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   SWEET SUMMER SURRENDER
 
    
 
   How it started, she had no idea. Where it led she couldn’t believe.
 
    
 
   Cougar mom Brooke needed a vacation in the worst way. Recently divorced—her husband had left her for another woman—she retreats to Cape Cod for the summer, joined by her eighteen-year-old step-daughter Chloe and her college roommate Sabrina. At first, the pretty MILF tries to resist Sabrina’s sexual advances, but soon her extended carnal dry spell and her own wanton appetite conspire against her willpower. As Sabrina aggressively pursues her, Brooke’s resistance begins to crumble. Can she remain resolute or will she surrender to the unrelenting young and beautiful Sabrina?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   SWEET SUMMER SURRENDER
 
    
 
    
 
   Nine months after Matt left us—my husband, Chloe’s father—she and I rented a small, white cottage with a pool in Cape Cod. Only a block from the ocean. It was nirvana. Three months with no work, no entanglements, no worries. Just the open sea, sand, and summer sun.
 
   Chloe was home from her first year in college and though she was only my step-daughter, I was pleased when she asked if she could stay with me for the summer. We’d always been close and she was really mad at her father for stepping out on me. I said of course, and even agreed when she asked if her roommate Sabrina could join us. I liked Sabrina, she was a good kid. The more the merrier, I told her. 
 
   That first day Chloe, Sabrina, and I unpacked the car. 
 
   They agreed to put everything away, make up the beds and get us settled in while I ran to the store and picked up some last minute provisions. Most important on the list, buying the booze. Once I’d returned and stocked the bar, put the beer in the refrigerator, chilled the wine, and made up a pitcher of very strong, well-deserved daiquiris, I changed into my bathing suit and went out back to the pool where I found Sabrina, alone, already in a bikini, lounging in a chaise, and soaking up the sun.
 
   “Hey, honey. Where’s Chloe?”
 
   Sabrina put a hand over her sunglasses-covered eyes, shading them from the strong sun. “Oh, hi, Mrs. Hammond. She went into town to go see some movie.”
 
   “On a beautiful day like this? That’s crazy.”
 
   “That’s what I said.” Sabrina shrugged her shoulders, as if to say, to each their own.
 
   “I brought you something.” I put the pitcher of daiquiris and three glasses down on the glass table between the chaises. Though they were only nineteen years old I figured they were probably already drinking at school so what was the harm here, where I could supervise.
 
   Sabrina rolled her head and lowered her sunglasses to glance at the drinks. “Gee, Mrs. H. Thanks.”
 
   I sat sideways on the chaise, facing her. “You’re welcome. That’s a pretty bikini.”
 
   The girl was gorgeous. Pretty and thin and tones and tanned, with thick, dark, black hair—very much like mine—held back off her face with a pink headband. Mine was tied in a ponytail and draped down my back.
 
   “Thanks. I bought it up at school. There’s a quarry the kids go to when it’s nice.”
 
   Sabrina, like Chloe, was in her freshman year at college. I was glad she was Chloe’s roommate. Chloe had needed a good friend. She’d been through a lot over the past year. Her dad leaving me—us—just after her eighteenth birthday for his bimbo secretary that was only a couple of years older than his own daughter was. What a cliché, right?
 
   But I should have expected it.
 
   After all, wasn’t I the younger woman Matt left Chloe’s mom for? 
 
   Men. Bastards. Who needed them?
 
   I sipped my drink.
 
   “Your bathing suit’s nice too, Mrs. H.”
 
   “Please, call me Brooke. Mrs. H makes me sound so old.” It was a black two-piece. I tugged on the strap that circled around the back of my neck which jiggled my big boobs. The suit had a bow centered between my tits that matched the ties at the side of the bikini bottoms. 
 
   I’m not over the hill yet, old enough to be Chloe’s and Sabrina’s for that matter real mom, just barely. I keep myself in decent shape with the expensive health club membership I insisted Matt continue to pay for me as part of the final divorce agreement. I look good, I know I do. Yet, since Matt split on me, I’ve felt a bit more self-conscious of late. Afraid maybe I’d lost some of my old sex appeal.
 
