
		Table of Contents

		

		
			Contents
		

		
			Title Page
		

		
			Copyright
		

		
			Acknowledgment
		

		
			Part One
		

		
			Part Two
		

		
			Part Three
		

		
			Part Four
		

		
			Part Five
		

		
			About Candice Christian
		

		
			Other Books by Candice Christian
		

		
			Connect with Candice Christian
		

		

	
		Sins of the Mother

		

		Candice Christian

		

	
		Copyright 2019 Candice Christian

		Published by Candice Christian at Smashwords

		Smashwords Edition License Notes

		

		This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

		

		Adults Only 18+

		

	
		Acknowledgment

		

		Kalinda Sharma

		

	
		Part One

		

		I was young when Chad and I got pregnant with Brooklynn. We were both only 18 and Chad was in college and things were like a nightmare. It was 1999 and we were already in hot water with our parents for being followers of the dying "punk" ideology. But we were far from Goth's and neither of us had ever experienced any of this "free love" until he and I went too far and wound up with a baby.

		We knew one of us needed to get our degree, and the other would need to work to pay the bills and the college tuition. Chad got the nod to college with a partial scholarship, and I started waitressing in down town Vegas.

		The want ads in the Vegas paper included opportunities for young women over 21 to work as prostitutes. The idea had a certain appeal beyond our need to supplement our meager income as a waitress. Besides, the ad for Clark Barr included part-time work only forty-five minutes from Vegas in Clark County.

		I wouldn't be a whore if I just made a couple of bills once a week, would I? Besides, the profession had the sanction of the law. It was a business just like the little restaurant I was slaving in at the time. Beats screwing the landlady's face for rent, I told myself, which is what I had been doing. Unbeknown to my husband. The woman was over fifty and had not a tooth in her head. Just as well she didn't because I was only twenty-one and -- but that's another story

		***

		. "Do you have any specialties, Serena?" What a surprise was Kaitlyn to me. I had always pictured madams as painted-up old sluts who had been fucked into brothel burnout and become madams because they knew no other life and kept hanging on. Kaitlyn was only ten or fifteen years older than I was, had a degree in English from UNLV, and looked like a modern young executive.

		"I'm not sure what you mean by specialties," I said, thinking to myself all the while how I would love to specialize in whorehouse managers who looked like Kaitlyn.

		She handed me a menu. I couldn't think what else to call it. Once a waitress, always a waitress. I soon learned that's in fact what they did call it. The entrees were a bit arcane, and I must have frowned trying to figure out what they were.

		Cafe au Lait? Long Ball? Flexible Flyer? Around the World? Fist full of Dollars for crying out loud? Golden Showers-auction -- oh, surely not! Whatever happened to sucking and fucking?

		"I guess I don't do anything special," I said, feeling the job slipping away.

		I pictured my corpulent and toothless landlady. "But I can do anything, I guess," I said hurriedly.

		"Rule Number One, Serena: No girl at Clark Barr does anything she doesn't want to do. You're a private contractor. You set your rules, you set your prices, the client pays you, and you pay us for providing a safe place and medical benefits."

		I would be a business woman! Clients, yeah, that's what they were, and I was a private contractor. The girls I saw were all full-time and lived there. A shift was three months long. Not for me. I wouldn't have been able to keep it a secret from Daddy if I did that anyway, so that was out with no question.

		Kaitlyn was studying me.

		"I'll tell you what: we'll start you slow since you're new to the business. Do you think you could do a show with another girl Friday afternoon?"

		I could hardly contain myself. My first assignment would be a chore I thought I just might be able to handle.

		The girls I had seen there ranged from not-so-sharp to several I would have saved up tips for. On my way back to Vegas, I wondered how much that blonde goddess I saw would charge me, and I was funky by the time I climbed the wooden stairs to our little apartment on the alley near the bus station. I looked around at it, knowing we wouldn't have to live like that much longer -- that is, if I could discipline myself not to give every dime I earned to other, uh, contractors at Clark Barr.

		The Friday afternoon show turned out to be a special arrangement for some businessmen and their girlfriends. If they didn't have a girlfriend or a kinky wife to come with them, Clark Barr provided them. For a price of course.

		I lay naked on a velvety mat that covered a knee-high stage in the middle of a room full of couples. I was the first thing they saw when they were let into the room. There was soft, lovely music and special lighting to set the atmosphere. These were not shouting, slobbering animals but men who liked to be lured sensually into slow insanity before their girlfriends took them to the orgy room.

		I twisted and turned and rubbed myself, loving the moans I heard and the occasional gasp. I figured the girls who voiced their lust were probably my fellow contractors doing their act as I did mine, but I let myself believe the girls were lusting on me. I knew the men were.

		Kaitlyn had not told me the scenario. All I knew was that I was supposed to lounge around on the stage totally nude and as sensually as I knew how. After a while, I wasn't acting anymore. I was turning myself on. I watched myself in the mirror on the ceiling as though it were not me. It was some sexy lovely I wished I could feel against me. Her legs, her body. It just didn't seem like me. I writhed lewdly as I watched myself, and I had the curious experience of thinking for a moment I was falling in love with me. The entrancing movements of that lascivious young woman beguiled me, captured me, and drew me into her charms.

		Realizing neither one of me would want to get on top broke the spell I had cast on myself, and I smiled at a man to keep from laughing. I was acting again, and reluctantly relieved.

		Minutes passed and I began to wonder if I had misunderstood what the show was all about. Maybe I was supposed to get off the stage and do something. I was starting to get nervous. What was I expected to do? Why the hell hadn't I asked Kaitlyn some questions? She knew I was a neophyte. The familiar impulse to run was coming over me, an action that has more than once startled my sex partners. The men were clearing their throats and starting to make nervous movements. The perfect mood I had created was being eroded.

		At the precise moment my body would have bolted and run, the draperies on one wall parted. All eyes, including mine, peered into the darkness beyond the arched drapes.

		There was a flash from a spotlight. Was that a woman I saw? There was no noise in the room now but the music. We looked and waited. We strained our eyes. We knew we had seen something.

		Suddenly, gasps went up from all around the room when the strobe lights abruptly came on and revealed the moving figure of a veritable goddess cat-walking through the arch and toward me. The effect was incredible. The strobe lights gave an eerie, demonic-dream effect as the creature moved without seeming to walk. She moved onto my platform where I laid transfixed by this Handmaiden of Hades.

		I gazed at the vision hypnotically as she came toward me and stood astride my shoulders looking down at me. The stroboscopic effect was unreal as she lowered herself down onto my face. Precisely at the instant her cunt touched me, the strobes were replaced by colored illumination of our little piece of the stage.

		Somebody moaned "Ohhhh, Mother of God!" and the room was awash in sounds of lust.

		The creature bent down as though kissing my ear and whispered, "We just got one of 'em off cheap. Sorry I'm late. I had to pee, as I'm sure you know by now. Oh, damn, I forgot to spit out my gum."

		She sat up and moved slowly back and forth on my mouth. If I hadn't known she was chewing gum, I'd have assumed her mouth movements were just part of her sensuality. I had seen sexy dancers do that with their mouths, pouting, puckering, and chewing the air.

