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		SECRETS TO SHARE

		Part of the Summer Cottage Secret Series

		

		Saturday morning, Mallory Cooper woke up breathless and flush from a sex dream.

		She glanced over at the clock on the nightstand. Red glowing numbers told her it was ten-thirty-five. The sunlight streaming through her bedroom window told her it was morning. The window was open and room was filled with a warm yellow glow. A salty sea breeze stirred the curtains and swept through the room.

		It took a moment for her to remember where she was.

		Oh, right.

		The cottage her mom and Mrs. Swanson had rented for them for the summer. With them was Mallory’s best friends Sue Swanson and Whitney Townson. The three month vacation was to be a present to the girls, their last summer together before going off to college.

		After a week, you’d think she’d been used to waking up there. She blamed her being a bit off balance on her sex dream. It had been rather intense.

		With a quilted blanket draped over her, Mallory’s naked body was coated with a thin sheen of perspiration. Her skin was flushed. She stared up at the ceiling with a smile on her face, lounging in the afterglow of her sensual dream. As she did, she gripped one of her fleshy big boobs and ran her other hand down between her sticky legs.

		There was a wet spot on the bed. “Jesus, I must have made myself come.”

		Suddenly her bedroom door burst open. “You up yet, girl?”

		Whitney Townsend stood in the open doorway looking like a dark-skinned, plus-size runway model. She wore a white, palm-print, sheer tankini and navy blue, mid-rise bikini swim shorts. Her ink black hair was pulled back in a tight, small ponytail at the back of her head.

		She cocked her hip and planted her fist on it. With her other arm across her body, she clasped her wrist. “Well, damn, girl.”

		“Don’t you knock?” Mallory asked with no malice in her voice.

		The quilt draped over her body had slipped down to her hips. That left her full, creamy white boobs hanging out, completely exposed.

		It wasn’t like the two girls weren’t comfortable seeing each other naked. They’ve been best friends since the first grade. Over hundreds of sleepovers, and years of JV and varsity soccer, they’d taken plenty of group showers, had dressed and undressed in front of each other more times than either of them could count, nor even thought about.

		But, somehow, this felt different. Intimate. Erotic.

		More so when Whitney’s full mouth spread into a wide smile. She pushed the bedroom door closed behind her. It closed but didn’t latch. She came over to the bed and sat down.

		Mallory pushed herself up into a sitting position and rubbed sleep from her eyes. “Morning, I guess.”

		“Barely. We all thought you were gonna sleep the whole damn day away.”

		“Don’t be so dramatic,” Mallory said. “It’s only ten-thirty. Considering what time I got in last night, that’s pretty good.”

		“Yeah, maybe usually, but I’ve got a secret,” Whitney said, “and I’m dying to share.”

		“A secret, huh? What?”

		“Just like that?” Whitney teased. “No foreplay.”

		“You’re the one dying to tell me.” Mallory knew her friend too well. She shrugged her freckled-covered shoulders like she didn’t care. “I don’t care.”

		Whitney smiled wide and leaned in closer. “You’re full of shit.”

		The girl was freshly showered. Mallory could smell the scent of her apricot shampoo and the fresh mint of her toothpaste on her breath. Her friend lowered her voice, conspiratorially. “It’s about your mom.”

		“What about her?”

		Whitney pinched a strain of Mallory’s sweat-damp red hair between her fingers and twisted it. “She got laid the other night.”

		Mallory wiped grainy sleep from her eyes. “What? With who?”

		“That Kelly girl,” Whitney said. “The one we met. She’s renting that blue cottage a couple of houses down the beach. The pretty brunette. Gotta say,” Whitney added, with a mischievous and approving grin, “your mom’s got some might fine taste. That chick’s hot.”

		“Wait. Stop. My Mom!” Mallory shook her head. “With a…girl? No way. You’re making that up.”

		“Cross my heart, hope to die.” Whitney crossed her heart and shrugged. “She told me all about it.”

		“Who did? My mom?”

		“No, silly. The girl, Kelly. I ran into her at that dive bar you left me and Sue at when you went off with that guy. How’d that work out, by the way?”

		“It didn’t,” she said, disappointed. She’d really wanted something to, which probably explained last might’s sex dream.

		“Anyway,” Whitney said, getting back on topic. “That girl can’t hold her liquor. Once she got all shitfaced, she couldn’t shut up about how she met your mom at the bonfire the night we arrived. That your mom invited her back here, and seduced her.”

		Mallory closed her eyes and shook her head. “Wait. My mom seduced her?”

		“That’s what Kelly said. And that you’re mom had been with women before.”

		“No way,” Mallory insisted.