   “And thanks for the compliment but I feel a little uncomfortable wearing it.”
 
   Sabrina lifted her head. “Why?”
 
   “I don’t know. I’m not as young and pretty as I used to be. Not like you.”
 
   “Oh, Mrs.….Brooke, stop." That’s just pity talk because that bastard of a husband left you. You’re beautiful. He’s a jerk for leaving some one as pretty as you. I hope he picks up an STD from that skank he hooked up with.”
 
   I nearly spewed my drink across the patio. “Sabrina!”
 
   “I’m sorry but it’s true. Chloe thinks so too. She’s pissed.” 
 
   “I’m not surprised. But enough about him, we’re here to enjoy our vacation together. Before you know it September will be here and all this will be a memory.”
 
   “Agreed.”
 
   Sabrina closed her eyes behind her dark sunglasses, wiggled her shoulders and her butt like she was trying to snuggle into the warm cushion under her. She sighed. “This is nice.”
 
   “It is.”
 
   While I sipped my drink I stared at my step-daughter’s friend and marveled at what a beautiful young woman she was. She had these pretty, perky boobs and long, shapely legs. She and I share a similar, easily burned, porcelain skin tone. 
 
   I grabbed the bottle of SP50 from the table and squirted a blob of the white cream into the palm of my hands, rubbing them together to warm it up. At the fart-y sound it made, Sabrina glanced over as I untied and removed my bikini top, exposing my boobs, and began to lather them up.
 
   She lifted her head and arched an eyebrow in my direction. “Mrs. H!”
 
   As I continued to rub coconut suntan lotion into my tits, I said, “What? I always tan topless.”
 
   “You do?”
 
   “Don’t you?”
 
   “No. I’m afraid I’ll burn ’em.”
 
   I laughed. “Oh, sweetie. Use enough lotion and you’ll be fine.”
 
   “You think?”
 
   “Sure. I’ll do you back and shoulders if you want.”
 
   “Okay.” She sat up so her back was to me. Her long, jet black hair hung down over her back in shimmering waves, damp and sweat-stuck to her skin. As I applied more lotion to my palms and warmed it up between them, Sabrina scooped her hair off her back and neck and held it gathered over her one shoulder.
 
   I spread the lotion over her neck and shoulders and then down her back, really working it into her skin, hot from the sun. “You need some?”
 
   Sabrina twisted around and cupped her hands. 
 
   I squirted lotion into them. As she turned back around and rubbed her hands together I untied her bikini top.
 
   She shot me a look over her shoulder. “Mrs. H!”
 
   “I’m not going to be the only one with sun-bronzed boobs around here, sweetie.” Next I untied where the strings of the bikini were looped and tied around her neck. The minuscule piece of cloth dropped into her lap. “Get you boobs really good.”
 
   “Yes, Ma’am,” Sabrina said with exaggerated sarcasm.
 
   We lay back down and I glanced over at the sweet topless girl. So beautiful.
 
   I’d been that beautiful once upon a time. What had happened?
 
   Sabrina had neat, small but perky breasts with big, puffy areolas and stiff nipples. Coated with suntan lotion they gleamed in the bright sun. Her legs were shapely and toned. Chloe had told me Sabrina was a runner, three miles a day, twice a day. Her stomach was flat. Perspiration beaded on skin, filling her cute little bellybutton with a tiny pool of sweat.
 
   She caught me staring at her. She blushed. “What?”
 
   “Nothing.”
 
   I turned my face to the sun and closed my eyes. 
 
   Seagulls cawed, the sound coming from the nearby beach. A bell clanged. Probably a buoy, warning boaters of a sandbar. I opened one eye to see a kite flying high, high overhead. It’s long tail fluttering in the wind. Snapping. The sun warm on my skin.
 
   I dozed off. Sometime later…
 
   “Mrs. H?”
 
   Startled awake, I said, “Yes, sweetie?”
 
   “We should finish these drinks before…they get warm.”
 
   I lulled my head to the side. Sabrina sat sideways on her chaise lounge, facing me. She held a daiquiri to her mouth, sipping daintily from the straw. Still topless, her skin glowed shiny and wet, a mix of lotion and perspiration from the sun.
 