		I sucked on her and felt her, but it took a minute or two to get back my sexual mood. How she could pull this off, I wondered as I sucked her tart piss tasting pussy. We were two feline creatures melding together cunt-to-mouth in a beautiful act of lesbian love. That was my mood, anyway. Hers was manifestly different. She was an actress doing a scene. I wondered if she was a whore or a businesswoman like myself. I wondered if the temperature of one was any different from the other. I wondered if urolagnia or piss loving, was a perversion I had inadvertently missed.

		Ahhhhh! The Bartholin's gland cannot act! It has never had a lesson and would not take direction anyway. The goddess creature fucking me in the mouth was juicing up! She looked down at me with obvious surprise. It delighted me. I was turning this inwardly cold but outwardly hot performer into an honest woman. Her pussy was telling the undeniable truth that she was getting turned on. Her eyes learned sincerity next, and they crossed and glazed as they succumbed to edification.

		"Oh, you cunt!" she panted. "You suck it, you cum-mouth."

		Her speech center may have been affected, but the rest of her knew very well what was going on. She bent double to whisper to me.

		"Where the hell did they find you! You're gonna make me cum, you --"

		But, up she went, her body's reflexes seizing control. She lost the ability to whisper the rest of her sentence and it came out "-- cunt sucking CUNT!"

		Moans and groans all over the room.

		"Oh, Jesus, Jesus, sweet Jesus," somebody prayed.

		"Let her have it, Satin," a woman's voice called out huskily.

		"I cum in my goddamned pants," a man lamented pitiably.

		Dignity and sophistication were being lost all over the room as Satin lost parts of her mind, a piece of her soul, and all of her girl fuck goo to the ministry of my mouth. She had me by the face now, fucking like a bronco buster but controlled just enough to let me evangelize her femaleness and lead her on to a glorious conversion.

		The pressure on my face eased, and I held her legs and sucked harder to keep her from leaving me. Then I realized she was not rising by her own strength, which I had sucked out of her. She was being lifted off me.

		The strange thoughts that dart through people's mind at the oddest moments:

		"I swallowed my gum," Satin murmured to no one.

		"Check her mouth," said one of the two girls lifting her off me. "I think she sucked it down through you."

		Somebody started sucking my pussy. I slithered my legs around a female face and locked my feet together. I pulled her in rhythmically, pulsing, sensuously, and let her suck at me. I couldn't see her in the overhead mirror because there was now a girl's ass in my face.

		I looked up the girl's smooth, glistening, naked back and watched her long, honey-colored hair sweeping back and forth as she took her turn. My tongue slid easily up her asshole. I turned my tongue upside down and then completely back around inside her rectum. She screamed and hunch-pressed her ass into my face. She started vibrating

		. Not another sound out of her, just mindless tremors as her demons shook her senseless. She was lifted off me very shortly and carried away like some lobotomized lab experiment gone awry.

		I looked down again to see who was eating me, but I could see nothing but her hair and her busy head. I took hold of her and helped her root into my sex, tugging her with my slick legs and holding her head as I hunched her.

		But I was sidetracked before I could cum. Girl crotch was sliding into my face. Another forward job. At least I would be able to see the face of whoever was using me. Wrong! She covered me in womanhood before I could look up. Whoever it was, was pretty well overheated by the time her turn came.

		Her hole was already moist, and she exploded almost as soon as I worked my tightly puckered lips inside her and stuck out my tongue. It was a technique my landlady used. Oh well. Knowledge is knowledge.

		"Holy shit, whoever is next, you're not going to believe what this babe can do to you."

		I was starting to get the idea I was doing something or other kinda special. I thought I was just doing what every cunt sucker did. Without knowing it, however, I was doing tricks known only to the experts of cunnilingus. And I didn't do the same thing to every girl, either, because none of them lasted long enough to get the full treatment before she was carried off.

		

	
		Part Two

		

		I lost track. After a while I was unable to know how many women had taken a turn. I did my best for everyone, but the best of mouths and tongues must fatigue. The last two or three must have wondered what all the fuss was about. It was all I could do just to lie there with my mouth open and let them work on me.

		I had barely enough sense left to know the last woman getting on my face was the first one again. Satin had come back for seconds. She had a clitoris like a tiny titty nipple. With no energy left to do much else, I put a crinkle in my tongue and massaged her cum-button with it. She tried to put off her eruption, but I got her with my crinkle, and my face suffered the consequences of her inescapable woman-quake. In a moment, she had cum and gone.

		The room was empty now but for me and my pussy addict still nuzzling and sucking between my legs. I had paid careful enough attention down there to know it had been the same woman throughout the several generations of women taking turns on me. No one had unwrapped my legs even once. I had kept them against her face nearly the entire time. Physical contact had never been broken from the moment I felt her face sliding between my thighs until we were the only two people left in the room.

		She resisted letting me pull her face up to see her. Not that I would have known her, since I didn't know anybody there, but I wanted to see the face that had dedicated itself to me for so long. I worked up the courage to assert myself. I took her by the hair and face and forced her face up. It was gooey and she looked drunk, but it was unmistakable who she was. I couldn't believe it.

		"Kaitlyn?"

		"I think I love you, Serena," the manager said through benumbed lips and thickened tongue. "Mom said you were good."

		I wasn't sure I had heard her. Only a dentist could have been sure of what she had said.

		"Who?"

		"My mother is your landlady," her rubbery mouth mumbled.

		I stared at her, incredulous, blinked away my disbelief, and lowered her face back into my flooded twat. I laid back and wrapped my legs around her face again.

		"Suck it up, Kaitlyn. You've earned it."

		And she did. I let her wallow in the slop she had spent so much time creating. I gave her more of it. For the first time in a long while, I felt like my pussy was indeed a valuable prize to give somebody. It was worth more than just something to pay the rent with. It brought families together!

		I went to sleep letting Kaitlyn gently lick me clean and rub her soft, pretty, previously dignified and now slippery face tenderly on my slick legs and in the sex she had fallen in love with. I dreamed of toothless young women real estate agents managing whorehouses.

		Gratefully, Chad was brilliant and swept through college without delay and got a job with a blossoming computer firm that was just starting out in San Diego. My 'hooking' days were over.

		By the time Brooklynn was nine we had two cars and a three bedroom duplex and hadn't suffered in our marriage in the least to get it.

		We weren't much for new wave concepts by then. I was a Girl Guide leader and Chad coached a local little league team. So when Michael came along it was with no uncertainty that we knew we had stumbled into middle class security and no more talked about those early days and "experimentation"

		. Frankly...not much else other than devotion appealed to me by that point and suburbia wasn't so bad.

		Brooklynn was not your average girl. She somehow seemed to have inherited that subtle grunge mindset underneath her bubbly exterior. Save the Whales and Save the ozone.

		MOM!! Don't you know that's animal flesh?!?!?

		Two months later she was eating cheeseburgers again.

		We tried not to smother her radical ideas as they came and went and we hoped she -- like us -- would just sort of smooth into the texture of responsibility.

		And so when she stopped wearing gaudy make up and started looking cute again...starting getting grades for the first time since grade 6 we were relieved.

		She graduated top of her high school class and was accepted to SDSU with a partial scholarship. Paying her tuition and room and board was going to be tight with a growing boy in the house...but we knew it was worthwhile.

		Every time she visited from college she seemed different. In all her life she'd never had short hair but she finally got it cut short and curly and her dark hair set off the blue contacts she wore.

		"I just wear them sometimes...don't you wish sometimes you had blue eyes?" She asked all dimples.

