she brushed it knowingly. I inhaled sharply as her finger pressed at my button and she smiled against my lips. Just as quickly, she withdrew her fingertip.

“Not yet, Madison,” she whispered. “You know what I want you to do, don’t you?”

“What?” I whispered back, desperate for her to make me cum.

“I think you remember this,” she said, sitting back on her heels. She shifted and turned around on the bench seat, leaning her body forward and gracing me, and the man outside the car, with the sight of her round, perfect ass in her jean shorts. Her head was buried against the door, cheek against the leather seat, but she twisted her head so she could look back at me. With a teasing smile on her lips she said, “Worship my ass.”

All that lust came flooding back. I was right back in my kitchen with her, kneeling beside the island as she grabbed my hair and pulled my face into the round, toned cheeks of her ass.

I didn’t care anymore that there was a creep right outside the car window. I didn’t care that what was happening was probably going to end up as a video on some sleazy website. I grabbed Penny’s ass with both hands and squeezed. She flexed and worked her hips a little and I relished the familiar way it moved beneath my palms.

“Oh, you remember that, don’t you?” she laughed. “Go on, you can take my shorts down.”

I hooked the fingers of both hands into the back of her shorts, beneath the cotton of her panties, and began to pull. The shorts were so snug against Penny’s perfect peach that as I lowered the shorts, each new inch I revealed of her pale bottom hung slightly over the tight waistband. Finally, the waist of the shorts was beneath her round cheeks and I pulled them down her thighs to her knees. She lifted her ass, her position spreading her cheeks apart and exposing her crack and the pink knot of her asshole.

I devoured Penny’s ass. I kissed and sucked on her cheeks and ran my tongue the length of her warm crack. I had forgotten the succulent roundness of it. I caressed her thoroughly as my eager tongue found the cleft of her asshole and I wriggled against it, tasting her, tasting her heat. My fingers explored the juicy furrow of her cunt. She had let her hair grow in and it was soft and brown and framed her wetness. 

“Oh, god, you’re driving me crazy. Fuck my ass with your tongue,” she moaned, reaching back and pulling my face into her ass. The stiff tip of my probing tongue parted her clenched knot and I licked inside her. Her pussy was sloshing against my fingers. Her clit was so hard I could pinch it lightly between my fingers.

“Oh my god, Madison, don’t stop. Don’t stop! Fuckkkk!” She rocked back against my face as she came, her asshole squeezing my thrusting tongue and her pussy dripping down my fingers and onto my leather seat. I licked her until she stopped shuddering, stopping only to lower my tongue to her delicious cunt and taste her flowing juices.

By the time I lifted my sweaty, cum-smeared face from Penny’s ass, we had attracted an larger audience. I wilted immediately. I covered my breasts and climbed into the front seat as they caught us on three different angles of camera phones. Penny was less concerned. She climbed up into the front beside me and flipped the bird at the men with their hard-ons and their cameras. As I screeched out of the lot, Penny even rolled the window down and shouted, “Show’s over!”

The show might have been over for them, but it spilled into my house, we made out like high schoolers in the foyer and moved up the stairs, both of us shedding clothes as we went. I pushed her onto her back on the stairs and I thrust my fingers inside her as we kissed. She was so hot and so wet. She took great pleasure in sucking my nipples again, rocking her hips against my fingers as she played with my breasts.

We climbed into the hallway, my face nearly in her ass as we both crawled on hands and knees. She stopped and let me have another taste, just a lick around her rim, trailing down to her juicy cunt, before leading me into the familiar territory of my bedroom.

Since things had gotten rocky with Brianna, my intense libido had been left on a simmer. It boiled over with Penny in my bed. Our legs intertwined. Her cunt was warm against my thigh. Her pert breasts pushed against my fat tits, her little nipples rubbing against my thicker, darker nipples. Her mouth was inviting and our tongues played together in the minty heat between us.

Penny suddenly tore her lips from mine and she looked down at me, her eyes glittering in the darkness. I reached up and caressed her cheek. She pulled my thumb between her lips and sucked it. Still sucking on my thumb, and teasing it with her tongue, she slid down my body. She brought my hand to my swollen mound and I felt the warmth of my arousal beneath my palm.

Penny was not shy about what she wanted. She lifted my thighs over her shoulders and her mouth was on my waxed pussy. She teased me at first, flicking my clit and rubbing around my slit with her fingertips. I shuddered and rested my hand on her silken hair. Her breath poured hot over my aching cunt. Her tongue battered my swollen clit. I was totally at her mercy, and she was merciful.

I gasped as she spread me open and tasted me. Her tongue darted into my honeyed trench between flicks of my straining clit. Her fingers caressed my vulva and pinched it, playing rough, but not too rough.

“Oh fuck, sweetie,” I moaned. “Oh my god. That is amazing.”

“Mmmmm,” she let her tongue slide deep inside me, curling into my depths, and then back out again. She caught my clit between her lips and sucked. It sent hot spikes of pleasure radiating out through my body. I arched my back and my breasts shook with the hitching gasps that escaped my parted lips.

“You taste really good tonight,” she said and indulged in another deep plunge of her tongue into my wet cunt. She slid her tongue back out, running it over my clit, and looked up at me as she said, “I think all that talk about your daughter was turning you on.”

“What? No, that wasn’t it,” I moaned.

“Mmmmmhmmmm,” she said, the sound vibrating through my pussy. “Maybe you just don’t know it yet, maybe you can’t…mmmmmphhh…look at it objectively. But you want to fuck your daughter.”

My retort was cut off by my involuntary cry of pleasure as Penny assailed my clit with her nimble tongue. Her licks drove me over the edge. I bucked my cunt against her face as she licked me and, I am pretty sure, giggled about it. My orgasm was toe curling and prolonged by Penny’s expert licking.

“You’re so bad!” I laughed and pulled her atop me. I kissed her for a long time and then she rolled beside me.

“It’s true, Madison. Your obsession with women less than half your age and then that crazy story about having your friend, who is like a proxy for you, seducing your daughter…I mean, it’s not even psych 101. I think they post it on the door outside psych 101. You want to fuck your daughter.”

Her words made me surprisingly angry. I grabbed her wrist roughly. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do or even say, but I wanted her to know I was mad.

“Hey!” she cried.

Before I said something stupid I mastered my anger. I let the harsh expression stay on my face.

“Right now,” I said. “I am going to fuck you.”

“Nooo,” she said. “You owe me some more worship on the altar before you can fuck me.”

She rolled onto her tummy. The tight hemispheres of her butt were an invitation to do as she commanded. She looked back at her ass and wiggled it from side to side.

“Go on,” she teased. “Pray at the altar, Madison.”

“I am going to fuck the altar,” I hissed.

Her eyes went wide. I grabbed the strap-on from my nightstand drawer. A fight ensued. I think it was good-natured, I think she was laughing for most of it, but that didn’t really matter. I was determined. I was going to fuck her perfect ass for what she said. I was going to fuck it hard.

At some point in our struggle, I think Penny knew she was going to lose. Her scissoring legs stopped and she let me roll her back onto her tummy and lift her ass up. When I let go, she kept it raised, and kept her face buried in the pillow. I caressed her cheeks with my free hand as I finished tightening the strap-on over my mound. It was a new one, bright pink, about five inches long and with a ridged shaft. It was narrower than most of my toys. It was designed specifically to fuck a nice, hot teenage ass.

The bottle of lube slurped as I dripped a slippery stream down her crack. She twitched as the cold lube oozed between her cheeks and slipped over her clenched butthole. Her moan was muffled by the pillow. I teased the tapered head of the dildo down her crack. Her pink pucker clenched reflexively.

“Oh, Penny, that ass is begging for it,” I murmured, and I pressed the cock against the notch of her hole. She clenched tight. I pressed into the divot, lubed cock slipping past her muscles and sliding into her tight teenage asshole.

“Fuck,” she cried. “It’s big!”

“Relax, baby. I’ll go easy.” It was a lie. As the dildo’s ridges popped one-by-one up her cute little ass, I grabbed her hips and I began to fuck her. It was slow at first. I eased her into the sensation of the dildo gliding in and out of her stretched ring. Soon, I was pounding her. I could tell from the sounds she was making that it was not entirely comfortable, but I had her pinned. I fucked her ass hard, the base of the strap-on grinding into my sopping mound, the faux-leather pressing against Penny’s cunt as I buried every ribbed inch up her ass again and again.

She seemed to try to lift her upper body up, to balance on her hands, but the force of my strokes pushed her forward again. She collapsed flat on her tummy and I went with her. I pressed my body over her, my breasts on her back, my hips working in short, violent strokes as I fucked straight down into her ass. I could not hammer her like I was on my knees, but in this position the dildo slid to the hilt with the help of gravity. It was also more naturally pressing the base into my clit. Each stroke seemed almost as if my throbbing clit itself was fucking into her clutching hole.

I stroked her hair and turned her head so I could press my lips to her ear. My pleasure was building volcanically. Each stroke into her ass was driving me closer to my orgasm.

“I know you like it,” I hissed in her ear. “You needed to get that…nnn…ass fucked. Is that worship enough for you?”

“Yes,” she grunted. “Yes! Oh…fffffuck…yes!”

I licked and bit her ear and held her hair. I gasped my pleasure against her cheek as I pushed us both over the brink and into a mighty, radiating orgasm that made me shake from head to toe. Spikes of pleasure burst from each stroke into her clutching ass, burning me out from the inside like a fire in a wooden building. I smeared my sweaty lips against her and kissed her neck. I worked my hips in perfect time to my pulses of pleasure. She lifted her head and cried out in wordless ecstasy, her hair swept over her face and her lips apart in a long, deep moan.

We stayed like that for a long time. When I finally lifted off of her back she turned to me and we embraced on the bed. It was a long, deflated kiss and a sweaty hug. We kissed urgently and breathless. The dynamic had changed between us. I don’t think I had gained the upper hand with her, but maybe it was closer to equal than it had been.

“I’m going to that wedding with you,” she said, looking into my eyes. “I’ll be your date and every other woman at the wedding is going to be jealous.”

She slid her hand between the base of the strap-on and my juicy pussy. I moaned as her fingers made contact with me.

“Especially your daughter,” she said and slipped a finger into my steaming cunt.

Penny stayed the night. I liked waking up with her warm body in my arms. We shared a shower and a cup of hot coffee in the morning. Before she left, we firmed up our plans to go together to my daughter’s wedding. She gave me a smack on my plump butt and reminded me to do some running. It was the sort of mean thing that would have outraged me coming from anyone else.

Courtney came down from her bedroom not long after Penny left. I didn’t even know she was home. My daughter has wavy blond hair just a touch lighter than mind, full lips, full curves, and bright blue eyes that swallow you up if you looked too long. That morning she looked tousled and flushed. Her voice was hoarse as if she’d been yelling.

“Who was that?” she asked, pouring herself a cup of coffee.

“That my date to your wedding.” I let it sit there, so many things unsaid between us. She slid onto one of the stools attached to the kitchen island, obviously ready for our overdue discussion.

