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I'd do your mom, I thought, noticing Mrs. Simon strolling across the pool deck. My best friend’s mom. Forty-eight. I couldn't believe it when Tara told me how old Maureen Simon was. She looked incredible in her skimpy, two-piece bikini. A sheer, gossamer robe streaming behind her like a billowing transparent cape. She wore a large, floppy brim hat over her mane of red hair. Her fingernails and lips were painted the same bright, shiny fire engine red. Both caught the unrelenting sunlight overhead and gleamed with a candy luster.

Tara had told me the bikini was what her mother referred to as a sex suit. A bright blue and silver number, which shimmered like scales on a fish. It looked custom designed to accentuate every luscious curve the MILF had. And by that I mean, how well the material emphasized her bulging, mature breasts. A splattering of cute, red freckles covered her pale skin, drawing my gaze to her deep cleavage between where her tits swelled under the tiniest triangles of blue fabric.

She carried a cocktail in one hand and large oversized sunglasses covered her emerald, green eyes. One feature I particularly adored about my best friend's mom was the cute little dimple in her chin. That and the way her gorgeous splash of red locks streamed down her slender neck, never failed to put a smile on my face. And those legs, by the way. Long and lean, her calves were tight, hardened knots of muscle because of the black, six-inch heels she wore, clicking across the sundeck.

Not a single pair of eyes didn't stop to watch her pass—man or woman—to which she paid zero attention. Maureen Simon walked the deck like she owned the place, drifting along in a sea of confident seduction.

She returned to her chaise, swept her flimsy robe to one side, sat, and crossed her long, svelte legs before taking a sip from her cocktail. She picked up her phone and began to swipe through it with her perfectly manicured fingers. Long and slim.

"What?" I said, realizing Tara was talking to me.

"Could you stop staring at my mom," she said. Her blue eyes flared with steel cold anger. "Sheesh, Penny, you're as bad as everyone else."

Jealousy was a streak that ran deep with Tara. At nineteen, she'd always been considered nothing more than an average looking girl. Her auburn hair came more from her dad's side than her mom's, but I think the pretty red highlights she had were from her mother. Her blue eyes were great, but she was too short for her plumpish frame. A late bloomer, her chest had only recently begun to develop. With a cute, round ass, she did have a pretty nose that turned up at the tip, a pixie-like quality, which was quiet appealing.

Tara, I thought, was pretty, in a plain, girl-next-door sort of way. But, I'm sorry to say, she couldn't hold a candle to Maureen Simon.

"What am I supposed to do?" I said. "Your mom. I mean, I’m sorry but... look at her! Besides, you started it. ‘Would you do my mom,’ you asked.” 

Hence, my thought that I'd do her if I had the chance. 

“I’m just say... I would.”

Tara huffed, grabbed her headphones and jammed them over her ears. 

Easy for me to say, eighteen year old virgin that I was. I didn’t even know if I liked girls or boys at that point. I’ve only been kissed once. By Brad Jamison. At the first junior dance of the year. He was an awkward dork, and the kiss was awful, wet and slobbery. Him licking my face like an overeager puppy. He tried to grope me, but I put a stop to that.

Now, laying on our towels on the grassy lawn surrounding the pool, I put my chin down on my folded arms and thought about my own adolescent body. Like Tara, I'm almost nineteen. I've got jet-black hair I keep cut short in the summer. Letting it bounce around the nape of my neck. My eyes are large and grey. I wear contacts so I can see, but at night I'm in thick-framed glasses. Those few people who’ve see me like that do say I give off a sexy librarian vibe. My skin's pale but tans rather than burns. I'm slim, which is good, but my boobs aren't particularly impressive. Wearing bikinis embarrasses me, so I'm usually spotted in short shorts and some kind of tank top or tube top. 

Like I say, a virgin. Untouched. Not yet deflowered. Clam shy. Nubile. Smooth-cunted. I'm told they all describe someone untouched but needed. And that was me. I think Tara is too. I don't know but I think she would've told me if she'd hooked up with someone. 

As for each other? We've not done that. Not really discussed it much. As a horny, almost nineteen-year-old virgin, I'd probably give it a go, if I ever got a sense Tara would be into it. I didn't. Though I don't think she's against same sex relationships, or even just sex, but we haven't. So, instead, I found myself laying there, fantasizing over... 