		Sigh....yes I suppose there were many times I had.

		She had certainly grown into an attractive young woman...certainly more so any taller than five foot four but she'd also inherited my figure and took great care of it. At the end of her second year before exams she came home homesick and studied in her old room. It was sort of nice to have her home but in all honesty the more she was around the more I noticed how she was her own person and I couldn't mother her any longer.

		It struck me shortly after that while she would always be my daughter she was now a woman and I wondered what her sex life was like. Was she "doing it?" OH GOD! I hoped she wasn't....I hoped she was staying a virgin forever. So when she next came home from school I found myself unable to keep from asking.

		"Are you dating anyone," I inquired as we peeled potatoes at the kitchen sink.

		She smiled and looked around for her father. "Maybe."

		"Maybe?" I asked. "Are you going to make me pry?"

		"But you do it so well," she giggled.

		"I mean...I've been thinking....worried actually...are you...sexually active...?"

		She smiled chopping the potato into pieces and taking the one from my hand.

		"Well...depends...."

		"On what?" I asked confused. "You either are or aren't."

		Brooklynn looked around again for her father.

		"Well...I mean I've had my boyfriends...nothing serious...but..."

		"But....now you're driving me crazy."

		"But I do it so well," she giggled.

		I kept peeling thinking I would just wait until she made my worst thoughts come to life.

		"Well...I'm seeing someone..." she said mysteriously..."but not in the way you might think...it's a different kind of person..."

		"Oh God...he's not married is he?" I gasped.

		She giggled. "Cold mom...very cold."

		"Older? A teacher?" my eyes widened.

		"Still cold," she smiled.

		"Is he black...you know we don't care about that..."

		"ICY," she leaned on her hands against the counter-top

		. "I give up....uncle....who is he?"

		She looked once more for Chad.

		"Well...he.....is a she."

		I dropped the potato and it thudded on the aluminum sink.

		"Another girl?" I whispered.

		God. The idea almost seemed silly...Brooklynn with....some....lesbian.

		... "You're gay?!?" I gasped putting my hand to my mouth.

		She shook her head.

		"No...no...I'm not gay...calm down please...shit...there was no way to tell you but I thought I just wouldn't until you asked."

		***

		I sat down at the table.

		"How can you not be gay...and be..."

		"It's not like that," she smiled as she took a chair. "We're not like in love or anything. I consider myself quite heterosexual...I just...I dunno...wanted to...experiment...you know...haven't you...I mean didn't you....back in the nineties...all that feminism and all..."

		I shook my head.

		"Well," I looked around. "I suppose it had come up...but we weren't really punk rockers or goths...and things were dying out by then...I mean..."

		"Well...it's just a thing...you know...she's pretty...we get along...we just want to try stuff out...GOD!" she blushed. "This is more embarrassing than I thought it would be. "I mean.

		..." I stammered. "Have you two...you know...GOD!" I smiled and blushed. "You have!!!"

		I was full of panic and nervousness and wished I'd never brought up the subject. of this I whispered to her.

		"GOD! Don't tell your dad...he'll just keel over I promise you!"

		My mind started thinking about...imagining it compulsively back to my days at the Clark Barr.

		GOD! It was terribly arousing and frightening at the same time.

		NOT MY Brooklynn!!!

		"What does she look like?" I asked.

		Brooklynn pulled a small coin pouch from her jeans and pulled a small phot from it.

		"It's not like we love one another that way or anything...uhm...her name's Melli...she's first year too..."

		The picture shook in my fingers and I was still giggling and shaking my head. The girl was adorable and even looked a bit like she could be Brooklynn's sister if she had one.

		"She's pretty," I giggled.

		"I'm glad you're taking this so well," Brooklynn laughed with me.

		"What's so funny?"

		"Oh...you know....just being old like me...and well...you know we never thought about gay-not-gay and here you are...God! You really do it??? I'm sorry," I said. "It's just that it's so..."

		"Fascinating," Brooklynn answered.

		"Well," I paused. "Yeah...I guess it is. You know when we were young....that was so....unspeakable...but you know...I had my thoughts...I wasn't a total square....but there's a big jump from that to this!"

		I laughed. I couldn't help it.

		"God...now I can't stop thinking about it..." I giggled. Or of my first job at the Clark Barr.

		"Sorry...didn't mean to spoil your imagination."

		"Well...let's just try to keep this under our hats and you let me know how things go...I mean. Sorry...I meant..." I giggled.

		"I know what you mean mom," Brooklynn smiled.

		She opened her arms to hug me.

		The thought just wasn't the same now.

		Not with these images in my head.

		I hugged her and felt something sexual from the core of the entire episode.

		"Let's finish the potatoes," I said moving away and back to the counter.

		Brooklynn came home for the summer and brought home what I most feared -- not a "girlfriend"...but her...sexuality.

		I had spent the four weeks leading up to her return trying desperately to get the image of her and Melli out of my mind....and not having much success. Part of me was disgusted...part of me was fascinated...another part frightened...and another part aroused.

		So when she took back her old room and got a job at the library nearby I dread the whole thought of being around her while all I could think about her was...that.

		But my curiosity got the better of me. I wanted to ask so many questions....filthy questions I could hardly bring myself to say aloud to myself let alone my daughter.

		As fate would have it...she seemed to sense this after a few weeks and the first chance we got that, Chad and Michael were gone to a ballgame, she brought it up.

		I had been finishing off the linens when she sat on the bed in our room and boldly said, "You seem more...I dunno distant around me...is it because of the thing with Melli? That's over...I mean we're friends but...I mean...we aren't doing anything."

		I was relieved to hear it...and strangely...a bit startled.

		"Well...honestly...I didn't have a real problem with it. Actually if I had a problem it was that I just couldn't stop thinking about it. I mean you're my daughter but it just...you know..." I blushed.

		"Really?" she smiled. "That's sorta weird but it's cool that you can admit it...I mean that's how I started thinking about it was when I found out one of my friends was."

		"Which one?" I asked.

		"Remember Erin at the rec center? She was experimenting back in high school."

		"Sarah's girl...GOD! Do her parents know?"

		"I don't really know her that well anymore...I haven't talked to her since she told me...it sorta spooked me..."

		"But it did the same thing to you that yours did to me."

		"Yeah...it got me thinking...wondering...you know...and well...Melli and I got to be good friends and we both were thinking about it a lot and well...things just sort of happened from there."

		"Well...I didn't mean to seem distant...I'm embarrassed...I mean...getting aroused by thinking about your own daughter...and then on top of it...wondering...you know...what's it like...I wanted to ask. But it all just seems so....secret...you know..."

		"Well...if you wanna know...it feels great....I mean in a sexual sort of way....psychologically too I guess...and as for the whole daughter thing...it's not like its incest or something."

		"What a word!' I gasped. "It's just that I thought once...only once mind you...if I wanted to try it...I don't know anyone...isn't that silly. What a thought...I don't know any lesbians or whatever...maybe when I was young I could have found someone but now...I mean...you're the only one I know who...you know....tried it." I lied through my teeth.

		Brooklynn shrugged her shoulders.

		"Yeah I guess it's not so easy...I mean things just sort of fell into our lap with Melli and I...it is kinda weird...I could see why you would have thought that....you know...who else do I know...Brooklynn's the only one...."

		I had just lost my mind and was laughing at nothing in particular...."

		Chad called out from downstairs.