“She’s cute. I saw her coming out of the shower. What’s her name?”

“Penny,” I said. “Now are we going to talk about my date or are we going to talk about your future?”

“I love her, mom. She makes me feel safe and, like, nobody has ever made me feel so respected and so fulfilled. She’s fun and smart. She gives me my space when I want it and holds me close when I need that too. You know what a good person she is. She has been your friend for twenty years.”

“Rebecca is a good woman,” I agreed. “And you’re eighteen, Courtney.”

“That’s a low one, coming from you!” she snapped. “How old is Penny? Or Brianna? Or all the other little sluts you parade around town with. I know…I….I’m sorry, mom. I didn’t mean it like that.”

“No, it’s okay,” I said. “This isn’t about the age difference, it’s about your future. Are you still going to college?”

“Yes!” she said. “Of course, I still want to study English lit. That has been my goal since I started high school and Rebecca is super supportive. She said will get a job and buy a house in New York. We won’t have to be apart.”

Something changed in me as I watched my beautiful daughter explain, with excitement, her future with Rebecca. I pictured my middle-aged friend with her, not in the intimate sense I had spied on, but as a couple, living and loving together. My heart melted. I started this, who was I to deny her happiness?

“Alright,” I said finally. “Alright, Courtney. I love you and I want you to be happy. That’s all that matters to me. That’s all I was worried about. That you’re so young and…I’ll drop it. I will be at your wedding with a smile on my face.”

“Thank you, mom!” She leaned across the island and threw her arms around my neck. I patted her back and we both burst into tears. It took a while for us to calm down. We sat on the couch together, sharing a box of tissues, as Courtney described all the details of the wedding, a real church wedding with a Unitarian priest and everything, and her honeymoon. Rebecca was flying her to the Bahamas for a week. Then a weekend at Niagra falls for the low end honeymoon experience.

My mind flashed to my own honeymoon at Niagra, only it was Courtney on the bed instead of my ex-husband, and I was atop her, kissing her bare breasts and sliding my hand between her creamy thighs. My pulse quickened at the unexpected fantasy and I pushed it from my head.

“What about the bachelorette party?” I asked.

“Oh my god, I totally forgot about that! I guess there’s not enough time now. The only day it could possibly happen is Friday and I…”

I held up my hand. “Leave everything to me, sweetie. You’re having a bachelorette party.”

I planned a great one for her. It started with catered dinner at the house. Something light, but filling, for a night of partying. I invited a half dozen of Courtney’s best friends and told them to “dress sexy.” It was partly in case we went dancing, but also just to enjoy her eighteen and nineteen year old friends in their sexy club outfits. They didn’t disappoint. I even invited Brianna and she was practically falling out of the dress she was wearing. I invited Penny so she could meet Courtney. That was the only awkward moment, where Courtney knew I was fucking this hot blonde only a year older than her, but Penny just congratulated her and gave her a hug.

“She’s gorgeous,” Penny said to me as we watched Courtney hugging and laughing with her friends. “I totally get why you want to fuck her.”

I shot her a warning glare as the caterer arrived. She stuck out her tongue at me.

Dinner was just chicken, salad, and some dessert. Nothing too heavy for the night I had planned. Once the girls were done, we piled into a limousine and headed for the first destination: a rented room in a karaoke club. I think the club was run by Japanese gangs because it was so full of Asian people, but the good thing was I was able to bribe them to serve alcohol to Courtney and her under-21 friends. We all got a little trashed and sang terrible covers. I did a warbling rendition of I’ve Got You Under My Skin while making faces at Penny and followed it up with a  duet with Courtney of that terrible Barbie Girl song. Everyone embarrassed themselves and had fun.

Around midnight we departed the karaoke club. Everyone thought we were going dancing, but the limousine stopped outside Private Eyes, the highest end strip club in town. It was a strip club full of men and catering to men, so a bachelorette party of hot teens drew a lot of attention. Not just from the gross men either.

I think the strippers loved us even more. They were beautiful, college-aged and some surgically enhanced, and they knew how to work us. They sat on laps and talked to us about how much they hate men. The phrase “lesbian wedding” must have been shouted by the DJ a dozen times and it drew a cheer from the stupid guys each time. Brianna, obviously jealous about me and Penny, made it a point to go up on stage with one of the strippers and dance like she wanted it bad. She peeled off her dress down to her overflowing bra and panties. Only Courtney was able to coax her off stage.


Not long after that, I saw Courtney and Brianna making out. It was a passionate, open-mouthed, sloppy make out session. The strippers watching it applauded and Courtney and Brianna thought it was hilarious. Penny caught my eye and winked. She had watched me watching them with great interest. She knew how much it turned me on to see my daughter kissing my teenage ex-girlfriend.



“Buy her a lap dance,” suggested Penny not long after. “Pick out a stripper that looks like you.”



“I don’t think any of the girls are over 30, let alone 40,” I said. “I’ll just pick out the hottest one here.”



That wasn’t quite the truth. The hottest stripper at Private Eyes was a leggy blonde wearing white lace lingerie and stockings named Clarice. She looked remarkably like my daughter down to the same pink lip gloss. The only real difference was that Clarice wore her hair in fat curls and Courtney’s hair was straight. Penny knew I had my eye on Clarice, but she kept her commentary to a knowing look.



I paid a dancer named Megan. Her choice of name was an obvious reference to her resemblance to Megan Fox. Stripper Megan had big, beautiful fake breasts she dressed in neon pink lingerie with a bow for a choker.



“My daughter is the woman of honor tonight,” I shouted in her ear over the booming music. “I want you to give her a very special dance in the VIP.”



“You’re her mom?” laughed Megan.


I passed her 200 dollars. It wasn’t quite enough to guarantee that she would have sex with my daughter, but the suggestion was obvious.

“Very special,” I said.

Megan pulled Courtney away from her laughing friends and towards the VIP. When my daughter looked in my direction I blew her a kiss. No sooner was Courtney gone than Clarice approached me again.

“Sorry,” I said. “I think I just gave all my cash to your friend.”

Clarice reached down and took my hands. “Someone else paid for it.”

It was my turn to be dragged off to the VIP by the leggy blonde as Penny blew me a kiss. I should have known the naughty little pervert would buy me a private dance from the one stripper that looked like my daughter. The flashing blacklights and loud dance music were hypnotic. I watched Clarice’s luscious ass in her white panties and followed her through the curtain and up the surprisingly dark staircase to the slightly quieter VIP lounge. There were eight curtained-off rooms. Behind one of them, my daughter was spending quality time with a Megan Fox lookalike.

“Over here,” said Clarice. She pulled me to one of the curtained rooms and we stepped inside. There was a wide, U-shaped love-seat, mirrored walls and ceiling, and a disco ball sort of fixture flashing various colored lights in time to the music. Clarice guided me to sit down on the couch and she climbed immediately into my lap, he knee pressing into the cushion between my legs. I reached around and held her around the waist. Her skin was so smooth.

“You’re not supposed to touch the girls,” she said and leaned in and kissed me on the mouth. My lips parted as her sugary sweet tongue invaded my mouth. It was hot and smothering and brief. She seemed to slide away, curving her back and rising up my body in time to the music. She turned around and pressed her almost into my face. Her perfume was strong. Her scent filled the small booth and worked, along with her slow dancing and delicious body, to make me impossibly horny.

At first it was just dancing, but as her top came off and she peeled down her bottoms and rubbed her breasts against my tongue, there was nothing separating what we were doing from sex. She slid down my body, dragging her nipples over me, rubbing her nose against my breast as she slid lower. She dropped to her knees between my legs and looked up. Her hand pushed up my short skirt and exposed the triangle of my panties. There was a damp line clearly visible. God, I wanted her so bad.

“That’s what I like to see,” she said. As one song faded to the next, Clarice pulled aside the front of my panties and began to lick my pussy. Watching her tongue work my aching folds, lit by the pulsing club lights, it was impossible to tell her apart from my daughter. I came almost immediately. I tried to be still, to let her fuck me with her tongue, but I had to grab her hair and pull her against my cunt.

“Fuck,” I managed. “Fuck I am cumming!”

I think she was shocked by how quickly it all happened, but she never slowed her assault on my throbbing cunt. My thighs closed tightly around her face. Her tongue beat against my clit and divided the hot trench of my cunt. She drank my honey and did not relent until I slumped back on the couch.

“Th-thank you,” I murmured as she climbed my body like a catgirl. She kissed me again, sharing my juices, fondling my breast with one hand.

“My pleasure,” she gasped. Her kisses were short and sweet, teasing, and then deep, our tongues together in the hot embrace of our mouths. I reached around and cradled her firm ass, stroking it, up her back, back down again. Enjoying her athletic body in my arms.

“I have a vibrator in my purse,” she spoke into my ear and nibbled at the lobe. “Do you want to use it on me?”

I did. She slid beside me on the love seat and parted her tanned thighs. The vibrator was a little stick vibe that twisted on like a glue stick. There was no mistaking Clarice for a virgin, but her neatly-trimmed pussy was sweetly perfumed and glistening with arousal. She reached down and opened herself so I could see her inner pink and the clearly defined button of her clit.

“Can I lick it?” I asked.

She nodded and leaned her head back as my tongue made contact with her hot folds. She was sweet and fresh, her body responding with little jerks as my tongue pressed into her and then up to her clit. I switched on the vibe and pressed it against her clit from above as I tongue her delicious pussy. I looked up at her, at those blue eyes flashing in the club lights, at her tanned body turned red by the disco ball, and I saw my daughter.

It was too much for me. I reached a hand between my legs and fingered myself as I leaned my mouth against Clarice’s, the vibe against her clit, and made us both cum. Her ass lifted off the seat and she pushed herself against my mouth. I fucked my fingers, gasping and moaning, muffled by her hot slit as I cried out at my taboo lust.

By the time I staggered back to my seat, drunk on pleasure and cranberry vodkas, Courtney was back at her chair. She gave me a strange look. I flopped back into my seat beside Penny. She leaned right over and gave me a kiss. Her tongue darted in and quickly back out and she smiled at me knowingly.

“Was she as good as she tastes?” she asked.

The limousine took Courtney’s friends home one by one until it was just me and Courtney and Penny. Courtney was texting Rebecca. Penny was watching me watch her.

“That was cruel,” I whispered to Penny. “Hiring that stripper that looked like Courtney.”

“I’m just giving you what you want, you old pervert,” she laughed.

“Old!?” I hissed and I grabbed her hair and yanked her head back. Our lips met and I pressed my tongue into her mouth. It was a hot kiss, fueled by the lusty night at the strip club, and I was eager to remind her that I was the boss of our newly rejuvenated relationship. I slid my hand up Penny’s thigh and under her skirt. Her cunt was hot beneath the silky fabric of her panties.

“Ahem!”

My face went red as I realized Courtney was watching us from across the limousine. I pulled my hand from between Penny’s thighs and the beautiful blonde laughed.

“Sorry, sweetie, I’m a little drunk,” I confessed.

“Drop me at Rebecca’s, okay?”

