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The last half of the summer had gone by in a flash.

Now, here it was, the early part of September, and I lay in bed and watched the glorious sun rise through the open bedroom windows. A warm breeze stirred the curtains. Birds chirped outside. Another glorious day. As soft light warmed her bare skin. I stretched, feeling well-fucked.

Propped up on a few pillows and reclined against the headboard with a dreamy smile on my face, the lightweight comforter draped across my waist. Idly, I ran my fingers through the short shock of Daisy's black hair. The sweet, young girl was still asleep. Her warm body pressed to my side. A leg tossed over mine. Her head cradled against my shoulder. In the quiet, I listened to her soft breathing, enjoying the feel of her petite breasts as they rose and fell against my skin. 

It had been over a month since she and Shay had caught me with Marianne Reed—Daisy's mom.

A complicated situation that had begun with an indiscreet transition on my part—with Daisy. Over a viewed sex tape. But, in my defense, it had all been a setup. A ploy cooked up by Daisy and my daughter, Shay, to help the young dark-haired beauty from next door bed me. An apparent obsession of Daisy's, they'd conspired with each other to satisfy the teenager's girl crush on me.

I smiled. A plan that had worked too well. Daisy and I had spent a significant portion of the remaining summer fucking each other's brains out. And when we weren't, I'd spent a considerable amount of time doing the same thing with her mom. I'd probably had more sex in the past few weeks than I'd had in the prior twenty years. All of it glorious.

"I'm going to be leaving for school," Daisy said, her fingers tracing the rippled folds of my crunched belly. My stomach is normally toned and flat, but the way I was lying made what little spare flesh I had bunch like an accordion.  Her delicate touch sent soft jolts of sensation to the deepest parts of me. As it always did.

"You are, aren't you," I murmured.

A sophomore at a university in the Northeast. It was one of those things neither of us had wanted to discuss. "Yeah," Daisy drawled.

Her finger moved from my stomach to my nipple. Lazily she traced the areola. Pink and slightly raised. I pursed my lips as Daisy circled my stiffening bud with her nail. The sensation, more teasing and ticklish, sent a rush of desire flooding south between my legs. After a marathon session the night before, I couldn't believe how quickly she'd stirred a resurgence of lust inside me.

The air still musty with the delicious scent of sex and our musky female pheromones. Daisy shifted position as she pressed her hand under my boob, pushing it up. Her tongue poked at my nipple.  Her eyes half-closed.

"Mm...." I hummed, caressing the back of her neck. Her lips circled my nub. Then I felt the hard heat of her teeth pinch me.

My sharp, sudden hiss was more from surprise than pain. The brief sting sent a lightning bolt through my chest. Daisy pulled at my sensitive breast, tugging it away from my body with her lips before releasing it with a pop. Then she licked it. My nipple got so hard, so large, so incredibly rigid, it hurt. Then, as her moist tongue smoothed over my flesh, a sigh rolled past my lips, and I went languid all over again.

"Oh, Daisy," I moaned. Nibbling my puffy areola, she sent an erotic mix of sweet sensations streaking through my breasts. Reaching up, I squeezed my free breast, fingers tight around my nipple. I pinched it and arched my back.

Lost in an exotic daze, I spread my legs, opening myself wide to her. Her mouth suckling my nipple, she moved her hand, passed my rib cage, like a snake slithering toward the crux of my sex. Warm, lithe fingers pushed beneath the sheets. Daisy palmed the soft pad of my nest. Thick, strawberry blond hair puffy with strands of pure golden blonde.

He finger pressed against my hooded clit, creating a hot electric wave of pleasure. Daisy began strumming the head of my clitoris like a musical instrument. Each contact made me flinch. I squirmed. Already so sensitive—sore—from the night before. Spasms radiated from my core and sent quivers through my hips.

She tossed the bed sheets aside. Cool air washed over me. A chill broke through the humidity in the room. Completely exposed while Daisy abandoned my nipple to move her face between my legs. Draped over my thigh. I ran a hand over her back, warm and slick with a sheen of perspiration. She spread my petal-soft lips with her fingers and pushed her tongue into my pussy. I felt her worm wiggle between the inner lips, probing my opening.

Breathing a sharp hiss through my teeth, I closed my eyes and shifted in the bed. Leaning more on my side, I cocked my leg, giving the young brunette greater access.

I seized her ass cheek and squeezed.