		Thank God for that! Saved by the bell...what else were we going to say?!!? We'd reached a terribly embarrassing impasse.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		The next morning after Chad had gone to work and Michael was in the den watching television, Brooklynn found me in the study.

		"Hi,"

		"Hi...just finishing up the bills for the month...not working today?"

		"Nah...Switched with Natalie she wants to go to a concert tonight at the rec Center. I ...uh...wanted to talk to you..."

		"Oh?" I asked with voice and eyes.

		"About what you said...about you know...thinking you didn't know anyone...you know...that you were curious..."

		I wasn't sure where she was going, so my expression asked for me.

		"Well...I mean...it is weird...but...not that it had to be like...you know...everything...but if you just wanted to ...well...test the feeling of you know...hands or something...GOD!" she blushed.

		The office was filled with anticipation and embarrassment.

		"Are you...uh..." I wasn't laughing now.... "Are you...uhm...well...GOD! I mean I'm curious...but it just sounds...too..."

		"Kinky?" she giggled. 'I know...me too...but I guess when I thought of it...I figured well...it's just like...simulation..."

		I broke into hysterical laughter and Brooklynn followed suit.

		"Sorry...I know it's too weird...I just know how I felt when I was wondering about it and well..."

		"You feel sorry for me," I smiled.

		"No...Well...yeah...no...It's just that you know...you're not in college anymore with kids experimenting where you're more likely to find someone....you're.."

		"Old?" I giggled.

		"No...Not old...actually...you look great...I mean I think even some of the girls I knew who WERE lesbians would even say you're sexy...it's just that...you're..."

		"Boring?"

		Brooklynn smiled. "Well...not boring...just you live in a very protective environment...where things like that don't happen or if they do....they are kept secret very well."

		"Well," I smiled nervously..."I appreciate the offer but maybe that's just a bit too weird even for us hippies..."

		"Well...think about it...I just meant...you know..."

		"Simulation...isn't that what you said?" I giggled.

		"Well...I'm going to meet dad for lunch in a couple of hours so."

		"Make sure he doesn't eat meat...he's on a diet," I instructed her.

		Brooklynn's "idea" was right of left field. But to my shame...it was a tempting offer. I had this bizarre mixture of scorn and lust involved with the thought. She and I even...you know...simulating touching....eeeewww! Eeewww to the incestuous concept. And a bigger Eeeeeeewwww to how much a part of me found the idea twice as depravedly attractive as just "experimenting with another woman".

		GREAT! Now I had two things running through my head....arousing me and terrifying me.

		Brooklynn having sex with another woman.

		Brooklynn having sex with another woman...who just happened to be me?

		Only in my revolting flashes of sexual perversity it wasn't just "Simulated touching".

		So for the next week....I had a new psycho-sexual battle to wage. Emotionally when I thought of it...incest was enough to make me vomit. I had given birth bathed and brought up this beautiful girl...she was my daughter....but without those emotional facets...the idea...from a purely carnal standpoint...was deliciously sick.

		To my chagrin I found the carnal side winning and found that when I was around her...I wanted to say, "okay...let's..."

		Thank God I was far too cowardly!!!

		The following week, I started thinking about it when Chad and I made love...not the whole time...just during certain aspects...here and there....ashamed of it afterwards, but without a soul to confess to.

		The morning Michael went off to day camp for the month of August, Brooklynn brought the subject up again. I was fixing the cushions on the couch and she had come down from reading (her morning ritual).

		"So....about what we talked about..." she said nervously.

		I couldn't tell if she was terrified I'd say yes or terrified I'd say no.

		What a horrible thought!!!

		"Well," I smiled. "Would you think horribly of me if I said I had? "I asked.

		"No...not at all...I uh...when I asked...I didn't think...well...since then..."

		"I don't know how I feel," I decided to save her the embarrassment. "Truth is...I am curious...and I never thought about what you suggested as anything more than ridiculous... but...spilling my guts...there's a dirty part of me that uh.."

		"Me too," she confessed.

		Silence.

		"Well Mom, I know you are still curious about the lesbian thing, but also a bit weirded out about the incestuous 'Mother, Daughter' thing. So I talked with Melli last night and she is coming to spend some time with us."

		"Oh really, I er, uh...." I stammered.

		"Mom she is cool with the idea, and she has seen pictures of you so I know she thinks you're hot. That is for an older woman."

		"Older woman?"

		"Just kidding Mom, she'll be here soon."

		***

		"Hello, Serena." said Melli! "I hear you are looking for a partner to experiment with?"

		Shocked at such a direct question, I looked away from the cute girl standing in front of me, carrying herself with a lot of self-confidence. I had been eagerly waiting to meet her so turned back so I could look at the smiling Melli. We shook hands and started to chat.

		"Then," I smiled, "You and Brooklynn are the same age!"

		Not going for the small talk, Melli asked me if I had any lesbian experience, and I lied without hesitation, since my daughter was standing there and told her that I had never had any contact with another woman.

		Instinctively we sized each other up, and the mutual attraction was instantaneous. Melli was a pretty girl with a deep bronze tan, tall and slim, lithe and strong looking in a sensual manner. Her shoulder length black hair was twin pony tailed.

		She was wearing tiny brief cutoffs and a T-shirt with a spray paint picture of two girls wrestling on the front, strained tight across her full, thrusting breasts, nipples erect and threatening to pierce the thin cotton.

		Of course we wanted to do each other. I stood expectant, obviously waiting for her to take the initiative.

		. Her physique was perfect for sex I thought. 125 pounds of swelling female muscles, tightly wrapped up in five foot eight lithe, sun bronzed skin.

		Behind her, my eyes caressed two firm, round buttocks trying to burst from the tight cutoffs. In front, jet black hair framed a sensual face, with large round eyes and luscious slightly parted lips, and pointed down at the most well shaped pair of breasts I had ever seen.

		I was thrilled with arousal: had she - like me - shaved her pubic hair? I envisioned two vaulted, smooth sex lips swelled below her flat belly, between muscular thighs and slender legs, which completed the picture of the perfect girl lover.

		Her sultry glances told me that she was interested. And she was aware of the erotic possibilities two lesbian girls have?

		The sight of her, golden girl's body, combined with the prospect of lustful sex - an erotic duel between us - to see who could lay the other down on her back and take her sexually made me all wet.

		The two younger girls stood there digesting this mutually uncomfortable situation. Brooklynn decided after the quick introduction that it would be better off if she was not with us. So she excused herself and left Melli and me alone.

		"Maybe..." I started to say thinking best I stop my mouth from even saying maybe.

		.. "Maybe what..."

		"Maybe we can...start slow...uh...GOD!" I blushed.

		"Don't be embarrassed," Melli said. "I'm fine with that..."

		"I...uh..." trying to be mature and in control. "I'll need you to sort of...you know..."

		"No problem...I mean...I'm the one who's done...well..."

		Uncomfortable silence again.

		"So..." I asked not sure when this was supposed to happen.

		"So..." she smiled. "Can you sit here...on the back of the couch?" She asked.

		She DID mean now...oh GOD!! Was I ready for this...ready to break at least two taboos, lesbian sex and infidelity??

		My fear was flavored with the sexual tension and anticipation of the last few months....since Brooklynn had first confessed her "experimentation" to me.

		I hesitantly rounded the couch and sat up on the back of it, my dusty jeans and tight white t-shirt suddenly feeling conspicuous....were they sexy...were they a turn off?