The limousine stopped by Rebecca’s apartment building. My old friend was waiting outside, looking beautifully rumpled in a bright, silky Kimono. Her red hair was blowing in the breeze. She waved to us and embraced Courtney, giving her a passionate kiss right there. I felt angry. Jealous even. It was a challenge to my authority over my daughter.

“Let it go,” said Penny, pulling me back from saying something I would have regretted when I was sober. I sat back in the limousine and let Penny reach across me to close the door. She told the driver to take us home.

I let him drive us almost back to my house. I looked over at Penny. She turned her head and smiled at me.

“I’m sorry your daughter is marrying a woman your age,” she said. “But I have to admit, there is something really sexy about an older woman.”

She gave me a kiss and slid her body into my arm. She was warm and inviting and I kissed her again. Despite my drunkenness, I felt my list reigniting.

“Let’s get into some trouble tonight,” I said.

“Oh? What did you have in mind?”

I checked my phone and said, “It’s almost one in the morning. Do you know any clubs full of sexy women your age that are open this late?”

“Uhhhh, yeah,” she laughed. “This is a college town. Like all of them are packed full of nineteen year olds pretending to be twenty one. What are you interested in?”

“Someone to share with you,” I said. “I want the perfect threesome.”

“I know a great dyke bar near the college. The professors like to cruise for the freshmen, if you know what I mean. Do you like country western music?”

No, I don’t, but that hardly mattered once we got inside Little House. The club had an odd, Laura Ingalls Wilder theme to it, with the bartender, a buzz-cut bitch with full sleeves of tattoos, wearing a vintage, corseted cowboy dress. The music was alt country and the crowd, mostly college-age, was an eclectic miss of honky-tonkers in cowgirl outfits and boots, and hipsters just there to enjoy the scenery and the crowd.

We looked out of place in our low cut club dresses, but we were hot enough to turn heads. Not ten minutes after staking out a table and ordering a couple screwdrivers, we were approached by a heavyset young lady with thick-framed glasses and a cowboy hat. She had nice tits under her K.D. Lang t-shirt, but she was pretty butch. Not really my type.

“Want to dance?” she asked me.

“No thanks, just having a drink,” I said.

“She’ll totally dance with you,” said Penny and she practically pushed me into the young woman’s arms.

“Looks like we’re going to dance,” I said.

We hit the floor for a song that sounded like a man crying into a violin while a western guitar played. I couldn’t imagine dancing to that, but Erma, as she introduced herself, was quite the dancer. She spun me around and helped me find the off-kilter rhythm of the song. A few seconds in and I started to remember some of my moves.

Erma was surprisingly strong, turning me in her arms again and even lifting me up a little. Her eyes were big behind her thick glasses. I took them off her face and we stopped in the dance floor. Without them she was quite attractive, despite her mannish haircut. It might have been the dancing and the booze in my system, but the plump lesbian was turning me on.

I looked back to where Penny and I had been sitting and didn’t see my date. Erma pulled me back towards the dance floor as another song was starting. We worked up a sweat to the music, laughing and turning, I pressed back against her as she pulled my arms across my chest. I pivoted away and pulled her with me.

“You are so fucking hot,” she said as the song ended. “Come on. Let’s take a picture. I want to remember dancing with you.”

She pulled me by my hand to the photo booth at the back of the club. A trio of girls emerged from the silver door of the booth laughing. I followed Erma inside. It was bigger than most photo booths. Big enough for a crushed red velvet loveseat. The cameras were linked to a TV screen and video camera.

“Streaming club cam!” was written across the screen and flashing. So it was broadcasting our booth session to Little House’s website while we were posing and taking our pictures. The thought made me feel a little weird. Seeing myself with the plump Erma in her cowboy hat next to me on the couch was even weirder. I looked sweaty and tired, my hair was a mess and my face was red from the hot dance floor.

“Ohhhh, I look terrible,” I said.

“No, you look hot.” I turned my head to object and Erma kissed me. Her lips were plump and soft. Her tongue was a hot intruder, pushing into my mouth and communicating her lust. I put my hands on her. Maybe I meant to push her away. I didn’t. I kissed her back. Heat was growing between my legs. It was an itch that needed to be scratched.

We separated. Erma seemed embarrassed.

“I’m sorry. I know your girlfriend is out there and—“

“Take your glasses off,” I said.

She pulled them off. I knew she was straining to see me from two feet away, so I moved closer, pulling her against me and kissing her. I climbed onto her lap and held her face as I gave her a deep, tongue-tangling kiss that seemed to stun her. When I released her, Erma’s head dropped back against the couch. She blinked up at me and sighed.

“I wish I could see you,” she said.

“You can look at the pictures,” I said and lifted my dress up and over my head. “Or you can use your hands.”

I unbuckled my bra and flung it off to the side. I leaned forward, my breasts dangling almost in Erma’s face as I slid my panties down my thighs. Now naked, I climbed back into her lip and this time she knew what to do. She buried her face in my breasts and reached around me with both hands to grab my shapely ass. I moaned appreciatively as her mouth found a nipple and she began to suck. Her mouth was hot, lips wide apart to suck not just nipple and areola, but some of the surrounding titflesh into her mouth. Her tongue beat against my aching nipple.

“Oh, that’s good,” I cried. “Suck it as hard as you want, sweetie.”

She did, her lips popping with suction, her tongue licking around and around, before she popped her lips free and moved to my other breasts. She was murmuring with pleasure and digging her fingers into my cheeks. As Erma slurped away on my throbbing tits her fingers were spreading my open, pulling apart my cheeks and let them close again. The screen behind me was displaying a perfect shot of me straddling Erma’s lap, knees either side of her thighs, body leaned forward, and my shaved cunt and pink asshole exposed to everyone watching the stream.

“I’ll take a picture of that for you,” I said and leaned down a little more to press the photograph button on the arm of the loveseat. The light flashed and caught a nicely-framed shot of the tanned onion of my ass with its pale triangle where my bikini covered.

“I want to suck you,” breathed Erma. “Put your pussy on my face.”

It was an invitation I couldn’t refuse. I climbed up her body, straddling her head with my knees on the back of the loveseat and my breasts pressed against the cool metal of the booth’s back wall. Erma’s fingers dug into the flesh of my ass as she pulled my juicy furrow against her face. There was no hesitation. No teasing. The plump lesbian thrust her tongue into my soaking slit and began to lick and suck at my tender pussy. Her lips slurped over my clit and her tongue was moving everywhere, exploring my depths and excavating the flow of my honey. I had been with many women, but never any quite so enthusiastic as Erma.

She moaned as she licked me, wallowing in my juices, pressing her nose into my cunt and slithering her tongue up from beneath to surprise my spread cheeks. On the screen behind me I could see the pink triangle of her tongue, slithering up my crack and pressing against my pink hole. I shuddered as she licked me there before returning her tongue to my folds. Erma devoured me and prodded my ass and pulled me against her face.

I came hard with a finger up my ass and her tongue seeming to roll inside my clutching tunnel. Her lips beat against my throbbing clit as the pleasure broke through me. I tossed back my head and somehow managed to hit the picture button with my curling toe. The moment of my orgasmic bliss was captured on the screen.

But Erma was not done with me. Seizing control, she rolled me onto my back on the couch and dropped to her knees. Her tongue was in me again as she hung my legs over her shoulders. I grabbed her head and pulled her face into my dripping trench.

“Oh, Jesus, that’s so good!” I cried. “Don’t stop, sweetie! Don’t you stop!”

Her tongue seemed to open me up, working from side to side in my tight cunt as her moans vibrated through me. She really was pretty without her glasses and I enjoyed the way her big brown eyes stared at me as she sucked my shuddering cunt to another orgasm. As I arched my back off the couch, one hand stroking my heaving breasts, pressing my pussy to her face, I slapped the camera button again, taking another picture of the moment.

Sweaty, feeling very happy, I embraced her and began kissing her again. I pressed my breasts against her chest and tasted myself on her lips.

“That was so hot,” I murmured. “I want to do you now. You still have all your clothes on.”

“I’d rather not take them off,” she said.

I thought about arguing with her, or forcing her, as was more my style, but I decided to have mercy. I could still do what I wanted without undressing her. I resumed kissing Erma. Her shyness melted and our kiss grew increasingly heated and intense. As our mouths mingled, my fingers trailed down her soft belly to the waist of her jeans.

My fingers pressed inside, beneath her cotton panties, and I found the throbbing heat of her cunt. She was furry and wet, an untamed wilderness aching for my talented fingers. I brushed her clit and she gasped into my kiss. I parted her folds and strummed my fingers over her wetness, lubricating my digits and lightly pinching her pebble.

“Fuck!” she gasped, her eyes going suddenly wide.

I took the opportunity to press my fingers inside her. The soft slip of my fingers in her tight cunt was faintly audible as a lewd wetness beneath our kissing and heavy breathing. I knew quickly that Erma was going to cum. Her mouth opened and she stopped responding to my kisses. Her eyes shut tight and her face was twisted up as if she was in pain. I sucked at her neck as I worked my fingers faster and faster between her tight folds.

“Ahhhhh!” she cried. I wish I had taken a picture of that moment, but my hand was occupied and I could hardly interrupt her pleasure for the snapshot. I hooked my fingers deep inside her and rubbed her straining clit with my thumb. Her orgasm seemed to last a very long time, her plump body wound with tension, until she finally relaxed back onto the loveseat.

I drew my fingers from her panties. They were coated and glistening with her juices. We licked them clean together, our tongues touching as they wriggled between my cum-coated fingers.

“We still have one picture left,” I declared.

Erma decided the pose. Still nude, I hung my arms around her neck and she supported me like a husband carrying a bride over the threshold, only sitting down on the loveseat. The camera flashed and Erma had her fourth and final picture.

We exited the booth, back into the noise of the alt country and the many conversations, and were greeted by a line of laughing patrons. They began to applaud. I had not realized it, but there was a video screen on the booth. They had watched every minute. I was too drunk to be embarrassed. I waved and then took a theatrical bow for everyone.

“I need to find my friend,” I said to Erma. “But here is my number. Give me a call sometime.”

I gave her my number and a peck on the lips before weaving back into the crowd in search of Penny. My sexy teen date had not been wasting her time, I soon discovered. Penny had hooked a gorgeous curly-haired redhead with a smoking body and an innocent look.

“This is Abby,” said Penny. “She is totally straight. She swears.”

“I am!” giggled Abby. “Are you two, like, girlfriends?”

“We’re something even better than that,” said Penny, winding her arm around my waist, “we’re fuckbuddies. You can have all sorts of sex and still be friends. It’s like all the good parts of a relationship and none of the bad. Right?”

“Yeah,” I agreed, still smiling from my fun in the photo booth. “So how old are you, Abby?”

“I am only eighteen,” she said. “But don’t tell the bartender. She has been serving me beers all night. I’m going to Sandy State in the fall though. I’m going to major in nursing.”

“Oh, a nurse, that’s hot.” I tried to picture Abby in a sexy nurse’s costume. It wasn’t difficult. She had the tits to really break hearts leaning over some poor sick girl. “So you are very caring and tender. Well, I am going to get us all some drinks. Penny, would you like to join me?”