   I sat up realizing how hot the sun had made me too.
 
   “An excellent suggestion, Sabrina.”
 
   But as I reached for my drink, Sabrina put hers down.
 
   She reached out and put her hand on the side of my neck, her fingers cold from gripping the ice-filled glass. She leaned in—her other hand clasped underneath my chin—and kissed me.
 
   On the lips!
 
   I tried to pull back but she held me and kissed me again.
 
   She showered my mouth and chin and cheeks with kisses, making little kissy, smack-y sounds. Her lips were hot and soft and moist.
 
   “Sabrina. What…”
 
   Her hand on my neck slipped down over my oily and sweaty chest. She cupped my naked breast and squeezed.
 
   “Oh, Sabrina. Don’t.”
 
   “Why not?” she asked between kisses her breath hot on my mouth.
 
   I removed her hand from my breast and pushed it away. 
 
   I pulled back, brushing her hand from my chin. “What are you doing?”
 
   Sabrina bit her lip and looked downcast. I couldn’t tell if she was embarrassed or simply playing coy. “I just had this sudden urge to kiss you is all.”
 
   “Sabrina. That wouldn’t be…right.”
 
   “Why not?”
 
   Suddenly I felt lightheaded. My heart raced in my chest. I found it hard to breathe. I stood up. I snatched up my towel and my bikini top and in doing so I hit the table between our lounge chairs with my leg, upsetting, but not knocking over, the daiquiris.
 
   With my things gathered up and held to my breasts like a cover-up, I headed for the house.
 
   “Where are you going, Mrs. H? Brooke?”
 
   I went to the master bedroom where there was an en suite bathroom and took a shower.
 
   Done with that, I stepped from the stall into the bathroom tiled in white and full of humid steam. I toweled off still not sure what to think about Sabrina and what had occurred down at the pool. Or how to address it going forward. 
 
   I needed time to think but unfortunately I didn’t get it.
 
   “Hey, Mrs. H.”
 
   Through the fog in the mirror I saw Sabrina standing in the open doorway behind me. My first reaction was to grab for my towel, to cover up. I hated that. I’ve always been a very open person, open about my body. Never ashamed. But being naked around her I suddenly felt embarrassed.
 
   “Sabrina.” My voice was icy enough to re-freeze our daiquiris.
 
   “Come on, Mrs. H. Don’t be like that.” 
 
   Sabrina walked into the bathroom bold as brass. She’d had the decency to put a T-shirt on but she’d removed her headband, letting her hair down. It hung long and flowing down her back and framed her porcelain white face. She had gorgeous cheekbone structure and a square chin. 
 
   She came up behind me and put her hands on my hips and kissed the back of my shoulder. I wished I’d wrapped the damn towel around me after all. I closed my eyes. 
 
   “I didn’t mean to make you upset, Mrs. H.” She kissed my warm, damp skin again. “But it’s not a big deal.”
 
   “I…I don’t know what to say. How I’m supposed to feel about this?”
 
   She glided her hands over my hips. The contact was electric.
 
   “Well, if you hadn’t teased me that way in the first place.”
 
   I turned around to face her. “What way?”
 
   “Taking your top off—”
 
   “I didn’t mean… I wasn’t thinking.”
 
   “And oiling up your big, beautiful titties in front of me like that.” She said it staring at my boobs. Point made. I made a feebly attempt to cover myself with an arm across my breasts.
 
   “And taking my top off,” Sabrina said, actually moving in closer, crowding me. “And lathering me up like that.”
 
   “I was just…okay, I can see where you maybe, might, could think I was coming on to you. But that was not my intention. At all. I’m your best friend’s mother.”
 
   “But you did.” She moved in so close I could smell her coconut suntan lotion and apricot shampoo.
 
   “Okay.” I pushed her back a step only, realizing how uncomfortable she was making me. “Go to the living room and wait for me.” She raised an eyebrow and gave me a seductive smile. To which, I said, “Nothing like that. I’ll get dress and we’ll talk about this. Like adults.”
 
   “Okay.” Her disappointment came across loud and clear.
 
   As she left, I called out, “And put on some real clothes.”
 