		Melli stood in front of me.

		"Well...close your eyes...that'll make it easier for both of us I think."

		GOOD IDEA. As soon as I closed my eyes half of my discomfort was gone...but then it opened up a new sense of...sexuality.

		I felt her finger on my shoulder.

		"Tell me when you get freaked out..."

		"You too," I said nervously.

		Her finger went round to my neck and down slowly to my chest...over my right breast to the nipple.

		GOD! I tried not to react...but I couldn't help it...it was incredibly sexual...and I was so unbelievably aroused.

		"Mmmmmmm," I moaned slightly...softly.

		This must have been an encouragement because her palm was suddenly on my right breast and I gasped...feeling the warmth of her hand as she massaged my flesh.

		"GOD Melli ...this is really turning me on..." I confessed nervously.

		"Me too," she said in an airy voice.

		I wanted to say....let's stop....I thought she might say it...but she didn't.

		Her free hand was now cupping my left breast and together her hands started circling my heaving breasts as my breathing got deeper and more excited.

		The experience of being touched, after all these years, by another, woman blended with the fact that this was Melli, my daughter's best friend ...was......overwhelming... beyond reality!!!

		Her hands left my breasts and traveled over my torso and sides pulling my shirt from my jeans around the waist.

		"Is this too far?" Melli asked in a whisper.

		Of course it was too far...too far way back at..."can you sit here.."

		. Her hands, without a head-shake, pulled my shirt up over my breasts and her finger unfastened my clasp.

		This was suddenly moving much faster!

		MY breasts felt the release from confines and Melli's hand cupped my right breast. Her warm mouth covered the nipple and my eyes opened as I cooed.

		"GOD! Melli ....I'm....God...I feel like I'm just..."

		She stopped and massaged my breast with her hands rubbing the nipples skillfully between her fingers.

		"Me too," she panted.

		Then she was right back....mouthing my right breast as she explored the other with her hand, then switching as I watched her...panting.

		.. "Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm....Melli ...can I say I'm enjoying this..."

		"Yer not the only one," she muttered momentarily and then went to my right breast again ,my hand on her head, my free one taking the place of her hand to cup my breast for her to suck.

		"Mmmmmmmmmmmmm...Yeah...it feels good...you do this well..." I panted.

		"DO I have...attractive ones?"

		"They're perfect," she replied and returned to my left.

		My hands found her waist and stared pulling her t-shirt out of her cutoffs. Her slight moan to this let me know this was fine with her so I got it off of her as she straightened and immediately went to work at her bra.

		"God I can't believe I'm doing this?" I said as I got it unfastened and pulled the cups from her ample breasts.

		"Me either....do you wanna stop?" she asked.

		"Do you?" I asked breathlessly.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		Neither of us answered.

		I leaned forward and took her breast into my mouth amazed and seduced by the sweet smell of her perfume and the smooth youth of her skin....and the forbidden suckling of another woman's breast...and the thought of my daughter in the next room.

		"God! Serena!" Melli gasped.

		...."Yeah....oooooooooooo...lick the nipple..."

		Her nipples were warm and hard and soft and delicious...and her hands were still exploring my chest and hair as I slid my mouth over her left breast.

		Her hands went to my waist and excitedly started undoing my jeans. In seconds she had them loosened and I stood up so that she could get them down. I yanked them off and sat back on the couch. Melli got her panties off from under her cutoffs and slid both her hands down my thighs to my briefs. Her hand turned up and slid beneath the waistband and neatly down to crotch. I slid forward my butt against the couch as my shoes hit the floor.

		Her finger slid into me.

		... "Oooooooooooooooooooooooooooo..." I moaned as I left her, both hands on the couch bracing against her intrusion.

		Her free hand was getting my briefs down as her finger started exploring me deeply.

		"Gaaaaaaaaaaaaaawwwdd," I moaned..."Melli ....mmmmmmmmmm... yeah...."

		"Do you like it?" she said playfully...out of breath herself.

		"I love it...." I panted....looking down to see her finger pumping into me...watching it as I moaned and enjoyed the feel of it. "This is really kinky," I moaned, "but I'm really enjoying it..."

		"Me too," Melli said as she re-approached my breasts, sucking them one-handed as her finger continued to wiggle and explore every inch of my soaked crotch....the vulva...the clitoris...the labia...the walls within.

		.. MY hands went to her rear....suddenly I was interested in her behind. I had thought she had a great ass when I first saw her...but not like "that". My hands caressed the smooth young skin and almost naturally,,,her thighs...front thighs...

		. Uuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuggggggggggnnnnnnnnnn," she moaned loudly as my finger slipped deep into her forbidden crevice.

		GOD! What was I doing!?!?!? But she felt so wet and warm and slickery...it just was incredible....totally different than touching myself....she was so...

		. "GOD Serena! I wanna do it...I'm going crazy...let's do it..." she muttered as she pulled away.

		"I..." I tried to say feverishly.

		But she was already pulling me towards the path from the front door.

		"Lay down...." she said excitedly.

		The wood was cool and my mind was thinking straighter now without any actual stimulation.

		Okay...we had gone too far...now we should stop..

		.. Melli straddled my body...a hand at each knee and a knee at each ear.

		Her hips slid apart as she lowered her crotch to my face and plunged her tongue deep into me.

		"Uuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuggggggnnnnnnnnnnn!!!" I moaned desperately,the feel of her tongue slithering inside me too much for me to bear. "God! Melli! Ooooooooooooooooooo...."

		I could hear and feel her feasting on me, her lips sucking at me as her tongue explored into me and her hot breath panted on my pelvic area.

		My knees had raised instinctively and now my mouth opened and covered her wet crotch, my tongue slipping into her forbidden folds with one thrust as I savored the feel of her insides....moist...I hadn't lost my touch I guess.

		My hands were on her thighs her hips rocking back towards me as she moaned in a high pitched voice, pausing from her feast to rub at my clit and make me moan as she panted.

		"Yeah...UGH! Suck me ....ooooooooooooooooooooooo...yeah! Deeper...your tongue feels incredible....ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo.....GOD!"

		Then her tongue lunged into me again, her mouth moving over my crotch as her finger rubbed still; at my clit.

		OH GOD! This was the most incredibly erotic thing I could ever have thought of even in my worst nightmare....I was loving every minute of it...aware too that afterwards....guilt... shame...GOD! We'd have to keep this a secret!!

		Melli's hips started gyrating more quickly against my hands and my whole body felt like it was shaking as she started bringing me to climax.

		"God Melli!!!" I paused, "I'm gonna cum..."

		She rubbed hard at my clit sending thrills up my hips and back and her tongue probing into me as I started to churn and shove my tongue into her even more intently.

		But she suddenly started yelping...her hips bucking like crazy as she straightened up, arched her back and cried out

		... "GAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWDDDD!!!" a few gasps and three more howls like the first as she climaxed at my touch.

		But mine came before hers started to ebb.

		I kept exploring her with my tongue as she rubbed my clit and then she realized I too was cumming and returned to take me there orally.

		We were both bucking and moaning with frantic breath and dizzy minds....our pleasure only slightly threatened in the distance with........self-hatred.