“Yes, you wait here, Abby.”

“Okay, but if I see my friends again I might have to go.”

At the bar, with a fresh round of drinks on the way, I told Penny about my fun in the photo booth. She thought it was hysterical, but then stopped the laughing when she spotted Abby’s friends.

“We have to make our move before she sees them,” said Penny. “Come on.”

We hurried back to our table.

“So, Abby,” said Penny, settling in next to the sexy redhead, “I thought maybe you would like to come with us to my friend’s house. You know, I go to Sandy State and I crash at her house all the time. It’s fun.”

“Um, well, I was supposed to meet up with my friends,” said Abby. “But I guess we can call it a night. Can you give me a ride in the morning?”

“Absolutely,” I said and threw back my drink. “Come on Abby, let’s go for a ride in a limousine.”

“Oh my god, you guys have a limousine? Is it like a bachelorette party or something?” Abby marveled at the car and the driver in his dark suit. He held the door open for us and we all piled inside. Abby continued to gush. “It’s so totally huge? And it has like a whole bar thing! This is awesome! I could totally live in car like this.”

She stretched out on one of the long leather seats as the car began to move. Her smooth, toned legs opened and her red dress rode up her thighs to give me a glimpse of her silky, lace-fringed panties. She sat up before my gaze could linger.

“Ohhh, I’ll totally fall asleep if I lay like that. Can I have a Coke out of the bar?”

“Sure,” I said and handed her a soda.

“So, like, don’t take this the wrong way, but are you like, I mean, hmmmmm, I mean you’re older than her, but do put on outfits and do you like do things…I mean…”

“We do things,” laughed Penny.

“I think she’s asking if we role play.”

“Yeah, I mean, are you like her teacher and she’s the naughty school girl or like, if you’re kinkier, you could be her aunt. No offense! You’re super hot! I’m just saying. Age differences can be sexy.” Abby took a drink of her Coke and then blurted, “Cuz that is totally what I would do. I lovvvve to role play with my boyfriend. Like Vikings or superheroes or something.”

“Superheroes?” The thought of something so elaborate had never even occurred to me.

“Yeah, like he’s Lex Luthor and I’m Super Girl and he catches me with kryptonite and like, you know, makes me suck his cock to save Metropolis or whatever.”

“I don’t know if I could save metropolis that way,” said Penny, sticking out her tongue.

I leaned back on the seat, my fingers toying with the neckline of my dress.

“So if you were us, Abby, what sort of role playing would you do in the bedroom?”

“Ohhh, this will be fun!” declared Abby. “Okay…hmmm…”

She tapped her finger against her pouting lips. She looked at me, “Okay, you would look super sexy in like some red shorts and a tight tank top, maybe with no bra, and one of those metal whistles. You can be the coach. And you, Penny, you put on some little running shorts that really hug on your buns and a running top and you can be her track star. But your numbers are bad, right? Coach Madison has got to discipline you to get you going faster or you’re going to have to quit the team. But maybe, like, Penny, you’ve got other ideas on how you can convince the coach to let you stay on the team.”

“That’s pretty hot,” I said.

“I think I have that outfit in my dorm,” said Penny.

“I like to keep things simple,” I said. “How about a quart of butter pecan ice cream, a can of whipped cream, cherries, and no spoons? Just my tongue.”

“Me on the counter?” laughed Penny.

“Both of you,” I said, looking pointedly at Abby.

The sexy teen took a long drink from the straw in her Coke. She finally said, “But I’m straight.”

I turned to Penny and gave her a knowing smile. The passing streetlights flashed light and dark over our faces. I leaned across the seat to the college teen and kissed her. We let it play out very teasingly. Our lips brushed, parted, we smiled into the kiss, looking at one another, then darting out our tongue and opening our mouths for a passionate lip lock. Every move was a performance for our companion in the limousine. Every soft sigh of intimate excitement and every caress of Penny’s arm and thigh was intended for Abby.

The smoking hot redhead was shifting in her seat. She couldn’t take her eyes off of the lesbian kiss Penny and I were sharing. I broke my kiss with Penny and we both looked over at the girl watching us. I motioned her over with a curled finger.

She hesitated and then relented, crossing the limousine and sitting between us in the room we made on the seat. She looked from me to Penny. I reached up and ran my fingers through her silky red hair. I held her head, gently, and turned her to face Penny.

“She’s a really good kisser,” I promised and gently pushed Abby’s head towards Penny.

The reluctant tart did not need much encouragement. In seconds she was lip-to-lip with Penny. The first was tentative, a thin strand of saliva connecting their lips, but Penny attacked Abby’s mouth with an obvious hunger. Abby’s resistance was fleeting. She smacked her lips against Penny’s and their tongues met where I could see them, twisting and sliding together. They only paused to giggle or take a deep breath between another moaning, open-mouthed, tongue-tangling kiss.

The air was filled with their sweet hormones and the sight of them was having quiet an effect on me. I slid my hands to Abby’s shoulders as she kissed Penny, caressing the straps of her red dress from her shoulders and down her arms. I leaned in and kissed her smooth skin. She smelled like strawberries. I brought her dress down, stripping it below the white cups of her bra.


The limo arrived at my house before I could unhook Abby’s bra and free her glorious breasts. She pulled up her shoulder straps and we tumbled out of the limo, laughing at what the night was quickly becoming. I tipped the driver heartily.



“I’d be happy to come in and help out,” he offered.



“Sorry,” I said, meaning it, “but it’s no boys allowed.”



That set Penny and Abby into another fit of drunken giggles. We spilled into the house and into the foyer. Penny and Abby shared another kiss, but Abby pulled away and marveled at my house.



“This is beautiful,” she said, looking at the high vaulted ceiling and following me into the spacious kitchen.



“Thank you,” I said. “There’s a hot tub out back. Would you like to go for a dip?”



“Oooh, yeah, that sounds fun,” said Abby. “But I don’t have a suit.”



“Who needs a suit?” asked Penny. “We can just skinny dip.”



Abby decided she wasn’t quite drunk enough to go in the buff. Penny and I were equally disappointed. I refused to be deterred. Abby had already proved she was open to exploring her sexuality. Getting her in the hot tub seemed the next logical step.



“I think my daughter is about your size,” I said, looking her over. “She has a couple bikinis in her room upstairs. Come on. You can try them on.”



Abby and Penny followed me up to Courtney’s bedroom. The room smelled like Courtney’s favorite coconut body wash. The pink walls were decorated with dozens of photos of Courtney with her friends. Abby wandered past the photos.



“Is this your daughter?” she asked, pressing her finger to a photo of Courtney with friends at the beach. “She is so hot. She looks like you too.”



“Thanks,” I said. I was feeling strange being in my daughter’s room. I knew Penny could feel it too. It was a strange violation of my daughter’s privacy, unexpectedly intimate and even more unexpectedly exciting. I opened Courtney’s closet and pulled a pair of bikinis down from the hangers. I passed them to Abby.



“I bet that yellow polka dot one would look good on you.”



“Alright, give me a little privacy,” she said. “I’ll try it on.”



We waited in the hall until Abby called us back in. The redheaded teen was stunning. The bikini’s top was stretched to overflowing on breasts so large the bottom curve of each was peeking out from beneath the white fabric. Her hips were wider than Courtney’s, her butt a little fuller, and the yellow polka-dots of the string bikini bottom were nearly swallowed up by the shape of her ass. Penny whistled. I was frozen for a few seconds as she waited for my verdict.



I gave it to her in a rush of lust that surprised even me. Before she could say a word I had cross my daughter’s bedroom and pushed Abby back onto the bed. She fell with a laugh, landing lightly and bouncing in all the right places.



“You look so fucking hot,” I said to her. I pushed her thighs apart with my knee and fell onto her body, pressing tight and feeling her warm curves barely contained by the white and yellow bikini. My hand slid up her side and I caught one large breast beneath its swell, lifting it and squeezing it until I felt her nipple pressed against my palm. She gasped and I kissed her, tasting her mouth as the heat of her mound grew against my thigh.



“I’m going to fuck you, Abby,” I said, nuzzling against her neck. I licked her earlobe, bit it, and whispered straight into her ear, “I’m going to make you cum until you forget all about men.”



“Oh, god, I knew this was going to happen when I went out to the club,” she turned her head to the side and showed me her tender neck. I sucked on it as I slid my hand beneath the bikini. Her breast was so warm. Her nipple fleshy and stiff. I pinched it until she cried out.



The fact that I was surrounded by my daughter’s photos, by the pink paint I helped pick out for her room, by the sheets and comforter that I washed for her, that only made it hotter. With my daughter leaving my life to marry my friend I felt like I needed this. I needed to invade Courtney’s world. Defiling this gorgeous, confused straight girl on my daughter’s bed was a way to do that.



Penny was not a passive observer. Once she realized that things were moving beyond the teasing, she climbed onto the bed with us. I made room for her and she slid a hand to one of Abby’s breasts. Penny pulled down the bikini, exposing Abby’s pale titflesh and pink nipple. Penny began to lick it, the wet trail of her tongue glistening on Abby’s breast. I took my place at Abby’s other breast, mirroring Penny’s teasing licks and more aggressive nibbles and sucks.


I slid my hand down Abby’s slender tummy and to the bikini’s front. I pressed with my fingers, feeling her heat, feeling her squirm beneath me as I wedged the soft fabric into her teenage cunt.

“Oh god, oh my god!” Abby squirmed, moaned, and alternately cradled us against her shuddering tits and threw her arms back onto the bed in sudden spikes of pleasure. I rubbed her little pussy harder and harder, warming her crease with the friction. I played my tongue around the fleshy bullet of her nipple. Her juices began to soak the bikini. She worked her hips to thrust her mound against my stroking fingers.

She seemed at the precipice of her climax when I pulled my hand away. I untied the strings of the bikini and pulled it open, sliding the fabric beneath her shapely ass.

“What are you doing?” she wondered.

I answered her by kissing my way down her body. Penny joined me as we traveled her flat tummy with our lips and flicking tongues, moving inexorably to the lightly fuzzy mound of her cunt. The neatly trimmed hair trapped her smell and I inhaled the deep, delicious musk of her arousal. It overwhelmed the fresh smell of her body. Penny and I opened Abby’s legs wide apart and each of us pressed a knee up towards her head. She was splayed open and totally exposed to us, legs so wide apart her little cunt had opened up and showed pink between the delicate folds of her labia.

I met Penny at Abby’s cunt. We kissed and pressed our cheeks to Abby’s thighs. Our tongues tangled together and followed the luscious contour of Abby’s mound. We explored the redheaded teen’s furrow together. We sampled Abby’s juice, our tongues both pressing into her folds and lapping at the hard bud of her clit.

“Right there!” cried Abby. “Please! Lick me there!”

