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I'd do your mom, I thought, noticing Mrs. Simon strolling across the pool deck. My best friend’s mom. Forty-eight. I couldn't believe it when Tara told me how old Maureen Simon was. She looked incredible in her skimpy, two-piece bikini. A sheer, gossamer robe streaming behind her like a billowing transparent cape. She wore a large, floppy brim hat over her mane of red hair. Her fingernails and lips were painted the same bright, shiny fire engine red. Both caught the unrelenting sunlight overhead and gleamed with a candy luster.

Tara had told me the bikini was what her mother referred to as a sex suit. A bright blue and silver number, which shimmered like scales on a fish. It looked custom designed to accentuate every luscious curve the MILF had. And by that I mean, how well the material emphasized her bulging, mature breasts. A splattering of cute, red freckles covered her pale skin, drawing my gaze to her deep cleavage between where her tits swelled under the tiniest triangles of blue fabric.

She carried a cocktail in one hand and large oversized sunglasses covered her emerald, green eyes. One feature I particularly adored about my best friend's mom was the cute little dimple in her chin. That and the way her gorgeous splash of red locks streamed down her slender neck, never failed to put a smile on my face. And those legs, by the way. Long and lean, her calves were tight, hardened knots of muscle because of the black, six-inch heels she wore, clicking across the sundeck.

Not a single pair of eyes didn't stop to watch her pass—man or woman—to which she paid zero attention. Maureen Simon walked the deck like she owned the place, drifting along in a sea of confident seduction.

She returned to her chaise, swept her flimsy robe to one side, sat, and crossed her long, svelte legs before taking a sip from her cocktail. She picked up her phone and began to swipe through it with her perfectly manicured fingers. Long and slim.

"What?" I said, realizing Tara was talking to me.

"Could you stop staring at my mom," she said. Her blue eyes flared with steel cold anger. "Sheesh, Penny, you're as bad as everyone else."

Jealousy was a streak that ran deep with Tara. At nineteen, she'd always been considered nothing more than an average looking girl. Her auburn hair came more from her dad's side than her mom's, but I think the pretty red highlights she had were from her mother. Her blue eyes were great, but she was too short for her plumpish frame. A late bloomer, her chest had only recently begun to develop. With a cute, round ass, she did have a pretty nose that turned up at the tip, a pixie-like quality, which was quiet appealing.

Tara, I thought, was pretty, in a plain, girl-next-door sort of way. But, I'm sorry to say, she couldn't hold a candle to Maureen Simon.

"What am I supposed to do?" I said. "Your mom. I mean, I’m sorry but... look at her! Besides, you started it. ‘Would you do my mom,’ you asked.” 

Hence, my thought that I'd do her if I had the chance. 

“I’m just say... I would.”

Tara huffed, grabbed her headphones and jammed them over her ears. 

Easy for me to say, eighteen year old virgin that I was. I didn’t even know if I liked girls or boys at that point. I’ve only been kissed once. By Brad Jamison. At the first junior dance of the year. He was an awkward dork, and the kiss was awful, wet and slobbery. Him licking my face like an overeager puppy. He tried to grope me, but I put a stop to that.

Now, laying on our towels on the grassy lawn surrounding the pool, I put my chin down on my folded arms and thought about my own adolescent body. Like Tara, I'm almost nineteen. I've got jet-black hair I keep cut short in the summer. Letting it bounce around the nape of my neck. My eyes are large and grey. I wear contacts so I can see, but at night I'm in thick-framed glasses. Those few people who’ve see me like that do say I give off a sexy librarian vibe. My skin's pale but tans rather than burns. I'm slim, which is good, but my boobs aren't particularly impressive. Wearing bikinis embarrasses me, so I'm usually spotted in short shorts and some kind of tank top or tube top. 

Like I say, a virgin. Untouched. Not yet deflowered. Clam shy. Nubile. Smooth-cunted. I'm told they all describe someone untouched but needed. And that was me. I think Tara is too. I don't know but I think she would've told me if she'd hooked up with someone. 

As for each other? We've not done that. Not really discussed it much. As a horny, almost nineteen-year-old virgin, I'd probably give it a go, if I ever got a sense Tara would be into it. I didn't. Though I don't think she's against same sex relationships, or even just sex, but we haven't. So, instead, I found myself laying there, fantasizing over... 

Maureen Simon. Her mom.

I spent the rest of the morning watching, indulging in thoughts I shouldn't, and dozing, enjoying the feel of the warm sun on my skin, my back, my legs and my arms. The sensuous sun heating every part of my body. 

At one point, Tara announced, "I'm thirsty." 

I opened my eyes and blinked away sunspots. My skin was coated in a filmy sheen of perspiration. It felt hot. My throat was dry. I squinted against the harsh sun. "Yeah, me, too." 

Besides, Maureen Simon was gone.

Heading up to the house, I said, "It feels like it's a hundred degrees."