		“Don’t believe me if you want,” Mallory shrugged her shoulders, “but what she said your mom can do...Girl, it was fucking hot.”

		“Stop it.” Mallory swung around and planted her feet on the carpeted floor. “Mom sex, ick. I need to get dressed.”

		Whitney grabbed her by the arm. “Why?”

		Mallory gave her friend a hard look “What do you mean why?”

		Whitney looked over Mallory’s naked body. She smiled approvingly. “Hearing ’bout your mom last night, very intimate details, it was like, fucking sexy.”

		“What are you saying?”

		“Nothing.” All innocent. “Except…”

		Instead of finishing, Whitney kissed Mallory on the mouth.

		Mallory pulled back. “What are you doing?”

		“Nothing,” she said again, giving Mallory a coy smile. “But we’re best friends, right? And we’re getting ready to go off to college. We should start doing college things.”

		She put her hand on the back of Mallory’s neck and gently but forcefully pulled her in for a second kiss.

		Mallory put her hands on Whitney’s shoulders, pushing her back. “Stop.”

		“Come on,” Whitney pleaded. “Your mom, she did it with a perfect stranger. Why shouldn’t we, you know, try shit? You’re my best friend and beautiful as hell. We trust each other and well, I’m sexy as shit and we both know it. Why not see if we’d like it?”

		“Because we’re like sisters.”

		“I ain’t suggesting we start going steady, girl,” Whitney moved in closer. “Just mess around a little.”

		She put her hand on Mallory’s cheek. Her fingers caressed the slope of her neck. Her thumb rubbed along her friend’s chin. Whitney kissed Mallory’s lower lip. Mallory tried to pull back again, but Whitney’s slipped her hand around to the back of her neck. She held her firmly and kissed her again. She tugged at her friend’s lower lip with her mouth. She kissed the tip of her nose. Mallory opened her mouth to speak, to protest, but Whitney showered her with more wet kisses.

		Her willpower waning, Mallory leaned back against the fluff of pillows piled up against the headboard. The bed squeaked.

		Conscious of her nakedness, Mallory could smell a musty odor on the sea breeze that drifted in from the window. The orange curtains stirred. What she smelled was the lingering scent from her sex dream, from her nocturnal masturbation.

		Could Whitney smell it, too?

		Her friend grabbed Mallory’s legs behind her knees and moved them, spreading her legs open.

		“Whitney, I don’t know about this.”

		On her hands and knees, Whitney climbed between her friend’s bent legs. She put a hand against Mallory’s cheek. “Shush.” She leaned in and kissed her. She showered her with kisses. She flipped her red hair back over her shoulders and kissed her more. She let her dark hand graze over Mallory’s breast. The girl’s large pink nipples were already hard with anticipation.

		Mallory’s breathing grew shallow. What she was doing…it did feel wonderful.

		Whitney kissed one of Mallory’s nipples. She ran her tongue around it, teased it. Then she tugged at it with her lips, pulled it taut, and then let it go.

		Mallory gasped.

		Whitney kissed Mallory’s mouth again. She flicked her tongue across her friend’s wet lips, but Mallory turned her face to the side. Whitney grabbed under her chin and pulled her face back. With her thumb and forefinger, she squeezed until Mallory opened her mouth. Whitney kissed her and plunged her tongue inside her friend’s mouth.

		Mallory has such full, warm, kissable lips, Whitney couldn’t stop herself.

		She’d never been with a girl before, but she’d dreamed about it. She’d masturbated while thinking about it, but not until she heard Kelly describing what Mallory’s mom had done to her, what she’d done back, in living color detail, did Whitney find the courage to go after what she wanted.

		And at that moment, seeing her best friend lying in bed all naked, and sweaty, and smelling like sex, what she wanted was Mallory.

		Whitney locked her lips around one of Mallory’s nipples. She suckled and kissed, squeezing the other one with her hand.

		Mallory made soft cooing sounds.

		When she was sure she had Mallory where she wanted her, Whitney sat back and peeled her hot pink, tank top T-shirt off, unleashing her own melon-like boobs.

		This time, when she leaned over Mallory, she ran her tongue along the redhead’s pale white stomach, ran the tip of her tongue up through the valley between her boobs, causing her own hanging breasts to drag along pale, white flesh until she was kissing her friend’s mouth again.

		As she did, her breasts rubbed over Mallory’s fleshy boobs, warm and titillating. Pun intended.

		Finally, Mallory began to reciprocate.

		Unable, and no longer wanting to resist, as they kissed, Mallory snaked her hand over Whitney’s neck and entwined her fingers in Whitney’s thick, black hair. She pulled her friend down and pushed her tongue into her mouth.

		Whitney caressed her friend’s breasts.

		Mallory squirmed and kissed her back.