   Ten minutes later, I walked into the living room. I’d put on a pair of tight, skinny, blue jeans and a simple white T-shirt. Most of the rest of my stuff was still packed away in suitcases. I sat down on the couch next to Sabrina.
 
   I’d rejected the idea of a drink, as much as I needed it and opted for the pack of cigarettes on the coffee table instead. As I shook one out and lit it, I was conscious of Sabrina watching me. As if she was scrutinizing me. It made me very uncomfortable and it took three flicks of the lighter for me to finally get the damn cigarette lit, my hands shook that much.
 
   I sucked in a large, soothing lungful of smoke.
 
   Then I let it out.
 
   Sabrina sat with one leg drawn up on the sofa, bent and tucked under her. She had her arm stretched out along the back of the couch, wearing the same T-shirt as before but she had put on a pair of jeans, like I’d asked. She looked amazing with her hair down and loose, and still damp on the tips. She smelled of coconut suntan oil and I noted a new, faint floral fragrancy. She’d dabbed on perfume.
 
   Damn her.
 
   “Sabrina, honey. We need to talk.”
 
   “Come on, Mrs. H. It was no big deal.”
 
   I took a drag of my cigarette. “Sabrina. You kissed me. On the mouth.”
 
   “It’s it because I’m a girl that’s got you all upset?”
 
   “No, yes, I mean I’m not…into…”
 
   She reached out and took my cigarette. She took a puff and blew the smoke out. “Girls? Or just me?”
 
   “No, It’s not that at all.”
 
   “Don’t you think I’m attractive?”
 
   “Yes. Of course. You’re beautiful. Gorgeous.”
 
   She handed the cigarette back to me, and beaming from ear to ear.
 
   “Mrs. H. I think I love you.”
 
   Smoke curled up from the cigarette I held between my fingers, almost forgotten in my lap. “Wait. What? You mean in love with me?”
 
   She nodded and smiled.
 
   “You can’t be.”
 
   “I am. You’re sexy and funny and you’ve such a good person. What’s not to love?”
 
   “I…but, Sabrina, what you’re suggesting...it’s…inappropriate.”
 
   “It’s not. I’m nineteen, Mrs. H. An adult.”
 
   “You know what I mean,” I said, feeling like the more I tried to dig out of the situation the deeper in I fell.
 
   Sabrina sighed. “Have you ever been with a woman, Mrs. H? Is that what the problem is?”
 
   “You mean…like that?”
 
   “Yes.” She rolled her eyes. “Like that.”
 
   “No. I don’t—”
 
   “Your husband’s been gone almost a year.” She moved in closer to me. Her leg pressed up against mine. “You haven’t been with anybody since, have you?”
 
   “I don’t think—”
 
   “Come on, Mrs. H. Spill.”
 
   “No. I have not.” I took a drag on my cigarette. “And for a while before that to be perfectly honest.”
 
   “See?” Sabrina said as if it proved some point. “You’ve gotta be really fucking horny then.”
 
   “Sabrina!”
 
   “You’ve got to be! Admit it.”
 
   I felt my cheeks get hot. It was my turn to roll my eyes. “Okay sure. I’m horny. Fine. You happy?”
 
   She took my cigarette and after taking another long drag, stabbed it out in the ashtray on the coffee table. Then she shifted in her seat on the couch, sat up on her knees and leaned over me. She swept my thick, frizzy, black hair off my shoulder. She kissed my neck. Her suntan lotion and perfume smelled intoxicating.
 
   “I can be,” she whispered into my ear. “And you can be too.”
 
   “What are you—”
 
   She kissed my cheek. 
 
   I said, “Stop.”
 
   I tried to push her away but she refused to budge. She ran her hand over my thigh, then down between the sofa cushion and my ass, pulling me up against her. She tried to kiss my mouth. I turned away. She kissed my cheek. “Do this for me. Please.”
 
   “Sabrina, we can’t.”
 
   She chucked my chin and turned my face toward her. “Why not?”
 
   Before I could answer, she kissed me. Her lips were so soft. So warm.
 
   I would be lying if I said it didn’t stir something deep inside of me. Nine months, I thought. But it had been a hell of a lot longer dry spell than that.
 