We opened the glass sliders and crossed inside. I shivered. The house was dark, and the AC must've been set at zero. At least it felt that way. My flesh goose bumped. My nipples instantly reacted, stiffening into hard little buds, poking against the inside of my halter top in response.

I closed the door behind us, while Tara went to the kitchen. "Beer, wine, or something stronger?" 

We were just eighteen. "We shouldn't drink. You're mom's here." 

I assumed anyway, since she'd vacated the pool earlier. 

"She doesn’t care." Tara pulled out two ice cold beer bottles and we stood in the kitchen, sipping them. Going down, the cold brew felt like liquid ice down my throat. So delicious. Tara ran her bottle over her forehead. 

She wore a bikini top, not one nearly as skimpy as her mom's, but I thought she looked cute in it. Dark yellow with white stripes. Her budding breasts were contained, though with a wink of side boob whenever she moved. She's getting bigger, I noticed. Her skimpy cutoffs revealed a half-moon of creamy white ass cheek I found appealing. She sported a bit of a muffin top and had a slight pouch around her middle. I thought it made her look adorable, honestly. As did the ruddy red in her full, high cheeks, but Tara never saw it that way. Calling all of it baby fat and cursing the fact she didn't get any of her mom's five foot ten inch, lean and trim frame. 

She finished her beer and handed me a second one. "Here. Have another. I'm going to grab a shower. You can do the same after."

I sipped the beer and watched her leave the kitchen. I caught myself admiring how good her full, round ass looked, those half moon cheeks swishing with each step she took. Curvy, voluptuous, and maybe not a runway model's look like her mom, I suspected Tara's was a body guys could get into, would do, when she was ready. Contrary to her own negative body image I thought she was a cute, sexually attractive girl. 

I took a sip of beer and smirked. "One I'd do."

Like I'd said, I'd not come out one way or the other, sexually. 

I find myself attracted to boys and girls—men and women—equally, I think. If one were to check my browser history, I'm sure they'd agree. I spend a fair amount on all the major and minor porno categories—straight, lesbian, male on female, female on female. Bisexual. And I will confess, I've been known to indulge in some of the less than vanilla sites, like MMF and men gangbanging one woman, MILFs with men and with women and in groups—though more than three people tend to bore me. I get too confused in the tangle of arms and legs.

By and large, if I had to say, my biggest sexual turn on is lesbian age-gap stuff. Older, experienced women with younger, nubile women. There's something about learning from an older, more sophisticated partner that seems a pretty cool way to explore one's sexuality. Rather than the fumbling mess of two adolescent teenagers who don't know a thing about what they're doing—like Brad Jamison and me going at it. That's no way to learn, I thought. 

Having finished my second beer, my thoughts had begun to get my motor running, not that it took much, these days. Though my skin had cooled, my flesh remained moist and slick. I stood behind the counter, and glancing around, I unsnapped the button to my tight shorts. Listening to the quiet stillness of the house, I unzipped them. I ran a finger over my thong's silky batch of fabric. Black with silver trim, lacy, I felt how moist and sticky they were. 

Cautiously I dipped a finger under the elastic, feeling the smooth shaved mound underneath. Being a natural brunette with thick, black hair, my pubs had always come in thick and dense. If left unchecked, mine came in a wiry and full bush, while most of the other girls' nest's were sparse, more like peach fuzz. One day, feeling horny, I'd snuck a razor up to my bedroom, and plopped my little ass down in the bathtub and took a few strokes to it. I cut the hairs close to the skin but left a band of roughness, a strip of thick dark fur pointing down to my sex. 

I fingered the little strip, then slipped my fingers further down. The folds between my outer labia felt sticky, coated, moisture that had been sweat and gathered perspiration, or maybe a bit of morning dew from my arousal. 

I widened my stance and leaning over the counter, I used two fingers to part my slick folds and felt down inside my canal where it burned with moist heat. 

A gasped escaped my lips and a quiver ran through me. I fingered around my tight opening, slicking my fingers. I closed my eyes. Oh, fuck. I spread my legs wider and thrust my ass out as I dipped the tips of my fingers in past my velvety folds. Up to the first knuckle. Moving them just a little, back and forth in shallow, even strokes. My teeth chewed on the inside of my cheeks and my breath caught in my throat. I made a small hiccup sound. 

Then froze when a noise caught my attention. 

I snapped my eyes open and yanked my hand from under my thong. 

The sound, it was the soft slap of bare feet, approaching footsteps. 

Maureen Simon came around the doorway. Her gaze on the phone in her hand.

I fumbled with my shorts, trying to button them. I didn't bother with the zipper.

"Oh, Penny." She smiled, looking up. "I didn't know you guys had come in."

My best friend's mother entered the kitchen in a deep violet-purple peignoir. It had a lace collar, low, under the matching robe. It shimmered with gold-tone thread running through the exquisite embroidery. Off her shoulder, it hung, a loose-fitted fabric. Below, her pale, freckled flesh flashed in brief glimpses between where the two panels met and clung to the subtle lines and curves of her narrow waist, the flare of her hips, and her sleek thighs. The bottom ends stopped short, around mid-thigh, showing off her lean legs, ending at her bare toes tipped in the same, candy-red as the lacquer on her fingernails. 