Since she asked so nicely, who was I to refuse her? It was a battle of tongues atop Abby’s clit, a struggle that place the hard bud of the teen’s pleasure in the crossfire. Abby grabbed our heads and pulled us together, fucking and grinding against our faces, rubbing her juicy furrow against our tongues. She came with a warbling cry. She arched her back and thrust her fat breasts up into the air. Penny and I were awash in Abby’s juices. The slick honey covered our tongues and chins and made our kisses – of each other and Abby’s clutching cunt – all the hotter.

Penny and I had only begun our corruption of the gorgeous redhead. I rolled onto my back and pulled Abby’s creamy thighs over my head. Her freshly-licked cunt dropped onto my face. I grabbed her ass with both hands and pulled her down. I smothered myself in her sweet juices. I buried my tongue in her delicate folds. My hands pried apart her toned ass and my fingers stroked down the hot crescent of her crack. This drew Penny’s attention and I heard Abby above me, crying out in alarm, as her little hole was invaded by Penny’s tongue.

Our tongues shared Abby’s holes, meeting at the hot strip of flesh between them as I spread her sweet cunt juice to lube her forbidden wrinkle. Penny assailed Abby’s pucker, causing the teen to quiver and cry out with surprise. Penny was relentless. I could hear her moans of excited pleasure even muffled by Abby’s ass. Her face was buried in the soft cushions of Abby’s cheeks and I smothered myself with Abby’s delicious teenage furrow.

At first, Abby was totally caught in the storm of pleasure Penny and I unleashed on her, but as she enjoyed it, she began to move. She pressed her shapely ass back against Penny tongue and slid her slick cunt on my mouth. Her wetness spread from my chin to nose, bathing me in her arousal. My fingers tightened on her ass and I thrust my tongue as deep as it would go into her. I usually prefer to suck and lick a woman’s clit, but Abby’s cowgirl movements were perfect for a  good, deep tongue-fucking. Her clit brushed against my lips as she rode my tongue.

“I can’t take it!” she cried. “I’m going to cum again! I’m going to…ahhhhhh!”

Penny and I devoured her relentlessly. As she threw her head back and wailed with pleasure my tongue was in her gently squeezing slit and I’m certain penny had her tongue up Abby’s clutching cleft. She collapsed against me as her orgasm subsided. Penny, now above me, slid her tongue from Abby’s ass and we shared the ravishing teen’s juices from my lips in a torrid kiss.

The idea of wearing a bathing suit in the hot tub had lost its appeal for Abby. She cuddled with us on my daughter’s bed, surrounded by pictures of Courtney with her friends, kissing us and allowing us to slide our hands over her voluptuous body. Here curves were achingly ripe, begging to be explored with hands and kisses. She shivered with aftershocks of her last orgasm.

“Let’s go for a dip,” I suggested. “I’ll get the hot tub warmed up.”

I did not want to leave, but I wanted to proceed to more pleasures. The girls watched me get up from the bed, so I put a little sway in my walk and lifted my skirt to flash my panty-covered ass. They giggled like punch drunk girls at a sleepover. Downstairs, I took the cover off the hot tub, lit the citronella torches on the edges of the deck, and turned the bubbling heat on in the tub. I thought about getting my own bathing suit, but instead I simply slipped out of my club dress and disposed of my panties and bra in the laundry room.

Penny and Abby joined me soon enough, arm-in-arm and both of them delightfully naked. I ate them up with my gaze. Abby was a little nervous, I could see it in the way she held herself, but Penny sauntered past, unafraid to walk naked through my house and, as a consequence, reminding me that she had a perfectly round and firm ass.

“It should be warm,” I said and took their hands. We climbed into the tub together, hissing as our bodies sunk into the bubbling heat of the tub.

“Oh god, this is the best,” groaned Abby.

“I love it,” agreed Penny.

We melted into each other’s arms. Personal boundaries disappeared and it was as if we were making love in slow motion, fondling and kissing, but never allowing our movements to develop urgency. I spent a very long time with my lips against Abby’s. She was inexperienced as a lesbian, but an expert as a kisser. Her tongue darted into my mouth and she caught my lower lips in her perfect teeth, stretching it out teasingly before driving her tongue into my mouth.

Penny enjoyed watching us for a while, and then slid across the bubbling cauldron of water and pressed her hands between my thighs and Abby’s. She stroked us slowly, helping us to build to a relaxed crescendo of pleasure that culminated with Abby and I crying out into each other’s mouths.

The redheaded teen and I turned our attention to Penny. We pushed her back against the rime of the tub and Abby kissed her as I ducked my head under the water. I could not stay long, but between breaths I squirmed my tongue into Penny’s pussy. My ass raised above the waterline proved too perfect a target for Penny to resist. She reached over me and smacked my ass each time I ducked under the water. She was rough enough that her spanks left throbbing handprints on my tender cheeks.

Finally, I’d had enough of her spankings.

“Let’s go inside,” I declared. “It’s time to make some ice cream sundaes.”

The girls giggled as they followed me into the house, but they had no idea what they were in for. I cleared the kitchen island with a sweep of my arm and lifted Abby onto the cold marble. She sprawled on her back, thighs open and delicate pussy exposed.

“Is it going to be cold?” she asked.

“Yes!” I warned. “But I’ll warm it up.”

Penny started to climb up onto the counter like Abby, but I pulled her back down, to stand next to it with her body leaned forward over the marble.

“Oh, I like this position,” she said, wiggling her ass from side to side.

I fetched a pint of ice cream from the freezer and brought over the can of whipped cream, chocolate sauce, and a jar of cherries. I scooped the ice cream into Penny’s crack. She squealed and tried to wriggle away as the cold scoop was pressed between her cheeks. It began to melt immediately, dripping a stream of creamy white down the valley of her ass. It coated her crack and spilled in a dripping torrent from the pouting peach of her pussy.

I turned to Abby, scooping the ice cream atop her mound so that the creamy white would melt over her pussy, drenching her folds and spilling into her parted pink. Her laughing and squirming became so severe she nearly bucked the scoop onto the floor.

“Hold still!” I warned her in a stern voice. She settled down, but continued to writhe as the ice cream melted over her teenage folds. I sprayed her nipples with whipped cream and added a dollop to the ice cream on her pussy.

Penny’s crack received a generous spray of the whipped cream. She cried out and twitched forward, dropping the melted ball of ice cream onto the floor. It didn’t matter, her ass was coated in the melted ice cream. I added a cherry to each of them, pressing it flush against Penny’s puckered anus and between Abby’s cream-drenched folds. The redhead laughed and propped herself on her elbows. I pushed her back down flat and kissed her, my tongue sliding down her shoulder and neck to her breasts. I licked the sweet whipped cream up, smearing it over her nipples and sucking it up as she moaned beneath me.

I made my way lower as Abby shuddered with anticipation. Her ice cream had melted off her body, but coated her mound and delicate folds as thoroughly as a pouring of white paint. Penny watched as I fell to my knees and began to lick and suck the cream from Abby’s pussy. The redheaded teen dropped her legs over my shoulders and pushed against my mouth. I scooped the cherry from her folds with a curl of my tongue and this time assaulted her clit. My flicking tongue drove her to the brink and beyond. She lifted her ass from the counter and pushed her juicy pussy into my face.

“Oh fuck that was amazing,” she sighed, red-faced and satisfied.

“Good.” I wiped her juices and excess cream from my lips. “Now you can help me with Penny.”

“Ooh,” she said, sliding off the counter, “what are we going to do with Penny?”

“We’re going to enjoy a delicious sundae,” I said, as we knelt behind Penny’s ice-cream crammed crack. Penny twisted to lean back and watch us.

I stroked my hands up Penny’s toned thighs to the underside of her firm ass. My thumbs opened her cheeks and allowed more of the cream to spill out, down her pussy and drip-drip-dripping onto the floor.

“That is so hot,” said Abby, observing Penny’s posed posterior and the slippery sheath of cream. If I had expected a little hesitance from Abby to lick ass, something many women are a little hesitant to try, I was completely mistaken. I leaned in and ran my tongue up Penny’s crack, gathering cream and feeling the cherry flex beneath my tongue. Abby lowered her face to Penny’s cheek immediately and her tongue pressed pinkly through the white coated of cream and into Penny’s crack. I met her, tongue on tongue, in the warm crescent of Penny’s ass and we began to lick. Our tongues played over each other, slipping in the sweet cream, lathering Penny’s perfect ass.

“Oh my god,” moaned Penny. “You have no idea how good that feels.”

I looked at Abby and said, “Lick her asshole, sweetie. I am going to clean the cream off that sweet pussy.”

I lowered my aim to Penny’s dripping folds and began to lick up the cream from Penny’s pouting pussy. Abby was not shy. She thrust her tongue into Penny’s ass, popping out the cherry and eating it before driving her tongue into Penny’s puckered hole. Penny loved it, grabbing Abby’s head and pulling the teen’s face against her cheeks.

“That’s it,” she urged. “Get it…ohhh…don’t be shy. Get it in there. Lick my ass.”

I sucked at her pussy and Frenched her luscious lips. My tongue battered Penny’s clit as Abby ate her first ass. She was moaning with enjoyment, obviously undeterred by having her tongue up a girl’s butt. I reached down and stroked Abby’s fuzzy pussy between her thighs. It was still a little slick with cream and I used that as lube to stuff two fingers in Abby even as I continued to tongue Penny’s cunt.

I think Abby was so turned on by licking Penny’s ass that she came first, wriggling against my hand and squeezing my fingers in her tight cunt. Penny was not far behind. She was rolling her hips and rubbing her ass all over Abby’s face. I did my best to keep up, but for Penny this was more about her ass and how she liked it to be worshipped. She came pulling Abby’s face roughly into her cheeks.  Abby was still crying out with her own orgasmic pleasure with her face buried in the roundness of Penny’s ass.

Before I knew what was happening, the girls turned the tables on me, helping to lift me up onto the counter and slop ice cream onto my throbbing cunt and whipped cream onto my breasts. Penny sucked the cream from my nipples and pressed some of it into my mouth as Abby knelt between my thighs.

The redhead had shed any reluctance by that point. She grabbed my legs, pulled them wide apart, and buried her face in my sopping cunt. Her tongue was everywhere, even dipping down to my ass, and she was suddenly seemed very experienced. She sucked my clit, fucked her tongue into me and even nibbled at my labia sending surprising shocks of pleasure and pain through me.

Penny joined her and the two tangling tongues were too much for me. I grabbed their heads and pulled them against my cunt as I rubbed at their faces. Pleasure raced through me, as intense as any I had felt that night, and I shook with my orgasmic contractions.

There was a mess in the kitchen, but there was no worrying about it. We went straight up to my bed to tangle our limbs, and tongues, and mingle our juices until we collapsed in a sweaty, sighing pile and fell asleep. It was easily the most perfect threesome I had ever enjoyed and only total exhaustion could bring it to an end.

The next morning, after showers, kissing and pancakes, I drove Penny back to her dorm and Abby, a bit more covertly, back to her parent’s house. She was in much the same situation as Courtney, living with her mother while getting ready for college. Of course, I wasn’t proposing marriage to Abby.

“But we have to do that again,” I said.

“Oh, it’s all I’m going to be thinking about all week,” said Abby. “I can’t wait to make another sundae out of you.”