Maureen Simon. Her mom.

I spent the rest of the morning watching, indulging in thoughts I shouldn't, and dozing, enjoying the feel of the warm sun on my skin, my back, my legs and my arms. The sensuous sun heating every part of my body. 

At one point, Tara announced, "I'm thirsty." 

I opened my eyes and blinked away sunspots. My skin was coated in a filmy sheen of perspiration. It felt hot. My throat was dry. I squinted against the harsh sun. "Yeah, me, too." 

Besides, Maureen Simon was gone.

Heading up to the house, I said, "It feels like it's a hundred degrees."

We opened the glass sliders and crossed inside. I shivered. The house was dark, and the AC must've been set at zero. At least it felt that way. My flesh goose bumped. My nipples instantly reacted, stiffening into hard little buds, poking against the inside of my halter top in response.

I closed the door behind us, while Tara went to the kitchen. "Beer, wine, or something stronger?" 

We were just eighteen. "We shouldn't drink. You're mom's here." 

I assumed anyway, since she'd vacated the pool earlier. 

"She doesn’t care." Tara pulled out two ice cold beer bottles and we stood in the kitchen, sipping them. Going down, the cold brew felt like liquid ice down my throat. So delicious. Tara ran her bottle over her forehead. 

She wore a bikini top, not one nearly as skimpy as her mom's, but I thought she looked cute in it. Dark yellow with white stripes. Her budding breasts were contained, though with a wink of side boob whenever she moved. She's getting bigger, I noticed. Her skimpy cutoffs revealed a half-moon of creamy white ass cheek I found appealing. She sported a bit of a muffin top and had a slight pouch around her middle. I thought it made her look adorable, honestly. As did the ruddy red in her full, high cheeks, but Tara never saw it that way. Calling all of it baby fat and cursing the fact she didn't get any of her mom's five foot ten inch, lean and trim frame. 

She finished her beer and handed me a second one. "Here. Have another. I'm going to grab a shower. You can do the same after."

I sipped the beer and watched her leave the kitchen. I caught myself admiring how good her full, round ass looked, those half moon cheeks swishing with each step she took. Curvy, voluptuous, and maybe not a runway model's look like her mom, I suspected Tara's was a body guys could get into, would do, when she was ready. Contrary to her own negative body image I thought she was a cute, sexually attractive girl. 

I took a sip of beer and smirked. "One I'd do."

Like I'd said, I'd not come out one way or the other, sexually. 

I find myself attracted to boys and girls—men and women—equally, I think. If one were to check my browser history, I'm sure they'd agree. I spend a fair amount on all the major and minor porno categories—straight, lesbian, male on female, female on female. Bisexual. And I will confess, I've been known to indulge in some of the less than vanilla sites, like MMF and men gangbanging one woman, MILFs with men and with women and in groups—though more than three people tend to bore me. I get too confused in the tangle of arms and legs.

By and large, if I had to say, my biggest sexual turn on is lesbian age-gap stuff. Older, experienced women with younger, nubile women. There's something about learning from an older, more sophisticated partner that seems a pretty cool way to explore one's sexuality. Rather than the fumbling mess of two adolescent teenagers who don't know a thing about what they're doing—like Brad Jamison and me going at it. That's no way to learn, I thought. 

Having finished my second beer, my thoughts had begun to get my motor running, not that it took much, these days. Though my skin had cooled, my flesh remained moist and slick. I stood behind the counter, and glancing around, I unsnapped the button to my tight shorts. Listening to the quiet stillness of the house, I unzipped them. I ran a finger over my thong's silky batch of fabric. Black with silver trim, lacy, I felt how moist and sticky they were. 

Cautiously I dipped a finger under the elastic, feeling the smooth shaved mound underneath. Being a natural brunette with thick, black hair, my pubs had always come in thick and dense. If left unchecked, mine came in a wiry and full bush, while most of the other girls' nest's were sparse, more like peach fuzz. One day, feeling horny, I'd snuck a razor up to my bedroom, and plopped my little ass down in the bathtub and took a few strokes to it. I cut the hairs close to the skin but left a band of roughness, a strip of thick dark fur pointing down to my sex. 

I fingered the little strip, then slipped my fingers further down. The folds between my outer labia felt sticky, coated, moisture that
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