My knees quivered. My sex tingling with my near missed excitement.

She walked by me, grazing my arm with the tips of her fingers. Soft and warm, her touch sent shivers of nervous heat running through my body. "You okay, dear?"

I couldn't answer. Couldn't speak.

She went to the refrigerator and removed a bottle of wine, a dark burgundy. She held it up, smiling coyly. "Do you want something to drink?" 

Whatever had seized my throat, preventing me from uttering a word, finally let go. "I... um, already had a beer. I hope that was okay, Mrs. Simon." 

She waved a hand dismissively. "It's fine. Where's Tara?"

"Went to take a shower."

"And the wine? Yes or no?"

"I... I shouldn't. Mrs. Simon."

She put the wine down on the counter. "Tsk. You've been around long enough. I'm Maureen. Mrs. Simon's my mother-in-law." She ran her fingers down my arm. "Besides, it would be rude to continue being so formal, after I've done this."

She lifted my arm and brought my fingers to her face. She sniffed, running her nose along my two fingers, the ones I'd plunged inside myself seconds earlier. She glanced up. Her eyes were dilated and her voice heavy. She pressed my fingers up against her soft, cushioned lips. "It would also be a terrible shame to waste such a delicious opportunity."

Her tongue extended and licked. Running between and beneath where my two fingers pressed against her bottom lip. I shivered. She parted her lush, gleaming red lips and sucked my fingers into her mouth. Slurping, she ran her tongue over my fingers, between them. Warm and wet and gentle. she nibbled then with her teeth, suckled on the tips, and moaned. "Mmmmm. Delicious. It's been quite some time since I've licked another girl's juice from her fingers." 

Reluctantly, she slowly withdrew my fingers with a soft popping sound. "That's even better than thirty-year-old Burgundy." She placed my two fingers on the counter and moved close to where I could inhale her fragrant perfume. Strawberries and citrus shampoo from her recent shower. Her warmth radiated like a soft caress. 

Maureen rested a hand on my hip.

"Mrs. Simon, I—"

"Shush." She put a finger on my mouth and gently pushed it between my lips.

My teeth parted giving her finger unimpeded access. She sank her finger in the full depth. I felt it go in the back of my throat. It startled me and I coughed a little. My eyes watering. Yet I ran my tongue along its underside as she slowly withdrew it. She smiled. Her nail brushing against the rough contours of my teeth. My lips formed around her fingertip. Reluctant to let it slip away.

"Have you and... Tara... " Her voice was so low, barely a whisper, which made it so sexy, so seductive. Her warm breath caressed my cheek. I felt a jolt of desire flair deep inside me.

"Ever done things?" she finished. 

Her green eyes sparkled, half-closed, staring at her wet finger. It gleamed under the lights in the kitchen. Her fingertip brushed the lower side of my lip. And she ran its pad in slow circles, an agonizing tease that sent shivers through me and stole my breath. 

"Done... things?" I repeated, trying not to moan the word.

"Played?" she asked, her voice heavy, warm with sexual intimations and laced with illicit desires. "Do you young kids call it playing doctor?"

I struggled to breathe, and finally uttered, "What... Mrs. Simon... ah... no..."

She giggled and caressing my cheek, ran her thumb over my mouth. "With anyone?"

My heart hammered inside my chest, pounded against my rib cage as I let the tip of my tongue poke out from my lips. I shuddered as she ran her thumb over it.

Maureen said, "Boys or girls, or both?"

I shook my head. Acknowledgment more than negation of her question. Her thumb still brushed back and forth across my lips. 

"Still untouched." She smiled. "That's... nice."

"Hey, Penny!" Tara called out as she bound down the stairs, rattling her car keys noisily. 

Mrs. Simon pulled away, grabbing the bottle of wine yet giving me a wink and the most seductive smile I'd ever seen as Tara hop-skipped into the kitchen. 

"Wanna go to the mall?" Tara asked, skidding to a stop. "Oh, hey, Mom."

"I... I... " Out of the corner of my eye, I perceived Tara’s mom giving me an indiscernible shake of her head. "I think I'm gonna stay here and take a shower. I feel gross. Need to get all this suntan oil and sweat off me. Maybe a nap." Boy, did I lay the excuses on thick. "The sun... it, it wiped me out. Okay?"

"Yeah. Sure. Whatever." Tara grabbed her purse and skipped through the back doorway. "See you tonight. Order pizza, Mom. We can all watch a cheesy rom-com or something on TV."

"Sounds like a plan," Maureen said.

"See you later," I called out.

"Have fun," Maureen said. Her comments punctuated by the slam of the door and the roar of Tara's sports car tearing down the street.