We kissed in full view of her house and then she got out and departed, leaving a hint of her sweet smell in my car. I tapped her number into my contacts and left with a smile on my face.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            

When I got home, my phone vibrated and I saw I had a text from Penny.  “See you Sunday. Love you!”

I wasn’t sure I did love Penny, but she was a lot of fun. It would be good to have her with me at the wedding. That afternoon, I was lounging in the backyard working on my tan. The sliding door opened and a familiar person stepped out onto the back deck. It was Rebecca, my gorgeous, red-haired friend of many years, and the woman soon to marry daughter. She looked sexy as ever in her jeans and dark blouse. My momentary flash of attraction was quickly replaced with the dizzying realization that she was marrying my daughter. Exclamation point.

“Hey Maddy,” she said. “I wanted to talk to you before the wedding. I know it has been a while since we have had any conversation more than a couple minutes, but, you know, I don’t want what is happening to ruin our friendship.”

“Why would it hurt our friendship? Why would it do anything that a woman a couple birthdays from fifty is marrying my eighteen year old daughter? Why should it bother me?”

It was obvious my words hurt her. Instead of getting angry, she sighed and sat down on the deck chair next to me. I tried to restrain myself. I wanted to blurt out everything I had felt and kept back from my conversation with my daughter. Damn it, Rebecca was supposed to be the adult in the relationship. She was supposed to be thinking about my daughter’s future too. Not claiming her as some sick domestic sex toy.

“This isn’t about sex,” said Rebecca. “I know that might be hard to believe, considering how our relationship started, but you have to trust me. I love Courtney. I respect her. She is so smart and sweet and…you know it’s corny as hell, but she completes me. She fills in things I didn’t even know I was missing.”

“And you want me to just say ‘alright’ and wish you the best?” I said and jabbed a finger into her chest. “You want me to let you have my daughter?”

“She isn’t yours to give,” said Rebecca. “She is an adult now and she makes her own choices. You can either support her or get out of her way.”

She was right. Her words were infuriating, but I did not have the power to control Courtney’s decision making. I softened my tone and said, “It’s not about controlling her, it’s about being afraid. I’m afraid you’re going to take her future from her. She’s so young. She just graduated high school. She has everything ahead of her.”

“I’m not going to put her in a cage, Maddy,” said Rebecca. “Oh, sweetie, don’t cry.”

Yeah, right, like I could stop the waterworks. I had a big, blubbering humiliating cry in Rebecca’s arms. There was really nowhere else to go with my argument. She was right. Courtney was going to marry her and I wished them both the best.

“I will be at the wedding,” I said. “Treat my daughter right, Rebecca.”

“I promise,” she replied.

We went on to less intense topics. We discussed her job, buying a house in New York, and the wedding preparations. Rebecca had always been a great friend, so it felt good to pull back from blowing up our relationship with dynamite. I knew her marrying Courtney would change the dynamic. I didn’t know how much until the day of the wedding.

Penny and I arrived at the church a few hours before the ceremony so that I could help Courtney with the final preparations. She texted me overjoyed that I was coming. She seemed especially on edge.

The church was located in a beautifully landscaped, wooded setting with a huge, glass window behind the altar to demonstrate the grandeur of god’s creation. Or something. I am not a very religious person.

We followed the smell of flowers to the arrangements overflowing the bridal room tucked away in the corridor behind the altar. Brianna was helping Courtney put the finishing touches on her hair. Brianna looked gorgeous in her lavender bridesmaid gown.

Courtney looked exquisite. My beautiful daughter was dressed in strapless, detailed white that showed off a tasteful amount of cleavage and left her arms bare for her long, white gloves. Her hair was up in curls and festooned with little white flowers woven through the ringlets. The cut of the dress emphasized Courtney’s narrow waist before blooming into a wide skirt of several layers of gossamer and lace. My daughter smiled at me. Tears glistened in her eyes. I nearly swooned.

“Don’t cry or you’re going to set me off again!” I warned.

She nodded and took a deep breath. She quickly changed the subject, “Is my makeup okay? It’s not too much is it?”

It wasn’t. It was perfect and tasteful and Brianna had helped her do an amazing job.

“You look incredible,” interjected Penny.

“Isn’t it a little early to be putting on the finishing touches?” I looked at the time on my phone. There were still almost three hours before the ceremony.

“I had to see myself in it again. Just to be sure.”

“Where is Rebecca?” I asked.

“She can’t come in here!” said Courtney. “It’s bad luck. We decided she was going to be the groom and I was going to be the bride. We thought about two brides, but then she liked the idea of wearing a black dress to contrast my white one.”

“So she is off somewhere getting the same treatment?”

“Yes, and the rest of my bridesmaids should be here soon.” She grabbed my hand and squeezed. “But I’m so glad you came early. I need to talk to you when there is a chance. When Brianna finishes.”

“I’m done!” declared Brianna.

Brianna and Penny excused themselves. Courtney sat down a bit awkwardly among the huge skirt of the dress. I sat across from her and took her gloved hands.

“Don’t be afraid,” I said to her. “I was nervous too.”

“It’s not just that. I am…I am having second thoughts. I don’t think I can do this, mom.” Her face wrinkled with emotion. It was obvious she was doing everything in her power to hold back tears.

“Listen to me, honey,” I rubbed her hands with my thumbs. “Rebecca is one of the best people I know in the whole world. This is a really big step you are taking, but it is not an irreversible step. If you find out things aren’t working out, I will always be there for you, no matter what happens or what needs to happen.”

“I feel like everything I wanted to happen and everything I am afraid of happening is…it’s all happening. It’s all so fast. We should have dated longer…we should have…”

I wrapped my arms around my daughter and pulled her tightly against me. I felt the emotion ebb out of her as she relaxed into the embrace.

“I love you, mom,” she murmured. She lifted her head. Her willpower had failed and tears were spilling down her cheeks and rolling darkly through her mascara.

“Aw, you’re messing up your makeup, sweetie,” I said and smoothed a teardrop away.

Our eyes met. We both seemed to realize that our faces were almost touching. My instinct was to sit up straight and act as if nothing had happened, but there was a sudden drawing, of my face to hers, of my lips to my daughter’s. They met, softly, fleetingly, at first, but then more urgently.

Everything I had suppressed, everything Courtney had, boiled into our lips and exploded as our mouths opened to one another and our tongues met for the first time. It was a psychotic, intense, inescapable few seconds and then we each seemed to realize what had just happened.

“We can’t,” I said.

“No,” she agreed and rubbed her fingers over her lips. “It’s wrong.”

“It’s sick,” I said.

I felt disgusted with myself. I had crossed a terrible line with my daughter. On her wedding day, no less.

"No, it’s okay mom,” said Courtney. “I have had confusing thoughts about you too. I mean, we can never cross that line, but, you know. It’s sort of a turn on to think about you with those teenagers. Does it turn you on to know I am going to be with a woman your age?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

“Then just enjoy that,” she said. “Our feelings can be our secret.”

I agreed with her. My attraction to my daughter was real, but sick, and we could never act on it the way we wanted. Not just because society deemed it in appropriate, but because it would destroy the relationship we had built throughout our lives. I hugged her again, as a mother hugging her daughter, proud of how mature and understanding she had become.

The knocking on the door put an end to our strange private moment.

“One hour left,” said Penny through the door. “You had better hurry up and get ready. The guests are arriving.”


“I guess I’d better let them in,” I said, smoothing a golden lock from Courtney’s face. “Are you ready?”



“Yeah,” she said, but then she grabbed my hand and pulled me back. “Mom, no matter what happens, I love you.”



“I love you too, baby,” I said and kissed her forehead.



The wedding was gorgeous. Rebecca looked stunning in her midnight dress that lifted and exposed her breasts like the cinnamon-freckled frosting atop a cupcake. Watching them, listening to the wonderful service and the heartfelt vows, I could almost forget what had happened between us in that bridal room. Then Penny squeezed my hand and winked at me. She knew. I later found out she had listened to everything said with her ear practically held against the door.



“And do you,” began the minister, “Courtney Acres, take Rebecca Burke, to be your wife, so long as you both shall live?”



My daughter looked at Rebecca, her smile never faltering, and said, “I do.”



“Then I now pronounce you married. The brides may kiss.”



Rebecca and my daughter locked their lips together. My daughter even swooned into Rebecca’s arms and the busty redhead dipped her towards the ground, still kissing. The crowd laughed. Some even applauded. I enjoyed it.



Penny spent the night while my daughter was on her way to her tropical honeymoon. We decided to give Abby a call and invite her over. Penny had something special planned.



“There is a costume shop right off campus,” she explained, unzipping a bag she had brought from her dorm. She lifted out a familiar red and blue costume and a black costume. “Do you want to be spider woman or bat girl?”



“Oooh,” I laughed. “They look so authentic. What if I want to be the villain?”



She pulled the costumes back. “Um, no, Madison. I am the villain.”



She pulled out her latex cat girl costume, complete with goggles, and I knew it was going to be a wild night.



I don’t know what the future holds for Penny and me or for Courtney and Rebecca. Maybe we’ll all settle down and be content in serious relationships. Or maybe I’ll continue to prowl for gorgeous teenagers. Only time will tell.


THE END
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Epilogue - My Daughter's Honeymoon Sex Video

by Amanda Clover

@amandasmut


It has been pretty lonely in the house since Courtney moved out. I have had some parties, and some very naughty visitors, but mostly it’s just me. Courtney is away at college and she has moved into an off-campus apartment with her wife, Rebecca. My best friend. Who is more than twice my daughter’s age.

But, I’m okay with that, or at least I was getting closer to being okay with that until a package arrived in the mail today. It didn’t have a return address, but it was post marked from Niagara Falls. I thought that was pretty weird, since that is where Courtney and Rebecca finished out there honeymoon. And the package must have been in the mail for a few weeks, because the postmark matched up to the date they were there.

It wasn’t a very big package, just the sort of white cardboard mailer you get at the post office for a CD or a DVD. I tore it open and a gray DVDR fell out of the box. I caught it in my hand and turned it over. There was a label written directly onto the disc with a marker.

“Courtney’s Honeymoon Sex Video.”

I stared at the title in disbelief. For the past few months I had harbored a secret and growing attraction to my daughter. My friends-with-benefits, Penny, had picked up on it and teased me about it. Courtney and I had ended up kissing on her wedding day, but, thank goodness, we had come to our senses. It was wrong. No matter how beautiful she is and how much we are attracted to each other, we can never cross that line.

So why would someone torture me with this video? Was it Courtney? Rebecca? It was cruel, and disturbing, and I could not stand to put it on the TV. I tucked it away in my underwear drawer and tried to forget about it.

I wore a bikini top and shorts as I stepped out onto the back deck of my house. I put on a pair of sunglasses against the late summer sun. It had to be one of the last hot days of the year and I intended to enjoy it. I wriggled my plump butt out of the shorts and stretched out on one of the deck chairs.

Luckily, there was a bit of eye candy to keep my mind off the DVD in my underwear drawer.