		GOD! IT WAS...........despic

		***

		The next morning, Brooklynn came into my bedroom. She told me Melli had gone back home but left me a card. Brooklynn handed me the envelope and I read the note Melli had so beautifully written:

		My Dearest Serena, I loved our first sex together Honey! I hope that day is as special to you as it was to me! I thought about buying you diamonds or sapphires, or something stunning, but LOL I hate to overwhelm you. *S*

		In my fantasies I would fly to the east coast to wine and dine you, to meet your friends...(do you think they would like me?)...and spend the night making love in some romantic hotel room.

		Making love to you all night long, now there is a wonderful fantasy!! Slow and sweet, hot and passionate, kissing, holding, touching.

		Touching you darling would be so incredible. I am tingling all the way down to my pussy as I think of placing the palm of my hand on your face, looking into your eyes, whispering, "I love you Serena," just before my lips touch yours.

		I can feel your arms pulling me close as our lips press together, our tongues meet and play gently with each other. My hands slide into your hair as I drive my tongue in deep feeling you suck me into your mouth. Passion takes over, our lips constantly change positions, sucking, nibbling, and struggling to be one.

		My hands hold you tight, pressing against your back, pushing my breasts into yours, my nipples kissing yours. Sliding my hands down your back, cupping your sexy ass, lifting you up, your legs go tight around my waist. Still kissing you, I carry you to the bed, gently lay you down and stretch out beside you.

		Our legs and arms wrap around each other tightly. My mouth moves to your neck...nuzzling, kissing, sucking, while my hand finds your breast, holding it gently, squeezing, rubbing, finding the nipple and teasing it. Lightly licking your ear babe, whispering, "My god Serena, I am fire...."

		My tongue traces the outline of your ear while my fingers pinch and pull your nipple, feeling you inhale sharply and moan letting me know I have the touch just right. Licking your neck, moving down to cover your breast with my mouth, sucking at your nipple, the tip of my tongue makes little circles, feeling it get harder in my mouth. My hand slides down your belly, seeking your hot, wet pussy. Cupping it in my hand, rubbing it as I take your other nipple into my mouth.

		Baby you are so wet! My fingers play with your pussy lips. My lips leave your breast, I kiss each nipple, and slide down your trembling body. Your skin is so hot! My tongue lingers at your belly button as my fingers slide into your dripping pussy. Kissing your mound, I move to between your legs, spread you wide, and press my face to your wet lips. The smell, the heat makes me dizzy lover! My fingers part your lips and I slide my tongue into you.

		You gasp, as the heat of my tongue touches your inner lips, sucking and licking at them, they are so swollen darling. Using the tip of my tongue, I part your lips, sliding up seeking your clit. You gasp as my tongue makes contact. Damn, you taste so good! My mouth covers your clit and I suck it into my mouth, pulling gently, feeling you arch your hips, pressing your pussy tighter to my mouth. Darling, I want to be inside of you. I want my entire hand deep in your vagina. Babe, you are so wet, ready to take me in. I use my fingers to open your hot waiting hole.

		I hear you say, "Yes, Melli, yes, I want all of you" and I am sliding three fingers into you.

		Feeling your muscle walls stretch to let me enter...licking your clit as I fold my thumb and little finger in tightly, stretching, pushing, slowly, giving your muscles time to relax, allowing me to enter. Finally I am all inside of you baby. Your muscles are so tight on my hand as I wiggle my fingers caressing you from deep inside. Now I start to stroke your muscle walls with my fingers curved upward, just the way you like it. I open and close my fist, slowly, allowing my finger tips to make complete contact with your vagina walls, stretching you with each opening and closing. It's so easy to caress you darling, finding that sweet spot that drives you crazy.

		Your muscles grab onto me, pulling me in deeper. I just need a small amount of in and out movement. Your muscles pull tight on my hand as I pull it out, before driving it back into you. I continue this motion baby, as I suck your clit into my mouth, pulling it to create tension and letting my tongue lick it, round and round.

		"Cum for me Serena."

		I can feel your muscles tense and your clitoris throb. Your back, your body tenses, you inhale deeply and everything seems to stop for a second or two, and then it hits! A huge explosive orgasm rocks your body sending shock waves from your head to toes. The feeling of your orgasm on my hand makes me cum to.

		"O god, baby," I whisper, "I Love You!" I kiss your belly and rest my cheek there with my hand still inside of you, "and no one else."

		I love you Sweetheart,

		Melli

		The note made it difficult for me to speak for a moment. Brooklynn looked at me and knew I was torn by what her friend had told me.

		"Mom, I think you made an impression on Melli. I think, you may see more of her in the future. How will you handle this with Dad and Michael?"

		"Damn if I know. I think this is just a case of puppy love. I am way too old for her. Don't you think so?"

		"Mom, don't sell yourself short. Melli was really shook up when she left this morning."

		As it turned out it wasn't a fleeting case of puppy love. As difficult as it was, Melli and I saw each other quite often over the next few months. Every day I woke up during that time all I could think of was being in her warm embrace.

		Ahh, Melli. What a lady--and what a lover! Soft, sweet, succulent womanhood. You'd never guess she's a lesbian if you saw her on the street. By day, she's the picture of a modern college student. Straight, carefree, and no-nonsense about it. But when we get between the sheets at night, well

		... You have already know about how I first got my hands on her luscious body...and what we did next. Well, you're in luck; here's the rest of the story.

		She's got a decent-sized place, so there's plenty of space for overnight guests. Once Melli had moved closer to our house, life got into kind of a rhythm: get up, get the husband off to work, my son off to school then go to Melli's and have her fuck my brains out.

		She's pretty casual around her house. In fact, Melli is in the habit of tossing off her school close as soon as she gets home and usually spends the rest of the time walking around in a t-shirt and panties. It didn't take me long to adopt similar attire--partly because it's damn comfortable to walk around nearly half-naked. So when I came to visit I donned the "uniform of the house." It was sexy, too.

		Also, I certainly didn't want to discourage Melli out of the show she (maybe unwittingly) was putting on for me. I love watching her prance around the room, her long black hair tumbling down over her shoulders as her tight buns flex back and forth in two smooth curves beneath her stretchy cotton underwear... it's downright distracting, I tell you.

		I guess my interest must have showed, too, because Melli picked up on it. She's known since our first lovemaking that I'm more interested in girls than guys.

		She jogs in the morning, but I can't get up and run that early. I'm in good shape, don't get me wrong. Plenty of heads turn when I pass by a group of guys (and I always feel a thrill when I catch the gals looking, too). I'm good looking and healthy--I just want to keep it that way.

		Well, anyway, one day after a late morning jog I came to her house and heard a familiar sound through the door. Instead of opening it, I got quiet and listened. The sound of ecstatic moans and gasps drifted out into the doorway and I recognized them immediately.

		Sure enough, someone was playing one of the erotic video tapes that I keep at her house. There's only girl/girl scenes on those tapes, you see, so Melli keeps them out of sight. I suddenly realized that Melli must have been playing one of them and put one in the DVD player!

		I didn't want to embarrass my lover by barging in on her, so I took another run around the block. Finally I had to come in, though, so I made a bunch of noise fumbling around on the porch to let her know I was coming back. When I got inside the TV was off and Melli was perched on the couch with her arms around her knees.

		

	
		Part Five

		

		"How was the jog?" she said, just a little too loudly, obviously startled at my return.