An awkward silence settled over the kitchen. so quiet I could hear the hum of the air conditioner. Maureen twisted the cap off the wine. It made a cracking sound. The scent of deep, fruity wine wafted towards me. Her violet-purple peignoir robe slipped further off her shoulders as she stretched up on tiptoes to snag a wine glass. 

I stared at her shapely legs, my gaze traversing up her body; tiptoes to her narrow ankles, her taunt calves, her lean thighs until my gaze reached the fringe of her violet-purple robe. It draped from her elbows like bunting, revealing her smooth, freckled covered back, her pale white flesh a stark contrast to the peignoir's shimmery color. Her mane of red hair long, wavy, and flowing, the tips damp from her recent shower. 

"Change your mind about the wine?" she asked over her shoulder, grabbing a second glass.

"I... um, maybe later." I struggled to tear my gaze from her. "I should go and... um, take that shower... "

I twisted and pointed awkwardly toward the stairs.

"Okay, honey. Use the one in Tara's room." She poured her wine, the dark fluid made a guggling sound. She smiled. "Let me know if you need anything."

She raised her glass and took a sip.

I practically bolted from the room.

Upstairs, I sprinted into Tara's room and shut the door behind me. I leaned heavily against it. My heart pounded. I could hear it beating in my ears. "What the fuck just happened?"

Tara's bedroom was an unkept mess. She had a queen-size bed. Her colorful throw pillows tossed around. A quilt she'd made from a design found online when we were twelve years old. Four posts with a canopy for the curtains. The blankets, sheets, and comforters were unmade, tossed about in a whirlwind. The place was cluttered with clothing she'd strewn all over the floor. Dirty. Clean. There was no way to tell the difference. An open box of tampons on her dresser beside her hairbrush, combs, a headband or two, and a lot of fruity, flower-scented body gels and moisturizers and deodorants. She had flower-scented candles and air fresheners all around her room.

The bathroom was open, the exhaust fan still running. The floor was a jumble of clothes, wet towels, and her bathrobe. The shower smelled of her citrusy shampoos and bath soaps. Makeup and various cans of hygiene products littered the sink counter. A bra hung off the top of the door. A thong draped over the doorknob.

I reached into the shower and turned the water on—hot—and leaned against the tile wall. Moist with humid condensation, I felt my halter and back of my shorts get damp. I leaned my head against the wall and covered my face with my hand. "What was that?"

Pictures of Maureen Simon began popping into my head, dizzying and fast. Flashbulb images of her lit up my mind. That peignoir, or rather, the way she'd looked in it. How she'd pushed it off her shoulders to display the smooth, white expanse of her back. My skin prickled with goosebumps, despite the humidity in the bathroom and the heat coursing through my flesh. The feel of my fingers inside her mouth, how she'd closed her lips and swirled her tongue. I shuddered. 

My friend's mother. My best friend's sexy mom. An almost fifty year-old woman. Her presence, her scent, her perfume—all of it a torment. Her inviting smiles, the suggestive curl of those cherry-red lips, the gleam in her forest green eyes, and her lust-laced voice all did one thing. Made the tips of my fingers—and other body parts—quiver. They tingled and begged for something they knew couldn't... shouldn't be... obtainable.

When the air had filled with steam, I undid my halter. I released the back tie, letting my halter fall. Warm, moist air swirled in steamy clouds, hitting my hot skin, slightly overdone in the summer sun. My nipples were hard and peaked. Dark and rosey. I rubbed my fingers over them and sighed, enjoying how arousing they felt. I pinched, tweaked them. Excited, and guilty, I felt the flush of desire go through my body. Easily ignited after what had happened downstairs. I stepped out of my shorts and peeled off my thong.

I brough the lacy material up to my nose. I sniffed, having never done that before. They smelled of my scent mixed with the musky aroma of perspiration, coconut suntan lotion, and the salt left behind from swimming in the saltwater pool. A heady, exciting combination I brought to my nose again and deeply inhaled. The scent made my head swim with wicked thoughts. "What did Mrs. Simon smell like... down there?"

I blushed. 

"You'll never know," I said out loud, testing the temperature of the hot spray with my hand before selecting various products from Tara's counter: Apricot shampoo and vanilla scented conditioner for my hair. Lime scented body gel for my skin. Then, because it looked so decadently cool and the scent had always tantalized me, Tara's can of sweet scented, pheromone-enhanced massage oil. It would make my skin smooth and slick. 

Make me smell delectable, I thought with a giggle.

"I like the citrus one," Mrs. Simon said behind me, making me jump. 

I instinctively moved to cover up, seeing her reflection smirk at me in the steamy mirror. 

"Did I startle you?"

"What... uh... what are you doing in here?" 

"I can show you how to use this." She held the citrus-enhanced massage oil in the air. "Its best to apply it after your shower."

"I... I... " God, I didn't know what to say, what to do. Standing before her, nude, the hot shower steaming the room, I stuttered, "Uh... I don't know if I'm going to."

She let her peignoir robe slip to the floor. It whispered down her milky white flesh, forming a violet-purple puddle on the damp mat around her naked feet. 