		Whitney descended her attention down her friend’s body, raking her pale flesh with kisses until her face was inches from Mallory’s shaved pussy. Before school had let out, the two of them, and Sue, had dared each other to get a Brazilian waxing.

		Sue had chickened out.

		But Mallory and Whitney had followed though. She grinned, so glad they did.

		Her friend’s pink mound was so fresh and tender. And baby soft. Almost virginal.

		She rubbed her hand over it. As soft as flower petals. Then she moved her hand lower, rubbing across Mallory’s raw, pink, pussy lips.

		Mallory gasped and looked at Whitney from over the length of her body. Her dreamy eyes sparkled with lust. “Are you sure?”

		“I am. Are you?”

		“Yes,” Mallory breathed.

		Whitney laid the flat of her tongue against Mallory’s pussy and licked.

		“Oh,” Mallory gasped. “Oh!”

		As Whitney rubbed her fingers back and forth over Mallory’s lips, the redhead rested an arm behind her head and played with her nipples with her other hand. She had a wide smile on her pretty, ruby red mouth.

		Whitney increased her tempo and Mallory’s breathing got raspier.

		Her pussy lips were wet and glistened in the sunlight that flooded the room.

		Mallory watched with a keen eye as Whitney rubbed her pussy. Her fingers made a wet, slapping sound. When Whitney again went down on her, lapping at her friend’s aroused sex with her tongue, Mallory’s moans turning into a low, needful chant. “Yes, yes, yes, oh, yes.”

		When she found her friend’s magic spot, Whitney pressed her tongue deep inside her.

		Mallory ran her hand through Whitney’s hair, gripping, holding her friend’s head against her sex, keeping Whitney in place. Whitney’s tongue worked furiously.

		Mallory’s chant of yes, yes, became a rhythmic gulping sound. “Huh, huh, huh, huh.”

		She lifted her head from the pillows behind her and growled behind pursed lips.

		Whitney’s tongue was like a machine, lashing, probing, licking.

		Mallory’s orgasm was building, gathering strength, getting stronger.

		“Don’t stop. Don’t stop. Don’t stop,” she begged. Her stomach undulated like ocean waves.

		From the way she was going, Whitney had no intention of stopping.

		“Yes, please. Yes, please. Yes, please. Make me come. Make me come.”

		And then it hit!

		Mallory snorted, sounding like a locomotive chugging up a hill. Her body tensed. She squeezed her butt cheeks and lifted her hips, holding Whitney’s head in place. She rocked and humped her hips against Whitney’s face. “Huh, huh, huh, huh, Ohhhh!”

		Whitney rode the wave.

		Mallory’s body unclenched and she fell back to the bed, back to Earth. A tear of release squeezed from the corner of her closed eyes. Mallory blew out a held breath. “Ho! Oh…my…God!”

		And she smiled.

		Whitney rubbed her fingers up and down the wet, glistening pussy lips.

		Orgasmic aftershocks shuddered through Mallory. “Oh…oh…oh, God.”

		Whitney smiled, drawing in her friend’s musky scent. She licked her lips, enjoying the delicious, tangy taste of her friend’s sweet pussy even more.

		Mallory reached down, her breathing still shallow. She pulled Whitney up along her body.

		When her dark-skinned friend was once more draped over her body, Mallory cupped her friend’s face and kissed her hard, passionately on the mouth, licking her own delicious pussy juice from Whitney’s mouth.

		She grabbed and man-handled her friend’s hanging boobs, squeezing and kneading them, having never touched another girl’s breasts before in her life. Now she asked, why the hell not?

		Mallory snaked her legs up around Whitney’s legs. She locked her ankles over her friend’s rather plump rump, holding her trapped against her naked body.

		“That was incredible,” she said between kisses.

		“Yeah,” Whitney said, “it was.”

		“We should stay in bed all day,” Mallory suggested. “And do that again.”

		“Sounds yummy, girl,” Whitney said. “But everybody’s waiting downstairs.”

		“Waiting? Waiting for what?”

		“Us, silly.” Whitney swept her friend’s red hair from her face. “Your mom and Mrs. Swanson made breakfast. All our favorites, pancakes, eggs, waffles.” She gave Mallory a coy seductive look as she licked her mouth. “Though I have a new favorite to add to the list. Yum.”

		Mallory’s mom called from the bottom of the stairs. “Mallory! Whitney! What are you two doing up there? Breakfast is getting cold.”

		“Oh my God!” Mallory pushed Whitney off her and flung her blanket and sheets back and jumped out of bed. “I can’t believe you did that.”

		Whitney lay on her hip and propped her head up with her hand and smiled, enjoying her best friend’s panic. “Me, either.”

