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SUMMER COTTAGE SECRET SERIES

They all needed a vacation. 

The New England winter where they lived had been particularly brutal that year. 

The girls, Sue and Mallory, were high school graduates now, eighteen and heading off to college in the fall. So neighbors and best friends, Debbie Cooper and Marilyn Swanson pooled their resources and rented a five bedroom cottage on Cape Cod for the summer. 

What better sendoff could they give the girls, and Sue and Mallory’s best friend, Whitney, than a summer of sun, surf, sand, and sexual discovery—though admittedly that last part hadn’t been part of the plan. 

OUR LITTLE SECRET

A SUMMER COTTAGE SECRET STORY

Debbie Cooper sat with her arms folded on the small table in the kitchen nook. It was night outside. The windows were open. A gentle breeze stirred the flower-print curtains, cool against her exposed flesh. 

She wore a white tank top T-shirt and blue shorts. Her long, red hair was pulled over her face and held with a flat seashell-shaped barrette. Her straight, red bangs covered her wide forehead, reaching down to her dark eyebrows. 

Her fair skin was hot and pink from being in the sun all day, but she hadn’t burned. Determined not to on her first day of vacation, Debbie had applied copious amounts of coconut-scented suntan lotion throughout the hot summer day. She never tanned, but could easily burn if she wasn’t careful. Her rich orangey freckles contrasted nicely with her pinked by the sun skin. She liked the glow she knew it gave her. 

What she could’ve done without was the sour feel in the pit of her stomach. She stared at the polished surface of the table, hard and cool under her folded arms, and willed it to go away. Their first day of vacation and already she’d had too much to drink. The centerpiece on the table was made up of seashells and sculpted dolphins leaping around a sea-green scented candle that flickered and burned. Their little porpoise mouths were painted into grins, each of them laughing at her for over indulging. 

Ugh. 

In the kitchen, the coffee maker gurgled, brewing fresh coffee and filling the small, rented cottage with a coffee aroma that was to die for. 

“Where are the coffee mugs?” the girl puttering around in the kitchen asked. She opened and banged shut cabinet doors. 

At least it sounded like banging to Debbie’s sensitive head. “I’m not sure. We just moved in this morning.” 

The cottage was a summer rental a block from the beach on Cape Cod. Debbie had rented it with her neighbor and best friend, Marilyn Swanson, Mary for short. With them for the summer were their daughters, Mallory and Sue, and their best friend in the world Whitney. 

“Found them,” the girl in the kitchen called out triumphantly. The coffee machine gurgled, hissed and spit. “How do you take your coffee?” 

“Black.” 

The girl came out from around the butcher block island in the kitchen and set a bowl of sugar and cream on the table. “I take mine light and sweet, like me.” She giggled. “That’s what my mom always says anyway. Silly, right?” 

“Adorable actually,” Debbie said. 

She watched the young girl sashay back to the kitchen, wearing a pink bikini top and skintight red shorts. Debbie caught herself staring at the girl’s round, plump ass barely contained by the skimpy short shorts that were wedged tightly in her ass. She had nicely shaped, long, tanned legs. A pretty brunette, Debbie had only just met her a few hours earlier at a community bonfire on the beach to kick off the summer season. 

On the walk home from the bonfire, the girl told Debbie her name was Kelly. 

There, vacationing with her parents, they’d rented a cottage on the beach too. 

But, they weren’t staying the entire summer, only a week. After that it was back home to Maine. Mom and Dad to go back to work while Kelly reported for a hundred and twenty hours of community service at the local animal shelter. 

The girl poured coffee into two ceramic mugs and returned to the table. She put one down in front of Debbie and took the seat next to her. 

“Thanks.” Debbie put her hands around the warm mug and sniffed in the steamy coffee aroma. It smelled wonderful and helped to settle her stomach. 

Kelly doctored her coffee with sugar and cream, stirred it, and tapped the spoon

against the rim of the mug before putting it on a paper napkin and taking a sip. 

Her fingernails were painted a bright and shiny red. Her fingers were long and slender and delicate. 

“You didn’t need to escort me home,” Debbie said. “I didn’t drink that much.” 

Kelly smiled. It was a pretty smile. “The fire was getting pretty lame anyway. 

About the only people left were those obnoxious boys. I think they were drunk.” 

“You’re right, they were. Anyway, thank you.” 