Her tongue licked my pussy, tracing the slick entrance of my sex with her firm tip before exploring upward to push through the thicker folds, to press into the fleshy recesses of my inner tissues. I made soft, whimpering moans, curling my toes and gripping the comforter as tightly as I did her ass. A wonderful tension in me built into a fire. A burning, wet inferno. I became wet, humping my hips against her magic tongue. 

Tighter and tighter. My whimpers became desperate whines. I move my hand from her ass to the back of her head. I fisted her short hair as my excitement grew into a quick, but fiery orgasm. A glorious fireworks display in my core, exploding, searing through my thighs. I cried out. Eyes wide and open, I twisted in the bed, my muscles in spasm as waves of intense euphoric pleasure rocketed from my center to burn my nerves like hot ice. I bucked my hips, arching against her face. She rode me, her tongue still savagely assaulting my delicate pussy, lips slurping up the gushing lubrication my pussy let loose like a volcanic geyser.

Spent, my pelvis twitched. Each little spasm was like a final spark, a slow-burning fuse fizzling out, and I found myself in the most wonderful sprawl. Every muscle languid. Relaxed. Excited. Euphoric. My orgasm abated. She gently kissed and licked until I released her hair. When she looked up, I caressed her cheek. Her chin shiny with my release. Daisy took a few extra licks and swipes and crawled up next to me in the bed, resting her head against my shoulder once more. I looked at the sunlight fully streaming through the windows and breathed a relaxed sigh. 

"You'll keep my mom happy while I'm gone, won't you?"

We'd not spoken much about the admittedly odd relationship we'd found ourselves in. Me being lovers to both mother and daughter. Yet everything was out in the open. "I think I can do that."

"Good." She rolled away, crawled up to sit cross-legged. I gazed up at her. Her short, pixie-cut hair pointed in random spikes. Those narrow hips and small breasts with her pink nipples. The black pubic tuft made the hair on my arms stand up. Her oval labia protruded slightly and shone a raw pinkish red. A vision so incredibly sexy, I could barely believe it wasn't all a dream.

I put a hand on her knee. "Can I ask you a question?"

"Sure, Mrs. G."

"You and your mom. You're both okay with this... arrangement?"

She was a difficult girl to figure out sometimes. I wasn't sure how to read her, the way her lip twisted. Was it humor, a twinge of uncertainty, or a kind of sad resignation? "It's cool."

She covered my hand with hers. She wormed her thumb under my fingers. rubbed my palm with it. "The sex, our sex, is fantastic, Mrs. G. A dream come true. You know that."

"Sure."

"But," she frowned, searching for the right way, "don't take this the wrong way, but it's... just sex. I mean, we're not going to fall in love. We're not soulmates who'll grow old together."

I started to speak. She put a finger to my lips. "It's fun, and I love it, and I don't want to stop. But... what you can give my mom is something more. What she needs is affection and companionship. A true partner," she smiled, adding. "With benefits."

"And Marianne—your mom—she's good with it, too."

Daisy shrugged her narrow shoulders. "As long as she stays with my dad—and they'll never split up—she knows she can't claim exclusivity of you. That wouldn't be fair. That she and I are... sharing." She laughed. "I think it’s kind of a strange bonding for us."

"Very strange. You’re a sweet kid, Daisy Reed. And I think you need a special reward."

She perked up. "Really."

I patted the mattress. "Sit right here. On your hands and knees. That's it. Ass toward me."

When she was in position, I grabbed something from my side table drawer. Without her seeing it, I palmed it in my hand.

Settling in behind her, I put a hand on her ass. It was so young and firm and smooth. I ran my thumb along the slope of her butt crack, enjoying the feel of her skin. Watching me from over her shoulder, she asked, "What are you up to, Mrs. G?"

"Just relax, honey."

I used both hands to spread her cheeks. Daisy hissed, squirming a little.

"Easy," I spread her a little more, exposing her adorable little pinkish starfish. The way it puckered, its texture and contours made me bite my lower lip in anticipation. I leaned in. When the tip of my tongue touched her...

She squeaked. "Oh... Mrs. G, what?"

I didn't reply. Too busy flicking  my tongue around, tracing the rim of her anus. I probed deeper. Flattening my tongue, I drew it down her crack. Tasting the skin on her cheeks and along her crease. It felt wonderfully illicit to explore her in a way that was so intimate even after all we'd done that summer. It was something I had seldom been
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