		“I mean, I can’t go downstairs like this.” Mallory raced around the room looking for clothes to put on, running her hands through her tangled, sleep and sex-mused hair.

		“I,” she stammered—Mallory wiped at her mouth. She looked at her hand, smelled it—“We smell like pussy.”

		“I know,” Whitney said, unable to wipe the smile off her face. “Isn’t it great!”

		-----

		That night, after a full day of fun in the sun, swimming, and drinking too much, Sue Swanson decided to turn in early. A little too much fun and fresh air, she decided, and maybe a little too much sun, too. Her skin was all tingly, in a less than good way. The copious amounts of alcohol the girl’s had consumed throughout the day hadn’t helped either. Not that Sue was a lightweight, but even she had her limits.

		Mallory and Whitney told her they were going to stay up for a while. They’d found a scary, summer camp horror movie marathon on TV. Something right up their alley. They loved that shit. It wasn’t Sue’s cup of tea.

		At the stairs, she called into the darkened living room where her two best friends were huddled together in the blue glow of the TV. “You guys haven’t heard from my mom or Debbie, have you?”

		“Mom went to the outlet mall,” Mallory said. “She’ll be there until they throw her out.”

		“And your mom’s out with that real estate lady. The one we rented this house from,” Whitney said. “Remember, she told us this morning at breakfast?”

		“Oh, right.” Sue looked at her watch. Still? “Must be some dinner,” she mumbled under her breath going up the stairs. She called out, “Goodnight.”

		Mallory and Whitney were snuggled together under a large throw blanket, their legs curled up under them, their eyes wide in the flickering blue glow of the TV. Over the spooky music from their scary movie, they called back, “Good night.”

		Sue went upstairs.

		She washed her face, removed her makeup, and brushed her teeth. She combed out her short, shaggy, brown hair and smelled the ends; a mix of apricot shampoo from her recent shower and a trace of left over coconut-scented suntan lotion.

		In her bedroom—each of the girls’ had their own, which was nice—she stripped out of her shorts, panties, tank top, and bra. There was an old fashion dressing mirror in the corner and Sue took the opportunity to check herself out in it.

		She’d always liked the way she looked.

		Nice body. She stood up on her tippy toes and turned sideways. An athlete from a young age, she played soccer and girls’ softball all through high school, so she was toned and fit. She pulled her butt cheeks higher and let them go. Almost no jiggle. Satisfied, she stood facing the mirror and squeezed her boobs together between her arms.

		She had good size boobs, she thought, checking them out, turning this way and then that way. She loved the size of her breasts, perfectly proportioned, and how they looked, and her perky brown nipples. But as she put on a fresh pair of panties and tossed an oversized baseball jersey over her body, covering them, she couldn’t help but compare them to the others in the house and find them lacking.

		

	
		Between her mom’s massive boobs and Mrs. Cooper’s, not to mention Whitney, and even Mallory, Sue came in last place in that category.

		But, she smiled. Her body suited her just fine.

		There was no point in comparing herself to others. Besides, she thought as she climbed into bed, none of the boys she’d been with had ever complained.

		A cool breeze from the open window stirred the sheer curtains and gently banged the blinds against the sill. She could hear the water lapping against the beach not a hundred yards from the cottage. Somewhere a buoy bell rang. A mournful, lonely sound.

		She had all the lights but her bedside table one off. It glowed a soft orange hue and Sue sat with her back against the headboard, her hands clasped in her lap. She closed her eyes and enjoyed the feel of the salty sea air on her skin and the sound of the nearby surf.

		This must be what heaven feels like, she thought.

		She reached for her tablet, about to update her status on social media when she heard a soft knock on her door.

		“Come in.”

		The door open and Whitney poked her head in. “I saw the light on under your door. You’re still awake?”

		“Sure. Movie’s over?”

		“Yeah, it was kind of lame.”

		Whitney closed the door behind her and bounded over to the bed. She still wore the clothes she’d had on earlier, a clingy pink top and white, jean shorts. The ponytail in her short hair was out, something she usually only wore at the beach or when she was playing soccer. Her chubby cheeks were wide and her white teeth sparkled brightly in the dimly lit room.

		“What’s up?” Sue asked putting her tablet back on the bedside table.

		“I’ve got a secret to share, two actually,” Whitney said. “Want to know what they are?”

		“I’m not sure.”

		“You do. Trust me.”

		“Okay. What are they?”

		Whitney sat down on the bed and bounced a little closer to her friend. “You saw me last night, talking to that girl, Kelly, at the bar? The one from the blue cottage on the beach?”

		“The pretty brunette.”

		Whitney nodded. “Her.”

		“Sure. What about her?”