From somewhere off in the distance a buoy bell clanged and a bright white light from a passing car flashed through the kitchen and then was gone. They sipped their coffee and Debbie started to feel less drunk. “You know what would make this coffee taste better?” 

Kelly didn’t answer. 

“Booze.” Debbie got up and crossed into the kitchen. 

When they unpacked the cars earlier, Mary had put the all the alcohol they brought with them in a cabinet next to the refrigerator. Debbie opened a carton and returned to the table with a bottle of Widow Jane straight bourbon whiskey. 

She cracked the twist top and poured some into her mug and into Kelly’s before the young girl could stop her. 

“No. No.” She waved her hand. 

“What?” Debbie said twisting the cap back on, sitting down. “I saw you drinking at the bonfire.” 

The pretty brunette looked away coyly. 

“You are over twenty-one, aren’t you?” 

“Um.” She blushed. “No,” she admitted. 

“Come on. Really? Eighteen, at least.” 

Kelly smiled. “Nineteen, twenty in December.” 

“Oh, well that’s close enough,” Debbie said, smiling. “Drink up.” 

They sipped their coffees. The shot of booze hit Debbie like a jolt. Instantly her stomach felt better and the hangover headache she’d been developing was gone. 

“That is much better,” Kelly said. “You said you’re here with your family?” 

“Yes. My daughter Mallory, her best friends Sue and Whitney, and my best friend, Mary. Marilyn, but she prefers Mary. You should meet them. They’re your age, almost.” 

“Where are they tonight?” 

Debbie checked her watch. A thin, gold lady’s Rolex. “The girl’s when to a party they heard about so I don’t expect them back until the wee hours of the morning. 

Mary, she said she was too tired to come to the bonfire so she went to a movie instead. She’ll be gone for another few hours.” 

“You’re here with just your friend, a…woman?” 

An odd question, Debbie thought. “Yes. She’s my neighbor, and Sue’s mom.” 

“Oh.” Kelly drank more coffee. “What about your husband, or hers? They had to work or something?” 

Debbie looked down at her coffee cup. “I’m not married. I had Mallory when I was very young, and foolish. The guy, a kid really, he wasn’t father material.” 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to pry.” 

Debbie reached her hand out and patted Kelly’s arm. “It’s okay, sweetie. I didn’t need some man to help me raise my daughter. I’m a single mom and I couldn’t be prouder of that, or of Mallory. I think I, we, did just fine.” 

“I’m sure you did, but didn’t it get…lonely?” 

“Sometimes.” Debbie realized she still had her hand on Kelly’s arm. The contact was warm, and electric. “But tell me about you. You’ve got a boyfriend back home?” 

“No.” she shook her head and her straight hair flew back and forth. Kelly scooped it off her face and tucked it behind her ears. “I mean I’ve dated, but I don’t know, boys.” 

Debbie smiled. “They can be annoying, especially at that age.” 

Kelly shrugged. “I guess.” 

“What?” Debbie ran her hand up and down Kelly’s forearm. “Are boys not your thing?” 

Kelly glanced up quickly and then just as fast looked away. “What? No. Boys are fine.” 

Debbie gave her a knowing, sideways glance. “What is it, Kelly? It’s okay to not like boys.” 

“It’s not like that.” She pulled her arm away. “I mean, I don’t know. I’ve never been…comfortable with boys?” She tilted her head. “You know?” 

Debbie scooted her chair closer and rubbed Kelly’s upper arm. Goosebumps prickled her arm. “Kelly, honey, there’s nothing wrong with being into…girls. 

Not in today’s day and age.” 

“It’s not that,” Kelly said. “It’s that, I mean, how do you know? I’ve never…” 

“Well,” the older woman said. “Are you attracted to boys…or girls?” 

“I don’t know.” Kelly shrugged. “Both. I mean, I’ve been with…done things with boys and it was…okay.” 

Debbie smiled. “But not anything special.” 

“Right. I mean no,” Kelly admitted. “Nothing special.” 

“Well, that could just be you were with the wrong boy. Boys at your age,” 

Debbie snorted a laugh, “they’re pretty clueless about how to make a girl feel.” 

“Do you? I mean are you and your friend Mary…” She blushed and turned away. 

“Mary, oh Lord, no. She’s married. The guys a jerk, and it’s as loveless a marriage as you’ve ever seen, but, no, she’s one hundred percent straight.” 

With a timid expression, Kelly looked at Debbie. “Are you?” 