My mouth fell open, I stared.

"It is true?" she asked, confirming, "You've never been with... you're a virgin?"

I swallowed hard before answering. "Yes."

"Do you... like being a virgin? Want to stay... a virgin?"

I started to turn but Maureen slid behind me. We faced the mirror. I stared at her reflection. Those eyes, so sensuous. Green with flecks of gold. So sexy. Her moist lips so pink, her white teeth so luminescent. A nervous fluttering moved through my stomach and set up residence between my legs. The burning, pulsating heat there unrelenting.

She whispered in my ear. Her breath hot and fluttery. "Answer the question, Penny. Do you want to remain a virgin?"

"No."

She nuzzled the nape of my neck. "You sure?"

"Yes. Very sure." I arched my head, relishing her gentle kisses, feeling them move along the side of my throat, raising the fine hairs on the back of my neck. Her scent, that incredible heady perfume of ripe strawberries and the sweet tang of lemon. I ached all over for her to kiss more of me. She reached around me and took hold of my hands. She peeled them away from where I was covering my breasts. My body's response sent tingles through me as she replaced them. With her own. Her palms against my nipples, gently squeezing the soft mound flesh.

Her palms and fingers were cool, yet they burned my skin. I hissed softly through my teeth. Moaning under my breath, my knees wobbled, threatening to buckle. Maureen pressed her body against my back, against my ass. The fabric of her silky peignoir against my back and my smooth ass cheek made me close my eyes. I trembled with the expectation. My senses were overloaded. Overwhelming and electrifying, the scents, the touches, the excitement and apprehension I experienced sent every nerve in me on full alert, screaming, howling, on fire.

"Tell me what to do," I said, surprised by the sound of my words, a plea, an aching whine. But I couldn't take much more.

She turned me around. 

Shorter than she, I had to look up into her face, searching her features, staring into her eyes, those sensual eyes. Eyes that arouse the hottest, naughtiest, wickedest desires within me. Her left hand kept stroking my arm. She smiled and traced the pad of her forefinger over my bottom lip and down my chin. She trailed her finger to my throat and with the faintest brush, a slight, feather touch of her nails. She gently glided over the column of my neck, teasing and light. Moving her nail past my collarbone, down through the valley between my tits. I gasped with pleasure as she did that.

Trembling, my flesh flushed a rosy glow from her attention. I felt her reach between my legs. I jerked with the thrill of it and sucked in air.

"Easy," she said, her voice sultry and low. 

"I'm just nervous."

"Me, too."

"Really?" I asked. 

"It's been... awhile."

I didn't know if she meant sex in general or with women. "I... I'll try and be gentle." 

She laughed. It was deep and genuine. She tilted my chin up, with her free hand. I licked my dry lips, and she came closer. Her hand went deeper between my thighs. My labia, hot and throbbing, felt her fingertip explore and rub the furry hairs of my landing strip, her hand gently cupping under me.

I put my arms on her shoulders and rose onto my tiptoes.

As we kissed, I felt her soft, velvety lips and the slight pressure she put on my mouth. I opened, anxious to feel her tongue. Her wet, warm breath smelled and tasted of the dark Burgundy she'd been drinking. I panted through my nose as she kept kissing me, moaning as her fingers found my pussy's tight, slippery-smooth folds. My arousal spiked as her fingertips stroked my slick, seeping, and wet lips, sliding between my labia before tapping my engorged clit. 

My hips thrust and bucked, an uncontrollable reaction. My body and inner muscles quivered. "Mrs. Simon, I... uh..." 

"Relax," she whispered, her breathing as heavy, as excited, as my own. 

I groaned and wiggled my pelvis, holding onto the sink edge behind me as her fingers—yes, fingers—stretched, reached lower and hooked up into me, tapping the sponginess of my frontal vaginal wall. Maureen gently brushed her fingers against it, coaxing, reaching deeper, forcing me to arch my body and stretch onto my tiptoes, urging her deeper, further inside my cunt. 

Our bodies squashed together, my smallish breasts against her large, firm tits. Her nipples stiff and puckered and driving into my flesh from under the satin peignoir she still wore. We didn't stop. Kissing, exploring, tasting each other while I rocked my hips, riding her probing fingers inside me, stroking my excitement. She drew them out and showed them to me. My eyes glued to her glistening digits as she licked and sucked my sticky-wet juice from them. She moaned. 

"Can I?" I brought her fingers to my mouth. I ran my tongue along them then pushed them between my hungry lips. I slurped and lapped my juices, savoring my taste and reveled in how wickedly naughty all this felt. "Mmm... Mmm!"

She kissed me. Pressing her body even closer. She purred and nipped at my lip, before slipping her tongue inside to duel with mine. Breathless, panting, when we parted, Maureen's illuminous green eyes were lustful and shining. "Let's take this to the bed."