Velasquez roofers were working on my neighbor’s shingles. I recognized the Velasquez crew, several buff, sun-darkened men who worked efficiently and with great practice. More importantly, I recognized the eldest daughter of Hector Velasquez. Theresa, I think. She had brought one of those coolers of water for the men on the job. She was a gorgeous Latina, with big brown eyes, curly hair that fell past her slender shoulders, and perky breasts that more than filled out her tied-off flannel shirt. Her exposed tummy was washboard perfection and her long legs drew attention to her firm, round ass in those cutoff denim shorts.

I waved to the men and to Theresa. I’d like to think the boys enjoyed their view of my big breasts in my stars-and-stripes bikini. They refreshed themselves and climbed back up the ladder to the roof. Theresa lugged the cooler back down to her pickup truck. I waved to her again and this time she came trudging through the grass and into my backyard.

“Hello,” said Theresa. “You are…miss Acres?”

“That’s right,” I said, sitting up. “You must be Theresa. I see you out here bringing water and sandwiches to the men all the time.”

“I run the company. They treat me like their lunch girl, but I do the books and I manage all of the accounts. They’re just the manual labor.”

We both burst out laughing at her ability to turn the tables on her chauvinistic family.

I got up from my deck chair, admiring Theresa’s long legs and round breasts. They were visibly popping out of her pink lace bra and almost out of her shirt. One tug at those buttons and the whole front of her shirt would just pop open. I lowered my sunglasses on my nose and looked in her big, brown eyes.

“Do you do any interior work or is it just roofs and landscaping?” I asked.

“We can do almost anything you need,” she said. “Is there a project you had in mind?”

“Just inside,” I said. “I am looking to get the basement remodeled since my daughter moved out and I am all alone in this big house. Why don’t you come inside and have a look around.”

It was her turn to stare unflinchingly into my eyes.

“I would love to see whatever you want to show me,” she said. The flirtation in her voice was unmistakable. She flashed her white smile and followed me into the basement.

“Would you like a cold drink or something?”

Theresa turned with a swing of her curly hair. She batted those long lashes at me, cocked her hip to one side, and said, “Everyone knows who you are, Madison. I’m not either of the things you are looking for.”

"What are you?" I asked, my heart beating a little faster.

"I'm twenty," she said. "Not nineteen or eighteen. And I'm bisexual."

I could not believe what I was seeing as she reached slowly up to her tied-off shirt. Her fingers unwound the knot and as she pulled, as I had imagined, the buttons popped open, and Theresa bared her golden breasts overflowing her pink bra.

I swallowed, staring at the perfect roundness of her tits, her flat tummy, and her long legs. She was as beautiful as a model and her working sassy, working class outfit was only stoking the heat between my legs.

"I can work with bisexual," I said. "It means you're halfway to realizing that we don't need men."

She came towards me, lust in her dark eyes, and I did not stop her. She pressed her sun-warmed body against me and I smelled the sweetness of her shampoo and the honest sweat of working outdoors. Her lips were full, soft, and parted as they met mine. Her mouth was as sweet as it was hot and her tongue fiercely contested ownership of the kiss. I reached behind her head and ran my fingers into her silky hair. She reached behind my back and deftly untied the knot of my bikini.

"I wonder," she said, separating her lips from mine with a gasp, "how many poor boys you give wet dreams with tits like these."

She dragged my bikini top away and her hungry mouth fell upon my nipples. Her tongue roamed my soft titflesh as her hands squeezed my breasts against her face. She sucked at my nipples, looking up at me, tongue swirling around my fleshy caps. Her hand was on my belly, moving lower, into the steamy front of my bikini bottoms. I could not resist her aggression. She pushed me back onto the L of couches and fell between my thighs. Her lips returned to mine as her hand delved into my bikini. She stroked my cunt and arched my back to press against her fingers.

"Have you been thinking about me?" she whispered against my lips. "Fantasizing I would come over and...mmmm...give you what you need?"

"Yessss," I admitted as she teased my aching clit.

"I've been thinking about you since I saw you stretched out on that chair, giving my whole family a heart attack while they were trying to roof." She kissed my shoulder and neck. She penetrated me with a finger. Then two. Then three. She hooked them into the hot channel of my cunt and ground her palm against my throbbing clit. I was completely at her mercy, squirming and panting beneath her as she bit my earlobe and fucked me with her hand.

"Do you want to taste my pussy?" she gasped into my ear.

"Yes," I moaned.

"Beg for it. Beg for my pussy on your face. Maybe I'll let you have a taste." Her lips were quirked into a smile, but her brown eyes were fierce. She worked her finger into my clutching cunt, driving me ever-closer to an explosive orgasm.

"Please, Theresa," I said, managing to keep my eyes locked to her. "Please. I need to taste you."

"And my family can have a job renovating your basement?" she asked, grinding her palm hard into my clit.

"Yes!" I cried. "They can install a sauna and a spa tub and whatever else. Yes. Anything. Please, give me your pussy. I have to taste you."

Never negotiate a business agreement in the throes of passion. Thankfully, Theresa was satisfied with my generous offer. She stood up, slipping her fingers from my dripping pink. Emptied of her fingers, I moaned with disappointment and reached down to touch myself. Theresa slapped my hand away.

"Not until I say you can," she scolded. Then I forgot what I was even trying to do as she began to remove her shorts. They slid down her golden thighs revealing a pair of white boy shorts, taut against the shape of her mound, gray with her soaking juices. She turned away and peeled the shorts down her ass. Her firm cheeks were a lighter shade of brown, a creamy tan perfection opening up as she leaned forward and peeled off her underwear. The golden peach of her pussy was topped with a neatly trimmed strip of black hair.

She never turned back around. I sat up and she pressed her ass back into my face. My nose was in her crack, inhaling her clean scent as her hot cunt pressed against my lips. I reached up and took hold of her hips and pulled her back. She practically fell atop my face, her weight softened by the heat of her cunt as I divided her velvet lips with my tongue.

She let out a groan and pressed her ass down, nearly smothering me beneath her. She was so wet that her juices ran down my chin almost immediately. My spearing tongue probed as deep as I could manage into her hot cunt. She squeezed me with her thighs and pulled at me with her inner muscles. It was almost as if she was sucking my tongue into the churning depths of her cunt.

"Just like that!" she cried, grinding her pussy on my mouth. "Fuck my little pussy. Fuck it...nnnn....yeah. You like that, don't you? You like the way that pussy tastes."

"NnNnnnnnnnhhnnnn," I agreed, vibrating her hot mound with my arousal. I thrust my own cunt up and into the open air and Theresa saw my unrequited lust. Her fingers returned to me and, moments later, I felt her body fall across mine and her tongue was at my clit. I cried out with pleasure and doubled my efforts to devour her sweet pussy.

There was no more teasing. No more war of dominance. Theresa and I entered into a mutually beneficial agreement of pleasure. Her fingers plunged into my cunt and her tongue relentlessly flicked at my straining clit. In return, I held her tight against my face and lapped at her sweet folds. She rocked back against my mouth, using my tongue like a toy to drive her closer and closer to the brink of total ecstasy.

We came almost simultaneously. Her thighs tightened around my head. Her ass pressed back roughly and I felt her squeezing my tongue. Her cries of orgasm were muffled against me, her breath hot on my cunt as she drove my bursting clit beyond its limit. Waves of hot pleasure swept through me, not just one, but many, wracking my body and washing away all other thoughts except for the sweet release of my orgasms.

Finally, she slid off of me. The afterglow was only an intermission. Her embrace and tender kiss a promise of more to come. Her tongue was in my mouth and we shared our tastes in a wet, mingling kiss that lasted long enough to reignite my languid passion.

"Let's go upstairs," I suggested. "I have lots of toys."

"Oh," moaned Theresa. "I love to work with tools."

I brought a bottle of chilled wine with us upstairs. In my bedroom, Theresa's passion was unrestrained. I explored her body and she explored mine, with fingers, tongues, and toys from my collection. She vibed my clit and drove her fingers into my folds. I rimmed her and fed trembling beads up her firm ass, then lavished her clit with my tongue. We wrestled and tribbed and finger-fucked each other like two teenage girls. Her long legs scissored against mine. Her hot, fuzzy cunt ground into my soft, wetness.

"I want to fuck you," she said, draining a refreshing glass of wine. "I know you have a strap-on."

I had three, and Theresa picked the thickest, pinkest curve of cock she could strap to her slender hips. She stroked it and seemed to relish have it. She thrust into my swampy slit with ease and pressed are sweat-damp bodies together. It took her a bit to get accustomed to the strap-on, but when she mastered it, she mastered me, fucking me through a Kama Sutra's worth of positions and making me cum again and again. Sweaty, exhausted, we collapsed to the bed. She slept beside me, but as my afterglow receded I began to think, and my meandering mind took me back to the DVD waiting in my underwear drawer.

I made certain that Theresa was asleep, sprawled with the glistening cock still strapped around her waist, before slipping out of bed. I padded over to my underwear drawer and took out the DVD. Downstairs, in the darkened basement, I put the DVD on the TV.

My heartbeat quickened as scenes began to play of my beautiful blond daughter, Courtney, enjoying a beach with her new wife, Rebecca. My voluptuous daughter and the striking redhead looked gorgeous together on the sunny beach. They laughed and played in the blue tropical waters.

The scene switched to an overcast Niagara Falls finish to their vacation. I remembered Courtney complaining about the weather when I saw her off to college. She was filming through the hotel window as torrential rains lashed the glass.

"I want to see the Falls," pouted Courtney.

"Tomorrow, baby," I heard Rebecca say. "I think we can find something to do in the meantime."

Courtney, giggling, bounced out of frame. Their soft sighs were audible. I was surprised and disgusted as I felt a warmth begin to grow in my well-fucked cunt. I wanted to the camera to turn so I could see what was happening.

My wish was almost granted. The scene cut to a warmly-lit view of the bed. The camera was obviously set up on the end table beside the bed. Several candles were burning and golden light painted my daughter's body as she sprawled on the bed swathed in black lingerie, complete with stockings and garters. Rebecca appeared in frame, holding a champagne flute and wearing a matching, white set of lingerie. My heart beat even faster as Rebecca put the glass of champagne aside and climbed onto the bed.

My daughter shuddered at Rebecca's teasing touch. Her soft teenage breasts heaved in their lacy cups, her knees lifted as Rebecca's hand moved between Courtney's thighs.

"You're so beautiful," whispered Rebecca.

My daughter reached up and cradled Rebecca's head in both her hands.

"I love you," she said and they kissed. It was a soft kiss, but grew into something more passionate, more purposeful, as Rebecca's hand moved between Courtney's legs. She was touching my daughter's pussy. Rebecca's hand was slipping into the front of her panties.

"Oh god," I whispered. Every part of me told me to turn the video off, but my urges drove my hand into my own panties and I began to stroke myself. My slightly sore cunt reacted immediately to the kiss taking place on the screen. It was slick with my juices.

"Turn over," said Rebecca to my daughter. "I want to see that sexy ass."