   She ran her hand up under my hair, caressing my neck, but holding me too, as she climbed on top of me. Kissing me. Pinning me in the corner of the sofa. She ran the tip of her tongue over my lips, moistening them. She flicked her tongue against my closed teeth. 
 
   I refused to let her tongue me.
 
   She rubbed her breasts against mine, then cupped one of my boobs and squeezed.
 
   I pushed her back. “Sabrina, we can’t.”
 
   “We can.” A kiss. “Relax.” Another kiss. “You’ll like it. I promise.”
 
   It had been so long. 
 
   And then she did it.
 
   She reached down deep between us and rubbed her hand over my crotch. 
 
   I gasped and swallowed hard. “Oh, Sabrina.”
 
   She smiled. “You like that. It feels good, doesn’t it?”
 
   “It feels wrong.” I swallowed again, but God did it feel good.
 
   She dropped down on her knees and pushed my T-shirt up over my breasts. I hadn’t put on a bra. She rubbed her hands over my big boobs. My nipples stiffened. Sabrina began sucking on them and I was done.
 
   Any resistance I’d harbored melted away. My breath caught in my throat. My pussy was damp. My body had betrayed me. My needs overwhelmed me. 
 
   I stroked her thick, black hair, and made no more attempts to stop her. “Oh, Sabrina.”
 
   She kept at it for some time, and I fell further and further down into a well of desire and long unsatisfied need. When she paused to take a break, I sat up and stripped my T-shirt off.
 
   “I’m not going to be the only topless one around here, young lady.”
 
   She smiled big and happy. “Yes, ma’am.”
 
   She stripped her shirt off then she untied her bikini top letting her boobs spring loose. Nowhere near as large as mine—I thought with bitchy pride—but hers were nothing to be ashamed of. She tossed her top aside. “Touch them, Mrs. H.”
 
   I’d never touched another woman’s breasts before. But I didn’t hesitate to do so now. At one point or another in every girl’s life it’s a fantasy, regardless of orientation, right?
 
   I cupped them and rubbed my thumbs over her big, puffy, brown nipples. They were already rock hard. 
 
   “Kiss them, Mrs. H.”
 
   I did as she asked, leaning in and holding them and squeezing them. I kissed first one then the other, then I suckled them the way she had mine. Sabrina let out a held breath. I figured I was doing it right.
 
   Then without a word to each other, we stood up and stripped out of our jeans. She still had her bikini bottoms on underneath. I was without anything. She watched me with a playful desire in the dark, green eyes.
 
   “Going commando. You naughty girl, you.”
 
   “Stop. I just hadn’t unpacked all my things yet.”
 
   “Sure.” She came over to me and grabbed both sides of my face and kissed me full and passionately on the mouth. 
 
   She laid me back down on the couch and climbed over me again. Her skin warm to the touch. “This is going to be so much fun.”
 
   I ran my hands along her upper arms without saying anything, just giving in to the shower of kisses she rained all over my naked body. 
 
   She teasingly gave me access to her body as well. A quick kiss of her nipple and then she’d move away. I’d rub her leg and then she’d reposition it. She’d kiss my mouth and I’d run my hand up through her hair before she’d sit back and cause my hand to fall away. Access and denial. Contact and withdrawal. Teasing. Frustrating and seductive.
 
   Damn you, Sabrina. Damn you.
 
   “We should stop,” I said, with all the forcefulness of a gentle, spring breeze.
 
   As was typical, my daughter’s friend didn’t listen to me. Instead, she ran her hand down between my legs. Her fingers slipped between my pussy lips.
 
   I cooed.
 
   She said, “You’re wet.”
 
   Unable to speak, I swallowed and nodded. “Uh-huh.”
 
   “You’re very wet.”
 
   “Uh-huh.” Tease.
 
   With her other hand she cupped my boob and between her thumb and forefinger she squeezed my nipple. I moaned.
 
   “We should go,” I said, when I managed to get my voice back, “into the bedroom.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Queen-size bed.” I sat up. “More comfortable.”
 
   “Okay.” Sabrina held my hand while I stood up. She scooted around the coffee table, still holding my hand, leading me as I willfully followed. 
 
   We left my cigarette in the ashtray, burning down to a butt.
 