		“Well,” Whitney dragged the word out as she leaned in closer. “It turns out, the day we got here, at that Memorial Day bonfire on the beach. She hooked up with Mallory’s mom.”

		“What do you mean hooked up?”

		“What do you think I mean, silly. Hooked up.”

		“Like had sex?”

		“Yes, like had sex.”

		“No way.”

		“I swear.” Whitney put her hand in the air. “She told me all about it.” Again with that wicked grin. “She said Debbie’s good, too.”

		“Good doing what?”

		“Like at eating pussy. Kelly told me she goes down like a pro.”

		“Oh, no way,” Sue said. “You’re making that up.”

		“I’m so not. Kelly told me herself.”

		“She must have been pulling your leg.”

		“Uh-uh. She told me other things, too.”

		“What other things?”

		“Like when Debbie was younger, pregnant with Mallory, she was at a friend’s house, Becky somebody, for a sleepover. That the two of them got into a fight. Mallory’s mom ended up in the guest bedroom and her friend’s mom, Becky’s mom, she came in the room and had sex with her.”

		Mallory had told Sue stories about her Mom’s childhood friend, Becky. She said they were still friends but they didn’t see each other much because Becky lived in California. That Debbie thought Sue and Mallory were just like she and Becky were, friends forever.

		Sue thought she might’ve even met the woman once. “No way.”

		“I swear,” Whitney said. “How would Kelly know that?”

		“Maybe she just told her about Becky, not that she had sex with…with her mother. That’s nuts.”

		“Well,” Whitney said, “I don’t know, but what she told me went on between them, it was pretty specific. Whether it was made up or not, it was pretty fucking hot.”

		“What sort of things?” Sue asked, he voice challenging.

		Whitney gave her a sly smile. “Like the same sort of things I did to Mallory this morning.”

		“Wait? What?” Sue’s mouth dropped open. She closed it again. “You and Mal hooked up? When?”

		“I just said, this morning.”

		Sue covered her open mouth with her hand. Her eyes were bulged wide. “That’s why you were late for breakfast?”

		“Yup,” Whitney said, proudly.

		“All day we’re together and you don’t say anything. How come you didn’t tell me? Why didn’t she? I’m gotta kill her. How long’s this been going on?”

		“It only happened this morning. First time.”

		Sue grabbed her friend by the hands. “Tell me everything. Every detail. Don’t leave anything out.”

		“Well.” Whitney dragged the word out. “I went in to get her for breakfast and she was still in bed, naked. Just waking up and she looks so adorable and, I don’t know, kind of sexy.”

		Sue nodded. “She is cute. I’d, you know, if I was…”

		Whitney smiled. “I’d, you know, with you, if you were…”

		She put her hand on her friend’s face and leaned in, closing her eyes.

		Sue tilted her head up and opened her mouth.

		They kissed.

		Sue pushed herself closer and Whitney wrapped her other arm around her friend’s shoulders.

		They kissed. And kissed and kissed. Sue had had wanted this forever but had been too afraid to act. Now, just like that it was happening.

		Whitney came up on her knees, shifting her body so she was leaning over her friend. Sue snaked her arms around Whitney’s waist. She ran her hands over her friend’s dark skin, up her bare back, causing Whitney to shiver.

		Whitney pulled back only long enough to strip Sue’s baseball jersey off her. She tossed it aside, leaving Sue topless. Her large white breasts exposed. Each capped with raised brown nipples. Her flesh goose bumped in the cool night air blowing in from the window. They slobbered each other with noisy kisses.

		Sue ran her hand over her friend’s inner thigh, cupped and squeezed her crotch through the rough, white denim shorts. Whitney cooed and lashed her tongue around inside Whitney’s mouth. She grabbed a fistful of Sue’s breast and squeezed the soft, warm flesh. Her pointy, brown nipple poked the palm of her hand. Her dark fingers and blood red nails dug into Sue’s white flesh.

		Sue panted.

		Whitney grabbed the other one. She squeezed.

		Sue shifted under her and twisted around under she could squirm out from under her friend.

		Disappointed, Whitney worried Sue had wanted to stop.

		Instead, her friend tugged at Whitney’s pink shirt. She whipped it up and over her head.

		Once she’d untangled her arms from the sleeves, with a giggle, Whitney tossed it across the room. Sue pulled her friend into a tight embrace. She pressed her naked boobs against her friend, kissing the dark, soft flesh of her shoulder as she dragged Whitney’s bra straps down her arms.

		Showering Whitney’s full thick lips, cheeks, throat, and shoulders with kisses, Sue pulled her friend’s bra off, unleashing her huge brown breasts. She twisted her friend around and eased her down onto the pile of pillows behind them. Whitney lay on her back and stared up into Sue’s brown eyes.