She led me by the hand through the clutter strewed across Tara's floor. Shoes, towels, a bathrobe, bras, and panties scattered over the colorful rug. The room was a mess. Through the bay window, the bright afternoon sun shone through, filtered by the pink gossamer curtains, shading the room in soft colors. Romantic and something else, something more wanton, and dangerous. Forbidden.

At the edge of the queen-size bed, she flung the rumpled blankets back with her free hand, tossing the comforter and sheets to the footboard, exposing the creamy, pink fitted sheets, flat and unobstructed. A platform for...

"Sit." 

Her hands clasped the sides of my face, cupping my cheeks and chin. She leaned in. Her lips touched mine. Gentle. Feathery soft.

When I pushed forward, she backed away with a smile. Her green eyes full of lust and desire. I thought, with a hitch of uncertainty, for me.

"Slow."

She stepped back and slipped the straps of her peignoir from her shoulders, one after the other. It slipped down her body, revealing the sweet curve of her freckled-white shoulders, then her firm and high, large breasts with their full and prominent nipples. Pointed like bullets, pink and pronounced. She wore purple panties, satin and trimmed with black lace. The panel of fabric shimmered in the soft afternoon light streaming through the bay window, Maureen Simon's statuette form revealed in all her splendor. Her flesh aglow in the diffused light, giving her an angelic quality that made me tremble. 

I licked my lips nervously. This moment seemed unreal. 

Her hands cupped mine and drew them to her large breasts. Placed them to their sides, then directed my thumbs to press against her nipples. "Tease them. Circle them... "

Following her instructions, I rubbed my thumbs over and around them, in a circular motion over her pink areolas. Feeling her nipples getting harder. Her skin warm under my hands. Her tits natural and full. Maureen's hands rubbed the backs of my wrists. Her head back, her eyes closed her mane of red hair cascaded over her pale shoulders. The light picking up strands of golden highlights. A soft moan escaped from her lips.

"You're beautiful," I said.

"You're sweet."

Her hands caressed their way down my arms, up over my shoulders, they gently snaked through the jet black hair at the nape of my neck, cupping the back of my head, gently urging me forward, closer, drawing me to her naked breasts. She swayed back and forth. Rubbing a nipple across my lips, teasing me.

I darted my tongue out, flicked it across her aroused nub. Circled it. 

She sighed.

I nibbled gently with my lips. Suckling. I closed my lips and drew more of her large breast into my hungry mouth, circling it with my tongue, teasing it gently.

"Ooo!" she purred. "Yes."

Her nails ruffled through the soft hairs on the back of my head. Clutching me. Holding me there.

I ran my thumb along the swell of her breasts, under her nipple, under my hungry, suckling mouth. She groaned with delight, then twisted, offering her other boob, demanding the same treatment. I switched, pinching the wetted nipple I'd left behind, grasping it lightly between my fingertips, I twisted as my mouth and tongue covered her other engorged knob, encircling it. Drawing on her breast. Suckling. Savoring the sweet, lingering lavender taste of her body wash from her recent shower. Enjoying the supple moistness of her skin. The hardness of her nipple against my lips and tongue, my squeezing fingers.

Her soft whimpers only added to the excitement, the delicious, heady sensations flowing through my body. I felt like I'd entered a dream-like state, lost in a warm sexual world that made my head spin and my heart soar.

Maureen Simon lifted my chin, disengaging my oral fawning over her nipple. She smiled down at me. "Hop back."

I backpedaled across the crisp fitted sheet, plopping down on my back, my head landing on down-filled pillows with frilly ruffles. I felt like giggling, my most unimaginable sexual fantasy coming to life. Maureen's eyes traversed my form, her green eyes glinted with amused lust. The corners of her mouth ticked upward as she crawled across the bed on hands and knees to join me, a predator advancing to devour her young.

"You're quite the beauty, Penny. Delightful." She padded her way toward me, climbing between my legs, spreading them as she loomed over my body, her face over me, inches away. 

I felt her heavy breasts linger over mine, her nipples brushing along my smallish swells, eliciting shivers from me, delicious little chills that ran throughout my body. Gently, her hand cradled the back of my head, angling it up. She kissed my mouth forcefully. A dominant, crushing kiss. Her mouth pressed firmly, then opened with a gasp, sucking, licking, devouring. 

Then her lips moved away from my mouth, along my cheek, pecked my throat, kissing delicately down the column of my neck. I rolled my head and arched my back. Her lips moved over the soft expanse of skin between my breasts. I moaned. Down the smooth center of my flat stomach to the narrow tuft of coarse, dark stubble, my landing strip above my sex. Thrusting my hips, fisting the sheet in my hands, my heels dug into the soft mattress. I arched upward.

Her fingers move between my legs, spreading my inner thighs. I felt her breath on the overheated flesh of my pubic mound. My senses were reeling, overwhelming me with excitement. A tremble worked its way through my flesh. When I felt her tongue touch my pink slit, I stiffened and hissed with pleasure. "Oh, fuck!"