		"Oh, just fine," I replied, standing there in my sweaty sports bra and shorts. Melli seemed nervous or uncomfortable and I wanted to give her some space. I went into the bathroom and took a shower. Which I normally did the days I came to her place. While I was inside I heard Melli eject the disc from the DVD player and walk by the bathroom door, down the hall to the bedroom.

		'Covering your tracks, huh?' I thought to myself. But I didn't say anything. No reason to embarrass her about her masturbating, Melli likes lesbians, so she gets off watching them. Makes sense to me.

		When I got out of the shower Melli was back on the couch. She'd changed her panties, I noticed ('must have gotten turned on--a wet pussy is a good sign!'). As I walked by the couch I couldn't resist reaching out to touch her shoulder and run my finger coyly along and up her neck.

		"What've you been up to, babe?" I asked, innocently.

		"Nothing much," she replied.

		That was it. She wasn't going to say anything about what she'd been doing and I decided that was fine. All in good time. I'd love to watch her masturbate for me.

		I didn't have to wait long, it turned out. That Friday as I was getting ready to go out for my run, Melli came back from school, quickly changed into a lavender chemise and lace panties, poured herself a glass of wine and sat down on the couch.

		"Starting early tonight, huh?" I said.

		"I'm just in the mood. See you when you get back."

		She seemed anxious for me to go, and I knew why--she wanted to watch the videos of those lusty ladies making love to each other on video. I understood her getting turned on by the porno videos, but she was in no mood for me after she had rubbed an orgasm or two watching the action.

		But, I couldn't resist a sly smile, "Have a good time," I said as I left. 'I know you will!' I thought to myself.

		It was a warm, humid night and the sultry air felt as though it was caressing my skin as I ran. It was sensuous, and I got excited about getting back home. Thinking about what Melli must be up to was turning me on. My nipples began to stand up on my bouncing breasts as I imagined her back on the couch, fingering her pussy while she gazed at the lesbian video sex show.

		My own twat was getting warm now, partly from the exercise but mostly from anticipation of how hot Melli would be when I got back to the house. 'This has got to be the night that she lets me watch her pleasure herself,' I thought to myself.

		It was the perfect time of the month for both of us (one advantage of going together--I learned that our periods are pretty much in synch). Melli would have worked herself up to a fever pitch by now, I figured and I couldn't wait any longer. Cutting my jog short by five minutes, I turned and headed for home.

		I made my usual noisy entrance and found Melli sprawled on the couch. Although the TV was off, the DVD player light was on. I had guessed right. A bottle of wine was on the table now--half empty. Melli looked up at me with a naughty look in her eyes. Her shapely legs were crossed and her tousled top gave me a good view of her cleavage.

		"Hi," she said, staring at me with a smoldering look in her eyes that I'd never seen before.

		"Hello... You look comfortable," I replied as I stood in front of her.

		My muscles tingled from the run. I felt like a hot Amazon, facing her there with my hands on my hips.

		"Mmmm. Feeling good," Melli purred, shifting her body directly toward me and letting her legs slide apart to reveal a panty-covered twat.

		She seemed ready to do it. I was tempted to jump on her right then and there, but I wanted to wash up first.

		"I'm going to jump in the shower."

		Melli's reply confirmed my fondest hopes, "Don't be away too long," she said with an inviting smile.

		"I won't, babe. You can count on that"

		After washing up, I pulled on some sleek, high-cut bikini panties and a risqué half tank top that teasingly showed off the bottom of my breasts. I got back to the living room as quick as I could, grabbed a glass and poured some wine as I sat down on the couch next to her. Melli sidled up next to me and cuddled. She was a bit tipsy; but she seemed determined, too.

		"I have a confession to make," she said, lowering her eyes. I was hoping that she was going to tell me about her masturbatory fantasies..

		"I...I've been watching videos," she said. "You know, the ones with the women... the ones you keep in here?"

		Melli looked up at me as she said this, her thin eyebrows raised high as her eyes pleaded with mine to be understanding. I was only too happy to accommodate.

		"Hey, that's fine, honey," I said reassuringly, reaching over to touch her cheek softly. "They're there for the taking. I only keep them here so my husband and son don't get outraged and have a fit.

		"They don't offend me...," she said.

		Her voice trailed off as the sexual tension between us began to build. Our eyes were locked on each other. The scent of Melli's musky perfume mixed with mine as our bodies drew closer together. The room seemed to be getting warmer, and I was sure we both knew what was coming next. Our lovemaking had peaked weeks ago, we had started to take each other for granted. My visits didn't always end in torrid sex.

		"The videos don't offend me; they turn me on," Melli breathed as she placed her hand on my leg and slid it slowly up along the inside of my thigh.

		It felt marvelous to have her touch me there, less than a foot from my now-tingling pussy.There was no longer any question of holding back. She wanted it--now. I ran my hand back from her cheek to cup her neck and pulled her face to mine. Melli's eyelids closed as our lips met. It was our first really passionate kiss like forever, and it was wonderful.

		The touch of her lips gave me a magic feeling that seemed to bring back everything I had ever thought about this lovely lady: how I had wanted her, longed to hold her, how much I cared for her, and how sexy she was--especially now. My heart welled up with emotion and, just at that moment, our mouths opened as one.

		Melli's tongue slipped through my lips and met my own in a loving caress. At first we French kissed slowly, but soon the improbably wet fire of our lust ignited in mutual passion. Our lips opened wide to accommodate the love-play of our tongues, which began to move faster and faster against each other. I felt her run her hands up my belly to touch my tits under my shirt. It was heavenly.

		Only Melli really knows how to hold them. 'Only Melli...' I thought happily.

		Suddenly, I felt a powerful butch impulse rush through me. Grasping her head gently but firmly, I pulled Melli's lips hard down on mine and tensed my tongue into a firm cone. I began to fuck her mouth with it as if I was fucking her cunt.

		Melli surrendered gratefully under the onslaught as I repeatedly impaled her mouth with the hot, sodden tongue-piston and she began to lay back on the couch, wrapping her arms around my torso and drawing me down with her. Like leaves in autumn, I fell down softly upon her lovely reclining figure--first the strands of my hair made contact, then my pointing breasts, then my arms, my hips, till finally I lay full upon her.

		The thrusts of my tongue slowed as I started to grind my pussy over her thigh. With each pump I felt myself getting damper. Melli began to take control now. Her tongue was now the aggressor, licking and probing my waiting mouth. Meanwhile, she reached up around and grasped my butt in her fingers, raising her thigh even harder into my crotch.

		Oh, it felt so good to have her hold me like that again, her hands kneading my ass as we rocked back and forth together on the couch. It felt so good to again be able to physically express my lust for Melli and to feel her so lovingly reciprocate. I knew she felt the same way... our hearts were open to each other and the love flowing between us was powerfully real.

		Since then, we haven't done much but spend time with each other. But that's a story for another day...

		***

		The walk up the steps seemed to take forever. It had been a long and tiring day. I only had one thought on my mind. To get in the hotel room, get comfortable and settle down with a glass of wine. Fumbling with my room key, I finally got the door unlocked and walked in. Closing the door behind me, I set the two locks and the dead bolt. Turning, I placed my briefcase on the floor in the foyer, I won't be needing it tonight, whatever is in it, can wait until tomorrow. As I walk into the sitting room I strip down, dropping my clothes on the floor as I go, stopping only to turn on the television as I pass by.

