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Chapter One
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It’s my mother’s birthday tomorrow and I’m making her a surprise birthday cake. A huge chocolate fudge cake covered in whipped cream and chocolate sprinkles. Its way out of my league having only ever made fairy cakes and so I have asked, Colleen, my mother’s best friend to come over today to help me. It’s a bit devious of me really as it’s not just the cake I need help with.

For the past six months I’ve been crushing on Colleen. I know it’s wrong. She is my mother’s best friend after all, and Colleen is an older woman but that’s one of the reasons I find myself attracted to her. I’ve always loved older women and seeing as Colleen is my mother’s friend it makes it that little bit naughtier—forbidden in a way. 

Colleen has a curvy figure, ample breasts and her ass looks tight in a pair of jeans. She’s thirty three, fourteen years older than me as I’m nineteen. I’ve spent many an hour lusting over her when she’s been round to see my mother and I’m not ashamed to admit that I’ve spent many a night playing with myself and cumming all over my bedsheets while imagining she’s bringing me off. Her long hair is sleek and smooth, and I often wonder how good it would feel to have her hair drifting over my naked body while she straddles me and sucks my tits.

Of course, I’ve never made a move or even made it obvious that I fancy her. To be honest, I don’t even know if she’s into women, but I hope so. I certainly am but I’m still quite a novice—still a virgin. I’ve only ever had a quick kiss or two with a couple of casual girlfriends and it never went any further. Probably because they just weren’t right for me—I’m just not into women my own age. Colleen is perfect. Mature and well experienced I’m sure and although I don’t really know if she likes women, I do feel there’s an attraction between us. She stares at me a lot and her eyes linger every time she smiles at me. It hasn’t gone unnoticed either when her amber eyes drift over my large tits. It sends sexy shivers right through me and makes me wet.

But it’s never been possible to make a move on her or for Colleen to make a move on me as every time we see each other it’s always been in the company of my mother. I can’t exactly hit on Colleen in front of my mom and I’m sure Colleen feels the same way. But that’s where today comes into play. I had the perfect reason to invite Colleen over while my mother is out today under the pretence, of course, of making a birthday cake. I only hope that this doesn’t go horribly wrong and after a little harmless flirting, Colleen will be showing me the attention I desire from her.

I look up at the clock on the kitchen wall. It’s ten-thirty and Colleen should be here soon. Two days ago, when I managed to get her alone while my mother had popped outside, I’d hinted about the birthday cake and how bad I was at baking. Colleen had been very keen to come over and help and since then I’ve spent the last couple of days in a dreamlike state thinking up all sorts of naughty scenarios that could play out. 

I can feel my heart racing as the clock ticks closer to when Colleen arrives. I feel a little nervous now and not quite as confident as I was earlier. I mean, I am playing with fire here—she is my mother’s best friend—she might only like men—this could end up extremely embarrassing. 

I breathe in deeply to try to calm my nerves. “Stop being stupid, Cara,” I scold myself. “Everything’s going to be just fine.” I look at my reflection in the hallway mirror. I think I look good. I’m wearing my summer dress, plenty of thigh for Colleen to look at. My big tits bulge nicely under the thin fabric and my long blonde hair hangs loosely over my tanned shoulders. 

I quickly spray some perfume on and head back into the kitchen. I suddenly realize that I haven’t got out any of the ingredients or utensils to bake my mother’s cake. I roll my eyes and mutter, “I’ve got to make it look like I got Colleen around here to make a cake!” I take out the flour, sugar and butter and pull out a cake tin. Just as I’m placing the mixing bowl onto the kitchen worktop, the doorbell rings.
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Chapter Two
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My heart suddenly shoots up into my throat and now I feel like a nervous wreck. Can I really go through with this? “I must,” I whisper, heading towards the door. I can see Colleen through the glass panel as I approach and she’s looking fucking hot as ever. As I turn the door handle, I can feel a gentle throb in my pussy. My hands shake and I’m not sure whether it’s from nerves or pure excitement. 

The door is open and there she is standing like a hot goddess. The sun shines down over her curves and makes her amber eyes look as if they’re on fire. I can’t help myself and I stare down at her generous breasts straining under the cotton tee she’s wearing. Like me, she isn’t wearing a bra and that gentle throb I can feel in my pussy starts to pick up pace and beats just as fast as my racing heart.

“Hi Cara,” smiles Colleen, her fiery eyes also drifting over my tits. “You look really nice...I love your dress.”

Overwhelmed by her compliment and brimming with excitement, I can’t help but grin. “Ohh...thanks Colleen...you look just as good,” I gush like a silly schoolgirl with a crush. But I can’t help myself. This woman standing in my doorway is everything I’ve ever dreamed of. Her long shapely legs glow with a sexy tan and her short denim skirt doesn’t leave much to my imagination.

“Are you going to invite me in?” smiles Colleen, her face lighting up as the sun beats down on her.

“Oh...of course...yes...sorry,” I stumble, getting somewhat tongue-tied and flustered. I step aside and let Colleen pass me. I follow her into the kitchen, my eyes bulging at her sexy ass as her hips sway from side to side.

God, I just want to grab her tight ass and pull her against me, I think, feeling my panties getting damp.

“What time does your mom get back from work today?” asks Colleen, setting aside a shoulder bag she has brought with her and leaning against the kitchen worktop.

“She’s working late,” I smile, “We’ve got plenty of time.”

“Plenty of time to do what?” asks Colleen, her eyes like two tempting fire pits seething with lust and desire. She reaches into her shoulder bag and takes out a can of squirty cream.

I lick my lips. Colleen pushes out her chest and her eyes roam over my body. My hands are shaking and my heart sounds so loud in my ears that I can barely concentrate.

“To...to make...a birthday cake. See...I’ve got all the ingredients out ready,” I stutter, really losing my nerve now. A cold sweat of panic sweeps over my skin and I shudder.

Colleen laughs and steps towards me. “Perhaps we should make a start then.”

I shake my head suddenly feeling
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