Courtney, rolled onto to her tummy, keeping her cheek against the pillow as she lifted her firm, panty-clad butt for Rebecca. My old friend glanced at the camera and ran her hands over the perfect heart of my daughter's ass. She slowly stripped the panties down, revealing the beach tan that went all the way. Courtney giggled and squirmed as Rebecca caressed her bare cheeks.

"Are you going to lick my ass?" asked Courtney, her voice girlish and coy.

"I'm going to lick every part of you," said Rebecca, and she began smacking kisses on the soft curves of my daughter's ass. Courtney wiggled her buns in reply, making Rebecca’s task a little more difficult. Rebecca’s hands got my daughter under control. As Rebecca’s tongue found the cleavage of Courtney’s cheeks and pressed between them I dipped my fingers into my cunt. My pussy was boiling with the heat of my taboo arousal.

Courtney lifted her head from the bed and moaned loudly. Rebecca answered her with a cry muffled by my daughter’s firm ass. The angle of the camera was low and provided more of a view of my daughter’s face with lips parted in pleasure. Rebecca was visible over the swells of my daughter’s ass, brow furrowed in concentration, and head bobbing slightly up and down as her tongue swept the warm crevice of Courtney’s crack.

“Oh, god, yes,” cried Courtney. “Fuck my ass with your tongue. Nnnnnn, right there.”

Her hand flung nearly into the camera and for a moment I had a close-up of my daughter’s fingers tightening in the comforter. Rebecca moaned and her tonguework was faintly audible as a wet and fleshy slurp.

“Mmmmm,” she said, lifting her head from Courtney’s ass, “I need to taste this pussy now.”

Her head dropped a couple of inches and my daughter’s eyes went wide with pleasure. I focused on Courtney’s face, on the unrestrained reactions to Rebecca’s skilled tongue, and I pleasured myself. I think I came with my daughter on the video. She was certainly making so much noise I had to interrupt my spasms of pleasure and lower the volume even more. I didn’t want to wake up Theresa.

Courtney’s face was flushed. She giggled and rolled onto her back and pulled Rebecca atop her. Their lips and tongues met as I slowly strummed my cunt. Courtney wrapped Rebecca in her thighs and then used them to lever the older woman onto her back. Courtney crawled atop Rebecca, still kissing her, still pressing her lace-swaddled breasts against Rebecca’s. Courtney peered down into Rebecca’s eyes and reached a hand between them, towards Rebecca’s parted thighs.

“Something happened with my mom just before the ceremony,” said Courtney. “It was really weird. I’m not sure I should tell you.”

My heart froze.

“Tell me,” said Rebecca.

“We kissed,” said Courtney. “Not like mom and daughter. Like this.”

She leaned down and gave Rebecca a slow erotic kiss, lips parting slightly and tongues touching. It was the kiss I had shared with my daughter. The kiss we had both recoiled from and realized our lust could never be realized.

“That’s hot,” said Rebecca. “What happened after that?”

“Nothing. We freaked out. I mean, it’s wrong.”

“Yes,” said Rebecca.

“And it’s sick,” said Courtney.

“Yes,” agree Rebecca. “And that is exactly why it turns you on so much. Do you want to role play?”

“Huh?”

Rebecca lifted her head a little and took my daughter’s hands. She lifted Courtney’s fingers to her lips and kissed her fingers.

“Do you want me to be your mom,” said Rebecca. “Just for now. In the bed.”

“Like, sexually?” I think Courtney got it, but she wanted to hear Rebecca say it.

“Yes, sexually. Do you want me to be your mommy?”

There was only a moment of hesitation. Courtney averted her eyes, but she said, “Yes.”

“And you want to lick mommy’s pussy, don’t you?”

“Yes,” agreed Courtney. My cunt throbbed and I began to move my fingers again. Courtney moved down Rebecca’s long torso, kissing her way to the white lace panties. Rebecca lifted her butt and Courtney stripped the panties off.

“Oh, mommy, you’re so sexy.” The words made me shudder with arousal. My clit was throbbing as my daughter lowered her face to Rebecca’s neatly trimmed cunt and began to lick.

“That’s good, baby,” said Rebecca, playing the part. “Lick mommy’s pussy. Ohhh…just like that. Your tongue feels so good, sweetie. Lick my clit….nnnnnn…yess!”

Each naughty word, each squirm of my daughter’s raised butt and each sound of her lapping tongue drove my fingers against my clit. I was strumming myself in time to my daughter’s licking. My peak was rising in perfect sympathy with Rebecca’s. My old friend lowered her hands to my daughter’s blond head and began fucking against Courtney’s mouth.

“That’s it, baby. Suck that pussy. Make mommy cum. Make your mommy cum for you!”

“Ohhhh!” I cried, thrusting four fingers into my soaked cunt and ramming my palm against my clit. My crescendo was approaching and it was driven by Rebecca’s raunchy words and my daughter’s obvious pleasure. In fact, Courtney was moaning almost as loudly as Rebecca as she devoured my old friend’s soaking pussy. Her eyes were wide open and peering up at Rebecca.

“Cummming!” cried Rebecca. “Mommy is cumming for you, baby!”

My pleasure exploded, much more powerfully than before, as I lived out my taboo vicariously. My tits heaved and shook. My whole body seemed to tighten and then release around my thrusting fingers. By the time I recovered my senses, Courtney and Rebecca were lying together on the bed, laughing and kissing. I lifted my fingers from my quivering quim and licked them clean of my own juices. I imagined I was licking Courtney’s fingers. I imagined I was tasting her.

Rebecca and Courtney got up from the bed and left the frame. I could hear laughing and the shower running. After waiting and seeing nothing, I skipped ahead on the video to a scene with just Rebecca. She was looking into the camera like one of those confession videos on a reality TV show.

“Madison,” she began, “if you are listening to this message than I assume you watched me with Courtney. I hope what you saw didn’t upset you. In fact, I hope it gives you some of the release I helped Courtney achieve. I want you to know that your secret is safe with me.”

She leaned towards the camera, “And if you have any special requests, I’d be happy to send you another tape. Just text me.”

She winked and shut off the tape. I felt ashamed that I had gotten off to the scene, but also strangely excited. I knew that no matter what, I could not refuse Rebecca’s offer. Even if I had to use someone else, I would finally be able to fuck my daughter.

I was fantasizing about what I might ask Rebecca to do when Theresa appeared beside the sofa. There was no hiding what I had been doing, so I did not even try. She glanced at the TV, which had switched over to an automatic menu that said simply, “PLAY.”

“Watching home movies?” asked Theresa, sliding onto the couch beside me.

“Something like that,” I replied.

“Want to make one?” she whispered, caressing my bare breast.

“Yes,” I said. “I want to make more than one.”

Theresa seemed confused by my answer, but all was forgotten as we fell into each other’s arms and began to kiss. Her body was ripe and eager, I only hoped my tongue and fingers were a match for Theresa’s seemingly bottomless libido. I somehow doubted it, but I had a feeling I would enjoy the contest.

THE END


Also available from Amanda Clover...

Artemis: The Lesbian Cougar Society (Part One) Seducing a College Coed Was My Price of Admission
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I guess turning 40 was the big wakeup call for me. When you hit a milestone like that you can't help but take stock in your life. I realized that the big house, the great job, and the loving family were undermined by the lie in my relationship with my husband: he was cheating, and I was a lesbian. I might have felt trapped by the situation, but my best friend, Marissa, presented me with another opportunity.

It's called the Artemis Society. It's a secret club of influential women in the community who mentor younger women. It's also a hedonistic refuge for lesbian exploration. But not everyone is deemed worthy to join, and if I want in, I'm going to have to prove myself.

Artemis: The Lesbian Cougar Society is mother and wife Autumn Douglas's firsthand journey into an intensely erotic lesbian secret world. Accompany her into a club where older women help mentor younger women, in every way imaginable, and political maneuvering can be accompanied with steamy erotica. This 18,000+ word story features multiple scenes of romance and explicit sex
.


Choose Your Own Erotic Odyssey #1 – Escape the Monster Breeding Grounds
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              In this darkly erotic twist on the tradition of interactive novels, you decide the actions of a beautiful virgin princess as she tries to escape a forest prowled by lusty monsters...

              Princess Sabrina was not happy to be promised as a bride to the elves, but her dismay soon turned to fear as her carriage came under attack, stranding the princess in a dark forest infamous for harboring monsters.

              Can the princess escape the clutches of the foul denizens of the wood and reach her elven groom? Will she go through with the marriage or find a different love along the way? 

              It is all up to YOU in this 100,000+ word erotic novel, featuring dozens of erotic encounters and 27 steamy endings. This dark fantasy is not for the timid; orcs, goblins, trolls, beastmen, werewolves, tentacle beasts, and many more horrors lurk within. From romance with a handsome knight, to an encounter with a seductive succubus with something extra, to bondage at the hand of the elven queen, every fantasy can be explored, if YOU choose.


Your Naughty Playmate 1 – Soapy Teen Car Wash Fantasy
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              Your marriage isn't what it used to be. You and your wife haven't had sex in months. Work isn't much better. You leave the office late on a Friday and find yourself next to a very popular car wash. A gorgeous bunch of local college coeds are volunteering their time and their sexy bodies to entice donations for charity. A particularly gorgeous blonde catches your eye and it's hard to resist the urge to get in line and make a very generous contribution to their fundraiser.

              You are in charge of this erotic fantasy. Your playmate is Mandy, a busty nineteen year old in a bikini willing to do just about anything to satisfy her customers in this interactive erotica with 16 steamy finishes!

              Your window buzzes down and she leans in, pressing together those glorious big tits and bringing with her the smell of soapy water and hot teenager.

              "Hiya, I'm Mandy! That's Jacinda." She points to a tanned brunette leaning against the car vacs. She waves and smiles. "Five bucks for a wash."

              "Are there any extras?" you ask, thinking about a wax coat but catching your double-entendre as you say it aloud.

              "Oh, sure," she says. "We don't have a fixed price or anything. You'll just have to make an offer on...whatever it is you want."


Sexy American reporter Emily Jansing debuts in The Gangbanged Reporter's Journal: Bound in Bulgaria
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I should have known better than to agree to a late night meeting at a seedy club in the suburbs of Sofia. I thought a little flirting could get me closer to my big story, but Bulgarian mobster Sergey Black had other ideas. Before I knew it, I was tied up and on my knees in front of his desk. When Sergey was done with me, his thugs dragged me down to the basement and things only got worse. I knew I was going to be lucky to make it out of that club with my story, but I had to do whatever it took.



My name is Emily Jansing and I am a reporter with a knack for getting into trouble. I have been hot on the heels of the biggest kingpin of international sex trafficking. It's the sort of story that could make a career, even if it means traveling the world without a safety net. Sometimes, to get the lead, I have to do things I don't like with people I hate. Nothing and no one can stand between me and my story.



Join blonde American bombshell Emily on her journey through the seedy world of international sex trafficking. Bound in Bulgaria is an 8,000+ word story of dark erotica, featuring bound sex, coerced sex, and gangbangs filmed for a Bulgarian sex ring.
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