“I…” Taken aback by the question, Debbie stroked Kelly’s brown hair. Straight and shoulder length, she hooked it behind the girl’s ear. Deflecting, she was buying time to formulate the right answer. When she did, she said, “I’ve been with women before.” 

“You have?” 

“Sure.” Debbie gave the girl an encouraging smile. She remembered how sexually confused she was at that age, trying to sort through her feelings. 

Conflicting stimuli. And, of course, for her it was a time way less accepting of same sex encounters than now. 

“I was about your age,” she said, “pregnant with Mallory, not far along, just starting to show. I was at my friend Becky’s house for a sleepover. She and I got into this huge fight. I don’t remember about what. Something stupid I’m sure. 

Probably, it was my fault. My hormones were all over the place. Emotionally, I was a wreck. Anyway, it was the middle of the night. Too late to call home for a ride, so I grabbed a blanket and my pillow and stormed off to the guest bedroom. 

“I laid there, all curled up, hugging a stuffed teddy bear I’d found, crying probably, when Becky’s mom came into the room. She asked if she could lie down with me. I told her sure. She snuggled up against me. I was laying on my side, with my back to her. She draped her arm over my hip. I was only wearing a T-shirt and panties. I remember how warm her body felt against me. And how soft and cuddly that big, stuffed teddy bear I clutched felt. 

“With her hand draped over me, Becky’s mom kept playing with that bear’s ear; pulling it, tugging it, caressing it while we talked long into the night, or morning, I guess. The room was dark. I couldn’t see her. She was more like a presence; talking to me, consoling me, comforting me. She smelled nice, like baby powder. 

“I told her I was feeling crampy. She told me to roll over on my back. I did. She started to rub my belly. Nice light, gentle circles with her fingertips. It felt so soothing, and I’d been so upset, tired, I started to drift off. 

“I remember the feel of her breath on my neck. She leaned in closer. I felt her lips close to my cheeks, touching my skin but not quite. At some point, she slipped her hand under my T-shirt, still rubbing my stomach. Her fingers warm against my skin. My breathing grew shallow. All that caressing stirred something inside me. A desire. A need. I realized it was turning me on. I was getting hot. 

“Being pregnant made me so horny anyway. I put my hand over Becky’s Mom’s and I pushed it up, making her cup my breast under my shirt. She said to me, 

‘Mallory, are you sure?’ I said, yes. 

“She squeezed it and rolled over, turned into me and draped her leg over my crotch. She rubbed it back and forth, across me, while I squirmed underneath her. I opened my legs and scissored her leg between mine. She rubbed her thigh up and down against my panties. I pumped my hips, rubbing myself against her, feeling her shallow breath on my face. I grew breathless myself.” 

Debbie paused to take a sip of her coffee. It had grown cold. 

“Then what happened?” Kelly asked. 

“Are you sure you want to know?” 

“Yes,” Kelly said but she seemed nervous. 

Debbie scooped the girl’s hair from her face and hooked the fallen locks once more behind her ear. “Are you really sure?” 

Even as she asked the question, Debbie worried the girl would disappoint her, change her mind and tell her no. She waited, anxious for the girl’s answer. 

“Yes.” Her smile seemed unsure though. 

Not convinced the girl was in, not all the way, Debbie stood up and took her by the hand. “Come on then. We should finish this story in the bedroom, in case anyone comes home.” 

Kelly stood up. “Okay.” 

Debbie had the master bedroom. It was on the first floor off the living room. The other four bedrooms were upstairs; one for each of the girls, and Mary had staked claim on the large one at the end with its own private sundeck. 

In the master bedroom, Debbie closed the door behind them. She turned the lights on but lowered the dimmer switch to its lowest setting without actually turning off the lights. She directed Kelly to the bed. “Have a seat. It’s a really comfortable mattress.” 

Debbie went other dresser and struck a match. When it flared she touched it to several scented candles she’d put out earlier. The room brightened with the orangey, flickering glow of candle light and the air filled with a wonderful apple-cinnamon fragrance. 

Then she sat on the bed facing Kelly. She again stroked the girl’s hair behind her ears. “You have really beautiful hair.” 

With a shy expression and appearing more nervous than ever, Kelly looked away. She rubbed her arm like she was cold. “Thank you.” 

“You don’t need to be nervous.” 

“I’m not.” 