		“You’ve got beautiful eyes.”

		“Oh, shut up.”

		She unbuttoned Whitney’s jeans. She unzipped them. She tugged them off her friend’s wide hips and big butt. Whitney lifted her ass off the bed and the jean shorts pulled free.

		Sue tossed them across the room. They landed with a dull thud on the carpet. Whitney’s cell phone still in the pocket.

		Whitney sat up. She reached out, placed her warm hands on either side of Sue’s face. She pulled her in for a deep, tongue probing kiss.

		Sue kissed her back as she eased Whitney back down onto the bed, their mouths locked, still kissing. Then she cupped her friend’s sex, feeling how damp her panties were already. Sue rubbed her hand hard up and down Whitney’s pantie-covered pussy.

		Whitney squirmed and moaned under her.

		Sue abandoned her friend’s mouth, kissing her way down her chin, her throat, over her chest and then latched onto a large brown nipple with her mouth. Kissing and sucking it, she lashed her tongue around the raised, dark areola, wetting it, feeling it stiffen in her mouth.

		Whitney panted and moaned. She rocked her hips, pressing her sex against Sue’s rubbing hand, her pussy getting hotter and wetter.

		Sue moved her mouth from nipple to nipple. Her body pressed warm and hard against her friend’s thighs, over her wiggling stomach.

		Whitney ran her hands up Sue’s neck, through her hair, tugging and pulling, fisting her brown hair, so soft and feathery. Sue winced, but didn’t protect. Her smoldering eyes were alive with passion.

		When Sue did pull back, she rubbed both her thumbs over the purple triangle of satin material covering Whitney’s pussy. A damp spot darken and soaked the material. Her panties were pulled tight, wedged between Whitney’s large ass cheeks.

		After a while of that, Sue tugged the material aside and slipped her finger in the now dripping pussy. Whitney gasped and raised her ass off the bed, tensing at the sudden insertion.

		Sue grabbed a fistful of Whitney’s large boobs and rubbed her hand over her hard nipples.

		Whitney squirmed, rubbing her full ass in the soft mattress, humping her hips to Sue’s rhythmic in and out motion, her breathing getting deeper and louder.

		Then Sue ripped the panties away with a snapping of the elastic.

		She spread Whitney’s legs and walked her long, slim fingers over Whitney’s shaved pussy, expertly parting her dark lips with two fingers while inserting a third, pumping it in and out of Whitney’s dripping hole.

		She worked it in and out, in and out, in and out.

		“You’re so wet,” Sue said, her voice low and sexy.

		“You make me wet.”

		They kissed. Sue kept massaging a large breast, while she pumped her finger in and out of Whitney’s pussy.

		With her eyes closed and shaking her head, Whitney panted.

		When Sue withdrew her finger from her friend’s pussy and slipped it in between her friend’s full lips, Whitney hungrily sucked it in, grabbing Sue’s wrist and holding her hand in place until she had it sucked dry of her pussy juices.

		Sue loaded it up with more and gave her friend more of her tangy, sweet pussy juice.

		After the second time, and having earlier that day done Mallory who hadn’t had a chance to reciprocate, Whitney, desperate, begged, “Go down on me. Please.”

		Sue was only too willing.

		She scooted down, kissed her friend’s shaved mound and then ran her tongue over the glistening dark opening of her pussy. Whitney’s body shook from the sudden pleasure. She lifted her leg and draped it over Sue’s back, pulling her friend in close, holding her tight with her leg, while Sue’s tongue raked up and down Whitney’s quivering sex.

		Whitney closed her eyes and tossed her head back. Oh, did that feel soooo good.

		She bucked her hips against Sue’s bobbing head.

		“That’s it. That’s it,” she cooed.

		When Sue stopped and pulled away, Whitney snapped her head up off the pillows, giving her friend an angry stare. No, I was close. So, so close.

		But Sue smiled and once again shoved her finger deep into Whitney’s pussy.

		Whitney shuddered and dropped her head back. A moan escaped her lips. “Ohhhh.”

		Whitney rocked her hips.

		Then her friend did something Whitney had never experienced. She sat straddling Whitney’s leg, humping her hips back and forth, rocking against her leg while she pressed her thigh against her hand with her finger inside Whitney, rocking it so her finger rubbed and wiggled deep inside her. It was like getting fucked with a real cock. Thin but with a deep reach.

		Whitney gasped, unable to believe how good it felt, and how close it was bringing on her orgasm. “Where’d you learn, oh, oh, oh fuck,” Whitney’s eyes rolled up on her head and her mouth dropped open. “Oh, fuck, never mind.”

		She rocked back against the pressure, lifting her ass and humping against Sue’s thigh and hand and finger.