My eyes rolled back as her tongue slowly licked from the base of my sex to the tip of my clit, lingering, then circled the hard bead. Her tongue flicked back and forth sending jolt after jolt through me with each wet contact. My breathing changed from low panting to short, shallow inhalations and quick, noisy exhalation. My mind was swimming,

Maureen looked at me. A predator’s expression in those luminous, alluring eyes shining up at me from my hot mound. "Like that? Want more?" 

I nodded quickly. "Please," I gasped.

Her long fingers, those bright red nails of hers slipped along the folds of my opening. She separated the slick folds of my labia, gently pushing me wider. Her head lowered again. I felt her warm breath exhale over my burning clit. "God, your scent. So wet. You taste... delicious."

Her tongue snaked up, swept along the long folds of my pussy and flicked over my clit before circling it, before poking back into my drenched cunt. Deep, insistent thrusts into me, deep strokes within my pussy. Each thrust was met with my hips rising up to meet her. Withdrawing, returning, circling, thrusting. Her thumb pressed against my swollen bud while she pulled back and replaced her probing tongue with a finger. 

Then two. Pushing. Rubbing the swollen membrane on the inside. 

I rolled my head, squirmed, "Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck."

My skin felt like it was on fire. My sex throbbed and pulsed around her fingers thrusting in and out, her digits gleaming in the bedroom light. She curved and swirled her fingers, scratching at the sensitive walls. I bit my lip. I was going to orgasm soon. It was near. The release just out of reach.

Then Maureen added her mouth, licking while her fingers strummed inside me, her thumb circling my clit outside. Sucking, making loud, wet, juicy sounds, in concert with her tongue lapping around her probing fingers, rubbing my sensitive nub. 

My body arched off the bed. My mouth opened in a strangling cry. A gushing wetness exploded inside me, a flood between her fingers and lips. I rolled my torso, squirming while she desperately hung on, pressed harder and kept licking. Riding and milking the waves, shudders racked my body. Tremors coursed through my pussy, over her pumping, probing fingers. "Holy... Oooo... fuck... " 

The delicious release went on and on. It felt like forever. I couldn't breathe, I couldn't get enough air. A jerking spasm sent another series of clenches through me, like a jolt of electricity. With a final lurch, I cried out, "Ooooh, ooooo! Ohhhhh, Fuuuck!"

And then, finally, the feelings ebbed like a receding wave, rolling back. I collapsed to the bed. Totally spent. Panting and exhausted. "Whoo."

Maureen was slow to release me, gently stroking my insides and licking before gradually withdrawing her fingers. First one and then two. My hips bucked as she gave my clit a final touch with her tongue, igniting a sweet but sensitive spark. My pussy contracted, opening and closing. Quivering, dripping. I was a drained, spent mess.

"Mmm." She licked her fingers. "Nice." She offered me a very naughty, wicked smile. "Did you... enjoy that, Penny?"

I smiled and nodded. "Very much so."

"Think you could return the favor."

“I'd like to try."

She smiled. "I’d love that."

I started to sit up, but Maureen urged me back down. With a wicked grin, she began to crawl over me. Climbing up until her knees straddled my head. She grabbed the headboard above us. Looking down at me, her eyes shined in the fading afternoon light as her purple satin panties descended along my view, approaching my face.

"You want to take these off?" I asked.

"No. I like how they feel being yanked to the side, the way it bunches and cuts into me. Rides up my ass."

I pushed the sodden purple fabric to the side, exposing her nest of fiery red pubies, highlighted with golden blonde strands. Her full, thick bush looked like a bonfire over her pretty, pouting pussy lips, flushed and swollen, an excited deep-crimson, shiny with her wetness. A whiff of her musky scent tingled my nose and sent a bolt of horny desire through my entire body.

I licked my lips. "Fuck."

"You like?" Maureen stared down at me from between her outstretched arms, a wicked smile graced her face. 

"You're incredible."

She hooked a finger under the elastic of her panties and pulled it back hard. The material dug deeply between her leg and swollen pink folds, splitting her lips. 

"Make me happy then, girl." Maureen lowered her crotch down onto my face, positioning herself and letting her pouty pussy lips slide along my mouth. She wiggled her hips then squeezed her thighs together, gripping my head between her legs. I licked the first coating of her tart juices from my lips, more tangy than my own. And intoxicating. I flicked my tongue forward and she shivered. 

"That's it, Penny," she cooed.

Her lips were petal soft, creamy and slick. Tentative and unsure, I guided the tip of my tongue along her outer labia. The folds tasted of her scent and a salty spice of perspiration. My hands massaged her ass cheeks. My fingers and palms felt firm muscle underneath. My nails dug into her flesh.

"More tongue," she urged. "Fuck me with it."

I obliged. Sliding into her, her fluids rushed out. Her sweetness spread across my face and tongue, deliciously coating my lips and mouth. Maureen groaned when I lightly chewed on her outer lips, tugging the meaty, fleshy folds and tracing the seam between them with my teeth. Slipping my tongue and lips inward, over her opening, around the base of her clit, pushing and circling her center, teasing her, exploring her every nook, every bend. Savoring the silken nectar of her leaking juices. 