   In the bedroom, I sat down on the edge. The comforter was big and puffy, the mattress underneath pillow-y. Sabrina stood in front of me, holding my hands in hers in my lap. Then she pushed me so I fell back with my feet still on the carpeted floor. She stripped out of her bikini bottoms so fast and in what had to be an often performed move. 
 
   I wondered how many times before me.
 
   She climbed up over me, slathered my nipples with wet kisses then clamped her mouth around mine, letting her tongue loose inside my mouth. We kissed. She rubbed and pressed her hot body against mine. Her flesh slid over my skin. My nerve-endings exploded.
 
   I finger combed her hair while she licked my nipples again, teasing them with the tip of her tongue. Then she climbed off me and dropped down onto her knees between my legs. 
 
   “Sabrina, I don’t think—”
 
   “Too late, Mrs. H,” she said, and ran her tongue up and down my wet opening. 
 
   “Oh.” My breath caught in my throat. She pushed her tongue inside my pussy. “Oh!” She licked, up and down like she was eating an ice cream cone, and moaning deliriously. Then she flicked her tongue over my clit. “OH!” I clutched my ass and bucked from the bed. “Ohhhh!”
 
   “You like that?”
 
   “Oh, God, yes.”
 
   I spread my legs wider. 
 
   She kissed and licked and suckled and licked and kissed more.
 
   I grabbed my boobs and tugged on my stiff nipples. My breathing got heavier and heavier. My stomach—flat and toned—undulated under her oral assault. The bed rocked, the headboard creaked.
 
   And then she stopped!
 
   My disappointment was earth-shattering. “Sabrina, don’t stop. Please.”
 
   But she climbed up over me and kissed my mouth, wet and slick with my own warm pussy juice. We tongued and I tried to suck in all of the cooze from her slick face. Her hanging boobs raked my nipples. Her body—she was on hands and knees—straddled over me, rocked. 
 
   Then she rolled off.
 
   She laid on her back, naked, with her legs cocked and spread. “Go down on me, Mrs. H. Eat my pussy out.”
 
   “Sabrina, I don’t—”
 
   “You want to. You know you do.”
 
   I looked at her shaved pussy. She’d done me one better and had a bare Brazilian wax. 
 
   And my mouth watered. So, I did.
 
   I ran my fingers over her gleaming, wet lips. Then I touched them with my tongue. Sour and tangy, she tasted delicious. My head spun. I went to town on her, shoving my tongue inside her and wagging it around the way I loved to have my pussy eaten out. 
 
   The way Sabrina wiggled against me and moaned, I assumed she was a fan of my technique. The more I licked her and the deeper her groans became, the hotter I got. Who’d have thought eating pussy would get me so horny. I reached down with my free hand and twaddled my own sex while I continued to pummel hers with my tongue.
 
   “Oh, my. Yes.”
 
   We continued on like that for a while. Sabrina’s withering against me grew more chaotic, more violent, until she was bucking on the bed. The headboard started to bang against the wall. 
 
   “Oh, Mrs. H. Oh! OH YES!” She reached for me, her fingers grabbing for my head. “Please, stop.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Come up here. Kiss me.”
 
   I pulled back and rubbed my hand over my mouth, tasting her juices. I crawled up over her, like she had to me earlier. We kissed. She licked her tongue around my mouth, circling it, lapping up any lingering juices left on my glistening lips.
 
   Surprisingly, she urged me to roll over. I did, ending up on my back. Sabrina crawled back down in between my legs. She looked at me with a devious smile. “Time to finish you off.”
 
   “I can’t wait, sweetie.”
 
   Nor did I have to wait long. 
 
   Sabrina dove in tongue first as it were, and went to town. 
 
   My pussy was wet and swollen. I was eager. 
 
   On her elbows and knees, Sabrina’s lovely ass was high in the air, rocking back and forth while she spread my lips with her thumbs and wagged her tongue all over my nether region—as my mother used to call it—lapping up my practically flowing juices. 
 
   I bucked and rotated my hips and ran my fingers through her jet black hair. 
 
   Sabrina stayed singularly focused.
 
   I was nearing orgasm nirvana.
 