		Sue kept pressing her leg against her hand.

		The bed rocked under them, the springs squeaking.

		She grabbed Whitney’s one breast in a claw-like grasp, squeezing it hard.

		Whitney could barely catch her breath, panting and moaning. She wrapped her arm around Sue’s body and pulled her down until she was lying on top of her, warm flesh to warm flesh, their boobs mashed together, rubbing, slippery where a thin layer of perspiration coated their hot skin.

		Her orgasm built in intensity.

		Sue kept humping, plowing her finger deep and hard into her friend’s pussy, pounding it in her with the rhythmic thrusting of her rocking thigh. Her own pussy was getting so wet from the rocking motion, from her sex rubbing against her own silk panties, against Whitney’s warm leg.

		Sue kissed Whitney’s full mouth. Then she moved lower, nuzzled along the slope of her warm neck. Whitney ran her hand over Sue’s bare shoulder, rocking, and gasping for air, unable to catch a breath.

		“Oh, shit!” she panted. “You’re gonna make me come!”

		Between gasps she sought out Sue’s mouth, kissed her again.

		Sue shifted and moved her body further down Whitney’s jiggling form. She added a second finger to the one pounding her friend’s sex. Whitney gasped. Sue increased her fingering pace to frenzied level.

		Whitney, riding Sue’s finger thrusts, her gasping got faster and louder.

		Then suddenly, Whitney pulled her undulating body away. She pushed Sue’s arm away, pulling her dripping wet fingers from her pussy. She rolled Sue over and climbed on top of her. She pressed her naked crotch to Sue’s panty-covered one and began rubbing herself against her.

		Her breasts hung heavy and raked Sue’s own naked, less endowed boobs. The contact made her large, brown nipples hard as pebbles. Sue reached around her and cupped her large brown ass. She pulled her hard against her crotch as they kissed and panted and lashed their tongues sloppily inside in each other’s mouths.

		Then Whitney pulled away.

		Sitting back, her brown skin aglow with perspiration, she said, “Take these off.”

		She grabbed for Sue’s panties and pulled on them roughly. Sue lifted her ass off the bed and the damp silky material slipped down her legs. Whitney tossed them away, over her shoulder with a big, wide smile on her dark face.

		“Much better.”

		The cool air hit Sue’s wet pussy and sent a sensual shiver coursing through her now naked body.

		“Much,” she agreed with a wicked smile.

		Once the panties were gone, Sue lifted her legs and draped her ankles over her friend’s shoulders. Whitney ran her hands over Sue’s hairy brown pussy hair, over her pink, wet, quivering pussy lips. She slipped a finger gently between the velvety soft, pink lips, sending a shiver through Sue that caused her to gasp and moan at the same time.

		“Oh, that feels good.”

		Whitney smiled.

		Sue reached up and pulled her friend into an embrace. They kissed; smooches, loud, wet slobbering kisses.

		When Whitney pulled back, Sue looked at her with adoring, passion filled eyes. She held Whitney’s face cupped in both of her hands, her legs scissored around her waist.

		Their faces so close, her breath kissed Whitney’s skin.

		She couldn’t believe they were doing this, and couldn’t believe they never had before.

		“Go down on me,” Sue said. “Use your mouth on me.”

		Whitney kissed her way down Sue’s body, pausing over her breasts and licking her nipples before moving along her surging, taunt stomach. She kissed her thick patch of brown hair, gleaming with sweat. She used her hands to spread Sue’s legs wider as she slowly inserted her thumb between her friend’s wet pussy lips as she kissed and licked at her friend’s hooded clit.

		Sue bucked and gasped and her entire body seized. “Oh,” she panted.

		Whitney clasped her mouth around that pink little nub and flicked her tongue over it while she wiggled her thumb deeper into the depths of her friend’s pussy.

		Sue sucked in a breath. Her teeth clenched. She grabbed the pillow behind her head and fisted it while Whitney lashed and stroked her clit. Sue couldn’t believe how good what Whitney was doing to her felt.

		“Oh, oh. Yes, yes.” Sue tilted her head back. With her other hand she clamped onto the back of Whitney’s head. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

		But Whitney did. As she pulled back, Sue’s moaning filled with disappointment, luckily, only to be short lived.

		Whitney rolled over onto her back so she lay across the bed sideways, staring up at the ceiling. Blankets bunched under the small of her back.

		“That’s it?” Sue asked, on the verge of coming, frustration dripped in her voice.

		“Fuck no,” Whitney said. “I’m just tired of doing all the work. Come over here, girl.”

		She waved her arm and spread her legs, bending them at the knees.