But she was, and that was okay. Debbie understood. She remembered the butterflies that fluttered around in her belly when she’d taken Becky’s mom’s hand from her breast and guided it down her stomach, as she slipped it under her panties and helped push the woman’s fingers between her pussy lips. 

She shivered again at the memory. 

“What happened next,” Kelly asked, “with your friend’s mom?” 

“Maybe instead of telling you, I should show you.” 

Kelly blushed and giggled nervously. “Okay.” 

Debbie swept the girl’s hair back off her shoulder and she kissed the soft curve of her neck, lightly touching her skin with her lips. Kelly raised her shoulders and coyly looked away. Debbie leaned in. she kissed the side of Kelly’s neck. 

Then she nibbled her earlobe, kissed her neck some more. Gentle. Soft. Sensual. 

Kelly’s hair smelled of apricots. 

The girl shifted positions. 

Debbie sat back. 

Kelly gave her a shy, coy look. 

“If you don’t want to…” Debbie offered. She let the question hang. 

Kelly shook her head. “No. I want to. It’s just…” 

Debbie reached out and chucked the girl’s chin. She leaned in and kissed her mouth. Their lips were dry. They tasted like coffee. They kissed, chaise, soft pecks at first. Then Kelly parted her lips. She leaned in and kissed Debbie back. 

Debbie pulled away and climbed off the bed. “Sit back here.” 

She softly patted the white pillows propped against the bed’s fancy headboard. 

Kelly crawled to the head of the bed and flipped around. She sat with her back against the pillows. She folded her hands over her lap, one on top of the other, protectively over her crotch. 

Debbie checked in one more time. “We good?” 

Kelly smiled shyly. “Yes.” 

“Take off your top,” Debbie said. 

Kelly sat forward and untied her string behind her back. She took her bikini top over her head and tossed it to the floor. She leaned back against the pillows and folded her arms over her smallish breasts. 

Debbie gave her a quizzical look. “Seriously?” 

In response, Kelly gave her a devilish smile. “You first.” 

Debbie smiled back. “You little tease.” 

But she had no problem doing as Kelly wished. She peeled the spaghetti straps of her white tank top off her freckled shoulders. She snaked her arms from the holes and rolled the cotton down her body to her hips. Then she brought her hands up, rubbing them over her large hanging globs of flesh. She had bit tits and she loved them. She rubbed the palms of her hands over her big, pink nipples, lifting her boobs and then let gravity flop them down again. She pulled her hands away like a magician—ta-da—exposing herself to this pretty, young girl. 

“Your turn,” Debbie said. 

Kelly spread her arms in much the same way Debbie had, revealed her two beautifully-shaped, perfectly-proportioned, brown nipple-capped breasts. Her nipples were dark and hard. 

“They’re so small,” she complained. 

“No, sweetie, they’re perfect.” 

Debbie leaned forward and ran her hand up the small narrow valley between her new lover’s boobs. The girl’s flesh was so warm and supple. Soft. Debbie leaned in further and kissed that flesh. She showered the shallow valley with kisses, then cupped each small breast and squeezed them. Her mouth kissed and licked and suckled the stiff, brown nipples. She sucked, tugging the young girl’s breasts taut and snapping them loose with a smacking sound. She nibbled the nipples, one, then the other, with her teeth. 

That elicited a gasp and a groan of pleasure. 

When Debbie pulled back, Kelly watched her with puppy dog eyes. 

Nervous, the girl chewed on the tip of her thumbnail, and giggled. 

Debbie unsnapped her impossibly tight red short-shorts and tugged the zipper open. She grasped the shorts. Kelly lifted her ass from the bed. Debbie tugged the stubborn, clinging shorts roughly from the girl’s hips and off her round, 

plump ass before finally peeling down her shapely, tanned legs. 

Kelly kicked them off, leaving her wearing only a pair of pink, thong panties and strappy high heel sandals. She sat up and reached down to untie the crisscross straps around her ankles. 

Debbie stopped her. “No. Leave them on.” 

Her eyes raked over the young girl’s supply, taut body. Her eyes lingered over the girl’s pink thong, noticing what little material was there, was damp. She slipped her fingers under the frilly elastic stretched across the girl’s left hip bone to reveal a small, red rose tattoo on her hip. 

“Your parents know about that?” 

“God, no. They’d freak.” 

“I like it.” Debbie leaned over and kissed it. “It’ll be our little secret.” 

She continued to pull the stretchy band of black and pink panties down. “Let’s get rid of these.” 