She bucked her hips gently, like moving to the beat of slow, sensual music. She moaned. Her flat stomach muscles rippled, while her big breasts cast a shadow over my face, her gently gyrating form blocking the streaming summer sunlight filling the room. "Yes... Harder now." 

The tempo of her movements increased, an unspoken urgency in her rhythm.

I thrashed my tongue between her lips, thrusting inside her and flattening her gash, smashing it. Sucking, drinking her essence, nibbling, and tasting the slippery-smooth folds and rigid texture of her pubes, my lips caressed the seeping slit of her pussy, feeling it pulsate against my flesh.

"My clit. Do my clit."

I brought one hand around and parted her pink hood, exposing her engorged bud. Using my forefinger and thumb to hold her folds wide-open, I pursed my lips and put them around the end of her stiffening clitoris. Suckling, I flicked the tip of my tongue against it.

That elicited a spasm and sharp intake of breath from Maureen. A hissed, "Yes."

Sensing I was on the right track I moved faster and increased the intensity of my assault, determined to draw out an explosive response. Switching up between gentle chews, circles and sucks, and quick, flicking brushes. I ran a finger through her folds seeking to find the entry point of her cunt. Curling up, the pad of my index finger traced the opening. I inserted the digit into her hole and curled it, wiggling it, beginning to probe.

"Oh... God, yess. Fuck... "

Her body tensed and her rocking tempo increased as she rode my mouth and face. Her stomach muscles clenched, like rippling waves. The headboard began to gently bang. Tap, tap, tap. I daftly added a second finger, keeping time with her rhythm, thrusting faster. "Oh... oh... don't stop."

With closed eyes she faced the ceiling, her tumble of red hair cascaded down her bare back. Her mouth open, she moaned, "Oh, yes. Oh, yes. Oh, yes." 

Then the dam broke. The muscles in the leg clenched the side of me head so tight my ears rang. 

"Shit... Uh, oh. Umphhh." Her body's rocking motions spiked like she was riding a hobby horse. Her hips twitched. Her back bowed and curved. Then came the contractions. Her pussy constricting and squirting on me. Her body caught, seized in the frenzy of her orgasm. She grunted, cursed and humped furiously. Her chest and face glowed with a fine gleam of sweat. She pressed her face into her arm, the headboard banging the wall like a drum. 

"Yes. Yes. Yes," she gasped.

I tried to keep my mouth, my tongue on her clit, my fingers scraping and clawing inside her, but her bucking, her thrashing, was like riding a trapped wild stallion. She nearly crushed my head between her thighs. She snarled, "Yes, yes. Don't stop. Please, don’t stop!"

Finally, with a cry, her body shuddered. Her pussy coated my mouth, lips, and tongue with her tangy sweetness.

"Oooph," she huffed and gasped. "Oh... Oh, Fuck!" She lurched upward and her hips juddered, her quivering vulva squirmed, dancing in and around my sucking, devouring lips and greedy mouth, taking from her all I could manage. Trying to extract every last tremor, her slick juices wetted my mouth and throat. Hot, salty-sweet. Oh, God, so sweet.

Slowly. So, so slowly, she melted. Her muscles became jelly. Spent. Shaking. she hung like a loop noodle over me, panting. Her forehead and the middle of her chest slick with sweat. "Oh, fuck, Penny. That was wonderful."

Maureen swung one leg over me and sat heavily on the pillows beside me. Releasing an exhausted breath. "Whoa."

As the adrenaline slowly subsided from my bloodstream. A contentment rose up, mixed with a sense of accomplishment. A profound joy. My first time, and Maureen enjoyed it. I’d made love to her, not like an awkward, stumbling newbie. My face drenched. My mouth and tongue tangy. I licked my lips.

She cradled the back of my neck in the palm of her hand. Her fingers massaging my scalp, she drew me closer, her mouth seized mine. 

I yielded.

Maureen explored, licked, then gently nibbled on my bottom lip. With a low-throated moan, a hint of hunger, she kissed me passionately, thrust her tongue forward and penetrated my mouth. Licking her juices, she bathed my mouth, lips and chin with her tongue, then pulled back, her green eyes sparkling.

"Tara will be home soon. We should clean up and... "

"And what, Mrs. Simon?" Feeling accomplished and excited, sated and aroused I wanted to know what was next. Where did this lead? If anywhere?

She smiled and patted my leg. "I... I don't know, sweetie. I've never done something like this. I do know we can't tell anyone. Not even Tara."

"But, what's next? Was this a one-and-done?"

She climbed off the bed, adjusted her purple panties, putting them back in place then picked up her discarded peignoir, and robe from the bathroom. Returning, she said, "If it were, would that be the worse thing?"

As she left the room, I watched her tight creamy white ass swish, and thought, not the worse thing, no. But now that I had a taste... I wanted more.

♥♥♥
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