   “Ah, yes. Oh. Oh. Yes. Suck on it, sweetie.”
 
   Her lips were locked around my clit, her tongue flicking at my little love button. Then she added a finger. Oh God did that feel good. She started pumping it, fucking me with her finger.
 
   My ass tightened. I rocked my hips. 
 
   Her tongue ravaged me. 
 
   “Oh, huh, huh, huh. Oh! Oh!”
 
   Her finger pounded me.
 
   I was close…so close… “Oh, huh, oh!”
 
   Panting. Almost there. Almost. 
 
   “Sweetie,” I said.
 
   Sabrina ignored or didn’t hear me.
 
   I repeated more forcefully. “Sweetie!”
 
   Sabrina’s arms were wrapped around my legs. She looked up over my prone body, over my clutched, undulating stomach, over my over-sized boobs and my stiff nipples. Her green eyes stared at me; moist with desire, and need.
 
   “I need something more, sweetie.”
 
   “More what?”
 
   “Bigger.”
 
   I flung an arm toward the nightstand to my left. “Bottom drawer.”
 
   Sabrina knotted her dark eyebrows but scrambled off the bed. 
 
   I lay panting, so close but afraid I’d lose the near orgasmic state I was currently in. “Hurry.”
 
   She tore open the bottom drawer. Her mouth opened wide in surprise. “Mrs. H!”
 
   Then she smiled with appreciation as she pulled out the thick black dildo I’d stashed there for later use. She held it up and ran a fisted hand over it like she was giving it a hand job.
 
   She climbed back onto the bed, holding the dildo up like it was a prized possession while giving me a devilish smile. “I never would have thought.”
 
   “I needed more than Chloe’s father had, even before he ran off.”
 
   “More than…” Again her mouth hung open. “You mean?”
 
   I nodded, holding up my pinky to demonstrate. I was being charitable.
 
   Sabrina laughed. “Explains why Chloe’s an only child.”
 
   I spread my legs wide and started to rub my pussy. “Get it wet, sweetie.”
 
   Sabrina got into position between my legs and propped up on her elbows, her face inches from my sex. She slipped my dildo into her mouth, sucking it, giving it a sensual blow job that just watching her was almost enough to make me come.
 
   “You look like you’re good at that,” I said.
 
   Between sucks, she said, “I’ve never gotten any complaints.”
 
   “You nasty, girl, you. How’d I not know this about you?”
 
   She shrugged and withdrew the rubber cock from her mouth a final time. “Ready?”
 
   “Waiting, sweetie.”
 
   She rubbed the bulbous head of the thing over my pussy. 
 
   Then she slowly inserted it.
 
   I lay back on my elbows, fondling my tits as she gently forced the thick rubber cock inside me. I threw my head back and moaned but I wanted to watch too. I brought my head forward. Once she got it all the way in she began to withdraw it again. Without taking it all the way out, she began to pump it—in and out. In and out. 
 
   “Oh, oh, oh, yes, oh.” I couldn’t talk. I could barely breathe.
 
   Then as she rhythmically thrust it, Sabrina leaned in and began to lick my pussy too. She concentrated on my clit—licking and sucking and flicking the tip of her tongue against and around my love nub.
 
   My mouth hung open. My panting got louder and louder. I fondled my stiff nipples. My ass was clenched tight. I pushed my hips against each of Sabrina’s thrusts.
 
   “Does that feel good?”
 
   Her breath hot on my wet pussy.
 
   “Uh-huh, huh, huh.”
 
   And Sabrina took me over the edge. 
 
   My orgasm struck. “Ah, ah, ah, ah…”
 
   I arched my back and squeezed my ass so tight I quivered. My body seized. My undulating stomach clutched tight. I bucked my ass off the bed and rode that rubber cock inside me into the air with a gasp and a death grip on the comforter underneath me.
 
   After what felt like an eternity, my body when limp and I fell back onto the bed and came crashing back down to Earth. With a great exhale of breath, I panted, “Oh. My. God!”
 
   Sabrina climbed up beside me. “Like that?”
 
   “Oh, God, yes. That was…incredible.”
 
   “Here then.”
 
   “What?” She held the rubber dildo up in front of my face. “Open up.”
 