With a demur giggle, Kelly said, “Okay.” 

Debbie pulled them off and tossed them to the floor. 

“Open up.” Debbie tapped at the girl’s knees and Kelly spread her legs, revealing a baby-soft, pink, hairless pussy. Her lips glistened in the bedroom’s soft light. 

Debbie smiled. “You are a naughty girl, aren’t you?” 

That brought on another girly, giggly laugh, and a flush of embarrassment. Kelly hooked her hair behind her ears and bit her lower lip. With her hand on Kelly’s inner thigh, Debbie rubbed her thumb over Kelly’s wet, pink lips. 

The girl shivered and gasped. 

Debbie put her mouth to the young girl’s sex. She inhaled deeply, drinking in the unique pussy fragrance before running her tongue along the pink opening, 

tasting the girl, alternately pushing her tongue inside the girl and kissing and suckled the hood over her clit. 

Kelly shuddered and moaned. 

She liked it. 

Debbie went to town, holding Kelly’s hips tightly as she licked and sucked her pussy, making wet, smacking noises as she did. Kelly moaned, her mouth opened and closed. Her breathing grew shallow. 

She reached out and scooped Debbie’s long red hair back, swept it away from her face so she could watch the older woman going down on her. The young girl’s hips began to rock. Debbie’s head nodded up and down as she plunged her tongue deeper into Kelly’s pussy, stopping only occasional to suckle her clit and flick at it with the tip of her tongue, eliciting a gasp and a shudder each time. 

Her heavy breasts raked across the bedcovers, rubbing her hard, pink nipples. 

They grew tight and stiff. Kelly’s stomach undulated and tightened, her moans grew louder. With her head thrown back, lolling across the pillows behind her, she began to gasp, “Oh, oh, oh.” 

The bed creaked and she seized Debbie’s hands. She entwined her fingers and squeezed. Hard. She bucked under Debbie and sat bolt upright. “Oh. Oh! Oh, God!” 

Her ass clenched. Her body tightened. She gasped, once, twice, then again. “Oh! 

Ohhh! Ohhhhh, fuck!” 

She fell back and let out a held breath. She gasped and held the heel of her hand to her head like she had the world’s worse migraine. “Oh! Whoa!” 

She panted, trying to catch her breath. Her body twitched under Debbie who was gently licking and kissing her sensitive pussy. Her touch sent jolts of tingling pleasure through Kelly’s body. 

Huffing, Kelly pulled Debbie from her sex, drawing the older woman up over her body. 

Debbie let herself be pulled forth. 

Kelly sat up and cupped Debbie’s face in her hands, she leaned forward and kissed her wet, pussy juice covered mouth, licking her tongue all around her new friend’s glistening face, hungrily lapping the juices off Debbie’s chin, cheeks and mouth. 

Panting, Kelly said, “You taste good.” 

Debbie smiled, “No, sweetie, you taste good.” 

Kelly smiled back, her lips shiny in the soft light. “I do, don’t I.” 

They kissed like that for a while, like hungry children afraid the forbidden treat they’d found would be taken away before they were done. 

When they finally came up for air, Kelly said, “Can I do that to you?” 

“I was hoping you’d say that.” 

Debbie rolled onto her back. On hands and knees, Kelly crawled between her legs. Her straight brown hair hung like curtains, framing her flushed, lovely face. 

Her petite tits hung like pointed, brown capped, missile tips. 

Debbie reached out a hand and cupped her face. 

Kelly leaned in and kissed her, on the mouth, hard, passionate. 

Her hand ran over Debbie’s thigh. She cupped her sex. Not shaved like Kelly’s but with only a small amount of soft, red pubic hair. Kelly’s fingers rubbed along her wet lips. Gently, but insistently, she moved her fingers inside Debbie. 

Debbie gasped. Then moaned and her body shuddered at the touch. Debbie covered the younger girl’s hand with hers and whispered into her mouth, “Slow.” 

Kelly slowed. 

Debbie heaved her breasts up, offering her puffy pink nipples to Kelly, urging her to lick and nibble them while she stroked and fiddled with her pussy. Kelly moved her attention from Debbie’s mouth to her nipples, suckling them until they were excited and hard. 

Her fingers slipped inside Debbie, two at a time. 

The older woman’s gasps became squeals. 

It had been so long. Too long. 