		I head directly to the bath and turn on the taps and add the bubble bath. When the temperature is right, I head to the kitchenette to pour myself a glass of wine. Just enough to enjoy while I soak in the tub. Returning to the bath I light some candles, I had brought along with me, to set the mood and I sank into the tub. Slowly sipping the wine I let the water and bubbles sooth my aching body. Reclining with my legs stretched out before me, I notice my toenails should be done again but that can wait. I let the atmosphere soak into me, mellowing me. Almost lulled asleep, I force myself awake and begin to shave my legs and I notice how soft my skin feels. It must be that new cream.

		Reluctantly I get out of the tub, pat myself dry and cover myself with moisturizing cream. While it is soaking in, I do my hair and makeup. Putting on a light silky robe I go to the kitchen, pour some more wine and move to the balcony window, to look over the city. I love the view at night. All the stars and city lights put me in a dream mood. I look at the other buildings around me, wondering who is in there, what they are doing and if any are like me. Alone and thoughtful.

		Sometimes, I see other people standing at their windows gazing out over the city. What are they thinking? What are they looking at? Who are they watching? I look. Sometimes I see things I can't stop looking at. No one is in the room across the way. I think I am a voyeur.

		Since both my children were older, Brooklynn off at college. I was able to get my MBA and worked for a Big Four consulting group. My husband travelled quite a bit in his job, and I being away was not an inconvenience to our relationship. And it allowed me to stay in touch with Melli. Beautiful Melli.

		Turning, I go over to my computer and turn it on. Time to visit my friends on the Internet. While the computer boots up, I go to my bedroom to select some clothes for the evening. I think I am in a black mood tonight. Opening my suitcase, I remove the black seamed nylons, black thong and black lace garter belt and bra set.

		From my closet, I retrieve my favorite shoes, black pumps with 5 " heels and ankle straps. I call them my "FMP" shoes. Fuck me pumps! I am feeling naughty tonight. Who would think this quiet mother of two, married person during the day, would transform at night into someone full of lust and desire.

		Removing my robe, I admire myself in the mirror. I am glad I look after myself, and it shows. I cup my breasts and my nipples are extended, they ache a little bit. The body lotion I have applied has soaked in and my skin is soft. I put on the garter and bra, then, stepping over to the dressing table chair, I sit and roll up one stocking and slide it over my foot and pull it up my leg making sure the seam is straight then I do the same for the other leg.

		Standing up, I turn my back to the full-length mirror and as I do up the stockings to the garter belt, I line up the seams again. I run my hands up the nylons on my legs making sure they are pulled up and secure. Next, I step into my thong and slide it up my body and into place. I love the way it feels, the way it invades my body. I slip my feet into my heels and raise one foot to do up the ankle strap and then the other. These shoes make my legs look much longer.

		I walk into the living room and sit before the computer on my specially adapted chair and log on to the Internet and my friends. In a short time I will be chatting away to people I can relate to. I go to my favorite site but Melli is not there yet, in fact, no one is there yet that I recognize. I went to another site. A site with pictures. Pictures of everyday people doing things I wish I were doing. I wish I could feel, taste and smell what they were experiencing.

		The pictures are getting to me; I am showing signs of arousal. Back to my favorite site there are a number of people there now that I know. We go through the formalities then get down to why we are there. A number of us have net cams and we can see each other as we talk. This video hookup allows Melli and me to see and talk to each other while I am away on business.

		Melli is on now and the two of us always have great stories to tell. As we are talking, I can see she has outdone herself tonight. She is sitting in front of her computer with a white sheer peignoir on that she left unbuttoned.

		Occasionally the peignoir opens, revealing her breasts and nipples; she is really putting on a show. I compliment her on her outfit and she opens it up and massages and squeezes her nipple for me until it is sticking out. She then puts a finger in her mouth and then circles her nipple with it, and blows on it. I can't believe how big it is.

		I find myself doing the same thing and I forgot about the camera and she smiles at me knowingly. She tells me she has a surprise for me later on, but first we have to play a little. Pushing her chair back a bit, now I can see all of her and she runs her hands up and down her body, all the while telling me about this person she met today and how much they turned her on. Meanwhile her hands are traveling up her inner thighs to the top and skimming over herself, teasing. I catch glimpses of her hairless body and she knows how I am reacting. I let my one hand wander over me as I am watching her and now she is watching me as I raise my hand to my breast, push aside my bra and play with the nipple.

		Teasing it, making it swell and stiffen. I feel myself getting more aroused. Looking back at the screen, Melli tells me she is ready to show me her surprise. She motions to someone off camera and a person appears beside her, but I don't see the face. Melli reaches over, unzips the person's jeans and puts her hand inside, rubbing up and down, she grasps hold and pulls out an erect penis. Pumping it with both hands, Melli turns and looks into the camera and licks her lips, then turns back and bends her head forward. I can see her kissing the head and her tongue flicks out every so often to tease the tip, while her right hand pumps and her left hand is busy on herself.

		I am so aroused, I find the lifelike dildo I have stashed near the computer and I do the same as Melli, trying to feel and taste what she is feeling and tasting now. I imagine myself as her. I hold it with one hand while my other is exploring my own body. I watch her, as I work on my own body, I mimic her actions. She is no longer kissing the head, but wrapping her red lips around it and sucking it in, making it go deeper into her mouth with each stroke of her hand. Now it is going all the way in and just when it seems he will explode, she pulls her head away.

		They change positions and now she is sideways, bent over the chair and I can see him inserting himself up her butt. Now I see her surprise. The other person is a woman dressed as a man who is wearing a lifelike strap on dildo. It's a tall lanky lesbian that has joined us in several threesomes. Her name is Teddy. First she is teasing her, rubbing it up and down her crevice. Then she places the head at her opening and slowly pushes, forcing the head in, then she withdraws, then pushes in again. I wish I could hear Melli and what she is saying.

		I change my position and place my dildo on the seat of the chair using its suction base to hold it there. I know exactly where to place it. I lower myself down unto it, then rise up slowly, teasing myself as I watch Melli and her friend. Slowly, I lower myself again, all the way down this time and I feel myself stretching inside and filling up. It feels delicious. I lean back in my chair and place my legs over the arms of the chair, opening myself up to the camera as I pleasure myself, while I watch Melli and her friend.

		She is all the way in, pumping faster and faster. Melli has her head turned watching me and I can see the expression of lust on her face. Teddy has both of her hands on Melli's hips and she pulls her onto the phallus. Suddenly she withdraws and walks around to the front of Melli. She waves it in her face and Melli opens her mouth waiting to receive it, as she slaps it against her face, she takes hold of it and puts it into her mouth.

		I too am at the point of being ready to cum myself. Once Melli has cleaned Teddy's 'penis' off with her mouth, she stands up and Teddy kneels before her and moving her peignoir aside, she prepares to please her. Sliding her hands up her legs, she moves her face towards her and gently kisses Melli's thighs and the fold in her crotch.

		I see her tongue searching through Melli's' slit, licking and sucking. I can almost smell Melli's' desire. I can't wait any longer. Moving my thong aside, my fingers bury themselves in me and I begin to pump as I slide up and down on the dildo that impales me.

		In no time, I am spurting all over my hand as I see Melli release herself on Teddy's face as she tries to catch it with her tongue. I love Melli and our Internet Affair!

		"I'll see you tomorrow night when I get home sweetheart", I tell Melli once my breath returns to normal.

		END
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