   I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue like I was going to the doctor. Instead of a tongue depressor, Sabrina slowly pushed the pussy juice slick rubber cock into my mouth. 
 
   “Taste good?”
 
   “Um,” I said around a mouthful of black, rubber, but delicious tasting cock. “Um, um.”
 
   I put my head back and let her slide the cock in and out my mouth. I sucked all my juices off it, giggling. When she took it out, she said, “My turn.”
 
   “What? Really?”
 
   “Why should you get all the fun?”
 
   Why indeed. “Okay.”
 
   Sabrina rolled on to her back and spread her legs. 
 
   I climbed between them and rubbed the head of that cock up and down her wet pussy, teasing her. She squeezed and kneaded her boobs so hard I thought they’d pop like overstuffed water balloons.
 
   “Oh, yeah, yeah. Oh, yeah.”
 
   When I slipped it in her, she gasped. 
 
   “Too rough?” I asked.
 
   “No.”
 
   I slipped it in deeper, turning it. 
 
   “Oh, oh. That’s it, Mrs. H. That’s it.”
 
   In and out. In and out. Slow at first, then faster and faster.
 
   “Go down on me. Use your tongue on my pussy.”
 
   I began to lick and kiss her wet lips around the shiny wet cock I pumped in and out of her pussy. She moaned and squirmed. 
 
   “Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck, yeah. Yeah. Oh, yes. Oh, yes. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”
 
   I didn’t. 
 
   And Sabrina wriggled and squirmed and then she reached up and took my hand, stopping me, pulling my arm away so that the dildo slipped out of her pussy.
 
   She rolled over and leaned on her elbows. She thrust her butt into the air. “In my ass.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Please, yes.” She reached a hand back and began fingering her sopping pussy. “Please!”
 
   I slipped the cock into my mouth wetting it really well again—and stealing a chance to taste Sabrina’s juices yet again. Then I slipped the dildo into her waiting, puckered hole.
 
   Surprised at how easily it slipped into her, I knew, she’s done this before.
 
   I worked it deep inside her, moving slow at first. 
 
   Sabrina laid her head on her forearm and stroked her wet pussy with her other hand, cooing, “Oh, yeah, Mrs. H, oh, yeah.”
 
   I pushed her hand away from her pussy and while still pumping her ass with the dildo I rubbed and fingered her pussy, occasionally kissing her firm well-rounded ass.
 
   “Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah. Yes. Oh, fuck yes!”
 
   Her breath came in great gasps now.
 
   “Oh, yes! Just like that! Oh, fuck!”
 
   She squeezed the comforter. 
 
   “Just like that! Just like that! Oh, God! Oh, fuck, I’m gonna come!”
 
   And she did.
 
   I kept doing what I was doing. 
 
   She squirmed and cried out. “Oh fuck, man! Oh, fuck! Ohhhh!”
 
   She buried her face in the comforter and screamed.
 
   When she was done, panting, she dropped to the bed and rolled over. She reached out for the dildo I’d just pulled out of her. “I want to taste it.”
 
   I dragged it once more along her dripping wet pussy lips. That caused a full body shiver and a giggle. She took the dildo and proceeded to suck it dry. She snickered around a mouthful of rubber cock and I laughed, still admittedly unsure how I felt about the whole affair as I lazily caressed her bent knee.
 
   “That was incredible, Sabrina. I had no idea being with a woman could be that…great.”
 
   Sabrina pulled the cock from her mouth. “I bet you’ve a few tricks you could teach me, too.”
 
   “Oh, I might be able to think of one or two.”
 
   Sabrina sat up. She kissed me long and hard on the mouth, embracing me tightly. When she let me go, she said, “I can’t wait to learn them all.”
 
   I smiled. “Patience, sweetie. The summer’s just begun.”
 
   I reached over her naked body, our skin slick with perspiration, and grabbed a pack of cigarettes and a lighter I’d left on the nightstand.
 
   We laid there and shared a smoke.
 
    
 
   ♥♥♥
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed Sweet Summer Surrender, be sure to check out Cammie’s other fine stories, 
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   Find them all here:
 
   Amazon.com:Cammie-Cummins
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