		Sue smiled understanding immediately what Whitney had in mind. Realizing it, she was more than happy to share the workload.

		She bounced around and repositioned herself so she was facing toward Whitney’s lovely, dark legs. She lifted her leg and draped it over Whitney’s torso so she was straddling her friend’s gleaming, smiling mouth.

		“That’s it, girl,” Whitney encouraged as Sue lowered her wet, hot sex over her friend’s face even as she leaned down and placed her own face between Whitney’s spread and waiting legs.

		In position, Sue felt Whitney run her hands over her backside. Her touch was warm and sensual and if she wasn’t already dripping pussy juices she would’ve been from the touch of her friend’s mouth to her hot skin. Then she felt her friend pierce her sex with her forceful wet tongue.

		Sue arched her back and stared at the ceiling as she ran her hands over Whitney’s hips and stomach. “Oh!”

		She rocked her hips and rubbed at her own clit with one hand, rubbing Whitney’s with the other one at the same time. Whitney licked and suckled Sue’s pussy, running her tongue along and in and out between her wet, quivering pussy lips.

		Whitney paused, mumbling around a mouthful of pussy, “Go down on me, girl. Use that beautiful tongue and go down on me.”

		Sue realized she’d been hesitating. But that wasn’t fair, was it?

		She decided it wasn’t and lowered her face close to Whitney’s sex. Her aroma was strong, and enticing. Sue’s own sex was dripping wet. She saw Whitney’s pussy glistened in the pale bedroom light.

		Sue used her fingers to split Whitney’s dark lips apart. Her beautiful pussy all gleaming and dark pink, in contrast to her dark brown surrounding flesh. Sue licked her lips, and dove in.

		Sue shoved her tongue into Whitney’s pussy and was rewarded with an audible gasp of pleasure as she licked and tasted her friend’s tangy, warm juices. She peeled one lip back with her fingers and poked her tongue in deeper, rubbing her face up and down her sex while Whitney jiggled her ass underneath her. Together they licked and poked and slurped, with Whitney lifting her ass up off the bed, bouncing, while Sue rocked over her friend’s face.

		Soon they were both moaning, their skin slick with perspiration. They slipped and squirmed, each fighting to catch their breaths before plowing their tongues back into the naughty nether regions of each other’s bodies. Sue felt her orgasm building, like a wave surging on the ocean, getting larger and larger, growing.

		She could feel the same was happening with Whitney beneath her.

		Her squirming had grown more chaotic. It was like riding a bucking bronco. Her tongue lashing had become more frenzied, fast and furious.

		Sue could hardly catch a breath. Her chest was tight, her lungs unable to expand, to draw more breath in.

		Then it hit.

		A tsunami of pleasure grabbed her, seized her, as she clutched tight, digging her fingers into Whitney’s flesh. She licked and arched her back. She bit her lower lip, hard, as she tried to stifle the throaty scream building up inside of her, needing to be released. “Ohhhhh!”

		Under her, Whitney bucked, her mouth locked against Sue’s pussy. Her tongue still licking and poking, probing and lapping hungrily.

		A shudder rumbled through Sue’s body. She dropped her head down and returned to licking furiously at Whitney’s pussy. Her friend squirmed and quivered. She bucked her hips and grabbed fistfuls of Sue’s ass, squeezing, her long nails digging into her friend’s pale flesh.

		Whitney screamed, muffling the moan of her orgasm against Sue’s sopping pussy. Her mouth opening and closing against her wet pussy lips. Sue wiggled and shuddered. The sensation was world’s beyond anything she’d ever felt before, ever imagined what sex could be like.

		Spent, she felt her body relax—no, go limp. Exhausted and exhilarated in a way she’d never been before, Sue rolled off her friend, and flopped onto her back. She stared at the ceiling, panting. She draped an arm over her belly, her stomach and chest still heaving, trying to replenish the air she’d spent during orgasm.

		Whitney lay beside her.

		She wiped a hand across her wet mouth and licked playfully at her own fingers. She wore a big smile on her dark face. “Oh. My. God,” she breathed.

		“Yeah.” It took all the energy Sue had to even say that.

		Sue lulled her head to the side. She stared at her friend’s face in profile, at her damp, black hair, her high fleshy cheekbones. The curve of her full, wet lips. They gleamed in the dim bedroom light.

		“So,” she asked, drawing the word out. “Who’s better? Mallory or me?”

		Whitney rolled onto her side. She returned her friend’s smile. She cupped the side of Sue’s face, her dark hand against her friend’s pale skin. She kissed her wet, gleaming lips.

		“Now that’s not a secret to share.”

		

		♥♥♥

		

		

		

		If you enjoyed Secrets to Share, be sure to check out Cammie’s other sexual stories,
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