After a short time that felt like an eternity, Kelly again shifted her attention and moved her mouth down, kissing Debbie’s undulating stomach, kissing and licking her goose-bumped flesh, then fine red peach fuzz that led to the soft triangle of pubic hair as she moved south toward Debbie’s hot, eager pussy. 

Once there, Kelly’s tongue skimmed over the engorged clit. 

Debbie gasped. 

Kelly continued slipping her fingers in and out of the older woman’s sopping pussy. 

She arched her back and grabbed for the bars of the brass headboard behind them. 

Kelly kissed and suckled, making smoochie sounds with her mouth as she flicked her tongue against Debbie’s clit, making her moan. 

Debbie squirmed under the younger girl. She had her eyes closed. She shook her head back and forth, whipping her long red hair across her face, getting more and more aroused. “Oh, oh. Oh! Oh, yes!” 

She squealed, and panted. The headboard banged against the wall but Debbie didn’t care. It had been too long since she’d come from something other than her own efforts. She didn’t care about anything but the building orgasm rumbling through her body. Like a gathering earthquake. 

Kelly expertly opened Debbie’s pussy with two fingers, she spread her lips and licked at the wet, glistening opening. Debbie moaned. At the same time, using her other hand, Kelly rubbed a finger over Debbie’s exposed pussy, alternately licking and rubbing, then pumped a finger inside the spread pussy. 

Debbie watched Kelly. She finger combed the girl’s brown hair from her face. 

Grinned, watching her pink tongue flick along her wet pussy. 

Debbie’s moaning grew louder. She reached over her head and grabbed the rails of the brass headboard. She squeezed her arms against her face. “Oh. Oh. Oh my God.” 

She bit the inside of her arm, stifling a scream. 

Kelly strummed her finger across Debbie’s clit. Debbie squirmed, shaking her ass, her big boobs jiggled and swayed. Kelly switched it up and pressed her thumb into Debbie’s pussy. 

Debbie grabbed a fistful of sheets. “Oh, Oh! OH! Yes!” 

Kelly worked her thumb in and out, finger fucking her with it. 

Debbie’s stomach tightened. Her moaning got louder. Her squirming got more violent. “Oh yes! Oh, yes! OH YES!” 

Debbie bucked, her body shuddered, jerked, and then tightened. She lifted her ass of the bed. Kelly held on. Debbie moaned. “Uh, uh, uh, uh.” And then she came. “Oh, yes! Yes! Yes!” 

Her body shook and Debbie dropped her butt back to the bed and let out a loud, held breath. “Oh, sweet God, that was,” she caught her breath, “fantastic.” 

Panting, her taut stomach undulated like ocean waves. She brushed damp hair from her face and pushed herself up until she was resting on her elbows. She laughed. “Oh, Kelly. That was good.” 

The young girl looked up at her and smiled. “You liked that?” 

Debbie pulled her up between her bend legs. She kissed her pussy drenched mouth. “I loved it.” 

They kissed some more and then spent, Debbie laid back down. 

Kelly snuggled her young naked body up next to her, each independently thinking how good they fit along the slick contours of the other. Kelly buried her face between Debbie’s huge, pillow-like breasts and kissed her warm freckled skin. 

Debbie stroked the girl’s hair, still breathing heavily. 

“You sure that was your first time?” 

“Why?” Kelly had genuine concern in her face. “Wasn’t it good?” 

“It was wonderful,” Debbie assured her. “Fantastic. Especially for someone’s first time.” 

“It was,” Kelly said, staring up at her, absently cupping and kneading Debbie’s boob. “I swear.” 

“There’s so much more I could teach you,” Debbie said. 

“I’d like that,” Kelly said, hoping the woman would let her stay, eager to wake up with her in the morning. She smiled, maybe after doing what they’ve done, again. “It’s too bad I’m leaving at the end of the week. 

“We’ll make the most of it,” Debbie said. “But, there’s one thing.” 

“What’s that?” 

“You’re sure to meet my daughter and her friends. You can’t tell them about…

us.” 

“Are you…embarrassed by,” Kelly stared at Debbie. “Us?” 

“What? Oh, God, Kelly, no. I…I’m…I don’t know how they’d react. Mallory, I don’t know how she’d take it.” 

Kelly appeared relieved. “Oh. I get it. Then sure. Don’t worry,” Kelly said between kisses. “I promise. It’ll be our little secret.” 

♥♥♥

If you enjoyed Our Little Secret, be sure to check out Cammie’s other sexual stories, 

Find them all here:
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